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Preludei

Conspiracy of Ravens

| grew up in and around Baltimore. Most of the time it was just my brothers and me. Dad was
perpetually busy at the University and Mom had remarried and moved off to Boston with the rest
of the brood. That's us Millers, dysfunctionalthe core.

It was my last day on the east coast for a while, perhaps forever. So, of course | headed for the
city.

There are three places | love to go when I'm visiting the old Inner Harbor Area, and since this
was my farewell excursion, | had to hit tidree. The first stop was Fort McHenry, which
somehow the city has managed to keep in fairly good repair. | looked at the cannons and
wondered what it would have been like to lived there; to see the battle that inspired Sir Francis
Scott Key; to be inspéd. Inspiration is running low these days.

Next site was Poe's grave. Edgar Allen Poe, and odd man if ever there was one. I've read some of
his works, | guess growing up in the area it's almost required reading. | bought a small bottle of
brandy and lefit there: a toast to his memory and the Raven.

Ravens have always been considered to-likee mess
things. Maybe thatdos why |1 6ve always | iked th
refer to a group ahem its something ominous. You may have a pride of lions, a pack of wolves,

but when it comes to Ravens, you have a conspiracy.

Sometimes it feel as iIif the fates have conspi
believing very little. Thehree people | care the most about are missing, on the other side of the
continent. Tomorrow, | 6m heading out from BWI

are the goodbyes.

My final stop was an empty pier near the Aquarium. The pier is kiadsafl place to some. It
was the final docking place of the USS Constellation.

She was sister ship to the USS Constitution and had a rather impressive career of her own, but
she always lived in the shadow of her sister. | saw her once when | was vegy lyefare a fire

took her. Now all that's left are the pictures, and a scarred old pier with a decaying visitor's
center. Kinda makes me think of my family.

Seven kids, 2 sets of parents and it seems |0
to do anything about it: something that should be preserved that's just been left to rot. Memories
are all that seem to exist now, a faded photograph and samenlarks from all the fighting.

Well, since | was due to head out in the morning and | don't like being downtown by myself |
turned to leave. Besides, | was getting way too maudlin for my liking. As | turned, | saw an all

A Year in Seattle 4 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



too familiar brooding face: Aaro | could feel the hair on the back of my neck stand up as he
smiled at me.

"Jess... | heard you were leaving, figured I'd find you here," he said.

His expression was too normal, his words held just the right edge of socialness that if you didn't
know us, didn't know our history you'd think we were old friends.

"Aaron," | said, fighting to keep an air of civility between us.

ASo, you were just goi-bgefo heawekwdt hbus stamnm
hurt.

Now let me tell you somethin about Aaron and me. | 6ve dated
part 1t just never seems to work out: l 6m not
friends for them to chance ruining it. Not that | really mind, because in almost every case, we
usually end up as friends and thatods find wit
Not Aaron.

Aaron was one of the few that | had to break up with and he did not take it well at all.

Al 6m not the one with the restraining order, 0
butt he | ast time | saw him, the boys were with
them.

S i snobot it?0 he asked, t hat

Alts your brother
|l 6m so tired of them coming be

your brothers.

Ifroze, a chill running up my spine. AAaron, t
were coming after me with a baseball bat. o

He smiled at that. The little bastard actually smiled.

AAnd they are
il

y. 6l Asaeon Tohd
the Loui sv d

n
e en behind him
Now | work for Citywide Ambulance service as a paramedic and one of the things they issue is a
panic button. Its supposed to sound an alarm and bring inlback | t thimgneavds any't

fancy as the DocWagon folks provide, but we do try and look after our own.

As | backed away from Aaron, | hit the button
worked for Citywide- Baltimore, and my job with CitywideSeattle wa®n the opposite coast
and two weeks away.

|l could tell by Aarondéds smile, hedd already t
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As | backed away, | could hear the ravens.

Aaron smiled: | was running out of pier. My heart was racing as | tried to remember exgrythin
the boys had taught me.

=]

Get inside S swing

hi and he canodt use his we
emembered the fighting |

essons hedd given me

-

AGo for the weak points, the nerve cetoaters, o
teach me the areas to strike, | 6d | earned tha
| drew a deep breath, but | couldndot keep the
swung | hit the dirt and tried to come up und
down. | gasped as it connected with shoulder. Without thinking | changed from ducking to

tackling. Where Mattés tactics failed, Nick©®s
Nick was yet another failed romance. Hed6d end

another brothemwho taught me how to take care of myself.

The fighting style he taught me was one he ca
nothing by mindless thrashing, but from the inside it was a careful exercise in trying to match up
allyourhardbaoy parts to all your opponentdés soft f
weak points and nerve centers. o

| knew I must have hit something, cause he went slack and stopped screaming. Gasping for air, |
rolled out from under him. | could tell heaw having trouble breathing, but so help me, for once

in my |ife, | didndét <care. | went to the <c
gl owered at me when they arrived because |

al |
od

It was the secondnbe the man had tried to kill me, and so help me, | was not going to give him
another opportunity.

The Star wasndédt too happy with my performance
both of us. One look at the restraining order and their @étitlhanged. They told me | could file

the report in the morning, but | 6d be gone by
was nice to know that by the time he was rele

As | followed the police to the station, | could ¢ke ravens circling overhead: a conspiracy is in
the air...
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Week Onel Getting Situated

Thursday, June 22, 2056 Arrival at SeaTac

| arrived at SeaTac under a dark cloud, but from what I've been able to gather, that doesn't really
mean much in these parts: there's always a dark cloud, and its almost always raining. It's late and
my stuff isn't slated to arrive until morning so, I'vefty much decided to say here for now.

Its not like | can go all that far anyway. I've spent most of my credits getting here. I've got one
last paycheck from Baltimore, and I'm not slated to start working here for another two weeks.
That means four weeksntil | start getting a regular paycheck again. God | hate moving.

With my money limitations, and the fact that | need to be here in the morning, the only choice
that made sense was checking into one of the quaint little coffins they've got here anthgrab
some shueye. It was either that or grab a cab over to the boy's place... | don't think I'm ready for
that.

It'll wait till morning...

So... here | am laying in a coffin motel room with barely enough space to write, my backpack
and my medical kit wdged in beside me. Great start to a new life... Guess it could be worse...
could be raining.

‘Night y'all.

Friday, June 23, 2056 | hate bureaucracy!
It was raining...
Today's rant : "I hate Bureaucracy!"

Went to the freight depot to pick up myageThe guy there said | couldn't pick up my bike
without a local driver's license. So, | go to DMV, but | can't get a driver's license yet, since |
don't have a permanent address. All | need for proof of address is a bill going to my current
address.

| ended up taking a cab to the boy's place. Needless to say, | wasn't in the best of moods. I'd
already spent more today than | planned on spending for the entire week and | hadn't managed to
accomplish anything other than a monster headache...

My luck changd a little after lunch. Mrs. Macadders, the super in the boy's building came in,
with Lone Star to see what | was up to... Once THAT was straightened out, she obliged my by
giving me a bill for the boys door, which she had replaced after the 'break in'.
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It wasn't quite that bad, but it sure felt like it. She did make me tea after scaring the daylights out
of me... and the bill did give me proof of residence. Rough start, but after lunch | was ready for a
rematch.

Went back to DMV, got my license... arfteh it was another cab ride back out to SeaTac where

| once again attempted to pick up my bike. This time | was told that the first gentleman was
wrong and | *didn't* need my license, but it was too late in the day to process it, so... come back
tomorrow..

Boom, he lowered the closed sign right in front of me.

Another cab ride back to the boy's place and a very frustrating evening of cleaning and
contemplating all sorts of things to do to any annoying bureaucratic idiots who cross myfpath
least I'llbe able to fix any damage | do to them.

But... the piece de resistance came that evening when | went to the corner store to pick up some
food for the night. | was tired, cranky and not paying attention: Big mistake.

When | exited, some of the local gang were waiting to welcome me to the neighborhood. |
scanned their faces, but | didn't recognize anybody from the last time | was here....

| was *not* in the mood. When they started posturing | just lost it. | told s@mething
like..."Look, its been a really bad day... can we just assume that I've been properly impressed and
just go on about our business."

And of course... they didn't take it all that well. | think | would have beerbigger if someone
else hadn'started shooting first... Yeah, I luck out and go from potential victim to street doc
mode in 5.9 seconds.

After that it was bureaucracy reporting, questioning... and the first officers on the scene,
remember me from a B lier in the day... | endg@ddowntown. One fingesprinting later and
they're apologizing because the officer with the memory lapse suddenly remembered the B a
false alarm.

So they turn me lose... and... you guessed it... | had to take a cab home. Not one of my better
days.

Saturday June 24th, 2056 Rebounding

This morning | did not want to get out of bed. After everything that happened yesterday, part of
my mind just didn't want to function. | mean, I've been in town less than a day and a half and in
that time | have been, mistakfar a burglar, hassled by a gang, witness to a ¢nvand

arrested under suspicion of criminal wrong doing.
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By this time | have taken 5 cab rides, stood in at least 27 different lines, been poked, prodded and
otherwise annoyed.

Finally primeval part ofny mind kicked in and tried to convince me that my bad luck had run its
course. Yeah, right, | should be so lucky.

| felt a lot more human after a shower, but then | was face to face with reality again. Here | was,
alone in Seattle, sitting in my brotlsécondo, with no idea where to go from here. Since | lost
my supplies in last night's fiasco, | decided to try again, but this time | was paying attention.

| saw them this time, long before they surrounded me, but there was no way | was prepared for
whathappened next. They smiled and handed me something that looked almost like a shoe lace,
| looked at it for a second and then smiled.

| thanked them for it and they seemed surprised that | didn't ask what it was. It was a token. A
symbol that indicateddould move through the neighborhoodhassled. They'd acknowledged
me as a street doc and therefore, | was a protected commodity.

That was when Fin stepped back into my life. I'd been out here almost 2 years ago, spent 3
months visiting, exploring. Twofdhose months were spent dating Fin. He pulled up on his bike
as the presentation ended.

He sat there and started laughing. Two years and the mans' first words to me are. "Jess, | should
have known it was you..."

Of course, he'd already heard all ablast night's debacle. "Only you could get yourself in a
situation like that and get out of it just as easily."

This both seemed to amuse and amaze the assembled gangers. Fin had been one of them, and
that | was his friend seemed to elevate their opinfaneeven more.

With a smile, he offered me a ride. He took me to breakfast and he filled me in on what he knew
about what had happened. It wasn't much. Some gunfire, the condo was ripped apart by someone
looking for something, and nobody had seen a thing

After that he took me out to SeaTac and helped me deal with the series of clerks until | had my
bike and the rest of my stuff was on its way to the apartment. He rode with me back to the boys’
place... | think he's trying to look out for me.

However, &ter a few hours of watching me clean and get things into a semblance of order, he
told me it was good to see me and that he'd be in touch.

Ah well, at least | have my bike now... the rest will come in time.
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Sunday, June 25th 2056 Picking up the peces
Things never happen the way you expect.

| spend most of last night cleaning up the place and trying to get everything in order, and this
morning was just a continuation of yesterday.

Matt's room was the easiest. He'd always been a bit sparse in the furnishings department. His
futon had been slashed open, the paper screen smashed. Every drawer was dumped and the stand
where his swords were always proudly displayed was hauntingly empty.

| re-stuffed the futon and hit the slashes with some heavy duty thread. | figure until | get the rest
of the place in order, I'll sleep there.

Next | tackled Alan's room. His was the Master bedroom, complete with walk in closet. Not that
he used it for mything as ordinary as 'cloths' mind you. No, that was his inner sanctum, also
hauntingly empty. | caught a whiff of incense, but nothing else. The floor was clean and the
markings were gone. | couldn't tell if had been... undone... but it didn't feebduty in there. It

took me almost 5 hours to establish order in the place, but when | was finished, it looked almost
as if Al would be coming home at any minute.

Andy's room was last. | gasped when | saw how hard hit his room had been, then paused.
Thinking about it, it didn't look *that* much different than the way he normally kept his room.
The only difference was a big gaping empty place where his computer stood.

| closed the door.

Everything is almost normal. The only weapons | found was a br@kemd a pair of shanai. It
took me until this morning to realize something else was misdimg cats. The boys have been
missing for almost a month now, and Taco and Maxwell aren't really known for their survival
skillsi dry food is their idea of roughg it.

It was about three when | realized | hadn't eaten yet. | went to the diner on the corner and had a
late lunch. | didn't really recognize anybody, but they recognized me. One or two knew who |
was, but everybody seemed to have heard about me.

| wassitting there when one woman walked up to me and stood there staring. | turned and
smiled, but she was scowling at me.

"Should have let them die," she told me angrily. "Do us all a favor."

| looked at her and shook my head, offering her a seat. "Sameaogit of it," | told her as she
continued to stare at me. "But they've got to live long enough to learn.”
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She didn't get it. Some people never do. | sighed and told her I'm a medic, its what | do... How do
you explain to someone the oath, the beliéim.rlot here to pass judgement on people, that's for
their ministers... | just keep their bodies going...

"Now more of *us* will get hurt."

There was something in her voice that told me, | wasn't one of *us*... | had broken some
unwritten rule.

She leftme, sitting there, trying to sort out what she'd said, and how | felt about it. I'd almost

gotten a handle on it when a man walked up and sat down across from me. He wasn't exactly
friendly, but he wasn't exactly hostile either. He just sat down and stianeel for a minute or

two.

When he spoke, it was in measured tones and it took me a while to get used to his speech pattern.

"Jess, all she understands... is boys like them, they killed her son... she hates-tlaeah ydiu
helped them, thereforeyou're as bad as they are..."

Looking at him, | wasn't sure if he shared that opinion or not, but since he sat there smiling, | like
to think he's a friend.

"I have to..." | told him softly. It wasn't really a plea, or an excuse, just a simple stateduwnit. |
wear the caduceus on my jacket for show... its what | am.

He nodded. At least some people understand.

He sat there a moment longer and then smiled. "I assume you'll be looking for the cats," he
added, his grin widening.

| didn't believe it at fist, but as he smiled | began to understand. He introduced himself and told
me he'd been looking after my wayward charges.

The man's name is Mario, and he's the neighborhood grandfather... A good man to know, and it
turns out a good source for neighborhgodsip. Problem was, there wasn't much gossip about
the boys, only the same story Fin had told me. At least | have the cats back.

Things are beginning to get rolling, | just have to be patient.

Monday, Jun 26th 2056- Missing Persons
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Well, today | made my first voluntary trip down to police headquarters. After waiting in line for
2 hours | got directed to the missing persons desk two levels down. With visitor pass in hand |
made my way through the station and stood in another lire@rfarst an hour before getting to

talk to the desk clerk.

Officer Saunders. | mean, I'm used to your typical civilian clerks who are bored out of their
gourds doing the drudge work... but there was no way you could expect Officer Saunders. First
off he's &out 8'10" average height for a Troll | guess. The man was gruff, but straight forward.
He showed me how to fill out the request, in triplicate since | was looking for Matt, Alan and
Andy.

He was an odd combination of helpful and gruff. He made the cheocgave me the case

numbers and status, then growled at me to get out of there and let people with real problems get
their information. As | headed out he called to me, telling me to check back in a week for any
updates, and that | might want to checkhbspitals and the morgue for John Does.

| turned in surprise. It was the first helpful thing I'd gotten from anybody at the star. He winked
at me then growled, "Now stop wasting my time!"

It gave me something to think about as | went back upstairsiametitin my pass. The clerk
asked me if | got the information | needed and | shook my head.

"Sorry honey," he said. "sometimes nothing's better than the alternatives."
It wasn't very comforting, but at least he made an effort.

The rest of the afternodrspent riding around the city, getting a feel for the layout and traffic
patterns. I've got just over a week to learn the area before I'm on duty. At least it felt like | was
accomplishing something.

Tuesday June 27th 2056 And John Does

Today was th hardest day I've been through in a long time. Following officer Saunder's advice, |
stopped by the hospitals looking at their John Does. | only hit the public hospitals, but | figure |
better learn where all of them are if I'm running an ambulapablic and private.

Looks like I'm going to need to buy a map of the place.

The weather wasn't too adf course, it was raining. The ride gave me time to clear my mind
between stops at the hospitals. | guess it wasn't all that bad. I've seen more igpledhpee
standard shift, but somehow it was different.

| wasn't there as a street doc, there was nothing | could do for them, their golden hour had long
expired before | reached them, and all | could do was try and identify them. | was glad to say that
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| didn't know any of them. But to be honest, I'd rather find the boys in the hospital than in the
morgue

The morgueé that had to be the worst part of the day.

Again, I've seen dead bodies. I've attended my share of autopsies, and even done some of the
cutting. Its part of the job. | guess the problem was... | wasn't there to study mortality, but to find
the boys. That was not an easy thing for me to do. It was almost like admitting they could be
dead.

Don't get me wrong, | know that that's probably trestiikely option, but it doesn't mean | have

to admit or accept it. Maybe it is a form of denial, but | can't shake the feeling that if they were
dead I'd know somehow. It doesn't really make sense, but | think it's the only way | can keep on
with this. Guess its like the clerk said, it beats the alternatives.

| have to admit thought, the Chief M.E. was a trip. Dr. Tommy Chen was there when | arrived.
He reminded me a lot of Dr. Drasco the M.E, in back in Baltimore. He had the same droll sense
of humor.It helped, made the setting seem more normal, at least normal for me | guess.

Did | say 'droll"? Morbid would be more like it. But you kinda get used to graveyard humor in
this business. Its how you fight it. You laugh about it, you even laugh at ig daash is no

laughing matter, but maybe if you laugh hard enough you can keep it from getting to you.

Sometimes | think we're all guilty of it. After the Night of rage, where countless lives were lost, |
thought the world was going to end. Until Mattked at me and shook his head.

"Hell of a birthday present, hu kid?"

It wasn't really funny, but | was nine and it kinda put things into perspective. You can't beat
yourself up over things you can't control. You just do your best with what you've gdoahd
look back.

| guess the real problem here is that its all about looking back. Looking for something that maybe
gone forever.

Damn, I've been here less than a week and I'm sounding like I'm giving up. I'm not though. Us
Millers are made of sterner stuff.

| hope.

Wednesday, June 28th A new direction
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The day started off kind of slowly. | didn't really want to do much of angthfter yesterday.
One of the bodies... what happened wasn't pretty and for some reason | spent most of the night
imagining Matt, or Alan, or Andy's face attached to it.

| think that's the last time | eat microwave burritos right before bed.

| mean, Me seen worsehell, I've treated worse and never had a problem. | think this whole
thing is getting to me.

| finally did manage to get up and by then, the walls seemed to be closing in on me. | figured
doing some routine maintenance on my bike might takenind off of the rather self destructive
mood | was in.

| pulled out my token the local gang had given me and figured it was time to mount it, and the
others I'd collected back in Baltimore. When I'd finished, my bike looked more like a
talismonger'stsop than anything. I'd attached them and the others to my antenna and was
looking at it from an artistic standpoint when Mario came in.

He stood there for quite a while before speaking, and the finally he came over. "I've been
watching you," he commentedenly.

| looked at him, but waited for him to finish.

"Seems, if you're left to your own devices, you'll tear yourself apart, but if you're doing
something for othefsyou don't have time to worry about the other things."”

| shrugged, but | think he pggd me with that statement. | mean, I'm most comfortable when I'm
up to my eyeballs at an accident scene. | mean, | don't have to thinking about myself, what |
should say, how I feel... the only thing that matters is getting the injured where they heed to
and keeping them alive long enough for the real docs to do their work.

When | looked back up at Mario, | could tell, he knew me.

"I know you're not a full Doc, but sometimes a street doc's better for what goes on in the
neighborhood. Folks round heo all right, but still... they can't afford a regular Doc for every
little thing that goes wrong."

He had my interest up now.

"My daughter runs a clinic in the neighborhood, and she could use some help. With your
training, you could do some Assistantndreeing her up for the bigger stuff."

| smiled at him. He was offering me something positive to do to keep my mind off of my
problems, and a way to get to know the folks in the neighborhood and maybe, just maybe learn a
little more about what happentmimy brothers.
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If only it had been that easy. His daughter, Trina was so over worked that she didn't have time to
see him. She had us waiting in the reception area while she tried to catchup on her patients. |
guess maybe she thought he wanted heralo & me, cause any time he tried to talk to her, she
just shook her head.

It wasn't until somebody brought a kid in that had been mauled by a dog that | really got to do
much of anything. She was already calling the ambulance when | dropped to myrichees a

pitched in.

Normal doctoring, maintaining health... | know the basics. But give me an emergency situation
and I'm at my prime. By the time the ambulance arrived, we had most of his wounds dressed and
he was looking a lot better.

Trina told me anytiméwanted to help out, | was welcomed.

Guess | don't have to worry about having nothing to do. Oddly enough, that helps a lot.
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Week Twoi Things are seldom what they seem

Thursday, June 29th 2056 Learning the ropes

| took an early morning drive through the city during early morning rush hour to get a feel for the
streets and the traffic. Maps are one thing,
driven the roads and can put a picture to the corner.

When | got home, | began marking the map for the morning rush hour and the usual traffic tie
ups. ltdos an odd hobby, but one that comes in
acting as a motorcycle medic.

't 6s a wonder f unkewtp thebarea. €hang is the, Australidns ancetine\Brits have
been doing it for over sixty years. Remote areas, heavy trdfize are times when you need to
get a medic to a person faster than traffic w

Enter the motorcycle medic.

ltdéds a bit different from a standard medicos
for transport. Normally the job means stabilize and transport, but when transport is delayed and
you have a patient with a sewis condition, you have a lot more work ahead of you. Its up to you

to stabilize them and keep them going until the transport can get there.

After | finished up with the maps, | ended up over at the clinic helping Trina out. For the most
part | ended upding a combination triage nurse and a P.A. handling the minor cases.

| didnét do too badly, but I ets face it, my t
and keep them going until you can get them to hospital for treatment. Its very maydine of
work that colds are a serious concern. Usuall

hospital, and under the care of a full medical staff.
Still, a |l ot of the folks didndét wantandnyt hin
At he Doctor will see you now.o0o (Did I mention
On the bright side, today didn't seem as bad as yesterday was, although | did get some rather

nasty stares from a few of the older patients. | knew it was about the gangé¢heré was

nothing I could do about that, and nothing I

swear the oath, you put aside your personal feelings and judgements.

The only thing that matters is the injured and treating them, the rest camtilafter the
situation is under control. The problem is, right now, my entire life seems out of control.

Sometimes | wonder if I'm fighting what might not be a losing battle, but definitely one you can't
win.
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At least with the two of us working the mic things ran rather smoothly. | know Trina looked a
lot less frazzled by the end of the day.

when nothing was ha

There were actually ti mes
| &m notns.t he only one r

worried by that. Maybe

Around five she came into the nurse's station and caught me listening to the traffic reports and
making notes on my maps: marking the traffic flows, and charting the problem areas.

When | explained that | needed to know the routes to take and hawméhef day will effect my
run, she shook her head and told me it was a busman's holiday. | had to chuckle at-that one
technically working here is a busman's holiday.

But sometimes the only holiday you have is the one you make, busman or otherwiseaas t i t 0 s
a change.

Friday, June 30th 2056-Smoke and Mirrors

Wel | |l 6m sl ated to start work in one week. I
kids with skinned knees and angry mothers, | could use a rest from this little divergian. Tr

keeps trying to tel]l me | 6m a natural and sho
|l know shedés teasing, but sometimes | think I

have as much time to get at tasaidugjdbtado. Ydulyget pat i
them out of danger and where they can be help
into play. You do that, somebody almost always gets hurt. Its an odd combination of remaining
detached, but accessible. The lastthingu want i s a patient who t hi
thatds when they stop caring.

Still, there are cases where you spend an inordinate amount of time with the patient. Either while
youdre trying to extricate t hmgtokegprthdmdoiagep t hem
until the rest of the team arrives.

Those times, you do get to know about them, a
doing afterwards. I have a few people |ike th
the ones who looked you up afterwards just to say thankskidhe

I al most always remember the kids. Here i1ts d
the most part probably got what they deserved
grabbed the neighbor 6s amaoverhisyead.he t ai l and tr

But then you get Kkids

|l i ke the Davis boy who
again. And of course, si I

nce patched them up
that fact, but his moimman did she lay into me.
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| was glad Trina was there to bail me out. She was calm and patient and explained that as a
medic, itds my duty to treat anyone in need.

It was a great speech, and | almost believed that she agreed with it until the end of the day when
two rather bloody®k s came i n dragging an EIf Dbetween t
a major fight somewhere. They were in need and Trina refused to help them.

She REFUSED! | coul dndét believe the same woma
turning her back on fks who were obviously in need.

She just told them to get out, and not to come back.

| think | must have been staring at her in disbelief and shock when she turned around. She just
glared at me and told me that if | had a problem with that | could teave

Needless to say | did. | ended up patching them up in their van, but it was rough. Half the stuff |
needed was either in the clinic or in my kit
was obvious and they refused to go to the apartrhditt.what | could for them, and then they

were off. | ended up going for a long ride, trying to clear my head on the whole matter, but | kept
thinking about Trinabs reaction.

| was halfway to Redmond before it hit me: all of her patients had been hliharhought sent
a shiver up my spine. | pulled over and just
thing | could do, but | just needed to think.

| got back to the apartment around miacktoi ght a
the clinic.

Saturday, July 1st 2056 Shattered illusions

The day started at about 3 AM when | heard breaking glass and an explosion. | barely heard it,
but the sound of sirens, that woke mewthyp. Let
ités a siren.

My adrenalin was pumping before | was even consciously aware of the siren. From there, | was
moving before | could really think about what | was doing. | jammed my feet into my boots,
grabbed my kit and was out the door without a sé¢bought.

It was a fire bomb, and it hit the clinic. | was completely confused until | saw the hate slogans
someone had sprayed around the building. | felt sick to my stomach.

I mean | just couldndét believe thiskindBfver yt hing
stupidity had mercifully died out. | wanted to find the people who did this and make them need
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my services, but | knew it wouldndt do any go
what you say agrees with their cannon, your wordshmeghing.

| scanned the faces of those gathered, knowing that people who work on this sort of terror like to
see the results of their work, make sure thei
seemed out of place, except probably me.

As thefire trucks finished their job | saw Trina sitting on the curb across the street from the
clinic staring at the gutted building. Mario was sitting next to her, trying to comfort her, but |
could see the shock in her eyes. | think Mario saw it too, caugetlzeblanket and wrapped it
around her.

He caught my eye as | headed towards them and shook his head. | guess | was probably the last

person she wanted to see right then, I donot

| tried to go back to sleep, butitjusta s n 6t happeni ng 't was a | ong
| played | ast nightdés events back over and ov
that had made her send them away? | didnodot kn

motivated ly hatred and now this.

Now | had seen the true face of hate. By the time the sun rose, | knew what | had to do. | went

back to the clinic, or the remains of the clinic, and began cleaning it out. | was deep in thought

and self recrimination when I noticedh e peopl e whodd gathered. It
blame me, to tell me | had no place there, but instead they began picking up the pieces with me.

Maybe it wasnbét them not understanding, but m
tired andthe woman from the café came over and handed out sandwiches. She made sure | took

one and gave me a brief smile.

It was long work, and by the time the sunlight started to fade, | started to blend into the darkness,
coated in ash and soot. | forced myselkeep going, it was almost a sort of penance. As |

reached for the last of the wreckage, Mario put a hand on my shoulder.

AYoubve done enough Jess, 0 he said softly.

| looked at him, shaking my head. It was my fault and | told him as much.

He chuckl ed gentl y. ANo Jess. .. This was not

I | ooked at hi m. |l 6m sure my expression was s
AYou did not bomb the c¢clinic... you did not p
ABut they did it becausee poefopnee...... Obecause | t
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Alf they had not done it now, they would have
matters is that we rebuild and continue on. A

| shook my head and tried to say something, anything, but the wordsdmerent h er e . My wo
had been so clean cut until today, black and white. That illusion was shattered with the front
window of the clinic.

AThere are good people here, o Mario told me s
see... If you thinklaout it, they have hurt themselves more than those they hate, for they have
robbed themselves of the medical facilities t

| tried to think about that, but all | could see was the damage.
AGo to sleep Jess, iintg.wi | | be better in the m

| went home, tried to follow his advice, but sleep was a long time in coming.

Sunday, July 2nd 2056 Night terrors
Remind me to stay on Mariobs good si de.

Yesterday caught up to me with a vengeance. My whole body ached when | got up ahd force
myself back into the shower. | was still washing soot out of my hair, but when | looked down the
water shifted from black to rédlood red.

|l can remember it so vividly. Everything was
think about itwithout shuddering. It was a nightmare unlike any | have ever had. All | remember
was the pain and the terror. Something was grabbing me, holding me down as fire surrounded

me. | could feel it, smell it... it burned... it...

It was bad.

There seemed nseaping the pain and fear. | know | screamed, screamed myself hoarse and
then some. When | finally broke free of the nightmare | was soaked in sweat and too exhausted
to move. | was also wrapped up in a blanked and someone was holding me.

For the longest i me , Il could hear their voices, but I
stared out at the familiar surroundings but |
eyes, the nightmare would take me again.

Finally the voices started makjisense, and | actually recognized them, Mario and Trina. | let
out a long sigh and tried to move.

AEasy, o0 Trina urged. | could hear the concern
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- N

Did anybody get the number of the truck that
t 6 still a bit unreal to me.

|l coul d feel Mari obs strong hands hel ping me
Once | was upright Mario pressed a steaming cup in my hands and told me to drink. | took a sip

and almost threw up.

ADrinkod he told me again.

|l brought the cup up and tried to take anothe
ADrink it quickly, o0 he urged me. His tone was
When | finally got it down, owhewlbngllwasodt butat | ay
least there were no more nightmares. When | woke up, the furniture had been pushed aside and |
was laying in the middle of the floor, in the middle of a circle.

Mario was still there, but he looked almost as bad as | fekited until he told me it was alright

to move. | 6ve seen enough of what Al an does t
can have disastrous effects.

When he finished, |l |l ooked at him. AWhat happ
lttunedout t hat it was Mariods revenge on those r
called them the 6Night Terrorsé, his friends.

was responsible, at least in my own mind, and that was enough for them.

Needless to say, | spent most of the day in bed after that.

Monday, July 3rd 2056- You try

| didn't have any more nightmares, but then again, Mario stayed with me all night. When | woke
up, he was there, handing me another vile smelling concoction.

| made the mistake of sipping it again and after all my system had been through, that was the last
straw. When | was finally functional enough | looked around and realized that | was on the couch
in the boy's condo. The furniture had been pushed back irde, fidat | could still see the

remains of the circle.

Ails 1t over?0 | remember asking weakly.
Mari o |l ooked at me. Hi s expression was both Kk
| forced myself to concentrate on him. AFor n
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Hesighedandgav me a r ather apologetic |l ook. Al am a

mind, their effect remains. o

|l really didndét I i ke finding out that the &6Ni
having flash backs from their visit.

| think Marounder st ood my | ine of thought, because F
the memory of what they did. Il 6m sorry Jess.

did the actual damage to the clinic.o

|l wasnodot r eal ktanymare. it was mylfaukli tbadthely attacked the clinic, but |

candt not treat somebody because of what migh
to see my face around there. Not after yesterday.

That was my line of thought, but | was veryomn g . I had | ost a day in tl
and trying to cope with what happened.

Mari o |l ooked at me and smiled kindly. ARGo t ak
out for late lunch. o

That gave me a start. | was so sure it wasrstditively early in the morning but looking at the
clock, it was indeed well after noon.

The shower helped, as did the food. |l coul dné
didndét know what to make of | ndoonmyshouldeone of t
Al hope you wonodét | et what happened scare you
6l hope you wonét | et what happened scare you
brought so much destruction in my attempts to
stop me from trying.

AThey are good peeplefiSomMati mesolt iemealat afr a
do what they think is right, just I|ike everyb
up to them and move on. o

|l knew by his smile he wasnot jerunsetsomethingkoi ng ab
think about.

Tuesday, July 4th 2056 Independence day

July 4th- Independence day, sometimes | wonder why we still celebrate it. The world has
changed so much since a few British colonies declared their independence and thewfatight f
The country they formed has changed, shifted, disintegrated since then. Instead of a tyrannical
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government running our lives, we have corporations to do the job. The ancient battlegrounds
have given way to shopping malls, corporate complexes ariehmairts. Only a few of the parks
and monuments remain.

| can remember as a kid, when we were a smaller slightly more functional family, dad took us
into the city to watch the fireworks from Ft. McHenry. | remember watching the colorful
explosions and vowg that some day, | would be a 'sky painter'. | was five at the time and |
couldn't even pronounce pyrotechnics, let alone understand what all was involved with the
production | was witnessing. | only knew that it was beautiful.

Matt picked me up and hefde so | could see better and he was pointing out the contrails and |
followed them, jumping when they'd finally explode and deliver their charges. | don't think | ever
felt safer than | did that day or more in awe of the world around me.

Sometimes | wish could go back to that day and start over. It was a time of innocence, when
Matt was in his police officer phase and Alan was going to be a stage magician, and | was going
to paint pictures in the sky.

A lot has changes since then. Looking around tlaetaqent | see vague reminders of those days,
a portrait of the four of us from the last time | was here visiting, the small postcard | sent them
last 4th of July, a picture of the fireworks over Ft. McH.

| went there last year. It just wasn't the sanveas so busy worrying about the safe handling of
explosives, and the children playing with bottle rockets.

Once a medic, always a medic | guess.

The experiences of the last few days are catching up with me. | always counted on the boys to be
there for meMatt to protect me, Alan to analyze everything and tell me what was really
happening, and Andy to keep me on an even keel.

Here | am, in their city, their condo, trying to fill the hole they left behind, and | have absolutely
no clue what that hole ishat was one of the things that was missing. There was no sign of
work, profession... what were the boys doing out here?

| pulled out a microwave dinner and was about to fix it when Mario knocked on the door. The
man is going to pull me out of my shell vther | want him to or not. He pretty much told me
that was his plan.

It was a community block partyjust folks, celebrating. It was nice.

People greeted me, welcomed me to the neighborhood and tried to make me feel at home. Even
some of the local gangas there, passing out potato chips and punch. It was almost like a perfect
moment. | saw Trina out of the corner of my eye, but anytime | moved towards her, she was
gone.
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Not that | blame her, | mean | made such a monumental mess of everything. Atdeasts
what | thought.

Rule number 1 : Kids and fireworks do *not* mix.
Rule number 2 : Fireworks and lighter fluid mix all too well.

It amazes me how quickly things can change, especially when you're a medic. One of the kids
was playing with a sparki@nd decided she wanted more, and another kid decided to help her.
I'm not sure exactly what happened, but the sparklers hit the lighter fluid and before you can say
‘flash fire' Trina and | were on the scene putting out flames and kids.

| looked at hersince she was senior to me in the medical buis, and she was looking at me 'cause
| was the resident medic and like | said, there's a difference between General medicine and
emergency medicine. We got the kids situated and after the ambulance took theieoked

at Trina.

| figured it was time to figure out where | stood, ‘cause on the whole | like the lady, and her dad's
the only real friend | have here. So, | asked her if | could buy her a cup of coffee.

She accepted and I'm glad she did.

We sat garing at our cups of coffee for quite a while before either of us spoke, and then we both
started at the same time. Finally | started.

6m sorry, o0 | finally managed to e
I i e

| t
I ver wanted to

D

|1
hurt vyo

Trina smiled at me and then | aughed slight!l
here | was afraid youdédd never come back to

1]

y
t

h

didnét think youbéd want me, 0 | told her

Trina smiled again and then took a sip of her

edangering the clinic...o0

Al realized that,o | said, thinking of the gr
AThey were shadowrunners, 0 she explained. A AN
security that doesnot are whooés in the cross

| think | stared at her for quite while as | digested, or tried to digest what she was telling me.
Shadowrunners was not the sort of thing you said so nonchalantly back home. It was something
that was whispered if spoken at all. Finally | nodded.

~

Al thought you refused because. .. A
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ABcecause they were metahuman?o

|l nodded, knowing not only how badly 16d judg

She started | aughing. @ANo wonder you | ooked a
sighed.
AWel | |, I realized that uhtmnévehasawighy . at It hde

straws to retain some dignity.

AThere arendét that many in the neighborhood, 0
and a few dwarves, thatos about hehatemdngeessy t end
are usually safely tucked away. o0

AiSeems | owe you an apology, o0 | sighed.

AAnd | owe you one for what my father did, 0 s

Its like | said before, things are seldom as they seem.

Wednesday, July 5th 2056 Getting the runaround

| stopped by the temporary clinic Trina had setup at the diner to check on things. After three days
recovering from the incident, |l was ready to

As it is the neighbors have been pitching in to get the alebailt and restocked, the neighbors,
the merchants, even the gang.

|l noticed them |l ast night and from the | ooks
sure if 1itbds the desire to protect tother nei ghb
but me. It doesnodét really matter right now.

Since Trina didndét need me, |l figured on repo
station and introducing myself. Il 6m not requi

paperwork to fi out and lines to stand in. | figured | might as well get an early start.

When | stopped by Citywideds main office and
two. Forms for employment, employment contracts, drug screening, preliminary psyitesprof

id cards, uniforms, panic buttons, each item on the list seemed to involve its own unique line.

Even when | was the only person being processed, they had to have a line, and | had to wait.

|l arrived at the st a+97tbifredistact bwaited autdn froneoftheo r K i n g
Captainbs office and then the fun really bega
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By that time it was 5 p.m.: shift change. | was sitting there when the captain walked by and
reached for the door. He turned and | ooked at
told me. ANot a good thing for a rookie to be

| was about to lpjject when the alarm sounded. Everyone froze as the dispatcher gave the
specifics. It was a heart attack, in the heart of our district, and in the heart of the rush hour
congestion. The ideal place and time NOT to have a medical emergency.

Oneofthemedis rushed over. His eyes were fixed on
amused smile on my face. It was Ray, a guy | dated in High School. A lifetime ago, | know, but
heés the one that got me into emergency medic
ACap... thatdés... o0 he started

Al know... take the rookie and get over there
Ray was busy shaking his head. AaWedl | never g

The Captain shrugged and shook Istated head. AYou

AHedéds not, but | am,o0 | said evenly as | | ook
AHey Jess, 0 he greeted me as i f webdd just see
|l smiled and | ooked at the Captain. fAJess Mil

medic from Balti more. O

Al t hough | didndét say oO6Baltimored, | wused the
point that | was not from around here and def
pronunciation of 'Ambulance’ for at@r time.

AYou sure about this?0 he asked, knowing | wa
| smiled. AFrom the | ooks of things, youdre a
| &m supposed to be here. o

That got me a smil e fweolm ,t hweh aCa patraei ny,o ua nsdt itlhle

I got my radio designation and was rolling. I
story of my life. | got there and started CPR and managed to keep him going until the ambulance
could get there about 20imutes later.

| finished up the paperwork for the run at the hospital and returned the bike to the station. The
rookie, who just graduated from the EMT classes never showed, having taken a cleaner job at the
Renraku Archol ogy. lot avot te Idarn about protocat. k but sheds
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Week Threel Step lightly into the Shadows

Thursday, July 6th 2056- First day on the job

The day started out alright. | slept in knowing that as the new kid | was going to be pulling the
5P to 5A shift. Not that | mind, that covers most of the rush hour at night, which | tend to think is
usually worse, and therefore manéeresting. That goes double for night shifts on weekends.

Okay, | know there's something messed up in that line of thought, but it's the way | think. There's
nothing like some guy who's just parked his overpriced luxury vehicle into the back of @ semi

put things in perspective. | mean, if I'm working, I'd rather it be constant and challenging than
routine. And this job is anything but routine, most of the time.

| ate breakfast around two at the diner, checking in with Trina. | filled her in onhedsie

change. With the way the schedule is, | have a whole three hours where I'm not driving to or
from the station or sleeping. Not much | can do at the clinic during those three hours, but | have
Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays off, and I'm not alvagigun when I'm working. At

least that's how it was in Baltimore. Some days we'd spend more time cleaning and stocking the
rig than we would using it. That's life.

| brought a cup of coffee with me to the station and got to meet the rest of the tay staims
that they had planned all their 'new guy' pranks for the EMT that never showed, so they decided
to use them on me.

| managed to avoid the loose cap on the sugar, the flour blast from the locker, but | was unable to
avoid the toxic coffee, aldugh judging by the general reaction of those around me, that prank
was unintentional, and got everybody.

It was good to be working with Ray again. We knew each other well enough that when it came to
working an accident scene, we had it down to an art. Things were a little rough on our first call
where | rode in the Ambulance. It was about 8 or 9 when thearak in. Some dispute over a
parking place of all things.

Now, when we worked back in Baltimore, Ray was my senior and | followed his lead, but that

was almost 7 years ago, and I'd been running as senior paramedic for the last 4 and first on call
with the bike for the last 3. Which meant there were a few things we needed iron out. When

you're on a scene, you have to have one person in charge, calling the shots and any other medics
on the scene are to take their cues from the primary medic.

The only probkdm was Ray was used to being primary, and so was |. Since it was his turf, | let
him take lead on this one.

The fight involved no less than 4 victims, the original combatants and two people who tried to
break it up, including one of LoneStar's finest.sTisione of the few times you want to know
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who was fighting. Mostly so you don't end up putting them in the same ambulance. | put in the
call for a second unit while Ray sorted out the situation.

From the looks of things, at least one knife was used.r&8levéicers arrived before the second
ambulance and helped us secure the scene, and the combatants.

One of the victims became belligerent, the one who started the fight. He started saying how we
had no right to treat him if he didn't want to be treatstithat we had to let him go.

Ray smiled at him, calm as you please and said, "that's right sir, you can refuse treatment and
we'll oblige.” The man started to smile at that until Ray added, "but then you'll have to go with
the nice officers and be booked assault charges. | really think you want this arm looked at
before you go to jail."

| had forgotten about Ray's curbside manner. Needless to say, the man calmed down a bit.
By the third call we were pretty much back in sing. Without really discugsiwg just fell into
a pattern of every other call, unless it was one of our specialties. Ray's great at extraction, I'm

good with sucking chest wounds.

We had a busy night, but still, by the time shift change rolled around, | had a few pranks setup
for them.

Friday, July 7th 2056- Friday night in the city

| stopped off at the diner for lunch again and checked in with Trina to see how things were
going. She says that the clinic shoulebpen in about a week and things were looking good. |
asked if 8e wanted me to pick up some supplies for her, but she just smiled and told me that
everything had been taken care of.

I'm not sure if she's just being nice, or if someone had indeed helped out. It would be nice if that
were the case.

| thought about ibn the drive to the station, but | pretty much realized that if | think about it too
much, I'll only succeed in driving myself crazy. Besides, I've got a job that'll do that all by itself.

Today was a prime example.

Friday: People in such a hurry to ¢peime for the weekend that they aren't paying attention.
People in a hurry in the rain: not a good combination.

We got to work four accident scenes during rush hour and another three during happy hour. For
the most part the accidents were rather simpteldebenders with minor injuries.
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The last accident, on the other hand, was anything but routine. Seven cars, one tanker truck and a
minivan. From the looks of things one of the cars pushed the minivan into the tanker truck, and
everybody else got cauglp in the wake. The folks in the minivan were wedged in and there

was no getting to them without bringing in the heavy equipment.

Only problem was the tanker truck was leaking and judging by its markings, we did not want
anything resembling a spark anfyere near the scene. At that point Ray put me in charge of
everything else so that he could concentrate on the minivan extrication. Fortunately most of the
injuries weren't too serious: three concussions, a possible neck fracture, a few cracked ribs. The
worse injuries were in the car that ran the minivan into the tanker.

And that was where the real fun began. When we arrived on scene, | had already called in for
support. After a brief triage we realized that the real work was going to be with the nanvan

the car that ran it into the tanker. | let the others handle the other cases and moved in on the car.
As | neared the car, | noticed the bullet holes in the side of the car and radioed that in.

My first concern was Ray. If the people in the van weoting at the car, then he was in
serious danger. Looking back | should have worried about myself as well, but | was busy
worrying about the unconscious men in the car. There were three of them. One look at the
driver's side window and | knew | was onlpmied about rescuing two people. The three bullet
holes clustered on the driver's side didn't look good. | looked in and verified.

The other two were injured, but alive, and | was going to need the jaws of life to get them out.
Again, the concern was thanker truck. Unless we could identify the contents we had to assume
the worst.

With a call into dispatch we were in a holding pattern until they could get a hold of the tanker
truck's owner. While we waiting the Star came in and tried to take overirf@gethe scene is
one thing, but telling us how and where to do our job is quite another.

Dispatch settled the disagreemettie contents were not only flammable, the fumes were
dangerous. We had to dawn our heavy gear. After a brief conference Ray and | agreed that we
needed to get the two people in the car out first.

Once they were situatethe 97th got to work extracting the passengers in the van. | looked at
Ray and then nodded to the truck. He shook his head. The driver was beyond our help.

Cap pulled our tanker into position and set down a layer of foam between us and the truck. We
hadless than 25 minutes of air left when we got the first of 4 out of the van. As we started
carrying them out, the star was there making sure we knew that they were under arrest. | don't
think any of us were impressed.

Our concern was saving them. At 15nmies we got two more out, but the fourth was wedged in
but good. He never stood a chance. We'd gotten him on O2, but he'd inhaled enough of the
chems from the truck that when we did get him out, it was too late.
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After that we were taken out of commissiwhile the hospital checked us out and made sure that
we hadn't inhaled too much. Ray and | were held over for observation.

Saturday, July 8th 2056- Another Saturday night...

Well, my third day on the job, and I'm not on the job. Like | said, Ray aretd kept for
observation. Everything seemed fine for the first half of our observation period, but then we both
seemed a little 'affected.’

Judgement was the first thing to go, and we were laughing our asses off watching the news. It
didn't really sinkin at the time, but the tanker was carrying some failed research pharmaceuticals
to a dump site and the folks in the van were trying to hijack it. At the time, like | said, we were
so out of it that | think we would have found the test pattern intellégtstahulating.

| know | don't want to repeat the experience, but it was interesting. The effect seemed to wear off
by evening, but after our behavior earlier they were reluctant to let us go. To be honest | much
preferred the idea of staying there, eifahdid mean the station being two medics down.

Unfortunately we had very little to do, aside from lay there and have doctors visit us and test our
reflexes and have nurses draw our blood to track the chemicals in our system. | got a call into
Mario andhe promised to feed the cats for me.

Seems he used to care for the cats when the boys were away, that was how he'd managed to get
into the condo when the Night Terrors hit. Thinking about that, | started to chuckle. If they were
the Night Terrors, theghings were the Night Giggles.

The funny thing is, after the effects had worn off, | could remember everything in vivid detail.
The deep theoretical discussion on the merits of dental floss, waxed vs unwaxed is forever etched
in my mind.

That was proballwhy they wanted it. Something that makes you totally goofy and yet
remember everything exactly as it happened.

Saturday night and I'm in a hospital room. The worst part is it gave me way too much time to
think about things. Again my mind turned to wkta boys were doing here.

Matt, a football player, jock... martial artist. Alan, a formally trained magician and Andy a
computer phreak if ever there was one. | didn't want to think about it, but the answer that kept
crossing my mind was just too unreldknow these guys... they're my brothers. They'd never
cross the line, go illegal... would they?

But the signs were there: no signs of a formal job, the condo was completely paid for. | began
wondering how much I really knew about my brothers. Suddenbslwishing that | was still
feeling goofy.
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Reality can be like that sometimes.

Sunday July 9th 2056- Reminiscing

Today we were released, but they sent us honmework today. Ray didn't object and | had no
desire to do anything other than curl umiamall fetal ball and sleep off the after effects. The

only way | could describe it was to take the worst hangover you've ever had and go sit in a trailer
in the middle of a hail storm.

Needless to say, | took a cab home. | was in no shape to be Mjiiggad was pounding when
| got home and | wished the hail would stop, that the hangover would go away.

The last hangover had been the day after | completed the training program to become a medic.
Matt had flown in for the occasion and he was the ontepihaed my caduceus on for me. Then
he and the boys had taken me out for a night on the town.

And it wasn't a night out downing brews not with my brothers, no... it was dinner and champagne
at Skipjacks. That was also the night that Alan announced hkeawasg Baltimore, leaving the
college where he was Filig and going to Seattle with Matt. That made me drink more than |
really thought | was drinking. It was bad enough that Matt was so far away, but he was nine
years older than | was, Alan was clogeyears closer. It was almost like our family was being
broken up again.

Of the three of them | think Andy understood the most. He gave me a hug, promised me that he'd
always be there for me. God | miss them.

Part of me wishes | had stayed here two years ago. Maybe then I'd know what happened to them.
Maybe I'd have a better idea of what they were up to.

| sacked out in Matt's room, curtains drawn shut and the blankets pulled over my head. When |
woke up | cold smell something in the kitchen. | staggered to the door and opened it. | shouldn't
have worried.

It was Mario, playing mother hen to me again. | was glad to have the company. Mario and Trina
are the closest thing | have to family out here.

After | finished eating he sent me back to bed and for once | didn't argue.

Monday, July 10th 2056- exercise in futility

Today was an exercise in futility. Trina still didn't need me and | had to do something. | took a
cab over to the station to pick up my bikdter that, | found myself at Lone Star HQ.
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After | got my visitor pass | headed down to missing persons with a bag of doughnuts in hand.
Saunders was there with a rather belligerent man who was trying to tell him that if his daughter
wasn't found he wdsolding him personally responsible.

When he left a vacuum of silence seemed to follow him. There was a long pause before
Saunders' voice called out, "next!"

| handed him the report requests in triplicate, as requested and he began processing the
informaion. After a long pause he opened his eyes and shook his head.

"Nothin™ he said softly.

| nodded and handed him the bag of doughnuts.
"Is this a bribe?" he asked teasingly.

"Nah," I answered. "Breakfast."

He chuckled slightly then jerked his thumbverds the door. "And quit bustin® my chops," he
growled after me, carefully sliding the bag under the counter.

| was in no mood for comforting when | reached the main desk and turned in my pass.
Fortunately they were rather busy. They took the pass bifitckawlight nod and then it was
another trip through the metal detector.

| can understand having to go through it on the way in, but out? | commented on that and all it
got me was glowered at by the guard. With a shrug | headed out. | had a coupbeies thieout
the boys, but | didn't know who to ask or where to begin.

If the boys were doing something shady, they were good enough to keep that hidden. The only
people | know here, and trust are Mario, Trina, Fin and Ray. Of them, Fin would probalty be t
one to ask.

| left a message for him, but | still haven't heard anything.

| almost went to the morgue today, but | just wasn't in the right frame of mind. There's always
tomorrow.

Tuesday, July 11th 2056 Touch the shadows

Something tells me, the's a lot | need to learn about this city and what goes on here. When |
showed up at the morgue, Dr. Chen had several JD's waiting for me. None of them were the
boys, thank God, but three of them were very familiar. They were the men from the van.
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| knew that they hadn't survived the accident, but the injuries that brought them here were not the
ones we'd treated at the scene. | could understand miss remembering one of their injuries,
considering the circumstances we were working under, but thmreg2lAthree from small arms

fire? To the head?

| don't think so.

| headed home, part of me wishing that I'd stayed in bed. My life was complicated enough before
the boys went missing and now it seems to want to get even more complicated. Who am |
kidding, | love complications: they keep me from thinking about myself and what I'm doing.

| almost called it a night, until | noticed the car that was following me. And | wasn't being
paranoid. A few odd turns were proof enough for me. Believe me, afterdialkgd by

someone, you learn to notice these things.

| weighed my options as | continued to meander through the city. If | went to a Lone Star
substation, he'd probably leave, but then | wouldn't know why he was following me. Same for
going to the statio.

After a few casual turns | pulled into a local Stuffer Shack and went inside. | was watching the
reflections in the slusb-matic as | poured myself one.

| was never more relieved when | heard a familiar voice call softly. "Jess."

It was Fin. | turnd and smiled at him.

He could see the relief in my eyes. "So, what is it now?"

That fast he was already shifting modes. "I got a tail."

He gave me a sly smile and nodded. "Plan?"

"l was going to try and id them, that's why | stopped here, but..."

| could see his grin grow as my sentence trailed of.

"But with me... | could try returning the favor?"

| nodded and so did he. He gave me a gentle kiss on top of the head and then faded into the night.
"See ya later," his voice called from the doorway.

Losing the tail was easy. | was on a bike, they were in a car. But what they wanted remained a
mystery. I'm still waiting to hear from Fin.
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Wednesday, July 12th 2056 Intrigue

Sleep was a long time in coming. After two hours of tossing and turning lugeared pulled out
some 3x5 index cards I'd bought. | walked into the livingroom and sat down on the couch. |
began writing down the events | knew about, starting with my arrival in SeaTac.

Even after arranging the events so that the related incidentgwenged together, there was still
no pattern. Was | being followed because of the 'accident victims', my brothers, the runners...
some other factor?

| don't know how long | mused over the cards, only that it was light when | woke up. The cards
were stillarrayed around me and | was no closer to an answer than | was the night before.

| spent the day wondering why | was being tailed, trying to make heads or tails of this whole
mess. And no matter what | did, the questions over rode everything elsehatitd get out of
the house.

| was careful, watching everything expecting at any minute to have the strange car pull up along
side of me. | didn't need to worry. My guardian angels were looking out for me. Fin must have
told the locals that something wag, 'cause everywhere | went, one or two of them were always
nearby, just in case.

And then there was Mario. I'm beginning to think the man has a sixth sense when it comes to me
being in trouble. Or maybe its just the fact that | always seem to be in trouble. | don't know, but |
know | was grateful for the company.

| managed to distrachyself for most of the day sorting bandages for Trina, but as evening came
so did the tension. It didn't help that | started worrying about Fin. Should have known the man
could take care of himself.

| didn't see Fin until well after dark, and he did loatk happy.

| was sitting in the condo fiddling around with my guitar when Fin arrived. | let him in quickly
and he ran a quick check of the place before settling down.

"Who did you tick off at the Star?"
| looked at him questioningly. "They were cops?"

Fin stared at me for a minute until he realized | wasn't playing dumb. "They were cops," he told
me. "Special investigators.”

The news did not make me feel any better, and | showed him the cards. After he read through
them he sighed. "You've had a bdew weeks," he commented when he finished. "You noticed
the car after you left the morgue?”
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| nodded.

"And you're sure they haven't followed you before?"
| shrugged. "As far as | can tell,” | answered.

"And how did you notice them this time?"

| sighed "I had a boyfriend who went off the deep end,"” | told him. "He tried to kill me... | kinda
learned what to watch for."

I've got to give Fin credit, he took the information and accepted it. "Okay, so... either it has
something to do with your brotherbgtrunners you helped, the attack on the clinic or the dead
guys at the morgue.”

| nodded. "But if it were the boy$ve already been to the morgue once, and as for the others..."
| shook my head. "I don't know."

He winked at me. "What does your gut3ay
| looked at him for a minute then sighed. "That it's the guys at the morgue.”

He nodded. "Then lets go with that. Let me check into a few things..." He stopped his crystal
blue eyes searching for mine. "But this wasn't why you were trying to getl @hiwie?"

| took a deep breath and met his gaze. "No. I... I've been thinking about the boys," | admitted.
"And... they weren't working regular jobs were they."

Fin studied me for a minute and finally shook his head. "Nah kid, they weren't. And they can
take care of themselves."

| gave him a slightly stiff smile. | appreciated his candor. "Where do | start..."

He paused then nodded. "You let me run this through a few of my contacts and you act like
nothing's changed. I'll get you what information I-can the cops and your brothers.

One of the things I've always liked about Fin, he's never been the type to soften the blows, except
by not answering the unasked questions. If | want to know, | know Fin will give it to me straight.

"Act normal,” | sighed.

"Better you than me," He countered, giving my shoulder a squeeze. "We'll get this worked out."
That said, he slipped out of the condo and faded back into the night.

‘Normal,’ | wondered to myself. A medic from Baltimore, shifting cities and coasts to look for
three brothers who are missinghat is normal anyway?
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Week Fouri The Shadows Step Back

Thursday, July 13th 2056- Memories of Balmer

Well, work is good for keeping my mind off of
there, usually. It was actually a rather slow day, but it let me catch up on old times with Ray.

| 6ve met some pretty nt e hd the peaplg that @Avways lamazed n  my

[
me the most were my coworkers. I think no mat
Cap, even if he wasnot the Captain. | mean ba
the older firemen who never did dettdown.
Usually this is considered a youngsteros prof
or the nack. You get some who burn out within

where the lifers learn that this is just a fundatakpart of who they are.

ter. I do

Me , I never wanted to be a fire f h
t y need to

work: come in, get peopl e where
you do the job, you move on.

i g
he

Somewhere along the way, adrenalin gave way to duty, or the other way around, but in the end
you realizé this is what you are.

Ray and | spent most of the night shift talKki
what people find odd.

Therewere some phrases | never thought of, like the tendency to say things like:

AHey L@reeyng to afriend (female)
AHey HGreetingto a friend (male or female.) (Not as familiar)
ACan | hel-®restimgto,a custonme(Stuffer Shack)

Then therebs the pronunciation of certain wor

Balmer- Baltimore
Amblance- Ambulance
Wuter- Water

and Police with a |l ong fAobo0

| think Rayb6s been here |l ong enough that heos
time near the military, AberdeageEdgewood Arsenal area... to pick up the more clipped neutral
accent they use, but | still use a slight dr a

them more comfortable.
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By the time the shift was overusnessbkadckturped.ét t y m
still had the mystery of the tail and the thr
Ray about it.

Fin had told me to act naturally and thatos w

Ray and me mighte considered a bit weird by most.

But | knew if someone was willing to follow me around the city, listening in to a conversation at
a firehouse probably wouldnét be all that dif

| got home around 6 am, as the sky was a light, dawn gray. | sawaf the neighbors on their

way to work and smiled at them, but there was no sign of Fin. Not that | really expected him. Fin
is one of my ¢6graydé friends, someone who its
that was what | needed right now.

If my suspicions were right, the boys had been working thezyyags of the shadows for quite
some time. Not that any of that mattered right now. All that mattered was unraveling the
mysteries that seemed hell bent to catch me.

| got to the condo withduncident. When | was inside and had locked everything down, | found
a note from Fin. It had two words on it, hastily scribbled, but they set my heart on edge:

Be Careful.

| |l ooked around the condo and di tcediiattheee anyt
3x5s were gone. That set my even more on edge. | must have checked every window and every
door to make sure they were locked before exhaustion finally took over and | sacked out on the
couch.

| probably only got 3 hours of sleep when theriad went off and it was time to get ready for
wor k. |l dondédt think | could ever get used to

Friday, July 14th 2056- That Serious?

Getting used to night shift was never one of my strong suits, add only getting 3 hours sleep to the
mixad youbve got a recipe for disaster. I was ¢
sleep needs tried to assert themselves. | ended up taking a nap, but I only got about a half an hour
before we were up and rolling.

The big problem with this shifsithe fact that the ideal times for the motorcycle are during rush
hour, but then again, right now, | 6m supposed
can split shifts.

Hedl | probably get the day shift), having seni
hate the man.
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Early on we did get a motorcycle call and Ray rode with me, having one of the squad guys drive

the Ambulance and meet us there. It was a drogvaimd someone was already giving him CPR

when we arrived. | think it was really hard on Ray to sit there and watch me, but normally when
thereds a motorcycle response, thereds only o
until the ambulance aves.

|l wonder 1 f 1 0II handle it as gracefully as h
Somehow, | doubt it.

Ray and | are both doer s, |l think thatodos what
waiting is the surest way to driwes crazy. Which is exactly what all this intrigue and drama is
doing to me.

| 6ve been turned into a witness to the action
be in the middle of it, not on the sidelines, not trailing it by days, sveakonths. Its been

almost three months since the boys disappédrell, its been three days since | was followed

and not knowing why is driving me up a wall.

| did manage to get some sleep between calls, but by the time | got home, | was beaseé)f cour
you know that means Fin had to be waiting for me.

Fin was not looking too happy when he followed me into the condo.

AYou didndét see anything, o0 he told me, right
you just forget it.o

Istaredathimdr a mi nut e and t huehnd slh otookl dmyh ihne asdh.a ki Nha

AThis is not the sort of thing | can just for
Fin | ooked at me hard, | could see the worry
l et it dr op.t arkoeu ydooun 6atu tt,heayndd lyour partner. 0

| was beginning to feel the ramrod shoved down my spine as | started to object, but the last
comment made me stop. Endangering Ray over something like this was enough to give me
pause.

Fin nodded. 0l thimonaJeds. ltkserthus iand gou goda justract normally. Next
Tuesday, you go back the morgue, you make it a routine, every Tilggdago there looking
for your brothers.o

| was stunned. One of the things | always loved about Fin was the fact thatklen 6t pul | t h
macho bull shit about O6Me Tarzan, you Jane. 0 H
working on our bikes to moving through the back streets.

AThat serious?o0 | finally managed to ask.
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He nodded, his eyes suddenly lookingveddoland very tired. AYou be ¢
and turned to leave.

AFitnhereds still the question of the boys, o |
He | ooked at me and sighed. Alf | thought | ¢
too. 0 Hme sftfawrdi &@dmi nute then pursed his | ips ali
saints, neverweig¢ hey are some of the best, but even t
My eyes widened slightly, it was the first time anyone had talked to me about them in that tone.

Al have no idea what they were working on, bu
up stakes and get the hell out . Nobodyds hear
cause no one else is.o0

| tried to ask him more, but he was altgaut the door.

Suddenly the place looked very small and very unsecured.

Saturday, July 15th 2056- Sheep

Sometimes it feels |ike youdre just spinning
|l mean, |l know more about the boys and what t
According to Fin, something Obowled them over
6di dn-6steesnrese 8l 6ve managed t o frgaimdfora | ot more tr
| came here | ooking for answers and so far 160
confusion and a | ot more to worry about. | 6 m
Too good.

Finds description of the situatio.n IsGewanerde &lol
begun to wonder T andwhy. | lbokechupdtathe pagtraihoéthedour of us and
remembered why: the boys.

Theyodére al/l

t h athe boys antl detying tha jobtdene. Nat mucimoé a life |
guess, butdveo

shosenone

The day seemed pretty routine, but there were too many times where | could have sworn | was

being watcheds t udi ed even. It made me nervous, but |
had made that much clear. | had to pretend everythasgnormal; pretend that the hairs on the

back of my neck werendt standing up; pretend
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cigarette flare in the shadows; pretend | did
ambulance on at legfour calls.

The night was a busy one, thank god for small favors. For the most part | was on call or cleaning
up after a call most of the night, butl once,
swear | saw the car again.

By the time | gp home | was about ready to crawl up in a small fetal ball and wish it would all
go away. | thought 1 6d had enough but it seem
saw the car again.

| forced myself to unstrap my kit from the back of the k@ke sling my helmet through the

handle |Ii ke | always do. | coul d feel my hand
see anything, donét do anything... just keep
MacAdders, grab the morningpa r . . . routine... routine... she
lts hard to pretend you dondédt notice, especi a
me even more, but if | did know something, 1if
i s when | pdettgckurkdmhat 6s what theydére coun
After | finished my 6getting off work ritual

behind me. Sleep was a long time in coming and | still have one more work day this week. |
dondot thitokakeibm goi ng

Sunday July 16th 2056 an exercise in paranoia

When [ finally woke up and got myself moving | had just enough time to grab a bagel from the
diner and go to work. |l didndédt see any sign o
to see it, didndédt want to think about the fac
were in danger because something very hinky was going on.

| got to the diner, kit and helmet slung over my back and was about to sit down at the counter
whenthe waitress looked at me and smiled.

AYoubre | ate Jes sstaementhhalthgla i d . It was a half

|l nodded and | ooked at my watch. Al ol l just h
AA bagel , 0 she told me before | <could d&inish.
a brown bag. ADon6t eat too quickly, its bad
| smiled and went to the cashier, who prompt|
running | ate for work Jess, o0 he chuckl ed.
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| was smiling when | reached my bike. At leasingathings were working out. As | strapped my
kit back down on the back of my bike, Il reald]

Theydd bugged the bike. | dated a guy who was
0l atest and gr eat gaarddrecognized isas anmiffishogtefae qui p me n
tracking/listening combo device. A very nice, very expensive, very paranoia inducing piece of
hardware has shown up on my bike and | <canot

They keep thigoing, ttohdypvaer emdtdo anything to m
slipped the brown bag from the diner between the kit and the straps and put on my helmet.

| could see the reflection of the car as | adjusted the straps and again had to force myself to
pretmd not to notice. | 6m really hoping they gi
decides to start playing with them. On second thought, that might not be too bad.

Monday, July 17th 2056- a call from the Star

The one good thing about Mondays is | can sleep in. Usually that is. | got home around 6am,
sleep time for us ghouls and children of the night. | even managed to get an hour of sleep before
the phone rang.

It was Lt. Saunder s foundsomething | c&ld telt by hatbneofhig. Th
voice it wasnodét nice, or pretty, but | knew I
to the station and ask for Sgt. Andrews, the chief investigator on my brothers' case.

| forced myself to take quick shower and to eat something before heading out. Without enough
sleep, | was just asking for trouble, no point in making it worse.

| headed to Lone Star with my invisible mini entourage.

Sgt. Andrews was congenial enough, your average, overworkestigator with way too many
unsolved cases haunting him. Another reason | like my job. All the questions that can be
answered are answered at the scene. Keep them alive, get them to the hospital, do as much as
you can, then move on.

Ther eds fmdoutrwhyehe had aoheart attack, why he was shot. Those were just facts

you faced and dealt with. You find the backagr
situation. You look for things like what happened, what medicines is the patient takthgydo

have anypre xi sting conditions, a history of proble
investigation gets. There isnbdét any real ti me

A man has a heart attack, you treat him. Some one gets shot, you turn the inoesiigatio
the Star, while you assess how bad it is and treat it accordingly. You get your case to the
hospital, report their condition and its no longer your case.
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He smiled and si
al so knew that [
time for another month, if at all.

been meatibuthg t o t

ghed. e
f t g hadnét happened,

S ome
| nodded, but by then, | just wanted to know what this was all about.

One thing about Sgt .ingpeoge Hewadded dnd gosdowpndoo d at r e
business.

AwWe found your brother Matthewds car. o He sho

dumped a can of diesel in it and torched it.o
| could tell from his tone of voice that there was more, and lknewal oo wel | t hat |
to know. |l didndét want to know, and yet | had
| c¢closed my eyes as he said. Al need you to c

| think | surprised him when | just looked at himdanodded. Something had told me it was
going to end this way.

fWe donot have much to work on, and its not \Y
prepare me for it.

Burn victims are never pretty, and | told him as much. His eyes widéghtlysand then he re
scanned his notes and nodded.

AThat 6s right... youdre a medic...O0

AYeah, o | told him, forcing my tone to remain
|l 6d |I'i ke to say it was a good visit, but it w
guy thegoéidnfdMatt 6s care wasndét anybody | knew.

work had been done in plastic and polly synth. Our dentist still preferred porcelain and silver.

| know the Sgt. was surprised. Not only did | know my way around the morguey tkeedoc
and | knew what to look for. | shrugged.

Al figured this would be one of the places 10
hospitals. o

He smiled and nodded. AYou ever need a job.

| shook myh e a d . ANo thanks, o | answered with a smi/l
you dondét have to worry about stepping into t
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Like me with my tail and all the intrigue tha
car pile up, thanks. o

It took a while to get it out of my system, so | hung out at the clinic for a few hours before |
finally fel/l asleep at the nurseb6s station.

Tuesday, July 18th 2056 'take the day off'

Well, I know Fin told me to make it my routine to go to the morgue today, but | was there
yesterday, and the only JD had been the guy f

Mario made me promise to take the day off. | planned on it too, really, but sitting around the
condo, kmwing | was being watched, testgd u d g e d . | coul dnét just sit
besides, there were lots of hospitals to check.

| almost made it out of the building when he cornered me.

AJess... do you even know the meaning of 6tak
|l smiled at him. Al think it wuswually involves
At |l east | made him smile. I know me too well
do about a situation, and tbhmatdei nwdhad ométeh iJmod.
there and I 6m | ooking. I f | stopped, it would
|l think he understands, but | can see that he
weeks since | arrived ande,bekrvsbotat,ltraledady been i
investigated tormented by my own guilt and in
promised myself that | was going to give it a year.

| dondt think | can get myself i nt dindtaway. muc h
|l 6m just too persistent not to and my |l uck®ds

come here.

Wednesday, July 19th 2056 daughters

Today got off to a weird start. | figured on helping out at the clinic and hopefully kemying
mind off of things.
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The street seemed almost dead when | walked from the condo to the clinic. Nobody was in sight,
when | got to the clinic, | got the real surprise. The waiting room was empty and when the doctor
came out to see who was riektdefinit el v wasnodét Tri na.

| looked at him in surprise and he asked if he could help me. | shook my head, and then
apologized.

=1}

Al dm Jess, o0 | finally managed to tel!] hi m.
me by surprise.

He smiled and nodde. ATrina took the day off and asked
| nodded again, knowing just how slow on the uptake | must have seemed to this guy, Doc
Rivers. fAiLooks I|li ke you got a slow day, o0 | sa

Unsure if | wantedo stick around or not.

He chuckled. nSeems they either knew that she
inandfind meheiet hey mutter something about coming ba

AKi nda hard being the new kid on the block, 0

AYeah, but | guess | have to start somewhere,
AUsually, o | answered with a smile. | think I
and sitting around a clinic with no patients
Hegave meanapologe ¢ s mi |l e. fANot what you were | ookin
ASorry, o0 | told him. AMaybe |61 go rock clim
some excitement to your day too. o

He | ooked at me a minute and then smiled when
be careful . o

| nodded and headed out, but when | got outside there was a car waiting for me. | tensed slightly
and started to back kedoudofthdwenflowr e Tri nads head

ACome on Jess, 0 she called. fADadds making us

Being given the choice of nothing to do but b
from it all for a whil@ | got in the ca

He took us to a park and a combination of the food, the scenery and the company really helped
with my outlook on life and my current situation. Trust Mario to know exactly what to do. He
joked about having to look out for his daughters.
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Like | said...its good to have family.
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Week Fivei Falling deeper in
Thursday, July 20th 2056-gaslight

| woke up early this morning. Early for me when I'm working the night shift that is. | actually sat
down and read the paper before rushing off to work. | thinpitr@c did me a lot of good. |
know that getting out of the city helped immensely.

Of course when | got back, and got down to work, | was right back in the middle of too much
work and too much intrigue. This time there wetean't even really descrilie You know how
it is when you put something down and when you come back, it isn't quite where you put it?

That was how it was today. I'd be filling in the crossword puzzle when we'd get a call, and when
we'd get back, it just didn't look right. | woub@ve put it off to the paranoia inducting activity
lately but...

| don't know.

The worst one was finding that somebody had moved one of the tokens on my bike. Now you'd
think with the number of them hanging off my bike, | shouldn't notice one of thenm lm®ved
around, but believe me, it practically screamed at me. It was the one I'd gotten from the
Warthogs of Dundalk.

| was about to dismiss it all as my own budding paranoia, but somebody had moved the token. It
wasn't even a big move, the kind thatuMd happen if somebody took it off to look at and then
replaced it.

| gave up. If they were going to muck with me, fine. | made it a game to see how many mistakes
they made and started keeping track of them mentally. At least it was a game, ungetriedi
the tokens had to have been rearranged while we were all on call...

And | distinctly remember seeing the 'mystery’ car that's become my constant companion. Maybe

one of the guys did it after they returned and we were still at the hospitaljdnit' think so. So
much for the nice relaxing trip out of town. The tension is back with a vengeance.

Friday, July 21st 2056- losing it

Okay, now there are two tracking devices on my bike and a motorcycle's been added to the
entourage. If it weren'tosinfuriatingly bizarre. | think I'd actually be enjoying this.

"Lets spy on the paramedic.” Sounds like an interesting game. | wonder how many of them | can
gross out?
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The only problem is, I know I'm not good enough to notice everything. Are they toygeg me
to notice them? Am | supposed to have reacted and failed the test because I've been too oblivious
to their attempts to be seen.

They are going to drive me crazy. Scratch that, they have driven me crazy.

| can't go anywhere without somebody watching me. | feel like I'm living in a docudrama where
the camera's are already rolling and every move is being analyzed. Maybe I'm over analyzing it,
but if I weren't working, I'd be climbing the walls.

Work- theres another place that's going to drive me straight up a wall. Fridays have to be the
worst. Payday, end of the week, party nighat's Friday night in Seattle. This time at least the
accidents were 'normal.’

Its hard to be self conscious when you're wagkriage. Most of the accidents were minor ones.
The worst car accident was one where a car hit a drunk who'd ‘come out of nowhere.' At least
that's what the driver saifbrty-seven times.

Thing was, he'd been going fast enough that the guy shouldkewéurt a lot worse than he
was. One of the advantages of having your body that relaxed | guess. We got him to the hospital
before he even really realized what had happened.

He tried to pick me up at least three times. The man was definitely delirious

After that the calls got rather boring. The tails were interesting though, especially when we were
on a call. Still, I could really do without them.

Saturday, July 22nd 2056- Making plans for monday

Hump day! No rush hour, just party goers and tivalse pray on them. | think my spooks are
taking a rest. | haven't seen them, but the tracking equipment is still on the bike. Can't seem to
get away from them.

| concentrated on reviewing the cases we'd been through and going over the 'tricks of the trade'
with Ray. The hardest part for him is going to be driving like a maniac. I've had a good 5 years
of that, and Ray's always been the responsible one.

We've got a date to go dirt biking on Monday. He's going to need it.
He looked at me kinda funny at finshen | suggested it, but | told him we should practice and

explained, "If you're going to fall, and believe me you are going to fall... its best to do it in the
dirt.
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Don't tell anybody, but | think he's getting into it. Its kinda fun watching Mr. "aad order, do
it by the book or don't do it at all" getting a kick out of driving really fast through traffic on a
bike.

A couple of times, | had trouble keeping up with him. | guess | have the advantage of knowing
the equipment and how it handles and gt the experience of driving in the rain. Sure is

enough of it around. There were a few times where | had to back off to keep from hydroplaning.
But there's no way the ambulance could have gotten where we were going in time.

Thinking about it afterwal| realized that it's probably why there's now a motorcycle following
me- the car couldn't keep up.

It was a good day at work, and | only got two more marriage proposals from patients.

Sunday July 23rd 2056- Hello?

You'd think after a week and a haf someone driving around on a motorcycle with bright
strobing red and white lights, wearing a bright reflective YELLOW riding suit, with a great big
caduceus emblazoned on the helmet, somebody at the Star might have noticed.

To be fair they probably dj but nobody seemed to have mentioned it to the bike cop who
decided that it was his duty to pull me over. When | didn't pull over it became a matter of honor
for him to bring me in.

The worst part of it was the fact that | was on a code 3 respongatdiac arrest. It also didn't
help that he seemed unable to talk to dispatch and chase after me at the same time so he opted to
ignore the relay from Citywide that | was a medic on response.

When | got on scene he actually drew down on me and starteakéhdown procedures. You
should have seen his face when the officer on scene dressed him down for interfering with a
medic on call. Good thing too, a minute later and | don't think we would have been able to get
the guy back. After the ambulance was gdnveas packing up my gear and getting ready to
follow when he came up to me.

Even after everything else, he somehow felt that my response was inappropriate.

"You see those lights, you're supposed to stop," he growled at me.

| looked at him for a minute and shook my head. "I see red and blues, | stop,” | told him. "Unless
I'm running my red and whites, then either you get out of my way, or you run interference for me

cause somebody's life is on the line. And next time, y¢eni® dispatch Jr, ‘cause if you had
had your way, that man would have died. You don't interfere with the responding medic."
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| wasn't very nice, but after all that and him still not getting the-dlresorry, some people are a
waste of oxygen.

He looked like he wanted to do a lot of things at that point, including arrest me, but he opted to
storm off telling me that he was going to file a complaint on me with Citywide and something
about me regretting it.

Cap just grinned at me and shook his head.eSpaople just don't get it.

Monday, July 24th 2056- an assignment

This just isn't going to work. Even in the dirt, | can't get Ray to loosen up, and if he doesn't he's
going to be one hurting puppy when he falls.

Yeah, when. That's the joy of this jdBooner or later, you're going to go down. If you're lucky
its only once, but there are too many road hazards, stationary and rolling for you to never get
caught in one, or seven.

I've had one major spill back home that laid me up for almost a momths lanother three
before | was allowed back on the bike, and believe you me, it was not a fun time.

The day was pretty much a bust all the way around. Trying to teach Ray the maneuvers he'd need
was hopeless. His response was erratic at best. The dabjleghings were my tails. The car

was there when | got up in the morning and met Ray for breakfast. The bike was there when |
tried to work with Ray.

The trip home did give me an idea though. There was this arcade | passed... it advertised, 'the
next best thing to being there," and "You describeve'll design it." Who knows, maybe some
simulator action might get him to loosen up.

| took a swing by missing persons, but Saunders was gone for the day, and the clerk there had as
much personality as a ggi#etti noodle. On my way out Sgt. Andrews caught up with me.

"Jess," he called.
It worries me when police officers remember my name, and they haven't met me in my official
capacity. | turned and waited for him to catch up. It surprised me when | shagbard look in

his eyes. He somehow managed to look more exhausted than he did last week.

| think he could read my thoughts 'cause he just smiled at me and told me it was the lifestyle. |
had to chuckle at that.

"We could always use another Medic," ucdered with a smile.
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He shook his head. "l work better with the missing and the deceased."
From his expression | knew something was up. "What can | do ya for?" | asked.
Now it was his turn to be surprised. Seems I'd hit it dead on.

"I know you go to he morgue and the hospitals... doing the leg work that I... just don't have the
time for... | have a few cases," he held up a folder and looked at me questioningly.

"And you were figuring since | was going to be there anyway..."
"You mind?"

| shruggedIt wasn't like it was putting me out any and if | did this, it meant he'd have more time
to work on the other angles of his caselaadles | just can't attack.

| nodded and asked, "can you download the images to chip, then | can cross reference them..."
This made him pause. | lifted up my hair and revealed the data and chip jacks that were well
hidden. "It makes my job easier," | explained. "I can file my reports and stats in a blink of an eye,
get back out faster... Any special procedures can be chipged

"Just didn't expect a medic to..."

"Mess with their own head?" | nodded. | remember how against it my father was... but Andy had
his and | couldn't help but notice how useful it could be. I've been proven right on too many
occasions to even think ofgretting it. "It's a big benefit, believe me... "

He nodded. "I'll have it for you in the morning,” he told me and started to head away.

"Tell you what," | called after him. "How about | buy you dinner and somebody makes the
copies while we're eatinfj?

He stopped and looked at me for a minute. Finally he nodded and as we walked towards the front
desk he corrected me, "I'm buying."

Dinner was nice. We talked mostly shop, but it was pleasant enough that | forgot about the tail
and intrigue, until | sathem on my way home. Them and a second motorcycle.

They didn't do anything until I got home. As | dismounted the second bike turned its lights on...
it was the officer from the other nigl®fficer Smiley.

He'd followed me from the station house, | krié&vat much. I'd had a long day, and now he
decided that | needed a 'safety inspection.”
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| have to laugh though. He couldn't find a thing wrdng he did find one of the tracking units.

He was about to say something when | met his eyes and gave mysiiggud shake. His eyes
widened, but he nodded, and then warned me to 'keep my nose clean," and strode back to his
bike. I could tell he was trying hard not to look for the tails.

Things just got a little more interesting.

Tuesday, July 25th 2056 more than meets the eyes

Officer Smiley wasn't there in the morning, but the others were. | stopped at the diner and settled
my bill at the counter. | really have to watch my money now. Payday isn't until Sunday and | still
have to keep the bike fueled and fed for the next few days. And the cats, can't forget the cats.

As | got ready for my 'John Doe' search of the morgue and the hospitals, | realized what was
wrong. | hadn't seen any of the local gang. This began to worry me a little, so | stopped by the
clinic to check with Trina about it.

| was rather surprised to find Doc Rivers there. Then again, | saw the way he looked at her. |
guess it wasn't that much of a surprise. It took me a minute to remember why | came.

Trina told me not to worry too muchh&y've been known to keep a low profile at times, and

that since the attack on the clinic, they'd actually been taking turns watching the clinic at night. |
could tell from her tone of voice that there was more, but | could also tell it wasn't something |
wanted to ask about.

It was a half answer to my question, which | guess is more than I've been getting these days. |
promised I'd come back around five and see how they're doing, but judging by the looks the two
of them were exchanging, | don't think tlvere going to have any problems.

Dr. Chen was waiting for me. | could tell by his smile he was actually looking forward to my

visit. | guess he doesn't get that many visitors with a pulse. He showed me the week's cases, all
the time discussing the worsises and comparing them to the worst ones I'd dealt with. |
happened to see his reflection in one of the lights and realized he was mostly doing it to keep my
mind off of why | was there.

| didn't find the boys, which was a relief, but after cross ret@ngrthe retinal images and the
general stats on one of Sgt. Andrew's missing person's cases, | knew we'd found one of them.
Only now, it's a homicide. | phoned him from the lobby and gave him the case number.

He thanked me, but | know he wasn't reallpnawith it. The case was a 15 year old girl from
Council Island. Sometimes this whole thing just messes with your mind. | cross referenced this
case with the others and found out that her 14 year old brother was missing as well.
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After a quick check witlbr. Chen | found out that she'd been found downtown. That meant |

had about 4 hospitals to check including Harbor View and University. | figured I'd start with

those two, mainly because if | were running a kid who'd been hurt the way she was, I'd take them
to Harbor View First, University second with Seattle General and Nightengale's very distant

third choices.

| found her brother at Harbor View. He'd been messed up pretty bad and was still in a coma. |
put a call into Andrews. | stayed there going throhigtfile, until Andrews got there with the
boy's family.

By the time he got there, | knew where they'd found-hahout 5 blocks from where they'd
found his sister. In addition to his injuries were chemical traces of a rather powerftdgiate
drug, pgular with the club set back home. | figured I'd take a quick look down where the kids
were found and scope out the area.

Again Andrews read niel'm really going to have to work on that.

He pointed out that | was getting sittacked from my objective and | just shook my head. "No..
| just don't want to see another kid like this... " | think he understood, but it was hard to tell.

How do you explain to someone how my brothers and | areah, we'd lay down are lives for
each other without a second thought, but when it comes to kids... innocents... kids come first.

The boys are adults, they can take care of themselves, but kids... kids are sacred.
| think he understood.

As | rode dowrwn, | reviewed the case in my mind. They were both found in the shadows of
the Renraku Arcology, within a few blocks of 4 of the city's more prominent clubs including
Penubra.

| tried to get on with the JD search, but something kept bothering me. Hinadht to Citywide
dispatch and started going through the records.

Within the past four months there had been 9 similar calls, but this was the first one with a
fatality. Each of the other victims had been identified so all of them had been classified as
random acts of violence. A shiver went down my spine when | called Andrews with the
information.

He told me to come down tomorrow and file a report. There was something in his voice |
couldn't quite identify, but I figure I'll know tomorrow.

I'd like tosay | got somewhere on my search for the boys but | ended up back at the condo with
no more answers than I'd had that morning. | checked back at the clinic, but lets just say they
didn't need me hanging around. | treated myself to a long hot soak antbJwedt
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Wednesday, July 26th 2056 clay pigeons

| actually slept in. Or at least | started to. | was tired enough that the phone startled me when it
rang. It was Sgt Andrews. I'd forgotten that he wanted me to give him the details on my
'investigation'

After a quick shower | headed downtown. | didn't see the car this time, but somiekrosw it
was still there. The motorcycle on the other hand seems to have developed a rather distinctive
misfire in the engine.

| have to admit | was feeling a litttaore self assured than | should have under the current
circumstances. As if to prove that point, | found that the car was already at the station when |
arrived.

This made me more than a bit nervous, but before | could say anything, Sgt Andrews was there
leading me deeper into the station. Instead of taking me back to his desk he took me to a bank of
elevators. He pressed Sub Basement 3 and smiled as the elevator headed down. He didn't say a
thing until we reached bottom and the doors opened.

"Do you knowhow to shoot?" He asked as he gestured towards another door and guided me onto
a shooting range.

| nodded still unsure where everything was leading. It turned out it was leading to the shooting
range. There was another man there. Sgt Andrews noddedlisolar and a then man pressed a
button. | tensed as | heard the mechanisms activate and then | saw a barrier raising from the
ground.

"This room is sound proof," Sgt. Andrews informed me once the barriers had finished closing.
| looked around warily. "Wy?"

He smiled at me innocently. "So no one can hear the gunfire.”

| gave him my best 'yeah right," look and he smiled. Then he nodded to his friend. "This here is
Jonathan. He's from Council Island."

He gave me a slight smile and then bowed slightlzafik you for what you have done on
behalf of the Walker children."

| shook my head. "I haven't really done anything," | answered. | hadn't either. | just did a little of
the 'legwork’ on the case.

"No... you have taken an interest and you have endangered yourself on their behalf."
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| had to object with that one. | hadn't done anything dangerous. The biggest danger | faced was
traffic and | said as much. | really didn't like the amused smile he egetawvith Sgt. Andrews.

"l am sorry," Jonathan said when he noticed my look. "Sgt Andrews had told me that you were a
warrior at heart. It is refreshing.”

| shook my head, still not knowing where this was leading.

Sgt Andrews handed me a gun and poindecards the end of the range. It was a Walther palm
pistol, a hold out gun really. It was also the kind | carried back in Baltimore. | think | glared at
Sgt Andrews after that. | do not like how much they knew about me, even though it was all on
record.

Most medics carried at least a hold out. Like | said we have a team that protects us, but its
nothing fancy and their response time isn't all that fast. If you need them, you better have
something on you. Something I'd left at the station back in Baltimoyeoncealed carry permit
was for Baltimore and | hadn't been sure about transporting it to Seattle. It really would have
helped me with Aaron.

| took it and emptied the clip at the target. Most of them were good, but a few of them missed
completely.

Sgt Andrews nodded and inserted a clip into his own gun and chambered a round. "Tell me about
the other victims..." he prompted as he began shooting at the target.

"Nine other cases, all reports of unconscious woman in an alleyway. All young... mosglookin
under age. Alone..."

"How do you know they were under age.. Or appeared that way?"

| had to smile at that. "When we call in the stats, if we don't have an age, we estimate. Almost
every estimate was 'Female-28.' | looked at Jonathan. "This is thest call with two people
involved, and one of them dead.”

He nodded. "l thought so. Michael is... young enough that he..."

"Could be mistaken for a woman?"

He nodded again.

| looked at them both for a minute, a chill going down my spine. "You wanbme in..." It was
a statement more than a question. Again, they exchanged that smug look.

Part of me wishes | could have walked out at that point but they were right. | didn't like people
preying on kids and given an opportunity to do something ahduvduld.
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"When?" | asked in a resigned voice.
"Tonight." Sgt Andrews answered as he handed me a piece of paper.
| looked at it, expecting an address, but instead | found a concealed carry permit.

"l owe you at least that much,” he said with a smillenathan will be giving you cover... all you
have to do is be yourself... and be careful."

| gave him a lopsided look. "Which do you want," | asked wryly. "Cause | can't do both."
It took him a minute and then he chuckled. "Guess you're right.”
Yeah, f | was being careful, | wouldn't be letting them set me up as a clay pigeon.

I'd like to say it was a wonderful evening, but whoever had attacked the Walker kids seemed to
have been satisfied with whatever he'd gotten. | had a few offers to dance shytl pust
hopped the clubs in the area.

| was feeling rather let down as | left the last club in the area, Penumbra. | signaled a cab and let
out a sigh as it pulled over and the driver waited for me to climb in. | felt something prick the
back of my nek and then everything was hazy until | woke up in a tubful of hot water.

| was shivering, and a rather kindly woman was watching over me, pouring warm water over the
towel | was wrapped up in. She smiled at me when | groaned.

"Here," she told me as shanded me a cup of hot liquid. "Drink."

She sounded like Mario when he'd order me to "drink™ one of his concoctions. At least this tasted
good. | tried to ask what happened, but she simply shook her head. "Let their poisons wash from
your system, then wwill talk."

| tried to focus on her, but | was drifting again.

| think it was several hours later when she pronounced me well enough to get up and helped me
dress. | was feeling less groggy now, but I still didn't know what was going on. Once | was
dressed, she carefully handed me my pistol. It was a gentle gesassite me that all was well.

It helped.

She led me to a long house and there were several men and women gathered there. At the far end
| saw Jonathan and Sgt. Andrews. They both stood and seemed very relieved to see me up and
around truth be told, | wagad too.

| could also tell they'd managed to find something. | waited expectantly until the meeting was
called to order and Sgt Andrews and Jonathan explained what had happened.
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Organ leggers. If that didn't give me pause nothing would. They were tiagvegians from

young women coming to the clubs in the area. And they were being very particular. | looked at
the needle hole in my arm and realized they'd taken a tissue sample... to see if | matched any of
their customers.

Of all the possibilities I'd¢ome up with | hadn't even thought of this. The council wasn't happy to
learn what had happened, but at least we knew and the people who had attacked their children
had been caught. It wasn't much, but it was something.
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Week SixT Getting back up

Thursday, July 27th 2056- What ifs

Today | nearly spilled on the way to work. | should have taken that as a warning, but as always,
there was too much happening and way too many people needing out services. Then came the
big spill, where | did go down. All | eatell you is the fact that | don't remember much of what
happened, but its coming back.

It was raining, big surprise there, and | was responding to another cardiac call. | was heading
towards an intersection, full code 3 respenbghts, sirens... thevorks. Next thing | know I'm
in the middle of the intersection, flat on my back, looking up at officer Smiley.

He told me my first reaction was to ask him how bad the others were. The rest is hazy, but he
tells me that | talked him through everything eded, from calling dispatch to immobilizing me.

| do remember the chopper and being winched into the air. The flight itself was a blur, but |
know it was bad. | could hear it in the medic's voice as he tried to tell me everything was fine.

| ended up irHarbor View and I'm glad | did. Harbor View is known for its emergency care, but
they aren't known for magical healing. That's where my last few days worth of adventuring came
in.

Seems word of my arrival and condition reached the ears of the Walkey.faduh't know how
they knew, or how they managed to get through security, but one of them came to me and ...

One minute | was in pain, and very scari@ next | was floating peacefully. | swear it was one
of the most wonderful feelings I've ever hddhen | woke up, Ray and Officer Smiley were
playing poker waiting for me to wake up.

I've never been healed magically before, but let me teH iysihe only way to fly!

| came back down to earth when Officer Smiley told me what had happened. Hdlbdd p
somebody over for speeding and was writing them up when he heard me approaching. He turned
as he heard squealing tires and saw a limo pull out as | passed. Guess he thought | was through
wrong.

| swerved goosing the throttle, but there was noimgsisim. He clipped my rear wheel, and
that's all he wrote. All things considered, | got off really lucky. The bike's going to be in the shop
for a while. |1 don't think I mind riding in the truck for now.

There's a whole series of 'what ifs' that havenlvaaning through my head all night and let me
tell youw its enough to give anybody pause.
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What if I'd been a fraction of a second slower? What if the Limo had been a tad faster? What if
Officer Smiley hadn't been there? What if I'd ended up at Genstahuh of Harbor View? What
if I'd never met the Walkers?

Ah well, a world of what ifs can drive you crazy and | still have a job to do. Thanks to Mrs.
Walker, I'm here to do it.

Friday, July 28th 2056- Changes

Its still kinda hard to believe I'm stitin the job after yesterday. Hard to believe I'm still
breathing if you think about it.

Believe me, I've been doing a lot of thinking about it.

| don't know; it's almost enough to make you believe in something beyond the rat race. I've never
been one for religion, but there have been too many coincidences lately. Yeah, I've been playing
the 'if game again. Have to watch it or | won't know whict i up.

| do know | got up early and spent a few hours at the clinic before heading to work though. | am
a firm believer in 'what comes around goes around.’

Matt called it Karma, Alan called it ‘cosmic balance’, Andy just called it luck. Whateverot'm
taking chances, well, any more than usual.

The shift was comparatively quiet for most of the evening. Only two accidents and one shooting,
not bad for a Friday night. Kinda makes me worry about what they have in store for us
tomorrow.

| was about h&vay through the shift when | realized what else was missing: the motorcycle tail.
Guess he had to take it in for repairs. Of course its not like I'm going out on any calls on the bike,
not until she checks out. | stopped by central on the way in to cmelakr... I'm lucky to be

alive. One look at my helmet and | knew that the protective gear had kept me together long
enough that there was something for the Walkers to bring back.

The helmet took the abuse that would have probably splattered the greyataiver the
pavement. There was no reviving it, but | was alive because of it. Kinda heavy.

| didn't used to dwell on mortality, really. Its something new to go with everything else. | still
don't know what's going on, and if | don't hear from Fimsod may have to do something to
change that.

At least that was my line of thinking until | looked at Ray. | swear for a fraction of a second |
thought | saw a red dot on his forehead. This is so uncool that | have to do something. | don't like
threatsto my friends, real or imagined and something tells me, its going to get a lot worse. You'd
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think after two and a half weeks they'd have packed it in by nowave they and they're only in
my imagination now?

| looked at my bike and the devices somebaé oh so carefully planted. It was not my
imagination. The only question is themhat do | do about it?

One other change though. This morning | rented a safety deposit box. I'm leaving a copy of my
notes, so that if anything does happen te wigoever omes looking for me... they'll have a

better idea of what was going on. Once this thing with the tails and the men | didn't see is over
I'll include a copy of my journal.

Just in casel don't want to leave somebody with the sort of mess the boysllgfst.want some
normalcy in my life.

Saturday, July 29th 2056- Life goes on.

Let me get this out of the way now. Birth is messy. Okay, life is messy, and for most of the
people | see, leaving it is just as messy, but coming into this world haslgobne of the
messiest things I've ever seen.

There | feel better now. Yes, today's calls included a pregnant woman who gave birth on the
way to the hospital. And trying to do anything on a moving ambulance can get pretty hairy.
When it became obviowge weren't going to get to the hospital in time, | had Ray pull over.

Between the two of us, the woman and her husband, and the baby for that matter, its amazing we
got anything done. She was in pain, and we couldn't give her anything, so she hadridhely
breathing exercises as the little one made her grand entrance.

Once she was out, Ray began suctioning while | clamped the umbilical cord. After drying her off
and suctioning again, she was wrapped up in a blanket. We placed her on her mottets stom
and got rolling again. | checked on the mother and made sure she and the baby were fine and
stayed that way.

We got them to the hospital without further incident. The father smiled at us and told us it was a
miracle. The pride and joy in his eyes waarth it.

| guess it was a miracle, but how come all the miracles in the bible are nice and clean and

beautiful and this is so messy? Just the way it is, | guess. Still, its nice to see that life-goes on.
messy though it may be.

Sunday July 30th 2056 Confrontation
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The motorcycle is back, and they did fix the misfire. | think they're trying to get noticed now.
No, there's no thinking about it, they are trying to get noticed. The car pulled up next to me at a
stop light and the passenger just lookeoha from behind mirrored shades.

He had one of those practiced 'don't mess with me,' expressions that | swear they teach cops to
make. It happened at three more lights, so | did the only thing | could do really.

| went to the local Lone Star substatemd told an officer there that there were these two men
following me. | don't think they were too happy with me, but they're the ones who started this
game.

They were back on me by mghift so when | finished my shift, instead of going home, | went to
the central precinct house and filed a complaint of two men following me. As | filed the
complaint, they walked up to the officer | was working with and asked him to allow them to take
over.

| feigned ignorance, demanding to know what was going on. lheldfficer that these were the
same men who were following me. The first one brought out his badge and held it out for me to
see. Daniels, I'm going to remember that name.

"Then why were you following me?" | demanded.

"We have our reasons,” he told me as he took over the officer's chair and his partner sat way too
close to me, straddling the chair so that its back was between us.

| shook my head. "Not good enough,” | told them, looking from one to the other. "Anavl kno
I've seen your car around, so either tell me what's going on, or leave me alone."

The indignation was real, even if the ignorance wasn't. | had really had enough.

"Why were you poking around the morgue?"

"l have my reasons," | told him in the sameeaat voice he'd used.

"And that would be?"

| gave him an exasperated look. "Finally, someone in this town who doesn't know my business."

That earned an extra special glare from Daniels' partner, who never once showed me his badge.
"You can ceoperate owe can make this very unpleasant.”

"You've already made this very unpleasant,” | told him. "Do you know what its like to think ...
just to think you're being followed, after being stalked by ab@x®riend? Do you know what

its like to go from thinkingand telling yourself its all in your imagination, only to find out it

isn't. And when you complain, you find out that your 'stalker' is a cop? You want to know what |
do at the morgueask Dr. Chen, ask the desk Sargent, ask Sargent Andrews, or Sawwders d
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in records read the freakin' paper, or try asking me, but this harassment bit of following me and
intercepting my complaint is a bit much, and completely unnecessary."

"Ms Miller,” Daniels said, trying to sound soothing.

"And if you know my name, yoshouldn't have to ask. Why do | go to the morgue? Why does
anybody go to the morgue. To look at dead people. If you want I'll be back there tomorrow and
you can watch me look at dead people."

"Ms Miller," he tried again. "There is no need to be hostilee're here to help you."

"Here to help me," | repeated a little sarcastically. "And how is following me around, scaring me
half to death going to help me?"

| couldn't help myself, | was on a roll.
"All right,” Daniels said in a nice calm soothingrydaked | might add, voice. "Tell us..."
Good cop.

| looked at him, surprise and exasperation showing on my face. "I'm Jess Miller..." | started,
sounding like he was being very slow, which he was.

"We know that much," his partner growled.
Bad cop.

| shook my head and sighed. "My brothers Matt, Alan and Andy are missing." | kept my eyes
wide and nodded at them like | was expecting them to catch on.

The rest of it went something like this:

Good Cop: "l see... so you were looking for them."

Me: "Actudly, when I'm at the morgue, I'm trying not to find them."

Bad Cop: "l don't like your attitude."

Me: "And | don't like being followed. If you'd like | could file an itinerary."

Good Cop: " That won't be necessary."

Bad Cop: (sulk)

Me: "How long have youden following me anyway?"

Good Cop: "Not long..."

Me: "But if you know I've been going to the morgue, that means... you've been following me... a
week, two weeks?"

Bad Cop: (smug) : "Three."

Me: "Three weeks!? And you couldn't ask? Half the precinct kmoywbusiness and you're
wasting time following me?"

Good Cop: "We have our reasons."

A Year in Seattle 63 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



Me: "So you keep telling me..."
Good Cop: "I'm sorry we scared you..."
Me: "So...did you at least get the number of the limo that hit me?"

Bad cop decided to take a newpapach. "What did you find at the morgue?"

| shrugged. "Dead people,” | answered shaking my head. "Last week | found a girl who'd been
killed by organ leggers, because the drugs they used to subdue her had no effect, so they
bludgeoned her to death. Befdhat, a couple of John Does, included a burn victim that was

found in my brother's car. Fortunately, it wasn't any of my brothers. The week before that, 3 guys
we pulled from an accident scene.. DOAs.. The week before that, two mutilation homicides and a
wino... before that...more of the same."

"We have to ask these questions because, you seem to know your way around the morgue all too
well..." Daniels again.

| bowed my head in exasperation. "I'm a medic. We have to do post mortums once every six
monthsto keep our 'skills sharp.' Its regulation. You either get used to it, or you leave the
profession."

Daniels nodded. "I think we're done here," he announced.
| shook my head. "That depends,"” | told him. "Are you going to keep following me?"
Bad cop scwled at me. He scowls well.

Daniels gave me a slight, and again very faked, laugh. "No... we're sorry about this
misunderstanding...”

| nodded innocently, but | think we all knew that it wasn't over yet. Not by a long shot.

Monday July 31st 2056- Tapped.

It was after noon by the time | got home from Sunday's shift and my jaunt to the station. | took a
long hot shower, called Trina to tell her that | was going to bed and that I'd stop by the clinic in
the morning and went to bed.

At about four a pbne call woke me up. When | picked it up, the line was very quiet and then a
chilling voice said, "I'm watching you..." Then he hung up.

It wasn't enough to recognize the voice, but after dealing with Aaron, | knew the procedures for
dealing with threatang phone calls. | called the phone company and told them to send the
number on to the police, reported what had been said and then settled back to bed. Two hours
later the process was repeated.
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The third time, | got to meet more of the 'Star's finesteylcame over and tapped the phone.
Oddly enough | didn't get any calls after that. Cute way to get my permission to tap the line, I've
got to give them credit for that.

After the 'excitement' died down, | went to the diner. The one good thing aboutiggsiewas
payday. | treated myself to a steak dinner and went for a walk. Daniels and his friend were still
there, but back to hiding. I'm beginning to wonder if those two ever sleep.

Actually I should probably feel safer knowing that there are pempléhere so dedicated to
duty. Too bad they're dirty.

Tuesday August 1st 2056 Looking at dead people.

| checked in with Trina at the clinic around eight and stayed until about elleivgn After
everything that happened this week, | was glad ferctrange of pace. No immediate
emergencies, a few cuts and scrapes.

| recognized one of the patients as one of the gangers. He looked as if he'd gone through a ringer.
He remained calm and stoic as | checked his injuries. They were mostly superfatidletidr
than they looked. | started to say something and he shook his head and handed me a note.

| took the note and nodded slightly, then pretended to check the clipboard. "Let me get you some
ice for that,” I told him and headed back to the nursatsst

My hand shook slightly as | opened the note, but | shouldn't have worried. It was from Fin:
Jess,

Good job confusing them. Things still hairy. Don't give up. Play it close to the vest. Beware ValenzBioChem.
Toast, eggs over easy.

Fin.

I memorizd the name, and smiled at the 'toast, eggs over easy.' It was a private little tag. | always had
toast and eggs over easy before a big exam. Fin knew this. So, the real test was still to come.

| trashed the note and came back with the ice, but the gaagdong gone. He'd done what he'd
come to do. One look from Trina and | knew that somehow she knew, at least some of it. |
realized something | hadn't done since the hospital had pronounced me 'safe and sound.’

| hadn't had my blood worlap redone. | wate this down on the chart and Trina nodded. Not

only did she know something was up, she knew | had to keep quite about it. She handled it
quietly and efficiently, using the ganger's chart as the contact name, she drew blood and did the
work up herself. should have the results tomorrow.
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| was about to leave when she gave me a warning look. "Be careful." She mouthed. | nodded. It
seems to be the watch word these days.

When [ left the clinic, Daniels and his friend were out and visible, so | went otrezrto

"I'm going to the morgue to look at dead people,” | told them. "Care to join me?"

Daniels shook his head. His partner simply scowled.

"Okay," | told them. "Just thought I'd ask."

Someday, | think | may regret doing that, but it felt so good at the time.

Andrews was waiting for me at the morgue. He looked kinda sheepish as he handed me an
updated disk with the information on the missing person's cases that were currently being
worked. You'd think they'd have networked the hospitals and the police departments together by
now, but still, half of what | found last week was because of intuition and knowing how injuries
can change a person's appearance.

Dr. Chen was in rare form as harsed 'introducing me' to his clientele. Andrews lasted about

ten minutes before he realized that he had an important meeting to go to. As he left the room, Dr.
Chen looked at me with a slight pout.

"Was it something | said?" he asked, feigning a hystession.

That made me chuckle, as did how quickly his expression shifted back to his usual jovial, but
morbid self. After he'd finished showing me all but the last of his charges he paused and placed a

hand on my shoulder.

"This one... isn't pretty," he@arned me. Coming from him, | know that meant it was pretty bad. |
took a deep breath and nodded.

| clenched my fist as he pulled out the tray and revealed a young man, about Andy's build. His
face had been chewed off, probably by deaik. | swallowedhard as | tried to ID him. Between
decomposition and teeth marks it was hard. Somebody had really not wanted this man identified.
| moved forward and moved his hair aside slightly.

| let out a sigh of relief and looked up at Chen. There was no datajack.

It wasn't Andy, but what had been done to the man was chilling. | looked at Dr. Chen and
nodded. "If you can, can you give me your findings on this one?

He looked at me for a minute and nodded. Some people react by not reacting, some by running
away. Peple like me deal with things like this, by trying to do something about it.
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"Watch it Jess," he warned. "You keep this up, you're going to either have Andrews' job or you're
going to end up a ghoul like me."

"Doc," | told him. "Its my job to keep caseway from you two."

He grinned. "And yet... here we are.”

| smiled back. "Yeah, but I'm only one kid..."

He nodded solemnly. "Remember that Jess, you can't do everything."

Maybe | can't do everything, but | sure as hell can try.

Wednesday August 2nd2056- A visit

The morning started out quietly enough. | woke up at about 9:30 and headed over to the clinic,
skipping breakfast, which was a big mistake.

When | got there things were already hoping. Seems a cold was making its rounds and
everybody had #hsniffles. | think summer colds are the worst. | mean, if you're sick and its cold
and miserable out well, that's fine, but when its nice out..

Scratch that, | forgot where | was. Its damp and miserable here so why worry about it. It took till
about 11:8 before we'd gotten the crowd down to two cases. When Trina finished with them,
she called me in for a conference on Mickey Hernandez.

It took me a minute to realize that that was the name the ganger had given when he came in and
gave me the note. | saaed 'his' chart as | looked at the results of my blood test.

The white blood cell count was up, triglycerides and cholesterol were within normal standards.
But there were some abnormalities. The chemical composition was slightly off, almost as if there
were still trace amounts of the chemical still in my system.

If that is the case, then I'm a walking talking sample of this chemical. The name ValenzBioChem
floated through my mind as I thought of Fin's warning. Maybe it wasn't what I'd seen, but what |
hadthat they wanted.

After | finished reading the chart, Trina told me that she wanted to see about getting him back in
here and running a few more tests. It took me a minuted before | realized what she meant.

"I'll try and get a hold of him," | said wita slight nod.

Needless to say, | didn't feel much like eating at lunch time. | was having a staring contest with a
tuna sandwich when the phone rang.
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"Lynwood clinic," | answered.
"Jess, | was hoping I'd find you there." The voice was way too chearfdrews again.
"Am | that predictable?"

"Well, | got your report on the John Does and the matches, you weren't home and you aren't on
duty."

"I'm that predictable,” | sighed. "WHatup."
His voice grew serious. "It's the Walker boy, he's taking what happened pretty hard."

| suppressed my first response which would have been a bit caustic and took a deep breath. "So
where do [ fit in?"

"Jonathan thought that maybe you could talkim."

A lot of thoughts went through my head at that point. The fact that the kid needs either a priest or
a shrink, not a medic that's got her own problems, but | realized that that was exactly why they
wanted me. | was facing something similar andwnwhere the kid was coming from.

"He's back home by now right?" | asked.

"Yeah," Andrews answered. "Jonathan'll meet you on the west bridge."

Just like that. They knew that if they found me, I'd accept and | did.

The security check outside the Islasekmed a bit tense when | approached. | guess there are
still some places where a motorcycle means trouble, | just thought they'd all caught on by now.

Jonathan walked me through security and | began to suspect that there was a lot more to him than
Andrews had told me. | could tell by the reaction of the people around us that there was
something up there.

He seemed to be oblivious to it, so | didn't say anything. Besides, | wasn't there to see him. | was
there to see Mike Walker.

His folks were waitingdr me, that much was obvious. | tried to thank Mrs. Walker for healing
me, but she just waved it off.

We pretty much dispensed with the pleasantries, and | went in to see Mike. He tried to be
gracious, but | could see the hurt and the guilt in his eyes.

| asked him if he wanted to talk about it, but he just shook his head. | kinda knew how he felt.
Finally he let out a sigh and focused on me.
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"They asked you to come, didn't they?"
| nodded. I'm not going to lie to the kid.
"It was my fault,” he finallysaid. "l was the one who wanted to see the city, wanted to... "

| let out an exasperated sigh and shook my head. "It wasn't your fault. You two ended up in the
wrong place at the wrong time. There was no reason, no divine plan, just circumstance."

He slot me a hard look at that one.

| let my breath out slowly and then told him why | was in Seattle. Why | happened to find his
sister, and him.

"Just... circumstance..." he finally whispered.

| nodded. "It would be so easy if there was a reason, orsttdeanswer to all the questions, but
there never will be, and that's what makes it hard."”

| don't know if | was talking about me or about him at that point, it didn't really matter. There
was no resolution, no answer to all the questions. Just onesef tiings that you have to pick
yourself up afterwards and move on.

| think we both had a good cry, but the problem with tearing open wounds like that, is the fact
that they seem to take forever to heal. | gave Mike my pager number, told him if he toeeded
talk, just to give me a call.

He nodded, and | made my exit, at least | would have if my blood sugar hadn't dropped as low as
it had. | passed out.

Great impression, great way of demonstrating how to take care of yourself. | woke up once again
under Mrs. Walker's watchful eye. She scolded me gently and made me eat something before |
was allowed to talk. It was like dealing with Mario.

Great, now I'vggot two 'mothers' watching out for me. | keep this up, I'll have adopted an entire
family of my own. Maybe that's what I'm trying to do.

Dammit, | miss the boys.
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Week Severi Enough!

Thursday August 3rd 2056- Back in the saddle.

| ended up stayingwih t he Wal ker 6s | ast night. I wasnodt
needed somebody to talk to. In the morning, when | was ready to leave, Mrs. Walker asked me if
| would please come back tomorrow for their d

| looked at her, ashcould tell it was really important to thenand to Mike. | agreed.

It turns out itos a day |l ong affair, from sun
someone to take my shift for me.

Jonathan once again led me through the securitycheckil | paused. | didnodt
idea of what was Oappropriated to wear to a f
with wearing my dress uniform, but here on the island, somehow, that felt very wrong.

Especi al | y seiamythieg toldo wlith wyimgdtd save aev, or her brother.

He got this odd smile. AYouodl l be here then, o
There was something strange in the way he 1| oo
asked.

He just smiled and shookhs head. #AWedl |l supply the clothes

He said 6ceremonyd® not O0funeral é or O6servicebd
made me feel like he was setting me up again.

| tried not to think about it on the way home but | coul dndét help myself
to find out what | could about Shalish and EI
bl oody much. Guess 106l find out tomorrow.

| managed to take a nap before | got up and headed to werle &hother surprise awaited me.
The bike was back. Not the tailing one, that
while | was on Council Island.)

No... it was my service bike. Complete with a new helmet for me. As | walked into the station
everyone was gathered round, guiding me to it. As | moved clear of them, they formed a ring
around me and the captain stepped forward with a new helmet.

uckl e, | dropped to one knee

With a slight h
e t d me.

c
good knidnt , 06 h ol
Laughing | stood back up and took the proffered helmet. It was the same model as the one that

had saved my life. Again, it had the reflective caduceus worked into it, but on the other side was
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the small image of a motorcycle with angehgs and a halo. | touched it and then looked up at
them, smiling.

Cap chuckled. AYour first o6kill 60 he told me,
everyone began pummeling my back, Cap signale
myloyal steed and protect the people of the rea
That is exactly what | ended up doing, and yo

realm that needed protecting.

Still it was touching. Its an odd bunch | work with. But their hearts are good famight in.

Friday August 4th 2056- The Funeral

| went to the Island right after work. True to his word, Jonathan was waiting for me, with a
traditional Shalish dress. This time the secu
seems they had been warned about me.

What happened over the iedd hours is almost impossible to describe. There were so many
things that were so touching. It was a funeral, but also a tribute and a celebration. Its odd, but for
the first time since Daniels and his buddies started followiriglraetually felt at hora, safe,

protected and loved.

As the sun started to set, Jonathan and another man came forward and held their hands out for

me. | looked at Mrs. Walker who merely smiled and told me to go with them. | moved slightly
unsteadily but they supported me andi hee away from the ceremony. | thought it was perhaps
something | wasndét supposed to see, but | was

| dondt really remember what happened next. I
And then colors, all around me. It walsnost like when Mrs. Walker healed me... or when Mario

cast his mark of protection upon me. On some level | knew | should have been nervous, but no. It
was beautiful, peaceful. There was no danger or deceit anbeptance.

When they finished | lookedt Jonathon in a combination of curiosity and confusion. He merely
winked at me and smiled.

When we returned to the gathering a feast had been setup and Jonathan led me back to the
Walkers. They smiled as Mike made a space for me and Jonathan saidisamethi coul dnodt
understand. They all smiled, and | began to realize that something was definitely up.

As the feast continued | tried to ignore the way people looked at me, but when Mr. Walker stood,
it all became rather clear.
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He stood and raised hisglass iTo my daughter, 06 he toasted. I
held my arm down and shook his head gently.

Everyone el se raised their glass and joined h

toast wasno6t over . Bsddbisgassagannki ng, Mr. Wal ke
ATo my daughter, 0 he stated again, |l ooking at
My eyes widened as the others joined in with
|l 6d |Ii ke to think I took it well, but | know
hera sed his glass and drank from it. O0Wel come

Afterwards, | tried talking to him trying to find out why all of this had happened.

He told me that after al/l | did, they wished

anything.

Jonathan smiled and shook his head. AJess, yo
and that cannot go unnoticed. You exhibited courage and honor and it is their desire to honor that

courage. Like it or not... you are family now
AAnd the magic bit?0 | asked still a little w
Jonathan smiled slightly. AThe el ders had to

reasons. . . i

When he saw | stil!] di dndot get it, heinteexpl ain
community and it was the job of the shamen to

ingratiate myself.

No, me with my bullheadedness checked the details of what happened and never looked past the
names of the folks involved. He said it wageshing and, like it or not, | belonged here.

Needless to say, | stayed the night again.

Saturday August 5th 2056- Family

I got back to the condo around 1: 30 after spe
good kid.

It was nice.
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His folks on the other hardl mean, every time | tried to help out in the kitchen | got shooed out
by Mr. Walker, telling me that | was a guest
trapped me.

| said something abowas ifBauni Ily .t.h.oought you sai
He pounced on that telling me AThen you accep
| think | have a lot to learn about my new family. When | got back home, | checked on the rest of

my family. The cats were indignant because |
minutes before they became permanently attached to my ankles.

| gave Mario a call and he was his wusual self
romance. | had to laugh at his opinion about that. He feels that Doc Rivers has a lot of gall going
aroud wanting to be called 6Docdé while Trina is

| tried to point out that everybody here has known Trina since she was a kid and its hard for
people to change what theyo6re used to calling
started giling me on what happened yesterday.

|l remembered the tap the police placed on my
him and then promised to tell him about it some time. | still had to do a fewitHikgsaundry,
before | went to wdk.

The shift at work was insanely hectic until about three when | guess all the trouble makers had
either weeded each other out or had gotten tired and finally went to bed. Me, | was just as happy
about it, because t heyddynmamaget tb grabmatew fourswodshut me
eye before the next call came out. It came in right at 5, right before change of shift, and Ray and

| were on it.

It was a long call too. Not overly taxing or exerting, just long. We had to extract a woman who
waspnned in her car. She wasnodot hurt too badly.
damaging her car. She actually refused treatment at first in order to protect her car, which of
course prolonged the whol e sitiuabduiseven. We di dn

Needl ess to say, I got home, fell face first
was the mad dash back to work.

Sunday August 6th 2056 Scapegoats

Well, like | said, | woke up face first in the couch with only egiotime to grab a shower and
get back to the station. | should have figured it was a sign of the way things were going to go
today.
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Thing i1s, 1t was-{wdd Vicimwise aoweévgrl bdadn dtaykrcrawe 1t
everybody felt it was our tdt they were in need of our services and every pain they felt was our
fault.

Excuse me Mr. Philips, Martin K., but dondot vy
bullet in your chest than my taking your pulse?

't di dndt hel @partshnaheir particalar debdele had poa Wagon (gold) and had
already been picked up. That was our fault too. We were inept, rude, under qualified and
generally a waste of his tax money.

Yeah, right, | know... buzzarlle dha@dhmdt epaind hta:
wasndét about to argue the point, since his ra
was keeping him going at that point.

| did at least get him to shut up long enough for me to check out his chest wound.

Pneumotbrax.- Air in chest... sucking chest wounds... my favorite. Especially with this guy,
cause after bandaging him up we got to apply oxygen. Not that the mask kept him quiet mind
you, but at least it kept his complaints muffled.

Obviously we were more thdrappy to turn him, and his wrath over to the emergency folks. We
left to the sound a whole new list of complainégainst us; the star; the medical staff.

And

t at was one of the better call s. Man | 6m
wer en t

h
0 covering Georgeods shift.

Ah well, such is the life of a big city medic | guess.

Monday August 7th 2056- Reputation

| stopped by missing persons and irritated Sa
tookit-gr umbIl ing all the time, but hedd already d
Nothing.

He also handed me a chip that Andrews had sent dowrtiaipation of my arrival. | was about
to leave when Saunders stopped me in the hallway.

AfJess, you all right?09o

| looked up at him, kind of surprised by the gentleness in his voice. | think | said something
al most intelligible |Iike AYeah, why?o
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AYou rlaogogked out, 0 he explained softly. He patt
awkwardly. AYou keep swinging kid... you'll f

| looked at him and smiled. It was the second time he managed to tell me just what | needed to
hear. EvenasIstarttdo per k up he smiled at me. Al 1 i ke
with a wink, then turned and went back into t
before | could thank him.

| headed to work and clocked in. Of course the crewwas dift nt and Georgeds pa
a bit curious about the o6daredevil medic. 0 |
|l had to go out on the bike. Letds just say.

We left the station at alit the same time, me on bike, Walter in the truck. | know | was still in
sight when | had to dodge the truck that was backing up, without looking. | have to admit, | got a
lot more adrenalin | needed right then.

| got to the scene without further incidehut the damage had already been done. Walter was
convinced | was reckless and that my accident had been my fault. He even went as far as to
complain to the shift Captain.

Fortunately, hedd done his readi ngnwdhmyt he pro
t wo accident s, | dm consi dered one of the safe
| could tell by the way Walter looked at me, he did not want to deal with me or anynmedio:

we were a bastardization of the true calling.

Truth be told, heds a dinosaur. Shame too. .. ¢
longer than it needed to be, but Walter did not like having me as a partner and that made things

that much worse.

He insisted we practically sterilize the truaker every call. Now | believe in cleaning it up and

keeping it safe, but doing an inventory after each call is a bit much. Of course that also meant
that | was a O0sloppy6 medic in his book.

Of course, as he was filing one of his complaints against ssdgped a box of gloves from the

truck and put them back in th storage | ocker

e
his thumb over his shoulder. fACap wants to se
| shrugged, handed him the clip board and wentédtse Captain. The Captain sighed as |

closed the door.

AMIi | |l er, 0 he said. ADo us all a favor . .. I foy
I nodded. AwWhat did | do this time?0

AYou didndédt wuse your turn signal . o
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| looked atthe Captamand shook my head in disbelief. Al d

AAnd you failed to do the inventory after the
ADid he mention that | had to replace a fuse
signal circuit? And that the equipmento mes bef ore i nventory... and
AMi | |l er, 0 the Captain warned me.

| nodded.

AHeds an insufferable bastard, but heds an in
This got a smile out of me. A smile that broa

discovered that his precious inventory was off.
The Captain looked at me for a minute as | fought, and failed, to keep a straight face.
AWhat did you do?o0

| tried to suppress a smile as | reported that | had taken a box of gloves back to storage because it

had been in the truck for too | ong. fil was <ca
defensively.

| could see the barest hint of a smile crossthe Gap n6s face. AMiIi Il er. .. I
that box before he goes into an apoplectic fi
AYes sir,o | answered as | stood up.

He managed to keep a straight stern expression until | closed the door, but | could hear him
laughing.

It was the or bright moment in the shift.

Tuesday August 8th 2056 Hitting close to home

After a fulll shift with Smilind Walter, I end
just in time to catch Dr. Chen while he was still there.

AJess, d nhgi ss ogurnedeetd al most relieved. Al was afr
AAnd miss a chance to visit? | worked | ast ni
He nodded. inLets see | ast night, 3 car pile u
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| nodded about the accidént 6 d woartk eodnet.h "n52nd? Thatds Lynwoo
He nodded. ALooks |li ke the victim was killed

|l nodded and steeled myself for what was to c
just another person who wastire wrong place at the wrong time.

|l was not ready for the s h whkenhehapded mecatnaotenrom | 6 d
Fin. It was the same single shot to the head
van.

Dr. Chen noticedthecange i n my expression. AYou know hi
|l moved woodenly and nodded. Al Ilive in Lynwo
| dondét really know what was on my mind, but

something was wrong, andshecsed up and took me to Mari obs.
He tried to tel]l me that gangers tended to di
a lot less to do with his lifestyle and more with my problems. | think Mario could sense that, but
bless him, he knew kter than to ask.

I al so know that this is the | ast straw. Fino

| wonder i f Officer Smilelyds on duty tomorro

Wednesday August 9th 2056 Enough

Last night my dreams were al most as vivid as
but this time, they were all my own doing. | kept seeing that boy, laid out on the table.

Something told me that unless | did something his case was going to remsalved: just
another case of street violence. No matter what | did, | kept seeing his eyes staring at me, trying
to tell me something, but | couldndét hear him

| drifted that way until | woke up with a hand over my mouth and someone staring down at me
Needless to say, it was not my preferred way of waking up. My heart was pounding and my hand
was already on the Walther when | realized it was Fin.

He gave me a questioning look and released me after | nodded.

He led me to another apartmentdowntheha and di dndt say anything
radio, the shower and a white noise generator
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Hi s first words to me wer e, fdonot do it Jess

| tried to deny that anything was up, but he
as much. took a deep breath and tried a different tact.

AThey killed that kid. o

AYeah, |l know, 0 his answer was curt and | <cou
be a dog eat dog world, but Fin was one of those dogs long enough that he coutdch stol

never was a part of that world, which is why
AThen | ets stop playing their game, o | final/l
some information, but stil!l not hing concrete

Fin nodded. | cdd see the effort it took for him to agree with me on that point, but he was still
trying to protect me.

ABut your partner. . . O

ALook Fin, o6 I growled. Al 6m a wal king talking
if I am, i tidss taos,urso bieft sRmmeone wants the dr
sampl e. I f theydére afraid we know somet hing a
ABut they don6ét know that. o

AExactl y. o

| think he finally got my point, but he was a long timeinagren g wi t h me. AnSo, wr
pl an?o
|l smiled. AFirst, we get Ray out of the | ine

bl ows over. o

AWhat about the job?0

Al keep working it, only now | 0tnknowdssnoethidg ggi ng
is up, and | think he can help, knowingly or not. With you and him covering me, | start pushing
their buttons. o

AYoubre setting yourself wup again, 0 he object

| shook my head. ATheyobve al r eaabps Dametsantie up.
his mysterious buddy following me, and a bike. The cops were asking me about my trips to the

morgue, that really interested therihe bike-1 donét know i f theydre wo
odds, but the cops are definitely dirty.oo
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Fnnodded. fAThat makes sense. They cap 3 suspec
why did the | et you two go?0o0

| thought about that for a minute. There were only a few possibilities | could think of. Either we
were too 6high profiled to eliminate, we didn

Fin tried each of the possi bi |Hhodeireassns,loreaiadr e c o
t hem. o

I n the end it didnét really matter. Fin becam

Ray wasnodt too crazy about the cloak and dagg
guess who he traded shifts with. Yep, | get to workhwitSmi | i né Wal ter til |l w
out. That should be good for a few laughs.

Phase one of my tweaking was slightly tricky but a stroke of genius if you ask me. It involved a
trip to a hobby shop, a kitchen supply store and a radio shack. SeVlsraf spectrical tape

later, | had what | needed: a frequency emulator set to the frequencies used by the tracking
devices. Then came the switch

Fin served as lookout as | planted the older tracking device on the bike and the newer one on the
car. It wasa bit stressful, but well worth the effort. The key was a set of timers that were set for

2:30 pm tomorrow, one to turn off the emulator on my bike and two&otreate the tracking
devices. It wasndét | i ke | c ohdtHegpb. Butlavbuldyphaven i d e f
2 hours where they wouldndét know where to fin

Something to get them thinking. l'tds not qui't
t han counting coup, but I f theyodére going to p
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Week Eight - Recovery

Thursday August 10th 2056- Hook

| spent the better part of the morning making odd stops here and there, letting Fin get a handle on

my tail s, and giving him the opportunity to m
oneof course, worked into the fabric of one of my tokens. The one from the Warthogs. He very
carefully worked it free of the token and | ef

to ditch it on something nearby, preferably something moving.

It also meant that they were either taking ex
meant we needed to change plans and that mean
able to follow me to council island it seemed like atyrgood place to meet, but | hated

bringing Jonathan, and possibly my new family in on this.

| shoul dnét have worried. Jonathan was more t
guestions remaining were: 1) would we pull it off and 2) would @ffEmiley be there.

The answer to both was a resounding OYESO6. At
next to a bus at the time, and was able to attach the third tracking device to that. Then it was a
just a simple matter of getting out affes

Fin gave me the all c¢clear on the car and the
faith. | 6m not really trying to get away from
t heyol | make a mistake and tip somebody off

Fin continueda track my pursuers, while | met with Officer Smiley and Jonathan and gave them
a run down of what had been going on. Officer Smiley nodded.

Al d been wondering what was going on, 06 he ad
Jonathan merely smiled. | think he really liked the ideaafnt i ng t he hunters, b

crazy about me staying visible. This from the same man who let me play bait to a bunch of organ
leggers, go figure.

At |l east this ti me, | 6m doing more than pl ayi
sugge¢d | get Andrews involved, but i f this cas
up with the case, and | want his involvement

sticki whatever it may be.

We finished the meeting and Jonatlles muggl edd me acr oss the bor de
When he stopped to unload in an alleyway, | rolled out, and headed to work.
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| was keyed up, no way not to be and dealing with Walter was enough to set anybody on edge.

He decided that he was goingitay down t he | aw, as if he hadnéo
Owet behind the ears6é rookie is going to make
| took a deep breath, |l 6d pretty much had eno
him, my eyes blazing. Withsevgne ar s experi ence i n emergency m¢
He waited, a sneer still on his face.

He asked for it. |l held up my fingers and cou
|l td6s where | cut my t eet Iplewhopi@eeeretl rdedigat gnd ebla s t i

of emergency procedures that are still the standard, and I told him as much.
AJust because |1 6m new her e, doesndét mean | 6m

He kinda looked like a guppy, trying to get air as he stared at me. | had to smile at that. Yeah, the
kiddéds got some experience all right.

Things actually calmed down a | ittle after th
opinion, but he still has the idea of the motorcycle medic. He muttered something about it

being too flashy, all show, no real purpose. I think they felt the same way about medivac when it
started. Gee, | 6m a pioneer!

Now if | can just get these people off my tail. By the ehdhift | was ready to hit the hay, but |
still had work to do. Oddly enough, Walter sa
tonight.

| rode back to Council Island and we went over my bike again. It seems to have picked up
another device andwatcher spirit who Jonathan politely asked to leave.

So, webve got people tracking me, following m
accident. It wasnot hard. People at the stati
going down to records and getting it from Saunders. He raised an eyebrow, but some chocolate
cream filleds took care of that.

Then | dropped in on Dr. Chen. He was a bit surprised, but more than happy to give me the
toxicology reports on the three men frame tvan, the truck driver and Lynwood case.

After that | went home and sacked out for a little while. We took turns sleeping and going over
the information on the three men from the van
Ritchie, and the truck thavas involved in the accident.

It made for some interesting reading.
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Friday 11th August 2056- Line

The morning was split between reviewing the information at hand, debating it, and getting what
sleep we could. Breaking our surveillance of my taitspra bl v wasndét t he best
do, but it served the over all plateep them guessing.

When | left for work, Fin followed me and Officer Smiley made it a point of making equipment
inspections on anybody following me. The final bit of protectionefmm Jonathan who was
watching over me magically.

The bike had been in the garage all night with some of the locals watching it. Fin gave it one
final going over before | headed back to work
out for me but knowing they were there made me feel a lot better. It also gave me time to think,

and | had a lot to think about.

As the shift progressed | started thinking about the men in the van and Ritchie. According to the
M. E. 6s report s, shadbeen ghotpdsthumousiyn Bhe bullet; heingrsiow
enough, did massive quantities of tissue damage but kept most of the gray matter inside the scull.

It had also been completely redundant.

Reading over Dr. Chenoés neetasesthdweightdafwhated t hat
remained of their brains were all well under average.

Their blood workup was also unusual: the concentration of chemicals normally released during
injury, even death were abnormally low, and some chemicals found normallypereegistent.

The two that should have been found and weren
breaks down Superoxides which causes aging and the Beta Endorphins.

The thing was, Richieds readings wes rormall | nor
everything.

That did not make sense at all. He had been killed the same way, and yet the results were very
different. It was wrong enough that | spent the better part of the night musing over it.

We had at least 5 motorcycle callsintheevgninand it wasnot until thin
Wal ter commented on how O6youdbéd never get me t
actually gunning for you, 6 that | really bega

Now mind you, Walter still insisted on a full inieny and complete wipe down of the truck

after each call, but at least he realized that | had to do the same for the bike when | took it out.
Not that | inventoried. No, | pulled replacements for the supplies | used and made sure
everything was functional.

It was a | ong shift, but the mystery still ke
really hit until the end of the shift.
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After work it was another trip to Council Island, since | was relatively safe there. It also meant |
could meetwithJamt han and tel | him what 6d happened an

| spent the morning there again reviewing what information we had and what the others told me
about the day. Fin agreed that it | doked I|ike

Jonathan suggested | go with him for a jog around the island to relax me, and | jokingly said
something about an oO6endorphin rush. 6 Thatos w

I had some research to do, but it woul d have
sleep.

Saturday August 12th 2056 Sinker

It was almost 4:30 when | woke up. Jonathan had decided | needed the sleep, and its not like |
could reallyarguewih him on the matter. I have to admit
sleep.

Today we repeated the process, still mulling over what we had, but now we had information
from Fin and Officer Smiley who were concentrating on finding out as much alyaailsnas

they could. They both managed to get some pretty interesting, if contradictory information on
Daniels and his partner, Cummings.

Within the department they were the golden boys, solving some of the most difficult cases in
local history. They wee given free rein to investigate cases to the fullest with little to no
supervision because of their record.

The streets told a very different story. If you were somebody they considered worthwhile, they
were your best fr i en dwoutifyjobregdéddtpepfectagendemen.lfy ou, h
you were a O6nobodyd they were your worst nigh
gave them what they wanted or left. Either way, they got what they wanted. There were rumors
about them throwing moneyround along with their badges to get what they wanted, and a lot of

the times, their collars were people who coul
but there was no one to back them up.

Two very different stories, with the truth somewhereit he mi ddl e, 1 &6dm sur e,

wonder i f theybdbve classified me as a nobody o
we handled things. If | was a nobody, then they were waiting for something, probably using me

as bait. ldyd® when détsloengbwer e most | ikely prot
The third possibility was that the jury was s
protect or to hound. Either way, theyodére in t
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Fin finally gave me what he had on ValenzBioChamd it made for some very interesting

reading. They had developed some of the best anti pain and anti aging pharmaceuticals available
on the market, but they hadndét rested on the
using the residuals fronheir previous successes to fund their research into more natural

methods of pain control.

He al so had some of the details on the chemic
mean much to him, but it meant a whole lot to me. He also hadiihe nao f the doctor
done the clinical studies on it, Dr . Mi t chell

mind, but then, there was the chemical itsethpressive.

It was originally designed t o hemcalsathacaee t he bod
naturally beneficial, mostly endorphins. It was also designed to inhibit the creation of

endorphinase the enzyme that breaks down endorphins, thereby trying to create a steady flow of

the pain inhibiting, euphoria inducing, chemicalshe éntire body. The problem was, the

chemical ended up working too well.

It triggered the production of both Beta Endorphins and Superoxide Dismutase, but there was
nothing to stimulate its release. The chemicals would remain in ridiculously high caticestr
actually crystalizing in some cases, until they were either absorbed back into the system, or were
released with the introduction of a stimulus to the hypothalamus. In those cases, the test subject
died.

Needless to say, the research was halkedgthiemical was disposed of and the notes were sealed
in the vault, never to be used again. Yeah, right, | should be so lucky.

So now | know | 6ve got this time bomb rolling
realizing just how seriously messedthfs whole situation is for everybody involved.

Me , Ray and the guys in the van, webd all bee
triggered the release, and collected it wup fr
at about thesame time as the answer.

The hormones werendét person specific. You cou

Endorphins as a pain killer or a euphoriz the Superxide Dismutase as the ulimate anti

oxidant... a youth serum. Chills went up and downspipe like an alarm, things were a lot

worse, and yet better, because at least now | knew the why, now it was a question of stopping it
from going any further, but something told me it had.

| thought about Ray, and myseliow dangerous this all was. Ha&verely twisted the situation
was. Four dead that we know of. Four... | stopped for a moment as | realized another piece of the
puzzle: Ritchie had never been exposed to the chemical.

Then the alarms really started sounding. Riviero... River... RivB...
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Trina had used Ritchi-aps bbartheondmemwabhoéod
either. Hedéd given an assumed name and wedd u
he could have been tracked through that. Still, Trinakleptl the work in house, doing it all

herself, so only people who worked at the clinic would have had access to the information. Me,
Trina... and Doc Rivers.

It would have been easy for him to trace Ritchie by his arrivali tespecially if he had
someonavat ching the clinic. | felt drained when |
pl eased when he heard the news. Il n being care

It was a good thing | was on duty, or | probably would have been apsault charges.
Fortunately or not, it was a busy night and by the end of the shift | was exhausted.

Sunday August 13th 2056 Bad medicine

|l think we were all a bit dazed. Wed6d been re
killing his patients. I't was completely wunthi
surprised. Still, no matter how we tried to explain it, or redsout, everything kept pointing

right back to Doc Rivers. It just fit too wellvay too well.

There was no discussion, no debate, no question. | headed for the clinic as soon as | finished

wor k. We werendt quite sur eadeodasomethingsednaghe t o d
key would be getting Trina to a safe place before we confronted Rivers. There was no way of
knowi ng what hedéd do.

We were right. Officer Smiley and Jonathan kept a watch as Fin and | went into the clinic. He

was with Trina,c al | ed her out into the | obby, hoping
her, but if Rivers was doing what we all figured he was doing, she was in big danger. When

Trina came out, she knew something was up. Unfortunately, so did Rivers.

He seemedcal enough, unt il he pulled out his gun al
you were too suspicious, that we should have
Hi s words made me shiver. NEspecially after vy

TheSmi t hers boy, Ritchie. AYou and your band of

They had. Hebéd pointed him out and theydd don
they wanted. Not from him, and Ibddanythingtosagnot ¢
about it.

As | | ooked at him I reali zed something el se.
others... have you... exposed to this wonder
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He smiled, drawing Trina cl oser .orethenyauas wusi ng
think, o he taunted. AThatds one of the joys o
More people nobodyds going to miss. o

It didndét take Trina |l ong to catch on to at |
therewasngt oppi ng her. She sl ammed her foot down

his grip. Then, she grabbed his gun arm and flipped him over her shoulder, twisting his arm until
he lost his grip on the gun. Then she had him in anleck

AWhat ®iOd ?poshe demanded.

He was trying to opt for pleading the Fifth Amendment, but Fin took that moment to point out
t hat there were no police in the vicinity. J

c

He remained silent, but | found his notes. They wereedhitrough. Names and dates of the
6exposurebd, a line though the name when they
the person was prime for the taking.

(@}

My name was on the |list, as was Mr s.nerflmic Adder
Trina hersel f. Guess he didnot want to | eave
We knew he wasnot in on this al one, but he wa

it was cl ear haperateanstmus, 1 wegt out andywalkkenl overdo Danielsgvhe
he was watching from concealment.

This was the tricky part, because if they were dirty, if they were the ones working with Rivers,
we were all going to be in danger, but we had to know.

Thankfully, they werenodt . Tdeeyadngle ob thestiswwdet ¢ hi n
mess; trying to classify me as someone to pro
that one.

They rounded up Rivers, but he was confident now that he was in the hands of the police that he
was safe. That hisohorts would bail him out.

| wonder how a night visit from Mariods Terro
There was a | ot of picking up to do, and we a
0

[
t wo more people whooéod Reerrfsdl Ipewiph@ mea,d it her
people who needed to be protected. They all had to be dealt with.

I dropped in on Ray, whodédd nicely barricaded
on the drug, and what 6wh®&@tehdédodmme owas her alga !
At |l east 1 6d been able to protect him. That w
yet. Not by a long shot.
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| spent most of my shift down at police headquatrters filing reports and supplying the detai
Trina was busy on her end, doing damage contr
deal with Mario, | think Trinabs opting to be

Monday August 14th 2056- Crawling from the wreckage.

Well, it took us most of Sunday night to get
any of the murders on Rivers, and he was so smug about that.

He wasndt quite as smug when the crimes again
and human experimentation charges were | evele

As for bailing him out, his Oassociates, d® opt
depending on how you look at it, they were denied their solution dsAvéhe very least it
provided Rivers with a very interesting wake up call.

The person | felt the worst for was Trina. She trusted him, not only with her heart, but with her
patients, her family, her people and he betrayed them all.

At some point durig the process of filing forms and getting the updates at the precinct house, |
fell asleep. Everyone must have figured that | needed it, and | probably did, but I did not need
what happened next.

| candt tell i f 1t was iked nicoffeee,but bitsa and piegas ofit, or
have been coming back to me all day.

| was in a room, it looked like one of the interrogation rooms. There were three people there with
me. There was a woman, a man, ancamaore bi g bu
gender. The woman did all the talking.

| could make out her form against the bright lights, but not much more. Like | said, its only
coming through in flashes. | remember the woman telling me, how the men in the van and even
t he boy swetrees 66 paanrda t hat now t hey had at | east

She said something about sparing Ray and me because we were productive members of society,
and how it all worked out. I can remember obj
more thamod.

|l remember as she | eft, she said something ab

All I do know for sure was when they left me to sleep, | was on the left side of the door. When |
woke up, | was on the right.

That convinced me more than amyig that | really wanted to go home and sleep.
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Tuesday August 15th, 2056 Damage Control

Last night seemed even worse than the night M
sense of continuity, yeah, | was trapped in it, but at leastsittemplete. This time my dreams
were haunted by nightmarish flashes of images of the woman and her companions.

| was beginning to think there was a lot more to these glimpses than just the hallucinations of a
tired mind. When | showed up at the cliniciaiwas going through the records and contacting

the people on the list. The police were handling the people from other clinics, but these were her
people and she felt it was best for them to hear about it from her.

She looked up at me when | came in acduld see the numbness in her eyes. This had taken a
|l ot out of her. | tried to be encouraging, bu

We sat and talked for a couple of hours as sh
stayed with lr, since | was a part of this, and probably the reason Rivers had come to Lynwood.

Letdéds face it, most of his oOvolunteersod were
would miss and that doesné6t real |mddmdasss h Lynw
but then again, wedre close enough to a few s

|l i ke Keelerds corner .

He did 6expose6 folks from out of Lynwood, bu
knew and cared about.

| was kinda mulling over that when Trina laid into me.
AYou are not and will not take responsibi [

i y
people, he use me, and he used you, but he a

t
w
| nodded, but | was still thinkingpao ut Ri t chi e and the peopl e on
was too.

Around two | left and dropped in on Dr. Chen. Andrews was waiting for me again, as were
Daniels and Cummings. That kind of surprised
to give me the details on his current case load, but the spook squad...

| really have to watch it though, all three of them could read my expression. On the bright side,
Daniels and Cummings found it slightly humorous. Well, Daniels did, Cummings is still going
for the stern, bad cop look.

Nothing had really turned up, but abkt now the tails are gdnkthink.
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As Dr. Chen was showing me around his case load, | had another flash. Someone carrying me

over to the table and setting me in a chair.

sound.

| snappedoutofh s Dr . Chen touched my arm. fAJess?0 he
He coul d tell |l was startled out of something

little while, and then let Dr. Chen get back to his business.

Afterwards | kind of difted around the station, and then made my way back home. | had dinner

with Trina and Mario, but | was still tense. Between the lack of sleep, the stress of the last few
days, and the nagging little flashes of memor

Hopef ul Ieldown somé and gettsanle sleep tonight.

Wednesday August 16th 2056 Weighing the odds.

Sl eep: that was the plan at | east, but my min
didndot really have any det aslledp dmiegams.,, Amy atni
of f, | 6d have another fl ash. Most of the ti me

Again, nothing concrete.

Needl ess to say, I wasnodot doing all that grea
6xuse with everything happening, | 6d avoided t
something.

Mr. Walker understood and even appreciated that, and | think the fact that | was at least working
with Jonathan mollified Mrs. Walker. However, sayMike was angry with me would be an
understatement.

That lasted until | had another one of those flashes: | think he saw something in my eyes. | know
Mrs. Walker saw it. One minute | was sitting at the table, the next... a light caught my glass and
was refected into my eyes. | froze, images of the bright lights in my eyes and the woman talking
played through my mind.

Ne xt I know |
|l i ke the nigh
managing to groan.

6m | aying down on the couch and
t | 0 d I rememberirging to sdy sdmethnig,doat onlyp at he

She just patted my shoulder and told me not to worry about it. She was gentle and patient,
waiting until | was ready to talk to her, but even when livtasre was nothing to tell her, not
really. The images were confusing, but what | found even more disturbing was the lack of
anything more than flashes.
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When 16d finally relaxed, Mrs. Wal ker began g
|l sl ept, or t hougsuteiflemembesng thée fellenpidem ig mord 6 m n ot
comforting than the flashes, but at least | know the whole thing now.

The i mages arenodot any cl earer . itheyemamoman, t he
shadowy figures, but their message...her message...

She talked about the vig@triodauctt owled mmenbtelmat off h
she had given them the chance to give back to the community rather than to take. That, by paying
the ultimate price, they had been redeemed.

She made it soundkk it was a great thing she was doing, but she was-hiyigg to herself,
and to me. She told me how theydd protected R
electronically so that nobody else would try to harvest us.

O0Har vest , Oin. ttstihmakew me stivera g a
We were productive members of society, and therefore to be protected, until | saw too much and
began to grow suspicious. Then | became a detriment, if not to society, then to her plan. She told

me she was giving me a secofchace, that if | let it go, she would let me and the others go.

She offered a simple trade off, in her perfec
she would leave us alone. | cannot let it go.

Its not in my nature, and yet... Trina,\Rdrs. MacAddersthe others. Are their lives worth the
nameless, faceless others that will fall in their place?

Mrs. Walker knew me and understood my dilemma. She called Jonathan. If the woman could
6talk to med as she did in the police station
me. The power of the spells and the chemicals that had been usedveeren®o powerful and

too well organized.

| would have to trust Jonathan to handle this.

Problem is, the woman will be calling on me again. | know this much. When she does, she will
know what | know. The key, for now, is to comply.

Even when the nightare isoveri t 1 sndét over.
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Week Nine- Trouble

Thursday August 17th 2056- Sanity Check

It feels strange, I'd finally taken control again, done something with it, and now | was
surrendering it almost as quickly. Still after what Jonathan and the Wdédkerd out, and what |
managed to remember, its probably for the best.

They agreed with me that the woman behind all of this must not be allowed to get away with
this, but they also agree with each other, that | should let them handle things. | staliedt
tell them that this was my battle, but Jonathan just smiled and shook his head.

"No Jess," he told me gently. "This is a family matter now... one of ours has been threatened."”

| gave him a worried look. "Who... who did they..."

He chuckled amy cluelessness on the matter, then kissed my forehead. "Don't change little
sister," he told me and then he left the room. | could hear him in the other room talking to Mr.

and Mrs Walker about the situation.

Mr. and Mrs. Walker, his parents, and now enas well. His gesture was so much like Madtt

wasn't sure what to do. Part of me was offended that they were planning on fighting my battle,
without including me, but then sanity prevailed. This was a case where the less | knew, the better
it was for eeryone involved, But | didn't have to like it.

And | didn't!

Work was actually a welcomed bit of structured insanity that put everything back in perspective.
We had enough cases to keep us busy most of the evening. It was a standard case of do what you
can when you can, and don't sweat what you can't control.

Its kinda been the watchword since | got here, | just have trouble listening to it.

It was nice to be working with Ray again. Walter may have relaxed a little around me, but all

that meant was that best | was semi accepted at as a junior partner, and at worst, as a necessary
evil. Of course, all | had to say was 'Johns Hopkins' and he'd let up on me again. Think I'll have

to call back to the guys and have them send me a jacket in his size.

Anyway, looks like we got another call.

Friday August 18th 2056- Cat Kisses
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Busy day, busy night. | woke up with Taco sitting on my chest proclaiming that there was no cat
food in his bowl and demanding that | do some
continuing to stand on my chest and meow, and when | finallymdteiseemed to be doing his

best to trip me on the way to the kitchen.

Maxwell on the other hand sat regally by the bowl waiting. When | finally managed to get food
into both their bowl s, Max we |l | bl i nkeat sl owly
ki sses, 0 Alan had called it.

I tried not to think about h
no cl o

im or the others
here almost two months wo, and | 6 m ser to finding o
before. Ah well, lknewitwod t ake ti me when | came here. St
something, something only a sister could find...
| |l ooked at the all too familiar portrait of
happen to tell you two anything did they?0o0

Maxwelll ooked up at me, made a O6gertd noise as hi
dressed and tried to see what was happening in the world around me. Then it was grab a shower
and head to work.

Work was... well work. We had a rape case to deal with. Standard procedure is to have-one, non
threatening, member of the team stay with the victim, give them comfort and support and see
them through all the testing and exams that are required. In tkisittagant me.

| stayed with the guy, convinced him to go to the hospital and get checked out. He was too
messed up physically not to. It was not an easy time, it never is.

Thing is how do you expl ai niitdnotamuaieteabeut wh o 6 s
power and control? And how do you tell a guy that its not somehow worse when it happens to a
man? | tdéds the same deal, same problem, same a

AWhat will my girl friend think?oeiffsheshbldswas hi s
against him, sheds got some serious issues to
its not my place to say anything, just be there, be comforting, be consistent. Although | did

promise to deck anybody who said anythingafTat least got a smile out of him.

Hedl | be okay with some counseling, but itos
Even with what | 0v & ydale kenried tdkill me, ghich hguesstisthea r o n

ul ti mate power tr i ptimtbhin anda la dfthdtwas plaanvdemi tuck. f a | |
That reminded me that | need to check on his
that one are emotionally draining. Seeing peo

part of why Ido what | do. | see them through a crisis and hopefully get them where they need to
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be. Still, someti mes, Il wish there werenodét so
enough freaky stuff out there without adding to it.

At least the visible tailsra gone and my life seemsto befum e a ki ng. No worries,
will change too.

Saturday August 19th 2056 Instamatic

Know what | said about ufreaking, well, forget it. When | got up to get ready for work

everything seemed normal enough, Wwhen | got out to my bike... there was another token on it.

Now | admit, there are a lot of tokens on the bike, and | could probably remove half of them
since I wonot be back in Baltimore anyti me so
wasnobone of the ones | 6d put there.

| saw it as | strapped my kit, and bagel down and got ready to head towards work. Needless to
say | gave the bike a serious once over after that. Nothing else had changed. None of the other
tokens had been touched. | tobbkff, inspected it nothing. | even ran the detector Fin had left
with me over the bike, but there was nothing new.

As | finally put the token back and prepared to leave, one of the local kids came over, a big grin
on his face.

| watched expectantlydse gave me a conspiratorial smile.
Hunters. .. Doc Rivers got some of their peopl
|l coul d tell by his smile, hedéd watched me ch
him, but he was also a bit surprised that | kne
from.

|l nodded. AThanks. 0

AYou be careful out there Doc, 0 he told me so
you | ately. o

My eyes widened slightysa he studi ed me again. ASo this is
commented.

AYeah, 0 he answered. ATheydbve been hanging ou
askind questions | i ke cops, fl ashi ncd alscetds ae nodr
out, but theyoll be back. o

AThanks, o | sai d again.
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ifiWe | ook after o]

ur own, 0 he answered. His voi
true you nearly ki

|l l ed a guy before you came

My eyes widened. Aaron. Was he somehow e hinis? He was supposed to be locked up on

parole violation and assault charges, but tha
something.

AActually he tried to kill me, o0 | answered, t
knew that.o

He nodded. AYou want, weol | deal with them, o
|l know my response was probably a little too
trouble and | knew how theydd deal with these
forget Doc, wedr eijhuesrte liifk ey oyuo unbereed tuhser e f or us.

That said, he drifted back down the street.

| had hoped that would be enough to keep the fates busy, but of course, my life was getting
uncomplicated so something had to come up.

It came in the form of an accident. The damage on the car indicated that someone had hit it
repeatedly, probably trying to run the driver, a 34 year old woman, off the road. As usual, since
she had to be extricated, | stayed with her as Ray put together tlcatexirplan.

It was good to be working with him again. Ray
together and thatés it. While Ray discussed t
womanodés vitals and try to keep her awake.

She was trembling and worried and | did my best to comfort her. When she asked me for her
cigarettes, I tried to tell her she coul dnoét
calm her down | followed her instructions.

Inside her purse was a cam, a press id and her cigarettes. She nodded as | pulled them out.
Al nsi deo

| Il ooked at her worriedly and checked her pul
She insisted.

I opened up the pack and foumamtsvaf d,id ms lde stk
AiBig... very big..0 she told me. | nodded car
up. Once | 6d stowed them away she nodded.

After the call and the standard cleap and prep, | slipped one out and slotted it. Tise fi
pictures were normal enough. They were covert pictures, but nothing really out of the ordinary.
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People coming and going from an office building. Then | recognized one of the men as one of
Andrewsd® missing persons.

He was walking into what looked likenormal office, but then there were pictures from inside.

It was setup like a medical exam room. There were pictures of him on an operating table, and
then, with his chest open, not cut, but opened, like a cabinet. He was couriering something in his
chestcavity.

| had no idea what it was, but it was obviously important enough that someone had tried to Kill
t he woman who O d atndadwd madthdme pi ct ur es

There was no hesitation, no big moral debate, | knew who to take them to.

| stopped by thenecinct house on the way home and surprised the desk Sargent when |

announced that | was here to see Andrews. He even objected that it was just Sunday morning. |
grinned and took the visitor I D and clipped i
lopsided grin.

When | told Andrews what | had he nodded. He was very interested in the pictures and the
patient. When he finished looking at them, he tossed me one of his new case files.

Homicide: Lydia Greenwood the reporter.

| nodded. AFigures. o

fless. .. o0 He called. | knew he was trying to w
AWhat can | say, |l &m a troubl e magnet, o | tol
At | east when | | eft the station | wasnot f ol

Mike before going home and grabbing some-glyet

Sunday August 20th 2056 Familiarity

The day was rather normal, except that | noti
poking around the diner. | e nhdw dorrieppabaitkitiiop pi n g
much: there was a bagel waiting for me on my

neighborhood is watching out for me.
Lord knows | need it.

| 6m not entirely sure what t hteslei kpee olpdne hairdei rnug
by the reports | 6m getting from the gang they
leading questions, making it look like | was running from something. Of course, after two
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months, everybody here knows me wellenoughat i f t heyoOore suspicious
me about it, not speculate.

Not that I think Mario would let them, and Matrio is family to just about everybody here.

By the time I got to the station, Ganythilgpe and
except prep my bike and think.

How much did the people in the neighborhood really know me? How well did | really know
them? 1t didnodét really matt &howmichididitediypose ques
know about my brothers.

| mean | know that Matt likes butter on his toast and Alan snore$, Ihad no idea what they

were really doing here. | mean, | assumed that Matt was teaching martial arts, and that Alan was
probably studying at t he unhinvegerysegisteringatithet |1 ha
school. Andy | just assumed he was sponging off the boys, trying to find himself.

Tells you how much | know.

George and Walter came stumbling in about an hour after shift change. Walter being Walter was
already starting hislearrup and inventory when Ray and | took over. We shooed them out,

telling them to get home and get some sleep. | could tell that George was all for our taking over
on the scruldown (and inventory) but Walter seemed convinced that he had to finisthvehéat d
started. We ended up compromising and sharing the duties.

Almost as soon as we reported the unit as in service, we were on the road. As soon as we were
finished with one call and clean up, we were on another. It ran that way for most of the shift. It
was bad enough that | just crashed at the station house for a few hours before heading out.

| stopped by records and split a half a dozen doughnuts with Saunders. (His four to my two).

There was stild]l nothing new on the boysé case
snack? | really need to get my schedule together.

Monday August 21st 2056 The anti-scam

Once again, Il was planning on sleeping in, b u
meant to sleep on Mondays. 106d finished feedi
the phone rang.

I di dndt r ieecon thenother end &nld eneir vace was hidden in the shadows, but they
certainly seemed to know me.

AJess? Jess Miller?0 the person asked, his vo
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AYes?0 | answered evenly, tryi ngonhadknbwnger e ou
t hen he woul dodébve known that 16d be sl eeping a
ALook, |l candt talk Il ong. Your brothers are |
money. . 0

He was moving fast, too fast and | knew it. He was telling me what | wankezhtpbut he

wasnot really saying anything.

ATel | me where they are and 161l take it to t
ANo, 0 he answered quicklIly. Alts too dangerous
it to them, but | need you to get as mushyau can without drawing attention. Meet me at
Willyds Bar down in Kingsgate. Two hours. o

He hung up before | could say anything, so | did the only thing | could do. | spoke into the
phone. ADid you guys get that?0 | asked and t

It rang a minute later.

AJess, 0 the voice was terse and familiar. The
AYeah, o | answered. Als it just me or did tha
AYou arendt planning on .going there are you?bo
ﬁWeI\I, that depends on whether or not youodre
me . 0O

| could hear him hesitate. Alts not our juris
AAw, come on, 0 | objddtamdhefi™ou guys have car

| could hear him talking t€ummings and was surprised when Cummings took over the call.
AWe candt guarantee your safety, o0 he stated t

AYeah, but are you going to be there?0 | aske

His scowl gave me all the answer | needed.

AOkay, | 61 | bé Thieere wasl at glu¢g miumni ng this so
way too much | i ke his approach. 0
He nodded, stil]l scowling. AThi nk he moved ou

admitted gruffly.
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It was interesting to me: Cummingsreallywaed t hi s guy. nAOkay, teldl I

i n case h

A Wedl | put a u nt
t The Qui ckmar

at. .. o0 again

They were waiting for me by the drimkspenser. Daniels started taping a wire to me as
Cummings told me what they had. It was weird working with these two, especially since it was
what, a week ago that they were following me around making my life an interesting situation?

APl ay naitvetulputd,®w Cummi ngs warned, forgettin
dondt | et him take you anywhere. o
With their instructions | headed i nto Renton.

it was ideal for meeting someone who was trying to not be noticed, and to avoid police
intervention.

| took a seat in one of the booths and waited, trying kiard not to watch everything. Like

Cummings said, | had to play naive but not stupid. When the waitress came | ordered a glass of

wine. | watched as she placed the order with the bartender and then brought it over to me. As she
served me,themaniwasupposed to meet entered and headed
help but notice the look the bartender gave him as he moved by.

Something told me I didndt want to drink the
nervous sip.

After he introdiced himself he gave a quick furtive look around and then sat down.

AThe boys, o6 | asked, sounding hopeful. AHow a
ATheydre fine, 0 he assured me, | ooking around
money?o

| shook my he adwatchind bis réactibn carafulywHe was ot very happy
about that, and yet, it was almost as if it meant something more to him.

I f he was the same person as the guy whodéd be
| was in danger of losing methan my money. Assaults were another part of the his M.O. and

the |l ook hebébd given the bartender made me sus
ALook, every moment wedbre together, i'ts mor e
|l nodded. Al ... just nldodddhiemd t o know they were
He Iookecj at me for a minute and then nodded.
money. .. O
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|l nodded and pulled out a credstick. ATheyodl |l
pretended to take another sip of my wine.

twas obvious he wasndét expecting that. He smi/|
quickly. It was then | knew there was something in the wine. | smiled at him, my eyes looking
slightly less fixed.

ADo you have more money?0 he asked softly.

| smiled and nodded. His smile grew, sure that | had had enough of whatever the bartender had
slipped me. He viewed that as his signal that he was in control. With a smile, he moved around to
my side of the booth and proceeded to get too friendly. ThatwasDadis and Cummi ngs
They nabbed my so called o6friendbé and his acc

And for thanks, | got to go home and get some much needed sleep.

Tuesday August 22nd 2056 The going gets weirder

Tuesday, missing persons check. pgied by central and picked up the list from Andrews. There
al ways seems to be a | ot more cases added and
any | eads on the boys, but | did find the man

Missing person, mystery cdar, and now DB. Thing was, his chest cavity was a normal human
chest cavity again. That was enough to bring Andrews to the morgue. Dr. Chen noticed our
interested and bumped the case up so we could have the results. Andrews ended up having to
make a fewphone calls while he worked.

|l dondt think 106l ever understand that one.

candét watoch autopsy. I guess its different
cause of death, btulbhatt Oom&kesetelme someonerad st abl
theydre already dead when they get here.

There was some sign of scar tissue, but nothing definite. His chest cavity was indeed a normal
chest cavity. | tried not to think about it as | made my rounde@dahn Doe hospital check. It

was Andrewsod6 case. |l was only involved from t
Yeah, right, if thatoés the case then why do |
me in |ike everything el se tthiamedsl bgeoetn hhoapep, e ni
convinced myself that 1 6d have a nice quiet e

That lasted until | opened the fridge and pulled out my water bottle. Taped to the side was a
message from Fin.
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Jess:

Need your help, garage midnigh

Fin.

| stared at the note, then looked at the clock, then stared at the note again. If | was lucky | could
get three hours sleep before 1 6d have to get
Once again Fin had slipped through my suppose
glad hebés on my side, although sometimes | 6m

Wednesday August 23rd 2056 First Run

Okay, thereds no wondatthene geally was amypreal doubt ommthes s i de
matter. |l 6m a friend and hedéll watch over me,
| 6 m amateeara ibetter pull my own weight or get left in the dust.

't probabl y doesnddnahie huyeteveniagt getlsome extra sledpagaetni n g
ready for work. | had no idea what was up until it was too late to do anything but follow through.

|l think itdés the city. Nothing |ike this happ
from paamedic, to assistant investigator (read bait) and now... shadowrunner. | think | need to

make a better class of friends.

In this case Fin had need of my explosives expertise. | just had to set things up and set them off
at the appropriate time. My institions were simple: set things up, wait for his signal, then fade
back into the night and keep from becoming a liability.

When | showed up in the garage, there was no sign of Fin, but | had another set of instructions
waiting for me. It was like a scavegighunt. | was supposed to ride over to the guiekt, slip

into a protective pair of coveralls, put some oversized cloths on over them and take a bike that
was waiting for me in the alleyway.

| followed his directions and by the time | arrived atthe degnat ed ar e a, Il woul d
able to recognize me. Fin was very careful to not introduce me to his companions, which was
fine by all of us.

The setup was simpl e: rig a car thatés runnin
Somebodyelse was driving it, | just had to make sure we were on different frequencies and
control the explosion as the car drove by a g
knowit hat wasndét something | needed to know or v
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lcoud t el | his 6associatesd6 werenbdét to crazy ab
to have someone who knew what they were doing handle the demo. My heart was pounding as |
foll owed Finds directions.

| fired the charges and then faded intoniight. | walked to the metro, took it south, towards
Renton. Got off, faded into the crowds there, then slipped down yet another alley way, changing
into a set of cloths that were waiting for me. | left the first set there, then took the Metro west.
Two mae changes and | was finally in my own cloths, the coveralls being the last thing to go. |
took the train back to the city, went to the movies. When | left the theater, my bike was waiting
for me, along with the ticket stub to an earlier movie.

| marveledat how wel | hedd covered my tracks, and v
was very glad.

It was all over the trid in the morning, everybody was talking about the failed gang raid on
Aztechnology. The police were putting it off as a prank, butiwas obvi ous that th
being quite as blase about the whole thing. Something had happened last night and | had been a

part of it.

As | write this, | realize, |l 6ve taken my fir
scary place.
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Week Ten- Steamed

Thursday August 24th 2056- Just the facts

Back on duty, Andrews was waiting for me with a warning. Someone had taken over the
investigations into Lydiads murder and the de
and the nevinvestigators would probably be talking to me.

| could tell from his expression that somethi
warning, but | could tell there was more. He

those picture . 0

|l nodded. AYeah, o | sighed. Al had to know wh
out .o I didndét think it was neiclebsds amayd et oc otpeilels

Copies that were now safely tucked away in a secondéetyskeposit box under an assumed
name.

| may be slow, but | do catch on.

The investigators were Federal, and they had the mirrored-sbadeok down pat. | got called

into the Captaindés office and introduced to t
didndt | think it was odd theldisks$forhédh.e woman aske
From what | 6ve seen of this place, thatodos |jus

When they asked me the next question, | knew they were studying me, | could feel one of them
zoom in on my pupil and | knew he was watghfor any change in my blood vessels. A rather
effective lie detector without having to get my permission.

ADid you | ook at the pictures?o0

I nodded. fiYeah, o | admi tted. il wasnot sur e

AAre you holding out on us?o

ltumedandgaveed #2 a | ook. Al é&m a medic, o6 | told h
were i mportant. I figured it was either new E
AWhat made you think it was a police matter?09

A

I resisted the uElgvel st.0d0 saanyd, téoNod stihgenns tohfe t r ut
anyway and it was the safest way to play it.
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| dondt think they entirely believed me, but
tell they wanted to ask more questions, buigwecalled out. | left to their promise of seeing me
again.

We got a call close to Aztechnology and | came in on the motorcycle. They victim looked like
heéd been roughed up and dragged there. Rough
parallel goups of three and four.

|l coul dndét help but notice the way the guards
to set anybody on edge. The man was in shock, and I tried to stabilize him as Ray arrived with
the truck.

As we lifted him into the trck, something fell from his hand. | had about 3 seconds to look at it
before one of the guards was there, taking it from me. There was something in his eyes that told
me | did not want to fight him on this.

Silently I climbed into the truck and Ray gt rolling. | looked out the back window and could
see the guard watching us as we drove away. The look he gave was enough to send shivers down
anybodyb6s spine.

We got the man to the hospital in time,e but i
right now. When we went to get my bike, the g
the gate, for safetyods sake.

As | went to reclaim it, he put a hand on my

Miller, beware of those who hunttinei g ht . 0

| turned and |l ooked at him questioningly, but
wheel ed my bike back onto the street, | heard
I f that isnét enough to isend chills down your
| have to admit thought, now | see why ithe St

thereds just too much stuff going on around h
think you understand, a new layer gets added to thegquzz|

|l think 1 &dm going to stay as clear of Aztechn

Friday August 25th 2056- A six pack would be nice

Man, what | wouldn't give for a bushel of crabs and a six pack right now. It's the end of crab
season and I'm on the wrong end of thentgu It doesn't help that I'm up to my elbows in
mystery.
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Man | wish it was just crab meat. That, | could dig iltd safer too.

On the bright side, the guys from Baltimore aren't faring any better, but still. If | were home, they
wouldn't be able to run their little campaign of trying to discredit me. That's what it boils down
to. | feel like they're trying to steam me, but just'téind the right combination of spices, guess

I'm not the only one having problems with the difference between cities.

| finally met them at the diner this morning. They came in after | sat down, and then flanked me
on either side of my counter seat.e¥istarted asking me about Baltimore and commenting on
my o6édereliction of duty' I n not treating some

| looked at them and shook my head. "You want to get to the point of all this or are you going to
keep bad mouthing me and harassing me?"

Thefirst one acted surprised, and innocent. "Harassing you?" His tone was perplexed, even
though | could tell by his eyes he wasn't. "Miss Miller, we're just trying to understand why a
perfectly healthy paramedic would refuse to help a man in need. A maadglkeadangered in
the first place."

My eyes widened at that, but | forced myself to remain calm and collected. "First, | was no
longer a paramedic in the city, secondly, the man in question had hit me in the left clavicle with a
Louisville Slugger, rendeng my arm norfunctional. A person requires two hands to perform

most first aid procedures, especially CarBidmonary Resuscitation or in his case Atrtificial
Respiration. | therefore secured the scene and called for the paramedic staff."

The other masnorted as he looked at his coffee. "Yeah, we read what you told the police."

| shook my head. "Then you know the whole story gentlemen,” | declared getting up from the
counter. "And if you'll excuse méhave a job to do."

| tried very hard not to reawhen one of them said something about, "We'll see about that."

| don't believe it: even from jail, the man's trying to ruin my life. | turned and sighed. "I thought
it was an investigator's duty to remain objective, to explore every avenue, butairgryag
aren't real investigators, you're hired guns, trying to bring me damchthat is harassment.”

The didn't seem phased by what | said, but | felt better. Not that any court in their right mind
would take the charges seriously, but if they twigkedtruth just right it might be enough to get
me hauled in and perhaps make it to court, and then the charges would remain in my jacket, a
small chink in my armor.

I'd seen guys in my place ruined with less, so now | have to watch my step. Damn &aron, h

alive because | did the right thing. I didn't roll over, | didn't die and | didn't kill the bastard when

| had a chance. Maybe that was my mistake. No, | start thinking like that, I'm just as bad as he is.
| didn't kill him because it was no longermibr death for me. And these bozo's are just using

scare tactics, trying to make me slip up.
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PM.

I've had a lot more time to think about those two yahoos and what they said. They are fishing,
trying to pin something on me, anything. Or they're mereipdgrjo push my buttons. Thing is if

they know where | live, Aaron now knows where | live. He's in jail, but for how long. How long

will it be before he convinces someone else that he was chemically imbalanced and that he's over
it now. How long before heotnes back into my life swinging?

And as if | didn't have enough problems, we got another call to Aztechnology: another man in
front of the gate looking like he'd been through the wringer, another creepy trip back to get the
bike. And of course another kwong smile from the guard.

Man, too many complications. | could really use that beer, maybe a half dozen crabs to go with
it.

Saturday August 26th 2056-Just a few questions Ma'am

Okay, maybe crabs and beer are too much to askhfow about a littlesleep? This morning, no
sooner did | finally lay down, and get comfortable than the door belt eartyrang. |1 stumbled
to the door and peeked out. It was the Feds.

"Miss Miller, we have a few questions for you. It won't take more than an hour of gaut ti

It took three.

At first they were asking questions about the pictures, about the accident scene, if I'd seen
anything out of the ordinary, but then the conversation turned.

From then on, practically none of the questions had anything to do alsiat@&seenwood, the
pictures or the courier. They had everything to do with Aaron, and Baltimore and my last night
in town.

| started answering their questions, but as they progressed | shook my head. "Gentlemen, if you
continue this line of questioningwlill need a lawyer present."

This seemed to interest them both. | could see them sit up in their chairs, as if I'd given them a
lead.

"And why would that be Miss Miller?"
| just love it when they call me 'Miss Miller'

"Lets just say | don't want any misunderstandings in this matter,"” | answered evenly.

A Year in Seattle 105 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



"There's no need to worry, we're just trying to learn more about you, and how you're involved in
this case. Nothing dangerous or clandestine...”

| shook my head. "I havevery reason to be suspicious,” | answered. "Especially since you're
asking questions based on rumor and innuendo instead of actual police records."

"There's no reason to be suspicious.”

They tried reassuring me, but | had had enough. "Gentlemen, ISmeerived in Seattle, | have

been mistaken for a burglar breaking into my brother's apartment; harassed by gangers; shot at in
a random drive by; arrested while trying to administer first aid after said drive by; drugged by
organ leggers, who were ugia new catch and release program; turned into a guinea pig for

some banned pharmaceuticals; used as bait in a multiple murder case; drugged; questioned;
terrorized; been thrown into the middle of what's looking like a federal case; played clay pigeon

to ascam artist with more than money on his mind; harassed by a couple of supposed
'investigators' from Baltimore trying their best to discredit me in a case that has nothing to do

with anything, and you all seem to be buying into it. Still wonder why | sebinsuspicious of

this whole thing??9

They stared at me. | don't think they were ready for my tirade, but its been a rather busy two
months.

| finally relaxed a little and sighed. "Look, if you want a statement about what happened in
Baltimore, you camet a copy of the report, the restraining order and the case history from the
Inner Harbor Office of Legal affairs. If that isn't enough, | can get you copies of them, and the
news clippings but it has nothing to do with this case, or even why I'm ls&rean we get back
to the topic so | can get some sleep before | have to go back to work?"

They finally recanted. | guess they realized I'm not going anywhere and maybe they should do
their homework before pressing the whole Aaron thing.

| managed to seeze in 7 hours of sleep, but it meant getting up and going straight to work, no
trid, no cats, no nothing. | hate days like that, cause that's not living.

The shift was peaceful for a change and I'm happy to say there were no more calls to
Aztechnology.

Sunday August 27th 2056 Enough

| think | can officially say, without any hesitation or reservations, that | have completely and
utterly had it!
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|l dm tired of | iving under a microscope, | 0m t
amreallyt i red of seeing people | care about getti
can take. | just...

Okay... deep breath. The morning started out normally enough. The guys from Baltimore had me
under surveillance. They were in this big white vanthac oul d have easily had
WATCHI NG JESS MILLERO stenciled on the side.

The only bright part of the day was when | got to spend some quality time with the cats. They
were taking turns going for extra cute points and vying for affection. But betiveetan and
the feds and the rumors they were feeding eveiybn@ m j ust gl ad everybody

enough to know what | would and wouldndét do.
Everybody but the Feds that is. They seem rea
it, butthes c r e a mi 4eébeds werelgoire pretty strong. | think | would have been able to

handl e everything, but | had another one of t

the truck after one of our runs.

This time | remembered everything, aralibve you me, it was not fun. The woman knew | was

hiding something from her. She knew! More to the point the man with her knew and he made
sure | knew he knew, | could feel him in my m
blobby turned out tbe an Orc with a very twisted sense of humor, and a very mean back hand.

She gave me one more chance to O0redeem myself
right to stand in judgement of others based on her twisted sense of morality tellivizatrie

should be doing. Wonder how shedd feel i f she
chem.

| wonder how shedd |i ke being the member of t
Yeah, |l 6m in a dark mood. G4 Quagosaaothtchallda wasnot
Aztechnology. And this one was worse than the last two, a lot worse.

It was Fin.

Yeah, | got the call, first responder. .. | ge

get a good eyeful of torn flesh, and that all too familiar grin. | mean...

Thereds no way | can take much moHepickedup t hi s.
the bike for me. .. | stayed with Fin until we
sure how complete his recovery will be.

| dondt know how I &d&m goi ngitéioonuch.ake anymore. T
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Monday August 28th 20% - A bushel of crabs... and a beer.

| woke up around 2:30. | was still rather freaked over yesterday. A call to the hospital and they
assured me that Fin would be al/| right, given
been seen since.

Not thatl blame him. Aztechnology has a reputation for how it deals with its enemies. From the

|l ooks of things, it's been earned. Il tried to
dusting laundry. But even the condo is a reminder of how completglpiokilter everything is

around here.

|l thought about calling Mari é6itwabsomethingldi dndt w
needed to work through on my own. | think he knew something was wrong, but he also had the
sense to leave me alone whendswn the laundry room.

By six | was starting to get hungry and was about to leave when somebody rang my doorbell. It
was Ray. Well, the first view | had was the can of beer he was holding in front of the viewer.
When he was sure | was there he pulldzhitk to reveal a rather irritated blue crab.

| dondot think | could have opened the door f a

It was just what | needed. |l didndét need any
spices and goo. A bushel of crabs, some beer, and a foeshare it with was all it took. We
didnét talk. We just steamed them up and had

One by one, my friends stopped by, mostly checking on me, making sure | was okay. Some

stayed, a few even tried the crabs. Mario, Trina, Mrs MacAjdsen Saunders stopped by,

saying he was a |ittle worried when he didnodt
crabs, but said it was way too much work to get such a small amount of meat.

Someti mes, thatés the pheéesatitaaldl somat i mesh b
life in a crab shell.

Tuesday August 29th 2056 Frying pan?

lts amazing: some crabs, some good friends an
not sure how much | c aing thingsrtadldy.d stopfed by tharhorglee a s t
and visited with Dr. Chen, got Andrewso6 | ates

day hospital hopping.

Another thing that amazes is how quickly people get used to things. | think every dutinnurse
every major hospital knows me by now. Il f they
raised eyebrow anymore when | ask to see their John Doe cases.
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While | was out, | stopped by Council Island and visited Mike and the rest of the Walkers.
Jonathan knew i mmedi ately that |1 06d seen the m
had some more information for me.

Seems one of the Senior VP6s from ValenzBi oCh
Doc River 6s ar r ehattherlimd bad bekersirban finceported fernder bender a
few weeks ago. Betcha the paint matches the sample they pulled from my bike.

Mrs. Wal ker was very concerned that | was sti
the little...incidentatAt echnol ogi es. Somehow, I dondt thin
done, whatever it was | had been involved in.

| coul dnét stay |l ong, but as always it was a
woul d have been istbitof nhewswvlemdedrup dtopping oy centraleandl a t e
checking the records for calls near Aztechnology

| may have been off duty, but that didndt mea
another mauling victim had been found out in front of thie gl was reading through the report

when | found a picture of wvictim number four.
T warned me?

Was it a warning or a threat? | 6m beginning t
and O0hbosenw the nightd. 1 éd&m not sure | want
because I didndét want to know more, and now F
|l 6d | eave too, but | have a | obthefaxtthdtdhaveand |

Nno sense.

| caught sight of the white van several times during the day. They tried to follow me onto the
island and were stopped. Thank God for small favors.

| made it back to the condo in time for dinner with Trina and Mario, but | had a lot on my mind,
and a | ot of things to worry about. I donodot t

Wednesday August 30th 2056 Fire

Well, this morning the feds stopped by my plawet to question me, but to deliver a subpoena.
Great way to start the mornindgfam wanted before a federal review board for my actions or lack
thereof in the case of one Aaron Mistopholes of Baltimore.

The date on it was for today, one hour from theetthey showed up at my door. Talk about
feeling railroaded. Good thing | was still in
have given me a chance to change. | tried to make a call, but they nixed that as well. So much for
being heépé me. o
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| tried to explain that there were people who were expecting me, but they came back with
something about this not taking long. Then they were reaching for their handcuffs.

The whole thing stunk and | keyweseontheupdndup | di
and | resisted, things could get pretty nasty
were pretty nasty.

AYou dondét need those, 0 | stated backing away
uniformed officersf om t he Star here... Officers that |
|l dondt think they were expecting that.

AMIi ss Miller, this is merely a precaution, 0 o
closer.

AExactly, o0 | answered evenl yonofdnifdmnzed dfiserswhy | w
the Il aw to carry this out. o

They | ooked at each other for a minute. Al 6m
My heart was racing now. | 06d |l et them into th
and now things were gétty more and more hinky.

AMiss Miller, if you will please turn around
number one stated.

AUni formed services, o0 | repeated. Alt will ta
here. o

They didméttiltiude, my didnét | i ke theirs, but i

didndét want to add assault to whatever <charge
finally catching on that things were a lot worse than | thought and the whole thimyoabably
a setup.

They | ed me out to a waiting black Americar w
cocked up. | dondt think | dve been that scare
happened so far, | tirdeitodtmn& abouhvehat eould ar might happenwo r r y ;

Now | had nothing but time.

As soon as | was in the car, | started working on the handcuffs. | figured that if they were on the

|l evel they might understand, buteedéedrecey t he | oo
chance | could get. It took me a good five minutes, but | did mange to get them unlocked.

The drive in seemed straight forward enough, until | recognized the building from Lydia

Greenwoodbs pictures. Fed #dsfotusilgorenty pupiswar ds m
agai n, | ooking for any capillary reactions. i
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There was no use | ying. AThat buil ding was Ly
towards the building from the pictures.

| coul dn 6 tce tiedalf mod beughve hisopariner as he guided the car away from the
center of the city, away from the federal buildings and away from the courthouse. My heart sank.
The inspectors from Baltimore had been a perfect diversion, the perfect setup. Thepywere

worried about my credibility, just about a way of controlling the situation. | had no doubt that |
was about to have an o6unfortunate accident. 0

| was contemplating something desperate when the car wasn@ed by a white van. The same

van that had é&en following me since the investigators from Baltimore had shown up. Fed

number one opened the door and held out his b
van while Fed number two kept an eye on me.

Investigator number one got out of the \aand was yelling at Fed number one. | noticed that his
voice had grown slightly nasal, and he was pouring on the Dundalk accent. Fed number Two was
splitting his concentration between me and his partner, when Investigator number Two knocked
on the car windw and pointed his gun at Fed number Two.

| was relieved to have been rescued, but was even more wary when Investigator 2 started to herd

me towards the van. fiMiss Miller, o0 he told me
explain | ater. o

| nodded and grabbed his gun, using one of th
it I tucked it under my belt and backed away

turned and ran as fast as | could.

| hate not knowing whto trust, but it would have been the perfect setup. Suspect flees Federal
custody, only to turn up dead elsewhere. | figured if anybody had a legitimate beef, they could
talk to me downtown.

Nobody every showed. | reported the whole thing to Andrewshandported it to his captain,
who then reported it to the Feder al Mar shall o
turned over all their evidence to the Feds.

They were all rather ticked off. Without those pictures they had nothing and theytkhéat i

out a heavy sigh and asked Andrews to provide an escort to the bank and my safety deposit box.

| grabbed a few blank disks on the way out an
think theybére going to |l ose these.

Tuns out there actlly a Federal inquiry | was supposed to attend, but under the extenuating
circumstances, its been postponed. Thank God for small favors.

After a rather lengthy discussion, they decided that | needed to be put into protective custody. |
was now a Federalitness. | put my foot down on that, or at least | tried to.
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ALook, o | told them. Al appreciate the offer,
away and youdre going to |l ose a |lot of the ci
hawe to take up that much more slack, and the |
Again there was a lengthy discussion and this time they came up with a compromise. | would

have a Marshall with me at all times. | tried to object about it geitiitige way of my work, but

they 6issuedd me a Marshall who was also a ce

Somehow, | think the big danger is over, but its nice to have someone who understands watching
my back. And Citywide doesndé6t even have to pa
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Week Eleveni One Crisis Over

Thursday August 31st 2056 Me and my shadow

Well, me and my new besiuddy and roommate got off to an interesting start. He showed up at
my door, suitcase in hand. | was not expecting that. He's planning on watching oveZme 24

That could prove interesting. | know he already doesn't like my motorcycle riding and then
there's the whole thing of the motmedic going out ahead of the truck. Hard to keep track of me
that way.

He's an interesting one our Marshall Jason Casey. k#teidsve take his car to the station. |
asked him what he preferred to be called, in the hopes he'd guess I'm not too fond of "Miss
Miller".

"Casey," he told me. "Casey or Case.."

| nodded as we headed into the station house.

"What do I call you?"

| smiled, it worked. "Jess, ever'body calls me Jess," | told him. "Unless they're pissed off at me
and then they call me..." 'Cap supplied: "MILLER!"

| didn't even get to finish the sentence, but there it was.

| smiled at Casey. "Like that," | told him withslight nod and then went over to talk to the
Captain.

"Miller, what are the rules about bringing visitors into the station?"

| bit back the smart response of reciting the regulations and shook my head. "He's not a visitor," |
answered. "He's my baksjtter,” | added jerking my thumb over my shoulder. "Marshall Jason
Casey, Captain David R. Daltry."

Cap gave me one of his sternest looks to date and demanded an explanation. When | finished, he
nodded.

He wasn't too crazy about the situation, but he agreed that it was nice to have us full up on
medics for a change. Then he turned and said it was bout it being time | had somebody watching
out over me.

I'd just gotten Casey setup with a locker when R#gdan. | was about to introduce him when
Ray just grinned.
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"Case! Haven't seen you in ages."

My jaw dropped. Turns out at least half the folks at the station house know him. As he was
saying 'hey' to all his old friends, Ray was giving me that sidetwdnat's up?' grin. | was just
about to explain when a call came through. Casey started to follow me, until he noticed | was
pulling on my helmet.

"What are you doing?" he demanded as he wheeled me around by the arm.

| was surprised by the strength irs lgrip, but I still managed to meet his gaze. "I'm responding
to the call," | answered nodding towards the bike. "Ride with Ray, I'll meet you at the scene."

| could see the wheels turning in his mind as he studied me. | gave him a wink. | wasn't being
headstrong and thinking | was invulnerable, well, | was being headstrong, but | know I'm not
invulnerable.

Believe me, | know just how mortal | am, but I've got a job to do, and I'm not about to crawl
under a rock and give up. If | do, they win, and | gest't cope with that. | think he could see
that in my eyes.

"Miller," he growled as he let go of me. "You be careful.”

| nodded. At least he understands... and that means this may just work out.

Friday September 1st 2056 Concessions

Casey insisted otaking the couch, after thoroughly checking out the condo. He found a few
security goodies the boys had installed that | didn't know about, and then he added a few more. |
watched him as he did it, studying the equipment.

| wasn't making small talk, anytig like that interests me, always has. That's how I've learned
half the things | know. Casey was patient enough to answer my questions, but | could tell he was
concentrating on security. Makes sense, both our lives depend on it | guess.

Then he concentrad on me. What | do, how routine my life is, where | go and who | know. If
he was a surprised by the Missing Person's visits or the John Doe checks, he hid it really well.
All he said when | finished was, "I figured it was something like that."

That eared him a long hard stare.

He waited until | got over my sershit and started telling me what | could and couldn't do. First
and foremost he told me that there was no way | was to ride my bike until this whole thing was
over; | was too vulnerable. He wakeady moving on to change number two when | insisted we
back up a little.
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| understand that the man has a job to do, but there has to be balance, and | just wasn't getting it.
He was taking the approach that he called the shots and | towed the lirewalsein his book,

no room for negotiations, | felt that there were compromises that could be established on all
sides.

| didn't get too far with that before he was reviewing my schedule. There was nothing he could
do about the work schedule, so he didmen bother with that. But then came the questions of
'What do you do after work." Now, for the most part, | go home, play with the cats and go to
sleep, but when I can | like to watch cartoons with Mike on Saturdays, and I'm *not* going to
give that upbesides, | can't think of a safer place for me than Council Island these days.

Still, I was to be his charge, his passenger, in all things. That was the hardest part. I'm used to

going where | want, when | want. Guess I've been alone too long. Heeadldould still move

about freely, within reason, and with him 'attached at the hip.’

He's okayed my 'Breakfast engagement on Council Island,’ again without a second glance, and
my Missing person's check, although he insists | can do it over the phdihallble me a trip to

the morgue, since its in the middle of Star Territory. As for traipsing over half of Seattle looking

at John Does, that was right out.

And | was just getting used to the routine. From the looks of things... | get to work likeacmani
and then get cloistered at home until this whole thing blows over.

| think Casey's pretty happy about that.

Well, at least he was until | got my first call of the evening. Traffic accident and car fire. We
were all on it. Took up most of the night tag¥&fter shift | grabbed a quick shower and Casey
drove us to Council Island.

| was expecting a full inspection since | was a) in a car and b) with Casey, but the guard just
smiled and waved him through. | was suspicious enough that by the time we reached the
Walkers, and Mike called him Uncle Casey that | just gave up. The marslewvamybody.

Mr. and Mrs. Walker seemed relieved that Casey was now my body guard, and Mike, bless him,
thought it was ‘cool.’

When we headed back to the condo, Casey just looked at me. His expression was... mystified?
"What?" | asked.
He shook his heh "You're full of surprises Jess, that's all.”

It was something interesting to contemplate on the drive back to the condo.
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Saturday September 2nd 2056 Confessions

| woke up this 'morning' to the sounds and smells of Casey cooking breakfast. Tivasnan
actually cooking real foodright there in the condo! On a work day even! | don't know where or
when he got the food, but it actually smelled good.

He smiled at me questioningly as | came out of the bedroom and headed for the shower. "You
want some?"

| looked at it, and | have to admit it smelled goodj bue and real food don't always agree and
first thing in the morning about all | can tolerate is coffee and a bagel. | told him as much and
shambled off to get ready for work.

Work was pretty uneveful, which was both a blessing and a source of worry for most of us.
Ray and | have been at this long enough to know that when everything is quiet, somebody,
somewhere is doing their best to make our lives interesting.

If they were however, we were bulsgiving problems of our own. At about 3 AM the station lost
power. A quick look out the window revealed that everyone else on the block still had power.
This little mini-blackout was all ours.

It wasn't all that bad, we're a fire station after all. Wgweflashlights, searchligtitave've even
got mini generators. Looking back it was more an inconvenience than anything. In the dark it
took us a while to get to the root of the problem, and in the daylight, it was obvious. It looked
like something very laye had used our transformer as a scratch post.

For everybody else it was a curiosity. Forinamother bone chilling sign that | really shouldn't
have helped Fin out the other night.

We only had one more shift for the week, but protective custody wag laeding good to me.
The only problem wasthis was something of my own doing. It gave me quite a bit to think
about on the way home.

Casey noticed how quiet | was being and didn't say a word until he'd gotten me home. He studied
me for a really long the before he asked, but | could feel the questions building up.

"Jess," he asked softly. "This isn't the first time you've beénrouble is it?"

| shook my head. "This is kinda mild in comparison to some of the things that have been going
on since lgot here."

He watched me patiently as | pulled up a pillow and sat down on the couch cross legged.

"Wanna talk about it?"
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His tone was gentle, but | could see that he also wanted to know exactly what he was up against.
| can't say as | blame him.

Finaly 1 nodded. | didn't plan on it, but I ended up telling him everything that had happened
since | arrived here. | even told him the parts | hadn't told Mario and Trina; the parts | hadn't told
Andrews or the Walkers.

He listened to it all then finally noléd. "You know... the Azzies aren't too fond of people
messing with theirthings."

| nodded. The only excuse | had was not knowing what | was getting into.

He smiled at that. "Just like the organ leggers, or the cheinmaés/en the Lydia Greenwood
case."

| shrugged. "Just lucky | guess,” | answered with my best lopsided grin.
He chuckled. "You, Jess Miller, are what we in the business like to callbl&nmagnet.'
| nodded. "Yeah, that's one way of putting it."

Again he studied me and finally asked the question that'd been bothering him. "What's with this
case in Baltimore?"

| shook my head and ended up taking out a little bit of aggression ainiipe éf the poor

hapless pillow in my lap. "l used to date the man," | finally answered. "He was getting more and
more possessive, almost mildly abusive. I'd had enough, told him so. Figured that was 'end of
story.'

| stopped shaking my head. 'He hadighsly different ending in mind."

Casey studied me for a good five minutes as he made his own conclusions and pieced things
together. "Sorry," he said softly.

| nodded. "Guess I've been a trouble magnet for a ivpult that here, they give 'trouble’ a
whole new meaning."

Casey nodded. "Get some rest,"” he urged. "I'm going to make a few phone calls.”
| know my eyes flared at that. Usually when people have a few calls to make, | end up in even
more trouble. Then again, | had admitted to being an amgess*something* to a federal

officeri what do you expect?

| figured it would be a while before | managed to get to sleep, and it was. | kept hearing what
sounded like a jaguar crying outside my window. I'm pretty sure it was my imagination.
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Sunday Sptember 3rd 2056- respite

This morning Casey was all smiles. It made me nervous, which only seemed to make him smile
more.

| finally broke and asked him what was up.
"They found Eleanor Kapisniak, former Senior VP of ValenzBioChem," he told me.
That made me perk up some. "How? Do they have enough to put her away?"

He smiled at me. "We did," he answered. "But the point is ratherirsooteone already put her
away permanently.”

That surprised me a bit, but then | shrugged. She believed that in thdsteolittle fish got
eaten. She must have run across a bigger fish. | nodded.

"That doesn't surprise you," he commented. "Good, maybe there's hope for you yet."

Now, the explanation for that, | just had to hear. He told me that | was too much oinaistopt
needed a good dose of cynicism if | was going to make it in the mean streets of Seattle.

"Yeah," | answered wryly.
He nodded. "That's a start," he told me. "Keep it up, I'll make a cynic of you yet."

| chuckled at that, but | knew both of us were thinking about whatever bowled Ms. Kapinsniak
over, and wondering if it would be visiting any time soon. Still, in the world of intrigue and
corporate shadows, she'd committed the cardinal sin, she'd gattght.ddopefully, I'm a small
enough fish that they'll let it go at that. Not that I'm about to relax after everything that's
happened lately.

At this point, I'm wound so tight, its going to take a year for me to unwind. A year, or a whole
mess a' crabs. 8ke that a year and a whole mess a' crabs.

On the way in, Casey gave me the other bit of news. It wasn't really good, but it wasn't bad
either: He'd gotten my case put back on the slate. | go in Tuesday to testify before a review
board. If | prove my casét gets tossed out, otherwise, | end up back in Baltimore on criminal
charges. Hopefully, Aaron and his investigators haven't managed to twist things around too badly
and the truth will still win out.

Thing is, I'm not enough of an optimist to belielealctually be done with him, juisover for
now. Sometimes | think, that's all you can hope for.
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Monday September 4th 2056 closing in the ranks

Since | was due before the Board of Inquiry tomorrow, | decided to combine the Missing
person's check arttle only acceptable portion of my John Doe check, the morgue. Looking at it
through what | imagine to be Casey's eyes, it's kinda a sad existence really. | work 48 hours a
week, spend most of my spare time either looking for my brothers, or getting mysé&duble.

Not really much of a 'lifestyle." | don't know. | can't stop looking and it is the reason I'intbere
find out what happened to my brothers. There was nothing new, but we all went through the
motions anyway.

Saunders smiled at me and preted to call up the records. | knew he already had them for me,
but he pretended to look up the data. "Nothin," he told me gently, | could see the apology in his
eyes, but then he was back to business as usual.

On the way out he told me to 'stop bothgrmm,' and something about getting that ‘poor excuse
for a body guard out of his office." | didn't miss his encouraging wink. Neither did Casey.

One thing about Casey, he misses very little. Even the cats haven't been able to scam him, and
there are time they've managed to convince *me* that | haven't fed them a half an hour after
feeding them.

So, the missing person's visit was a bust, which is no real surprise. I'm pretty sure that if anything
had come up Andrews or Saunders would have told me péysd@ar next visit was to the
morgue and Dr. Chen.

| wish we hadn't found anything or, at the very least, that Casey hadn't been with me. We found
out why the investigators from Baltimore never showed up at the station. Technically | guess
they had, jushot the way we were expecting.

Casey knew immediately that | knew them, and when he found out who they were, it was all |
could do to keep him from taking me into full protective custody then and there. We reached
another compromise, which was that | webstay on Council Island until things cleared up. He
also was reaching for the phone to cancel the review board hearing.

That was too much. I'd geared myself up for this, | was ready for it now. Postponement now
meant way too much stress for me. I'd edilong enough, trying to second guess what the
investigators and Aaron had managed to piece together to get things to the point that there even
was a review board.

Again Casey found a compromise that kept me as protected as | could be. Instead af bréngin
to the review boaiidthey would come to Council Island and convene there. They agreed, which
surprised me, but then again, anything Casey is involved with seems to have that effect.
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So, tomorrow | will have my day and hopefully explain the circuntgathoroughly enough
that I'll be staying right here.

Wonder if | can file harassment charges against Aaron? That's the real problem, | could slam
dunk him right here, right now, but | won't play his game. Hopefully in the long run, that'll make
the difference, but for noivl wait and worry.

Tuesday September 5th 2056 The board

Its funny. | knew | was innocent, | knew (that if there was justice in the world) that they would
find me innocent of any wrongdoing, but | was still nervous. This is monentlygob we're

talking about here. Its who | am. | can't stop being a medic anymore than a leopard can changes
his spots: a leopard or a jaguar.

Another thing that's interfering with my work, or has the potential to. Maybe | should take some
time and retimk what I'm doing here. If what I'm doing in my off time keeps effecting my job,
maybe | should stop.

The only problem is, | can't stop. This search, and all the trouble I've managed to get into is part

of me too. Usually | can accept it as the way thiage, but right now, with everything I've done

up against a microscope, | have to think about it. Sometimes | wish | could turn a blind eyes, that
| could just ignore the strange things that have happened and just do the job | was meant to do.

Yeah, right. | can't turn my back on a mystery anymore than | can turn my back on a call; its just
not in me. All the tension, all the worry I've had over the last few weeks, it all comes down to
this: a board of inquiry.

| didn't eat all that much at kakfast, much to Mrs. Walker's chagrin. She reminded me of my
visit to Mike and how bad it would look if | passed out in front of the board. | tried to eat more,
but I was just too nervous.

It was miserable. The line of questions, the expression on theé'©&eces they'd already made

up their minds and it was up to me to convince them otherwise. Aaron and the investigators had
really done a number on this case. The version they had was that I, a duly sworn paramedic had
turned my back on an obviously hdess man. That | had attacked a known mental patient who,
had I tried could have been talked out of it.

Oh, yeah, they'd laid it on thick.

| took a deep breath and forced myself to remain calm, but my hands were shaking. 'Harmless
mental patient." A hanless mental patient who's been stalking me for three years and has tried

explaining his feelings to me with a 'Louisville Slugger'. Actually to be fair, the first time, | think
it was a 'Cal Ripken the IVth," but the sentiment was the same.

A Year in Seattle 120 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



| did the right thing then, and | pulled out my folder on Aaron, that | keep just for such
occasions. I'd made copies and | let them review those for a while. The file was complete, |
started it after I'd filed the restraining order and continued to date.

It had medial records from both attacks, dates and times I'd been visited by him. The case
number of every call | made to the star about him, copies of the police findings from Baltimore,
compliments of Saunders. | even had notes about the arrival of the investayatdhe

guestions they'd asked as well as the feds. It had everything.

After they'd finished reading that, | further explained that a) | was not an active paramedic at the
time of the attack, b) that | was in no shape to administer first aid and tjlbad so, | would
have endangered myself and the 'victim', which is clearly against regulations.

| could see them try to resolve what I'd told them with the ‘facts’ in the case. Then | was asked to
leave so they could deliberate.

| think that was the wst part. Sitting there knowing that my future depended on seven men
weighing my truth against Aaron's. On the bright side, Casey, Mrs. Walker and Mike were
waiting for me outside the council chamber they'd commandeered for this case.

Mrs Walker handed mgmething to drink and something to eat. | looked up at her and she gave
me one of the sternest 'mom' looks I've ever seen. | accepted it and ate. There are some
arguments, you just can't win.

| was a nervous wreck by the time they called me back wultdarely stand without shaking.
Mike gave me a smile and then | was back in front of the board.

They started to draw it out, telling me how they'd weighed the evidence and that they had the
solemn duty to protect the citizenry... almost fifteen minbedfere they finally told me that they
found that | had acted accordingly, and that the matter is closed.

| think the chairman was enjoying making me squirm. They filed out and the Walkers came in. |
was collecting up my folders when Mrs. Walker starsbing through one of them.

"He... did this to you and they..."

| nodded. "Its why | keep the medical records... Pictures can be faked.. Memories can be...
manipulated, butxays are forever."

| was so relieved. | was still a medic and | would not faaminal charges in Baltimore.

Casey entered the room after seeing the board off. "That went better than expected," he
commented.

| nodded solemnly. "I'm not leaving here in handcuffs,” | offered after a minute.
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"Little chance of that," Casey assured mith a chuckle.

| thanked him for his vote of confidence, but he just shook his head. "Council Island belongs to
the Salish Shidhe Council, a sovereign nation without reciprocity. They couldn't have taken you
if they'd wanted to."

It took a few minute$or that to *really* sink in. No, Casey doesn't miss much at all. Its good to
know he's on my side.

Wednesday September 6th 2056a day off

After all the tensionit was like I'd been stuck in a small dark room only to find that there was a
whole bright world out there.

When | got up in the morning, | went for a jog with Jonathan. Well Jonathan and Casey, we're
joined at the hip as he put But even having Casey as my shadow, | still felt more relaxed than |
have in a very long time.

Its good to know you aren't alone in the world. You would not believe the celebration we had last
night. | called Mario and Trina and filled them in. They wguée relieved as well. Mrs. Walker
told me to invite them so my ‘family' could celebrate my good fortune.

Its hard to feel down when you're with the Walkers. The celebration was the perfect release after
all the tension I've been facing. When | woke lugalized I'd slept better than | have in ages.

| think it's the Island, and the people here. I've got family. It's a good feeling and | think up until
now, | hadn't really realized just hdownprotected I'd been feeling. Between the Walkers and
Mario end Trind | have a very full family, and they're functional!

Mike and | spent a few hours just cloud watching, talking about nothing and everything. He's
doing a lot better, but | can still see the slightly haunted look in his eyes. | can't help but feel
the kid. I think he finds it easier to talk to me, because I'm kinda in the same situation.

| keep wondering if things would have been different if | had moved out here two years ago,
when the boys had invited me to move in. | understand him, | aderstand that ‘what if' is a
game you can't win.

So we talked, and played, and thought. It was a peaceful way to spend the afternoon. | wish |
could stay here forever, but that's not in my nature either. | have to go back tomorrow, start work
all over a@in.

But at least | got a respite. A taste of how life can be, its enough to see me through another week,
that and another taste of Mrs. Walker's cooking.
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Week Twelvei And another begun?

Thursday September 7th 2056 A shooting range.

Casey and | got tthe station around 4:00. It was probably for the best, because that was the last
thing to go right all night. First call was an officer involved shooting. Of course, dispatch failed
to mention that the shooting was still going on, and there were a letpeople involved than

just the officer.

A sniper had set himself up on one of the high rises and just started shooting. Right at rush hour,
with at | east three hours of daylight to back
gotten at leas20 people.

As we pulled in, we got a very serious reminder that the ambulance is not an armored vehicle.

One bull et went through the roof and | odged i
| was sitting.
Ray called di spatceporth andsweuaere infor med

of what was happening and that the situation would be dealt with accordingly. We were to
remain in the area and help once the area was secured.

They werenoét spellindggndéthiwmarst opdaqp lbee ctaau sppa ntihce.
simply pretended it was a normal call. Meanwhile people were getting hurt.

What happened next was pure chaos as another sniper opened fire from the opposite side of the
street. All the people who had taken cofrem the first sniper were now sitting ducks for the
second.

Without thinking about it, or discussing it, all three of us went into action. Ray backed the
ambulance back into an alleyway while Casey and | started putting on bullet proof vests. Another
add ti on to our gear that | really didnét mind.

this puppy.

We were about to exit the truck when Ray whistled for us. We looked out the front window and
Casey and | smiled at each other. There was anradhwar on the edge of the target zone. One
quick call to dispatch, and they took care of the rest. The driver moved over and let us load our
gear. Now we were armored, and we had something we could work with.

As we worked several other armored cars beganing in, and we managed to evacuate most of
the stranded motorists. It was tough, tense, inteasd exactly what | love about my job. We
made a difference out there. We did our job and the Star did theirs.

And for once, peoplsdamdgingvetictes compl ain about u
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Friday September 8th 2056 15 minutes, or thank you Andy Warhol

It was all over the news today: the shooting,
City Hostage' for 3 hours and the men who stopped them. It was a feeding frenzy. Three

hour specials with a full analysis of how the snipers were able to take control, full graphical
simulations of what was happening and how the Star was helpless to stop them until the choppers
arrived.

| think they interviewed every man woman and child in a 30 block radius of the site. All told we
had 57 injured, 27 of whom were serious and another 6 who were critical. there were also 13
fatalities, including the snipers and three officers.

Loomis, Welk-Fargo and InnerSite Armored Car services were cited with saving the day. They
tried to cite Citiwide with the idea, but that didn't last too long. They were the heros, and we
were incidental. | don't really mind, especially after seeing the reportenmsgoun two of the
Wells-Fagro drivers. Man, they were worse than the snipers, and there were a lot more of them.

Casey was amused by the whole thing, and | was relieuatl we reached the station. Then we
got ambushed as well. Everybody wanted 'ooiryst

"Our Story." Right, they wanted something they could use something touching, or traumatic or
something from the 'shame’ file. Thing was, we all knew that if we didn't supply a good enough
story, odds were, they'd make one up for us.

Great place tde when you're supposedly under federal protection and laying low. Fortunately,
they decided we were way too boring for the viewing public, and moved on 'real heroes.'

We got a laugh out of that one, but of course, we waited until they were well oghofNsd
need taking chances. Things were pretty sedate tonight, which is a relief.

| did find out that I'm needed downtown tomorrow morning to testify in Doc River's Grand Jury
hearings. They were going to send a Federal officer around for me, but ase¢already
following me around, it looks like I'm going to drop by on the way home in the morning. That
means | try and get some sleep tonight and hope that nothing happens.

(Which means | " 11 catch a f ew 1Vl besogladiweenn ap s
this is over.

Saturday September 9th 2056 Blind Sided

As soon as we got to the Federal Building, | knew something was wrong. | couldn't really put my
finger on it, but something just radiated from the place, especially the roens tie Grand
Jury was convening.
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Casey gave me an encouraging smile. It was almost as if he couldn't feel it, but after living with
the man for less then two weeks, | knew better.

As we moved into the room he whispered, HfAstay

| nodded, Neither of us had any way of knowing what was wrong, only that something was
wrong. We both felt it and went in hoping that would be enough.

It wasn't.

As Casey led me in from the back of the room, Doc Rivers turned, only it wasn't Doc Rivers.
froze, backing up just a little. Casey looked at me and then at Doc Rivers, as his face melted,
transformed. He was no longer even human, he was huge, female, and very familiar.

It was Big and Blobby from my nightmares. She threw River's attorney sadbdeas she stood
and started to move in on us.

"Should have stayed at home," she growled at me.

Casey moved forward, placing himself between her and me. As he concentrated on her, | felt a
hand on my shoulder. My mind started to swim like ithadwbed | bl acked out: the
Eleanor Kapisniak's mind reading sidekick.

| was starting to gray out, there was no time to think, no time to do anything by react. | dropped,
like | was passing out, but as | hit the ground | kicked my legs together andrspumal. | was

on the ground, but at least so was he. | managed to surprise him, but | knew that wasn't going to
last.

| knew that if he recovered, there was nothing any of us could do. Without thinking I put him
into a sleeper hold and prayed that Iéasionger than he did. My head was swimming as he
fought to regain control. | almost grayed out again before everything cleared up.

As it did | heard a scream from the room. It was as if everyone had unfrozen at that instant.
Without the Thin Man contralg what they saw, they got a sudden dose of reality.

Finally people were moving. Security was closing in on us, on Casey and the Orc woman who
was trying to tear him to pieces.

As they moved, Big and Blobby growled incoherently and threw Casey taihd sbuld see
her debate between me and the door.

| guess the door was too far, or she was just too ticked off to care. | heard the gunshot as her fist
connected with my head.
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Next thing | know, I'm in the back of an ambulance with Walter checking my pulse and my
pupillary response. | don't know for sure, but | was probably registering about an 8 on the
Glasgow scale.

(The Glasgow comma scale is used to establish the degeeastfiousness in a patient... its
based on response to stimuli. Ratings range fretb Sith 15 being the highest)
Eyes
Open Spontaneously
To Verbal command

To Pain

R N W b

No response

Best Motor Response

To verbal Command Obeys
Painful Stimulus Localizes pain
Flexion (withdrawal)

Flexion (abnormal)

Extension

L N W~ 01O

No Response

Verbal

Oriented and converses
Disoriented and converses
Inappropriate words

Incomprehensible Sounds

L N W A~ O

No response

By the time | woke up the worst of it was presumably over. The police had found Rivers under
the bunk in his cell. It looked as if he'd been scared to death, except from the huge hand sized
bruises around his neck. Casey filled me in as | stared atigehsliding up his right, heavily
casted, arm.

| remember groaning something intelligent like, "sorry."

He just smiled at me and shook his head. "Trouble magnet," he teased.
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| think my scale rating slid a bit at that point, | was muttering incoherértibt lasted until a
small voice yelled "Dad!" and a whirlwind of arms and legs barreled into Casey.

He knelt down and was hugging what turned out to be a little boy. Then a woman, who could
only be his wife (exwife actually) came in. It was hard to telhich of us she disapproved of
more, Casey or me.

| found out it was definitely me. Seems she 'knew all about me' from a pair of Feds that had
stopped by to ask her some questions.

That set both Casey and me on edge. The woman may have been ticketishi§ Wwas alert
enough to notice the change. "You aren't an informant are you?"

| shook my head slowly. "Jess Miller... Paramedic... material witness," | said, introducing
myself.. | was really regretting trying to shake my head at that point.

lcoud#e the change in her eyes. She wasnot angr
that the real threat had been in her home; that she had let them into her home. She was angry:

angry and scared.

"Dammit Jase!" She swore as she glared at Caseylablksad worriedly at their son.

| could see the tension between them. They may disagree about a lot of things, but it was obvious
that their son came first. | could see Casey trying to work his way out of this one. He couldn't

protect them and me.

"Case," | called. "Call Andrews... or Jonathan... they'll take care of me..."

| could see the relief and worry in his eyes. | was giving him a way out of this and, as usual he
hadn't missed a thing. He nodded briefly, then met my gaze.

"Jess, make surey aren't alone at night," he warned. "That thing will be back if you are... stay
with someone. I dondt know how | ong the summo
be hunting you. 0

| wanted more information, but | knew there wasn't tiasey was already making calls and
once again, everything was in turmoil.

Sunday September 10th 2056Seventeen

They say doctors make the worst patients. .. A
its us medics. | ith Hen. Inmlake & I6usylpatiena v e t o agree w
A Year in Seattle 127 M.T. Decker

© Copyright 19922000



Andrews stayed with me throughout the night, Jonathan through the day. | found out from
Jonathan that there was nothing Mrs. Walker ¢
hour 6 as wel |l

My jaw is sore, | look likd 6 ve been through a meat grinder ar
The doctors are concerned about that. Concerned enough that they slated me for all sorts of tests
and scans for tomorrow. | have to admit, if I

Citwidebs concerned O0cause | 6ve missed too many d
little over two months.

Now, most of the absences are directly involyv
problem is most of those absences were legal oriemt¢dnedical. Medical would have been
acceptable and as far as theydre concerned, t

reasoning, but since | was injured during a Grand Jury hearing, its legal.

That coupl ed wi t hisénaughtfor thameosfldgany filesanchpatane eann g

probation if they want to. I dondt think they
We havenét heard from Casey, but both Jonat ha
than takecarefo hi msel f. | know theyodére probably righ

really bothers me that these two would stoop so low as to even indirectly threaten Casey and his
family. | think we both know that they wanted Casey to feel threatenedivte tee unprotected,
to make him choose between me and his family.

Hopefully they didndédt count on Jonathan and A
on me being at home, or on the job, nogetin th
me didnoét decide to just start working togeth

The really big problem with all of this is the fact that | have way too much time to think. Being
in a hospital, | 6m | eani ng t owatrad sb ec oantt ewrprl ka,t
the only thing that lends a sense of order to this chaotic existence | call my life.

Wal ter visited me in the evening. He tol d me
| asked him about my Glasgow ratingontherideiand he | aughed. He tol d
And when he asked me how | felt | kept asking
hit me.

He told me the oddest answer

| 6d given was wh
askedmehownany fingers he was hol din

g up. | 6d ans
| had to laugh at that one, but | could see the worry in his eyes.

ADondt do that to me agai n, Balti more, 0 he to
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| smiled. | have no intention of a repeat performance. Thendgaindi dndét pl an t he
either.

Monday September 11th 2056 Nothing but a headache

|l tds probably

|l didndot sl eep well l ast n t
t s | guess.

gh
and anxiety over todayos st

[
e
|l hope thatoés all it is.

| heard the cat cry again last night. | know it set Andrews on edge. | wonder if Casey told him
about i1it. If he did Andrews didnodot saying any

Jonathan took over the role of my guardian around seven this morning and sat with me through
thelar rage of tests that took up most of the mo
tell you. By the time they were done | was more than a little irritable.

The first battery was inconcl usi
l unch ti me, I had had enough of
hadnét heard from the

| was still having trouble concentrating and | could feel a headache buildindnimal Ioey eyes.

| knew something was very wrong and waiting for the doctor only seemed to make things worse.
Finally, when he did show up, he pulled Jonathan aside to talk to him.

| nearly blew a gasket | mean, *I* was the one who they were discussmg. 8 n 6t unt i |
Jonathan came back with the doctor that | began to understand.

AJess, 0 the doctor called to me gently.
AWhat 6s wrong with me, o0 | snapped.

AJess, 0 Jonathan urged calmly. ANothing is wr
| 6m pretty sure | the doatoeahly seemedto aocepat this a&s furtherh at , b
evidence. When he told me his prognosis, | was offended, angry, practically belligerent but

finallyT | realized he was probably right: pagincussive syndrome.

The test results had come back negative, imxthere was nothing for them to finabthing
physical that i s. It was I|literally o6all I n my

The i nsomni a, the | ack of concentration, t he
not coping with what had happened to me.
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Oddly,lwasreeved. Now that | know whatoés wrong, |
mind is causing the problems and | need to get it back under control. Its that simple trestlly
simple and that complicated.

Balance. | need to relax, and get over this...alofi I need to find whateve
with and then find a way to cope with it.

unt i | I do, | 6m not doing myself or anybody e
Only thing ig | dondét know i f I can do this alone. Th
Trinaandeer ybody el se, |l 6m not really alone. It 61

right, and that makes it bearable.

Tuesday September 12th 2056Sunshine, fresh air, and Mrs. Walker's cooking

Well, they kicked me out of the hospital this morningouild see the relief in the nurse's eyes
when she handed me the release forms. Can't say as | blame her.

Like | said, | don't make a very good patient. I'm still fighting monster headaches, but at least |
can force myself to concentrate when | have tbink things will be a lot easier once I'm back to
my regular routine and | don't have time to think about it.

Casey showed up to escort me from the hospital. He looked tired, but satisfied. | could tell by his
expression that his family was safe, arat the was back, not only to protect me, but to see to it
that these two never have a chance to threaten his family again.

| agree completely with him on that, and on the idea of them never bothering me again for that
matter.

He smiled and wheeled me aftthe hospital. It felt good to be out of there and | was looking
forward to going home. | was surprised when Jonathan drove up and opened the doors for us. I'd
forgotten, part of my agreement with Casey involved me staying on Council Island between
shifts. | have to admit, it should make it harder for anybody to get to me, it just means my life is
once again on hold.

Who am | kidding, my life's been on hold since | came out here.

By the time we got to Council Island, | was working on my third headache and was a little more
anxious than | really wanted to be. | guess | keep waiting for the next bomb to fall.

I'd like to say that *that* is all in my head, but | know better. Trosldeen doing a really good
job of finding me and | don't think she has any intention of stopping anytime soon.
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Mrs Walker watched over me as | ate and then made me go to bed. | wasn't really tired but |
knew | needed it. | could hear her humming in the mneom and | could smell something fresh
and green and just a little smokey wafting through the room.

| woke up about three hours later feeling much better. Mrs. Walker just smiled at me and sent me
out to play with Michael. She told me | don't play eglou

| certainly got my share this afternoon. I'm tired enough that | should sleep well tonight, | think
that's her plan at any rate.

Wednesday September 13th 2056A matter of security.

| woke up this morning and for the first time in three days, mpahd wasndét poundi ng.
was enough to make me smile. | could feel some of the kinks unwind as | got up and took a

shower. | was smiling when | reached the kitchen, but then the tension was back. One look at
Jonathan and | knew something had hapgéast night.

AWhat 2?0 | asked. | coul d feel myself starting
punches, but theydbve been coming so fast and
was a perfect example.

Jonathan came overandgane a gentl e brotherly hug. fAThey

security, o he told me gently. ANobody was hur
|l nodded woodenly, but he wouldnoét | et go of

t hat . | 6mg ucslkar g® afakmyn | i fe, not being the 061
Jonathan let go of me when he heard a slight growl escape my lips.

AJess?0 he asked questioningly as he | ooked i
Al 6m fed up 1 s al | , avasistrained]|bdt it \Wwas thérthelramkod down my v o
the spine. I can only be pushed so far, and I

ASo, 0 Casey asked from the other side of the

| looked at him and then at Jonathan, wkatty led me to the table and let me take a seat.

Theydd been waiting for that | think. I was a
electronic map and placed it in the middle of the table, then hit the switch. A map of the Island

and the surrouting parts of Seattle sprang to life.

Hedéd placed it so that the display would be f
dealing with a mirror 1 mage of everything. Wi
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come across, but there wereeatlridges, and ferries that come here all the time. Those at least
are regulated. They could still try and boat here on their own, or worse, go for an aerial attack.

|l really didndét | ike tha i dea, eseotherdayy.l |y si
Alf theyore going to attack(‘JI finally sighe
field. Theyol |l be picking me at my most vul ne
Casey nodded. Al figure thatodos when youdre on
|l nodded. lPYheahorl dmvae to ten minutes, somet.
of ficer nearby. o

ASo theydd have to hit you from a | onger di st
AOr flash their badge, 0 | r e mienhhaealvays beena Co mmu

problem and these two had already used it to their advantage. | thought about that for a moment
then | ooked back at Casey. A A i ywhaitltey viereon wh a't
smuggling? Why these two are so Hedintto elimina e me even now that its

A

Casey shook his head. AThey say that i1itbés a s
| coul dnét help but notice his derisive snort

After reviewing the map, we realized that if they were going to try something her, last night was
it. Theydre smart enough to know that securit
could try would be something like a sniper from the watefraon a remote. The remote was

unlikely, since the security procedures here included a field that would disrupt the controls for a

remote. Still,, I dondt think |1 dm going to be
l 6m stil!] on medi c alhenl godackeand gét shecked out, and doaejuly a n d
decl ared fit for duty. I n the meanti me, It hi

The immediate covered, we started trying to work out the next phase: how to get me at work.
The firehouse itself could be a vatile fortress, and probably the last choice for a simple hit.
The question was, were they willing to sacrifice a few innocent bystanders to get to me?

|l didndét think so. |l mean, their threat to Ca
doifwe wanted tod sort of thing. Cat and mouse

Casey nodded as | thought. He was thinking the same thing. We worked on it off and on
throughout the day. There was no way for us to control the calls we got, or how we handled them
really, all we could do was be prepared.

|l wasnodt really in the mood to play bait agai
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Week Thirteen1 Curtain Call

Thursday September 14th 2056 Reflections
Sometimes | really wonder if | understand the megininof t he word oOrel ax. '
when | first got herelf left to my own devices...

The thing is- | don't know any other way to be. On the bright side I'm feeling much more alive,
much more Ome' than | hav eandputammenddthid seupidity. wan't

I'm angry now, and | know that anger isn't going to help in this. It never does.

| know that Mrs. Walker is up to something. Whenever | see her, she's humming that tune | heard
the other night. She'll look up at me asmdile that knowing, motherly smile. I'm pretty sure she
know's it's driving me crazy. | think that's why she's smiling so much.

Mike has been a joy these past few days, and | think we've both been exorcizing our demons
with the help of Trid, countless ganeartridges, and just being there with someone else who
understands. We talked about them a littledoiy brothers, Gwyneth... | even talked a little bit

more about Aaron. It felt good to just talk, no judgements, no second guessing, just being able to
talk about anything and everything. Almost everything.

| still haven't told anybody else about the ‘incident' at Aztechnotlogy, or the madinthe cat.
That one is entirely my fault. | should have asked more questions. I'm beginning to think that's
what they're going to put on my tombstone.

"Here lies Jess Miller she should have asked more questions."

Actually, when | was talking to Mike, | began to realize what bothered me about this whole
thing. Now that I've had some time to think about it, d\krthere's more going on here than
meets the eye.

Why were they still trying to get to me?

Their cover's been blown so they're not trying to protect themselves; revenge is a losing
proposition. That means either they think | have something that theléedt$ave... or they

don't know that | made copies of the pictures.

There's got to be a missing piece here somewhere, | just don't know where it is.

Then it came to me. Retinal scans. They'd scanned me when they questioned me, watching

pupillary, and apillary responses. | thought it was interesting at the time, but now it gave me an
idea.
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When | ided the courier, | did it by visuals alone. Dr. Chen would have gotten the fingerprints to
confirm, but nobody had checked the refirthlere had been no e&. It wasn't standard op. |
still had the retinal images from Andrew's MP case.

| ran it by Casey. It was a longshot, but at least | pegged what had been bothering him. Their
persistence to get to me just didn't make sense. Looks like we need toAatkéws in the
morning.

Friday September 15th 2056 Questions and Answers

| was doing much better this morning, although | had a headache. Come to think of it, this whole
thing has been one big headache. The more | think about it, the more out of kilter everything
seemed.

| didndédt pose any mor e onfNotsinde hpasset bn the copiestofat e v e
the picturesunl ess this whole thing was to draw atte
the retinal images... | wish I'd compared the two while | was at the morgue.

Andrews showed up around 11:00, showddvhe f i gured t hat Casey wasn¢
to talk to the man. Part of me really appreciates his help and protection, but sometimes he really
gets on my nerves with it.

We talked for a while, but it led us right back where we started. Dr. Rdénerified both
finger prints and retinal scans, nothing had been overlooked. We tried going over everything as

we knew it, but it wasnodot hel ping.
That s about when | pulled out the 3x5 index
andtoCasy. They | ooked at me for a minute and sh

maybe writing it down would.
It did.
Once weodd all written down the events as weod

all in order, everything from the 911 t&d me handing out the 3x5's was there. We took turns
reading the cards out loud.

| 6d gotten the call, Lydia had given me the d
Andr ews. He began the investi guarkeisandherbds. t al ke
She was working on a smuggling case. Somethin

nothing really telling... Just information on the area and that the night of her accident was

supposed to be the big breakrhen Feds One anTwo had descended on the Star and Andrews

was taken off the case. The Feds grilled him.
them the truth, it was all on record and they were supposedly on the same side of things.
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That 6s whereaestindii ngs got int

Theyodd asked him about me; how he ilamewhméd ho
told them how 1 6d done a few things for him,
interestedinand how | did the missing persond6s check

Aswe went through that section for the umpteen

you stil!/ have the disks | gave you for the m
I nodded. | 6d been meaning to return them, si
| just slotted the chip and read off the information. I pulled out my disk case and began going

through it. | found the one for right after L

looking back through the ones before.

Scanner in hand, Andrews fadithe information on the case in question. | pulled up a pre
accident version of the same case. All the background information was the same, but all the
identifying records were completely different. Retinal scans, finger prints, dental iietioegs

all belonged to two very different men.

Theydd been able to cover their tracks, chang
few offline copie$ and it was enough for them to want to kill me.

One | ook at the t wo o nhgbachkteworkdonawhile. Nbturgilhisl wa s n
whole thing was straightened out.

| made another copy of the disk.

Saturday September 16th 2056 The end's in sight.

| ended up making about twenty copies. The original went directly to the safety deposit bo
Andrews took one back to the station, Casey sent three to various people in the Fed chain of
command. Jonathan sent several copies to people he knew on theS§allsh council, but that
wasnoét the end of it.

After several phone calls to the office<@s also sent a copy of the police records and Lydia
Greenwoodds pictures to her newspaper. They p
know [ felt much better about the whole matt€rl oak and Dagger just does
well against armavalanche.

Thanks to my friends and family
soon, theyoll know that going a
never have figured it out.

, I wasnot cau
fter me is poi
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| was feelingalotdaer , unt i | Casey pointed out the fact
still some things theydd have to work out. I
man sai d, 6it aindét over till itds over .o

At least the end is in sight.

As we got ready for my checkup, | found out what Mrs. Walker had been up to. She came in as |
was getting ready to go to the hospital for my chagkShe was carrying my uniform, only it
wasnodét my uniform. | coul d O&kinganImé, orithe feelingt wa s
got from of Alané6s things. It was kind of tin

She smiled innocently when | looked at her. Now, it was a slight feeling of magic | got from the

uni form, but my vest, was somethgrgbel sadedt i
done anything to hide it since it was to be worn under my uniform. She had worked a very light,
tightly woven cloth into a cover for the vest

all protective. | knew some were Salisbme Shidhe, some were Aboriginal, some, very formal,
western style patterns.

She handed them all to me and smil ed. AThanks

She smiled and hugged me. ASome one must | ook
mischievous grin.

| 6m amazed at how many people are.

Since I wasndét going to work today, |l Il eft th
vest behind. | put it on under my pullover.

She seemed satisfied as | left with Casey for my clgckgot a clean bill of health, but Casey
wants to wait for me to go back to work. Not that | can say | blame him: all the time we were
out, | could feel the hairs on the back of my neck standing up.

We were back on t he | sl dpbuafed that somathinglveas skill b ut |
watching me. | went for a late night jog with Jonathan. He was in the lead, but for the most part |
could see him. As he rounded a turn, | lost sight of him.

That 6s when | saw it.

It was a jaguar, but not a jaguarmas hunched down low, its eyes seemed to glow in the
twilight. As it stood, it took on the form of a man. His eyes glowed ever so slightly as he pointed
at me. |l was so freaked out | didndét move. He

He started moving towards me, shifting back it form of the jaguar... and then he leapt
through me. It was as if he faded as he passed through me, but I could feel it: a cold chill as the
catos form passed through mine.
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In my mind | heard a voice whispér.Ne xt t i me. . . 0O

Sunday September 17th 20%- Can you hear the fat lady singing?
| really wish someone had told the bad guys it's over.
|l wish theyodéd |listened.

At | east its over, but thatdés the only good t
had happened some other way.

The mper came out this morning, complete with everything Lydia Greenwood was hoping to
make public. The Feds had supplied the details. It was so weird to me. It turns out | was in the
middle of an international terrorist smuggling ring. They were transpdadkigs, using ex

governmental spooks. Andrewsd missing persons
hadnét been clued in as to what was going on
for three days. Theyo rcemMdarz etdheaihratt rtahoekysd,d sne et

who generally looked like him, fixed him up the rest of the way, and let the police find him.
Guess then they figured they only had to tie up a few loose ends, like a stubborn Paramedic,
whobs predaouslposed for

| was in the middle of it, and | had no idea what was going on. Even after reading the report a
second ti me, |l was still amazed at how Ilittle
side, with everything out in the open and arrestageiade left and right, it meant | could go

back to work.

It meant | should have been able to go back to work.

That should have been the end of that. Over. Kaput. No more... Go directly to Jail, do not pass
go, do not collect 200 credits. Hastalavistg n 6t f or get to writ e.

But no. Our boys were so intent on taking out the threat that they missed the fact that the threat
had become reality and it was time to pack it in.

My first night back and it was a busy one, calls all over the city. Minor feretalers; twelve
car pile ups; heart attacks... the works. By the time we got our last call, we were exhausted. | was
glad to be back, but man, | was looking forward to a nice long hot soak.

Last Call of the night, prdawn, heart attack. My call, motorcycle response since traffic was still
tied up in some places. | got to the place, but instead of a man down, there was a human shaped
pile of rags laying on the sidewalk. There was no victimpanicked wife... only the hairs on

the back of my neck standing up. Ray and Casey were due to arrive in less than five minutes.
Five minutes that could have cost a heart attack victim his life, five minutes where | presented
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the perfect target. As | traketo get on my bike, the first bullet hit me full in the vest. It knocked
me to the ground.

My heart was racing: if I laid still, they mi
target for the killing shot.

| rolled out of the way. | mean,niye | met 6 s rated to take some ser
to protect me from solid objects at motorcycle speeds, not projectiles...

| was in serious pain. The vest had stopped the bullet, but the impact had been enough to knock
me down. | pulled myipst ol , even though | knew they were

| reached for my radio and tried to call for
that had taken the brunt of the impact. It was the Motorola... | hit the panic button faaall |
worth and found the best cover | could under the circumstances, a nice thick dumpster.

Ray and Casey got there before the backup team. | was hoping the feds would leave at that point,

but no, they started shooting at the truck. Ray pulled it outeof tle , |l 6m gl ad he did
no way he could have found me, and even if he did, there was no way | could have gotten there
without presenting a good target.

The response team arrived, with the police, the Federal Marsh@tsaKd helicopters. They
found our boys, and again, that should have been it, but as they were being led to a car, one of
them broke free and grabbed an officerés gun.

| turned when someone screamed 'Down!" And had a really good vision of the barrel of the gun,
before Casey tacklede from the side. It all happened in slow motion. We were on our way
down when the gun fired. | could hear Caseyos

| could see the look in his eyes as he gasped in pain. We hit the ground as a barrage of shots
answered the first one. |l didndét even bother t
working on Casey. | got his shirt open and was already assessing his injuries when Ray came

with the kit. The bullet had managed to miss everything vital, butasestill one hurting pup.

|l was in the back with him when he came to an
magnet . C

Il smil ed. He was going to be all/l right. nCase
| 6ve never Dbeen shot.. . O

He | ooked very surprised by that, but its tru
drugged, beaten up, ki cked . but I 6ve never
The doctors say hebébs going to be all/l right, b
time someone watched over him for a change.
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Monday September 18th 2056 Visiting friends

| stayed at the hospital until about 9:00, when his ex showed up with their son. | could see the
relief in her eyes when she saw him.

| get the impression thatthei g reason they broke up was the |

adrenalin, high stress jobs, things you canot
it 1 sndot easy on relationships.

| 6d headed out, refl ectrien@tormntsthatp.s My n®wn ah il
think its more because | always end up being more of a friend tharfamgirl e n d . | 6ve pre

accepted that as a fact of life. Besides, the last thing | need right now is a relationship.

| got as far as thdevators when his little boy, Ethan come running up to me. He took my hand

and | ed me back into Caseyb6s room, telling me
Casey |l ooked at me and smiled. fAWe just wante
|l smiled. AThpok wmeof @0 getting

He chuckled at that, but his wife shook her h
taking care of him after he got shot... for b
|l smiled. Al &dm just sorry yoall ended up invo
She smiled at me, almosklie shedéd expected something |ike t|
Paramedic... material witness. o0

|l had to | augh. AYou too, 06 | saiidCitthiem dteubrsn t
al ways |l ooking good medics. 0

He said, Athanks but no thanks. o6 And then mad
safe. Turns out hedd been shot at more in the
has a point.

| stopped by records, lewi theret Amdrewe hadvaansewndisk forme, a | | y
but he paused before giving it to me.

He tried to get me to think about taking a break from all of this, but I just finished alovegk
break. | needed to get back into the routine and I think we both knewgawéeme the disk and
then asked me out to lunch.

We had burgers, nothing farichut he passed me something else he figured | might need. It was
a private investigatorodos |icence and | D. Some
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Tuesday Septembel9th 2056- Near miss

lts amazing how quickly you can get wused to s
condo was until |l ast night. Sure, the cats we
been ignoring them, so now it was thteim to return the favor.

| called Citiwideds corporate office to find
in any. They didnodét I i ke the idea of anyone u
almost been killed after theesr was supposedly secured, they figured | could start back to work
whenever | was ready.

Personally | get the feeling that Casey and his bosses had come in on my side with this. Once

that was settled, | called in to the station to get a report on hogsthatually were. They

needed me back as soon as possible, n sur p
u

o] [
training. The daytime calls were building

r
p
| thought about that as | started my rounds on the JesheD ¢ h e ¢ k . Rayb6s probl el
loosen up long enough to get the feeling for it. We need him up to speed, but we need him up to

speed and uninjured. |l mean, the medical part

the big problemisthb i k e . By the time 1 6d reached the mo
the simulator solution.

Dr. Chen was happy to see me. He told me he was glad things were back to normal. He asked me
if Andrews had turned me into his lackey yet, so | showed hyrbadlge. He shook his head.

ALIi ke | told you Jess, 0 he sighed. fAYoudre go
| shook my head. ANope, 0 | answered. Al édm a m
It felt good to say it. I am what iitsrealllp, and w

good to have that back.

The Hospital check was a bust, almost. Seems there was a John Doe at McChord that matched
Al an6és description. He was there | ast week, b
but I got his medicals...

| reall yodgedtt mwahopeés up, but itds the cl ose
Everything was inconclusive, of course. | spent the rest of the day trying not to think about it, not
to get my hopes up. | finished the check and decided to immerse myself in kyyowat least in

a VR version of it. | ended up going to the a
biking.

| figure if | candét get him to |l oosen up in r
| 6ve got a wogodacktherenomorew. t t
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Wednesday September 20st 205650ing virtual

| must have reviewed the McChord case twelve times last night, and it was still rolling around in
my head when | went to check in on Casey. He was looking a lotibegérexceptfor looking
pathetically bored.

When | got there hedd used just about every s
intricate piece of origami. He looked up at me and smiled.

AYou sl eep okay?0 He asked me.

|l had to chuckl ea. clh@d g=l, e hte alInl trhieg lott hfear hand
said as much.

He chuckled. AGuilty, o6 he admitted. Al hate h

| could understand that completely. AOrigami,
animals and boats.

AOnly when | 6m bored, 6 he answered.

| |l ooked at the pile and then back at him. AT
He nodded. fnTeresa |l eft about an hour after vy
|l looked at him in surprise. Theydaskedseemed, |
changing the subject. AWhen do you get out?o0
ATomorrow morning, 0 he sighed. | could tell t
the origami.

ACan | get you anything?o

He smiled. AThis is perfecd,6too htealtloltdo.m&. Al t

| knew what he meant. We talked for a while, but as the conversation drifted off, | started
thinking about the JD at McChord.

AYou find something, 0 he asked. |l was startle
AMaybe, 0 AiMayhed rhdatm.o

There are a | ot of people who match Al ands
guydéd been mildly cybered. Al an could have
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interfered with the flow of energy. Matt always agreeth that, saying something about it
interfering with the flow of oneds Chi

| handed him the folder, figure its always good to have someone a little more subjective review
things.

He finished reading it and hanededd he agarceke d.o 7
a break. o

I nodded. AA break that i s no break. 0

He nodded, then asked what | was up to. | told him about my appointment at the arcade.

He chuckl ed. fAiGood luck, sounds I|like s$foit wo
| shook my head and started | aughing. AMy |iv
AJust be careful, 0 he urged.

| | ooked at him a moment and grinned. Al Ol Il ¢
He told me | didndét have to, boompahy. coul d see

The arcade was an interesting trip. The manager turned me over to one of his techs and he led me
to one of the simulator rooms. The tech intro
out a network of cables as he had me explain exattht | was trying to do.

He nodded to himself as | explained what | did and how | was trying to train my partner. When |
finished he looked at me and began explaining his equipment.

AWhat |1 6m going to do, i s plyaulmaintintpulses,anét over
translate them into data. This first session will let us get a preliminary feel for the project and
allow us to adjust the equipment. o

He sounded bored with the procedure, but enamored with the equipment.

I grinned.elipvdalld ddhkesd has | uncovered my dat ¢
This time he was surprised. AYou deck?0 he as
AOnly minor stuff,o | admitted. AReports, pro
He | ooked at me in urprise as he | eaned cl os
all you do is filee eports???0

| shrugged. Al wanted to |l eave my options ope
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He grinned at that, then got to work. We got a wire frame done of the simdat by the end

he was seriously getting into it. He understood the idea of sudden hazards, road and weather
conditions. Turns out hedd donéstremoouspandnevel e s
one where you were trying to get somewhere eutlgetting hit. Usually it was some sort of

evasion.

n about a

He t i
se that t hin

old me hedd have a first pa
and hebo

S
d show me how to really u

ot n

| looked at him for a minute and then smiled whesalized he was talking about the datajack.

Mission accomplished, | headed back to the hospital and spent the rest of the evening with
Casey. Hi s wife hasnét been back.
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Week Fourteeni Getting in step

Thursday September 21st 2056 Third wheel

| checked on Casey in the morning; Therese was there to drive him home. | figured they have
things they need to discuss, so | vamoosed. With nothing better to do until shift started, | headed
back to Lynwood and the clinic.

| figured it was abouttime Icheate i n on Trina and see how thing
the first time | really noticed the work people had done when they rebuilt the clinic. The walls

were ever so slightly thicker, and the glass had been replaced with some sort of Poly ¢aat look
virtually unbreakable.

It was amazingly well done, and barely noticeable. | started feeling guilty about not being there
all that much, but that didndot |l ast | ong. It

| gave her the low down on everything that hagokrishe made me sit on an exam table as she
checked me out herself. When she was satisfied that no lasting damage had been done, she let me
off the hook, and the table.

| helped out until 4:00 and then headed for the station. It felt good to ride there @mri

good, and yet slightly... wrong. Its amazing how quickly | got used to having company. | got to
the station and reported in for duty. Ray was really relieved to see me, after a week of Walter |
can understand.

AYou ready to worllk,d Mitl Imer. 2@ OCamrger gy ou just v

Al &m here to work sir, o | answered with a nod
A6Bout time, 0 he was still growling, but | <co
si de | should know about ?0

thought fNontr 4 hmamédntnoiw of . O

AGood, 06 he answered. ALetbdés see i f we can get
It was nice to |l ose myself in routine. We rev
speed on what |6 mi ssed.

He noticed | was still wearingmye st , but di dndét say anything. °
his too. We both got a laugh out of that. | briefed him on the simulator and he agreed that it was
probably a good idea. The only problem is whe
You arenét going to die. I n the real world, vy
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We both know that, but we also both know that the more you do something the more second
nature it becomes and sometimes thatdés what Kk

't was a good ni gnistaGtabbingpawoman Bagingéraubleabceathing and
only one cardiac. | was back in action, and loving every minute of it.

Friday September 22rd 2056 Always on duty

The day started out quietly. | 6d forgotten wh
by the clinic, spent an hour helping out, then headed on in to work. | was taking my time,
enjoying a nice sunny day.

| had my scanner going, solheardtha | | : a shooting about 5 bl ock
officially on duty, but lets face it, | was on duty. | was close enough that | got there even before
DocWagon. Now thatodés rare.

With all their equipment and money, they can afford to be anywaeyimé full response, full

cover. |l 6d be | ying if |1 didnét admit 1that 16
but | I ike to feel Ilike I dm helping people, n
When | got there, t henetmashootiudgihad beem dispatahedlbyak e he 6
rather angry looking Asian man. He was still holding his sword in what Matt called a ready
stance. Something that doesndét | ook too threa
As | moved forward to check onhiso mp ani on, he stepped between
call ed. o

|l nodded, then shook my head. ATheyo6l !l be her

carefully pulled out my ID and showed it to him. He was singularly unimpressed. | could tell by
thesomd of his companioné6és breathing that he ha
you never forget that sound.

AfLook, 0o | told him. fiYour friend has a suckin
better of f heodl | be. 0
| studied himfom mo ment and realized that he was not

was just something in the way he carried himself, reminded me of a guy | used to date in
Baltimore.

AMYy guess is, youbdbre sworn to paomysatementhi m, o |
il dve sworn to preserve |ife... right now, ou
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| could see him waver for a moment, and then finally he nodded. | was immediately on my knees
working on his boss. | t wa s n 0 yplaeed soyhatthecouldg n or e
dispatch me, should the need arise, but | did my best.

|l 6d gotten the entry and exit wounds sealed a
DocWagon, High Threat Response Team (tm) showed up.

One of their security types dendwd that | move away from the victim. | looked at him and
sighed. AChest wound, prudacet i4We .a.n.d gehtr eaa dmge d ipc

| can at least say, he was bright enough to figure out what was going on. He gave the all clear as
the bodyguat sheathed his sword. Three of their medics piled out and took over as | filed out an
incident report and handed them a copy.

Then they were gone and | was left to gather up my gear and head on in to work. After that...
things seemed rather slow.

Saturday September 23rd 2056 Street Fire

| got to visit Mike on the way home. We watched a few cartoons and had breakfast. It was a nice
bit of normalcy in an otherwise chaotic day. Mrs. Walker suggested | just stay there and get
some rest before my shift gisrl didn't plan on it, but | was already drifting.

When | woke up, she had a simple breakfast wa
grin' again, and when | got to my bike, | could tell what she'd been up to. My bike had that same

0 f e etlas my uniform. There was nothing visible, but | could feel the magic surrounding it. It

was almost as if the bike had taken on a limited life of its own.

| looked at her and sighed. "You're going to try and take care of me in spite of myself, aren't
you?"

She smiled and grinned. "It is a mother's job," she told me softly. "And you child, need more
protecting than most."

| had to laugh at that one. It didn't used to be true. | did have a normal life once. | think | was
twelve at the time. Fortunately nhyck, fickle though it may be, may get me in trouble, but its
also managed to keep me alive. | guess | can't complain too much.

As | got on the bike, | could see Mrs. Walker's satisfied smile. She could tell | was still wearing
my vest.

When | got to the station, | clocked in and began working on the bike. I'm half tempted to take it
over to Council Island and let Mrs. Walker give it the once over, especially after the way the rest
of the shift went.
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In the evening we had the usual pegblwith people enjoying the weekend a little too much. |
could never understand the need to impair oneself in order to have a good time. The problem
with a | ot of the O0recreational chemical s,
judgement.

Things that would normally be a minor irritation become unbearable, an injustice or insult that
must be handled right then and there. Problem is, when people go into that mode, even the medic
is the enemy.

| managed to deal with most of them rather w@he advantage to my size and demeamarst
of the time it gets through to some functioning part of their mind that | am smaller than they are,
someone to be protected. Most of the time.

One of our patients was actually smaller than me, smaller anerfeiairns out that she was

also not really human. She was a paranormal. Nothing like working on a woman who'd been in a
bar brawl and have her suddenly comeatad change. One minute I'm working on a concussion
with some minor cuts and bruises, nexttiging to keep from being bitten by a very ticked off

Wolf.

Sometimes | really hate what's happened to the world. | don't have any problem with Meta
humans, magic can be a bit freaky, but right then | was really beginning to dislike shape shifters.

The anly good thing was the fact that when she shifted to her normal form, the wolf's physiology
didn't seem effected by the chemicals that had gotten her human form into such trouble. As soon
as she got a good idea of what was going on, she calmed downttedl @fb

| wish | could have shaken the adrenalin rush as easily. | was still trembling when | went back to
work with Ray on the other combatant.

"Where's yours?" he asked without looking up.
After a pause | said, "she refused treatment.”

It took me dittle while to shake it off, but | wasn't given much time to think about it. As soon as
we called in that we were back in service, we were on another run.

The evening revelers gave way to the hardcore trouble makers. One gang fight, tvixy drive
shootirgs, three stabbing and a Molotov related fire with injuries.

Fortunately they got tired too. We were finally looking forward to that 3 hour period between
exhaustion and morning.

The calls had died down, when Cap came in with a police scanner. LoneaStarserious
pursuit, along with security from Ares. Someone had broken out of their main office and was
tearing up the town trying to put some distance between them and their pursuers.
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That meant even more work for us. There had already been 3 ascidénP| reported, and
from the sounds of things, a lot more coming. They were heading our way, and as we headed
towards the rig, Cap held up his hand.

"Watch it boys and girls," he commented. "Sounds like the Ares folks want them badly enough
that they'e actually taking on the Star on this one."”

| turned in surprise. Why would a security team try and take out the Star? They were on the same
side, weren't they?Unless...

| felt my stomach fall with that thought. "Unless,"” how can one word evoke sl t@uor? It

meant the suspects had something that they did not want to be found. Something that shouldn't
have gotten out of their precious little base. Something that if we ended up too close, could make
us the victims of ‘friendly fire.’

Whoever thesactors were, it was a good bet they were desperate. They're escape was anything
but subtle. Even as we prepped our equipment, | couldn't help but wontat else was going

on while everybody was concentrating on this. | couldn't help but think of Hitharittle-

incident with Aztechnology. The explosion had be a diversionary thing, cover for the real action.
| wondered if this was the case, or if somebody's luck was about to come crashing in headlong
into mine. At least with Fin, whatever he'd dam&s relatively quiet, as was Aztechnology's
retribution, this was so public it wasn't funny...

There were another two accidents, one involving the lead Lone Star Car and an Ares security
team, by the time they reached our district, all hell was breasg®g We started rolling, figuring
on being mobile when the guano really started flying.

It didn't take long for it to happen either. We were paralleling the action, trying to avoid
becoming causalities ourselves, while remaining available to help thasalrghdy were. That's
when | got an object lesson on the lethal capabilities of some of the technology available.

As | paralleled the action, | heard a faint buzz, that turned into a roar as a remote performed
strafing runs down the alley | was followinge | didn't have enough to evade already.

| swerved up a side street, which took me a lot closer to the pursuit than | wanted to be. The
remote was doing its level best to stay with me, and | was doing my best to lose it, and steer clear
of the ongoig carnage ahead. | was running out of room and about to willfully dump the bike
rather than go any further. Right before | did, it buzzed past me and started adding to the chaos
ahead.

It was over quickly with the getaway car out distancing themselvestire Star as the drone

held them off. | waited until | heard the all clear, which was given from an Ares helicopter. As |
pulled out of the alleyway to survey the damage, | could see the car in-Hameésan Ares team
cleaning up the area.
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When | apprached them, | was warned off. This was their jurisdiction. It didn't seem wise to
argue with the hardware the man was packing, so | went back and worked my way through
triaging the rest of the scene.

Most of the injuries were minor, whiplash, fracturecié®. We had a couple of extractions to do.
By the time we finished, Ares had already cleaned up the scene below. It was almost as if
nothing had happened.

| couldn't help but feel a chill. That could have been the boys, brdfiaven me, and it was all
for nothing.

Sunday September 24th 2056Hell Hounds, Ancients and medics... oh my.

Yesterdayodos clean up |l asted well Il nto the mor
and cleaning up, it was too late to go home. Staying was out of the question. Sure | could have
crashed on one of the bunkallbwtomesknaow rmheé&.m In
sleep.

| ended up crashing over at Rayo0s. Hebs got a
a one bedroom quasi efficiency apartment. There was a semi wall between the sleeping room and
the main room. | could la@ him snoring in the other room. | was tired enough that it actually

lulled me to sleep.

When | woke up Ray was in the shower. I hadnd
they felt like they were wearing mittens.

Yeah, | can look at a multig car pile up with fatal and critical injuries, attend autopsies... but
man... please let me brush my teeth!

Guess we all have our pet quirks.

While | was pondering this Ray finished his shower and tossed me a towel. After a shower and a
quick bite, wewere heading back to the station. We drove by the area where the chase had
ended, but it was almost as if it had never happened. There were some signs of scorched
pavement, where the car, and those in it had met their end, but that was it.

Raynoddedtomm and | turned on the scanner. Best wa
the world. The police calls were low, which is a good sign. It is after all Sunday afternoon. For
some people it does make a difference, but foritssanother day on the jobh&re was nothing

t here or on the radio about | ast nightdés chas
webd been there, we knew better.
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Ray looked at me, knowing that my curiosity was running a mile a minute. He just shook his

head.iomke®d these dayds your luck is going to
state when it does. 0

| tried to smile innocently at him, but we bo
Al 611 send you a | etter when it does, o0 | prom
He chuckledt fiwongét Wwha in store for us, o0 he
us out of the area.

Alf my luck holds true to form, either World
things went for first shift before we deci de.

l't didedtongkeoufigure out what Kkind of day

washed, and waxed. Yeah, we get the hard night and they get the easy stuff. Figures.
Ray and | just | ooked at each other and in

| think if | worked in a normal place, no one would have understood the exchange, but Walter
| ooked up at us and sighed. ACome on ki ds,

We | istened to their briefing and got mor e
CIT calli that could only mean trouble for us.

| think, because we expected it, the trouble never really got started. There was a minor gang
skirmish between the 405 Hell Hounds and the Ancients. It was more a like a rolling gang war,
wher e t hey 0 dceforiadgewminutes, themdave pnlto the next target area. Keeping
the battle on the run so that nobody could catch up with them.

We caught up with the ones that were unable to keep up. We treated, or tried to treat the injured,

but neither sidewantainyt hi ng to do with wus, probably
but stilli

One of the Ancients quaintly told me that he did not need the assistance of one whose parents
had been of questionable lineage. He tried to walk away, and got magbetiyps before blood
loss caught up with him.

Al think you do,o0o I told him when he came

He groaned, but at least this time, we were able to take care of him.

They finally got tired of their game, but by then 5 Hell Hounds and 3 Ancients had been
sidelined. And | thought football was rough.
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Monday September 25th 2056 An easy job.

| dropped by the station and records on the way home. Doughnuts in hand | waited behind a mob
of people in front of the desk sergeant. It w
here.

As one man yelled incoherently at the hapless serdeaidpked up from his books and called
out my name. Surprised, | moved forward. He tossed me my pass and told me that Andrews
wanted to see me when | was done.

That only seemed to annoy the first man more, but the sergeant seemed immune to his abuse. As
he buzzed me in, I could see him give me a weary smile. | nodded commiseratively and headed
for records.

The crowd in front of me was almost as bad. | understand how they feel, but taking it out on the
folks trying to hel p Iileoked guiltilyatmydpughnotsfgobat you a
moment and shook my head. |l reminded mysel f t
otherwise uncivilized world.

Okay, the gentleman, and elf, in front of me probably had enough civilization and ¢oittive

rest of us and then some, but even he was at his wits end. He got to the counter and almost lost
his cool when Saunders explained to him that he had to fill out the request forms to the left
before he could be processed.

Instead of getting loudglike the man next to him, he grew more civilized, more cultured, more
formal. | could see the look in his eyes as he turned to go file his forms knowing that he would
have to start all over again with the line.

| gave Saunders a wink, and the bagofgdbun ut s. fiWatch these for me,
then went over to the counter where the man was busy being overwhelmed by the form.

Altdéds a bit complicated at first, o | commente
get used to it.o

Hel ooked at me, a raised eyebrow the only indi
curious. He sighed. 7l do not need the help o

| just love the way you can say something like that in their lagrgaad make it soundiso
melodious.

|l just grinned. AMy parents were married when
couldnét stay that way. o

That did surprise hi m.-ealed, Homd Sapi¢rBapiemstm k ex pect e
understand hinlet alone respond.
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Lets face it, you |l earn a |l ot of iIinteresting
treating someone. This can come in handy at times.

He lightened up slightly, but not much. | showed him the key parts of the form, explaahed th
the more information he supplied the easier it would be to check. And | passed on the wisdom
t hat Saunders had given me. AYou may al so wan

He studied me for a moment . fils that not Lone

nodded. ndRmoo®lterhmaive, tthtagy much time in the d

I

things do fall through the cracks, and every
Andrews gave me. A47 new missing person6s cas
the week before. o

He studied me for a minute. AThen you hel p.

in his eyes.

ANot that much, o0 | said softly. ABut i f | see

Al can pay you, 0 he of fulledoeata likenesB bf bislsother,dhe He n o d
missing person.

| looked at the picture for a moment and then at him. Before | could say a thing, he was offering
me money. fA1000 credits for anything you find

| smiled and shookompahemd, fbe tthdndhfoemdtto
4: 00 AM he was at University Hospital.o

He looked at me in a combination of confusion and indignation. | could tell he thought | was
belittling his situation.

| sighed, and met his gaze. Al 6m a paramedi c,
Uni versity. o

He gasped slightly. AWhere... how... what.

It was good to know that his facade could be
stabbedHe 6 s going to be fine, but he needs to res
He nodded and pulled out a credstick. Il had t

told him. | could see that he wanted to thank me, but that he also wanted to set hisebro. i Go

on. . . A I urged.

Then it was back in line for Saunders. Nothing hewcept somebody else had noticed the case
at McChord. | could see Saunders was trying to encourage me, but we both knew how little that
really meant.
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We had breakfast and théheaded upstairs to see Andrews. He had the new list and a warning.
Seems some Yaks have been looking for me.

This one surprised even me. Al havenodt ticked
|l 6m not sure i f | was trying to convince myse
AJusctarbeef ul Jess, 0 he urged.

Al thought | was before | came here, o | answe
He | aughed, but | knew we were both worried a

about. That was enough for me. | headed home and buried my headhenpidow wishing for
the roller coaster to stop so | could get off and catch my breath.

Tuesday September 26th 2056Just another day

| got up around 8:00 this morning and started going through things at the condo. Mario had been
taking careofthe at s f or me, but thereds so much el se
up and the cats were not happy with me. | hav
preoccupied. Its not like | really had a choice in the matter, but still...

| was amazed by the amount of dust and almost empty condo can collect in a week. Dusting and
vacuuming helped me get my head together enough for the rest of the day. Once | was ready to
head out, | reviewed the open cases and compared them to the onesaalridladyhere were

no changes.

That in itself was a relief. | headed out with a new list and a renewed vigor. It was good to be
doing something, even if it did seem futile most of the time.

Dr. Chen was his usual self. He seemed both relieved to sardie see that | was alone. He
made a comment about my 6éshadowd and | told h
identify one of Andrewsdéd missing persons, a Ww

After a rather futile afternoon | dropped by the arcade. PC way hagee miwell, he was
happy to show off the progress on the simul at
enough that he doesndét envy me my job.

| checked it out, it was just want the doctor ordered. | could feel every bump, push,|si@alee..
him the thumbs up and he grinned. He figures
| gave Ray a call about it.

He didndédt sound quite as excited about it bu
tomorrow night to try ibut.
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by Caseyds to see ho

That finished, Il s d
r y T Itlank imtbetfirstanight loeally felt i me t

so | figured it p
alone since | got here.

Wednesday SeptembeR7th 2056- Quiet reflections.

The day went rather slowly. Funny how that ha
following you around everywhere you go. | wondered if this was how things were for normal
people as | headed over to the clinic.

Yeah, it was about then that | realized that my life was anything but normal, but it helps pass the
time. At |l east 1 0Om meeti ng myrecegivedormeoowsl, and
still get an occasional glare but for the most part people sebave gotten used to me.

| am worried about Trina though. Ever since the incident with Doc Risetse hasnot | eft
clinic. I dondt know if shedoll ever trust any
but she really needs to takeme time off.

Hel | | | 6d take some time off if | knew how.

| met Ray at the arcade around 7:00 and we spent the next few hours tweaking the input/output

until we had something that was realistic enough to satisfy all of us. The only thing it lacks is

pan feedback, which is a good idea since the entire idea is to get Ray to relax.

When we finished | drove by Caseyb6s place aga
figured things out.

Ah well, tomorrowds a work day.
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Week fifteen - Investigations

Thursday September 28th 2056 Ready to roll.

| should have known it was too good to | ast.
have to ride tandem (which with the moves we make is suicidal and contrary to popular belief,
| 6m not s avekimfdllaw on my bikiewe cam do this thing right.

First item of business was going over the bike, making sure everything was fine tuned for Ray
and making sure it was stocked properly, and so that Ray knew where everything was. Then we
got our firstcall.

We headed out, me in the lead. It was a rainy evérbaogthen it always seems that way. Dark,
oppressivewe t . | dondédt know how many apecpledringt s we
too fast, hydroplaning; people not stopping fast enougslippery roads. Then when the sun

does shine we end up having accidents because

The roads were slightly more treacherous than usual, | did okay, but Ray weintromvimo

hard, but hard enough. The protective geak tihe brunt of it like its supposed to, but | know

heés going to be stiff in the morning. He si g
way.

He caught up with me about two minutes before the ambulance arrived. We did a good job of
handling it allthings considerédb ut hi s bi keds going to need son
again. | told him that [106d figured out his pl

He just glared at me and shook his head. I
Hedés wondering i f he iTaeeaall godhoough that stage Somatimesiit g h
hits later on, but its always there, lurking. Some people like the job because of the adrenalin

Raybés never been that type... he does it 6écau

Heds not a dar edevi |Twhdiledsssomofithe hest maddcsomnal i n |
Citiwidebs payroll. I dondét blame him for wan
its not like Walter thinkswe ar endét t he d&gumedliicn querbs oaf smanker
of the true calling. Wedre an adaptation.

Rayb6s just realized how dangerous the |

ob rea
Seems more and more people dondét care about t
We got another call and Ray got up, looked me in the eyes and told me he was taking it. Just as
simple as that. | could almost see it click for him. He found his reason, whatever it may be, and

he just decided.

| know Ray once he made that decision exteimg fell into place. Now that his heart and mind
are in it, everything else will follow.
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Fire District 97i rescue division, is online and ready to serve.

Friday September 29th 2056 Jess Miller- the video game.

Ray and | started early this morn{afiernoon). We took a ride down to the arcade and found out
that my life *did* make an interesting video game. At leastthe moterd i ¢ part of it .
think people would believe it if we threw in the other things that have been happening lately.

Sone of the people playing it had a hard enough time believing that what they had was real. |
think the simulation may have gotten some people interested in the riding part of it at least. | just
wonder how many of them wouldndét | i ke the res

| explained to PC what had happened and he nodded as | described the incident. What it all
boiled down to was the feel of the road against the tires. Knowing what you can handle and what
you canodt. Thr ee I fosactally The Wweatheomditions; therroad, thé e s

bi ke and the riderds response.

PC nodded and thought about it for a moment. | swear he looked like a cartoon character with a
lightbulb over his head when he came up with a soluti@nbegan coding for different bike

typesand hen designing an input device so he coul
We |l eft him there, |l ost in his algorithms. He
have something for us. |1 dm just waiting for C
Whenwegb i n, Walter gave us a rundown on the <ca
everybodyds just waiting for us. Someti mes it
Guy about to speed home, checks his watch and
inanhour, iy dondét | wait for them and give them s

6s the way it seems. Il ts al most

Someti mes that
i f they dondot get tngpwitmthemwi of t he

the day and

night.

't was al l in the radio calls. Al ni ght. It
ti me webdbd clear, we were rolling again. My Db
of calls on it.

When end of shitreled around | | ooked at him and nodded

AfYOouOr emead inoo.t
He smiled at me, but he looked like | felt: exhausted.

After shift | went to Council Island and fell asleep in front of the trid with Mike.
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Saturday September 8th 2056- Open mouthi insert foot

|l hadndt meant to spend the night/day, but 1in
the throw blankets. Mrs. Walker was fixing breakfast/dinner and insisted that | at least have
something light before | headbedck in.

When | got to the station, Thersebs car was t
surprise as seeing Casey up and about. Guess he was tired of being the invalid. When | saw him
over talking to Ray, | smiled. He was lookingalobet t er t han the | ast ti
AJess, o0 he call ed.

| smiled and waved, stil] |l ooking around for
them. | could have kicked myself when | asked where she was. His face fell slightly and | could

feel the slight chill to his voice.

AShe headed back east, o0 he answered stiffly.

Il bit my |ip. Il was kinda hoping that theyod

much time they werrergpenldi @i d oget her. fASo

He nodded. AShedd pretty much planned on | eav

added with a sigh.

ABut...o | | ooked at him and thought about th

sense AShearn2dt you her

He chuckleditiWeahd WwWaelWkE cost her too much to

my bike. 0

I f | hadnét been feeling stupid before, the n
0

ALast Sunday ni gkhitn,déa hheo psiinggh etdo. sfieVdasyou. . . 0

| felt |Iike a complete and utter idiot. Her e

themselves several thousand miles of room. What cari llddgw it. Chalk another one up to
bad breaks.

Thingwas!l di dndét want to just mark this one off
know how | felt. Only problem is. .. |l 6m not s
when | thought he had a chance with Therese | was happy forffaritilet down myself.
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Ah, hel | ! I canodot figure out any of this. I a
ever be with relationships and | should probably leave it at that. [Imleédnv e al r eady bl o
why not just admit it and move on.

The rest of the conversation was cut short by another call. It was a messy one that took up a good
two hours of our time, but as we were heading back to the station Ray looked at me and shook
his head.

AWhat ?o0

He just smil ed arsh |knewyoults hot lixe ybudonngt visitthg h . i J

man. .. What gives?0 he said.
|l had to shake myihewadThedesdadasktar wWwas did t h
figured theydd patched things up. o

He | ooked at me and cihkuec ktl heed .J efisNso Wi, ktrhoaw.60s mo
AYep, putting two and two together and gettin

We drove to the station in silence. Ray was about to say something when | noticed two men
standing next to my bike. | could tell by the way they stood that the taller of thedwavas

protecting the first. | didndt recognize hi m,
AJess, 0 Ray warned. AThose two are Yakuza. oo
| nodded. AOne of them was a patient of mine,

towards them warily

AJessica Miller?0 the man |1 6d treated asked ¢
AThat 6s me, 06 | answered with a slight nod.
His body guard didndét | i ke my response, but t

guard that had been with him the other night antizeshthat the chances of seeing him again
were very slini the man had failed to protect his boss, and that is not something that they would
or could ever forgive.

Al wanted to say thank you, for helping me. H
Al hdsproblem, 0 | answered evenly.

AMost people would have | eft me to the servic
It was probably true, but then again, l 6m not
told him.
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He studied me ff or a nyooaneohthe old sckonl, youaa nbtedal this fér T h e
money. 0

It wasndét a question but a statement. | coul d
Samur ai Medic, 06 ran through my mind. |l nodded
Al't i s good t o kn o wlfighhtleir enenties wherevarrthey ate foond e wh o
but you face an enemy you cannot defeat|, he w
That earned a half smile from me.ibfuDeadtoh |i ssts
fight him as |l ong as | am abl e. 0

Henodded approvingly. AThen Jessica Miller, I
need anythingp |l ease think of me. . . 0

A slight chill went up my spine. From what little | knew of the Yakuza, | knew that accepting his
offer would mean becoming hei rs? 1 6d6m not really sure of al
know that it was nowhere | wanted to be.

| bowed slightly. AThere is no need, o0 | state
AFighting your own demons, 0 he answered with

He left me there with a very perplexed look on my face and an awful lot to think about.

Sunday October 1st 2056 Nothing to do and all day to do it
Sometimes | hate my life.

| thought | had everything figured out, al/l n
window. All right, Casey, Andrews, the Yakuza... and everybody else in the confusing excuse
for a city.

| dondt know i f was jnuBaltimore dr ehatf batd hevetr Hadithe

| 6d gr
problems there | 6ve had in here three months

| 6ve done s o muc kand dtilal davesnothing orcthe bdysa ldepdiess to say,
|l 6ve been thinksnbeanl bappbounhgwhat hasndt be
anywhere with my search.

Ove cleaned up their abpatrtimémtnotalkesner are wl
oi n

I
d g, or even who theydd become. l'ts time to
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Problemisl have no idea what | need to do. Il only
case load matched my mood.

Nothing.

No calls, no clues, nodirectomot hi ng but a sinking feeling th
and what 6s weeirt isngleon stnhbe @atny better or mor e
through. Just another case of Ayou candt win,
game. 0

Sur e, | 6ve made friends. Some of tweremr are pro
coudbé but thatodés not why I 6m here. Thereds so0 m
not going to get it.

Monday October 2nd 2056- First Case

|l wasndt much company when | stoppedsldey the p
Ray knew | wasndét having a good day, but he Kk
all that much he could have done other than annoy me.

Hell , if 1 could have, | 6d have avoided me. |
Andrewsst opped me. One | ook and he knew that | w.
advice or hollow condolences, he offered me a job.

ltds the Mari o method of dealing with things
can do something alit and do it.

He introduced me to a woman who was | ooking f
hours, so he couldndét do anything about it of
me and see what we came up with.

Hell of arecommendai on t hough. OMs. Philips, this is J
maybe she can help you find yours...®6

He didnodét say iibtut héradidbdndthemevary ilt felt about

. AYoudl I Paveéipes, dextuapomegMzed. #Alt s
me. Why do you think your brother i s missing?
et angry, I could see it in h
couldnét do anything f dreteaercati iveer tlh2 yhbadu rrse,c oamnr

She started to g
t
was questioning the matter as well.

~

Al dondt think. .. |l know, 0 she snapped.
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AFine, 0 | sighed. AHow do you *know* your ©bro

She stared at me for a minute then finally told her story. | could tell sb¢ired of telling it, but
| held her to it, asking questions when she trailed off. At first she was still angry, but as the
guestions continued, she realized | wasno6t qu

Her brother had called heroutoftHeb e af t er al most si X months of
up a dinner date for Sunday Night, then nothing.

He never showed at the restaurant. When she stopped by his apartment it was empty. She
stopped by his office and they claimed he never worked there.

| took notes then | ooked at her. Al cand6t mak
get the goundwork done so that when the police can officially consider him missing, the
information is already there for them. o

She I ooked at me a moment and then nodded. | O
hard it can be trying to find someone here cemagement is one thing, false hopes are another,
and I dm not going to bolster them in someone

ot

Okay, o | told her, then | retold her story f

AYour brotheroliosgiastmofloerc uHaarrenbiDee & Nebul a Ph

working there for some eight years on a proje
to be really close, but with work and everyth
daysago he calls without any real explanation a
dinner |l ast night. Reservations were placed o

| paused as | thought about the story, knowing what not knowing was doing teabald see

the tension as | repeated back what shedd tol
showed up, he wasnét there. You waited...o0 |

hours, then called his mpatraknentThaeame uwas ifo ye
ANo.. .0 she corrected softly. AThere was noth
said that number was not in use.o

|l nodded, updating my notes and then a@&sontinui
empty. then you waited for records to open
She nodded. Al just know somethingbés happened
| nodded. Al 6l 1 see what | can do, 0 | promise
Shewaitedn t he i nterrogation room wedd commandeer

details from him.
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AThereds a good possibility he either had a b
the good news with his si sitHea ,c00 uthled | baokes de nad eoc
wor king for another company. .. willingly or o
AOr the same company, on a shorter | eash, o I

ANow youdre thinking |ike a Seattle detective
| lookedathimmw t h 60t he | ook. 6 AYou knew |1 6d take it,
pl anning. 0

He smiled. Al knew that permit would come 1in

| sighed. ACould you at |l east tell me what th
He looked at me foramomentanchen shook his head. AYou reall
| shook my headthiddMedilc kmaweandssteady. .. Youb
with the detective stint. o

ASi mple cas®00/ day dglous 2&dXpenses. .. A

AAndr ews, ihfi ntghdrbevées |cemma nted since | got here,
case, 0 | sighed.

AwWell , there is that, o he agreed. As | turned

compared it to the last. There had been one case that had been wjiitiatecre details, two
open cases had been closed and seven more had been added.

That done | finished the formalities with Ms. Philips. We agreed on 350/day with the

understanding that, unless | came up with anything, would be simply for ohéod#y he
groundwork for the Star and to make sure that
them to take over.

She went back to her place where her brother could call her in case something had come up, and
where | could contact her if need be. | wdithout 10 minutes after she left then headed out.

My first stop was the arcade. | needed to talk to PC about the simulator and it gave me the
perfect reason to be there. | told him some of what | needed and supplied the theory | needed to
get it.

Then e took my pocket unit and went over it, muttering under his breath about people working

with off the shelf wunits with factory install
as | had.
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| reminded him that | was a medithat | used the jack fachecking email, file transfers and

filing my reports in a timely fashion. | coul
believed me the first time |106d told him.
As | was | eaving, he told me to comgaliteck som

less testosteronally challenged.

Next | <checked the hospitals between his plac
him, but | did find one of Andrewsd cases. I
had suggested. O6Bluedsd A place that caters t
| 6deckedd in, i f you can call it decking wit
doing anything exciting or intrinsically diff

address, employment... simple things that should have been o dlk.

Should have. It was as if Darwin Philips had never existed. Seeing that, | looked up Elaine
Philips, his sister. At least she checked out

While | was in the system, | made an appointment to look at his apartment, which according to
the system haseen available for over a month.

The apartment, as she said was empty. But it looked more like it had been empty for over a
month, like management said, rather than his sister. It smelled of relatively new paint, but it
wasnot fr es h. ndrealizédahatghb trail raly loewlter than the12, now 18 hours,
wedd thought.

| took the elevator to my bike, noting the empty space for apartmes&124 1t j ust wasno
up. | reported my findings, or lack thereof. Then took some time toweighpy i ons. | 6d
finished the groundwork, except for checking with his employers.

After doing as much as | <could for the time b
wasnoét happy with the results, | awdedwadéd happy

deal, and | had done the groundwork that would hopefully speed things up. | stayed with her
until he was officially missing and then turned the case over to Andrews.

| just wish | could let it rest.

Tuesday October 3rd 2056 The way of thedecker

Il was still a bit groggy when | got up and he
anything to add the Philipbs case to my searc
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| finished up the hospitals and even ran by Reriralai that they let me in md you. There was
no emergency and no reason for them to let me in. | checked in with Andrews and he told me not

to worry about it, that 1 06d done a good job.
| 6d done nothing. Well, thatoés not entobrely t
much for me. The trail was only twertyur hours old, officially, probably more like 72 hours.

Thatos if we take it from the | ast time EI ain

Someone must have seen him, must have known him. | went back to the arcade and took PC up
on his offer.

It was indeed an interesting trip. And the man had a simulation of the whole thing setup. | guess

it was easier for him to program it than to try and find the words to describe it to me. It was like

not hing | 6ve ever,adwupealatithe sametone. Ohce hewassurale a |
woul dndét embarrass him, he showed me around a
go with my skill level and equipment. He showed me some of what | needed, then we exited.

He nodded at weu WwWadowa find out what we can a
| |l ooked at him. ABut wedve checked... everyt

A ss... Jess. .. A He sighed shaking hits head
burg. o

I di dndt get Iuibythgeadkothis éttle tourhl endersitoodet all too well. | got

to watch what he was doing through a hitcher jack. He knew the ins and outs of security like |
knew my way around an accident scene. No doub
trr ough connections until wedd worked our way

always wanted to say that.) He reviewed information for the last week. Records, visits, backups
and finally security tapes.

Darwin Philips may not exist on thegaords now, but he was there a week ago.

PC warned me that the information hedd gather
| could be in serious trouble if they even kn
di dndét havet ,t oort etlHe nfeactth t hat he di dndt do wt

No, it was just proof that somebody was hiding something somewhere. The question was what
and why. Philipsdé buildingds part of district

| made a few phone callsand tradeg mway ont o tomorrow nightos sh
be able to go through their computer system,

Wednesday October 4th 2056 The way of the medic.
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| didn't have much time to sleep, | had too much else to do. | headed out early since | didn't know
the people of the 43rd except in passing and | wanted to be sure | was familiar with the area. |
wasn't officially there. | was a 'ride on', but since laso a paramedic, | was expected to

perform when needed.

| swung by Elaine Philips' place on the way in. Everything seemed nice and peaceful there, but |
know what she was going through.

The shift wasn't that hard, and it was only an eight hour shift, gt to talk to the guys and

find out more about the area and about Paren Dee & Nebula Pharmaceuticals. Seems they've had
a series of accidents recently. Citiwide has been called there eight times in the past three weeks.
By the time they were allowedto the lab, the patient had already been stabilized and ready for
transport.

| ended up checking the call load for the past year, and there had been nothing before the batch
of calls they'd recieved. After the shift was over, | stopped by the hospiad\ah the patients

had been taken. It was a little late, but the duty nurse had heard of me. She let me look through

their John Doe cases and | managed to check a few of the other cases out before it was time for
me to leave.

The two cases | did get adk at were both for chemical burns. One had been treated and
released, the other... cremated before an autopsy could be performed.

| passed the information on to Andrews, filed a copy in my safety deposit box and went to bed.
No matter what | come up vhitfrom here on out, I still have my real job to do.
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Week Sixteeni Life in simulation

Thursday October 5th 2056- Look for the union label.

| checked in with Andrews and Ms. Philips fir
thing in the norning' is 2:00 PM. Andrews understood, he knows my schedule. Ms. Philips on

the other hand... | think it was a combination of things: not getting anywhere in her search; the

fact that the one day | was working the case had come and gone without redaltf that | was
updating her at 2:00 instead of ofirst thing
probably before 8:00.)

Next | checked with dispatch. There hadn't been any calls from Paren Dee & Nebula
Pharmaceuticals, but | figured tbay was still young. | wondered if their safety record
imploding on itself had anything to do with Darwin's disappearance but somehow | doubt any
calls from them will involve him.

Especially after all the work someone's done to make it seem like hetsbhe&n where ever it
was he's been.

| stopped by Blue's and got a quick bite and a quick matrix connection. | had never thought to
use it for the daily news feeds, but it was great for that as well. | also hit the pharmaceutical
company's main businesage and read their public history information, and their white papers
on ongoing projects.

Nothing seemed out of the ordinary, but then agaight accidents in three weeks is anything
but ordinary.

Ray knew something was up as soon as he saw me.lei@ Ined eyes slightly when | told him
what was happening.

"Jess," he told me. "You took the job for one day... you did the legwork so that everything was
ready when he was officially declared missing... that should have been the end of the matter."

| nodded, started to object when he continued.

"But a lab having a sudden rash of accidents... maybe what they need is a safety inspection."

| studied him for a few moments and snorted. "Yeah, but they wouldn't even let the medics in the
pick the people up.they prepped them and brought them out to the ambulance... you think

they're going to let us in for an inspection?"

Ray grinned at me and winked. "Its not a question of them letting us in my dear... but the
union..."
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He surprised me with that. That's &th love about Ray. If there's a way.. he'll find it and he'll do
it with style. Three phone calls to the union and one return call and we have an appointment at
Paren Dee & Nebula Pharmaceuticals in the morning.

Friday October 6th 2056- Accident Number 9 op. 11

| don't know what | was expecting at Paren Dee & Nebula, but | can tell you it wasn't what |
found. The halls were pristine and the labs they showed us were completely normal. A
representative from the union greeted us at the gate.

Needless to say, he knew Rayd he'd heard of me.
"So you're Citiwide's new motorcycle medic," he commented as he shook my hand.
| had to grin. "Nah, I'm the old motorcycle medic... Ray here, he's the new one."

He chuckled and made a slight joke abmldtdogs. Once he was sure we were ready he showed
his credentials and ours, the guard opened the gate for us. He did not look happy to see us. As we
walked back | stiffened slightly swear | heard a low growl come from him, like a large cat.

He turnedslightly, with almost catike grace and looked at me from the corner of his eyes. It
was very unsettling.

Very quickly we were met by a representative of the company, definitely a PR man by trade.
Made all the big friendly gestures, the friendly,ifjsht | v sexi st joke to Ol i
him was a representative from the local union, one who worked in the labs.

We asked them about their record, safety devices. They showed us the wash basins, emergency
shower, the hoods. We tested them ouy. &ad | both noting how they PR man and the inside

union guy were exchanging looks. It was like they were asking how to appepeive and

yet give us nothing.

Ray and I just went on as if we hadn't seen it, but we didn't let them slip past tHeelatthe
accidents occurred. When we reached that door we stopped. "How about this one," Ray asked as
he nodded towards the door.

"Oh... that one's closed for renovations. Getting the latest and greatest in safety,” the PR man told
us with all the genuimeess and believability of a used car salesman.

We nodded at each other and started moving towards the door as accident number 9 went into
full swing. Ray and | were pushed against the far wall by the concussion as the sprinkler system
kicked on. We stumbd to our feet as the first victim staggered through the doorway.

The PR man screamed.

A Year in Seattle 167 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



Saying that chaos reined would have been an understatement. In the next 5 minutes, it was all
Ray and | could do to remember to breath through ebreathers. Slippig them on was second
nature, but relying on them is another.

The PR man tried to stop us as we headed towards the door. Security was already streaming in to
6contain the area. 6

That would have been fine if their containment meant protecting peopld) they were
concerned about was securing the alageping us from seeing any propriety production
methods.

Without even thinking about it, Ray took over, occupying security, the PR man and his crony by
ordering them to close off the area and to helj wie injured,.while ordering his buddy and me
into the room to assess the situation and triage the people inside the room.

We headed in while he was directing traffic. There were five people in the lab, and they did not
look good. The explosion seemedie centered along the far wall, dangerously close to the gas
tanks. Chromatography was off the seatkat meant our first priority was to cut off the gas
supply and let the hoods do their job.

As the gas was vented from the room, security had reabvefer om Ray 6s O6att ack
in control. They ushered us out along with the injured, but not before we saw the project itself.

Now, | 6m not exa<cthleyndsumpe esitiycenumpn biioni t ed t
some minor Owidaoderbuets swhreetditchey were wor king
ifIslotachiponBiec hem procedures and phar macieuti cal s
anywhere.

As we finished stabilizing the victims for transit, the PR man was talking chargesmdss we
were talking about sabotage.

That at | east got him to shut up. He may hayv
transported out of their facility, but the Star had jurisdiction over violent crimes, and Citiwide

had jurisdiction oveArson investigations. Looks like everybody is now in on this one.

He wasndét too pleased, but | didndét really c
about was their proprietary | itt] pythong e s s .
quiet, and because of that, seven more people were injured, two seriously.

That comes under negligence, and | know Ray©o
investigators arrived and Ray and | filed our reports, the 43rd had taken over thsidesof the
investigation. The Star told us theyéd get c
guestions.

| had plenty of questions, but | couldndét as
on our patients. The guard who had @@dws in was conspicuously missing. This seemed to
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confirm in my mind that something was definitely up, and someone a hell of a lot bigger than
Paren Dee & Nebula.

| wasnodt able to talk to any of the ftionl ks fro
on to Andrews and headed home.

Six hours later, | was back at the station. | smiled when | saw that the trucks were grimy and
Wal ter was sacked out on the couch. Theyo6d ha

Saturday October 7th 2056- Jess'sspecial

It wasndét as slow a night as 16d have |iked,
there is such a thing. After shift | went home for a change and played with the cats before going
to bed. In the fridge | found another note frém.

Youdd figure by now | was used to it, but no.

It was a warning about the case, and how it was putting me at risk with Aztechnologies. | think

itdés a little | ate to be worrying about that
coud be troubled | ist to begin with.

At |l east he confirmed that | wasnoét just bein
| gQuess, is the fact that | know ihagalns all rig
|l dondédt know Apd@ hémdopes sure | want to. |  me
measures the boys built in ever since Casey showed me where they were and how they worked. |
thought about getting Casey to give the place another goingbovert | t hi nk |1 6ve al
messd t hat up and | dondét think either of us ne

Oddly enough its not easy to sleep after finding a warning message taped to the milk in your
fridge, in the middle of your supposedly secure homeat | 6 m | ear ni ng.

| woke up around three, gatlee apartment a once over with a dust rag, grabbed my bagel from
the diner and headed in.

They tel]l t hat bagel 6s have gotten very popul

| got to the station a little early and checked in with Andiethsre were some new

developments with the Darwin Philips case and he briefed me on them. It was nothing concrete,

but it was looking like industrial espionage and ... recruiting. | told him my suspicions about
Aztenchonology and he agreed with me, but, as he was quick toopoiit, suspi ci on do
you anything in this business.
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|l didndét get to the finish the call before Ra
midnight before | got to my bagel. In the bottom of the bag was a new menu for the diner...
addedtd he breakfast Iist.. AJessbds specialo

Sunday October 8th 2056 Pay outs
Well, there wasndt a not e wakinwantereinparsoome t hi s

He was looking a little bit different than he did the last time | saw Hiefore hegot mauled

that i s. Il couldndét put my finger on it at fi
| knew that the only way he could have done that so quickly was with some surgical help. | bit

my lip rather than comment. Some of the enhares@s out there can be pretty dangerous, but

then again, not having enough strength is probably what got him hurt.

| locked the door, then flopped into the couch and gestured towards one of the seats.

ASo.. .0 | prompted.
ASo. .. 0 he singsheeldf aisnthoe tehaes ecdh ahiir . | coul d t el
for enhancement . |l 6d |l earned a few things abo

movements, stronger ligaments were just a few signs that the patient was more than standard
issue... andhat meant some very different treatment procedures when treating damage.

Cyberwareds even wor se. |l keep several chips
Guess we all do what we have to remain competitive; to stay dliveat 6 s t he r eal k e
He studiedmedr a whil e and then | et his breath out
involved you if it hadndét been i mportant. .. a
did. o

| stared at him i n sur pirldicdbecausgolasked me. llknow ol d hi
you wanted to try and protect me, and all your alibis would have worked in dealing with the Star

in s standard investigation, but Aztechnol ogi
Even | know that. | mestupid. | may be naive, but
He sighed. AYeah, but I figured it was worth

| shook my head. ANothingds worth what you an
killed...O0

He gave me a smile. ABut we arenod6t... and it
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| was so sure he didnét get i1t, but it turned
data chip and told me to take a look.

It had been worth it. And my payment was specifically designed for me. It was a case file, dated
7/23/56. Ateamofsevn shadow runners had raided one of
Two of the people were very familiar. Their general builds were too familiar te-rMa$t and

Alan. | looked at him with a combination of gratitude and surprise.

He smil ecdd fyloufdidgwant to see that. o

|l nodded, too surprised to do much el se. It w
tried to ignore the fact that Andy wasnodot the
them, safely tucked away semherét hat 6 s t he way PC says its us.!

| was a jumble of emotions. | was tired, worried, confused, happy, and hopeful.

Fin just watched me for a few moments, then s
wrong side of AZT... again.o

| shookmy head. Alt wasndt my fault!o

AJess, 0 he sighed. Alt never is, but they jus
they | et you know. o

|l nodded. AYou know that better than me, o | t
AYelaat | east they didndét get you. o

Inodded as | remembered the | eopard and the whis
him. AThey al most did. o

His eyes narrowed as he | ooked at me. AAw Jes
well enough. 0

Il shook my he akhewniyhdme... kpawany curious. natlreesand warned me that
it was a dangerous thing. o

He moved cl oser then, kneeling beside the cou
y ou. |l just. .. O
AWanted to get me infor matm.ormAonnd tihe wasy w,006 tlh

| could honestly say that. It was worth it for me. | had all but given up hope and now | knew at
least two of them were alive as late as July. It gave me hope, but according to the file, they were
still on the run, and buildingp a whole new list of enemies.
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| seemed to be inheriting those enemies. | di
night. When the morning came, | was ready for some sleep, and another review of the files that
Fin had given me.

Hopeisal ve agai n. |l hadndot real

Iy
gli mpse of what | wanted. .. th

Monday October 9th 2056- Will the real Jess Miller, please stand up.

| tried not to get my hags up. The fact that Aztechnology had a file on my brothers meant only
onethingt hey were in serious troubl e. | 6d known t
trouble had a face.

Still, no matter how I tried to keep everything bottled up inside, | kiheivthey were at least
alive, and still fighting as recently as two months ago.

As that fact settled in, more questions started filling my mind. Was their original trouble AZT, or
was it something else? Did this 6éraidd have s
or was it just somet hi n gendudhéoubledalredadyblacfiaallys e t he
were they really missing, or did they not want to be found?

| 6d been | oo kiiumidentified peoplepandifor iDformaiie on them by name. |
hadndét even taken i nt o c o weheahéidiregunder assuméde f ac't
names.

| stopped by records on the way home, doubting even more that missing persons would ever be
able to help me. As | waited in |Iine | couldn
Saunders looked up at mecduld tell by his expression that something was up.

Where he took it from there surprised the hell out of me. He focused in on the bag (doughnuts)
and yelled 6Gun. 6 Everybody flattened themsel
and hit me wth a flying tackle. | have to admit, | was actually more surprised than anybody else
there.

He put me into an arm lock, took the bag in one hand and pinned my arms behind me with the
other. He was marching me out of the room like that before anybodysauldg o6 b oo . 6

Once we were out of records, he hauled me into one of the interrogation rooms and closed the
door. Only then did he relax.

| waited for him to catch his breath and explain.

ASorry Jess, 0 he said bet weeyno ubroeuatt hosf. tfihDa rden.dg
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This piqued my curiosity.

He shook his head as he took another deep bre
gi r | in there... head of the |ine. .. O

| nodded.

ASays s heos i lbakiogrfor igablothersmdNanmeeessh gave. .. yours. ..o

That caused a double take.
He nodded again. fAWanted to know how you want
| thought for a minute. fAWell, my options are

| regretted that almost immediately whesalw the expression on his face.

ACan you get Andrews in on this?06 | asked.

He nodded, Aprobably, after all/l its his case.
|l smiled. AOkay... |l ets see what information
He sighed. AShedbs already igifwemame oa fsal 4 e daad

planning on coming back. 0
|l nodded. AOkay, | et me see where Andrews thi
He nodded. ASorry bout the tackle... the doug

| rubbed my ribs and chuckled. At least had his priorities skewed in the normal direction.

He grinned. AThereds a back door out of here.
| nodded.

It didndét take me | ong to get to Andrews and
as | was. He squirreled me away in the observation room, with a mage to shield me from any
attempts to spy on me. Then Saunders escorted
AMIi ss Miller, 0 he greeted her standdtmegsaand of
down.

Al understand youdre working on my brotheros
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She sounded so sincere. I mean, i f [ di dnot k
believed her. Almost.

AYes Madbam, 0 Andrews answered as he poured hi
well.

She took it and sipped it demurely. I really
did the mage.

AShebébs up to something, 0 he warned me.

ATekl smmething | dondt know, 0 | answered sott
ANo, sheds getting ready to try and run somet
counter it.

| tensed, knowing that he wouldnoét | et anythi

no wayof knowing what she was capable of or what she was willing to do. | pulled out a tranq
patch from my kit. Being a medic does have its advantages.

Even | could sense the spell as she started i
Andr eswse, 6st at ed hypnotically. APl ease. .. tell

| was about to move when the mage placed a ha
okay... for now...0 he said, splitlznhglgashi s co
endangering Andrews calmed me down in a hurry. So | took a deep breath and watched him.

| could see him stiffen as he began telling her about the case. He sounded as if he was in a trance
as he told her everything that was in the file, which s n 6t mu c h. Il knew. | 6d
seven times when | got here and finally met with the man.

She nodded. AVery good. .. 0 She told him in th
the tapes and forget ever seeing me. o

Andrews nodded oncend then his gaze fell to his coffee.

She smiled and turned to leave, looking at herself once in the mirror then putting her hand on the
door.

AArendt you going to finish your coffee Jess?

| smiled as she whirled around. There was an audiicle &s the door was locked and the mage
opened the side door and entered the room. Th
and then at me.

AYou...0 she growled. fAiYou were in records.
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|l nodded. fACase of mi sitlaakeedn myd ehnetaidt ys,16i glh ttloyl.d
excuse?o

The woman looked at all three of us as she tried to regain her composure and weasel her way out
of what wedd seen.

Finally she flounced into a chair. Al want my

Even as she supposedly surrenderealuld feel her preparing for another spell, and | could feel
the mage preparing for whatever she offered. | sighed, palming the tranq patch and offered my
hand.

AAll ow me to introduce myself, o0 | offeyed her
ot her hand, the one with the tranq patch in i

Her eyes widened slightly, but even as she prepared to grab me, the patch did its job. She
slumped forward in her chair and looked at me through glassy eyes.

Andrews and the mage both | ooked at me in sur
enough to knock her out, but enough to keep her from trying anything.

Questioning was slow, but she forgot about her lawyer so | guess it was a win. She had been
hired to find out as much about the case as she could. She had very little information on the man
whodéd hired her other than the name: Mr . John

Andrews merely raised his eyes and sighed. | looked at him a minute before realizing he must be
related tasome of my favorite patients, John and Jane Doe.

OMr. Johnson.®d had hired her to come in and p
She had their names and very little else on them. One thing we did realize... this was a very
recentadditef t o the puzzle, since her boss didndét Kk
some time.

| dondt kaperative Bhe was going to be once the tranquilizer wore off, but Andrews
promi sed me hedd get as imorelkkeaaew tunnenthe mazeé d . |t
that probably led to a dead end, but it was something.

|l took my update and headed home, figuring on
construction outside the condo made that impossible. | ended up sacking outiatc¢hehed
meant to help, but | was just too tired.

Mario woke me up around 7:00 since | was still asleep and the office was closed. He took me

home and made me eat spaghetti. After dinner he wanted a full report on everything that had
happened since |1 6d | ast s een fthdwme fromdinnerasl qui t
told him what was going on. And I finally told him everything, including the raid on AZT. It felt

good to get it all of my chest.
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Mario listened to all of it, nodded at the appropriate times... It felt good to have someone know
everything that was going on. Someone I could tdlletes peci al |l y since | figu
to talk to Casey anymore...

Tuesday October 10th 2056 Squid Games

| woke up on the couch in Mariobs apaot ment.
dozing in the chair next to me.

| yawned and almost rolled over again when | noticed the time. | started to get up and Mario

sighed as he shifted position. AJess, youobve
do you figure youcankeapp | i ke t hi s?0
|l noticed the |l ook in his eyes and figured he

Trina. | looked at him and shrugged.

~

Al dondt know, 0 | answered sl owly. ABut | can

He nodded kindly, but then hiseyesdatke d s | i g ht | yi butiif you killyoueselfs t a n d
tryingto findtheniwh at good wi | | it do?0o

Hi s question haunted me all the way to the ME
tell by the way he was showing me around that somethisguwand told him as much.

He had a JD that matched Andydés general descr
made everything seem that much worse. | feel sorry for the maniitomast s o gr at ef ul
Andy. | felt guilty, and relieved. Wit the worst part of the check over, | moved on. | tried not to
think about Mariods warning, but it was there

| finished most of it and only had a few more clinics to check when | finally called it quits. Mario
was right, it wasndét helping. | decided to go

He set me up with a beefed up pocket secretary that would allow me to do limited things in the
matrix-- mostly checking public records and references. When | offered togpagved it off.
Seems 6MotoMedicd is a top seller for them. H

| was on the way out when a testosterone laden road rocket jockey declared himself master of the
game. | grinned at PC and he echoed it.

| beat him hands den. He was shocked until he saw the caduceus on my jacket. | winked at
hi m. It is weird seeing your |ife as a video
no dusting... only the chase.

Someti mes, that 6s what i ts all about .
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Wednesday Q@tober 11th 2056- 24 / 7

Under the orders of Dr. Mario | have been forced to take the day off and do nothing except take
long walks in the park with him and Trina. It reminded me of the first time he took the two of us
out . It was when wedd met Doc Rivers.

OnelookatTrinaanddoul d see shedd thought about the se
the best of ideas.

Trina spent most of the afternoon reviewing cases as Mario and | skipped stones along the water.
When Mario tried to pull her away from her work, she shook her fdswh Mario did
something | never thought [106d see him do.

He took her pocket secretary and threw it into the water. She all but screamed at him and he just
stared at her. ATrina, o he said. #AThis trip i
your batteries. ..o

AHow can | when youdve just destroyed everyth

ed her a rock and an ear of corn on th
her . iNow. . . toss stones. 0

Trina continued to glare at him until he showed her that he had palmed the secretary and told her
that she would get it back when, and only when she had taken at least an hour and done nothing
with it.

| think they would have stayed that way if someondhabt screamed. She was
baby being in the water. She kept crying, 0My
| was already halfway there as Trina started over. | was in the water when she reached the

woman and began asking her questions. | think we found buha¢¢ s ame ti me t hat F
was a Terrier and it was perfectly happy in the water.

| swam back ashore and flopped onto the grass, still trying to catch my breath.

The woman came over and started yelling at me
rescuer are you?o

Justmyluckl 6 m still getting Cat in tree calls on
her unit. | mean, with our profession, we never really are off duty. Still, we did stay and skip
stones and enjoy trheuw.i cWe cmaeye 6rdotprlegpvwe elde dm ¢
but we did have fun.
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Week Seventeeii Reality crash

Thursday October 12th 2056- Hazards of the job

It wasn't until I'd reported for duty that | realized | hadn't heard anything on the Philip's case, or
on my evil twin for that matter. | gave Andrews a call, but got his voice mail. Curiouser, when |
reviewed my new disk, Philip's wasn't on it.

| didn't have all that much time to ponder it though, our clientele had other plans for us. It wasn't
quite as sessful with Ray splitting the motorcycle calls with me. The sad part about that is the
fact that soon we'll be switching to different shifts. Soon we'll be training new moto medics. And
it looks like the simulator is going to be an approved part ofréueing.

When | finished cleaning up and briefing Walter, | called Andrews at the station | got his voice
mail again. It was still a little early so | drove over to the station, planning on waiting for him.

| was surprised when the desk sergeant sigmakedver to the side when | asked to see
Andrews.

"You haven't heard have you?" he asked me softly.

If that wasn't enough to set me on edge, his expression was. | waited, all the while my stomach
sinking.

"Pete got shot the other day."

Just like that'Pete got shot the other day.' | nodded numbly, wanting to know how it happened.,
knowing it was probably better | didn't know, but still wanting to know.

"Is he ... all right?" | finally managed to ask.

The sergeant nodded. "They say he's going tontee ffiut they're keeping him under observation
for a few more days."

| took a deep breath and nodded. "Where?"

He looked at me for a moment as he tried to figure out what | meant. "Turner Clinic," he
answered finally.

"Turner?" | asked in surprise. Therher Clinic was not the sort of place you went if you had a
choice in the matter. At least I'd learned that much in my travels. It was also in Snohomish,
which is kinda out of his way.

"Do you know what case he was working on?" | asked.
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The sergeant stlied me for a few minutes and shook his head. "You'll have to ask him," he told
me, knowing full well that | was already on figuring on heading over there.

| nodded. "Thanks."
He smiled and told me he'd see me Monday.

Snohomish was sort of on my way home, in a general sense at least. When | got there | was just
in time for visiting hours. It took me a little while to find Andrews, but when | did, | understood
why he'd ended up here.

Judging by his chart, he'd have beead if they'd tried to take him anywhere else. As it was he
was in serious, but stable condition. He was still pretty out of it, but | stayed there until visiting
hours were over, dozing in the chair.

Then it was time to head back to work.

Friday October 13th 2056- Things don't always go the way you plan

The night started out slowly, giving me way too much time to think. | began wondering if
Andrews getting shot had anything to do with my cases. I'm like that. Somebody | know gets
hurt and my first thughts are: 'What happened?',’ Could | have done anything to prevent it?', and
after what's been happening lately: 'Was it because of something I'd done?"

| spent a lot of time wondering if it was my fault. | mean, lets face it, I've made some really
woncerful friends and some rather terrifying enemies. The Philips case had AZT written all over

it, although shooting someone lacked a certain grace and the element of terror I'd come to expect
from them.

| knew it could be something else, and that the Phdgese was now his, but I'd done the ground
work, I'd gotten people into Paren Dee...

Fortunately things picked up as the night progressed and | had less and less time to worry about
it. Sometimes | think that's why | stick with the job. Its not the aalienit's the total
concentration and focus required to get the job done.

When you're working on a victim with multiply stab wounds, you can't be thinking about
anything except keeping them together, getting them stabilized and getting them out of there
ASAFP. It demands your concentration and dedication, nothing else matters until the call is over.

Almost nothing, its not an unhealthy thing to worry about the person who stabbed your patient,
and whether or not they're going to play a roll in you gettingwhere he's going. The key is to
be prepared, but focused on the situation as it unfolds.
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Everything is in flux. Your patient may be stable and everything may look fine right before they
go into cardiac arresit happens.

| had a lot to think abouhut | had a lot of things to nicely put it on a back burner where it could
be viewed objectively. To think that Andrews got shot as a direct result of something I'd done
was... egotistical? The world does not revolve around Jess Miller. (If anythiog# last me

on its way somewhere else.)

| was planning on heading over to the hospital when | got a call from Saunders. Andrews had
stabilized enough that they were taking him into surgery. He promised he'd call when he knew
anything.

| asked him abouht shooting and he told me it was still under investigation, but as soon as he
could, he'd tell me about it. | didn't like the sound of that, but | could tell that Saunders didn't like
not being able to tell me about it either.

| decided the best thingrfane, (aren't you proud Mario?) was to relax and take my mind off of
things for a little while. And for me, that meant Saturday morning trid with Michael.

When I tried to get on the island, | learned something else that can take your mind off ef things
bureaucracy. Unfortunately it can also cause a lot of undo stress.

When | got there the border guards were busy and seemed to have imported some new help to
deal with the deluge. One of the guards | didn't recognize asked me for my blue card, and
whether Ihad an appointment or not.

I've never had a blue card, just a standing invitation. That had always been find before,-but now
before | could answer any of his questions, he decided | looked 'suspicious' and signaled another
newbie over to help him dealith this possible threat.

As one of them started going over my bike, the other continued questioning me. "Who are you?",
"What is the purpose of your visit?"

All in too fast a succession for me to answer, and of course my not answering just added to thei
suspicions, and the number of guards that were surrounding me.

My luck, running true to form, left me surrounded by complete strangers who only knew that |
was a possible threat. Finally one of them realized that the questions were coming too fast for m
to answer. He took it slower, and got really confused by the answers.

| mean how do you deal with some chick on a bike that's trying to get through security to watch
Saturday morning trid? Finally it escalated to the point that one of the older guared.d was

never so relieved to have someone call me by name. You should have seen the expression on the
mob of guard's faces when he walked up and asked me what the problem was.
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"Jess," he called. "What are you still doing here? Michael's probably figured you aren't coming
by now."

| gave him a relieved smile, he gave me a wink and told me to go on. | could see the surprise and
confusion on the faces of the assembled group afigues he waved me through.

After that, | vegged in front of the trid with Michael.

Saturday October 14th 2056 Keep moving

Once again | ended up sleeping over at the Walkers. | got to talk to Jonathan before | left. | could
tell he knew a lot more #n he was telling me.

| gave him a rather hard questioning look and he shrugged.

"Its all | can tell you Jess," he sighed. "There is more and I'll tell it to you as soon as | can, |
promise."

| nodded, but | was beginning to feel like a little kid whaltehe adults are talking over your
head. On the intellectual level | knew that it was a police matter, but emotichaljywere
keeping something from me and | wanted to know what it was.

| had a few hours before | was due at work so | decided ¢oaakving around Turner and see
how Andrews was doing. When | got there, Casey was waiting for me.

Just as simple as that. He wasn't there to see Andrews, he was there because he knew | would be.
"Jess," he said with a slight nod.

"Case," | answered wita slight smile. "Good to see you're looking better."

He smiled. "I'd be doing a lot better if | didn't have to be here."

| nodded. That was something | could completely understand. | wanted so much to ask him what
had happened, but | knew that eveheafdid know, he wouldn't tell m@ot until he'd been given
the go ahead.

We had a long talk about other things. Life, my seadttol trouble I'd been having with AZT.

We very nicely avoided any talk of his wife, relationships or anything like thatly veiah |
understood where | stood with the man, but right now we've got a lot more important things to
deal with.

| was mulling that over all the way to the station. Once | got there though, | didn't have too long
to stew over it though. Work was hecdicd chaotiein other words, everything | love. By the
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time was over, we'd treated some 30 odd people... Attended three fires, | say attended because
there wasn't all that much for us to do aside from treat smoke inhalation. We helped go through
the buildng and search for people, but there was no one to be found, the fires weren't really all
that dangerous. That in itself can be a hazzard.

I've seen more firefighters get hurt fighting a simple blaze. Its easy, and they get careless. Guess
its true for eeryone.

Sunday October 15th 2056 False trails

| stopped by Turner again on the way home. Andrews was looking better. He was still pretty
much out of it, but his chart indicated that he was doing better. | stayed there for an hour before
heading on ird work.

We were monitoring the police calls when | heard a traffic stop call for one Alan E. Miller. |
stood up looking around. Something told me it couldn't be, but the SIN they relayed was his. |
ran into the Chief's office.

"Chief," | called anxiouslyl didn't know where to start. | had to go and check it out, | just had
to, but | was on duty.

He looked at me a minute, and as | waited, | could hear the scanner call continuing in his office.
He'd heard it too.

"Miller" he sighed. "I think somebody did something to the bikby don't you take it out on a
test run."

| smiled at him and then headed out, it was too good to be true, and that was exactly the case. As
| got there, | saw a muzzle flash. | turned tadeait, my headlights illuminating the area as the
police officer fell to the ground.

| don't know who the shooter was, but it wasn't my brother. He fired three shots at me, taking out
the headlight with the second shot, me with the third. Once againMemaghankful for my

vest, and Mrs. Walker's enhancements on it. My chest hurt like a mad dog, and | was flat on my
back, but | was suffering from impact damage not penetration.

It took me a while to force myself upright and call it in. Then | was cdretimg on the officer.

| shook my head as the APB went off on Alan. 'It wasn't him," | wanted to scream at them, but it
had to wait. The officer was my first concern. | got him stabilized, but it took a while. It took
even longer for an ambulance to shapy and even longer for the Star to release the officer to
their care.

They wanted as much information as they could from him, and when they saw my name tag,
they didn't want to listen to anything | wanted to say.
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It was a very frustrating call. | couldimelp the man | was supposed to help and | couldn't defend
the man who hadn't shot him. They had his name, everyone had heard the peligenaind
shut case.

| could have talked to Andrews about it, but he was still at Turner. As | turned to et tpack
| was detained. The investigating officer held me back. They'd gone from thinking | was
covering for my brother to thinking I'd somehow been involved.

That went away when one of them started to pat me down and little too hard. The offiter felt

vest about the same time as she hit one of the slugs. | winced. She looked at me questioningly as
| pulled up my shirt. It was the first time | noticed where the bullet hadf ititvasn't for the

vest, I'd probably have been killed. She reportesitththe chief investigator as he waited for his
team to collect the tapes from the officer's onboard cameras.

They had two, the more obvious one on the dash and one mounted in the grill work. The dash
mounted camera had been destroyed, but the grilvasestill functioning. They never got a

good view of the shooter like | had, but there was one thing we could agree on, the shooter had
been left handedAlan is right handed.

It wasn't much, but it put enough question into the matter that they charegealltto 'wanted
for questioning in the shooting of an officer." At least there was that.

| wasn't up for too much more, and was forced to get checked out before | headed back to the fire
house. A flatbed had already returned my bike by the time aroffam Lone Star had dropped
me oOff.

| was feeling pretty bad about the whole thing, but now more than ever | needed to talk to
Andrews. | knew that would have to wait till morning so | went to work replacing the headlight.
It was no usethe bullet hadt dead center taking out the light and some of the wiring. It's a
wonder that bullet didn't go through the rest of the bike and kill me.

Yet another thing to think about, and yet another mystery to deal with.

Monday October 16th 2056 The wrong door

When | got off work | headed over to the station. It was not a good day for Lone Star. | knew that
when | saw the flag flying at half mast. | knew they'd lost someone over night. | was afraid it was
the officer from last night's shooting.

Almost as soonsal got in, | found out that wasn't the case. He was still unconscious 1 ICU
should have been relieved about that, but when | found Jonathan and Casey waiting for me, |
knew it was a lot worse.
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Andrews had died of complications following his last gnyg | know better than most that it can
happen. Patient's doing well, goes in for surgery and doesn't come back. It hitgpsgmsened.

They'd come to console me, to tell me what had happened. | was only half listening. Andrews
had become a part of nife, my search. He was an anchor in this insanity and losing him, just
as | was maybe getting somewhere, was too much.

Jonathan was the one who suggested getting me out of the station, away from the chaos. They
were both upset by the loss as well, limsathat now, butl was still in shock.

We ended up at a pub near the station. It was the local 'police bar' and it seemed to have its share
of mourners. People drinking to the memory of lost comrades, to Andae$o Martinez, the
officer who'd beershot last night.

| got more than a few stares from those toasting Martinez. Seems a lot of people had heard of me
at the station, me and my quest. Now | was involved with the death of one police officer and
possibly a second.

It didn't matter that | hatteated Martinez, that Andrews was a friend of sorts. All that mattered
was the name Miller and the fact that Martinez had just called in my brother's name. Only it
wasn't my brotheror was it? Was | so sure of that that | was blinding myself to what iedwdly
seen?

| stared woodenly at the beer Jonathan had placed in front of me. | was numb. Finally | looked
up at him and then at Casey. "What happened? How did it happen?"

They knew | meant Andrews and that | didn't mean how did he die, that | understood too well. |
needed to know how he'd gotten shot in the first place. They didn't have all the details, but they
had enough.

He'd gone to Shonomish investigating one of ses. They had no idea which, but as | scanned
the list | figured out which was most probable: a woman who had just vanished. Her husband had
gone to work one day, and when he got home she was gone. | shared that information with them
and they nodded.

Tums out he'd had a lead on her and was going to talk to her sister, when he knocked on the
wrong door. Instead of a worried sister, he'd found an illegal chem lab.

That was it, with all the dangers he'd faced every day, he'd ended up being killed betthuse h
ended up at the wrong place at the wrong time. | took a healthy drink from the glass in front of
me as | let it all sink in.

I'd like to think that if it had just been Andrews or Martinez I'd have been able to deal with it, but
it was just too much.dould feel myself shutting down. | was numb. | wanted to just have it all
go away, but I knew that wouldn't happen. There was too much else going on.
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| was practically oblivious when an officer came over and demanded to know what 'SHE' was
doing here. Havas drunk, upset and | was the best scapegoat he could fine. Only problem was
he meant it, and a lot of the others watched in silent agreement. | think that's what sent me over
the edge.

I'm not sure what happened, but | do know that Casey took me hbileeJanathan kept the
other officers from following.

When | woke up, it was all over the news: one cop dead, another in critical condition. Two
different shootings in less than a week. Again, the newscasters were giving 'in depth' coverage of
the situatbns. For Andrews they told the story of how he died, for Martinez, how desperately he
clung to life and how he'd been shot by some scummylitesshady character. | turned it off as

they displayed a driver's licence picture of Alan.

Who ever had endegwvith the case had decided my brother's fate with that. He'd gone from
suspect, to possible suspect, to public enemy number one, and there was nothing | could do about
it. I'd become persona non grata at the police station, and something tells megite g@ina lot

worse.

Tuesday October 17th 2056 Good-Byes

Now | know its going to get a lot worse before it even thinks of getting better. Jonathan broke the
news to me that | had been asked not to attend Andrew's funeral. It was suggested that it mig
cause trouble. He offered to stay with me, but | knew he needed to say good bye as much as |
did, Case too.

I've never felt so defeated in entire life. It wasn't Alan, it couldn't have been. Part of me
wondered if | was deluding myself, but the pridealel, the one that had brought me out her in

the first place, told me it couldn't be Alan. Alan was a healer, not a killer. | knew that, and |
knew he hadn't been the one who'd shot Officer Martinez, but in staying home, it was almost as
if | was admittirg that my brother had something to do with his shooting, and that | was
somehow involved, even if it was just giving him an alibi.

Jonathan gave be a quick hug, told me that Pete would understand, then left with Case. Casey
had no idea how to treat me thhinally opted for a hug. "We'll tell him you wanted to be there,"
he said softy, then they were gone.

| wasn't alone for too long though, Mario saw to that. When | told him what had happened, he
smiled at me. "I'll take you."

| shook my head. "What abbthe police, the request, the..."

He cut off my questions with a simple indulgent smile. "Jess," he told me in a patient voice.
"They won't see you."
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And so, | attended the funeral with Mario. We stood away from the others, | was constantly
afraid thatthe spell would dissipate, or that someone would walk into us, but nothing happened.

Listening to the priest | realized once again, that the services are for the living... and | was glad |
got to hear the words, to see his friends even if they couning.

At least | was there.

Wednesday October 18th 2056The third degree

Just when | thought things couldn't get any worse, they did. It was bad enough that | had been
practically banned from the station, then, instead of asking me in to answegqagstons, |
was brought in in handcuffs. (at least | did get a good look at their IDs before they got in.)

| could tell the officers were hoping that Alan would be there. They did a good job of looking
around, but the only people that had been themewe and the cats, who were hiding again.

| was hustled into an interrogation room where | got to sit and wait while they watched me.
When they decided they'd waited long enough, the chief investigator came in.

"Sorry to keep you waiting Miss Miller." His tone was even, but | could tell he'd already made
up his mind about me.

"No problem," | answered. "But it would be nice if | wereauifed.”

He gave me some song and dance about procedure. | pointed goutlatf suspects, not
witnesses. He told me that my status was still under investigation.

"Miss Miller," he explained. "You have to understand my position on this. Your brother is
wanted for shooting one of my officers."

"l thought we operated on thesasnption of innocence until proven guilty,” | finally answered.
"My brother is wanted as a *suspect* not the shooter."

He sighed. "It would be so much easier if he turned himself in,” he said as if | knew where Alan
was and could make him materialize wétlsimple happy thought.

| started laughing a very bitter, almost hysterical, laugh. "He's been a missing person's case for
over 6 months! | think if he were available, he'd have shown up a lot sooner..."

| didn't mean to be sarcastic, but in tryingnibmidate me, all he was succeeding in doing was
annoying me.

"Miss Miller, I'm not the enemy here," he told me.
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"Neither am I," | answered in as even and controlled a tone as | could manage. "You seem to
forget... | got shot last night too..."

He glarel at me and pointed out that | wasn't in the hospital. "It seems you were very lucky Miss
Miller."

This time he emphasized my name as if by some odd association | was as guilty as he'd assumed
Alan was.

"l was wearing my vest," | answered. "And for onlc@asn't moving on the bike."
He looked at me after that comment. "You were expecting trouble?"
| let out a sigh. "I've had a lot of people shooting at me lately."

"Look, even if | was to buy the fact that your vest saved you, there's still the watiér of you
being there in the first place."

| looked at him. "I've been here just shy of four months looking for my brothers, | hear a scanner
call where someone is doing a wants and warrants check on one of them... Of course I'm going to
try and find et what's going on."

"So it was your brother," he said as if he'd caught me in something.

"The call was for my brother, right down to the SIN, but the man that shot your officer wasn't my
brother."

"Are you sure?" he asked.

| nodded. "Shooter was ldfanded, fast, very fast...l focused my headlight on him right after the
muzzle flash. He turned, took out my headlight, ther mhé&hadn't been wearing my vest, we
wouldn't be having this conversation."

He studied me for a very long time, then sighétiss Miller, as | see it, either you're giving
your brother an alibi, or you're in denial.. either way, you can't be trusted in this. Best case you're
a nuisance, worst case an accessory... so | wouldn't be planning any long trips anywhere."

| looked athim and sighed. "I've told you everything, and right now I'm not going anywhere."
"l also want your gun.”

| looked at him and shook my head. "You suspect my brother of shooting a police officer so
you're going to confiscate my gun. That makes a lot gesé

"Look, Miss Miller," his tone was a step lower. "We're going to catch your brother, and if | find
out you knew where to find him and you didn't tell me, we'll be coming for you. And if we have
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your gun, there's a lesser likelihood of something lzgobéning to you when we come and get
you."

It was insane. Not only did he want my gun, he wanted me to cease and desist on my search for
the boys, any active cases | might have and to relinquish all proprietary police inforrtagon
missing persons cadgiles Andrews had given me. | was surprised he didn't take my vest as
‘evidence.'

He hounded me for an hour more with threats about being an accessory and how he wouldn't
show his face around here if he were me, then finally cut me lose.

Of course, there was no offer to take me home and no way for me to get there without my ID
short of walking. | ended up walking to the station. Casey caught up to me there and took me
home.

I'm afraid | wasn't much company.

A Year in Seattle 188 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



Week Eighteeni Downhill slide

Thursday October 19th 2056- Coming undone

Casey stayed over at the condo. We had a long talk, most of it about Andrews. Case had known
him from when they'd first gone through training together. A lot of history, a lot of good times
and now they're athemories.

| mean, Andrews helped give me focus, he knew what | was going through and he turned it from
an obsession into a business for me. He knew people, and he did what he could to help them.
Casey was the same way. | wouldn't call either of them BoutS, but they did care and they

did what they could.

Now that Casey wasn't my guardian angel | could see that. | think neither of us really wanted to
be alone. So we talked.

Finally the conversation turned to my current situation. | wanted and neepealeé Alan's

innocence, but anything | tried would be misconstrued. Darringer, the primary on the case, had
already declared Alan guilty and had pegged me as his accomplice. With Andrews gone, the only
friend | even came close to having was Saundetidnitaeven know the man who'd be taking

over his cases.

| had to sit down when | thought about that. It drove home the fact that Andrews was gone.
Casey gave me a worried look as | finally broke. He held me, | don't know how long, but he just
patiently héd me until I'd gotten enough out of my system that | could function again.

| almost felt like | was drowning. | think | was. Case suggested | call in sick, but | think dwelling
on things would only make them worse.

"Besides," | told him. "By now theregsteam of officers on surveillance detail, just waiting for
me to change my routine... to prove that I'm in on this."

He smiled, but we both knew it was a case of 'Ha Ha, only serious.'

It was too. They were better than the others, taking turns withwalsan the lead. Would have
worked too, but I'm too paranoid not to expect them.

Casey tells me I'll get through this, but | don't know anymore. Everything | thought | knew,
thought | had nailed down is coming undone and once again, I'm in the middle of

Friday October 20th 2056- Its good to be a medic
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As if I didn't have enough problems, Darringer and his people decided that if they couldn't find
Alan, harassing me was the next best thing. They pulled me over on my way to work and said
they needetb take me to the station to answer a few more questions.

Following them wasn't good enough, no... | was to leave my bike there and get into the back of
the patrol car and they would take me there. When | objected about leaving my kit, | was
handcuffed ad thrown into the back of a squad car.

They of course waited to pull me over until | was in a strange part of town, one of the more run
down ones | drive through. They could have stopped me in Lynwood, but no... they wanted to
make things as difficult fome as possible.

Of course, that was only the beginning. They said that since | wasn't being arrested, | didn't get
my phone call. | told them to either arrest me or let meigdenigrated from there.

They continued to question me, everything thésedghe last time. Over and over again until |
wanted to scream. When | asked how long it was going to take, Darringer slammed his fist down
on the table and glared at me.

"Its going to take how ever long it takes to get to the truth."

| lost it then. "I've told you everything, you're just too hard headed to accept that. You think
there's some kind of conspiracy and since you can't find my brother, who's been MISSING since
the beginning of THIS YEAR that I'm the next best thing... Sohaxe your people follow me,

watch everything | do and then instead of asking me here from home... or the parkimgylot

wait until I'm in the worst part of town and | have to leave my first aid kit there." | was seething.

"And now you're going to playour game where you keep me from work 8that?... They'll

fire me? | got news for you Bucko, you want to play your games with me fine... but you keep
them to times when I'm not on duty... You keep me from MY WORK and PEOPLE DIE! And
you don't want the uble that will cause..." | glared at him.

"Gee, Mrs. McMurphy... Sorry your husband died, but the medic who could have gotten to him
in time was down at the police station. Why? Oh, because they think her brother's involved in a
police shooting and sindbey can't get to him, they're harassing her... instead of looking for the
real shooter."

My eyes were blazing by the time | finished. | was in no mood for any of this and they were
seriously overstepping their bounds now.

"MS. Miller,” Darringer growlel. "We are trying to get to the bottom of this. I'm sorry your job
is too important to answer a few questions, but if you feel so strongly about it, tell me what |
want to know and I'll let you out of here.”

"I've told you the truth,” | answered with axasperated sigh. "What you want to hear... | don't
have that information and to be honest... what you want to hear is a load of lies that will make
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your job easier. You're too blind to believe the truth and therefore you'll never find what you
want."

Theyheld me for another hour before Citywide finally tracked me down through my pager. And
when they did come they arrived like the wrath of God himself. Lawyers, officials, they even
dragged the Mayor into it.

| had warned him, but Darringer in his infintbellheadedness believed that this was another case
of a criminal hiding behind power. | just know I'm going to be hearing more from him.

| got a ride back to my bike. The officers seemed let down that the bike and the kit were still
there. | waved goctlye to them and then looked at the tokens and smiled. Safe passage had its
advantages.

| bowed slightly to one of the kids hanging out near the corner. He winked at me. Sometimes...
its very good to be a medic!

Saturday October 21th 2056 Victim of cir cumstial evidence

Well, Darringer and his cronies have been following me around for a few days now. | can tell
they've been in the condo when I've been at work going through everything. I'm thinking of
leaving my journal out so they can see what clandestimgs I've been up to.

| didn't go to Council Island after shift. Figured they'd construe that as 'leaving town," especially
since Darringer wants to construe anything | do as a threat or an admission of guilt. My refusal to
tell him the truth as he ss it, means I'm guilty. The fact that I'm still breathing means I'm guilty.
But somehow, if | were to die tonight, he'd take it to mean | was guilty.

They'd been all through my apartment though and that was enough to creep me out a bit. Unlike
Fin throudn, | did catch them on tape. Of course they were planting bugs and cameras, he just
raids my fridge without triggering anything.

Its really hard not to act self conscious when you know they're watching, up close a personal
and its very hard not to makades at the hidden cameras when you know they're there. | tried
taking a shower and getting some sleep, but it was a lot harder than it is when Fin does it.

Fin at least leaves his message leaving to the fridge and kitchen area. This was a whole new level
of invasion. At least they left the bathroom alone. | woke up two hours later when the phone

rang. More good news. Aaron managed to con his way out of the mental ward. They'd released
him without a trial, without a victim impact statement.

According to ny friend on the force back home, they'd subpoenaed me, but the police here had
told them that | didn't have anything to say in the matter. So now I've got a whole new mess of
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trouble to worry about. Maybe Aaron's learned, maybe he'll stay put. Maybake'Up
origami, but somehowthat's not his style.

| am not going to go to pieces. That's his power trip and Darringer is trying to do the same thing
to me. He can call it whatever he wants, but he's as much a stalker as Aaron is.

| tried to get some skp, but it wasn't working. Figured some warm milk and honey would help.
That's when | found Fin's contribution to the chaos. Just a friendly warning from him that I'm
being watched.

| remember thinking, 'thanks Fin! Should | wave at the cameras?’

| finally got to sleep but it wasn't restful. Needless to say | was looking and feeling my all
UCASian best when | got there. Ray noticed it immediately, he said | had my 'Aaron’ face on. |
hadn't told him too much about Aaron, but | gave him an earful tonight.

He'd started off seeming nice and normal. We drifted apart like | tend to do when the guy I'm
dating and | realize we have more in common as friends than we do as anything else. Except
with Aaron | became a combination of evil succubus and unobtainajgé aomething to be
possessed, controlledestroyed. He just kind of stepped over the edge and became my all
encompassing nightmare.

And now he was on the loose again, because some cop had it in for Alan and through some
abstract guilt by association.enoo.

| was in rare form on call though. The only time things like this don't bother me is when I'm on a
call. With my luck it figures it would be an officer down call.

| got there first. Talk about cold shoulder. | think the only one there that was glad to see me was
the officer and even he wasn't all too keen on the idea. | didn't care. They didn't matter, their
opinions didn't matter. All that mattered was the mantasdhjuries and my old battle with my

old enemies: Pain, Suffering and Death.

Them at least | understand. They're indiscriminate, they don't hold grudges, they're just a fact of
life, and | can fight them with the best of them. It was a good call sgnain Good at least for
the officer, but at the hospital, Darringer was waiting for me.

Somehow he blamed this on me too. Another good officer lay there bleeding because of me.
Technically | guess he's right. Martinez and now Corveli were in the hospdalise of me and
my work. What he didn't seem to get was if it weren't for me, they'd be in the morgue.

| really need to talk to Case, or Jonathan. What | really want is to talk to Ardredan. But
that's just not going to happen.
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Sunday October22nd 2056- Its not paranoia when they are out to get you.

Casey was waiting for me at the condo. Judging by his expression, Ray had told him everything
that's been happening. Especially about Aaron. | really wanted to talk to him, but not in the
condo. No with all the tapes and bugs. | didn't want Darringer to know he was getting to me, and
| definitely didn't want him thinking that Case was somehow involved in this.

Casey just shook his head and led me to hisTdarese's car. "You're coming with nmesd," he
informed me. "You need to get out of here."

He was right of course, but | felt like | was being a lot more of a burden than | should. | mean the
last thing he needs is for Darringer to come down on him like he's been on me.

Case just smiled. "3e I've met a dozen Darringer's in my time. Had them try and pull a number
on me, and after everything they did, when they found out they were wrong, you know what
happened?"

| shook my head.

"Absolutely nothing. My life didn't change, they never ap@ed. Life just went on. What

matters right now is he's pushing all the right buttons. He's endangering you, and he's keeping
you from resting and that's even worse because if you get punchy, some one's going to get hurt,
and its probably going to be thallon the bike."

| thought about that as we drove back to his place. He already had the couch in his office setup
for me. "Get some rest. We'll talk after," he told me.

| thought it would be hard getting to sleep, but with Case there, | slept like aGadny thing
too, cause work was one of those days.

We had a psychiatric case, just transporting him. Paranoid Schizophrenic, thought everyone was
out to get him, people following him everywhere. Kinda know how he feels.

Casey picked me up and took merfeoagain. | can tell he's been working on this for me, but
how much can he take?

How much more can | take?

Monday October 23rd 2056- Pariah

| wanted to go to the station this morning, try and take back my life. But it wasn't to be. Casey
had alreadyested the waters and told me | wouldn't be welcomed. Martinez was still comatose
and unless he regained consciousness | was probably going to remain a pariah.
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Casey did his best to help me through this, but I just couldn't get him to understand. My
‘crusale’, as Fin had labeled it, was the only thing that kept me going. Having that taken away
from me, losing Andrewsdt was too much.

And then, as if that wasn't enough, there's the fact that Aaron is on the loose again. | really need
something to concenteon otherwise its going send me right over the edge.

| haven't done anything wrong, but that means nothing. It isn't fair, but then life isn't fair. At least
there's balance.

| felt confused, betrayed. | was drowning in all the loss and all the doubt. Casey was there for
me, if I'd have let him he could have helpednbeit instead he bore the brunt of my anger and
hurt.

| ended up trying to walking out on him. | knew if I ga there I'd regret everything | said and
did. Like | said, | triee- he wasn't cooperating. With all the police following me it wasn't like |
could really go anywhere anyway.

Case was a blessing, but at the time | was so ticked off about everythirgg aad unfortunate
enough to be the one telling me just how bad it was. When I finished he just smiled and handed
me a deck of cards.

Just like that. He didn't take it personally. He just let me vent my spleen, get everything out of
my system. It helped.still don't know what I'm going to do about my situation, but I'm pretty
sure its not going to be roll over and let them win.

Tuesday October 24th 2056 Maybe not everybody

Today we got a visit from Daniels and Cummings. This time they didn't opt for good cop/bad
cop, they just asked to come in and told things to us straight and expected the same in return.

It was refreshing because, unlike Darringer, they actually listémeas surprised to say the
least. They told me that everything Darringer had to date on Alan was purely circumstantial, but
very strong.

They had Martinez's call, the wants and warrants check on Alan and his licence which was left at
the scene. The filrthat had survived was to grainy and shadowy to really give them information
one way or the other. There was nothing, except that the shooter was left handed and his
movements were fast, smooth and sure.

They didn't have to tell me a thing on that. Heleeteout my headlight and me in very fast
succession. If it hadn't been for my vest, and I'm pretty sure Mrs. Walker's enhancements, I'd be
lucky to be where Martinez is.
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When they finished, | got to tell my side of the story. Daniels and Cummings knedvraipo
brothers' case, knew that was why | was there, so | didn't get the repetitive "awfully convenient
you being there" line of questioning.

| filled them in on the dirty pool Darringer'd been playing and they nodded.

"Thought there had to be a goodsea for you not being at Andrew's funeral," Daniels said
gruffly. "Glad that feeling was right."

| nodded then admitted to being there, just not being seen. That surprised them and Casey. He
gave me an "You did what?" look, but | could see the undersigticiere too. He'd seen what all
of this had done, was doing, to me.

| also filled Daniels and Cummings in on Darringer's campaign against me, trying to get me to
lead him to Alanor to force Alan out of hiding. | also told him about Darring's warniiag) th
Alan's not being available for questioning was only going to make things worse.

They got a chuckle out of that. Like | said, they were familiar with the case. They were none too
happy when | told them about my own personal hell being released bestanseohe' at the
local star had decided that | didn't have anything to say and that *I* had said as much.

One thing about Daniels and Cummings, they may be two of the biggest self righteous jerks I've
ever had the displeasure of meetirtgey definitelybelieve that the ends justifies the means, but
when they see injustices from their own department, they act.

They told me there wasn't much they could do about my general status, not until Martinez woke
up. They tried to convince me it was a question loémy but we all knew that wasn't the way
things were probably going to goot after this long.

Still it was nice to know they were on my side on this. | could tell that the jury was still out on
Alan, but they believed | was innocent and that my invoksmimvas purely professional. That
and the fact that they knew | wasn't trying to protect Alan.

| wish | could be so sure now. Its been long enough that the doubt has gotten rooted rather well. |
don't know anymore, but at least everybody's not out tinget

Wednesday October 25th 2056 My lawyer can beat up your lawyer

Casey had to go to work today so | had him drop me off at my place. | don't mind hanging out at
his place, especially when he's around, but if | have to be by myself, | feel a lohsafeown
home. Or at least | did until | remembered all the cameras and bugs.
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That made me change my mind. | decided to do the John Doe check at the hospitals. | mean, the
Star has no jurisdiction there, and as far as | knew, they weren't mad atgueed f'd find out
if the Star's suspicion had been passed on to them.

It didn't matter though, before I could get out of the neighborhood | was pulled over on a "routine
traffic stop.” Routine if you're an axe murderess with bad hair.

They went through every compartment of my first aid kit, scattering the contents, opening the
sterile bandages to make sure | wasn't hiding anythiagjcally rendering it useless. Then they
decided to search for hidden pockets.

When they finished the b me to ‘have a nice day,' and 'sorry for the inconvenience.'

Yeah, right. | told them | understood, then went to the company supplied lawyer and filled him in
on it. He dutifully took notes and asked me if there had been any other peculiaritiesf signs o
harassment.

He already knew about the wrongful detention and the interfering with a medic performing her
duty. I filled him in on the bugs and cameras, and Aaron. The cameras | could almost deal with,
but Aaron was another story.

He took notes aboutéhnvasion of my home. Asked for details on Aaron, the-aabg that
constituted reckless endangerment. | didn't want to start a protracted legal battle but this has to
stop.

He also asked for an estimate of the damage done with the first aid kit. ISarpwased at the
cost of replacement, until | pointed out that it was highly specialized and comparable to the kit |
used at work.

On the way home | was once again 'invited' to come downtown. This time | knew my rights, as
briefed by the company lawyedf course, when | demanded to have my lawyer present
Darringer tried to scare me out of it by telling him that | didn't need a lawyer if | had nothing to
hide.

| told him that might be the case if he would actually believe me when | talked to him Higit in
book | was guilty and therefore everything | did regardless of what it was, only confirmed my
guilt to him.

He tried to tell me how he wasn't letting his personal feelings get in the way of doing his job. |
told him | needed my lawyer. He told me hawich easier it would be if | just told him the truth.

| told him | needed my lawyer. | swear it pretty much denigrated into him trying to yell at me
and instead of me sticking my fingers in my ears and going "LaLalLalLALA" | just kept saying "I
think 1 needmy lawyer."

| finally got my lawyer, he told Darringer that unless he had something new to discuss with me,
he was to leave me alone, and he promised that I'd be seeing him again.

A Year in Seattle 196 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



Darling man. He was dangling his handcuffs from one finger as he said it.

| had the urge to yell something like "My lawyer can beat up your lawyer," but at least this bout
was over and depending on who you listened to, the good guys won.

But, my lawyer wasn't finished. He took me back to my apartment, knowing the place was
bugged and camerad. That's when | really began to appreciate his deviousness.

He went over everything I'd told him at his office over nice soothing cups of tea. He told me that
| had nothing to fear and this harassment was just that. He told me toihgeteb me. |

noticed he very carefully avoided discussing Aaron. Probably trying to find out who had
informed the Baltimore Division that | didn't want to file a victim impact statement on him.

That was the most damaging and damning thing. That wamththat could very well get me
killed. I'm hoping it was Darringer and somebody is stoking up the fire.
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WeekNineteeni Always darkest

Thursday October 26th 2056- Getting closer

| got a phone call early this morning. Well it was noon, but for mesttie' middle of the night.
Especially when I'm getting ready to start my work week.

There was no one on the other end, no voice and only a shadowy image. "Yeah, right," | said
when he didn't say anything and hung up. The Caller ID system identified fisgsphone
somewhere in Chicago.

| tried not to think about it knowing it could have been a wrong nundoesomething | really
didn't want to have to think about. This is how Aaron started the last time. A series of phone calls
as he got closer and ckrsto home.

Two hours later | got another call. Same thing, only this time, the shadowy figure held out a
newspaper clipping out. The headline read "Paramedic Murdered."

| could feel the adrenalin starting to kick in, but | wasn't going to let my cakeit. That was
what this was all abouti game of cat and mouse, with the cat toying with his prey. Wonder if he
knows that mice have teeth too?

Whoever it was, they were still calling from Chicago. After the second call | picked up the
receiver. Thershould have been someone on the other line. Then | remembered Darringer. He'd
probably canceled the tap there. The one that would have protected me. | pulled out my incident
folder. Noted the times and locations of the calls. Included a recording frqvhdhe.

It would have been nice if | could have called the police. After thinking about it, | made two
phone calls. The message was the same on each. "Aaron is out.”

The first call was to Nick, the man who'd taught me a thing or two about self defense and
demolitions. We dated once, then went the long, well worn trail of just being friends. Seems to
be the story of my life. The good part is, its usually good friendk'sNanother brother in a long
line of relationships that didn't quite work out.

After Aaron, the first time, I'd looked him up. He told me what to do, how to protect myself as
much as possible, and to call him if Aaron every started again. Thereleimtime or need
the last time, but now | was calling.

The second call was to my lawyer/case worker back in Baltimore. | logged the calls with her, but
according to her records, and those of the courts, | had been informed of his impending release
and Ihad decided not to pursue the case. In other words, | was on my own.
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It was about then | remembered that Darringer had confiscated my gun. | called the company
lawyer, told him about the phone calls. He tried to act nonchalant, but | could see thenworry i
his eyes. Nice to know he's not only devious, but cares too.

Now its even more important that | get myself cleared of these allegations, otherwise I'm going
to be out on a pier all by myself... again.

Definitely not the frame of mind | wanted to be mgito work with, but it was there all night.
Ray understood, recognized it almost immediately, but also recognized the fact that | did not
want to talk about it.

Work kept be busy enough, but by the time I'd gotten home, there'd been three more calls. The
latest Denver. He's getting closer.

Friday October 27th 2056- Protection in numbers.

| didn't sleep all that well, big surprise there. The phone rang at noon and then again at three. | let
the machine pick up and simply covered my head and preténeledidn't exist.

With Casey still at work and Jonathan doing whatever it is he does, | realized | was pretty much
on my own for now. | got up around three thirty, unable to sleep any more. | checked the tape.

He's made it to LA.

| filed the messagesppied the folder. One for me, one for the box and one for the piblared
when they'll take it.

They followed me to the bank, figure they'll see about getting a search warrant for the box.
Which means they'll get a copy of this journal. Maybe somehadfigure it out before Aaron
gets here. Before | end up another statistic. | mean, the man's got to get it right one of these
times.

When | got to work, Ray was waiting for me. He handed me his backup pistol. "You know what
to do with that."

| smiledand nodded. It wasn't registered, but | did have a license to carry. That hadn't been
revoked, that | know of.

| was jumpy enough that | think Ray was regretting lending me the gun. Nothing worse than a
nervous wreck than an armed nervous wreck, withae#o be nervous. | knew Aaron wouldn't
try anything while 1 was with people. He liked to corner me when | was alone. Still its possible
he could have changed his MO.
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When | got off work, there was a shadowy figure who loomed under a street lamp gust lon

enough for me to see him. | pretended not to see him as | reviewed my options. | could pretend to
forget something, go back inside. | could get on the bike and go to the police (yeah, right). |

could get on my bike and just ride out, get away.

None of he really did anything about the problem and for all | know the figure was someone
other than Aaron. It all boiled down to one little nervous breakdown just waiting to happen. |
sighed, looked at my bike and headed back inside.

Figure I'll just stay righhere, with a lot of people.

Saturday October 28th 2056 In the Nick of time.

| finally fell asleep, but as | drifted | had the feeling that someone was in the room. It was one of
those times when | was half asleep and everything seemed to movejumpdd | was
exhausted and yet | wanted to move.

| couldn't.

For a few moments | wasn't sure if it was a dream, or there was actually someone there... then |
felt them draw closer. | tried to scream, but all that came out was a low moan as | forced myself
to move.

| brought Ray's gun up forcing myself to focus ba man looming over ré& was Nick.

| shuddered with a combination of relief and tension as | lowered the gun and flicked the safety
back on.

"Jess," he said. His voice was slow and even as he held out his hand for the gun. | gave it to him,
as | startd to shake in earnest. He held me until the worst of it had passed.

"Sorry hon," he said softly into my hair. "Didn't mean to scare patil didn't want anybody to
see either."

| nodded, not trusting myself to say more. | could do that with-Nlekhim see the worst of it
without him taking over. He knew; he understood that | didn't want him to fight my battles for
me, just hold me through the worst of it, then help me plan my strategy .

He waited there patiently and then when | finally stoppedisbdie said, "tell me about it."
So I did. I told him everything: the criminal case against me for dereliction of duty; the police

case against Alan and therefore me; the circumstances of Aaron's release; the phone calls
tracking their way westward.
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| had all the information on file, but without my case against Aaron still active, | would have to

go through the whole process again. Then | realized that the restraining order had been issued in
Baltimore. | didn't even know it if was still valid her@nd o find out would mean a trip to the

station where | was less than welcomed.

Part of me wondered if Aaron had anything to do with this, but it was too complicated for him to
have worked outonly life could come up with a situation this complicated. iks | said, if
everybody with a grudge against me got together, I'd be toast.

| mulled over that a bit as Nick thought about what I'd told him. He asked if | had anything on
the boys and | told him everything | had, which wasn't much. At least he abet¢hde police
shooting case was based purely on circumstantial evidence. We both knew that it didn't really
matter though. Dead suspects don't need evidence or trials.

| looked up at Nick. I've been dealing with the whole thing in my usual fashiomylliseadedly
continuing enduring. That might work with the case against Alan, but not with Aaron. He would
keep on tracking me, keep toying with me until one of us was dead.

Nick knew that too. Thing was, he had only managed to get a weekend passaramitidin't
do anything this weekend, I'd be on my own again come Sunday night.

Nick gave my arm a gentle squeeze then looked around. "Lets get you covered," he said with a
slight nod.

That was it. Straight forward and to the point, just what | neededetHne get everything out of
my system and then got me back on track. No nonsense, no macho bull, just down to business.

Since my apartment was bugged, he told me to meet him at his hotel room in an hour. It meant
less sleep tonight, but a lot bettezegd in the future. | nodded and did as he told me to do.

His hotel room was sparse, but that was fine. We weren't there to rest, or have a romantic
interlude, we were there to review my defenses, my weaknesses and where Aaron would be most
likely to attad.

We were finishing up when Casey busted the door down. | looked up in surprise as Nick and
Case faced off, guns drawn, both convinced they were defending me. | would have laughed it
weren't so serious.

After | introduced them they both settled dowrnt 6. Its funny, I'm not dating either one of
them, but they both had appointed themselves my protectors. It took them a few minutes to
realize the same thing. Then the three of us continued.

Nick and Casey both told me what they saw, and each view litts different. One military,
one civil, both priceless. Still no matter how much we planned, it came down to me controlling
the situation.
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| know Nick and Casey worked out more on their own, but it was going to be hard to control the
situation once Was on duty. Then | was at the mercy of dispatch, and the evening's citizens in
need.

My vest was starting to smell a little funky, but | have no intention of going anywhere without it
right now. There are too many cross hairs that seem intent on foausingne.

Then a thought hit md'd been so busy remembering and trying to convince myself that the
shooter wasn't Alan, that | wasn't thinking about who he really was. | looked at Casey and asked
him if he knew a sketch artist. He did me one betterpatidd out the latest version of

InterQuest's Faces (tma composite picture program that would do the job. | went through the
images concentrating on one feature at a time until we finally gave a féertan |

remembered from the shooting.

There was no way the man could be mistaken for-Alaot once | got the image rendered in 3D.
| wondered why Darringer hadn't thought of it, and then realized why. To him Alan was the
shooter, anything | said woultk a lie to protect him, so any leads | gave them were to be
ignored.

Casey took the picture and promised to run it through NCIC and see what he could get. It wasn't
much, but it was at least something. Nick kissed the top of my head, promised madthat he'
watching over me then just faded into the background. Now at least one of the people following
me cares about me. Agaiits something.

Sunday October 29th 2056 Double or nothing

Saturday's runs were normal, smooth, almost text book perfect. Enough to put any medic worth
his salt on edge. It was enough to give me hives.

| knew Nick was out there covering me, but it doesn't mean | relaxed. No, I've been at this game
long enough t&now better. After shift, Casey came to pick me up and take me back to his place.
He'd gotten something on the picture and | could tell it wasn't good.

Nick met us there. Well, actually he followed us there without either of us really noticing, but
that'swhat he does.

Casey waited until we were all inside and situated before reviewing his results. It seems the man
I'd identified made his living impersonating other people. Word on the streets was that if you
needed to have alibi, he was your man.

| thought about it and got a slight chill as | remembered my doppleganger. Casey looked at me, |
guess Andrews hadn't had the chance to tell him about it.
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"The week right before Andrews..." | couldn't say 'died'. | just froze. Finally | just nodded and
continued "There was a woman claiming to be-mkaiming to be looking for the boys.

Saunders intercepted me and we set her up. She said she'd been hired to find out the status on the
case.

| hadn't really thought about it then or since. She was obviously nia tehole thing, but now,
from the looks of things, she was a part of this latest mess. Even if only on the periphery.

Funny how those concentric circles seem to constrict at times.

Still, none of us were laughing.

It was hard to tell how many threadens involved in this little knot that was intent on tangling
me up. How much of it was just circumstance, how much of it wasn't? How much of it was me

just being paranoid? How much of it was me not being paranoid enough?

The Philips' case, the fake me,dkaws getting shegetting killed, the fake Alan, Darringer,
Martinez- Aaron, it was enough to drive anyone over the edge and none of it really fit together.

Nick told me to try and get some sleep, but it was a long time in coming. As | tossed ffitfully
could hear him and Casey talking in the other room. | couldn't make out the words, but the
sounds helped me doze off once or twice.

When | woke it was time for Nick to be heading back to base. "I'll be back next weekend," he
promised. "You keep your hedow and pay attention.”

| nodded. It was easy to say, a lot harder when you're supposed to be paying attention to the
patient, not the psycho in the bushes.

| could tell by his smile he knew what | was thinking. | winked at him. "You do the same."

He winked back, gave me a brotherly kiss and was gone. After a few minutes | headed over to
Casey who was waiting in Therese's car and got in.

"So," | asked. "you baby sitting, or doing real work tonight?"
He smiled at me and winked. "A little of both Irtki"

Shift was insanity incarnate, but nothing out of the ordinary happened. Of course | consider a
seven car pile up with an overturned bus a normal day so who am | to speak?

Monday October 30th 2056- To protect and serve?
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Casey took me home last higback to the condo. The place was a mess. Someone had forced
entry into the apartment. Ripped everything apart. It was almost like it had been when | arrived
with several notable differences.

There was no police tape, and my stuff had been ruined. My guitar lay in several pieces, all held
together by the stringsny clothes had been torn to shreds.

When Casey couldn't get the star to respond, he called in the Agency. They weren't going to
accept the case originally it wasn't really their jurisdiction. At least it wasn't until Casey pointed
out the police cameras and monitors that had been installed, and left untouched.

We were taken away for questioning, after | rounded up the cats.

Severahours later the questioning over, the investigators asked me to explain some of the
graffiti I'd happily missed. It had Aaron written all over it. My guitar had been clubbed. My
spare helmet, now labeled 'Dead Meat', had been smashed into the walinierergnd picture

on the wall.

The bathroom had been the worst. Something red, goat's blood it turns out, had been smeared all
over the walls. With a warning "Next time" cleaned out of it. On the other wall, three dates:
02/08/52, 06/21/56 and 02/07/5I7aritten in blood.

The warning was obvious enough, but the dates...

| saw them and felt a fresh chill as the significance of the first two dates hit home. They were the
dates of Aaron's attacks. Those | could explain. The third, | understood allltoo we

| could tell the investigator wanted to ask aboubitt he wasn't sure how to begin. Casey was
trying to be supportive

He'd seen this sort of thing before, but somehow, this was a lot more personal. They both waited
for me to explain.

"lts my nextbirthday," | told them. My voice sounded small and wooden even to me.

The investigator nodded, then looked at me. "We'll get him." he assured me.

| tried to smile, but it was a bit much. Casey handed me a fresh cup of coffee and then gave the
investigaor a full rundown on what was happening with Darringer and the Martinez case. He
also told him how someone on the Star had told the people in Baltimore that | didn't have
anything to say about Aaron's release.

As he was talking | realized something | hadeen. "My folder!"

They both looked at me in worry and surprise.
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"I have a case folder. | keep everything Aaron's ever done on hard copy... Its not in any of the
pictures I'd left it on the kitchen counter..."

Casey looked at me for a minute. "Youl loive copies don't you?" he asked.
| nodded, still a bit mechanically. "In my safety deposit box."
Those words got all three of us moving. It was now my only copy.

Sure enoughsomeone had obtained a search warrant for my safety deposit box. It had bee
drilled and all the paperwork inside was gone. | could feel something cold and very dark forming
in the pit of my stomach.

"Don't worry Jess, we'll find it."
| almost couldn't hear Casey's promise. This was just too much.

Needless to say, | didn't gmme.

Tuesday October 31th 2056 Trick or treat

Halloween- All hallow's eve. Trick or treat. | think I've had enough of both right now. I'm sitting
here dictating my journal entry with a gun aimed at nothing. I'm watching the shadows as the
grow longer and longer and wondering which corner the trouitiieome from first. I'm hiding
from kids.

I'm hiding from my past, my present and probably my future. | hate living like this, but | have to
admit- I'm kind of fond of living. The cats seem to have taken things in stride. | wish | could.
I'm just too mmb to really feel anything right now. Anything but terror.

You know, | think I'd actually feel better if this were the result of some delusional paranoid
breakdown and not reality. Then at least there would be the possibility of it ending.

| really wishAaron had come with some sort of warning label. Or if he had, that I'd seen them
recognized them, done something with him. Now I'm holed up in a virtual stranger's house, with
my back to the wall wondering what ghosts and goblins will be visiting mghton can tell

you, this is not how | imagined my life.

Case left early this morning, promising to be back before nightfall. He's cutting it too damn close
for my tastes. Half an hour before sunset, he hasn't called, no one has called. Its almmwst like |
here all alone with my demons, and the demons, ghosts and goblins that are due to arrive any
time now.

PM - Late
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Its so weird, pretending like nothing's happening; pretending that you're enjoying all the people
trying to scare you. Casey tried to cheer me up, he really did. He even invited some of my friends
over... tried to turn it into an impromptu Halloween party.

It was actually fun for the most part. | mean how often do you get to see dignitaries dressed up
like Urban Brawlers? I think that's what made things all that much worse.

| was lost in the crowd of my friends, when | headed for the bathroom. As Ihesealltof toilet
papaer, | found a date written in red ink....today's date.

| ran. | didn't say anything, | didn't even look for Caséyust ran.

Now I'm watching the sun come up from the relative safety of a hotel room. It's a nice
nondescript roonmn a nameless part of town. Even | don't have a name here.

Maybe it'll give me the protection | need. Somehow theulgtioubt it.

Wednesday November 1st 2056All Saint's Day

| know | should check in with Case, let him know I'm all right. ExplaimiNtappened why |

left, but every time | pick up the phone | remember that if | call him, I'll be telling everyone in

the world exactly where | am. Somehow, someone had found their way to the party. | could have
been Aaron, or it could have been somebeldg. | can't take that chance any more.

If I call him, I'm going to be running again. I really don't know where this is going to end. All |
do know is that it has to end. | can't go on like this. I tried to slip out for something to eat, but it
seemedhat everyone was interested in my business.

The concierge, the bellhops, the lady with the hat bexegryone. | caught site of the police as
they patrolled the parking lot and tried to slip back into the building. Instead | ended up diving
from car tocar, trying to stay two cars away from its twin.

The police want me, Aaron wants me. No place is safe. | just want to hide, | want to fade into
nothingness | want to scream.

| really need a friend, and there aren't any | can call on without givingfraysay.

Like it or not- I'm on my own. Hopefully they'll understand...
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WeekTwenty T Going pitch black

Thursday November 2nd 2056 Off the air

WAITING FOR INPUT...

CONNECTION TIMED OUT

Friday November 3rd 2056- Nobody's there.

I've played over this thing too many times... Still no sign of Jess...

Ah Jess- you should have told me...
Where are you?

DELETE (Y/N)

Saturday November 4th 2056 No reply at all - Part 1

Sunday November 4th 2056 No reply at all - Part 2
Testing... testing...

Sounds good... Looks like it should work for her...

When she comes round.

If she comes round.

Don't talk like that

Just being realistic

A Year in Seattle 207
© Copyright 19922000

M.T. Decker



Monday November 6th 2056 Back on the air.

Score one for our side, the good guys won. Well, at least we survived.

I'm tired, 1 achethe only good thing | can say right now is: "I'm alive."

PC patched this thing in so that | can connect it to my pocket secretary. Then its just a question
of dictating things through the datajack. It's a bit odd, and slow. | have to watch the tendency for
words to run together, like thoughts. Still, its eati@n typing or talking would be right now.

Forgive me if my thoughts do run together. The pain killers are a little... confusing?

When | woke up my arm was no longer chained to a pipe and someone had pumped enough
fluids into me that sound didn't hurtyamore

Wait... no... that's really getting ahead of myself (I'll need to edit this later)

Sorry... just flipped back through the last entries. Casey sounded so worried... | wonder what it
was like for him. Maybe | should wait... or ask him to tiefiom his side... or Nick... Nick tells a
good story.

Maybe...

Maybe I'll just sleep... Tell it latewvhen I'm awake...

PM

Its late now. The nurses just kicked Casey and Nick out. They haven't left me since... since they
found me.

That's a soberinthought.

Let me start back with the beginning...

| spent most of Wednesday jumping at shadows. After trying to get out | just ended up slinking
back to my room and ordering room service. | kept looking out the peephole whenever | heard

any movement inhe hallway.

| was generally, a nervous wrecakith reason.
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| slept fitfully through the night, every sound seemingly magnified. Around 7:00 Thursday
morning | finally took a shower and was getting ready to make a new entry here when | heard a
noise dowrthe hall.

| looked out the peephole. Its not like you can really recognize anybody through theithess
you have fisheye®But | could recognize the lumbering stride of the man approaching my door.

My pulse skyrocketed and | did the only thing | lkbdo. | ran.
| had no way of knowing how he'd found me, no way of knowing that the police could have

called on any one of ten mages to find me any time they wanted. Thenifatiey could do
that, why are there still so many missing people?"

Sory- the nurse againgave me some pills, said | needed to....

NO SIGNAL... DISCONNECT? (Y/N)

Tuesday November 7th 2056 Disconnected.

Well, according to the nurses I'm being a pain, so | must be getting better. | actually talked a
little bit, but they keep telling me to take it easy.

Nick and Casey are a trip to watch. | still get tired really easy, and my shewleér lets just
sayl'm glad they're keeping the pain killers flowing.

Visiting hours were a slow steady stream of people lying about how 'good' | was looking.
Michael at least told me the truth.

Mrs. Walker told me that at first he didn't want to come, not that | blameltihink hospitals
hold too many memories for him. Seeing me like this must have been pretty hard on him.

"Jess," he told me. "You look terrible."
| laughed- as much as | could before it turned into more of a cough than anything. Mrs. Walker
was mortfied by his lack of tact. Jonathan took it in stride and pointed out to her that he was

right.

| smiled and held out my hand for him. It felt good to see all my friends and to know that it's
finally over. | never have to look over my shoulder for Aaroaiag
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Its after hours now.
Still not to crazy about being alone. Not after the last few days. Casey and Nick are trying to

convince the Doc to let one or both of them stay with me. | hope they can convince him, | don't
want to be alone that's when it'she worst.

It comes to me in images. | don't really remember what she said, or did.

I'd managed to give Aaron the slip and was getting ready to get out of the hotel when she stepped
in front of me, Officer Raz. I'd seen her before with Darringeeywkshe was one of his squad.

When she'd cuffed me and started to read me my rights, ever thing seemed normal.

It wasn't until she led me to the freight elevator that | knew something was really wrong. Even
then she'd managed to pass it off as "Hotelimglat-- not wanting to cause problems for the

hotel. She took me into one of the sub levels.

When the door opened | was greeted with a dose of curare. | couldn't move, | couldn't see unless
they opened my eyelids for me... but | could hear and feel &wegytThey spoke a combination

of Spanish and Azteca.

| couldn't really tell what they were planning, but | knew all too well what they thought-ef me
and my brothers.

"Los hermanos Miller.” It was one the one phrase that | remembered from the winbheane
"the Brothers (and sister) Miller."

At one point Raz opened my eyes so | could see, so she could gloat. She whispered in my ear,
something about her son, and my brotheaaad retribution.

There was an altar laid out, complete with implementesfruction. Obsidian. Such a beautiful
stone... usualky not then and probably not ever again.

That did it... got the nurse with that one. She's not taking any chances... right to the IV...

NO SIGNAL... DISCONNECT? (Y/N)

WednesdayNovember 8th 2056 The whole story.
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The nurses are optimistic, the doctor says the worst is over and | can go home soon. | think that's
what they're hoping. | know | am.

Today the police were finally allowed to come in and question me as to what happenexdly
with Casey and Nick and my lawyer present.

Darringer was at least human this time. He was listening to what | said, he wasn't accusatory in
his questions. That probably has more to do with the fact that Martinez came too a few days ago
and ID'dthe shooter.

It wasn't Alan. It never was.

He'd already finished questioning Casey and Nick since they were the reason | was still alive.
They knew how it ended... | knew how it began.

The fact that Officer Raz was working for AZT first and Lone Ssaa aneans to an end didn't sit

well with Darringer. Seems the thing he hates more than suspected cop shooters and their sisters
is a dirty cop. I'm sure as AZT is concerned she was as righteous as they come.

It's over now. | have to keep reminding mys#lthat, remind myself and move on.

| told him about her. About her 'arresting' me and then taking me downstairs. | told him as much
of what happened as | could remember, but it was fractured. After they'd finished with me, she'd
taken me deeper into tlseeam tunnels.

Then she handcuffed me to one of the pipes running along the wall and left. It was high enough
that | could almost kneel. With a little bit of work | found | could reach a rock or two... but | was
there for quite a while before | was coh@renough to try.

Darring asked me how long I'd been there, but | had no idea. | had no idea how long Raz and her
friends kept me there, and no idea of how they planned on disposing of me.

That was where Aaron came in.

I'd tried everything | could thinkf-- Climbing onto the pipe, trying to brake it, trying to smash
the cuffs with a rock... everything. | tried grease, spit, praysageaming.

The rest of it was pretty much a blur until Aaron showed up. | remembered hearing him call my
name

He smiledat me, said something about "You've been avoiding me again... Jess... you always do
that."

He even had a lead pipe in his hands the for occasion.
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That was it, | knew | was dead, knew that it wasn't going to be fun, and that by the time he
finished withme, if they every found me, nobody would know that Raz and | had spend anytime
together. It would have just been Aaron. Just a psycHmgfiend killing his estranged

girlfriend. Case closed. Tragic, but not uncommon.

As he neared me, | heard the jaguakaron heard it too and was looking up as two shots rang
out. That was pretty much all | remembered.

| could see Casey and Nick as they listened to what had happened while | was missing. | knew
they were worried about me and somehow | think knowing Wwhd happened made it worse.

Darringer thanked me for my time and left. No well wishes, no apologies, just like Case had
warned me.

PM.
| have to stop falling asleep in the middle of this thing.

This afternoon | got the whole story from Casay &lick. It was funny, | felt so ... disassociated
from the whole thing. It was almost like watching a trid...

Casey started the story.

"l was worried about you. | didn't even know you'd left the party, until someone asked about the
date in the bathroom

He shook his head as he looked at me apologetically. "I think | kinda lost it then..."

Knowing Casey, | knew "kinda losing it" was probably one of the biggest understatements of the
year. Someone had slipped into his house, quite possibly a friend and done this. No "Kinda
losing it" was not the optimal phrase.

"That's when | called in a fefavors," he smiled at me and | nodded.

He'd contacted the police and got my latest whereabouts. So | was 'hiding' and everybody in the
world knew where | was. Should have known.

He figured he'd give me a few days of peatst me come in on my own. Hkdn't realize how
bad it had gotten until | was gone. Until he'd read my journal entries, but by itheas too
late.

Then he'd contacted the Walkers, Nick, even Marmone had heard from me, and none of
them could find me. Even the police magesldo't locate me.
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Of course, by then Raz and her friends had me and were cooking up something, so it wasn't
really surprising that they couldn't find me.

Nick went off on his own search. He said he'd tried everything and then finally gave up looking
for me and went looking for Aaron. Guess he figured that Aaron would lead him-tdf e
knew where | was.

He said Aaron was playing things really cogbing from party scene to party scene, mingling,
making sure he was seen. He was afraid that he wdatéoo

It was about then that he realized that | hadn't given the police the slip. It was quite possible that
| had never left the hotel. At least not thought the front door.

Casey noddedthat's where he started looking for me. The path had finallgidaahstairs. He
actually heard me pounding on the pipd®fore I'd slipped and ended up dislocating my
shoulder among other things.

Nick for his part continued to follow Aaron, hoping he wasn't too late, but all the time figuring
that he probably was.akon for his part continued club hopping, and Nick continued trying to
blend in.

| had to laugh at thalNick is not the type to go clubbing. Rock climbing, hiking, white water
rafting, surethat was Nick, but clubs were right out.

Nick talked about howomen seemed drawn to Aaron. | had to nod. He had an innate charm
that drew you to him. He just didn't have what it took for a stable relatichik@stability.

So he watched as Aaron played it cool. After several pick up attempts one w&azamaga-
sauntered over. The way Nick described it, he knew it wasn't a normal pick up scene. She had a
sense of purpose about her. She was on the hunt.

According to Nick, she slipped up to him and handed him a piece of paper. He smiled at her
offered her alrink and she politely declined. Nick wanted to follow her, but stuck with Aaron

That's what led him to me. Aaron followed the map, Nick followed him.

| asked about the gunshots, and Nick shrugged them off. "I killed Aaron," he told me gently.
"And | killed Raz," Casey added.

| looked at him for a moment. "The Jaguar,” | finally said wearily.

He nodded. "The Jaguar," he agreed. "Funny thing was... Martinez woke up about the same
time."

| nodded. Somehow that didn't surprise me either.
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Anyway-- its almost time for "Nurse Ratched" to come by with my evening meds. Lets try
signing off on this for a change.
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WeekTwenty-onel Getting better

Thursday November 9th 2056 Getting Better

| finally realized two things about the whole mess. First, and most embarrassing, was the fact
that Casey had read my journal. | talked to him about that. He swears up and down that he only
read the last few entrieBying to get a feel for where |1 migbt, what | might of done.

| really hope he didn't read the mindless prattle and ramblings about him. | really do. He's acting
like he hasn‘tbut | don't know(Reminder delete prattle.)

Second, and more important, was the Philips case. We had gotten some information on it, but
then it wasn't on my update disk from Andrews. Now | had no reports from the police, no idea
who had taken over that case, or my brother's cases.

When | talked taCasey about it he just chuckled and shook his head.

"What?" | asked.

He finally got his laughter under control. "Jédse said, with a slight laugh in his voice. "You're
too much."”

"What?" | asked again, this time a little more insistently.

"Jess mod people, after what you've been through would be thinking of something like...
Tabhiti... you" He shook his head. "Right back into the middle of it."

| shrugged. It's the way | am. Besides, working on something might take my mind off of my arm.

| startal therapy today. Seems | did some damage to the tendons and ligaments. If | want to be
able to have full use of my arm and haitsl therapy time.

Let me tell you something | learned today. Squeezing a tennis ball doesn't sound like much work,
but it canbe. My fingers are still stiff, they're cutting back on the pain killers, which means I'm
not quite as loopy, but it also means | feel it a little bit more. (A lot more after therapy)

Nick said his gootbyes and headed back to base. Now that the emergeascgver, he had to

report back in. Sometimes I really wish things had worked out with ihirnat least | still have a

very dear friend, who'll drop everything and save my hide before riding back out into the sunset.
| overheard what he said to Caseptvtake good care of her!"

It kinda felt good to hear that.

More tomorrow time for good little Jesses to be in bed.
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Friday November 10th 2056- Just desserts.

Darringer stopped by again, this time for me to identify a few things they found in Alaoosl's
room. Again, he wasn't allowed to see me without Casey and a lawyer present.

It was an odd collection of things he'd taken from the condo. The folder, some privatghtems
spare key to my bike. | nodded woodenly as he showed me each item.eT$tlemed me a few
more items. They weren't mine.

He also showed me a picture of a woman it was labeled "Chloe"

That was news to me. Was she a future target, or my predecessor? No one had any idea.
When he finished, he looked at the lawyer and Case ntiegen

"Look, Miller," he said. "No hard feelings."

| knew what | was supposed to say, which was notthagit was just too much. "l understand
your position,” | told him.

| waited until he started to relax before | continued. "The surveillance, the wiretap... they were
understandable. As for hindering from doing my job, jeopardizing the citizératys something
you have to take up with Citywide. And your people owe mewakit, stocked to my
specifications.”

It took him a few minutes to calm down about that and finally he nodded. "I can understand that.
Glad you understand."

| shook my head. "I'm not done," | told him. | could tell Casey was trying to suppress asthile
was having a hard time of it.

"What else?" he asked. He was preparing to stand his ground when | pulled the rug out from
under him.

"Your resignation.”
His eyes bulged at that one. "My resignation!? Now you've gone too far..."

| shook my head slow! "No- you went too far. | can deal with the wire tap, the bugs, the
surveillance, the harassment . | can even deal with some of the scare tactics ybutushdn
you failed to contact me about the Mistopholes ca$en you lied and said | had no
compaints.. you perjured yourself and more to the point released my little serial killer. That |
believe, is called Criminal Endangerment and is a felony."
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"l didn't.."

"Contact me?" | asked filling in the blanks. "You have a choiegign, and stay resigd or
face the charges."

He stormed out, leaving the things from Aaron's place in his wake.
Casey let out a 'whoop' once Darringer's elevator headed down.

The lawyer merely shook his head and told me if | ever considered going into trial law to look
him up.

| was surprised by how much the whole confrontation took out of me, but | felt oddly free.

Therapy was hell, but that's to be expected. The doctors say | may be able to start out patient
therapy Monday, meaning I'm stuck here over the weekend.

I'm sure the nursing staff is overjoyed.

Saturday November 11th 2056 Reflections.

Casey had to report in to work today. | kinda wish he was still here. | really don't like being
alone. | feel vulnerable, scared.

| guess when I'm alone, | have too mtiche to think about what happened, about Aaron, about
Raz about mortality.

If there was any doubt in my mind that the boys had gotten on AZT's bad side, my experience
with Raz and her friends had erased it. Whenever | think about her, about théhatual s
performed, about the whole incident, | find myself rocking back and forth in an almost autistic
manner. Guess the experience hit me harder than | thought.

Whatever it was they did, whatever the purpéodamew it wasn't designed to directly effect me.

No, if that were they case there would be no point in killing me afterwards. As a matter of fact, it
probably would have defeated the purpose. No, it was definitely something for the boys,
otherwise what she did afterwards made no sense.

She wanted to dsomething, something to hurt the boys. On the bright side it meant the boys
were alive, somewhereso | guess even that makes it tolerable.

With nothing else to focus on, | turned my attention to the folder. A summary to my final
relationship with AaronEvery phone call, every threat, every attack, all nicely categorized and
filed. It was over now a memory. Something best forgotten.
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Then there was the picture: the mysterious Chloe. Was she lik&aran's victim? Past?

Present? Future? Had he finished with her, or just begun? Her eyes haunted me as | worked my
hand and arm. It helped to think of anything other than the action, emedhlting twinges of

pain.

The therapist told me I'd been lucky. I'd done a lot more than just dislocated my shoulder. He
joked that it looked like I'd tried to relocateet ito another state.

| tried napping after the afternoon's torture session tvéttherapist, but | really didn't want to
take more pain killers and it was too much without them. One of the nurses tried to get me to
take them.

"Maybe later," | told her. How can I tell her that when | take them, | can't control my dreams,
and | endup somewhere | really don't want to be?

What I really want is to sleep in my own bedafe in my own home. But do | really have a
home. I've got the boy's condd/att's bed... Its where 1 live, but is it really home? | don't know
any more.

Sunday Nowember 12th 2056 Therapy

Well-- add another therapist to the list of people I'm seeing now. This one's a psych. He keeps
telling me its normal to feel this way after what I've been through. Normal -Yreatmal

people don't wake up with an orderly strligg to finish restraining them before they hurt
*another* nurse.

| swear, it almost felt like | was floating above it all, watching myself as | lost it. It wasn't really
me. Again that 'disconnected' feeling.

If I thought | was bored and starting in Witabin fever before, | know it now. You think laying
in a hospital bed is boring, try staring at the ceiling ‘cause you're tied to the bed and all you have
to watch is the IV drip. Oh, that's fun.

Of course now the nurses talk to the doctors about red tkn't understand what they're saying.
People, | went off the deep endldid not drop my language skills.

At least I'm still hooked into this getup enough that | can read through old entries and make new
ones.

They say its post traumatic stredam beginning to think it's the drugs, but trying to get them to
listen is another thing entirely. Even when one of the nurses does listen to me, she just nods and
pats my hand condescendingly.
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| think this is the real reason medics and doctors make lai@ngs they come with a built in
second opinion and nobody takes it seriously. And when you know something's wrong and they
don't listen- it gets frustrating.

Of course, they attribute that to post traumatic stress as well. How about plain old f&shione
frustration- it works for me. Still they know better and I'm just having trouble adjusting.

So now I'm considered a hazard and | have to go for counseling and therapy until they figure out
what the real problem is. Man | just want to get out of heferbehey kill me.

For my own good mind you...

Monday November 13th 2056 Going Home

After another night of very vivid nightmaresomebody's finally listening to me. Although after
last night, I'm not sure they're going to want to let me out of Unatikthey're sure I'm all right.
Casey's working on that.

It seems | have an allergy to some of the painkillers they've been using.

Didn't | say that before? Didn't | try and tell them that? 'Course, I'm just the patient with just a
little bit of medica knowledge... a hypochondriac don't you know?

Okay being sarcastic isn't going to get me anywhere, but I'm not really at my best right now.
Lack of real sleep does that to me.

| got violent again. They matched that up with yesterday's chart and nibiitexbout 20

minutes after they gave me the pain killers my blood pressure would skyrocket and then the 'odd
behavior would start. Seems the med, a cocaine derivative, can cause violent episodes and
hallucinations of nightmarish intensity.

But that's only a mild possibilityess than 1/100 of a percent. Lucky me.
My doctor found it fascinating. | found it annoying.

They want to keep me in for observation, | want to go home. Casey agrees with me. Going to
take sometime to see who wins thrse.

Its now a little after 11:00. Casey's been arguing with the Doc for almost 10 minutes straight.
The doctor warning him that | was still in need of medical attenhion countering with how,
"if she gets any more medical attention, it couldl tr."
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| had never heard that tone in his voice before. He was worried.

When he came back in he smiled at me and gave my shoulder a gentle pat. "We'll get you out
here," he promised.

"Thank you," | said, unable to say more.

He understood.

It took another few hours to get all the paperwork together and signed. There were release forms,
warnings, instructions, things to look for, my schedule forfdre doctor's warnings;

prescriptions, payment agreements. On and on for the next hour and haifit\Whe over |

looked at the prescriptions. Painkilleedl of them: one for the day, one for nighttime.

Somehow | don't think | want to take any more drugs. At least not the ones they're offering here.
Finally everything was signed and | was offityakeleased.

Casey wheeled me out to the car and smiled. "Where do you want to go?"

| thought about it for a little while and realized that the choices were rather limited. The condo
was still a mess and the cats were at his place.

"We're going to havelean up the condo before anybody can stay there," | sighed. | really kind
of wanted to stay there. At least the surroundings were familiar.

"Jess," he told me gently. "The condo is clean... Mario and a few people got together
straightened it up for yolNew door even."

| can't really describe how | feltelieved? Touched? Happy?

Turns out he'd spent the better part of Sunday straightening the place with Mario and the others.
Fixing and replacing the broken things, and making sure the bugs were'gobeginning to

think he read more than he admitted.

| just smiled and said. "Then lets go home."

| guess home is really where your friends are.

Tuesday November 14th 2056 Recovering
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| had a lot of trouble sleeping last night. Without the IV loadét painkillers- there was
nothing to override the pain, and whenever I'd get comfortable, my shoulder would cramp up.

| can see why the doctors were worried, but after what happened yesterday... | really don't want
the pain killers- any of them.

Casey's been wonderful. He had planed to sleep on the couch and be there if | needed him. Turns
out | needed him enough that he ended up moving a chair into Matt's room.

| finally fell asleep around 5 AM. But it was more of and exhaustion thing tharn @hires |
guess sometimes you take what you can get.

Its around 2 now, and Casey's fixing me something to eat. From the looks of things I'm at least 2
weeks out from being able to ridéet alone do my job. | checked with the main office. | start
working night dispatch Next Monday, after the doctor's have cleared me for very limited duty.

PM
Well, Daniels and Cummings dropped-bRarringer has decided to retire from law
enforcement. Glad to see some things going my way. They stayed until | startetdfs, then

made their goodbyes and left.

Casey herded me off to bed and is making warm milk and honey for me. I'm really beginning to
wonder how much of my journal he *actually* read.

Wednesday November 15th 2056Putting my demons to rest

| wokeup in the middle of the night last night. | was curled up in a small fetal ball, my shoulder
was killing me, and Casey was holding me, trying to wake me up, reassure me.

Definitely not the way | imagined what it would be like to wake up in his arms. d¢kedb
almost as panicked as | felt.

Even now I'm not sure what happened or where | was in my nightmare, but we figured out what
had caused it. My arm had gotten wrapped up in the sheets and when | rolled over, my arm
stayed. It was a combination of thatlahe resulting pain in my shoulder that did it, and | was

too tired to wake up.

It became a part of my dreamaking me back to the steam tunnels... to Raz and then to Aaron.
Only this time...

Only this time it was just a dream.
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| have to keep tellinghyself that. Even as | retell it | find myself shivering. They're both gone,
and yet somehow, I'm still their captive... and Aaron is still stalking me.

Casey asked me about it. All I could do was shake my head. It wasn't like | didn't want to tell
him, it was more like there wasn't really anything to tell. There aren't any words that describe the
feeling the memories. And if there arhey're too broad and general to really convey what I'm
feeling.

At least in trying to explain it to hird found someof the words | needed here. | am still his
prisoner. In my mind | know he's gorteat its over, but emotionally, he's still there.

He's right behind me where | can't see him, but | know he's there. | thought about that a lot today.
Our 'history' nicely eshrined in a manilla folder record of everything that went wrong
between us.

Casey was worried about me, especially when | took the folder and headed for the fireplace. | sat
on the hearth for a while, before lighting the syilutlys. As the flames s&d down | opened the
folder, reading it by the fire light.

The first page was the first police report I'd filed: an assault charge. It wasn't exactly an 'assault’
it was more of accosting meying to restrain me. We had just broken up and he 'needeatkt
to me.'

| took the sheet, rolled it up and tossed it into the-fikatching it light up the room and then
vanish from my life in a puff of smoke and ash. | smiled and looked at Casey.

| could see his smile grow as he realized what | was doimgs finally putting my demon to
rest.

One by one the records of our posfationship relationship were added to the pyre. The stalking
charges, the restraining orders, the phone calls... everything until all that was left was the folder
and the picturef Chloe. The folder was the last to go.

"Goodbye Aaron | hope you find the peace you never could find here."”

| watched the fire for a very long time, letting its warmth fill me; letting the memories fade to
ashes like the fire. Finally | turned back to Casey and smiled. It was overfexoapt for

finding Chloe and telling her what had happened.

Hopefully shél find her peace as well.
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WeekTwenty-two i Roll with it

Thursday November 16th 2056 Chloe

| didn't need to find Chloe, she found me. After everything that had happened, the story did make
the papers. Something about a Paramedic being held captiegguound. The spookiness of it,
the timing it was the perfect end of Halloween story.

She waited until the reporters were gone and things had once again settled down. I'm not sure
who she was trying to protect, me or her, but it didn't really mattefin&diy met and she was
all right.

She was more than all riglghe was me. She was an EMT from the Motor City. That sent chills
down my spine. | thought about her and then | thought about the headline he'd shown me on the
phone.

| told her to hold on aninute and then went back, hoping that it was still on the phaoeng |
hadn't destroyed it last night in my little ceremony. | rewound the tape and feand ithe
masthead. It was an Boston paper.

Casey was worried about me as | sat back dowrsdyaething in Chloe's eyes told me that she
understood. She'd been there after all.

We talked for quite a while and after a bit Casey left us alone, figuring it would be easier if he
wasn't there. That still makes me smile.

Chloe's story was like mirenough to realize that Aaron wasn't just a fluke... he was hunting
from the start. He'd met her at a bar after a particularly harshshépt her off her feet; made
her forget everything else.

Then the relationship drifted apart. He was changiedting more possessive. Then the phone
calls started.

| nodded shivering as she told me the story. It was our-sé@mpn and meonly it had
happened two years before Aaron and me.

Chloe' had run, hidden, changed her profession. He found her a coupleobégfore she'd
learned to really hide. She became as much a chameleon as he had. It was hard, but somehow,
having someone who understood without having to say a-tiinglped both of us.

She gave me her address, told me she was moving back to Detooitled relishing her
freedom almost as much as | did mine. | chuckled and looked at her.

"We're free..." | sighed. "We're finally free."
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She nodded in silent agreement.

We went to the park, with Casey watching us worriedly. We watched the suichety edent
reflection and joy.

It is indeed over.

Friday November 17th 2056 Dinner and a surveillance

For the first time since | came heréslept soundly. | was safeand | was home. | think it was
the first time | really believed it. Somehowaddhlet my search for my brothers interfere with
something very important, and | hadn't realized until it was almost taken away from me.

When I rolled over with my neilound wisdom Case sat up straight in his chair and smiled.

"You're looking a lot better," he said. His voice had a slight gruffness to it, like he hadn't had
enough sleep lately.

| can understand that.
"I'm feeling a lot better," I told him.
It wasn't necessaryhe could see the change in me, the change iseasch.

I'm still going to look for my brothers, and I'm not going to give up until | find something out
but its not going to be my life. | think the boy's would want it that way.

Physical Therapy was tough, but it looks like I'll be able to retufulltduty in about 2 weeks.
Until then- and until Citywide clears me for duty, I'll be manning the phones at dispatch. Its not
too bad.

It means I'll get to spend some time with Casey... and Michael, eratybody. | went down to
the clinic when Casedd 'a few things to do downtown.'

Trina didn't mom me for once, and | was glad. | didn't really need that right now. | don't think
either of us did. | did talk to her about Casey. She told me that considering her track record with
men that she probably walt the best source to consult.

Then again, with mine, neither am I. | think I'll stick to triage and emergency medical
procedures those | understand... It's the whole wondering about relationships that drives you
mad. | think we've both had enough mass for right now.

Of course that decision went straight out the window when Casey showed up with Jonathan and
they took the two of us out to dinner. It was confusing, but nice.
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Sometimes | wish men came with instruction booklets. Looking at TrinaiGist | think she
feels about the same. | think we both felt a bit awkwaurdtil we noticed that they were paying
a lot more attention to the man two tables down from us than they were to their food, or us.

And here | was starting to worry that he vietsing his work slip ‘cause of me. Ego... do it to you
every time.

Saturday November 18th 2056 A good laugh

Oh man... | had to laugh this morning. | told Case | wanted to go to council Island and see the
folks there- | figure Michael and | have sonserious catctup to do on cartoorsand life.

Anyway-- Case got this worried kind of expression. | had to do some major prodding to find
anything out, but when | did... | was rolling on the floor.

He was worried that | was upset about him using meTaind as cover on a stake out. The look
on his face as | was trying, and failing, to get it under control only made it worse.

| shook my head and finally gasped, "next time, you may want to give us some warning." | was
still chuckling when | explained I tnean... if one of them started choking.. your 'dates' would
have been all over themhardly what you'd call inconspicuous.”

He chuckled in spite of himself. You knevihe's almost as much of a weatholic as | am.

It was a good day. | even managedave a nice long talk with Mrs. Walker about Raz and
Aaron, the ritual. She nodded knowingly... and then took hair, blood and tissue sajugiés

case.

She said that this way she could find me if anything like this happened again. With thewgay | i
my life-- its probably a good idea.

Sunday November 19th 2056 Letting go

| ended up going to church this mornimgpmething | haven't done in ages. It felt good theugh
like being homelike I've finally decided that this is my home.

The sermon was on forgivenes®w anger and grudges could make you a prisoner.

| can vouch for that one.
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After services Case took me to a decent restaurant for a brunch buffet. | spent most of the time
plowing into the food, he spent most of the timérgy me an almost shocked look. | think | was

on my third plate when | noticed and looked up at him.

"What?" | asked innocently.

He just shook his head and poured some syrup on my pancakes. "Nothing,"” he said in an amused
tone of voice. "Nothing at all."

By my fifth serving the manager came over to ask if everything was alright. | probably should
have stopped there, but it was just too comical watching the manager... watching Case. As |
stood and headed for the buffet line Case just shook his-tieradhanager was reaching for his
calculator.

| had a hard time keeping a straight face. Its good to see Casey smiling though.

It was a rather lazy afternoerwe spend the day reading the papers, downloading the latest info.
Then | decided to search the Bwsipaperslooking for that article.

| found it.

Her name was JoAnn Johansado to her close friends, Hanna to most others. She had been
found bludgeoned to death in the entrance to her apartment. It was still an unsolved case, but
they were still lookng for her estranged boy friend in the hopes he could shed some light on the
subject Aaron.

| showed the article to Case, who just shook his head.

"You just aren't happy with the idea of smooth sailing are you?"

| grinned. "More like | don't like mysties niggling at me."

"You could ignore them," he suggested.

| know it would make life easierbut its not my style. | can't ignore something that's wrongt
until it's been dealt with.

I'm not sure what possessed me, but | suggested somethiridhabalistracting me.

He took me up on the offer... | think we surprised each other.

Monday November 20th 2056 I'll pass you on to my supervisor.

Have | mentioned that dispatch is BORING?
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"Hello Citywide, may | help you?"

"No ma'am, | don't think its against the law for a troll to be out walking his dog."

"No, if the dog is making a mess, his owner should clean it up."

"Well ma'am that isn't a medical emergencyou really should call the Star or sanitation.”
"Hello Citywide, may | help you?"

"Ma'am, | told you... this line is for fire and rescue. A dog pooping on the street does not
constitute... Yes ma'am, I'll pass you on to my supervisor."

| have to admit there were a few interesting edilg from the tpatch end, even those were

boring. You take the calls, you track the people taking the call. Its paperwork without the paper. |
was so bored it wasn't even funny.

| had to keep from taking it out on the callers.

"Hello Citywide, may | help you?

"Ma'am... | don't understand. You need to call out 17 men, three trucks and an ambulance
because your cat is stuck in a tree. He'll come down you know... they do that."

"Ma'am- have you ever seen a cat's skeleton in a tree?... Beliewbegecome down."
"Yesma'am, I'll pass you on to my supervisor..."

All day like this.

"Hello Citywide, may | help you?"

"Sir, slow down please, | can't understand you..."

"Yes sir, | speak Englishdo you?"

"No sir, I'm not making fun of you... "

"Yes sir, I'll pass yoon to my supervisor.”

| was actually relieved when the supervisor called me into his office and gave me a "talking to!".
"Miller," he told me. "I know these calls are... not our jurisdiction... but you have to make it
sound like you understand and thgbu see to it that the appropriate authority is notified.

Telling the woman that her can will come down when its ready may be truéshndt what
they want to hear."
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| nodded, but he could tell my sentiments on it.

"Look Miller, we take the calland pass them on to be handled accordingly. If its not our
jurisdiction, we pass it on. No discussion, no attempts to correct the world. | know its not what
you're used tobut this is what we do and since we need a medic here to figure things out, and
you can't ride we're stuck together."

| nodded. "But | need to play nice with others."

He nodded. "You got it."

| tried to be pleasant, but it's a lot easier to figure out what you need to do when you're there. On
the phone its mostly tone of voice anduywsually aren't talking to the person in trouble. Guess |

need to work on my phone side manner.

What | really need is to get back out on the streets.

Tuesday November 21st 2056More exciting than watching paint dry

After work last night Casey picked me up and took me out to dinner. It was a nice ending to an
otherwise boring day. This morning | had a hard time getting up for another one. The second day
was a little easier than the first one.

| think | learned earlyust how mind numbingly boring some of the calls can get. | had managed
to convince myself that they couldn't get any more boring and | was for the most part right. | did
get a few "live" callscalls that required me to talk people through what to dd¢ tinetimedics

arrived.

Those calls were few and far between. The rest of the time it was just taking calls and passing on
the information.

Still, | guess, it beats staring at an 1V drip.

Wednesday November 22nd 2056Rider down

Sometimes when you leat expect, everything turns upside down. It takes everything you have
to get things back where they belong. Then when you think everything is fine and order has been
restored... you find out the chaos has just begun.

Tonight | learned another reason l'eally bad at this job. Its one thing to take the calls, keep
track of the people doing their job: monitoring; waiting; watching...
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Its quite another thing when you dispatch a friend to a-@aid they never make it there. It was
a chest pain call. Sontenhg simple, yet something we flag ‘cause it could be bad... a motormedic
call. Ray...

He's in surgery now... | took a cab over to his place and told Gwen. Needless to say, she didn't
take the news all that well.

"Why?"

Her question hit me kind of hardvhy?"

Why do we risk our lives like this?

Why do these things seem to happen when you're least prepared to cope with it?

Why Ray?

It takes a while to realize the fact that there is no reagast something that happens. She
nearly slapped me whendld her that, not that | really blame her. Still, Ray's my partne+and

in some odd sort of way | guess she's my sistdaw.

| got her down to the cab alright, but then she started having second thoughts. Second thoughts
about going, second thouglatisout Ray. | took a deep breath and smiled at her.

"He needs you," | told her.

She gave me a look that could have frozen me to my seat if I'd i€t hadn't seen it dozens of
times when I'm working on a patient.

| nodded. "Look, I'm not going tocandy coat this. Anytime a bike goes down, it's serious- But
its part of who he is. And if you're having doubts now, that's fine. But this is the reality we face
everyday, and another part of it, is him knowing that you're there for him."

"... I don't hink | can..." she said softly.
| wasn't sure if she meant then;-dong term. Like | said, the job is hard on relationships.
| nodded and offered her my hand. "I'll stay with you if you'd like."

She sat there for a long time then nodded. I'm notisahe'll stay for the long haul... but it's a
big step in a relationship. Its when you realize there's a lot more than just being withlitteem
being there for them.

Case was at the hospital when we got there. He'd heard Ray'd gone down, knew I'd be there.
Ray's pretty messed up right now, but he's going to be all right. I just don't think | can take any
more dispatching. I'm better at doing then telling someone els@hwhat to do.

A Year in Seattle 229 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



WeekTwenty-three i A week in the country

Thursday November 23rd 2056 Packing up.

| reported into work and was immediately reassigned. Citywide can be a lot of things, but they
do know their people and they know how to keep them heditippy and on the job. Dispatch
was not the way to do it for me.

Fortunately, the Star had worked something out with them. They're heading up into the
mountains for a week long training course in search and resedehey need a medic.

I'm pretty sureCasey had something to do getting me the job. He knows all too well what this is
doing to me.

Now instead of dwelling on things, | have something to focus on. | have today and tomorrow
morning to get all my gear together and report in. I'll be travelitigthem to their base camp,
where I'll stay.

If anything happens to therthey come to me. Sounds like its more of a sick call and first aid
station than true paramedic work, but this way at iéakin't have to answer the phone and |
don't have to gnd my time worrying about the people I've dispatched.

| stopped by to see the physical therapist and he gave me a few exercises and some goals. He told
me not to push to hard, but to push. Then he took me through a grueling routine.

"If you don't feel ike that by the end of the session, you're doing something wrong," he told me.
| nodded, too tired to say anything.
"I'll see you in a week," he added.

| know I'm going to hate the routine, but | know I'll hate not riding even more. Case spent the
day diving me around.

"Don't you have something more important to do?" | finally asked.

He smiled at me and shook his head. "Nothing more important than making sure our medic's
good to go."

| looked at him for a minute and smiled. He had arranged this.rif@dic?"

He nodded, his smile broadening. "Yeah. We needed a medic for the exercises and | knew this
great medic that was going bonkers in dispatch."

He knows me too well.
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Friday November 24th 2056 A field trip

| stopped by the hospital and talkedRay a little bit, looks like when he gets out he's going to
be the one at dispatch. He and Gwen had a long &k wants him to do something 'safer'.

| don't think he's in any condition to argue about it right now, but somehow | think when it
comesime, they're going to be having another talk.

| could be wrong, but | just can't see Ray giving up being a mexiien for Gwen. And even if
he does, he's not going to be happy about it.

We talked a whileabout life, about what happenebout the facthat life has a tendency to
happen in a major way around us. 'Just the way things are | guess (At least it is for me, but then
again | could be wrong)

Case picked me up from the hospital around eleven. He took me to the condo where | loaded up
my gear then we went to his place. | was a bit surprised when he had several bags packed and
waiting by the door.

| think it really hadn't hit that he was goitwp until | saw his bags and mine together.

"What?" he asked. "You think I'm going to let you have all the fun?"

| think 1 was grinning like an idiot, but it was great. We're going to the mountains together for a
week. Just Case, Meand 200 of his cleest Star buddies.

Saturday November 25th 2056 Roughing it easy
Now this is 'roughing' it in style. The Star guys might not be having fun, but | sure am.

I've got first class accommodations and a trid; a thoroughly stocked station with everything |
could possibly need to treat the kind of injuries we're expecting and 7 beds just in case.

Of course this just screams 'something is going to go wrong.' Buteagrything I've been
through I think | can handle it.

| almost feel sorry for Case, I'd feel more sorry for him if he was actually staying in his assigned
tent with his assigned roommate. The man, Sgt McGruder, snores so loudly that everybody in the
camp has complained.

They were kindly told that this is "supposed to be a realistic reproduction of what they'd be going
through in a real search operatiao deal with it."
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Case just opted to visit me. | mean with 6 open beds, a fridge and a trich Idtadore to offer
than a cot next to the loudest snorer in camp.

| spent most of the day stowing my gear and checking out the facilities. The Star spent theirs
setting up camp and getting familiar with the area.

Today was mostly orientation, which thdidn't expect me to attend. | did anywayvanted to
see exactly what they were planning for the week.

Looks like | can expect to see lots of muscle pulls and twisted ankles. I'm beginning to think
some of these guys have never been anywhere that hadn'paved. Should prove interesting.

Sunday November 26th 2056 Searching revelations

Things were rather boring in the morning. | went through my stock and supplies, making sure |
had everything | could need. By the time | finished everybody wihe ahain briefing/lecture.

| headed over to the big open grassy area to listen in. Then | saw Case. | felt like a kid in grade
school- He'd saved a spot for me.

They were discussing search procedures and as | watched | tried to figure out what wa#t wrong
took me a while, but then | realized why: the techniques they were teaching were based on
searching for a fugitive someone who doesn't wan to be found.

| shook my head when they finished and one of the instructors glared at me. "Do you have a
problem?"

| stood and took a deep breath. "Well sir... everything you've covered is designed to ... flush
someone from cover... that's fine for doing a felon search... but search and rescue is different...
Usually the people you're looking for want to be fountihey're either trying to contact you... or
they're in no shape to contact you... Either way, the search pattern is different.

They thought about what | said for a moment and then nodded. "How do the searches differ?"
| took a deep breath. "In one yomilooking for hiding places. Trying to identify where the

subject would go by the cover. The other... you're trying to find where they were going or trying
to go...Tracking what could have happened along the way... "

The instructor nodded. "Still the procedures are the same..."

| shook my head and shrugged. "Different mind set | guess."

After | sat back down, | realized I'd based on my search for the boys on the assumption that they
wanted to be found. I'd forgotteti about the fact that they were hiding.
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The more | thought about it the more | realized that the whole thing with Raz had been an
attempt to flush them out.

Since | opened up my big mouth, | got to teach the afternoon's classes on wildernessilfirst aid.
took them through the basic procedures then added some key tricks in mprovising equipment.
Then at the end | gave them an overview of 'survival medicine.’

There were a lot of people who were surprised that you could find medicines in-nature
forgatten just about everybody there got their meds from a bottle. It was an interesting day.

Case and | talked about it some over coffee in the station after lights out. We had a good chuckle
over my assumption. It was a little bit latbut at least | figted it out.

Monday November 27th 2056 Nature doesn't come with a warning label.

Today's classes ended up breaking down into smaller teams. Each team was taken out and
allowed to practice what they'd learned. That's where | started having peopld tmwor

One case of poison ivy, two sprained ankles and one broken arm from an officer climbing a tree.

When they brought him in he was enraged. There should have been a warning if the tree wasn't
able to support him. He'd picked a rotten branch, it bvdki&e he was trying to hoist himself up.

I'm beginning to think they should teach 'remedial outdoorsmanship.’
"This is not the city... unlike the city... there's a lot of nature around. Nature is chaotic..."

The day started out nice enough but by tweas raining like a madog. There were a lot of
people complaining about the weather.

(See the above lecture.)

The afternoon brought more rain, and more injuries... another pair of sprained ankles and some
scratches where someone had been trying tdddiome of the steeper areas in the rain.

| know that they want realistic conditions, but they're going to take out half their people if this
keeps up... and then they're going to learn how quickly the rescuers can become those in need of
rescue.

Case sped the evening at the station, but two of the beds were taken and the trid was occupied.
We talked until it was too late for him to go anywhere, so he finally opted to stay.
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Tuesday November 28th 2056 Cross Training?

More rain, more minor injuries.

| sat in on the rescue techniques section. | could see the instructors sag slightly when | showed
up. Seems medics also make lousy students in basic rescue-@atesest that's what they

thought.

After they finished and people were getting to breaknt teams to practice the instructor
looked at me. "Miller got anything you want to add?"

| shook my head. "Not reallyhe key is to keep yourself as safe/secure as possible... if you don't,
then you're buddies are going to have to rescue you as well."

He seemed relieved when that was all | said. | was about to leave when he came over to talk to
me. We watched as the students prepared for the exercises.

"So, what do you think about the camp so far?"

| smiled. "Its nice got a lot to cover in one weekK.

He nodded. "Unfortunately, that's about all the time the various departments can spare.”

| nodded. "I hear ya on that one," | answered. That is a common problem, not only do you have
to deal with the training budget, you have to deal with schedigigugs. | know with us a week

is a long time to have a medic out training. "Ever think of cross training?"

| don't know why it hadn't crossed my mind before, or why it chose now to show up, but it was
an idea. Folks at the Star tend to need medics ogudarebasis... and rescue is part of our
business.

He looked at me for a minute, then grinned. "Nah... never get it-tm#liikes too much sense."

| nodded. Citywide and the Star are uneasy alitesould take a merger for them to work
together, and @an then...

It was a good idea though.

After that it was sprains and pulls for the rest of the afternoon. | was almost out of ice by the time
they called it an evening.

| wonder what chaos mother nature will throw our way tomorrow...

Wednesday Novembe29th 2056- Flash Flood
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Ya know.. Sometimes | really wish | could keep my mouth shut!

The morning started out simply enough, bright clear day. If I'd been paying attention I'd have
noticed how the birds weren't therbow the search dogs seemed on e@ge ne | was busy

going through the standard protocols. Sick call for the folks searching and then an inventory. |
was packing things into kits for the expected types of injugied making sure what I'd need for
anything else was stowed in my kit.

Good thing | did too, last opportunity | had to do it before all hell broke lose.

This outing may have started out mountain search and rescue, but it very quickly became "white
water rescue."

| really wanted to talk to the person who put the base canfye imiddle of a flood plane in the
middle of Cascade Crow Territory in the middle of November. Of course, | probably should have
seen it coming.

It had been warmindian summer. A combination of rain and melting snow up on the mountains
spelled disaster fahose of us below.

On the bright side, most of the people in camp were on higher ground practicing some of the
techniques they were learning. | on the other hand was in the first aid station. | heard the water as
a roar coming towards me with all thebfety of a herd of rampaging elephants.

| didn't have time to do more than grab my kit and pray.

The water was fast and numbingly cold. Luckily the station was on higher ground than the rest of
the camp, but that didn't give us much to work with.

By the end of the day, between my own escape and rescue work, we ended up with seven
seriously injured and the rest of us were pretty much soaked. They medivat the worst
cases but the rest of us were stuck there, at least for the night. The roads é&elovashed out
and it was getting too dark to safely pick us up.

By evening our search and rescue training had become survival. | wish | could say that | was a
help there, but by the time we realized it, | was exhausted and freezing. Case had taken over as
medic, at least as far | was concerned.

| know they were talkig about putting me with the women officers, and | can remember Case
telling them that | wouldn't deal well with waking up with a bunch of strangers, even if they were
all women.

| woke up around ten that night, Case was curled around me protectivetytoyaep me
warm. It felt nice.
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WeekTwenty-four - Trust

Thursday November 30th 2056 Real life exercises.

Well, this morning we were supposed to be airlifted out of the training area, but one of the towns
down the valley from us was still having prebis finding all their people.

And so our little adventure became a real life application of what we'd been covering in training.
Case tried to get me to go home, but there was work to do... and | can search with the best of
them, I'm just not in much sheaybor rescuing.

On the bright side, | got my workout yesterday without doing the assigned exercises. We found
four out of the seven missing today and the director is figuring we'll find the other three in the
morning.

| was able to treat two of the peeplie found, the other two were beyond anything | could do
save pray. Considering how bad it was, | think we got off rather easy.

Its going to take some time to rebuild the damage done here, but every one seems intent on
building right back where they'd &e hit in the first place.

Red Cross and the Crow rescue units arrived by mid day, and by five we were all headed back to
the city.

So much for a week in the country. | think I'll stick with the city.

Friday December 1st 2056 Not adjusting well.

Since | have proven myself unsuitable for dispatch and unable to even keep a simple assignment
simple, Citywide has placed me on administrative leave for the duration.

Basically it's a paid vacation. Case tells me | should take it as suchydwknowme, | need to

be doing something. | ended up stopping by the Star to try and get back to the way things were,
but it wasn't the same. Andrews was gone, and there was no getting around that. At least the
other officers aren't looking at me like | crawled &om under a rock.

Then again, they aren't going out of their way to apologize either. Some of these people
considered Darringer a friend and a boon to the department. | proved him a menace. He may
have been good, but he forgot two little rul@snocent until proven guilty’ and something about
protecting and serving.

Other than that, the man was a saint.

A Year in Seattle 236 M.T. Decker
© Copyright 19922000



Case came with mé'm really glad he did. | don't think | could have taken everything without
him being there. | can deal with glares, | get thétmrmoenough, but that and seeing the empty
desk where Andrews always sat would have been too much.

Case introduced me to the detective taking over the boy's case. Saying the man was brusque
would be like saying | seem to attract trouble. He felt ¢thalians involved in police cases were
either a simple pain, or they were trying to confuse the matter. He even went as far as to
insinuate that | may have had something to do with my brothers' disappearance.

| almost said something, | almost said sa’/eomethings, none of which would have been
charitable but Case knew it was time to take me out of there and see about finding me
something less stressful to do in my new found free time.

He ended up taking me to the clinic and leaving me in Trina's care while he took care of a few
things. Yeah, greamy friends are babysitting me.

Ah well, there's always tomorrow.

Saturday December 2nd 2056 Accepting help.

Today | ended up helpingubat the clinic until around 2:00, when Casey came and picked me
up. | have to admit, | was being a bit peevish.

I'm really not used to having people take care of shettling me everywhere. I'm the one who's
supposed to be taking care of people. | widaé a lot better if | were cleared for riding, but the
therapist says that my attempts at white water body surfing have set my progress back at least a
week.

It didn't help that my shoulder was killing me.

Case almost just dropped me off at the conabsamd forget it, not that I'd have blamed him.
Still he finally said something.

"Look JessI'm not the enemy here. | care about you a lot, but you keep pushing people away. Its
okay to need help from time to time... you might even find that peoplékikeg care of you."

There was something in his tone that got through to me. | looked at him for a long time and |
realized how much I liked having him there for-raad that maybe... maybe there was a lot
more to it than just taking care of a friend.

Yeah, after all we've been through | realize it now. What can | say... I'm a little slow on the
uptake.

"Do you think we can make this work?" | finally asked.
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He looked away from me for a minute. | think he was preparing the infamous 'my job is very
dangeous and stressful' speech, but he stopped. | neggtalking to a paramedi@ motor
medic at that.

"I'd like to try," he said.

He ended up having to go down to the station around 7:00, but at least we got a few things
straightened out.

Sunday Deember 3rd 2056- Where do you draw the line?

Casey dropped me off at the condo this morning so | could spend some time with the cats before
they forgot what I looked like. Found a note in the fridge.

| hope Fin hasn't been waiting lerighaven't been hoenmuch lately.

| took a walk over to the diner and had breakfast there, caught up on the neighborhood gossip. It
seems Case and | are quite an item.

Sheesh! They figured it out before | did.

| wanted to tell them he was just a friend helping me oveuglr spot, but | couldn't even kid
myself about it anymore.

Fin caught up with me on the way home. True to form instead of telling me anything, he handed
me a piece of paper and then walked on by. Sometimes | think the boy's way too freaky for the
rest ofthe world but I'm beginning to realize that he fits right in Seattle.

It was a node address. Guess he's figured that it beats leaving information in thefredgan
always hope.

| didn't get to check it out until after Case got back. He took me over to Blue's so | could find out
what Fin was getting at. The information was vague, but at least it was something about the boys.
Nothing specific, just a list of a few job's they'd démea local fixer... and his name.

Case told me what he knew about the man on the way back to his place. It wasn't much, but it
confirmed that he was probably somebody | wanted to get to know if | ever wanted a lead on
what the boy's had been up to. hfyaody knew, it was probably this man.

He went by the name "Felix Leiter." Case explained that it was thenaode of a CIA agent in

a series of old flat screen movies. The man worked in the 'gray’ market, brokering services that
weren't exactly legal hweren't exactly illegal eitheshadow work. According to Fin's files,

he'd hired the boys on more than one occasion.
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| finally took a deep breath and met Casey's eyes. "You knew the boys didn't you?"

He froze for a minute and | could see it in hiseyde knew them alright, and he didn't like my
use of the past tense. "They're fine," he finally told me. "You have to believe they are..."

| could tell that part of that was hopeful thinking on his part and trying to keep my spirits up.
"Felix Leiter, Ipresume.”

| could tell by the way he winced, I'd hit the mark. He knew them all right, and he knew that they
were in some pretty serious trouble.

| waited patiently until he finally told me... most... of the story.

He and two other agents worked adi¥eThey'd hired the boys on several occasions to handle
cases they couldn't 'officially’ be involved in. The boys, for their part, would feed information to
Case and the others when they came across something too important not to handle.

That was thefficial part at least. He couldn't tell me how they got started, only that they were
good, well polished and they came highly recommended. They'd sent him some information on
AZT and Atzlan recently... about a month before they vanished.

He had no idea wdt they were working on, but the information they'd sent hadn't been good.
Something was brewing down south, and it looked like it was about to erupt here as well.

It was a lot to digest... all this time he'd known. He knew | was seardimewy what it vas
doing to me.

| wanted to be angry at him, to walk ebtit it was also the last thing | wanted to do. | felt
betrayed and yet | knew Casat least | thought I did. | didn't know what to think anymore.

He could see that too, and | could see thersetimination in his eyes. It took me a long time to
calm down... to.. accept what he'd told me, and what he hadn't told me.

| asked him to take me home.

Monday December 4th 2056 A quest for Fin

| grabbed a cab to Blue's in the morning. | needdmktalone, get away from everyone,
especially Case. So much has changed, and so much is unknown.

| needed more information, | needed Fin.
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It took him almost two hours to respond to my note. He finally agreed to meet me in person.
Talking, what a novel carept. | wasn't in any shape to ride anywhere, so he picked me up and
took me home.

| started with the hardest thing | needed first. | needed a blood mage. More to the point, | needed
a blood mage | could trust.

"Jess," Fin told me shaking his head. "Thathat we in the business call an oxymoron. Can't
you talk to Mario... or to Mrs. Walker?"

| shook my head. "They've already done what they can,” | explained. | needed someone who
could explain what Raz and her people did to me.

"I'l see what | can find, but..."

| could tell he was trying to prepare me for the worst possibility. "Just do what you can," | told
him. | knew it was a long shot, but if | knew what | was up against... or maybe... could undo
what was done.

| stoppedThat was getting ahead of myself. We hadn't even found someone we could trust, and
trusting doesn't mean they can help. It's a longshot)'tddeel a lot better knowing what we're

up against.

There were a few other things we discussed, but that wasplogtant one. After he dropped me
off at the condo, Fin headed out. Thankfully he didn't ask me about Case.

Once inside | checked the machine. Case had called me 5 times.

| don't know what I'm going to do.

Tuesday December 5th 2056 The real problem.

Trina stopped by this morning. She told me that Case had called her, tried to explain what was
going on. He was probably counting on her to talk some sense into me. Bet he was surprised
when Trina told | had every right to be angry with kiiviou don'tkeep something like that

secret especially when its somebody you care about.

There's something to be said for trust, and right now... | can't trust him.

It didn't take Trina long to figure out that there was a lot more than Case bothering me. | finally
confided in her what's really been bothering i@ not getting any better.
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It's taken me this long to admit it, even to myself. Its like | hit a plateau and everything just
stopped. I'm still exhausted and I' still having nightmares. For the most igait @ven images...
just- feelings.

Terror, pain hopelessness... despamostly but there's also a very unclean feeling to the
nightmares. They healed the wounds they'd made, but it's almost as if they're still there on some
level.

That wasn't thend of it either. My energy levels were still way too low. | admit, it could be that

I'm just not sleeping right because of the nightmares but the nightmares have Raz written all over
them and maybe my subconscious is screaming at me that somethingésystilrong.

Trina checked me out and said | looked fine, asked me if | wanted Mario to take a look at me. |
took a deep breath and finally nodded. If it is what | think it is, he's not going to be able to help
me... Mrs. Walker eithemwhat was done idefinitely not their style.

He looked at me and patted my shoulder. He couldn't see anything really, but he could see the

effect things were having on me. He made me go to bed and stay there. | slept, but again | may as
well have been out playing squash &ll the good it did.

Wednesday December 6th 2056No good

Last night Trina stopped by and brought some sleeping pills for me. I'm not sure what she gave
me, but it definitely knocked me out. Go directly past sleep and immediately into comatose.

| was still tired when | woke up around 3:00 but at least | hadn't had any nightmares. Mario and
Trina had been taking turns checking on me. When 1 finally woke up, they both wanted an
explanation.

Mario was definitely unhappy with my prognosis, and eves fpésased that | was looking for a
blood mage to deal with it.

"No good can come of blood magic," he warned me. "Not that kind anyway."

| looked at him for a moment, but he wasn't telling me anymore.

| looked at Trina questioningly.

She shrugged; there were times even she couldn't fathom her father.

It was very quite, and | could feel a chill in the area as Mario stood and glared at me. "No good

can come from blood magic," he told me again. "None! If you choose this path... thettang
| can do for you... Nothing any of us can do for you."
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He walked out after that. How can | tell him its already too late, that Raz and her friends have
already put me in the middle of something and the only wayiotd go deeper in.

Still, there isn't even a guarantee that Fin will find anything. Its like he said, trustworthy and
blood mage don't seem to be things that are used in the same sentence.
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WeekTwenty-Five T Rock Bottom

Thursday December 7th 2056 A phone call
The following entry § a collaboration between myself and Denise "Nitro" Lee .

| needed a blood mage Jess could trust and the only one | knew of was from Nifra/e As One" Instead of
just letting me use Diaz, Nitro agreed to play out the scene with me.

Thanks Nitro!

Another dreamless night thanks to Trina's pills. I'm really hoping that Fin comes through with
something, and soefim not going to last long at this rate.

Mario still won't speak to me. Case has given up trying to call.

Every time | think I've got a handle on things it just seems to fall apart in my hands. Its probably
better this way. Probably better that Case isn't here to talk me out of this, thatdiaheie
telling me what | already know.

| know how bad it isl'm in the middle of it, and there's no other way | can think of to free
myself.

Trina didn't come back in the morning, but she called from the clinic around 1:00. She promised
me that she'dtop by after shift, but | could tell that Mario had been lecturing her about what |
was getting into and the consequences | faced, and that she faced if she associated with me.

When the phone rang around 7:00 | thought it was Trina. It was anythingbis like Fin
found a blood mage he felt he could trumit of course, at the time | didn't know what was
going on.

"Miller," | answered.

"This Jess | assume?" the man on the other end asked.. His voice was gruff, and his image wasn't
much better.

| looked at the screen warily, | did not need another cloak and dagger game right now. "Yes...
this is Jess."

He seemed to be sizing me-uguess | was doing the same. The man's face was half hidden in
the shadow of his hat. | was contemplating hangingluen he told me that Fin had asked him
to call.

Actually he said something about "talking to a friend of mine... one who seems like he has 2
brain cells an' they're both wrestling."
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| had to chuckle at that. I've never heard anybody describe Fin &ikebtit sometimests
appropriate. The laugh died when he finished his explanation of why he was calling.

"But, he figgered' out to come to me about somehin' nasty involving Aztech and you."
| froze. It was all | could do to nod.

| could see him finish off his drink before he continued. It felt... like he'd dealt with them a lot
more than he wanted-tbwouldn't have blamed him if he'd told me to give up, but instead he
told me that if my problem involved what Fin was hintingtlaét he might be able to help me.

| could almost feel the world closing in on me, like | was drowning and he was the only one with
a life preserver. | was shaking as | braced myself against the counter. "Thank ...you."

| waited tensely as he took anotldeag off his cigarette. Then he spoke again. ""Anyways, don't
worry 'bout it. I've sorta got a little burr up my ass about the Big A and another one 'bout them
fucking with people like you. Can ya give me any details on what happened, or am | gonna need
to meet you in the meat right off the bat?"

The man was rude and crass, and probably just what | needed to break through what had
happened. | wish | could have had something to tell him, but it was so-\dgleehim as much.

He seemed unsurprised, totee that they'd probably messed with my memories. Still he was
confident that he could help. Again, just what | needed. When he asked if | had any idea what
they'd done | felt a little bettethat | could tell him. The funny thing was, as I tried to déscr

it- to move through the nightmare, to the clinical side of it... it helped.

"l ... don't consciously remember," | said softly. "Nightmares mostly... Obsidian.."

| felt another tremor in my hands as the memories came back to me. | took a deemblreath a
forced myself to continue... it was almost as if | was in a trance as | described what had
happened.

"They handcuffed me to what looked like an altar... | remember them cutting me, small cuts, but
lots of them. | couldn't move... couldn't see... theimds looked more like scrapes... the sort of
thing I'd get poking around in the steam tunnels..."

| could tell by his expression he was not comfortable with what | was describing. Finally he
asked, "what interest do the bastards have in you?" He exptastdae had a good idea of what
they were doing, but if he knew why... it would help him narrow things down.

Nervously | told him about my... experiences with AZT about the fiasco that Fin had arranged,
and the pay data he'd giving nike video tapes dhe boys. | didn't think they wanted me, if
they had, they went to a lot of trouble to just leave me for Aaron to finish off.
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It had to be the boys. The man agreed with me. | lost it then, forgot a few basic rules of physics
Rock beats fist.

| told himabout Raz and her comment about vengence. He took it almost as well as | did,
throwing his shot glass somewhere. | was treated to some of the choicest Agdanesh
curses. Finally I learned that he not only knew the curse, he'd performed the cebefiooay

Its odd, his angeoutrage... somehow... it was calming. His next words were like... that life
preserver. "l think | can fix what they fucked-umless they've gotten creative."

Next thing | know, I'm on my way to O'Hare.

Friday December 8th2056- Chicago
The collaboration continues between myself and Denise "Nitro" Lee.

Arias Diaz knew what Jess needed, but Jess learned the cost of to the cure. Again, if you haven't, please check
out Nitro's "Two As One"

Thanks again Nitro, it was a lof of fun playing this out.

| don't know what | was thinkind guess that's the real problem. Arias Diaz, the blood mage Fin had
found was gruff, but understanding. He kept my mind offvbft was happeninguntil it was too late.

Mario was right. No good can come from that sort of thing. | don't... I don't even want to think
about it.

What little of it | did see.

He took me to a warehouse he'd prepared. When | saw the circle | ftozas spidetwebbed
with crimson lines... like veins. Suddenly | was back in the steam tuthelanknowing victim.
| had come there, knowing blood would be shed... but I'd assumed it was to be mine.

| mean, | was the one who's blood had been useshould have been mine to undo it... and it
was but.. There were other needs... | didn't know... | couldn't have known... | should have
known.

| tried to get him to stop, it was just too much. | could deal with the possibility of this killing me,
thatwas my decision to make... but...

The next thing | know he's apologiziwpt for what he tried to make me do, but for what he was
about to do... Next thing | know, I'm waking up on his couch. | could feel the change.. The
strength returning, but the celte cost was too much for me to take.
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Mario's words rang in my ears as | got my bearings. "No good can come from this... No good."

He was right, and | will have to live with the consequences. Diaz was helpiterguilt is
mine.

| don't know if | can live with myself over this. How can I... There's no way | can go home, not
after this.

Saturday December 9th 2056 A new improved nightmare

| got myself a cheap hotel room. | keep staring at the walls, trying not to see thelgsggieg

for his live and Diaz ... his eyes black... heartless. One worthless life for my brothers', that's what
he'd said One worthless life.

One worthless life... There is no such thing... you start thinking like that everything falls apart.
Everythirg has fallen apart'm falling apart.

| tried- tried to find a way out, and now, | guess I'm still trying, but | can't undo what's been
done. That's what got me into this mess in the first place.

| can feel a knot forming in my stomach. There is nothican de nothing | could have done,

but | should have been able to do sometharglo nothing, stay at home... at least then... Then |
wouldn't have that man's eyes staring at pheading.

Or the dark heartless eyes Diaz showed when the time came.

Not heartless... not to méhat's what makes it worse. He felt | was worth it, me and the boys. He
even knocked me out... tried to take away the guilt maybe, | don't know. When | finally came to,
he didn't want to talk about it and lord knows | didn't githe

| thanked him for what he'd donéwas... the only thing | could do... but... morally, legallyn
the one who's responsible... I'd asked him to help, not thinking of the consequences.

The thing isif the man had tried to hurt me... or someon&s protecting, | wouldn't have
hesitated a momenthat would have been his decision, but this... this was different

What have | become?

Sunday December 10th 2056Lost
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| stayed inside again today. | have no idea what I'm going to do, but I'm fntayrcl can't go
back, not to Seattle, not to what | was.

That would be a shanthe healer, with innocent blood on her hands.

| really wish | could get Mario's voice out of my head. Every where | turn | hear him. Why did
he have to be so right?

I've tried everything | can think of to get him out of my mind, drowning his voice in Whiskey, in
sorrow, guilt, painbut it just grows more insistent.

Its as if | really did die in those tunnels, it's just taken me this long to realize it.

Monday December 1th 2056- Self Destruct

First thing | really remember was hearing was Fin pleading with me. He wasn't about to let me
go without a fight. | tried to get him to go away, leave me alone, but he refused.

| really wasn't in any shape to argue with him. I'tltimnk I'd consciously tried to kill myself,

but from what | can gather | had enough alcohol in my blood stream to do the trick. | felt like
hell.

Fin was so scared | was going to-digvas scared | wasn't. Tons of coffee, doses of stimulants

all thestreet techniques he knew to get me over the 'hump'. | was a mess and he didn't seem to
understand: | wanted to be alone. Maybe he understood all too well.

Next thing | know, I'm on a flight back to SeaTac, the last place | wanted to go.

Waiting for mewas the last person | wanted to see, wanted to see me.

Casey was there waiting, a very worried expression on his face. When | saw him | just wanted to
run and hide.

He represented everything | was, everything | thought | wanted., everything | felt | no longer
deserved. | wanted to run away, from him, from me, from everything

He didn't let me run away, didn't let me hitée just held me. And | promptly lost it.

Tuesday December 12th 2056Friends
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| woke up at Case's place. He told me the only thing he could get out of me was how | couldn't
go home. So he'd taken me here instead.

I'm not sure how much Fin told him, I'm not even really sure how much Fin knowsdéigou
tell someoneanyone, let alone someone you care about when you've done something like that?

There is so much | don't knewton't understand, and | seem intent on learning it the hard way.
I've traded the nightmare of what Raz did to me for omaybwn creation. Only now the
nameless ganger's face keeps changing... Fin... the boys... the folks in the local gang...

| can't undo what's done and | don't know how to come to terms with it.

Case brought me lunch, something lighthich was what | neexdl with the way my head and
stomach were feeling. He just took care of me, waiting until | was ready to talk.

Only thing is.. | don't know how to talk about it. | mean, it sounds so simple... | went to see a
mage about the things Raz did to me. Thredspmhe for each brother... and then one spell to
undo it, but the spell... it was worse because of the cost.

At least with Raz, they were doing it to me... Diaz did what he did for me. Now, now that its too
late | understand. | wish Mario had explainedrea | wish | could talk to him, but now... now I
don't think he'll ever talk to me again.

Another fine messonly this one doesn't have a happy ending. I'm a ghost of myself and | have
no idea how to redeem myseffow to get myself back.

| want to talkto Casey, but | just cantcan't stand the thought of him looking at me like Mario
did. I really don't know what to sagr who to say it to.

Wednesday December 13th 2056The whole story

| woke up this morning with Casey holding me. | must hawnb®ving more nightmares. When
| moved he looked down at me. His voice was still soft, geatieost like he was afraid I'd
break... or run away.

I've been doing a lot of that lately.

He all but begged me to tell him what was wrong.

| looked at him ad finally found my voice, at least a little. "I... screwed by time," | told him
softly.

"l kinda figured that much," he told me.
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"l guess it's a good thing | don't play poker," | told him.

He laughed but we both knew | was still miserable. "Jesdieasaid softly. "No matter what it
is, not matter how bad'm here for you."

Looking in his eyes | winced. There was nothing but love and acceptancehinsreould |
have missed it. And now, now I'm trying not to lose him.

"Chicago..." | said sofyl.

He nodded waiting for me to unravel the mess I'd made of mylhifi@vel it and finally put the
guilt into words.

"Raz and her people... they... did something to me," | told him.

His grip on me tightened, protective, lovirfpw could | have missetiat?

"I needed informationsomething Mario and Mrs. Walker couldn't give me..."

"Blood Magic..." He stated knowingly.

| looked at him a moment, surprised.

"Jess," he said softly. "It doesn't take a genius to figure it out. What you remembered from the
tunnels, the Jaguait all spells big Aztechnology trouble. And, more often than not, that means

blood magic."

| shook my head. "l wish I'd known... that figured it out sooner, or that | understood more
about what was involved."

The bitterness was obvious even to me.

He watched me worriedly and finally | managed to get the rest out. | was crying again. He held
me.

"Ah Jess," he sighed. "l wish you haid me..."

| looked up at him. "I... didn't really know... not until after... after | had you take me home... and
by then..."

"And by then you weren't talking to me."
| nodded. "And all Mario would tell me was that... no good would come of it."

He nodetd again. "Jesyou're right it can't be undone, and destroying yourself over it... that's
not going to help..."
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"l know that but | don't even know where to begin..."

He answered with a gentle kiss on the top of my head. "You just did..."
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WeekTwenty-Six - Salvation

Thursday December 14th 2056Therapy

I'm still not at my best, but I'm getting there, thanks to Casey. He took me to my therapy session,
made sure | talked to one of the councilors.

| didn't go into detail with them, but | talked about the first ritual, and about the nightmares and
finding out what was involved in such things. The councilor nodded knowingly and patted my
shoulder.

"Blood magic can be a very disconcerting thing," e me.

My eyes widened. Does everybody else know what | had to learn so... graphically?

She just smiled. "I council a lot of people,” she told me gently. "And I've heard of a lot of things
what you've been through can be one of the most traumatic..."

"That's putting it mildly," | sighed.

"Honey... what happened to you, that wasn't your doing," She reminded me.
‘At least not the first time," | thought bitterly.

| nodded, and she smiled like, 'There... all better now.'

Yeah, right.

Casey was waiting for me, | could tell by his expression he was hoping the session had helped. It
hadn't, not really. It probably would have helped before | went to Chidagaly I'd known.

| think that's becoming my new catch phrase. Once agahuld have asked more questions.
Only now someone's dead because | didmétybe several someones.

Casey tried to get me to talk more about it, but what can | say? Anything | do won't be enough.
Diaz freed me from one hell and delivered me to one of myaveation. And if | ever forget
about it, Mario will be there to remind me.

| could tell that much by the look he gave me when we got back to the condo. Was it just a week
ago that | had gotten the call, dropped everythsgfull of hope and relief thadidn't think
about the consequences.

And how would | be now if | hadn't gone? The reality is, no matter how bad things are, no matter
what happened'm better because of it.
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And that's the hell of it, I'm alive because of the slt... someonetiead. | wish | could take
Diaz's point of view, it would be so much easier if | cetldt then, | wouldn't be me anymore.
So | live with the guilt.

| guess the key is that | live. If | sedestruct now, it was for nothing.

| just don't know anymore. fe is so much easier when I'm being the lifedieeerything is
clearer then. There's no thought of the repercussions, only me, the docs and someone in need.

| just wish | could look Mario in the eyes. | don't think | ever will. I'm going to miss him.

Friday December 15th 2056Mea Culpa

Another day of physical and mental therapgother day of wondering if | still have what it
takes. The shrink says that being gun shy isn't unulsugthat I'll never know unless I try.

| say | screwed wthat ths whole mess is somehow my fault and | better find a way to make it
right. Thing is | can't, not for the people involved. They are beyond heypnd caring. If | had
lost them on my bus, that'd be one thihgt this...

| tried. | tried to stop it whehrealized what was happening, but it was too late. It was too late
when | boarded the plane. How many times can | say I'm sorry?

It doesn't matter, the people | need forgiveness from are out of reach and ... and | have to move
on. Live with it, learn fre it-

When Case picked me up | pretty much decidéxhd to talk to Mario. | was terrified, but | was
more scared about not talking to him. Even if he doesn't understand, even if he says he never
wants to talk to me agaihneed to know and | need td l@m know.

Making up my mind to see him was harder than getting him to agree to see me. H&riewew
I'd gone against his advice, that I'd seen someone about what washabihe'd done something
about it.

Case has been beside me all the-veargr snce | got back, but thighis is something | needed to
do alone. | could see the look in his eyes, the one that said he wanted to handle this for me.

| wish | could. But thenl'd be taking the easy way out again. And that's not what'srmgsnh
the long run.

In the end it took Case and Trina both to get him to agree to sesnthbe insisted that Trina
stay. That | confess my sins before both of them. He's determined to make me pay for what
happenedl guess that's fine with mékinda feel the samway.
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He yelled, he screamebe all but cursed me when | told him what had happened. "I told you!"
he growled. "l told you and you went anyway!"

"Told me..." | half sobbed. "You didn't really tell me anything! You said no good would come of
it. That's it no explanation, no how or whywanted informationanything and you walked
out!"

"So now its my fault?" he demanded.

| shook my head. "No.l.just... " | looked at him, wanting more than anything for him to
understand. "I just wish... you'd told me... or that I'd known."

If I had known what was involved, | wouldn't have gone, but | widq a lamb to the slaughter.
| went so full of hope ahfound... the cure and the curse in one breath.

"What do you want from me?" he snarled.
"I don't know... forgiveness? Help?"
"Forgiveness is not mine to give," he finally said. "Agdu are beyond my help now... "

His voice was coldharsh. But thedok in his eyes were the worst. They were tearing over... he
knew he'd lost me... and | knew it too.

"l just... wanted you to know..." | finally told him and turned to go.

"No," Trina objected as if she'd finally found her voice. "You know she didnitkgou know
she tried to stop4tless... "

| looked at her, surprised by the tears in her eyes. "Trina... it doesn't change the fact that... blood
was shed... lives were lost... to make me whole... | can't bring them back. - lieda'tvhat was
done.."

"But..." Trina's voice was soft yet determined.

"Let her go Trina" Mario's voice was dead. "She is not... welcomed here."

It was one of the hardest things I've ever had tdodol had to do it. | can't undo what was done,
but | can take respotslity for it.

Maybe then... | can learn to live with myself again.

Saturday December 16th 2056 The Walker's
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| spent most of last night in Case's arfost... being held. At least now | don't feel like I'm
living a lie. He was a bit surprised wheadked him to take me to Council Island.

"I need to tell the Walkers," | said softly.

He was worried that I'm burning my bridgdsit I've realized that if they are to lakhave to be
honest with the people | care about. They need to know. The Walkare- they opened their
lives and hearts to méhey deserve nothing less than the truth.

Mike was so happy to see me, but when he looked in my eyes, he knew | wasn't there to watch
cartoons. He was the last one | ever wanted to hurt and | didn'himaid - think less of me.
I've gotten so used to having him as my little brotkiee Walker's as my family.

That's why it hurts so mueland why | have to do it. Maybenaybe I'm trying to purge myself
by isolating myselgiving up all that | love andnjoy... to suffer, punish myself for what has
happened.

But the Walkers wouldn't turn their backs on me. Mike hugged me... and remembered all the
guilt he felt over his sister's death. It hadn't been his fault, I'd told hirnixathe was telling
me tre same thing.

Mrs. Walker, bless her took me aside and told me to come back torat¢ineivgehe would have
something prepared for men act of atonement. She warned me that it would not be easy, not be
pleasantbut it was just what | needed.

| could see the love in her eyeshe's not letting me go without a fight. "None of us are perfect,”
she said softly. "And we all lose our wayise key to is to find it again, and to continue wse
for the knowledge we have gained."

It gave me somethg to think about when Casey took me home, and | saw the closed door down

the hall. 'We all lose our ways..." | sighed to myself. 'Somedaijl find my way back Mario...
| promise.’

Sunday December 17th 2056 Atonement

| woke up early and watchedetlsunrise from the balcony. Casey was still asleep, so | made him
breakfast. It wasn't as nice as the ones he cooked fdsuh& smelled good. | brought it to him

in bed.

"What's this?" he asked teasingly. "Breakfast in bed?"

| smiled. "I guess so..."

He held out an arm for me and | snuggled next to him as he attacked the plate.
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"Nothing for you?"
"Fasting," | answered. "Mrs. Walkers' orders."

He nodded and proceeded to polish off the plate. "I'm glad..." he said softly. He could see the
change ime- | think that's when it hit me ted was living again.

Life does go onif we're lucky.

Once he'd eaten and showered, Case took me back over to the Walkers. | didn't know what to
expect, but it definitely wasn't what waited for me. The Walkers wessdd rather somberly
like they were for the funeral.

It's what it was toofor me. | was lost, and they were mourning. Jonathan acted as my guide,
showing me where | was to gwanslating the elders' instructions. They had taken things from
many diffeent cultures and used them to createoad for me to followto purge myself of my
sins, to find my way back to where | belonged, and to atone for what | had done.

| can't really describe-it mean, what | actually did wasn't that physically challegdut...
emotionally it was the hardest thing | have ever endured. | faced thatDight the ganger
Raz...Mario

They were all there in my mind, every step of the way. In the sweat lodge they were my constant
tormentors. Raz's hatred, Mario's recnation the ganger.. His eyes pierced me to the core. But
then there were otherkfting me up, bringing me home.

When | was finally aware of my surroundings again, | was laid out in the middle of the Walkers'
people. They were there with Case and Trmad,there was no sign of Mario. | bowed my head
but this wasn't about him it was about-rabout my path.. About my atonement.

Again, it is not the end, it neverig's the beginning and | promised myself, and the image of the
ganger that | would do ynbest to make it worth while.

| like to think he understoedhat perhaps my salvation is his as well.

Monday December 18th 2056 Cycles

| may not be back all the way yet, but I'm getting there. The gangers were never found, or if they
were, nobodytought anything of it.

Casey asked me about Didmut there was nothing | could tell him. He nodded. He understood
for the most part, but | could sd®e wanted to do something to Diaz for what I'd gone through
but Diaz'd tried to protect me from it he@sgn't the one who'd put me in the position in the first
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place, and he didn't force me onto the plane. That was my own doing. Diaz had taken it from
there.

He knew what | needed even though | wasn't willing to go through with it. He did what he had to
do to protect meto save me. For him it was simple mathematics, for me...

For me it was a long road back and I'm still trying to get there. With my friends, a
determination| will make it.

We were on our way down to the car when we found Méeowas confrontational... it took me
a minute, but | noticed the way he was holding himself... he was leaning to his left, trying to
support himself.

| tried to cal to him but all he could remember was that he was angry at me.

"Don't need you!" he growled as | helped him to the ground. Case recognized his symptoms the
same time | did. Together we tried to keep him calm.

"Leave me alone!" he growled as he triedight his way free of the both of us.

| looked at Case, but he was already calling an ambulance, that left me to work on Mario.
"Mario," | called, but again he was pushing me aside.

"Go ... away!" his speech slurred as he tried once again to get awayk.

| told him that he needed me, and he told me that he'd rather be dead.

It was like me with Diaz, he knew what | needed and | would have chosen death befarevthat
Mario was faced with the same thing, and | wasn't going to let him die.

| was gateful when he passed out. He may have refused our help when he was conscious, but as
soon as he wasn't, | was allowed to do everything possible to save him. And that's exactly what
Case and | did.

| don't know if he'll ever forgive me for what's happenraat at least he'll have a long time to
hate me for what I've done.

Tuesday December 19th 2056ymmetry

The doctors say that Mario is going to be all right, that we'd gotten him in in time. They've got a
healer with him nowtrying to undo the damagdeme and poor care have done to his heart. | tried
to comfort Trina, but she glowered at me.
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| backed away, surprised. I'd thought she'd understood, maybe she understood too well. I'd saved
Mario's life, but but he wasn't fighting because I'd been the tondo it.

"Do you know what you've done?" She demanded.

"Would you rather | had let him die?" | asked finally. "You know | couldn't do that... not now,
not ever!"

She shook her head, but | could see the conflict: I'd saved him, but becauskd ddd't want
to live. It was me and Diaz again.

Mario hated me for what I'd donand now, I'd saved his life, something | wouldn't have been
able to do if I hadn't gone to Chicago. Still, | know how he fesid | know there's nothing |
can say or do thatill help him. He's going to have to figure that out on his own.

Life, ain't it grand?

Case says its poetic, I think its just vindictive.

Wednesday December 20th 2056Shadowland

I've been cleared to start back to work on Monday, which is just as well, since Casey's just about
out of personal time. Part of me feels really bad that he's spending all his free time with me, but
another part is very pleased.

Besides, once I'm workingneither of us are going to have much time to do much more than
collapse.

Since Casey had to report into work, | had him drop me off that the arcade. | figure that since I'm
only cleared for 'normal’ work that | still have a few weeks before they'llddtank out on the
motorcycle. That means | need some sort of practice, and they still have the simulator setup
there.

'Motomedic!" is still doing really well at the arcade.

| was glad to see that. PC came over to see me and asked if | had anythinghmewtdo
simulate.

"Not unless you want to do a stalker game," | sighed.
He chuckled until he realized | was serious. "Wanna tell me 'bout it?" he asked.

"Not too much to tell," | said softly. | gave him the news feed version and he nodded.
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"So... tellme the rest of it," he said with a wry smile.
That took me by surprise. | stared at him, but he just chuckled and handed me a datajack.

"Jess," he told me. "If you're going to keep on like this... at least let me show you where to go for
information..."

He proceeded to introduce me to Shadowland, a great reference for information on everything I'd
come up against and what | could expect. It had been there all the time, if I'd know where to
look.

The information was biased, sometimes contradictorywersnt even. But, it was there. Some of
it had a definite slant to it, but all told it was everything | wished I'd known before it had
clobbered me. And it was sitting there in annotated black and white.

PC had to take me into the section | really neetteglone on Atzlan. What | read made my
blood chill. It was all too close to home. | downloaded the information so | could +eadl it
learn.

First rule of combatknow your enemy.
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WeekTwenty-Seven- Miracles

Thursday December 21st 2056 Point of view

Case was back at work today, so | spent most of the morning reading. Reading about ATZ, about

Atzlan, about blood magiabout everything | wish 16d known
|l f the boys ended up on the wrong ¢$idmgdts of Azt
kind of odd realizing just how different PR
information on Shadowland is to be believed.

The truth is probably somewhere in ittden mi ddl e

beginning tahink that Shadowland is closer to reality than the nice pristine image the marketing
types sling our way.

Thereds so much more going on behind the scen
see things when they go horribly wrong. Casehapsped trying to &éprotect
of the city, and the shadows.

Lord knows | 6ve seen the dark side of things.
therd its just somehoiwdifferent here. Baltimore is home, | grew up there, knewules.

Seattlt Seattl edbs different, somehow. Again, its p
to ignore in Baltimore, but herdnere its new and | see it all. | have a feeling if | went home

today, |l 6d see it therefort oo, now that | Kknow
| ended up taking a cab over to the hospidar i o sti |l |l didnét want to

him has only made things worse between us, but its like | toldiTwhat else could | do?

He still candét forgiitmewmeheder swmathow diieéd amd
you just canodét win... but. ..
At |l east from the | ooks of things, 1t0d6l] be a

Friday December 22nd 2056 Balance
| actually cooked Casd#inner last night. Not only that, he ate @nd lived.

One thing | learned early on in my career with Citywide, if you know how to cook, you do a lot
of it, if you donadtheyleaveyowatonese donodét do it wel

Thereds only bobo& thbi mgke hedrndédadt 6s firehouse
you put into it, just as long as it burns like a four alarm fire. | think I outdid myself.
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We spent a | ot of the evening talking about w
the places to go, thingstoidb ayi ng | ow for short time vs. | ay
beginning to think that the boys are long gone from the Seattle scene.

| know | would be with Aztechnology after me. Yeahrighth at 6 s why | 6tmg st i | |
ready to go back to work. Guess |1 6m too stubb

Case dropped me off at the condo on his way to work and | began the task of getting my life
back into some semblance of order.

|l 6ve realized that it do emrkingonanymard, Whateveratt t er w
was I s irrelevant. Case is getting me the fil
the meantimie | have cats that need petting and a condo that needs dusting. Might as well do it

while | have the time.

PM

| managed to get some cleaning done before Trina saved me from more. She needed to talk to
me. We met down at the clinic and she filled me in on what was happening with Mario.

Physically he was fiiet hey 6d been abl e to undadutmetslly.. of t he
Mentally he was a mess and it was effecting his recovery.

Alts not easy,o0 | told her softly. ABut | Kkno
ATel | me, 0 s he aislk eddo nséotf tulnyd.e rfisBxapnida.ion i t

|l bowed my head. Tnwhibnd foundout ghatit wouln take hoiucda \what

Raz and her people had done to me. .. o0ill shook
was willing to die, but the mathgecendyvhe gavedmenavi | | i
choice and | had to livevith the fact that | was alive becaild@ecause he took over... did what

was best for me. .. O

Trina nodded. AAnd you did the same with Mari

| nodded sadly. fAHe waotwbHhahot &Gdnbeen dar twwi oh
hadnoét ,outtdentl hwve been t hehredd oalsiawee bhutm.omOn
AOn the other, it means heds a part of someth

That was the sum of it. He condemned me for what happened in Chicago andNrmowi.. h e 6 s
caught in the same webhilswasedempdsonodtdi doodt ec
life. It just goes against his sensibilitiesIgueBse i ng saved by someone Ot a
magic.

|l was | ost i n the thbudghtnadtod akmbsgudstdnon. c
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AHow are you ... dealing with it?20o

ANot too well, o0 | told hetrhdtinlaldaynodéthilummdao .i.t
theri then it was for nothing. | keep up my fight, | fight harder. I fight the battles | can and hope
that somedayin some way the balance is resd, the debt will be paid. But we both know it

never can be repaid. So |I keep trying. o

She thought about that for |l ong while, and th
do?o0

| thought about that and fhingyou darytellhidlelasto deep
find the answers himself. Al you can do is b

AAnd you?0 She asked.
| shrugged. Al 6m afraid, I dondét matter anymo

It hurt to say it, but it was true. Where I stdoch Mar i o6s worl d was entire

stopped caring abouthim never will, but heds the one who
ABut . . . O

| |l ooked at her and shook my head. fANo Tri na,
fe e | I am and I dm the one who has to deal with
find his. If youneednieei t her of you. .. | 6m here. o0

| could tell it wasnodét easy for her, but none

Its just life.

Saturday December 23rd 2056Case files

We got an early start today. Case brought the files over to the condo and we started going over
them. The paydata on Aztechnology was vague at least at first glance, but the more | looked at
them, the more trouble it seedh® spell.

There were photos and data on transactions that were less than kosher and hand written notes

mostly in Al ands handwriting. I read through
sense.
Case waited unti|l | 8d bgedme et hreosglarittedatfed witn

able to figure out.
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Several experimental weapons had been shipped to AZT in Seattle. From the looks of things the
shi pment the boys had found wasnoét thedfirst,
for the shipments to disappear from the records and to reroute them.

The pictures in the file, were of weapons that, according to all the records, did not exist. Where
theydd gone after the boys hadndtoofgsipgFrdamthehnem wa
|l ooks of things, the weren6t going to Atzl an

That was thi secondary official version. But it was as false a trail as the first one and we both
knew it.

As he finished filling me in on what he knew, | nodded, therabeg s
t hey we rieranding awag. Maybiewh at i f t hey
transceiver .o

king my head.
ut

h a
6d p somet hin

AAnd follow it where it was actually going?o
| shrugged. Altds a possibilitwyaloverdmpaitumi ng da
your back on it, it will come back to haunt vy

Al't could be something else they were working

|l nodded, Abut we stil]l have no idea what tha
warehouse in the firstalc e . 0

Case nodded as he once again went over the in
when the 3x5 index cards came out and | began transcribing the notes to them. Actual

information was written in blamcdk, MAtl tadmdsi mop e
Casebs comments and mine were added in red in

Slowly a picture began to emerge. My hands trembled as | pinned the last note to the wall and
stepped back from it. I't didndt make sense an

Weapons and supplies coming into Aztechnologoies and going back out, not to Tecochtitlan and
Azt echds main headquarters, biushadowunrielse Yucat a
learning this and disappearing. An audit trail a mile wide, and onlylijigest attempt to

conceal the transaction.

It was as if the boys had found something the
earl bef ore the real transaction had occurred, t

The million nuyen question :at is really happening?

Sunday December 24th 2056Christmas eve
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Christmas eve and I'm getting ready to go back to work. Kinda figures I'd start back to work
Christmas day. Ah wel people get hurt every day of the year, no reason Christmas should be
any different.

Case and | celebrated today since he's on duty tomorrow too. Case bought catnip filled toy mice
for the cats and Maxwell knocked everything off the coffee table as he sprawled across it. He
looked up with his pupils practically filling hisyes, mewed and proceeded to fall asleep.

Taco on the other hand was doing kitty wsptints down the hallway chasing imaginary mice.

It felt so good to laugh again, but I still couldn't shake the numb feeling that's been with me since
Chicago. | don'know if | ever will...

The Walkers stopped by to see how | was doing as did Trina. She got really shy when Jonathan
pointed out the misletoe, but she didn't seem to mind either.

Mario's still in the hospital, still not responding to therapy. Mrs. Walkemised Trina that
she'd stop by and see him. It was nice to have most of my extended famihtlodxig
absenses were Mario and Andrews. Case felt it tdbink we all did.

Case and Jonathan ended up in a corner for a while and then | notic€dgbavas showing
him the 3x5's. It wasn't really a surprise, finding out that Jonathan is in on this merry little
escapade.

| wonder if anybody in Seattle has a normal life?

Monday December 25th 2056 Winning through

Sometimes you wouldn't think this is supposed to be a celebrationiahiderrival of a
promised salvation... For all too many people it was business as usual. The morning was rather
slow and | finally got to watch some trid and catch up on the weddts I'd been missing.

You know little things like... a dragon running for President. At first it sounded so ludicrous, but
after two stabbings, one over who got to cut the turkey, it was starting to make a lot more sense.

Couldn't be worse than what Wwe had. Besides, | don't know anybody rich enough to buy off
the likes of Dunkelzahn. I'm sure he has his own agenda, but at least it won't beppeed
maybe, but definitely not greed. Something tells me he could be just what we need.

| had a lot oftime to think about # Citywide ended up stationing me in a 'less active' area.
Guess they're trying to ease me back into the job. Have me work without undoing all the work
I've been doing in therapy. It has its trade offs though. Instead of four tha@lveshifts a week,

I'm running three days on, three days off.
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Still, it feels good to be baekto be useful.
PM
Case stopped by with dinner. It was a religie folks here cook worse than | do.

Got a really disturbing call man beat his son hatd death because he broke his new toy. Love
that holiday spirit. On the bright sidanaybe the boy and his mom can have a normal life now
that his father's gonna have a new home.

Man | wanted to hurt him. The shape the boy was in, the look in the mother'sl exazsly took
him out myself. Fortunately the boy needed me more than | needed to avenge him. In the
ambulance he looked up at me with these big angelic eyes and juseémgdisfihanks."

| did lose it then. | was crying as | checked on him, and he just slipped his hand into mine and
said. "It's okay... its not your fault..."

Out of the mouths of babes...

| stayed with him until the police arrived with his mom. His eyss & little of their innocence
when she hugged him. They took on a mgtective quality. No kid should have to go
through that and to watch him with his mom, acting older than he thas$'s one hell of a kid.

"You take care of each other," | toldeim softly. His mother didn't hear me, but the boy did.
"We will," he mouthed with a soft smile. "Merry Christmas," he added.

That smile stayed with me the rest of the night. It kinda said that no matter how bad things get
love, laughter... light... #y will win through in the end.

Tuesday December 26th 2056Miracles

The day started at three in the morning, or was it just the night continuing? Not that it really
mattered there was work to be done and we were the ones to do it.

A baby had stoppelreathing. Never an easy call to deal with. Tonight was no different. | felt

tense as we wasted precious time convincing the parents that we were going to do our best for
their child. Seems that the Citywide station that covered Fort Lewis had a lestettan
reputation. Seems Lewis is where you go when

| understood their concerns, but my first concern was their daughter... and finding out what
happened. As | worked on her, | realized that it the first timeesChicago that a life depended

on me doing the right thing. This time at least, | was in control and there was no way | was going
to give up on this kid.
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She was trying to breathe, but nothing was getting through. We went through the numbers on her
butnothing seemed to work. Her throat was swollen and it was almost as if she was fighting us
as we tried to establish an airway.

Time was the most important factor so we bundled her up and | worked on her as Terry, my new
partner, drove.

All the way to thehospital | worked on her and | finally got an airway established. It was close,

and | could see by the docbdés expression she w
having some sort of allergic reaction, anaphylactic shock. It's going to be tough torch

while but my vote is on the kid.

Our fourth call of the day brought us back to McChord Hospital. | checked up on her and found

our Christmas Miracle... Shedd just been a |Ii
As the morning calmed down | began to realize thatbeingstated i n Fort Lewis
bad. The military took care of most of the or
and any full call outs that occurred.

By lunch time, | was getting restless and a little bored. | worked out in the weaghttrying to

convince my arm to heal faster. | have another appointment on Thursday to see how its healing

up, butuntiltheni t | ooks | i ke 1 &m stuck at Ft. Lewi s.
Around 3: 00, when we stil]l hadnoét gowdéd any
taken our third inventory of the day, Terry decided to start asking questions.

He wanted to know who |1 6d either tickieed off o
was a goldbrickerdéds dream and ablgancuwasbabydi c 6s

sitting a dalmatian and ten year old equipment.

It didndét take Terry |l ong to figure out that
nothing... or running dispatch.

At 5:00 we got a call to a minor accident. | recognizexivioice on the other end immediately. It
was Ray. He didndét sound too excited, but it
get to talk much, but he teased me about gett

By the time we got back, the dinner Casel brought me had been half picked through by my ...
ocomrades, 6 and | was | eft to fend for myselHf

|l m beginning to wonder if they make | ocking

Wednesday December 27th 2056sheer boredom
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We gave the truck another coat of wax, like it really needed it. | think if they really want to do
some good, maybe they should cycle equipment
the rest and maintenance they need.

| have never seen an amante as old as ours look so... pristine. Imagam er e wasnot evVve
bullet ding in it... not one!

Okay Two days on the job and I 6m already chompi
and the only reason we got it was because the base medicsweo n a o6r e al call . 6
helicopter crash. We got a drunk.

Worsé listening to the scanner as we pulled back into the station, | heard no less than three calls
that should have been motorcycle calihould have been mine.

If it makesanysense, had trouble sl eeping because there
something to happen, but nothing did. Nothing worth worrying about anyeraytransport, one
accident scene. By the time our relief shift showed up, | was more than ready togo ho

Its almost, but not quite, like being on administrative leave. The only real difference is the fact
that | have to stay at the station for three
And every now and then, we get a call.

If I neverhave to polish a truck three times in a row with no tatlsvill be too soon.
Unfortunately... it |l ooks Ilike itoéll be next
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WeekTwenty-Eight i A New Year

Thursday December 28st 2056 Revelations

Well, at least the physical therapishasppy about my progress. | wish | could lits still going
way too slow for me.

He says I'm right on schedule. | guess its good, but it made for a rather depressing morning for
me. I'm still at least two weeks away from running the bike. Two more wéé&kstd_ewis and
chauffeur runs. | was a bit disgruntled as | took the bus back to the condo.

| was surprised when | got home and found several messages on my answering machine. One
from Mrs. Walker and three from Mario. Seems Mrs. Walker had her tatkhivit, and maybe

made some headway. | don't kio®uess | won't know until | talk to the man.

PM

| ended up taking a taxi. Everett General was everything | rememberediitdmbaled,

confusing. | made my way up to Mario's room and took a deep bhdgtiands were shaking

when | finally got the courage up to open the door and go inside.

Its funny, | felt a lot less nervous when | saw how bad Mario was looking. | waited in the
doorway until he looked up and waved me in. Something in the gesture cdraseern and
perhaps apology.

"Jess," he called. His voice was strained, almost as if he'd been crying. | found out he had. It was
hard on him, talking to me after having condemned me for what I'd done.

Knowingly or unknowingly | had done something umgfiwable in his world and still | was his
adopted daughter. He couldn't stop caring and the fact that | hadn't only seemed to make things
worse.

"Please," he said softly. "Sit... | have much to explain."

| sat and shook my head. "No, you don't haveltopjected.

He gave me that knowing smile of his and nodded. "Ye$ Udet as you felt you had to tell me
what had happened.”

| thought about that for a moment and then nodded.

He seemed lost in thought for a very long time and finally when he Spdlegan to
understand.
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Some time before he'd met Trina's mom, he'd been very much in love with a young woman. He
thought he knew her, he knew he loved her. He would have donerapfghiher and in the end,
he did.

She was twentyhree when they found out she had leukemia and it was too far gone to do
anything about it. His own skills as a healer were just beginning to develop and even now he
couldn't have done anything to save.her

So he'd gone further and further afield as things got more and more desperate. In the end he
found several mages from AZT who were willing to help him for a price. He would become their
apprentice serve them in whatever capacity they demanded andumriney would save his
beloved Angelina.

He was a desperate man and she was dying. He agreed to their offer. They killed three men to
heal her and that was only the beginning for Mario.

For Angelind she took Diaz's approach, embraced it even. Shertgeeaerything Mario
despised. She craved the blood of others, the power it brought her and he... he was apprenticed to
a circle of blood mages.

He was their student h e i r -- @&nythong they needed. He would prepare their victims, clean

up after them. suffer so that they did not suffer any from the power they wielded. And he

continued in that capacity until they'd all but used him up and then they'd discarded him like the

ot her édonors.' They thought he khinsalodgdimed, and
to recover from his injuriésbody and soul.

He thought it all long burigduntil I'd announced that | was looking for a blood mage.

He knew all too well the price and he was afraid | would be enslaved as he was or worse, that |
would find it appealing as his Angelina had. He feared that | would view it as a worthwhile
sacrifice especially now that it was over.

| shook my head. "Its not over," | told him softly. "It will never be over. | see his eyes when |
close miné but sometimes.sometimes | think | hear him sigh when | save a life."

| met his eyes and opened my heart to him. "I... take what he was as inthpa#tl am ever to
find redemptioii | have to make every day count and do everything | can to make amends for his
life, for his death and for my own... survival."

He looked at me for a very long time. "I know Jeard I'm sorry... sorry | didn't warn you and
yet... glad I didn't for if I had, you wouldn't have gone and you surely would have wasted away."

He looked athe ceiling as he tried to find the words and | saw the tears streaming down his face.
"So help me... I'm glad you are alive."
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