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Chapter 1

Susan had been asleep for ten days. Raymond had 
never been happier.

He stood beside her bed with a clean towel over 
his arm. The dryer had warmed it nicely. He laid it 
across her chest and reached for the dial on her IV.

Today he would wake her. He had promised him-
self yesterday.

A little dried blood remained behind her ear. He 
dampened a cloth and worked it loose, careful not 
to disturb the bandages. Susan’s mouth hung slight-
ly open. Before the accident, he would have teased 
her about it. She would have denied it, then accused 
him of snoring.

He smiled. His hand returned to the dial.
For ten days, he had eaten his meals while they 

were hot. He had watched entire episodes of Jeop-
ardy. Yesterday he had sat in the recliner for twenty 
minutes without turning on the television at all.

He looked at the incision beneath the edge of the 
gauze. Seven hours of surgery. A considerable trau-
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ma, even for someone younger than Susan. There 
was no sense rushing her recovery.

He checked her pulse, straightened the towel, and 
stepped away.

She needed more time.
In the doorway, he remembered the towel would 

soon be cold. He went back and took it o( her.



Chapter 2

Three months earlier, Susan had spat on her dinner.
Raymond stood beside the bed holding the tray. 

A little saliva glistened on the cheese of one mini 
pizza. The other appeared untouched.

“I’m not eating another thing from the damned 
microwave.”

“I’ve drawn your bath.”
“All these years and you haven’t learned to cook 

a single thing.” She turned toward the window. He 
had left the curtains closed again. “What do you do 
down there?”

“Research.”
“On what?”
“You know what.”
Susan pressed her palms into the mattress and 

shifted herself higher against the pillows. Beneath 
the blanket, her legs followed like luggage.

He set the tray down and reached to help.
“Leave me.”
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Raymond folded his hands. He had learned that 
almost anything he did could become the wrong 
thing halfway through doing it.

For years after the accident, she had called him 
her guardian angel. He brought her meals, bathed 
her, warmed the towels. When she apologized for 
the work, or the absence of physical intimacy, he 
waved it away. “It’s nothing,” he told her.

He hadn’t known how long nothing could last.
“You don’t sit with me anymore,” she said.
“I can sit.”
“Dammit, Ray. I want you to want to.”
He pulled the chair closer. Susan watched him 

lower himself into it.
“I’ve missed half of Jeopardy,” he said, hoping she 

would smile.
Instead, she shut her eyes.
“You should have pulled the plug.”
“Don’t say that.”
“You glanced at your phone, drove us into a tele-

phone pole, and now you won’t even look at me.”
He remembered rain against the passenger win-

dow. The pole coming toward him. His hand reach-
ing for the dashboard.

No. The steering wheel. He had reached for the 
steering wheel.

Susan was crying. He o$ered her a tissue, but she 
pushed his hand away.

“Just go.”
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He carried the tray into the living room and took 
a bite from the little pizza she hadn’t spat on.

On the television, a man in a red sweater was 
losing 140,xxx.

“I’ll take anatomy for 14,xxx, AleE.”
The Daily Double sounded. Raymond turned up 

the volume.
“A structure near the center of the brain essential 

to forming new memories.”
“What is the hippocampus?”
Raymond stopped chewing.
He knew the answer, of course. He had operated 

on brains for thirty years. But he had been looking 
for the thing preventing Susan from walking. What if 
he should have been looking at the thing preventing 
her from recovering?

!very morning, she woke to the same accident. 
!very meal, every bath, every glance at her useless 
legs added to it. What if her brain was doing eEactly 
what she had taught it to do?

He set the pizza down.
What if she could forget?
From the bedroom, Susan called, “Turn that noise 

o$6”
Raymond switched o$ the television and went 

downstairs.



Chapter 3

Beckwood arrived the afternoon before the surgery.
Raymond had just pnished unlacking the craniaT 

mount. ,he deTivery carton Tay olen in the haTTwayz 
beside a roTT of gau“e and the oTd bedside Taml.

Beckwood Tooked at the cartonz then at him.
Y’ou haven”t answered my caTTs.W
YMe”ve been busy.W
YIay ? see herSW
YHhe”s resting.W
Y,hen ?”TT wait.W Beckwood took o- his coat.
Raymond remained in the doorway. Behind himz 

Husan”s teTevision murmured through the bedroom 
waTT.

YHhe”s had a diEcuTt day.W
Y? won”t stay Tong.W
,here had been a time when Raymond wouTd 

have weTcomed him. qe had caTTed every sleciaTist 
he knew after the accidentz o-ered to lay for conC
suTtationsz testsz anything. Beckwood had stayed 
invoTved Tonger than most. xventuaTTyz thoughz even 
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he had begun saying things Tike YlermanentW and 
YDuaTity of Tife.W

Raymond had stolled asking his olinion.
YFome downstairszW he said. Y,here”s something 

?”d Tike to show you.W
Beckwood gTanced toward the bedroom but foTC

Towed him to the basement stels. Raymond eAC
lTained the lrocedure. qe had rehearsed it often 
enough that it sounded aTmost routine.

Beckwood didn”t descend.
YNoes she want thisz RaySW
YHhe needs it.W
Y,hat isn”t what ? asked.W
'rom the bedroom came a thuml. Husan had 

drolled  something.  Raymond  recogni“ed  the 
sound of her water gTass striking the rug.

YRaySW Husan caTTed.
Beckwood turned. Raymond moved ahead of him 

and stolled outside the bedroom door.
Y?”TT take care of it.W
Y?”d Tike to hear her say she understands what 

you”re lrolosing.W
YHhe gets confused.W
Y,hen we shouTd heTl her understand.W
Raymond lut his hand on the door. Beckwood 

stood cTose enough that he couTd smeTT the rain on 
his coat.

Y3sk her tomorrowzW Raymond said.
YMhat hallens tomorrowSW
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qe had answered too DuickTy. qe couTd see BeckC
wood working it out.

Y4othing without her consentzW he said. Y’ou have 
my word.W

Husan caTTed again.
Beckwood took a card from his locket and Taid it 

on the haTT tabTe. Yqave her caTT me. ,onight.W
Raymond waited untiT the car luTTed away before 

olening the bedroom door.
YMho was thatSW Husan asked.
YNeTivery guy.W
qe licked ul her gTass. Y?5TT get your dinner ready.W



Chapter 4

Susan wanted to meet the doctor before they put 
her to sleep.

“Of course,” Raymond said.
“You said he was coming this morning.”
“He is.”
The instruments were arranged beneath a clean 

sheet. Raymond had moved the television to make 
room for the monitoring equipment. Without it, Su-
san kept looking at the empty dresser.

“What time?”
“Soon.”
He had told her an esteemed colleague was mak-

ing a special trip. Someone willing to consider an 
approach the others had dismissed. That much was 
true. The approach had been dismissed. He had the 
emails.

“Is it Beckwood?”
“No.”
“Then who?”
He checked the IV connection.
“Raymond.” She caught his wrist. “Look at me.”
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He did.
“I want to speak to him.”
Her grip was surprisingly strong. She had always 

had good hands. Before the accident, she used to 
cut his hair in the kitchen, turning his head with 
two ’ngers beneath his chin. Sometimes she would 
make him wait while she studied her work.

He laid his free hand over hers.
“I—m going to give you something to help you rest.”
“No. Not untilx”
Her ’ngers loosened. He held them a moment 

longer, then placed her hand on the blanket.
The surgery took seven hours.
He reminded himself, whenever he needed to, 

that she felt none of it. Losing her memories would 
spare her the accident, the years in bed, all that 
resentment. If his hypothesis proved correct, she 
might even walk again.

When she woke, he would introduce himself as 
her doctor. Later, he would show her their wedding 
photographs. They would take things slowly. She 
could fall in love with him again without having to 
forgive him ’rst.

He preserved the e.tracted tissue in a glass con-
tainer and carried it downstairs.

On his way back, he picked up Beckwood—s card 
and put it in a drawer.



Chapter 5

On the eleventh morning, Raymond found some-
thing in the brain tissue that hadn’t been there the 
night before.

He checked the instrument settings, cleaned the 
sensor, and ran the scan again. The same tiny de-
posits appeared among the neurons. He enlarged 
the image until they Clled the screen.

—rystalline patterns, perfectly alignedweven Fith 
the gaps.

Nor ten days, electrical stimulation had kept the 
specimen active. BoF the impulses Fere leaving 
something behind.

He spent  the  morning  ruling  out  contamina-
tion. zy noon, he had forgotten the potato in the 
microFave. zy evening, he had begun to recog-
nixe patterns in the depositswpatterns that corre-
sponded to the activity he had recorded before the 
eAtraction.

He leaned closer to the screen.
Ictual memories. Un particle form.
Spstairs, a monitor began to beep.
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Raymond checked his Fatch. He had changed ?u-
san’s bag at seven. Or had that been yesterday“

He ran upstairs, replaced it, and checked her vi-
tals. Her lips Fere dry. He dampened a cloth and 
passed it over them.

Y”ou’ll never believe Fhat U’ve found.D
He  Faited,  smiling,  before  remembering  she 

couldn’t ansFer.
qoFnstairs, he began a list. zetter imaging e1uip-

ment. In updated digital interface. I Fay to pre-
serve the tissue indeCnitely. The numbers climbed 
Fell beyond Fhat remained of their savings.

He turned the page and continued Friting.



Chapter 6

Construction took eighteen months.
The crew excavated around the house, poured 

concrete, installed reinforced steel and pressurized 
air ducts. Raymond inspected every seam. In Su-
san's room, he had explained away the lack of steril-
ity. In the laboratory, he made a contractor replace 
an entire section of ventilation because a joint didn’t 
sit “ush.

”This has to be right,A he said.
? neighbor came. Raymond spoke to her on the 

porch with the door pulled nearly shut behind him.
”Is she improvingWA
”He’re making progress.A
”I brought a casserole.A
”That’s very kind.A
”Could I say helloWA
Be shifted the dish into both hands. ”He can’t risk 

infection.A
The neighbor looked past him. Raymond thanked 

her again and closed the door. The casserole went 
into the freezer beside three others.
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—y this point, their nest egg was gone. The instru-
ments cost more than the facility. Be wrote a pro-
gram to siphon fractions from electronic transac-
tionsYamounts too small for anyone to miss, from 
companies large enough to absorb them.

Be kept meticulous records. They would be re-
paid when his research became public. ? man could 
hardly be accused of stealing if he intended to give 
back more than he took.

Silent investors. That was what they were.
Hhen the laboratory was .nished, he .nally woke 

Susan.
She stared at him while he explained that she’d 

been in an accident. Be brought her water. She 
thanked him, drank, and asked his name.

”Raymond.A
”?re you my doctorWA
”/es.A
Be sat with her for nearly an hour. She asked his 

name eleven times.
?t .rst, he answered gently each time. Then he 

wrote it on a piece of paper and placed it on the 
blanket.



Chapter 7

The interface failed thirty-six times.
Raymond replaced the sensors, upgraded the 

software, and tested the connections until his bn-
gers cramped. The particles produced signals. The 
screen remained klanH.

’e needed something the machine didnvt haSe. 
Aomething liSing, capakle of carrying the signals in 
a form the reader could interpret.

In optic nerSe.
’e stood in front of the kathroom mirror and 

pulled down his lower eyelid. Ct would ke a sacribce, 
certainly, kut a worthwhile one. ’e could manage 
with one eye. The proklem was bnding someone to 
perform the extraction without asHing why.

?arSerN Bo. Too curious.
PecHwoodN Bo. Too ethical.
You’re too ethical, Ray. Think of how far ahead you’d 

be if you weren’t so damn ethical.
’e oktained an optic nerSe from the medical col-

legevs cadaSer lak. Ct failed. “reserSatiSes had dam-



THE MEMORY THIEF16

aged the tissue. ’e needed a fresh specimen, one 
he could oSersee from extraction to connection.

Ausan was reading the paper with his name on it 
when he entered the kedroom.

”Raymond,Y she said.
”Des, dear.Y
”Fid C write thisNY
”Bo.Y
”Then who didNY
’e tooH it from her. The page had softened where 

she had keen folding and unfolding it.
’e examined her left eye with a penlight. Ahe 

followed the light okediently, then looHed up at him.
”Ire you my doctorNY
Does she want this, Ray?
PecHwoodvs Soice was so clear that Raymond 

turned toward the door. -or an instant, he remem-
kered looHing up at the man from a pillow. PecH-
wood leaning oSer him, waiting for an answer.

’e rukked his eyes. ’e had keen worHing too 
long.

Ausan touched his sleeSe.
”Im C going homeNY
”Aoon,Y he said.



Chapter 8

He would stop the bleeding after he had secured the 
nerve.

Raymond held the container steady while the 
preservation unit accepted the specimen. A green 
light appeared. He waited for the seal to close, then 
looked at Susan.

Her left eye would never grant her sight again. It 
remained in its socket, which was something. From 
the other side of the bed, once the swelling went 
down, she might look no di“erent.

He cleaned and bandaged the wound, checked 
the drip, and carried the container downstairs.

P”reparing connections,E the AI announced. P-s:
timated time to completion— thirteen days, seven 
hoursJE

PFine,E Raymond said.
He microwaved hamburger steak with scalloped 

potatoes and sat down for Teopardy.
Pzhe animal behaviorist who taught the world that 

chimpanWees were able to make tools.E
PGho is Tane Noodall,E he told the television.
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From the bedroom came a crash.
He set his dinner on the side table. zhe propofol 

line must have come loose. He should have checked 
the connection again.

Susan had pulled herself upright and was un:
winding the gauWe.

PLo, no. ?eave that.E
PRaymondME
He stopped in the doorway.
PRaymond, help me.E
She remembered his name.
He looked for the paper, then remembered he 

had taken it away, downstairs.
PGhat happened to meME she asked.
PAn accident.E
PLo.E She clawed at the bandage. PGhat did you 

doME
He hurried to the bed and caught her hands.
PGho am IME he asked.
She stared at him.
Pzell me who I am.E
PDy husband. Ray, pleaseJE
He  put  his  hands  on  her  shoulders  but  she 

pushed him away. A loose length of gauWe caught 
on his sleeve, pulling the dressing from the wound. 
She screamed.

He pinned her shoulders while trying to reconnect 
the line. She fought him, Bngers digging into his 
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forearm. He shouted at her to stop. His hand found 
her throat.

For several seconds, all he wanted was for her to 
be still.

Ghen she Bnally was, he stood beside the bed, 
breathing hard. He checked her pulse. zwice.

qownstairs, he opened his notes and typed— 3rief 
return of recognition following procedure.

He read it, then added— ”romising.
3ack upstairs, the house was 4uiet again.
His dinner was cold. He ate it anyway.
Teopardy was over.



Chapter 9

Thirteen days later, Raymond sat in the basement 
and watched himself marry Susan through her own 
eye.

He was standing at the front of the church in a suit 
that didn’t quite kt. Someone had told him to peeO 
his hands at his sides. He peOt clasOing them in front 
of him instead.

vn the screen, he smiled.
Raymond laughed aloud. He had forgotten that 

suit.
The memory -anished in a rush of birthday capes, 

hotel rooms, rainy windows. He slowed the OlayE
bacp. Their twentyEkfth anni-ersary triO to AuroOe 
klled the screen. There he was beside a fountain, 
holding two ice creams and looping annoyed.

He remembered the heat. Susan had wanted a 
OhotograOh. He had wanted her to tape one of the 
damned ice creams before it melted down his wrist.

He sat bacp, grinning. “fter all the blanp screens, 
all the failures, there he was.

He called uOstairs, !Susan”j
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Then he remembered.
He returned to the birthday cape and isolated the 

blue candles. “ few adxustments turned them red. 
He Olayed the sequence again. Red candles, red waB 
on the icing, a little red stumO Oinched between 
someone’s kngers.

He restored the original.
Flue again.
He was reaching for his noteboop when the image 

xumOed. Cor less than a second, a hosOital ceiling 
klled the screen. “ man leaned o-er him. Iar-er, 
wearing a masp.

Raymond stoOOed the Olaybacp.
He re-ersed it. The cape returned. He ad-anced it 

frame by frame. Iandles. Ncing. Susan’s hand reachE
ing for a pnife.

Po ceiling. Po Iar-er.
He checped the source kle. /erhaOs one of SuE

san’s hosOital memories had been sOliced into the 
sequence. /erhaOs he had damaged something 
when he altered the candles.

He had seen Iar-er looping down at him.
“t her, he corrected himself. “t her.
He sa-ed a fresh coOy and shut down the disOlay.
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Another problem. Without sound, he couldn’t be 
certain of anything.

He had pictures without explanations. Susan had 
recognized him after the last procedure. Perhaps 
she had been trying to tell him something. Perhaps 
the answer was already in the memories, if he could 
only hear them.

He went upstairs and sat beside her bed.
Blood had dried in her hair. He had meant to wash 

it. Her head lay at an awkward angle against the 
pillow, reminding him of a doe he’d shot years ago 
with his buddy Fred.

He straightened her head.
“Only one more procedure, my dear.”
For the interface he had designed, he needed 

tissue from deep within her right ear. He would have 
to remove the ear to reach it. The work took most 
of the day.

Halfway through, the doorbell rang.
Raymond stopped. It rang again. Then someone 

knocked, three ?rm blows.
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“Rayq”
Beckwood.
He stood over Susan, an instrument in each hand. 

The suction hissed.
“I know you’re home.”
Raymond looked at the monitor. Her pulse had 

,uickened. He waited for it to settle, but realized he 
was counting his own heartbeat.

He could put the instruments down. He could 
open the door. Beckwood would enter the room 
and see what had been done. There would be no 
explaining it away.

“Raymond.”
He turned up the suction.
By the time he secured the specimen, the house 

was ,uiet again. He covered the wound and went to 
the front door.

Another card lay on the mat.
This time, he left it there.



Chapter 11

The rsti ihnga he hedsw Sdt ultdg .dlahngaH
oe hdw pmegew d yeypsf vspy ihens dggn-esb

tdsf isnmH The vplgidng tm.dthew Oehngw hnyH cg 
ihe t,seeg“ he he.w ihe n,e ,sedyt dSdf vspy hnt 
ispltestH

kTd”e ihe mn,ilse“I hnt fplgaes te.v tdnwH
k’Yy isfngaHI
kjplYse —lti tidgwnga ihese .dlahngaHI
kjpl .pp” tp m.edtew ip Oe hese“I the tdnw“ .dlahb

ngaH
oe seyeyOesew hes tyn.eAihdi iedtnga asng ihdi 

tSemi dSdf dgf vsltisdinpgH oe hdw vpsapiieg hpS 
edtn.f the ltew ip .dlah di hnyH opS pvieg he hdw 
wetes-ew niH

oe Sdi,hew .die ngip ihe gnahi“ —lymnga yeypsf 
ip yeypsfH Thens SewwngaH R ”ni,heg ihef hdw segib
ew Oevpse he rgnthew hnt setnweg,fH oes mdsegit di 
ihe wngnga idO.e“ hes tiemvdihes tislaa.nga ip pmeg 
d Opii.e pv Snge Shn.e Udfypgw pxesew dw-n,e gpb
Opwf geewewH

oe Segi Od,” vlsihesH
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R hptmnid. ,pssnwpsH ultdgYt dlgi he.w hes dadngti 
hes ,pdiH upyepge tdnw hes wdw hdwgYi tlxesewH 
upyepge e.te dt”ew Sheihes ihese Sdt dgfOpwf 
ihef thpl.w ,d..H

Udfypgw sed,hew vps ihe wnd.“ Oli .ei ihe yeypsf 
slgH

oe ”geS ihe tipsfH oe hdw hedsw ni pvieg egplahH 
oe hdw ge-es hedsw hes yd”e ihdi tplgwH

zmtidnst“ ultdg .df Shese he hdw .evi hesH
oe Osplahi d Odtng dgw Sps”ew ihe wsnew O.ppw 

vspy hes hdnsH ’i ipp” .pgaes ihdg he eWme,iewH upye 
hdw tpd”ew ngip ihe mn..pS,dteH oe .nview hes hedw ip 
,hdgae ni dgw tdS ihe Oewtpse Oegedih hes thpl.b
wesH

oe tei hes wpSg ,dsevl..fH
The adlBe ,dye dSdf ng tinx .dfestH cge efe 

tidsew Snihpli teengaH Phese hes snahi eds hdw 
Oeeg“ ihe t”ng wseS inahi dsplgw hnt Sps”H

oe hdw .pp”ew di e-esf mdsi pv hesH oe ,pl.wgYi 
seyeyOes ihe .dti inye he hdw tilwnew hes vd,eH

Does she want this, Ray?
oe tdi pg ihe ewae pv ihe OewH These Sdt gp 

dgtSes he ,pl.w an-e ihdi he hdwgYi d.sedwf ltewH
Pheg he isnew ip ipl,h hes ,hee”“ he tdS ihe 

yds”t pg hes ihspdiH
oe Segi ngip ihe hd.. dgw mn,”ew lm De,”SppwYt 

,dswH
The glyOes Sdt d.sedwf td-ew ng hnt mhpgeH oe 

wnwgYi seyeyOes mliinga ni iheseH ont rsti ,d.. Segi 
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lgdgtSesewH oe isnew dadng dgw Sdniew ihsplah ihe 
snganga lgin. ihe -pn,eydn. OeadgH

k’iYt UdfHI ont -pn,e tplgwew tyd..H oe ad-e ihe 
dwwsettH kultdg geewt he.mHI

oe .pp”ew ipSdsw ihe OewsppyH
k’Y-e hlsi hesH ’ ihplahiAI
These Sdt gp Sdf ip rgnth ihdi tegieg,eH
k'.edte ,pyeHI
oe .evi ihe mhpge Oetnwe hes dgw mli d ipSe. ng 

ihe wsfesH Phn.e ni Sdsyew“ he ,hdgaew ihe mn..pSb
,dte dgw tisdnahiegew ihe O.dg”ei p-es hes .eatH oe 
Spl.w .ed-e ihe wsettngat vps De,”SppwH oe hdw 
wpge egplahH

oe .dnw ihe Sdsy ipSe. p-es hes ,hetiH
0pSgtidnst“ he .df pg ihe .dO idO.e Oetnwe ihe 

ypsmhngeH De,”Sppw Spl.w ”gpS Shdi ip wpH oe 
Spl.w aei hes pli pv ihnt hplteH 'eshdmt the Spl.w 
,lste Udfypgw vps ihe seti pv hes .nveH 'eshdmt the 
Spl.w seyeyOes gpihnga di d..H

oe hdw Sdgiew ip Oe hes 1aldswndg dgae.1 dadngH 
Thdi Sdt Shdi the ltew ip ,d.. hnyH oe .pgaew ip 
heds hes tdf niH

Rt ihe wsla ipp” hp.w“ he seyeyOesew tpyeihnga 
he hdwgYi ip.w De,”SppwH oe sed,hew vps ihe mhpge“ 
Oli ni Sdt lmtidnstH oe hdw .evi ni Snih hesH

0pgYi .ed-e hes d.pge“ he ihplahiH



Chapter 12

Susan  stood  up  and  switched  ob  the  redside 
sc.eenR

yamlond kam reneath a white rkanHetR fis kegt eme 
was siOhtkessR fis .iOht ea. was OoneR She koosened 
his ,nOe.s g.ol the turinO and pkaced his hand on 
his chestR

vn the t.okkem reside hilT the lachine ,nished 
sa-inO its .eco.dR

She tu.ned the diak racH to the accidentR Bhe o.iOD
inakT this tileR

yain st.ucH the passenOe. windowR Ceside he.T 
yamlond .eached go. the dashroa.d as she swiped 
a lessaOe g.ol he. ko-e.T ’.R qa.-e.T ob he. phoneR 
Bhe ca. kegt  the pa-elentR  Bhe tekephone poke 
st.ucH yamlondxs sideR

She stopped rego.e the ilpactR Bhe.e was no 
.eason to watch that aOainR

qa.-e. woukd cole go. the e“uiplent toniOhtR 
fe Hnew which pa.ts coukd re .eusedR Bhe tissue 
them had taHen g.ol yamlond had se.-ed its pu.D
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poseT akonO with the lelo.ies them had .elo-edT 
akte.edT and .etu.ned to hilR

She ad-anced the .eco.dinOR
CecHwood stood reside the redT his coat wet 

g.ol the .ainR She had reen e?pkaininO how kittke 
.elained og yamlondxs kigeR fow luch Hinde. it 
liOht re to ket hil OoR

”’oes he want thisT Susan'A
Bhe lan had insisted on asHinO yamlond hilD

sekgR fe takHed arout .eharikitationT arout the mea.s 
them liOht stikk ha-e toOethe.R Susan had kooHed at 
the red and thouOht og elptminO raOsT chanOinO 
sheetsT and reinO thanHed go. it akkR She thouOht 
og reinO cakked his IOua.dian anOekRI — te.l she deD
spisedR

qa.-e.  had  unde.stood  when  she  said  she 
coukdnxtR

She ckosed the ,keR
fe. phone kit upR Bwo cakks g.ol yamlondR vne 

lessaOeR
She kooHed at his phone on the pikkowR CecHwoodxs 

nale was stikk on the sc.eenR Ceneath it was the 
nulre. she had surstituted go. hisR

”Ftxs yamRA
fis -oice cale g.ol he. phone whike his louth 

.elained open and stikkR
”Susan needs hekpRA
She kistened to the .estR Bhe add.ess was thei. 

okd houseT the one with the raselentR fe hadnxt 
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reen the.e in mea.sR Bhe.e had reen no karo.ato.m 
reneath itT no tarke he coukd ckilr ontoR vnkm this 
.oolT his own d.ip within .eachT and the lelo.ies 
she had Oi-en hilR

”Fx-e hu.t he.R F thouOhtPA
E.ol the co..ido. cale the sound og a ca.tR Susan 

kowe.ed the -okuleR
”0kease coleRA
1-en thenT he had t.ied to Oet he. hekpR
She deketed the lessaOe and put roth phones 

awamR
Cego.e she went to ,nd a nu.seT she tooH the 

towek g.ol his chestR Ft had Oone cokdR


