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It	was	not	intended	to	drive	people	crazy,	but	to	save	people	from	being	driven	crazy,	and	it	worked.16			Whatever	her	intentions,	Gilman	offered	something	more	than	a	remedy:	a	masterpiece.	Once	broomsticks	became	more	comfortable,	they	were	flown	for	pleasure	rather	than	merely	used	as	a	means	of	getting	from	point	A	to	point	B.	Within	the
past	decade,	and	aided	by	his	Duchess—herself	a	known	public	figure	and	cousin	of	the	Queen—he	had	become	ambassador-at-large	and	successful	trouble-shooter	for	the	British	government.	Chani,	his	little	Fremen	darling–she’s	his	mate.	In	the	fall	of	1906,	she	and	Vanessa	went	with	a	family	friend,	Violet	Dickinson,	to	meet	their	brothers	in
Greece.	Even	a	seer	was	entitled	to	some	privacy.			1.	“I’m	going	to	get	you	out	of	here	somehow,”	he	whispered	as	he	worked	at	the	iron	cuffs	on	her	wrist.	’			My	seat	is	directly	over	the	wing,	which	is	comforting	to	me.	Of	course,	it	meant	something.	“Do	you	know	where	Fatheris?”			“He	went	above	stairs	with	mother,”	Avelyn	told	him;	then	some	of
the	twinkle	returnedto	her	eyesand	she	added,”To	discussmethods	of	distractingher	from	moping	over	my	leave-taking.			To	my	surprise,	my	fist	went	straight	through.	He	scratched	for	the	panic	button	in	his	pocket,	but	his	fingers	fumbled	uselessly.			“You	and—”			Just	then	the	gorgeous	young	Indian	princess	sidled	in	behind	Cash.	“Jean	[Jean	Karl,
her	editor	at	Atheneum]	doesn’t	want	it.”	Ellen	was	always	candid.	“Start	working	on	the	deal.”			“I	already	have.	Now,	earlier	that	same	day,	in	public	school,	two	of	my	friends,	Howard	Goldberg	and	Johnny	Jacobsen,	had	brought	into	our	science	class	a	papier-mâché	volcano.	After	all,	what	was	one	agent	in	the	grand	scheme	of	things?			Two
soldiers	stalked	towards	him,	leering	at	the	priest.	He	hated	not	feeling	clean	almost	more	than	anything;	it	felt	wonderful	to	wash	away	the	grime	of	the	last	few	days.	Women	envied	her.	She	knew	all	about	Beatriz’s	work.	She	was	the	one	who	hadn’t	even	invited	Shade	to	his	own	daughter’s	party.	Three	of	them	are	smiling	when	they	see	me
running	towards	them.	He	removed	his	hand	from	Dex’s	shoulder	and	let	him	go.	Honest.”			He	bent	down	and	tweaked	her	nose.	Marla	had	handed	over	Ky’s	care	to	him	the	day	he’d	been	born.			Then,	June	18!	It	was	a	Saturday.	“Neurosurgeon.			Dropping	by	Vanessa’s	house	on	a	July	evening	in	1911,	Virginia	met	Leonard	Woolf,	recently	back	on
leave	from	Ceylon.	Just	put	the	phone	in	your	pocket,	but	don’t	hang	up.”			I	look	down	at	the	oversized	shirt	and	leggings	I	have	on.	In	a	war	against	Naples	in	1483,	Pope	Innocent	VIII	had	reminded	the	Duke	of	Lorraine	that	he	too	had	a	claim	to	the	southern	kingdom	and	invited	him	to	send	troops.	A	cold,	raw	wind	whipped	dead	leaves	about	the
ankles	of	the	four	people	grouped	in	the	Sunset	Towers	driveway,	but	not	one	of	them	shivered.	I	might	fear	for	my	safety	and	feel	the	need	to	leave,	and	I	really	don’t	want	to	leave.	After	all,	it	looked	as	if	they	were	in	this	together.	“You’re	feeling	better.”			I	nod	over	my	shoulder.	Every	time	he	had	asked	about	Kelly,	Ray	Mackay’s	voice	had
tightened.			III.	His	windpipe	was	crushed,	vised	in	the	angel’s	grip.	Youremember	Charles	Benton	and	Henry	Freize?			A	stunning	vision	of	youth	and	beauty.	Not	just	thinking	of	her,	but	somehow	seeing	her.	Until	then,	I	vow	to	treat	her	humanely—			The	angel	slammed	Hank’s	head	against	the	ground.	”			Avelyn	forced	a	smile	as	he	reached	up	to
squeeze	her	hand.	Maybe	I	have,	but	they	seem	darker	when	they’re	attached	to	such	an	intimidating	presence.	“It’s	nice	to	have	a	child	nearby,	especially	one	as	entertaining	as	Jessie.	But	gradually	the	periods	of	remission	grew	shorter	and	shorter,	and	the	disease	claimed	her	life	in	1984,	when	she	was	(Ellen,	forgive	me	for	telling	your	age)	only
fifty-six.	Rowdy	Mackay	leaned	against	the	kitchen	doorway,	tilted	his	head,	and	watched	in	amusement	as	Kelly	shuffled	over	to	the	refrigerator	and	opened	the	door	to	peer	into	the	interior.	A	couple	of	the	younger	fellas	even	removed	their	hats.	He	was	tactless	and	unapproachable,	but	if	you	needed	someone	to	go	to	war	for	you,	Ash	Keeler	would
bring	down	his	wrath	like	some	vengeful	Greek	god	and	make	it	rain	blood	and	pain	on	whoever	made	the	stupid	mistake	of	crossing	him.	In	Indiana,	in	the	home	he	and	Alice	had	bought	while	she	was	carrying	Jessie,	there	had	been	too	many	ties	to	the	past.	His	job	was	as	high	risk	as	it	was	before	he	ended	up	falling	for	his	Team	Leader.	We	had	no
money,	my	bride	and	I,	and	when	the	kids	came	along,	my	wife	took	a	leave	of	absence	from	the	elementary	school	where	she	taught	and	we	went	abruptly	from	two	teachers’	salaries	to	one.	He	groans,	but	his	eyes	don’t	open	again.	Seven	years	of	running.	First,	never	to	undermine	his	authority	in	front	of	his	men.	Diamonds	glinted	at	her	ears;	her
feet	were	bare.	You	and	I	were	a	mistake.	They	are	unusual.	And	you’ll	be	right	to	do	so,	because	you’re	not	a	journalist	and	you	never	will	be.	She	relied	on	me	to	do	that	and	to	tell	her	when	her	writing	was	“too	adult.”	She	said,	with	her	usual	candor,	that	she	didn’t	know	what	children’s	books	were	like.	However,	I	had	no	time	to	find	a	job,	get	my
own	apartment,	and	get	settled	before	my	new	classes	started,	so	it	left	me	with	little	choice.	”			Carter	jogs	over	to	his	dad,	who	immediately	starts	talking	and	gesturing	with	his	hands,	probably	giving	a	play-by-play	critique	of	how	practice	went.			Her	journal	entries	for	that	period	are	a	pathetic	record	of	collapse	and	guilt:	“teary,”	“tremulous,”
“downcast,”	a	string	of	dreary	days	spent	lying	on	the	sofa	with	forbearing	Walter	bringing	cups	of	tea.	Yet	Gilman	saw	herself	primarily	as	a	sociologist,	anthropologist,	and	social	philosopher;	her	books	outline	radical	ideas	on	the	meaning	and	ramifications	of	human	work,	on	the	institutions	of	marriage	and	the	family	(distinct	and	not	always
mutually	supporting,	she	warns),	on	motherhood,	and	on	child	rearing	in	particular,	which	she	vehemently	believed	should	be	entrusted	to	trained	professionals,	not	left	to	the	volatilities	of	“maternal	instinct.”			Though	her	ideas	were	advanced	for	her	time,	she	was	far	from	an	isolated	voice.			“Hel	no,”	I	say.			She	had	him	there.	When	I	told	her	who
she	was…”	Ben	winced	at	the	memory	of	his	final	fight	with	Katie.	”			“Lookin’	forward	to	it.	The	sexy	V	of	his	obliques	dips	into	his	satin,	navy	blue	shorts,	which	gently	hug	his	powerful	legs,	thick	with	muscle.	They	came	out	here	in	such	a	hurry,	it	isn’t	my	fault	if	they	assume	they’re	alone.	Dalloway/Virginia	Woolf;	annotated	and	with	an
introduction			by	Bonnie	Kime	Scott;	Mark	Hussey,	general	editor.—1st	Harvest	ed.	“What’s	the	problem	here?”			Gabby	crosses	her	arms	in	front	of	her,	blowing	a	curl	out	of	her	eye	that	had	fallen	when	Lucca	hit	her.	As	old	as	the	sea,	and	as	hard	as	the	rocks	jutting	out	from	cliffs	beside	them.	Don’t	yell!”			“I’m	sorry,	baby,”	Shade	said.	She	gave
the	doctor	a	nod	and	was	off.	“But	speaking	of	people	whose	names	start	with	B…”			“What?”	Ben	asked	the	question	slowly,	emphasizing	every	single	letter	in	the	word.	And	father	of	Lily	Bloom–that	strange	girl	with	the	erratic	red	hair	who	once	fell	in	love	with	a	homeless	guy	and	brought	great	shame	upon	her	entire	family.	Indeed,	when	I	told	her
it	was	to	be	made	available	to	Muggles,	she	was	rendered	temporarily	speechless	and	neither	moved	nor	blinked	for	several	minutes.	“Another	ten	in	cars	at	both	exits.	Sloane	unmoving.	It’s	long,	but	there	are	pleasures	everywhere.			He	says,	“What’s	good,	Woods?”			“Nice	move	faking	out	Duckett	on	that	last	play.	She	was	asleep	almost	instantly—
her	breathing	even,	her	body	relaxed.	As	I	recall,	the	other	person	was	young	with	dark	hair.	“They’re	bad	for	you.			I’ve	dated	men	since	my	relationship	went	bust,	quite	a	few	actually.			I’m	a	girl.	Then	go	back	and	read	it	again.	Leonard	decided	to	resign	from	the	Colonial	Service,	hoping	that	Virginia	would	agree	to	marry	him.	He’ll	look	after	you.”
		“Thank	you	so	much,	Don	Basilio.			Owen	slapped	Adam	in	the	center	of	the	chest.	“I’l	be	wishing	I’m	you	as	I	do	sit-ups	with	Dad	tonight.	Go	have	some	fun.”			“I	don’t	mind.	In	1482,	during	a	Venetian	assault	on	Ferrara,	Florence	and	Milan	had	encouraged	the	Turks	to	step	up	their	attacks	on	Venice’s	maritime	possessions.	It	looked	exactly	like
what	he’d	seen:	a	golden-yellow	house	on	the	main	street,	with	a	panelled	wooden	door,	and	a	small	wrought-iron	balcony	filled	with	flowering	plants	–	a	jumble	of	red	and	yellow.			A	butterfly	landed	soundlessly	on	her	hand,	and	she	stroked	the	edge	of	its	pale	blue	wings	with	a	fingertip.			Julia	wasn’t	certain	if	she’d	just	been	given	the	world’s	most
fascinating	Christmas	present	or	an	enormous	lump	of	coal.	However,	dear	readers,	now	that	we	all	know	better,	I	beg	of	you—please	don’t!			Otherwise,	I	hope	you	enjoy	my	long-ago	work.	“He	looks	like	this	week’s	hunk,	but	he	does	excellent	work.	I	pulled	up	Google	Earth	and	found	the	closest	apartment	complex	with	a	decent	rooftop	patio.”			He
regards	me	with	a	smile.	He	always	had	time	for	me:	he	read	what	I	had	written	and	gave	me	good	advice.	She’d	been	married	to	Rory	Winthrop	for	a	brief	and	tumultuous	two	years	a	quarter	of	a	century	before,	and	wasn’t	certain	she	agreed	with	his	son’s	verdict.	Their	flesh	was	subject	to	space	and	time.	I	use	my	free	leg	to	kick	the	door	shut,
slamming	it	directly	onto	his	wrist.	Lippett	overlooked	the	fact	that	Jerusha	had	worked	hard	for	herboard	during	those	two	years,	that	the	convenience	of	the	asylum	hadcome	first	and	her	education	second;	that	on	days	like	the	present	shewas	kept	at	home	to	scrub.	“Thanks	for	the	ride.			“I	bet	you’d	go	if	they’d	picked	a	place	that	makes	real	food,
like	Michel’s	Bistro	or	Julien	L’Auberge	in	Nashvil	e,”	Carter	says	in	a	ridiculous	French	accent,	and	JJ,	Henry,	and	I	burst	out	laughing	at	him.	“How	about	I	come	over	and	watch	film	with	you	instead?”			“What	about	Samantha	and	Marie	and	Lacey	and	Kristen?”			He	glances	over	at	the	cheerleaders.			Catherine	grabbed	the	first	thing	she	could	find
and	ran	out	from	her	hiding	place.	And	two,	Adam	had	taken	more	than	a	liking	to	me.	That	bronc	couldn’ta	tossed	off	a	baby	blanket.	It	was.			Inside	the	storage	room,	he	was	staring	at	a	blank	stone	wall	with	wide	mortar	seams.			But,	really,	I	was	a	liar.	The	crowd	surged	forward,	pressing	against	the	barricades	along	the	curb.			‘He	waited	to
discuss	the	terms	with	me.	You’ve	completely	lost	your	cool.”			Owen	was	right.	Way	too	easy.	We’ll	soon	add	a	fourth	to	our	trio.	This,	incidentally,	was	her	philosophy	of	anal	sex,	as	well.			He	could	dwell	on	the	current	state	of	his	life	and	arrive	at	nothing	satisfactory	in	the	way	of	an	answer,	or	he	could	simply	ignore	it.			He	lifted	an	eyebrow.	That
is,	let’s	say	a	reader	is	a	sort	of	mechanic.	”	He	sighed	as	he	gave	in	to	the	impulse	to	reach	out,	to	use	the	excuse	of	pushing	her	hair	back	to	touch	the	soft	warmth	of	it.	She	also	read	aloud	anessay	that	you	had	written	entitled,	“Blue	Wednesday”.’			Jerusha’s	guilty	expression	this	time	was	not	assumed.	But	he’d	been	without	her	now	longer	than
he’d	been	with	her.	If	he	was	trying	for	intimidation,	it	would’ve	worked	three	weeks	ago.	He’s	a	large,	muscular	man	but	surprisingly	light	on	his	feet,	which	I	know—because	I	used	to	compete	in	track—means	he’s	incredibly	strong	to	be	able	to	keep	his	body	aloft	in	the	air	with	such	a	minor	tap	of	his	feet.	It	extends	life	and	allows	the	adept	to
foresee	his	future,	but	it	ties	him	to	a	cruel	addiction	and	marks	his	eyes	as	yours	are	marked:	total	blue	without	any	white.	They	wanted	to	fly	like	birds,	but	without	the	inconvenience	of	growing	feathers.	“Love	you,”	she	said.			“There’s	a	building	behind	it	on	Melcher.	His	blood	pressure	was	already	high	enough	to	cause	a	massive	stroke.	But	you
get	the	idea.			All	rights	reserved.			The	only	turn	off	I	can	see	from	my	vantage	point	is	that	he’s	smoking.			An	’82	Plymouth	sedan,	dark	blue.	“As	I’m	sure	you’re	aware,	the	book	received	excellent	reviews	and	stayed	on	the	New	York	Times	list	for	twenty	weeks.”			“Twenty-two,”	he	corrected	her,	and	made	her	grin.			And	Izzy	fainted	dead	away.	The
new	scoring	barrels	worked	well.	“I	have	enough	for	the	menu.	Ash	might	be	a	certified	prick,	but	Dex	was	growing	to	appreciate	the	rough	agent’s	underlying	qualities.	As	if	she’d	recently	lost	weight.	“For	six	years,	I	wasn’t	honest	with	you	about	how	I	felt.			He	could	see.			And	he	would	have	no	trouble	waking	up.	But	he	should	have	known	she
would	find	someone	to	talk	to,	someone	to	charm.	“Thank	you,	Warin.	You	tellin’	me	you	wouldn’t	make	time	if	someone	came	along?”			Cord’s	beer	stopped	halfway	to	his	mouth.			“Thank	you.”	Henry	lifted	his	empty	beer	bottle	in	a	salute.	It	was	now	or	never.	Setting	sun	behind	me	and	in	their	faces.	”			I	turn	and	see	Melanie	jumping	up	and	down
and	saying	“Omigod,	hit	him,	Remy!	Just	knock	him	dead,	you	sexy	beast!”	She	screams	when	his	opponent	falls	to	the	ground	with	a	loud	thump.	After	a	moment	they	disappeared	completely,	and	the	world	went	quiet	and	still.			Several	car	s	were	parked	in	the	long	driveway	of	the	house	that	had	once	been	Shade’s	residence.	I	sneak	a	peek	at
Henry,	JJ,	and	Carter,	and	they	start	snickering	again.	“I	thought	you	knew	everything.”			And	usually	she	did.			“It	was	an	interesting	work,	if	one	was	into	Robert’s	bravado,	and	machismo,	but	what	I	found	most	fascinating	was	that	the	author	managed	to	ferret	out	a	number	of	truths	among	the	carefully	crafted	lies.”			“Julia	Summers,”	Maggie	put
in,	debating	hard	and	long	over	another	piece	of	candy.	Herbie	Chandler,	who	held	the	power	of	hiring	and	firing	his	bell	staff,	preferred	older	men.			She	laughed	again	and	the	smoke	vanished	with	a	swift	pop.	“Want	to	come	out	to	eat	with	us?”			“Who’s	us?”			“Me	and	JJ…”			“And?”			“Oh,	let’s	see…Samantha	and	Marie	and	Lacey	and	Kristen.
Because	he’d	felt	he	had	to.	Last	I	heard	he	was	at	the	first	aid	station.	No,	children.			She	nodded.			ONE			One	Year	Later			So	that	was	what	had	happened	to	that	third	shirt.	The	air	was	cold,	and	a	little	damp.	I’ll	help	you	get	on	your	feet	and	you’ll	keep	my	condom	mishap	a	secret	from	the	guys.”			“And	if	the	baby	is	yours	.	But	he	got	the	building
anyway.	Butterfly	wings.	The	p	layer	who	succeeded	in	getting	the	Dom	through	the	last	barrel	in	the	fastest	time,	without	having	caught	fire	on	the	way,	was	the	winner.	When	her	dance	partner	twirled	her,	Cord	caught	a	glimpse	of	bright	red	bikini	panties.	Had–O	horrors!–one	of	thecherubic	little	babes	in	her	own	room	F	‘sauced’	a	Trustee?	There
might	even	be	—	though	it’s	impossible	to	prove	—	readers	who	find	it	possible	to	enjoy	Thomas	Pynchon	one	day	and	Elmore	Leonard	the	next.	You	thought	he	brought	you	new	organization	and	a	new	mission.			For	all	the	years	in	which	I	have	had	to	pack	a	suitcase	and	start	on	a	trip,	that	packing	is	dreaded;	and	often	finds	me	at	midnight,	after
several	hours’	attempt,	holding	up	some	article	and	looking	at	it	in	despair,	utterly	unable	to	make	up	my	mind	whether	to	take	it	or	not.			I	finally	allow	my	eyes	to	make	the	journey	to	the	silhouette	leaning	over	the	ledge.			“Because	I	said	so.			CHAPTER			2			HE	JOGGED	ALONG	THE	PARK	trail	with	a	backpack	over	his	shoulders.	Then	another	car
showed	up,	brisk	and	confident,	like	it	knew	where	it	was	going.	Crayton	bought	it	for	me	at	the	airport.	I	don’t	get	orgasms	doing	book	reviews.”			“You	have	to	write	me	something,	Bea.”			“Fine.	After	all,	she’s	your	own	flesh	and	blood.	I	swear	this	is	the	slowest	damn	elevator	I’ve	ever	encountered.	Inside	were	all	the	things	he	required	to	do	his
work.			Where	the	names	of	real	places,	corporations,	institutions,	and	public	figures	are	projected	onto	made-up	stuff,	they	are	intended	to	denote	only	made-up	stuff,	not	anything	presently	real.	”			No,	she	hadn’t.	My	silence	the	following	days	must	have	cut	through	her,	because	to	my	surprise	she	bought	us	two	round-trip	airline	tickets	to	Denver.



What	the	hell	happened?”			“He	was	trying	to	get	inside.	Impossible.	I	neverdreamed	there	was	such	a	place	in	the	world.	“Fucking	alligators	and	mosquitoes.”			“Honey,	your	sexual	partners	are	your	business.”	And	earned	a	quick	snort	of	laughter.			“Screw	this.”	Dex	marched	over	and	butted	in.	Again.			This	one.	Jerusha	assembledher	charges,
straightened	their	rumpled	frocks,	wiped	their	noses,	andstarted	them	in	an	orderly	and	willing	line	towards	the	dining-room	toengage	themselves	for	a	blessed	half	hour	with	bread	and	milk	and	prunepudding.	In	the	end,	reality	and	symbol	hurtle	into	each	other.	Despite	all	that	had	happened,	he	still	had	the	ladies	swooning.	Triangles	(Interpersonal
relations)—Fiction.	What	were	you	saying?”			She	looks	livid.	And	lucky	for	them,	they	had	one	handy.	I’m	horizontal	and	somehow	still	tipping	over	and	the	holes	in	my	head	are	tearing	open	and	I’m	staring	at	a	spot	on	the	carpet	not	ten	feet	away	and	I’m	not	sure	I’m	even	alive	but	I	have	to	hear	him	say	it.	Not	with	Sloane	in	the	back	of	it	fighting
for	his	life.			She’d	done	a	bit	of	research	in	advance	of	her	journey.	She	let	us	have	free	mead	all	night	because	we	won	as	well.	He	hadn’t	shaved	in	days,	his	hair	was	unruly	and	unkempt,	and	there	were	lines	of	worry	around	his	mouth.			My	outlet	used	to	be	gardening.	And	you’ll	get	to	know	Frank	Herbert	better	as	a	human	being.	“It	really	is	a
great	name	for	a	florist.	seven	.	“But	I’ve	always	wanted	you,	too.	You’re	going	in	the	bra.”			Corbin	makes	a	gagging	sound	as	I	pull	the	phone	from	my	ear	and	shove	it	inside	my	bra.	No	lights	in	them,	either.	She	watched	it	fly	over	the	castle	wall	and	away.	“They	start	very	young	these	days.	”			Blakely	blinked.	”			“Ha,	ha,”	Kristen	replies,	but	she
subconsciously	smooths	her	brown	hair	with	a	hand.	Florence	simply	tried	to	get	bigger	in	any	way	that	was	convenient.			“He’s	got	quite	a	kick,”	Owen	said,	laughing	when	what	he	figured	was	a	foot	thumped	against	his	palm	again.			Marina	lets	go	of	her	knees	and	sits	up	straight,	releasing	a	long	breath.	Ash	gave	him	a	nod	in	understanding,	and
Dex	was	off.	Now’s	not	the	time.”			His	dad	was	right.	Oh,	Gunnora!	My	babeis	a	grownwoman	now,”	she	bemoaned	to	theservant	atherside.	I	remember	him	last	night—it	must’ve	been	last	night—I	remember	his	face,	remember	him	lying	next	to	me	in	the	dark.	They	were	taking	them	away.	You	know	what	could	happen	if	we	were	thousands	of	miles
in	the	air	and	then	found	out	Mogs	had	followed	us	on	board?’			I	knew	exactly	what	could	happen.	All	he	had	to	do	now	was	unpack,	find	a	place	for	everything	and	make	a	home	out	of	a	strange	house.	I	don’t	even	bother	looking	up.			‘Not	really,’	I	said.	But	then,	Avelynand	hermotherwere	very	close.	There	is	the	same	sort	of	obsessiveness,	the	same
incredible	precision	and	focus,	and	the	same	sense	that	the	writer	wanted	(and	arguably	succeeds	at)	nailing	the	consciousness	of	an	age.	Too	much	is	on	my	shoulders	for	me	to	let	my	guard	down	and	get	drunk.	Well-done	roast	for	us.”	He	grimaces	before	heading	toward	the	smoky	kitchen	and	a	cursing	Franci.	Growing	things.			Lady	Margeria
Straughton	hadbeen	teary-eyed	a	lot	lately,ever	since	theyhad	received	notice	that	Paen	deGerville	hadfinallyreturned	from	the	Crusades	and	wished	to	claim	his	betrothed.	He	grunts	as	he	sinks	into	the	chair	and	then	looks	up	at	me	again.	”			“Like	you	would	have	sex	with	someone	like	him.			The	phone	rang	again	and	I	looked	at	shift	was	over.
None	of	the	promoters	can	give	me	a	good	answer.			She	had	been	a	goddess.	“That’s	just	the	old	Westing	house	up	there;	it	hasn’t	been	lived	in	for	fifteen	years.”			“Well,	I’ll	have	to	think	it	over.”			“I	have	twenty	people	begging	for	this	apartment,”	Barney	Northrup	said,	lying	through	his	buckteeth.	He	had	made	certain	no	one	was	dumb	enough	to
think	they	could	have	Kelly.	The	warmglow	that	hadbloomedunderher	parents’	complimentsdied	an	abruptdeath.	A	blond-haired,	blue-eyed	bombshell,	the	woman	was	centerfold	gorgeous.			You	couldn’t	say	yes	to	everyone.	Really.	Roane	was	not	only	a	vampire,	but	a	hunter.	Her	next	kiss	turned	urgent.	If	I	owned	it	I	could	plant	gardens	up	there.
For	three	weeks	the	city	had	sweltered	in	heat	and	humidity,	producing	tensions	all	around.	Just	for	a	minute.	I’ll	be	taking	you	to	the	doctor.	“Macen…”			“It’s	done.			Hotel	is	set	in	1964	in	New	Orleans,	which	is	where	I	began	research	and	preliminary	writing.			He	takes	in	a	long	drag	of	his	joint	and	starts	to	turn	back	toward	the	ledge.	C.			As	soon
as	my	heart	rate	begins	to	calm	down,	it	starts	to	scream	at	me.			Maybe	I	need	to	invest	in	a	marine-grade	polymer	patio	chair.	“We	want	a	couple	of	girls.”			It	was	too	risky,	Herbie	decided	at	once.	“You	could	have,	at	least,	given	me	a	card.”			Ben	realized	how	badly	he	had	hurt	his	wife.	The	pain	exploded	inside	him,	nearly	knocking	him
unconscious.	I	will	never	admit	this	to	Melanie,	not	even	to	myself	out	loud,	but	I	don’t	think	I’ve	ever	seen	such	a	hot	man	in	my	life.	“Such	a	story	ought	not	to	be	written,”	one	reader	wrote.	I	heard	music	in	the	background	and	that	meant	one	thing.	The	twangy	tune	served	as	a	reminder	of	the	disturbing	events	of	the	last	month.	At	least	until	she
opened	her	mouth.			15	“Hold	these,	please,”	Dr.	Patel	said,	handing.	Even	after	the	woman	birthed	a	son.	The	larger	man	grabbed	him	from	behind	and	his	metal	cross	fell	to	the	ground.	Two	years	that	had	taught	her	that	law	enforcement	was	just	her	cup	of	tea,	even	if	writing	parking	tickets	and	filling	out	forms	was	not.	The	cemetery	was
overgrown	and	almost	mazelike.			Jacobs	picked	up	his	mug	of	fresh	coffee,	into	which	he	had	just	poured	three	sugar	packets.	Ignoring	his	teammate’s	bitching,	Dex	called	out	over	his	shoulder	for	Ash	to	take	care	of	it.	I	can’t	remember	a	single	instance.	His	gift	to	her,	he	liked	to	think.	“I	don’t	want	anything	to	go	wrong	tonight.			‘These	letters	will
be	addressed	to	Mr.	John	Smith	and	will	be	sent	incare	of	the	secretary.	“And	you’re	still	the	only	woman	I	love.”			“Because	you’re	too	damn	choosy.”	But	Eve	squeezed	his	fingers	before	she	released	them.			“Why?”	I	ask.	THIRDS	issues	Threat	Level	Red	alert	after	one	agent	is	shot	and	a	Team	Leader	is	critically	injured	by	Coalition	leader	Beck
Hogan.	She	was	down	to	shillings	and	pence.			Crap!	Forgot	to	get	batteries	for	the	doorbell.	But	I	brought	you	a	birthday	present.”	He	lifted	the	pink	bag	in	her	direction.	”			I	grin	at	Henry.	It	was	important	she	do	this,	she	declared.	Ben	followed	Henry’s	gaze	to	where	it	stopped	on	a	woman,	tall	with	long	straight	black	hair	and	deep	copper	skin.		
His	time	in	the	Marines	had	taught	him	self-control,	finished	his	education,	and	brought	him	into	manhood.	That	mark	was	an	intricate	symbol	of	weaving	lines.	She	was	still	there,	and	so	was	he,	too	often.	Then	it	jumped	back	up	again	at	the	thought	of	seeing	Beatriz	again	for	the	first	time	since	college.	I’ll	be	gone	the	rest	of	the	week,	but	we	need
to	keep	in	contact	every	day,	especially	since	your	ex	found	out	where	you	live.	“When	are	we	stopping	for	dinner?”			Tex	glanced	at	the	cellphone	he	had	stuck	to	the	dashboard	with	directions	to	a	suitable	restaurant	displayed	through	his	map	app.			Just	before	this	first	sequel	to	Dune	was	published	in	1969,	it	ran	in	installments	in	the	science	fiction
magazine	Galaxy.	“Nah,	it’s	okay,”	I	say.			Chapter	Two			Ben	arrived	at	the	Essex	Hotel	just	in	time	to	keep	Henry	from	drinking	himself	into	a	stupor	at	the	bar.	“Your	mom’s	keeping	dinner	warm	until	we’re	done	working	out.	It	was	the	funeral	of	the	prodigious	Andrew	Bloom,	after	all.			At	the	close	of	that	book,	looking	back	on	almost	half	a	century
of	writing,	lecturing,	and	traveling,	she	notes	tersely	the	waning	demand	for	her	services.	True,	L.A.	hadn’t	worked	out,	but	she’d	gotten	a	taste	of	what	it	was	like	to	put	down	roots.			p.			31	The	History	of	Domenico	Onofrio	Tempesta,.			But	never	have	I	been	so	thoroughly	robbed.			This	guy	is	beautiful.	Baltimore	sat	astride	I-95,	and	D.C.	was	the
next	stop	south,	and	the	part	of	Virginia	Reacher	was	aiming	for	was	more	or	less	inside	the	D.C.	bubble,	not	much	farther	west	of	Arlington	Cemetery	than	the	White	House	was	east.	Permission	to	be	Charlie	Asher.	One	of	her	exquisitely	intricate	paintings	for	that	book	now	hangs	on	my	wall.	I’d	like	to	see	him	fly	with	his	knees	on	back	to	front,	the
great	hairy	hog,			Tuesday.	She	would	let	him.	In	the	ordinary	way	she	would	have	been	home	at	her	Gentilly	apartment	hours	ago.	The	warm	September	sun	was	golden,	and	the	gentle	whoosh	of	the	sea	on	the	rocks	below	her	sloping	yard	was	a	lovely	background	to	the	buzzing	of	bees	and	the	piping	of	birdsong.	Some	officer	was	thinking	of	a
different	Rock	Creek.	They	left	shallow	dents	in	the	door	panels.	Hold	on.”	He	hit	the	gas	pedal	again,	and	the	engine	thundered	as	he	raced	forward.	Few	knew	her	heart.			“Nothing,”	Eve	agreed.			Warner	pulls	me	into	his	arms.	He	fleetingly	wondered	if	Julie	would	like	what	he	chose.	Besides	being	bitchy,	she’s	a	talker.			Doug	Jacobs,	on	the	other
hand,	slumped	to	the	floor.	“Al	I	need	is	a	big	slab	of	meat	and	a	bunch	of	peanut	shel	s	to	throw	al	over	the	floor.	Forgive	me,	I	.	“After	over	thirty	years	of	marriage	and	more	cooking	lessons	than	I’d	like	to	admit,	you’d	think	she’d	learn	how	to	use	a	timer.”			“Dad.”	I	laugh	and	glance	toward	the	kitchen,	checking	to	see	if	my	mom	is	out	of	earshot.		
“Don’t	kill	me	or	anything,	dude,”	Henry	said.	”			I	stick	my	tongue	out	before	saying,	“Shit,	no.	He	can’t	stop	smiling.	Hi,	Maggie.”			“Paul.	”			Hammer	pressed	closer,	barely	resisting	the	urge	to	rub	his	hard	cock	against	her.	Dex	had	never	met	anyone	so	resolute	in	tearing	through	the	obstacles	the	world	threw	his	way	than	Sloane	Brodie.	The
newspaper’s	headquarters	rose	behind	the	forest	of	angels	and	crosses	of	the	Pueblo	Nuevo	cemetery;	from	afar,	its	outline	merged	with	the	mausoleums	silhouetted	against	the	horizon—a	skyline	stabbed	by	hundreds	of	chimneys	and	factories	that	wove	a	perpetual	twilight	of	scarlet	and	black	above	Barcelona.	Or	Dear	Mr.	Rich-Man,	but	that’s
insulting	to	you,	asthough	money	were	the	only	important	thing	about	you.	”			At	the	maid’sgentle	words,	Lady	Straughton’s	eyes	filled	with	tears	onceagain.	This	must	be	another	one	of	his	sudden	shifts.	”			“Bul	shit,”	I	say	as	JJ	and	Carter	walk	up.			Two:	I	am	chagrined	by	the	frequency	with	which	my	story’s	characters	light	up	cigarettes—also
typical	of	those	times.	I	don’t	want	to	lose	you.”	She	cries	into	my	neck.	She	coughed	harshly	and	all	around	her	were	the	screams	of	the	dying.			“Yes.”	I’m	getting	irritated	now.	Tomorrow	was	indeed	important!	Tomorrow	was	June	19!	“Fool,”	he	shouted	inwardly	to	himself!	How	could	he	had	forgotten	the	importance	of	June	19?			The	way	he
swings,	moves,	growls…			Suddenly,	a	chorus	begins,	“REMY	…	REMY	…	REMY.	You	deserve	a	reckless	night	out.”			“My	life	is	too	dangerous	to	get	piss-ass	drunk,	Mom.”			“You	work	too	hard.	She	had	no	time	for	clingy.	I’m	not	a	fool.	He	joined	the	doctor	and	accompanied	him	down	a	long	corridor	through	a	door	that	led	to	a	medium-sized	shower
room.			Her	cousinlooked	as	mean-tempered	as	ever.	Of	course,	Emily	had	reason	for	her	dislike.	Now,	the	Empire	understands	the	sham	of	Muad’dib’s	marriage	to	the	Princess	Irulan!			Q:	You	dare	accuse	Muad’dib	of	sham!			A:	Though	you	kill	me	for	it,	it’s	not	heresy.	This	is	a	cold	room	in	University	Administration,	wood-walled,	Remington-hung,
double-windowed	against	the	November	heat,	insulated	from	Administrative	sounds	by	the	reception	area	outside,	at	which	Uncle	Charles,	Mr.	deLint	and	I	were	lately	received.	The	headlights	would	cut	down	the	road,	leading	the	way	to	a	new	place,	a	new	school,	new	people.	As	we	have	developed	the	game	of	Quidditch,	so	it	has	developed	us;
Quidditch	unites	witches	and	wizards	from	all	walks	of	life,	bringing	us	together	to	share	moments	of	exhilaration,	triumph	and	(for	those	who	support	the	Chudley	Cannons)	despair.	She	glanced	at	the	paddock	across	from	the	arena	and	noticed	the	stocky	cowboy	leaning	on	the	white	metal	corrals.			Reluctantly,	I	said	goodbye	to	my	university
students	and	colleagues,	emptied	out	my	office,	and	returned	the	key	to	the	English	Department	secretary.	”	He	was	not	a	squirrel.	so	much	a	lady.	Dave	Wallace	—	and	he	is	commonly	known	as	such	—	keeps	big	sloppy	dogs	and	has	never	dressed	them	in	taffeta	or	made	them	wear	raincoats.	He	penned	a	weekly	column	on	crime	and	lurid	events—
the	only	thing	worth	reading	in	the	whole	paper.			He	started	out	of	the	bedroom	and	down	the	steps,	a	tall	man,	nearly	six-five	in	his	booted	feet,	lean	of	hip	and	wide	of	shoulder.	I’m	sorry!			You’re	dead!	Go	back.	”			No	way.			Shit	just	got	serious.	At	Queerditch	Marsh,	however,	a	game	had	been	created	that	would	one	day	become	the	most	popular
in	the	wizarding	world.	Everyone	would	be	better	off	if	you	just	sent	money	and	got	lost	permanently.”			Probably,	but	he	was	a	self-centered	bastard,	and	he	wanted	to	see	his	daughter	on	her	birthday.			“Tate?”	he	asks,	answering	his	phone	without	a	hello.			The	Duke	of	Croydon,	scion	of	an	ancient	family,	had	adapted	himself	to	the	times	with	an
instinct	for	the	common	touch.			“My	grandfather	used	to	say	the	placement	of	a	birthmark	was	the	story	of	how	a	person	lost	the	battle	in	their	past	life.	”			Her	scowl	re-appears.	He	will	never	forget	the	sweet	poison	of	vanity	in	his	blood	and	the	belief	that,	if	he	succeeds	in	not	letting	anyone	discover	his	lack	of	talent,	the	dream	of	literature	will
provide	him	with	a	roof	over	his	head,	a	hot	meal	at	the	end	of	the	day,	and	what	he	covets	the	most:	his	name	printed	on	a	miserable	piece	of	paper	that	surely	will	outlive	him.	It	wasn’t	a	dark	fantasy	she	would	shake	off	at	dawn.	Reaching	out,	she	touched	the	shiny	hair	and	opened	herself.			No	man	had	ever	held	a	candle	to	him.	For	she	knew
better	than	most	that	there	was	no	power,	no	enchantment,	no	sorcery,	greater	than	the	gift	of	an	open	and	accepting	heart.	She	was	seldom	able	to	read	for	more	than	an	hour	or	so	at	a	stretch;	her	nerves	were	“wilted,”	her	mind	“like	a	piece	of	boiled	spinach.”12			To	see,	to	hear,	to	think,	to	remember,	to	do	anything,	is	incredible	effort,	as	if	trying
to	rise	and	walk	under	a	prostrate	circus	tent,	or	wade	in	glue.	We	weren’t	dealing	with	a	serial	killer	here.	Reacher	was	wearing	a	pair	of	heavy	boots.	A	local	service,	mostly	for	the	gardeners.			Diaz	Orphanage,	said	the	website’s	home	page:	A	haven	for	children.	She	made	him	hard,	made	him	primal,	made	him	want	to	show	her	all	the	reasons	why
he	should	have	never	touched	her	the	first	time.	Although	I’m	not	sure	I	should	have	laughed	at	that.			“What	are	you	doing	here?”			The	man	in	mint	green	turned,	startled.	She’dinsisted	the	clothbecut	away	to	ensureher	successat	losing	weight.	You	sure	she’s	a	sober	saint?			Maybe	things	would	be	different	if	he	could	persuade	her	to	leave	Shadows,
Hammer,	and	all	the	distractions.	Now	I’ve	made	their	granddaughter	a	shiksa.	They	are	playing	havoc	with	you.	His	comm	set	was	now	up	and	running.	Yet	she	also	realized	that	her	father’s	encouragement	of	her	obviously	keen	intellect	had	given	her	an	eclectic	foundation.			Well	.	Less	than	a	year	left	of	my	residency	and	then	it’s	official.”			Stylish,
well	spoken,	and	smart.	And	I’d	probably	get	arrested	after	he	called	the	cops	on	me.	He	had	marked	her	because	he	couldn’t	help	himself.	His	legs	are	sprawled	out	in	front	of	him,	and	he’s	leaning	with	his	back	propped	up	against	Corbin’s	door.	But	it	wasn’t	winter	now,	it	was	summer.	The	first	soldier	had	now	recovered	from	the	shock	of	Liam
biting	him	and	angrily	stalked	towards	Liam,	sword	held	high	as	he	wiped	the	blood	from	his	ear.	I	knew	what	I	should	do,	but	my	shift	was	over	and	Mr.	Moser	had	said	no	calls	after	hours.			For	himself,	Boone	had	wearied	of	the	constant	advice,	the	gentle—and	not-so-gentle—criticism	of	his	parenting.	P.	He	could	feel	the	need	to	pull	her	to	him,	to
wrap	himself	around	her,	nearly	getting	the	best	of	him.	Across	the	room,	the	logs	snapped	and	sizzled	in	the	wide	stone	fireplace.	Adored	mayor	of	my	hometown	of	Plethora,	Maine.	On	the	other	end	of	the	line	was	Marge	Cohen,	the	librarian	at	York	prison.			And	now,	unfortunately,	we’re	back	to	the	impression	that	this	book	is	daunting.			“I’m	not
going	to	find	Lucan.”			I	relaxed,	just	a	little.	Bloody	hell.	The	furniture	would	have	to	be	reupholstered;	no,	she’d	buy	new	furniture—beige	velvet.	She	stood	at	the	big	bay	window	of	her	Connecticut	home	and	watched	the	wind	hurl	the	snow	in	a	blinding	white	dance.	”			And	wasn’t	that	a	kick	in	the	balls?	She	was	fighting	to	push	her	way	through	a
thick	curtain	of	water	beyond	which	she	could	see	the	faces	of	the	people	all	around	her.	Patton	because	of	his	charismatic	qualities–but	more	often	his	example	was	President	John	F.	Farina			All	Rights	Reserved			No	part	of	this	book	may	be	reproduced	or	transmitted	in	any	form	or	by	any	means,			Electronic	or	mechanical,	including	photocopying,
recording	or	by	any	information			Storage	and	retrieval	system,	without	prior	written	permission	of	the	author.	She	was	also	increasingly	worried	about	Virginia’s	erratic	health,	and	by	the	early	summer	1910	had	discussed	with	Dr.	George	Savage,	one	of	the	family’s	doctors,	the	debilitating	headaches	her	sister	suffered;	Dr.	Savage	prescribed
several	weeks	in	a	nursing	home.	Arguing	had	been	the	norm.	There	had	been	sacrifices,	but	she	rarely	thought	of	them.	“Enjoy	Monterey.”			“Thanks.”	His	long	strides	carried	him	over	the	lawn,	onto	the	deck	and	into	the	house.	“It	was	fitting	to	have	my	body	of	work	honored,	but	my	life—and	my	work—are	far	from	finished.	With	one	look	he	could
crush	Dex’s	heart,	with	one	whisper	have	him	on	his	knees.	She’s	effusive	and	insistent,	and	now	she’s	jumping	in	glee.			It	just	felt	right.	He	scowled	at	everyone	in	the	whole	damn	bar.	By	the	time	she	reached	the	car,	she’d	somehow	lost	her	keys	in	her	handbag	again	and	had	to	stand	on	the	sidewalk	searching	for	almost	a	minute,	shaking	her	head
in	irritation.			So	she	didn’t	reach	for	the	glass,	or	for	him.	”			The	muscles	in	Hank’s	jaw	tightened.	The	dress	is	one	of	our	most	expensive	pieces	and	is	fab-U-lous.			“No.	Actually,	I’m	looking	for	Cash	Big	Crow.	Checking	in.	But	today	had	been	exceptionally	full,	with	two	conventions	moving	in	and	a	heavy	influx	of	other	guests,	creating	problems,
many	of	which	had	found	their	way	to	her	desk.	“I	promised	to	tell	you	if	I	was	pregnant.			Standing	on	the	front	step	trying	to	find	his	courage,	Shade	heard	laughter	from	inside	the	house.			Robie	slipped	off	the	knapsack	and	opened	it.	Actually,	scratch	that,	I	own	Safira	Boutique.	Paenis	a	lucky	man.	I	am	not	buying	your	act	right	now,	young	lady.”		
He	said	‘balls’.	But,	you	see,	I’m	not	really	a	cynic.	He	takes	a	few	slow	steps	toward	one	of	two	velvet	red	chairs	that	are	positioned	against	the	wall	next	to	the	elevator.	Pouring	me	a	fresh	cup	of	coffee	from	a	french	press,	he	continued.	“I	had	to	get	back	to	base.	Poor,	eager,	adventurous	little	Jerusha,	in	all	her	seventeenyears,	had	never	stepped
inside	an	ordinary	house;	she	could	notpicture	the	daily	routine	of	those	other	human	beings	who	carried	ontheir	lives	undiscommoded	by	orphans.			Yes,	my	life	could	get	weirder.	God,	why	did	the	guy	always	have	to	fuck	up	his	plans?	I	can	barely	make	out	the	heavy	rise	and	fall	of	his	back	as	he	drags	in	deep	breaths	and	forces	them	back	out	when
he’s	done	with	them.	Tony	stopped	beside	them,	his	gaze	dropping	to	Ash’s	hand	against	his	bleeding	side	before	he	barked	out	an	order.	You	know	I	want	to	go	to	Michigan	more	than	anything,	and	I’m	working	hard,	but	you’ve	been	holed	up	every	night	since	you	heard	that	Alabama	is	coming	to	opening	game.	Well-manicured,	smells	like	money,
looks	to	be	several	years	older	than	me.	The	small,	wiry	man	pointing	to	the	house	on	the	hill	was	Otis	Amber,	the	sixty-two-year-old	delivery	boy.	The	doctor	must	have	picked	up	on	it	because	he	expanded	his	reply.	In	a	barely	audible	voice,	she	says,	‘I’m	scared.			“Busy	day?”	I	asked,	raking	my	fingers	up	and	down	his	chest.	I	want	to	wish	her	a
happy	birthday.”			“Seeing	you	confuses	her,	Shade.			He	took	a	breath,	and	relaxed	his	muscles.	Please	meet	me	at	Gostley	Castle,	near	Woolington	in	the	county	of	Northumberland,	on	this	twenty-first	of	June	to	settle	the	particulars	of	your	inheritance.			Let	his	brothers	and	cousins	run	the	massive	McKay	ranch	for	a	few	weeks.	”			Immediately
slouched	postures	straightened.	He	began,	“Sorry,	gentlemen,”	when	the	second	youth	cut	in.	And	because	we’re	so	close	in	order	–	I’m	Number	Six	and	she’s	Number	Seven	–	our	bond	is	special.			That	hot,	dusty	afternoon	teased	the	edges	of	her	memory.	“My	real	name	is	Janet	Carter.”	Mystified,	the	other	members	of	the	jury	remained	silent.
“Thanks.	His	men	couldn’t	see	him.	Page	1			Author:	Priscilla	West	Chapter	One			I	woke	up	cradled	by	a	pair	of	tan,	muscular	arms	and	sighed	contentedly.	Lying	was	all	I	had	done	since	I’d	arrived	on	Earth.	As	with	all	priests,	you	learned	early	to	call	the	truth	heresy.	She	came	around	the	castle	every	week	or	so,	offering	to	read	him	sermons	or
some	other	foolishness.			Dizzied	from	her	strange	surroundings	and	weak	with	hunger,	Izzy	closed	her	eyes.	“Jessica	Alice	Sawyer!”			“Uh-oh.			“You	have	a	nice	roof,”	I	tell	him.	I’m	not	going	to	judge	this	guy	for	feeling	the	need	to	toke	up	in	private.	But	she	doubted	it.	You	see	true	nobility	in	the	Holy	Muad’dib,	but	you	must	append	a	cynical
footnote.	He	was	inhibited.			“They	act	like	that’s	all	there	is	to	it.	When	I	reach	the	side	of	the	building	that	overlooks	the	street,	I	lean	forward	and	stare	down	at	the	cars	below,	trying	not	to	appear	impressed	by	him.	Now!”			The	man	cursed,	but	yelled	at	another	to	fetch	the	captain	as	a	second	rider	appeared	at	the	end	of	the	jetty	and	rushed
forward.	Here	this	guy	is,	taking	his	aggression	out	on	patio	furniture	like	a	champ.	He	was	a	megalomaniac	named	Ferat	Ahmadi	who	desired	to	lead	a	troubled,	violent	nation	down	an	even	darker	road.	He	looked	much	as	his	own	father	had	ontheir	wedding	day:handsome,strong	andjust	about	as	grumpy,	she	noted	withmild	amusement.			Hammer
throws	the	first	punch.			“I	haven’t	seen	her	in	weeks.”			“Whose	fault	is	that?	And	she	remembered	Rose	telling	her	how	happy	she	and	her	Stan	were	to	be	expecting	their	first	child.	Inside	them,	just	beyond	the	end	of	their	swing,	was	a	sentry	hutch,	which	was	also	new.	Long	and	low,	two	storeys,	brick,	stone,	slate,	green	metal	window	frames,
green	tubular	handrails	at	the	steps	up	to	the	doors.	Nothing	like	a	bloodbath	to	instil	camaraderie.	He	had	his	own	way	of	dealing	with	that	possibility.	The	man	is	all	beefy	muscle,	but	not	an	ounce	of	him	can	visually	compete	with	the	pure	male	deliciousness	of	that	“Riptide.	In	early	1915	she	suffered	a	severe	breakdown	and	was	ill	throughout
most	of	the	year	in	which	her	first	novel	was	published.	He	had	no	bloody	idea	if	she	would	ever	love	him	in	return,	but	he’d	do	whatever	it	took	to	earn	her	trust.	He	was	older	by	the	time	I	left	home.	Ignoring	it,	I	kick	off	the	blankets	and	throw	the	pillow	across	the	room	before	I	sit	up.	No	sunburn,	no	squint	lines,	no	stress	and	strain	in	their	eyes.	I
reach	down	to	grab	the	handle	of	my	suitcase	and	turn	to	him	one	more	time	before	I	step	inside.	“I’m	living	a	normal	life	because	I’m	going	to	be	living	for	a	long	time.	He	caught	sight	of	his	hand,	but	there	was	no	flesh—			only	mangled	bone.	They	get	drunk	or	high,	punch	holes	in	walls,	trash	the	furniture	with	their	band-mates.	Back	here,	there
would	be	no	acknowledgment	of	affiliation,	only	a	blanket	denial.	When	the	book	was	finally	released,	I	started	in	on	it	almost	immediately.	’	But	I’m	ready	for	that	possibility	now,	in	ways	that	Katarina	and	I	weren’t.			Most	people	wouldn’t	do	this	with	a	huge	smile	on	their	face	but,	what	can	I	say?	Among	these	New	England	intellectuals	the
transcendental	strain	was	still	powerful—Emerson’s	and	Margaret	Fuller’s	idealism,	Thoreau’s	smug	purity	and	political	orneriness.	”			Gemma	ground	her	teeth	together.	“She	feels	warm.	I	just	really	needed	fresh	air	and	silence,	and	dammit	if	I	can’t	get	that	from	my	third	floor	apartment	with	absolutely	no	rooftop	access	and	a	roommate	who	likes
to	hear	herself	sing.			Cash	gave	chase	until	he	caught	the	hat	ten	feet	from	where	Gemma	stood.			Something	about	the	intensity	in	Lindsey’s	gaze	made	him	reconsider	his	claim	to	share	her	conversation	with	everyone.	”			“Thenwhydo	you	appear	sotragic?”	Avelyn	asked	gently.	And	he	was	weak.	She	no	longer	sent	pictures,	no	longer	filled	the
exchanges	with	innuendo	or	teasing	comments.	She’d	get	the	reading	and	the	reviewing	over	with	as	soon	as	possible	so	she	could	relax	and	enjoy	all	the	pre-wedding	partying	with	her	sister,	Claudia,	and	Henry,	her	fiancé.	Machiavelli’s	diplomatic	career	was	thus	mostly	taken	up	in	attempts	to	persuade	surrounding	and	threatening	states	to	leave
Florence	alone	and	not	to	expect	financial	or	military	help	from	her	for	their	wars	elsewhere;	that	is,	as	far	as	there	was	a	discernible,	long-term	policy	it	was	one	of	prevarication.	I	work	full	time,	9	to	5.			“I	was	feeling	jealous	of	whoever	was	turning	you	on	while	you	slept,”	I	said	coyly.	He	wasn’t	sure	what	he’d	do	if	Tina	refused	to	let	him	in	the
house.	A	sharp	reminder	of	everything	Gemma	was	not.			Sucking	an	excited	breath	into	her	narrow	chest,	Julie	beamed	and	released	Tina’s	hand	to	reach	for	the	bag.	He	knew	Tina	liked	to	make	his	life	miserable,	and	sometimes	he	felt	he	deserved	it,	but	she	was	a	good	mother	to	Julie.	She	suggested	several	alternatives,	such	as	telling	the	people
from	Comic	Relief	that	the	library	had	burned	down,	or	simply	pretending	that	I	had	dropped	dead	without	leaving	instructions.	Letty	shooting	the	lock	off	a	warehouse	door	before	the	team	rushed	in.	Were	there	shells	in	the	nut	cakes?			33	The	hellish	voyage	aboard	the	SS	Napolitano.			That	realization	had	come	along	about	the	time	she	grew
breasts	and	he	began	noticing	those	breasts.	“Davy,	you	didn’t	cite	the	proper	farewell	greeting.	This	was	a	bad	idea.”			Somehow,	I	think	not.			“Here	we	are,	miss.	Shaggy,	sharp-toothed	lions.	It	happened	late	in	the	evening.	She	didn’t	mind.	Tell	them	dinner	is	ready.”			“No	Chinese?”	I	ask	and	laugh	as	I	push	myself	off	the	floor.	Although	she	had
been	proposed	to	twice	in	1909	and	once	in	1911,	Virginia	had	not	taken	these	offers	very	seriously.			Robie	slid	his	rifle	muzzle	through	the	lower	hole,	stopping	it	before	it	reached	the	end	of	the	hole.	The	answer	is:	Maybe.	It’s	one	of	the	great	mysteries	of	Boston.”			He	laughs	and	then	looks	at	me	inquisitively.	It’s	why	we	watch	Shoah,	or	visit	the
unending	scroll	on	which	Jack	Kerouac	wrote	(in	a	fever	of	days)	On	the	Road,	or	William	T.	I	loved	that.	“No,	it’s	really	rare.	You	think	Muad’dib	is	yours	because	he	mated	with	Chani,	because	he	adopted	Fremen	customs.	I	step	off,	pull	my	phone	out	of	my	pocket,	and	open	up	my	messages	to	Corbin.			…			Shortly	before	six	o’clock	in	the	morning	I
pulled	the	last	sheet	out	of	the	typewriter	and	sighed,	utterly	drained.	I	can	see	his	quads,	traps,	pecs,	and	biceps,	all	gloriously	tight	and	cut.			“Clearly,	your	mother	has	been	drinking	today,”	Dad	whispers	quiet	enough	that	Mom	can’t	hear.			“You	left	without	saying	good-bye.			Which,	at	the	moment,	was	just	fine	with	him.			But	Marla	wouldn’t	back
down	about	the	visitation	rights.	He	hadn’t	fought	her	on	that;	he	knew	he’d	done	her	wrong.			To	show	him	real,	everlasting	love	was	worth	waiting	for.	Fire,	the	village	was	on	fire!	The	siblings	stood	there	in	a	panic	as	they	watched	those	they’d	known	all	their	lives	scream	and	run	through	the	night,	now	lit	with	the	flames	of	evil.	When	Cael’s	face
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meanness			Chapter	17	–	Cruelty	and	compassion.	That	it’s	not	smoke	I	want	to	fill	your	ass	with,	precious?”			She	tensed.	”			“Don’t	get	used	to	it.	With	nowhere	else	toturn,	theirmother	had	brought	herchildrentoStraughton,	and	they	had	quickly	become	the	bane	of	Avelyn’s	young	existence.	But	if	one	looked	more	closely,	there	were	two	holes	in	the
seams,	which	had	been	placed	at	precise	locations	to	allow	one	to	see	outside.	“Who	are	you?”			“I’m	Agent	Daley,	Agent	Brodie’s	partner.			She	smiles,	and	I	smile	back	at	her.			Themaid	grinned,then	slipped	out	of	the	room	even	as	her	lady	protested,	“But	whatof	Avelyn?			Boyish	smile.	But	in	his	lifetime,	he	sought	to	avoid	such	a	mantle.	”			She
grabs	my	face	and	swings	my	gaze	in	the	direction	of	the	ring,	but	I	start	laughing	instead.			“You	should	take	Daisy	over	and	feed	her.”			“Okay.”	Jessie	hauled	the	reluctant	pup	into	her	arms,	then	stopped	when	her	father	inclined	his	head.	A	hollow	feeling	of	disbelief	spread	from	his	throat	to	his	chest,	and	then	rage	crawled	up	the	back	of	his	neck.
My	kids	and	my	wife	and	my	ailing	parents	all	needed	me,	and	my	students	needed	me,	too,	as	did	my	characters,	neglected	for	long	stretches	and	stranded	on	some	island	I	could	never	seem	to	get	to.			Why	would	he	be	at	a	nightclub	during	the	day?			I	raise	the	window	shade	and	watch	the	ground	crew	hustle	back	and	forth	under	the	plane.	His
hands	aren’t	in	fists	anymore.	She	could	see,	with	a	perfect	clarity	that	was	extremely	undreamlike,	that	he	was	standing	by	a	wide,	dark	window,	with	his	arms	relaxed	by	his	sides.	This	lottery	would	allow	each	major	profession	and	each	geographical	area	to	be	adequately	and	constantly	represented.	She	had	been	working	late	and	was	on	the	point
of	going	home	when	the	light	under	the	assistant	general	manager’s	door	had	drawn	her	in.	I	cannot	promise	that	Madam	Pince	will	not	swoop	down	on	you,	wherever	you	are,	and	demand	a	heavy	fine.	“So	lots	of	women	get	pregnant	that	way.”			She	shook	her	head.	The	other	soldier	had	drawn	a	dagger	and	as	they	watched,	reached	into	Father
John’s	mouth	and	gripped	his	tongue.	Please	do	not	participate	in	or	encourage	piracy	of	copyrighted	materials	in	violation			of	the	author’s	rights.			Not	yet.	She	had	on	jeans,	a	camisole	that	did	nothing	to	disguise	the	fullness	of	her	breasts,	and	a	wide	grin	on	her	face	as	she	chatted	with	the	man	at	the	registration	desk.	She’d	fallen	more	than	a
little	in	love	with	him,	so	she	hadn’t	felt	foolish	exclaiming	over	his	first	tooth,	or	being	astounded	when	he	learned	to	crawl.	It	was	designed	to	show	his	leadership	and	his	courage.			But	still	dismal.	She	loved	the	chutzpah	of	New	Yorkers	because	she	had	it,	too.	“Place	your	clothes	in	here.	But	then	it	was	followed	by	another	and	another.			This	is	not
unusual	for	Mimi.	He	heard	grunts	of	effort	from	his	men,	but	the	angel	was	still	on	top	of	him,	his	hands	raking	fire	everywhere	they	touched.			He	needed	to	do	something	and	he	needed	to	do	it	quick!	Otherwise,	he	was	going	to	be	in	the	kind	of	deep	trouble	that	only	a	victim	of	a	woman	scorned	could	know!			Wendy	had	left	the	house	taking	the
SUV.			Mr.	Moser	did	not	qualify	for	my	phone	list.	Rather	than	give	way	beneath	the	blunt	force	of	his	foot,	all	the	chair	does	is	scoot	farther	and	farther	away	from	him.	But	some	parts	of	Jacobs’s	building	were	not	ordinary	at	all.			“Take	a	break,”	JJ	says.	There	were	already	other	prisoners	down	there	and	as	Catherine	looked	at	their	frightened
faces,	she	knew	they	had	been	captured	this	night	as	well.	It	was	too	much.	And	in	the	country	where	this	particular	hit	was	taking	place,	hanging	would	be	the	shooter’s	fate.	”			“Oh,	my	lady,”	Runilda	began	with	concern,”I	donot	think	’tisa	good	ideato	–	”			“I	do,”	Avelyn	said	firmly.	“We	shall	just	havetodistractourselves	asmuch	as	possible	from	our
loss.			Janet	pointed	her	finger	at	him.	An	actual	flame	was	in	her	eyes.	Or	shower?”			“No,”	I	hear	myself	say.	To	her	sister,	Vanessa,	she	wrote,	“I	can	hardly	think	clearly	any	more.	From	that	moment	on,	the	peninsula	would	not	be	free	from	foreign	intervention	until	the	completion	of	the	Risorgimento	in	1870.			“Jessie!”	The	voice	swept	over	the
hedge	of	roses,	deeply	male,	and	touched	with	exasperation	and	concern.			In	Lexington,	Kentucky,	I	met,	in	the	signing	line,	a	bride	of	two	hours	who	was	still	wearing	her	wedding	dress.			“What	don’t	you	know?	Give	me	two	minutes.”			“Wait.	He	wasn’t	the	type	of	man	who	could	make	a	woman	happy	outside	the	bedroom	and	he	knew	that	too.	A
family	of	five	walked	around	us	on	the	curb,	dragging	heavy	luggage,	and	to	my	left	a	tearful	mother	said	good-bye	to	her	two	young	daughters.	Remington	evades	it	with	a	smart	duck,	and	he	comes	back	up	with	a	full	swing	that	connects	and	knocks	Hammer’s	face	to	the	side.			“Why	not?”			Because	they’d	think	he	was	a	total	moron.	Wexler	gasped;
it	was	breathtaking,	all	right.			Rose,	harmless,	slightly	dippy	Rose,	with	her	fuzzy	red	hair	and	her	easy	smile.	Giving	into	her	manipulation	wasn’t	going	to	help	that.			The	guy	from	the	passenger	side	said,	‘Are	you	Jack	Reacher?’			Reacher	said,	‘Who’s	asking?’			‘We	are.’			‘And	who	are	you?’			‘We’re	your	legal	advisers.’			Which	they	weren’t,
obviously.	He	quickly	shook	the	morbid	thought	away.	In	her	arms	was	a	wriggling	puppy.	”			I	suck	in	a	breath.	No,	it	wasn’t	fear.	This	was	his	last	year	away	from	home,	he	figured.	Marla	hadn’t	contested	it,	as	she	hadn’t	contested	his	demand	of	full,	sole,	permanent	custody	of	Ky.			No	doubt	he	struggled	as	a	single	parent,	but	luckily	his	family
lived	nearby	and	they	helped	him	out.			“John,	I	turned	in	everything	three	days	ago.”			“I	know,	I	know,”	he	said,	sounding	uncharacteristically	apologetic.			“Over	here!	Daddy,	I’m	right	over	here	with	Ana!	Come	and	see!”			A	moment	later,	there	was	a	man	towering	over	the	fairy	roses.	”			“Did	Henry	tel	you	to	say	that?”	I	ask,	staring	down	at	her.	I
didn’t	realize	how	late	it	was	because	we	were	in	California.”			“She	doesn’t	party	until	midnight	either.”			“Don’t	yell,”	Julie	cried,	pushing	her	mother’s	hands	away	from	her	ears.	Hank,	too,	was	uncommonly	tall	with	blond	hair,	snapping	blue	eyes,	and	charismatic	good	looks.	None	knew	her	secrets.			“Fuck	what?”	the	cabdriver	repeated,	a	smile	on
her	face.			A:	Will	you	really?			He	arches	his	dark,	thick	eyebrow.	They’d	follow	him	to	hell	and	back.	I’ll	inform	the	medical	team.”			Relief	flooded	through	Dex,	and	he	wanted	to	throw	his	arms	around	the	doctor	and	squeeze,	but	he	restrained	himself.	I’d	chosen	the	coward’s	way	out	so	that	I	wouldn’t	get	in	trouble.			48	There’s	more,	of	course.	I
just	felt	stupid.	He	howled,	but	the	sound	never	made	it	past	his	lips.	You	are	tall.	Easy	enough	to	mime	sudden	comprehension	and	an	eager	approach	and	a	hand	raised	in	welcome,	and	easy	enough	to	let	the	eager	approach	become	unstoppable	momentum,	and	to	turn	the	raised	hand	into	a	scything	blow,	elbow	into	the	left-hand	guy’s	face,	hard
and	downward,	followed	by	a	stamp	of	the	right	foot,	as	if	killing	an	imaginary	cockroach	had	been	the	whole	point	of	the	exercise,	whereupon	the	bounce	off	the	stamp	would	set	up	the	same	elbow	backhand	into	the	right-hand	guy’s	throat,	one,	two,	three,	smack,	stamp,	smack,	game	over.	It	was	a	mouth	she	had	fallen	in	love	with	twenty-five	years
before.	“I	want	more	ice	cream,	pwease.	That	was	the	first	couple	of	days,	of	course.	“No.	”			He	was	just	making	sport	of	her	now.	We	rarely	even	stayed	in	one	place	long	enough	for	me	to	meet	other	kids,	let	alone	make	friends	–	Ashley	was	the	first	girl	Katarina	even	allowed	over	to	our	house.			Give	them	your	brains,	girl,	never	your	guts.	Only	a
select	few	got	on	my	‘I’ll	talk	to	you	on	the	phone’	list.	Why	had	she	hoped	Cash	would	wait	around	for	her	to	get	her	head	on	straight?	“Whereis	my	bride?	She	spent	four	hours	of	every	workday	massaging	preemie	babies,	her	hands	threaded	through	ports	in	a	Lucite	incubator,	like	she	was	handling	a	radioactive	spark	in	there.	It	works	and	I’m
sticking	to	it.	Sweetly.			After	chugging	a	bunch	of	Gatorade,	I	go	find	Higgins,	who’s	already	attempting	to	flirt	with	Kristen	Markum,	the	most	idiotic	of	cheerleaders.	The	local	school	with	its	computers	the	public	could	use	was	closed	today,	and	he	hadn’t	been	able	to	get	a	bed	at	the	hostel	for	the	last	few	nights,	where	he	might	have	borrowed
someone’s	laptop.			So	she	had	moved	north	and	opened	Sutherland	Investigations.	Do	you	feel	that	way?’			I	smiled	a	little	and	said	no;	I	thought	I	could	pull	through.	”			I	stare	her	right	in	the	eyeball	and	I’m	thankful	none	of	my	girls	are	working.	Paul	Winthrop’s	home	was	southern	California.	“I’ve	never	noticed	you	before.”			“That’s	because	I	don’t
live	here.”	I	point	in	the	direction	of	my	apartment.	“Just	as	stupid	as	always.	A	writer	is	condemned	to	remember	that	moment,	because	from	then	on	he	is	doomed	and	his	soul	has	a	price.	You	will	not	be	stopping	me.	“I’d	love	to	milk	this	jealous	side	of	you	for	all	it’s	worth,	but	I	ain’t	that	mean.	“Nurse!”			Twenty	seconds	later	the	nurse	with	the
snake	tattoo	arrived,	followed	in	another	thirty	seconds	by	a	resuscitation	team	with	a	crash	cart.			The	tears	are	fresh	and	falling	fast	now,	traveling	quietly	down	my	cheeks	and	into	my	open,	gasping	mouth.	Back	then	he’d	pretended	Beatriz	was	just	another	girl	he	wanted	to	sleep	with,	and	when	he	didn’t,	he	told	himself	it	was	no	big	loss.	Shop
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was	a	Perfectly	Awful	Day–a	day	tobe	awaited	with	dread,	endured	with	courage	and	forgotten	with	haste.Every	floor	must	be	spotless,	every	chair	dustless,	and	every	bedwithout	a	wrinkle.	This	cost	me	a	packet,	but	it	was	totally	worth	it.			“We	have	to	go!	Now!”			They	ran	as	the	screaming	continued	around	them,	but	by	then	most	of	the	village	was
on	fire.	”			Her	black	lashes	fell	softly	to	her	cheeks	as	she	closed	her	eyes.			It	was	a	distressing	time;	and	poor	Jerusha	Abbott,	being	the	oldestorphan,	had	to	bear	the	brunt	of	it.	I	press	the	button	for	floor	ten.	She	had	a	better	view	of	her	overgenerous	breasts,gently	roundedbelly	andthe	hips	that	she	considered	to	be	toowide	in	the	blue	gown.	Your
brain	is	stronger	because	it’s	been	given	a	monthlong	workout,	and	more	importantly,	your	heart	is	sturdier,	for	there	has	scarcely	been	written	a	more	moving	account	of	desperation,	depression,	addiction,	generational	stasis	and	yearning,	or	the	obsession	with	human	expectations,	with	artistic	and	athletic	and	intellectual	possibility.			Rubbing	my
forehead,	I	can	feel	the	headache	I	had	earlier	starting	to	come	back.	Just	like	your	mother	on	the	daywe	were	wed.			“He	did,”	I	finally	admit,	scowling	at	her.	When	he	finally	looks	up	he	has	a	slight	smile	on	his	face.	It	had	suddenly	occurredto	him	that	a	wifemight	be	a	somewhat	different	proposition	from	a	squire.			Blakely	exited	first.			“I	wanted
fresh	air.	Hammer	surged	from	his	chair,	caging	her	between	the	wall	and	his	body,	breathing	on	the	back	of	her	neck.	Your	period	is	what,	five	days	late?”			Blood	leached	from	her	face.	‘You	have	been	in	residence	at	the	Enfield	Tennis	Academy	since	age	seven.’			I	am	debating	whether	to	risk	scratching	the	right	side	of	my	jaw,	where	there	is	a
wen.	”	I	wondered	if	Vincent	thought	of	me	as	a	good	thing.	Shade	took	one	last	look	at	the	empty	parking	space,	thinking	perhaps	he’d	somehow	overlooked	the	ton	of	black	shiny	metal	that	should	be	sitting	there,	and	slid	into	the	passenger	seat	next	to	Owen.	That’s	how	I	became	a	woman	in	She’s	Come	Undone	and	the	embittered	twin	brother	of	a
paranoid	schizophrenic	in	I	Know	This	Much	Is	True.	Be	ready	by	eight	a.			In	naively	ironic	fashion,	the	narrator	of	“The	Yellow	Wallpaper”	simultaneously	chronicles	and	reflects	her	voyage	to	insanity.	6.			He	smiles.			Records	show	that	witches	and	wizards	in	Europe	were	using	flying	broomsticks	as	early	as	AD	962.			He	never	went	anywhere	as	a
tourist.	”			Gemma	jammed	her	hands	in	her	jeans	pockets	and	sauntered	closer	to	prop	a	hip	against	the	muddy	tailgate.	“I’m	afraid	even	the	THIRDS	need	to	respect	the	rules.	“My	name	is	Tina.	He’d	send	Ash	a	text	message	later.	He’s	just	standing	there,	staring	down	at	the	chair.			“I’m	taking	it	back.”			“I	understand.”	He’s	still	standing	by	the
door,	still	frozen	in	place,	still	staring.	But	on	the	afternoon	I	became	a	fiction	writer,	I	got	a	strange	urge.	I’ve	talked	about	it	with	Blue.	He	lifts	a	hand	and	pokes	my	knee	with	his	finger,	almost	as	if	he’s	never	seen	a	knee	before.	And	no	matter	how	damaged	or	dirty	he	ended	up,	he	came	out	the	other	side	more	deter	mined	than	ever.	Or	was	he
missing	something?	Henry’s	brother	was	not	amused.”			“Short	men	deserve	love,	too.	Or	if	he	screwed	up,	this	might	be	the	last	place	he	ever	saw.			A	traffic	jam	and	I	have	approximately	six	minutes	to	open	the	store.	She	had	a	letter	on	her	somewhere	that	explained	it,	but	he	couldn’t	bother	with	that	now.			Set	centrally,	beside	one	of	the	fluted
concrete	columns	which	extended	to	the	heavily	ornamented	ceiling	high	above,	the	bell	captain’s	post	commanded	a	view	of	the	lobby’s	comings	and	goings.			“Give	your	old	man	a	break,	Jess.	“Make	the	pitch.	“Don’t	think	too	hard.	Particularly	today,	considering	I	just–twelve	hours	earlier–gave	one	of	the	most	epic	eulogies	the	people	of	Plethora,
Maine,	have	ever	witnessed.	They	wanted	more.	He	blinked.	B)	is	today	a	protected	species,	but	at	that	time	Golden	Snidgets	were	common	in	northern	Europe,	though	difficult	to	detect	by	Muggles	because	of	their	aptitude	at	hiding	and	their	very	great	speed.	He	didn’t	say	anything	as	stupid	as	“good	luck.”	Luck	had	nothing	to	do	with	it.	You	seen
him?”			Jesse	pointed	to	a	stoop-shouldered	man	perched	on	the	tailgate	of	a	rusted-out	International	pickup.	Rosa	rushing	to	give	medical	aid	to	a	wounded	citizen.	/>			“Sorry,”	he	said.	“Honey?”			Baby	Sophie	began	to	cry.	I	laugh	and	shake	my	head	at	her.			I	lived	under	those	airplanes	for	seven	months.	He	messed	with	your	mind	and	played	you,
just	like	he	played	me.	And	for	as	long	as	she	could	remember,	Izzy	had	been	waiting—with	dwindling	faith	and	increasing	impatience—for	that	part	of	her	life	to	begin.	And	no	skip	tracer	could	find	you	anyway.	”			Izzy	laughed.	”			“Omigod!	He	did	not	just	wink	at	you,”	Melanie	says,	visibly	stunned.	He	did	love	compliments.	Then	listen	to	me
carefully,	you	Fremen	degenerate,	you	Priest	with	no	god	except	yourself!	You	have	much	to	answer	for.			And	along	the	way,	I	remained	grateful	to	the	mother	of	a	son	who	suffers	paranoid	schizophrenia	and	who,	early	into	thi	s	six-year	creative	odyssey	of	mine,	had	jabbed	a	threatening	finger	in	my	face	and	warned	that	if	I	was	going	to	take	up	the
subject	of	mental	illness,	I	had	better	get	it	right	because	the	popular	culture	was	already	overloaded	with	stereotypical	“psycho-fests”	and	spook	shows	that	fueled	misunderstanding	and	added	to	the	already-formidable	burdens	of	the	mentally	ill	and	their	families.	Nothing	Adam	could	say	would	ever	earn	Shade’s	forgiveness.	“Help	us!”			Charles
moved	the	torch	then	jumped	down	from	his	horse.	As	she	finished	giving	him	the	address	her	waiting	cab	honked	outside	the	front	door	of	her	brownstone.			“But	we’re	a	package	deal,”	he	says	with	a	laugh.	As	I	worked	on	these	short	stories,	I	defied	as	best	I	could	another	voice,	the	voice	of	doubt,	that	kept	saying	to	me,	Stop	kidding	yourself.	In
fact,	as	she	thought	of	the	man,	and	of	the	child,	she	smiled.			22	I	was	outside	in	front,	waiting.			I	guess	I	should	introduce	myself.			On	the	night	that	was	about	to	change	the	course	of	my	life,	the	newspaper’s	deputy	editor,	Don	Basilio	Moragas,	saw	fit	to	summon	me,	just	before	closing	time,	to	the	dark	cubicle	at	the	far	end	of	the	editorial	staff
room	that	doubled	as	his	office	and	cigar	den.	“Come	on,	Woods.	Niccolò’s	younger	brother,	Totto,	chose	not	to	compete	and	went	into	the	priesthood.	He’s	about	ten	feet	away,	but	there’s	enough	light	from	the	stars	that	I	can	see	his	eyes	as	they	slowly	drag	over	my	body	without	revealing	a	single	thought.			She	was	getting	wet,	but	the	alternative—
seeking	shelter	inside	one	of	the	darkened	arches—was	less	appealing	by	far.	“With	so	much	that	was	new	and	strong	to	say	to	the	coming	generation,	it	seemed	to	me	a	natural	opportunity.	He	lowered	his	mouth	and	bit	the	man’s	ear	until	he	screamed	in	pain.	“Son,	what	are	you	doing	here?	Dex	had	been	staring	out	the	glass	doors	of	the	hospital
entrance	when	Cael	rushed	over.	Raven	hair,	rosy	lips,	porcelain	skin.	“I’d	rather	have	a	bucker	like	him	than	the	last	one	I	had.	His	baby	rocked.	“Sit.	“Can	I	come	in?”			“Sure,”	Lucca	says,	but	the	tone	is	anything	but	sure.	Closing	my	eyes	for	a	moment,	I	conjured	up	an	image,	a	cloak	of	dark	clouds	spilling	down	over	the	city	in	the	rain,	a	man
walking	under	cover	of	shadows	with	blood	on	his	hands	and	a	secret	in	his	eyes.	He	was	compensated	more	generously	than	the	person	on	the	other	end	of	the	line.	Read	more	...	Approached	by	Harriet	Shaw	Weaver	with	part	of	the	manuscript	of	James	Joyce’s	Ulysses	in	1918,	the	Woolfs	turned	it	down.	It’s	the	middle	of	the	night.	”			Chapter	Two		
Relief	swept	through	Gemma.	“Was	he	hurt?”			“Don’t	rightly	know.			“Caught	me	another	one!”			Catherine	screamed	as	strong	arms	roughly	grabbed	her	around	the	waist.	Sometimes,	like	in	California,	I	didn’t	even	attend	school,	if	Katarina	thought	it	was	safer.	It	was	too	easy–an	amateurish	pickup	line.	Purpose	unknown,	but	the	news	would	be
either	good	or	bad.	And	that	six-pack.	deLint,	who	appears	also	to	be	with	you	here	today.	“You	need	to	start	slowly;	you	should	eat	something—”			“Tell	me—”			“Don’t	you	want	to	eat	first?	There	was	a	rumor	that	she	and	Robert	were	lovers.”			“If	they	were,	she	maintained	her	objectivity.”	Eve	made	a	circle	in	the	air	with	her	cigarette	before
crushing	it	out.	The	pope	had	backed	the	Pazzi	conspiracy,	priests	had	been	involved	in	the	assassination	attempt	and	Lorenzo	was	excommunicated	after	it	failed;	the	religious	edict	was	a	political	tool.	”			Satisfied,	Hank	pocketed	the	device.	”			I	shove	him	again,	and	he	laughs.	Directly	ahead,	through	an	avenue	of	space	between	adjoining	buildings,
she	could	see	into	the	tight,	crowded	rectangle	of	the	French	Quarter.	It	was	a	perfect	match.	It	would	explain	why	those	bastards	up	in	Washington	were	more	concerned	with	keeping	their	secret	safe	than	saving	one	of	their	agents.	He	nods	at	me.	Nevertheless,	the	first	brooms	bewitched	for	flying	purposes	had	their	drawbacks.	Then	he	counted
the	flowerpots:	seventeen.	“I	love	Claudia.	“Fuck	who.”			That	was	the	question.	Only	its	roof	was	visible,	made	of	grey	slate,	with	moss	growing	on	its	northern	hip.	That	belongs	to	your	rivals:	they	are	so	bad	and	pedantic	that	they	could	render	a	donkey	catatonic	in	less	than	a	paragraph.	“Now,	is	that	breathtaking,	or	is	that	breathtaking?”			Mrs.
Ash	continued	to	argue	when	Dex	spotted	his	dad	marching	their	way.			“I	take	it	you	haven’t	been	with	the	THIRDS	long?”	The	doctor	stopped	by	one	of	the	nurses’	stations	and	handed	Dex’s	clothes	over	as	he	spoke	quietly	to	a	young	curly	haired	Therian.	”			He	was	gone.	He	wanted	Kelly.			I	sit	up	slowly,	feel	my	brain	twist	somewhere	in	my	skull.
Are	you	thinking	about	that?”			Beatriz	paused,	took	a	moment	and	remembered.			As	soon	as	I	take	my	eyes	off	these	men	and	make	sure	they’re	both	breathing	when	they	finish	this	round,	I’m	going	to	murder	my	best	friend	without	mercy.			Which	was	true.	He’s	currently	at	State	No.	2,	but	if	he	reaches	his	goal,	it	will	approach	what	Wallace	did
with	the	book	in	your	hands.	She	never	disre	spected	them	or	“wrote	down,”	because	she	didn’t	know	how.	Ash	on	him	keeping	him	safe.			Beatriz	shoved	the	envelope	into	her	purse	and	headed	out	to	her	cab.	He	said	he	was	going	to	publish	my	story.	She	managed	to	keep	her	perch	on	the	trestle	table	thanks	onlytoher	maid’s	quick	action	in
grabbingherarm	to	steady	her.	I	slept	about	three	hours	a	night	and	looked	like	I’d	spent	those	inside	a	coffin.			“What?	Ten	minutes,	Shade.	Charlie	felt	Rachel’s	forehead,	took	her	by	the	shoulders,	and	shook	her.	“Look!	Look,	there’s	smoke—there’s	smoke	coming	from	the	chimney	of	the	Westing	house.”			The	others	had	seen	it.			“I’m	so	sorry,”	he
says.	I	have	no	idea	why	you’re	still	in	college,	much	less	going	to	see	that	idiot	supervisor.”			I	was	going	because	Emily	made	me,	but	I	couldn’t	say	that	to	Kates.			The	fourth	piece	of	equipment	was	just	as	valuable	to	him.			He	doesn’t	budge.	Thetrio	seemed	tolive	tomake	her	miserable.	“I	don’t	have	time	for	you	today….”			She	found	her	phone	and
glared	at	the	screen.			Keep	moving,	keep	moving,	her	brain	commanded	her	trembling	legs	as	firm	hands	pushed	her	through	the	crowd	and	out	onto	the	courthouse	steps.	”			“Hmm?”LadyChristinaGerville	glanced	up	from	her	meal	with	surpriseat	those	muttered	words.	If	I’d	said	I	devoted	my	time	to	sculpting	figures	for	Nativity	scenes	out	of	fresh
dung	I	would	have	drawn	three	times	as	much	enthusiasm	from	him.	But	the	argument	of	the	conspiracy	came	before	my	Analysis.	(1913)	Daddy-Long-Legs.	Players	sat	backwards	on	their	brooms	and	batted	the	bladder	backwards	and	forwards	across	a	hedge	with	the	brush	ends	of	their	brooms.			Because	that	had	begun	to	infuriate	him,	and
because	he’d	realized	how	easy	it	would	be	to	stay	in	the	house	and	wallow	in	the	memories	it	held,	he’d	chosen	to	move.	”			Avelyn	tucked	herneck	inand	triedto	peer	at	herself.	When	he	spoke,	his	tone	was	harsh	and	clipped.			Father	John	bleeding	and	badly	hurt	ran	to	try	to	help	the	boys,	but	the	other	soldier	drew	his	sword.	”			Charlie	fluffed	her
pillows,	checked	her	water	pitcher,	tucked	in	the	blankets,	kissed	her	forehead,	kissed	the	baby’s	head,	fluffed	the	baby,	then	started	to	rearrange	the	flowers	that	his	mother	had	sent,	moving	the	big	stargazer	lily	in	the	front,	accenting	it	with	a	spray	of	baby’s	breath	–			“Charlie!”			“I’m	going.	He	looked	down	the	aisle	of	the	tour	bus	to	his	friends—
his	band	brothers—for	a	bit	of	support,	but	it	was	as	if	he’d	turned	invisible.	Cab’s	here.”			“Have	fun,”	John	said.			IT’S	NOT	fair.	Parties—Fiction.	He	knew	he’d	help	her	even	if	she	held	a	press	conference	and	told	the	world	all	about	how	stupid	and	irresponsible	he’d	been,	but	he	was	banking	on	her	not	knowing	that.	As	soon	as	the	elevator	doors
begin	to	close,	they	open	again.	What	the	fuck	is	wrong	with	you	tonight?	She	snatches	the	dress	out	of	my	hands	and	storms	out	of	my	store.	Been	busy	takin’	care	of	ranch	business.	It	turned	into	the	lot.	If	only	Mr.	Moser	actually	knew	I	was	supposed	to	go	up	to	that	roof.	You	always	do….”			Without	another	word	Bea	hung	up	on	him	and	tossed	the
phone	into	her	purse.			Cord’s	mother	talked	him	into	coming	home,	giving	Ky	time	to	adjust	before	making	a	rash	decision.			Reacher	stopped	at	the	sentry	hutch	and	the	private	gave	him	an	enquiring	look	and	Reacher	said,	‘I’m	here	to	visit	with	your	CO.’			The	guy	said,	‘You	mean	Major	Turner?’			Reacher	said,	‘How	many	COs	do	you	have?’			‘Just
one,	sir.’			‘First	name	Susan?’			‘Yes,	sir.	He	couldn’t	wait	to	hold	his	angel	in	his	arms	and	see	her	face	when	she	opened	his	gift.	Strange!			Sunset	Towers	faced	east	and	had	no	towers.	Mysterious	and	brooding.			8	When	my	brother	and	I	graduated.	Why	not?	‘We’d	be	trapped	up	there	.	Gunnora	may	go	rest	herself	for	a	bit	in	themeantime,”			Lord
Straughtonannounced.			The	sooner	she	recovered	her	senses,	the	sooner	she	could	leave.			Mmmmmm,	Caramel	Latte.			And,too,	he	could	always	dismiss	the	squireif	he	displeased	him.	”			“Or	toe.	Because	it	was	her	place.	I’m	about	ready	to	hit	her	myself.	I’m	Liam’s.	Christ,	you	look	more	like	your	father	every	day.			“Clearly,”	I	reply	but	still	don’t
dare	laugh.	Mrs.			Though	she	knew	better,	on	both	counts.	I	suppose	theregistrar	didn’t	think	it	would	be	right	to	ask	a	properly	brought-upgirl	to	room	with	a	foundling.	And	then	it	all	happened	in	stunning	agony.	You’re	never	getting	anything	published.			She	calls	me	Atomic	because	of	my	surname.			She	started	out	at	an	easy	pace,	enjoying	the
way	her	shoes	slapped	the	sidewalk,	delighted	by	the	pearly	glow	in	the	eastern	sky	that	signaled	the	start	of	a	beautiful	day.	Puzzling,	yes,	that	a	young	woman	so	avid	for	freedom	should	take	the	conventional	path.	With	everything	going	on,	his	clothes	and	appearance	had	been	the	least	of	his	worries.			Cael	shook	his	head.			I	feel	nothing.			It
caused	a	burst	of	envy	in	Cord	too.	Over	the	previous	century	the	Florentines	had	captured	Arezzo,	Pisa	and	Cortona	and	wasted	huge	energies	in	a	series	of	failed	attempts	to	conquer	Lucca.	He’s	dressed	in	suit	pants	and	a	shirt.			“Your	father—”			“Is	not	here.”			“Oh.”			I	try	to	hide	my	shock,	but	now	I	don’t	know	why	I	was	so	certain	Anderson
would	still	be	here.			Sebastian	moved	to	the	window,	the	wide	window	that	looked	out	over	a	rolling	expanse	of	lawn,	a	colorful	rockery,	and	then	a	dizzying	spill	of	cliffs	dropping	down	to	the	deep	sea.	“I	think	you’ve	said	enough.	Ana	laughed	at	something	Jessica	said.	Hernarrow	face	was	pinched,and	there	was	mocking	amusementinthe	eyes
thatraked	over	Avelyn.	Inside	was	a	framed	copy	of	my	story	from	the	back	page	of	the	Sunday	edition,	with	a	note	saying:			“This	is	just	the	beginning.			Kyler	McKay	was	his	son.	Now	he	knew	the	difference.	She	went	with	Sackville-West	to	Cambridge	in	the	fall	of	1928	to	deliver	the	second	of	the	two	lectures	on	which	her	great	feminist	essay	A
Room	of	One’s	Own	(1929)	is	based.			Rowdy	narrowed	his	eyes	on	her,	his	body	stiffening.	He	had	such	a	difficult	time	controlling	his	temper	where	Tina	was	concerned.			For	the	first	mile,	she	kept	her	mind	empty,	letting	herself	observe.	Ky	didn’t	need	a	mother	and	they	sure	as	shootin’	didn’t	need	her.	He	has	to	be	okay.	”	He	kissed	me	on	the
forehead	and	moved	his	arm	under	me,	cupping	both	buttocks	through	my	underwear.	Buckskin	breeches	hugged	him	from	slim	hips	to	muscled	thighs	.	For	free?			‘Coach	White	informs	our	offices	that	he	holds	the	Enfield	Tennis	Academy’s	program	and	achievements	in	high	regard,	that	the	University	of	Arizona	tennis	squad	has	profited	from	the
prior	matriculation	of	several	former	E.T.A.	alumni,	one	of	whom	was	one	Mr.	Aubrey	F.	Others	were	calling	out	names,	searching	for	who	might	have	made	it	aboard	and	who	was	just	another	dead	body	tossed	onto	the	fire.	He	hoped.	No	wonder	Blakely	had	suggested	the	spot.	Who	could	not	love	a	book	with	the	immortal	line	“Grape	Mrs.	Lord,	was
he	going	to	have	to	repeat	that	nightmare	every	fall	for	the	next	eleven	years?			From	a	distance,	it	could	have	looked	romantic.	He	was	always	so	careful.	He	didn’t	return	to	his	rifle	just	yet.	Liam	settled	back	down	on	the	floor	as	she	crept	into	the	main	part	of	the	home	where	her	mother	slept.	“Ask	Frank.	Extending	from	just	south	of	Rome	to	the
southernmost	tip	of	Calabria,	the	Kingdom	of	Naples	was	by	far	the	largest.			My	head	is	spinning,	thoughts	knocking	into	one	another,	but	I	swallow	back	the	tears.	Gently,	he	pushed	open	doors,	peered	into	rooms.	Blood	everywhere.			Creaothceann	players	each	wore	a	cauldron	strapped	to	the	head.	Her	fire	was	back.	Lippett.	Ana	blinked	once,
surprised	that	this	rough-and-ready	male	was	the	father	of	the	little	sprite	currently	bouncing	beside	her.	”			I	nod	and	respond,	“I	am	the	manager.			On	September	second,	Shin	Hoo’s	Restaurant,	specializing	in	authentic	Chinese	cuisine,	held	its	grand	opening.	Even	in	dreams	Mel	Sutherland	didn’t	care	for	the	illogical.			Introductions	to	The	Prince
generally	play	down	Machiavelli’s	abilities	as	a	diplomat,	presenting	these	years	as	useful	only	in	so	far	as	they	offered	him	the	material	he	would	draw	on	for	his	writing	after	he	had	lost	his	position.	“Yeah,	um,	it’s	kind	of	against	the	rules.			He	liked	being	able	to	look	out	the	window	and	see	the	water,	or	those	fascinatingly	sculptured	cypress	trees.
		Lindsey	touched	his	wrist,	and	an	unwanted	spark	of	attraction	made	his	arm	muscles	tighten.	And	the	very	next	day	after	my	sleepless	night	of	decision-making,	the	telephone	rang	and	I	was	flabbergasted	to	learn	that	I	had	just	been	awarded	one.	“It	was	well	done	for	its	kind.”			“Don’t	be	a	snob,	darling.”	Amused,	she	gestured	with	her	cigarette.
At	least	until	he’s	out	of	danger.			Maybe	it	was	the	day	or	two’s	growth	of	beard	that	made	him	look	so	dangerous,	she	thought.	Misses	his	horse	more	than	me.	The	money	was	gone	soon	after	that.			A.	This	one’s	for	you.	“We	telepathically	communicated,	and	he	says	he	wants	to	take	me	home	to	be	the	mother	of	his	sexy	babies.			The	door	was	built
into	the	rock.			The	building	ahead	of	him	was	classic	1950s	DoD	architecture.	“Daisy	and	I	heard	Ana	singing,	and	when	we	looked,	she	had	this	butterfly	right	on	her	hand.	‘Tis	damned	strange	that	she	is	not	here.	Ninety-seven	squirming	little	orphans	must	bescrubbed	and	combed	and	buttoned	into	freshly	starched	ginghams;	andall	ninety-seven
reminded	of	their	manners,	and	told	to	say,	‘Yes,sir,’	‘No,	sir,’	whenever	a	Trustee	spoke.	”	Avelyn	pushed	thewords	out	on	thelast	of	the	air	in	her	lungs,thenhadtoinhale	to	ask,	“How	close	are	we?”			The	maid’shesitation	was	answer	enough.	And	I	know	how	fast	he	is,	but	you	can’t	let	that	happen	in	the	game.	The	angel	was	going	to	shred	him	to
pieces.	It	sounded	pretty	when	she	did.	Any	journalist	prone	to	florid	prose	would	be	sent	off	to	write	funeral	notices	for	three	weeks.	I	cast	the	noted	specialist’s	advice	to	the	winds	and	went	to	work	again—work,	the	normal	life	of	every	human	being;	work,	in	which	is	joy	and	growth	and	service,	without	which	one	is	a	pauper	and	a	parasite—
ultimately	recovering	some	measure	of	power….	They	owed	him.			“It’s	over,”	he	says	again.	Ben	recognized	her	immediately.	What	did	she	think	they	were	looking	at	anyway?	But	they	will.	He	knows	that	deep	down	I’m	a	softy	and,	besides,	he’s	assured	me	that	if	I	give	you	this	break	he’ll	present	me	with	a	box	of	Cuban	cigars.	“I	need	to	get	into
this	apartment.”			He	rustles	and	then	slowly	opens	his	eyes	and	stares	straight	ahead	at	my	legs.	Somewhere	around	the	time	that	she	started	teasing	him	with	innocent	smiles	and	brushing	against	him,	and	he	began	enjoying	it.	Jeez.			“I	don’t	know.”	A	simple	shrug.	She	was	bynature	a	sunny	soul,	and	had	always	snatched	the	tiniest	excuse	to
beamused.	But	to	others,	I’m	just	a	criminal	with	one	of	the	nastiest	reputations	in	town.			Izzy	knew	what	he	was	after.	Just	forget	it.			“Pretty	well.	The	child	was	as	sweet	as	sunshine.	And	this	one,	too	—	I	recognize	it.	Apparently	a	permit	was	granted	for	the	construction	in	1982.	As	long	as	Angie	promises	to	return	the	favor	sometime.”			“Does	this
mean	you’ll	have	at	least	a	thousand	words	for	me	in	my	inbox	by	Sunday	night?”			“Sometimes	I	think	I’m	kinky	because	I	fantasize	about	slapping	you.			“So	you	don’t	want	a	slave	you	chain	to	your	bed	every	night	anymore?”			“I’ll	always	want	that.	Just	as	she’d	worked	to	turn	a	smoky-voiced	sex	symbol	into	a	respected	actress.	“When	did	you	hear
that?”			“Over	breakfast.”	Maggie	smiled	and	settled	deeper	into	the	pastel	cushions	on	the	white	wicker	settee.	One	I’ve	been	thinking	about	for	some	time.			My	heart	sank.	”	I	unlock	the	door	and	they	follow	me	inside.	Which	she	was.	”	Rowdy	expected	her	to	turn	with	a	smile	bright	enough	to	rival	the	sun.	I	insert	it	into	the	lock	and	begin	to	open
the	door,	but	the	drunk	guy	begins	to	fall	backward	with	every	inch	the	door	opens.	And	his	cousins	would	make	sure	it	stuck	while	he	was	gone.	I	swear	he’s	nailin’	three-quarters	of	the	women	in	the	tri-county	area.	Two	minutes	to	go.	I’ll	leave	in	an	hour.”			“Thirty,”	she	replies	and	hangs	up.	”			Her	lip	curls	and	she	spits,	“I	wanna	speak	to	a
manager.	She’s	nervous.	One	expert	slap	silenced	it.	)			He	backed	out	of	the	room,	palming	the	door	shut	as	he	went,	then	headed	down	the	hall	and	past	the	desk	where	the	neonatal	nurse	with	the	snake	tattoo	gave	him	a	sideways	smile	as	he	went	by.	and,	before	he	came	over	here,	while	he	was	still	in	Italy,	this	volcano	started	erupting	in	his	town
early	one	morning	and	he	was	the	only	one	up	and	so	he	ran	around	pounding	on	people’s	doors	and	everyone	woke	up	and	ran	to	safety	and	.	Sallie	has	red	hair	and	aturn-up	nose	and	is	quite	friendly;	Julia	comes	from	one	of	the	firstfamilies	in	New	York	and	hasn’t	noticed	me	yet.	Leonard	worked	for	a	time	for	the	Women’s	Cooperative	Guild,	and
became	increasingly	involved	with	advising	the	Labour	Party	and	writing	on	international	politics,	as	well	as	editing	several	periodicals.	Miss	Pritchard,	who	is	on	our	visiting	committee,is	also	on	the	school	board;	she	has	been	talking	with	your	rhetoricteacher,	and	made	a	speech	in	your	favour.			Copyright	(c)	1969	by	Frank	Herbert.	There	hasn’t
been	a	tougher,	more	fascinating	Southern	belle	since	Scarlett.”			Eve	knew	it,	and	had	already	decided	to	take	the	offer.	She	leaned	across	our	desks	and	tapped	my	Dialogue	Reassurances	sheet.	God,	she	looks	good	in	orange.”			“Man,	I	thought	I	was	the	drunk	one.”			Ben	looked	down	at	the	empty	shot	glass	and	back	up	at	the	bartender.	Like	if	the
kid	has	the	minimum	ten	fingers	and	ten	toes	it’s	all	going	to	be	fine.	Love	and	possibility,	friendships	and	futures:	gone.	From	excommunication	to	pope’s	favourite	was	quite	a	change	of	fortune	and	once	again	it	was	more	a	matter	of	politics	than	of	faith.	Looks	into	his	palms.	I’d	spent	all	my	time	on	Earth	unable	to	do	the	things	other	kids	my	age
took	for	granted.			But	the	door	of	the	limo	was	open.			He	stirred.	Not	under	the	circumstances.	As	the	anesthesiologist	was	given	no	information	regarding	Agent	Brodie’s	susceptibility	to	this	crisis,	he	was	administered	anesthetics	along	with	a	paralyzing	agent,	causing	him	to	suffer	an	episode.	Their	first	publication	was	Two	Stories—Leonard’s
“Three	Jews”	and	Virginia’s	experimental	“The	Mark	on	the	Wall.”	They	had	decided	to	make	their	livings	by	writing,	and	in	1919,	a	few	months	before	Woolf’s	second	novel,	Night	and	Day,	was	published,	they	bought	a	cottage	in	the	village	of	Rodmell	in	Sussex.			She	rolled	over,	hoping	to	fall	back	into	a	deep	slumber	when	a	wolf’s	howl	broke	the
silence	of	the	night.	But	you’re	not	a	crime	novelist	yet,	even	if	you	think	you	are.	He’s	standing	straight	up	now,	rigid	even.			I	clutch	my	playbook	to	my	chest	and	for	a	moment,	I	feel	a	pang	of	loneliness	and	wish	that	I	had	asked	Henry	to	come	over.			I	look	down.	Maybe	he	hadn’t	been	the	only	idiot	on	the	bus	that	cold	December	night.	Never
again.	Nonchalantly	he	asked,	“Kade,	who’s	the	chick	on	the	dance	floor?”	Read	more	...	I	rele	ase	enough	pressure	for	him	to	have	his	hand	back,	and	then	I	immediately	kick	the	door	all	the	way	shut.	Without	her	holy	experience	Alia	would	not	be	Alia.	And	I	wanted	you	so	bad,	I	wasn’t	thinking	clearly	either.”			That	was	no	excuse.	His	hands	clasped
her	hips	as	his	forehead	settled	against	hers.			And	then	in	a	flash,	she	was	in	front	of	me.	I’ll	be	along	in	a	few	minutes.	The	room	was	deserted,	submerged	in	a	gloom	thick	with	the	smoke	of	a	thousand	cigarettes.	Finally:	“Twenty-one.	”			“That	seems	soon.			“Has	Cash	Big	Crow	been	in	here?”			The	man	lifted	one	pierced	brow.	She	announced	the
result	had	been	eleven	votes	for	innocent	and	one	for	guilty.			“Me	estás	jodiendo?”	she	swore	when	she	saw	the	name	“John	the	Bastard”	pop	up	on	her	screen.			Owen	switched	on	the	radio,	and	a	hard	and	heavy	song	blared	from	the	speakers.	Everything,	from	his	beautifully	slim	hips	and	narrow	waist	to	his	broad	shoulders,	is	solid.			“We	keep
supplies	for	special	visitors.	Plus,	it	was	a	vampire	bar.			Or	his	little	sister	was	her	best	friend.	That	roan	could	buck	off	a	man’s	whiskers.	California	license	Able	Charlie	Robert	2289.	“Got	it,	Woods.	“The	tourists	treat	you	like	a	local;	the	locals	treat	you	like	a	tourist.”			I	laugh.	”			“Aye.	The	field’s	wide	open,	but	my	wide	receiver	isn’t	where	he’s
supposed	to	be.	Neighbor	greeted	neighbor	with	“Good	morning”	or	“Good	evening”	or	a	friendly	smile,	and	grappled	with	small	problems	behind	closed	doors.	And	it	is	a	good	quality	to	have.	A	private	investigator	who	allowed	either	to	become	sluggish	would	find	herself	in	trouble.			She	gave	him	a	skeptical	stare.	So	he	is	normal,	and	regular,	and
ordinary,	and	this	is	his	extraordinary,	and	irregular,	and	not-normal	achievement,	a	thing	that	will	outlast	him	and	you	and	me,	but	will	help	future	people	understand	us	—	how	we	felt,	how	we	lived,	what	we	gave	to	each	other	and	why.	Their	voices	ebbed	and	flowed	like	the	pounding	of	waves	on	rock.			But	unfortunately	for	me,	the	door	was	just
shoved	open	so	hard,	I	expect	the	stairwell	to	spit	a	human	out	onto	the	rooftop.	And	I	ask	that	you	do	the	same	for	other	writers	who	are	on	their	way	but	struggling.	That	would	save	precious	seconds.	But	they	cannot	conceal	the	fact	that	the	Lady	Jessica	was	a	Bene	Gesserit-trained	adept.			“The	other	one	annoyed	you,	yes?”	Read	more	...	Now	he
could	see	what	he	was	shooting	at.	“You	do	look	hungry,”	he	said.	There	was	a	raucous	through-the-wall	heater,	which	would	be	too	noisy	to	sleep	with,	which	would	save	the	owner	money	on	electricity.			I’m	confused.	She’d	expected	her	to	look	haggard	from	wedding	planning,	but	she	wore	the	look	of	love.	Yes,	I	promised.	Her	twin	brothers	were
both	breathing	steadily	nearby,	every	now	and	then	a	snore.	When	he’d	seen	it,	he’d	thought	it	perfect	for	her.	Sometimes	too	much	of	both.	“Friends	don’t	let	friends	drink	and	wed.”			Henry	groaned	and	leaned	back	in	his	bar	stool	before	seemingly	discovering	there	was	no	back	to	a	bar	stool.	Reacher	wondered	if	the	two-seater	was	Susan	Turner’s.
It	had	haunted	him,	day	after	day,	night	after	night…			Raine	scrambled	to	her	feet,	clutching	her	notepad	and	pen.	As	in	hawt.	“Tex.”			She	grimaced.	On	the	next,	he	paid	even	less	attention.	THIRDS	agent	Sloane	Brodie	rushed	to	hospital	after	Coalition	attack	on	THIRDS	teammate	goes	awry….	Their	bald	shiksa	granddaughter	turning	tricks	and
getting	a	business	degree	–	it	will	be	all	my	fault.	I’m	very	affectionate	and	hugged	Mimi	once.	We	have	no	idea	how	he	arrived	at	such	appointments	at	this	early	age.	He	wondered	in	which	direction	the	sun	would	rise	now.	“You’ll	always	be	trickier.”			Pink-cheeked,	bright-eyed,	she	bounced	on	his	lap.	”	He	didn’t	know.	“Now,	why	don’t	you	tell	me
why	you	really	asked	me	out	here	today?”			Leaning	back	against	the	bar,	Eve	sipped.	The	left-hand	guy	was	all	unstable	and	up	on	his	heels	and	his	centre	mass	was	open	and	unprotected.			At	this	point	Machiavelli	was	twenty-one.	Completely	off	limits.			“Sweetie,”	I	whisper,	stroking	her	hair	gently,	“nothing	will	happen	to	me.”			She	squeezes	me
tighter.	“Call	her	agent,”	Eve	said	briefly.	One-way	glass,”	Barney	Northrup	said.	You	have	to	trust	that	I	know	what	I’m	doing.”			She	walked	with	perfect	poise	to	the	bar	to	add	more	champagne	to	her	glass,	hoping	she	hadn’t	started	a	ball	rolling	that	would	ultimately	flatten	her.	The	strong,	prominent	bones	gifted	to	him	by	his	Celtic	ancestors
jutted	against	skin	made	dusky	by	his	love	of	the	sun.	She	hadn’t	enjoyed	the	Sole	Regret	concert	she’d	attended	because	the	volume	of	the	music	bothered	her.	“Never.”			“Soon,	I’ll	be	old	enough	that	neither	of	you	can	stop	me.”			I	fuckin’	hate	teenage	girls.	Hailed	by	many	as	a	radical	writer	of	genius,	she	has	also	been	dismissed	as	a	narrowly
focused	snob.	But	if	she	ever	makes	me	have	a	wedding	again,	I’m	going	to	divorce	her.	Every	time	he	looked	at	her,	he	turned	to	mush.			Come	on,	chiquita,	you’re	going	to	be	late	for	work,	he	thought.			It	couldn’t	be	a	wolf,	she	told	herself.	I	wouldn’t	be	surprised	if	Marina	sat	down	behind	me	in	row	seven,	and	Ella	made	her	way	back	to	row	ten.	If
he	gives	you	trouble,	put	him	on	the	phone	with	her.	Did	he	mean…?	She	made	him	sweat	in	the	middle	of	damned	winter.	Now	Eve	merely	shrugged.	He	yelled	her	name	as	their	hands	nearly	met,	until	the	Captain	himself	picked	her	up	and	tossed	her	over	his	shoulder.			She	looks	over	at	me	and	asks,	“What	are	you	smiling	at,	Atomic?”	Surly	as
ever.	His	work-roughed	hands	tenderly	brushed	rocks	from	her	knees	and	wiped	the	tears	from	her	dirty	face.			Which	isn’t	to	say	it’s	madness	in	the	way	that	Burroughs	or	even	Fred	Exley	used	a	type	of	madness	with	which	to	create.	The	air	was	crisp	and	the	sun	was	almost	down.	Hammer	smiled.			Katarina	slammed	my	door	open,	wielding	a
kitchen	knife	and	ready	to	strike.	A	chauffeur	opens	the	back	door	for	me	—	a	courtesy	which	embarrasses	me	a	little,	just	as,	when	I	walk	through	airports	around	the	country	and	see	my	books	in	racks	and	storefront	windows,	I	look	away	from	them,	grateful	but	chagrined.	“You	were	the	one	who	tried	to	put	it	on	wrong	side	out.”			He	laughed.	And
I’m	worth	every	dollar.	And	nearly	smiled.	She	was	beyond	frustrated	with	the	“old	boy”	system	but	she	was	too	stubborn	to	quit.			Damn.			A	sharp	intake	of	breath	and	I’m	awake	but	not	up,	surprised	but	not	scared,	somehow	staring	into	the	very	desperately	green	eyes	that	seem	to	know	too	much,	too	well.	There,	too,	was	order.	”			“Oh.	“Lady
Straughton	sounded	breathy,	and	her	nextwords,while	a	protest,	weresomewhatweak.	This	place	seems	more	like	a	historic	hotel	than	an	apartment	complex,	with	its	expansive	columns	and	marble	floors.	His	sweaty	chest	rises	and	falls	in	a	deep	pant,	and	a	drop	of	blood	rests	at	the	corner	of	his	lips.	“I’m	scared	for	you.”			“Don’t	worry.	Any	minute
now	I	expect	one	of	them	to	fall	and	never,	ever,	get	up	again.			He	went	up	the	short	flight	of	stone	steps	to	the	door.	“Give	me	a	break,	Warden,”	he	said	in	a	passable	James	Cagney	imitation.			Dancing	on	my	tiptoes,	I	scan	the	end	zone	and	find	Sam	Henry	instead	and	hurl	the	bal	.	”			“I	am	sorry,	mylady.	No	matter	how	uncomfortable	she	made
him,	she	was	knocked-up	and	needed	help.			Tuesday			They	are	organizing	the	Freshman	basket-ball	team	and	there’s	just	achance	that	I	shall	get	in	it.	Getting	it	might	be	pleasurable,	but	from	then	on	it’s	all	downhill.	This	is	as	muchas	I	can	suck	in.	The	hour	burned	past	midnight,	and	the	grounds	were	officially	closed.			Still.	Instead,	he	was
grinning	at	the	Indian	princess	like	she’d	hung	the	moon	and	the	stars.			Could	Ana	show	her	how	to	plant	flowers?	”			She	smiles	almost	cruelly	and	says,	“Then	I	wanna	speak	to	the	owner.	“I	think	you	need	a	good	tongue	lashing	yourself!	Grab	him!”			Father	John	was	no	match	for	the	soldier.	That	was	clear.	At	no	time	while	reading	Infinite	Jest	are
you	are	unaware	that	this	is	a	work	of	complete	obsession,	of	a	stretching	of	the	mind	of	a	young	writer	to	the	point	of,	we	assume,	near	madness.			Owen	shook	his	head.	Everyone	is	gettin’	laid	but	us,	cuz.	Somewhere	sunny.	“I	appreciate	you	having	my	back,	but	you	deserve	a	night	off.	You	both	are	in	the	wedding.	Ky	wouldn’t	be	around	for	another
forty-two	days.	Woolf’s	great-aunt	Julia	Margaret	Cameron	was	a	pioneering	photographer	who	made	portraits	of	the	poets	Alfred	Tennyson	and	Robert	Browning,	of	the	naturalist	Charles	Darwin,	and	of	the	philosopher	and	historian	Thomas	Carlyle,	among	many	others.	You	can	leave	your	shoes	outside	the	room.	Smiling	with	determination,	she
stepped	down	from	the	table	to	the	bench,	then	ontothe	floor.	She-Devil	talks	a	mile	a	minute	pointing	towards	Safira.			So	I	do	not	usually	follow	the	standard	rule	espoused	in	creative	writing	classes:	write	what	you	know.	She	can	stay.”			“Future	mother-in-law	driving	you	batshit?”	Ben	asked.	Most	of	the	literate	people	in	England	would,	and	a	great
many	of	their	domestic	servants,	besides.	You	do	usproud.			And,	because	she	felt	more	than	others,	because	her	gift	demanded	that	she	feel	more,	she	learned	to	court	peace.	Worked	here	thirty-two	years	before	I	became	captain.	It	is	less	obvious,	however,	with	men	who	are	not	deranged	or	evil	in	and	of	themselves–such	as	Kennedy,	or	the	fictional
Paul	Muad’Dib,	whose	danger	lay	in	the	religious	myth	structure	around	him	and	what	people	did	in	his	name.			Maybe	it’s	1826?	Early	wizarding	writings	and	paintings	give	us	some	idea	of	the	games	our	ancestors	played.	”			“Man,	that’s	harsh.	Not	unreasonably:	her	books	had	gone	through	numerous	editions	and	been	translated	into	half	a	dozen
languages;	she	was	recognized	as	a	leading	thinker	in	the	women’s	movement,	a	socialist	and	supporter	of	the	labor	movement.	Campbell,	who,	like	the	Lampooners,	loved	the	majestic,	heroic	aspects	of	Dune	and	hated	the	antithetical	elements	of	the	sequel.	Still,	even	Adam	seemed	to	have	taken	a	liking	to	you.	Snowcapped	mountains.	I’d	used	my
empathic	stuff	on	her	and	felt	the	normal	jealousy	and	insecurities	that	so	many	girls	suffered.	The	lights	were	on	in	the	corridor.	“This	wasn’t	the	deal.	Widespread	amusement	is	converted	into	large	quantities	of	money	(380	million	dollars	since	they	started	in	1985	—	over	thirty-four	million	Galleons).	Theblueof	thegown	brings	out	the	blue	of	your
eyes.	And	then	I	realize	I	really	just	want	to	slap	you.”			“Beatriz,”	John	said	in	a	stern	voice.			My.			God.	What	if	he	didn’t	know	where	he	was?	“You’ve	never	tolerated	anyone	blowing	smoke	up	your	ass.	”			“Intrude	on	what?”			She	turned,	shoving	the	key	in	the	locked	door.			On	top	ofall	that,	hehadyet	toset	eyes	on	his	would-be	bride.	Please	be
careful	how	you	treat	this	book.	“Jes’	wanted	to	know	it,	in	case	someone	comes	around	asking.			“I’m	sorry,	sir,	but	you	can’t	go	in	there.”			“The	hell	I	can’t.	I	miss	them,	living	hours	away	from	home.	If	I	could	I	would	tell	you	what	you	and	the	children	have	meant	to	me.	I	take	Higgins	aside,	avoiding	her	Darth	Vader	stare,	and	say,	“Next	time	try



finishing	your	route	instead	of	staring	at	Kristen,	wil	you?”			His	face	goes	al	red	before	he	nods.			The	shooter’s	ass	was	out	there,	and	if	the	shot	wasn’t	successful	or	the	exit	cues	made	swiftly,	the	gunner	was	dead.	She’s	going	to	show	me	how	to	plant	flowers.”			“Hmm.”			“She	knows	all	their	names.”	Jessie	yawned	again,	and	when	she	spoke	again
her	voice	was	thick	with	sleep.	Page	1			IT	TOOK	THE	WOMAN	A	long	time	to	leave	her	house.			“You	can’t	tell	the	guys,”	Owen	blurted.	He	was	completely	unprepared	to	be	a	father.	They	posted	images	of	Gabe,	ran	old	news	footage	of	his	death,	of	the	funeral,	before	they	moved	on	to	Sloane’s	new	partner.			Lucca	smacks	her	leg.	Also	allow	him	to
interview	anyone	else	he	wishes,	and	pass	along	my	instructions	that	those	same	rules	apply.”			At	the	time	I	found	the	hotel	owner’s	attitude	magnanimous,	and	still	do,	but	later	came	to	understand	it	better.	In	the	way	he	ignores	everyone	that	shouts	his	name	and	stares	at	me	with	a	look	that’s	so	sexual	I	almost	feel	taken	right	here.	The	Therian
Defense	Department	withheld	information	from	Sloane’s	First	Gen	records	in	order	to	prevent	the	risk	of	exposure	to	the	First	Gen	Recruitment	Program.	Her	head	turned,	her	lips	touched	his,	and	he	was	a	goner.	”			Jealous?	”			She	pretended	to	scan	through	the	pages	of	her	notepad.	”			Oh,	Lord.	No	need	to	get	all	bent	out	of	shape.	”			“Tease	you?
Throwing	it	to	each	other	and	trying	to	stick	it	in	trees	at	either	end	of	the	marsh.			All	as	expected.	Entitled	The	Mysteries	of	Barcelona,	this	byzantine	melodrama	was	a	farrago	shamelessly	indebted	to	Dumas	and	Stoker	and	borrowing	from	Sue	and	Féval	along	the	way.	Her	eyes,	a	rich,	mossy	green	she’d	inherited	from	a	father	she	couldn’t
remember,	were	blurry	for	only	a	moment.	Irishmen	in	shabby	top	hats	were	awaiting	their	next	fares	as	the	light	grew	fainter.	“I	might	have	left	a	few	things	outside	that	I	need.	Her	special	care	was	room	F,	where	eleven	little	tots,	from	fourto	seven,	occupied	eleven	little	cots	set	in	a	row.			Worry	furrowed	her	dark	brows,	strained	her	delicate	face.
		Q:	Without	the	sacred	melange	Muad’dib	would	not	have	become	leader	of	all	Fremen.	Nixon	provided	ample	proof.	He	can	do	whatever	the	hell	he	pleases.”			“Gabby,	baby,	I	know	you	want	to	visit	me	in	the	city,	but	it’s	not	safe.	My	wife	and	I	designate	ten	percent	of	my	book	earnings	to	organizations	that	help	the	mentally	ill,	the	victims	of
domestic	violence,	and	the	arts.	Our	charade	does	not	demand	this	level	of	concentration	and	I’m	about	to	lean	over	and	tell	her,	but	then	I	see	she	isn’t	reading	at	all.	“Don’t	make	me	feel	guilty	with	your	double	standards.”			“I	wasn’t	trying	to	make	you	feel	guilty.”			“And	you	shouldn’t.	He	stared	at	the	empty	parking	spot	between	Kellen’s	Firebird
and	Owen’s	Jeep,	trying	to	comprehend	the	absence	of	the	ton	of	steel	he’d	left	there.	Though	she	was	content	in	her	privacy,	she	was	glad	it	hadn’t	remained	empty	long.	Raine	wasn’t	built	for	that	kind	of	submission,	and	he	couldn’t	expect	her	to	change	for	him.	Sebastian	had	built	high	and	built	solitary,	and	the	narrow,	rutted	lane	leading	up	to	his
home	was	not	welcoming.	“See	that	building?	Something	told	him	he	already	knew	the	answer.	I	opened	it.	They’re	resting	on	his	hips,	and	I	notice	for	the	first	time	how	his	shirt	doesn’t	fit	him	very	well	around	his	biceps.	”			His	expression	was	troubled,	and	Avelyn	knew	he	didn’tbelievehe	had	convinced	her.	“Tell	me	what	happened.	Niccolò	may
have	taken	his	writing	skills	from	his	mother,	but	over	divisions	on	religion	he	stood	with	his	father	and	the	Roman	historians.	She’s	four,	Shade.	I	was	surprised	he	was	still	gone	actually.	“This	damn	lamp	is	like	a	jigsaw	puzzle.	“The	entire	top	floor?”			He	nods.	“Sixteen	days,	ten	hours,	and	thirty-seven	minutes	ago,	I	heard	your	screams	of	ecstasy	as
I	drove	into	your	sweet	little	pussy.	I’m	comfortable.	In	one	description	of	him,	he	was	referred	to	as	“a	guru	of	science	fiction.”	Others	depicted	him	in	heroic	terms.	“Let’s	cut	the	pleasantries.	In	the	early	years	of	Bloomsbury,	she	reveled	in	the	opportunity	to	discuss	ideas	with	her	brother	Thoby	and	his	friends,	among	whom	were	Lytton	Strachey,
Clive	Bell,	and	E.	“Is	that	why	you	sent	the	Robert	Chambers	bio	over	to	me	last	week?”			Eve	accepted	the	glass	and	smiled.	This”—she	kicked	the	script	again	with	relish—“is	shit.”			Margaret	Castle	took	another	sip	of	vodka-laced	grapefruit	juice.	Where	is	the	other	person?”			“I	know	this	will	cause	a	mistrial,”	said	Janet.			Not	every	tenant-to-be
was	quite	as	overjoyed	as	Grace	Windsor	Wexler.	Dalloway,	Woolf	was	also	a	sought-after	essayist	and	reviewer	who,	like	many	of	her	celebrated	contemporaries,	was	staking	out	her	own	particular	piece	of	modernist	territory.	Hank	tried	to	muster	a	shout,	but	the	angel’s	hand	was	clenched	at	his	throat.	Not	a	problem	at	all.			Dear	Olaf,			How	are
you?			The	driver	pocketed	her	offering	and	touched	his	cap.	It	had	been	less	than	a	year	after	he	met	Wendy	that	he	realized	she	was	the	one	for	him.	I	entered	the	office,	which	smelled	of	sweat	and	tobacco	in	that	order.	His	fury—always	simmering	these	days—began	boiling.	Julie’s	house	isn’t	far	from	mine.”			And	technically,	Adam’s	was	even
closer,	but	Owen	knew	how	ticked	off	Shade	was,	and	if	the	band	lost	both	its	vocalist	and	lead	guitarist	in	a	fiery	motorcycle	crash,	they’d	be	shit	out	of	luck.	Like	they	were	puppets,	and	the	puppeteer	had	sneezed.			Table	of	Contents			Title	Page			Copyright	Page			Dedication			Introduction			Chapter	1	–	SUNSET	TOWERS			Chapter	2	–	GHOSTS	OR
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ham.	Just	a	little	stucco	building	tucked	between	a	Laundromat	and	a	struggling	accounting	firm.	‘You	brought	the	unit	into	disrepute.	”			“No	one	likes	your	dancing	skills,”	JJ	replies.	’			‘Good,	but	that’s	not	what	I	meant.	He	kicks	the	chair	repeatedly,	over	and	over.	He	couldn’t	forget	her	anymore	than	he	could	have	her.	Pinned	her	against	the	trunk
of	a	tree	and	took	her	lips	like	the	sweet	drug	they	were.	I’ll	make	the	necessary	arrangements,	but	it’s	important	you	try	and	remain	in	the	room.			At	the	base	of	the	steps,	Hank	peered	through	the	shadows	warily.	“Case	closed,	Gabby,”	I	say	and	stare	at	the	directions	because	I	can’t	look	her	in	the	eye.	Liam	yanked	her	down,	they	were	hiding
behind	the	church,	the	one	building	left	untouched	by	the	raiders.	In	fact,	I	may	not	even	need	the	fire	extinguisher.	She’d	been	clip-clopping	along	on	the	gravel	road	connecting	the	Foster	and	McKay	ranches	when	a	rattler	spooked	her	pony	and	bucked	her	off.	That	was	all	I	cared	about.	No	part	of	this	publication	may	be	reproduced	or	transmitted
in	any	form	or	by	any	means,	electronic	or	mechanical,	including	photocopy,	recording,	or	any	information	storage	and	retrieval	system,	without	permission	in	writing	from	the	publisher.	I	wanted	to	protect	him	from	the	pain	I	would	cause	him.	His	voice	was	soft,	and	a	little	Southern.	It	was	his	reaction,	his	very	personal,	very	basic	reaction,	that	had
tightened	his	muscles	and	roughened	his	voice.	My	brain	felt	like	a	wasp’s	nest.	Maybe	they	were	all	better	off	without	him.	It	was	difficult	to	take	credit	for	turning	him	on	while	he	was	still	sleeping,	but	wrapping	my	hand	around	him	even	through	the	soft	cotton	of	his	boxer	briefs	still	made	me	wet.			Shrewd	enough	to	see	that	their	Muggle
neighbours	would	seek	to	exploit	their	powers	if	they	knew	their	full	extent,	witches	and	wizards	kept	themselves	to	themselves	long	before	the	International	Statute	of	Wizarding	Secrecy	came	into	effect.	‘Go	back	wherever	you	came	from.	Can	I	come	over?”			“Of	course	you	can.”	Ana	set	her	garden	spade	aside	as	the	girl	stepped	through	the
rosebushes.	But	her	mind	filled	with	images.	There	was	obviously	little	fear	of	reprisals.	There	was	no	glass	in	many	of	the	windows.			He	has	black	hair,	standing	up	sexily	as	if	women	have	just	had	their	fingers	there.			18	The	summer	Thomas	and	I	worked.	“When	I	tell	you	to	stay	in	the	yard,	and	then	you’re	not	there,	I’m	going	to	worry.”			It	was	a
simple	statement,	made	in	even	tones.	The	girl	wasn’t	homicidal	or	suicidal.	He	had	had	easier	assignments,	to	be	sure.	What	is	at	stake	is	survival.	Oh,	shit.	These	are	the	happiest	girls	I	eversaw–and	I	am	the	happiest	of	all!			I	meant	to	write	a	long	letter	and	tell	you	all	the	things	I’m	learning(Mrs.	Life	had	rules,	very	basic	rules.			No	part	of	this
book	may	be	reproduced,	scanned,	or	distributed	in	any	printed	or	electronic	form	with			out	permission.	Like	all	children,	he	grew	into	an	adult,	moved	away	from	his	parents’	domain,	and	chose	his	own.	Orders	had	been	shouted,	the	area	evacuated,	blue-and-black	THIRDS	tape	marking	off	his	personal	disaster	zone.	Every	right-minded	wizard	must
deplore	the	destruction	of	these	peace-loving	little	birds	in	the	name	of	sport.			You	cannot	faint.	Sweet,	little,	virgin	baby,	she	had	no	idea	what	she	was	getting	into.	Once.	I	can’t.	Brandon	had	a	ten-year-old’s	need	to	shake	and	sniff	and	rattle	the	brightly	wrapped	boxes.	“The	wedding	planner’s	driving	him	nuts.			Hushed	voices	murmured	not	of	a
redeemer,	but	of	a	ruthless	dictator.			“There	is	nothing	amiss,	boy,”	Lord	Wimarc	Gerville	assured	hisson.	I’m	breathing	and	blinking	and	feeling	human	and	I	know	exactly	why.	“Do	you	treat	all	your	visitors	this	way?”			Idiot.	It	very	well	could	be	considered	the	most	disastrous.	It	was	a	Fremen	ritual	by	which	that	same	melange	awakened	the
unborn	Alia	in	the	Lady	Jessica’s	womb.	“Dammit,	Gemma,	I	know	you	heard	me	yellin’	at	you.	Each	clatter	against	the	wood	feels	like	someone	is	shoving	spikes	into	my	brain.			And	it	was	good,	so	very	good,	to	feel	strong	and	aware	and	alone.	I	mean	…”			“I	get	the	idea.”			The	look	Don	Basilio	gave	me	was	priceless.			“Well,	Julia,	did	you	kill	her?”		
She	was	a	legend.	Then	she	stomps	her	foot.	“I	saw	her	on	Today	when	she	was	doing	the	promotion	rounds	last	spring.	A	pretty	girl	about	her	age	strode	through	the	lobby	pulling	a	wheeled	suitcase	behind	her.	“I	didn’t	even	get	to	see	you	this	time.	Why	didn’t	you	stop?”			“Because	I	didn’t	want	to	intrude.	Merciful,	under	the	circumstances.	“So
you	can	harass	me	again?”			Yes,	Raine	would	see	it	that	way.	He	cleared	his	throat	and	tried	again.			Last	thing:	In	attempting	to	persuade	you	to	buy	this	book,	or	check	it	out	of	your	library,	it’s	useful	to	tell	you	that	the	author	is	a	normal	person.			Now,	ladies	and	gentlemen,	I	did	not,	after	that	experience	with	Sister	Mercy,	grow	up	to	become	a
con	artist	or	a	pathological	liar.	He	needed	more	time	to	focus	on	his	career	and	figure	out	what	he	wanted	from	life	before	going	down	that	path	of	no	return.			“He’s	gone.	Not	many	girls	in	your	position	ever	have	suchan	opportunity	to	rise	in	the	world.	That	she	could	stay	here.	Do	they	ever	regret	it?			But	she	hadn’t	smiled	in	a	week.			“We’re	going
to	find	David,	Rose.”	Mel	took	her	hand	off	the	rattling	gearshift	long	enough	to	squeeze	Rose’s	chilled	fingers.	“Come	now,	gorgeous,	don’t	tell	me	you’re	jealous.”			If	anyone	else	had	suggested	it,	she	would	have	raked	them	clean	to	the	bone.	Time	to	head	out.			Warin	glared	after	themuntil	theywere	gone,	then	turnedto	hisdeflated	sister.	”			“She’s
looking	at	me,”	Charlie	said.	When	she	came	to	herself	she	was	thoughtful	enough	to	ask	whether	I	had	taken	leave	of	my	senses.	Married	a	tech-savvy	Bostonian	and	they	bought	the	entire	top	floor.”			I	look	down.	Dex	returned	his	attention	to	the	doctor	whose	anger	appeared	to	have	subsided.	”			“There’s	a	lot	you	don’t	know	about	me,	Gem.	There
was	that	angry	Irish	singer	who	didn’t	have	any	hair	and	she	was	attractive.	All	girls	liked	diamonds,	right?			By	time	she	turned	fifteen,	their	finances	had	improved,	thanks	to	Papa’s	writing	success.	I	relaxed,	slipping	into	a	trance,	my	mind	free	of	everything	but	the	sensation	of	his	body	against	mine,	his	cock	inside	me	pushing	against	the	walls	of
my	sex.	I	had	laughed.	I	shook	it.	He	catches	the	bal	,	spikes	it,	and	does	this	real	y	stupid	dance.	“One	of	us	has	to	go.	”			Whoops	of	cowboy	laughter	cut	through	the	dusty	air.			“All	right,	thanks.”	McDermott	scribbled	a	name	and	hung	up.	“I’ve	asked	you	what	happened.			From	her	perch	on	the	ground,	he	looked	enormous.	After	six	years	of	being
her	mentor,	caretaker,	and	employer,	he’d	recently	given	in	to	his	gnawing	hunger	and	fucked	her	in	every	way	known	to	man.	The	three	ofthem	must	have	enteredwhile	she	had	been	distracted	byherparents’	leaving.			The	Dean	at	left,	a	lean	yellowish	man	whose	fixed	smile	nevertheless	has	the	impermanent	quality	of	something	stamped	into
uncooperative	material,	is	a	personality-type	I’ve	come	lately	to	appreciate,	the	type	who	delays	need	of	any	response	from	me	by	relating	my	side	of	the	story	for	me,	to	me.			Uh	oh.	Not	quite	as	narrow	as	Safira	but	still	narrow	for	a	club.	He	published	each	of	my	chapters	reluctantly,	annoyed	by	what	he	considered	to	be	an	excess	of	morbidity	and
an	unfortunate	waste	of	my	talent	at	the	service	of	plots	and	stories	of	dubious	taste.	She	could	only	repeat	Mrs.Lippett’s	words.	He’d	already	checked	out	how	to	get	to	the	back	of	the	house;	now	he	took	a	quick	second	to	send	his	other	self	flying,	making	sure	the	way	was	clear.	“This	isn’t	funny.	He	would	be	communicating	shortly	with	one	of	them.
She	could	and	did.			There	was	a	woman	at	the	reception	desk,	in	the	same	ACU	pyjamas	as	the	guy	at	the	gate,	but	with	a	sergeant’s	stripes	on	the	tab	in	the	centre	of	her	chest.	A	million	more.			“That’s	what	you	get	for	being	a	douche	and	buying	a	hundred-and-fifty-thousand-dollar	vehicle,”	Owen	said	with	a	smirk.			Life	without	Kenji,	without
James	and	Castle	and	Sonya	and	Sara	and	Brendan	and	Winston	and	all	of	Omega	Point.	Between	the	nausea	and	pain,	he	heard	the	angel	say,	I’m	not	leaving	her	with	you	another	five	minutes,	let	alone	the	time	it	will	take	me	to	get	what	you	want.	Then	again,	Sloane	Brodie	wasn’t	just	any	guy.	Lippett	detained	her	with	a	gesture;	it	was	an
oratoricalopportunity	not	to	be	slighted.			I	walk	into	the	stock	room	and	tell	Mimi	I	need	a	break.	They	wanted	money,	and	they	wanted	it	quickly,	and	Izzy	ought	to	be	very	glad	they	weren’t	interested	in	her.	Following	Barney	Northrup’s	lead,	she	ooh-ed	and	aah-ed	her	joyous	way	through	the	entire	apartment.	Two	walls	of	the	living	room	were
floor-to-ceiling	glass.	Tossing	back	her	head,	she	gave	a	long,	appreciative	laugh.	He	couldn’t	go	there.	and	pretty	often	there	are	already	customers	waiting	for	me.	Nothing	at	all.	He’ll	exit	the	limo	on	the	curbside.	She	had	still	written,	but	it	was	different,	a	difference	he	couldn’t	put	his	finger	on,	couldn’t	explain.	“That’s	a	good	quality	to	have.”			At
least?	He	flinched	when	Lindsey	took	his	wrist	in	her	hand.	I	ran	onto	the	pitch	and	screamed,	‘Chief	Bragge,	this	is	not	sport!	Let	the	Snidget	go	free	and	let	us	watch	the	noble	game	of	Cuaditch	which	we	have	all	come	to	see!’	If	you’ll	believe	me,	Pru,	all	the	brute	did	was	laugh	and	throw	the	empty	birdcage	at	me.	And	perhaps	most	important,	to
show	her	own	father	respect.	He	was	going	to	learn	from	this	experience	and	not	make	the	same	mistake	again.	There	was	no	margin	of	error	at	all.			I	don’t	remember	how	he	left	or	what	he	said.	After	a	misdiagnosis	by	his	doctors,	Thoby	died	from	typhoid	fever	on	November	20,	leaving	Virginia	to	maintain	a	cheerful	front	while	her	sister	and	Violet
Dickinson	recovered	from	their	own	illnesses.	Gotta	study,”	I	say,	holding	up	the	playbook.	Did	you	know	she	screamed	your	name?	“He’s	not	bad-looking.”			“Tate,	just	get	your	ass	inside	and	lock	the	door	so	I	can	hang	up.”			I	roll	my	eyes.	I	opened	my	eyes	afraid	I	was	going	to	fall.	“Probably	not.	Dreamed	of	touching	her,	kissing	her,	dragging	her
beneath	his	body,	and	taking	her	until	neither	of	them	could	breathe	for	the	exhaustion	filling	them.	I	must	say,however,	that	when	I	think	about	you,	my	imagination	has	very	little	towork	upon.	After	he	gave	the	eulogy,	a	string	quartet	played	Schubert’s	Death	and	the	Maiden.	”			He	shoves	me	back.	”			An	evasion	and	a	lie.	And	they	never	would
have	gotten	through	me.			“Gotta	go.			Once	she	got	to	Essex,	she	would	have	to	find	someone	to	sleep	with.	In	1919	Hogarth	published	her	short	story	Kew	Gardens,	with	two	woodcuts	by	Vanessa	Bell,	and	two	years	later	came	Monday	or	Tuesday,	the	only	collection	of	her	short	fiction	published	in	Woolf’s	lifetime.	The	editorial	board	had	opted	to
take	the	bull	by	the	horns	and	make	the	most	of	the	literary	excellence	that	permeated	every	corner	of	the	newspaper.	“You’re	making	me	nervous.	It’s	easy	to	agree	with	the	former,	more	difficult	to	advocate	the	latter.	I	think	she’s	finally	starting	to	accept	you’re	no	match	for	me.	I	have	a	little	brother	and	two	sisters,	and	they’ve	kept	me	on	my	toes
for	years.	Too	couple-y.	She	didn’t	see	him,	thank	God,	so	he	knew	he	could	stare	all	he	wanted.			Will	Robie	looked	neither	right	nor	left.			“Don’t	do	this,	Hammer.			ISBN:	978-0-316-07385-1			Contents			COPYRIGHT	PAGE			FOREWORD			YEAR	OF	GLAD			YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			1	APRIL	—	YEAR	OF	THE	TUCKS
MEDICATED	PAD			9	MAY	—	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			AS	OF	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT
UNDERGARMENT			30	APRIL	—	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			3	NOVEMBER	Y.D.A.U.			WINTER	B.S.	1960	—	TUCSON	AZ			LATE	OCTOBER	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			7	NOVEMBER	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			6	NOVEMBER	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT
UNDERGARMENT			7	NOVEMBER	—	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT			8	NOVEMBER	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT	INTERDEPENDENCE	DAY	GAUDEAMUS	IGITUR			8	NOVEMBER	YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT	GAUDEAMUS	IGITUR			YEAR	OF	THE	DEPEND	ADULT	UNDERGARMENT
		PRE-DAWN,	1	MAY	Y.D.A.U.	OUTCROPPING	NORTHWEST	OF	TUCSON	AZ	U.S.A.,	STILL			NOTES	AND	ERRATA			Also	by	David	Foster	Wallace			A	SUPPOSEDLY	FUN	THING	I’LL	NEVER	DO	AGAIN			THE	BROOM	OF	THE	SYSTEM			GIRL	WITH	CURIOUS	HAIR			For	F.			“Don’t	forget	me,	Rowdy,”	she	whispered	as	he	set	her	back	from	him.	But
these	unbelievably	elegant	apartments	will	be	shown	by	appointment	only.			In	an	article	marking	the	centenary	of	her	father’s	birth,	Woolf	recalled	his	“allowing	a	girl	of	fifteen	the	free	run	of	a	large	and	quite	unexpurgated	library”—an	unusual	opportunity	for	a	Victorian	young	woman,	and	evidence	of	the	high	regard	Sir	Leslie	had	for	his
daughter’s	intellectual	talents.	The	T-shirt	she’d	tucked	into	the	waistband	of	her	jeans	had	probably	been	a	bright	red	at	one	time,	but	was	now	faded	with	many	washings.			But	no.			There.	I	love	you	more	than	anything.	“Nurse!”			Charlie	scrambled	across	the	bed	to	grab	the	buzzer	that	had	slipped	from	Rachel’s	hand	and	lay	on	the	blanket.	Her
ice-blue	eyes	grew	wide,	and	she	slid	her	hand	into	her	mother’s.			Anastasia,	he	thought.	As	was	the	bedspread.	The	store	room	was	in	good	condition	but	the	overall	wiring	needed	to	be	re-done.			He	watched	the	angel’s	face	darken	as	if	with	blood.			Dead	man	arrived.	Maybe	a	gun.			‘I	know	all	the	moves,’	Reacher	said.			“Oh.	‘Tis	justthat	you	look
so.	“No	doubt	thegirl	is	delayed	by.	The	tattoo	on	his	neck	marked	him	as	a	wolf	Therian,	and	despite	his	flustered	state,	Dex	got	a	good	vibe	off	the	doc.	Property	of	another.	“Donovan.	She	ain’t	acting	like	it.”			“Did	you	say	something?”	I	was	so	thankful	to	Kates’	attention	deficit.			Table	of	Contents			Title	Page			Table	of	Contents			Maps			Copyright		
Preface:	Virginia	Woolf			Chronology			Introduction			Mrs.	He	didn’t	believe	the	angel	could	kill	him—he	was	immortal—but	he	wasn’t	going	to	lie	here	and	let	himself	be	mutilated	until	he	resembled	a	corpse.			Almost	there.			It	should	have	been	me.	You	hate	girls.	I	was	jealous	of	how	effortless	it	was	for	him	to	look	as	enticing	as	he	did.			He	checked
his	watch.	(He	had	once	asked	Rachel,	“Who’s	your	daddy?”	during	sex,	to	which	she	had	replied,	“Saul	Goldstein,”	thus	rendering	him	impotent	for	a	week	and	raising	all	kinds	of	issues	that	he	didn’t	really	like	to	think	about.			The	pup	marched	over	to	sniff	at	the	herbs	in	her	rockery.	Blood	splattered	up	her	legs	from	the	muddied	ground.	Gabe
saluted	Owen	with	two	fingers	before	shutting	his	door.	Someone	who	will	put	my	story	together	as	it	is,	not	as	some	might	want	it	to	be.”	She	caught	the	expression	on	Paul’s	face	and	laughed.	After	a	couple	of	weeks	as	her	Master,	he’d	seen	only	the	merest	glimpse	into	her	soul.			Ooookay	then.	There	was	no	one	to	distract	him	from	the	hunger
driving	him	crazy.	No	way	am	I	going	to	get	there	on	time	and	this	ticks	me	off.	You’ll	have	to	make	sure	there’s	no	noise.			The	scowling	woman	is	waiting	for	me.			The	deputy	editor	looked	at	me	askance.	He	spent	a	day	near	Pittsburgh,	and	another	near	York,	and	then	a	black	guy	about	twenty	years	old	drove	him	to	Baltimore,	Maryland,	in	a	white
Buick	about	thirty	years	old.			She’d	worked	for	every	square	inch	of	her	estate	in	Beverly	Hills.	“You	look	like	agreat	huge	blueberryin	that	gown.	That	is—a	whole	generation	of	readers	who	were	either	very	young	or	unborn	when	this	book	was	first	issued,	and	who	may	enjoy	the	story	now.	(But	don’t	worry:	this	was	one	of	those	suspended	ceilings
with	the	lightweight	panels.	Ben	would	think	about	June	19	every	so	often,	but	most	of	the	time,	the	date	dwelt	in	the	hinterlands	of	his	brain.	If	granted	the	proverbial	three	wishes,	this	prudent	child’s	first	would	be,	“	‘I	wish	that	everything	I	wish	may	be	Right!’	To	be	right	was	the	main	thing	in	life.”9	So	it	remained.	Was	it	his	idea	to	bewitch	heavy
rocks	to	zoom	dangerously	around	the	pitch,	inspired	by	the	boulders	used	in	his	native	game?			12	Any	sane	man	would	have.	I	stopped	to	say	hello,	and	she	said,	“I’m	sitting	here	alone	because	I’m	so	nervous.			I	point	to	the	east.			“She’s	breathing	fine,”	Rachel	said,	patting	the	baby’s	back.	For	reasons	that	Don	Basilio	thought	best	not	to	set	out	in
detail,	the	back	page	of	the	Sunday	edition,	which	was	traditionally	reserved	for	a	short	story	or	a	travel	feature,	had	fallen	through	at	the	last	minute.	The	drunk	guy	is	looking	up	at	me	now,	and	his	grip	sends	me	falling	backward	into	the	apartment	when	I	try	to	pull	away	from	him.	The	muscles	in	his	shoulders	and	back	bulged.			No,	that	isn’t	an
adjective	in	the	strictest	sense.	Why	the	guy	was	so	damned	determined	to	be	without	someone	he	would	die	for	was	beyond	Dex.			One	call,	and	she	goes	hungry—”			Before	he	had	time	to	carry	out	his	threat,	Hank	felt	himself	tripping	backward.	Just	great.	We	need	to	finish	discussing	the	Thanksgiving	menu.	A	lot.			At	ten,	Brandon	was	a	fiend	for
tradition.			Shade	took	several	deep	breaths	to	calm	his	frayed	nerves.	He	drops	his	hand,	closes	his	eyes,	and	falls	back	asleep	against	the	door.	It	had	taken	time	and	discipline,	but	she	was	twenty-eight	now,	and	she’d	gotten	her	body	under	control.			His	mouth	was	watering.	He	stops	walking	the	second	our	eyes	meet.	“The	mark	of	the	successful
novelist.	Clubbing	and	party	clothes,	cocktail	dresses,	formal	occasion	wear,	sexy	sleepwear	(ooh	la	la),	and	a	crap	load	of	accessories.	Adam	had	spent	over	half	the	day	lounging	around	a	hotel	with	his	drug	abuse	counselor—who	obviously	wasn’t	very	good	at	what	she	did,	because	Shade	had	caught	Adam	using	drugs	backstage	just	two	nights
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PUBLISHING	GROUP			Published	by	the	Penguin	Group			Penguin	Group	(USA)	Inc.	“She’s	nice.			This	makes	me	sad.	I’ve	been	here	before	and	I	survived.	Twelve	Short	Stories			With	A	Twist			By			Mario	V.	They	were	less	evil	than	he	was,	and	capable	of	being	manipulated	by	more	civilized	nations.	An	awful	awareness	of	the	exact	way	I	look	to	him
sweeps	over	me.	“Can	I	see	them?”			“He	doesn’t	live	far,	so	perhaps	one	day.			‘To-day	at	the	regular	meeting,	the	question	of	your	future	was	broughtup.’			Mrs.	Right	now,	Tony	had	to	be	his	sergeant.			Gilman	makes	an	easy	mark	for	Freudian-style	analysis:	no	educated	modern	temperament	can	fail	to	perceive	her	guilt,	rage,	repression,	denial—
our	comforting,	if	reductive,	insignia.	“I	did	invite	her	over,	and	I	was	enjoying	her	company	so	much	that	it	didn’t	occur	to	me	that	you	wouldn’t	be	able	to	see	where	she	was.”			He	said	nothing	for	a	moment,	just	stared	at	her	with	those	water-clear	eyes	until	she	had	to	fight	the	urge	to	squirm.	Talk	the	same?			Then	last	year,	Papa	had	died,	and	all
the	stories	dried	up	completely.	With	disaster	imminent,	I	have	decided	to	give	you	your	first	crack	at	glory.”			“You	can	count	on	me.”			“I’m	counting	on	five	double-spaced	pages	in	six	hours,	Don	Edgar	Allan	Poe.	His	impressive	bulge	strained	against	the	pima	cotton	even	when	he	wasn’t	hard,	and	it	left	little	to	the	imagination.			A:	Not	to	speak	of
his	losing	his	father	here	in	the	Harkonnen	war.	”	Kade	snorted.			My	odyssey	as	a	fiction-writer	almost	ended	a	month	or	so	into	the	writing	of	my	second	novel.	He	did.	A	stone	bridge	carried	her	over	what	once	had	been	a	moat	but	now	was	only	a	slimy	green	trickle.	“Better?”	I	say	as	I	walk	toward	him.	I	softly	ran	my	fingers	up	and	down	his	shaft,
eager	to	pull	him	out	of	his	underwear.			“Lemme	tell	you	what	I	think.	And	he	knew	that	Owen	wouldn’t	ever	become	romantically	involved	with	his	Julie.	But	he	had	to	keep	trying.	Struggling	to	hold	Naples,	the	French	would	invite	in	the	Spanish	from	Sicily	to	split	the	kingdom	with	them,	and	the	Spanish,	after	Charles	I	of	Spain	inherited	the	crown
of	the	Holy	Roman	Empire,	would	eventually	push	France	back	north	of	the	Alps,	put	Rome	to	the	sack	and	dominate	Italy	for	150	years.	“I	give	it	two	days.”			“It’s	already	been	two	months.			Fear,	desire,	dread—he	felt	them	all	pinging	off	of	her	as	she	shivered.	No	rape	could	be	more	terrifying.	”			“Cool.			Q:	We	do	not	trouble	the	Holy	Family	with
trivia.	No	more	questions	about	Roane.	The	carrot	for	her	was	watching	the	plot	unfold.	They	experienced	real	events	which	left	real	traces	upon	a	real	universe.			Life	without	Adam.			Count	them.	I	didn’t	want	to	leave	the	bed	and	end	the	moment,	much	as	I	knew	I	had	to,	but	I	could	tell	for	him	the	moment	was	already	gone.			Thus	it	was	time	to	nip
this	little	problem	in	the	bud.	They	won’t	find	you	now.	By	the	time	I	got	to	the	top,	I	felt	like	I	was	going	to	explode,	like	a	bomb	was	ticking	underneath	my	skin.	She	rehearsed	by	singing	it	out	loud	on	the	subway,	figuring	that	if	she	could	sing	it	there,	she	could	certainly	perform	it	before	a	friendly	audience	of	librarians.			“No,	I	just	gave	them	our
usual	numbers.	Specialists,	probably,	not	sergeants.			I	liked	tonight.	Shade’s	car	could	be	replaced,	but	his	limited	time	with	Julie	could	not	be.			Because	the	truth	is	so	unbearable	I	wish	he’d	spare	me	a	lie.			But	the	tires	on	a	big	Ford	dually	locked	up	and	the	truck	skidded	to	a	stop.	Ten	minutes	to	go.	”			“Let’s	not	talk	about	him.	Somewhat	less
than	heads	of	state,	though	distinguished	in	their	way,	were	the	suite’s	present	tenants,	the	Duke	and	Duchess	of	Croydon,	plus	their	retinue	of	secretary,	the	Duchess’s	maid,	and	five	Bedlington	terriers.			Still,	he	had	no	trouble	falling	asleep.			“You	could	have	said	good-bye,”	she	whispered	again.	But	it	seems	rude	to	try	unless	one	invites	you.”	She
brushed	the	hair	from	her	brow	with	her	forearm	and	sat	back	on	her	heels.			The	fourth	ring	seemed	demanding.			“You’re	late.”	But	Eve	was	smiling	easily	and	holding	out	both	hands	for	him.	But	Wallace	is	a	different	sort	of	madman,	one	in	full	control	of	his	tools,	one	who	instead	of	teetering	on	the	edge	of	this	precipice	or	that,	under	the	influence
of	drugs	or	alcohol,	seems	to	be	heading	ever-inward,	into	the	depths	of	memory	and	the	relentless	conjuring	of	a	certain	time	and	place	in	a	way	that	evokes	—	it	seems	so	wrong	to	type	this	name	but	then	again,	so	right!	—	Marcel	Proust.	“There’s	always	something	redeeming	in	trash.	”			“I’ll	still	love	her,	even	with	her	extra	finger.			“Can	I	s	it	out
on	the	step	with	her	for	a	minute?”	Shade	asked.	The	cue	is	red	seventeen.	Plus	the	TV	kept	running	news	reports	of	the	explosion,	posting	images	and	video	footage	of	Sloane	out	in	the	field.			When	I	walked	into	his	kitchen	I	was	greeted	by	the	sight	of	Vincent	making	an	omelet	in	his	light	blue	underwear.	“Let	me	guess.	I’ve	never	allowed	myself	to
lose	control.	The	swells	of	her	pillowy	breasts	spilled	from	her	V-neck	tank.	He	wondered	how	much	she’d	grown	in	five	weeks.	“May	I?”			“Do	you	like	dogs?”	The	little	girl	kept	chattering	as	she	passed	Daisy	over.			“Honey?”	Charlie	dropped	the	CD	he	was	carrying	and	shook	her	gently.	If	I	want	a	sermon,	I’ll	go	to	Midnight	Mass.			Her	elbow	is
resting	on	the	counter,	she	looks	closely	at	her	nails	and	says,	“Yeah,	well,	I	wanna	refund.			I	hold	his	stare	and	press	the	button	to	open	the	doors.	I	was	twenty-five	myself	when	I	first	read	it.			Then	she	dropped	down	on	the	window	seat	and	leaned	throbbing	templesagainst	the	cool	glass.	Kelly	might	be	twenty-three,	but	she	had	no	damned	clue
what	she	was	getting	into	with	him.	It	was	not	yet	morning,	the	birds	had	not	yet	started	to	chirp	and	the	moonlight	shone	through	the	window.	She	tried	travel,	visiting	her	brother	in	Utah	and	her	friend	Grace	Channing	in	California,	and	her	spirits	lifted.	“My	notebook	was	just	sitting	here,	on	the	bedside	table.”			“Yes,”	he	says	slowly.	Are	you	trying
to	get	yourself	killed?”			“These	are	our	people,	we	can’t	just	let	them	be	taken	away,”	he	snapped	as	he	rushed	to	Catherine.	It	is	not	enough	to	talk	about	the	threat	posed	by	the	gigantic	sandworms.	I	had	an	entire	six	hour	shift	answering	a	phone	in	my	future.			“One	more	word	and	I’ll	slit	it,	too.”			Another	soldier	hurried	over	and	punching	Liam	in
the	head	and	knocking	him	to	the	ground.			Rang	a	third	time.	As	an	account	of	the	dynamics	of	delusion,	the	story	is	more	than	superbly	shocking;	it	is	physically	painful	to	read,	and	was	so	when	first	published,	in	1892,	in	The	New	England	Magazine.	”			Gemma’s	stomach	pitched.	His	son	wasn’t	there.	Get	your	wits	about	you.	I’ve	got	another
project	in	mind.	He	was	once	a	nationally	ranked	tennis	player,	and	he	cares	about	good	government.	So	that	made	him	a	psychotic	human	with	all	this	knowledge	about	vampires	and	how	to	become	a	vampire	again.	Liam	started	to	rise,	but	Dan	yanked	him	back	down.	If	you	read	it,	you	will	come…			Sex	position	manual?	They	lay	there,	gasping,	still
conscious.			“Dan,	we	have	to	find	mother,”	Liam	yelled	as	the	boys	raced	outside.	The	same	sad	acceptance	railed	against	me.	The	reason	these	are	our	main	seller	is	because	they	don’t	cost	a	lot,	so	after	school	hours	we	are	packed	with	high	school	and	college	girls	who,	unfortunately,	can’t	afford	our	clothing	but	go	nuts	over	the	affordable	things.	I
shouldn’t	be	nervous.	The	opposite,	in	fact.	Only	three	people	came.	A	twenty-two-year-old	man	had	no	damned	business	touching	a	sixteen-year-old,	and	he	had	known	it.	Bring	me	a	story	I	have	not	read	before	and,	if	I	have	read	it,	bring	it	to	me	so	well	written	and	narrated	that	I	won’t	even	notice.”			I	was	about	to	leave	the	room	when	Don	Basilio
got	up,	walked	round	his	desk,	and	rested	a	hand,	heavy	and	large	as	an	anvil,	on	my	shoulder.	She	cried	over	every	one,	and	believed	that	her	tears	and	touch	poured	a	bit	of	her	own	life	into	the	tiny	bodies,	which	was	just	fine	with	her.	Youcan’t	imagine	how	different	it	is	from	the	John	Grier	Home.	She	said	that	she	wrote	for	the	child	in	herself,	but
for	once	I	think	she	was	wrong.			The	rain	would	be	welcome,	Christine	thought.	For	taking	so	many	whom	we’ve	loved,	here	on	Earth	and	on	Lorien.	In	light	of	the	social	pressures	brought	to	bear,	however,	along	with	Stetson’s	flattering	eagerness,	not	quite	so	puzzling.	I	kind	of	want	to	hear	it	again,	so	I	throw	a	question	in	his	direction.	They
helped	him	save	me	because	he’s	the	only	one	who	can	touch	me	now,	the	only	person	in	the	world	who’d	have	been	able	to	transfer	their	healing	power	safely	into	my	body.	The	toes	of	his	boots	pointed	out,	as	he	was	a	little	bowlegged.	There	is	a	traffic	jam	down	the	street	and	I	was	stuck.	But	not	quickly.	”			“But	–	”			Rachel	held	up	the	buzzer,	as	if
her	demands	were	not	met,	the	consequences	could	be	dire.	No	point.	I	slid	a	page	into	the	typewriter	and	without	pausing,	I	proceeded	to	squeeze	out	everything	I	had	inside	me.	The	bladder-guardian	was	tied	to	the	pole	by	a	rope	around	his	or	her	waist,	so	that	he	or	she	could	not	fly	further	than	ten	feet	away	from	it.	Read	more	...	“You’re	such	a
girl.			He	spoke	into	the	headset.	”			“Bye,	Daddy.	I	like	tennis	as	much	as	the	next	guy,	but	enough	already.	It	wasn’t	a	nightmare.	Hank	kicked	his	feet,	but	the	gesture	was	pointless;	the	angel	was	too	strong.	Ave-lyn	let	her	breath	out	on	adefeated	sigh.			Anastasia	would	know.	He	had	the	curiosity,	and	the	wit,	to	cull	out	hints	on	what	was	hidden
Read	more	...	A	Wallace	reader	gets	the	impression	of	being	in	a	room	with	a	very	talkative	and	brilliant	uncle	or	cousin	who,	just	when	he’s	about	to	push	it	too	far,	to	try	our	patience	with	too	much	detail,	has	the	good	sense	to	throw	in	a	good	lowbrow	joke.	These	generous	people	told	me	stories	that	were	heartbreaking	and	sometimes	hilarious	and,
little	by	little,	I	cobbled	together	the	knowledge	I	needed	to	write	I	Know	This	Much	Is	True.	”			Hammer	reached	across	the	desk	and	grabbed	her	chin,	forcing	her	gaze	to	his.	Woolf	had	written	to	her	friend	Margaret	Llewelyn	Davies	in	1916	that	the	Great	War,	as	it	was	then	called,	was	a	“preposterous	masculine	fiction”	that	made	her	“steadily
more	feminist,”	and	in	her	fiction	and	nonfiction	she	began	to	articulate	and	illuminate	the	connections	between	the	patriarchal	status	quo,	the	relatively	subordinate	position	of	women,	and	war	making.	Owen	suddenly	felt	light-headed.	Wedged	in	the	centre,	with	only	precarious	access	to	the	sea,	Florence	was	the	smallest	and	weakest.	He	presses
the	up	button	on	the	elevator	and	faces	me.			Not	when	my	romantic	little	sister,	Nora,	has	had	enough	boyfriends,	and	drama,	for	both	of	us.	Their	close	friendship	slowly	turned	into	a	love	affair,	glowing	most	intensely	from	about	1925	to	1928,	before	modulating	into	friendship	once	more	in	the	1930s.	Ash	put	him	down,	and	Dex	turned,	the	look	on
Ash’s	dirt-smudged	face	taking	the	fight	out	of	Dex.			Twenty	seconds	became	ten.			‘That	is	his	wish.	“Not	to	most	people.”			This	makes	me	smile.	Owen	still	wasn’t	a	hundred	percent	convinced	that	Lindsey	was	pregnant	with	his	baby,	but	if	he’d	done	something	as	totally	idiotic	as	fucking	her	with	a	contaminated	condom,	then	more	than	likely	she
was.	For	a	moment,shethought	he	wouldinsist	she	was	lovely,	asa	good	brother	would,	but	then	he	seemed	to	let	itgo	on	a	resignedsigh.	“Am	I	a	Russian	prince?	Go	back	to	wherever	you’ve	come	from.”	He	clapped	both	hands	to	his	eyes	and	began	to	sob.	His	leather	chair	squeaked	underneath	his	weight,	but	his	two	beady	green	eyes	weren’t
amused	and	didn’t	care.	And	she	thinks	I	shouldn’t	tell	you	so	I’m	not.			Je-ru-sha	Ab-bott	You	are	wan-ted	In	the	of-fice,	And	I	think	you’d	Better	hurry	up!			Tommy	Dillon,	who	had	joined	the	choir,	came	singing	up	the	stairs	anddown	the	corridor,	his	chant	growing	louder	as	he	approached	room	F.Jerusha	wrenched	herself	from	the	window	and
refaced	the	troubles	oflife.	Take	some	aspirin,	drink	some	water,	and	get	in	the	fuckin’	car.”			I	stalk	toward	the	bathroom	to	find	the	aspirin	I	so	badly	need,	especially	if	I’m	going	to	deal	with	them	today.			Among	the	dangerous	leaders	of	human	history,	my	father	sometimes	mentioned	General	George	S.	More	recently,	however,	there	had	been
rumors	that	the	Duke’s	career	had	reached	a	critical	point,	perhaps	because	his	touch	had	become	a	shade	too	common	in	some	areas,	notably	those	of	liquor	and	other	men’s	wives.	It’s	almost	like	a	higher	power	wanted	this	to	happen	just	to	punish	me.”			“Punish	you?	If	your	period	hasn’t	started	by	Black	Friday,	you	won’t	be	shopping.	Lips	that
are	red-kissed	and	swollen,	and	as	a	souvenir	from	his	walk	to	the	ring,	there’s	lipstick	on	his	jaw.	And	he	hadn’t	given	the	incident	a	single	thought	since	it	had	happened	all	those	months	ago.	I	could	easily	catch	myself	before	I	fell,	not	to	mention	I’ve	got	the	wind	in	my	favor.	Carefully.	I’m	not	blaming	you.			I	lean	down	and	shove	my	backpack
under	my	seat.	Rowdy	Mackay	steered	the	Harley	into	its	parking	spot	before	lifting	his	glasses	from	his	face	and	facing	the	demon	sprite	as	she	moved	from	the	wood	bench	to	stand	on	the	sidewalk	in	front	of	him.			Most	men	would	have	given	up	on	her,	but	Liam’s	divorce	had	proven	that	if	he	wanted	a	relationship	to	last,	he	had	to	try	harder.		
We’ve	gone	round	and	round	with	her	about	this.	How’s	the	little	guy	doin’?”			“Good.	It	was	too	much	for	Dex	right	now.	Dex	knew	the	feeling.	The	man	I’d	been	with	earlier	was	gone.	She	agrees	that	I	should	go	and	do	this.	It’s	too	dangerous	for	us	to	travel	by	plane.	The	angel	leaned	on	a	gravestone,	but	at	the	sight	of	Hank,	he	straightened.		
“She’s	an	absolutely	delightful	child,”	Ana	began,	amazed	that	she	had	to	wipe	damp	palms	on	her	shorts.			3	When	you’re	the	sane	brother.	Like	Sebastian,	she	was	wearing	jeans	and	boots,	both	well	used.			One	eyebrow	cocks,	and	there’s	a	glimmer	of	amusement	in	his	entrancing	blue	eyes.	“But	I	need	you.”			“I	don’t	like	hearing	those	words	from
any	man	I’m	not	sleeping	with.”			“Are	you	hitting	on	me,	Bea?”			Beatriz	sighed	heavily	into	the	phone	and	hoped	it	created	ear-splitting	feedback	on	the	other	end	of	the	line.	They	were	my	alarm	clock	in	the	morning,	screaming	directly	over	my	bed	as	the	sun	rose.	Wonderful.	But	the	waistline	fits	perfectly.	“If	only	my	issues	were	as	trivial	as
matters	of	the	heart.”	He	leans	into	the	wall	so	that	he	can	face	me.	“Hey,	um—”			Tony	arched	an	eyebrow	at	him.	Exposed.	Silent.	Or	anything.	You’re	never	home.			I	set	aside	the	wax	lips	on	the	counter	and	taking	a	piece	of	paper	from	next	to	the	register	I	write	three	small	words.	I	installed	myself	at	a	table	that	stood	in	the	middle	of	the	editorial
room	and	was	reserved	for	Vidal,	on	the	days	when	he	felt	like	dropping	by.			By	the	time	she	wrote	Mrs.	After	moving	back	into	London	from	Richmond	in	1923,	Woolf	would	spend	summers	at	Monk’s	House,	returning	to	the	social	whirl	of	the	city	in	the	fall.			Ellen	went	on	to	write	Figgs	&	Phantoms,	a	many-layered,	intricately	plotted,	and	deeply
touching	book.			Much	ha	s	been	written	about	Ellen’s	many-faceted	persona:	financial	wizard	who	made	a	solid	piece	of	capital	on	the	stock	market;	serious	book	collector;	musician	who	set	William	Blake’s	poetry	to	music	she	wrote	herself,	and	who	loved	Schubert	with	a	passionate	reverence.	Some	were	army	sedans,	plain	and	dark	and	well	used.		
Families	are	a	pain	in	the	ass,	but	I	have	the	best	one	in	the	world.	My	first	friend.	So	for	more	than	a	hundred	years	a	certain	balance	of	power	had	been	kept.	His	hair	was	the	color	of	aged	mahogany	and	was	windswept	from	driving	fast	with	the	top	of	his	convertible	down.			Across	the	ring	from	me,	a	woman	waves	a	poster	reading	“REMY’S	#1
BITCH”	proudly	in	the	air,	and	she’s	screaming	at	the	top	of	her	lungs	in	his	direction—I	guess	in	case	he	doesn’t	know	how	to	read	or	misses	the	neon	pink	letters	or	the	glitter.	Madam	Rabnott	explains	what	happened	next:			The	players	rose	as	one	into	the	air,	ignoring	the	Quaffle	and	dodging	the	Blooders.	She	might	be	a	wonderful	Listener	at	the
hotline	where	she	was	fulfilling	a	requirement	for	a	social	work	class,	but	she	didn’t	listen	to	anyone	in	real	life.			‘You’ve	flown	before,	right?’			Marina	is	only	a	year	older	than	I	am.	I’m	angry	and	mean	and	I	can’t	be	bothered	to	care.	Only	the	eyes	were	like	his	daughter’s,	a	clear,	brilliant	blue,	marred	now	by	an	expression	of	impatience.	His
shoulders	shook,	his	black	eyes	dilated	with	rage.	“What	are	you	doing	here?”			The	husky,	fear-laden	voice	twisted	at	his	guts	and	had	pure,	unbridled	fury	simmering	in	his	mind.			In.			Out.	”	Hank	reached	into	his	breast	pocket	and	retrieved	his	phone.	Title.			It	was	there,	in	her	studio,	that	she	wrote	and	illustrated	what	was	to	be	her	last	book,	The
Westing	Game.	Each	year	without	even	touching	her,	without	taking	her	or	tasting	her	kiss,	she	made	him	feel	things	he	didn’t	expect.			At	twenty-one,	life	forced	a	difficult	truth	on	her	somewhere	on	the	road	between	Maidstone	and	Rochester.	And	during	one	such	long	night	of	insomnia,	I	made	the	painful	decision	to	pack	it	in.	Call	me	if	anything
happens.”			Thankfully,	his	dad	knew	him	well	and	gave	him	a	nod.	I	ain’t	seen	you	in	almost	a	year	so	I	wanna	know	why	you	were	lookin’	for	me.	Waiting	for	other	people	to	believe	she	was	old	enough	to	know	her	own	mind,	even	when	she’d	made	it	up	at	the	tender	age	of	five.	I	look	down	his	long,	lean	body	and	something	hot	and	wild	settles	in	my
core.			“So	you’re	in	Boston	purgatory,	huh?	”	Rachel	puppeted	Sophie’s	little	hand	in	a	wave.			–DEDICATION	IN	THE	MUAD’DIB	CONCORDANCE	AS	COPIED	FROM	THE	TABLA	MEMORIUM	OF	THE	MAHDI	SPIRIT	CULT			Muad’dib’s	Imperial	reign	generated	more	historians	than	any	other	era	in	human	history.			“Tell	me	about	the	project,”
Maggie	was	saying.	“And	it’s	ten	and	ten,	we’ve	all	checked.	Irulan	was	the	key	to	a	throne,	nothing	more.	Part	of	the	enjoyment	of	reading	these	stories	will	come	from	try	to	guess	what	the	ending	is	like.	“No,”	responded,	Janet.			“Yes.			“Shit!”	he	yells.			“Get	your	ass	up	here	and	stop	with	the	bullshit.	I	stuffed	it	down	the	front	of	my	robes	and	ran
like	fury.	Vincent,	with	his	wavy	hair	and	manly	stubble,	was	built	to	look	amazing	right	out	of	bed.			I	know	this	to	be	an	actual	fact	because	it’s	suddenly	pressed	against	my	face	and	Warner	is	trying	to	touch	me	but	I	think	I	scream	and	slap	his	hands	away	because	I	already	know	the	answer.	Sophomore	year,	when	JJ	took	a	breather,	the	coach
brought	in	this	idiot	to	play	center,	the	idiot	didn’t	cover	me,	and	I	got	slammed	hard.	I	swear	I’ll	stay	in	the	room.”	The	last	few	hours	had	been	excruciating.	SomehowEunice,	Hugo	and	Stacius	were	usually	there	to	remind	her	otherwise.	Especially	when	outnumbered	two	to	one	against	guys	with	youth	and	energy	on	their	side.	Not	only	did	she	just
lose	her	best	friend,	Héctor,	back	at	the	lake,	but,	like	me,	her	Cêpan	was	killed	right	in	front	of	her.			“I’m	not	sure	how	to	say	this,”	she	said.	”			He	nodded.			“Adam.”	I	choke	on	his	name.			Other	women	hadn’t	even	figured	into	his	lust.	Ben	grabbed	his	shoulder	to	steady	him.			“Love	you,	too,”	Charlie	said.	“And	smarter,	and	stronger.”	He	rubbed
the	stubble	of	his	beard	against	her	while	she	wriggled	and	shrieked.			“Me	and	who?”	he	demanded.	”	Her	voice	cracked.	That’s	what	my	daddy	says.	Soclosethatrather	than	be	sent	awaywhile	young,	Avelyn	had	trained	at	hermother’s	knee,	taught	with	patience	and	love.			I	don’t	remember	when	Warner	left.	“Nothing.”			When	Dex	joined	the	rest	of
his	team	inside	the	tastefully	decorated	lounge	of	soothing	gray	hues,	they	acknowledged	him	before	returning	to	their	previous	fretting.			“No	uniform,”	I	say.	“I	know	I	wore	a	condom	every	time,	even	that	last	time.			He	wipes	sweat	off	his	forehead	with	his	red	and	black	jersey.	“Everybody	else	does.”			“You	got	any	birthmarks,	Cap?”			He	grins.			*	*
*			In	the	sunny	and	painfully	disorganized	kitchen,	Boone	Sawyer	dug	through	a	packing	box	until	he	unearthed	a	skillet.	“Were	you	born	here?”			I	shake	my	head.	There’s	a	house	on	top	of	the	building.			It	doesn’t.			The	treasured	princess	of	the	house	might	be	spoiled	beyond	bearing,	but	she	respected	her	mother	and	stepfather.	She	wanted	to
scream.	“I	guess	we’ll	figure	that	part	out	after	the	baby	is	born,”	she	said.	“You’ve	been	watching	him	for	two	weeks,	Tina.	She	hadn’t	seen	her	foster	sister	in	over	a	year.			It	didn’t	look	inhabited	now.	Swooning,	star-crossed,	legendary	romance.	“Here.			I	freeze.	By	the	twelfth	century,	however,	wizards	had	learned	to	barter	services,	so	that	a
skilled	maker	of	brooms	could	exchange	them	for	the	potions	his	neighbour	might	make	better	than	himself.	I	loved	it.	She	would	be	so	pretty	if	she	smiled.	It’s	ironic.	He	grinned	to	himself,	wondering	if	she	knew	there	were	twins.	“Holy	cow,	that	was	fast!	We	have	a	KO!	Yes,	ladies	and	gentlemen!	A	KO!	And	in	record	time,	our	victor	once	again,	I
give	you,	Riptide!	Riptide,	who’s	now	jumping	off	the	ring	and—where	the	hell	are	you	going?”	Read	more	...	The	office	doors	were	half	glazed	with	reeded	glass.			The	son	she’d	abandoned.			His	jeans	and	T-shirt	clung	to	him	when	he	got	dressed	again,	but	the	heat	of	the	day	would	soon	finish	drying	him	off.	Need	up.	I’d	been	made	to	feel	like
getting	pregnant	was	my	fault	alone	because	I	was	promiscuous	once,	but	it	takes	two	to	make	a	baby,	Owen.”			And	in	the	case	of	that	fateful	Christmas	Eve,	it	took	six—or	had	it	been	seven?	Levitation	is	commonplace,	but	our	ancestors	were	not	content	with	hovering	five	feet	from	the	ground.			Let	your	wife	delight	in	your	embrace.	”	His	friend
patted	his	shoulder.	She	knew	the	reasons	behind	that,	too,	which	were	in	a	file	marked	Confidential	and	involved	Peter	McDermott’s	personal	life.	Tina	was	the	one	who’d	gotten	Julie	so	upset	this	time.	He	grins	at	me,	and	I	know	exactly	what’s	going	through	his	mind,	considering	he	just	slid	his	left	hand	into	his	pocket.	Reacher	popped	a	clubbing
right	into	his	solar	plexus,	hard	enough	to	drive	the	breath	out	of	him,	soft	enough	not	to	cause	lasting	neurological	damage.			Ana’s	smile	came	quickly,	naturally.			I	slowly	turn	back	toward	the	door	after	realizing	what	I’ve	done.	Ms.	Fielding,	about	35,	overweight,	blond	with	streaks	of	gray	asked,	“Would	the	person	who	voted	guilty	care	to	identify
himself	or	herself?”	Janet	Carter	raised	her	hand.	I	half	straightened	in	surprise,	ready	to	tell	him	he	didn’t	have	to	do	that,	but	quickly	threw	my	head	back	on	the	pillow.	It	is	such	a	simple	and	such	an	extraordinary	part	of	the	lives	we	live.	I	miss	her	so	much.”			They	returned	to	the	Jeep,	and	Owen	drove	him	to	see	the	only	girl	who	would	ever	own
his	heart.			“I’m	neither.	The	School	of	Hotel	Administration	at	Cornell	University	featured	the	book	as	required	reading.			“Seriously,	Hammer.	“You	were	miles	away,	babe”			Oops.	Apparently	they	planned	to	throw	him	under	the	proverbial	bus.	“No,	thanks.	Her	sunny	disposition	and	her	remarkable	capacity	to	make	friends	were	both	a	blessing	and
a	bafflement.	Or	recently	as	his	son’s	babysitter.	Jerusha	leaned	forward	watching	with	curiosity–and	atouch	of	wistfulness–the	stream	of	carriages	and	automobiles	thatrolled	out	of	the	asylum	gates.	Not	that	Sloane	still	wasn’t	in	danger.			But	someone	had	bridged	that	distance,	had	already	intruded,	and	he	was	still	wondering	what	it	meant.	Even
twenty	would	be	a	windfall.			In	the	transition	from	Dune	to	Dune	Messiah,	Dad	accomplished	something	of	a	sleight	of	hand.	Not	to	them.			On	June	1,	when	Ben	started	his	computer,	the	screen	simulated	a	brilliant	explosion	of	sun-bright	lights	which	quickly	turned	to	a	midnight	blackness	with	stars	streaking	at	the	speed	of	light	from	the	inner
cores	of	galaxies	to	the	outer	edges	of	the	universe.	Whoever	it	is	more	than	likely	won’t	even	notice	me	back	here	straddling	the	ledge	to	the	left	of	the	door.	College	wasn’t	providing	him	the	escape	he	needed.	His	orange	tie	had	flapped	over	his	shoulder	and	it	stayed	there,	caught	between	the	wrinkles	of	his	green	buttoned	dress	shirt.	While	she
talked	a	blue	streak,	he	tipped	her	head	back,	tenderly	smoothing	away	a	section	of	her	long	brown	hair.	Late	afternoon	was	turning	into	early	evening,	and	the	light	was	fading.	It	said	if	you	messed	with	it	you	ran	the	risk	of	death	or	serious	injury.’			‘So?’			‘Pretend	I’ve	got	the	same	kind	of	label.’			‘We’re	not	worried	about	you,	old	man.’			Old	man.
“Can	we	just	not	talk	for	a	little	while?”			He	seems	a	bit	relieved	that	I	asked	for	silence.	Who	could	get	up	there	in	five	seconds….that’s	right,	me.			PS3558.E63D86	2008			813′.54–dc22			2007040248					INTRODUCTION			by	Brian	Herbert			Dune	Messiah	is	the	most	misunderstood	of	Frank	Herbert’s	novels.	Butfortunately	for	you,	Mr.–,	that	is,	the
gentleman	who	has	justgone–appears	to	have	an	immoderate	sense	of	humour.	Rose	Merrick	wore	a	plain,	painfully	neat	blue	dress	that	hung	a	bit	on	her	hips.			The	limo	stopped.	There	was	a	low-pile	carpet	that	after	cleaning	would	dry	in	hours,	so	the	room	could	rent	again	the	same	day.			This	outfit	was	a	far	cry	from	the	snug	shorts	and	T-shirts
she	used	to	don	for	summer	sleepwear.	My	present	appearance	is	as	I	was	when	I	died!	We’re	here	to	judge	the	innocence	or	guilt	of	Jerome	Carter.	Chloé	Permanyer	was	the	dark	princess	of	all	vamps.	“You	get	out	of	here.	“Why	do	you	think	he	took	such	a	sudden	interest	in	you?”			“Why	do	you	care?			He	slipped	inside	and	secured	the	door	behind
him.			Now,	I	was	much	too	big	a	scaredy	cat	to	be	a	troublemaker	in	Sister’s	class;	my	m.o.	for	survival	was	to	sit	in	back,	say	nothing,	and	try	as	best	I	could	to	blend	into	the	wainscoting.	If	something	is	going	on	with	him,	I	have	the	right	to	know	about	it.”			“Well,	Agent	Daley,	I	hope	you	care	about	your	partner	more	than	your	organization	does.”		
The	words	hit	Dex	like	a	punch	to	the	gut,	and	he	did	his	best	not	to	panic.	In	her	autobiography,	she	primly	attributes	the	break	to	her	mother’s	physical	weakness—bearing	more	children	would	kill	her—but	surely	there	were	more	subtle	tensions	and	dissatisfactions.	Five	hours	and	fifty	eight	minutes	had	passed	and	my	eyes	gleamed	in	excited
anticipation.	Thatnudge	nearly	sent	his	largeson	flying	backward	off	thebench,	but	Paen	–	used	to	his	father’s	affectionate	thumps	and	bumps	–	grabbed	at	the	table	andwas	able	tosave	himself	fromending	in	an	ignoble	heap	in	the	rushes.	Maybe	you’ll	get	a	shot	later	in	the	year.	Both	his	parents	and	Alice’s	had	been	a	ten-minute	drive	away.			“If	you
want	my	help,	Lindsey,	you	have	to	promise	not	to	tell	anyone,”	Owen	said,	using	his	only	bargaining	chip.			39	That	was	the	night	the	Monkey	told	me.			It	was	morning.			“Your	roommate	has	been	buzzing	around	the	room	like	she’s	on	meth.	For	a	couple	of	minutes,	he	machine-gunned	the	text	with	corrections	and	amputations,	muttering	sharp
comments	as	if	I	weren’t	there.	But	I	have	to	try.			The	response	was	nearly	immediate.	The	call	went	on	much	longer	than	Reacher	expected.	You	broke	protocol	and	you	should	have	the	correct	discipline.			“Rowdy?”	Her	voice	was	filled	with	a	young	woman’s	hope,	her	dreams,	and	all	the	passion	he	knew	burned	inside	her.	Customers	blocked	his
way.			The	stocky,	broad-shouldered	man	in	the	doorman’s	uniform,	standing	with	feet	spread,	fists	on	hips,	was	Sandy	McSouthers.	“This	is	a	joyous	occasion.	“We’ll	figure	that	out	when	the	time	comes.”			I	winced	from	the	slap	and	resigned	myself	to	my	fate.	“Just	a	little.”			“Would	you	mind	stopping	at	the	mall	on	the	way	to	the	house?”	He	took
another	deep	breath.	Smaller	than	Reacher,	but	not	by	much.	His	stubborn	body	rejected	them.			“Was	it	a	woman?”	I	inquire.	I	pray	it	gets	here	quickly.	He	looks	big.	“Ain’t	that	the	truth?”	He	started	the	Jeep,	put	it	in	reverse	and	backed	out	of	his	spot.	“My	help,	not	my	opinion?”			“Your	opinion’s	always	welcome,	Maggie.			Male	catcalls	and
raucous	voices	had	him	finally	dragging	his	lips	from	hers	as	he	glanced	up	to	see	several	servicemen	watching	him	enviously.	Her	legs	went	on	forever.			Ky’s	mother,	Marla,	had	called	out	of	the	blue,	demanding	to	see	their	son.	That	is,	she	stuck	to	the	challenge	she	had	set	herself	as	a	girl—to	find	her	work	and	do	it.	It	was	wiry	muscle.			Now	it
was	the	end	of	October.			If	he	was	late	by	a	millisecond,	the	target	would	survive.	“You	have	no	idea	how	sorry	I	am.”			“Liar,”	I	whisper,	venom	in	my	voice.			I	know	how	glad	she	would	be	that	The	Westing	Game	has	already	had	twenty-five	good	years	in	print,	and	is	about	to	be	introduced	to	a	new	generation	of	readers.	The	Hogarth	Press
published	radical	young	writers	like	Katherine	Mansfield,	T.	Not	his,	he	thought	in	amusement—obviously	hers	but	loose	enough	to	make	a	man	wonder	why	the	hell	she	was	suddenly	hiding	that	curvy	little	body	he	knew	she	possessed.	My	biggest	fear	lately	has	been	that	I’ll	open	the	door	and	Gabby	will	be	at	my	doorstep	uninvited.	She’d	been
humming	to	herself,	as	she	often	did	when	she	gardened,	enjoying	the	scent	and	the	feel	of	earth.	’			Seven	years	later,	sitting	on	this	plane	with	Marina	and	Ella,	I	hear	Katarina’s	voice	in	my	head.	When	the	stellar	empire	of	the	Corrino	Family	became	a	Fremen	empire	under	Muad’dib,	what	else	did	the	Empire	become?			‘Usually,	as	you	know,	the
children	are	not	kept	after	they	aresixteen,	but	an	exception	was	made	in	your	case.			That	is,	after	a	steak	dinner	and	a	favorite	cocktail	and	trumpeting	this	latest	victory	to	his	coworkers.	True,	it	had	given	him	a	moment	of	gut-clutching	fear	when	he’d	looked	outside	and	hadn’t	seen	her	anywhere.	I	never	got	to	pet	one	like	that	before.”			“I
suppose.	He	was	the	biggest	skirt	chaser	Shade	had	ever	met.			“Are	you	sure	I	touched	it	to	my	.			Preface	copyright	©	2005	by	Mark	Hussey			Introduction	copyright	©	2005	by	Bonnie	Kime	Scott			All	rights	reserved.			“I	push	the	button	for	the	elevator,”	he	says.	It	was	all	he	could	do.	Hammer’s	only	consolation	was	that	he	suspected	she	shared
even	less	of	herself	with	the	Irish	prick.	I	tried	to	sound	apologetic.	I	will	take	care	of	you—in	every	way.			As	much	as	Westerners	claimed	gender	bias	or	prejudice	no	longer	had	a	foothold	in	the	Western	way	of	life,	it	simply	wasn’t	true.	You	can’t	answer	my	question	with	a	question,	brother.	”			Smiling,	I	shove	his	chest.	He’s	looking	pretty	good
today.	“You	don’t	need	to	expose	yourself	to	public	curiosity	this	way,	Eve.			“Wait,”	he	said	to	her.	“Hello,	gorgeous.”	He	lifted	her	glass,	sipped,	and	grinned.	Over	the	next	twelve	years,	she	would	record	in	its	pages	her	voracious	reading,	her	impressions	of	people	and	places,	feelings	about	her	siblings,	and	events	in	the	daily	life	of	the	large
household.1			In	addition	to	the	premature	deaths	of	her	mother	and	half	sister,	there	were	other	miseries	in	Woolf’s	childhood.			Rough	night,	she	thought,	kicking	her	legs	free	of	them.	Reacher’s	mantra:	get	your	retaliation	in	first.			We’d	been	growing	apart	since	escaping	to	Omega	Point,	but	that	was	my	fault.	No	doubt	the	shower	would	be	weak
and	strangled,	and	the	towels	thin,	and	the	soap	small,	and	the	shampoo	cheap.	I	visited	libraries,	hospitals,	Native	American	museums,	and,	most	significantly,	New	York’s	Ellis	Island.	I	just	want	to	see	you	grow	up	and	not	get	involved	in	my	world.”			“Great,”	Lucca	huffs	and	rolls	his	eyes,	making	a	gagging	sound.	“Yep.			Boone	smiled	again.	He
glances	at	the	panel,	confused.			“All	right,	buddy,”	I	say,	struggling	to	pull	him	away	from	the	center	of	the	doorway.			1			FEELING	ENERGIZED	BY	THE	DEATH	that	was	about	to	happen,	Doug	Jacobs	adjusted	his	headset	and	brightened	his	computer	screen.	When	the	poor	little	Snidget	flew	my	way	I	did	a	Summoning	Charm.			“Lord	Archer?”	Her
voice	died	in	the	air.	But	he	was	an	Atreides	first	and	he	was	trained	by	a	Bene	Gesserit	adept.	“Do	you	work	here?”			“I	do	indeed.”			He	nods	his	head	toward	the	elevator,	and	my	eyes	move	to	the	illuminated	numbers	overhead.			Coming	forward,	she	accepted	a	cigarette	and	McDermott	lit	it,	then	did	the	same	for	himself.			What	a	strange	name	for
a	club.	They	slid	over	a	man’s	senses	and	drew	him	in,	inviting	him	to	get	all	wet	and	wild	with	her,	inviting	him	to	give	her	his	worst.	Which	is	one	of	the	reasons	I	asked	you	here	today.”			“One	of?”			“The	other	being	that	I	don’t	see	enough	of	you,	Paul,	when	you’re	in	the	middle	of	one	of	your	books.”	Again	she	held	out	a	hand	for	his.	He	tilted	his
hat	up	and	saw	his	cousin	Kade’s	shit-eating	grin.	“It	wants	you	inside,”	I	said,	not	wanting	to	see	the	expression	on	his	face.	“Do	I	seem	like	a	criminal?”			“Don’t	give	me	that	bullshit.	How	depressing.	He	smiles	and	points	to	my	neck.	He	could	see	it	in	her	eyes.	“What	is	the	meaning	of	this?”	demanded	Judge	Allen.	Five	empty	stories	high.	Usually,	I
didn’t	let	it	bother	me.	“Okay,	motorcade	is	approaching.”			“I	see	it.			We	often	talked	about	our	lives,	and	I	particularly	loved	stories	about	her	family	and	how	she	and	her	parents	and	sister	drove	around	the	country	during	the	Great	Depression	so	her	father	could	look	for	work,	an	epic	safari	that	took	them	from	Milwaukee	to	California.	I	gathered
up	the	pages	and	handed	them	to	him,	not	daring	to	meet	his	gaze.			The	rain	beat	down,	impatient	to	get	from	the	clouds	to	the	earth.			“If	the	story	is	decent	I’ll	pay	you	ten	pesetas.			And	this	time,	he	knew	beyond	a	shadow	of	a	doubt	that	he	wouldn’t	be	able	to	walk	away	again.	[Pdf]	Retrieved	from	the	Library	of	Congress,	.	It	ended	up	cracking
the	computer	screen	as	Ferat	Ahmadi	walked	into	the	building	unharmed.			“Talkin’	shit	about	you,”	Gabby	fires	in	my	direction	but	stares	at	the	ceiling.	That	Woolf	is	one	of	those	figures	upon	whom	the	myriad	competing	narratives	of	twentieth-	and	twenty-first-century	Western	culture	inscribe	themselves	is	testified	to	by	the	enormous	number	of
biographical	works	about	her	published	in	the	decades	since	her	nephew	Quentin	Bell	broke	the	ground	in	1972	with	his	two-volume	biography	of	his	aunt.	Maybe	then	he	could	win	her	over.	“Want	me	to	drop	you	off	at	a	nearby	subway	station	or	at	your	building?	Like	all	Garde,	she	also	has	telekinesis.			He	felt	the	warm	huff	of	her	breath	against
his	hand.	Emily	had	stormed	off	and	my	gel	had	been	left	underneath	my	bed.	“Very	good,	Davy,	but	as	I	said	I’m	not	anything	that	your	lover	knows.	He	certainly	liked	the	fact	that	he	wasn’t	crowded	in	by	neighbors.	You?”	Henry	scoffed.	“I	kind	of	need	you	to	do	me	a	huge	favor.”	Read	more	...			It	was	the	closest	thing	to	a	home	base	Reacher	had
ever	had.	Houghton	Gilman,	is	mentioned	perfunctorily,	although	by	all	accounts	they	spent	thirty	years	in	a	companionable	union	of	equals,	her	own	utopian	model	for	marriage.	Take	heart.			But	nine	or	ten	months	earlier,	on	a	dare	from	my	wife,	I	had	applied	to	the	National	Endowment	for	the	Arts	for	a	creative	writing	fellowship.			Dex	shook	his
head.			My	sex	clenches	tight,	and	I	hate	that	he	seems	to	know	it.	“Did	you	find	mother	or	Dan?”			“No	not	yet,”	Liam	looked	despondent.	But	his	greatest	weakness	was	still	his	greatest	weakness.	I	thought	she	was	different.	I,	on	the	other	hand,	am	not	interested	in	getting	involved	with	anyone.	I’d	been	looking	forward	to	one	more	round	of	sex
before	I	had	to	return	to	reality.	And	if	Vidal	says	so,	it’s	as	good	as	Moses	coming	down	from	the	mountain	with	the	lump	of	stone	in	his	hand	and	the	revealed	truth	shining	from	his	forehead.	All	of	this	is	familiar	enough.	We’d	be	trapped	up	there.			After	that	it	was	easy	enough	to	nudge	them	around	until	they	were	facing	in	the	right	direction,	and
then	to	use	the	flat	of	his	boot	sole	to	shove	them	towards	their	car,	first	one,	and	then	the	other.			I	sigh	through	my	response.	It	was	good	in	the	beginning.	I’ll	be	lucky	if	he	lets	me	stay	here	until	I	find	a	job.			I	manage	Safira	Boutique.	He	slept	with	a	lot	of	woman	and	didn’t	recall	each	occurrence	in	vivid	detail.			Warner	waits.	They	had	gone	home
for	the	day	and	would	not	be	back	until	eight	the	next	morning.	It	was	what	it	was.	I	need	a	writer	who	won’t	soften	my	words	or	exploit	them.			4	The	maximum-security	Hatch.	“He’s	gone	back	to	the	capital,	and	he’s	taken	Sonya	and	Sara	with	him.”			I	gasp,	horrified.	A	pair	of	his	matching	gray	socks	covered	her	small	feet,	and	gray	sweatpants
hung	from	her	hips.	Reacher	could	tell	by	their	haircuts.	Dex	attempted	to	follow	only	to	have	his	path	blocked	by	two	male	Therian	nurses.	How	had	this	happened	so	quickly?	Nowadays	this	is	an	international	event	and	wizards	of	all	nationalities	congregate	at	Kopparberg	to	cheer	the	starters,	then	Apparate	to	Arjeplog	to	congratulate	the	survivors.
A	good	thing	could	easily	turn	into	a	bad	one	as	I’ve	figured	out	from	experience.	“Do	I	look	hungry?”			He	had	no	idea	what	possessed	him	to	stroke	a	lock	of	hair	from	her	cheek	and	tuck	it	behind	her	ear.	Once	again	Dex	found	his	image	plastered	all	over	the	news,	footage	of	him	leaving	the	courthouse	after	sending	his	HPF	partner	away.			She
zigzagged	through	the	maze	of	silver	and	black	steel	until	she	found	hers.	He	let	the	moment	pass.	”			Brooke			Melanie	has	been	shouting	in	my	ear	for	the	past	half	hour	and	my	nerves	are	so	frazzled	by	what	we’re	witnessing,	I	can	barely	even	hear	anything.	I’ve	been	waiting.	Yet,	dreamlike,	everything	was	happening	in	slow	motion.			She	emerges
from	the	staff	room,	walks	across	the	studio	and	straight	out	the	door	again.	“She’d	ruin	the	picture.			If	he	was	early	by	a	millisecond,	the	target	would	survive.	The	way	he	stands	there,	with	his	hand	held	in	the	air,	his	muscles	dripping	sweat,	with	that	air	of	authority	Mel	told	me	about	in	the	cab.			The	guy	folded	in	half,	just	the	same.			My	thoughts
are	on	fire.	I	have	to	try	just	anything.”			Mel	kept	her	silence	for	a	moment,	because	it	shamed	her	to	realize	that	she	was	insulted.	In	the	moment	after	letting	go	and	the	second	before	they	make	impact,	there	has	to	be	a	little	bit	of	remorse	in	that	brief	free	fall.			My	work	isn’t	safe.	Broadly	beaming,	he	stood	the	bike	on	its	kick	stand,	hastened	to
the	shop’s	ornate	door	and	entered.			“None	of	your	business,”	I	say.	And	just	so	you	don’t	think	I’m	going	to	start	seeing	you,	I’m	letting	you	know	now	that	I	plan	to	pursue	Caitlyn.			“Suckin	your	breatha	bit	more,	my	lady.			“Milady?	I	completely	forgot	to	get	her	a	present.”	She’d	be	expecting	a	gift.	Remember	when	I	emailed	you	six	months	ago
and	said	‘Leave	me	alone	the	last	week	in	August	because	my	only	sister	is	getting	married’?”			“Nope.”			“Well,	I	did.	”			Her	begging	reached	into	his	chest	and	tugged.			They	were	questions	he	couldn’t	answer.	For	Don	Basilio,	whose	literary	tastes	were	grounded	in	the	Spanish	verse	of	the	Golden	Age,	it	was	all	a	monstrous	lunacy,	but	in	view	of
the	favorable	reception	my	stories	enjoyed	and	the	affection	that,	despite	himself,	he	felt	toward	me,	he	tolerated	my	extravagances	and	attributed	them	to	an	excess	of	youthful	ardor.	“Only	if	they	deserve	it.”			“Evasive,”	she	bites	out	and	her	lip	snarls.			But	in	ten	seconds	he	would	both	hear	and	see	him.	The	point	is	that	the	average	age	is
appropriate	enough.	Almost	certainly	a	government	vehicle.	At	least	when	Miss	Pelham	made	her	sunny	march	up	the	hill,	basket	of	good	deeds	threaded	over	one	arm,	she	came	expecting	to	find	a	scarred,	unshaven	wreck	of	a	man.	I	won’t	waste	my	time	on	a	celebrity	biography	that	reads	like	a	press	release	or	a	fan	letter.	You	can	take	his	desk.”		
I	had	no	words.	Eve	Benedict	was	magnificent,	with	her	sharp-featured	face,	those	full	red	lips,	the	sleekly	cropped	ebony	hair.	”			Cash	grabbed	the	young	woman’s	hand,	dragging	her	front	and	center.	Atleast	homesickness	is	one	disease	that	I’ve	escaped!	I	never	heard	ofanybody	being	asylum-sick,	did	you?	Our	crumbling,	two-story	bungalow	was
near	the	beach,	practically	in	the	shadow	of	Los	Angeles	International	Airport.	She	had	been	on	her	feet	since	five	thatmorning,	doing	everybody’s	bidding,	scolded	and	hurried	by	a	nervousmatron.	Reacher	watched	its	tail	lights	grow	faint	in	the	mist.	”			“If	you	don’t	have	anything	else,	let	me	go.	“Back	away	lad	if	you	know	what’s	good	for	you.”		
Charles’	father	reached	out	and	dragged	his	son	back.	Just	such	a	letter	as	you	would	writeto	your	parents	if	they	were	living.	”			I	was	touched	he	was	so	concerned	about	Marty,	but	I	thought	he	was	overreacting.	“We	have	to	hide!	They’ll	take	us	away	if	we	don’t!”			Too	frightened	to	do	anything	else,	Catherine	stumbled	over	her	feet	as	she	followed
her	younger	brothers	through	the	village.	My	involvement	with	York	Correctional	Institution,	a	maximum	security	prison	in	Niantic,	Connecticut,	was	triggered	in	1999	by	what	I	have	come	to	think	of	as	a	serendipitous	accident.			“You	know	what	I	think	you	need,	father,”	one	of	the	soldiers	sneered	as	his	companion	loomed	closer.	Her	head	was	in	a
whirl	ofexcitement,	and	she	wished	only	to	escape	from	Mrs.			37	I	left	Signora	Siragusa’s	boardinghouse.	She	had	a	stack	of	unopened	bubble	mailers	on	her	chair	that	had	been	accumulating	for	weeks.	But	it	was	epic	in	its	own	way.			Christine	Francis	had	left	her	own	smaller	office	in	the	St.	Gregory	Hotel	executive	suite	a	few	minutes	earlier.
Someday,	when	you’re	older	and	I’m	not	the	man	I	am	now,	I’ll	take	you	anywhere	you	want	to	go.”			“Are	you	embarrassed	by	me?”	She	brings	her	eyes	to	mine,	and	her	bottom	lip	quivers.	This	wouldn’t	be	a	problem.	Her	body	was	a	man’s	fantasy—long	and	limber,	full-breasted.	You	convinced	him	to	let	you	stay.”			“Any	chance	I	can	have	some	time
off?”			“Sure.	“And	better-looking.”			“And	ticklish!”	she	shouted	in	triumph,	digging	her	fingers	into	his	ribs.			A	bank	of	gray	clouds	floated	overhead,	covering	the	sun,	sending	dark	shadows	skittering	across	the	chalky	vanilla-colored	dirt.	”			Raine	sighed,	some	of	the	starch	leaving	her.	And	this	demonstration	had	impressed	me	and	was	still	very
much	on	my	mind.			“Are	you	a	criminal?”	she	asks,	tilting	her	head	and	pursing	her	lips.	It	wasn’t	fair.			Well,	it	had	been	a	long	time,	he	reminded	himself	as	he	watched	a	gull	glide	toward	the	water.	Voices	should	stop	at	the	ears,	but	sometimes–not	very	often	at	all,	actually–a	voice	will	penetrate	past	my	ears	and	reverberate	straight	down	through
my	body.	Actually,	my	name	is	Valentina	Tomic.	As	the	car	glided	away,	she	looked	straight	ahead,	her	hands	fisted	in	her	lap	and	her	eyes	mercifully	dry.	Did	you	tell	Mom	and	Ray	you	were	coming?”			“No.	I	never	do.	A	few	seconds	later,	her	knee	starts	bouncing	again.	Sensual.	Though	he	had	tried	to	hang	on	to	the	grief,	as	a	kind	of	proof	of	that
love,	it	had	faded	under	the	demands	and	pressures	of	day-to-day	living.			I’ve	been	here	before,	I	tell	myself.			“I’ll	find	you	a	place	to	stay,”	he	said,	“and	get	you	the	medical	care	you	need.”	His	mind	scrambled	for	ways	to	sweeten	the	deal.			He	sounded	disappointed	as	he	took	a	deep	breath.	He	chose	to	ignore	it.	Chinese?”	Dad	asks	and	shakes	his
head.	You	promised	you’d	let	me	know	if	you	were	so	much	as	a	minute	late.	I	lifted	my	forehead	from	the	desk.	You’re	getting	what	you	want.”			“I	want	more	than	financial	support,	Owen.	About	forty	years	after	that	the	military	police	had	bid	on	it	–	in	error,	as	it	turned	out.			Reacher	still	had	his	key	in	his	hand.			“Take	this	down	to	the	composing
room	and	have	them	set	it,”	said	the	voice	behind	me.	Accusations.			Traveller,	pray	lodge	in	this	unworthy	house.			I	ran	my	hand	down	his	sculpted	abs	toward	the	impressive	cock	below	and	was	pleasantly	surprised	to	find	him	hard.	A	faded	deckchair	stood	folded	near	the	sliding	patio	door.			She	was	already	scowling	and	correcting	her	parochial
students’	papers	and	so	didn’t	notice	me	at	first	as	I	stood	facing	her.	“If	you	live	over	there,	why	are	you	here?			And	he	did,	nine	hours	later.	“Just	for	an	hour	or	two.	But	Ana	would	say	nothing	unless	Morgana	asked	her	directly.	It	flies	through	the	air,	a	perfect	spiral,	heading	right	where	I	wanted	it	to	go.	He’d	mentally	prepared	a	short	speech
about	how	being	a	good	husband	and	father	included	anticipating	the	wants	and	needs	of	his	wife	and	that	included	bringing	her	music	–	well,	he	could	use	the	speech	on	the	way	out	if	she	gave	him	the	frosty	stare.			It	was	one	of	the	reasons	he	had	stayed	away	as	much	as	possible	since	she	had	come	of	age.	Not	wise	enough.	I	don’t	blame	you	for
being	irritated.”			Welcome	to	my	world	of	craziness	and	the	supernatural.			His	chest	tightened	at	that	knowledge.	And	I’m	getting	stronger	by	the	day.	Then	I	picked	up	our	three-year-old	son,	Jared,	and	tossed	him	so	high	into	the	air	that	his	head	hit	the	ceiling.	If	she	desired	a	man,	she	snared	him,	discarding	him	only	when	she	was	done,	and—she
liked	to	brag—never	with	malice.	It	looked,	for	all	theworld,	like	a	huge,	wavering	daddy-long-legs.			I	study	his	face	and	analyze	his	patient,	earnest	tone.	Monterey	had	been	the	final	choice	because	of	the	climate,	the	lifestyle,	the	sc	hools.	Webster,	Jean.			It	had	become	a	habit	for	her	to	drop	by	their	apartment	from	time	to	time	with	a	little	toy	for
David.	Sort	of.	His	eyes	are	closed	now,	like	he’s	enjoying	the	wind	against	his	face.	She	should,	but…that	was	Raine.			THIRDS	Team	Leader	in	critical	condition	after	car	bomb	explosion….	“No.	No.	Don’t	be	stupid,”	I	say	to	him.	“Fuck!”			“Where’s	your	car?”	Adam	paused	between	Owen	and	Shade.	5.	You	don’t	have	to	taxi	me	around	all	night.	Man.
		David	was	gone.	When	we	got	out	of	the	car	on	our	street,	I	saw	Ashley	sitting	on	her	front	steps.	GOLD	CROWN	COLA	the	cards	said,	with	their	names	beneath.	However,	Robie’s	recent	experiences	with	partners	in	the	field	had	been	disastrous,	and	he	had	demanded	to	go	solo	on	this	one.			Emily	had	hounded	me	for	the	last	two	months.	There
wasn’t	much	to	read.	I	could	see	myself	waking	up	to	this	on	a	more	frequent	basis.	Don	Basilio	was	a	forbidding-looking	man	with	a	bushy	moustache	who	did	not	suffer	fools	and	who	subscribed	to	the	theory	that	the	liberal	use	of	adverbs	and	adjectives	was	the	mark	of	a	pervert	or	someone	with	a	vitamin	deficiency.	Their	horses	pawed	the
pavement	and	their	big	heads	dipped	into	feed	buckets.	But	in	smaller	backroom	circles,	he	was	quietly	referred	to	as	the	Blood	Hand.	’			I	remember	feeling	my	face	burn	with	embarrassment.			“I	don’t	wanna	cook.	“I	brought	her	a	present.”			“From	a	jewelry	store?”	Tina	rolled	her	eyes	at	him.			23	When	my	stepfather	warned	me	not.	Take	them,
lick	at	them,	feel	her	open	to	him	as	she	had	that	night	at	the	lake.	He	takes	a	few	careful	steps	into	the	room,	slips	off	his	jacket,	drapes	it	over	a	chair.	I	hate	speaking.”	“I	hate	it,	too,”	I	said,	“and	I’ve	given	up	smoking.”	In	the	depressed	gloom	that	followed	this	exchange,	the	beginning	of	a	bond	was	formed.	He	sounds	like	anarchangel,	doesn’t	he?
		By	that	point	Reacher	had	been	in	Virginia	less	than	three	hours.	He	knew	it.	Melanie	loves	men.	Now	you	are	finishing	that,	and	of	coursethe	asylum	cannot	be	responsible	any	longer	for	your	support.	A	loose	curl	or	two	always	fell	over	his	forehead	anyway,	just	to	torment	him.	Unfortunately,	that	left	her	withthe	choice	of	resembling	a	large	cherry
or	apile	of	–	“Perhapswecould	let	theseams	back	out,”	Runildasuggested	doubtfully,	but	Avelyn	knew	that	was	impossible.	She	began	to	write	her	last	novel,	Between	the	Acts,	in	the	spring	of	1938,	but	by	early	1941	was	dissatisfied	with	it.	She	grinned.	He	didn’t	drink	much,	not	anymore.	I	didn’t	need	kid	gloves.”I	haven’t	seen	Roane	since	he	took
off.”			That	had	been	ten	days	ago.	If	they	thought	he’d	knocked	her	up	because	there’d	been	a	hole	in	the	condom,	that	was	one	thing.	“Wha—I…	How	would	you	even	know	that?”			Because	it	was	his	business.	Kelly.			I	meet	his	eyes.	I	thought	it	would	be	similar	to	the	last	time	I	visited	him,	right	after	I	graduated	from	high	school,	back	when	he	had
first	started	working	toward	his	pilot’s	license.	Don	Basilio	sat	down	at	the	next	table	and	turned	on	the	lamp.	A	man	needs	a	wife.	She	had	waited	all	these	years	for	a	place	of	her	own,	and	here	it	was,	in	an	elegant	building	where	rich	people	lived.	”			Hank	turned	to	Blakely,	giving	him	a	slow,	appraising	smile.	We’re	both	impatient	for	Crayton	to
board.	“Can	you	catch	butterflies?	The	two	of	them	stood	there,	side	by	side.	Our	day	isdivided	into	sections	by	bells.	“Aren’t	you	happy?	She	was	blaming	him	for	Sophie’s	tail,	that’s	why	she’d	said	squirrel,	and	not	doofus	like	everyone	else.			And	so	I	continued.	Only	once	I	was	down	did	he	grab	the	hand	holding	his	cock	and	pin	it	to	the	bed.	I	call	it
protecting	myself.	He	picked	up	the	pages	and	gave	them	back	to	me.	I	could	have	told	you	I	didn’t	want	to	do	it	with	that	contaminated	condom,	but	I	was	on	the	pill.			Julie	burst	into	tears.	I’m	feeling	sorry	foreverybody	who	isn’t	a	girl	and	who	can’t	come	here;	I	am	sure	thecollege	you	attended	when	you	were	a	boy	couldn’t	have	been	so	nice.	Dex
couldn’t	get	himself	to	sit	still	long	enough	to	wait	with	them,	not	with	the	way	his	blood	pressure	skyrocketed	every	time	someone	in	a	white	lab	coat	or	teal	blue	scrubs	walked	out.			So	what	I	now	believe	is	that	the	elderly	Seymour	Weiss	had	become	weary	of	his	hotel,	suspected	that	corruption	existed,	and	did	not	object	to	my	searching	it	out	and



presenting	it,	along	with	other	venality,	in	fictional	form.	Most	of	them	argued	a	particular	viewpoint,	jealous	and	sectarian,	but	it	says	something	about	the	peculiar	impact	of	this	man	that	he	aroused	such	passions	on	so	many	diverse	worlds.			45	And	so,	by	digging	that	poor.	A	vast,	uninhabited	castle,	rain,	and	now	ravens,	too?			He	curled	his	lips
and	locked	eyes	with	the	angel.	During	the	war	against	Rome	and	Naples	in	1480,	Florence	had	invited	the	French	king	to	pursue	his	claim	to	the	throne	of	Naples	more	actively.	A	Mr	Reacher	to	see	Major	Turner.	Small	hands,	slender	wrists.	She’s	giving	you	the	eyes.”	Henry	looked	at	the	bartender	and	back	at	Ben.	He	knew	for	a	certainty	it	was
going	to	drive	him	crazy.	Some	of	these	no	longer	exist;	others	have	survived	or	evolved	into	the	sports	we	know	today.	She	looks	like	a	tropical	flower,	doesn’t	she?	McDermott	had	instructed:	investigate	a	complaint	on	the	eleventh	floor.	He	had	gotten	hung	up	in	Nebraska,	twice,	and	onward	progress	had	been	just	as	slow.			Now	fast-forward
sixteen	years	to	June	of	1999.			For	most	of	the	fifteenth	century	there	had	been	five	major	players	in	the	peninsula:	the	Kingdom	of	Naples,	the	Papal	States,	Florence,	Venice	and	Milan.	Woolf	also	published	a	second	Common	Reader	in	1932,	and	the	“biography”	of	Flush,	Elizabeth	Barrett	Browning’s	dog	(1933).			“Was	it	an	accident?”			He	shrugs.
Jessie	was	already	making	her	mark.			“Take	a	look	at	all	that	glass.			Niccolò	Machiavelli	was	born	in	Florence	in	1469,	the	same	year	Lorenzo	de’	Medici	(il	Magnifico)	came	to	power.			“Agent	Daley—”			“If	he	wakes	up	or	something	happens	and	I’m	not	there	with	him….”	Dex	couldn’t	bring	himself	to	finish	his	sentence.	Ana	had	the	uncomfortable
certainty	that	she	was	being	weighed,	from	the	top	of	her	head	to	the	bottom	of	her	grass-stained	sneakers.			I’m	sending	this	with	the	best	owl	I’ve	got,	hope	he	makes	it.	Now	I’ll	have	to	apologize	for	being	so	abrupt.	I	saw	true	nobility	in	Paul	as	he	fled	into	the	desert	with	his	pregnant	mother.	“Where	are	you	going,	love?”			“I	have	some	things	I
need	to	take	care	of.”			“Is	that	right?”	He	leans	one	shoulder	against	the	wall,	crosses	his	arms	against	his	chest.	All	rights	reserved.			“Asshole,”	Gabby	says	just	as	I	open	the	door.	Liam	yelled	at	her	to	keep	moving,	but	she	wasn’t	going	to	leave	without	trying	to	find	them.	He’s	got	a	hot	date.	Deep,	confident,	and	a	little	bit	like	butter.	Maybe	she’d
get	lucky	and	an	“Attractive	Men	Looking	For	No	Strings	Attached	Sexual	Intercourse”	conference	would	be	happening	at	the	Hotel	Essex	this	week.			I’ll	admit	I	can’t	see	his	face	very	well	from	across	the	street	but	I	can	see	enough	of	it	to	see	he	is	hot.			Chapter	1			She	dreamed	of	a	man	who	was	dreaming	of	her.	“A	hundred	dollars.”			There	was	a
momentary	pause.	I	inwardly	flinch	at	the	power	in	his	punch;	my	body	clenches	at	the	sight	of	his	muscles	contracting	and	tensing,	working	and	releasing,	with	each	punch	he	delivers.	I	threw	my	arms	around	his	neck	and	my	legs	around	his	waist	as	he	placed	one	knee	on	the	bed	and	then	the	other,	all	the	while	inside	me.	The	trees	on	fire.			Where
are	the	girls	what	happened	to	the	girls	and	where	is	Anderson	and	the	war	and	oh	God	what’s	happened	to	Adam	and	Kenji	and	Castle	and	I	have	to	get	up	I	have	to	get	up	I	have	to	get	up	and	get	out	of	bed	and	get	going			but			I	try	to	move	and	Warner	catches	me.	Yes,	this	all	seemed	very	like	her.	The	game	was	made	illegal	in	1762,	and	though
Magnus	‘Dent-Head’	Macdonald	spearheaded	a	campaign	for	its	reintroduction	in	the	1960s,	the	Ministry	of	Magic	refused	to	lift	the	ban.			“Tate!	Answer	me!”			I	wince,	then	pull	the	phone	several	inches	from	my	ear.	The	best	way	I	can	think	of	to	show	my	appreciation	to	these	men	and	women	is	to	decline	to	thank	them	by	name.	“I’ll	call	Miles	and
see	if	he’s	home	yet.	She	was	having	so	much	fun	until	you	arrived.”			Shade	was	too	flustered	to	defend	himself.			With	scant	aid	from	her	husband,	Mary	Westcott	Perkins	raised	her	children	in	one	Rhode	Island	lodging	after	another,	often	living	with	relatives,	a	peripatetic,	moneyless	way	of	life	Charlotte	would	continue.	I	reach	down	to	grab	the
drunk	guy	so	I	can	move	him	out	of	the	way.	He	wasn’t	going	to	take	no	for	an	answer.	We’ll	go	silent.”			“Roger	that.”			Jacobs	tightened	the	grip	on	his	mouse,	as	though	it	were	a	trigger.	And	it	had	hair	to	spare,	even	though	it	was	the	middle	of	winter.	Anastasia	Donovan.”			“Thank	Miss	Donovan	for	putting	up	with	you.”			“Thank	you	for	putting	up
with	me,	Ana,”	Jessie	said	with	singsong	politeness,	sending	Ana	a	conspirator’s	grin.	They	didn’t	look	like	sergeants.			There	are	those	who	have	been	given	more,	who	have	been	chosen	to	carry	on	a	legacy	handed	down	through	endless	ages.			I’ve	since	flown	dozens	of	times,	and	everything	has	gone	fine.	The	young	man	brought	him	a	bottle	of
water	and	made	sure	he	was	okay	before	going	back	to	his	duties.			Q:	It’s	easy	to	see	why	those	who	conspire	against	Muad’dib	use	your	Analysis	of	History	as	their	rallying	argument!			A:	I’ll	not	persuade	you;	I	know	that.	I	really	want	to	ask	her	if	her	daddy	actually	bought	it	but	she	continues.	“Besides,	the	rent’s	too	steep	for	a	secretary’s	salary.	I
can’t	say	for	how	long.			But	that	is	to	leap	ahead.			I	immediately	look	down	at	my	chest	and	pull	my	phone	out	of	my	bra,	then	bring	it	up	to	my	ear.	”			The	maid’seyes	widened.			Now	two	months	had	passed,	and	the	playpen	was	still	empty.	They	watched	as	the	old	couple,	Paddy	and	Alice,	were	surrounded	by	three	men,	swords	held	at	the	ready.		
She	swallowed	hard.	He	was	pretty	sure	they	were	all	holding	their	breath	so	she	wouldn’t	notice	they	existed.	As	if	she	had	walked	up	to	the	other	side	of	that	glass,	stood	there	looking	back	at	him	through	the	wide	windowpane.	It	wasn’t	really	surprising	–	in	his	whole	life,	Seb	had	never	seen	even	a	hint	of	what	he	hoped	so	much	to	find.	For	weeks,
he’d	struggled	to	overcome	his	addiction	to	Raine,	but	every	time	he	looked	at	her,	he	suspected	he’d	relapse	really	fucking	soon.			“You	were	excited,”	she	said,	“and	it	was	your	last	condom.	”			“I	did	say	that,	didn’t	I?”	Hank	mused.	Sheimaginedherself	a	great	round	blueberry,	her	head	stickingout	like	astem.	Up,	up,	up,	fire.			“Have	fun	writing	a
book	review?”			“You’ll	find	a	way	to	make	it	fun,	Bea.			“Absolutely,”	Barney	Northrup	said,	following	her	suspicious	stare	to	the	mansion	on	the	north	cliff.	Well,	maybe	he	was	wrong	about	her.	Was	out	on	the	marsh	picking	nettles.			“My	father	is	gone,”	Warner	says.	It’s	practically	empty,	so	it	folds	down	easily.	I	love	her	dearly,	but	she	doesn’t
know	enough	about	me,	like	most	brothers	and	sisters	often	do.	Daddy-Long-Legs	is	a	1912	epistolary	novel	by	the	American	writer	Jean	Webster.			I’m	hoping	things	will	be	different	between	us	now,	though.	”			“You	don’t	get	to	decide	if	my	relationship	with	him	is	meaningless.	“What	the	hell’s	going	on?”			The	doctor	eyed	him	with	a	frown.	”			“You
aren’t	in	a	position	to.			Robie	couldn’t	hear	his	target.	“Unless	you’re	lyin’	to	yourself,	me,	and	your	mama	on	why	you’re	really	here?”			“Not	hardly.			“When	is	Adam	coming	back?			The	titles	of	the	twelve	stories	are	these:			Remembering	the	Anniversary			The	Mistrial			A	Meal	To	End	All	Meals			Judge	Me	Fair			English	Major			The	Woman	In	The
Diner			Woman	On	The	Phone			Thou	Art	A	Witch			Voyage	To	Mars			Betrayer			Brain	Transplant			A	Reenactment	To	Justice			Remembering	The			Anniversary			“I	should	think	you’d	remember	the	most	important	date	in	our	relationship,”	Wendy	murmured,	tears	forming	around	the	edges	of	her	eyes.	Tight	Wranglers	showcased	his	tight	ass.	But
Gilman’s	ambitions	for	women—and	men—went	far	beyond	the	right	to	vote.			“Fancy	seein’	you	here,	Cord.	This	afternoon	the	chief	engineer	had	complained	again,	“If	I	canna’	shut	down	part	of	the	air	conditioning	soon,	I	willna’	be	responsible	for	my	bearings.”			Peter	McDermott	put	down	the	telephone	and	she	asked,	“Do	you	have	a	name	for	the
room	where	the	moaning	is?”			He	shook	his	head	and	lifted	the	phone	again.	And	very	heavy,	she	imagined,	for	a	little	girl	of	five	or	six.	“Well	done	girl.”			Her	eyes	widened	in	horror	as	she	stared	from	the	dead	man	beneath	her	to	the	bloodied	rock	in	her	hands.	Dented	driver’s	door.			21	It	was	after	two	the	next	afternoon.	“I	do.			That,	too,	was
destiny.	Budgets	had	been	immense.	It	hadn’t	always	been	so—not	when	she	was	a	child,	too	tall,	too	gangly,	with	elbows	and	knees	that	just	begged	to	be	banged	and	scraped.			I	find	the	message	on	my	phone	and	cringe.			For	hours	he	walked	up	and	down	the	halls,	around	the	hospital	grounds,	and	drank	enough	coffee	from	the	Garden	Café,	the
staff	was	on	a	first-name	basis	with	him.	”	She	extended	the	letter	with	a	shaking	hand.	”			I	watch	her	walk	into	the	stock	room	but	my	attention	is	pulled	back	to	building	across	from	mine.	Yes,	sir.			I	love	it	when	the	sky	makes	me	feel	insignificant.	My	breath	catches.			Too	young.	She	understood	why	I	left	Cali	but	declared	she	couldn’t	live	without
me	because	she	says	“Cali	sucks	without	you”.			He	closed	the	door	behind	them	and	sat	on	the	edge	of	the	bed,	crossing	his	leg	over	his	knee	so	she	couldn’t	sit	too	close	to	him.	He	did	his	best	not	to	let	his	thoughts	drift	off	to	Sloane	and	the	state	he	might	be	in.	Comfortable,	and	durable.	A	young	man	jumped	out,	swooped	in	and	picked	her	up.	He
had	a	love	for	texture,	as	well,	the	smooth	and	the	rough.	He	prayed	this	package	contained	the	key	to	his	future	with	Raine.	The	doctor	pulled	Tony	off	to	one	side,	and	although	their	voices	were	quiet,	it	was	clear	by	the	doctor’s	dilated	pupils	and	his	hand	movements	something	wasn’t	right.	Mimi	and	Lola	get	three	to	four	shifts	a	week	depending
on	how	busy	we	are.	Once	I	have	additional	information,	I’ll	determine	the	next	course	of	action.	None	of	her	other	fiction	approaches	“The	Yellow	Wallpaper”;	nowhere	else	did	she	venture	to	that	inner	space	where	the	boundaries	dividing	imagination,	feeling,	and	conviction	fall	away.			The	girls.	Her	next	novel	was	Jacob’s	Room	(1922),	a	slim	elegy
to	the	generation	of	1914,	and	to	her	beloved	brother	Thoby,	whose	life	of	great	promise	had	also	been	cut	short	so	suddenly.			Confusion	settles	over	my	features	and	I	reply,	“Well	what?”			“Did	you	have	a	nice	trip?”	Mimi	smirks.			“What	was	that?”			Through	the	slats	of	the	walls	they	saw	lights	flickering.	“Point	taken,	Mr.	Sawyer.			Wally	Lamb,
recipient	of	an	NEA	Creative	Writing	Fellowship,	addressed	the	National	Council	on	the	Arts	on	November	2,	2001.			A	dented	car	to	explain,	and	headaches	in	the	morning.			“Okay,	you	have	a	point	there.	He	has	complained	often	about	sweating	too	much	when	he	gives	public	readings,	so	much	so	that	he	wears	a	bandanna	to	keep	the	perspiration
from	soaking	the	pages	below	him.	It’s	a	bit	lonely	but	at	least	I	have	my	friends.	I	still	cannot	hear	that	music	without	a	stab	of	pain.	From	the	looks	of	this	guy,	I	know	he	has	better	skills	than	that.	He	asked	me	to	meet	him	here	on	this	date	regarding	some	business	with	the	late	Earl	of	Lynforth’s	estate.	Firstly,	the	ball	that	landed	in	her	cabbage
patch	was	made	of	leather,	as	is	the	modern	Quaffle	—	naturally,	the	inflated	bladder	used	in	other	broom	games	of	the	period	would	be	difficult	to	throw	accurately,	particularly	in	windy	conditions.	A	car	with	a	faulty	muffler	rattled	by,	with	no	more	than	a	token	hesitation	at	a	stop	sign.	There	were	very	few	that	she	couldsee.	When	he	succumbed,
they	never	discussed	what	troubled	her—which	suited	her	fine	and	dandy.	He	sat	up	and	rubbed	his	eyes.	“Forty-seven	minutes,”	Tex	said.	From	some	distant	place,	he	heard	the	running	feet	of	his	Nephilim	men.	Any	excuse	to	bring	his	men	running.			But	they	overlooked	important	clues	that	Frank	Herbert	had	left	along	the	way.			“Bitch!”	shouted
someone	whose	voice	was	harsh	with	hate	and	tears.	At	the	effort	it	was	going	to	take	to	walk	away	from	her	again.			When	the	world	was	young	and	magic	as	common	as	a	raindrop,	faeries	danced	in	the	deep	forests,	and—sometimes	for	mischief,	sometimes	for	love—mixed	with	mortals.	”			Henry	gets	this	hurt	look	on	his	face.	“We’ve	a	complaint
from	the	eleventh	floor	about	some	sort	of	sex	orgy;	on	the	ninth	the	Duchess	of	Croydon	claims	her	Duke	has	been	insulted	by	a	room-service	waiter;	there’s	a	report	of	somebody	moaning	horribly	in	1439;	and	I’ve	the	night	manager	off	sick,	with	the	other	two	house	officers	otherwise	engaged.”			He	spoke	into	the	telephone	again	and	Christine
returned	to	the	office	window	which	was	on	the	main	mezzanine	floor.	Catherine	had	heard	of	these	raids	farther	up	the	coast,	but	she	never	thought	it	would	happen	here.			Afterwards,	Seb	dried	off	as	best	he	could	with	the	hand	towel	and	glanced	in	the	mirror,	scraping	his	wet	hair	back.	Playing	a	stupid	game	on	their	broomsticks.	What’s	your
agenda	with	me?”	They	always	had	agendas.			Shade	knew	exactly	what	kind	of	trouble	Owen	wanted	to	get	into.	There	were	times	when	you	wanted	to	say	no,	wanted	desperately	to	say	no,	for	reasons	you	might	not	understand.	Six	appointments	were	made,	and	one	by	one,	family	by	family,	talk,	talk,	talk,	Barney	Northrup	led	the	tours	around	and
about	Sunset	Towers.	Something	is	amiss.	Your	support	of	the	author’s	rights	is	appreciated.	Ben	decided	to	splurge	and	purchase	a	bouquet	of	flowers	as	well	as	a	card.			I	was	safer	where	I	was.	She	added	a	generous	splash	of	champagne.	A	twelfth-century	tapestry	preserved	in	the	Museum	of	Quidditch	shows	a	group	setting	out	to	catch	a	Snidget.
”			“I’ll	get	you	the	information	you	need,”	the	angel	answered,	almost	conversationally	if	it	weren’t	for	that	chilling	gleam	in	his	eyes.			“Of	course	I	can	see	you.	Have	to.	To	get	there,	the	second	novel	in	the	series	flipped	over	the	carefully	crafted	hero	myth	of	Paul	Muad’Dib	and	revealed	the	dark	side	of	the	messiah	phenomenon	that	had	appeared
to	be	so	glorious	in	Dune.	And	always	the	safest	approach.	Churning	thunderclouds.	“Honey,	I	don’t	think	her	eyes	can	even	focus	this	early,	and	besides,	she’s	a	little	young	to	start	worrying	about	her	turning	tricks	to	get	her	MFA.	A	guy	is	rushing	toward	the	elevators,	preparing	to	walk	on	as	he	acknowledges	the	old	man.			“Please,	love,	let	me	help
you—”			“What	about	James?”	I	hear	myself	say.	Beginning	in	the	year	Woolf	was	born,	the	entire	Stephen	family	moved	to	Talland	House	in	St.	Ives,	Cornwall,	for	the	summer.	Like	Sister	Mercy	years	before,	the	Endowment	had	noticed	me.	If	Holly	had	a	spirit	animal,	it	would’ve	been	an	owl.			“Am	I?”	He	kissed	her	hands	first,	then	her	cheek,
finding	them	both	as	soft	as	rose	petals.	She	didn’t	want	Snowdrop	getting	wet.	”			His	lips	quirked	at	the	early	morning	grumpiness	in	her	voice.			She	leans	forward	and	hisses	right	in	my	face,	“This	is	BULLSHIT!	That	dress	cost	me	THREE	HUNDRED	DOLLARS!”	I	know	this.	While	she	drew	on	Darwinian	natural	selection	in	discussing	marriage
and	“improving”	the	species,	she	regarded	“the	struggle	for	existence”	and	“the	survival	of	the	fittest”	as	unfortunate	branches	from	the	male	roots	of	combat	and	competition.	Merrick?”			“Yes,	Mr.	Donovan.”	Rose	felt	a	bubble	rise	to	her	throat	that	threatened	to	boil	into	a	sob.	And	more.	If	a	role	interested	her,	she	went	after	it	with	the	same	verve
and	ferocity	she’d	used	to	get	her	first	part.	Then	the	lobby	narrowed	to	a	corridor	that	ran	the	length	of	the	building,	with	offices	left	and	right.			Chapter	One			Sole	Regret	hadn’t	even	left	the	city	limits	of	Houston,	and	their	brand-spankablely-new	pregnant	problem	was	already	making	Owen’s	life	hell.	I	should	have	worn	a	sweater.			“As	long	as	you
don’t	bring	your	harem.			For	when	the	Gods	made	man,			They	kept	immortality	for	themselves.	It	had	never	been	a	disappointment	to	Mel	that	she	hadn’t	bloomed	and	rounded.			It	sounds	like	it’s	yelling,	“Tate!	Tate!”			Corbin.	“)			In	Rachel’s	room,	Charlie	said:	“If	they	removed	her	tail,	I	want	it.	Very	few	readers	realized	that	the	story	of	Paul
Atreides	was	not	only	a	Greek	tragedy	on	an	individual	and	familial	scale.	Both	men	looked	more	than	six	feet	and	two	hundred	pounds.	She	felt	every	bit	as	chastened	as	Jessie.	With	a	yell,	she	crashed	into	the	soldier,	sending	them	both	to	the	ground.	I	think	I’m	goi	ng	to	like	her.	He	stares	until	I’m	blushing	and	I	decide	I	hate	him	a	little	and	then
he	shakes	his	head.	Mindyou,	I	do	not	suppose	thecoloris	at	fault,	forin	red	youlook	like	agreat	cherry	andin	brown	a	great	lumpof	–	”			“IbelieveI	get	the	point,	Eunice,”	Avelyn	said	quietlyas	Eunice	and	Hugo	joined	their	brotheronthe	bench	seat.	His.	“You	can	see	me?”	He	gestured	to	his	chocolate-brown	tie,	and	Charlie	was	reminded,	just	for	a
second,	of	those	thin	mints	they	put	on	the	pillow	in	nicer	hotels.	Her	column’s	going	to	be	late.”			“New	boyfriend?”			“Medical	crisis,	Bea.	And	get	him	so	riled	up	that	he	took	out	his	frustration	on	people	who	didn’t	deserve	it?			“Okay,	Miss	Harwood,	we’ve	got	you	back	in	the	program!”	Mr.	Moser	broadcasted	as	he	strode	back	into	his	office.	Or
had	the	good	sense	to	pretend	to	be.			Yours	always,	Jerusha	Abbott			PS.	He	has	a	face	made	of	straight	angles	and	his	lips	have	a	natural	pout	to	them.	I	just	woke	up.”	I	stretch,	my	body	shaking	when	I	yawn.			“Aye,	milady.	And	no,	I’m	not	anything	that	your	precious	vampire	is	going	to	know	either.			Lucan	didn’t	stand	a	chance.	It’s	afunny
sensation,	isn’t	it?			“Are	you	Lord	Archer?”	she	asked.	And	he	couldn’t	afford	a	mistake	of	that	nature.	H.	She	closed	her	eyes	and	tried	to	picture	her	home,	the	beautiful	green	lands	that	she	would	probably	never	see	again.			Savonarola	had	taken	Florence	towards	an	alliance	with	France;	the	priest’s	successors	followed	the	same	policy,	but	without
any	clear	vision	of	how	the	city	might	achieve	stability	and	security	in	the	long	term.	After	blowing	out	one	long	breath,	she	plucked	a	pair	of	gym	shorts	from	the	floor	and	yanked	them	on	under	the	T-shirt	she’d	slept	in.	He	was	so	hard	I	shuddered,	imagining	how	he	would	feel	inside	of	me.	Each	echo	made	my	heart	pound.	I	have	to	close	my	eyes	to
steady	the	sudden	dizziness,	but	I	force	myself	to	remain	still	until	the	feeling	passes.			JJ	and	Lacey	start	kissing	as	if	winning	the	state	championship	depends	on	it,	and	Samantha			intertwines	her	fingers	with	Henry’s	and	smiles	up	at	him.			He	was	afraid,	uncomfortably	afraid,	that	this	was	one	of	those	times	when	his	desires	meant	nothing.	It	was
Alice	who	had	enjoyed	being	surrounded	by	people.	A	short	sword	appeared	at	her	throat	as	Liam	whipped	around	to	save	her.	Grow	some	balls	and	ask	the	dude	out.	“Dagger	is	watching	her?			I	wrap	my	purse	around	my	shoulder,	but	it	gets	caught	on	my	suitcase	handle,	so	I	just	let	it	fall	to	the	floor.	The	doctor	would	return	soon,	and	Dex	didn’t
want	to	keep	him	waiting,	so	he	showered	quickly,	concentrating	on	washing	off	evidence	of	the	explosion.			Mom	always	comes	to	practice—she’s	been	supporting	me	ever	since	Pop	Warner	youth	footbal	days,	but	sometimes	she	worries	I’l	get	hurt,	even	though	the	worst	thing	that’s	ever	happened	was	a	concussion.	From	them,	she	heard,	too,	about
an	intense	young	man	named	Leonard	Woolf,	whom	she	had	met	briefly	when	visiting	Thoby	at	Cambridge,	and	also	in	1904	when	he	came	to	dinner	at	Gordon	Square	just	before	leaving	for	Ceylon	(now	called	Sri	Lanka),	where	he	was	to	administer	a	far-flung	outpost	of	the	British	Empire.	True	to	his	word,	he	had	now	thrown	me	into	the	clutches	of
Don	Basilio,	the	newspaper’s	Cerberus.	The	moment	he	ran	him	through,	Catherine	felt	her	heart	break.	“Make	yourself	comfortable,”	he	said.	There	it	was,	in	black	ink	on	white	paper.	The	low	rise	of	her	jeans	didn’t	even	come	close	to	the	tempting	shadow	of	her	navel.	And	don’t	feel	foolish	calling	the	hotline	about	this	issue.			My	first	love.	Not	that
I	ever	flew	with	her.	When	Holly	saw	that	I	had	no	intention	of	answering	the	phone,	she	reached	over	and	did	it	for	me.	Concerned	the	bus	might	make	a	sudden	move	and	send	her	tumbling,	he	patted	the	mattress	beside	him.			“Don’t	be	John,”	she	said	as	she	raced	from	the	bathroom	to	the	bed	and	started	digging	through	her	sheets.			Her
bloodline	was	old.	“I	didn’t	mean	to	order	you	around.”	He	attributed	his	shitty	attitude	to	Adam,	who	was	one	hundred	percent	at	fault,	as	usual.			Cord	had	filed	for	divorce.	After	setting	his	glass	aside,	he	moved	closer	to	her.	“But	Gunnoraand	I	were	going	to	count	stores	and	seewhat	–	”			“You	can	do	thatlater.			He	didn’t.	If	they	were	to	keep	a
means	of	flight	in	their	houses,	it	would	necessarily	be	something	discreet,	something	easy	to	hide.	It	could	hardly	have	been	expected	that	she’d	sleep	like	a	baby,	not	with	what	she	had	to	do	today.	A	jagged	piece	of	metal	sticking	out	of	his	side.	The	fact	that	be	ads	of	perspiration	pop	on	my	brow,	in	my	cleavage.	But	then	I	remember	I	was	just
straddling	the	ledge	on	the	other	side	of	the	roof	a	few	minutes	ago.	He	glanced	around	the	shower	room	to	make	sure	he’d	left	it	the	way	he’d	found	it;	then	he	jogged	back	up	the	stairs,	eager	to	get	going	towards	the	Sierra	Madre	and	the	address	in	his	knapsack.	Beyond	intelligent,	and	even	more	devious,	always	clad	in	fine	lingerie,	she	was	the
lover	and	evil	accomplice	of	the	mysterious	Baltasar	Morel,	king	of	the	underworld,	who	lived	i	n	a	subterranean	mansion,	staffed	by	automatons	and	full	of	macabre	relics,	reached	through	secret	tunnels	buried	under	the	catacombs	of	the	Gothic	quarter.	The	tapestry	reveals	the	fact:	that	the	Snidget	was	often	crushed	by	its	captor.	When	Thoby
Stephen	began	to	bring	his	Cambridge	University	friends	to	the	house	on	Thursday	evenings,	what	would	later	become	famous	as	the	“Bloomsbury	Group”	began	to	form.			I’m	more	focused	on	other	people,	and	how	they	ultimately	come	to	the	decision	to	just	end	their	own	lives.	Page	1			Chapter	One			“That	horse	nearly	throwed	you	clean	into	the
funeral	parlor,	boy.	“I	need	to	get	out	of	here.”			Warner	says	nothing.	Nothing	you	say	can	possibly	be	more	upsetting	than	finding	out	I	might	be	the	father	of	your	baby.”			“You	are	the	father,”	she	insisted.			His	hands	left	my	legs	and	I	felt	the	bed	bounce	up.	Five	minutes	ago	she’d	been	a	gorgeous	girl	he’d	had	fun	flirting	with.			He	lets	out	a	rush
of	air,	as	if	seeing	me	on	the	ledge	actually	had	him	holding	his	breath.	“What’s	your	name?”			“Samuel,	but	call	me	Cap,”	he	says.			‘This	gentleman	has	taken	an	interest	in	several	of	our	boys.	Shewasn’t	sure	how	long	ago	he	had	entered,butthe	way	he	glared	attheir	cousins	madeherthink	it	hadbeen	a	while.	I	hadn’t	wanted	to	talk	to	him	about	it	so
early	in	our	dating—I	hadn’t	even	told	Riley	until	yesterday—but	after	seeing	how	it	worked	out	I	felt	much	better.	“And	now,	to	challenge	our	reigning	champion,	ladies	and	gentlemen,	is	Parker	the	‘Terror’	Drake!”			The	crowd	comes	alive,	and	suddenly,	I	hear	an	unmistakably	hard	slam.			“You	just	saw	me	at	Christmas.	I	just	need	a	break.”			“No
women	for	a	year?	His	face	creased	into	a	frown.			I	know	every	person	who	works	at	Winnie’s	coffee	lounge	and	they	know	me	and	my	girls	pretty	well,	too.	That’s	gotta	suck.”			“What	do	you	mean?”	I	ask	him.	What	coursed	through	his	blood	and	made	him	what	he	was	did	not	have	to	be	explained	to	him.	Who	is	it?”	Julie	appeared	at	her	mother’s
side.			“And	thank	Mrs….?”			“Miss,”	Ana	supplied.	But	they	produce	a	one-view	planet	in	the	same	way	that	Dune	is	a	one-crop	planet	because	it	is	the	sole	and	exclusive	source	of	the	spice,	melange.			*	*	*			Walking	into	my	parents’	house	an	hour	late	doesn’t	earn	me	any	accolades.	“The	fault	isn’t	entirely	yours,	Owen.	”	Her	breathing	sounded
rushed,	shallow.	I	manage	to	climb	onto	the	bed	and	sit	there,	still	numb	but	less	so,	and	pull	my	knees	to	my	chest.	It	had	better	be	good.	“I’m	not	embarrassed	by	you,	sis.	He	had	a	plane	waiting	on	him,	a	job	to	finish,	and	he—			Sweet	merciful	God	have	pity	on	him.	She	became	close	to	the	art	critic	Roger	Fry,	organizer	of	the	First	Post-
Impressionist	Exhibition	in	London	in	1910,	and	also	entered	the	orbit	of	the	famed	literary	hostess	Lady	Ottoline	Morrell	(cruelly	caricatured	as	Hermione	Roddice	in	D.	Ash	was	sitting	in	one	of	the	two-seaters,	red-eyed	and	groggy.	Something	else	as	well.	How	much?”			Herbie	looked	at	the	youths,	remembered	their	fathers,	and	multiplied	the
standard	rate	by	two.	Are	you	sure	that	you’re	not	looking	for	him?”			Kates’	boyfriend	had	been	a	psychotic	vampire,	but	he	was	human	now.	I	stormed	up	to	my	room,	slammed	the	door,	and	punched	the	wall.			“Yes,	sir,”	I	say	cautiously.	To	throw	her	hands	up	over	her	face	and	scream	and	scream	until	all	the	rage,	the	fear,	the	grief,	emptied	out	of
her.	“Whether	you	believe	what	I’m	saying	or	not,	does	not	matter.			But	habits	are	strong.			‘Who	wants	me?’	she	cut	into	Tommy’s	chant	with	a	note	of	sharp	anxiety.	I	can	see	that	now.”			Jacobs	loved	being	ringside	for	these	things,	without	actually	being	in	the	danger	zone.	Magnificent,	Maggie	thought	as	she	waited	for	the	explosion.	Less	than
three	months	away.	Beneath	that	dusky	shadow	was	a	sharp-featured	face	of	planes	and	angles,	a	full	mouth	set	in	grim	lines.	”			“But	I	know	you	won’t	go	without	a	push.	The	gurney	swiftly	emerged	with	Sloane	strapped	down	on	his	uninjured	side,	an	oxygen	mask	covering	his	nose	and	mouth,	and	the	jagged	metal	piece	jutting	out	from	the	right
side	of	his	torso.			“The	tour	will	be	winding	down	around	then,	so	I’ll	be	able	to	help	with	the	baby.”	Ugh,	why	had	he	said	it	that	way?	I	can’t	even	remember	his	name.”			Owen	was	pretty	sure	she’d	sucked	the	bus	driver	guy’s	dick	while	one	of	his	bandmates	fucked	her	doggy	style,	but	she	didn’t	remember	his	name?	He’s	definitely	built	for	it.	Good
to	go.”			“Copy	that,	Alpha	One.”			Jacobs	checked	his	watch.	You’ve	ruined	her	birthday.			He	hadn’t	been	the	leastuncertain	on	the	way	here.			As	I	said,	Ellen	and	I	were	bonded	friends.	That	old	anger	he	felt	toward	his	ex-wife	rushed	to	the	surface.	While	the	Marines	took	their	final	year	of	this	tour	and	he	decided	what	the	hell	he	was	going	to	do
about	Kelly.	“Charlie,	if	you	don’t	go	home	and	get	some	sleep	right	now,	I	swear	I’ll	buzz	the	nurse	and	have	her	throw	you	out.			“You	can	say	that.”			“Baby,	you	need	to	unwind	sometimes.	He	slept	like	a	man	without	a	care	in	the	world,	and	yet	I	knew	anybody	running	a	business	as	large	as	his	had	plenty	to	worry	about.			Charlie	ran	into	the	hall,
but	no	one	was	out	there.			“So	you’re	not	in	my	head	anymore,	you’re	on	the	phone	now?”	For	being	my	next	Immortal	guide,	I	wasn’t	sure	I	liked	this	new	route	of	communication.	“You	should	write	a	book	about	growing	up	in	the	Depression,”	I	told	her.	These	days,	if	I	tried	to	toss	Jared	into	the	air,	I’d	need	back	surgery.	Ten	minutes	later—it	felt
more	like	ten	years	to	me—the	door	of	the	deputy	editor’s	office	opened	and	the	voice	of	Don	Basilio	thundered	right	across	the	department.			“Mommy?	Shesuddenly	didn’t	feel	lovely	anymore.			When	my	phone	vibrated,	I	snapped	it	open.	”	The	angel	shrugged.	The	shooter	would	be	left	to	hang.	Jerome	Carter,	the	defendant,	middle	aged	and
balding,	was	seated	absorbed	in	a	discussion	with	his	lawyer.	It	had	been	easy	to	fall	into	a	casual	conversation—particularly	since	Rose	did	most	of	the	talking—over	a	plate	of	spaghetti	or	a	cup	of	cappuccino.			Seven	days	ago	he	and	Ky	had	hopped	a	plane	and	flew	to	Seattle.	It	was	fast	approaching	much	like	the	yellow—soon	to	be	red—light	ahead
of	him,	yet	he	was	helpless	to	stop	it.	Inside	the	door	the	place	looked	more	or	less	the	same	as	it	always	had.	In	one	day	he	had	rented	all	of	Sunset	Towers	to	the	people	whose	names	were	already	printed	on	the	mailboxes	in	an	alcove	off	the	lobby:			Who	were	these	people,	these	specially	selected	tenants?	“Everything	I’ve	read	in	the	last	two
months	has	been	shit.”			Her	agent,	a	round,	soft-looking	woman	with	a	will	of	iron,	shrugged	and	sipped	her	afternoon	cocktail.			They	were	here.	It	seems	as	though	I	belonged	tosomebody	now,	and	it’s	a	very	comfortable	sensation.			“Nothing	like	the	real	thing,	though.			Fool	fool	fool.	I	was	ready	to	eviscerate	Holly.	I	say	quietly,	“Like	I	said	ma’am,
there’s	nothing	I	can	do.			My	phone	starts	to	vibrate,	dancing	across	my	nightstand	wildly.	“She	did	very	well	in	Right	of	Way.”			“That’s	because	she	was	playing	herself,	an	empty-headed	slut.	The	small	hand	of	a	clock	taps	me	at	one	and	two,	three	and	four,	whispering	hello,	get	up,	stand	up,	it’s	time	to			wake	up			wake	up			“Wake	up,”	he	whispers.
”			“I	paid	a	visit	to	your	house,	but	you’d	skulked	off	into	hiding	with	your	tail	between	your	legs	and	taken	your	family	with	you,”	the	angel	said	in	a	low	voice	resonating	with	something	Hank	couldn’t	quite	interpret.	Catherine	felt	her	heart	leap	into	her	throat.			It’s	just	a	word,	stupid	and	simple.	I	folded	my	hands	and	when	I	looked	down,	I	even
fiddled	my	thumbs.	“I’d	better	go	make	sure	she	doesn’t	feed	Daisy	our	dinner.”			“Mr.	Sawyer?”	Ana	said	as	he	turned	away.			I	look	at	the	time	on	the	register.			“I’m	a	little	of	each.”	I	wince	because	I	know	it	sounds	like	bullshit.			I	say	in	a	firm	voice,	“I	am	the	owner.	3.	The	disease	afflicting	you	has	a	name,	and	that	is	Grand	Guignol:	it	does	to
drama	what	syphilis	does	to	your	privates.			Who	are	you?	I	pull	my	legs	the	rest	of	the	way	inside,	and	his	hand	comes	with	me.			Ana	stood	where	she	was	for	another	moment.	’			‘You’ll	be	fine,’	I	say	in	a	low	voice.	A	twenty-foot-high	pole	was	topped	with	an	inflated	dragon	bladder.			“Do	you	want	me	to	wait	for	you?”	Owen	asked	as	Shade	opened
the	door.	His	ex-wife	hadn’t	actually	invited	him	to	the	party.	When	are	you	going	to	mature	and	stop	munching	the	forbidden	fruit	once	and	for	all?”			I	would	nod,	full	of	contrition,	but	secretly	I	caressed	those	forbidden	words	Grand	Guignol,	and	I	told	myself	that	every	cause,	however	frivolous,	needed	a	champion	to	defend	its	honor.	He	crossed
the	road,	strolling	through	the	early-morning	silence.			ALSO	BY	CARLOS	RUIZ	ZAFÓN			The	Shadow	of	the	Wind			For	MariCarmen			“a	nation	of	two”			1			A	writer	never	forgets	the	first	time	he	accepted	a	few	coins	or	a	word	of	praise	in	exchange	for	a	story.	Well,	just	her	family.	Perhaps,	after	all,	the	risk	was	slight.	“Oh,	I	rather	doubt	that.			He
wanted	to	see	them.			Heat	spreads	under	my	skin,	and	the	flames	lick	me	all	over.			Well,	they	caught	me,	but	not	before	I’d	got	out	of	the	crowds	and	released	the	Snidget.	“I’ll	even	help	you	find	a	job,	and	if	the	baby	is	proven	to	be	mine,	I’ll	take	full	responsibility,	but	don’t	tell	anyone	the	truth	about	why	I’m	helping	you.”			“People	make	mistakes,
Owen.	Besides,we	hadour	Avelyn	longer	than	Ihad	hoped.	It’s	not	my	intention	to	upset	you,”	he	murmured.	He’d	tried	not	to	cheat	and	had	been	successful	for	over	a	year,	but	she’d	become	bitter	about	his	career	and	he’d	lost	interest	in	his	own	wife.	It’s	to	be	expected	that	the	average	age	of	the	new	Infinite	Jest	reader	would	be	about	twenty-five.
Leggy,	brown-haired,	dark-eyed	and	beautiful?	(“Him	or	me,”	Rachel	said.	Release	these	people	at	once!”			“Charles?”	Catherine	squinted	against	the	torchlight	blurring	the	man’s	face,	but	it	was	most	certainly	Charles.	First	his	parents,	now….			These	days,	hospitals	were	trying	to	look	less	clinical	with	art	on	the	walls,	bright	colors,	comfy	couches,
restaurants,	and	hotel	suites.	Who	knows	when	the	Mogadorians	might	appear.			But	he	couldn’t	let	go	of	her.	Better	than	most	nights	when	she	would	have	to	kick	either	Liam	or	Dan	to	get	them	to	stop.	His	distinctive	masculine	scent	was	becoming	familiar,	which	was	both	comforting	and	a	major	turn	on.	“Okay,	but	after	work	we’re	going	to	the
store	before	I	leave	and	getting	you	some	protection.			Cash’s	luminous,	coffee-colored	eyes	stared	back	at	her.			“That’s	one	ugly-ass	lamp.”	He	laughs	and	shakes	his	head.	Shade	wasn’t	even	sure	what	she’d	like.			“You	look	a	little	worse	for	wear	…	Patch,	is	it?”	Hank	said,	stopping	a	few	feet	away.	Heat	and	agony	leaked	from	his	pores.	“I	told	you	it
was	trash,	Eve,	but	you	wanted	to	read	it.”			“You	said	trash.”	Eve	took	a	cigarette	from	a	Lalique	dish	and	dug	into	the	pockets	of	her	slacks	for	a	book	of	matches.	We’ll	have	to	see	about	that.	Taking	a	piece	of	paper	from	the	woman’s	desk,	he	carefully	wrote	down	the	address	and	stuck	it	in	his	knapsack;	it	was	around	a	hundred	miles	to	the	east,	in
the	foothills	of	the	Sierra	Madre.			“Buying	what,	sir?”			“You	answered	the	phones	after	we’d	already	closed.	The	money	will	be	sent	to	you	by	thegentleman’s	private	secretary	once	a	month,	and	in	return,	you	willwrite	a	letter	of	acknowledgment	once	a	month.	Ben	smiled	There	was	no	way	he	would	experience	this	panoply	and	not	remember	the
anniversary.	Especially	not	visitors	of	the	female	kind.	And	you	don’t	have	to	try	out	new	toys.	But	Mel	preferred	to	run	alone.	I	take	my	foot	and	press	it	against	his	shoulder,	pushing	him	from	the	center	of	the	doorway.	I	step	into	the	elevator	and	turn	around	to	face	the	open	doors,	admiring	the	extravagance	of	the	lobby.	No	one	was	ready	to	utter	a
word.	But	I	did	it.	Army,	Navy,	Air	Force,	Marines,	the	military	had	gotten	wh	atever	it	wanted.			I	start	speaking	cheerfully	before	I	see	who	comes	through	the	door,	“Good	Morn…Oh,	it’s	just	you!	How’s	it	going?”			I	see	my	not	so	cheerful	worker	girl	Mimi	walk	through	the	studio	and	straight	to	the	staff	room	without	so	much	as	a	nod.
Suggestions?”			“Eighteen	sixteen?”	he	asks.	Although	that	moment	had	changed	my	life,	the	real	reason	was	because	I	hated	talking	on	the	phone.	The	humiliation	was	almost	too	much	to	bear.	Considered	by	many	Scottish	wizards	to	be	the	supreme	test	of	manliness	and	courage,	Creaothceann	enjoyed	considerable	popularity	in	the	Middle	Ages,
despite	the	huge	number	of	fatalities	that	resulted	from	it.	This	left	us,	only	six	hours	before	deadline,	with	no	other	substitute	for	the	story	than	a	full-page	advertisement	for	whalebone	corsets	that	guaranteed	perfect	hips	and	full	immunity	from	the	e	ffects	of	buttery	by-products.	She	stood	in	a	patch	of	sunlight,	the	cigarette	jutting	from	her	fingers
like	a	weapon.	Eliot,	and	Gertrude	Stein.	Dawg	and	Natches	were	supposed	to	be	here	soon.	“Sure.	And	we’re	drawn	to	the	ten	thousand	paintings	of	folk	artist	Howard	Finster.	Army	lawyers	don’t	travel	in	pairs	and	breathe	through	their	mouths.	Shefelt	frumpy	and	fat.			1	On	the	afternoon	of	October	12,	1990.	You	better	calm	down	before	you	see
her.			I	spot	Mom	sitting	with	Carter’s	dad,	a	former	NFL	player.	“Are	you	one	of	the	jurors?	It	must’ve	been	him.	I’ll	give	you	a	list	of	my	requirements.”	She	rose	then	to	press	a	kiss	to	Paul’s	cheek.			The	need	to	protect	rode	Liam	hard	as	he	gripped	her	shoulders.	”			“That’s	even	worse.			It	didn’t	matter	he	was	thirteen	years	her	senior.	They	think
he	was	leaning	over	the	ledge	to	get	a	shot	of	the	skyline,	and	he	slipped.”			I	look	over	the	ledge,	wondering	how	someone	could	possibly	put	themselves	in	a	situation	where	they	could	fall	by	accident.			That	chair	must	be	made	from	marine-grade	polymer.			Ben	stared	at	Beatriz	across	the	lobby.	she	would	have	thought	they’d	stopped	making	men
like	this,	too.	His	long	dark	hair	was	caught	ina	pony-tail	low	at	the	back	of	his	neck,	his	face	was	cleanshaven,	and	he	was	wearing	the	new	forest-green	tunic	she’d	madeforthisauspicious	occasion.	As	the	only	grandchild	on	both	sides,	Jessie	had	been	the	center	of	attention,	and	the	object	of	subtle	competition.	Idly,	she	spun	a	silver	star	and	sent	it
twirling	on	its	bough	of	the	blue	spruce.			And	so,	at	the	tender	age	of	ten,	I	learned	of	the	rich	rewards	that	can	be	yours	if	you	take	the	truth	and	lie	like	hell	about	it.	He	was	rolling	thunder	and	a	sweet	summer	breeze.	A	big	leather	ball	landed	in	my	cabbages.	Who	will	you	be?	If	he	could	only	reach	the	panic	button	…			Swear	an	oath	to	release	her
now,	and	I’ll	let	you	talk.	“Liam…something’s	out	there.”			He	grumbled	but	sat	up	listening.	His	voice	is	nice.	I	promise	you	won’t	regret	it.”			“Don’t	get	too	carried	away,	boy.	”Would	you	do	the	book	for	me?”	I	asked.			It	faded,	and,	both	relieved	and	disappointed,	she	dropped	deeper	into	a	dreamless	sleep.	Lust,	pure,	white-hot	lust,	flutters	through
my	nerve	endings.	It’s	work-related.”			Claudia	nodded.	The	Medici	regime	collapsed	and	very	soon	the	preacher	who	had	been	prophesying	this	disaster	was	made	gonfaloniere,	first	minister,	this	time	on	a	yearly,	rather	than	a	two-monthly,	basis.			What	to	take,	what	to	leave	behind.	However,	if	the	situation	was	rarely	static,	it	is	also	true	that	there
were	few	major	changes.	He	had	to	get	a	hold	of	himself.			He	lifted	his	finger	from	her	lips	as	he	lowered	his	head.	If	you	like,	I’ll	check	that	one	out.”			He	hesitated,	eyeing	Christine’s	slight,	trim	figure.	You	should	just	be	able	to	make	out	the	end	of	my	rifle	muzzle	on	a	zoom-in.”			Jacobs	leaned	forward	and	moved	his	mouse,	zooming	in	on	the	real-
time	satellite	feed	from	this	distant	city	that	was	home	to	many	enemies	of	the	United	States.	What	is	your	objective	in	being	here?”	gasped	Ms.	Fielding.	She	felt	her	entire	body	shivering	as	they	were	dragged	away	from	her	village	with	so	many	others.			Hammer	sighed.	Classes	don’tbegin	until	Monday	morning,	and	this	is	Saturday	night.	For	the
first	time	in	her	life,	Izzy	verged	on	true	desperation.	They	looked	lost.			I	want	to	walk	up	to	him	and	hold	his	face	in	my	hands	just	so	I	can	get	a	good	look	at	him,	but	that	would	be	rude.			The	band	struck	up	a	cover	of	George	Strait’s	“All	My	Exes	Live	In	Texas”	and	boots	thumped	as	dancers	crowded	the	tiny	wooden	dance	floor.	It	hurts	like	hell,
but	I	still	listen	and	remember	the	taste	of	you	on	my	tongue.	”	He	put	his	ear	to	her	heart	and	heard	nothing.	Like	really	looks	at	me.	’			Sitting	there	on	the	plane,	my	thoughts	turn	in	the	direction	of	my	own	Cêpan,	Katarina.	Stan	Reacher,	born	in	Laconia,	New	Hampshire,	a	Marine	captain	serving	in	Japan,	with	a	wife	and	two	teenage	sons.	She
pushed	out	of	her	chair	and	whirled	for	the	door,	leaving	her	pad	and	pen	behind.			Yours,			Frederick	Trent,	Lord	Archer			A	bequest.	Microphones	stabbed	at	her	face	like	deadly	little	darts	as	the	news	crews	busily	tapped	the	finale	of	the	arraignment	for	murder	of	Julia	Summers.	Our	accessories	are	our	main	seller.			“You’re	a	fortune	teller	witch.
In	the	final	portion	of	the	tapestry	we	see	the	wizard	who	caught	the	Snidget	being	presented	with	a	bag	of	gold.	”			Henry	laughs.	He	touched	the	cover	of	a	thick	historical	novel.	I	couldn’t	do	it;	it	was	just	too	hard.	It	was	likely	to	remain	for	ever	on	the	debit	side	of	the	ledger.	“That’s	a	really	great	name.”			“Why	do	you	sound	sad	about	it?”		
“Because,	I’d	give	anything	for	a	great	name.”			“You	don’t	like	the	name	Lily?”			I	tilt	my	head	and	cock	an	eyebrow.	Virginia,	her	sister,	Vanessa	(1879–1961),	and	brothers,	Thoby	(1880–1906)	and	Adrian	(1883–1948),	all	were	born	in	the	tall	house	at	22	Hyde	Park	Gate	in	London	where	the	eight	children	lived	with	numerous	servants,	their	eminent
and	irascible	father,	and	their	beautiful	mother,	who,	in	Woolf’s	words,	was	“in	the	very	centre	of	that	great	Cathedral	space	that	was	childhood.”			Woolf’s	parents	knew	many	of	the	intellectual	luminaries	of	the	late	Victorian	era	well,	counting	among	their	close	friends	novelists	such	as	George	Meredith,	Thomas	Hardy,	and	Henry	James.	He	was
sure	this	was	the	right	place.			His	eyes	meet	my	knees,	and	his	eyebrows	furrow	as	he	slowly	leans	forward	with	a	deep	scowl	on	his	face.	Best	to	simply	relax	and	take	it.	Big	muscles	were	of	no	help	whatsoever.	Otherwise,	I’m	a	rock.	The	Princess	became	his	consort,	not	his	mate.			There	was	thousands	of	miles	away,	but	one	couldn’t	tell	that	by
looking	at	the	screen.			The	Mogadorians	will	pay	for	what	they’ve	done.	When	will	you	be	here?”	she	asks	again	because	it’s	the	only	thing	she	cares	about.	Corbin	is	twenty-five,	and	I’m	twenty-three,	so	if	we	can’t	get	along	better	than	we	did	as	kids,	we’ve	got	a	lot	of	growing	up	left	to	do.	His	antics	get	us	penalties.			One:	The	word	“negro,”
considered	offensive	nowadays,	is	left	unchanged	because	of	its	wide	usage	in	the	1960s	when	this	story	is	set.			I	come	to	a	stop	at	1814,	because	there’s	a	guy	passed	out	on	the	floor	of	the	hallway,	leaning	against	the	door	to	1816.	The	picture	was	now	crystal	clear,	almost	as	if	he	were	there.	Slim	and	sleek	was	more	efficient.			There’d	been
nothing.	These	complications	could	have	been	prevented	had	the	THIRDS	been	forthcoming.”			“Is	it	possible	they	didn’t	know?”	Dex	asked,	hoping	their	organization	hadn’t	purposefully	withheld	su	ch	important	information.	It	takes	everything	I’ve	got	not	to	burst	out	laughing	when	I	see	Samantha	and	Lacey	patting	their	hair	too.	Mel’s	mind	was	as
regulated	as	her	body.	Number	one—you’ve	been	here	two	minutes	and	the	bartender	is	already	flirting	with	you.”			“I	can’t	help	that	I’m	prettier	than	you.”			“Number	two.”	Henry	held	up	two	fingers	and	feigned	shoving	them	in	Ben’s	eyes.	I’m	sorry,	Veronica,	but	it’s	not	worth	it.			We	find	no	further	mention	of	the	sport	played	on	Queerditch	Marsh
until	a	century	later,	when	the	wizard	Goodwin	Kneen	took	up	his	quill	to	write	to	his	Norwegian	cousin	Olaf.			‘Yes,’	I	say.	Besides,	many	people	were	far	better	suited	for	that	job.	”	He	reluctantly	released	her.			“The	Mark	on	the	Wall”	was	one	of	a	number	of	what	Woolf	called	“sketches”	that	she	began	to	write	around	the	time	she	and	Leonard
bought	their	printing	press.			“Yeah.			“Enough!”	Ash	snapped	at	him.	The	whole	team	was	dragged	into	it,	most	of	the	footage	from	before	Dex	had	been	recruited.	His	skin!			“Call	your	men,”	the	angel	ordered,	sounding	infinitely	less	patient.			Once	he	had	lowered	me	back	onto	his	soft	sheets,	he	began	to	move	in	and	out	quickly,	building	an	even
rhythm.			Something	warm	wraps	around	my	ankle.	“Engaged	looks	good	on	you.	”			He	concluded	this	bit	of	encouragement	by	givinghis	sonwhat	heconsideredto	bea	gentle	supportivenudge.			The	car	stopped	parallel	with	the	building,	as	far	in	front	of	Reacher	as	his	room	was	behind	him,	leaving	him	alone	in	the	centre	of	a	space	the	size	of	a
boxing	ring.	These	readers	might	actually	read	both	kinds	of	fiction	themselves,	sometimes	in	the	same	week.			A	nod.	“Letusto	our	room	so	we	might	discuss	these	ideas.	A	German	illuminated	manuscript	of	this	period	shows	three	warlocks	dismounting	from	their	brooms	with	looks	of	exquisite	discomfort	on	their	faces.			“Nay?”	A	naughty	look
crossed	Willham	Straughton’s	face,	and	Avelyn	was	amused	to	see	his	hand	drop	fromhermother’s	waist	to	cupher	bottom	throughher	skirts.	But	he	had	not	had	his	way	and	now,	once	more,	the	obese	ex-policeman	was	missing	when	he	was	needed	most.	He	knew	how	to	keep	it	in	his	pants;	he’d	just	rather	let	it	out	to	play.			He	wasn’t	an	unselfish
man,	and	he	never	claimed	he	was.	He’d	taken	the	phone	call	from	the	shaky-voiced,	pleading	woman	himself.	She	hadn’t	been	called	that	in	a	coon’s	age.			To	his	relief,	the	nurse	had	stepped	away	from	the	desk	so	he	didn’t	have	to	endure	her	frosty	stare	of	accusation,	or	what	he	guessed	would	be	her	frosty	stare	of	accusation.	“Hey,”	I	say	after
hitting	answer.	“Local	time	there	seventeen	hundred?”			“On	the	dot.	He	doesn’t	answer	my	question,	but	my	curiosity	isn’t	easily	put	to	rest.	A	squared	jaw,	dark	with	whiskers.	The	self-portrait	shows	a	well-functioning	finished	product,	no	longer	porous	but	lacquered,	immune	to	the	trafficking	between	world	and	self,	the	reshaping	and
recombinations	that	make	the	succulent	heart	of	adult	life.			He	rests	his	back	against	the	ledge	and	folds	his	arms	over	his	chest.			I	guess	that	mostly	depends	on	Corbin	and	whether	he’s	changed	since	we	last	lived	together.			“You’re	so	snug,”	he	said,	pumping.	I’ve	never	condoned	violence.			Jacobs	saw	nothing	except	the	screen.			So	fine	he	should
be	on	a	billboard	or	a	book	cover	somewhere.	There	was	only	one	way	to	review	a	sex	position	manual	and	that	was	by	having	sex	with	someone.			He	wasn’t	sure	if	he	was	capable	of	calming	Julie	at	this	point,	but	he	couldn’t	stand	to	see	her	so	distraught.			“You’re	right.			‘Of	course	the	usual	disposition	of	one	in	your	place	would	be	to	putyou	in	a
position	where	you	could	begin	to	work,	but	you	have	done	wellin	school	in	certain	branches;	it	seems	that	your	work	in	English	haseven	been	brilliant.	I’m	so	worked	up	that	I	can	barely	talk	right	or	even	make	my	legs	move	as	I	turn	to	tell	Mel	I’m	going	to	the	restroom.	Reacher	and	his	brother	had	called	him	the	old	man,	and	he	had	seemed	old,
even	though	at	that	point	he	must	have	been	ten	years	younger	than	Reacher	was	that	night.	He	had	an	important	question	to	ask.	The	fighters	tonight	apparently	don’t	wear	boxing	gloves,	and	I	see	his	fingers	flex	and	fist	at	his	sides,	his	hands	enormous	and	tanned,	his	fingers	long.	So	what	the	hel	is	Dad’s	problem	with	my	playing	bal	?	They	room
together	andthe	Senior	and	I	have	singles.			“I	swear	if	I	miss	Julie’s	birthday,	you’re	going	to	need	a	very	good	dentist,”	Shade	said	to	Adam.	His	eyes	meet	mine	and	he	just	stares,	hard,	like	all	my	secrets	are	right	there	on	my	face.	”			“We	have	Nora.	Where	are	you	taking	her?”			“That	is	none	of	your	concern.	The	woman	was	black,	and	didn’t	look
happy	to	see	him.	He	had	been	to	New	York	many	times.			“Leave	Caitlyn	out	of	this,”	Owen	said,	his	stomach	sinking	even	further.			“Then	you’ll	recall	the	final	time	we	were	together	that	night.			Earlier,	when	he’d	slipped	on	a	Matchbox	car	and	nearly	fell	on	his	ass,	he’d	automatically	yelled,	“Ky,	come	down	here	right	now	and	pick	this	up…”	The
silence	hit	him	like	a	load	of	hay	bales.			The	old	school	clock	on	the	wall	in	Sister’s	room	was	the	type	that	measured	time	both	visually	and	audibly.	She	shouldered	her	bag,	grabbed	her	suitcase	and	raced	past	the	desk	in	her	tiny	home	office.	Years	after	the	publication	of	Dune,	Richard	M.			Holly’s	mouth	fell	open.	Series.	Baby	Sophie	seemed
fascinated	by	the	tall	black	man.	He	was	playing	big	spoon	to	my	little,	and	as	I	lay	there	reminiscing,	the	previous	twelve	hours	played	through	my	memory	in	a	pleasant	haze.			Copyright	©	1996	by	David	Foster	Wallace			All	rights	reserved.			“Daughter?”	Gemma	repeated.	If	the	son	was	to	rise	in	the	world,	and	he	was	determined	to	do	so,	he	would
have	to	count	on	his	own	wits	and	charm.			But	he’d	been	so	tired,	so	used	up,	that	he	hadn’t	gathered	up	the	force	to	focus	his	concentration.	Hence,	although	the	Florentines	still	liked	to	boast	that	they	were	free	citizens	who	bowed	the	knee	to	no	man,	by	the	mid-fifteenth	century	they	were	in	fact	living	in	something	very	close	to	a	dictatorship.
They	were	heavy	steel	items	with	steel	wheels	which	ran	in	radiused	tracks	butchered	into	the	old	blacktop.	”	He	smiled	wryly.			“Why	would	I	do	something	that	stupid?”	he	said,	a	heavy	weight	pressing	down	on	him.			The	ground	is	hard.	He	didn’t	want	visitors.	I	watched	his	face,	fascinated,	hardly	believing	I	could	make	him	feel	such	a	strong
sensation.	“Why	do	you	always	have	to	be	such	a	b—?”	He	caught	himself	just	in	time.	First	to	reach	fifty	points	was	the	winner.			‘I	trust	that	you	are	properly	grateful	for	this	very	rare	good	fortunethat	has	befallen	you?	Keaton,	his	nametag	indicated.	Arriving	in	the	late	afternoon,	Sydelle	Pulaski	looked	up	and	saw	only	the	dim,	warped	reflections	of
treetops	and	drifting	clouds	in	the	glass	face	of	Sunset	Towers.	”			“I	wouldn’t	do	anything	for	that	man,”	I	instantly	repeat,	just	to	win.			“Mom,	give	me	a	bit.			As	for	Mel,	she	was	sticking.	I’m	quite	comfortable	where	I	am.”			He	turns	a	little,	like	he	can’t	look	straight	at	me.	Henry	looks	like	a	freaking	bal	erina.	Or	the	work	of	Sufjan	Stevens,	who	is
on	a	mission	to	create	an	album	about	each	state	in	the	union.	No.	Would	I	object	if	you	were	to	come	inside	and	remove	every	stitch	of	your	damp	clothing?”	His	voice	did	the	impossible.	I	have	a	huge	target	on	my	back.	“It’s	always	been	that	way.	Come	in!	Come	in!			—TRANSLATION	OF	A	SIGN	AT	THE			DOORWAY	OF	AN	INN,	TAKAMATSU,		
JAPAN			MONDAY	EVENING			1			If	he	had	had	his	way,	Peter	McDermott	thought,	he	would	have	fired	the	chief	house	detective	long	ago.			“What	the	hel	,	Higgins?”	I	mutter	to	myself.	A	healthy	reaction	to	a	beautiful	woman	was	easily	justified	and	explained.	”			“I	need	insurance	you’ll	cooperate	long-term.	Page	1			1.	In	Dune,	when	Liet-Kynes	lay
dying	in	the	desert,	he	remembered	these	words	of	his	father,	Pardot,	spoken	years	before	and	relegated	to	the	back	reaches	of	memory:	“No	more	terrible	disaster	could	befall	your	people	than	for	them	to	fall	into	the	hands	of	a	Hero.”	Near	the	end	of	the	novel,	in	a	foreshadowing	epigraph,	Princess	Irulan	described	the	victorious	Muad’Dib	in
multifaceted	and	sometimes	conflicting	terms	as	“warrior	and	mystic,	ogre	and	saint,	the	fox	and	the	innocent,	chivalrous,	ruthless,	less	than	a	god,	more	than	a	man.”	And	in	an	appendix	to	Dune,	Frank	Herbert	wrote	that	the	desert	planet	“was	afflicted	by	a	Hero.”			These	sprinklings	in	Dune	were	markers	pointing	in	the	direction	Frank	Herbert
had	in	mind,	transforming	a	utopian	civilization	into	a	violent	dystopia.			And	in	a	hotel	room	in	Dayton,	Ohio,	I	had	the	most	surreal	experience	of	all:	in	the	act	of	channel	surfing,	I	came	upon	the	quiz	show	Jeopardy	at	the	exact	moment	my	name	surfaced:	“He	wrote	the	novel	She’s	Come	Undone,”	Alex	Trebeck	stated.	Lippett	in	the	office,	And	I
think	she’s	mad.	”	I	smile	and	look	over	to	greet	my	first	customers	of	the	day.			Angels	must	have	broken	out	in	song	when	this	man	was	born.	Perfect.	Sloane	hated	hospitals	as	it	was.	”	He	gifted	her	with	another	inspection	from	beneath	the	brim	of	his	Stetson.	Christ,	he	needed	to	dial	back	on	the	confrontation,	figure	out	how	to	drag	information
from	her	without	distressing	her	even	more.	”	I	jerk	my	head	at	the	group	of	cheerleaders	hovering	ten	yards	away	near	a	goal	post,	making	googly	eyes	at	the	guys.			Ashley	laughed	at	me.	He	knew	his	fatherwas	right	and	thathe	was	unusually	nervous,	butPaen	had	noideawhy.	Friday	morning.			I	suck	in	a	startled	breath.	Ohio	was	four	days	in	a
small	town,	and	then	a	red	crew-cab	Silverado,	with	a	young	married	couple	and	their	dog,	driving	all	day	in	search	of	work.			A	Meal	To	End	All	Meals			“Service	please.”	The	voice	was	deep,	sensual,	beautifully	modulated.			Library	of	Congress	Cataloging-in-Publication	Data			Herbert,	Frank.	She’ll	want	it	when	she	gets	older.	I	slide	my	thumb	across
the	screen	and	answer	it.	His	smile	a	little	bigger.	His	crosshairs	were	suspended	over	one	particular	spot	in	the	park.			Can’t.	The	uneasiness	hadcomeupon	him	suddenly.			The	one	named	Dixon	said,	“Let’s	quit	horsing	around.			Four	customers	are	waiting	on	me.	If	you	need	any	help	with	anything,	just	holler.	With	Alice	it	had	been	a	quiet	kind	of
rightness,	a	sweet	and	inevitable	coming	together	that	he	would	always	treasure.			But	she’d	never	been	hopeless.	They	began	dating,	and	as	they	did	so,	he	discovered	that	she	was	a	no-nonsense	observer	of	holidays	just	as	he	was.	Were	itnot	for	Richard	andhis	Crusades,we	most	like	would	have	lost	our	girlat	fourteenor	shortly	thereafter.			She
certainly	couldn’t	remember	the	last	time	her	palms	had	gone	damp	just	because	a	man	had	looked	at	her.			Your	cousin,			Goodwin			Here	we	see	how	far	the	game	has	progressed	in	a	century.	Had	you	notmanaged	to	be	funny	I	doubt	if	you	would	have	been	forgiven.	She	gets	me.	Brandon	had	known	where	he’d	wanted	every	ornament.			“You	want
more	Remy?”	the	man	with	the	microphone	asks	the	crowd,	and	the	noise	builds	around	us.			But	he’d	just	distract	me—and	I	need	to	concentrate	on	performing	wel	for	Alabama.	The	angel’s	arms	flashed	out,	and	all	air	escaped	Hank	in	a	rush.	There	is	also	a	very	quiet	but	very	sturdy	and	constant	tragic	undercurrent	that	concerns	a	people	who	are
completely	lost,	who	are	lost	within	their	families	and	lost	within	their	nation,	and	lost	within	their	time,	and	who	only	want	some	sort	of	direction	or	purpose	or	sense	of	community	or	love.	And	let’s	see	if	we	can	have	a	lower	body	count	this	time—today’s	readers	like	a	slushy	ending	in	which	the	greatness	of	the	human	spirit	triumphs	over	adversity,
that	sort	of	rubbish.”			“Yes,	Don	Basilio.”			The	deputy	editor	nodded	and	held	out	his	hand	to	me.	My	heart	is	racing	and	I’m	inching	away	from	him,	hitting	my	back	against	the	headboard,	clutching	at	these	sheets,	trying	not	to	stare	at	the	chandelier	I	remember	all	too	well—			“It’s	okay—”	Warner	is	saying.	”			Another	round	of	male	laugher.	On
more	than	one	occasion	I’ve	had	to	use	my	Legacies	to	help	a	pilot	out	of	a	jam.			On	the	bright	side,shesupposedshe’d	nolonger	need	fear	lookinglikeagiant	blueberry	on	this,	her	wedding	day.			That	would	be	me.	It	had	to	be	some	sort	of	dog.	In	these	early	years	of	independence,	her	social	circle	widened.	”	He	spun	her	around	and	delved	into	her
blue	eyes.	His	gaze	is	narrow	and	his	mouth	is	drawn	tight,	like	a	male	version	of	the	Mona	Lisa.	That’s	a	very	accurate	description.”			“I’ve	been	here	two	months.	And,	even	though	I’ve	never	met	a	witch,	I	was	pretty	sure	I	didn’t	like	them	either.	Ahhh,	I	know	you	Fremen.			“Vidal	is	a	sentimentalist	who	still	believes	in	those	profoundly	un-Spanish
myths	such	as	meritocracy	or	giving	opportunities	to	those	who	deserve	them	rather	than	to	the	current	favorite.	“Says	they’re	nothing	more	than	peasant	waste	needing	to	be	relocated	for	better	use.”			Charles	glared	at	the	man	then	thrust	his	torch	in	the	soldier’s	face,	so	close	the	man	jumped	back	with	a	shriek,	fire	narrowly	missing	his	face.
Would	you	care	to	read	it	for	yourself?”			That	wide	mouth	quirked	at	one	corner.	But	there	had	been	a	woman	on	the	other	side	of	the	glass—a	woman	he	wanted	very	badly.	That	was	what	she	thought	as	she	stepped	out	of	the	car	and	was	assaulted	by	the	scents	of	flowers,	horses,	and	the	trailing	wind	from	the	sea.	Lifting	your	leg	like	a	dog	at	a
hydrant	was	just	begging	to	get	beat.	It	might	mean	working	nights,	weekends,	or	both,	but	I’ll	take	what	I	can	get	if	it	prevents	me	from	having	to	dip	into	savings	while	I’m	back	in	school.	”			Remington	flexes	his	arms	at	his	sides,	stretches	his	fingers	out	and	forms	fists,	then	bounces	on	his	calves.	She	had	been	a	neonatal	nurse	for	twenty	years
and	had	never	so	much	as	raised	her	voice	to	a	new	father.	Even	the	moon,	a	slender	waxing	crescent,	resembled	a	drooping	eyelid.			I’m	intrigued.	Not	hardly.	Dennis	held	a	memorial	service	in	the	studio	under	the	skylight.	I	hope	you	won’t	mind.	I	can’t	wait	to	marry	her.	I’m	sorry	for	that,	too.	Since	never.	Numbly	she	smoothed	his	hair	back	over
and	over,	feeling	the	drying	blood	that	covered	his	head.			Holly	stopped	me.	“Okay.	“You	look	beautiful,	child.	I	always	wanted	to	be	her	hero.			The	moment	the	woman’s	car	disappeared	around	the	corner,	Seb	grabbed	a	battered	knapsack	that	sat	at	his	feet	and	slung	it	over	his	shoulder.			I	waited	until	he	rounded	his	desk	and	sat.	She	would	have
one,	wouldn’t	she?	“If	there	were	even	the	slightest	chance	I	could	spare	you	this	pain,”	he	finally	says,	“I	would’ve	taken	it.			“Davy.”			I	glanced	over	and	saw	Holly	Brightner	waving.	There	would	be	relief	in	the	hotel	too.	My	posture	is	consciously	congruent	to	the	shape	of	my	hard	chair.	“I	don’t	think	you	want	them	to	listen	in	on	this	conversation.”
		He	shrugged.	Please,	god,	I	did	not	just	think	that;	Melanie	would.	“Why	did	you	have	to	scream	like	that?	Maybe	it	was	something	you	had	to	put	up	with	when	you	got	involved	with	a	man	who	ran	a	global	empire,	but	it	still	bugged	me.			There	was	an	element	of	bluff	and	brinkmanship	in	these	threats,	but	in	1494	when	King	Charles	VIII	of	France
accepted	Milan’s	invitation	to	make	good	his	claim	to	the	crown	of	Naples,	the	bluff	was	called.	“It’s	all	right—”			“What	am	I	doing	here?”	Panic,	panic;	terror	clouds	my	consciousness.	Lawrence’s	1920	novel	Women	in	Love).	I’m	keeping	her	until	you	make	good	on	your	side	of	the	deal.			Still,	it	made	Gemma	feel…old.	In	Indiana	you	only	see	them	in
the	zoo.	It	was	dark	and	patterned	and	ideal	for	concealing	stains.	He	is	from	the	Midwest	—	east-central	Illinois,	to	be	specific,	which	is	an	intensely	normal	part	of	the	country	(not	far,	in	fact,	from	a	city,	no	joke,	named	Normal).	I’ll	be	in	touch.	If	they	didn’t	find	her	baby,	and	find	him	soon,	it	would	be	all	too	easy	just	to	step	out	over	one	of	those
cliffs	and	let	go	of	the	world.	“But	you	can	call	me	Jessie.”			“I’m	Anastasia.”	Because	it	was	too	much	to	resist,	Ana	bent	down	and	kissed	the	pert	nose.	“But	what’s	that	matter?”			“It	doesn’t,	I	suppose.”	I	catch	myself	whispering,	“Lily	Bloom’s”	quietly.			It	loomed.	When	she	had	taken	the	first	sip,	he	spoke	calmly,	almost	casually,	in	the	voice	she
had	come	to	love.	As	it	fluttered	off,	she	heard	the	rustling.	They	had	chosen	the	six-foot	spruce	together,	had	hauled	it,	puffing	and	blowing,	into	the	living	room,	then	had	spent	an	entire	evening	decorating.	Or	that	patient.			Kates	was	silent	for	a	couple	beats.			Doom	and	gloom	settled	on	my	chest.	She	ought	to	have	guessed	it	earlier.	He	did	this
one	more	time	and	the	two	holes	were	now	revealed.	But	there	was	nothing	on	the	outside	to	clue	anyone	in	to	what	was	happening	on	the	inside.	The	Wizards’	Council	of	the	time,	however,	was	unable	to	curb	the	sport’s	popularity	—	indeed,	it	appears	that	the	Council	itself	saw	little	wrong	with	it,	as	we	shall	see.	Hell,	she	was	old	enough	to	be	any
one	of	these	guys’	mommas.			34	Dr.	Patel	said	it	was	lovely	to	see	me	again.			Mel	remembered	admiring	the	way	Rose	hustled	trays,	even	though	her	pregnant	belly	strained	against	her	apron.			Contents			HarperCollins	e-book	extra:	Who	Is	Wally	Lamb?	What	a	spoiled	brat!			It	takes	me	a	second	to	notice	the	man.	I	hear	her	buckle	and	unbuckle	her
seat	belt	nervously.	“Lucky	bastard	works	from	home.	I	am	not	at	liberty	to	mentionhis	name;	he	expressly	stipulated	that	he	was	to	remain	unknown.’			Jerusha’s	eyes	widened	slightly;	she	was	not	accustomed	to	beingsummoned	to	the	office	to	discuss	the	eccentricities	of	Trustees	withthe	matron.	At	the	touch,	the	child	looked	up	and	smiled.			Jacobs
briefly	glanced	around	the	four	walls	and	the	one	window	of	his	office	in	the	sunny	Washington,	D.C.,	neighborhood.	”			“Charlie!	Go	home!”			“Your	parents	will	blame	me.	“You’re	so	fucking	hot,	Remy!”			His	head	angles	to	the	sound,	one	dimple	showing	with	a	sexy	smile	as	he	faces	us.	It	would	be	his	home	for	a	few	minutes	more	and	then	he	would
never	see	it	again.			II.			“Did	you	.			“You	want	to	know	something	that	only	the	locals	know?”			“Of	course,”	he	says,	bringing	his	attention	back	to	me.	The	breath	went	out	of	her	and	she	stared	in	stunned	silence	as	his	body	was	shoved	mercilessly	off	the	blade,	even	before	death	had	fully	taken	him.	Tears	streamed	down	her	cheeks	at	the	sight	of	so
many	she	knew	and	loved,	dead.	Her	stubborn,	sometimes	secretive	behavior	was	a	far	cry	from	the	loving	deference	a	Master	sought	from	his	collared	submissive.			And	if	in	the	end,	I	wrote	a	novel	that	was	truthful	rather	than	exploitative	—	a	fiction	that	chips	away	at	misunderstanding	rather	than	adding	to	it	—	I	want	you	to	know	that	that	book
would	not	exist	today	had	I	not	received	the	gift	of	time	and	the	validation	from	the	NEA.			CLICK	HERE	TO	SIGN	UP			or	visit	us	online	to	sign	up	at			eBookNews.SimonandSchuster.com			For	my	father,	who	tried	his	very	best	not	to	be	his	worst.			“Can	you	get	past	him	without	waking	him	up?”			“I’d	have	to	move	him.			“Catherine!”			“Liam!	I’m
here,”	she	cried	out	as	a	hand	found	hers.	I	don’t	need	an	assault	rifle	or	anything.	No	way	in	hell	would	I	let	them	get	tied	up	in	my	bullshit.	She	fell	for	him	hard	the	day	she’d	fallen	off	her	horse.	I’ll	lend	you	the	rest	of	your	split.”			“Well	…”			“In	advance,	gentlemen.”	Herbie	moistened	his	thin	lips	with	his	tongue.			Asshole.			The	vixen	needed	firm
guidance.	The	street	buzzed	with	its	usual	activity	while	the	city	continued	to	pulsate	with	life.	The	guy	folded	up	and	crouched	and	hugged	his	knees.	JFK	had	just	been	inaugurated,	Dion	and	the	Belmonts	were	belting	out	“Runaround	Sue,”	and	I	was	a	public	school	student	growing	up	in	blue-collar	Norwich,	Connecticut.	You	must	always
remember–‘			‘I–yes,	ma’am,	thank	you.			He	is	fine.	The	nation’s	capital,	where	all	kinds	of	things	were	going	on.	‘You	are,	according	to	Coach	White	and	Dean	[unintelligible],	a	regionally,	nationally,	and	continentally	ranked	junior	tennis	player,	a	potential	O.N.A.N.C.A.A.	athlete	of	substantial	promise,	recruited	by	Coach	White	via	correspondence
with	Dr.	Tavis	here	commencing…	February	of	this	year.’	The	top	page	is	removed	and	brought	around	neatly	to	the	bottom	of	the	sheaf,	at	intervals.	His	clothes	were	cleaner	than	he	was;	it	had	been	easier	to	find	a	laundromat	in	this	town	than	a	bed	at	the	hostel.			“Awesome	job	today,	guys,”	I	say	to	a	couple	of	my	offensive	linemen,	then	jog	over
to	Henry	and	look	up	at	him.	I’ve	tried	taking	the	bus	a	few	times	but	found	I	value	my	sleep	too	much	to	get	up	an	hour	earlier	than	I	have	to	if	I	take	my	car.	Waiting,	he	reflected	on	what	he	had	heard	and	knew	about	the	Croydons.	There	was	a	smell	of	perfume,	as	if	dousing	herself	had	been	the	last	thing	she’d	done	before	leaving.	And	her	brown
hair	was	pulled	back	into	a	tight	bun.			But.	This	project	is	going	to	make	you	a	rich	woman.”			“I	am	a	rich	woman.”	With	a	shrug,	Eve	crushed	out	her	cigarette.			Q:	Yes.	No	matter,	he	bulldozed	his	way	through	and	began	perusing	the	cards.	Maybe	you	won’t	stay	rich	allyour	life;	lots	of	very	clever	men	get	smashed	up	in	Wall	Street.	Weir	Mitchell,
whose	“rest	cure”	had	been	widely	used	on	women	with	nervous	disorders;	one	shudders	to	imagine	the	undocumented	cases.	For	all	the	good	the	THIRDS	did,	it	was	still	part	of	the	government,	and	Dex	wasn’t	so	naïve	as	to	have	blind	faith	in	any	one	institution.	Catherine	felt	her	heart	thunder	painfully	in	her	chest	as	she	watched,	helpless	to	do
anything	for	the	man	that	had	practically	raised	her	and	her	brothers.			The	driver	only	grunted.	Fucking.	Didn’t	they	pay	them	to	deal	with	this	sort	of	bullshit?	Every.	”			For	a	moment,Avelyn	was	startled	to	see	herfather’seyes	goglassy,	as	if	he	too	might	cry;thenhe	clearedhis	throat	and	managed	acrookedsmileforhis	wife.	Over	a	half	century	she
had	honed	herself	into	a	sharp	blade.	Motherless	at	a	young	age.			A	playful	breeze	caught	at	the	long	curls	of	her	golden	brown	hair	and	tugged	at	the	lush	waves	of	silk	he	dreamed	of	wrapping	around	his	body.	Let	us	hear	you	expand	on	the	sacred	spice.	I’ve	been	around	enough	of	that	for	one	day.”	He	motions	for	me	to	get	down	again.	If	she
woke	to	find	him	carrying	her	now,	she	might	expire	from	the	shock.	He’d	seen	many	orphanages	over	the	years;	few	could	be	described	as	“havens”.	It	curled	when	he	wore	it	too	short,	irritating	him,	and	so	he	kept	it	slightly	long,	shoved	away	from	his	face.	dismissed!”	Sister	would	announce	and	we	would	thunder	toward	the	door	and	pound	down
the	stairs	as	if	the	Good	Humor	man	was	waiting	outside	on	the	sidewalk	with	free	samples.	Sister	waited.	It’s	just	a	private	petname	we	won’t	tell	Mrs.	This	was	a	combination	storage	and	electrical	power	room	used	by	city	workers	who	kept	Central	Park	clean	and	lighted.	Q:	Such	heresy	brought	you	to	this	cell!			A:	I	was	brought	to	this	cell	by	your
Priests.	“Claimed	you.			That,	of	course,	was	all	over.	I	already	have	to	deal	with	Lee	showing	up	three	hours	late	for	some	nonsense	reason.	Sloane	under	a	piece	of	mangled	door.	Socket	the	head	against	the	palm,	poke	the	shaft	out	between	the	index	and	middle	fingers,	and	you’ve	got	a	fairly	decent	knuckleduster.	The	raw,	burning	pain	intensified,
and	all	around,	Hank	could	smell	blood	mixed	with	his	own	perspiration.	If,	after	this	penance,	the	culprit	relapsed,	Don	Basilio	would	ship	him	off	permanently	to	the	“House	and	Home”	pages.	As	luck	would	have	it,	he’s	definitely	male.	He’s	obviously	had	a	shitty	day,	as	have	I,	but	whereas	I	keep	my	aggression	pent	up	until	it	manifests	in	the	form
of	passive-aggressiveness,	this	guy	actually	has	an	outlet.	I	had	to	duck	a	couple	of	nasty	jinxes	but	I’ve	got	my	fingers	back	now.	He	wheeled	the	bike	out	of	the	garage,	vaulted	to	the	seat	and	sped	to	the	shop.	She’d	paid	the	man	in	Woolington—he	wouldn’t	agree	to	transport	her	without	payment	in	advance—but	now	he	wanted	an	additional
expression	of	thanks.	“Open	the	door,”	she	commanded.	The	three	musicians	stared	at	the	empty	parking	spot	as	if	expecting	the	car	to	suddenly	uncloak	itself	and	come	out	of	hiding.	Two	suicides	and	several	more	attempts	had	triggered	an	epidemic	of	despair,	Marge	explained,	and	the	prison	school	faculty,	groping	for	something	that	might	help,
thought	that	writing	might	be	useful	to	the	inmates	as	a	coping	and	healing	tool.	But	as	a	science	fiction	fan	myself,	I’m	glad	he	took	the	course	that	he	did.	The	middle	of	the	evening,	in	the	middle	of	winter,	in	the	northeastern	corner	of	Virginia.	Catherine	whimpered	and	felt	sick	as	the	piece	of	flesh	fell	to	the	ground.	He	hesitated	for	a	moment,
then	rose	shakily.	He’s	one	of	the	smartest	people	I	know,	but	putting	together	furniture	has	never	been	his	forte.			47	Leo’s	racquet	scooped	low	for	the	shot.	I	hope	that’s	all	right.	Sebastian	was	trying	to	stand	aside,	to	remain	dispassionate,	but	he	knew	he	was	losing.			“I	wasn’t	the	only	one	being	promiscuous	that	night,”	she	continued.	And	when	I
realized	I’d	been	duped,	I	groaned	and	dropped	my	forehead	on	the	desk.			Jacobs	again	spoke	into	his	headset.	By	this	time	she	had	moved	from	Eighth	Street,	and	the	book	was	set	in	her	new	home	at	12	Gay	Street	in	New	York’s	Greenwich	Village,	a	charming	nineteenth-century	brick	house	that	Ellen	and	her	husband,	Dennis	Flanagan,	the	editor
of	Scientific	American,	shared	with	Ellen’s	daughter	Susan	and	her	husband.	Some	things	a	man	just	knew	he	was	too	weak	to	resist,	and	he	had	accepted	long	ago	that	he	was	too	weak	to	resist	Kelly.			His	smile	looks	like	it	hurts.	No	need	for	torn	flesh	and	broken	bones.	They’re	the	worst	type	of	human	beings	on	the	planet.	It	was	a	big	useless
mutt,	pale	in	colour,	about	four	years	old,	trusting	and	friendly.	“What	floor	do	you	live	on?”	He	licks	his	fingers	and	pinches	the	end	of	his	joint,	then	puts	it	back	in	his	pocket.	Which	meant	she	probably	wouldn’t	tell	Liam	about	this	conversation.			This	was,	of	course,	the	baby	boomer	era,	and	so,	after	spending	the	long	school	day	with	thirty-four	or
thirty-five	parochial	school	students,	the	last	thing	Sister	Mercy	wanted	to	do	on	Wednesday	afternoons	at	3:30	was	welcome	into	her	midst	thirty-six	or	thirty-seven	rowdy	public	school	students.	Soft,	even.	Now	the	question	is	this:	Will	you	actually	read	it?	It	also	looks	narrow.	”			She	clutched	his	lapels	and	brushed	her	lips	over	his.			She	stumbled
and	felt	a	moment	of	panic.	Please	purchase	only			authorized	electronic	editions,	and	do	not	participate	in	or	encourage	electronic	piracy			of	copyrighted	materials.	TheTrustees	and	the	visiting	committee	had	made	their	rounds,	and	readtheir	reports,	and	drunk	their	tea,	and	now	were	hurrying	home	to	theirown	cheerful	firesides,	to	forget	their
bothersome	little	charges	foranother	month.	It	defied	categorization	and	thwarted	efforts	to	take	it	apart	and	explain	it.			The	University	of	Alabama	cal	ed	last	week—on	the	first	day	of	school—to	tel	me	a	recruiter	is	coming	to	watch	me	play	on	Friday	night.	Begging	to	get	tipped	over	and	kicked	into	unconsciousness.	He’d	rattled	around	the	empty
house	for	the	last	two	days	at	loose	ends.	”			“Great.			Smiling	against	his	mouth,	I	reached	down	toward	his	waist	and	slipped	my	hand	beneath	the	elastic	band	of	his	underwear	to	grip	the	throbbing	head	of	his	cock.	Words	that	sent	shudders	down	his	spine	and	ice	into	his	soul.	“Approximately.”			“I’m	hungry	now.”			“We	called	ahead,	and	they’re
already	preparing	to	serve	the	busloads	of	crew	headed	their	direction.”			“Did	you	remember	to	include	Lindsey	in	your	head	count?”	he	asked.			I	was	on	my	way.	“Your	honor,”	began	Ms.	Fi	elding	but	didn’t	get	any	further.	T.	Middle	aged	women—Fiction.	Her	pasty	white	skin	and	round	brown	eyes	were	enlarged	underneath	her	glasses.			I	trekked
out	of	the	office	and	headed	towards	the	roof	door.	What	do	you	think,	Dad?”	I	throw	it	on	his	shoulders	to	back	me	up	because	I	know	he	will.	You	said	it	yourself,	you	almost	lost	him.			The	crowd	watches,	enraptured,	as	the	fight	continues,	those	awful	cracking	sounds	filling	me	with	goose	bumps.	Do	you	hurt	people?”			Her	words	are	like	a	punch	to
the	gut.	It	simply	is.	“Class	.			I	believe	I	appear	neutral,	maybe	even	pleasant,	though	I’ve	been	coached	to	err	on	the	side	of	neutrality	and	not	attempt	what	would	feel	to	me	like	a	pleasant	expression	or	smile.	Cord	insisted	on	being	there	as	a	safety	net	before	he	passed	Ky	over	to	Marla,	a	mother	Ky	didn’t	remember	at	all.	But	gates	had	been
installed	since	then.			“Nope.			“She	does	have	nice	eyes,”	Ben	agreed	and	then	put	all	thoughts	of	beautiful	bartenders	out	of	his	mind.	But	in	the	published	novel,	he	wrote,	concerning	Muad’Dib:	He	is	the	fool	saint,			The	golden	stranger	living	forever			On	the	edge	of	reason.	Apparently,	he	should	stop	thinking	of	her	as	“the	girl.	Kates	had	been	the
one	to	kidnap	us,	but	Emily	wasn’t	privy	to	the	fact	that	Kates	had	tried	to	save	me	from	her	psychotic	vampire	boyfriend	later	that	evening.			I	gulped	again.	2)	eISBN:	9781101357767			1.	Waiting.	“Take	it	or	leave	it.”			“I’ll	take	it.”			Whoever,	whatever	else	he	was,	Barney	Northrup	was	a	good	salesman.			“That’s	none	of	your	business.	He	was	a
man;	he	knew	better	than	this.	“The	roast.			I	save	all	my	workplace	affection	for	Lola	who	is	a	bit	younger	than	me	and	comes	from	an	affectionate	household.			“Since	I	got	too	old	to	do	maintenance	on	this	building.	”	She	nodded,	her	eyes	darting	around	the	room	before	a	nervous	smile	tilted	her	soft	pink	lips,	trembled	there	for	a	moment,	then
disappeared.	”	As	he	pulled	her	closer,	she	trembled.			I	suppose	I	might	call	you	Dear	Mr.	Girl-Hater.			Because	I	buried	my	father	today	and	gave	an	epically	disastrous	eulogy	and	now	I	feel	like	I	can’t	breathe.	A	boutique	press,	they	specialized	in	coffee	table	books	on	risqué	subject	matter.	“And	I	hate	you	for	the	following	three	reasons.	While	the
man	at	the	desk	processed	her	credit	card	and	paperwork,	Beatriz	scanned	the	lobby	looking	for	any	suitable	candidates	to	help	her	with	her	review.			“She’s	not	breathing,”	Charlie	said.	He	couldn’t	lose	Sloane	now.	Page	1			Chapter	One			Amy	Jo	Foster	had	loved	Cord	McKay	her	entire	life.	“No.	”			“Or	an	introduction	to	my	girlfriend?”			The
girlfriend	gasped.	Three	inches	thick!”			“Gorgeous,”	Mrs.	Herbie	was	reminded	uncomfortably	of	the	reference	to	booze.	Now.”			I	dragged	myself	along	as	slowly	as	I	could,	shrinking	a	centimeter	or	two	with	every	step,	until	I	had	no	alternative	but	to	show	my	face	and	look	up.	Like	Stichstock,	this	involved	an	inflated	bladder,	usually	a	pig’s.		
“Daddy!”			Boone	jolted,	as	guilty	as	a	teenager	caught	smoking	in	the	boys’	room	by	the	high	school	principal.	Chloé	and	Baltasar	had	their	own	code	of	honor:	they	killed	only	the	dregs	of	society,	cleansing	the	world	of	bullies,	swines,	fanatics,	and	morons	who,	in	the	name	of	flags,	gods,	tongues,	races,	and	other	such	rubbish,	made	life
unnecessarily	miserable	for	the	rest	of	mankind	in	order	to	serve	their	own	greed	and	meanness.	Henry	reached	for	the	shot	and	Ben	covered	it	with	his	hand.			Her	hear	t	beat	faster.	I	took	them	and	turned	to	go	as	quickly	as	I	could,	telling	myself	that	there	would	always	be	room	for	another	shoeshine	boy	in	the	lobby	of	Hotel	Colón.			This	guy	must
realize	he’s	no	match	for	such	a	high-quality	material,	because	he	finally	stops	kicking	the	chair.	Would	she	look	the	same?	All	this	ended	with	the	French	invasion	of	1494.	”			“Should	I	bring	more	propane	for	the	camp	stove?”			“We’ll	try	to	make	it	last.	The	images	had	his	stomach	reeling,	and	the	reality	of	what	had	happened,	what	could	still
happen,	had	Dex	running	to	the	nearest	trashcan.	For	eight	years,	he	could	count	on	Kelly’s	greeting.			And	then	he	would	have	a	bare	moment	to	acquire	the	target	and	fire.	Could’ve	had	him	looking	at	her	that	way.	Her	mood,	buoyed	by	the	run,	plummeted.	Her	name	was	Mary	Ann	at	first	and	then	she	became	Dolores.			In	a	more	deeply	unsettling
way,	the	intellectual	climate	had	been	altered	forever—heated	up,	swirled	into	modernity—by	the	irreverent	trio	of	Marx,	Freud,	and	Darwin.	Only	then,	when	I	saw	him	close	up,	did	I	notice	a	twinkle	in	his	eyes.			She	was	poised	to	run	but	fighting	to	stand	still.			That	same	year	I	moved	from	Holt	to	E.			Chapter	29	–	FIVE	YEARS	PASS			Chapter	30	–
THE	END?	She	knew	Maggie	well	enough	to	see	that	the	wheels	were	already	turning.	She	moved	as	she	always	had,	with	a	thin	coat	of	dignity	over	a	blaze	of	sensuality.			“When’s	my	baby	boy	going	to	be	here?”	she	asks	without	even	greeting	me	properly.	“Gabby,”	I	whisper	and	hold	her	tightly.	Ash	held	on	to	the	passenger	door	with	one	hand,	his
other	pressed	against	his	side	to	ease	the	pain	along	with	the	slow	trickle	of	blood	seeping	through	his	torn	stitches.			She	did	as	she	chose,	personally	and	professionally.	You’re	the	freaking	Immortal,	Davy.	Cheekbones	as	strong	as	his	jaw	and	forehead.			“Your	illness	does	not	define	you,			your	grace	and	courage	do.”	~Unknown			1			Happy	Fuckin’
New	Year’s			Bruno			4	Years	Earlier			As	I	roll	over	and	run	my	hands	across	the	sheets,	I	realize	she’s	gone.	Keep	me	from	drinking.	It	was	occasionally	trying.	Iordered	it	done.			The	other	problem	was	Cord	hadn’t	seen	her	beyond	the	clumsy	blonde	pig-tailed	friend	of	his	little	sister.			But	while	the	polarizers	have	been	going	at	it,	there	has	existed	a
silent	legion	of	readers,	perhaps	the	majority	of	readers	of	literary	fiction,	who	don’t	mind	a	little	of	both.	Hopefully	he	hadn’t	left.	Soon,	it’ll	all	be	over,	and	I’ll	just	be	me.”			“I	thought	that	shit	was	for	life.”	She	fumbles	with	the	ring	on	her	finger	and	keeps	her	eyes	off	me.	It	was	frustrating	that	the	footnotes	were	at	the	end	of	the	book,	rather	than
on	the	bottom	of	the	page,	as	they	had	been	in	Wallace’s	essays	and	journalism.	This	is	a	prototype,	and	I	haven’t	thoroughly	tested	it.			I	wish	Dad	would	talk	with	me	like	that.	He	served	the	Florentine	republic	as	a	secretary	and	second	chancellor,	as	ambassador	and	foreign	policy	maker,	but	when	the	Medici	family	returned	to	power	in	1512	he	was
suspected	of	conspiracy,	imprisoned	and	tortured,	and	forced	to	withdraw	from	public	life.	There	wasn’t	much	of	her.			And	thus	I	spent	a	month	of	my	young	life.			She	had	to	be	hallucinating.			“Just	stay	on	the	phone	with	me	until	I’m	inside	your	apartment.”			I	like	my	plan	a	lot	better.			With	his	helmet	in	hand,	JJ	drapes	an	arm	around	Henry’s



shoulders.	Paen	de	Gerville	shallbe	proud	to	claim	me.	The	last	thing	I	need	is	to	be	under	the	influence	around	this	guy.	Butat	least	you	will	stay	tall	all	your	life!	So	I’ve	decided	to	call	youDear	Daddy-Long-Legs.	“Tell	me	there’s	a	chance	you	could	be	wrong—”			Warner	stares	at	me	for	what	feels	like	a	long	time.	”	Tis	no	use,	Runilda.	“I’m	sorry.
Once	she	reached	the	tiny	room	beneath	the	bleachers	serving	as	the	first	aid	station,	the	only	person	inside	was	a	bored	looking	EMT.	He	froze,	bracing	for	unpleasantness.			“Keeler,	get	your	ass	in	there	and	get	those	stitches	seen	to.”			Ash	looked	like	he	wanted	to	argue	but	knew	better.	But	with	her	solemn,	thoughtful	eyes	and	her	new,
sophisticated	haircut	that	falls	just	below	her	shoulders,	she	can	easily	pass	for	an	adult.	“You	look	ready	to	puke,	you	are	so	not	cut	out	for	this!”			I’m	seriously	going	to	kill	her.	You	know	that.”			The	bell	captain	hesitated,	despite	his	doubts	his	mind	working	greedily.	Which	it	isn’t,	really.	This	work	is	dedicated,	then,	not	to	Muad’dib	or	his	sister,
but	to	their	heirs–to	all	of	us.			“Vidal	says	you’re	not	altogether	bad.	It	had	nothing	to	do	with	power.	They	were	both	sent	throughcollege	by	Mr.–er–this	Trustee,	and	both	have	repaid	with	hard	workand	success	the	money	that	was	so	generously	expended.	Don	Basilio	pulled	open	the	drawer	of	his	desk,	counted	out	ten	pesetas,	and	put	them	on	the
table.	That	lot	from	across	the	marsh	have	been	at	it	again.	But	here	he	was,	five	years	later,	still	thinking	about	her.	He	made	his	way	quickly	to	the	card	section.	A	bright	red	stocking	hung	on	either	end	of	the	mantel.	Her	gaze	softened	as	it	ran	over	the	man	seated	betweenherandher	husband.			“Woods	doesn’t	appreciate	my	dancing	skil	s.	When
you	arrive,	your	life	will	be	forever	changed	and	my	pockets	lined	with	gold.”	He	tipped	his	hat	to	them	and	had	the	hold	closed.			“You	should	call	the	cops	and	report	it,”	Kellen	said.			“This	is	not	good,”	said	Mint	Green.			“Here	we	go	again.	Lucca	was	planned,	and	Gabby	came	about	from	a	“night	of	passion,”	my	parents’	words	not	mine.	And	I	mean
fine	with	a	capital	F.	”			“As	will	I,”	Lord	Straughton	agreed	gruffly.	They	couldn’t	pay	him	enough	to	be	there.	‘But	you	know	that,	right?’			No	response.	Planting	yet	another	interesting	seed	in	Dune,	he	wrote,	“It	is	said	in	the	desert	that	possession	of	water	in	great	amount	can	inflict	a	man	with	fatal	carelessness.”	This	was	an	important	reference	to
Greek	hubris.	“No,”	I	said.	Is	he	gonna	help	me	get	my	stuff?”			“Not	exactly,”	Corbin	says.	He	has	written	eleven	novels	including	Europa,	Destiny,	Cleaver,	and,	most	recently,	Dreams	of	Rivers	and	Seas,	as	well	as	a	history	of	the	Medici	bank	in	fifteenth-century	Florence,	Medici	Money.	Owen	waved	at	Gabe,	who	was	climbing	into	his	obscenely
large	pickup,	ducking	his	head	low	to	keep	his	foot-high	red	and	black	mohawk	from	scraping	the	roof	of	the	cab.			Charlie	felt	a	lump	rising	in	his	throat.	”	He	reached	to	feel	her	forehead.			I	quickly	stood	up	and	held	my	breath.	“You’re	silly.”			“Yeah.”	He	cupped	his	hands	under	her	elbows	and	lifted	her	up	for	a	hearty	kiss.	And	then	myself	for
agreeing	to	come	here	in	the	first	place.			She	scoffed.	No	gift	was	needed	to	detect	waves	of	frustration,	relief	and	annoyance.	It	aimed	for	the	motel	office,	but	its	headlight	beams	swung	across	Reacher’s	immobile	form,	and	it	changed	direction,	and	came	straight	at	him.	But	I	love	him	even	more.	His	khaki	pants	hadn’t	fared	better.	There	was	an
orange	grove,	a	ten-car	garage,	a	man-made	lagoon,	and	a	twenty-foot	stone	fence	to	close	it	all	in.	Bad	news,	not	good.	Men	thirty	years	her	junior	desired	her.	Then	I	did	look,	and	sat	there	by	myself	in	the	strip	mall	parking	lot,	and	cried	like	an	idiot.	Then	the	Baker,	Payson,	and	Whitney	Pavilions	before	making	his	way	back	to	Greenberg.	It
wouldn’t	stop	him	from	seeing	Sloane	unconscious	under	the	battered	car	door,	or	the	jagged	piece	of	metal	sticking	out	of	him.			“I	have	connections	there,	too,”	said	the	bellhop.			Chapter	One			The	Evolution	of	the	Flying	Broomstick			No	spell	yet	devised	enables	wizards	to	fly	unaided	in	human	form.	Mel	didn’t	intend	to	be	either.	”			Flicking	aside
his	cigarette,	Hank	descended	the	stone	steps	leading	to	the	cemetery,	a	rather	foggy	patch	of	land	that	made	his	vantage	point	useless.	He	might	have	attained	that	high	office,	or	reached	any	number	of	other	lofty	goals,	had	he	decided	to	do	so.	The	reminder	was	duly	noted.	That	is,	the	mechanic	recognizes	the	components	of	modern	fiction	and	can
say,	for	example,	I’ve	seen	this	part	before,	so	I	know	why	it’s	there	and	what	it	does.	“Really,	dude?	She	nearly	charged	straight	into	him.	You	know	how	good	my	Summoning	Charms	are,	Pru	—	of	course	it	was	easier	for	me	to	aim	properly,	not	being	mounted	on	a	broomstick	at	the	time.	Dex	braced	himself.	He’s	my	partner!”	Dex	grabbed	one	of
the	nurses	when	a	pair	of	beefy	arms	wrapped	around	Dex’s	waist,	lifting	him	off	his	feet	and	away.	From	Lord	Archer.	Dex	had	learned	as	much	from	a	young	age.	“Only	your	mother.”			Just	then,	she	breezes	into	the	living	room	with	a	towel	over	her	shoulder	and	with	what	seems	like	half	the	dinner	on	her	apron.	I’ve	got	my	sight	line	on	the	straight
and	narrow.	A	peaceful	room	awaits			you.	How	do	you	know	what	I	feel?	Get	some	sleep	before	the	Fae	take	you.”			“It’s	not	the	Fae	I’m	worried	about,”	she	whispered.	My	God,	Maggie,	she’s	a	disaster.”			“The	TV	audience	knows	her	name,	and	…”	Maggie	chose	another	piece	of	marzipan,	examined	it,	smiled.	“Playing	your	rat	seemed	unimportant
next	to	finding	where	you’ve	stashed	your	daughter.	When	Rowdy	asked	to	talk	to	her,	he	was	given	excuses.	She	was	forty-eight	years	old,	not	eight.	“I	can	help	you	with	that,”	he	says,	nodding	toward	my	suitcase.	Were	the	sandwiches	not	thinenough?	Rule	of	thumb:	don’t	attack	a	guy	who	just	came	through	a	door	that	locks.	Barney	Northrup	had
rented	one	of	the	apartments	to	the	wrong	person.	Seems	in	my	past	life,	I	was	shot	right	in	the	ass.			Our	friendship	really	began	in	the	smoking	car	(like	the	title	character	of	Moe	Q.	“You	in	for	the	Roadhouse,	Woods?”			“Can’t.	The	thing	I	value	most	is	my	privacy.			Chapter	Three			The	Game	from	Queerditch	Marsh			We	owe	our	knowledge	of	the
rude	beginnings	of	Quidditch	to	the	writings	of	the	witch	Gertie	Keddle,	who	lived	on	the	edge	of	Queerditch	Marsh	in	the	eleventh	century.	“Can	I	come	back?”			“I	hope	you	will.”			As	she	stepped	through	the	bushes,	Jessie	offered	her	father	a	sunny	smile.			Hank	tried	to	peer	over	the	angel’s	shoulder,	but	all	he	saw	was	a	fence	of	gravestones.	But
the	surrounding	park	had	grown	so	wild	and	dense	from	neglect	that	by	the	time	the	castle	came	into	view,	she	was	already	cowering	in	its	shadow.			As	he	walked	down,	he	trailed	a	hand	along	the	silky	wood	of	the	banister.	“I’m	fine,”	I	say,	out	of	breath.	All	I	know	is	that	I’ve	been	lying	here	curled	up	on	the	floor	long	enough.			Do	you	think	you
are?			“You	shouldn’t	have	come	here,	Kelly.	The	list	of	proven	talent	included	ten	names,	none	of	which,	needless	to	say,	was	mine.	If	you	get	a	positive	result	from	that	test,	everything	changes.	But	after	making	the	solo	five-hundred-mile	drive	today,	my	exhaustion	is	pretty	evident	in	my	reflection.	She	had	clawed	her	way	up	a	ladder	slippery	with
sweat	and	blood—and	had	been	at	the	top	for	a	long	time.	Make	the	call,”	he	commanded.	There	was	a	bus	stop	outside	the	gates.	Speaking	of	clingy	women…			“Oh,	my	God!”	Claudia	rushed	toward	her	and	wrapped	her	up	in	a	bear	hug.	So	Rowdy	had	left.	Even	after	he	returned	to	Wyoming	married	to	a	floozy	from	the	West	Coast.			I’ve	lived	in	San
Francisco	all	of	thirty	minutes,	and	I’m	already	being	a	pain	in	his	ass.	“Because	I	hear	Mom	and	Dad	talking	about	you	sometimes,	and	it	doesn’t	sound	like	it’s	anything	good.”			I	rub	my	hands	on	my	pants	and	think	very	carefully	how	I	should	answer	her.	(Sunset	Towers	was	near	excellent	schools,	as	Barney	Northrup	had	promised,	but	the	junior
high	was	four	miles	away.)	“Do	you	think—do	you	think	old	man	Westing’s	up	there?”	Read	more	...	That’s	what	united	the	ancient	power	groups	and	ignited	the	conspiracy	against	Muad’dib.	Cord	took	the	matter	to	his	attorney.			The	man	moved	out	from	the	shadows.			“You’re	on	the	right	track,	Martín.	She	refilled	it	and	started	to	walk	off.			Her
glare	intensified.			‘Turn	around,’	Reacher	said.	Dalloway			About	the	Author			Footnotes			Copyright	1925	by	Harcourt,	Inc.	“I	imagine	they	must	be,	as	they’re	of	no	use	to	my	father	in	any	other	condition.”			“They’re	alive?”	My	heart	picks	up	so	quickly	I	might	be	having	a	heart	attack.	She	increased	her	pace	slightly,	falling	into	a	familiar	rhythm	that
had	become	as	automatic	as	breathing.	He	knew	better	than	to	yell	in	front	of	her.	“Do	you	have	anything	to	say	to	explain	your	actions	three	weeks	ago?”			I	was	more	concerned	about	how	his	tie	still	hadn’t	moved	off	his	shoulder.	They	enjoyednothing	more	than	achance	to	point	out	her	flaws.	It’s	not	the	end	of	the	world.”			Oh,	but	it	was.			Scopes
were	great,	but	they	were	also	finicky.	All	Dex	could	do	was	pray	Sloane	pulled	through	this	without	further	complications.	”	He	tried	to	smile,	but	he	was	too	busy	trying	to	keep	his	hands	off	the	soft	curves	of	her	ass	instead.	Ignoring	my	presence,	Don	Basilio	continued	to	read	through	one	of	the	articles	lying	on	his	table,	a	red	pencil	in	hand.	The
handsome	young	president’s	followers	did	not	question	him	and	would	have	gone	virtually	anywhere	he	led	them.	He	will	be	again.	They’ve	outlined	the	path	he’ll	take	for	me,	like	a	lighted	runway.”			“Right.	May	I	also	take	this	opportunity	to	wish	Puddlemere	United	the	best	of	luck	next	season.	Retrieved	from	the	Library	of	Congress,	.			Q:	But	such
things	are	crucial	to	the	Arrakeen	character!			A:	Crucial?	“You	know	you	love	it.	I	intend	to	be	frank,	brutally	so.			With	a	giggle,	Jessie	ran	across	the	yard,	the	puppy	wriggling	in	her	arms.			And	he	knew	that	if	not	for	Jessie	he	would	surely	have	gone	quietly	mad	after	Alice’s	death.			38	I	closed	the	door	on	the	pounding	rain,	the	wind.	Married
women—	Fiction.			Pure,	raw	pleasure.	Two	and	three.	Your	eyes,	your	organs	of	sight,	become	one	thing	without	contrast,	a	single	view.			Re-commence	sweater	folding.	“Aren’t	we	going	to	continue?”			“Continue	what?”			“This	game.			The	tree	was	square	in	the	center	of	the	window,	precisely	where	Brandon	had	wanted	it.	New	Year’s	is	part	of	our
family	tradition.			My	father	glances	at	me	with	a	grimace.			In	1922	Woolf	met	“the	lovely	and	gifted	aristocrat”	Vita	Sackville-West,	already	a	well-known	poet	and	novelist.	Not	only	was	I	going	to	meet	my	next	guide	in	person,	she	hung	up	on	me.	I	can’t	see	his	eye	color	from	where	I	am,	though.			All	five	powers	were	in	fierce	competition	for
whatever	territory	they	could	take.			Marina’s	knee	bounces	furiously	up	and	down	next	to	mine.	It	was	themoving-away	partthat	Lady	Straughton	did	not	care	for.			Her	muscles	began	to	warm.	Maybe	he	hadn’t	parked	in	his	usual	space.	The	angel	had	him	on	the	ground,	blocked	from	view.			The	bath	is	ready.	His	most	famous	work,	The	Prince,	was
written	in	an	attempt	to	gain	favor	with	the	Medicis	and	return	to	politics.			This	was	Will	Robie’s	version	of	a	Friday	night	date	with	himself.	“But	I	won’t	be	far.	When	the	rival	Pazzi	family	tried	to	assassinate	Lorenzo	in	the	Duomo	in	April	1478,	it	was	because	they	saw	no	legitimate	way	of	putting	him	in	his	place	as	an	ordinary	citizen.	My	pussy
ached	in	anticipation	of	the	way	it	would	stretch	around	him.	As	I	said	before	.	It	is	not	enough	to	see	Dune	as	a	place	of	savage	storms.	This	will	enable	you	to	enter	on	the	samestanding	as	the	other	students.	“Take	the	bellboy	with	you,	and	tell	your	friend	to	have	his	nightmares	under	the	covers.”			2			Herbie	Chandler,	his	weasel-face	betraying	an
inner	uneasiness,	stood	thoughtfully	by	the	bell	captain’s	upright	desk	in	the	St.	Gregory	lobby.	Couldn’t	do	chores	at	night	or	else	he’d	be	doing	that.	I’m	down	to	half	a	pack	a	day.”			She	folded	her	arms.			Safira’s	is	a	narrow	building	but	is	long;	it	looks	small	from	the	front	but	is	surprisingly	deceptive.	I’m	here	because	I	know	he’s	guilty!	I	am	the
person	he	killed!”			The	silence	in	the	room	continued	but	its	character	changed	from	mysticism	to	shock.	But	every	female	on	the	planet	liked	sparkly	things,	didn’t	they?	My	only	friend	when	I	had	none	and	now	he’s	gone	and	I	don’t	know	how	I	feel.			She	clutched	the	letter	in	her	hand.	Suspected	of	conspiring	against	the	new	government,	he	was
imprisoned	and	tortured.			I	think	about	death	a	lot.			THREE			Hang	tight			Hold	on			Look	up			Stay	strong			Hang	on			Hold	tight			Look	strong	br	/>			Stay	up			One	day	I	might	break			One	day	I	might			b	r	e	a	k			free			Warner	can’t	hide	his	surprise	when	he	walks	back	into	the	room.	“She’s	wearing	an	orange	shirt	and	orange	high	heels.”			“So?”		
“She’s	the	only	woman	I’ve	ever	known	who	wears	orange.			“Oh,”	was	all	I	said.	Citations	are	generated	automatically	from	bibliographic	data	as	a	convenience,	and	may	not	be	complete	or	accurate.	Things	would	not	progress	with	Lindsey,	no	matter	how	often	she	looked	at	him	with	longing.	The	man	is	obviously	talking	back	to	her	because	she
stops	talking	and	starts	pouting.	The	quicker	he	turned	them	back,	the	better.			Cord	upended	his	beer	and	tugged	his	Stetson	down	his	forehead	a	notch.	You	should	read	the	classics,	or	at	least	Don	Benito	Pérez	Galdós,	to	elevate	your	literary	aspirations.”			“But	the	readers	like	my	stories,”	I	argued.			“He’s	more	than	that.	“You’re	gonna	get	us
fucking	killed!	Keep	your	shit	together	and	get	us	to	the	fucking	hospital	in	one	goddamn	piece,	or	I	swear	to	Christ	I	will	fucking	knock	your	ass	out	and	drive	us	there	myself.”			Dex	wanted	to	tell	Ash	where	he	could	stick	his	threats,	but	he	didn’t.	Even	as	Mel	broke	her	stride,	he	sat	up,	stretched	and	switched	on	a	portable	radio.			Gemma	Jansen
hung	on	the	edge	of	the	trash-talking	bronc	riders,	waiting	for	a	break	in	the	conversation.	Oh	how	her	life	had	changed	so	quickly.			“Is	that	her	name,	Caitlyn?”	Lindsey	sneered	as	she	tried	out	the	name	for	the	first	time.	The	game	features	in	a	tragic	Gaelic	poem	of	the	eleventh	century,	the	first	verse	of	which	says,	in	translation:			The	players
assembled,	twelve	fine,	hearty	men,			They	strapped	on	their	cauldrons,	stood	poised	to	fly,			At	the	sound	of	the	horn	they	were	swiftly	airborne			But	ten	of	their	number	were	fated	to	die.	You	don’t	want	bags	under	your	eyes	for	your	wedding.”			Catherine	glared	at	him,	but	didn’t	move.			“Brooke!”	Melanie,	my	best	friend,	squeals	and	hugs	me.	“But
I	won’t	apologize	for	touching	you.	Beatriz	hugged	back,	knowing	that	a	Claudia-hug,	much	like	quicksand,	trapped	a	person	more	the	harder	he	or	she	struggled.			She	walked	through	the	archway	and	into	the	central,	open	courtyard.			We	are	so	accustomed	these	days	to	the	fact	that	every	wizarding	household	in	Britain	owns	at	least	one	flying
broomstick	that	we	rarely	stop	to	ask	ourselves	why.	Secondly,	Gertie	tells	us	that	the	men	were	‘trying	to	stick	it	in	trees	at	either	end	of	the	marsh’	apparently	an	early	form	of	goal	scoring.	And	the	three	contestants	stood	there,	lockjawed	and	mute,	itching	but	unable	to	press	their	thumbs	to	their	buzzers.	Talk.	Smell	the	same?			Adam	was	the
band’s	lead	guitarist	and	in	second	place	on	Shade’s	shit	list,	right	after	whoever	had	stolen	his	ride.			One	more	tear	slipped	down	her	cheek	and	Catherine	vowed	to	the	darkness	it	would	be	the	last.			He	struggled	against	sympathy.	A	braid	swung	against	his	broad	shoulders,	the	rest	of	his	coal	black	hair	remained	hidden	beneath	a	beat-up	cowboy
hat.	She	was	a	fool.			“Not	tonight,	princess.	Especially	after	she’d	told	him	she	didn’t	want	to	get	involved	with	him	at	all?			I	have	committed	to	crossing	my	legs	I	hope	carefully,	ankle	on	knee,	hands	together	in	the	lap	of	my	slacks.			“He’s	all	the	family	I’ve	got.	“Fuck.	Whatever	I	looked	like	didn’t	matter.	”			“Don’t	worry,	I	know	you	ain’t	here
trollin’	for	a	piece	of	ass.			DEDICATION			For	my	readers.	Kennedy.			To	get	any	grasp	of	Machiavelli’s	diplomatic	career	and	the	range	of	reference	he	draws	on	in	The	Prince,	one	must	have	some	sense	of	the	complicated	political	geography	of	Italy	in	the	fifteenth	and	early	sixteenth	centuries,	and	of	the	profound	change	that	occurred	in	the	1490s,
a	change	that	would	determine	Italy’s	fate	for	the	next	350	years.	“Catherine,	move,	you	can’t	stay	in	there,	the	fire	is	spreading!”			She	ran	and	joined	her	brothers,	not	sure	where	they	were	going,	but	Liam	took	her	hand	and	they	dashed	between	others	racing	for	cover.	Besides,	I	figured	I’d	catch	up	with	you	later.	He	could	make	out	towering
gravestones	and	trees	that	twisted	wildly.			“Aye.	I	like	it,	’cause	I	get	to	look	right	out	my	bedroom	window	and	see	the	water.	Just	what	he	didn’t	need—an	injury	to	his	hearing.	They	were	immediately	moving	again.			“Because	they’re	dead,	love.	Of	course,	with	the	sort	of	competition	in	this	neck	of	the	woods,	one	doesn’t	have	to	run	very	fast.			Then
again,	she	couldn’t	recall	ever	being	looked	at	in	quite	that	way	before.			Henry	raised	an	eyebrow	at	him	and	Ben’s	stomach	dropped	once	more.	Maybe	she	could	flip	through	the	book	on	the	plane	ride	upstate.	She	seemed	nervous.	There	were	hints	of	blue,	as	well.			For	my	readers,			with	my	grateful	thanks.	It	moved	in	perfect	rhythm	with	the	wind
that	swirled	around	us	on	the	roof.			Brian	Herbert			Seattle,	Washington			October	16,	2007			EXCERPTS	FROM	THE	DEATH	CELL	INTERVIEW	WITH	BRONSO	OF	IX–			Q:	What	led	you	to	take	your	particular	approach	to	a	history	of	Muad’dib?	I	know	I	ain’t	always	the	brightest	bulb	in	the	box,	but	what	the	devil	are	you	talkin’	’bout?	What	are	you
doing	here?”			Charlie	moved	to	Rachel’s	bedside,	putting	himself	between	the	stranger	and	his	family.	This	wasn’t	an	unusual	occurrence,	except	that	when	vibrating	happened	in	her	bed,	Beatriz	was	usually	in	the	bed.			But	she	was	his.	And	for	helping	me	out.”			He	smiled.	I’m	tough	for	my	size	and	can	probably	hold	my	own	in	most	cases,	but	I’m
too	comfortable	right	now	to	be	on	a	rooftop	alone	with	a	strange	man	in	the	middle	of	the	night.			24	The	next	day,	Dessa	and	I	drove	out.	What	did	you	do,	switch	places	with	Mary	Carter?	I’ll	be	there	around	noon.”			“Thanks.”	He	had	no	desire	to	deal	with	the	police	and	the	insurance	company	tonight.	One	crucial	element	in	the	game	was	still
missing,	however:	the	Golden	Snitch.	It	was	almost	as	if	he	knew	the	baby	was	his	when	he	truly	didn’t.	I’m	surprised	Henry’s	skinny	knees	don’t	buckle	under	JJ’s	275	pounds.	It	showed	a	few	minutes	before	eleven	P.M.	“There’s	a	bar	on	Baronne	Street	you	might	try.”			Peter	McDermott	nodded.	He	was	going	to	need	it.			Sonya	and	Sara.			PENGUIN
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punishable	by	law.			Desire.	“What	do	you	think,	Staci?”			Avelyn’s	gaze	moved	tothe	two	young	men	accompanying	the	woman.	His	arms	were	ready	to	open	for	the	handful	of	woman	barreling	toward	him.	“Just	let	them	think	I’m	a	nice	guy	who	wants	to	help	you	out.	Make	sound,	unified	decisions	about	any	issues	that	arise	with	the	child.	She	still
filled	out	forms—often	by	the	truckload—but	they	were	her	forms.	“Cover	Me.”			Not	too	shabby,	Mel	thought	with	a	grin	as	she	rounded	a	corner.	His	curved	posture	and	shaky	stance	give	away	that	he	isn’t	a	day	less	than	eighty	years	old.			My	heart	is	actually	screaming	at	me.	I	fold	up	my	note,	punch	a	hole	in	it,	and	tie	it	around	the	candy	using
the	red	foil	ribbon	we	use	to	gift	wrap	items	with.	‘I	invented	some	of	them.’			No	reply.	He	wore	only	an	open-necked	linen	shirt	beneath	his	coat.	Anyone	who	has	loved	has	been	touched	by	magic.	Page	by	page,	line	by	line,	it	is	probably	the	strangest,	most	distinctive,	and	most	involved	work	of	fiction	by	an	American	in	the	last	twenty	years.	Avelyn
knewher	mother	was	happy	tosee	her	married	and	starting	on	grandbabies.			Mr.	Moser	beamed.	Before	marrying	she	was	reading	literature,	philosophy,	and	feminist	journals,	learning	French	and	German,	writing	stories	and	poetry.			“Fat	chance.”	He	held	her	steady	as	her	hair	brushed	the	deck.	“Thank	you	so	much.	”	In	fact,	he	could	picture	her
as	his,	collared,	naked,	wet,	kneeling…	He	swallowed	down	a	surge	of	arousal.	Dex	hadn’t	seen	Hobbs	whisper	to	Calvin	once	since	the	two	had	arrived	at	the	hospital,	and	Dex	feared	Hobbs	was	retreating	into	himself	again	like	he	had	after	Gabe’s	death.	And	the	bodies…so	many	already	dead.	She	rose	and	took	a	tentative	step	backwards.Mrs.	This
ledge	is	at	least	a	foot	wide,	and	I’m	mostly	on	the	roof	side.	“You’re	right,”	he	acknowledged.			I	flinch	as	it	screeches	across	the	deck,	but	being	as	though	he	isn’t	even	aware	he	has	an	audience,	the	guy	doesn’t	stop	with	just	one	kick.			“No	one	really	knows.			The	eleventh	floor	complaint,	relayed	through	McDermott	and	specifically	referring	to	a
sex	orgy,	meant	that	something	had	gone	seriously	wrong.	The	course	runs	straight	through	a	dragon	reservation	and	the	vast	silver	trophy	is	shaped	like	a	Swedish	Short-Snout.	He	doesn’t	sound	nearly	as	eager	to	make	small	talk	with	this	guy	as	he	was	with	me.	It’s	all	in	the	prep.	He	liked	Caitlyn.	Two	men	got	out	of	the	car.	Broomstick	idiots
playing	again.			It	seems	queer	to	be	writing	letters	to	somebody	you	don’t	know.	It	had	a	yellow	label	on	the	back.	What	is	it	all	about?	He	hesitated,	then	went	and	looked	inside.	“Mr.	Moser,	I	hate	phones.	Long,	honey	brown	curls	fell	from	the	crown	of	her	head	to	the	middle	of	her	back,	the	loose	ringlets	tousled	and	still	a	bit	tangled	from	sleep,
and	damn	if	she	didn’t	look	like	she	had	just	dragged	herself	from	a	lover’s	bed.	Something	was	amiss.	You’re	in	over	your	heads.’			‘Not	how	we	see	it.’			‘I	used	to	do	this	for	a	living,’	Reacher	said.	“Yeah.	Your	friend	and	colleague,	Pedro	Vidal”			2			My	literary	debut	survived	its	baptism	of	fire	and	Don	Basilio	offered	me	the	opportunity	to	publish	a
few	more	stories	in	a	similar	style.	When	I	told	her	that	on	the	whole	I	preferred	my	original	plan,	she	reluctantly	agreed	to	hand	over	the	book,	though	at	the	point	when	it	came	to	let	go	of	it,	her	nerve	failed	her	and	I	was	forced	to	prise	her	fingers	individually	from	the	spine.			I	take	pride	in	my	work.			His	finger	dropped	to	the	trigger.	“I	can’t
imagine	where	you	got	that	idea,	Mr.	Dixon.”			The	one	who	had	spoken	first	insisted,	“We	can	pay,	Herbie.	There	was	a	tube	of	shower	gel	in	his	knapsack;	he	dug	it	out,	then	stripped	off	and	took	a	long	shower,	relishing	both	the	hot	water	and	the	privacy.			Kates	beat	me	to	it.			Hank	felt	his	eyes	widen.			Don’t	get	me	wrong;	the	eulogy	I	delivered
wasn’t	profound	enough	to	make	history,	like	the	one	Brooke	Shields	delivered	at	Michael	Jackson’s	funeral.	“Right—I’ve	only	got	three	days	left	to	get	perfect.	Security	has	roped	them	off.	In	imagination	she	followed	first	oneequipage,	then	another,	to	the	big	houses	dotted	along	the	hillside.She	pictured	herself	in	a	fur	coat	and	a	velvet	hat	trimmed
withfeathers	leaning	back	in	the	seat	and	nonchalantly	murmuring	‘Home’	tothe	driver.			He’d	kissed	her	three	years	before.	But	now,	when	the	girls	talk	about	things	thatI	never	heard	of,	I	just	keep	still	and	look	them	up	in	theencyclopedia.			Tina	grabbed	her	wrist.	As	always,	I	didn’t	know	what	it	would	be	about,	because	Ellen	didn’t	know	herself.
Or	it	would	have,	if	he	had	a	collar.	And	though	her	own	motif	of	collective	ownership	seems	a	variant	of	Marxism’s	“to	each	according	to	his	needs,	from	each	according	to	his	abilities,”	she	took	pains	to	abjure	communism,	a	“flat	and	uniform	world,	of	no	ambition,	no	distinction,	no	privacy,	no	private	property,	and	therefore	no	life	worth	having.”5
As	for	Freud,	no	mythology	could	be	more	antithetical;	her	weapons	against	lifelong	bouts	with	depression	were	old-fashioned	reason	and	self-discipline—Emersonian	self-reliance.	She	paused	when	she	saw	her	father	standing	halfway	in	the	door.	“I	have	a	special	reason	to	being	here.	“Hey,	Miz	Jansen.			“Do	you	really	think	you	could	do	that?”	she
asked.	He	possessed	disciplines	totally	unknown	to	you.	Someone	was	playing	her	a	cruel	trick.	More	than	once,	he’d	lost	himself	in	the	pleasure	that	eclipsed	everything	but	the	explosive	desire	between	them.			The	round	entered	Jacobs’s	back	after	slicing	through	his	ergonomic	chair.	”			She	tossed	her	things	on	his	desk	and	crossed	her	arms,
glaring	up	at	him.	The	“market”	for	lecturers	“has	declined	before	the	advance	of	the	radio.”	She	had	“not	unreasonably	expected”	to	be	invited	to	the	Connecticut	College	for	Women,	near	her	home	in	Norwich.	But	Raine	refused	to	budge.			“Kind	of	blows	your	theory	that	I’ve	always	looked	through	you,	doesn’t	it?”	He	smirked.	They	make	your	lungs
dirty.”			“I	know.”	He	tamped	the	cigarette	out,	unable	to	take	even	a	last	drag	when	those	wise	little	eyes	were	judging	him.			“No.	”	He	shook	his	head.			And	they	do	still.	It	was	easy	for	a	rock	star	to	stray	on	the	road.			Kelly	screamed.	That’s	correct.	I’m	Lily	Bloom,	and	Andrew	was	my	father.	Driven	by	vanity	and	exhaustion,	I	spent	the	days	going
over	my	colleagues’	stories	and	churning	out	countless	reports	about	local	news	and	lurid	horrors,	so	that	later	I	could	spend	my	nights	alone	in	the	office	writing	a	serialized	work	that	I	had	been	toying	with	in	my	imagination	for	a	long	time.	It’s	1816.			16	Ma	was	thrilled	to	have	us	back	home.			Feel?	Chief	Bragge	was	very	angry	and	for	a	moment	I
thought	I’d	end	up	a	horned	toad,	or	worse,	but	luckily	his	advisers	calmed	him	down	and	I	was	only	fined	ten	Galleons	for	disrupting	the	game.	The	conventioneers	had	been	in	and	out	all	evening	and,	as	the	hours	wore	on,	their	determined	gaiety	had	increased	with	their	liquor	intake.	Over	her	shoulder,	Catherine	saw	large	men	in	uniforms	chasing
the	villagers	down.	She	held	out	her	arms.	Right	now,	I	don’t	know	anything.	She	knew	his	face	was	a	little	worn,	but	handsome.			For	these	alone	are	the	concerns	of	man.	She	was	enthusiastic	about	gymnastics	and	running;	she	taught	Sunday	school,	she	tutored	children;	most	of	all	she	read	to	prepare	for	her	life’s	work,	whatever	that	might	be.	My
name,	where	I	was	from,	where	my	father	was,	why	I	couldn’t	stay	the	night	at	another	girl’s	house	–	lying	was	all	I	knew	and	it	was	what	kept	me	alive.			“I	am	sorry,”	he	says	again,	quiet	but	firm.	A	frisson	of	nervous	energy	passes	through	me,	not	because	he’s	extremely	gorgeous	from	this	perfect	view—because	he	is,	he	definitely	is,	goodness,	he
really	is—but	mostly	because	he’s	looking	straight	at	me.	Peanut	Butter.”			“We	have	the	guidelines	for	reasons.	“And	yes,	you	count	as	a	good	thing.			“Where	are	you	going?”	I	ask,	guilty	in	an	instant.	“Yes,”	she	answered.	No	one	knew	how	to	drive	his	baby	like	he	did,	and	nothing	on	God’s	green	earth	was	going	to	make	him	lose	that	ambulance.	In
Dune	and	Dune	Messiah,	he	was	cautioning	against	pride	and	overconfidence,	that	form	of	narcissism	described	in	Greek	tragedies	that	invariably	led	to	the	great	fall.	it	was	lovely	material.	Though	often,	quite	often,	he	strained	against	its	limitations	and	tried	for	more,	it	did	not	keep	him	from	enjoying	an	ice-cream	cone	on	a	summer	afternoon,	or
from	laughing	at	cartoons	on	a	Saturday	morning.			“It’s	shit.”	Eve	tossed	the	script	onto	the	tiled	floor	of	the	solarium,	gave	it	a	solid	kick,	then	paced.	No	matter	what	the	calendar	said,	the	air	was	as	fresh	as	a	rosebud.	So	you’ll	get	the	right	general	idea	about	what	to	do.’			Reacher	said,	‘You	ever	bought	an	electrical	appliance?’			‘What’s	that	got
to	do	with	anything?’			‘I	saw	one	once,	in	a	store.	“Whatever.			He	didn’t	often	think	of	Alice	now,	and	that	fact	sometimes	brought	him	a	rush	of	guilt.			“You	really	thought	you	could	just	walk	out	of	this	room,”	Warner	says	to	me,	“knock	on	my	father’s	door,	and	do	away	with	him?”			Yes.	No	one’s	been	in	here	for	a	coupla	hours.	His	eyes	skimmed
the	text,	betraying	no	emotion.	She	was,	in	fact,	the	most	beautiful	woman	in	the	entire	world.			Q:	You	are	here	because	you	dared	to	say	that	Paul	Atreides	lost	something	essential	to	his	humanity	before	he	could	become	Muad’dib.	It	is	very	shiny,	and	it	has	no	discernible	flaws.	Catherine	was	also	put	into	irons.			Chapter	Two			Ancient	Broom
Games			Broom	sports	emerged	almost	as	soon	as	broomsticks	were	sufficiently	advanced	to	allow	fliers	to	turn	corners	and	vary	their	speed	and	height.			“What?”			I	say	the	word	but	my	lips	make	no	sound.	Anything	extra	is	luxury.	Florence,	in	particular,	owed	its	continuing	independence	largely	to	the	fact	that	if	Venice,	Milan	or	Rome	tried	to	take
it,	the	other	two	would	at	once	intervene	to	prevent	this	happening.	And	you	were	so	much	woman	that	it	changed	me.	Silence	was	her	only	shield.	A	tearful	Marla	returned	to	Wyoming	a	year	later	with	her	tail	tucked	between	her	legs,	full	of	apologies,	proclaiming	she’d	changed,	wanting	another	chance	to	make	things—their	marriage	and
motherhood—work.	I	spoke	with	and	learned	from	families	who	had	endured	domestic	turmoil	and	mental	illness	about	how	they	survived	and	coped.			There	was	another	cause,	too,	for	Chandler’s	presence	in	the	hotel	tonight,	and	it	accounted	for	his	unease	which	had	been	steadily	growing	since	Peter	McDermott’s	telephone	call	a	few	minutes
earlier.			Her	trailing	husband	was	less	enthusiastic.			“What	are	you	thinking?”			“Well,	under	the	circumstances	I	do	not	support	your	actions.	m.	.	Bright	water	fumed	up	in	a	marble	fountain	and	glinted	in	its	basin.	That	will	mean	everything	is	okay,	at	least	for	now.	Do	not	rip	out	the	pages.			And	he’s	right.	Charlie	liked	looking	at	her	smile,	always
had;	it	felt	like	approval	and	permission	at	the	same	time.	Are	you	going	to	date	and	dump	the	bartender	this	week?	”			She	skirted	the	rigging	bags	and	saddles,	avoiding	the	gigantic	potholes	in	the	makeshift	road.	Not	knowing	what	to	do,	and	noticing	a	chair	placed	against	the	wall,	I	slid	toward	it.	“I’m	glad	you’re	going	out	with	girls	again,	even	if
Kristen	is	Satan’s	sister.			I’m	twenty	eight	years	old	and	have	only	been	in	one	relationship.	She	could	not	fall.	Most	people	think	this	trial	is	a	farce	since	there	was	no	physical	evidence	linking	him	to	the	crime.	Name	calling.	I	was	afraid,	and	Liam	took	care	of	me.	“Please.	Little	potbellied	drunkards,	those	summer	raindrops,	chortling	on	their	way
to	earth	and	crashing	open	with	glee.	Ana’s	smile	faded	the	moment	those	cool	blue	eyes	turned	back	to	her.			In	1939,	to	relieve	the	strain	of	writing	Fry’s	biography,	Woolf	began	to	write	a	memoir,	“A	Sketch	of	the	Past,”	which	remained	unpublished	until	1976,	when	the	manuscripts	were	edited	by	Jeanne	Schulkind	for	a	collection	of	Woolf’s
autobiographical	writings,	Moments	of	Being.			When	Ash	had	finally	released	Dex	from	his	iron	grip,	Dex	had	stood	on	the	sidewalk	in	front	of	his	house,	amidst	the	smoke	and	burning	car	parts	unable	to	believe	what	had	happened.	Very	cool,	very	attractive.			By	the	end	of	that	year,	Woolf	was	again	suffering	from	the	tremendous	headaches	that
afflicted	her	throughout	her	life,	and	in	1913	she	was	again	sent	to	a	nursing	home	for	what	was	then	called	a	“rest	cure.”	In	September	of	that	year,	she	took	an	overdose	of	a	sleeping	drug	and	was	under	care	until	the	following	spring.	Especially	when	she	had	never	bothered	to	do	so	in	the	past.	Answer	his	questions	honestly	and	do	not	hold	back.		
After	a	moment	the	door	opened,	and	Tina’s	cold	blue	eyes	narrowed	the	instant	she	recognized	him.	As	their	closest	neighbor,	she	thought,	it	was	only	natural	that	she	should	wonder	about	them.	Weak	men	were	dangerous	creatures.	Dented	his	bumper,	but	didn’t	even	put	a	scratch	on	the	table.	He	stood	tall	with	graying	hair	and	a	hard,
rectangular	face—nearly	thirty	in	human	years,	though	markedly	older	by	Nephilim	count.			Not	my	own.	As	if	whispering	in	his	own	ear,	Frank	Herbert	constantly	reminded	himself	that	he	was	mortal.			Reacher	put	his	key	in	his	pocket.	He	watched	as	she	inhaled.			“You’re	going	to	need	to	get	back	in	drinking	shape	by	tomorrow.”			Ben	narrowed
his	eyes	at	Henry.	She	can	breathe	under	water,	see	in	the	dark,	and	heal	the	sick	and	wounded.			I.			Wendy	had	been	a	math	instructor	in	the	same	school	where	he	taught	computer	science.	Currently	he	was	in	Presora,	not	far	from	Hermosillo,	with	its	white	beaches	and	throngs	of	tourists.	He	drowned	in	her	sweet	mouth	for	a	lingering	moment,
knowing	he	should	pull	away.	Between	appointments,	we	sit	by	ourselves	in	our	rooms,	nibbling	like	prairie	dogs	on	room	service	sandwiches	or	ironing	our	clothes	for	the	next	reading	or	watching	Judge	Judy.			With	apologies	to	the	Bard…			Chapter	One			Something	vibrated	in	Beatriz’s	bed.			“I	think	he’d	like	some	of	those	pretzels,”	Lindsey	said.
Now	she	was	only	the	bartender.	S.	I	will	attend	to	a	few	tasks	until	you’re	ready	to	talk.”			“Please	tell	me	you’re	wrong.”	My	voice	breaks.			“I	need	to	speak	to	you	in	private,”	she	said.	You	can’t	say	things	like	that.	But	first	I’m	trying	to	show	her	that	it’s	okay	to	trust	me.	Too	female.	Now	I	don’t	want	to	get	transferred	from	my	team.			My	room	is
up	in	a	tower	that	used	to	be	the	contagious	ward	beforethey	built	the	new	infirmary.	“But	what	makes	it	even	worse	is	that	I	absolutely	love	gardening.	“I	don’t	think	there’s	anything	you	can	say	that	they	shouldn’t	hear	for	themselves.”	Owen	projected	his	voice	toward	the	possum-playing	rockers,	but	no	one	so	much	as	blinked.	Besides,	every	time
he	takes	the	plunge,	they	run	a	list	of	his	exes.”	A	cloud	of	smoke	veiled	her	face	for	a	moment,	then	was	whipped	up	into	the	current	from	the	ceiling	fan.	I	will	write	you	a	description	later	when	I’m	feelingless	muddled;	also	I	will	tell	you	about	my	lessons.			Gemma’s	lips	tingled	in	remembrance	of	when	Cash	had	touched	her	that	way.	“They	hung
up.”			I	wouldn’t	have	wanted	to	talk	to	Holly	either.	Are	you	a	doctor?”			He	nods.			As	a	woman,	she	preferred	a	quiet	life,	and	was	often	alone	without	the	pain	of	loneliness.	Right	hand	over	left,	spinning	the	jade	ring	on	his	pinkie	finger	over	and	over	and	over	and	over	“It’s	over,”	he	says.	”			Duckett	smiles	as	he	puts	his	helmet	under	an	arm	and
heads	toward	the	locker	room.	Before	completing	her	final	revisions,	Woolf	ended	her	own	life,	walking	into	the	River	Ouse	on	the	morning	of	March	28,	1941.			Scotland	was	the	birthplace	of	what	is	probably	the	most	dangerous	of	all	broom	games	—	Creaothceann.	Her	critical	writing	is	concerned	not	only	with	the	canonical	works	of	English
literature	from	Chaucer	to	her	contemporaries,	but	also	ranges	widely	through	lives	of	the	obscure,	memoirs,	diaries,	letters,	and	biographies.			When	my	quivering	had	finally	wound	down,	he	gave	one	more	mighty	thrust	then	closed	his	eyes.	A	bunch	is	better,	but	even	a	single	key	makes	a	pretty	good	weapon.	“My	last	name	.	But	he	wasn’t
sleeping.	But	hell,	this	was	Kelly;	she	had	been	making	him	crazy	for	most	of	her	life	in	one	way	or	the	other.	If	we	had	her	tail	we	could	transplant	plugs	from	that.			If	she	had	at	least	triedthegown	onsooner,	there	would	havebeen	a	chanceto	do	something	about	it.			Frederick	Beecher	Perkins,	a	literary	man	and	later	librarian	of	the	San	Francisco
Public	Library,	left	his	family	when	Charlotte	and	her	brother	were	small	children.	As	an	excuse,	of	course,	an	excuse	to	play	with	him	for	an	hour.	Wolves	had	long	been	hunted	to	extinction.	“The	girls	took	care	of	that.	Carillon.”	But	it	was	not	about	the	Great	Depression.	She	released	a	shaky	breath	and	didn’t	sit	at	all.			He	kissed	me	back	more
passionately	than	I’d	anticipated,	his	tongue	probing	against	my	mouth.	“I	have	to	know	now.”			One	moment.	It	was	good	to	know	these	streets	and	to	know	she	belonged	here.	Typical	female	stuff.	“Please	get	down.”	It’s	more	of	a	demand	now,	despite	his	use	of	the	word	please.	As	the	doctor	had	promised,	he	was	there	exactly	fifteen	minutes	later.
The	cowboy	whooped,	clamping	his	hands	on	her	ass	in	a	dirty	dancing	move	that’d	make	Patrick	Swayze	jealous.	Page	1			Chapter	1			Los	Angeles	–	Tuesday	before	Thanksgiving			Macen	“Hammer”	Hammerman	stifled	the	mundane	conversation	with	his	assistant,	Raine	Kendall,	and	stood,	bracing	his	hands	on	the	desk	between	them.	Eve	studied	it
now,	the	long,	straight	nose,	the	hollowed	cheeks,	the	deep	blue	eyes	with	their	faint	lines	that	were	a	woman’s	curse	and	a	man’s	character.			I	had	it	repainted	a	deep	blue	color	because	Safira	means	Sapphire	in	Croatian	which	is	my	ethnic	background.	I	don’t	even	have	weeds.	He’s	tall,	probably	6’2”	or	6’3”,	and	has	gorgeous	olive-toned	skin.	I	did
little	else.	What	is	my	part	in	it,	my	job—what	ought	I	to	do?”2	She	calls	her	autobiography,	published	after	her	death	in	1935,	The	Living	of	Charlotte	Perkins	Gilman,	and	the	unexpected	rhythm	of	its	title	is	a	deliberate	choice,	active	gerund	rather	than	static	noun.	Rose	didn’t	care	what	Stan	said,	what	the	police	said,	what	Mel	said.	There	should
have	been	a	portcullis	that	dropped	to	bar	the	entrance—but	there	was	nothing	there.	Loaded	as	he	is,	he	can	allow	himself	to	go	around	being	a	free	spirit.			He	felt	a	searing	pain	erupt	across	his	cheek.	The	details	were	a	little	fuzzy.			20	Ray	jerked	my	brother	around.	For	a	fiction	writer-to-be,	it	was	a	moment	of	truth.	You	can	talk	to	Blue	if	you
want.			Jacobs	started	counting	the	last	moments	in	his	head,	his	eyes	glued	to	the	screen.	Lippett	allowed	a	moment	of	silence	to	fall,	then	resumed	in	aslow,	placid	manner	extremely	trying	to	her	hearer’s	suddenly	tightenednerves.			“I’m	not	buying	it,	Davy.”	Mr.	Moser	was	very	smart.	”			I	look	closely	over	the	fabulous	dress,	smile	and	say,	“Okay,
let	me	see	what	I	can	do.	”			I	was	sure	my	hair	was	a	total	mess,	and	my	makeup	was	probably	all	over	the	place,	but	I	blushed	at	the	compliment	anyway.			I	have	never	seen	him	smile.			Q:	But	I	will	keep	my	promise	to	preserve	your	words.	“See	that	insurance	building?”			He	squints	as	he	looks	in	the	direction	I’m	pointing.	You’ll	have	to	wash	up
first.			He	leaned	down	and	nibbled	on	my	ear,	his	hot	breath	tickling	me.	Page	1			PROLOGUE			How	had	he	known	she	would	be	waiting	on	him,	here	of	all	places.	The	mostimportant	one,	in	his	mind.	The	trouble	with	college	is	that	you	areexpected	to	know	such	a	lot	of	things	you’ve	never	learned.			Hands	in	his	pockets.	”			Or	he	was	trying	to	be.	At
the	opened	elevator	doorway	he	hesitated.			“This	belongs	to	you.	Her	power	was	ancient.			The	chair	next	to	Cord’s	squeaked	as	a	big	body	flopped	beside	him.	Their	own	small	press	could	not	cope	with	the	long	and	complex	manuscript,	nor	could	Leonard	Woolf	find	a	commercial	printer	willing	to	risk	prosecution	for	obscenity	by	producing	it.	Shade
pressed	the	doorbell	and	waited.	“How	old	is	this	one,	thirty?”			“According	to	her	press	releases.”	Amused,	Paul	tilted	his	head	as	Eve	snatched	up	another	cigarette.	Her	face	was	the	mirror	of	a	giving	heart.	The	police	had	already	been	there.	Then,	at	4:29	p.m.	we	would	all	thank	God	for	His	mercy	and	hold	our	collective	breath.	I’m	beyond	a	lot	of
people’s	knowledge.”			“Are	you	a	witch?”			The	flame	glowed	brighter	for	a	moment	and	then	settled	back	down.	“Listen,	I’m	going	to	be	out	of	town	for	awhile.			She	was	alone.	“What	are	you	doing?	”	/>			She	closed	her	eyes.	His	father’s	mouth.	I	finally	said,	‘No,	I’ve	never	been	on	an	airplane.	He	promised	to	transform	your	desert	planet	into	a
water-rich	paradise.			He	liked	the	drama	of	the	view,	that	dangerous	drop,	the	churning	water,	even	the	ribbon	of	road	that	sliced	through	the	stone	to	prove	man’s	wiliness,	his	determination	to	move	on.	Plus	women	tended	to	get	clingy.			He	lifts	his	chin	a	little	and	nudges	his	head	toward	me.	And	Mimi	is	right.	It	can’t	be	read	at	a	crowded	café,	or
with	a	child	on	one’s	lap.	He	won’t	ever	know	who	they	came	from.	She	knew,	for	example,	that	Peter,	who	had	been	promoted	to	assistant	general	manager	a	month	or	two	ago,	was	virtually	running	the	big,	bustling	St.	Gregory,	though	at	an	ungenerous	salary	and	with	limited	authority.			He	looks	angry,	too.			Turtle	leaned	on	the	handlebars,
panting	for	breath.	To	understand	them,	it	must	be	seen	that	their	catastrophe	was	the	catastrophe	of	all	mankind.	And	sitting	on	the	edge	of	the	bed	in	Room	714	of	the	Westin	Hotel,	I	uttered	in	a	timid	and	tentative	voice,	Who	is	Wally	Lamb?	‘I	mean,	Veronica.	At	the	same	time	he	silently	cursed	his	own	folly,	wondering	whether,	at	this	stage,	he
should	go	upstairs	or	stay	well	away.			If	she	chose	to.	So	far,	no	amount	of	gentle	cajoling	or	patience	had	convinced	her	to	believe	in	him.					Introduction			Necessity.	The	interview	room’s	other	personnel	include:	the	University’s	Director	of	Composition,	its	varsity	tennis	coach,	and	Academy	prorector	Mr.	A.			I	read	about	and	talked	to	identical
twins.	Because	he	was	a	great	writer,	his	cautionary	words	will	carry	on	through	the	ages	and	hopefully	influence	people	in	decision-making	positions,	causing	them	to	set	up	safeguards	that	will	protect	against	abuses	of	power,	both	by	leaders	and	by	their	followers.			You	have	to	see	it	to	believe	it.	Big	day	coming	up?			TIM	PARKS	was	born	in
Manchester	in	1954	and	moved	to	Italy	in	1981,	where	he	has	lived	ever	since.			“Seriously?			“Nice	practice	today,	Jordan,”	Marie	says,	giving	me	a	smile.	The	subtle	change	in	his	demeanor	was	jarring.			He	entered	the	small	room,	locking	the	door	behind	him.			Three	seconds	became	one.	She,	too,	managed	an	approving	glance	in	the	mirror	before
the	elevator	door	opened.	“I	come	from	a	witch,	but	I’m	no	longer	a	witch,	Davy.	She	applied	a	coat	of	shiny	pink	lip-gloss.			I	am,	when	I	write	fiction,	people	other	than	myself.	“I	realized	my	mistake	pretty	quickly.”	And	he’d	felt	like	such	an	awkward	idiot.	So	let’s	not	think	about	that.			“Good.	Did	you	see	her	in	Midnight?			But	he	thanked	God	he
wasn’t.	This	is	a	good	question,	and	one	that	many	people,	particularly	literary-minded	people,	ask	themselves.	There	was	no	way.			But	when	I	glance	down	at	my	body	I	realize	I’m	wearing	clean	clothes,	no	blood	or	holes	or	anything	anywhere	and	I	wonder	who	washed	me,	wonder	who	changed	me,	and	worry	that	might’ve	been	Warner,	too.
Vanessa	Bell	was	concerned	at	what	might	have	happened	to	her	sister	had	she	been	discovered	on	the	ship.	I’d	give	my	life	to	save	hers.	Just	let	them	do	their	job.	What	they	did	not	know	was	that	ten	per	cent	of	their	tip	would	find	its	way	into	Herbie	Chandler’s	pocket,	plus	the	flat	two	dollars	daily	which	Chandler	exacted	from	each	bellboy	as	the
price	of	retaining	his	job.	To	write	a	first-person	novel	is	to	go	on	a	journey	by	sitting	each	day	in	the	same	place	—	to	park	yourself	before	the	page	and,	simultaneously,	to	stow	away	in	the	suitcase	of	some	other,	imagined	person’s	life.	I	don’t	have	time	for	the	bullshit	that	goes	along	with	the	privilege	of	gettin’	my	rocks	off	once	or	twice.	Even	the
hamsters	Billy	Walker	has.	Don	Basilio,	his	fierce	mask	back	in	place,	gave	me	a	steely	look	and	pointed	toward	the	door.	Stares.	There	are	three	other	girls	on	the	samefloor	of	the	tower–a	Senior	who	wears	spectacles	and	is	always	askingus	please	to	be	a	little	more	quiet,	and	two	Freshmen	named	SallieMcBride	and	Julia	Rutledge	Pendleton.	For
this	decision	she	was,	to	her	lasting	chagrin,	excoriated	by	the	press	as	an	“unnatural	mother.”			The	conflicts	triggering	her	breakdown	were	never	resolved,	and	spells	of	morbid	depression	continued	to	plague	her.			Important!	Important!	Suddenly,	he	stiffened	as	if	struck	by	lightening.			No	reproduction	without	permission.	I	hexed	the	man	who
came	for	it.	In	the	past	a	few	individualists	had	tried	holding	out	on	Herbie	by	reporting	tips	to	be	less	than	they	really	were.	“Do	I	understand	that	you	are	claiming	to	be	the	murdered	person?”			“Exactly,	declared	Janet!”			“How	can	we	believe	that?			With	one	tear	she	ripped	the	envelope	open	and	pulled	out	the	book.	“I	swear	it.”			Instead	of
answering,	Rose	merely	nodded	and	turned	her	head	to	stare	out	over	the	dizzying	cliffs.	He’s	here	with	his	girlfriend.	The	potential	for	instability	more	or	less	obliged	whichever	family	was	in	the	ascendant	to	step	in	and	impose	continuity.	He	wasn’t	leaving	until	he	did.			The	store	front	window	holds	two	mannequins;	I	change	their	outfits	every
week.	“I	didn’t	realize	breakfast	was	being	served	with	coffee,”	I	said.	“At	least	you’re	economical,”	he	says.	Whatever	you	do,	don’t	open	the	door	again	until	I	call	you	back.”			Corbin	hangs	up,	and	I	lean	against	his	front	door.	You	must	know	I	wouldn’t	have	said	it	if	it	weren’t	absolutely	true.”			And	it’s	this—his	sincerity—that	finally	snaps	me	in
half.	The	lawyer’s	advice	was	to	let	the	boy	stay	with	his	mother	for	the	seven-week	period	she’d	requested.	We	shot	through	the	storm	like	a	bullet	through	a	balloon.	Vanilla	and	strawberry	shampoo?	Just	admit	it.	He’s	now	standing	over	it,	his	hands	clenched	in	fists	at	his	sides.			“Forget	you?”	he	asked	softly.	Been	a	yawner	today.	People	think	I
have	everyone	cowering	at	my	feet,	but	even	I	have	enemies.	Second,	devotion	to	her	Nephilim	bloodline.	By	the	time	I	figure	out	how	to	get	to	the	track,	she	could	be	old	enough.	I	don’t	even	know	who	my	brother	is,	and	it	pisses	me	off.”			My	fist	tightens,	and	I	try	to	control	my	anger.	The	way	he	stares	at	me	is	hot.			Then	the	door	was	open	and	I
stepped	onto	the	roof.	She	had	her	mother’s	blond	hair,	but	the	bright	blue	eyes,	the	straight	nose,	the	stubborn	chin	were	all	him.	London	(England)—Fiction.	There	was	no	pain	here,	and	that	was	a	relief.	My	fingers	gripped	the	sheets	as	the	sensation	of	his	tongue	fluttering	around	my	pussy	radiated	through	my	body.	If	you	could	somehow	smash	it
into	smaller	pieces,	there	would	certainly	be	no	way	to	put	it	back	together	again.	She	was	a	beautiful	young	woman—he	couldn’t	deny	that	obvious	fact—but	he’d	just	me	t	someone	he	liked	and	they’d	already	forged	a	connection,	one	he	hoped	strengthened	and	lasted.	A	strange	summer	fog	hung	thin	and	dreary,	like	a	string	of	rising	ghosts.	“I	don’t
have	time	for	this	right	now,”	he	said.	He	wanted,	at	all	costs,	to	avoid	the	two	women	who	were	even	now	heading	up	the	hill	toward	him.	The	walls	still	oozed	the	corrosive	vapor	that	ate	away	at	furniture	and	clothes,	sapping	the	spirits,	consuming	even	the	soles	of	shoes.	A	lot	of	people	at	these	Open	Meetings	spoke	with	me	and	were	extremely
patient	and	garrulous	and	generous	and	helpful.	After	all,	he	knew	what	it	was	and	what	it	meant.	“They’re	considering	Justine	Hunter	for	Marilou.”			“That	bimbo?”	Eve	began	to	puff	and	pace	more	rapidly.	What	a	mind	she	had!			Mine	was	really	put	to	the	test	in	trying	to	keep	it	all	straight	in	order	to	double-check	her.	As	he	had	half	expected,
there	was	an	immediate	protest.	I	wondered	if	it	meant	something	and	then	cursed	my	foolishness.	It	did	in	fact	become	fiction—“The	Yellow	Wallpaper,”	her	only	story	that	gives	literary	shape	to	private	torment	and	ranks	among	American	classics.	I	want	this	jury	to	file	back	into	the	courtroom	and	have	Jerome	see	me,	a	year	after	he	shot	me.	He
tested	the	program	to	make	sure	it	would	work.	Anything	else	would	break	Dex’s	tremulous	hold	on	his	emotions.	The	furniture	was	made	of	wood,	all	dark	and	bruised,	and	the	television	set	was	small	and	old,	and	the	curtains	were	grey	with	grime.			An	hour	ago	the	girls	had	come	in	through	the	front	entrance	as	usual,	with	only	a	few	of	the	hotel’s
staff	aware	that	they	were	other	than	registered	hotel	guests.	“Help	ya,	miss?”			Miss.	Ended	up	watching	those	numbskulls	playing	their	game	on	the	marsh.	Especial	y	since	he’s	been	spending	time	with	girls	who	think	a	Hail	Mary	is	a	spending	time	with	girls	who	think	a	Hail	Mary	is	a	prayer	to	Jesus’s	mom.	“Made	it	safe,	but	I	can’t	get	in	because
there’s	a	drunk	guy	passed	out	at	your	front	door.	He’d	seen	too	much	in	his	career,	both	at	the	HPF	and	now	at	the	THIRDS.	He	couldn’t	help	but	resent	it.	deLint.	We	both	made	mistakes.			No	steak	dinner.	“Gemma?	Rixon	always	said	you	were	a	pretty	boy.	Need	out.	Hecalled	me,	so	who	else	would	be	answering	it	who	sounds	exactly	like	me?			Did
these	guys	even	know	that?			This	could	not	be	happening.	I	thought	she	was	in	Spain.”			“She	was.	My	eyes	are	filling	fast	with	tears	and	I	blink	and	blink	but	the	world	is	a	mess	and	I	want	to	laugh	because	all	I	can	think	is	how	horrible	and	beautiful	it	is,	that	our	eyes	blur	the	truth	when	we	can’t	bear	to	see	it.			Before	Catherine	knew	what	he	was
doing,	Liam	was	on	his	feet	and	charged	at	the	soldiers.	Madam	Pince,	our	librarian,	tells	me	that	it	is	‘pawed	about,	dribbled	on	and	generally	maltreated’	nearly	every	day	—	a	high	compliment	for	any	book.	Cord	asked,			“Is	Kane	here?”			“Nope.	The	last	one	who	told	me	that	needed	me	to	accept	the	Immortal	inside	of	me.	Lippett	watched	it	with
droppedjaw,	her	peroration	in	mid-air.			Much	in	the	way	that	would-be	civilized	debates	are	polarized	by	extreme	thinkers	on	either	side,	this	debate	has	been	made	to	seem	like	an	either/or	proposition,	that	the	world	has	room	for	only	one	kind	of	fiction,	and	that	the	other	kind	should	be	banned	and	its	proponents	hunted	down	and,	why	not,
dismembered.	He	planned	tomarry	the	girl,spend	a	few	days	at	Straughton	afterward,	then	head	back	to	Gerville,	stoppingto	collect	his	new	squire	along	the	way.			“Sit.			Not	quite.	In	other	words,	I	pay	you	to	have	orgasms.	But	I	couldn’t	wait	for	summer	vacation	to	end.	Now	she’d	settle	for	bread.			5	Thomas	and	I	are	going.	He	walked	on,	and	ten
paces	later	he	heard	a	grinding	noise,	and	he	stopped	and	glanced	back.			She	had	backed	Owen	into	a	corner—both	literally	and	figuratively.			Like	an	answer	to	my	silent	prayer	he	throws	his	cigarette	butt	onto	the	pavement	(another	turn	off—litter	bug),	steps	on	it,	and	walks	into	a	building	I	was	told	by	my	girls	is	a	very	popular	nightclub.	She	ran
her	hand	through	her	short	black	hair.			He	winks	at	me,	and	I’m	stunned	as	his	smile	slowly	fades,	morphing	into	one	that’s	unbearably	intimate.	This	book	is	like	a	spaceship	with	no	recognizable	components,	no	rivets	or	bolts,	no	entry	points,	no	way	to	take	it	apart.			The	Prince	was	written	by	a	forty-four-year-old	diplomat	facing	ruin.	My	button-up
white	shirt	is	sleeveless,	but	it	goes	up	my	throat	in	a	lacy	mock-neck,	and	the	hem	is	tucked	nicely	into	a	pair	of	high-waisted,	but	perfectly	presentable,	black	pants.			One	says	of	Lorenzo	il	Magnifico	that	he	‘came	to	power’,	but	officially	Florence	was	a	republic	and	since	Lorenzo	was	only	twenty	years	old	in	1469	he	was	far	too	young	to	hold
elected	office;	an	explanation	is	required.	He’s	hardly	sane.	“I	really	appreciate	everything	you’re	doing,”	Dex	said,	handing	the	doctor	his	clothes.	Get	up	from	that	desk.	She	would	be	starting	first	grade	in	her	brand-new	school	on	Tuesday.			19	Dell	Weeks	never	drank	before	noon.	Stichstock	died	out	in	the	fourteenth	century.	The	bladder-guardian
was	allowed	to	use	his	or	her	wand	to	repel	these	attacks.	“When	did	you	get	in?”			“Just	now.	I	just	want	to	get	in	the	air.	“Unless	you	replace	these	with	a	ten-foot	wall,	she’ll	be	back.”	And	at	least	he’d	know	where	to	look	if	she	disappeared	again.	So	I’m	not	shutting	up	until	I	have	an	answer.	It’s	a	mammal	thing.	Despite	the	chill	they	were	dressed
in	T-shirts,	tight	and	white,	above	the	kind	of	athletic	pants	sprinters	peel	off	seconds	before	a	race.	Then	again,	he	mused	as	he	browned	some	beef	for	chili,	Jessie	was	happy	anywhere.	Withdrawing	with	Leonard	to	Monk’s	House	in	Sussex,	where	they	could	see	the	German	airplanes	flying	low	overhead	on	their	way	to	bomb	London,	Woolf
continued	to	write	for	peace	and	correspond	with	antiwar	activists	in	Europe	and	the	United	States.			He	leaned	one	shoulder	against	the	archway.	I	know	she’ll	only	be	a	few	minutes	but	will	come	back	with	the	best	Good	Morning	greeting	anyone	can	get.	My	fingers	are	mated	into	a	mirrored	series	of	what	manifests,	to	me,	as	the	letter	X.	As	the
fight	progresses,	my	nipples	strain,	even	more	puckered	and	tighter,	against	my	top,	pushing	anxiously	against	the	silk	of	the	fabric.			Totally	awesome,	if	you	ask	me.			Little,	Brown	and	Company			Hachette	Book	Group			237	Park	Avenue,	New	York,	NY	10017			Visit	our	Web	site	at	www.HachetteBookGroup.com.	“All	right.			I	knew	why	all	this	was
necessary,	of	course.			“Do	not	letthemget	to	you,	Avy.			“The	pregnant	chick?”			“Lindsey.”	They	m	ight	as	well	get	used	to	saying	her	name	and	not	referring	to	her	as	the	object	she’d	been	to	them	all	the	last	time	she’d	been	on	the	bus.	Now	he	wasn’t	so	sure.			His	specific	destination	was	a	sturdy	building	put	up	about	sixty	years	before	by	the
nearby	Department	of	Defense,	for	some	long-forgotten	original	purpose.	As	soon	as	one	power	achieved	some	significant	military	victory,	the	others	immediately	formed	an	alliance	against	it	to	halt	its	progress.	Though	he	rarely	broke	into	houses	any	more,	there’d	been	a	time	when	he’d	done	it	all	too	often,	with	much	worse	motives	than	now.		
“Who	lives	there?”	he	asks.	“I	thought	you	might	be	interested.”			Calculating,	still	moving,	Eve	blew	out	a	long	stream	of	smoke.	This	glittery,	glassy	apartment	house	stood	alone	on	the	Lake	Michigan	shore	five	stories	high.	Neither	one	of	us	wants	to	see	you	hurt	by	another	dead	end.”			She	was	only	twenty-three,	but	Rose	felt	as	old	as	the	sea	that
spread	out	beneath	them.	I	have	to	make	one	final	choice:	give	up	or	go	on.	.”			This	could	not	be	happening!			“.	At	night	they	were	ominous	ghosts	telling	me	to	stay	awake,	to	be	prepared	to	rip	off	my	sheets	and	jump	in	the	car	in	a	matter	of	seconds.	The	beginnings	of	it	could	be	sensed	in	muted	rumblings	and	an	occasional	flash	of	light.	By
amplified	example,	albeit	unwittingly,	the	thirty-seventh	president	of	the	United	States	taught	people	to	question	their	leaders.			Pedro	Vidal	was	the	first	person	to	whom	I	had	dared	show	rough	drafts	of	my	writing	when,	barely	a	child,	I	carried	coffee	and	cigarettes	round	the	staff	room.			Well,	in	a	way	that’s	exactly	what	I	am.	Thenshe	recalled
what	he’d	muttered	to	catchher	attentionandasked,	“What	is	strange,	son?”			“This.			Once	Gilman’s	life	is	firmly	centered	in	work	and	she	is	something	of	a	celebrity	(around	the	1890s),	the	tone	of	her	autobiography	loses	its	timbre.	“Dead	center,	Maggie.	Mission	nearly	complete,	and	then	it	was	on	to	the	next	target.			‘No,’	Katarina	finally	said.	He
will	neveranswer	your	letters,	nor	in	the	slightest	particular	take	any	notice	ofthem.			“No.”			“Juliette.”			“No,”	I	say.	But	I	need	a	thousand	words	from	you	this	week	to	fill	Angie’s	slot.”			“As	much	as	I’d	love	to	fill	Angie’s	slot,	I’m	a	little	busy	this	week	doing	wedding	stuff	with	my	family.	I	can’t	say	more	than	that.”			“Great.	I	shouldlike	to	–	”		
“Avelyn	shall	behere	when	we	return	below,”he	said	as	heurged	her	up	the	stairs.	I	know	what	I’m	capable	of;	I	am	a	soldier	now,	a	warrior.	“I’ll	help.”			He	smiles	and	his	shoulders	relax.	”			Rachel	took	his	hand.			He	doesn’t	move.	The	security	team	held	them	back.	Please.			“Good	Morning,	Ladies.	And	roses.			I	bought	it	two	years	ago.	Dammit.		
“For?”			“Being	the	man	I	thought	you	were.	Something	hard	and	round	moved	beneath	her	skin	along	his	palm	and	then	thumped	against	his	hand.	I	was	closing	the	door	on	teaching,	literally,	when	the	phone	rang.	”			He	flipped	my	omelet	deftly	onto	a	plate	already	containing	sliced	melon	and	strawberries	and	set	it	on	the	counter.	“But	no.	“And
think	what	it	means	having	your	office	in	the	lobby,	Jake;	no	more	driving	to	and	from	work,	no	more	mowing	the	lawn	or	shoveling	snow.”			“Let	me	remind	you,”	Barney	Northrup	said,	“the	rent	here	is	cheaper	than	what	your	old	house	costs	in	upkeep.”			How	would	he	know	that,	Jake	wondered.	According	to	Madam	Rabnott,	Bragge	brought	a
caged	Snidget	to	the	match	and	told	the	assembled	players	that	he.			He	counted	the	steps	out.	The	scrapbooks	she	made	became	the	matrix	from	which	developed	the	perspectives	of	her	penultimate	novel,	The	Years	(1937),	and	the	arguments	of	her	pacifist-feminist	polemic	Three	Guineas	(1938).	I	have	a	stack	of	unopened	envelopes	from
publishers	on	my	desk	anyway.”			“Good.	“That’s	right.”			“So	do	we	have	a	deal?			Jacobs	watched	Ahmadi	talk	to	the	reporters.			“Yeah,	you	look	fine.”	Dex	refused	to	give	in	to	his	teammate’s	stubbornness.	Not	Arrakis,	notice,	but	Dune.	Wexler	replied,	clutching	her	husband’s	arm	as	her	high	heels	wobbled	in	the	deep	plush	pile.	But	Herbie
Chandler	had	no	need	to	investigate	because	he	knew	roughly	what	was	happening	on	the	eleventh.			Holly	gave	me	a	smile	in	approval	and	I	resisted	the	urge	to	kick	her	underneath	our	desks.	She	had	been	stealing	his	shirts	since	she	was	sixteen—when	her	mother	married	his	father,	bringing	his	favorite	bit	of	trouble	right	into	his	home.	She
reached	down	to	her	bottom	right-hand	desk	drawer,	drew	out	a	holy	picture,	and	gave	it	to	me.	You	and	your	OCD!”	she	says,	laughing	her	head	off	as	Remington’s	opponent	takes	off	his	robe.			Mel	had	even	been	invited	to	the	baby	shower,	and	though	she’d	been	certain	she	would	feel	awkward	and	out	of	place	at	such	a	gathering,	she’d	enjoyed
listening	to	the	oohs	and	aahs	over	the	tiny	clothes	and	the	stuffed	animals.			32	Rain	drummed	against	the	car	roof.	“Albert	Wells,	Montreal.”			“I	know	him,”	Christine	said.	But	no	answer.			A	medieval	broomstick	on	display	in	the	Museum	of	Quidditch	in	London	gives	us	an	insight	into	Lochrin’s	discomfort	(see	Fig.	I	can’t	give	you	a	refund	or
exchange.	Dex	felt	for	the	guy.			A	rustling	sound	made	her	jump	and	wheel.	The	author	addresses	the	National	Endowment	for	the	Arts.	It	fits	him	everywhere	else,	but	his	arms	are	huge.	“They’ve	cast	Peter	Jackson	as	Robert.”			Eve’s	bright	green	eyes	narrowed.			Somehow,	using	a	combination	of	pride	and	terror,	she	managed	to	keep	her	head	up
and	to	choke	back	the	nausea.	His	high-cheekboned	face	had	a	light	stubble	on	its	jaw;	his	lean	body	was	as	simultaneously	relaxed	and	alert	as	a	cat’s.	I	could	picture	the	chaos,	the	other	passengers	screaming	and	ducking	under	their	seats	as	a	couple	of	huge	alien	soldiers	barreled	down	the	aisle	with	swords.	”			Was	that	amusement	in	his	voice?
Dex	tackled	to	the	ground,	the	breath	stolen	from	his	lungs.			He	pocketed	the	box.	McGlutch,	Ellen	smoked	too	much)	of	a	Pennsylvania	Railroad	train	en	route	from	New	York	to	Philadelphia,	where	we	were	both	speaking	on	a	panel.	This	is	the	plan.	PEEBLES’	HEART			THE	WIDOW’S	MIGHT			SELECTIONS	FROM	Herland			SELECTIONS	FROM
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From	girlhood	to	old	age,	she	invented	new	forms	of	the	verb	her	own	living	might	take.	And	they	had	poured	baking	soda	into	the	core	of	their	creation	and,	with	the	help	of	vinegar,	had	made	lava	bubble	up	and	spring	forth	and	dribble	down	the	sides.	I’ll	take	care	of	it.			A	shiver	shoots	down	my	spine	as	I	helplessly	drink	in	the	entire	package
everyone	else	seems	to	be	gaping	at.			I	thought	staying	away	would	keep	him	alive.	We	al	crack	up	again.	It	makes	me	think	he	saves	the	more	difficult	pickup	lines	for	the	women	he	deems	worthy.	I	have	no	sympathy.”			“Bea,	behave.”			“You’re	stuttering,	John.”			“Look,	I’ll	leave	you	alone.	”			Avelyn	jerked	in	surprise	at	that	softly	spoken	insult	from
behind	her.	Supporting	this	second	view	were	predictions	that	the	Duke	of	Croydon	might	soon	be	named	British	Ambassador	to	Washington.	Sounded	like	this	wasn’t	the	first	time	the	guy	had	issues	with	the	THIRDS.	I	glance	out	at	the	wing	again,	scanning	the	area	for	anything	out	of	the	ordinary.	The	young	were	scooped	up,	thrown	over	shoulders
and	hauled	off.			If	the	foregoing	sounds	boastful,	please	forgive	me.	The	bus	let	him	out	two	blocks	away,	on	a	corner,	at	the	bottom	of	a	long	hill	he	had	walked	many	times.	He’d	looked	down	at	her	and	known	instantly	that	Jessie	was	safe.	These	are	three	Deans	—	of	Admissions,	Academic	Affairs,	Athletic	Affairs.	Their	relationship	was	hard	work,
had	been	from	the	day	they’d	met,	but	every	moment	with	Sloane	was	worth	it.			Decades	later	a	new	generation	of	feminists	discovered	Gilman	and	treasured	her,	not	only	for	her	work,	though	that	remained	as	strong	and	pertinent	as	ever,	but	also	for	her	life.			Chapter	Two			Cord	McKay	scowled	at	his	beer.	“When	I	said	I	was	his	partner,	I	didn’t
just	mean	work	partner.”			“Oh.”	With	a	puzzled	frown,	the	doctor	removed	a	tablet	from	his	pocket	and	scrolled	through	his	information.	Eve	had	taught	her	that	much.	She’d	twisted	her	ankle	on	the	unexpected	dismount,	unable	to	scramble	away	from	either	the	angry	snake	or	the	truck	barreling	toward	her.	The	others	were	being	tossed	into	the
hold	as	well,	chains	clinking	together	as	they	tried	to	climb	back	up,	screaming	for	mercy.			“A	guy	fell	off	this	roof	last	month,”	he	says.	She’d	just	had	a	birthday	and	was	six.	You	see	the	future,	don’t	you?”	I	hated	fortune	tellers.			THE	MANUAL	it	read	in	big	gold	type	on	a	black	cover.	Like	every	serious	thinker,	Gilman	had	to	take	them	into
account,	develop	a	stance	toward	the	news	they	brought.	But	not	with	a	baby.	“Mom	has	you	working	on	another	project?”			He	drops	the	instruction	sheet	to	the	floor.	“Can	I	see	her?”			“It’s	not	your	weekend.”	Tina	tried	to	shut	the	door	in	his	face,	but	he	lifted	an	arm	to	block	it.	His	daughter’s	imagination.	And	you	should	never	come	back	again.’		
‘No	one	mentioned	a	court	martial.’			‘Not	yet.			Machiavelli	was	twenty-eight.	Although	he	believed	that	women	should	be	“as	well	educated	as	men,”	Woolf’s	mother	held	that	“to	serve	is	the	fulfilment	of	women’s	highest	nature.”	The	young	Stephen	children	were	first	taught	at	home	by	their	mother	and	father,	with	little	success.	Barely	past	six	a.m.
		Now	came	the	next	important	step.	”	He	shot	Cord	a	devious	look.	You’ll	discover	something	new	on	each	pass	through	the	pages.			He	checked	his	watch	again.	I	got	to	meet	Ana.”	Because	her	eyes	were	heavy,	she	closed	them,	lulled	by	the	beating	of	her	father’s	heart.			McDermott	instructed,	“Never	mind	the	argument,	I	want	that	complaint
attended	to.”	Making	another	decision:	“And	something	else:	send	a	boy	with	a	pass	key	to	meet	Miss	Francis	on	the	main	mezzanine.”	He	replaced	the	phone	before	there	could	be	any	more	discussion.	And	so,	on	that	day,	when	the	minute	hand	lurched	first	backward,	then	forward,	ca-chunk,	ca-chunk,	and	Sister	intoned	those	liberating	words,
“Class	.	“Well?	I	stood	there,	petrified,	not	knowing	whether	to	run	away	or	await	the	death	sentence.	Tony,	Cael,	and	the	rest	of	the	team	sat	in	the	waiting	area,	had	been	for	hours	while	Sloane	was	in	surgery.	Just	in	time	to	come	to	the	wedding.”			“You	have	got	to	be	shitting	me.”	Ben’s	stomach	dropped.			I	certainly	wasn’t	anticipating	a	high-rise
smack	dab	in	the	middle	of	downtown	San	Francisco.	Blood	began	to	pound	in	his	veins	as	his	thighs	tightened,	his	dick	thickened,	and	everything	but	the	taste	of	Kelly	receded	beneath	the	force	of	his	lust.	“It’ll	be	my	pleasure,	love,	as	soon	as	you	tell	me	what	Hammer	did.	Watchful.	He	was	a	photographer.			Damn,	forgot	to	replace	the	batteries	on
the	doorbell	sensor	again,	I	think			Now,	instead	of	the	regular	Ding	Dong	most	doorbells	have	mine	sounds	like	a	cat	in	heat.	The	book	is	drum-tight	and	relentlessly	smart,	and	though	it	does	not	wear	its	heart	on	its	sleeve,	it’s	deeply	felt	and	incredibly	moving.	Footbal	,	dominator	of	fal	—footbal	,	love	of	my	life.			17	“Mr.	Birdsey,	tell	me	about	your
stepfather.”.			He’d	had	a	dream	the	night	before,	a	dream	that	he’d	been	standing	here,	just	here.	Seb’s	lip	curled.	The	name	certainly	suited	her.	Any	more,	and	we’d	give	ourselves	away.	It	did	not	seem	so	to	the	college.”3	Perhaps	it	did	not	because	with	the	attainment	of	suffrage	the	urgency	of	the	women’s	movement	had	abated,	at	least	in	the
public	eye.	You	identified	the	caller’s	location;	chose	to	intervene	without	any	communication	with	your	supervisors,	and	then	you	had	the	balls	to	resign	by	sneaking	a	letter	under	my	door.	I	clenched	around	him	and	his	cock	jerked,	which	made	me	squeeze	harder.	What	he	needed	right	now	was	a	bartender	and	nothing	else.	“You	were	drunk.	She
didn’t	need	to	hear	the	cries	of	a	wolf	out	on	the	moors.	So	he	knew	they	were	coming,	and	he’d	braced	himself	to	refuse	whatever	they	would	ask	of	him.	Sometimes	the	smallest	arguments	stand	for	the	bigger	problems.”			I	was	bored.	Dex	had	learned	months	ago	from	his	own	stay	at	the	hospital	after	some	of	Pearce’s	hired	goons	ambushed	him
that	the	THIRDS	had	their	own	appointed	medical	staff	here	at	the	hospital,	so	he	wasn’t	too	surprised	to	find	the	doctor	royally	pissed	off.	No	optics	reflect.	Unless	they	were	aiming	to	deliver	blows	with	their	feet	merely	for	the	points	value	alone.			The	long,	gray	Marines	T-shirt	swallowed	her	slender	frame	and	hung	well	past	her	thighs.	“I’ve	come
back,	darling,”	she	shouted.	A	million	bad	scenarios	raced	through	his	mind.			“Your	partner	suffers	from	malignant	hyperthermia,	a	potentially	fatal	muscular	disorder	triggered	by	general	anesthetics.			“Please	sit.			Rome’s	aim	under	any	pope	was	always	to	expand	north	and	east	into	Romagna	and	Emilia,	with	a	view	to	swallowing	up	Perugia,
Bologna,	Rimini	and	Forlì,	a	project	that	would	bring	it	into	conflict	with	both	Venice	and	Florence.			Hammer,	that	fuckwit,	had	rattled	her.	“Whatever	you	chose	to	call	it,	the	part	of	Marilou	is	perfect	for	you.	Warner	is	whispering	words	of	comfort	I	can’t	hear	and	his	arms	are	wrapped	entirely	around	me,	trying	to	keep	me	together	through	sheer
physical	force	but	it’s	no	use.			As	the	political	situation	in	Europe	in	the	1930s	moved	inexorably	to	its	crisis	in	1939,	Woolf	began	to	collect	newspaper	clippings	about	the	relations	between	the	sexes	in	England,	France,	Germany,	and	Italy.			But	she	wasn’t	the	one	who	had	lost	a	child.			“Ben,	she’s	Claudia’s	foster	sister.	I	would	just	grab	them,	but
the	drunk	guy	thinks	he	needs	to	get	inside	your	apartment	for	some	reason,	so	there’s	no	way	I’m	opening	that	door	again.	Even	after	so	many	years,	it	still	felt	as	if	he	could	never	take	either	for	granted.	“Stable”	was	a	word	doctors	and	law-enforcement	officers	used	for	the	media.	Tomorrow	was	supposed	to	be	her	wedding	day	and	now	here	she
was,	squatting	in	the	shadows	like	a	rabbit	cornered	by	a	wolf,	waiting	to	die.			In	Ireland	the	game	of	Aingingein	flourished,	the	subject	of	many	an	Irish	ballad	(the	legendary	wizard	Fingal	the	Fearless	is	alleged	to	have	been	an	Aingingein	champion).			Oh	yeah.	Goodwin’s	wife	was	to	have	played	‘Catcher’	—	probably	the	old	term	for	Chaser.
“Never,	Mom.”			“Oh,	it’s	so	pretty,”	she	exclaims,	snatching	it	from	my	hand	and	twirling	around	in	a	circle,	holding	it	like	a	trophy.	I	heard	the	heavy	footsteps	of	Don	Basilio,	who	had	emerged	from	one	of	his	brief	naps	and	was	approaching	unhurriedly.	These	elements	included	a	heavy-gauge	steel	gate	out	front	with	a	high	fence	around	the
perimeter	of	the	property.	But	the	truth	is	he	doesn’t	want	me	playing	footbal	.	He	has	one	of	those	voices.	Psychic	readings	weren’t	always	an	easy	way	to	pick	up	a	few	pesos,	especially	when	all	he	wanted	was	to	get	them	over	with	quickly,	so	he	could	buy	something	to	eat	and	get	back	to	the	only	thing	that	mattered	to	him.	He	smiled	at	his
thoughts.	But	pretty	good	did	not	cut	it	when	you	were	up	against	outstanding.	After	Katie,	I	swore	off	women	for	a	year.	Sebastian	wanted	to	hop	on	his	bike,	rev	it	up,	and	whoosh	up	to	Monterey	and	surround	himself	with	family	and	the	familiar.	It	was	exhausting	and	yet	I	wanted	more	and	more.			Ella	sits	silently	on	the	other	side	of	Marina.	To
her	surprise	the	matronwas	also,	if	not	exactly	smiling,	at	least	appreciably	affable;	shewore	an	expression	almost	as	pleasant	as	the	one	she	donned	forvisitors.	Now,	at	the	time,	I	had	a	third	book	contract	and	precious	little	else.	“As	forewoman	of	this	jury,	it’s	my	duty	to	report	this	to	the	judge	at	once.	This	is	what	shesaid:			‘I’m	so	homesick	that	I
simply	can’t	stand	it.	Ishould	nothave	taken	it	in	so	much.	She	tried	again.	And	yet,	while	it	uses	a	familiar	enough	vocabulary,	make	no	mistake	that	Infinite	Jest	is	something	other.			“Let	go.			Muggle	readers	will	need	no	introduction	to	the	work	of	Comic	Relief,	so	I	now	repeat	my	explanation	to	Madam	Pince	for	the	benefit	of	witches	and	wizards
who	have	purchased	this	book.	I	shall	be	down	at	thepracticefield.	Something	could	happen	to	you.	A	moment	suspended	in	time.			I	once	watched	my	father	back	over	an	outdoor	patio	table	made	of	marine-grade	polymer,	and	it	practically	laughed	at	him.	“What’s	going	on	here?	Until	today.	The	temperature	was	in	the	midseventies,	and	the	sky	was
sunny.	Why	can’t	she	buy	shit	that’s	already	put	together	like	normal	people?”			I	laugh	and	slink	down	to	the	floor	next	to	him.			After	the	Dune	series	became	wildly	popular,	many	fans	began	to	consider	Frank	Herbert	in	a	light	that	he	had	not	sought	and	which	he	did	not	appreciate.	With	his	hands	in	his	jeans	pockets,	Seb	counted	the	front	door’s
panels:	ten.	Still	no	prince,	but	there	was	time.	Figures.	T.’s	orders.”			McDermott	spoke	briefly	into	the	telephone,	then	waited	again.	That’s	not	good.			The	diminutive	size	of	the	Snidget,	coupled	with	its	remarkable	agility	in	the	air	and	talent	at	avoiding	predators,	merely	added	to	the	prestige	of	wizards	who	caught	them.			TWO			REACHER	HAD
FINALLY	made	it,	all	the	way	from	the	snows	of	South	Dakota.			I	gulped	and	froze.			“Does	it	start	with	a	B?”			“She	caught	me	reading	Beatriz’s	blog.”			“Reading	it	or,	you	know,	reading	it?”			“What	do	you	think?	But	she	did	like	his	music	when	it	wasn’t	too	loud.	This	was	the	only	place	she’d	ever	known	safety,	and	she	felt	obligated	to	Hammer	for
taking	her	in	as	a	teenage	runaway.	“Avelyn	sank	onto	the	end	of	the	bed,her	mind	searching	foroptions.	From	start	to	finish	we	have	a	vision	of	man	manoeuvring	precariously	in	a	suffocating	net	of	cause	and	effect.	Son	of	a	bitch.	Ana	had	to	respect	the	fact	that	the	man	didn’t	have	to	raise	his	voice	or	spout	ultimatums	to	get	his	point	across.			It’s
possible,	with	most	contemporary	novels,	for	astute	readers,	if	they	are	wont,	to	break	it	down	into	its	parts,	to	take	it	apart	as	one	would	a	car	or	Ikea	shelving	unit.			30	“Carry	the	corpse,”	the	monkey	says.	Radulf	got	a	Blooder	in	the	head	because	old	Ugga	wasn’t	quick	enough	with	his	club.	Just	lately	his	sideline	revenues	had	been	slower	than
usual.			“How	long	do	we	have?”			“I’m	due	mid-September.”			That	was	soon.	Rachel.			She	hadn’t,	and	it	didn’t.	This	configuration	would	severely	restrict	his	angle	of	aim,	but	he	could	do	nothing	about	that.	The	less	we	expose	your	partner	to	outside	elements	the	better.	It’s	been	a	big	day.”	Smiling,	he	kissed	the	top	of	Jessie’s	head,	felt	her	yawn
and	settle.	I’d	never	been	so	happy	in	my	life…and	then	my	phone	rang	again.	But	he	is	wearing	a	casual	Burberry	shirt,	and	I’m	not	sure	I’ve	ever	been	on	the	radar	of	someone	who	could	casually	afford	one.	He	walked	off	to	gather	his	strength.	With	the	way	the	morning	light	was	pouring	in	his	window,	the	scene	looked	like	something	out	of	a
magazine	ad—selling	anything,	so	long	as	it	included	him.			That	would	be	more	than	enough	time	to	do	what	needed	doing.	This	would	work!	There	was	a	florist	on	Sixth	Avenue	only	a	couple	of	blocks	away.	The	hold	stunk	of	fear	and	sweat	as	Catherine	gingerly	moved	through	it,	trying	not	to	step	on	anyone,	but	the	going	was	hard.	In
autobiographical	writings	and	letters,	Woolf	referred	to	the	sexual	abuse	she	suffered	at	the	hands	of	her	two	older	half	brothers,	George	and	Gerald	Duckworth.	Stil	,	I	reply,	“Can’t.			“Are	they	.	He	can	wait	with	you	until	you’re	inside	the	apartment.”			I	sigh,	because	I’ve	been	driving	for	six	hours,	and	going	all	the	way	back	downstairs	is	not
something	I	feel	like	doing	right	now.	Let	the	team	know,	will	you?”	He	hugged	his	dad.	His	body	was	firm	and	toned;	as	he	bathed,	scars	he	barely	noticed	any	more	gleamed	from	his	wet	skin	–	some	white	with	age,	others	newer,	puckering	redly.			He’d	almost	turned	around	and	flew	right	back	to	Seattle	after	he’d	landed	in	Cheyenne.			Gemma
froze,	unable	to	slink	away	from	the	intimate	exchange.	Here	being	Franklin,	Tennessee,	home	of	the	Hundred	Oaks	Red	Raiders,	eight-time	state	champions.			Avelyn	fingered	the	clothunhappily.	“I’m	out	of	patience.			I	reach	into	my	purse	to	find	a	tube	of	ChapStick,	hoping	to	salvage	my	lips	before	they	end	up	as	weary-looking	as	the	rest	of	me.		
Holy	hell.	“So	what	did	you	get	Julie	for	her	birthday?”	he	yelled	over	the	road	noise	and	music.	This	includes	about	98	percent	of	the	fiction	we	know	and	love.	“I	tried	to	reorganize	our	tame	detective	force	once,	and	my	ears	were	properly	pinned	back.”			She	said	quietly,	“I	didn’t	know	that.”			He	looked	at	her	quizzically.	He	lectures	on	literary
translation	in	Milan	and	his	many	translations	from	the	Italian	include	works	by	Moravia,	Tabucchi,	Calvino,	and	Calasso.	His	gentler	cousin	knew	all	there	was	to	know	about	healing	and	folk	medicines.			He’d	been	so	busy	checking	out	her	ass	he	hadn’t	seen	her	face.			I’m	so	astounded,	only	now	realizing	my	crazy	best	friend	isn’t	the	only	female	in



Seattle	who’s	apparently	lost	her	head	for	this	guy,	when	I	feel	her	squeezing	my	arm.			Or	so	he’dthought	on	thejourney	her	eyesterday.			A:	I	can	only	die	once.			Readers,	you	are	in	for	a	treat.	“That’s	fine,	but	I	really	think	mace	will	be	enough.	If	she	tried	to	make	a	move	on	him,	he	was	sure	he	could	handle	himself.			I	can’t	see	Cap	from	inside	the
elevator,	but	I	hear	him	grunt	something	in	return.	The	door	slams	shut	again	and	footsteps	move	swiftly	across	the	deck.	That	was	four	years	and	a	two-story	sketchy	complex	ago.	It	drove	Gilman	nearly	mad;	the	fictional	patient	does	not	have	the	resources	to	save	herself.	To	her,	I’m	her	big	brother,	bigger	than	life.			When	Corbin	said	I	could	stay
with	him	until	I	found	a	job,	I	had	no	idea	he	lived	like	an	actual	adult.	There	was	no	danger	that	she	would	snuggle	down	in	the	bed	and	slide	back	into	sleep.	“There	will	be	some	who	won’t	be	pleased	to	see	their	names	and	their	little	secrets	in	print.”			“And	there’s	nothing	you	like	better	than	to	stir	the	pot,”	Paul	murmured.	I	love	flowers.			11	It
was	musical	chairs	and	months-old.			“Hell	no.”	Kates	barked	out	a	laugh.	”			He	kissed	me	then	scooped	me	up.	Therehadbeensomuch	todo	to	prepare	for	thewedding	and	the	influx	of	guestsattending	it,	shehadn’t	thought	of	hergown	or	the	factthatshe’daskedRunilda	to	take	it	in.	They	hit	head-on,	pretty	hard,	and	they	went	down	flat.	He’s	been	sad
since	his	girlfriend	dumped	him	a	couple	months	ago,	so	he’d	probably	appreciate	the	company.	The	sun	would	rise	in	the	east	and	set	in	the	west,	and	Kelly	would	always	mutter	to	herself	when	she	was	irritated.	“Oh,	look	who	decided	to	grace	us	with	his	presence,”	Gabby,	my	little	sister,	says	with	so	much	sarcasm	I	instantly	feel	guilty.	“Are	you?”		
“Fuck	off.			The	window	with	the	broken	lock	that	had	been	worrying	the	woman	was	up	on	the	second	floor.	”	The	tags	have	been	removed	and	there	are	stains	on	the	hem.	”			“She	is	warm.			The	White	Rabbit.	He’d	been	the	center	of	her	life	for	years.	The	story	had	earlier	been	rejected	by	Analog	editor	John	W.			“It’s	home,	isn’t	it?”			He	had	been
ready	to	catch	her	as	she	ran	at	him.	Beyond	it	in	the	east	D.C.’s	glow	lit	up	the	clouds.	I’m	a	big	believer	in	putting	good	things	into	your	life	if	you	want	good	things	to	come	of	it.	Five	.	A	pretty	bartender,	chocolate	skin	and	ebony	eyes,	gave	him	a	broad	smile	and	an	“I’ll	be	right	there”	wink	as	she	poured	a	glass	of	wine	for	another	customer.			‘Six,’
she	said,	turning	to	me	before	correcting	herself.	“What	part	of	‘wait	for	me’	did	you	not	understand?”			“It’s	not	important.	As	such,	I	was	required	by	my	Italian-Catholic	mother	to	attend	catechism	class	at	St.	Patrick’s	Parochial	School	each	Wednesday,	which	was	where	I	had	a	close	encounter	with	Sister	Mercy.			“Good	work,	Martín.			I	lift	my	leg
and	poke	his	shoulder	with	my	foot.			“I	didn’t	break	nothin’,	but	he	shore	loosened	my	jaw	so’s	I	tasted	some	dirt.	‘Today’s	not	the	day	you	get	on	a	plane,	but	it	is	the	day	you’re	going	to	start	your	training.	“No.	”			Izzy	retracted	the	letter	as	calmly	as	she	could	manage	and	replaced	it	in	her	pocket.	“Genius,	you	are.”			“Thank	you.			Despite	this
difficult	beginning,	Virginia	and	Leonard	Woolf’s	marriage	eventually	settled	into	a	pattern	of	immense	productivity	and	mutual	support.			“You’re	in	the	wrong	room,”	Charlie	said.	Some	of	us	were	exiled	to	the	cloakroom.	Red	lights	popped	behind	his	eyes	and	his	chest	felt	as	though	a	stone	had	rolled	on	top	of	it.	For	some	time	the	five	states	had
been	in	the	habit	of	frightening	each	other	with	the	threat	of	foreign	intervention.	Stupid	mistakes	like	that	got	women	pregnant.	She	would	have	invited	him	to	the	party	if	she’d	wanted	him	there.			Robie	used	a	pincers	to	grip	one	end	of	the	substance	and	pull	it	out.	No	one	had	ever	called	him	Daddy	before,	not	even	a	puppet.	He	had	an	issue	with
anyone	I	dated,	all	of	my	friends,	every	choice	I	made–even	what	college	I	wanted	to	attend.			David	Foster	Wallace	has	long	straddled	the	worlds	of	difficult	and	not-as-difficult,	with	most	readers	agreeing	that	his	essays	are	easier	to	read	than	his	fiction,	and	his	journalism	most	accessible	of	all.	It	had	taken	me	nearly	nine	years	to	write	my	first	—	to
manage	the	balancing	act	of	hands-on	parenting,	full-time	high	school	teaching,	and	stolen	pre-dawn	weekend	hours	for	fiction	writing.			“I	got	hold	of	Miles.”			“Good.	She	thinks	the	tallest	one	should	be	best	man.	Ky	seemed	fine	whenever	Cord	talked	to	him	on	the	phone,	which	had	calmed	his	fears	somewhat.	When	he	looked	up	there	were	tears	in
his	eyes.	“I’m	perfectly	capable	of	visiting	a	doctor	myself.	With	color	draining	from	his	face,	Jerome	sank	back	into	his	chair.	Chandler,	like	Ogilvie,	was	another	of	the	St.	Gregory’s	old-timers	and	reputedly	controlled	more	sideline	rackets	than	anyone	else	on	staff.			13	The	Indian	cemetery	that	abuts	the	sprawling.	“Angie	just	called.	It	was	only
when	Ash	winced	that	Dex	remembered	the	guy	was	slowly	bleeding	out.	The	lovely	blue	gown	she	and	Runilda	had	workedso	hard	over	would	not	fit.	They	would	think	I	was	trying	to	capitalize	off	my	name	and	that	being	a	florist	isn’t	really	my	dream	job.”			“Maybe	so,”	he	says.			Your	loving	sister,			Modesty	Read	more	...			Among	my	father’s	most
important	messages	were	that	governments	lie	to	pr	otect	themselves	and	they	make	incredibly	stupid	decisions.	”			“He’s	itching	to	be	rode.	She	has	a	cat,	see?			The	system	was	unworkable.	Son	of	a	…	I	should	have	called	a	fucking	cab.”	Let’s	make	this	day	suck	a	little	more,	shall	we?			Hammer	rushed	around	the	side	of	his	desk	and	grabbed	her
elbow.	Marina	proved	herself	to	be	a	strong	ally	with	amazing	Legacies	on	the	battlefield	yesterday.			“Can	I	bring	you	anything	from	home?”			“I’ll	be	fine.	Despite	all	that,	somewhere	deep	inside,	Ash	Keeler	still	had	a	heart,	because	Dex	saw	evidence	of	it	breaking	every	time	Ash’s	gaze	landed	on	Cael.	“I	have	to	go	to	Rio	tonight.	We	immediately
began	emergency	procedures,	stabilizing	his	vitals	before	he	could	go	into	cardiac	arrest.			“Cal	if	you	change	your	mind	about	getting	food,”			Henry	says	to	me	and	Carter,	and	we	al	knock	fists	before	Henry	and	JJ	trudge	off	with	their	fan	club	toward	the	locker	rooms.	I	was	pissed	off,	too.			Having	by	then	taught	writing	to	high	school	students	for
twenty-five	years	and	then	to	university	students	for	another	two,	I	had	just	resigned	from	teaching	so	that	I	could	work	full-time	on	my	third	novel.	”			Her	valise	dropped	to	the	ground.			“Happy	birthday,	baby,”	he	said.	If	anyone	was	going	to	find	Lucan,	it’d	be	Lucas	Roane,	his	twin.	But	when	I	was	nine	years	old,	we	had	a	close	call	in	a	Cleveland
alley	with	a	Mogadorian	that	left	us	both	shaken	and	covered	in	a	thick	layer	of	ash.	So	abject	was	Piero’s	capitulation	to	Charles,	so	spineless	his	decision	simply	to	surrender	the	city’s	dependent	territories,	that	the	Florentines	rebelled	against	him.	”			“Cranberry	sauce?	One	of	them	is	scowling	at	me	and	it	makes	her	pretty	face	oh-so	ugly.	”		
Instantly,	Raine’s	walls	went	up,	and	she	shut	down.	Jerusha	gazed	out	across	a	broad	stretch	of	frozenlawn,	beyond	the	tall	iron	paling	that	marked	the	confines	of	theasylum,	down	undulating	ridges	sprinkled	with	country	estates,	to	thespires	of	the	village	rising	from	the	midst	of	bare	trees.			PART	ONE			THE	SORRY	BUSINESS			What	you	seek,
you	shall	never	find.			Day	and	night	make	merry,			Let	Days	be	full	of	joy.	The	room	was	quiet	except	for	the	tumultuous	sounds	of	Jerome’s	continuing	sobs.			He	said,	‘Goodnight.’			No	response.			“Remy!	I	love	you,	Remy!”			“I’ll	suck	your	cock	for	you,	Remy!”			“REMY,	POUND	ME,	REMY!”			“Remington	I	want	your	Riptide!”			All	heads	turn	as	a
figure	in	a	hooded	red	cape	trots	toward	the	ring.	It	wasn’t	that	he	didn’t	believe	the	doctor,	but	Jesus,	they’d	almost	lost	him.			He	said,	‘So	what’s	your	legal	advice?’			‘Conduct	unbecoming,’	the	guy	said.			Turning	over,	I	took	in	his	handsome	face	breathing	slowly	and	smoothly.	Two	semi-trucks	containing	Sole	Regret’s	equipment	and	stage	setup
had	already	been	backed	into	the	fenced	lot	so	they’d	be	ready	to	head	to	San	Antonio	the	next	day.	Luckily,	I	don’t	own	much.	Page	1			Chapter	One			The	name	Isolde	Ophelia	Goodnight	did	rather	spell	a	life	of	tragedy.	I’m	just	an	observer	and	commentator.			“Warner.”	My	eyes	are	frantic	on	his	face.	“Coldhearted	bitch.”			She	wanted	to	stop	and
scream	back:	How	do	you	know	what	I	am?			There	was	a	driveway	entrance	off	the	three-lane,	which	came	through	the	high	stone	wall	between	two	brick	pillars,	which	in	Reacher’s	time	had	been	purely	decorative,	with	no	gates	hung	off	them.	They	could	only	stand	and	hope	as	she	experienced	the	pains	and	the	joys	of	that	most	fascinating	of
journeys.	Passed	a	packet	of	computer-sheets	by	the	shaggy	lion	of	a	Dean	at	center,	he	is	speaking	more	or	less	to	these	pages,	smiling	down.	In	1924	the	Hogarth	Press	became	the	official	English	publisher	of	the	works	of	Sigmund	Freud,	translated	by	Lytton	Strachey’s	brother	James.	He	cleaned	himself	off	and	allowed	them	to	lead	him	to	a	chair
where	he	sat	down	and	thanked	them.	It	was	old-fashioned,	elegant,	unusual.	Realizing	that	Savonarola’s	claim	to	be	God’s	prophet	was	a	far	greater	threat	to	its	authority	than	any	Humanism,	scepticism	or	eclecticism,	the	Church	in	Rome	did	everything	possible	to	bring	about	his	downfall	and	in	1498,	having	lost	much	of	his	support	in	Florence,	the
preacher	was	convicted	of	heresy	and	burned	at	the	stake.	He	clears	his	throat.	I	can	almost	hear	her	whining.	I	nodded	because	I	didn’t	trust	myself	to	speak.	It	had	started	to	drizzle,	washing	out	the	fog.			375	Hudson	Street,	New	York,	New	York	10014,	USA			Penguin	Group	(Canada),	90	Eglinton	Avenue	East,	Suite	700,	Toronto,	Ontario	M4P	2Y3,
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They	drove	around	the	mall	area	until	they	spotted	a	jewelry	store.	This	I	discovered	at	last,	and	then	did	my	best	to	keep	awake	till	she	came	to	bed,	even	using	pins	to	prevent	dropping	off,	and	sometimes	succeeding.	In	between	these	missions	he	was	frequently	and	very	actively	engaged	in	Florence’s	ongoing	military	campaign	to	re-take	Pisa,
which	had	regained	its	independence	during	the	French	invasion.	My	mind	immediately	went	to	dirty	places;	my	sex	drive	had	always	been	mediocre	at	best	but	now	it	was	through	the	roof.	“So	you	just	wanderin’	around,	lookin’	good,	showin’	up	them	baby	bunnies	who’re	trollin’	for	buckles?”			What	a	charmer.	He	doesn’t	find	the	humor	in	my
response.	”	Runildastepped	around	in	frontof	Avelyn,	her	face	aportrait	ofguilt.	“Sit	down.	cm.–(Dune	chronicles	;	bk.	cm.—(A	Harvest	Book)			Includes	bibliographical	references.	Miss	Izzy	Goodnight.	Jesus.”			The	reaction	was	exactly	what	Maggie	had	expected.			“Dex,	the	nurse	said	the	doctor’s	going	to	come	out	and	speak	with	us.”			“Did	they	say
anything	about	Sloane?”	He	hurried	after	his	brother	to	the	waiting	area.			It	menaced.	“Have	you	moved	into	the	house	next	door?”			“Uh-huh.	Of	course,	the	events	as	I	wrote	them	were	not	precisely	as	they	occurred—a	prudent	author	is	always	aware	of	laws	of	libel—but	they	were	not	that	far	removed	either.	But	if	they	knew	he’d	made	the
stupidest	mistake	of	his	life,	he’d	never	live	it	down.	No	one	on	earth	had	a	right	to	ask	obedience	of	me.	Just	a	raven	taking	wing.	“Nurse!”	He	pounded	the	button	and	turned	to	look	at	the	man	in	mint	green.	The	drinks	flowed,	the	clothes	came	off,	and	the	passion	was	off	the	charts.	Not	completely.	His	hair	is	styled	in	a	masculine	faux	hawk,	shaved
at	the	sides,	longer	on	top,	and	spiked	up	and	to	the	left	side	of	his	head.			And	God,	what	hair.	Oh	thank	God!”	They	held	each	other	close	and	she	felt	his	body	shivering	from	fright	just	as	much	as	hers.	And	I’ll	tell	you	this,	Pru,	Chief	Bragge	would	have	lost	my	vote	if	I’d	had	one.	I	break	free	of	his	arms,	gasping	and	doubling	over,	clutching	my
stomach.	Katarina	watched	everyone	around	us	while	I	fidgeted	impatiently	by	her	side.	Dex	had	a	whole	new	level	of	respect	for	him.	You	don’t	even	know	what	I’m	doing.”			I	opened	my	mouth.			Swear	the	oath	or	your	arm	goes	next.	Everyone	else—band	and	crew—was	already	heading	for	their	vehicles.	Damn,	that	boy	is	fine.	Still,	I	recited	like	a
sympathetic	moron,	“Anne,	the	peanut	butter	probably	stands	for	something	more.	Believe	me,	you	get	the	same	luxuries	here	at	a	third	of	the	price.”			At	least	the	view	from	the	side	window	was	pleasant.	Like	a	princess.	He	loved	her	independence,	even	if	it	sometimes	made	his	palm	itch.	He	chose	to	ignore	what	that	reaction	might	mean.	And	even
though	their	oracular	powers	placed	them	beyond	the	usual	limits	of	time	and	space,	they	came	from	human	stock.			Perhaps	she	yearned,	as	mortals	and	others	have	yearned	since	the	beginning,	for	a	true	and	abiding	love.	”			“Have	fun	watching	film,”	Carter	says.			But	how	can	one	be	very	respectful	to	a	person	who	wishes	to	be	calledJohn	Smith?
An	eye	for	an	eye,	isn’t	that	the	creed	of	fall	en	angels?”	Hank	couldn’t	tell	if	he	was	impressed	by	the	angel’s	cool	demeanor,	or	irritated.	”			When	I	see	them	smile	and	nod	back	at	me	I	go	to	my	table	of	sweaters	which	have	become	a	bit	of	a	mess	from	the	day	before	and	commence	re-folding.			“Long	story.	I	think,	if	that’s	all,	I	must	go	and	sew
apatch	on	Freddie	Perkins’s	trousers.’			The	door	closed	behind	her,	and	Mrs.	Whatever	they	say	about	sticks	and	stones,	words	leave	scars,	especially	when	they’re	tossed	by	a	clever	writer.”			“You’re	absolutely	right—that’s	why	I	intend	for	most	of	the	words	to	be	mine.”	She	waved	away	his	protest,	impatiently,	so	that	he	saw	her	mind	was	already
made	up.	“We	should	stop	at	a	restaurant	soon,	but	I’ll	go	see	if	there’s	anything	on	the	bus	to	eat	besides	beef	jerky	and	peanuts.	I	might	as	well	write	letters	to	Dear	Hitching-Post	orDear	Clothes-Prop.	Justifying	his	decision	to	her	worried	grandparents,	school	registration—school	shopping.			So	before	even	putting	the	key	in	his	pocket	he	turned
around	and	went	back	out	to	the	lot.			He	thinks	I’m	kidding.	And	Lindsey	showing	up	out	of	the	blue	with	a	baby	on	board	had	more	than	likely	ruined	any	chance	he	had	to	be	with	Caitlyn	in	any	serious	capacity.	“You’re	the	second	person	to	ask	me	that.	”			“Has	it	been	enhanced	with	devilcraft?”	Hank	asked.	The	themes	here	are	big,	and	the
emotions	(guarded	as	they	are)	are	very	real,	and	the	cumulative	effect	of	the	book	is,	you	could	say,	seismic.	In	1966	Hotel	was	a	successful	Warner	Brothers	movie,	and	in	1983–88	an	international	TV	series,	Arthur	Hailey’s	Hotel.	Eleven	floors	to	go	before	it	arrives.	—	about	readability	in	contemporary	fiction.			Instead,	she	thrashed,	tangling	the
sheets	and	muttering	in	her	sleep.			Prologue			He	understood	his	power	early.	“I	said	leave	her	out	of	it.	And	then	she’d	caught	him	masturbating	to	a	blog	column	written	by	the	one	woman	he’d	never	gotten	over….	And	in	Rowdy’s	case,	his	worst	might	be	a	hell	of	a	lot	more	than	she	could	handle.			“Why?”	He	drew	the	“why”	out	as	long	as	possible
to	maximize	the	threatening	tone	in	his	voice.			My	BFF	Natalie	is	coming	to	live	in	New	York!			Excited,	you	ask?!			Who,	me?	Rose’s	baby.			Alice	was	gone,	Jessie	was	not.	But,	no,	the	two	girls	drop	down	beside	me	without	saying	a	word,	and	join	me	in	studying	each	person	boarding	the	plane.			So	did	the	wolf	sitting	at	his	heel.	Here	he	was	in	the
damned	parking	lot	of	the	airport	ready	to	tear	her	clothes	from	her	body.	He	belonged	to	a	family	whose	forebears	had	made	their	pile	in	the	Americas	in	the	sugar	business	and,	on	their	return	to	Barcelona,	had	bitten	off	a	large	chunk	of	the	city’s	electricity	grid.	7.	Robie’s	sight	line.	Seeing	Cord’s	unmade	bed—one	side	rumpled,	one	side	pristine.		
Then	he	ate	dinner.	My	climax	was	coming	fast	and	I	felt	my	muscles	contracting	in	anticipation.	Pisa	was	crucial	to	Florentine	commerce	in	that	it	gave	the	town	an	outlet	to	the	sea.	Of	course.	Then	they	bombed	the	entire	thing.”			“Oh,	God.”	I	cover	my	mouth	with	one	hand	and	stare,	unblinking,	at	the	ceiling.	By	the	time	June	10	arrived,	Ben	was
accepting	the	message	as	part	of	the	computer’s	startup	procedure.	I’m	little	of	course,	but	terriblyquick	and	wiry	and	tough.	It’s	always	been	my	dream	to	open	a	florist	shop,	but	I’m	afraid	if	I	did,	people	wouldn’t	think	my	desire	was	authentic.			Dex	maneuvered	through	four	lanes	of	traffic,	changing	gears	and	working	the	pedals.	With	midnight	an
hour	away,	it	was	early	yet	for	the	Quarter,	and	lights	in	front	of	late	night	bars,	bistros,	jazz	halls,	and	strip	joints—as	well	as	behind	darkened	shutters—would	burn	well	into	tomorrow	morning.			After	helping	her	down	from	the	carriage,	he	turned	up	the	collar	of	his	coat	and	unloaded	her	baggage—a	single,	battered	valise.			Naturally,	Cord	flat-out
refused.	Central	Park	had	lots	of	surveillance	cameras.	”	The	driver	didn’t	seem	to	like	it	any	better	than	Izzy	did.			He	had	a	pick	gun	and	then	the	door	was	no	longer	locked.			Typeset	by	M	Rules			Printed	and	bound	by	CPI	Group	(UK)	Ltd,	Croydon,	CR0	4YY			For	my	two	very	best	friends,			who	also	happen	to	be	my	sisters,			Lin	and	Murphy		
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eight			chapter	thirty-nine			Epilogue			chapter	one			TATE			“Somebody	stabbed	you	in	the	neck,	young	lady.”			My	eyes	widen,	and	I	slowly	turn	toward	the	elderly	gentleman	standing	at	my	side.	She	writes	the	letters	to	her	benefactor,	a	rich	man	whom	she	has	never	seen.	I’m	not	even	in	purgatory	yet,	so	you’re	doing	better	than	I	am.”			“What
brought	you	to	Boston?”			“My	residency.	“We	weren’t	expecting	you.	A	lot	of	the	paperbacks	didn’t	even	look	as	if	they’d	been	opened,	and	for	a	heartbeat	Seb	was	tempted	–	he’d	almost	finished	his	current	book,	and	didn’t	know	when	he’d	next	find	a	used	bookstore	to	trade	it	for	another	one.	I’ve	already	missed	my	chance	to	crash	Julie’s	party,	but
I	don’t	want	her	to	think	I	forgot	her	birthday	entirely.”	He	tossed	his	overnight	bag	on	the	ground	where	his	car’s	trunk	should	have	been.	The	market	wouldn’t	allow	it.	They’re	on	the	walls	and	receipt.			“I’ve	been	told	that	you	write,	Martín.”			I	gulped.	Broad	shoulders	create	a	strong	contrast	to	the	fragile	way	he’s	holding	his	head	in	his	hands.
Loves	to	sleep	with	them,	stalk	them,	drool	about	them,	and	yet	when	she	catches	them,	she	can	never	really	hold	onto	them.			“Davy	Harwood,”	Mr.	Moser	boomed	as	he	entered	his	own	office.			“Yeah?”	Lucca	yells	without	bothering	to	answer	the	door.			These	extracts	reveal	much	more	than	Gertie	Keddle	could	have	guessed,	quite	apart	from	the
fact	that	she	only	knew	the	name	of	one	of	the	clays	of	the	week.			He	considered	his	life	a	well-adjusted	and	comfortable	one.	Their	forebears	were	Merlin	the	enchanter,	Ninian	the	sorceress,	the	faerie	princess	Rhiannon,	the	Wegewarte	of	Germany	and	the	jinns	of	Arabia.	“Are	you	happy,	Shade?	Their	office	was	located	at	Union	Square	and
Seventeenth	Street,	only	a	short	walk	from	Ellen’s	apartment	on	Eighth	Street,	and	we	got	together	more	often.	“Keep	your	eyes	closed,”	he	said.	“Are	you	two	talking	about	me?”			I	bite	my	lip	to	stifle	my	laughter	because,	even	though	I’m	grown,	I	know	my	mom	will	smack	me	upside	my	head	if	I	dare	to	mouth	off	to	her.	In	the	green	and	frilly
bedroom,	Seb	paused	at	the	window,	glancing	around	him.			Everything	Mel	had	learned,	everything	she’d	been	trained	to	do	and	her	instincts	had	taught	her,	hadn’t	helped	get	David	back.	”			I	look	through	the	shop	window,	past	the	mannequins	and	my	heart	stutters.	”	Jesse	frowned	and	scratched	his	chin	with	the	back	of	his	leather	glove.	“The
switchboard’s	checking	Ogilvie’s	hangouts.”	He	opened	a	desk	drawer,	took	out	cigarettes	and	offered	them	to	Christine.	”			I	pat	his	back	with	my	playbook	as	I	take	another	sip	of	Gatorade,	and	wipe	the	dribble	from	my	mouth.	So	this	is	how	I	found	myself	back	in	the	infamous	building	where	I	used	to	volunteer	with	the	hotline.	I’ll	have	Cael	bring
you	your	overnight	bag	and	leave	it	with	one	of	the	appointed	nurses.”			“Thanks,	Dad.			All	the	while,	Jacobs	sat	here	safe	and	drew	bigger	money.	She	coerced	air	into	her	lungs.	“Put	this	in	your	pocket.	But	on	the	door-sill	of	her	home	the	picture	grew	blurred.	One	player	on	a	broomstick	had	the	job	of	protecting	this	bladder.	His	gazewas	locked
onthestairs	heexpected	his	bride	to	descend	anymoment.	Without	another	word,	he	brushed	past	her	to	make	his	way	to	the	open	bedroom	door.	So	hurry,	there	are	only	a	few	left!!!	Call	me	now	at	276-7474	for	this	once-in-a-lifetime	offer.	And	if	that	wasn’t	why	she	wanted	to	speak	to	him	in	private	.	Cash	kissed	the	woman	and	spun	her	in	a	circle,
causing	a	feminine	squeal	of	delight.	something	.			“Corbin,	he’s	too	heavy.	Out	of	the	corner	of	my	eye,	I	watch	as	he	takes	another	hit	of	his	joint.			“No.	”	The	word	was	low,	unforgiving.	“But	it	shall	not	by	thewedding,	forI	vowhere	andnow	that	Ishall	lose	at	least	a	stone	–	hopefully	two	–	ere	theweddingday.	Hers.	One	moment	Hank	was	on	the
verge	of	blacking	out	from	the	white-hot	pain	of	his	pummeled	flesh,	and	the	next	he	was	staring	at	the	angel’s	fists,	painted	with	his	blood.			“Remy!	Remy!”	Mel	shouts	hysterically	at	my	side,	hands	cupped	to	her	mouth.	An	official	visit.			“Let	go	of	me,”	I	scream,	but,	oh,	only	in	my	imagination	because	my	lips	are	finished	working	and	my	heart	has
just	expired	and	my	mind	has	gone	to	hell	for	the	day	and	my	eyes	my	eyes	I	think	they’re	bleeding.	Rushing	at	the	soldier	on	top	of	Liam,	he	smashed	into	the	man’s	body,	pushing	him	off	Liam.			The	visions	were	not	always	pleasant,	but	they	were	always	fascinating.			“You’re	not	going	either?”	I	ask	Carter.	Each	one	seemed	to	chisel	a	bit	more
strength	from	her	knees.	M.	And	she	said	we	could	come	over.	We	need	to	minimize	the	amount	of	outside	contact	to	prevent	any	infection.”			“But,	he’s	my	partner.	Q:	The	flaw	in	you	historians	is	that	you’ll	never	leave	well	enough	alone.	A	small	set	of	gold	hoop	earrings	nicely	complement	my	honeyed	whiskey	eyes.			“So	what	did	that	chair	do	to
make	you	so	angry?”			He	looks	at	me.			As	wizarding	families	in	those	days	made	their	own	brooms,	there	was	enormous	variation	in	the	speed,	comfort	and	handling	of	the	transport	available	to	them.	But	don’t	fall	asleep.			Through	lack	of	money	and	Mary	Perkins’s	close	surveillance,	Charlotte	was	largely	self-educated.	Five	are	hiding	at	various
points	within	the	cemetery;	three	just	inside	the	doors	of	the	mausoleum,	and	two	along	the	fence.	It	wasn’t	Sloane’s	time.	They	sold	cards.	His	reason	in	requiring	the	letters	is	that	he	thinks	nothingso	fosters	facility	in	literary	expression	as	letter-writing.			Liam	forced	himself	to	set	her	away.			Killer	tan.	Every	nerve	ending	raged	with	fire.	.”		
“Please.”	He	reached	for	her	hand	and	squeezed	it	for	emphasis,	and	she	made	a	pained	sound	of	longing	in	the	back	of	her	throat.	I’m	putting	put	you	on	the	crime	beat.”			“I	won’t	fail	you,	Don	Basilio.”			“No,	you	won’t	fail	me.	Everyone	knows	this.	I	know	you’ve	been	away	for	a	few	weeks,	but—”			My	phone	cut	her	off,	which	was	a	mixed	blessing.		
Snidget-hunting	finally	crossed	paths	with	Quidditch	in	1269	at	a	game	attended	by	the	Chief	of	the	Wizards’	Council	himself,	Barberus	Bragge.	”	He	checked	the	room,	one	last	time,	then	backed	toward	the	door.	Intrude	on	what?”	He	grabbed	her	shoulder	and	forced	her	to	look	at	him.	Maybe	someone	else	had	made	a	monumental	mistake	as	well.
“He	was	left	at	Omega	Point—he	wasn’t	a-allowed	to	c-come—”			“It’s	all	been	destroyed,”	Warner	says	slowly,	quietly.	She	agrees	that	I	should	go	and	do	this	thing.”			“I	don’t	know,	Kates.”	I	wasn’t	too	concerned	about	what	my	Empath	Sponsor	had	to	say	since	I’d	been	avoiding	her	ever	since	I	found	out	she	was	connected	to	my	immortal	enemy.		
“I	worry	about	you,	big	brother.	His	woman.			“You	little	bastard!”	The	other	soldier	rushed	over	and	yanked	Liam	off,	tossing	him	hard	to	the	ground.	“How	long	have	you	been	flight	captain	of	this	elevator?”	I	ask	as	I	wait.	I	saw	him,	Meems.			No.	Cute	is	an	insult.	Invariably	dressed	in	impeccable	silk	suits	and	shiny	Italian	moccasins,	Vidal	had	the
looks	and	the	manner	of	a	matinee	idol:	fair	hair	always	well	combed,	a	pencil	moustache,	and	the	easy,	generous	smile	of	someone	who	feels	comfortable	in	his	own	skin	and	at	ease	with	the	world.	He	even	had	a	hankering	to	spend	some	time	with	his	brother-in-law,	though	he	knew	Nash	was	hip-deep	in	his	new	screenplay.			Izzy	clutched	her	valise
to	her	chest.	They	had	wanted	money,	and	Reacher	guessed	they	were	still	in	the	hospital.	“He	should	be	alright	soon	enough.”			They	sat	down	on	either	side	of	him,	Catherine	pulling	his	head	close	to	rest	on	her	lap.	Just	those	eyes,	those	fascinating,	disturbing	eyes.			Although	I	have	removed	the	usual	library-book	spells	from	this	volume,	I	cannot
promise	that	every	trace	has	gone.			I	clear	my	throat	and	say,	“This	dress	has	been	worn	ma’am.	You’re,	at	least,	thirty	years	older!	How	did	you	get	in	here?	His	face	was	set	in	what	he	hoped	were	polite	but	inaccessible	lines.			“How	bad	is	it?”	she	asked	Claudia.	“It’s	so	kind	of	you	to	see	me.”			“I	don’t	know	if	it’s	kind	or	not.”	He	hooked	his
thumbs	in	the	front	pockets	of	his	jeans	as	he	studied	them.	I	want	to	know	more	about	him.	So	does	Marie.			There	were	precious	few	who	could	accept	what	was	not	of	the	common	world.	I	knew	that	moving	in	with	him	would	not	be	good	for	our	relationship,	considering	how	fatherly	he	acted	toward	me	when	we	were	younger.			It	was	midtown
Manhattan	in	all	its	glory,	the	contemporary	and	the	past	mingling	like	coy	strangers	at	a	party.	She	glimpsed	a	wide,	sensual	slash	of	a	mouth.			“I’m	on	the	roof.	Beatriz	nearly	groaned	aloud.	“I’m	inside.			Tina	released	a	heavy	sigh	of	exasperation.			I	stare	up	at	the	stage	as	the	guy	whips	off	the	satin	red	robe	with	the	word	RIPTIDE	on	the	back,
and	the	spectators	stand	screaming	and	cheering	as	he	slowly	turns	to	acknowledge	them	all.			“This	is	really,	really	not	good.			The	young	Machiavelli	might	also	have	had	reason	to	doubt	that	there	was	any	meaningful	difference	between	matters	of	religion	and	matters	of	state.	”			Charlie	turned	to	look	down	at	Rachel,	expecting	to	see	her	smile,
hear	her	tell	him	to	calm	down,	but	her	eyes	were	closed	and	her	head	had	lolled	off	the	pillow.	“If	she	walks	free	in	the	next	two	minutes,	I’ll	kill	you	quickly.	I	mean,	you	know,	discretion	and	all.			So	they	sat	in	the	sunshine,	a	bright	pixie	of	a	girl	in	pink	rompers	and	a	woman	with	garden	dirt	smearing	her	shorts	and	her	lightly	tanned	legs,	while
Quigley	the	cat	ignored	the	playful	attentions	of	Daisy	the	dog.	Seb	held	back	a	smile.	He	would	see	Julie	on	her	birthday	and	give	her	the	present	he’d	just	bought.	There	was	something	truly	menacing	in	the	result.	”			Duckett	drops	his	head	and	nods	at	me.	Then,	catching	the	way	his	wife’s	eyes	narrowedwith	displeasure,	the	older	man	cleared	his
throat	and	sent	an	apologetic	smile	her	way	for	slandering	thewholeofher	gender.			Tuesday.	Trusting	no	one,	he	liked	to	keep	an	eye	on	his	percentage	and	had	an	uncanny	knack	of	sizing	up	guests,	estimating	exactly	what	each	trip	to	the	upstairs	floors	would	yield.			I	feel	sorry	for	his	wife.	He	could	own	that	now.			Shouted	questions	assaulted	her.
”	I’m	trying	to	be	sympathetic	but	it’s	kind	of	hard	when	she’s	looking	at	me	like	I	forced	her	to	buy	it.			My	hand	instinctively	goes	up	to	my	neck,	and	I	touch	the	dime-sized	mark	just	below	my	ear.			“There’s	cereal	in	the	cabinet.	His	cousins	were	closer,	only	a	few	miles	down	that	winding	cliff	road,	but	it	felt	like	years	rather	than	weeks,	since	he’d
seen	them.			‘It	seemed	to	me	that	you	showed	little	gratitude	in	holding	up	toridicule	the	institution	that	has	done	so	much	for	you.	He	had	to	see	Sloane.	”			I	closed	my	eyes.			Damn	it.	One	of	the	EMTs	said	something	about	the	THIRDS,	and	a	Therian	nurse	behind	the	desk	snatched	up	a	phone	and	rambled	something	off.	When	I	popped	back	in	for
my	bag,	I	saw	that	Holly	had	left.	It	would	be	very	unlikely	that	you	would	find	a	reader	who,	after	finishing	the	book,	would	shrug	and	say,	“Eh.”			Here’s	a	question	once	posed	to	me,	by	a	large,	baseball	cap–wearing	English	major	at	a	medium-size	western	college:	Is	it	our	duty	to	read	Infinite	Jest?	He	also	appreciated	the	fact	that	the	distance	from
the	road	was	enough	to	muffle	the	sound	of	traffic.	Last	year	I	got	124	passengers	safely	through	a	vicious	thunderstorm	over	Kansas	by	surrounding	the	plane	with	an	impervious	cloud	of	cool	air.	The	deputy	editor	sighed,	let	his	red	pencil	fall,	and	leaned	back	in	his	armchair,	eyeing	me	as	if	I	were	some	useless	piece	of	junk.			Lots	of	parents	come
to	watch	our	practices	because	footbal	is	the	big	thing	to	do	around	here.	He	had	felt	it,	though.	This	danger	seems	obvious	to	us	now	in	the	cases	of	such	men	as	Adolf	Hitler,	whose	powerful	magnetism	led	his	nation	into	ruination.	“I’m	not	telling	you	because	you’ll	just	worry.	You	see	there	are	advantages!			My	room	is	on	the	north-west	corner	with
two	windows	and	a	view.	”			“Eat	up,	we	do	need	to	get	to	work	soon,”	he	said.	Because	it’s	gorgeous	and	glistening	for	me	right	now.	Got	any	connections?”			“I	do,”	said	the	bellhop.	Or	perhaps	beheading.	Asshole.	I	didn’t	think	it	was	a	big	deal.”			“How	did	you	get	pregnant	if	you’re	on	the	pill?”			“My	doctor	said	it	was	most	likely	the	St.	John’s	Wort
I	started	taking	a	few	months	before.	“I	have	to	get	them	back—I	have	to	find	them,	I—”	Read	more	...	I’ve	been	lonelier	than	this,	more	hopeless	than	this,	more	desperate	than	this.	Alice	Sutherland	had	herself	a	cozy	mobile	home—which	would	take	Mel	another	twenty-six	months	to	pay	off—and	she	was	happy	as	a	clam,	bopping	from	state	to	state
and	adventure	to	adventure.			‘As	I	say,	the	question	of	your	future	was	brought	up	and	your	recordwas	discussed–thoroughly	discussed.’			Mrs.	The	charms	placed	upon	it	arc	similarly	basic:	it	will	only	move	forwards	at	one	speed;	it	will	go	up,	down	and	stop.	A	woman	aware	that	she	was	alone	with	a	man,	that	she	was	weak,	that	her	security	wasn’t
assured.	Or,	if	she	couldn’t	like	me,	then	at	least	to	be	aware	that	I	existed.	Very	batshit.			But	he	wouldn’t.	The	memories	were	good	ones.	No	reason	to	be	home,	sitting	alone,	wondering	what	the	hell	to	do	with	himself.	“Okay,”	I	said.	But	I	never	even	tried	to	edit	her	“for	children.”	She	was	too	wise,	too	funny,	too	ingenious—and	therefore	unique—
to	tamper	with	in	that	way.	He’d	never	felt	younger,	healthier	or	more	energetic	since	he	started	acting	his	age.	“Nothing.			This	all	took	about	ninety	minutes.	As	soon	as	Ash	disappeared,	Tony	put	a	hand	to	Dex’s	shoulder,	concern	in	his	deep	brown	eyes.			The	sign	is	white	with	a	whimsical	feel	to	it.	I	don’t	have	time	for	this.”			“Not	my	problem,”	he
said,	sounding	like	the	old	John	the	Bastard	she	knew.			I’m	scared	he’ll	come	in	here	and	yell	at	me	trying	to	get	his	girlfriend’s	money	back	for	the	fabulous	dress	she’s	ruined.	Then	how	carefully	I	pretended	to	be	sound	asleep,	and	how	rapturously	I	enjoyed	being	gathered	into	her	arms,	held	close	and	kissed.7			Charlotte	lived	an	intense	fantasy
life,	until	she	decided	her	bedtime	visions	were	somehow	“wrong”	and	set	about	rationing	them:	strange	and	lovely	things	one	night	a	week,	“wonders”	once	a	month.	When	he	flicked	his	gaze	down	to	his	daughter	again,	Ana	realized	she’d	been	holding	her	breath.	She	saw	a	few	teenage	boys	loitering	by	the	fountain.	Things	had	been	traumatic,	but
he	was	right.			And	so	they	would	go,	she	and	the	mother	she	adored,	the	mother	who	would	always	be	more	of	a	child	than	the	daughter	who	huddled	on	the	ripped	and	taped	front	seat	beside	her.	Really.”			She	smiled—it	was	a	disconcertingly	adult	sure-you-are	smile—and	he	jammed	his	hands	into	his	pockets.	”			“Too	honest?”			She	hesitated.	”		
“Wise	words.			The	other	woman	hadn’t	bothered	overmuch	with	appearances,	which	made	her	all	the	more	intriguing.	For	what?”			“For	fooling	around.”			“We	all	fooled	around.”			And	maybe	they	were	all	being	punished.			Liam	pinned	her	to	the	wall.	Idly,	Hammer	wondered	if	Liam	would	figure	out	that	overindulging	Raine	wouldn’t	give	her	the
boundaries	she	required	before	she	crashed	and	burned.	When	she	blinked,	I	swear	that	her	lips	formed	a	small	oval	and	the	image	of	an	owl	flashed	in	my	mind.	It’s	insane,	but	also	hard	to	deny.	First	male	child	after	two	daughters,	Niccolò	would	grow	up	very	close	to	his	father,	Bernardo,	an	ex-lawyer,	mostly	unemployed,	with	good	contacts	but	no
significant	wealth	or	influence.			—	Dave	Eggers			September	2006			YEAR	OF	GLAD			I	am	seated	in	an	office,	surrounded	by	heads	and	bodies.	How	can	I	help	you	today?”			She	flicks	her	nails	at	a	garment	on	the	counter	and	replies,	“This	dress	is	awful.			My	bones,	my	blood,	my	brain	freeze	in	place,	seizing	in	some	kind	of	sudden,	uncontrollable
paralysis	that	spreads	through	me	so	quickly	I	can’t	seem	to	breathe.	The	battle	against	an	army	of	Mogadorians	yesterday	at	the	lake,	the	death	of	her	Cêpan,	finding	her	Chest	–	and	now,	it’s	the	first	time	in	almost	ten	years	that	she’s	left	the	town	where	she	spent	her	childhood.			“Orange,”	Ben	said,	noting	the	color	of	Beatriz’s	shirt.	No	part	of	this
book	may	be	reproduced	in	any	form	or	by	any	electronic	or	mechanical	means,	including	information	storage	and	retrieval	systems,	without	permission	in	writing	from	the	publisher,	except	by	a	reviewer	who	may	quote	brief	passages	in	a	review.	If	there	is,	and	we	get	complaints,	there	could	be	trouble	for	all	of	us.”			There	would	be	no	noise,	they
had	assured	him,	but	now,	it	seemed,	there	had	been,	and	his	original	fears	were	proving	uncomfortably	true.			He	turned	and	tucked	the	sunglasses	into	the	side	of	his	Marine-issue	duffel	bag	strapped	on	the	back	of	the	Harley	before	he	bent	his	leg	on	the	gas	tank	and	watched	her	silently.			College	student	hitchhiking	cross-country,	she	decided,
picking	up	her	pace	again	even	as	she	made	a	note	of	his	backpack	…	blue,	with	an	American	flag	on	the	flap	…	and	his	hair	color	…	brown	…	and	…	Name	That	Tune,	she	thought	as	the	music	began	to	fade	behind	her.	The	reason	was	simple:	he	had	arranged	it	himself.	”			“It’s	standard.			“Juliette,	please—”			“Kenji.”	I’m	hyperventilating	into	the
carpet	now.	How	had	they	not	heard	any	of	it?	Their	eyes	were	hungry;	their	mouths	opened	and	closed	as	if	they	would	swallow	her	whole.	We	hadn’t	known	each	other	very	long;	we	were	still	getting	to	know	one	another.	Despite	his	somewhat	morbid	opening	conversation,	he	can’t	be	that	dangerous.			“Have	you	heard	from	him?”	Kates	asked,
gently.	Eventhe	most	hardened	little	orphan	felt	sympathy	for	an	erring	sister	whowas	summoned	to	the	office	to	face	an	annoyed	matron;	and	Tommy	likedJerusha	even	if	she	did	sometimes	jerk	him	by	the	arm	and	nearly	scrubhis	nose	off.			“You	going	up	to	floor	eighteen?”			My	eyes	narrow	as	I	process	his	question.			Published	by	arrangement	with
Herbert	Properties	LLC.			Sunset	Towers			The	sun	sets	in	the	west	(just	about	everyone	knows	that),	but	Sunset	Towers	faced	east.	It	was	that	simple.			The	invasion	was,	as	Machiavelli	himself	explains	in	The	Prince,	largely	the	Italians’	own	fault.	There	was	not	so	much	as	a	murmur	in	the	room.	I’ll	need	your	help	with	it.”			Maggie	arched	one	thin
blond	brow.			Today	Gilman’s	breakdown	does	not	seem	baffling	but	rather	archetypal,	with	the	pattern	and	inevitability	of	fiction.	She	was	his	drug,	and	God	help	them	both,	he	was	afraid	the	addiction	might	well	kill	one	of	them.			I’m	gonna	give	him	hel	for	his	dance.	Then	they	focused	on	the	twisted	sheets.	Gemma	backed	up,	preparing	to	retreat.
Unavoidable	adulthood	had	forced	him	to	do	terrible,	awful	things	like	drink	less,	eat	better	and	work	out	more	often.	A	fine,	yeasty	good-morning	scent.			“Are	you	at	the	Shoilster?”			I’d	been	there	twice	and	hated	both	times.	They	made	her	desperate	to	know	everywhere	they’d	been.	We’re	counting	on	you	Friday	night.	Although,	at	the	time	I	was
writing	in	the	voice	of	Domenico	Tempesta,	the	protagonist’s	grandiose	grandfather,	I	possessed	no	passport	and	had	never	traveled	outside	of	the	continental	United	States.	“The	roast!”	Smoke	is	billowing	out	of	the	kitchen,	parting	as	she	runs	through	it.			In	a	deep	male	voice.	He	probably	knows	I’m	staring,	but	he	doesn’t	seem	to	care.	I	hung	up,
grabbed	my	wife	and	danced	her	around	the	kitchen.	As	the	wolves	continued	to	howl	and	the	hair	on	her	neck	stood	on	end,	she	stood	up	and	nudged	her	brother	Liam	awake	with	her	foot.	She	wasn’t	sorrywhen	the	trio	scrambledback	to	their	feet	and	made	abeelinefor	the	door	to	the	kitchens.	Someday,	I’ll	be	around	so	much,	you’ll	get	sick	of	me.”
She	hurls	herself	into	my	lap	and	wraps	her	arms	around	my	neck.	I’d	help	out	a	stranger	on	the	street.”			“Exactly.”			“You	should	get	some	rest,”	he	said.	And	then	a	very	fancylooking	letter	arrived,	inviting	me	to	visit	campus	in	September.	The	rapid	reversal	of	fortunes	could	not	have	been	more	devastating.	His	little	girl	was	talking	so	much	better
than	the	last	time	Shade	had	seen	her.	The	main	focus	of	research,	which	I	can	name	after	all	this	time,	was	the	Roosevelt	Hotel,	renamed	the	St.	Gregory	for	the	novel,	and	which	later,	in	real	life,	became	the	Fairmont.	Slow	progress,	overall.	No	bragging	rights	ever	again.	“And	.	Also	something	…	warm	in	his	gaze.	She’s	a	beautiful,	healthy	baby
girl.	“Approach	is	right	on	target.	Trees	moved	gently	in	the	early	breeze,	and	if	she	concentrated,	really	concentrated,	she	could	just	scent	the	sea.			And	she	knew	he	was	thinking	of	her.	It	was	occupied	by	a	private	first	class	wearing	the	new	Army	Combat	Uniform,	which	Reacher	thought	looked	like	pyjamas,	all	patterned	and	baggy.	Then	at
eighteen,	overcoming	her	mother’s	objections,	she	went	to	the	Rhode	Island	School	of	Design	to	study	art	and	painting,	which	gave	her	a	livelihood,	doing	commercial	illustrations.	My	system	is	on	overload.	Fussily	delving	in	her	handbag	for	keys,	she	finally	found	them	and	locked	the	door	behind	her,	then	teetered	to	her	car	on	plump	feet	that
looked	pinched	in	their	high-heeled	shoes.	Great.	You	had	finished	ourschool	at	fourteen,	and	having	done	so	well	in	your	studies–notalways,	I	must	say,	in	your	conduct–it	was	determined	to	let	you	go	onin	the	village	high	school.	Sometimes	he	could	barely	afford	to	feed	and	clothe	himself.			“It’s	possible	Agent	Brodie	was	unaware	of	his
susceptibility,	but	malignant	hyperthermia	is	inherited,	and	the	THIRDS	refused	to	release	background	and	medical	information	on	Agent	Brodie’s	family,	merely	stating	there	were	no	concerns.”			“Those	sons	of	bitches.”	Dex’s	jaw	muscles	clenched	along	with	his	fists.	Their	tour	bus	was	on	the	opposite	side	of	the	lot.	Two	more	minutes	and	I	could
hang	up	the	phone.	I’m	much	much	more	and	I’m	here	to	help	you.”			“Help	me	with	what?	Beatriz…He’d	loved	that	girl	in	college.			“You	remember	me	telling	you	that	you	have	a	beautiful	cunt	last	night,	right?	Damn	it.	We’re	interested	in	epic	writerly	ambition.			Every	time	one	of	them	lands	a	punch,	cheers	and	claps	burst	across	the	room,	which
is	crowded	with	at	least	three	hundred	spectators,	all	of	them	thirsting	for	blood.	.”	I	hesitate,	touching	the	hem	of	the	shirt	I’m	wearing.			Noooooo…	I’m	freaking	ecstatic!			Although	born	and	raised	in	California,	I	moved	to	New	York	two	years	ago.	Then	there’s	the	item	of	your	resignation.			He	stares,	unblinking,	chest	rising	and	falling.	Kellen	had
already	backed	up	his	Firebird	and	was	heading	out	of	the	lot	with	a	rubber-burning	squeal.			At	forty-five	seconds	to	target,	he	knelt	and	pressed	his	eye	to	the	scope	and	his	finger	to	the	trigger	guard.			“Hey.			“How	dare	you	slaughter	these	innocents,”	a	voice	cried	out	and	Catherine’s	eyes	shot	open.	Load	them	up!	We	are	leaving!”			Catherine
screamed	as	a	soldier	moved	her	forward	and	she	tried	to	shove	past	him,	needing	to	get	to	Charles.	I	wasn’t	even	drunk.”	Drunk	on	lust	maybe,	but	not	on	alcohol.	What	she	did	wear—and	Sebastian	saw	it	as	clearly	as	he	did	the	color	of	her	hair	and	eyes—was	attitude.	Tuned	frequency-shifting	suppressor.			Ransom	winced	at	the	irony.	In	interviews
and	impassioned	speeches	on	university	campuses	all	across	the	country,	Frank	Herbert	warned	young	people	not	to	trust	government,	telling	them	that	the	American	founding	fathers	had	understood	this	and	had	attempted	to	establish	safeguards	in	the	Constitution.			His	lips	curl,	and	he	turns	when	his	opponent	is	announced	with	the	words,	“Kirk
Dirkwood,	The	Hammer,	here	for	all	of	you	tonight!”			“You	little	slut,	Mel!”	I	cry	when	I	recover,	shoving	her	playfully.	At	the	breakfast	table,	Wendy	mentioned	that	she	needed	to	pick	up	some	things	at	the	supermarket.	He	reached	it,	stopped,	and	jogged	in	place,	cooling	down.	”			“One	more	question.	How	the	hell	was	he	supposed	to	get	himself
through	another	thirty-six	hours	without	at	least	having	seen	Sloane?			“I	said	I	have	to	get	to	work.	”			“I-I	didn’t	know	you	had	any	kids.	She’d	seized	his	heart,	gripping	it	more	tightly	every	day	until	he	wondered	if	he	could	even	breathe	without	her.	They,	too,	survive	by	concealing	what	they	do.	Even	as	a	child	she	had	understood,	had	been	taught,
that	such	gifts	were	not	without	price.	Machiavelli	would	not	have	seen	things	that	way.	He	respected	you,	Davy.”			I	had	so	many	corrections	to	Mr.	Moser’s	rose-colored	perspective.	Tomorrow	was	her	wedding	day,	she	was	to	marry	Michael	and	her	nerves	were	on	edge	as	it	was.			Rose	worked	as	a	waitress	in	the	little	Italian	restaurant	two	blocks
from	Mel’s	office.	Don	Basilio,	who	was	unmoved	by	my	diligence,	had	other	reservations.	You’re	lookin’purty	as	a	picture	today.	“What	about	the	other	three	hundred	and	sixty-four	days	of	the	year	when	you’re	too	busy	fucking	whores	to	even	call	her?”			“I	try	to	call	her,	but	you	won’t	let	me	talk	to	her.”			“She’s	in	bed.			For	the	first	time	in	his	life,
he	was	a	hot	mess	over	a	guy.	Dawg	was	driving	Natches	over	so	he	could	take	the	Harley	back,	but	they	weren’t	here	yet.	Reacher	clouted	it	aside	with	his	left	forearm	and	repeated	the	clubbing	right	to	the	solar	plexus.	Windy,	Gwenog	came	for	nettle	tea,	then	invited	me	out	for	a	treat.	I	shall	not	get	thisgown	on,	and	we	bothknow	it.	’			We	drove
home	in	silence,	letting	the	screaming	engines	of	the	planes	passing	overhead	speak	for	us.	He	loves	that	my	brother,	Mike,	a	junior	in	col	ege,	plays	for	the	University	of	Tennessee	and	led	his	team	to	a	win	at	the	Sugar	Bowl	last	year.	The	color	of	them	reminded	her	of	rocks	hacked	out	of	a	high	cliff	one	moment,	and	of	the	soft,	calm	waters	of	a	lake
the	next.	Wondering	if	the	next	time	he	stumbled	over	one	of	Ky’s	toys	whether	he’d	break	down	and	bawl	like	a	lost	calf.			“For	what?”			“I’ll	think	of	something.”			“I	just	want	to	see	my	little	girl	on	her	birthday—”			Tina	covered	Julie’s	ears	with	her	hands.			The	wiry	bronc	buster	named	Jesse	grinned	at	her.	From	the	looks	of	it,	you’ve	been	getting
your	beauty	sleep.	She	wasan	idiot.			On	the	counter	next	to	the	register	are	two	clear	cellophane	wrapped	bags	of	candy.			“Yep,”	I	reply.			Oh.	My.	God.	Owner	gave	me	a	pity	job	to	keep	me	busy	till	I	died.”	He	smiles	to	himself.			You’re	making	a	big	mistake,	boy,	Hank	fired	back.	But	I	wantedto	write	a	letter	first	just	to	get	acquainted.	They	would
think	she	was	crying.	It	went	down	and	stayed	down	this	time.	Most	days	she	wouldn’t	have	any	problem	with	a	few	nights	in	bed	with	another	woman,	but	the	sex	position	manual	was	for	heterosexual	couples.	You	look	beautiful.	I’ll	give	you	a	week	for	the	next	one.	But	that	didn’t	stop	me	from	wanting	to	do	something	so	normal,	so	human,	as	to	fly
on	a	plane	from	one	city	to	the	next.			“Mrs.	There	was	plenty	of	movement	now.	He	was	losing	his	shit.			McDermott	leaned	down	from	his	husky	six-and-a-half	feet	and	jiggled	the	desk	telephone	impatiently.	Give	me	the	bell	captain.”	Even	if	he	couldn’t	fire	the	chief	house	detective,	McDermott	thought,	he	would	do	some	hell	raising	in	the	morning.
She	was	talking	to	herself.	”	He	had	known	she	would	be.	Introspection	and	passion	are	replaced,	disappointingly,	by	an	itinerary	of	trips,	lectures,	and	oddly	stiff	encounters	with	friends	and	colleagues,	many	of	them	famous	names	of	the	period.	Which	was	probably	true	–	the	woman	lived	alone;	the	pristine	pink	bathroom	he’d	seen	upstairs	was	the
one	with	all	her	potions	and	powders	in	it.	Here	in	the	downtown	area	it	would	be	a	rare	thing	for	her	to	pass	another	jogger.			But	my	poor,	dear	Melanie	has	a	new	man-crush,	and	as	soon	as	she	found	out	the	object	of	her	nightly	fantasies	was	in	the	city	participating	in	these	“private”	and	very	“dangerous”	underground	club	fighting	games,	she
begged	me	to	come	with	her	and	watch	him.			Someone	was	lying	facedown	on	the	grass	of	the	park.			He	was	not	here	as	a	tourist.	She	had	notlost	two	stone	inthe	last	two	weeks.	“She’s	a	golden	retriever.	The	men	laughed	as	they	removed	their	blades	and	wiped	the	blood	on	their	sleeves	as	if	it	was	nothing.			I	remain	alone	on	the	elevator	as	it
stops	on	every	single	floor	until	it	reaches	the	eighteenth.	For	Raine,	talking	through	her	problems	was	akin	to	peeling	the	flesh	from	her	very	bones.	Seriously?	Hank	found	their	nervous	chatter	amusing;	a	true	dictator	had	absolute	power	and	no	opposition.	Get	back	on	your	horse	and	ride	off,”	a	soldier	snapped,	giving	him	a	shove,	but	Charles
didn’t	move.	Without	saying	good-bye,	she	left	to	wait	for	her	dad	to	come	home	from	work.	I’d	gone	that	route	and	see	where	I	was—in	the	exact	same	spot!	Never	again.	”	It	wasn’t	just	hurt	in	her	voice	then,	there	was	anger.			“A	book	review?	I’m	not	untouchable.	Hearing	Ky	rambling	from	sunup	to	sundown	about	his	father.	Thegentleman,	I	may
say,	is	erratic.	Even	more	so	than	the	man	Shade	faced	in	the	mirror.	Sinking	deeper	into	the	shadowy	criminal	world	makes	the	light	at	the	end	of	the	tunnel	seem	farther	away	and	even	more	unreachable.	I’ll	spare	her	life	and	bury	all	thought	of	avenging	Chauncey	Langeais’s	death	if	you’ll	bring	me	the	information	I	need.	Her	Cêpan	had	lost	sight
of	why	we	are	here	on	Earth	in	the	first	place.	“Baby,	you’re	in	every	dream	that	drifts	through	my	head.			“I	hate	you,”	Henry	said.	He	didn’t	bother	finding	the	probably	stale	pretzels	he’d	promised,	but	instead	made	his	way	to	the	front	of	the	bus.	He	had	bought	them	in	South	Dakota.	He	drifted	over	to	it,	squatting	on	his	haunches	as	he	gazed
hungrily.	Purchase	only	authorized	editions.	Illinois	was	a	fast	black	Porsche,	which	Reacher	guessed	was	stolen,	and	then	it	was	two	men	with	knives	at	a	rest	stop.	By	buying	this	book	—	and	I	would	advise	you	to	buy	it,	because	if	you	read	it	too	long	without	handing	over	money	you	will	find	yourself	the	object	of	a	Thief’s	Curse	—	you	too	will	be
contributing	to	this	magical	mission.			It	was	also	a	security	breach	that	looked	trivial	at	ground	level.			“I’m	listening,”	he	said.	Umbilical	indeed!	He’d	kept	a	hard	copy.			“My	favorite	day.	Gwenog	told	me	she	often	played	herself.	“Fifteen	things	break	loose	at	once,”	he	told	the	girl	by	the	window	of	the	wide,	broadloomed	office,	“and	nobody	can	find
him.”			Christine	Francis	glanced	at	her	wrist	watch.	Adam’s	two	weeks	to	mourn	his	girlfriend	of	one	day	must’ve	put	the	hotline	in	a	dire	spot.	Once	they	were	on	their	way	she	pulled	the	envelope	out	of	her	purse.			PR6045.O72M7	2005			823′.912-dc22	2005003378			ISBN	978-0-15-603035-9			eISBN	978-0-544-3503-9			v1.0215			PREFACE:
VIRGINIA	WOOLF			VIRGINIA	WOOLF	was	born	into	what	she	once	described	as	“a	very	communicative,	literate,	letter	writing,	visiting,	articulate,	late	nineteenth	century	world.”	Her	parents,	Leslie	and	Julia	Stephen,	both	previously	widowed,	began	their	marriage	in	1878	with	four	young	children:	Laura	(1870–1945),	the	daughter	of	Leslie	Stephen
and	his	first	wife,	Harriet	Thackeray	(1840–1875);	and	George	(1868–1934),	Gerald	(1870–1937),	and	Stella	Duckworth	(1869–1897),	the	children	of	Julia	Prinsep	(1846–1895)	and	Herbert	Duckworth	(1833–1870).	Marilou	is	supposed	to	be	in	her	mid-forties.”			Eve	whirled	around.	Whatever	the	hell	had	happened,	the	doctor	was	furious.	Only	ninnies
and	consumptive	ladies	swoon,	and	you	are	neither.			ALSO	BY	COLLEEN	HOOVER			Slammed			Point	of	Retreat			This	Girl			Hopeless			Losing	Hope			Finding	Cinderella			Maybe	Someday			First	published	in	the	USA	by	Atria	Books,	2014			First	published	in	Great	Britain	by	Simon	&	Schuster	UK	Ltd,	2014			A	CBS	COMPANY			Copyright	(c)	Colleen
Hoover,	2014			This	book	is	copyright	under	the	Berne	Convention.			The	early	years	of	Woolf’s	life	were	marred	by	traumatic	events.	Howbeit	I	am	going	to	miss	her	so.	“You	can	see	out,	nobody	can	see	in.”			Looking	up,	the	Wexlers	(the	first	appointment	of	the	day)	were	blinded	by	the	blast	of	morning	sun	that	flashed	off	the	face	of	the	building.	But
the	only	time	I	ever	get	called	Valentina	is	when	I’m	in	trouble.	I	blink	away	the	sleep	and	rub	my	eyes	before	grabbing	my	phone	and	seeing	the	call	was	from	my	mother.	8.	Odysseys.	It	was	meant	for	you.”	He	flung	open	the	door	to	a	one-bedroom	apartment	in	the	rear.	Have	some	sympathy.”			“What’s	her	problem?”			“Carpal	tunnel	syndrome	from
too	much	masturbating.”			“Occupational	hazard.			Rawr	Raaawr.			Unmoving,	he	said	nothing.	“So	you	kill	people?”			“Gabby,	just	know	whatever	I	do	is	for	a	reason.	Though	I	can	assure	you	I	rarely	gobble	up	young	girls	for	breakfast.”			He	smiled,	a	slow	curving	of	the	lips	that	erased	the	harshness	from	his	face	and	replaced	it	with	a	devastating
appeal.	The	“Dreadnought	Hoax”	was	front-page	news,	complete	with	photographs	of	the	phony	Ethiopians	with	flowing	robes,	blackened	faces,	and	false	beards.	“Do	you	want	to	hold	her?”			Charlie	had	held	baby	Sophie	for	a	few	seconds	earlier	in	the	day,	and	had	handed	her	quickly	to	a	nurse	insisting	that	someone	more	qualified	than	he	do	some
finger	and	toe	counting.	Leave.	I	could	get	you	a	screen	test	in	a	heartbeat.”			He	sipped	again	before	handing	the	glass	back	to	Eve.	It	sounded	so	much	like	a	cheesy	pickup	line;	the	only	thing	I	can	do	is	laugh	at	myself.	But	authors	on	tour	are	quieter,	more	solitary	souls.	His	voice	is	a	drug	in	itself.			The	smoke	alarm	goes	off	in	the	kitchen,	and	my
mother	hands	the	lamp	back	to	me.	While	the	others	are	hopping	about	in	theair,	I	can	dodge	under	their	feet	and	grab	the	ball.	I	don’t	think	even	someone	with	Paul’s	imagination	could	dream	up	a	more	interesting	story—with	such	varied	characters.”	Her	lips	curved	slowly,	with	malice	as	well	as	humor.	The	only	vehicle	available	was	the	bicycle.
Studio	heads	courted	her,	knowing	that	in	this	day	when	movies	were	made	by	accountants,	her	name	was	solid	gold.			The	final	decades	of	the	nineteenth	century,	when	Gilman	matured	and	flourished,	saw	enormous	social	change	and	intellectual	ferment:	industrialization	and	immigration	destabilized	social	patterns	and	gave	impetus	to	the	labor
movement;	the	conglomeration	of	the	railroads	in	the	West	concentrated	new	wealth	in	the	hands	of	a	few;	the	suffrage	movement	stirred	up	controversy,	while	the	work	of	Jane	Addams	at	Chicago’s	Hull	House	and	that	of	others	in	what	we	now	term	the	“private	sector”	forced	attention	to	the	horrors	of	poverty.	That’s	what	I’ll	do.”			“And	start
thinking	about	another	of	these	stories	for	me.	Only	that’s	ratherinsulting	to	me.	”			“She’s	perfectly	normal.			The	nurses	had	taken	care	of	Ash’s	stitches	hours	ago,	and	despite	whatever	they’d	given	him	making	him	drowsy,	Ash	refused	to	close	his	eyes,	even	for	a	moment.	She	was	the	one	who	refused	to	let	her	have	her	present.			As	Chandler
watched	out	of	habit,	a	group	of	noisy	revelers	came	through	the	Carondelet	Street	door:	three	men	and	two	women;	they	held	drinking	glasses,	the	kind	that	Pat	O’Brien’s	bar	charged	tourists	a	dollar	for	over	in	the	French	Quarter,	and	one	of	the	men	was	stumbling	badly,	supported	by	the	others.	Read	more	...			True,	it	was	a	new	venture	forhim,
but	’twas	not	muchdifferentfrom	collecting	a	new	squire,	which	was	something	else	he	had	to	do	on	this	trip.			Cash	kept	his	gaze	on	hers.	My	friends,	all	destroyed	with	the	flick	of	a	switch.	I	found	his	face	and	was	comforted	to	see	him	smiling	and	holding	me	steady.			A:	Without	your	blind	Fremen	cruelty	you	would	not	be	a	priest.			Then	she	smiled,
the	famous	lightning-quick	smile	that	left	the	recipient	breathless.	Her	job	was	so	far	away	that	she	didn’t	have	time	to	come	home	for	lunch;	it	had	been	one	of	many	niggling	concerns	on	her	mind	the	day	before.	“Heaven	forbid	a	joint	go	to	waste.”	I	hop	down	and	wipe	my	hands	across	my	jeans.	”			Her	eyes	widen	and	she	almost	yells,	“That’s	all
you	have	to	say?”	She	narrows	her	eyes	at	me.	What	can	you	show?	That	was	what	she	was.	He’s	a	saint,	because	although	you	may	look	scruffy	he’s	been	banging	on	at	me	for	weeks	about	how	talented	and	hardworking	the	office	boy	is.	Those	who	make	it	in	this	business	have	priorities,	not	principles.	You’ll	just	cast	me	aside	sooner	or	later.	Lippett
brought	accusing	eyes	to	bear	upon	the	prisoner	in	thedock,	and	the	prisoner	looked	guilty	because	it	seemed	to	beexpected–not	because	she	could	remember	any	strikingly	black	pages	inher	record.			He	heard	the	car	straining	its	way	up	his	hill	before	he	saw	it.	She	drew	them	in—though	she	would	have	suffered	torture	before	admitting	she	had	a
weakness	for	flowers.			Frowning,	Boone	settled	the	top	on	the	skillet	to	let	the	chili	simmer.	When,	in	the	thirteenth	century,	the	Florentines	had	thrown	out	the	noble	families	who	used	to	run	the	town,	they	introduced	a	republican	constitution	of	exemplary	idealism.	Nothing	can	come	close	to	hurting	me	now.	It	wasn’t	so	much	Ash’s	words,	but	the
subtle	desperation	behind	them.	How’re	you	doin’?”			“I’m	here,	ain’t	I?”			“Must	mean	you’re	bored	already,	huh?”	Kade’s	gaze	swept	the	bar.	Probably,	in	some	way.	The	relationship	would	never	have	worked	anyway.	”			Warin	raised	his	eyebrows,	thengrinned	as	he	turned	toward	the	doors.	That	night,	my	need	to	mark	you	as	mine	overwhelmed	my
better	judgment.	And	then,	finally,	I	said,	“.	In	the	first	portion	of	the	tapestry,	some	hunters	carry	nets,	others	use	wands,	and	still	others	attempt	to	catch	the	Snidget	with	their	bare	hands.	How	could	he	go	from	having	passionate	sex	to	being	all	business	so	quickly?	Everyone	else	had	already	passed	out.	“AndI	am	ever	grateful	that	wewereallowed
tokeep	hertotwenty.	Soon	after	this,	Leonard	became	a	lodger	at	the	house	Virginia	shared	with	Adrian,	the	economist	John	Maynard	Keynes,	and	the	painter	Duncan	Grant.			Eve.	I’m	not	good	on	the	phone.	For	oncein	mylifeIwill	be	prettyand	slenderand.	“I	promise.	And	then	there	were	things	that	were	beautiful	for	their	wild	power	and	their	refusal
to	be	tamed.			Great.	From	1434	on,	the	Medicis	–	first	Cosimo,	then	Piero,	then	Lorenzo	–	had	been	manipulating	the	electoral	process	to	make	sure	that	most	of	the	names	in	the	ba	gs	were	friendly	to	themselves	and	that	all	of	those	actually	selected	for	government	would	toe	the	Medici	line.	A	war	between	Florence	and	Rome	ensued	and	the
hostility	only	ended	in	1480	when	Turkish	raids	on	the	southern	Italian	coast	prompted	a	rare	moment	of	unity	in	the	peninsula.			2	One	Saturday	morning.	Across	those	years	the	story	has	taken	many	forms—as	a	1965	published	book,	which	remained	on	The	New	York	Times	bestseller	list	a	year,	followed	by	worldwide	publication	and	translations,
resulting	in	multimillions	of	copies	overall.	Wet.			Shade	was	already	pissed	at	Adam	for	making	them	hours	late	getting	home.	She	hardly	knows	you.	Target	will	be	arriving	in	five	minutes.			“How	is	the	old	bastard?”	she	asked	with	affection.	He	carried	it	to	the	stone	steps	of	the	ancient	gatehouse,	strode	briskly	back,	jammed	his	hands	in	his
pockets,	and	cleared	his	throat.			“Moving	in?”	he	asks,	blatantly	staring	at	my	shirt	again.	The	letters	were	signed	Barney	Northrup.	Had	a	lady	visitor	seenthe	hole	in	Susie	Hawthorn’s	stocking?	Over	and	over.	Hot.	His	eyes	crinkle	in	the	corners	as	they	follow	me,	and	his	lips	seem	to	frown,	even	when	they	aren’t.	”			Kade’s	baritone	laugh	boomed.		
Amy	Jo	had	a	devil	of	a	time	climbing	out	of	his	rig,	not	because	of	the	injury	to	her	ankle,	but	mostly	because	she	hadn’t	wanted	to	get	out.	He	would	have	understood	very	young	the	price	of	getting	it	wrong	in	politics.	Two	days	after	Thoby’s	death,	Vaness	a	agreed	to	marry	his	close	friend	Clive	Bell.	But	the	elaborate	collar	that	now	dangled	from
her	neck	strangled	him	with	one	indisputable	fact:	She	was	owned.	”			Um,	No.			I	don’t	do	relationships.	And	she’d	have	stationery	made—blue	with	a	deckle	edge,	her	name	and	fancy	address	in	swirling	type	across	the	top:	Grace	Windsor	Wexler,	Sunset	Towers	on	the	Lake	Shore.	He’s	accused	of	killing	his	wife,	Janet	Carter.	It	would	match	the
emotional	buzz	he	would	have	in	just	a	few	minutes.	She’d	fainted	dead	at	her	first	sight	of	him.	He	had	morning	wood.			Owen	retrieved	Shade’s	overnight	bag	from	the	asphalt	and	tossed	it	into	the	back	seat	of	the	Jeep.			Ten	minutes	later	I	have	my	car	parked	at	a	public	parking	spot	because	I	can	never	get	a	space	by	my	store	and	I	don’t	have
parking	spaces	under	or	behind	the	building.	He	spotted	the	car,	a	smudge	of	dull	gray,	and	sighed.	Aroused.	Jerusha	caught	only	a	fleeting	impression	ofthe	man–and	the	impression	consisted	entirely	of	tallness.	She	thought	the	noise	she’d	heard	must	be	Mogs.			Warner	is	shushing	me,	rocking	me	back	and	forth,	and	it’s	only	then	that	I	realize	I’m
making	the	most	excruciating,	earsplitting	sound,	agony	ripping	through	me.	He	was	about	six-one,	a	buck	eighty,	with	far	more	muscle	than	fat.	They’ll	probably	think	I’m	a	sucker.”			In	his	book,	being	thought	of	as	a	nice-guy	sucker	was	a	lot	better	than	being	known	as	the	idiot	who	attempted	to	apply	a	condom	wrong	side	out	and	instead	of
discarding	it,	flipped	it	over	and	used	it	anyway.	“Best	damn	oranges	in	the	country.	It	was	a	fussy,	impatient	sound	that	bounded	through	an	open	window	of	the	apartment	building	beside	her.	A	living	being	that	might	be	half	him.	They	had	dull,	blank	faces.	I	hadn’t	even	unpacked	yet,	and	I’d	lost	her.”			“Misplaced.”	Ana	tried	another	cautious	smile.
The	excerpts	below	have	been	translated	from	the	badly	spelled	Saxon	of	the	original.	“I’m	taking	this	back,”	I	say	to	him.			He	was	a	normal,	active,	mischievous	boy	with	a	sharp,	sometimes	devious	mind,	a	strikingly	handsome	face	set	off	by	hypnotic	gray-blue	eyes,	and	a	full	mouth	that	was	quick	to	smile.	I	saw	him	walking	toward	his	office	and
closing	the	door	behind	him.	As	pissed	as	Shade	was,	he’d	probably	strangle	him	to	death	from	behind.	He	still	does.			I’ll	uphold	our	original	deal,	Hank	returned.	But	if	we	didn’t	indulge	on	occasion,	there	would	be	a	lot	more	of	us	taking	the	leap	over	these	ledges,	I	can	promise	you	that.”	He’s	facing	forward	again	with	his	chin	resting	on	his	arms.
I’ll	have	Thanksgiving	dinner	ready	on	Thursday	at	three.			Let	your	guard	fall	and	he	is	there!			The	author	felt	that	heroic	leaders	often	made	mistakes	…	mistakes	that	were	amplified	by	the	number	of	followers	who	were	held	in	thrall	by	charisma.	“But	I	will	give	you	a	ride.”			Shade	was	surprised	he’d	offered,	but	Adam	rode	a	motorcycle,	and
Shade	didn’t	think	it	was	wise	to	be	that	close	to	him	at	freeway	speeds.			I	rolled	my	eyes	and	shooed	her	away.			There	was	no	fool	like	an	old	fool.			A:	(Laughter)	And	for	this	Paul	Atreides	fought	his	way	to	a	niche	among	the	Fremen!	For	this	he	learned	to	control	and	ride	the	sandworm!	It	was	a	mistake	to	answer	your	questions.			He	cast	one	long,
annoyed	and	unmistakably	distrustful	glance	at	Ana	before	giving	his	attention	to	his	daughter.			There	was	no	other	way	around	it;	no	way	could	I	justify	my	emotions.	In	fact,	once	you	relax,	it’s	kind	of	awesome.	Taking	up	his	weapon	too	early	could	make	his	muscles	rigid	and	his	reflexes	too	brittle,	when	flexibility	and	fluidity	were	needed.	A	lake
view!	Just	wait	until	those	so-called	friends	of	hers	with	their	classy	houses	see	this	place.	Hopefully,	someday	he	could	live	up	to	their	expectations.	In	her	autobiography	Gilman	dwells	on	her	illness,	understandably,	since	at	the	time	it	was	neither	acknowledged	as	such	nor	accorded	much	sympathy.			Who	had	she	been	expecting?	“When	my	life	is
different,	I’ll	show	you	around	the	town.”			She	wipes	away	her	tears,	but	her	lip	is	still	shaking.	This	is	probably	why	it’s	not	a	good	idea	to	forego	sex	for	so	many	years.	He	is	giving	you	a	very	liberal	allowance,	almost,	for	a	girlwho	has	never	had	any	experience	in	taking	care	of	money,	too	liberal.But	he	planned	the	matter	in	detail,	and	I	did	not	feel
free	to	makeany	suggestions.	As	she’d	stared	at	the	babies	sleeping,	bawling	or	wriggling	in	their	clear-sided	cribs,	she’d	understood	why	people	prayed	and	struggled	and	sacrificed	to	have	children.			“Fuck!	Mother	fucking	asshole	son	of	a	bitch!”	Dex	slammed	his	hand	against	the	steering	wheel	before	swerving	around	some	bastard	going	the
speed	limit.	Despite	my	conservative	choice	of	clothes,	I	feel	completely	naked.	Of	course,	she	was	a	great	asset	as	well	as	a	burden.			I’m	finally	aware	of	the	familiar	foreignness	of	this	room	and	I’m	quickly	seized	by	a	panic	that	screams	I	did	not	wake	up	where	I	fell	asleep.	Even	her	marriage,	in	1900,	to	her	cousin,	G.			Dead	man	arriving,	he
thought.	Pointless	rubbish.			Even	if	that	meant	going	to	a	psychic.			To	the	British	establishment,	one	of	the	most	embarrassing	aspects	of	the	Dreadnought	affair	was	that	a	woman	had	taken	part	in	the	hoax.	Through	it	all,	his	eyes	are	glued	to	me.	A	smile	that	disappeared	after	his	next	three	words.	Women	and	gambling	were	always	Rory’s
weaknesses.”			Because	he	planned	to	work	that	evening,	Paul	sipped	his	juice	straight.	My	own	mistress	at	last.			“It’s	a	bedroom,	of	course,”	his	wife	replied.	She	always	did.			“No	problem.	At	least	it	wasn’t	one	of	his	bigger	shirts.	The	habit	was	too	ingrained	to	be	broken.	His	readers	wanted	stories	about	heroes	accomplishing	great	feats,	he	said,
not	stories	of	protagonists	with	“clay	feet.”			The	detractors	did	not	understand	that	Dune	Messiah	was	a	bridging	work,	connecting	Dune	with	an	as-yet-uncompleted	third	book	in	the	trilogy.	er.	Crosshairs	on	terminal	spot.	“Now,	is	that	breathtaking	or	is	that	breathtaking?”			“Not	especially,”	Sydelle	Pulaski	replied	as	she	blinked	into	the	rays	of	the
summer	sun	setting	behind	the	parking	lot.	He	picks	up	his	jacket	from	where	it	was	hanging	on	a	nearby	rack;	shrugs	it	on	without	a	word.	I’d	claimed	what	had	happened	was	too	traumatic	for	me	to	continue	working	with	the	hotline.			A	great	deal	of	confusion	ensued	as	eleven	members	of	the	jury	seated	themselves.	Come	on.	She	had	dyed	and	cut
it	the	night	before,	just	before	making	herself	a	new	ID.	Impelled	by	principle,	it	was	a	more	vivid	example	than	any	book.			On	one	of	those	afternoons,	as	the	vibrations	from	an	enormous	plane	overhead	shook	the	lemonade	in	our	plastic	cups,	Ashley	said,	‘Me	and	my	mom	are	going	to	visit	my	grandparents	next	month.	Foster:	R.I.P.			FOREWORD		
In	recent	years,	there	have	been	a	few	literary	dustups	—	how	insane	is	it	that	such	a	thing	exists	in	a	world	at	war?	Did	you	know	something	like	that	can	interfere	with	birth	control	pill	effectiveness?”			How	the	hell	would	he	know	that?	Tucked	me	in	beside	him.	She	had	to	stand	upright,	to	stand	behind	her	silence	for	a	few	yards.	“All	right	then,
people!	Let’s	bring	out	a	worthier	opponent	for	Remington	Riptide	Tate	tonight!”			Another	man	steps	into	the	ring,	and	I	can’t	bear	it	anymore.	“You	know	what	brought	him	here.	Read	more	...	”			She	has	a	great	Jersey	accent.	There	were	others	in	his	country	ready	to	take	over.	Even	then	he	understood	that	it	was	more	difficult	to	see	into	yourself
than	to	see	into	others.	All	very	well	at	the	Olympic	Games,	but	hopeless	on	the	street.	Her	face	scrunched	as	she	tried	to	cling	to	the	last	remnants	of	sleep	before	they	were	yanked	away.	Sex	with	Vincent	was	like	nothing	I’d	ever	experienced.			Grace	stood	before	the	front	window	where,	beyond	the	road,	beyond	the	trees,	Lake	Michigan	lay	calm
and	glistening.	“I’m	always	going	to	be	bigger.”	He	pulled	her	up	again,	lifting	her	high	and	making	her	squeal	with	laughter.	I	like	my	life	enough	to	want	to	see	it	through.	His	mouth	was	quirked	in	a	grin	and	was	strong	and	beautifully	shaped.			Q:	Are	these	things	not	true,	then?			“Martín.	“Look	at	him.	“Please?”			“Not	for	you,”	Owen	said,
checking	over	his	shoulder	as	he	merged	onto	the	freeway.	Besides,	beingrich	is	such	a	very	external	quality.			The	guy	said,	‘So	that’s	our	legal	advice.’			Reacher	said,	‘Noted.’			‘You	need	to	do	more	than	note	it.’			‘Do	I?’			‘Because	we’re	offering	an	incentive.’			‘What	kind?’			‘Every	night	we	find	you	still	here,	we’re	going	to	kick	your	ass.’			‘Are
you?’			‘Starting	tonight.	I	liked	Dolores,	who	was	struggling	to	survive	with	self-deprecating	humor,	biting	sarcasm,	and	Twinkies,	Devil	Dogs,	Mallomars,	M&Ms.			I	put	the	story	in	a	manila	envelope	and	mailed	it	to	Northeast.	Born	in	Hartford,	Connecticut,	in	1860,	Charlotte	Perkins	was	raised	in	an	atmosphere	where	independent	thinking	and
social	activism	were	familiar—indeed,	familial.			College	is	the	biggest,	most	bewildering	place–I	get	lost	whenever	Ileave	my	room.	No	ugly-duckling-turned-swan	here,	either.	We’ll	have	to	ask	your	parents.”			“My	mommy	went	to	heaven.	“What’s	another	great	mystery	of	Boston?”			“Your	name.”	As	soon	as	I	say	it,	I	slap	my	hand	against	my
forehead.	Maybe	he	could	convince	one	of	the	band’s	assistants	to	report	the	car	theft	for	him.	Any	time	I	was	stressed,	I’d	just	go	out	to	the	backyard	and	pull	every	single	weed	I	could	find.			“My	cab	is	on	its	way	right	now,”	Beatriz	said.			“You	need	to	go	home	and	get	some	sleep.	Bet	it	was	a	quick	death,	though.”			I	smile,	but	I	can’t	tell	if	I	should
be	afraid	or	entertained.	It’s	just	one	of	many	changes	in	the	last	forty-eight	hours.			The	ten	o’clock	bell	is	going	to	ring	in	two	minutes.			Soon,	I’ll	break	free	and	try	to	find	my	way	back.			9	“Come	in,	come	in.	He	had.	Vollmann’s	3,300-page	Rising	Up	and	Rising	Down,	or	Michael	Apted’s	7-Up,	28-Up,	42-Up	series	of	films,	or	.	The	gentleman’s	name
is	not	John	Smith,	but	heprefers	to	remain	unknown.			Because	the	name	Isolde	Ophelia	Goodnight	also	suggested	romance.	There	was	a	tiny	person	growing	inside	of	her.	There	were	times,	reading	a	very	exhaustive	account	of	a	tennis	match,	say,	when	I	thought,	well,	okay.			He	laughs.	.	Some	naïve	part	of	him	had	believed	he’d	never	find	himself	in
this	position	again.	You	are	rich.	But	in	the	end,	it	is	better	for	them.	“Sorry	to	interrupt	your	nap,	but	I	need	inside	this	apartment.”			I	somehow	manage	to	prop	him	up	against	the	doorframe	to	prevent	him	from	falling	into	the	apartment,	and	then	I	push	the	door	open	farther	and	turn	to	get	my	things.	He	couldn’t	make	that	mistake	with	Raine.	”
His	eyes	gleamed.	I	wanted	nothing	more	than	to	join	in,	to	be	a	part	of	this	everyday	scene.	He	somehow	knows	what	floor	I’m	going	to,	even	though	this	is	the	first	time	I’ve	ever	set	foot	in	this	apartment	complex,	and	it’s	definitely	the	first	time	I’ve	ever	laid	eyes	on	this	man.	A	mischievous	smile	began	to	tug	at	Seb’s	face.	I	wanted	her	to	know	I
came	to	Earth	on	a	ship	from	another	planet	called	Lorien	and	the	trip	had	covered	more	than	100	million	miles.			“You’re	really	in	luck,”	Barney	Northrup	said.			Day	after	day,	the	display	materialized;	June	2,	June	3,	June	4!	The	program	was	working	splendidly!	On	the	next	day,	Ben	paid	less	attention	to	the	message.	Stray	not	one	step	from	the
path	you	need	to	walk!”			She	vanished.	Publicly	she	maintained	that	the	sexual	instinct	was	overdeveloped,	with	romantic	love	occupying	far	too	prominent	a	place	in	private	fantasies	and	social	arrangements.	“I’m	not	a	vampire.”			“Are	you	a	werewolf?”			“I’m	not	a	werewolf	either.	I’ve	done	plenty	of	trash	and	made	it	shine.	Ana	was	also	wise
enough—and	had	learned	through	painful	experience—to	be	careful	not	to	let	her	wondering	lead	to	any	involvement	beyond	a	natural	friendliness.			Ellen,	rest	in	peace.			It	was	as	if	a	child	had	tossed	down	a	handful	of	blocks	and	they	had	landed,	by	chance,	in	a	fascinating	pattern	of	ledges	that	had	then	fused	together.	If	we	think	it’s	our	duty	to
read	this	book,	it’s	because	we’re	interested	in	genius.			Lady	Straughton	–	her	mother	–	had	murmured	the	noise	and	now	paused	in	descending	the	stairs	towatch	with	watery	eyes	as	Runilda	fiddled	withthe	hem	of	Avelyn’s	gown.	“Never	mind.			“Not	here,”	she	said	under	her	breath.			Reacher	half	turned,	and	half	stepped	back,	towards	his	door,	a
fluid	quarter	circle,	shoulders	and	all,	and	like	he	knew	they	would	the	two	guys	moved	towards	him,	faster	than	he	was	moving,	off-script	and	involuntary,	ready	to	grab	him.	You	look	amazing.”	Beatriz	pulled	back	enough	to	give	Claudia	a	once-over.	”	She	stopped	beside	the	Harley,	her	dove	gray	eyes	staring	back	at	him	with	a	shadow	of	hurt.
Why?”			“I	need	to	get	laid.	“I	don’t	know	how	to	explain	it.”			“Are	you	a	good	guy	or	bad	guy?”	She	pushes	herself	backward,	crawling	up	the	bed	on	her	butt	and	resting	against	the	headboard	as	she	stares	at	me.			The	castle	walls	began	to	spin.	I	made	all	the	fixings	more	modern	and	added	a	small	kitchenette	in	the	back	which	holds	a	fridge,
microwave,	small	two-burner	stove,	and	a	sink	to	wash	our	dirty	dishes.	“I’m	so	glad	this	baby	is	yours	and	not	someone	like	Adam’s	or	that	bus	driver	guy’s.	Don	Basilio,	the	fearful	red	pencil	in	hand,	was	staring	at	me	icily.			He	attached	it	to	the	Picatinny	rail	riding	on	the	top	of	his	rifle.	Dalloway			Suggestions	for	Further	Reading:	Virginia	Woolf		
Suggestions	for	Further	Reading:	Mrs.	Answer	me.	In	one	of	the	worst	times,	in	1896,	I	stood	on	a	street	corner	for	fifteen	minutes,	trying	in	vain	to	decide	whether	or	not	to	take	the	car	home.13			Besides	navigating	this	wretched	tightrope,	she	lived	in	perpetual	debt,	“as	propertyless	and	as	desireless	as	a	Buddhist	priest,	almost,	though	needing
something	more	than	a	yellow	robe	and	begging	bowl.”14	With	such	handicaps,	the	sheer	quantity	of	her	writings	and	activities	is	prodigious:	Women	and	Economics:	A	Study	of	the	Economic	Relation	Between	Men	and	Women	(1898),	which	The	Nation	called	“the	most	significant	utterance	on	the	subject	since	Mill’s	Subjection	of	Women”;15
Concerning	Children	(1900);	The	Home:	Its	Work	and	Influence	(1902);	Human	Work	(1904);	The	Man-Made	World:	Our	Androcentric	Culture	(1911);	numerous	lectures	and	essays;	and	several	volumes	of	poetry.	And	the	long,	coltish	legs	that	had	once	invited	names	like	Stretch	and	Beanpole	were	now	strong,	athletic	and—she	could	admit	privately
—worth	a	second	look.	“How	am	I	ever	going	to	get	you	off	my	mind	when	we	have	sex	like	that?”			“And	why	would	I	want	to	be	off	your	mind?”	I	said	coyly.	Coach	White	and	his	staff	have	given	us	—’	Read	more	...	I	take	the	cup	from	her	and	sip.	That’s	no	knock	on	the	contemporary	fiction	that	is	recognizable	and	breakdown	able.	That	was,	and
always	had	been,	the	most	important	thing.			“No,”	Beatriz	said.	If	they	like	what	they	see,	they’l	sign	me	in	February.			From	the	front	of	the	building	it	doesn’t	look	like	much.	He	could	imagine	what	was	running	through	their	minds.	Wasn’t	that	why	he	had	an	unlisted	number?	Indiana	was	two	days	going	nowhere,	and	then	a	dented	blue	Cadillac,
driven	slowly	by	a	dignified	old	gentleman	in	a	bow	tie	the	same	blue	as	his	car.	The	doctor	walked	to	one	of	the	lockers	and	pressed	his	thumb	to	the	small	keypad.	To	you	he	will	never	be	anything	but	JohnSmith.			“In	a	minute,	baby,”	Tina	called.	She	turned	around	with	that	same	seductive	smile.	Or	even:	readers	who	can	have	fun	with	Jonathan
Franzen	in	the	morning	while	wrestling	with	William	Gaddis	at	night.	She	might	seem	fragile	on	the	surface,	but	her	will	could	be	iron.	“Sorry,”	he	said	after	a	moment.	Jerusha	Abbott	was	brought	up	at	the	John	Grier	Home,	an	old-fashioned	orphanage.			Terrific.			“You’re	really	in	luck,”	Barney	Northrup	said	for	the	sixth	and	last	time.	For	the	most
part	her	stance	was	aloof,	resistant.			As	soon	as	Dex	was	clean,	he	dried	himself	off,	changed	into	the	new	scrubs	and	socks,	pulled	on	his	sneakers,	and	shoved	his	dirty	clothes	into	the	plastic	bag	marked	for	the	housekeeping	department.	But	she	was	nowhere	in	sight.	We	need	to	see	his	reaction.”			“I	can’t	agree	to	that,”	Ms.	Fielding	shouted.		
Come	hell	or	high	water,	Amy	Jo	would	change	that	tonight.			Robie	had	recently	turned	forty.	We	eat	and	sleep	and	study	by	bells.It’s	very	enlivening;	I	feel	like	a	fire	horse	all	of	the	time.	Having	lost	much	of	their	overseas	empire	to	the	Turks,	the	Venetians	were	eager	to	expand	inside	the	northern	Italian	plain	(Ferrara,	Verona,	Brescia)	and	down
the	Adriatic	coast	(Forlì,	Rimini).	This	isn’t	me,	and	I	blink	in	stupefaction	at	the	sensations	whipping	through	my	system.	”			“She’s	not	a	shiksa,	Charlie.			Lindsey	glanced	at	the	other	band	members	on	the	bus,	guys	trying	so	hard	to	ignore	her	that	they’d	fixated	on	her	instead.	For	the	photo	op	it	would	present,	Ahmadi	was	going	to	walk	it	alone.
She	squirmed	around	for	a	full	minute	trying	to	get	comfortable	before	stuffing	a	pillow	between	her	knees.	”			Before	I	could	answer	him,	he	moved	lower	until	his	face	was	between	my	legs.	His	shirtsleeves	are	folded,	pushed	up	past	his	elbows.			Time	to	go,	Mary	Ellen.	Right	now,	however,	she	bites	her	nails	and	pulls	her	knees	up	to	her	chest	like
a	scared	child.			The	last	second	popped	up	on	his	internal	counter.	But	I	could	see	from	Sister’s	clenched	facial	muscles	that	it	didn’t	impress	her	in	the	least.			“The	front	apartments	are	taken,”	Barney	Northrup	said.			They	were	so	perfect.	“I	received	a	letter.	”	His	breath	tickled	her	ear	as	he	whispered,	“I	believe	you	took	off	because	you’re



jealous.			When	she	reached	the	pickup,	the	old	Indian	man	squinted	against	the	cigarette	smoke	curling	into	his	left	eye.			28	GOD	BLESS	AMERICA!			29	Leo	approached	my	stepfather,	holding.	”			“You	ain’t	the	only	one.	In	fact,	despite	all	her	determination	and	best	efforts,Avelyn	very	much	feared	that	she	might	have	gained	apound	or	two.	She
gave	me	a	scare.			I	look	out	the	window	past	the	mannequins,	and	the	She-Devil	is	walking	across	the	street	to	a	man	standing	with	his	back	to	me.	It	might	almost	make	running	around	in	a	swamp	worthwhile.”			Now	that	she	had	a	nibble,	Maggie	reeled	in	her	catch.	Names,	characters,	places	and	incidents	are	either	a	product	of	the	author’s
imagination	or	are	used	fictitiously.	And	my	sister	lives	here.”	He	taps	his	foot	and	says,	“Right	beneath	us,	actually.			Thank	you	for	downloading	this	Atria	Books	eBook.	They’ve	got	a	new	ball.	His	chin	is	tucked	to	his	chest,	and	he’s	snoring.	The	likelihood	of	human	eyes	accidentally	witnessing	tonight’s	events	was	negligible.			A:	You	Priests	do	well
to	make	common	cause	with	the	Bene	Gesserit	Sisterhood.	“Honey,	wake	up.	I	hear	it	makes	your	hair	frizzy.	And,	of	course,	the	matchmaking.	The	fatigue	and	hunger	had	done	something	to	her	brain.	It	is	immensely	interesting	that	there	was	a	‘big	Scottish	warlock’	present.	Lord.	As	verbose	as	it	is,	and	as	long	as	it	is,	it	never	wants	to	punish	you
for	some	knowledge	you	lack,	nor	does	it	want	to	send	you	to	the	dictionary	every	few	pages.			Reaching	into	his	pocket,	he	took	out	a	cigarette,	lit	it,	hardly	aware	he	was	staring	across	the	lawn	at	the	hedge	of	delicate	roses.	They	were	pretty	good.	“She’s	the	right	age	for	the	part.	Suddenly	numb,	her	fingers	let	it	fall	and	Liam	hauled	her	to	her
feet.	Aw.	Their	mommas	would’ve	been	proud	at	their	show	of	respect.	“What	happened?	Lippett’splatitudes	and	think.	But	even	the	loveliest	material	could	not	make	a	silly	old	round	chicken	into	a	swan.			So	I	get	to	my	feet.	I’m	at	the	top	of	my	game,	and	someone	is	always	anxious	to	step	into	my	shoes.			Warner	takes	a	deep	breath.	You	haven’t.
The	rest	of	my	offensive	line	destroys	the	defense.	Removing	it	without	surgery	was	clearly	out	of	the	question.	Critics	disagree,	as	well,	over	her	attitude	about	sex—whether	she	enjoyed	it	freely,	if	secretly,	or	was	puritanically	repressed	or	simply	uninterested;	whether	her	close	women	friends	were	also	lovers.	Close	the	door.			“If	you	don’t	leave,
I’m	calling	the	cops,”	Tina	said	and	lifted	Julie	into	her	arms,	cradling	the	back	of	her	head	to	hold	her	face	against	her	shoulder.	One,	Emily	was	an	awful	listener.			Jessie	was	happy.			Ana’s	long,	wheat-colored	hair	was	tied	carelessly	back,	and	the	occasional	wisp	worked	free	of	the	band	to	dance	in	the	wind	around	her	face.	She	just	laughed.
Perhaps,	she	thought,	because	he	had	never	known	a	traditional	home.	Savonarola’s	was	a	different	kind	of	Christianity:	rather	than	the	corrupt,	pleasure-conscious	world	of	the	papacy,	whose	decadence	had	offered	no	resistance	to	the	rise	of	Humanism,	this	austere	monk	represented	an	early	manifestation	of	what	we	have	come	to	call
fundamentalism,	a	return	to	the	biblical	text	as	the	sole	authority	on	earth	and	a	vision	of	the	Church	as	embattled	and	defensive	in	a	world	increasingly	interested	in	values	that	had	little	to	do	with	the	gospel	story.	But	she	wanted	a	lake	view.	Tony	placed	a	hand	to	Dex’s	shoulder	in	an	attempt	to	calm	him.			What	was	it	she’d	said	about	a	Lord
Archer?			My	phone	rings.			“Ah,	the	big	guy	is	here.”	Lucca,	my	little	brother,	climbs	off	the	couch	with	a	smug	grin.	Read	more	...	Dex	thought	he’d	been	in	love	before,	when	he	was	in	high	school,	then	college.			I	look	up,	close	the	notebook	in	my	hands.	He	threw	it	in	the	trash	and	plopped	down	on	his	back,	scooping	me	up	after	a	second	to	my	new
favorite	spot	on	his	chest.			She	almost	worried	it	might	pounce.	Sugar	and	caffeine	helped	him	do	that.	There	hadn’t	been	much	of	that	when	he’d	lived	here.	“Wait	for	me	in	our	room.			“You’re	not	going,	Gab,”	Dad	tells	her	sternly.	”			Ransom	cursed.	What?	She	threw	her	stuff	in	the	backseat	and	directed	the	driver	to	take	her	to	the	airport.	Long
enough	for	the	tears	to	turn	to	salt,	long	enough	for	my	throat	to	dry	up	and	my	lips	to	chap	and	my	head	to	pound	as	hard	as	my	heart.			Seemed	Amy	Jo	spent	her	life	waiting	for	her	chronological	age	to	catch	up	with	the	age	of	her	soul.	“Last	I	knew	he	was	hookin’	up	with	some	stripper	from	Lusk.	And	then	a	father.	“No.”			“Liar,	liar,	pants	on	fire,”
Warner	says	softly.			And	a	lot	was	happening	on	the	inside.	What	I’m	leading	up	to	is	this:	Since	Hotel	has	gained	so	much	attention	for	so	long,	my	publishers,	Berkley-Book	believe	there	may	be	another	potential	audience	out	there.	Damp	muslin,	worn	boots.			Before	he	even	had	the	key	in	the	ignition,	he	noticed	the	Sarah	McLachlan	CD	lying	on
the	passenger	seat.			The	St.	Gregory’s	largest	and	most	elaborate	suite—known	familiarly	as	the	brasshouse—had,	in	its	time,	housed	a	succession	of	distinguished	guests,	including	presidents	and	royalty.	It	was	an	ordinary-looking	low-rise	brick	building	set	in	a	mixed-use	neighborhood	that	also	contained	historical	homes	in	various	states	of	either
decay	or	restoration.			“Rose	…”			“There’s	no	use	trying	to	talk	me	out	of	this.”	Though	Rose’s	voice	was	low,	there	was	steel	in	it	that	had	only	surfaced	over	the	last	two	months.			A	surge	of	.	I	was	caught	by	the	shallowness	of	the	common	view	of	this	planet	which	arises	from	its	popular	name:	Dune.	I	must	already	know	the	answer	because	I	can
feel	the	revulsion	bubbling	up	and	unsettling	my	insides	but	I	ask	anyway.			He	went	through	every	detail	of	the	plan	in	his	head	twenty	times,	both	the	shot	he	had	to	make	and	his	safe	exit	that	would	hopefully	follow.	Katarina	moved	us	to	Southern	California	after	that.	I	didn’t	fall	in	love	with	her,	but	I	felt	something	for	the	first	time	since	I’d	lost
Maggie,	my	fiancée.	A	part	of	them	says	one	thing	but	they	really	want	something	else.	After	her	husband	Steve	died,	Gemma	had	gradually	been	shut	out	of	supplying	stock	for	nearly	every	rodeo	on	the	circuit.	Cocked	and	locked?”			“Affirmative.	“You	talk	to	Ky	today?”			“Twice.	I	just	know	my	neck	is	red,	I	can	tell	from	how	much	it’s	itching.			She
was	making	him	crazy.	“No.	Moved	here	from	Maine	after	I	graduated	college.”			He	scrunches	up	his	nose,	and	it’s	kind	of	hot.			Jerusha’s	anxious	frown	gave	place	to	quick	laughter.	One	drink	turned	into	more,	and	we	wound	up	at	my	place.	“What’s	this,	a	bedroom	or	a	closet?”	Jake	Wexler	asked,	peering	into	the	last	room.	His	wife	said	she	was
cooking	dinner	and	he	told	her	he	was	coming	up	here	to	take	some	pictures	of	the	sunset.	There	are	clean	towels	on	the	racks	next	to	the	showers.”	He	removed	an	empty	plastic	bag	from	the	locker	and	handed	it	to	Dex.			“I	want	to	be	very	clear,	Raine.	It	occurred	to	him	that	he	sounded	like	an	air	traffic	controller	trying	to	keep	the	skies	safe.	“The
voyage	is	long,	my	friends.			Chapter	1			When	she	saw	the	little	girl	peek	through	the	fairy	roses,	Anastasia	had	no	idea	the	child	would	change	her	life.			“Ah.	She’s	the	one	you	told	me	about,”	Macie	said	with	a	charming	grin	exactly	like	her	father’s.	To	avoid	the	horrible	blunder	of	the	year	before	he	composed	a	short	computer	program	that	would
remind	him	of	the	date	every	day	from	June	1	until	the	actual	anniversary	date.	“So	what	now?”			“He’s	out	of	surgery	and	will	remain	in	ICU	under	close	observation	for	the	next	thirty-six	hours.	Just	as	the	crucial	themes	of	her	life—autonomy,	marriage,	work,	the	struggle	of	enlightenment	again	st	restriction—converged	in	her	breakdown,	they
converge,	transformed,	in	a	perfectly	balanced,	emotionally	charged	narrative	structure.	His	mother	had	decided	to	make	it	her	life’s	work	to	find	the	perfect	woman	to	fit	both	bills.			“I	should	apologize,	Mr.	Sawyer.”	Ana	rose	to	lay	a	hand	on	Jessie’s	shoulder.	graceful.	Trapped	on	a	ship	bound	for	she	knew	not	where,	it	was	a	nightmare	of	darkness
and	despair.	No	one	knew	what	was	behind	them	like	Dex	did.			It	started	to	rain.	Eve	always	had	her	lines	cold.	A	baby	should	be	considered	a	joy,	not	a	consequence.			Don	Basilio	nodded	in	approval.			“Get—him—off—me!”	he	snarled	as	the	angel	tore	at	his	body.	Which	in	Reacher’s	opinion	was	a	possibility	for	two	of	them.	Heretofore	his
philanthropies	have	beendirected	solely	towards	the	boys;	I	have	never	been	able	to	interesthim	in	the	slightest	degree	in	any	of	the	girls	in	the	institution,	nomatter	how	deserving.			Education	has	diligently	endeavored	to	enforce	upon	each	brain	precisely	that	mass	and	order	of	impressions	considered	as	beneficial	in	the	past….	I	have.	If	I	focus,	I
can	relive	the	exact	moment	it	happened;	the	pain:	so	intense,	so	excruciating;	I’ll	never	be	able	to	forget	it.	I	can	see	him	smiling	a	little	bit.	There	was	no	way	I	was	getting	closer.	But	his	face	was	very	tense,	very	purposeful.			He	engaged	a	countdown	clock	on	his	computer	screen.			I	have	been	thinking	about	you	a	great	deal	this	summer;
havingsomebody	take	an	interest	in	me	after	all	these	years	makes	me	feel	asthough	I	had	found	a	sort	of	family.	He	just	hasn’t	slept	for	a	couple	of	days.			Not	that	Cord	was	counting	or	anything.	You’ve	either	been	on	a	plane,	or	you	haven’t.	We	might	have	some	pretzels	to	tide	you	over.”			Her	body	stiffened	unexpectedly,	and	she	laughed.
However,	the	holes	had	been	filled	back	in	with	a	pliable	material	tinted	to	look	like	mortar.	I’d	have	an	outlet.	“There	he	is	again.	I	hope	that,	in	some	small	way,	the	novel	honors	both	their	memory	and	the	devotion	and	strength	of	the	loved	ones	they	had	to	leave.	He	couldn’t	be	much	older	than	Sloane,	and	he	had	a	kind	face	with	sharp	golden
eyes.			Oh	my	god,	he	had.			A:	Why	should	I	answer	your	questions?	Move	on.			www.hmhco.com			The	Library	of	Congress	has	cataloged	the	print	edition	as	follows:			Woolf,	Virginia,	1882–1941.	In	fact	he	was	complimentary	about	the	book	and	was	an	honored	guest	at	the	later	film	premiere,	a	status	he	clearly	enjoyed.	‘Tis	very	flattering.	Puzzled,
Ms.	Fielding	stared	at	her.	The	Golden	Snidget	(see	Fig.	In	1910	she	volunteered	for	the	movement	for	women’s	suffrage.	Dutton.	When	it	was	in	remission,	she	was	full	of	energy	and	went	full	tilt—working	on	her	many	interests,	including	a	huge	vegetable	garden	at	their	cottage	on	the	Long	Island	shore.	Fliers	race	from	Kopparberg	to	Arjeplog,	a
distance	of	slightly	over	three	hundred	miles.			“Damn	it,”	he	growled,	pulling	out	of	me	and	tying	off	the	condom.	”			“I’d	never	fool	around	with	Kristen—I	have	standards,			“I’d	never	fool	around	with	Kristen—I	have	standards,	you	know.	I	wished	that	I	had	used	my	anti-frizzy	curl	gel	when	Emily	had	chucked	it	across	the	room	at	Kates.			She	sat	up,
indulging	in	one	huge	yawn	as	she	dragged	her	fingers	through	her	tousled	cap	of	dark	blond	hair.	And	what	do	you	write—if	that’s	not	too	much	to	ask?”			“Crime	stories.	Besides,	you	have	enough	to	worry	about.	Smoke	blinded	her	and	burnt	her	eyes,	tears	streamed	down	her	face.	It	appeared	in	1996,	sui	generis,	very	different	from	virtually
anything	before	it.	With	great	conviction,	Savonarola	preached	the	virtues	of	poverty,	advocated	the	burning	of	any	book	or	work	of	art	that	was	impure	and	prophesied	doom	for	the	sinful	Florentines	in	the	form	of	a	foreign	invasion.	Such	history	concentrates	on	the	customs	which	grew	out	of	water	scarcity	and	the	fact	that	Fremen	led	semi-nomadic
lives	in	stillsuits	which	recovered	most	of	their	body’s	moisture.	They	had	done	soever	since	theirarrival	at	Straughton	some	ten	yearsearlierwhen	their	castle	hadbeen	overrun	andtheir	father	killed.	My	name	is	Tina	Tomic.	Cold	zero	was	what	he	was	looking	for,	that	sweet	spot	for	trigger	pulls	that	almost	always	ensured	the	kill	would	happen.	We
will	both	carry	that	with	us	forever.	Shall	I	takein	the	shoulders?”	Runildaasked.	The	worst	part	of	it	all	is	that	I	can	hear	the	god-awful	sound	of	bone	cracking	against	flesh,	and	the	hairs	on	my	arms	are	pricked	in	utter	fear.	His	creed	was	“Justice	over	mercy,”	and	that,	combined	with	his	quick	rise	to	power	in	the	Nephilim	underworld	during	the
last	few	years,	had	earned	him	the	nicknames	the	Fist	of	Justice,	Iron	Fist,	and	most	famously,	the	Black	Hand.	Owen	would	like	to	play	dead	too,	but	she’d	already	zeroed	in	on	him.			Strange—how	strange—she	knew	that	his	face	was	taut	and	tensed,	but	she	couldn’t	see	it.	Her	strong,	tanned	arms	slid	around	the	wide	shoulders	of	the	lucky	cowboy
as	she	sashayed	closer	to	grind	her	pelvis	against	his.	Her	blue	eyes	flash	at	me	and	she	spits,	“I	said	that	fine	ass	man	is	out	there	again!”			I	want	to	stroke	her	shoulder	length	silky	sunny	blonde	hair	but	this	is	a	no-go	with	Mimi.			She’d	reached	the	halfway	point	of	her	run	and	was	circling	back.			*	*	*			As	they	swept	down	the	coast	to	Big	Sur	in
Mel’s	cranky,	primer-coated	MG,	she	took	one	last	shot	at	talking	sense	to	Rose.	The	sharp	taste	of	smoke	hit	their	mouths	and	Catherine	ran	to	open	the	door.			This	book	is	for	my	father	and	my	sons			In	ways	I	don’t	fully	understand,	this	story	is	connected	to	the	lives	and	deaths	of	the	following:	Christopher	Biase,	Elizabeth	Cobb,	Randy	Deglin,
Samantha	Deglin,	Kathy	Levesque,	Nicholas	Spano,	and	Patrick	Vitagliano.	is	Bloom.”			He’s	quiet.			The	Mysteries	of	Barcelona	gave	birth	to	a	fictional	starlet	in	installments,	a	heroine	I	had	imagined	as	one	can	only	imagine	a	femme	fatale	at	the	ripe	age	of	seventeen.			Nor	the	death	of	Duncan	Idaho,	who	sacrificed	himself	that	Paul	and	the	Lady
Jessica	could	escape.	I’m	beyond	his	knowledge.	Snatched	off	his	playpen	mat	as	he	napped	in	the	shade	on	the	little	patch	of	grass	just	outside	the	rear	door	of	their	first-floor	apartment.	She	got	to	fly	in	the	plane	with	us,	and	we	were	hardly	scared	at	all.	“I	made	love	to	you	that	night,	Raine.	Please	don’t	let	me	go.	It	wasn’t	just	a	matter	of	pride,
but	a	matter	of	image.	In	this	year,	which	she	called	“the	first	really	lived	year	of	my	life,”	Woolf	began	a	diary.			And	she	did.			“It	will	be	okay	if	she	can’t	grow	hair.			“You	touched	the	outside	of	the	condom	to	your	.			I	take	the	stairs	two	at	a	time	and	knock	on	Lucca’s	door.	My	shoulders	won’t	stop	shaking	and	my	fists	keep	clenching	and	my	body	is
cramping	and	my	knees	are	knocking	and	old	habits	are	crawling	out	of	my	skin	and	I’m	counting	cracks	and	colors	and	sounds	and	shudders	and	rocking	back	and	forth	and	back	and	forth	and	back	and	forth	and	I	have	to	let	him	go	I	have	to	let	him	go	I	have	to	I	have	to			I	close	my	eyes			and	breathe.	But	then	life	rarely	was.	He’d	done	it	twice	and
kept	coming	up	with	twenty-one.			The	obverse	of	that	image	appears	in	Gilman’s	voluminous	diaries	and	in	the	letters	written	to	her	second	husband	before	their	marriage;	these	are	pulsing	with	intimate	revelations.	But	that	wasn’t	her	only	reason.	Probably	carried	me	into	bed.	He	stays	like	this	for	a	while,	and	I	stare	at	him	the	entire	time.			“What
kind	of	residency?			We	carry	many	types	of	clothing	items	for	several	occasions.	You’re	always	off	touring	with	your	band,	shoving	your	dick	into	anything	with	holes.”			“Mommy.”	Julie’s	sweet	voice	drifted	from	the	foyer	behind	Tina.			A	sobbing	little	girl	was	thrust	in	his	direction.	He	could	hear	her	thoughts	as	clearly	as	if	she	had	spoken	aloud.	”		
“MBA,”	Charlie	corrected.	It	cleared	his	body	and	thu	ndered	out	of	his	chest.			“And	that’s	why	you	think	the	baby	is	mine?”			She	nodded	again.			Please	don’t	let	it	be	1816.	The	least	the	universe	could	do	for	me	today	is	ensure	that	it’s	a	woman	and	not	a	man.	The	taxis	were	honking.	The	other	person	was	me	as	a	young	woman.	Since	youhave	no
family	with	whom	to	correspond,	he	desires	you	to	write	in	thisway;	also,	he	wishes	to	keep	track	of	your	progress.	My	muscles	tightened	to	their	limit	before	my	core	burst	and	pleasure	wracked	my	entire	body.			Charlie	jumped	back	–	a	lean	and	nimble	thirty,	he	was	–	then,	once	he	realized	that	the	baby	wasn’t	loaded,	he	straightened	the	lapels	on
his	tweed	jacket	in	a	gesture	of	righteous	indignation.	Are	you	singing	songs	at	the	loud	place	today?”			He	smiled.	Once	he	was	done	losing	what	little	was	in	his	stomach,	he	wiped	his	mouth,	grateful	for	the	café	attendant	who	ran	over	to	offer	him	help	and	some	antibacterial	wipes.			“Tough	night?”	She	laughs,	covering	up	the	phone	to	yell	at	my
father.			In	all	the	hours	she’d	fantasized	about	Cord	McKay,	he’d	never	really	noticed	her.	Like	how	to	convince	Caitlyn	they	were	meant	to	be	together	when	he	had	a	surprise	pregnant	groupie	showing	up	on	his	bus	step.	After	fourteen	years	of	influence	and	prestige,	a	change	of	regime	had	led	to	his	dismissal.	The	only	distinctly	empty	spot	on	the
lot	was	the	one	where	Shade	had	parked	his	favorite	toy.	It’s	yours	now.	She	fished	a	sixpence	from	her	purse.	Never.	The	shooter	had	no	documents,	no	creds,	no	ID	that	would	prove	otherwise.	Anautomobile	flashed	past	the	window;	Mrs.	“Sorry	for	being	an	asshole	and	for	what	I’m	about	to	do.	No	one	kicks	things	with	soft	white	athletic	shoes.		
He	blinks	at	me.	She	comes	out	front	to	man	the	counter	for	me.			Damn	it,	he	was	tired.	“I	know,	right?”			“Would	you	quit	it	with	the	dancing?”			He	grins	at	me,	his	green	eyes	lighting	up	as	he	drags	a	hand	through	his	blond	curls.			Good	going,	Tate.	That	had	been	odd,	he	thought	as	he	poured	a	cup	of	coffee	to	take	out	on	the	deck.			“Take	it	easy,
son.			Ash	was	watching	him,	and	Dex	held	a	thumb	up.			You’re	a	tough	one,	aren’t	you	…	He	scanned	for	her	name	and	was	thudded	by	a	whirl	of	feeling—a	kind	of	mental	static—that	told	him	this	one	was	in	as	much	emotional	turmoil	as	Rose	Merrick.	“Shit,	Ash.	No.	Is	my	favorite	color	yellow?	Good	thing.			‘Did	you	notice	the	gentleman	who	has
just	gone?’			‘I	saw	his	back.’			‘He	is	one	of	our	most	affluential	Trustees,	and	has	given	large	sumsof	money	towards	the	asylum’s	support.	The	reasons	for	this	are	as	fascinating	and	complex	as	the	renowned	author	himself.	Please	God,	let	him	be	okay.	You	were	total	y	out	of	position.	“No	pockets.			Maybe	he’s	security?	She	couldn’t	allow	them	that
dip	into	her	emotions.	Edward	Bellamy’s	fantasy	Looking	Backward,	which	projected	a	world	redeemed	by	science	and	socialism,	had	a	tremendous	vogue;	Gilman	was	among	the	many	influenced	by	his	utopian	dream.	Gray,	she	thought	as	she	twisted	in	sleep.	If	a	couple	of	Mog	soldiers	charged	at	me	from	the	front	of	the	plane,	they	wouldn’t	be
dealing	with	a	meek	young	girl.			–		The	Epic	of	Gilgamesh			1			BECAUSE	I	COULD	NOT	STOP	FOR	DEATH	–	HE	KINDLY	STOPPED	FOR	ME	–			Charlie	Asher	walked	the	earth	like	an	ant	walks	on	the	surface	of	water,	as	if	the	slightest	misstep	might	send	him	plummeting	through	the	surface	to	be	sucked	to	the	depths	below.	I’m	certain	he’ll	feel	it
when	she	screams.	I’ve	gotta	go,	Davy.	The	face	was	charming,	with	its	little	pointed	chin	and	its	pert	nose,	its	big	blue	eyes	mirroring	the	color	of	the	sky.	”			“Jealous?”			“Hell	yes,	I’m	jealous.			My	seventeen	years	have	collapsed	and	buried	me	from	the	inside	out.	But	a	gust	of	wind	ripped	off	the	young	woman’s	straw	hat	and	blew	it	directly	toward
her.			Fill	your	belly.			It	was	then	he	joined	the	service	just	to	get	the	hell	out	of	the	house,	to	get	away	from	her.	It	demands	your	full	attention.	He’s	disagreeing	with	me.	”			He	leaned	closer.	Convulsions	seized	his	lithe	body	as	he	came,	the	condom	filling	with	his	hot	seed.			He	ran	his	hands	over	the	limp	heap	of	joints	and	limbs	before	him.	It	was
an	unfamiliar	power	trip.	The	end	of	his	carefree	days,	in	any	case.	”			“I’m	not	your	responsibility	anymore.	True,	he	wasn’t	much	for	ceremony,	but	he	should	have	known	better.	I	wasn’t	the	biggest	fan	of	vampires.	The	period	of	their	intimacy	was	extremely	creative	for	both	writers,	Woolf	publishing	essays	such	as	“Mr.	Bennett	and	Mrs.	“Well,
anyway,	justrefrain	from	_worrying.			Often	his	mother	would	crouch	on	the	floor	with	him,	her	face	close	to	his,	her	eyes	searching	his	eyes.	She	wasn’t	the	one	who	had	to	face	that	empty	crib	day	after	day.	I	waited.	The	glare	of	sunlight	made	her	eyes	tear,	so	she	fumbled	for	her	sunglasses.	Idle	and	bitter,	he	tramped	the	hills	by	day	and,	in	the
long,	empty	evenings,	began	to	write	down	some	considerations	on	how	to	win	power	and,	above	all,	how	to	hold	on	to	it,	how	not	to	be	a	victim	of	circumstance.			“It	looks	like	a	closet.”			“Oh	Jake,	this	apartment	is	perfect	for	us,	just	perfect,”	Grace	Wexler	argued	in	a	whining	coo.	Coming	to	him	with	needs	and	pleas	and	hopelessness.	Thing.	In	the
first	five	years	of	their	marriage,	the	Stephens	had	four	more	children.	We’ll	have	to	see	about	that.”			Utterly	charmed,	Ana	stroked	the	puppy	as	she	sniffed	and	licked	at	her.	Within	seconds,	a	handful	of	Therian	doctors	and	nurses	came	running,	joining	the	EMTs	as	they	stole	Sloane	away	into	a	wide,	brightly	lit	corridor.	The	building	was	in	pretty
good	shape	but	I	put	some	money	into	renovating.			He	appears	to	be	on	the	verge	of	a	breakdown.			“I’ll	let	you	run	away	for	now	since	it’s	what	you	do	best,	but	I’m	not	letting	this	go.	“Not	a	kick	in	the	pants.”			“It	was	both,”	Eve	said.	So	why	was	she	complaining	that	he	had	not	remembered	their	first	wedding	anniversary?	I	think	a	new	box	of
those	linen	shirts	came	in.			14	Dr.	Patel	had	warned	me	she	might.	Consequently,	Ky	was	a	happy,	bright,	well-adjusted,	four-year-old	boy	surrounded	by	uncles,	aunts	and	grandparents.	First	loves—Fiction.			Swivenhodge	began	in	Herefordshire.	This	guy	holds	his	cards	well.	I’m	gonna	have	to	hang	up	so	I	can	use	both	hands.”			“No,	don’t	hang	up.		
“Hi,	Daddy.	Both	were	little	more	than	boys,	and	he	suspected	they	had	been	drinking.	I	must	take	care	to	be	Very	Respectful.	He’ll	fall	inside	if	I	open	the	door.”			He’s	quiet	for	a	few	seconds	while	he	thinks.	The	childhood	sketched	in	her	autobiography	is	cold—strictly	supervised,	emotionally	meager.	Their	third	child,	Virginia,	was	born	in	1882,	the
year	her	father	began	work	on	the	monumental	Dictionary	of	National	Biography	that	would	earn	him	a	knighthood	in	1902.	My	hair	is	in	a	loose	knot	on	top	of	my	head,	secured	with	a	pencil,	since	I	couldn’t	find	a	hair	tie	while	I	was	driving.			One	by	one,	she’d	let	go	of	all	those	girlish	dreams.	Being	on	top	makes	me	a	target,	along	with	anyone	else
tied	to	me.	Gunhilda	was	a	bit	angry	I	got	back	so	late.	He	made	Dex	laugh,	beg,	and	want	to	scream.	Meanwhile	he	would	send	someone	else	to	look	after	the	disturbance	on	the	eleventh	and	handle	the	Duke	and	Duchess	incident	himself.	What	do	you	have	for	me?	Some	things	should	just	never	change.	What	is	your	name?”			“I’m	registered	with	you
as	Mary	Carter,”	responded	the	juror.			2			GHOSTS	OR	WORSE			ON	SEPTEMBER	FIRST,	the	chosen	ones	(and	the	mistake)	moved	in.			I	hate	confrontations;	they	give	me	hives.	Same	steps,	same	door,	but	repainted	since	his	time.	She	heard	the	buzzing	from	her	bathroom	and	sighed.	Her	view	of	her	shoulders	was	too	close	andfuzzyto	tell	how	they
looked.	Or	was	it??	She	knew	Katarina	and	I	stayed	close	to	home	and	she	liked	to	brag.	Husband	of	the	highly	adored	Jenny	Bloom,	the	most	revered	teaching	assistant	in	all	of	Plethora.			And	right	now	that	was	the	case.			“Well,	this	is	fun…	not,”	Macie	said.	Could	he	have	been	a	Creaothceann	player?	My	brother	said	he’d	watch	film	with	me
tonight.	“I	know	you	think	it’s	nonsense,	and	maybe	it’s	even	insulting,	since	you’re	doing	all	you	can	do	to	find	David.			He	grins	seductively	after	seeing	me	check	him	out–only	I	wasn’t	checking	him	out	the	way	he	thinks	I	was.	My	newly	blond	hair	falls	into	my	face	and	startles	me.	Must	have	bled	out.”			I	smile	and	bring	my	hand	to	my	forehead,
giving	him	a	proper	captain’s	salute.			Girolamo	Savonarola	ruled	Florence	from	1494	to	1498,	during	which	time	the	city	passed	from	being	one	of	the	centres	of	Renaissance	Humanism	to	a	book-burning,	fundamentalist	theocracy.			The	smile	died	when	a	shout	caused	Cash	to	turn.	Where	could	Cash	be?	The	complex	contracts	with	our	airline.”		
This	guy	isn’t	wearing	any	type	of	uniform,	but	I	can’t	help	but	notice	that	his	jeans	and	black	T-shirt	do	fit	him	very	nicely.	I	don’t	know	how	to	describe	it,	but	if	looks	could	kill,	I’d	be	six	feet	under.			That	son	of	a	bitch,	Liam	O’Neill.	“You	look	lovely,	my	dear.	“Fine.	It’s	veryembarrassing	at	times.	Ahead.	In	her	core,	her	heart,	her	very	soul,	Amy	Jo
knew	she	was	meant	to	be	that	one	special	woman.	The	content	was	to	have	been	a	fiery	narrative	in	a	patriotic	vein	about	the	exploits	of	Catalan	medieval	knights	who	saved	Christianity	and	all	that	was	decent	under	the	sun,	starting	with	the	Holy	Land	and	ending	with	the	banks	of	our	Llobregat	delta.			“Sorry,”	Dex	said	through	his	teeth.			Of
course	it	is.	His	eyes	were	half	open	and	he	looked	sexy	as	he	wiped	them	and	yawned	like	a	lion.	”			“Blasphemy,”	Carter	replies.	A	tall	wooden	fence	bordered	the	house	on	one	side;	Seb	jumped	to	grasp	the	top	of	it,	vaulting	over	easily.	Dex	had	no	idea	how	long	he’d	sat	there	trying	to	hold	on	to	his	composure.	I	heard	footsteps,	then	the	sound	of	a
wrapper	being	torn.	And	also	tougher	ones.	The	prosecutor	was	having	an	animated	conversation	with	several	reporters.	It	had	been	too	long	this	time	since	he’d	been	to	Ireland	to	see	his	parents,	his	aunts	and	uncles.	For	a	worldly	man	and	compulsive	womanizer,	used	to	being	at	the	frenetic	heart	of	public	life,	this	too	felt	like	punishment.	Dead
fathers	and	exasperating	roommates	and	questionable	eulogies	don’t	feel	so	awful	when	the	night	sky	is	clear	enough	to	literally	feel	the	grandeur	of	the	universe.			“Fine.	Tell	him	I	sent	you.	Only	my	heart.	On	Monday	I	want	to	see	you	at	the	desk	that	belonged	to	Junceda.	Seb	swung	himself	into	the	chair	and	hit	the	on	button.	The	book	is	1,079
pages	long	and	there	is	not	one	lazy	sentence.			He	nods.	“Come	for	me,	Kristen.			Q:	If	I	had	any	doubts	about	your	death	sentence,	you	have	dispelled	them.	She	could	almost	believe	the	castle,	the	ravens,	the	sudden	appearance	of	a	tall,	dark,	handsome	man.	Just	some	advance	money	from	the	publisher,	and	a	recurring	image	in	my	head	of	an
empty	prison	cell	with	the	door	swung	open,	and	a	working	title	which	I’d	plucked	from	a	gospel	song:	Said	I	wasn’t	gonna	tell	nobody	but	I	couldn’t	keep	it	to	myself,	what	the	Lord	has	done	for	me.	I	also	had	new	signs	put	up	and	a	brand	spanking	new	front	counter	put	in.	“But	you	can	call	me	Ana.”			Introductions	over,	Jessie	settled	down	to
bombard	Ana	with	questions,	filtering	information	about	herself	through	the	bright	chatter.			For	fuck’s	sake.	“I’m	a	little	keyed	up	at	the	moment.”			Owen	chuckled.	The	computer	hardware	manufacturer	had	probably	never	envisioned	its	devices	being	used	for	that.	Well,	again	…	why	not?	It	had	been	four	short	days	since	he’d	taken	her	captive,
dragging	her	out	of	a	maintenance	shed	inside	Delphic	Amusement	Park,	but	he’d	already	determined	precisely	which	lessons	she	needed	to	learn.	I	hope	you	bought	cranberry	sauce.	However,	this	is	the	first	time	I’ve	done	it	without	using	my	invisibility	Legacy	to	sneak	on	board.	“Don’t	you	even	think	about	touching	her.”			Owen	elbowed	him	in	the
ribs.	by	Charlotte	Perkins	Gilman			CONTENTS			Cover	Page			Title	Page			Introduction	by	Lynne	Sharon	Schwartz			THE	YELLOW	WALLPAPER			IF	I	WERE	A	MAN			TURNED			THE	COTTAGETTE			AN	HONEST	WOMAN			MAKING	A	CHANGE			MR.	It	was	one	of	her	favorite	pastimes.			“Because…well,	Bea’s	coming.”			“What?	Farina			Copyright	2016
Mario	V.	”	She	was	most	definitely	“the	woman.	It’s	just	hard	to	say	no	to	Melanie.			“It’s	too	bad	he’s	wasted,”	I	tell	Corbin.	Those	few	Animagi	who	transform	into	winged	creatures	may	enjoy	flight,	but	they	arc	a	rarity.	Don’t	act	like	I’m	never	around.”	I	shrug	off	my	coat	and	hang	it	on	the	hook	near	the	door.			And	yet	the	time	spent	in	this	book,	in
this	world	of	language,	is	absolutely	rewarded.	What	if	he	woke	up	and	freaked	out?	Too	young.			Mrs.	Sexy	Spanish	accent	and	nine	kinds	of	attitude?			I	feel	his	voice	in	my	stomach.	Go	outside	and	mow	the	lawn.	He	makes	an	attempt	to	push	the	apartment	door	open	with	his	other	hand,	and	this	immediately	sends	me	into	panic	mode.	Watched	for
a	bit	from	behind	a	rock.			43	After	that	victorious	banquet.	By	this	time,	I’ve	been	touched	twice	by	the	magic	wand	of	the	Oprah	Book	Club,	and	readers	have	responded	favorably,	and	so	I	am	about	to	go	on	the	road	—	flying	progressively	west	on	a	twelve-city	book	tour	to	support	the	trade	paperback	release	of	my	second	novel,	I	Know	This	Much	Is
True.	The	compulsion	to	be	right	inevitably	congeals	into	righteousness,	a	tone	acutely	late	Victorian	and	never	entirely	absent	from	Gilman’s	work.	But	her	fingers	moved	restlessly	on	the	arm	of	the	chair.			I’ll	be	coming	to	live	with	you	shortly,	luckily	they	didn’t	take	the	Hippogriff.	One	day,	she	would	agree.			But	this	is	not	possible	with	Infinite
Jest.	We	need	to	get	you	fixed	up.”			“I’m	fine,”	Ash	muttered,	wiping	the	sweat	from	his	beaded	brow.			Shuntbumps	was	popular	in	Devon,	England.			I	can	see	he	thinks	he’s	the	ultimate	creation,	and	he	seems	to	believe	every	woman	here	is	his	Eve,	created	from	his	ribcage	for	him	to	enjoy.	“Nope.	Scott,	Bonnie	Kime,	1944—	II.			Dark	scruffy	jaw.
Okay,	this	he	couldn’t	resist	–	he	hadn’t	been	able	to	get	really	clean	in	days.	Perhaps	it	would	be	as	much	as	a	hundred	pounds.			He	lifts	an	eyebrow,	waiting	for	more	of	an	explanation.	It’s	loads	of	funpractising–out	in	the	athletic	field	in	the	afternoon	with	the	treesall	red	and	yellow	and	the	air	full	of	the	smell	of	burning	leaves,	andeverybody
laughing	and	shouting.	Damn,	he	missed	his	kid	something	fierce.	But	he’d	only	found	out	about	this	one	yesterday,	and	he	needed	to	check	it	–	who	knew,	it	might	turn	out	to	be	the	place	where	he’d	finally	find	what	he	was	looking	for.	He	entered	me	swiftly,	throwing	me	off	balance.			Problem	was	she	hadn’t	been	a	woman	at	the	time	either;	she’d
been	a	shy	eighteen-year-old	girl.			The	NEA	had	given	me	the	gift	of	time	to	experiment	and	learn	and	grow.	Several	people	would	vie	for	position	to	become	closest	to	Paul;	in	the	process	they	would	secure	for	themselves	as	much	power	as	possible,	and	some	would	misuse	it,	with	dire	consequences.			“I’ll	go	now,	beloved,”	responded	Janet.		
Jerusha	went	without	comment,	but	with	two	parallel	lines	on	her	brow.What	could	have	gone	wrong,	she	wondered.	It’s	the	name	of	a	two-year-old	little	girl,	not	a	twenty-three-year-old	woman.”			“A	two-year-old	girl	will	have	the	same	name	no	matter	how	old	she	gets.	Why	don’t	you	pay	a	visit	to	Señor	Pantaleoni	at	his	shop	in	Calle	Escudellers?		
“Until	you	present	some	solid	evidence,	I’ll	hold	off	on	installing	a	car	seat	in	my	Jeep.”			She	rubbed	at	her	tired	eyes	and	released	a	weary	sigh.	The	performance	seldom	earned	less	than	a	dollar	from	conscience-stricken	guests	who	were	convinced	the	old	man	would	have	a	coronary	around	the	next	corner.	Woolf’s	half	sister	Stella	took	over	the
household	responsibilities	and	bore	the	brunt	of	their	self-pitying	father’s	sorrow	until	she	escaped	into	marriage	in	1897	with	Jack	Hills,	a	young	man	who	had	been	a	favorite	of	Julia’s.	“Alpha	One,	confirm	location,”	he	said	crisply.			Now	Rose	wanted	to	try	something	else,	something	so	absurd	that	Mel	would	have	laughed—if	not	for	the	hard	glint	of
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About	the	Publisher			ONE			I	am	an	hourglass.	All	of	her	former	lovers,	and	they	were	legion,	remained	friends.	If	all	had	gone	well,	both	should	have	left	by	now,	as	unobtrusively	as	they	had	come.	They	only	slowed	him	down	when	speed	was	almost	as	essential	as	accuracy.	We	know	this	because	of	the	eyewitness	account	sent	by	Madam	Modesty
Rabnott	of	Kent	to	her	sister	Prudence	in	Aberdeen	(this	letter	is	also	on	display	in	the	Museum	of	Quidditch).	To	make	him	whole.	“We	both	are.”			“So,	we’ll	be	richer.”	She	toasted	Eve	with	her	glass,	drank,	then	rattled	ice	cubes.	The	addition	of	the	fourth	Quidditch	ball	did	not	occur	until	the	middle	of	the	thirteenth	century	and	it	came	about	in	a
curious	manner.			“Why?”			Only	the	sharpest	of	ears	would	have	heard	the	hesitation.	With	the	faintest	of	frowns,	he	looked	away	and	focused	on	Rose.			Virginia	Woolf’s	first	publications	were	unsigned	reviews	and	essays	in	an	Anglo-Catholic	newspaper	called	the	Guardian,	beginning	in	December	1904.			***			Meems	breaks	my	thoughts	with,
“Well?”			Uh,	what?	And	if	it’s	better	than	decent	and	our	readers	like	it,	I’ll	publish	more.”			“Any	specific	instructions,	Don	Basilio?”	I	asked.	The	angel’s	threat	slipped	easily	into	Hank’s	head.	I’ll	be	fine.”	And	my	childhood	friend	hung	up.	My	panties	are	soaked,	and	my	pulse	has	gone	haywire.	I’ve	never	seen	eyes	as	dark	as	his.	“But	I’m	being
honest.			Right.	is	beside	me;	the	others	sit,	stand	and	stand,	respectively,	at	the	periphery	of	my	focus.	At	a	certain	level	this	made	no	sense	at	all.	It	was	a	plain	sedan,	dark	in	colour.	“You	like	the	suspense	of	not	being	able	to	see,	don’t	you?”			I	nodded	and	waited	for	the	bed	to	bounce	again	with	his	weight.			Oh	man,	those	red	eyes	looked	like	they
were	on	fire.	She	was	fighting	those	tears,	the	ones	he	could	feel	burning	out	of	her	heart.	I	hoped	that	she	meant	five	minutes,	not	five	seconds.	You	cannot	miss	it.			Over	his	shoulder	I	read	the	bright	green	digits	of	his	alarm	clock:	it	was	only	six-thirty.	It’s	the	best	we	can	do	for	him.”			Dex	swallowed	hard	and	nodded.			As	soon	as	I	finished
delivering	his	eulogy	today,	I	caught	a	flight	straight	back	to	Boston	and	hijacked	the	first	roof	I	could	find.	Who’s	Miles?”			“He	lives	across	the	hall.			Dear	Miss	Goodnight,			It	is	my	duty	as	executor	to	inform	you	that	the	Earl	of	Lynforth	has	died.			Instead,	his	strong	hands	grabbed	my	thighs	and	he	pulled	me	across	his	smooth	bed	sheets	until	I	was
on	the	bed’s	edge,	legs	high	and	spread.	Nods	once,	as	if	to	say,	Go	on.			Chapter	Four			The	Arrival	of	the	Golden	Snitch			From	the	early	1100s,	Snidget-hunting	had	been	popular	among	many	witches	and	wizards.	When	you	exit	these	pages	after	that	month	of	reading,	you	are	a	better	person.			7	Thomas	and	I	meander.	Inevitably.	A	virtual	prisoner
of	her	husband,	a	supposedly	well-meaning	physician,	she	queries	innocently,	“perhaps	that	is	one	reason	I	do	not	get	well	faster.”	With	her	environment	restricted	to	her	room,	she	grows	mesmerized	by	its	patterned	wallpaper,	at	first	merely	sinister,	then	gradually	an	emblem	of	confinement.	There	are	certainly	many	collegians	among	you,
probably,	and	there	may	be	an	equal	number	of	thirty-year-olds	or	fifty-year-olds	who	have	for	whatever	reason	reached	a	point	in	their	lives	where	they	have	determined	themselves	finally	ready	to	tackle	the	book,	which	this	or	that	friend	has	urged	upon	them.			“Catherine,”	Lia	m	whispered	her	name.	Scars	covered	his	face	and	he	walked	with	a	bit
of	a	limp	as	he	made	his	way	to	the	jetty.	Then	one	afternoon,	long	after	my	publishing	fantasies	had	been	reined	back	in,	I	got	a	phone	call	from	the	editor,	Larry	Bloom.	She	didn’t	want	to	leave	her	home!			“Move	out	of	the	way,”	a	voice	cried	out	as	a	horse	pounded	over	the	ground	and	down	the	jetty.	He’d	been	at	a	loss,	watching	the	chaos	unfold
as	emergency	teams	and	THIRDS	agents	flooded	the	scene.	Go	find	your	grandma.”			“You	can’t	tell	her	she	can’t	have	her	birthday	present,”	Shade	said.			35	For	two	nights	now,	no	sleep.	“There	are	reasons	for	that.”			She’s	had	questions	for	years,	but	we’ve	always	been	able	to	pacify	her	until	now.	With	a	resigned	sigh,	he	headed	for	the	anxious
looking	nurses.			He	put	in	his	earwig	and	clipped	the	power	pack	to	his	belt.	One	old-timer,	who	actually	was	strong	and	wiry	as	a	mule,	had	a	way	of	setting	bags	down,	putting	a	hand	over	his	heart,	then	picking	them	up	with	a	shake	of	his	head	and	carrying	on.	Sit	down	and	concentrate,	because	I’m	not	going	to	tell	you	twice.”			The	plan	was	as
follows.	What	if	something	happened	and	Dex	wasn’t	there?	There	is	something	vaguely	digestive	about	the	room’s	odor.	She	did	have	such	a	weakness	for	a	pair	of	well-traveled	boots.	“Really?”			I	nod.			“How	well	do	you	remember	that	night	in	the	mountain	pass?”	she	asked.	There	were	moments	of	hesitation	where	he	faltered	in	his	steps,	but	he
reached	deep	inside	and	found	the	courage	to	keep	going.	That	big	Scottish	warlock	from	up	the	hill	was	there.	Reacher’s	general	destination	was	a	place	called	Rock	Creek,	one	of	many	spots	in	the	region	with	the	same	name,	because	there	were	rocks	and	creeks	everywhere,	and	settlers	had	been	both	isolated	from	one	another	and	equally
descriptive	in	their	naming	habits.	It	does	mean	something,	but	it’s	nothing	for	you	to	know.			Resisting	the	urge	to	look	back	at	what’s	causing	the	commotion,	I	round	the	corner	and	head	straight	for	the	bathroom	hall	as	the	speakers	flare	up	again.			I	pull	myself	into	a	seated	position	and	Warner	shifts	to	accommodate	me.	Some	were	POVs,
personally	owned	vehicles,	brighter	in	colour	but	generally	older.			“I’ll	take	responsibility	for	the	baby	for	now,”	he	said,	“but	don’t	tell	them	why.”			“Owen	.			A:	And	I	committed	the	heresy	of	tracing	the	roots	of	that	transformation,	of	exploring	the	consequences.	”			She	sounded	stern,	but	she	was	smiling.			“In	[The	Westing	Game]	the	author	shows
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2196,	South	Africa			Registered	Offices:	Penguin	Books	Ltd,	80	Strand,	London	WC2R	0RL,	England			First	published	in	the	United	States	of	America	by	E.	Passionate,	complex,	and	intense.			Rock	stars	on	tour	bust	up	their	hotel	rooms.	“I	can	and	I	will.	I	have	no	plans	to	scale	off	this	roof.	I’m	so	sad	about	it	too.”	I	laugh	and	turn	the	lamp	in	my
hands	to	make	sure	it’s	correct	before	placing	the	final	section.	Reissuing	it	in	The	Forerunner	in	1913,	Gilman	added	a	personal	statement	answering	her	many	appalled	readers,	doctors	among	them:			Using	the	remnants	of	intelligence	that	remained….	”			“I	can	think	of	nothing	that	willdistract	me	from	losing	our	daughter,”	Lady	Straughton	said
dismally.	Katie	wanted	marriage	and	kids	and	as	soon	as	possible.	Only	our	goal	is	death	on	every	trip.	To	give	up	writing.	His	earwig	had	remained	silent.	The	word,	important,	vibrated	like	a	tuning	fork	in	his	being.	beautifying-typethings.			“You	can’t	barge	in	here	whenever	you	feel	like	it,	Shade.	And	then	you’re	leaving.”			He	nodded,	willing	to
agree	to	any	concession.	I	was	homicide	for	the	HPF.”	Read	more	...	Her	political	consciousness	also	began	to	emerge.	He	moaned	in	response	and	began	thrusting	harder,	causing	me	to	move	my	hips	against	him.			‘And	you	spoke	to	Major	Turner	from	somewhere	in	South	Dakota?’			‘Yes,’	Reacher	said.			When	Gostley	Castle	came	into	view,	Izzy
gulped.	Is	that	really	you?”			Rather	than	snap	off	a	smart	answer,	Gemma	escaped.			Then	came	an	illogical	loop	north	and	east	into	Pennsylvania,	but	it	was	the	only	ride	Reacher	could	get.	You	broke	protocol.	“You	can	start	tonight.	She	cocked	her	head	and	her	gold	rim	glasses	glinted	a	little	from	the	light	of	a	fluorescent	lamp	above	our	heads.	I’ll
call	the	second	anything	changes.	So	come	up	here	and	relax.	Instead	of	trying	to	prove	that	he	wasn’t	a	cheater—which	she’d	falsely	accused	him	of	every	time	he’d	gone	on	tour—he’d	lived	up	to	her	expectations	and	become	an	unfaithful	jerk.			Copyright	renewed	1953	by	Leonard	Woolf			Annotated	Edition	copyright	©	2005	by	Harcourt,	Inc.	“I’m
giving	them	up.	“I	think	he	heard	you,”	she	said,	taking	his	hand	and	placing	it	on	her	distended	abdomen.	I’d	be	downgrading,	don’t	you	think?	She	would	try	anything,	anything,	to	get	her	child	back.			But	I’d	begun	setting	the	alarm	for	4:30	a.m.	on	Saturday	and	Sunday	mornings	and	dragging	myself	out	of	bed	early	and	fooling	around	with	fiction.
The	city	of	Barcelona	is	a	faint	outline	in	the	distance.	At	first	she	thought	it	an	animal,	the	way	it	screeched	and	howled	in	pain.	I	was	hoping	his	camera	didn’t	fall	with	him,	because	that	would	have	been	a	real	waste,	you	know?			When	the	last	person	was	thrown	down,	the	Captain	leaned	over	and	grinned	wickedly.			“If	you	were	so	hell-bent	on
findin’	me	why’d	you	race	off	without	sayin’	a	word?”			“Because	once	I	found	you,	I	realized	it	was	a	bad	time.	Shoot.	There	is	no	record	of	any	special	experience	that	would	warrant	such	confidence	in	his	abilities.	.”	She	lifted	her	eyebrows	and	then	glanced	down	at	his	crotch.	“You	look	exhausted.”			“And	hungry?”	she	asked,	sucking	in	her	cheeks.
		Standing	in	front	of	her	bedroom	mirror,	she	adjusted	her	cleavage	in	the	skin-tight	shirt	the	color	of	ripe	apricots.	“Daisy	licked	her	face	and	she	didn’t	even	mind.	He	didn’t	even	want	Kelly	to	know	that	he’d	fucked	up	so	spectacularly,	and	Kelly	knew	everything	about	him.	Major	Susan	Turner,	sir.’			‘That’s	the	one	I	want.’			‘What	name	shall	I
give?’			‘Reacher.’			‘What’s	the	nature	of	your	business?’			‘Personal.’			‘Wait	one,	sir.’	The	guy	picked	up	a	phone	and	called	ahead.	”	Read	more	...			I	smile	and	say,	“Good	Morning.	A	hot,	Kentucky	summer	evening,	and	he	was	leaving	again.	They	were	mothers	and	fathers	and	children.	Why	did	we	in	the	West	not	adopt	the	carpet	so	beloved	of	our
Eastern	brethren?			“Tell	me	something,	Raine.	Prayed	for	it.			“So	we	can	finish	talking.	I	like	dogs	and	cats	and	everything.	Blood,	so	much	blood.	She	drew	on	her	treatment	at	the	hands	of	the	Philadelphia	neurologist	S.	She	is	trying	to	turn	the	page	with	her	mind,	trying	to	use	telekinesis,	but	nothing’s	happening.	The	amethyst	he	wore	on	one
hand	winked	richly.			“I’m	sorry,	Daddy,”	Jessie	murmured	over	a	pouting	lower	lip.			“I	.	He’s	too	big	to	be	kept	down.	Somehow	watching	Remington	Tate	pound	a	man	they	call	“Hammer”	makes	me	squirm	in	my	skirt	in	a	way	I	don’t	like,	much	less	ever	expected.	The	Game	is	about	to	begin.	With	the	$20,000	prize	and,	more	importantly,	with	the
faith	the	NEA	had	put	in	me	as	a	writer	—	the	message	they	had	sent	me	that	my	stories	might	matter	—	I	took	a	leave	of	absence	from	teaching	and	was	off	and	running	once	again.			Dry	grass	crunched	behind	her	and	she	wheeled	around.	“What’s	he	wearing?”			“Why	do	you	want	to	know	what	he’s	wearing?”			“If	he’s	wearing	a	pilot’s	uniform,	he
probably	lives	in	the	building.	I	love	you.			“No,”	she	mutters,	looking	at	her	pompoms	as	she	ruffles	them.	I	was	pleased	to	reassure	her	on	that	point	and	went	on	to	explain	why	I	had	taken	this	unprecedented	decision.	The	news	was	met	with	varying	shades	of	relief	and	concern.	After	some	considerable	hesitation,	she	did,	and	they	married	in
August	1912.	Then	she	did	it	again.	Maybe	his	memory	was	fuzzy.			Robie	sighted	through	it,	dialing	in	all	factors	both	environmental	and	otherwise	that	would	affect	his	task.	”			“I	cannot,	Runilda.			My	legs	wobble,	and	I’m	left	with	the	distinct	impression	this	man	wants	to	pound	me	next.	I’m	as	vulnerable	as	the	next	person—in	fact,	probably	more
so.	If	her	sister,	Amanda,	hadn’t	texted	Shade	about	the	party,	he	never	would	have	known	about	it.			So,	Amy	Jo	secretly	worshipped	Cord	McKay	throughout	the	years.	No	after	hour	calls	would	lure	me	back.	After	two	years	of	agonizing,	analyzing,	and	vacillating,	she	married	him.	He	wasn’t	expecting	what	he	got,	though.	Her	mother	never
ventured	from	the	house	in	the	middle	of	the	night.	She	reluctantly	let	her	eyes	open	just	a	sliver	and	glanced	around.	“And	you’re	short.”			“One	day	I’m	going	to	be	big	as	you.”	She	wrapped	her	legs	around	his	waist	and	leaned	back	until	she	was	upside	down.	Not	that	the	carpet	would	be	cleaned	often.	His	ex-wife	had	received	most	of	their	joint
material	possessions	in	the	divorce	settlement.	“Thewaist?	Maybe	it	would	be	better	if	he	stayed	away.	The	Creaothceann	players	zoomed	around	trying	to	catch	as	many	rocks	as	possible	in	their	cauldrons.	“As	a	matter	of	fact,	I	do.	“Don’t	tease	me,	Cash.			Gemma,	meet	my	daughter,	Macie	Honeycutt.	When	she	was	within	twenty	yards	an
anticipatory	smile	bloomed.			Outside	it	was	a	warm	September	day.			Super	fine.			Mel	continued	to	run.	More	than	once,	probably.	He	remembered	being	awoken	in	the	middle	of	the	night	by	her	mouth	sucking	at	his	cock,	and	he	remembered	almost	putting	the	condom	on	wrong	side	out	before	flipping	it	over	and	unrolling	it.			I	suppressed	a
shudder.	A	thick	knotty	handle	of	unvarnished	ash,	with	hazel	twigs	bound	crudely	to	one	end,	it	is	neither	comfortable	nor	aerodynamic.	Then	he	hung	up	and	said,	‘Sir,	please	go	ahead.’	He	started	to	give	directions,	and	then	he	stopped,	and	said,	‘I	guess	you	know	the	way.’			‘I	guess	I	do,’	Reacher	said.	It	was	a	Fremen	ritual	which	gave	Paul	his
first	massive	dose	of	melange,	thereby	opening	him	to	visions	of	his	futures.			Perfect.	He’d	tried	not	to	crave	her.	Then	Marla	turned	nasty	and	threatened	to	drag	Cord	to	court,	throwing	around	words	like	“joint	custody”	and	“parental	rights”.	“Eve,	I	don’t	like	the	idea	of	your	opening	yourself	up.			Three	faces	have	resolved	into	place	above	summer-
weight	sportcoats	and	half-Windsors	across	a	polished	pine	conference	table	shiny	with	the	spidered	light	of	an	Arizona	noon.	What	had	she	expected?	“Should	doctors	be	smoking	weed?”			He	smirks.	“A	nice	little	man	who	stays	here	every	year.			I	turn	back	towards	the	window.	His	eyes	met	those	of	the	other	person.	I	know	you’re	not	going	to	blow
it	in	the	final	seconds	of	the	championship	game	like	you	did	last	year.	Or	if	I	thought	of	him	as	a	good	thing.	If	she’d	chosen	any	of	the	beaches,	it	would	have	been	a	different	matter.	He	says	you	stand	out.	Neither	will	I.	Now.			In	Will	Robie’s	world	once	that	happened	there	was	no	going	back.			“I	need	to	get	in	there,”	he	mutters,	just	as	my	butt
meets	the	floor.	I	admired	his	ability	to	deal	with	stress.	Look.	If	Liam	makes	you	happy,	I’m	glad.	The	shot	had	to	hit	and	kill	the	target.			She	could’ve	had	that.	Page	1			“I’m	Remington.	Others	in	the	lobby	made	way	good-naturedly	and	the	quintet	weaved	into	the	main	floor	bar.	If	it	bothers	you,	you	could	ask	her	not	to	eat	your	food.	So	perfectly
lovely.	In	his	will,	he	left	you—and	each	of	his	goddaughters—a	bequest.	Forster.	I	pass	him	to	head	for	the	side	of	the	roof	with	the	better	view,	and	as	I	do,	I	can’t	help	but	notice	how	unfortunately	cute	he	is.	The	sign	atop	the	door	catches	my	eye.	He	doesn’t	look	as	intimidating	like	this.	His	father,	the	patriarch	of	the	clan,	was	one	of	the
newspaper’s	main	shareholders,	and	Don	Pedro	used	its	offices	as	a	playground	to	kill	the	tedium	of	never	having	worked	out	of	necessity	a	single	day	in	his	life.	Fat,	heavy	drops	of	summer	rain—the	kind	that	always	struck	her	as	vaguely	lewd	and	debauched.	Farina			Email:	[email	protected]			These	are	twelve	stories	with	a	twist.	“Voilà.”	Holding	it
up,	I	show	it	to	my	father	and	earn	his	nod	of	approval.	Stan	and	Rose	had	been	clutched	together	on	the	sofa	like	two	lost	souls	in	a	choppy	sea.			He	looked	around	the	small	space.			For	that	reason	I’d	like	to	relate	some	personal	background	to	my	story.	“Gunnorasmiled	patiently.			My	long,	straight	hair,	the	color	of	mahogany,	falls	to	my	shoulders.
She	was	not	about	when	wearrivedlast	night	either.			“It	will	only	take	a	minute,”	Lindsey	said,	her	blue	eyes	weary	in	her	gaunt	face.	Sobbing	uncontrollably,	she	stretched	her	arms	in	his	direction.	Consider	me	your	personal	bulldozer.	Her	backside	faced	him—not	that	he	was	complaining—and	a	cheap	straw	cowboy	hat	covered	her	head.	“I’ve
decided	to	write	my	memoirs.”			“Oh,	Christ,”	was	Maggie’s	first	reaction,	but	Paul	merely	lifted	a	brow.	“Don’t	be	afraid	to	send	her	home	when	she	overstays	her	welcome.”	He	tucked	his	hands	in	his	pockets.	Not	the	way	you	seem	to	live.’			Reacher	said	nothing.	Well,	I	saw	red,	Pru,	I	really	did.			Swivenhodge	is	still	played	in	England,	though	it	has
never	achieved	much	widespread	popularity;	Shuntbumps	survives	only	as	a	children’s	game.			As	he	started	for	the	stairs	he	saw	a	hallway	beside	the	kitchen,	with	a	shower	room	visible.	Afteryou’ve	lived	in	a	ward	for	eighteen	years	with	twenty	room-mates,	it	isrestful	to	be	alone.	Marriage?	Bad	attitude.			By	the	time	the	car	had	chugged	its	way	to
the	top	of	the	drive	and	Mel	had	gotten	over	her	first	astonishment	at	the	sight	of	the	eccentric	and	somehow	fluid	structure	of	wood	and	glass	he	called	home,	Sebastian	was	standing	on	the	porch.	I	need	to	figure	some	stuff	out.”			My	childhood	friend	had	been	camped	out	in	my	dorm	room	for	two	weeks.			I	notice	he’s	wearing	a	white	button-down,
half	untucked	into	his	curiously	unrumpled	black	slacks.	Cash	shouted	her	name	but	she	didn’t	slow	down	until	she’d	reached	the	area	where	she’d	parked	her	horse	trailer.	“Here	I	am,”	she	declares	as	a	teenager,	“in	the	world,	conscious,	able	to	do	this	or	that.	“Begging	your	pardon,	sir,	my	son	is	young	and	doesn’t	understand.”			“No!	You	can’t
take	them!”			The	captain	leered,	flashing	a	mouth	of	yellowed	teeth	as	he	glared	at	Charles.	“It’s	so	unfair.”			“It’s	on	a	need-to-know	basis,”	I	tell	her	and	pick	up	the	half-constructed	lamp	to	try	to	figure	out	which	step	he	left	off	on.	Janet	followed	slowly	several	steps	behind.	He	does	not,	I	may	tell	you,	care	for	girls.’			‘No,	ma’am,’	Jerusha
murmured,	since	some	reply	seemed	to	be	expectedat	this	point.	That	other	girl	has	the	attitude	of	an	owl.	Then	Dixon	said	decisively,	“You	got	a	deal.”	He	added	persuasively	to	his	companion,	“Listen	we’ve	already	paid	for	the	booze.	To	crack	the	bitter	shell	he’d	erected	around	his	heart.	I	saw	a	seal,	too.			“Excuse	me,”	I	say,	my	voice	just	above	a
whisper.	The	book	is	approachable,	yes,	because	it	doesn’t	include	complex	scientific	or	historical	content,	nor	does	it	require	any	particular	expertise	or	erudition.	I	drove	at	dawn	to	the	convenience	store,	bought	three	Hartford	Courants,	and,	for	ten	minutes,	couldn’t	bear	to	look.			Somewhat.	Extra-credit	fingers?			A:	Cynicism!	That,	no	doubt	is	a
greater	crime	than	heresy.			When	I	moved	to	sit	up,	he	smiled	and	easily	pinned	my	shoulders	down	to	the	bed	with	his	free	hand.	I	knew	who	was	on	the	other	side.	Man’s	body.	She	definitely	needed	to	relax	more	–	though	he	was	glad	she	hadn’t	decided	to	start	doing	it	today.	“They’d	wait	a	year	for	me.			Oh,	dear.	“And	here	I	thought	maybe	you’d
had	a	few	sleepless	nights	yourself.	Both	were	young,	somewhere	south	of	thirty.			But	he	thought,	Lots	of	folks	can	shoot	straight	and	get	away.	And	she	was	far	too	sensible	to	faint	at	the	sight.	“I	know	you	had	cum	on	your	tip.			Acknowledgments			A	List	of	Sources	Consulted			About	the	Author			Also	by	Wally	Lamb			Credits			Copyright			About	the
Publisher			Who	Is	Wally	Lamb?			Let’s	talk	about	age,	the	more	pedestrian	meaning	of	the	word.	The	ambulance	had	left	before	them,	but	Dex	was	in	his	Challenger	with	its	own	THIRDS-installed	lights	flickering	and	sending	out	a	warning	to	everyone	around	him	to	get	the	hell	out	of	his	way.	In	1917	the	Woolfs	set	up	their	own	publishing	house,	the
Hogarth	Press,	in	their	home	in	Richmond.	”			“Better	to	have	it	and	not	need	it,	than	to	need	it	–	”			“Go!	I’ll	get	some	rest,	the	doctor	will	check	Sophie	out,	and	we’ll	take	her	home	in	the	morning.	And	he	was	still	cursing	himself	for	it.	Every	individual	(of	a	certain	social	standing)	could	expect	a	brief	share	of	power	in	order	that	no	one	could	ever
seize	it	permanently.	And	the	rest	of	him	is	just	as	impressive.			For	a	second,	just	a	briefest	of	moments,	I	saw	Talia	on	the	edge	again	with	her	golden	hair	waving	in	the	air	and	her	white	dress	billowing	from	the	wind.			I’m	tired	and	weak	from	hunger,	but	other	than	a	few	general	aches,	I	seem	to	be	fine.	“You’re	not	sorry	at	all.”			I	glance	at	Warner
just	long	enough	to	see	the	hurt	flash	in	and	out	of	his	eyes.			“I	know.	So	you	should	get	the	hell	out	of	town,	right	now.	“Did	she	break	your	heart?”			He	laughs	a	little	with	that	question.	br	/>			But	on	the	day	of	the	trip,	standing	outside	the	airport,	Katarina	hesitated.	Soft-hearted.	Even	though	he’s	my	best	friend,	Henry	has	always	been	a	showoff.		
Harsh,	hard,	rasping	breaths.	She	waited	for	his	order.	I	can’t	wait!	Have	you	ever	been	on	a	plane?’	Ashley	was	always	talking	about	all	the	places	she	went	and	things	she	did	with	her	family.	The	team	spent	so	much	time	together	on	the	job—and	off	it—it	was	hard	not	falling	into	their	roles	no	matter	the	situation,	and	Sloane’s	role	was	of	leader.		
While	living	in	Bloomsbury,	Woolf	had	begun	to	write	a	novel	that	would	go	through	many	drafts	before	it	was	published	in	1915	as	The	Voyage	Out.	“Just	hold	me.	Crystal!”	Barney	Northrup	said,	slicking	his	black	moustache	and	straightening	his	hand-painted	tie	in	the	lobby’s	mirrored	wall.			Then,	on	impulse,	he	brought	up	a	map	of	Mexico,	gazing
at	its	familiar	shape	and	mentally	tracing	the	lines	he’d	travelled	up	and	down	it	for	years	now.	She	climbed	in	to	be	cocooned	by	cool	air,	shielded	by	tinted	glass.			*	*	*			Join	our	mailing	list	and	get	updates	on	new	releases,	deals,	bonus	content	and	other	great	books	from	Atria	Books	and	Simon	&	Schuster.	He	just	doesn’t	know	that	yet.			But	that
was	not	Jacobs’s	concern.	“My	cousin	has	horses.			ONE			EVENTUALLY	THEY	PUT	Reacher	in	a	car	and	drove	him	to	a	motel	a	mile	away,	where	the	night	clerk	gave	him	a	room,	which	had	all	the	features	Reacher	expected,	because	he	had	seen	such	rooms	a	thousand	times	before.			I	see	her	turn	left	and	smile	to	myself.			And	now	she’d	be	gone	for
hours.	And,	oh	yes,	one	was	a	bookie,	one	was	a	burglar,	one	was	a	bomber,	and	one	was	a	mistake.	She	waited	for	him	to	laugh,	too.	Blinking	and	seeing	nothing.			“You	have	more	zeal	than	good	taste,	Martín.			His	scope	lined	up	precisely	with	the	top	hole,	its	leading	edge	resting	firmly	on	the	mortar	seam.	His	attention	wandered	to	a	woman
swinging	her	hips	on	the	dance	floor.	Both	wore	sneakers	on	their	feet,	big	and	white	and	shapeless.	That	is,	it	bears	little	resemblance	to	anything	before	it,	and	comparisons	to	anything	since	are	desperate	and	hollow.	So	unless	you	poked	a	hole	in	it—”			Her	glare	cut	off	his	accusation.	This	morning,however,	Paen	wasofadifferent	mind.	To	me,
Liam’s	claim	on	you	didn’t	mean	shit.	Chloé’s	favorite	way	of	finishing	off	her	victims	was	to	seduce	them	with	a	hypnotic	striptease,	then	kiss	them	with	a	poisoned	lipstick	that	entirely	paralyzed	them	so	that	they	died	from	silent	suffocation	as	she	looked	into	their	eyes,	having	herself	drunk	an	antidote	mixed	in	vintage	Dom	Pérignon.			He	went
through	all	the	stages	that	lead	a	boy	toward	manhood.			“Catch	you	later,	Tate,”	he	says,	just	as	the	doors	close.	“Do	you	have	a	fever?	Until	Agent	Brodie	regains	consciousness,	we	won’t	know	what—if	any—damage	may	have	been	caused	by	the	episode.	The	back	of	the	house	was	just	like	he’d	seen,	too	–	a	tidy	concrete	courtyard,	again	filled	lushly
with	potted	plants.			But	then	.	He	entered	a	few	words	into	the	search	engine,	typing	slowly.	Wasn’t	that	why	he	had	one	of	those	handy	machines	to	answer	his	calls	whenever	anyone	dug	deep	enough	to	unearth	that	unlisted	number?			He	lay	down	on	the	cement	floor	of	the	storage	room,	folded	his	knapsack	under	his	head,	and	went	to	sleep.	let
me	rephrase	this	so	that	it	more	appropriately	reflects	my	feelings	in	past	tense.	He	couldn’t	yet	see	him.	It’s	my	personal	mission	to	destroy	every	last	one	of	them,	and	I’ll	be	sure	Marina	gets	her	revenge	too.			“You	little	mongrel!	I’ll	teach	you	some	manners,”	he	yelled	and	raised	his	sword	above	his	head.			41	My	wife	and	I	never	discussed.			My
bladder	was	screaming	for	attention	so	I	made	a	trip	to	the	bathroom	before	heading	home.	If	any	point	should	ever	arise	where	an	answer	would	seem	tobe	imperative–such	as	in	the	event	of	your	being	expelled,	which	Itrust	will	not	occur–you	may	correspond	with	Mr.	Griggs,	hissecretary.	“Daddy’s	sorry	he	made	you	a	shiksa.			And	every	asset
Jacobs	sent	out	was	outstanding.	The	longer	he	knew	the	guy,	the	more	layers	he	discovered.	”			He	said,	“Only	the	pretty	ones.	The	1950s	had	been	a	golden	age	for	the	DoD.			Prologue			Magic	exists.	Reacher	ended	up	covered	in	a	fine	golden	down.	This	wasn’t	normal.	She	was	short,	wide,	and	had	a	tattoo	of	a	snake	up	her	right	calf	that	showed
through	her	white	nurse	stockings.	You	look	like	you’re	about	to	fall	over.”			She	considered	him	for	a	long	moment,	hooking	her	long	blond	hair	behind	one	ear,	and	then	she	sat	beside	him,	leaning	forward	and	folding	her	arms	over	her	belly.			As	if	his	thoughts	had	conjured	her	up,	his	little	hellcat	tore	out	of	Hammer’s	office	and	barreled	down	the
hall,	fists	clenched.	He	did,	however,	understand	the	responsibilities	that	went	hand	in	hand	with	his	gift.	“None	of	that	will	be	necessary.			“You	shouldn’t	be.	“You	know	I’d	normally	rather	fucking	swallow	glass	than	say	I’m	sorry,	but	I	owe	it	to	you	to	shove	this	apology	past	my	pride.			“REMY!	REMY!	REMY!	REMY!”	people	chant,	growing	in
intensity.			“Julie,	I	said	no.			This	man	silhouetted	before	her?	He	was	also	the	author	of	a	dozen	modestly	successful	thrillers	about	gangsters	in	the	Raval	quarter	carrying	out	bedroom	intrigues	with	ladies	of	high	society.	“I’m	going	to	come	visit	you	for	spring	break.”			My	jaw	ticks	because	the	thought	of	my	sister	in	the	city	and	near	my	life	can
never	happen.			I	face	forward	again	and	slowly	exhale.	Everyone	else	had	been	looking	forward	to	this	day	off	in	their	home	town,	but	the	only	person	who	mattered	to	Adam	was	Adam.			“No.”			I	exhale	the	word,	exhale	the	impossibility.			First	eBook	Edition:	April	2009			The	characters	and	events	in	this	book	are	fictitious.			“Did	you	call	me,	Don
Basilio?”	I	ventured	timidly.	“Both	of	you.			The	Letters	of			Miss	Jerusha	Abbott			to			Mr.	Daddy-Long-Legs	Smith			215	FERGUSSEN	HALL	24th	September			Dear	Kind-Trustee-Who-Sends-Orphans-to-College,			Here	I	am!	I	travelled	yesterday	for	four	hours	in	a	train.	“But	the	minute	of	interview	may	go	longer.	The	lazy	Potomac	was	not	far	away.	He
didn’t	hate	Lindsey,	but	he	didn’t	want	to	talk	to	her	either.	The	only	other	option	had	been	leaving.	I	quarreled	with	every	word,	every	phrase	and	expression,	every	image	and	letter	as	if	they	were	the	last	I	was	ever	going	to	write.	How	does	it	work?	He’d	make	time	for	her	in	a	fucking	heartbeat.			Bruce	Springsteen.			She’d	only	lasted	three	weeks
that	time.	She	was	trained,	she	was	a	professional,	and	here	they	were	cruising	down	the	coast	to	see	some	witch	doctor.			“To	be	honest,	your	organization	isn’t	the	easiest	to	deal	with.”	The	doctor	headed	out	and	Dex	followed.	Another	tightening	in	my	womb	distresses	me.	Conscious	of	the	size	and	power	of	a	now	unified	France	to	the	north,	Milan
hoped	for	gains	to	the	south	and	west	(Genoa)	as	a	counterweight.	Ah,	there	was	the	sign!	The	place	was	packed.	One	amazing	night	that	had	felt	like	forever	and	mere	seconds	all	at	once.	Her	groom,	she	said,	was	waiting	in	the	car.	But	when	Ashley	called	me	a	liar	the	one	time	I	was	telling	someone	the	truth,	I	was	unspeakably	angry.	Arriving	in
foreign	towns,	he	would	find	that	his	expense	allowance	wasn’t	sufficient	to	pay	couriers	to	take	his	messages	back	to	Florence.	Tell	me	you	brought	me	something	useful.			This	had	been	like	being	dragged	by	an	undertow	when	you	were	fighting	to	get	to	shore.	That	meant	his	target	was	on	the	way.	If	he	had	been	a	politician,	he	would	have
undoubtedly	been	an	honorable	one,	perhaps	even	one	of	our	greatest	U.S.	presidents.	He	pulls	three	guns	out	of	the	holster	strapped	to	his	back	and	takes	his	time	placing	them	on	the	table	where	my	notebook	used	to	be.	Nice.	His	face,	which	had	been	almost	too	pretty	as	a	boy,	had	weathered—much	to	his	relief.			“Hi.”	The	girl’s	voice	was	bright,
and	a	little	breathless.			The	famous	painting	Günther	der	Gewaltig	ist	der	Gewinner	(‘Gunther	the	Violent	is	the	Winner’),	dated	1105,	shows	the	ancient	German	game	of	Stichstock.	I’m	stunned.	She	has	nothing	to	do	with	this.”			“How	long	have	you	been	seeing	her?”			One	night.			In	the	end	she	saved	herself.			A:	Try	you?			“Blue	forty-two!	Blue
forty-two!	Red	seventeen!”	I	yel	.	It	was	amazing	how	strong	he	was.	Lucan	was	human,	but	he	thought	as	a	vampire.	I	hope	that	they	will	always	be	respectful	in	tone	and	willreflect	credit	on	your	training.			Sebastian’s	gaze	flicked	over	Mel,	and	lingered	a	moment	as	his	eyes	narrowed.	”			I	hate	saying	no	to	him.	Five	minutes	later,	she	was	stepping
out	into	the	soft-aired	morning	for	her	daily	three-mile	jog.	Owen	covered	her	with	a	blanket	and	quietly	shut	the	door	on	his	way	out.	Or	a	patio.	Who	can	doubt	it,	when	there	are	rainbows	and	wildflowers,	the	music	of	the	wind	and	the	silence	of	the	stars?	“Raine?”			She	stopped	short,	trembling,	blue	eyes	wide	with	panic.	Ever	since	she	turned
sixteen,	she’s	felt	that	she’s	a	”big”	enough	girl	to	handle	New	York	City	and	my	friends.	I’ll	get	you	a	book	review.			Where	were	the	anniversary	cards,	he	wondered?	He	also	didn’t	haveto	live	out	his	life	withthe	squire	for	however	long	he	shouldbefortunateenough	–	or	unfortunate	enough	as	the	case	might	be	–	to	live.	It	was	because	of	both	of	them
that	he’d	made	the	difficult	decision	to	move	to	Monterey.	And	she’d	faded	away.	This	is	for	him	to	handle.”	She	picked	up	the	phone.			And	he’d	seen	things,	things	he	hoped	he’d	never	see	again.	My	mother,	who	probably	won’t	speak	to	me	for	a	solid	year	after	today.			He	shifted	his	weight,	and	a	slant	of	weak	light	revealed	the	bottom	half	of	his
face.	It	follows	the	protagonist,	a	young	girl	named	Jerusha	"Judy"	Abbott,	through	her	college	years.			“What	are	you	two	doing?”	I	smile	and	pretend	to	be	the	brother	they	deserve.	It’s	been	much	too	long	since	I’ve	seen	her.	If	I’m	going	to	have	company,	I’d	rather	it	be	a	female.	She	said	you’d	come	for	her.	You’ve	been	the	only	woman	in	my
dreams	for	a	while	now.			Somewhere	to	the	north,	over	Lake	Pontchartrain	probably,	a	summer	storm	was	brewing	in	the	darkness.	She	looked	beyond	him	to	the	two-story	redwood	house	next	door,	with	its	wide	band	of	windows	and	its	curvy	deck.	I	was	exhausted,	fearful	that	I	was	a	one-shot	wonder,	and	frustrated	that	I	was	always	disappointing
somebody.	She	flipped	it	over	to	the	back	and	read	the	cover	blurb.	”			“Give	me	one	more	minute.	“What	the	fuck	are	you	doing	here?”			“I	came	to	wish	Julie	a	happy	birthday.”	He	lifted	the	shiny	pink	bag.	That	is–you	are	not	tothank	him	for	the	money;	he	doesn’t	care	to	have	that	mentioned,	butyou	are	to	write	a	letter	telling	of	the	progress	in	your
studies	andthe	details	of	your	daily	life.	Family	wedding	time	is	not	really	the	best	time	to	be	trying	out	new	sex	toys,	okay?”			“I	wouldn’t	ask	if	it	wasn’t	an	emergency.	When	they	came—even	when	they	came	to	a	small	child	whose	legs	were	still	unsteady—he	accepted	them	as	easily	as	he	accepted	the	sun’s	rising	each	morning.	No	one	can	touch
me.”			Of	course,	that’s	a	complete	lie.			“Your	birthmark,”	he	says.	He	waswaving	his	arm	towards	an	automobile	waiting	in	the	curved	drive.	I	clench	my	fists	and	try	not	to	scream	and	I	tuck	my	friends	in	my	heart	and			revenge			I	think			has	never	looked	so	sweet.			Why	had	he	come	here?			Soon	driver,	team,	and	carriage	were	nothing	more	than
the	fading	crunch	of	wheels	on	the	road.	His	heart	beat	faster	at	the	thought,	though	he	was	only	all	too	aware	by	now	how	unlikely	it	was.	Such	homeschooling	was	a	source	of	some	bitterness	later	in	her	life,	as	she	recognized	the	advantages	that	derived	from	the	expensive	educations	her	brothers	and	half	brothers	received	at	private	schools	and
university.	The	scraped	knees	and	the	broken	bones,	the	rebellions	large	and	small,	the	first	jumpy	heartbeat	at	the	smile	of	a	pretty	girl.			Kates	added,	“There’s	something	I	gotta	do	on	my	own.	“Feel	something	you	like?”	he	grunted	sleepily.			He	released	Magnus	with	a	low	command.	Even	if	that	baby	is	mine	.	2.	Catherine’s	eyes	wandered	back	to
the	burning	homes	and	saw	bodies	being	tossed	onto	the	fires.	He	had	been	to	Central	Park	many	times.	“I	had	hoped	better	of	you,	Davy.”			Wow.	I	have	made	mental	notes.	They’d	gotten	a	good	laugh	out	of	how	clumsy	he	was	in	his	excitement.	He	tried	to	keep	himself	busy	so	he	wouldn’t	drive	himself	out	of	his	mind	with	worst-case	scenarios.	You
have	to	let	me	stay	with	him.”	Dex	met	the	Therian	doctor’s	gaze.			There	was	nothing	on	earth	that	weakened	a	man	like	a	courageous	woman.	Soon	her	mother	would	get	what	she	always	called	“Those	itchy	feet.”	And	off	they	would	go	again.	Catherine	held	her	breath,	wanting	him	to	turn	around,	run	and	hide	like	they	were	doing.	Goes	with	the
breast-feeding.	He	was	sure	she’d	thought	he’d	be	out	of	town	and	unable	to	attend.	She	listened	for	a	moment	and	then	held	the	phone	away	from	her	ear.	Daddy-Long-Legs.	It	was	her	favorite	CD	and	there	she	was,	recovering	without	it,	and	he	could	not	have	that.	And	her	cousin	has	horses,	and	her	other	cousin	has	a	cat	and	a	dog.”			Obviously
used	to	Jessie’s	rambling,	her	father	waited	it	out.			He	opened	the	door	to	Rachel’s	room	slowly	so	as	not	to	startle	her	–	anticipating	her	warm	smile	of	disapproval,	but	instead	she	appeared	to	be	asleep	and	there	was	a	very	tall	black	man	dressed	in	mint	green	standing	next	to	her	bed.	“Send	for	me	if	there’s	any	trouble.”			“If	it’s	essential	I’ll
scream.”	As	the	sliding	doors	came	between	them	her	eyes	met	his	own.	How	cool	would	that	be?	He’d	started	in	Mexico	City	and	since	then	had	rarely	spent	more	than	a	few	weeks	in	one	place.	At	this	point	Lorenzo	il	Magnifico	had	been	dead	for	two	years	and	the	Medici	regime	was	led	by	his	incompetent	son,	Piero.	“No	shot-blocking.”			“I’m	here
to	save	you	from	yourself.”	Ben	slapped	him	on	the	back	as	he	removed	the	shot	glass	from	Henry’s	vicinity.	‘We’re	safe,	as	far	as	I	can	tell.			He	winked.			“Um.	Corbin?”	I	pause.	The	following	Wednesday	afternoon,	Sister	knew	my	name,	I	had	preferred	seating	up	front,	and,	for	the	rest	of	that	school	year,	whenever	there	was	need	for	a	note	to	pass
from	Sister	to	the	office,	you	can	probably	guess	who	got	to	deliver	it.	A	thin	layer	of	sweat	gleamed	healthily	on	her	skin.	‘So	far,	so	good.			I	frown,	not	comfortable	with	the	fact	that	the	only	two	people	I’ve	interacted	with	since	walking	into	this	apartment	building	already	know	who	I	am.	On	the	strengthof	that	impertinent	paper,	he	has	offered	to
send	you	to	college.’			‘To	college?’	Jerusha’s	eyes	grew	big.			“Lily,”	I	finally	say.	Adam	had	asked	me	out	on	one	date.	She	screeches,	running	after	him	as	he	races	up	the	stairs.	“It’s	Ryle,”	he	says.			2			Present	Day	Read	more	...	Catherine	listened	to	the	cries	of	the	crew	up	above	then	felt	the	ship	start	to	push	through	the	waves.	It	was	important	he
select	an	appropriate	card!			Something	made	him	turn	toward	the	figure	standing	next	to	him.	“Thanks.”			“How’s	life	in	the	big	city?”	Gabby	asks,	looking	up	from	her	phone.	Just	the	stwawberry	kind.”			Shade	smiled	at	her	slightly	fuddled	words.	When	she	was	thirteen,	her	mother,	exhausted	by	a	punishing	schedule	of	charitable	visits	among	the
sick	and	poor,	died	from	a	bout	of	influenza.	“Leave	it	alone.	This	man	looks	to	be	in	his	late	twenties	at	most.	“She’s	looking	at	me	like	I	blew	her	college	money	at	the	track	and	now	she’s	going	to	have	to	turn	tricks	to	get	her	MBA.	Bring	me	a	story,	not	a	speech.	And	a	whole	lot	of	angry	sex.	Which	meant	only	one	thing.	He	needed	to	get	her	inside
—warm	her	up,	give	her	a	splash	of	whisky	and	milk	in	her	tea.	Her	great-grandfather	on	her	father’s	side	was	the	religious	leader	Lyman	Beecher,	and	his	children,	Henry	Ward	Beecher,	Harriet	Beecher	Stowe,	Catherine	Beecher,	and	Isabella	Beecher	Hooker,	along	with	their	circle	of	friends,	were,	variously,	rebels,	writers,	feminists,	and
freethinkers.			“Can’t—talk!”	Hank	gurgled.	I	know	I’m	much	stronger	now.	My	son	Jared	has	transformed	from	that	airborne	three-year-old	into	a	6’2”	man	of	eighteen.			Q:	There	are	deaths	and	there	are	deaths.	Even	after	the	idiot	abandoned	Cord	and	their	baby	Ky.			She’d	especially	loved	Cord	then	because	she’d	ached	to	pick	up	the	pieces	of	his
broken	life.	The	woman	had	been	hot	and	impatient—there	was	no	denying	that.			I	find	the	panel	and	press	the	button	for	the	eighteenth	floor,	then	look	up	at	the	mirrored	wall	of	the	elevator.	Vidal,	who	had	never	known	the	kind	of	hunger	that	has	nothing	to	do	with	the	stomach	though	it	gnaws	at	one’s	insides,	was	of	the	opinion	that	I	was	burning
up	my	brain	and	that,	at	the	rate	I	was	going,	I	would	be	celebrating	my	own	funeral	before	I	reached	twenty.	“I	might	have	been	your	stepmama	for	only	a	short	time,	but	you’re	still	my	only	son.”			Touched,	he	brought	her	hand	to	his	lips.	Someone	who	had	to	struggle	and	grunt	a	bit	with	heavy	luggage	was	likely	to	earn	bigger	tips	than	a	youngster
who	swung	bags	as	if	they	contained	nothing	more	than	balsa	wood.	I	tried	to	swallow,	but	my	mouth	was	dry.	“You	wouldn’t	know	what	to	do	with	yourself	if	she	didn’t	burn	everything	in	sight.”			“Tell	that	to	my	stomach,”	he	says,	resting	his	hand	on	my	shoulder	and	using	me	for	leverage	as	he	stands.	Or	split	his	eardrums	with	a	shriek.	We’re
going	to	live	here	now.	‘Tistime	she	married	andleftthis	home	to	build	her	own.			Finally,	I	want	to	say	that,	as	an	American	writer	whose	government	gave	him	a	life-altering	gift	of	faith,	it	is	important	for	me	to	give	back.			It	was	with	some	difficulty,	I	must	own,	that	I	persuaded	Madam	Pince	to	part	with	one	of	her	books	so	that	it	might	be	copied	for
wider	consumption.	”	His	voice	was	so	low	it	seemed	to	crawl	to	her	over	the	flagstones,	then	shiver	up	through	the	soles	of	her	feet.	In	our	line	of	work,	every	moment	we	have	is	precious.			Dune	messiah	/	Frank	Herbert	;	with	a	new	introduction	by	Brian	Herbert.	4.	In	1937	Vanessa’s	eldest	son,	Julian	Bell,	was	killed	serving	as	an	ambulance	driver
in	the	Spanish	Civil	War.	Who	hid	my	car?”			“I’m	not	a	rocket	scientist	or	anything,”	Kellen	said,	“but	I’d	say	it’s	been	stolen.”	He	tossed	his	overnight	bag	into	his	Firebird’s	trunk.	If	one	could	derive	any	sort	of	entertainment	out	of	theoppressive	fact	of	a	Trustee,	it	was	something	unexpected	to	the	good.She	advanced	to	the	office	quite	cheered	by
the	tiny	episode,	andpresented	a	smiling	face	to	Mrs.	”			“Ifear	Staci	iscorrect,	Avy,”Eunice	said	with	mock	sympathy	as	Avelynflinched	under	his	words.	Conflicting	emotions	ran	across	her	expressive	face	as	her	eyes	met	his,	and	the	room	filled	with	a	tension	that	had	never	been	there	before.	”	Avelyn	let	the	material	drop	from	her	fingers	and
straightened	her	shoulders	determinedly.	He	just	groans.	Technically	Reacher	was	old	enough	to	be	their	father.			I	would	be	annoyed	at	his	lack	of	respect	for	my	request	for	silence,	but	I’m	kind	of	intrigued.	I	hope	you	haven’t	been	waiting	long.			There	were	still	several	persons	in	the	courtroom.	No.	It’s	an	eight-pack.			Another	hour	and	he’ll	be
back	for	another	cigarette	break.	But	no	matter	how	old	she	is,	she’ll	never	be	a	part	of	my	world.			Leaving	his	son	in	the	care	of	a	virtual	stranger	hundreds	of	miles	from	home	was	the	hardest	thing	Cord	had	ever	done.	He	had	loved	her—God,	he	had	loved	her—and	the	child	they’d	made	together	was	a	living,	breathing	testament	to	that	love.	For	a
moment	he	stood	thoughtfully	watching	the	place	where	they	had	been,	then,	long	legged	and	alert,	strode	down	the	carpeted	corridor	toward	the	Presidential	Suite.			Hank	stepped	out	and	lit	a	cigarette,	taking	a	long	drag.	Her	favorite	color	was	purple,	and	she	hated	lima	beans	more	than	anything.	As	if	any	kind	of	conversation	might	influence	the
outcome.	No	knee	problems,	no	broken	limbs.	“Don’t	feel	too	special.			The	beast	snarled	at	it.	A	collection	of	mismatched	turrets	and	ranging,	crenellated	walls,	studded	amid	rolling	green	fields.	“A	year	this	month.	Intel	update?”			Jacobs	brought	this	information	up	on	a	subscreen.	“I	told	him	you	were	coming	tonight.	Consider	it	my	empathic	curse.
He	steps	out	of	the	elevator	and	turns	to	face	me	before	walking	away.			The	corner	of	his	mouth	curls	up.	At	least	I	can	see	the	stars.	Her	fragile,	heartbreaking	beauty	was	as	natural	as	her	power,	a	combination	of	Celtic	bones,	smoky	eyes,	the	wide,	poetically	sculptured	Donovan	mouth—and	something	more	nebulous.	“Jessie	is	naturally	curious



and	friendly.			As	I	stand	and	am	about	to	head	toward	the	bathroom,	my	phone	rings	again.	“Go	check	on	Luc	and	Gab	for	me,	please.	“Don’t	scowl.	It	carried	the	faintest	of	British	accents,	like	polish	over	fine	wood,	though	the	man	had	not	lived	in	England	for	more	than	a	decade	in	his	thirty-five	years.	”			A	pointed	silence	thickened	the	air.	Shade
glanced	around	the	parking	lot.			Charlie	drove	a	six-year-old	minivan	that	he’d	inherited	from	his	father,	along	with	the	thrift	store	and	the	building	that	housed	it.	Were	they	looking	at	his	own	feet?	“I’m	sorry,	sir,”	the	operator	said,	“we	can’t	locate	Mr.	Ogilvie.”			“Never	mind.	I	know	that	you	didn’t	really	mean	to	resign	and	because	of	Miss
Whistworth’s	death,	the	hotline	is	in	need	of	any	willing	volunteers	so	I’ve	decided	to	look	past	your	actions.”			What?	His	hair	looks	uncombed,	but	I	know	it’s	probably	from	the	five	hundred	times	he’s	yanked	on	it	out	of	frustration.	“Listen,	Herbie,”	one	of	them	said,	“there’s	a	fraternity	dance	tonight—the	same	old	crap,	and	we’d	like	something
different.”			He	had	asked,	knowing	the	answer,	“How	different?”			“We’ve	taken	a	suite.”	The	boy	flushed.	It’s	one	of	the	few	that	is.”	She	sat	in	a	high-back	wicker	chair	cushioned	in	scarlet.	Sunset	Towers	stood	at	the	far	edge	of	town.			He	eyed	the	target	and	then	the	clock.			“Oh.	Yeah.	During	that	period,	I	wrote	fiction	in	the	morning,	researched
in	the	afternoon,	and	was	Dad	in	the	evening.	Most	had	liked	New	Orleans	because	after	an	initial	welcome	the	city	had	a	way	of	respecting	its	visitors’	privacy,	including	indiscretions,	if	any.	Characters,	in	short,	who	are	on	quests.	She	could	spare	it.	“But	I	did	find	Michael,	he’s	unconscious.			“Enough	with	you,”	she	whispered	and	placing	her	hands
over	her	ears	she	tried	to	block	out	the	noise.			Dressed	strictly	in	black,	including	a	leather	motorcycle	jacket,	he	was	difficult	to	distinguish	from	the	shadows.			Adam	turned	and	walked	toward	his	bike,	his	head	low,	shoulders	hunched.			Glancing	down,	he	watched	her	eyes	drift	open,	saw	the	passion	that	clouded	her	gaze	as	she	stared	up	at	him.
But	if	there	was	ever	a	time	for	Dex	to	stick	to	his	guns,	this	was	it.			In	a	flurry	of	dark	hair,	lace,	and	ruffles,	Raine	dashed	toward	the	door.	I	think	you	know.”	In	her	last	note	to	Leonard,	she	told	him	he	had	given	her	“complete	happiness,”	and	asked	him	to	destroy	all	her	papers.			“And	you	don’t?”	I	snap	and	JJ	punches	my	shoulder,	causing	me	to
stumble	backward.			‘How	is	it	down	there,	Six?’	Ella	asks,	leaning	over	Marina.	She	tried	to	act	like	he	didn’t	affect	her,	but	he	knew	her	way	too	well	to	believe	that.	And	then	again:	success,	victory,	prestige,	achievement,	and,	on	the	other	hand:	loss,	failure,	defeat,	death.	Probably	someone	having	a	nightmare,	but	we’d	better	make	sure.”			As	she
dropped	into	an	upholstered	leather	chair	facing	the	big	mahogany	desk,	Christine	realized	suddenly	how	very	tired	she	was.	“Jealous?			Then	she	glimpsed	a	man	across	the	courtyard,	standing	in	a	darkened	archway.			He	could	work	anywhere.	I	contemplate	speaking	up	to	let	him	know	he	has	company,	or	clearing	my	throat,	but	between	thinking	it
and	actually	doing	it,	he	spins	around	and	kicks	one	of	the	patio	chairs	behind	him.	“What	did	you	think	of	it?”			He	shrugged.			My	mother’s	in	the	kitchen,	banging	pots	and	pans,	probably	making	more	of	a	mess	than	a	meal.	This	was	a	crude	form	of	jousting,	the	sole	aim	being	to	knock	as	many	other	players	as	possible	off	their	brooms,	the	last
person	remaining	on	their	broom	winning.	“Hurt?	And,	he	could	admit	privately,	because	some	internal	voice	had	told	him	this	was	the	place.	Normally	he	would	have	someone	acting	as	a	long-distance	spotter.			Their	sneakers	meant	they	had	no	plans	to	kick	him.	She	is	super	surly	in	the	best	way.	She	jogged	because	routine	exercise	disciplined	the
mind	and	the	body.			“Why	is	the	battle	over?”	I	ask.	For	what	my	research	showed	was	that	the	long-established	hotel	was	riddled	with	corruption,	which	is	described	between	the	covers	of	my	book,	and	was	mainly	revealed	to	me,	with	surprising	frankness,	by	those	involved.	I’m	sorry.	He’d	never	seen	the	gruff	agent	looking	so	helpless,	and	despite
clearly	having	his	own	fears,	Ash	met	his	gaze.	I	didn’t	take	responsibility	for	you	like	I	should	have	that	night,	but	by	god,	I	will	now.	We’ve	been	through	this.	A	pixie	cap	of	glossy	brown	hair	completed	the	picture.	You	know	she	trained	her	son	in	the	sisterhood’s	ways.	No	trouble	to	get	into.”	Owen	grinned.			That’d	been	the	worst	kind	of	torture.		
PROLOGUE			COLDWATER,	MAINE	THREE	MONTHS	AGO			THE	SLEEK	BLACK	AUDI	ROLLED	TO	A	STOP	IN	THE	parking	lot	overlooking	the	cemetery,	but	none	of	the	three	men	inside	had	any	intention	of	paying	respects	to	the	dead.	“So	they	don’t	keep	wondering	if	it’s	theirs.”			“Why	does	it	matter	as	long	as	I’m	helping	you?	You	do	not	look
likea	blueberry.	He	was	hailed	among	his	people	as	a	visionary	leader,	a	savior.			Mostly	because	I	haven’t	been	around	for	much	of	her	life	and	we	don’t	have	a	close	relationship.	She	talked	to	them,	coaxed	them,	told	them	how	special	they	were,	and	felt	their	hearts	fluttering	in	chests	no	bigger	than	a	balled-up	pair	of	sweat	socks.			*	*	*			He	knew
they	were	coming.	“And	every	time	you	submit	to	Liam,	I	can	hear	that	son	of	a	bitch	all	over	you	through	the	thin	walls.	Leaning	her	forehead	against	the	heated	metal,	she	fumbled	for	her	keys.	And	happy	Christmas.”			“Happy	Christmas.”			…			The	following	Monday,	when	I	arrived	at	the	editorial	room	ready	to	sit	at	my	own	desk	for	the	very	first
time,	I	found	a	coarse	gray	envelope	with	a	ribbon	and	my	name	on	it	in	the	same	recognizable	type	that	I	had	been	typing	out	for	years.			He	jerks	back.	My	legs	feel	full	of	sand	and	stapled	together,	my	mind	overflowing	with	grains	of	indecision,	choices	unmade	and	impatient	as	time	runs	out	of	my	body.	As	I	started	up	the	sparse	stairs,	I	heard	my
footsteps	echo	all	the	way	down	to	the	basement.	His	head	hit	something	solid,	and	waves	of	black	rolled	across	his	vision.			ACE	and	the	“A”	design	are	trademarks	belonging	to	Penguin	Group	(USA)	Inc.			“Do	you	care	if	I	skip	this	year?”	I	ask	and	wince,	readying	myself	for	her	response.			This	wasn’t	right.			Enough	of	this;	he’d	gotten	what	he	came
for.	Macie,	Gemma	Jansen.			Dex’s	family	and	teammates	took	turns	scouring	the	hospital	for	him	to	make	sure	he	was	okay.	It	took	only	seconds	for	Seb	to	scale	the	trellis	and	slide	it	open.	He’d	never	bothered	to	work	his	way	into	his	ex-wife’s	soul	or	bared	his	own	to	Gwyneth.			So,	this	week	I’ll	have	a	moving	truck	arrive	at	my	apartment.	Shade
melted.	The	army	doesn’t	use	skip	tracers.	His	face	is	suddenly	before	me,	illuminated	by	the	lights,	and	I	just	stare	like	an	idiot	from	my	place.	A	dressmaker,	a	secretary,	an	inventor,	a	doctor,	a	judge.	Friendless.	Not	fat	but	built.	I’ll	return	for	you	in	fifteen	minutes.”			“Thank	you.”	Dex	took	his	supplies	and	headed	for	a	stall.			“What	are	you?”			She
laughed.			“If	I	had	to	say	good-bye,	I	might	not	have	left,”	he	finally	sighed.	They	were	the	elite	of	their	race	and	Roane	was	one	of	the	best.	If	we	are	drawn	to	Infinite	Jest,	we’re	also	drawn	to	the	Magnetic	Fields’	69	Songs,	for	which	Stephin	Merritt	wrote	that	many	songs,	all	of	them	about	love,	in	about	two	years.	Itseems	queer	for	me	to	be	writing
letters	at	all–I’ve	never	writtenmore	than	three	or	four	in	my	life,	so	please	overlook	it	if	these	arenot	a	model	kind.	”			Chapter	One			”	‘Tis	damned	strange.	His	conscience	wouldn’t	let	him	disregard	her	without	hearing	what	she	had	to	say.	That’s	kind	of	what	I	was	expecting.	The	HQ	building	was	ahead	on	the	left,	in	a	broad	lot	behind	a	high	stone
wall.	Brown”	and	“Letter	to	a	Young	Poet,”	as	well	as	three	very	different	novels:	To	the	Lighthouse	(1927),	which	evoked	her	own	childhood	and	had	at	its	center	the	figure	of	a	modernist	woman	artist,	Lily	Briscoe;	Orlando	(1928),	a	fantastic	biography	inspired	by	Vita’s	own	remarkable	family	history;	and	The	Waves	(1931),	a	mystical	and
profoundly	meditative	work	that	pushed	Woolf’s	concept	of	novel	form	to	its	limit.	“My	suitcase.”			“Christ,	Tate,”	he	mutters.	My	family	and	I	lived	frugally	and	made	the	money	last	for	the	next	twenty	months.			I	nod,	although	I	doubt	he	notices,	considering	his	gaze	isn’t	planted	anywhere	near	my	face.	He	had	already	memorized	everything,	but	he
wanted	to	arrive	at	the	point	where	he	no	longer	had	to	think,	just	act.	And	beautiful	she’d	been,	in	a	calm,	classic	manner	that	was	the	direct	opposite	of	his	violent	response	to	her.	He	adjusted	her	weight,	finding	the	fulcrum	between	her	hips	and	her	shoulders,	then	made	his	way	up	the	stairs	to	take	her	inside.	Ben	watched	as	Henry	spun	around
in	his	bar	stool	and	pointed	across	the	lobby.			I	hear	footsteps	approaching	from	behind,	and	then	he	leans	against	the	railing	next	to	me.	Reprisals	were	unfailingly	swift	and	ruthless,	and	a	month’s	suspension	on	some	trumped-up	charge	usually	brought	nonconformists	into	line.	Go	back	to	sleep.	So	she	did	do	it—her	first	book	for	Dutton.			“You	are
a	mere	three	inches	from	falling	to	your	death.	She	also	participated	that	February	in	a	daring	hoax	that	embarrassed	the	British	Navy	and	led	to	questions	being	asked	in	the	House	of	Commons:	She	and	her	brother	Adrian,	together	with	some	other	Cambridge	friends,	gained	access	to	a	secret	warship	by	dressing	up	and	posing	as	the	Emperor	of
Abyssinia	and	his	retinue.	You	play	it	as	it	goes.”			“Copy	that.”			Jacobs	refocused	on	the	screen	for	a	few	minutes	until	he	saw	it.			I	like	tonight.	He	left	the	store	with	both	his	wallet	and	his	mood	lighter	than	when	he’d	arrived.			As	time	passed,	the	gift	did	not	prevent	him	from	racing	and	running	and	teasing	his	young	cousins.	And	trust	me	when	I
say	I	will	enjoy	every	last	scream	you	utter.	“Thanks,	Cap,”	he	says.	“I	like	the	way	you	look	first	thing	in	the	morning.	So	don’t	stick	around	for	it.’			‘I’m	under	orders.’			‘They	couldn’t	find	you	before.	Guthrie	Lochrin,	a	Scottish	wizard	writing	in	1107,	spoke	of	the	‘splinter-filled	buttocks	and	bulging	piles’	he	suffered	after	a	short	broom	ride	from
Montrose	to	Arbroath.			“You	need	time	to	process	this	and	you	clearly	have	no	use	for	my	company.	As	the	two	clutched	each	other	tightly,	begging	for	their	lives,	the	three	moved	in,	running	through	them	over	and	over	until	they	fell,	bloodied	and	dead	to	the	ground.			“He’s	my	partner,”	Dex	pleaded,	trying	to	get	around	them.	It’s	only	three	stories
tall.”			He’s	facing	me	again,	resting	his	elbow	on	the	ledge.	I	was	growing	tired	of	the	tension	between	the	two.	“You	do	know	me	too	well.			(r)	and	(c)	1997	Simon	&	Schuster	Inc.	Oh	yeah,	that	had	been	awkward.	This	is	your	year,	Woods.	Every	seat	is	full	but	the	one	behind	Ella.	Rose’s	voice,	shrill	and	nearly	incoherent.	People	think	it’s	because
he’s	busy,	because	he’s	Donovan	Woods,	the	starting	quarterback	for	the	Tennessee	Titans.	He’s	gone.”			Mel	had	made	the	mile	from	her	office	to	the	Merrick	home	in	record	time.			Mr.	Moser	was	already	up	and	out	of	his	office	before	any	thoughts	could	form	in	my	brain.	Did	she	have	any	little	girls?	He	has	broad	shoulders	and	great	arms;	I	can
tell	from	the	muscle	definition	I	can	see	through	his	shirt.	I	didn’t	steal	your	car,”	Adam	said.	The	words	are	written	in	black	and	it	all	looks	very	plain	but	artsy.	What	fairy	tales	were	left	over	for	a	plain,	impoverished,	twenty-six-year-old	woman	who’d	never	even	been	kissed?	I	just	shake	my	head.	So	when	I	moved	away,	it	broke	both	our	hearts.		
But	I	let	the	lawn	grow	and	toiled	away	on	weekends	and	summer	vacations	and	then,	one	day,	ratcheted	up	my	courage	and	submitted	a	story	to	Northeast	magazine,	the	Sunday	supplement	of	The	Hartford	Courant.			“He’s	next,”	she	hisses,	uncaring	of	who	won	this	last	round,	or	if	they	even	survived.	Or	Pat	Tillman’s	brother.	I	hate	my	voice.
Speak!	Though	I’m	already	dead,	I’m	dying	to	hear	your	voice!”			“Jan,	Jan,	I’m	sorry!”	shrieked	Jerome.	I	look	at	the	boarding	pass	in	my	hand,	its	large	type	announcing	my	seat	assignment,	and	wonder	if	Crayton	chose	this	seat	on	purpose.			“Sweetie,	go.	She	offers	me	a	quick	apologetic	smile	before	returning	to	her	close	watch	of	each	boarding
passenger.			Love	the	child	that	holds	your	hand.	The	last	one	in	England	died	ages	ago.	Guilt.	“Iwill	lose	two	stone	ere	the	weddingand	that	is	that.	A	target	could	be	lost	in	a	heartbeat	and	precious	seconds	could	pass	before	it	was	reacquired,	which	guaranteed	failure.	But	I	have	a	master’s	degree	in	business.			He	knew	better,	of	course.	Within
three	months,	Stella	(who	was	pregnant)	was	dead,	most	likely	from	peritonitis.	”	Kade’s	dark	eyebrows	rose	in	challenge.			The	long	lower	hall	had	not	been	lighted,	and	as	she	came	downstairs,	alast	Trustee	stood,	on	the	point	of	departure,	in	the	open	door	thatled	to	the	porte-cochere.	She	couldn’t	remember	the	last	time	the	air	here	had	sizzled
with	so	much	energy.	“She	was	very	tired.”			“I	bet.			The	beast	at	his	heel	growled.	For	seven	months,	I	heard	only	the	sound	of	silence.	See,	I’d	get	these	characters’	voices	in	my	head,	and	I’d	write	down	what	they	said	and	worry	about	them	and	root	for	them	to	be	okay	and	wonder	what	was	going	to	happen	and	not	know	what	was	going	to	happen
until	it	came	out	of	the	pointy	end	of	my	Bic	pen.	What	took	them	so	long?	Do	they	look	at	the	ground	as	it	rushes	toward	them	and	think,	“Well,	crap.	On	the	phone	she	had	sounded	like	a	woman	who	might	drive	such	a	thing.	And	there	were	times	when	what	you	wanted	meant	nothing	compared	to	what	you	were	meant	to	do.	He	planned	to	keep	on
wearing	them	all	winter	long.	You	can’t	come	visit	me.”			“Why?”	she	sneers,	dropping	her	phone	on	the	cushion	next	to	her	and	crossing	her	arms.	This	is	the	first	chance	I’ve	ever	had	to	getacquainted	with	Jerusha	Abbott.	No	doubt	back	in	the	days	of	mud	and	knee	breetches	and	wigs	it	had	been	a	pretty	little	colonial	village,	but	later	it	had	become
just	another	crossroads	in	a	hundred	square	miles	of	expensive	houses	and	cheap	office	parks.	Stick	around	for	a	while	and	we’ll	teach	you	a	thing	or	two	that	will	always	come	in	handy.”			At	that	moment,	my	guard	down,	I	was	so	overwhelmed	by	gratitude	that	I	wanted	to	hug	that	great	bulk	of	a	man.			Shade	held	Julie	perched	in	the	crook	of	one
arm.			He	wouldn’t	look	at	his	watch	again.	“I	have	to	get	to	work,”	he	whispered.	She	treats	the	men	in	her	fiction	in	likewise	ambivalent	fashion:	sometimes	as	irresponsible,	downright	dense	creatures,	occasionally	as	victims	of	spiritual	asphyxiation.	Everyone	needs	a	friend	like	her.	Fatherless	now,	as	well.	God	knew,	Cord	had	pulled	their	weight
more	than	a	time	or	two.			Fear	filled	her	eyes.	Really?”	He	cocked	his	head,	his	tone	a	warning.			Across	the	street,	Seb	stood	propped	against	a	run-down	grocery	store,	hidden	in	the	dawn	shadows	as	he	watched	the	woman’s	front	door.			10th	October			Dear	Daddy-Long-Legs,			Did	you	ever	hear	of	Michael	Angelo?	Like	one	of	those	martial	arts
fetishes	with	a	name	like	something	off	a	Chinese	food	menu.			He	wondered	if	she	was	eating	right.	Thirdly,	she	gives	us	a	glimpse	of	the	forerunners	of	Bludgers.	Some	poigna	nt,	if	not	perspicacious,	lines	tell	volumes	about	her	mother:			Her	method	was	to	deny	the	child	all	expression	of	affection	as	far	as	possible,	so	that	she	should	not	be	used	to
it	or	long	for	it.	The	night	that	had	changed	my	life.	“I	have	him	listed	as	‘single’	with	his	emergency	contact	a	Mr.	Ash	Keeler.”			It	was	risky,	but	Dex	had	to	chance	it.	It’s	too	short	to	see	from	here.			The	telephone	shrilled	and	he	answered	it.	She	said	that	if	she	knew	what	was	going	to	happen	in	a	book,	she	would	be	too	bored	to	write	it.			Shade’s
heart	sank.	That	was	all.			“See	those	chandeliers?			But	from	Baltimore	it	was	easy.	It	meant	a	patient’s	vitals	were	unchanged.			Don	Basilio	looked	at	me	out	of	the	corner	of	his	eye	and	I	hid	behind	a	smile	that	didn’t	leave	a	single	tooth	uncovered.	With	his	thin	frame	and	girly	blond	hair,	he	actual	y	could	be	the	star	of	the	New	York	Bal	et.	No
civilian	barber	would	be	as	pragmatic	or	as	brutal.	There	were	cars	parked	in	the	lot.			Once	she’d	grown	old	enough	to	understand	her	mother’s	death,	Izzy	had	consoled	herself	with	the	idea	that	this	was	all	part	of	her	epic	tale.	Of	course	I’ve	never	had	ten	Galleons	in	my	life,	so	that’s	the	old	home	gone.			“Thank	you,	Tags.	Didn’t	I	tell	you	to	stay	in
the	yard?”	r	/>			“I	guess.”	She	smiled	winningly.	“Liam.	She	rolled,	almost	violently,	knocking	a	pillow	to	the	floor	and	willing	the	dream	away.	Everything	okay?”			“You	know	how	it	goes.			“I	would	have	come	to	the	boat—”			He	laid	his	finger	over	her	lips	when	he	wanted	to	lay	his	own	lips	over	them.	Overlong	hair	brushed	his	collar.	She	closed	her
eyes	and	did	the	only	thing	she	could	think	of…pray.			“Yeah,	I	don’t	blame	you	for	that.”			“You	do	know	why	Katie	dumped	me,	right?”	Ben	asked	and	Henry	gave	him	a	guilty	look.	And	why	not?	He	was	already	known	as	a	very	smart	and	challenging	and	funny	and	preter-naturally	gifted	writer	when	Infinite	Jest	was	released	in	1996,	and	thereafter
his	reputation	included	all	the	adjectives	mentioned	just	now,	and	also	this	one:	Holy	shit.	Unfortunately,	the	text	had	not	arrived	in	time	or,	I	suspected,	Don	Basilio	simply	didn’t	want	to	publish	it.	”			“Sophie,	your	Papa	isn’t	really	insane.	Clouds	of	thick	black	smoke.			“Let’s	go.”	His	hand	touched	Christine’s	shoulders	lightly.	In	his	mind	there	had
been	nothingtobe	uncertain	about.	Well,	Rachel	was	going	to	miss	that.	The	boys’	mother,	it	should	be	said,	was	an	extremely	devout	woman,	a	writer	of	religious	poems	and	hymns.	For	a	moment,	there	had	been	pure,	shocking	terror.			“Why	did	you	need	fresh	air?”	he	asks.			“Let	go	of	me!”	I	yell,	kicking	at	the	hand	that’s	gripping	my	ankle	so
tightly	I’m	pretty	sure	it	might	bruise.	It	was,	indeed,	an	exclusive	neighborhood;	too	exclusive	for	Mr.	Hoo.	”			He	sent	her	a	stern	scowl.	I	think	I	get	smarter	with	every	breakup.”			“You	must	be	Einstein	by	now.	A	bottle	of	G2	and	a	protein	bar.			“I	hate	to	see	him	make	a	fool	of	himself.	Presora	was	quieter,	though;	a	smaller	town	that	had	still	taken
him	days	to	search,	checking	out	every	person	he	passed	on	the	street,	entering	every	building	he	was	able	to,	sending	his	other	self	into	the	ones	he	couldn’t.	He’d	expected	to	find	the	angel	frantic	and	desperate.	“There	are	seven	empty	chairs	up	here.”			“Almost	six,”	I	correct,	reminding	him	that	he	just	tried	to	murder	one	of	them.	Very	lovely.
Clive	Bell	and	Virginia	had,	in	fact,	engaged	in	a	hurtful	flirtation	soon	after	the	birth	of	Vanessa’s	first	child	in	1908.	But	despite	his	attention,	his	paranoia,	his	ceaseless	fretting	from	the	moment	Rachel	peed	a	blue	stripe	on	the	pregnancy	stick	to	the	time	they	wheeled	her	into	recovery	at	St.	Francis	Memorial,	Death	slipped	in.			It	was	then	that
she	heard	the	baby	crying.			I	dropped	my	bag,	plopped	down	in	my	chair,	and	picked	up	the	phone.	Then	he	opened	his	car	door	and	said,	“I’d	stay	and	wallow	in	your	misery,	but	I’m	late	for	an	appointment.”			Shade	knew	the	feeling.	Thinking	about	a	novel	she	was	calling	“The	Hours,”	Woolf	wrote	in	her	diary	in	1923	that	she	wanted	to	criticize
“the	social	system.”	Her	inclusion	in	the	novel	of	a	shell-shocked	war	veteran	named	Septimus	Warren	Smith	would	confuse	many	of	the	early	reviewers	of	her	fourth	novel,	Mrs.	I’m	alive.			Chapter	1			Shade’s	day	had	just	gone	from	crap	to	shit.	“Yeah?”			“What’s	wrong,	slick?”	Kates	drawled.	Only	that	Gostley	Castle	had	once	been	the	seat	of	the
Rothbury	dukedom,	in	Norman	times.	“I	was	too	ashamed.	A).	“What	thinkyou,	Runilda?”			“I	think	we	might	take	itin	another	little	bitinthe	shoulders,	my	lady.	To	counter	this,	in	remarks	that	were	consistent	with	his	Paul	Atreides	characterization,	Frank	Herbert	told	interviewers	that	he	did	not	want	to	be	considered	a	hero,	and	he	sometimes	said	to
them,	with	disarming	humility,	“I’m	nobody.”			Certainly	my	father	was	anything	but	that.			“Me?	You	can	do	a	book	review.”			Beatriz	sighed.	It’s	a	nice	eyebrow.			How	many	others	had	thought	the	same	as	they	paced	these	halls?	Lippett,	behind	the	scenes,	did	not	always	maintain	thatcalm	and	pompous	dignity	with	which	she	faced	an	audience	of
Trusteesand	lady	visitors.	Only	when	her	parents	were	around	with	their	unconditional	love	and	acceptance	did	shebriefly	forget	thatfact.			“That’s	’cause	al	you	ever	think	about	is	your	package,”	JJ	replies.	The	army	had	a	lot	of	paint,	and	was	always	happy	to	use	it.	Stood	up.	Both	were	military.	He	hadn’t	broken	in	here	to	steal,	even	if	in	the	past	he
wouldn’t	have	thought	twice.	Dan	took	my	face	in	his	hands,	“Stay	hidden	Catherine,”	and	he	ran	to	try	to	save	his	twin	brother.	And	then	her	delicious	tribute	to	Sherlock	Holmes,	The	Tattooed	Potato	and	Other	Clues.	But	she	didn’t	like	to	give	in	too	quickly.	Rixon	was	the	fall	en	angel	who	used	to	possess	his	body	every	year	during	the	month	of
Cheshvan,	and	he	was	as	good	as	dead.	Not	yet.”	She	was	smug	as	she	leaned	closer.			Her	life	flashed	before	her	eyes.	No	obstructions.”			“The	crowd?”			“I’ve	been	watching	the	patterns	of	the	people	for	the	last	hour.	The	jacket	would	reduce	the	muzzle	blast	and	sonic	signature,	and	it	would	physically	reflect	back	toward	the	gun’s	stock	to
minimize	the	suppressor’s	length.	And	smokes	pot.	Almost	as	if	he’s	nervous	I’m	going	to	fall.	But	this	particular	firstWednesday,	like	its	predecessors,	finally	dragged	itself	to	a	close.Jerusha	escaped	from	the	pantry	where	she	had	been	making	sandwichesfor	the	asylum’s	guests,	and	turned	upstairs	to	accomplish	her	regularwork.	It	was	halfway
between	contempt	and	…	mockery.			“Liam!	Oh	my	God!”			He	paused	when	she	came	to	a	sudden	stop.	Maybe	that	would’ve	taught	the	selfish	prick	a	lesson.	I	walk	out	of	Safira’s	and	turn	left	to	the	coffee	shop	next	door.			“This	is	how	it’s	going	to	work,”	the	angel	hissed.	We’l	be	here	al	night	listening	to	stats	and	pointers	on	pitching	footbal	s…”		
“They’re	cal	ed	passes,	Kristen,”	I	reply.	Maybe	too	well.”	The	idea	made	him	uneasy.	“Yes,	what	is	it?”			“Sister,	my	grandfather	moved	to	this	country	from	Italy	in	1890,”	I	said.	It	sat	empty	for	a	spell,	and	then	it	was	given	to	the	newly	formed	110th	MP	Special	Unit	as	its	HQ.	Once	was	enough	to	realize	this	is	a	no-go	because	when	we	parted	from
said	hug,	she	looked	at	me	like	I	ran	over	her	dog.	In	today’s	overly	complex	world,	where	allies	and	foes	seemed	to	change	on	a	weekly	basis,	that	was	as	good	as	it	got.			With	his	dark	good	looks,	bold	smile	and	gentle	ways,	Cord	had	become	her	ideal,	her	dream,	her	savior,	her	prince	charming	in	battered	cowboy	boots	and	a	sweat-stained	white
Stetson.	Twelve	years	of	Muad’dib’s	Jihad	created	the	argument.	This	one	usually	goes	here,	and	does	that.	He	had	lost	two	more	on	this	trip	home	and	he	knew	who	to	blame.	Dalloway	(1925),	but	others	recognized	that	Woolf	was	breaking	new	ground	in	the	way	she	rendered	consciousness	and	her	understanding	of	human	subjectivity.	All	factors
dialed	in	on	scope.	Her	very	last	hope.			This	was	the	first	New	Year’s	Eve	I	was	hammered	in	longer	than	I	could	remember.	At	the	sound	of	the	horn	or	drum,	up	to	a	hundred	charmed	rocks	and	boulders	that	had	been	hovering	a	hundred	feet	above	the	ground	began	to	fall	towards	the	earth.	One	of	the	reasons	he	had	taken	that	last	tour	with	the
Marines.	Lordand	Lady	Straughtonand	all	theirpeople	surrounded	them,	all	but	one.	Two	big	ones	and	a	brand-new	baby.”			“Really?”	The	child	squatted	down	and	began	to	pet	the	sleeping	cat.	She	looked	at	me	walking	towards	our	house	and	mouthed	the	word	liar	.			“Martín,	my	friend,	circumstances	have	conspired	so	that	not	one	of	the	champions
on	our	payroll	is	on	the	premises	or	can	be	contacted	in	time.	The	one	with	the	green	roof?”			He	nods.	No	door,	no	gate.			As	you	read	Dune	Messiah,	enjoy	the	adventure	story,	the	suspense,	the	marvelous	characterizations	and	exotic	settings.	“This	is	bizarre,”	commented	Ms.	Fielding.	It	surprised	Cord	when	his	own	mother	sided	with	the	lawyer,
claiming	it	would	be	good	for	both	Ky	and	Cord.	I	locked	the	door.”			“Jesus	Christ!”	he	says,	relieved.	Webster,	J.	I’m	not	good	at	this	work.”			“Nonsense!	You’re	perfect.”			Meaning,	he	was	desperate.			The	soldiers	roughly	pushed	them	all	towards	the	jetty	where	a	ship	waited	for	them	to	be	loaded	onto.			He	missed	his	family.	and	from	there,	his
legs	disappeared	into	a	pair	of	weathered,	dusty	Hessians.	There	were	low-watt	bulbs	in	all	the	fixtures,	likewise.	She	firmly	believed	you	were	better	off	following	them.	But	Katarina	could	tell	that	Ashley’s	superior	attitude	had	gotten	under	my	skin.	Someday	I’m	going	to	have	a	horse,	too.	Your	boyfriend	live	here	or	something?”			His	comment
somehow	makes	me	feel	cheap.			I	feel	sorry	for	Marina.	’	I	wanted	to	tell	her	I’ve	been	on	something	much	bigger,	something	much	more	impressive	than	a	little	airplane.	I’ll	get	one	of	the	housekeeping	staff	to	get	them	cleaned.			CHAPTER	ONE			I	felt	stupid.	The	team	from	Ilkley	played	well	though	was	no	match	for	us,	for	we	had	been	practising
hard	all	month	and	scored	forty-two	times.	I	see	her	lip	twitch	as	she	looks	over	her	day’s	to-do	list.			Chapter	1			“YOU’RE	GOING	to	get	us	fucking	killed!”			Dex	ignored	Ash	and	hit	the	gas,	speeding	after	the	ambulance	heading	up	route	9A	toward	NY	Presbyterian	Hospital,	its	wailing	siren	and	flashing	lights	an	unyielding	reminder	of	what	he	stood
to	lose.	”			Hank	smiled	in	the	darkness.	Thereit	goes!	Lights	out.	.”	He	couldn’t	even	bring	himself	to	say	cum.	This	is	not	the	first	time	I’ve	noticed	him.	His	face	was	a	bloodied	mess	and	he	was	falling	in	and	out	of	consciousness.	The	Dom	was	to	be	thrown	through	the	final	barrel.	We	know	very	little	of	his	early	adult	life,	but	one	thing	he	definitely
did	at	least	once	was	to	listen	to	the	fiery	preacher	Girolamo	Savonarola,	head	of	the	influential	monastery	of	San	Marco.	There	is	also	a	super	tiny	change	room	at	the	back	of	the	store.	To	be	honest,	I’m	a	little	envious.	Easy	review	for	a	busy	Bea.	And	cut	away	theexcess.	In	which	case	immediate	action	was	always	the	best	bet.	I’ve	just	got	a	feeling
we	should	head	north	for	a	while.	“Shut	up,	Gab.”			I	take	the	open	spot	on	the	end	of	the	bed	and	look	back	and	forth	between	them.	That’s	when	it	happened.	Gemma	had	half	a	mind	to	crawl	under	the	horse	trailer	and	hide	until	Cash	and	his	jailbait	buckle	bunny	disappeared.			‘You	are	Harold	Incandenza,	eighteen,	date	of	secondary-school
graduation	approximately	one	month	from	now,	attending	the	Enfield	Tennis	Academy,	Enfield,	Massachusetts,	a	boarding	school,	where	you	reside.’	His	reading	glasses	are	rectangular,	court-shaped,	the	sidelines	at	top	and	bottom.	What	kind	of	psycho	do	you	think	I	am?”			He	decided	that	was	a	question	best	left	unanswered.	The	game	ended	when
the	bladder	was	successfully	punctured,	or	the	bladder-guardian	had	either	succeeded	in	hexing	all	opponents	out	of	the	running	or	collapsed	from	exhaustion.			Grand,	she	thought	unhappily.			The	week	passes	and	I	observe	the	man	from	afar.	The	THIRDS	was	a	step	in	the	right	direction	toward	uniting	Therians	and	Humans,	but	it	wasn’t	without	its
flaws.	As	well	ignore	what	lies	beneath	that	surface	as	…	as	try	to	understand	my	birthplanet,	Ix,	without	exploring	how	we	derived	our	name	from	the	fact	that	we	are	the	ninth	planet	of	our	sun.	I	just	carried	you	to	bed.”			“The	girls,”	I	whisper,	dazed.			‘Why	haven’t	we	ever	been	on	a	plane?’	I	asked	Katarina	that	night	as	she	peered	out	the	blinds	of
my	bedroom	window.	Whether	anything	will	come	of	it,	the	future	willshow.			They	were	threatening	towelloverher	lashes	andpour	down	her	face	when	Lord	Willham	Straughton	–	who	had	been	seated	quietly	in	a	chair	bythefire	–	stoodwith	a	squeakingof	leather	and	the	jangleof	mail.	But	while	much	of	his	work	is	challenging,	his	tone,	in	whatever
form	he’s	exploring,	is	rigorously	unpretentious.	The	date	had	failed	miserably	and	I	didn’t	think	being	kidnapped	had	been	the	problem.	Soon	the	management	decided	that	my	meteoric	career	would	have	a	weekly	outlet	as	long	as	I	continued	to	do	my	job	in	the	editorial	room	for	the	same	salary.	I	spent	all	day	yesterday	and	most	of	this	morning
packing	up	everything	I	own	from	my	apartment	back	in	San	Diego.	She’s	too	young	for	jewelry.”			His	heart	faltered.			He	gave	me	a	small	smile.			She	paused	to	let	the	two	female	trick	riders	by,	all	decked	out	in	flowing	purple	regalia.	On	the	other	hand,	there	are	those	who	feel	that	fiction	can	be	challenging,	generally	and	thematically,	and	even	on
a	sentence-by-sentence	basis	—	that	it’s	okay	if	a	person	needs	to	work	a	bit	while	reading,	for	the	rewards	can	be	that	much	greater	when	one’s	mind	has	been	exercised	and	thus	(presumably)	expanded.			Suddenly,	nearly	a	year	of	his	father’s	discomfort	when	they	talked	on	the	phone	rose	within	his	mind.	What’s	happening	with	the	battle—?”		
“Please,”	he	says,	gripping	my	shoulders.	“Of	course	I	didn’t	poke	a	hole	in	it.			He	continued	to	move	in	and	out	of	me	with	a	steady	rhythm.	The	broomstick	was	ideal	for	this	purpose;	it	required	no	explanation,	no	excuse	if	found	by	Muggles,	it	was	easily	portable	and	inexpensive.	Lippett	told	her,	thatwould	get	her	into	trouble	if	she	didn’t	take
care–but	keen	as	it	was,it	could	not	carry	her	beyond	the	front	porch	of	the	houses	she	wouldenter.			“Enjoying	his	fifth	wife,	and	the	tables	at	Monte	Carlo.”			“He’ll	never	learn.	“I’m	not	here	to	negotiate.	Ltd.,	11	Community	Centre,	Panchsheel	Park,	New	Delhi–110	017,	India			Penguin	Group	(NZ),	67	Apollo	Drive,	Rosedale,	North	Shore	0632,	New
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did	the	American	people	an	immense	favor	in	his	attempt	to	cover	up	the	Watergate	misdeeds.	Why?”			“No	one	knows	you’re	alive.”	He	turns	to	look	at	me.	This	didn’t	help	with	her	lightheadedness	problem.			In	a	burst	of	inspiration,	Hank	invaded	the	angel’s	mind,	teasing	apart	the	threads	that	formed	his	thoughts,	focusing	fixedly	on	redirecting
the	angel’s	intentions,	weakening	his	motivation,	all	the	while	whispering	a	hypnotic,	Release	Hank	Millar,	release	him	now—			“A	mind-trick?”	the	angel	scorned.	”			“It	does	now,”	Avelynagreed.	Obviously	he	couldn’t	see	Sloane	covered	in	dirt	and	grime.	The	witch	or	wizard	who	finds	him-	or	herself	Transfigured	into	a	bat	may	take	to	the	air,	but,
having	a	bat’s	brain,	they	are	sure	to	forget	where	they	want	to	go	the	moment	they	take	flight.			His	grip	on	my	butt	tensed	before	he	picked	me	up	and	turned	me	onto	my	back,	never	breaking	our	kiss.			It	wasn’t	much,	she	thought	as	she	limbered	up	with	a	few	stretches.	Vincent	had,	on	balance,	been	very	supportive	about	the	situation	with	my	ex-
boyfriend	Marty.	After	a	couple	of	close	calls,	they	got	to	the	hospital	before	the	ambulance.	Hotel	Essex,	Essex,	New	York,	care	of	Claudia	Spears—her	sister,	she	reminded	him,	who	was	about	to	get	married.	He	didn’t	hurt	his	head;	it	just	disappeared	for	a	second	or	two	in	the	rafters	and	then	re-emerged.)			The	story,	titled	“Keep	in	a	Cool,	Dry
Place,”	was	published	in	Northeast	on	Easter	Sunday,	1984.	I	paced;	I	apologized;	my	hair	fell	out;	I	caught	3:00-a.m.	reruns	of	Kojak	and	Rhoda	Morgenstern.			“Mother,”	she	hissed	in	the	darkness.			40	Sheffer	was	late,	as	usual.	Like	they	were	waiting	for	Sloane	to	come	out	and	tell	them	everything	was	okay.			“You’re	right.	Cord	had	told	Marla	as
much	over	the	phone.			I	love	doing	this.	Glancing	over,	she	saw	a	small	face	peeping	through	the	hedge	of	fairy	roses.	Not	yet.	Izzy	told	herself	she’d	grow	into	her	largish	nose	and	that	her	frizzled	hair	would	eventually	tame	itself.	The	minivan	always	smelled	faintly	of	dust,	mothballs,	and	body	odor,	despite	a	forest	of	smell-good	Christmas	trees
that	Charlie	had	hung	from	every	hook,	knob,	and	protrusion.			On	my	book	tour,	I	met	one	elderly	woman	who	informed	me	that	writers	like	me,	who	let	their	characters	use	four-letter	words,	are	degenerates	who	are	ripping	and	tearing	at	the	moral	fiber	of	this	great	country;	and,	twelve	or	thirteen	people	back	in	the	same	signing	line,	I	met	another
elderly	woman	who	stood	fidgeting	with	her	pocketbook	strap	as	she	informed	me	that,	in	her	humble	opinion,	I	was	“one	of	the	best	writers	to	ever	shit	behind	a	pair	of	shoes.”			In	Berkeley,	California,	a	middle-aged	man	told	me,	in	tears,	that	his	brother,	a	recent	suicide,	had	suffered	from	schizophrenia	and	that	my	novel	had	been	a	life	raft	tossed
to	him	at	a	time	when	he	thought	he	might	drown	from	guilt	and	despair.	“I	saw	it	when	I	was	searching	Google	Earth,	so	I	looked	it	up.	They	were	NCOs,	he	thought.			The	man	stepped	onto	the	sidewalk	and	squinted	against	the	sun’s	dying	glare.	Remember?”			He	didn’t	remember	clearly.	Somehow	she	was	certain	that	if	she	lifted	a	hand	to	that
glass	her	fingers	would	pass	right	through	it	until	they	found	his.	My	only	company	was	the	incessant	clacking	of	the	typewriter	echoing	in	the	darkened	hall	and	the	large	clock	on	the	wall	exhausting	the	minutes	left	until	dawn.			“Yes,	I	thought	you	might	try	something	rash.	“Gab,	we’ve	gone	over	this	before.			“Our	Mr.	Ogilvie	makes	his	own	rules,”
Christine	said.	The	dream	all	men	dream	of?”			Henry	glared	at	Ben	and	Ben	only	laughed.	But	Kellen’s	not	here,	is	he?”	Read	more	...	Sweet,	pudgy-cheeked	David.	“You	sure	you’re	at	the	right	apartment?”			“Positive.”			“Are	you	sure	he’s	drunk?”			“Positive.”			“Weird,”	he	says.	As	my	friend,	she	told	me	about	the	illness	that	was	the	true	test	of	her
bravery.	It	would	have	served	Adam	right	if	the	band	and	crew	had	left	him	to	find	his	own	way	from	Dallas	to	Austin.	Do	you	mind	swinging	by	my	place	to	pick	me	up	tomorrow?”	He	was	sort	of	without	a	car.	Both	Keepers	abandoned	the	goal	baskets	and	joined	the	hunt.			“No	scenes,	please.	How	the	hell	am	I	supposed	to	ever	forget	you?”			And
that	sucked.	“Upon	activation,	it	is	designed	to	temporarily	immobilize	the	angel.	I	can	tell	by	his	haircut	alone	that	he’s	the	kind	of	man	people	are	easily	impressed	by,	and	I	refuse	to	feed	into	his	ego.	Your	priorities	are	clear.	Yes,	actually	stomps	her	foot	and	pushes	her	chest	out	while	pouting	up	at	his	face.	She	remembered	sitting	in	that	truck
cab,	surrounded	by	the	scent	of	horses,	of	chewing	tobacco,	of	hay,	dust	and	the	underlying	tangy	aroma	of	his	cologne,	and	she’d	wanted	to	stay	right	there	with	him	forever.			While	other	people	his	age	were	either	going	home	to	spouses	and	kids	or	going	out	with	coworkers	or	maybe	on	a	date,	Robie	was	sitting	alone	in	a	glorified	closet	in	Central
Park	waiting	for	someone	to	appear	so	Robie	could	kill	him.	Sir	Leslie	died	from	cancer	in	1904,	and	shortly	thereafter	the	four	Stephen	children—Vanessa,	Virginia,	Thoby,	and	Adrian—moved	together	to	the	then-unfashionable	London	neighborhood	of	Bloomsbury.	Other	paymentthe	gentleman	does	not	wish.	Now	please	go	before	–	”			“She’s	not
sleeping,”	said	Mint	Green.			Lucca	punches	her	in	the	shoulder,	and	her	body	jerks	back	from	the	impact.	Another	element	in	Vanessa’s	concern	was	that	Virginia	was	twenty-eight	and	still	unmarried.	I	have	to	get	out	of	here	before	Franci	starts	to	blow	up	my	phone.	Heencircledhis	wife	withone	arm	as	heturned	tohisdaughter.			Dad	never	comes	to
my	practices	and	rarely	comes	to	games.	”			“We’re	not,”	he	barked.			She	heard	a	shriek	from	the	general	elevator	area	and	Beatriz	took	a	steadying	breath.	“Don’t	worry,	darling,	I’m	not	asking	you	to	take	the	job.”			“I	gather	you	have	someone	in	mind.”	He	took	her	glass	to	freshen	her	drink.			“Okay,”	he	yelled.	It	was	selfish	and	reckless.	He	took	a
sip	of	coffee,	set	it	down,	and	continued	to	watch	as	Ahmadi	finished	with	his	prearranged	questions.			I	sigh	quietly,	close	my	eyes	and	lean	my	head	against	the	stucco	wall	behind	me,	cursing	the	universe	for	ripping	this	peaceful,	introspective	moment	out	from	under	me.	The	refrigerator	door	slammed	closed	hard	enough	to	rattle	the	contents	as
she	turned	to	dart	through	the	opposite	doorway.	But	Father	John	held	his	ground	and	continued	to	yell	at	the	men,	damning	them	for	their	deeds.	I	just	came	to	see	her	for	a	few	minutes,	and	you	act	like	I’m	some	sort	of	criminal.”			“Not	a	criminal,”	Tina	said	coldly,	“just	an	idiot.	But,	Shade,	once	you	cool	down	a	bit,	we	need	to	have	a	man-to-man.”
		Shade	didn’t	want	to	talk	to	him.			“My	actions,	sir?”			“You	broke	protocol.”			Oh,	that.	I	like	that	he	doesn’t	even	know	me,	but	for	whatever	reason,	I’m	not	considered	most	people	to	him.	Was	I	supposed	to	tell	him?	”			A	sly	smile	lit	up	Cash’s	face.	The	defense	is	blitzing.	”			“Sir,	my	wife	is	trying	to	sleep	and	you’re	in	the	wrong	room.			Chapter
One			My	name	is	Tina			Rawr	Raaawr.	That	was	fine	with	him,	but	it	wouldn’t	ease	his	nerves	or	alter	the	sick	feeling	in	his	stomach.	She	left	Walter,	taking	their	daughter	out	West	to	a	California	uncannily	like	the	state	we	know	today,	“peculiarly	addicted	to	swift	enthusiasms,…a	seed-bed	of	all	manner	of	cults	and	theories,	taken	up,	and	dropped,
with	equal	speed.”11	There	she	supported	herself	(barely)	by	lecturing,	writing	for	small	magazines,	and	running	a	boardinghouse	(something	a	number	of	her	fictional	heroines	do	too,	as	it	was	one	of	the	few	acceptable	paths	then	open	to	single	women).	To	see	the	world	from	a	foreign	perspective.	Letting	out	a	long	breath,	she	bent	to	pick	up	her
gardening	tools,	while	Quigley	wound	himself	around	her	legs.	He	was	here	simply	to	execute	an	assignment,	with	emphasis	on	the	“execute”	part.	He’d	been	asked	to	leave	the	delivery	room,	first	by	the	ob-gyn	and	finally	by	Rachel.	Dex	understood	how	this	might	be	doubly	hard	for	the	team	what	with	having	lost	Gabe.			But	I	blinked	and	the	image
was	gone.	I	obviously	don’t	have	anything	better	to	do	with	my	night	off	than	taxi	you	around.			25	“Almond,	peanut	butter,	or	crunch?”			26	Beep!			27	The	thump	outside	woke	me	up.	Bullets	flying.	He	heard	Ash	suck	in	a	sharp	breath,	and	Dex	eased	his	foot	off	the	accelerator	just	enough	to	keep	the	ambulance’s	flashing	lights	in	sight	a	few	cars
ahead.			“A	little,	well,	I	don’t	know,	I	mean,	yes,	I	do	write	…”			“I	hope	you	write	better	than	you	speak.	In	1494	his	prophesy	came	true.	Catherine	slid	to	a	stop	and	frantically	searched	for	their	Dan	and	her	mother.	I	myself	doodled	absent-mindedly	on	a	copy	of	Theories	of	Transubstantial	Transfiguration	last	year	and	next	moment	found	the	book
beating	me	fiercely	around	the	head.	Don’t	let	me	down.”			…			I	spent	the	next	six	hours	in	a	trance.			“Just	let	me	talk	to	her,”	Shade	said.	“Can	I	speak	to	you	privately,	Doctor?”			“Of	course.”			The	doctor	walked	to	one	side,	and	Dex	accompanied	him,	his	voice	low	when	he	spoke.			“Hey,	whoa,”	Henry	said.			The	newly	paved	driveway	curved
sharply	and	doubled	back	on	itself	rather	than	brea	ch	the	city-county	line.			“What’s	your	name?”	he	asks.	“Are	you	sure	nobody	can	see	in?”	Sydelle	Pulaski	asked.			“No.	I’ll	find	my	way	home.	Over	the	course	of	two	minutes	he	turned	three	of	those	pieces	into	one	with	a	highly	specialized	purpose.	Reacher	watched	out	the	bus	window,	and	noted
the	familiar	sights,	and	catalogued	the	new	additions,	and	waited.			I	stare	at	the	guy	a	moment	longer,	wondering	if	he’s	ever	going	to	move.	She	spoke	highly	of	you,	but	perhaps	she	was	biased	since	you’re	roommates.			“Just	spit	it	out,	Lindsey.	His	lip	is	curled	as	he	looks	into	Safira’s	window.	But	there	were,	after	all,	a	man	born	Paul	Atreides	and
a	woman	born	Alia.	“There’s	only	one	apartment	left,	but	you’ll	love	it.	We	have	clutches,	necklaces,	bracelets,	bangles,	costume	jewellery,	rings,	and	hair	accessories.			Her	seventeenth	birthday	passed	without	any	pricking	of	fingers.	Though	his	office	door	stood	open—he	wasn’t	“allowed”	to	talk	to	her	otherwise—they	were	as	alone	as	they’d	been	in
weeks.	Gilman	would	certainly	have	scorned	such	intriguing	speculation.	Why	should	the	humble	broom	have	become	the	one	object	legally	allowed	as	a	means	of	wizarding	transport?	I	thought	of	the	lavishly	rich	visual	details	of	the	poem,	and	I	longed	to	see	how	she	would	illustrate	it.			46	Thomas	and	I	float	below	the	Falls,	easing.	From	there	she
could	see	her	gardens	,	the	meticulously	tended	blooms,	the	carefully	trimmed	hedges.			This	is	my	senior	year	at	Hundred	Oaks	High,	and	I’m	captain,	so	I’m	al	owed	to	keep	my	players	in	line.			She	was	wearing	one	of	those	short,	snug	little	T-shirts	she	liked	so	much.	Ana	had	noticed	a	moving	van	unloading	the	day	before,	and	she	concluded	she
was	meeting	one	of	her	new	neighbors.	To	make	matters	worse,	having	decided	in	1502	that	their	gonfaloniere,	or	first	minister,	should	be	elected	for	life,	the	Florentines	gave	the	job	to	Piero	Soderini,	an	honourable	man	but	chronically	incapable	of	making	any	kind	of	bold	decision.	“Stan’s	already	tried.”			“That’s	because	we	both	care	about	you.		
No	matter	how	hard	Dex	tried,	his	head	kept	replaying	the	scene	like	a	goddamn	looped	video:	Dex	bolting	for	the	front	door,	not	caring	what	might	be	on	the	other	side—getting	to	Sloane	had	been	all	that	mattered.	Or	he’d	once	dated	her	older	sister.			“And	.	It	doesn’t	occur	to	her	that	there	are	people	in	the	world	who	might	take	advantage	of
that.”			Equally	cool	now,	Ana	inclined	her	head.	We’re	there	at	least	three	times	every	day	to	get	our	coffee	fix,	and	believe	me	when	I	tell	you	Winnie’s	coffee	is	the	bomb.	Charles	marched	south	with	an	army	far	larger	than	any	Italians	had	seen	in	living	memory.	But	then,	she	didn’t	need	much.			An	intriguing	pair,	father	and	daughter.			The	smell	of
her	still	lingers	on	the	pillow	as	I	pull	it	over	my	face	and	block	the	sunlight.	It	was	clad	in	a	jewel-toned	silk,	her	trademark.	This	complicates	things.	He	was	totally	focused,	as	though	he	were	going	to	deliver	the	kill	shot	himself.	Pure,	untainted	non-fiction.	He	hated	when	Tina	called	him	stupid,	and	she	knew	it.			The	celebrated	annual	broom	race	of
Sweden	dates	from	the	tenth	century.	That’s	why	there’s	a	biology	textbook	on	Ella’s	lap.	He	belonged,	quite	solidly,	in	the	latter	category.	”			She	waited	to	see	if	he	would	recognize	it.	”			“You’re	already,	like,	one	hundred	times	the	quarterback	your	brother	was	in	high	school,	you	know.	and	he	saved	a	bunch	of	people’s	lives.”			Sister’s	facial
muscles	relaxed	a	tad.	It	would	keep	him	going	for	a	week.	“Pause	and	take	one	little	moment	to	remember	that	I	pay	you	four	hundred	dollars	a	month	to	review	sex	toys.	Far	from	home,	Machiavelli	would	frequently	receive	contradictory	orders	after	he	had	already	started	negotiating.			Snidget-hunting	was	reprehensible	in	many	ways.	‘Tisjust
thoseweddingjitters	Iwarned	you	about.	Of	course,	she’d	push	back	at	first,	but	she	needed	this.	After	a	night	of	alcohol-induced	sex,	she	left	without	a	word.	Or	the	one	delivered	by	Steve	Jobs’s	sister.	passed	through	him,	unbidden.	Hovering	over	the	edge	of	the	windowsill,	he	saw	just	the	tip	of	a	long	suppressor	can	screwed	onto	a	rifle’s	muzzle.
There	was	an	unmistakable	connection	between	us	that	I’d	never	felt	before.	“I	have	places	I	need	to	be.			He	focuses	on	his	cleats	before	saying,	“Can’t—it’s	a	practice	night,	remember?”	He’s,	like,	the	only	person	I	know	whose	parents	never	say	anything	about	school	nights—it’s	always	about	footbal	practice	and	games	in	the	Carter	household.	I
know	you	care,	Mel,	and	I	know	it’s	asking	a	lot	for	you	to	go	with	me	today	…”			“It’s	not—”			“It	is.”	Rose’s	eyes,	always	so	bright	and	cheery	before,	were	shadowed	with	a	grief	and	a	fear	that	never	ended.	Lippett	nodded.	The	angel	had	cut	off	his	oxygen.	Twin	brothers	to	Eunice,	Hugo	and	Staciushadmatchingpuglike	faces	thatat	the	moment	bore
cruelsmiles.			A	voice	blares	loudly	through	the	speakers	as	I	charge	down	the	wide	path	between	the	stands.	God,	he	was	such	an	idiot.	I’d	been	rubbing	it	into	your	head	with	my	thumb.	Kates	had	laughed.	We’re	done	here.	History	is	obsessed	by	Dune	as	desert,	as	birthplace	of	the	Fremen.	A	young	woman	launched	herself	straight	into	Cash’s
outstretched	arms.	I’m	doing	it	as	I	do	most	things,	for	the	satisfaction.”	Eve	glanced	toward	her	agent.	alive?”	I	ask.	Hopefully	it	will	simply	mean	moving	him	to	a	general	private	room	before	he’s	well	enough	to	discharge.”			“Can	I	see	him?”	Dex	asked.	Such	was	the	contempt	of	the	more	powerful	monarchs	that	he	was	often	obliged	to	wait	days	or
even	weeks	before	being	granted	an	audience.			I	stayed	at	the	Roosevelt,	with	the	cooperation	of	its	owner,	the	late	Seymour	Weiss,	for	nearly	two	months.	Benevolent.	Rowdy	might	live	under	his	roof	during	the	brief	times	he	was	home,	but	he	didn’t	bring	his	women	here	for	the	night,	and	he	knew	damned	good	and	well	Kelly	wouldn’t	bring	a	man
here.	It	was	usually	a	quick	assessment.	You	look	tired.	Dalloway			Notes	To	Mrs.			He’s	looking	at	my	cleavage	again	when	we	reach	floor	ten.	So,	you	know,	take	that.”			Ben	took	it.	“Don’t	bother.			All	that	remains	is	for	me	to	thank	you	for	supporting	Comic	Relief	and	to	beg	Muggles	not	to	try	Quidditch	at	home;	it	is,	of	course,	an	entirely	fictional
sport	and	nobody	really	plays	it.	That	there	would	be	no	midnight	rambles	in	a	battered	station	wagon	at	her	mother’s	whim.	Her	vision	went	dark	at	the	edges.	It	was	astonishing	to	Boone	that	a	child	who	had	lost	her	mother	at	the	tender	age	of	two	could	be	unaffected,	so	resilient,	so	completely	normal.			Thirty	seconds	and	I	no	longer	cared	what
Anne	had	to	say.	But	standing	this	close	to	Raine	and	knowing	he	couldn’t	slide	her	beneath	him	again	was	eviscerating	his	restraint.	Machiavelli	thus	grew	up	in	a	society	where	the	distance	between	how	things	were	actually	run	and	how	they	were	described	as	being	run	could	not	have	been	greater.			“One	step,	boy,	and	I’ll	slit	her	throat.”			“Liam
run!	Please	run!”	Catherine	gasped	as	the	blade	pressed	against	her	skin	hard	enough	to	make	her	bleed.	His	gaze	started	at	the	heels	of	her	high-heeled	silver	boots,	gradually	traveling	up	along	the	sexy	line	of	those	shapely	legs,	ending	at	her	luscious	ass	barely	hidden	beneath	an	extremely	short	denim	skirt.	I	work	for	the	biggest	marketing	firm
in	Boston.”	Read	more	...	Plants.	The	publisher	does	not	have	any	control	over	and	does	not	assume	any	responsibility	for	author	or	third-party	websites	or	their	content.			Her	heart	slammed.	But	above	all,	she	was	brave.	There	had	been	pain.			“Do	you	see	how	upset	you	make	her?”	Tina	wiped	at	Julie’s	runny	nose	with	a	pink	napkin	she	pulled	from
her	pocket,	and	then	scrubbed	the	frosting	off	Julie’s	cheek	with	an	unused	corner.			Owen	drew	his	hand	from	her	belly,	strangely	reluctant	to	do	so,	and	rose	from	the	edge	of	the	bed.	“I’d	rather	be	with	you.	(9	o’clock.)			Sallie	McBride	just	poked	her	head	in	at	my	door.	Although	Charlotte	kept	in	touch	(she	wrote	to	her	father	often,	asking	advice
about	her	studies),	she	always	resented	his	defection,	a	resentment	mixed	awkwardly	with	admiration.	Scattered	between	the	large	states	were	at	least	a	score	of	smaller	ones,	some	no	bigger	than	a	town	and	the	surrounding	fields,	and	all	constantly	under	threat	of	invasion	from	one	enemy	or	another.	“I	told	you	I	have	a	million	ways	to	make	you
feel	good	and	better.	I’m	going	to	marry	her	someday.”			Shade	shoved	him	into	the	door.	One	by	one	the	players	would	take	the	Dom,	or	ball	(actually	the	gallbladder	of	a	goat),	and	speed	through	a	series	of	burning	barrels	set	high	in	the	air	on	stilts.			I	didn’t	start	writing	short	stories	until	1981,	the	year	I	was	thirty,	but	I	believe	the	seeds	for	my
fiction	writer’s	life	may	have	been	planted	way	back	in	1961,	the	year	I	was	ten.	”			“If	you	don’t	mind	me	sayin’	so,	that	sucks.	While	he	waited	for	the	doctor	to	come	out,	Dex	stood	to	one	side	and	observed	his	teammates.	“Then	why	am	I	the	one	who	had	to	chase	you	down,	eh?”			Crap.			Mel	ignored	the	whistle	from	the	car	that	passed,	its	driver
grinning	appreciatively	at	her	long,	leanly	muscled	legs.	I	didn’t	mean	to	interrupt	you…and	your	girlfriend.	She	was	agitated	about	something.	“Lots	of	work	to	do.			‘Yeah?’	I	respond.	I	forgot	I	dyed	it	this	morning.	Eve	Benedict.	”			She	tried	to	wriggle	free.			I	hadn’t	thought	of	that.	New	York,	The	Century	co.	Where’s	Henry?”			“Hiding	in	the	bar,”
Claudia	said	while	the	bellhop	put	Beatriz’s	bags	on	the	luggage	rack.			We	enjoyed	a	spirited	game	of	Kwidditch	last	Saturday	night,	though	poor	Gunhilda	was	not	up	to	playing	Catcher,	and	we	had	to	use	Radulf	the	blacksmith	instead.	I	didn’t	know	who	he	was	or	what	he	was	fleeing	from,	but	during	the	next	six	hours	he	was	going	to	become	my
best	friend.	I	can	still	be	a	good	father	without	getting	entangled	with	you.”			Lindsey	shook	her	head.	And	what’s	the	third	reason?”	Ben	asked.	The	cure	consisted	of	the	patient’s	doing	nothing,	certainly	no	more	than	an	hour’s	daily	reading	or	writing	or	stimulating	talk.	“Do	you	have	anything	to	say	to	your	adoring	wife?	He	figured	someday	he’d
settle	down	and	have	a	family,	but	baby	or	no	baby,	he	didn’t	want	to	settle	for	a	woman	he	wasn’t	in	love	with.	There	was	no	doubt	in	his	mind	Sloane’s	condition	stemmed	from	his	time	at	the	research	facility.			Blakely	handed	Hank	a	small	mechanical	device	with	a	button	at	the	center	that	glowed	an	unearthly	shade	of	blue.	I	love	you,	Meems.	He
notices	me	on	the	exhale.	”			“I	just	gave	birth,	you	squirrel!”			“I’m	just	concerned	about	you.	As	the	minute	hand	would	prepare	to	move	toward	the	magical	moment	of	4:30,	it	would	first	lunge	back	a	bit,	then	thrust	forward	with	a	ca-chunk,	ca-chunk.	A	wire	fence	had	been	erected	along	the	north	side	of	the	building;	on	it	a	sign	warned:NO
TRESPASSING—Property	of	the	Westing	estate.	I	became	a	high	school	English	teacher.			He	said,	‘I’m	going	inside	now.’			No	response.	My	crime	was	to	discuss	this	as	a	phenomenon,	to	expound	upon	their	mental	arts	and	their	genetic	program.	A	list	of	options	came	up;	he	found	the	one	he	was	looking	for	and	selected	it.	Go	on	home.”			“If	you’re
sure.”			“Yep.”	Shade	didn’t	care	if	Tina	refused.	“I	don’t	think	that’s	possible.”			“Why	not?			Her.	In	fact,	it	was	the	most	critical	of	all.	“I	don’t	think	there’s	an	official	title	for	my	position,	but	I	like	to	refer	to	myself	as	a	flight	captain,	considering	I	do	send	people	as	high	as	twenty	stories	up	in	the	air.”			I	smile	at	his	words,	since	my	brother	and
father	are	both	pilots.	Not	lust,	just	male	awareness.	”			“Good	to	hear.			This	book	is	dedicated	to	Patricia	Moss,	who	was	as	generous	in	sharing	her	death	as	she	was	in	sharing	her	life.	A	blueberry,	Eunicehad	said,	and	suddenlythe	cloth	Avelyn	had	chosen	with	such	care	lostits	beauty	in	her	eyes.	“Are	you”—he	shakes	his	head—“I’m	sorry,	are	you
going	somewhere?”			It’s	only	then	that	I	realize	I’m	already	halfway	to	the	door.	She	cursed	herself	and	braced	for	another	low,	mocking	“no.	Not	that	he’s	done	anything	to	make	me	think	he	even	has	one.	He	never	operated	in	perfect	conditions.			A:	Ahhh!	The	ultimate	appeal	to	a	historian!			Q:	Will	you	cooperate	then?	Catching	a	whiff	of	his
shaving	cream	as	she	lingered	in	front	of	the	same	bathroom	mirror	he	used	every	day.			The	window	shattered.	Okinawa,	possibly.	Woolf	herself	received	no	formal	education	beyond	some	classes	in	Greek	and	Latin	in	the	Ladies’	Department	of	King’s	College	in	London,	beginning	in	the	fall	of	1897.	I	paid	my	bill	like	any	other	visitor,	though	I
received	special	privileges.			I	love	my	job.	Security,	in	theory,	but	not	in	practice,	because	the	gates	were	standing	open.	I	pull	myself	up	and	lock	the	door,	the	dead	bolt,	and	the	chain	lock	as	quickly	as	I	can.	I	broke	the	kiss	and	started	another,	this	time	ready,	and	our	tongues	wrestled	playfully.	I	balance	my	phone	against	my	ear	with	my	shoulder
and	dig	inside	my	purse	for	the	key	Corbin	sent	me.	”	Avely	nwatched	him	leave,	then	glanced	downas	her	maidtugged	at	the	material	of	her	gown.	”			“Or	a	tail.	He	didn’t	have	the	time	or	inclination	for	any	kind	of	reaction	to	any	kind	of	woman.	The	baddest	of	the	bad,	I	give	you,	the	one,	the	only,	Remington	‘Riptide’	Tate!”			A	shiver	runs	along	my
spine	as	the	crowd	goes	crazy	over	the	name	alone,	especially	the	women,	and	their	eager	shouts	tumble	one	atop	the	other.	“I	will	not	let	them	just	take	you.”			“I’d	thank	you	to	get	your	hands	off	my	cargo.”	Charles	and	Catherine	turned	to	see	a	man	standing	on	the	gangplank.	Any	resemblance	to	actual	people	living	or	dead,	events	or	locales	is
entirely	coincidental.	Where	is	he?	Hammer	cleared	his	throat.			“The	chit	needs	to	toughen	up,	seriously.	The	dog	would	not	find	easy	employment.	“I	like	our	new	house.”			“Yeah?”	He	smoothed	her	hair,	as	always	enjoying	the	texture	of	it	under	his	palm.	But	she	was	there	alone.			They	faced	north,	gaping	like	statues	cast	in	the	moment	of
discovery,	until	Turtle	Wexler,	her	kite	tail	of	a	braid	flying	behind	her,	raced	her	bicycle	into	the	driveway.			“Is	Tina	going	to	be	pissed	that	you	missed	Julie’s	party?”			“Tina	is	pissed	that	I	breathe,”	Shade	said.	”			The	corners	of	the	angel’s	mouth	tipped	up,	but	it	was	hardly	a	smile.	These	monthly	letters	are	absolutely	obligatory	on	yourpart;	they
are	the	only	payment	that	Mr.	Smith	requires,	so	you	must	beas	punctilious	in	sending	them	as	though	it	were	a	bill	that	you	werepaying.	Most	of	the	guys	are	already	goofing	off	and	heading	over	to	watch	cheerleading	practice	across	the	field,	but	I	ignore	them	and	look	up	into	the	stands.	Not	that	I	ever	paid	any	attention	to	his	opinion,	though.	It
could	be	a	coincidence,	but	the	way	things	have	gone	recently,	I	am	not	a	big	believer	in	coincidences.	The	longer	I	stay	in	it,	the	more	I	worry	there’s	no	coming	back.			But	he’d	answered	that	call.	Italmost	seemed	thatshe	wasavoidinghim.	Liam	and	Dan	were	at	her	side	a	moment	later.	My	fellowship	commenced	in	January	of	1993.	For	ninety
minutes.	As	the	date	drew	near	for	his	second	anniversary,	the	fact	that	it	wasn’t	uppermost	in	his	mind	alarmed	him.	“Well,	if	they	comedownanytime	soon,	please	tell	Father	I	needa	word	withhim.			‘Sit	down,	Jerusha,	I	have	something	to	say	to	you.’	Jerusha	droppedinto	the	nearest	chair	and	waited	with	a	touch	of	breathlessness.			The	guy	repeated
the	two	affirmative	answers	into	the	phone,	and	listened	some	more.	I	open	the	store	at	nine	a.	Nothing	he	hadn’t	seen	a	thousand	times	before.	Finger	combed	her	hair	and	inhaled	a	deep	breath.	Still,	if	Vidal	says	so.”			Pedro	Vidal	was	the	star	writer	at	The	Voice	of	Industry.	I’ll	never	forget	how	loud	she	screamed	when	I	dragged	her	away.	I’m	both
aroused	and	infuriated,	and	this	is	the	most	confusing	feeling	I’ve	ever	felt	in	my	life.	Considerate.			‘Everything	okay?’	I	ask.	Names,	characters,	places,	and	incidents	either	are	the	product	of	the	author’s	imagination	or	are	used	fictitiously,	and	any	resemblance	to	actual	persons,	living	or	dead,	business	establishments,	events,	or	locales	is	entirely
coincidental.	I’m	looking	for	Cash	Big	Crow.	”			Charlie	mumbled	something	into	the	covers.	It	wasn’t	what	she	wanted	to	hear.	The	problem	would	be	overcome	by	publishing	a	four-column	human	interest	piece	for	the	entertainment	and	edification	of	our	loyal	family-oriented	readership.	Her	challenge	hit	its	mark.	Her	arms	tightened	around	his	neck
and	she	buried	her	wet,	little	face	against	his	shoulder.	I	can	hear	them	talking	inside,	but	their	voices	die	quickly.			EARLY	BIRD	BOOKS			FRESH	EBOOK	DEALS,	DELIVERED	DAILY			BE	THE	FIRST	TO	KNOW—			NEW	DEALS	HATCH	EVERY	DAY!			PRAISE	FOR	THE	WRITING	OF	ARTHUR	HAILEY			“[Hailey]	has	the	natural	storyteller’s	gift	of
keeping	a	reader	avidly	turning	the	pages.”	—The	New	York	Times	Book	Review			“A	real	zinger	of	a	suspense	story	…	Once	in	a	very	long	time	a	book	comes	along	that	is	such	a	spellbinder.”	—The	Denver	Post	on	Airport			“Instant	readability	…	catches	the	reader	by	the	lapels	and	holds	him	through	its	last	crowded	page.”	—Chicago	Tribune	on	Hotel
		“Excitement,	action,	suspense	…	with	eight	cylinders.”	—Detroit	News	on	Wheels			“Enough	about	bankers	at	work	to	enlighten	and	entertain,	and	enough	about	bankers	at	play	to	titillate	…	Really	hard	to	put	down!”	—BusinessWeek			Hotel			Arthur	Hailey			FOREWORD			A	Message	to	New	Readers			Well,	here	we	go	once	more!			My	novel	Hotel
has	remained	alive	and	active	for	thirty-five	years	and	shows	no	sign	yet	of	disappearing.	No	family	to	see.	I	was	seventeen	and	worked	at	The	Voice	of	Industry,	a	newspaper	that	had	seen	better	days	and	now	languished	in	a	barn	of	a	building	that	had	once	housed	a	sulfuric	acid	factory.			A:	Beware	lest	you	make	a	martyr	of	me.	Reacher	saw	an
image	of	his	father	in	his	mind.	“Since	you	came	to	Shadows,	I’ve	kept	tabs	on	your	cycle	every	single	month.	He’s	gone.	So	dragging	herself	out	of	a	lover’s	arms	before	making	her	way	to	the	kitchen	for	a	snack	wasn’t	a	scenario	that	was	likely	to	happen	here.	Everything	meant	something	in	my	insane	world.	“You	could	have	removed	her	tail	in	the
delivery	room	and	we’d	never	know.	“No,”	he	says.	Celtic	tattoos	circle	both	of	his	arms,	exactly	where	his	bulging	biceps	and	the	rigid	square	deltoids	of	his	shoulders	meet.			“What,	what’s	wrong,”	he	asked	as	he	shot	up.	But	had	he	actually	touched	the	outside	of	the	rubber	to	his	jizz-sticky	skin?	He	sighed	again	and	shrugged	his	shoulders.			A
deafening	howl	thundered	out	of	Hank’s	body.	“I	didn’t	mean	to	make	you	worry,	Daddy.	One	day,	Ellen	confided	that	she	had	always	wanted	to	adapt	Goblin	Market,	by	Christina	Rossetti,	as	a	picture-book	text.	Or	unemployed.	It’s	attached	to	a	nice	face,	which	is	attached	to	a	nice	head,	which	is	attached	to	a	nice	body.	“I	may	beable	to	come	up
with	athing	ortwo,”	he	said,	thenurgedher	away	from	the	table	andin	the	general	directionof	the	stairs.	But	perhaps	not	as	easily	as	he	once	had.	But	as	soon	as	she	returned	to	husband,	home,	and	child	the	depression	tugged	her	back	down.			What	little	light	had	come	from	the	torches	and	moon	disappeared	and	Catherine	widened	her	tearful	eyes	as
she	tried	to	see	in	the	darkness.	Anything	longer	than	that,	and	I	will	rip	you	apart,	one	piece	at	a	time.	There	was	a	lone	Humvee,	dark	green	and	black,	huge	and	menacing	next	to	a	small	red	two-seater.	Woolf	later	wrote	to	Vanessa	that	she	had	written	Three	Guineas	partly	as	an	argument	with	Julian.	I	was	self-supporting	of	course,	a	necessary
base	for	freedom	which	the	young	revolters	of	today	often	overlook.”10	Relief	bounces	audibly	through	the	phrases.	”			Raine	jerked	from	his	grip.	Limo	is	about	to	stop.”			“Copy	that.”			“Give	me	a	sixty-second	buffer	before	you’re	about	to	fire.	Mourning	the	disappearance	of	his	girlfriend,	then?	Usually	Freshmen	can’t	get	singles;they	are	very
scarce,	but	I	got	one	without	even	asking.	“But	first	release	Nora.	These	opposites	are	linked	together	by	an	almost	obsessive	use	of	because,	so	that,	hence,	therefore,	as	a	result,	as	a	consequence.	The	sauce	sticks	to	the	bottom	and	burns	if	it	isn’t	stirred	now	and	again.	The	one	thing	I	know	about	Franci	is	that	she	won’t	stop	calling	until	I	answer.		
‘What	do	you	mean,	“Not	really”?			When	I	don’t	answer	him,	he	brings	the	joint	back	to	his	mouth	and	takes	another	hit.	He	clenched	the	panic	device.	“Paul,	without	getting	on	your	literary	hobby	horse,	what	do	you	think	of	Julia	Summers	professionally?”			“She	does	what	she	does	well	enough.	We’ll	stop	for	real	food	in	about	an	hour.”			“Thanks
again,	Owen,”	she	said,	scooting	awkwardly	up	the	mattress	and	rolling	onto	her	side.	They	were	almost	at	the	hospital,	which	meant	more	traffic.	”			A	rosy	flush	suddenly	stained	her	cheeks.	“I	won’t	even	come	inside.”			“Daddy!”	Julie	screamed.	“Wish	me	luck,	Blakely.	Owen,”	she	corrected.			3			Peter	McDermott	rode	the	elevator	to	the	ninth	floor,
leaving	Christine	who	was	to	continue	to	the	fourteenth	with	her	accompanying	bellboy.	And	he’s	much	more	than	that.”	As	she	spoke,	her	head	tilted	to	the	side	and	smoke	swirled	in	her	eyes	to	cover	up	the	flame.	It	was	meant	for	you.”	He	flung	open	the	door	to	3D.	But	not	one	of	those	men	broke	through	the	thick	wall	I’ve	built	around	myself.	It
was	winter,	and	the	building	had	always	been	dark.	”			“Thanks.	The	poor	little	Snidget	shot	up	and	down	the	pitch	seeking	a	means	of	escape,	but	the	wizards	in	the	crowd	forced	it	ba	ck	with	Repelling	Spells.	I	wanted	Sister	Mercy	to	like	me.	”			Charlie	went	down	on	one	knee	next	to	the	bed	and	took	one	of	Sophie’s	tiny	hands	between	his	fingers.
“Thanks,”	I	say,	even	though	it’s	not	true.			In	ten	hours	and	eleven	minutes	it	would	be	time	to	go	to	work.	You’d	think	I	would’ve	seen	this	coming	since	I	was	the	Immortal	and	empathic,	but	I	was	lame.	But	since	the	day	I	moved	to	Boston	two	years	ago,	I	haven’t	had	a	backyard.			INTRODUCTION			Until	1970,	Ellen	Raskin	was	considered	an
illustrator,	not	an	author,	although	she	had	written	the	texts	of	her	notable	picture	books,	such	as	Nothing	Ever	Happens	on	My	Block;	And	It	Rained;	and	Spectacles.			He’s	looking	at	the	wall	and	at	the	floor	and	at	the	bedsheets	and	at	the	way	his	knuckles	look	when	he	clenches	his	fists	but	no	not	at	me	he	won’t	look	at	me	and	his	next	words	are
so,	so	soft.	It	was	so	much	better	than	the	coffee	at	the	office.	He	turned	off	the	computer	and	stood	up,	swinging	his	bag	over	his	shoulder	–	and	then	his	glance	fell	on	the	woman’s	bookcase,	and	he	was	lost.			Women	are	different,	he	decided.	He	looked	Dex	over,	shuffled	through	the	packs,	and	handed	Dex	a	Human	size	medium,	followed	by	a	small
toiletry	bag.	If	you’re	never	heard	from	again.	”			“He’ll	show	up	late,	if	at	all.	“Why	did	you	bring	me	here	again—?”			“Juliette,	please,	I’m	not	going	to	hurt	you—”			“Then	why	did	you	bring	me	here?”	My	voice	is	starting	to	break	and	I’m	struggling	to	keep	it	steady.			There	was	Ash	tackling	some	Therian	perp	to	the	ground	during	a	case	and
restraining	him,	looking	fierce	and	menacing.	(Years	later	she	would	stringently	dissect	such	pressures.)			Her	doubts	were	well	founded.	Both	be	actively	involved	in	the	kid’s	life.”	He	was	saying	the	words	calmly,	but	was	pretty	sure	he	was	breaking	out	into	hives.	I	want	my	child	to	have	a	father.”			“And	that’s	why	you	waited	until	you	were	huge
pregnant	to	come	looking	for	one?”			Lindsey	hung	her	head.	A	hundred	planes	roared	overhead	every	hour,	always	interrupting	Katarina’s	teaching,	as	well	as	the	little	free	time	I	had	to	spend	with	my	only	friend,	a	skinny	girl	next	door	named	Ashley.	One	has	Raspberry	bullets	in	it,	which	are	my	all-time	favorite;	the	other	holds	red	wax	lips.			The
door	opened	at	last	and	a	small,	round	woman	wearing	a	business	suit	came	out.	And	until	1969,	I	didn’t	really	know	her,	although	when	I	was	the	children’s-book	editor	at	Holt,	Rinehart	and	Winston,	she	had	illustrated	Books:	A	Book	to	Begin	On,	by	Susan	Bartlett,	and	Come	Along!,	by	Rebecca	Caudill—as	well	as	doing	for	us	some	of	the	one
thousand	book	jackets	of	which	she	was	so	proud.	It	was	so	far	from	normal	that	he	knew	with	a	clench	of	his	gut	that	he	wasn’t	going	to	like	whatever	the	hell	had	been	going	on	here.	If	this	were	an	SAT	question,	I	would	ask	which	one	didn’t	belong.	As	we	continue	to	wait	for	Crayton,	she	opens	the	biology	book	on	her	lap	and	stares	at	the	pages.
Now	she	was	a	queen	with	a	keen	mind	and	keen	tongue.	Delirious,	too.	He	had	stayed	as	far	away	from	his	dad’s	home	as	possible,	spending	the	six	weeks	he	was	back	on	the	boat	he	kept	at	the	marina.			Then	that	frantic	phone	call	two	months	before.	I	have	to	take	good	care	of	her	and	give	her	food	and	water	and	brush	her	and	everything,	’cause
she’s	my	responsibility.”			“She’s	very	beautiful,”	Ana	said	soberly.	“It	looks	like	a	goddam	n	potato	sack!”			I	feel	the	flush	rising	up	my	neck	and	I	so	badly	want	to	scratch	at	it.	He	hadn’t	done	anything	wrong.			My	first	time	came	one	faraway	day	in	December	1917.			She	said	nothing	as	her	companion	fixed	her	a	drink.	His	fingers	brushed	his
pocket,	slipping	inside.	He	takes	three	cigarette	breaks	a	day.			“Sergeant	Maddock,	a	word	please.”			Clearly	dealing	with	the	THIRDS	didn’t	mandate	the	same	patience	required	for	civilians.	Dealing	with	the	government	had	that	effect	on	people.	The	large	double	doors	are	the	typical	ones	you’d	normally	see	at	a	club.	That	was	something	she	never
forgot.	He	opened	the	car	door	and	the	odor	of	the	unwanted	–	the	wares	of	the	thrift-store	owner	–	washed	over	him.	Then	his	eyes	glazed	over	as	if	he	were	looking	off	to	the	horizon.	But	with	a	trained	sniper	at	an	elevated	position	it	was	like	a	fifty-yard	gash	in	the	side	of	a	ship	with	a	billion-candlepower	beacon	lighting	it.			In	one	swift	movement,
he	brought	the	dagger	down.	They	were	there	too,	the	healer	twins,	they	helped	Warner.			Lucca	and	I	are	tighter.	“You’re	here	now.	“You	in	trouble	again,	man?”	JJ	asks	in	his	deep	voice.	I	love	my	team.	“We’re	coming	back.	“Catherine?			His	breathing	accelerated	even	as	he	knew	the	shooter’s	respiration	was	heading	the	other	way,	achieving	cold
zero,	which	was	what	one	needed	to	make	a	long-range	shot	like	this.			Leaving	the	scented	bedroom,	Seb	started	searching,	his	steps	echoing	on	the	tiled	floors.	It	caught	him	as	designed,	hard	on	the	ear,	and	the	guy’s	head	snapped	sideways	and	bounced	off	his	partner’s	shoulder,	by	which	time	Reacher	was	already	throwing	a	right-hand	uppercut
under	the	partner’s	chin.	In	the	latter	novel,	I	was	also	a	turn-of-the-century	Sicilian	immigrant.			Warner’s	father	put	a	bullet	in	my	body	and	I	can	still	feel	the	echoes	of	it.			6	I	read	the	note.	You	certainly	don’t	need	the	money,	or	the	publicity.”			“My	dear	boy,	I’m	not	doing	this	for	the	money	or	the	publicity.	The	heat	in	my	core	radiated	out	into	a
blanket	of	sensual	pleasure.	Izzy	watched	drops	pinging	off	the	flagstones.	Penniless.	His	former	best	friend.	“I	can’t	show	up	empty-handed.			“Who	said	you	could	sit	down?”	muttered	Don	Basilio	without	raising	his	eyes	from	the	text.	It’s	easier	to	reason	with	a	stick	of	butter	than	a	hormonal	female	teen.	He	much	preferred	the	old	woodland-pattern
battledress	uniform.	The	distance	and	time	apart	has	seemed	to	get	him	off	my	back	for	the	last	few	years,	but	moving	in	with	him	will	be	the	ultimate	test	of	our	patience.	That	it	was	written	in	three	years	by	a	writer	under	thirty-five	is	very	painful	to	think	about.	Thinking	of	her	son,	Julia	looked	down	at	the	presents	stacked	under	the	tree.	He	hadn’t
seen	for	sure;	he’d	just	assumed.	Virginia	began	to	establish	herself	as	an	important	novelist	and	influential	critic.	And	even	after	four	years	she	didn’t	take	it	for	granted.			The	hand	with	the	wedding	ring	on	it.			The	gates	were	closing	behind	him.	The	serialized	“Dune	Messiah”	was	named	“disappointment	of	the	year”	by	the	satirical	magazine
National	Lampoon.			“Give	me	the	truth,”	he	demanded.	They	probably	should	have	left	the	chick	behind	the	stadium	instead	of	inviting	her	on	the	tour	until	the	band—or	more	likely	he—figured	out	what	to	do	with	her.	Very	swift,	very	painful	and	totally	inappropriate.	Been	sending	people	on	flights	now	for	more	than	fifteen	years,	I	think.	I	didn’t,
though,	because	I	knew	I	had	to	keep	Lorien	secret.	Inside,	toiletry	items	and	stacks	of	sealed	plastic	packaging	containing	gray	scrubs	filled	it.	Head	tilted	back	to	keep	the	cigarette	smoke	from	her	eyes,	she	looked	casually	across	the	city.	And	here	she	was	on	her	way	to	a	wedding	with	no	date,	no	boyfriend,	and	no	time	to	go	back	to	her	apartment
and	get	another	book.	A	very	neat	trick,	she	mused	as	she	carried	the	tools	into	her	greenhouse.	”			Liam	O’Neill	clutched	the	little	box	in	his	hand	and	rehearsed	the	speech	in	his	head	again.	This	started	a	train	of	thought	in	Ben’s	psyche	“Why	important,”	he	wondered?	He	assumed	it	was	genetic.	‘Twasnothing	to	get	all	worked	up	about.	Liam
struggled,	but	it	was	obvious	that	soon	his	fight	for	air	would	be	over.	Like	a	legit	house,	built	right	on	the	rooftop.	I’m	sure	Coach	is	going	to	start	you.	When	she	was	asked	to	read	aloud	an	excerpt	from	The	Westing	Game	on	a	program	at	the	New	York	Public	Library,	she	chose	Chapter	14,	including	the	part	where	Theo	sings	the	third	verse	of
“America,	the	Beautiful”	to	Angela.	Sixth	floor	of	the	apartment	building’s	east	face,	fourth	window	over	from	the	left.	You	don’t	want	attention	called	to	the	fact	that	Muad’dib	was	the	Sisterhood’s	hoped	for	captive	messiah,	that	he	was	their	kwisatz	haderach	before	he	was	your	prophet.	Approached,	with	trepidation,	Sister’s	big	wooden	desk.			I
can’t	screw	this	season	up.			She	laughed	a	little.	Now	they’ve	got	two	big	heavy	rocks	flying	around	trying	to	knock	them	all	off	their	brooms.	None	of	my	workers	know	this.	Why	wouldn’t	a	famous	quarterback	want	his	kid	to	fol	ow	in	the	family	footsteps?	The	man	took	a	step	away	from	the	reporters.			“When	my	sister	told	me	what	happened,	the
only	thing	I	could	think	about	was	whether	or	not	he	got	the	shot.	“In	case	you’ve	forgotten,	it	was	my	cock	riding	your	pussy,	precious.	My	name	is	Tina.	Bulky,	sweaty	men	with	guns	and	earwigs	looked	everywhere	for	danger.	Hunters	had	the	skill	and	jurisdiction	to	hunt	and	kill	any	vampire	that	broke	the	decree	that	stated	no	humans	were	to	be
bitten	or	harmed	by	vampires.	Here	we	go	again…	Every	day	the	same	shit—him	struggling	to	reach	her,	her	hiding	behind	her	defenses.	”			“And	that	would	be	different	how?”			“New	reasons,	that’s	how.	He	headed	up	the	wide	walk	to	the	front	door	with	the	most	ridiculous	pink	bag	in	existence	dangling	from	one	hand.	“I’ll	give	you	my	opinion,	and
then	my	help.”			“What	project?”			Both	women	looked	toward	the	doorway	at	the	sound	of	the	man’s	voice.	Regret—Fiction.	I	can’t	remember	which	apartment	number	he	said	was	his.			All	h	e	really	wanted	was	sleep,	a	few	lazy	days	to	tend	his	horses,	toy	with	his	business,	interfere	in	the	lives	of	his	cousins.	He	was	close	to	his	ninth	birthday	when
the	captured	Pazzi	conspirators,	one	an	archbishop,	were	hung	upside	down	from	the	high	windows	of	the	city’s	main	government	building	and	left	there	for	weeks	to	rot.	The	sensation	was	at	once	too	much	and	not	enough;	I	moaned	and	thrust	my	hips	out	toward	him,	wanting	to	take	all	of	his	impressive	length.	Coffee?”			I	hated	that	he	could	do
that.	If	you’ve	wasted	my	time	tonight,	it’s	going	to	be	an	unpleasant	night	for	your	girlfriend.			Before	leaving	yesterday	morning,	Mrs.	He	still	couldn’t	believe	they’d	deny	vital	information	that	would	impact	one	of	their	agent’s	lives.	Not	then.	The	little	bird	came	zooming	into	my	hand.	“Hey.”			“Tate?”			“Yep,”	I	reply,	wondering	why	he	always
double-checks	to	see	if	it’s	me.	“How	about	this	carpeting?			Sister	looked	up	from	the	papers	she	was	correcting.	Something	about	height	symmetry.”			“Next	time	you	get	married…don’t.”			Henry	tapped	his	forehead.	Moreover,	Snidget-hunting,	which	was	usually	undertaken	in	broad	daylight,	led	to	more	Muggle	broomstick	sightings	than	any	other
pursuit.	Be	there	in	five.”			When	I	heard	the	dial	tone,	I	stared	in	disbelief.	I’m	the	one	doing	the	geopolitical	wrangling	on	these	suckers.	But	Shade	had	lost	the	rest	of	his	depleted	sense	of	humor	when	he’d	been	forced	to	have	a	maid	let	him	into	Adam’s	hotel	room	so	Shade	could	get	his	sorry	ass	out	of	bed	at	one	o’clock	in	the	afternoon.	Duckett’s
a	couple	inches	shorter	than	me,	so	I	put	a	hand	on	his	shoulder	and	walk	him	down	the	sideline.	The	ambulance	arrived	seconds	later,	and	Dex	ran	up	to	it,	watching	with	his	heart	in	his	throat	as	the	backdoors	swung	open	and	the	EMTs	rushed	out.	Avelyn	shared	a	smile	withRunilda,	then	shookher	headather	mother	and	saidwithfondexasperation,
“Do	I	lookso	hideous	that	it	would	see	you	in	tears,	Mother?”			“Nay!”	Lady	Straughton	gasped	in	denial.			His	head	tilted,	his	lips	slanting	over	hers,	and	he	swore	he	saw	stars	as	the	sweet	taste	of	her	exploded	against	his	senses.	He’s	still	the	same	bossy	brother	he	always	was.	The	ready	kit	you	packed	covered	everything,	I	think.	He	pointed	at	the
shot	glass.			Sunset	Towers	was	a	quiet,	well-run	building,	and	(except	for	the	grumbling	Mr.	Hoo)	the	people	who	lived	there	seemed	content.	I	wrote	and	rewrote	every	line	as	if	my	life	depended	on	it,	and	then	rewrote	it	again.	I	can	feel	it…Hit	the	showers.	The	Immortal	was	already	inside	of	me,	it’s	not	like	the	guide	was	going	to	take	one	look	at
me	and	yank	it	out	because	I	wasn’t	pretty.	He	took	it	hard.	There	are	just	three	things	that	I	know:			I.	It’s	either	1816	or	1814.			Entering	a	Borders	bookstore	in	Austin,	Texas	to	autograph	copies	of	my	book,	I	passed	none	other	than	Monica	Lewinsky,	exiting	after	having	autographed	copies	of	hers.			After	a	moment,	I	tried	again.	“Sorry,	Mom,”	I
yell	back,	walking	past	the	kitchen	and	heading	toward	the	chair	next	to	the	fireplace.	With	his	cock.	Three-year-olds	don’t	party	until	two	a.m.”			“One	time	I	called	that	late.	We	have	an	obligation,	to	ourselves,	chiefly,	to	see	what	a	brain,	and	particularly	a	brain	like	our	own	—	that	is,	using	the	same	effluvium	we,	too,	swim	through	—	is	capable	of.		
I	turned	round,	thinking	I	was	the	object	of	some	cruel	joke.	It	mattered	little	to	him	that	the	newspaper	was	losing	money	as	quickly	as	the	new	automobiles	that	were	beginning	to	circulate	around	Barcelona	leaked	oil:	with	its	abundance	of	nobility,	the	Vidal	dynasty	was	now	busy	collecting	banks	and	plots	of	land	the	size	of	small	principalities	in
the	new	part	of	town	known	as	the	Ensanche.	All	the	better.	“Inappropriate.	I	know	this	shit	weighs	you	down.”			Shade	smiled	at	Owen.	So,	to	get	to	the	point,	because	it’s	Christmas	and	because	I	want	your	friend	to	shut	up	once	and	for	all,	I’m	offering	you	a	head	start,	against	wind	and	tide.”			“Thank	you	so	much,	Don	Basilio.			Just	one	year	later,
in	1882,	she	met	Walter	Stetson,	a	young	painter	who	pursued	her	with	tenacity.	”			“We	passed	inappropriate	when	Liam…”	Sank	balls	deep	into	your	virgin	ass,	and	I	had	to	watch	you	thoroughly	enjoy	it.			As	he	took	the	eighth	step,	she	shifted	in	his	arms.	I’ve	been	perfect.”			“Kates,	no,”	I	groaned.			“I’m	Jessica,”	she	said.	She’d	been	in	and	out	of
that	rig	several	times	in	a	fruitless	endeavor	to	convince	rodeo	promoters	to	give	her	a	shot	as	a	rough	stock	contractor.	“Emily	is	an	outstanding	Listener.	On	W.			And	for	my	mother,	who	made	sure	we	never	saw	him	at	his	worst.			“I	will,	however,	stop	at	the	mall	for	Julie.”	Owen	smiled,	the	deviousness	behind	it	frankly	disturbing.	They	were	just
dumb	kids.	Do	not	drop	it	in	the	bath.	“Ryle	Kincaid.”			I	sigh,	sinking	into	myself.			There	was	Jessie	to	think	of.	Wel	,	he	does.	JJ	slams	into	a	freshman	safety,	knocking	him	to	the	ground.	Every	two	months	a	new	government	might	take	a	different	position	on	key	issues.	Seashells.	Wants	me	to	ask	my	own	brother	to	step	down	as	best	man.	This	had



been	Wallace’s	hallmark	for	years	before	this	book,	of	course.	But	she	moved	back	to	the	States	two	months	ago.	But	the	wedding	planner’s	worse.			“No	tears,	my	love,”	he	chidedashe	movedto	join	thewomen	by	the	trestle	table.			Ash	bitched	and	groaned	about	almost	everything.	For	both	of	them.	The	lazy	fucker	never	likes	to	move	unless	he	has	to.
New	York,	The	Century	co,	1913.	I	couldn’t	even	feel	my	toes	and	I	felt	everything,	literally.			“Yes,	it’s	me,	lover,”	Janet	continued.	Page	1			Prologue			“Oh.	”			That	soft	breath	of	sound	made	Avelyn	turn	whereshe	stoodon	the	trestle	table.	No	finger	tremble,	no	jerk	of	the	hand,	no	wavering	of	the	eye.	You	seem	to	have	everything	you’ve	ever	wanted.
It’s	one	of	those	restaurants	where	they	let	you	throw	peanut	shel	s	al	over	the	floor.	Damn,	he	could	do	it	too.	Ah-a-men!			Tommy	piously	intoned,	but	his	accent	was	not	entirely	malicious.	Each	of	us,	influenced	perhaps	by	one	ideology	or	another,	generates	our	own	plot,	our	own	symbolic	landscape,	a	highly	individual	configuration	of	significance
through	which	we	view	our	own	experience	and	which	I	call	a	personal	mythology.6			Gilman’s	personal	myth	turns	on	the	themes	of	rational	decision	and	calculated	acts,	the	power	of	the	will	in	service	of	a	social	ideal.	Why	didn’t	we	choose	to	produce	flying	barrels,	flying	armchairs,	flying	bathtubs	—	why	brooms?	I	had	my	reasons	for	moving.		
Adam	is	gone.	Two	fingers	of	brandy.	We	can	be	friends,	civil	to	each	other.			I	eyed	Mr.	Moser	up	and	down.			I	would	be	deceiving	my	readers	if	I	said	that	this	explanation	made	Madam	Pince	happy	about	handing	over	a	library	book	to	Muggles.			Corbin	won’t	be	back	until	tomorrow,	so	I	dial	his	number	to	see	if	this	guy	is	someone	I	should	be
concerned	about.	Owner	of	the	most	successful	real-estate	agency	within	city	limits.			Izzy	picked	up	her	valise	and	walked	through	the	barbican.	He	helps	me	heft	my	luggage	out	to	the	driveway	where	a	purring	limousine	waits.	In	Dreamer	of	Dune,	the	biography	I	wrote	about	him,	I	described	him	as	a	legendary	author.	“Put	down	your	swords	at
once	or	you	will	face	the	wrath	of	God!”			Father	John	had	rushed	from	the	church	bearing	nothing	but	a	cross	in	his	hands.	I	squared	my	shoulders,	nervously	smoothed	out	my	jeans	and	pressed	my	yellow	tee	shirt	tighter	around	me.	The	kid’s	eyes	were	brown	from	being	so	full	of	shit.	He	didn’t	kiss	her	lips,	he	couldn’t	trust	himself	to	rein	in	his
hunger,	his	lust.	His	gaze	started	at	the	scuffed	toes	of	Gemma’s	dirty	ropers	and	traveled	up	her	body	to	lock	on	her	eyes.	six	.			The	ringmaster	lifts	Remington’s	arm	in	victory,	and	as	soon	as	he	straightens	from	the	knockout	blow	he	just	delivered,	his	gaze	swings	in	my	direction	and	crashes	into	me.	In	here.	There	were	four	closed-off	stalls	in	a
blue-tiled	area	with	a	wall	of	lockers	to	the	left	and	around	the	corner	to	the	right	he	could	make	out	bathroom	stalls	and	sinks.	”	Read	more	...	All	three	men	wore	convention	name	tags.			“Roger	that,	Alpha	One.	Major	Jack	Reacher?’			‘Yes,’	Reacher	said.	Stronger,	more	insistent,	was	her	heart’s	jerky	beat,	a	fierce	tango	inside	her	frozen	body.			But
more	meaningful	to	me,	personally,	than	checkbook	benevolence	is	the	time	I	spend	in	the	slammer.	“I’m	going	to	take	you	up	on	that	one	day—when	hell	freezes	over.”			He	crossed	to	the	bar,	a	tall,	leanly	built	male	with	a	hint	of	muscle	beneath	his	loose	shirt.	Once,	over	southern	Mexico,	I	used	my	telekinesis	to	push	the	plane	a	dozen	degrees	to
the	right,	only	seconds	before	crashing	into	the	side	of	a	mountain.	Must.			But	she	didn’t	dwell	on	that.	”	The	pulse	picked	up	at	Raine’s	throat.	For	me,	Chloé	and	Baltasar	were	rebellious	heroes,	like	all	true	heroes.			And	he	had	been	running	from	her	ever	since.	He’d	interrupted	his	day	for	Eve,	as	he	would	have	done	for	no	one	else.	Names	aren’t
something	we	eventually	grow	out	of,	Lily	Bloom.”			“Unfortunately	for	me,”	I	say.			Part	One			Chapter	One			As	I	sit	here	with	one	foot	on	either	side	of	the	ledge,	looking	down	from	twelve	stories	above	the	streets	of	Boston,	I	can’t	help	but	think	about	suicide.	That	was	destiny.			Someday,	I	hope	to	put	this	part	of	my	life	behind	me.	The	rifle	was	a
customized	piece	of	weaponry	that	could	kill	at	long	distances—well,	so	long	as	a	skilled	hand	and	eye	were	operating	it.	She	wore	no	cosmetics.	Athletically	fit	and	disconcertingly	strong,	in	a	ripped	T-shirt	and	faded	jeans	sprung	at	the	seams.	The	price	of	her	gift	was	a	vulnerable	heart	that	had	already	suffered	miserably	at	the	cold	hand	of
rejection.	The	beady	eyes	had	a	glaze	of	anger	in	them.	Looked	at,	looked	into,	looked	through,	all	at	once.	I’m	always	careful	to	keep	work	and	family	separate.	It	hit	like	a	how-to	diagram	and	the	guy’s	head	went	up	and	back	the	same	way	his	buddy’s	had	bounced	around,	and	almost	in	the	same	second.	Janet	was	walking	through	the	door	when
Jerome	Carter	caught	sight	of	her.	The	three	of	us	need	to	look	like	normal	teenagers,	he	says,	like	high	school	students	on	a	field	trip.	For	more	than	a	decade	he	was	Florence’s	top	diplomat	and	proud	to	be	so,	and	if	the	missions	he	undertook	did	not	produce	spectacular	results	this	was	largely	because	he	was	representing	the	weakest	of	the	main
states	in	Italy	in	a	period	of	particular	confusion	and	vulnerability	that	would	eventually	see	four	foreign	powers	militarily	involved	in	the	peninsula:	France,	Spain,	the	Holy	Roman	Empire	and	Switzerland.	“I	did	it	in	a	moment	of	madness.	“Lord	Archer,	are	you	here?”	This	time,	her	call	got	a	respectable	echo	off	the	flagstones.	Which	is,	after	all	and
conveniently	enough	for	the	end	of	this	introduction,	what	an	author	is	seeking	when	he	sets	out	to	write	a	book	—	any	book,	but	particularly	a	book	like	this,	a	book	that	gives	so	much,	that	required	such	sacrifice	and	dedication.	It’s	very	important	to	the	callers.	The	soldier	pinned	Liam	to	the	ground	with	his	huge	body	and	put	his	hands	around	his
throat.	His	sweet,	hot	taste	of	paradise,	and	he	could	do	nothing	but	beg	for	more.	He’s	scheduled	to	take	a	minute	of	questions	on	the	curb	and	then	it’s	a	ten-second	walk	into	the	building.”			“Ten-second	walk	into	the	building	confirmed?”			“Confirmed,”	said	Jacobs.			I	was	nervous	at	first.			I	am	in	here.	Fortunately	for	us,	she	kept	a	diary,	now	in
the	Museum	of	Quidditch	in	London.			I	cringe	and	say,	“Sorry.	For	your	love	and	support.	Exley,	like	many	writers	of	his	generation	and	the	few	before	it,	drank	to	excess,	and	Burroughs	ingested	every	controlled	substance	he	could	buy	or	borrow.			At	least	the	worst	was	behind	him.			Five	minutes	later	I	hear	the	god	awful	doorbell	again	and	Mimi
walks	over	to	me	carrying	the	elixir	of	life	in	her	dainty	hands.	I	can	feel	him	trying	to	hold	back	his	pity.	The	destination	didn’t	matter	–	she	knew	I	just	wanted	the	experience.	It	was	a	disease	of	the	connective	tissues	that	caused	her	great	pain.			“While	he’s	in	ICU,	outside	visits	are	restricted	to	spouses	or	partners	only.	Nor	did	he	have	to	be	told
that	this	gift	was	one	not	possessed	by	everyone.	I	saw	another	example	of	your	promiscuity	just	before	we	got	on	the	bus.”	She	crossed	her	arms	over	her	chest.	This	had	all	been	done	a	week	ago	by	a	team	posing	as	a	repair	crew	in	the	park.	Is	Mike	still	single?”			Claudia	shook	her	head.	Known	he	had	to.			CHAPTER	TWO			“No,	Anne,	you	shouldn’t
let	your	roommate	eat	your	peanut	butter.	A	few	years	later	the	Stetsons	divorced,	and	Gilman,	already	a	public	figure,	sent	her	daughter	to	live	with	Walter	and	his	new	wife,	Grace	Channing	(still	Gilman’s	close	friend).	Trust	me,	slick.	Your	boardand	tuition	will	be	paid	directly	to	the	college,	and	you	will	receivein	addition	during	the	four	years	you
are	there,	an	allowance	ofthirty-five	dollars	a	month.	.And	the	Pope	gave	him	a	medal.”			Well,	Sister	smiled	broadly.	She	always	ran	to	him,	throwing	her	arms	around	his	neck,	pressing	her	tight	little	breasts	against	his	chest,	and	slapping	a	kiss	to	his	cheek.	Nothing,	it	appeared,	was	beyond	the	reach	of	wealth	and	astute	negotiation.	Eventually,	he
made	me	his	assistant	and	would	allow	me	to	type	out	his	drafts.			“Oh,”	Lady	Margeria	Straughton	breathedagainas	she	crossed	the	greathall,her	maid	on	herheels.	He’s	trying	to	pull	his	hand	back	into	the	hallway	with	him,	but	my	foot	is	still	pressing	against	the	door.			His	palm	brushed	over	a	full,	rounded	breast.	He’d	lose	his	shit	over	this	later.	I
took	on	a	different	appearance	and	name	while	we	were	voting.”			“Nonsense,”	retorted	the	forewoman	angrily.	Dagger	is	standing	by,	at	the	ready.	Voting	by	itself,	she	might	have	said,	cannot	reinvent	a	society.	There	were	two	short	swords	sheathed	at	his	hips	and	a	pistol	already	in	his	hands	that	he	pointed	at	Charles.	My	dad	isn’t	here,	of	course.
Good	night.	Years	later,	Lorenzo	would	so	ingratiate	himself	with	a	new	pope	as	to	get	his	son	Giovanni	made	a	cardinal	at	age	thirteen.	.”			“And	if	it	isn’t	mine?”			Her	long	lashes	lowered	to	cover	her	lovely	but	troubled	blue	eyes.	Press	the	blue	button	and	your	men	will	swarm	in	from	every	direction.			“I	could	have	been	shot	by	my	own	father	for
the	things	I’d	have	done	to	you	if	I	had	just	a	measure	of	a	chance.			She’d	been	a	whopping	five	years	old	at	the	time.	Beyond	was	the	pool,	the	guest	house—an	exact	reproduction	of	a	Tudor	home	from	one	of	her	most	successful	films.	He	wasn’t	sure.			“You	don’t	deserve	the	credit.	He	collapsed	on	the	bench	with	her.	It	involves	her	trying	to	get
Henry	to	rearrange	his	groomsmen	so	they	line	up	by	height.	They	say	angels	can’t	feel	touch,	but	emotions	are	fair	game.	I	do	not	think	Muad’dib	…	Tell	me,	does	Muad’dib	know	what	you	do	in	these	dungeons?	It	was	probably	somewhere	along	the	same	line	as	his	thoughts.	JJ	hikes	me	the	bal	.			My	smile	falters	and	I	respond,	“I’m	so	sorry	you
don’t	like	it.			“Jessica.	He	pulled	his	team	to	a	halt	well	outside	the	barbican,	a	stone	gatehouse	set	some	distance	from	the	castle	itself.			Crayton	will	board	last,	after	he’s	watched	to	see	who	else	gets	on	the	plane,	and	only	once	he	feels	the	flight	is	absolutely	secure.	Now!	I	mean	it,	Shade.”			“I	want	my	daddy,”	Julie	wailed.			He	is	so	handsome.
Huh?	“No	one	knows.	“What	he	didn’t	realize	is	that	God	gave	me	a	lot	of	great	things	to	accomplish	in	my	life,	and	right	now,	I’m	so	far	behind	I	ain’t	evergonna	die.”			I	find	myself	laughing	when	the	elevator	doors	finally	open.			And	he	accepted,	as	he	always	had,	the	simple	fact	that	he	was	a	witch.	Even	leaning	over	the	rail,	I	can	tell	he’s	tall.
Wallace,	like	many	other	writers	who	could	be	otherwise	considered	too	smart	for	their	own	good	—	Bellow	comes	to	mind	—	is,	like	Bellow,	always	aware	of	the	reader,	of	the	idea	that	books	are	essentially	meant	to	entertain,	and	so	almost	unerringly	balances	his	prose	to	suit.	He	focused	on	his	optics.	”			“Can’t—kill	—me!”	Hank	sputtered.	Whether
it’s	better	to	be	feared	or	loved			Chapter	18	–	A	ruler	and	his	promises			Chapter	19	–	Avoiding	contempt	and	hatred			Chapter	20	–	Whether	fortresses	and	other	strategies	rulers	frequently	adopt	…			Chapter	21	–	What	a	ruler	should	do	to	win	respect			Chapter	22	–	A	ruler’s	ministers			Chapter	23	–	Avoiding	flatterers			Chapter	24	–	Why	Italian	rulers
have	lost	their	states			Chapter	25	–	The	role	of	luck	in	human	affairs,	and	how	to	defend	against	it			Chapter	26	–	An	appeal	to	conquer	Italy	and	free	it	from	foreign	occupation			Glossary	of	Proper	Names			THE	PRINCE			NICCOLÒ	MACHIAVELLI	(1469-1527)	was	born	in	Florence.	“Why	bring	me	back	to	this	hellhole—”			“I	had	to	hide	you.”	He
exhales,	looks	up	at	the	wall.			Morgana	was	getting	so	round	with	the	child	she	carried.	Charlie	grabbed	the	CD,	locked	the	van,	and	headed	back	up	to	Rachel’s	room.	“Shit.”			Owen	took	the	next	exit	off	the	interstate.	The	only	thing	that	wasn’t	flat	about	her	performance	was	her	bustline.	I	already	said	I’d	drive	him.	He	cleared	his	throat	and	gave
his	pouting	daughter	a	sheepish	grin.	No	plot,	no	characters.	Screeching	sirens	and	uniformed	bodies	rushing	in.	When	he’s	finished,	he	offers	it	to	me,	but	I	wave	it	off.	Lilac	is	a	good	color	on	him.	”			The	haggard	waitress	dropped	off	a	fresh	beer	and	took	Kade’s	order.	Beating	like	crazy	in	my	head	as	the	two	fighters	in	the	underground	boxing	ring
lunge	at	each	other,	both	men	equal	in	height	and	weight,	both	extremely	muscled	as	they	pound	each	other’s	faces	in.	And	she’d	had	two	very	frustrating	and	very	educational	years	on	the	LAPD.	But	now	he	was	flirting	with	her?	Would	they	be	attending	another	funeral?	The	trip	was	spoiled	by	Vanessa’s	falling	ill,	and	when	she	returned	to	London,
Virginia	found	both	her	brother	Thoby—who	had	returned	earlier—and	her	sister	seriously	ill.	Both	of	them	crying.			“Carter,	let’s	go	home,”	I	hear	his	dad	cal	out	from	the	first	row	of	the	metal	bleachers.	Then	on	the	ground	floor,	he	found	it:	a	computer	sitting	on	a	desk	in	the	corner.			44	I	spent	the	next	several	weeks	tying	up.	That	could	not	be
allowed	to	happen.			I	nod,	because	I	am	economical.			There	was	nothing	they	could	do.	In	ten	years	I’ll	be	the	apprentice	and	you’ll	be	the	teacher.	He	knew	what	to	say	to	make	me	feel	special,	at	least.	Suicide	victims—Fiction.	Maybe	they	could	finally	find	some	bloody	happiness—and	he	could	convince	her	that	he	intended	to	stay.	“You	don’t	need
it.	During	drone	attacks	he	had	actually	clicked	his	mouse	and	watched	a	target	disappear	in	a	flame	ball.	”			“Ain’t	doin’	all	the	work	alone,	are	you?”			“Trying	not	to.	Aaron	Warner	Anderson	is	bent	over	me,	his	worried	eyes	inspecting	me,	his	hand	caught	in	the	air	like	he	might’ve	been	about	to	touch	me.			I’m	just	as	astounded	as	I	relive	the	wink
in	my	head,	and	I’m	totally	going	to	torture	Melanie	because	she	deserves	it,	the	little	tramp.	Once	the	dog	had	completed	his	wet-nose	investigation,	Ransom	brushed	the	animal	aside	and	took	his	turn.	Page	1			A	Hail	Mary	and	a	Harem			The	count?	She	had	used	both	disappointment	and	triumph	to	temper	that	blade	into	a	weapon	that	was	feared
and	respected	in	the	kingdom	of	Hollywood.			He	looked	up	at	me	and	grinned.			Most	of	all,	he	liked	the	distance,	the	distance	that	provided	him	relief	from	those	who	would	intrude,	not	only	on	his	space,	but	also	on	his	thoughts.	But	you’ll	never	understand	what	inspired	my	Analysis	of	History.	Now	give	me	your	hotel	address	so	I	can	send	you	this
new	box	of	stuff	I	want	you	to	review	by	next	Sunday.”			“This	slapping	fantasy	has	returned.”			Beatriz	gave	him	the	hotel	information.	He	wouldn’t	make	the	mistake	of	getting	married	again.	“Fortunately,	he’s	always	had	uncanny	luck	with	both.”			Eve	drummed	her	fingers	on	the	arm	of	the	chair.	”			Avelynturned	toward	the	door	at
thosesharpwords	tofind	herbrother	Warin	closing	the	door.	“You	saved	my	life.”			I	was	shot	in	the	chest.	I.	You	are	to	remain	here	through	the	summer,	and	MissPritchard	has	kindly	offered	to	superintend	your	outfit.	Some	things	never	changed.			Mimi	interrupts	my	thought	by	nudging	me.	A	more	fertile	approach	to	her	life,	though,	might	be	along
the	lines	suggested	by	feminist	critic	Phyllis	Rose:			Often	the	most	radical	perspective	you	can	adopt	on	a	person’s	experience	is	his	or	her	own….	“I	don’t	really	have	to,	remember?”			I	flushed	and	shut	my	mouth.	”			“I	have	to	go.	As	personal	assistant	to	Warren	Trent,	the	unpredictable	and	irascible	owner	of	New	Orleans’	largest	hotel,	Christine
was	privy	to	the	hotel’s	inner	secrets	as	well	as	its	day-to-day	affairs.	You	don’t	know	how	much	this	means	to	me.	But	within	months	he	was	travelling	to	neighbouring	states	to	represent	Florence’s	interests,	and	over	the	next	fourteen	years	he	would	be	involved	in	important,	often	long-drawn-ou	t	missions	to	the	King	of	France,	the	pope,	the	Holy
Roman	Emperor,	Cesare	Borgia,	Caterina	Sforza	and	many	others.	In	her	diary,	she	recorded	the	many	different	kinds	of	books	her	father	recommended	to	her—biographies	and	memoirs,	philosophy,	history,	and	poetry.	The	woman’s	thoughts	had	been	like	leaves	in	a	whirlwind:	none	weighty	in	themselves,	but	the	overall	effect	had	left	Seb	with	a
headache	from	trying	to	focus	on	them.	I’m	numb,	somehow.	It’s	very	modern,	shiny	black	with	a	high	back;	this	hides	our	register	and	computer.	The	sun	brought	out	glints	of	red	in	his	dark,	tousled	hair	as	he	dragged	a	hand	through	it.	It	was	shortly	after	these	dramatic	events	that	Niccolò	Machiavelli	succeeded	in	getting	himself	elected	to	the
important	positions	of	Secretary	of	the	Second	Chancery	(one	of	two	key	state	departments	in	Florence)	and,	soon	afterwards,	Secretary	of	the	Ten	of	War,	a	committee	that	dealt	with	foreign	relations	and	war	preparations.	The	groom-to-be	had	two	empty	beer	bottles	and	one	full	shot	glass	in	front	of	him.			Shade	swung	his	overnight	bag	over	one
shoulder	and	shut	the	Jeep	door	behind	him.	A	product	of	time	and	talent	and	her	own	unrelenting	ambition.			Shade	hesitated.	Picked	up	by	another,	and	another.	I	feel	like	breaking	out	in	song.	Ltd.)			Penguin	Books	India	Pvt.			I	glare	at	him.	”			He’d	said	as	much	as	he	could	without	confessing	that	he	loved	her	and	always	would.			“Bell	captain,”
the	phone	said,	and	he	recognized	the	flat	nasal	voice	of	Herbie	Chandler.	Without	saying	another	word,	he	got	up	and	left	with	my	story	in	his	hands.	“Okay,	okay!	Uncle!”	He	caught	his	breath,	and	caught	her	close.	With	a	sigh,	Seb	straightened	up.	Finally,	after	she’d	held	my	cell	phone	hostage,	I’d	had	to	succumb.			The	girl	crumpled	to	the
flagstones	with	a	wet	thud.	“Get	ready	for	some	serious	piece	of	eye	candy,	Brookey!”			The	public	falls	silent,	and	the	announcer	calls,	“Ladies	and	gentlemen,	and	noooww	…	the	moment	you’ve	all	been	waiting	for,	the	man	you’re	all	here	to	see.	As	a	political	speechwriter	in	the	1950s,	Dad	had	worked	in	Washington,	D.C.,	and	had	seen	the
megalomania	of	leadership	and	the	pitfalls	of	following	magnetic,	charming	politicians.			“On	that	last	play,	where	I	threw	the	long	pass	to	Henry,	you	left	him	wide	open.	Goddammit,	you	know	me	too	well.”			Maggie	crossed	her	plump	legs.	The	pedestrians	were	marching	home	from	a	long	day’s	work.	The	left-hand	guy	was	wobbling	around	like	a
man	on	a	ship,	and	the	right-hand	guy	was	stumbling	backward.	“And	your	‘love’	was	so	meaningful,	you	couldn’t	wait	the	next	morning	to	tell	me	that	I	wasn’t	woman	enough	for	you.	Madam	Pince	has	been	known	to	add	unusual	jinxes	to	the	books	in	her	care.			In	commissioning	this	foreword,	the	publisher	wanted	a	very	brief	and	breezy	essay	that
might	convince	a	new	reader	of	Infinite	Jest	that	the	book	is	approachable,	effortless	even	—	a	barrel	of	monkeys’	worth	of	fun	to	read.	“All	on	schedule.	But	the	others	were	not	so	lucky.			Three	hours	earlier	the	two	youths	had	been	explicit	in	their	request	and	he	had	listened	respectfully	since	the	fathers	of	both	were	wealthy	local	citizens	and
frequent	guests	of	the	hotel.			”	‘Tis	notyour	fault.	Not	only	did	I	feel	stupid,	but	I	felt	like	a	complete	moron.	The	‘Blooder’	(undoubtedly	Bludger)	that	hit	Radulf	the	blacksmith	should	have	been	fended	off	by	Ugga,	who	was	obviously	playing	Beater,	as	he	was	carrying	a	club.	”	What	the	coach	actual	y	means?			Your	servant,			Barney	Northrup			P.S.	I
am	also	renting	ideal	space	for:•	Doctor’s	office	in	lobby			•	Coffee	shop	with	entrance	from	parking	lot			•	Hi-class	restaurant	on	entire	top	floor			Six	letters	were	delivered,	just	six.	But	there’s	something	else	bothering	me.	“Right	again.	But	it	was	not	exactly	the	semiautobiographical	young-adult	novel	I	had	in	mind.	Liam	tried	to	rise,	but	his	hands
were	clasped	in	irons	before	he	was	roughly	pulled	to	his	feet.			42	Ray	and	I	sat	side	by	side	in	the.	“Alpha	One	location	seven	hundred	meters	west	of	target.	The	men	below	the	plane	begin	to	clear	away	their	equipment,	conducting	a	few	last-minute	checks.	The	tendency	of	the	race	towards	its	own	vanguard—the	young—has	been	that	of	a	heavy
old	gentleman	throwing	himself	solidly	down	on	an	active	child,	and	seeking	to	smother	him	and	pin	him	to	the	earth.4			Her	reputation	today	rests	largely	on	“The	Yellow	Wallpaper”(1892),	the	classic	and	often	anthologized	story	of	a	trapped	woman’s	mental	disintegration.	In	the	book,	Ellen	described	the	house	with	an	artist’s	visual	detail,
especially	the	way	light	flooded	the	studio	from	a	huge	skylight	high	in	the	roof.	Cash	set	down	the	hot	chickie	and	squeezed	her	curvy	body	tightly	against	his.	“She	is	notleavingyet.			Sloane….	My	impulse,	instead,	is	to	write	about	what	I	don’t	know	so	that	I	can	live	the	life	of	“the	other”	and	move	beyond	the	limitations	—	the	benign	prison	—	of	my
own	life	experiences	and	explore	tales	of	other	imperfect,	unfinished	people	who	launch	themselves	from	the	safety	and	security	of	home	into	the	realm	of	the	unsafe,	the	unknown,	because	they	want	something,	need	something,	that	home	can’t	give	them.	“You	certainly	don’t	fit	my	perception	of	an	ogre,	Miss	Donovan.	He	figured	it	could	be.	“I’m	the
same	person	that	entered	the	room.	’	I	gently	set	my	foot	on	hers	and	she	stops	bouncing	her	knee.	“I	dare	you	to	look	at	him	and	tell	me	you	wouldn’t	do	anything	for	that	man.			In	the	meantime,	her	ranch	needed	attention	and	she	couldn’t	concentrate	on	expanding	her	rodeo	stock	operation	until	she	fixed	the	problems	that	paid	the	bills.	Why	are
you	crying?”			“You	guys	are	so	beautiful.	She’d	taken	a	liking	to	Stan,	too,	with	his	shy	eyes	and	slow	smiles.	“Having	a	lifetime	achievement	award	thrust	on	me	started	me	thinking.”			“That	was	an	honor,	Eve,”	Maggie	put	in.	”	He	put	his	head	down,	buried	his	face	in	the	crook	where	the	baby	met	Rachel’s	side.	His	lone	coffee	cup	in	the	sink.	“I
used	to	put	away	your	little	hand	from	my	cheek	when	you	were	a	nursing	baby,”	she	told	me	in	later	years;	“I	did	not	want	you	to	suffer	as	I	had	suffered.”	She	would	not	let	me	caress	her,	and	would	not	caress	me,	unless	I	was	asleep.	With	him	gone,	there	was	nothing	left	in	the	world	that	frightened	Hank.	He	knew	the	move	to	California	had	been
a	good	one—he’d	convinced	himself	of	that—but	he’d	certainly	underestimated	the	time,	the	trouble	and	the	general	inconvenience	of	packing	up	a	home	and	plopping	it	down	somewhere	else.	Unfortunately,	onecould	notdismiss	a	wife,	no	matter	how	badshe	was.			The	baby.	Many	readers	didn’t	want	that	dose	of	reality;	they	couldn’t	stand	the
demotion	of	their	beloved,	charismatic	champion,	especially	after	the	author	had	already	killed	off	two	of	their	favorite	characters	in	Dune,	the	loyal	Atreides	swordmaster	Duncan	Idaho1	and	the	idealistic	planetologist	Liet-Kynes.	Kneen’s	letter	is	deposited	in	the	archives	of	the	Norwegian	Ministry	of	Magic.	I’m	not	breathing	anymore,	not	really
speaking	at	all;	just	expelling	letters	through	my	lips.	The	first	person	to	miss	gave	their	opponent	a	point.			It	rang	again…and	again…and	again…and	I	knew	it	wasn’t	going	to	stop.	”			“Sounds	like	a	typical	McKay	response.	More	to	the	point,she	was	notreacting	well	to	thefact	that	Avelynwould	be	moving	toGervillesoonafterthe	nuptials	were
finished.	Venice	had	replied	by	inviting	the	Duke	of	Orleans	to	pursue	his	claim	to	Milan.			Reverently.	The	goals	are	no	longer	trees,	but	barrels	on	stilts.	Anyone	who	plays	or	watches	Quidditch	regularly	will	relish	Mr	Whisp’s	book,	as	do	those	of	us	interested	in	wider	wizarding	history.	‘We’re	not	going.	Are	you	sure	I	can’t	put	you	up	in	a	hotel	or
get	you	a	guard?”			I	took	the	coffee	mug	from	his	hand	and	took	a	sip,	savoring	the	complex	notes.	Would	she	stop	hoarding	chunks	of	herself	then?	“Wow.	”			Raine	shivered	in	his	grasp.	No	…	no.	“Fuck	off,	Ash!	Get	off!”	He	couldn’t	leave	Sloane	in	there	all	alone.	Paen	Gerville,	herson.	“Andso	she	is.	However,	the	less	expensive	coffee	shop	that
opened	on	the	parking	lot	was	kept	busy	serving	breakfast,	lunch,	and	dinner	to	tenants	“ordering	up”	and	to	workers	from	nearby	Westingtown.			Dear	Lucky	One:			Here	it	is—the	apartment	you’ve	always	dreamed	of,	at	a	rent	you	can	afford,	in	the	newest,	most	luxurious	building	on	Lake	Michigan:SUNSET	TOWERS			•	Picture	windows	in	every
room			•	Uniformed	doorman,	maid	service			•	Central	air	conditioning,	hi-speed	elevator			•	Exclusive	neighborhood,	near	excellent	schools			•	Etc.,	etc.	She	hadn’t	seen	him	for	almost	a	year,	yet	she’d	watched	him	often	enough	she’d	memorized	how	he	looked	from	behind.	I	had	known	it	was	coming	for	about	a	year,	because	the	publisher,	Little,
Brown,	had	been	very	clever	about	building	anticipation	for	it,	with	monthly	postcards,	bearing	teasing	phrases	and	hints,	sent	to	every	media	outlet	in	the	country.			A:	They	are	surface	truth.	Real	highwayman	were	neither	devilishly	charming	nor	roguishly	handsome.			A	sniper	rifle.			“Oh.	I-is	Lord	Archer	here?”			“No.	”			“Are	you	the	caretaker?”
she	asked.			“Ithink”	–	Staci’s	thick	nose	turnedup	as	he	droppedontothebench	andtipped	his	head	back	to	peerover	Avelyn	in	her	gown	–	“once	Gervillegets	alook	at	what	a	bovinehis	betrothedhas	growninto,	he	will	breakthecontract	andfleeforhis	very	life.	This	story,	my	fourth	or	fifth,	was	a	first-person	tale	of	a	hapless	fat	woman	whose	jerk	of	a
husband	had	just	left	her.	I’m	related	to	Vito	Corleone.”			“He’s	more	like	Michael,”	Lucca	adds	before	looking	at	me	with	the	biggest	smile.	”			“Ain’t	seen	you	around	the	circuit	for	a	while.			“Feeling	better?”	Owen	asked.	He	secured	his	long	black	hair	at	the	nape	of	his	neck	with	a	leather	strap	he’d	collected	from	his	bag.	Reacher	stepped	past	him
and	went	after	the	right-hand	guy,	who	saw	him	coming	and	swung	a	feeble	right	of	his	own.	Can	you	please	steam	and	shelf	them?”			Her	face	shows	her	frustration	and	she	mutters,	“Way	to	change	the	subject,	boss	lady.	He	skidded	into	valet	parking,	put	the	Challenger	in	park,	jumped	out,	and	tossed	the	keys	to	the	valet	guy.	The	point	is	that	it’s
for	all	these	reasons	—	acclaimed,	daunting,	not-lazy,	drum-tight,	very	funny	(we	didn’t	mention	that	yet	but	yes)	—	that	you	picked	up	this	book.			I	couldn’t	wait	to	tell	Ashley.	I	love	going	there.	”			Lady	Gerville	exchanged	an	amused	glance	with	her	husband,	Wimarc,	as	he	turned	from	his	conversation	with	Lord	Straughton	to	hear	the	end	of	Paen’s
comment.	“Her	personal	life	isn’t	the	issue.”			“But	yours	will	be,”	Paul	reminded	her.	I	want	to	speak,	to	protest,	to	accuse	Warner,	to	blame	him,	to	call	him	a	liar,	but	I	can	say	nothing,	can	form	nothing	but	sounds	so	pitiful	I’m	almost	ashamed	of	myself.	Dex	buried	that	thought	down	deep.	What	if	the	kid	has	a	tail?”	(Charlie	was	sure	he’d	spotted	a
tail	in	the	six-month	sonogram.	I	think	she	wrote	for	the	adult	in	children.	In	essence,	there	are	some	people	who	feel	that	fiction	should	be	easy	to	read,	that	it’s	a	popular	medium	that	should	communicate	on	a	somewhat	conversational	wavelength.	What	if	there	are	extras?			She	snorted,	rolled	her	eyes,	and	I	felt	her	disgust	blast	me.			I	glance	down
at	my	legs	and	then	back	up	at	him.	I	also	sigh	because	Cap	is	the	last	person	who	could	probably	help	in	this	situation.	“I’ve	got	it.”			He	nods	as	if	he	understands,	but	there’s	still	a	wicked	gleam	in	his	eyes	that	reaffirms	my	immediate	dislike	of	him.	And	his	eyes	…	They	were	so	deep,	so	unrelenting.	We	were	equally	unhappy	to	be	there	and	so
there	was	acting	out,	answering	back.	”			“We’re	going	to	Pete’s	Roadhouse,”	he	says,	wiggling	his	eyebrows.			He	sighted	through	the	scope	again.	Went	home	ill	disgust.	Around	Kennedy,	a	myth	of	kingship	had	formed,	and	of	Camelot.			“What	floor?”			Oh,	no,	you	don’t.I	reach	beside	me	and	cover	all	the	buttons	on	the	panel	with	my	hands	to	hide
the	illuminated	eighteenth-floor	button,	and	then	I	press	every	single	button	between	floors	ten	and	eighteen.	Simple.	The	red	in	her	eyes	that	looked	like	fire	was	fire.	“Will	you	please	get	down	from	there,	Lily?”			It	isn’t	until	he	says	this	that	I	notice	his	posture.	“Hey,	don’t	worry	about	it.	“The	Captain.	Mixed	with	her	great	love	was	a	hope	that	he
would	always	accept	the	gift,	and	that	he	would	never	be	hurt	by	it.	Unfortunately	didn’t	happen	while	I	was	watching.	“Afternoon,	boys.	“You	don’t	need	to	know.”			“Dad,”	Gabby	whines	and	climbs	off	the	couch	like	she’s	physically	in	pain.			“I	think	you	should	tell	them	why	I	think	this	baby	is	yours,”	Lindsey	said.	“Everything.	His	expression	holds
no	shock,	nor	does	it	hold	amusement	when	he	sees	me.	It	was	terrifying	and	exhilarating.	III.	“See	all	the	fun	you	miss	around	here?”			I	keep	my	head	down,	snapping	in	the	pieces	quickly	that	he	hasn’t	finished.			The	chosen	path	was	revealed.			“Catherine,	Dan,”	Liam	hissed.	”			The	other	young	buckaroos	nodded	and	gave	her	an	appreciative
appraisal.	dismissed!”	and	my	peers	scrambled	toward	the	exits,	I	hung	back.	Comic	Relief	uses	laughter	to	fight	poverty,	injustice	and	disaster.	“No.	Go	find	your	grandma,	and	she’ll	get	you	more	ice	cream.”			“I	want	my	pwesent,”	she	said.	Who	would	do	such	a	thing	if	not	for	want	of	connection	and	thus	of	love?			Q:	Your	cynicism	is	duly	noted.
Night	and	Day	was	the	last	of	her	books	to	be	published	in	England	by	another	press.	well,	the	list	goes	on.			He’s	mesmerizingly	perfect	and	incredibly	hard.	“And	the	waist	as	well.	She	was	locked	up	in	an	isolated	orphanage	with	a	Cêpan	who	refused	to	train	her.	When	she	would	have	tossed	the	tinsel	at	the	branches	in	hunks,	he	had	insisted	on
draping	individual	strands.	Red	eyes,	black	and	blue	sleek	hair	that	fell	past	her	waist,	and	ivory	skin	that	any	vampire	would’ve	marveled	at.	“This	program	was	soon	forgotten,	but	it	shows	conscience	wrestling	with	fantasy	at	an	early	age.”8	They	were	to	wrestle	all	her	life,	with	conscience,	predictably,	the	usual	victor.	Strange,	mostly.	People	can
be	surprising.	We’re	fascinated	with	what	can	be	made	by	a	person	with	enough	time	and	focus	and	caffeine	and,	in	Wallace’s	case,	chewing	tobacco.			‘Everyone	looks	normal,’	Marina	whispers,	keeping	her	eyes	on	the	crowded	aisle.			The	car	that	had	let	him	out	was	already	driving	away.	There	was	no	response.			Avelyn	murmured	her	thankstothe
girl	and	turned	carefully	to	face	the	speaker.			The	bridge	was	up	ahead.	Why	couldn’t	you	have	picked	out	a	name	with	a	littlepersonality?	Tried	to	fight	ten	of	them	off	from	the	look	of	it.”	Carefully	Liam	guided	her	through	the	hold	to	Michael’s	body,	propped	up	against	the	side	of	the	ship.	“Three	weeks	location-shooting	in	Georgia,”	she	muttered.
But	not	quite	gray.	Well.	“Don’t	yell.			It	was	a	great	recovery.			So	the	scenario	was	complicated.	Not	to	mention	ruining	my	high.”			I	roll	my	eyes	and	swing	my	legs	over.			And	the	woman.			Ann	Durell			New	York	City			1			SUNSET	TOWERS			THE	SUN	SETS	in	the	west	(just	about	everyone	knows	that),	but	Sunset	Towers	faced	east.	They	were
something	else.	Any	apparent	similarity	to	real	persons	is	not	intended	by	the	author	and	is	either	a	coincidence	or	the	product	of	your	own	troubled	imagination.	“No.”			Warner	isn’t	smiling	anymore.	There	were	other	reports,	though,	which	said	the	shadow	over	the	Duke	was	minor	and	temporary,	and	that	the	Duchess	had	the	situation	well	in	hand.
		Foreword			QUIDDITCH	THROUGH	THE	AGES	is	one	of	the	most	popular	titles	in	the	Hogwarts	school	library.			Old	enough	to	be	their	father.	That	stuff	had	potentially	gotten	him	an	unwanted	heap	of	responsibility.			There	were	things	in	nature	that	took	their	beauty	from	delicate	structure	and	intricate	symmetry.	Her	long	gray	cat	was	stretched
out	beside	her,	his	tail	twitching	in	time	with	some	feline	dream.	Lippett	said	you	wanted	to	know),	but	7th	hour	has	just	rung,	andin	ten	minutes	I’m	due	at	the	athletic	field	in	gymnasium	clothes.Don’t	you	hope	I’ll	get	in	the	team?	I	guess	that	would	depend	on	whether	you	were	asking	my	mother	or	me.			“Come	on,	Woods,”	Henry	whines.	Thick,
curly,	abundant.	Hiring	movers,	having	his	car	shipped,	transporting	the	puppy	that	Jessie	had	fallen	in	love	with.			Horse-drawn	carriages	were	lined	up	across	from	the	Ritz-Carlton.	And,	yes,	she	invented	that	incredibly	complex	plot	of	clues	within	clues	as	she	went	along.	Missouri	had	been	a	long	wait	and	then	a	silver	Ford,	driven	east	by	a	bony
man	who	talked	all	the	way	from	Kansas	City	to	Columbia,	and	then	fell	silent.			It	was	hot	and	humid	in	the	lobby	despite	the	overworked	air	conditioning,	and	Herbie	took	out	a	silk	handkerchief	to	mop	his	perspiring	forehead.	He	thinks	I’m	the	nutcase	now.	“Good	to	see	you,	Dad.”	I	slap	him	on	the	shoulder	and	disrupt	his	thought	process.	“Are	you
expecting	him	soon?”			“No.	And	no.	Maybe	I	could	fill	in	until	he	gets	back?”			Mr.	Moser	squashed	that	idea	as	he	slapped	a	file	on	his	desk.	He	begins	fishing	around	in	his	pockets	until	he	finds	what	he’s	looking	for	and–in	what	I’m	sure	is	probably	an	effort	to	release	even	more	of	his	aggression–he	lights	up	a	joint.	It’s	no	wonder	that	the	Bene
Gesserit	also	denounce	you.	”	Charlie	reached	behind	and	patted	Rachel’s	hand.			I	walk	slowly	to	the	door,	hoping	I	don’t	wake	up	the	guy.			“What	do	you	do	that’s	so—”	she	waves	her	hands	in	the	air	and	rolls	her	eyes	“—dangerous	that	I	can’t	be	around?”			My	little	sister	doesn’t	need	to	know	anything	about	my	life.	No	favorite	cocktail.			Such	a
rich	store	of	myths	enfolds	Paul	Muad’dib,	the	Mentat	Emperor,	and	his	sister,	Alia,	it	is	difficult	to	see	the	real	persons	behind	these	veils.	Adam	needed	a	replacement	since	he’s	taken	two	weeks	of	vacation.	“What	happened.			The	big	problems	were	yet	to	come.	She	told	me	how	to	behave	all	the	rest	of	my	life,	andespecially	how	to	behave	towards
the	kind	gentleman	who	is	doing	somuch	for	me.	Owen	was	struggling	with	that	double	standard	she’d	called	him	on.	He	hadn’t	felt	that	kind	of	response	to	a	woman	since	…	He	grinned	to	himself.	Angry	faces	encircled	her;	vultures	over	a	still-bleeding	corpse.	From	them,	some	scholars	have	imagined	a	different	woman	entirely,	emotionally	fluid,
even	turbulent,	engaged	in	many	passionate	friendships—possibly	love	affairs—with	those	lifeless	figures	in	her	autobiography.	Thank	you.”			The	doctor	smiled	at	him	and	motioned	over	to	the	rest	of	the	team.	Would	I	come?	“It	was	enough	to	drive	anyone	mad	to	read	it.”	In	1920	William	Dean	Howells	included	it	in	his	Great	Modern	American
Stories	as	a	horror	story.	Father	John	reached	up	to	hold	his	bleeding	mouth,	sputtering	and	gurgling	as	the	soldiers	laughed.			This	book	is	dedicated	to	my	father,	grandmother,			cousins,	and	countless	other	family	members	and			friends	who	have	looked	into	the	eyes	of			death	with	strength	and	dignity.			It	was	too	early	for	there	to	be	much	traffic.
I’m	unsure	of	my	voice,	of	the	hour	and	this	day,	of	these	words	leaving	my	lips	and	this	body	that	contains	me.			“Yeah,	I’m	starting	to	see	that,”	Dex	muttered.			A:	Sacred!	As	with	all	things	sacred,	it	gives	with	one	hand	and	takes	with	the	other.	When	I	opened	my	mouth	only	a	ridiculous,	reedy	voice	emerged.	would	award	one	hundred	and	fifty
Galleons1	to	the	player	who	caught	it	during	the	course	of	the	game.			Owen	chuckled.	‘It’s	not	so	bad.	They	believe,	though	not	too	vocally,	that	so-called	difficult	books	can	exist	next	to,	can	even	rub	bindings	suggestively	with,	more	welcoming	fiction.	What	else	could	I	do?	So	I	can	get	some	rest.	In	fact,	the	original	working	title	for	the	second	book
in	the	series	was	Fool	Saint,	which	he	would	change	two	more	times	before	settling	on	Dune	Messiah.			“You’re	not	looking!”	she	squeals.	In	the	far	south,	Naples	was	governed	by	a	branch	of	the	house	of	Aragon,	but	the	crown	was	contested	by	the	Angevin	kings	of	France	and	by	the	Spanish	royal	family	(also	Aragons)	which	already	ruled	Sicily.
Lippett	glanced	after	it.	It	was	the	strangest	yet	most	awe-inspiring	sensation	he’d	ever	felt.	”			“Stop.	“I	won’t	take	long.	”			“You	said	you	wanted	to	break	her	spirit.			“Why?	21	days	until	my	trip	to	alabama	I	once	read	that	footbal	was	invented	so	people	wouldn’t	notice	summer	ending.	So	what	the	hel	is	Dad’s	problem	with	Bowl	last	year.	How
fucking	long	would	she	pine	for	a	man	who	refused	to	give	her	any	part	of	himself	that	wasn’t	temporarily	engorged?			When	David	had	been	born,	eight	months	ago,	she’d	gone	to	the	hospital	to	visit.			The	delivery	boy	was	sixty-two	years	old,	and	there	was	no	such	person	as	Barney	Northrup.	“I’m	spending	a	week	in	Essex	for	my	sister’s	wedding.	If
Avelyn	had	been	blessed	in	having	loving	parents,	fatehad	made	up	forthat	kindness	bycursing	her	with	threeofthe	most	horridcousins	in	existence.			Inhaling	her	scent,	I	groan	because	I	have	to	spend	the	day	with	my	family,	and	the	fact	that	I	have	a	hangover	doesn’t	make	the	experience	any	more	pleasurable.			Please,	please	don’t	come	in	here	and
yell	at	me,	Mr.	Large	Man.	”			I	giggled,	unsure	if	his	claim	could	possibly	be	true.	Don’t	worry	about	me.	In	the	sequel,	while	emphasizing	the	actions	of	the	heroic	Paul	Muad’Dib,	as	he	had	done	in	Dune,	the	author	was	also	orchestrating	monumental	background	changes	and	dangers	involving	the	machinations	of	the	people	surrounding	that	leader.
When	I	fail	to	follow	his	orders,	he	takes	a	couple	of	steps	closer.			BY	THE	END	of	the	twentieth	century,	Virginia	Woolf	had	become	an	iconic	figure,	a	touchstone	for	the	feminism	that	revived	in	the	1960s	as	well	as	for	the	conservative	backlash	of	the	1980s.	More	like	mortified.			Easy	enough.			Because	he	couldn’t	move	his	rifle	barrel,	Robie	would
have	a	millisecond’s	glimpse	of	his	target	and	then	his	finger	would	pull	the	trigger.	It	did	cause	me	to	reflect	on	the	fact	that	my	fifty	years	in	this	business	have	been	far	from	dull.	He	wanted	more	from	me,	but	I	wanted	him	to	live	a	long	life.	Now	Liam	had	stolen	her	away	and	taken	his	place.			My	blood	simmers.	He	is	always	dressed	in	business
attire.	The	high-traction	sole	of	my	complimentary	Nike	sneaker	runs	parallel	to	the	wobbling	loafer	of	my	mother’s	half-brother,	here	in	his	capacity	as	Headmaster,	sitting	in	the	chair	to	what	I	hope	is	my	immediate	right,	also	facing	Deans.	I	knew	if	Emily	was	the	type	to	shout	for	joy,	my	roommate	would’ve	been	screaming	at	the	top	of	her	lungs.
They	tortured	some	of	your	members	into	giving	away	the	exact	location	of	Omega	Point.	Caitlyn	had	left	because	of	the	woman’s	odious	timing,	and	while	he	felt	bad	for	Lindsey—who	was	notably	pregnant	and	apparently	had	no	one	in	the	world	who	cared—he	had	more	important	worries.			Gemma	cut	through	the	contestant’s	area,	steering	clear	of
the	motor	home,	which	housed	the	rodeo	headquarters.	Like	Adam,	Tina	knew	exactly	how	to	push	his	buttons.	Let’s	see,	what	do	you	think	of	the	indiscriminate	use	of	adjectives	and	adverbs?”			“I	think	it’s	a	disgrace	and	should	be	set	down	in	the	penal	code,”	I	replied	with	the	conviction	of	a	zealot.	Well,	Pru,	you	know	how	I	am	about	Snidget-
hunting	and	what	I	get	like	when	my	temper	goes.	Get	your	men	on	the	phone	now.	When	the	charm	still	held	and	we	had	to	be	killed	in	order,	the	Mogadorians	would	have	had	to	get	through	me	before	they	could	get	to	her.	Being	in	Cord’s	house.	The	return	address	label	on	the	top	envelope	read	“Brown	Paper	Publishing.”	She	knew	Brown	Paper.
The	loving	parents	who	treasured	her	could	not	lower	the	cost,	or	pay	it	themselves,	but	could	only	love,	instruct	and	watch	the	young	girl	grow	to	womanhood.	I	hope	you’ll	let	her	come	back.”			“I	often	wonder	if	I	let	her	do	anything.”	He	flicked	a	finger	over	a	tiny	pink	rose.	“Just	the	wolves,	sister.	“Everyone	seems	to	know	about	you	except	for	me.
There	were	times	when	you	said	yes,	then	found	your	way	blocked.	Woolf’s	own	literary	criticism	was	collected	in	a	volume	published	in	1925,	The	Common	Reader—a	title	signaling	her	distrust	of	academics	and	love	of	broad,	eclectic	reading.			The	headlines	went	on	and	on	and	on,	dredging	up	anything	connected	to	Sloane.	She	looked	sexy	when
she	was	mad.			But	they	would	never	settle,	never	have	time	to	become	a	part	of	anything	but	the	road.	He	held	her	gently	while	she	slept.	God,	she	smelled	good.	“If	it	makes	you	feel	any	better,	man,	I	hate	you,	too.”			Henry	nodded.	Stitches	he’d	torn	saving	Dex.	I	needed	to	pretend	everything	was	back	to	normal	and	I	was	running	out	of	time.”			I
force	myself	to	lock	away	the	fear.	He’d	seen	it	overseas	in	the	eyes	of	a	thousand	women,	and	he	saw	it	now.	“After	twenty-five	years,	I	should.”			Eve	moved	to	the	bar	to	pour	herself	a	tall	glass	of	juice	from	oranges	fresh	from	her	own	trees.	But	I	could	see	that	my	marriage	of	fact	to	fiction	had	fallen	just	short	of	being	quite	enough.	Striking.	Dune
(Imaginary	place)–Fiction.	”			Because	she	belonged	to	Liam.	What	had	happened	to	Kelly?	Before	he	could	react,	she	picked	up	the	rock	in	her	hands	and	bashed	it	into	the	soldier’s	head	until	he	stayed	down.	It	sank	lower.	“Leave	the	bottle.”			Chapter	Three			Beatriz	checked	into	the	hotel	at	nine	that	evening,	THE	MANUAL	still	burning	a	hole	in
her	bag.	These	are	the	words	that	recur	insistently	throughout	The	Prince.	She’s	supposed	to	be.	I	need	your	professional	advice.”	She	took	a	slow	drag	on	her	cigarette,	knowing	the	value	of	the	dramatic	timing.	“You’re	late!”			I	roll	my	eyes	and	stalk	into	the	living	room,	ready	to	hear	bullshit	for	the	next	twelve	hours	until	I	drive	back	into	the	city.		
Yours	most	respectfully,	Jerusha	Abbott			To	Mr.	Daddy-Long-Legs	Smith			1st	October			Dear	Daddy-Long-Legs,			I	love	college	and	I	love	you	for	sending	me–I’m	very,	very	happy,	andso	excited	every	moment	of	the	time	that	I	can	scarcely	sleep.	I	can	get	through	this.	I	can	train	her	to	learn	how	to	control	her	strength	and	when	to	use	her	developing
Legacies.			I’m	twenty-three,	I’ve	been	through	college	and	have	done	this	very	same	recreational	drug	a	time	or	two.			Occasional	new	arrivals	were	still	trickling	in—from	late	planes	and	trains,	and	several	were	being	roomed	now	by	Chandler’s	platoon	of	bellboys,	though	the	“boys”	was	a	figure	of	speech	since	none	was	younger	than	forty,	and
several	graying	veterans	had	been	with	the	hotel	a	quarter	century	or	more.	He	had	dreamed	of	her	while	he	spent	those	lonely	nights	on	the	boat.			Observe	with	what	precision	I	obey	rules–due	to	my	training	in	theJohn	Grier	Home.	At	the	very	least,	he’d	hoped	to	provoke	him	to	violence.	She	walks	off	and	the	man	turns	towards	Safira	and	shakes
his	head	slowly.	“Did—I	mean—my	clothes—”			He	smiles.			Five	seconds,	four,	three,	two,	one…I	hung	up	and	grabbed	my	bag.	”	Hank	let	the	insult	roll	off.			The	bell	captain’s	private	toll	system	caused	plenty	of	low-toned	growlings,	even	though	a	fast-moving	bellboy	could	still	make	a	hundred	and	fifty	dollars	a	week	for	himself	when	the	hotel	was
full.	This	spectacle	was	repeated	several	times	after	which	the	normal	start-up	procedure	took	over.	“I’d	sure	like	a	chance	to	ride	that	ornery	bronc	of	yours	again.	He’d	barely	gotten	back	to	his	home,	to	his	life,	after	three	grueling	weeks	in	Chicago	helping	the	police	track	down	what	the	press	had	so	cleverly	dubbed	the	South	Side	Slicer.	“What	do
you	want	to	hear?	”			“Just	forget	it.			He	really	wanted	to	crush	it	in	his	hands,	pull	her	head	back,	and	devour	her.	What	especially	touched	readers	coming	of	age	in	the	1960s	and	1970s	was	her	delight	in	spontaneous	quest,	her	passion	for	intellectual	adventure.			As	she	went	out,	she	kissed	the	tips	of	her	fingers	and	tapped	them	against	the	front
door.	You	want	an	explanation	for	what	you	saw	by	the	corrals?”			Yes.	If	she	fell,	the	reporters,	the	curious,	would	leap	on	her,	snarling	and	snapping	and	tearing	like	wild	dogs	over	a	rabbit.	Again,	not	because	I’m	suicidal.	To	die	because	of	your	love	of	photography,	but	you	didn’t	even	get	the	final	shot	that	cost	you	your	life?”			His	thought	makes
me	laugh.	I	feel	empty	and	broken	and	cheated	and	guilty	and	angry	and	desperately,	desperately	sad.			The	right	of	Colleen	Hoover	to	be	identified	as	author	of	this	work	has	been	asserted	in	accordance	with	sections	77	and	78	of	the	Copyright,	Designs	and	Patents	Act,	1988.	“That	ain’t	my	job,	Mr.	Mac,	and	we’re	still	busy	down	here.”	The	tone
was	typical	Chandler—half	fawning,	half	insolent.			***			Two	weeks	earlier…			Great.	Reacher	made	the	trip	from	Baltimore	on	a	bus,	and	got	out	in	D.C.	at	the	depot	behind	Union	Station,	and	walked	through	the	city,	on	K	Street	to	Washington	Circle,	and	then	23rd	Street	to	the	Lincoln	Memorial,	and	then	over	the	bridge	to	the	cemetery.	”			Her	face
shifts	into	something	even	uglier	than	her	scowl.	She	read	only	adult	ones.	I’m	sorry,	Agent	Daley.”			Tony’s	hand	came	to	rest	against	Dex’s	lower	back,	the	Tony	Maddock	signal	for	don’t	kick	up	a	fuss.	Even	after	he	moved	to	Seattle.	I’ll	pack	the	second	bedroom	full	of	her	stuff	and	next	week	my	BFF	will	not	only	be	living	with	me	but	also	working
with	me.	It	was	he	who	told	me	that	if	I	wanted	to	bet	on	the	Russian	roulette	of	literature,	he	was	willing	to	help	me	and	set	me	on	the	right	path.	I’m	much	closer—in	age	and	emotionally—to	my	sister,	Angelique,	who	we	call	Lee.			“Good	morning,”	I	assume.	He’d	wanted	to	punch	something	so	bad,	he’d	been	forced	to	leave	the	waiting	area.
Catherine	was	about	to	fetch	her	brothers	when	she	heard	the	first	screams.	I	really	hated	working	at	the	hotline	and	it	wasn’t	because	of	the	last	time	I’d	been	in	this	building.	”	Raine	plied	him	with	another	desperate	kiss.	I	am	well,	though	Gunhilda	has	got	a	touch	of	dragon	pox.	She	glanced	around	their	small	bedroom	in	their	two-room	home.	The
road	coming	down	towards	him	was	a	three-lane,	with	cracked	concrete	sidewalks	and	mature	trees	in	pits.	The	rodeo	announcer’s	voice	reverberated	through	the	arena	stands	as	he	pumped	up	the	crowd	for	the	next	event:	steer	wrestling.	”			“Really?	I	do	not	know	which	face	belongs	to	whom.			*	*	*			A	few	hours	later,	with	the	night	vision	tucked
away	in	her	subconscious,	she	snapped	awake	at	the	clattering	bell	of	the	Mickey	Mouse	alarm	clock	at	her	bedside.			When	the	ground	crew	moves	on	to	the	next	plane,	I	follow	Ella’s	gaze	towards	the	front	of	the	aisle.	He	used	my	whole	name.”	But	Jessie’s	eyes	were	twinkling	as	she	jumped	to	her	feet.	“As	it	should.”			“Always	the	right	words	at	the
right	time.”	Pleased,	Eve	settled	back.	He	was	not	at	fault	here.			His	scope.	Natalie	has	been	my	best	friend	pretty	much	all	my	life.	Owen	might	be	the	kind	of	guy	who	fucked	a	lot	of	women,	but	he	was	not	a	cheater.			Before	the	road	dust	settled,	the	driver	leaped	out,	promptly	opening	the	two	rear	car	doors.	Has	your	period	ever	been	late?	Owen
planned	to	lie	his	ass	off	to	his	best	friend	for	the	first	time	in	his	life,	and	he	didn’t	even	feel	a	twinge	of	guilt	about	it.	You	stay	put.	A	court	martial	would	hurt	us	all.			“You	should	trust	me	more,”	he	said,	thrusting	slowly	but	steadily.	But	she	hadn’t.	I	hope	that	doesn’t	take	long,	considering	I	applied	for	three	RN	positions	at	the	closest	hospital.		
Hands	shaking,	Catherine	sat	beside	her	brothers,	listening	to	the	carnage	around	them.	And	recklessly,	he’d	done	it	without	a	condom.	If	the	target	didn’t	show,	or	changed	course,	Robie	would	get	a	stand-down	signal	over	his	comm	pack.	After	all,	a	man	needn’t	bed	his	squire.			Dex	followed	the	EMTs	as	they	rushed	Sloane	through	the	huge	open
glass	doorway	into	the	hospital,	shouting	out	codes	and	medical	jargon	Dex	couldn’t	make	out.	Dex	understood	Sloane’s	loyalty	now.			I	lower	my	eyes,	fold	another	sweater	and	whisper,	“You	know	I	can’t	do	that,	hon.	What	would	he	have	done,	she	wondered	with	a	little	laugh,	if	she	had	told	him	that,	while	she	wasn’t	an	ogre—no,	indeed—she	was
most	definitely	a	witch.	“I’m	very	fond	of	dogs	and	cats	and	everything,”	Ana	told	her.			And	if	he	was	a	trick,	he	wasn’t	a	cruel	one.	Avelyn’s	mother	wasnot	taking	the	upcoming	nuptials	well.			“You’re	close,	aren’t	you?”	he	said.	I	locked	the	door,	though.”	I	flip	on	the	living-room	light	and	take	no	more	than	three	steps	inside	before	I	come	to	a	halt.	I
wonder	how	many	girls	have	fallen	for	that	married	voice.	“Who	you	here	with?”			“Colt	is	supposed	to	show	up.			Outside	the	double	padded	leather	doors,	decorated	with	gold	fleur-de-lis,	Peter	McDermott	depressed	a	mother-of-pearl	button	and	heard	a	muted	buzz	inside,	followed	by	a	less	muted	chorus	of	barkings.	Their	father	on	the	other	hand
was	sceptical,	more	at	home	with	the	sober	works	of	Latin	antiquity	than	the	Bible.	The	heroines	in	fairy	stories	were	always	motherless.	“You	ain’t	putting	me	in	solitary	for	snitching	one	drag.”			Giggling,	already	forgiving	him	for	the	lapse,	she	came	over	to	hug	him.	Instead,	she	stood	over	him	with	a	wide	stance	to	maintain	her	balance.	“What	did
you	leave	in	the	hallway?”			I	don’t	want	to	answer	him,	but	I	do.	The	custody	order—”			“I	just	came	to	give	her	a	present,”	he	interrupted.	And	hurt.	Like	a	fairy,”	Jessie	murmured	as	she	drifted	off.	“Yeah.”			“I	live	in	the	building	next	to	it.	Then	Kristen	and	Marie	come	over,	because	cheerleaders	travel	in	packs.	She	hadn’t	forgotten	the	passion
they’d	shared	any	more	than	he	had.	There	is	humor	everywhere.	Even	with	Mel’s	natural	reserve,	it	had	been	impossible	to	refuse	her	friendship.	Once	inside,	it	didn’t	take	Shade	long	to	find	something	he	thought	Julie	would	love.			The	doctor	shook	his	head.			Now	that	she	was	twenty-two,	she	could	stake	her	claim.	”	He	refocused	on	the	girlie
magazine	on	the	exam	table.	There	had	been	nothing	but	kindness	in	those	smoky	eyes.	Neither	had	been	in	the	Middle	East	recently.	Now!”			She	led	ten	jurors	to	the	door.	He’d	wandered	around	the	Greenberg	Pavilion	and	its	wings.	Kneen	lived	in	Yorkshire,	which	demonstrates	the	spread	of	the	sport	throughout	Britain	in	the	hundred	years	after
Gertie	Keddle	first	witnessed	it.	Undoubtedly,	the	man	you	are	meeting	tonight	will	come	with	his	own	backup.	“Where	is	she?”			“She’s	taking	a	nap.”	Jessie	rested	her	head	against	her	father’s	chest.			36	“So	he	drags	her	to	the	bridge,	shoves	her.	”			The	nurse	sighed.	‘Tis	atad	loose	there.	He	was	merely	collecting	his	betrothed,making	her	his	wife.
		Jerusha	had	an	imagination–an	imagination,	Mrs.	Apparently	he	left	me	some	sort	of	bequest.	Calvin	running	toward	his	partner	after	setting	an	explosive	device	that	Hobbs	then	set	off.			When	she’d	left,	she	was	happy	for	Rose	and	Stan.	“Brat.”	Ana	heard	the	wealth	of	love	behind	the	exasperation.			At	sixty-seven,	Eve	had	maintained	her
magnificent	body	through	discipline	and	the	surgeon’s	art.	“Go	downstairs	and	ask	for	Cap,”	he	says.	His	hands	slid	over	the	ripe	curves	of	her	ass	and	he	clenched,	lifting	her	into	the	cradle	of	his	thighs	as	his	hunger	overruled	all	common	sense.			Robie	took	this	margin	of	error	in	stride.	Armed	sentries	patrolled	the	interior	halls	and	surveillance
cameras	monitored	the	exterior.	The	miniseries—”			A	snap	of	the	head,	a	quick	glance	with	eyes	sharp	as	a	scalpel.	Not	that	her	wishes	were	going	to	stop	him	from	showing	up.			AND			To	hospice	workers	and	volunteers	all	over	the	world.	It	brings	a	heavy	darkness,	every	idea	presenting	itself	as	a	misfortune;	an	irritable	unease	which	finds	no	rest,
and	an	incapacity	of	decision	which	is	fairly	laughable.	He	gets	more	pussy	in	a	week	than	I	get	in	a	year.			Visitors.	So	few	coins	remained,	the	purse	didn’t	even	rattle.	It’s	awful.	He	called	over	a	nurse	who	took	one	look	at	Ash	and	ran	off	to	get	assistance.	Perhaps	you	should	go	home	and	get	some	rest.	And	while	he	dazzled	you	with	such	visions,	he
took	your	virginity!			Q:	Such	heresy	does	not	change	the	fact	that	the	Ecological	Transformation	of	Dune	proceeds	apace.	I	tried	to	forget	him,	to	move	on	without	him,	to	prepare	myself	for	a	future	separate	and	apart	from	him.	“I	detest	seeing	my	name	linked	with	his	poorer	choices.”			“Ah,	but	yours	shines	the	brightest.”	Paul	lifted	his	glass	in
salute.	Catherine	sat	up	slowly,	blinking	in	the	darkness	of	night.			“The	what?”			“The	third	reason	you	hate	me,	you	half-drunk	asshole.”			“Oh.	Because	you	took	my	drink	away,	you	not-drunk	asshole.”			“Mine,”	Ben	said	and	downed	the	shot.	I	have	to	start	over	now;	face	the	world	alone	again.	The	child	needs	a	mother.			The	staggering	range	of
Woolf’s	reading	is	reflected	in	the	more	than	five	hundred	essays	and	reviews	she	published	during	her	lifetime.			Christine	asked,	“What	is	breaking	loose?”			McDermott	gave	a	cheerful	grin	which	contorted	his	rugged,	almost	ugly	features.	She	forced	herself	not	to	hold	it	too	tightly,	for	fear	it	might	crumble	to	dust.			Reacher	kept	it	going	long
enough	to	let	their	momentum	establish,	and	then	he	whipped	back	through	the	reverse	quarter	circle	towards	them,	by	which	time	he	was	moving	just	as	fast	as	they	were,	two	hundred	and	fifty	pounds	about	to	collide	head-on	with	four	hundred,	and	he	kept	on	twisting	and	threw	a	long	left	hook	at	the	left-hand	guy.	”			A	fact	Hammer	hated.	His
daughter	looked	like	him.	The	rest	of	the	players	would	take	it	in	turns	to	fly	at	the	bladder	and	attempt	to	puncture	it	with	the	specially	sharpened	ends	of	their	brooms.	He	slid	his	touch	lower,	searching	for	the	girl’s	heartbeat.			Eunice.	”			“Huh-uh.	The	mission	was	a	go.	Find	the	nearest	jewelry	store.”			Owen	sighed	heavily.	With	a	sigh	she	took	the
call,	knowing	he’d	keep	calling	until	she	answered.	It	totally	sucked	at	the	end.			He’d	already	chosen	the	spot	where	they	would	plant	it	on	New	Year’s	Day,	starting	a	new	tradition	in	their	new	home	in	a	new	year.			Lust	whomped	him	in	the	gut.	I’m	wheezing	in	deep,	strained	inhalations,	and	the	walls	won’t	stop	swaying	in	front	of	me.	It	was
August,	and	she	thought	of	how	miserably	hot	it	would	be	down	in	L.A.	But	here,	in	Monterey,	there	was	perpetual	spring.	You	can	ask	her	anything,	anything	at	all	and	she’ll	only	give	you	a	straight	answer.			Q:	Because	I	will	preserve	your	words.	”			“We	really	do	know	what	we’re	doing,	Mr.	Asher.			Why	had	i	t	always	felt	as	if	they	were	running
away,	not	running	to?			Besides	Closed	Meetings	for	alcoholics	only,	Alcoholics	Anonymous	in	Boston,	Massachusetts	also	has	Open	Meetings,	where	pretty	much	anybody	who’s	interested	can	come	and	listen,	take	notes,	pester	people	with	questions,	etc.	“I	do	apologize	for	not	making	certain	you	knew	where	she	was,	but	I	hope	you’ll	let	her	come
back	to	visit	me	again.”			“It	wasn’t	your	responsibility.”	His	voice	was	cool,	neither	friendly	nor	unfriendly.	At	his	nod,	her	shoulders	sagged	with	relief.	Watching	this	guy–dressed	in	his	Burberry	shirt	with	his	two-hundred-dollar	haircut–making	silly	faces.	Models	of	the	form,	her	essays	comprise	a	body	of	work	that	has	only	recently	begun	to	attract
the	kind	of	recognition	her	fiction	has	received.			And	then	two	cheerleaders	come	up	and	start	fawning	over	Henry	and	JJ.	This	time	I	knew	immediately	where	I	was:	Vincent’s	bedroom.			His	suppressor	jacket	was	customized	to	fit	the	muzzle	and	the	ordnance	he	was	chambering.	I	never	rode	in	one	before.	She	hasn’t	the	talent	or	the	brains	to	be
Marilou.	The	imposing	and	larger-than-life	images	of	his	lover,	the	depths	of	those	amber	eyes,	mesmerized	Dex.	The	two	slim,	trim	high-school	seniors,	shielding	their	eyes	against	the	stinging	chill,	were	Theo	Theodorakis	and	Doug	Hoo.	Confidently.	A	government	of	eight	priori	led	by	one	gonfaloniere,	or	prime	minister,	would	be	elected	every	two
months	by	drawing	tags	from	a	series	of	bags	containing	the	names	of	well-to-do	men	from	different	guilds	and	different	areas	of	town.	Nearly	three	weeks	without	a	woman—without	her—was	killing	his	self-control.	That	battle	out	there	on	the	Plains	of	Arrakeen	may	have	taught	the	universe	that	Fremen	could	defeat	Imperial	Sardaukar,	but	what
else	did	it	teach?	This	part	connects	to	this	and	performs	this	function.	Lippett	and	I	had	a	very	serioustalk.	“Come	to	think	of	it…	How	come	you	ain’t	been	supplyin’	none	of	the	animals	this	season?”			“I’ve	been	asking	the	same	question.	”			“Like	hell.			Warner	is	not	looking	at	me.	My	book	contract	reads:	Due	June	of	2004	from	Wally	Lamb,	a	book-
length	fiction	manuscript.	He	yelled	as	he	leapt	on	the	first	one’s	back.	But	that’s	the	thing–he’s	not	in	private.	“And	why	not?	If	I	had	one	hundredth	of	the	cash	he	doesn’t	even	need	I	would	have	devoted	my	life	to	honing	sonnets	and	little	twittering	nightingales	would	come	to	eat	from	my	hand,	captivated	by	my	kindness	and	charm.”			“Señor	Vidal
is	a	great	man!”	I	protested.			But	the	cry	only	grew	louder.	Mace,	at	least.	You’re	going	to	lead	us	to	the	state	championship.	One	way	or	another.	They	all	believe	I’m	the	store	manager	because	this	is	what	I	have	led	them	to	believe.	“Me,	too.”			“After	dinner,	can	we	go	down	to	the	beach	and	look	for	seals?”			“Sure.”			“Daisy,	too?”			“Daisy,	too.”
Already	experienced	with	puddles	on	the	rug	and	chewed-up	socks,	he	glanced	around.	It	had	nothing	to	do	with	Sloane’s	parents.	The	sidewalk	in	front	of	his	house	looking	like	a	war	zone,	littered	with	debris	and	pieces	of	twisted	car	parts.	He	had	enough	of	that	with	the	local	vicar’s	daughter,	Miss	Pelham.	Rachel	traced	his	hairline	with	her
fingernail,	describing	a	tight	U-turn	around	his	narrow	forehead.	He	detests	letter-writing	and	does	not	wish	you	to	become	aburden.	She	lowered	the	blade	and	smiled.			Rose	was	already	moving	forward.	At	one	point	the	guy	covered	the	mouthpiece	with	his	palm	and	asked,	‘Are	you	the	same	Reacher	that	was	CO	here	once?	I	remove	the	key	from
the	lock	and	drop	it	toward	my	purse,	but	it	misses	and	falls	to	the	floor.	And	why	in	the	hell	had	she	bolted	like	a	spooked	filly	the	second	she’d	seen	him?	“What	happened?”			“The	THIRDS	withheld	vital	information	regarding	agent	Brodie’s	medical	history,	and	it	nearly	cost	him	his	life.”			“What?”	A	series	of	emotions	swept	through	Dex,	everything
from	shock,	to	anger,	to	confusion.	The	white-tiled	room	was	almost	bare:	just	a	hand	towel	and	a	bar	of	dusty-looking	soap,	as	if	the	shower	in	here	was	rarely	used.			Then	one	day	(it	happened	to	be	the	Fourth	of	July),	a	most	uncommon-looking	delivery	boy	rode	around	town	slipping	letters	under	the	doors	of	the	chosen	tenants-to-be.	Even	if	it	was
true,	he	didn’t	like	to	hear	it.	Your	Jihad	only	took	twelve	years,	but	what	a	lesson	it	taught.	Immediately	afterward,	lassitude,	fretfulness,	and	fits	of	weeping	overtook	her,	and	upon	the	birth	of	her	daughter,	Katharine,	in	1885,	she	sank	into	a	severe	depression,	hardly	able	to	read	or	do	domestic	work,	not	to	mention	care	for	a	child.	I’m	going	to	take
a	walk.	Being	hunted,	you	are	constantly	on	guard.			“Don’t	give	us	any	crap	about	not	being	able	to,	because	we	know	you	run	the	call	girls	here.”			Herbie	had	bared	his	weasel	teeth	in	what	passed	for	a	smile.	Women	are	always	the	last	to	arrive,”	heassured	him.	She’s	my	daughter,	so	she’s	as	Jewish	as	I	am.	It’s	my	passion.	“What	a	little
heartbreaker.	There	was	a	lobby,	with	a	stone	staircase	to	the	second	floor	on	the	right,	and	a	reception	desk	on	the	left.	I’m	sure	of	it.”			He	squinted	as	he	tried	to	conjure	up	faded	memories.	She	didn’t	want	him	there.	His	internal	clock	was	now	as	accurate	as	any	Swiss	timepiece.	She	wore	no	jewelry,	no	cosmetics.	Behind	a	stand	of	palms	were
the	tennis	courts	she	used	at	least	twice	a	week,	a	putting	green	she	had	lost	interest	in,	a	shooting	range	she	had	installed	after	the	Manson	murders	twenty	years	before.	Tae	kwon	do,	and	so	on.	She	stood	at	my	height,	a	little	slim	with	her	hipbones	sticking	out,	and	a	mark	covered	the	entire	left	side	of	her	face.			Both	of	them	stayed	on	their	feet.
That	would	be	a	lie.			Too	often,	Raine	tempted	him	to	carry	her	off	to	their	bed,	bare	her	pussy,	and	sink	deep	inside	her	when	she	sought	to	divert	his	attention.	Then	he	rested	his	cigar	on	the	end	of	the	table	for	a	moment,	glared	at	me,	and	read	out	the	first	line:			Night	falls	on	the	city	and	the	streets	carry	the	scent	of	gunpowder	like	the	breath	of
a	curse.			Old	man.	”			He	thrust	to	the	hilt	and	the	orgasm	slammed	into	me.	If	you	did,	you’d	go	quietly	mad.	They	were	familiar	and	so	was	the	face!	“Wendy!?”	he	managed	to	stammer,	as	she	gasped	in	like	manner,	“Ben!?”			The	Mistrial			Cora	Fielding,	Forewoman	of	the	jury,	took	a	vote	as	soon	as	the	five	men	and	seven	women	had	been	seated.
Did	her	cat	have	a	name?	He	foundit	hardtoimagine	that	was	agoodsign.			This	castle	didn’t	welcome	or	enchant.	Since	Katarina	didn’t	let	me	stray	far	from	the	house,	the	airplanes	were	also	the	sound	track	of	my	afternoons.			The	letters	he	had	received	from	Kelly	had	changed,	too.			The	hoodie	was	drawn	up	and	tied	tight	in	front	so	his	face	was
not	visible.			Through	the	speaker	in	my	helmet,	I	hear	Coach	Mil	er	say,	“Nice	throw.			A	baby-faced	kid	shoved	a	plug	of	tobacco	in	his	cheek.	Gazing	through	the	sparkling	glass	wall	of	the	greenhouse,	she	studied	the	house	centered	in	the	next	yard.			“I	love	this	guy,”	Beatriz	said	as	they	neared	the	elevators.	And	now	he	was	even	more	worried
that	Julie	wouldn’t	like	her	present.	“If	I	get	through	four	hours	of	Alabama	film	tonight,	I’l	come	out	tomorrow.	“What	was	yer	name	again,	miss?”			“Goodnight.	The	result	was	a	slim	volume	that	would	be	a	scandal	for	centuries.	She’s	an	angel	now.”			Ana’s	heart	broke	a	little.			“Ihave	ever	foundblueberries	lovely	and	luscious	myself.			Table	of
Contents			Chapter	1			Chapter	2			Chapter	3			Chapter	4			Chapter	5			Chapter	6			Chapter	7			Chapter	8			Chapter	9			Chapter	10			Chapter	1			The	chill	of	the	night	air	swept	across	Catherine’s	face	and	she	turned,	pulling	the	rough	wool	blanket	up	around	her	neck.	Instead,	about	a	year	later	she	showed	up	in	my	office	with	the	manuscript	of	The
Mysterious	Disappearance	of	Leon	(I	mean	Noel).			“I	am	so	sorry.			I	don’t	have	to	talk	to	him	to	be	nice	to	him.	His	black	hair	swept	dramatically	back	from	his	forehead	and	fell	over	the	collar	of	his	denim	shirt,	curling	a	bit	there.	Safira	Boutique	is	my	pride	and	joy.			I	don’t	waste	any	more	time	thinking	about	my	family,	job,	or	the	girl	who	left
without	a	word	this	morning.	Somewhere	to	think.	Right.			“I	demand	to	see	your	Captain	at	once!	These	people	are	not	slaves!	They	are	free	folk.”			“Not	what	our	Captain	says,”	the	soldier	spat	at	Charles’	feet.	I	wasn’t	a	wrinkle-noticing	person,	but	I	wouldn’t	have	been	surprised	to	find	out	they’d	been	rolled	up	and	stuffed	in	the	back	of	a	drawer
for	the	last	two	years.	In	1899	she	began	lessons	in	Greek	with	Clara	Pater,	sister	of	the	renowned	Victorian	critic	Walter	Pater,	and	in	1902	she	was	tutored	in	the	classics	by	Janet	Case	(who	also	later	involved	her	in	work	for	women’s	suffrage).	It	didn’t	end	there.	Found	innocent	and	released,	he	left	town	to	live	with	his	wife	and	family	on	a	small
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record	for	this	book	is	available	from	the	British	Library			Paperback	ISBN:	978-1-47113-672-6			EBOOK	ISBN:	978-1-47113-673-3			This	book	is	a	work	of	fiction.	If	he’s	going	to	force	me	down	from	a	very	peaceful,	comfortable	ledge,	then	I	expect	him	to	entertain	me	with	answers	to	my	nosy	questions.			There’s	no	apology	in	his	stare.			Safira	has
three	workers;	myself,	Mimi,	and	Lola.	Any	suggestions?”			He’s	silent	for	a	few	seconds.	my	purse.”			“Why	the	hell	is	your	purseoutside?”			“I	might	have	also	left	the	key	to	your	apartment	on	the	hallway	floor.”			He	doesn’t	even	respond	to	that	one.	”			“If	sheleaves	atall.	But	just	the	thought	of	missing	these	few	stolen	moments	with	his	princess
made	his	eyes	sting	and	his	chest	ache.	And	I	can’t	say	it	was	always	a	barrel	of	monkeys.			I	pul	my	helmet	off	and	grab	a	bottle	of	Gatorade	and	my	playbook.			He	wrestled	her	sodden,	unconscious	form	into	his	arms	and	stood.	I	suggest	you	buy	yourself	a	better	suit	with	it—I’ve	seen	you	wearing	the	same	one	for	four	years	and	it’s	still	about	six
sizes	too	big.	This	means	that	the	stories	have	a	surprise	at	the	end.	She	had	pink	icing	all	over	her	face	and	was	wearing	fairy	wings	with	her	pink	princess	dress.	He	knows	witches.”			There	was	a	riddle	there,	but	I	retorted,	“He’s	not	my	lover.”			“He	was.	Through	their	blood	ran	the	power	of	Finn	of	the	Celts,	the	ambitious	Morgan	le	Fay,	and
others	whose	names	were	whispered	only	in	shadows	and	in	secret.			Letty	and	Rosa	were	huddled	together	speaking	quietly,	their	arms	linked,	while	Calvin	gave	Hobbs	a	reassuring	pat	on	the	shoulder,	both	glassy-eyed	and	tense.			“Rowdy?”	Her	voice	was	high,	thin,	her	hands	bunching	in	the	front	of	her	shirt,	fisting	the	material	as	she	shuddered.
		A	married	body.	Piercing	blue	eyes	meet	mine,	and	something	knots	and	pulls	inside	my	tummy.	Her	work	on	The	Years	was	grindingly	slow	and	difficult.			And	the	sound	of	her	sweet,	husky	voice	would	always	make	his	dick	threaten	to	burst	the	zipper	in	his	jeans.			As	a	witch,	she	accepted	her	gift,	and	never	forgot	the	responsibility	it	entailed.
Like	he	thinks	I’m	the	one	who	shouted.			Adam	shrugged.	‘Sides,	even	did	I	manage	the	chore,	no	doubt	the	seams	would	split	the	moment	you	finished	fastening	the	hooks.			Correspondence	may	be	directed	to:			Mario	V.			A:	Why	not?			“Catherine!	I	will	find	you	again	I	swear	it!	I’ll	find	a	way	to	save	you	all!”			“Charles!”			“Shut	your	mouth,	girl,”
the	Captain	snarled,	“or	you’ll	be	my	entertainment	tonight.”			Catherine	clamped	her	mouth	shut	as	he	carried	her	up	onto	the	ship,	then	without	any	warning	at	all,	flung	her	off	his	shoulder	and	down	into	the	darkness	of	the	hold.	”			“Have	you	spoken	of	this	to	anyone?”			“You	ordered	me	not	to,	sir.	He	was	followed	by	a	second	Nephil	named	Hank
Mill	ar.	He	owned	that.			Grunting	ashe	settled	backin	place,	Paenpicked	up	apieceof	cheese	and	took	a	bite,	buthe	was	distracted.			This	woman	crumpled	on	the	flagstones	hadn’t	been	expecting	Ransom.	Asit	sprang	into	motion	and	approached,	head	on	for	an	instant,	theglaring	headlights	threw	his	shadow	sharply	against	the	wall	inside.The	shadow
pictured	grotesquely	elongated	legs	and	arms	that	ran	alongthe	floor	and	up	the	wall	of	the	corridor.			Her	face	had	gone	paste	white;	her	wide	gray	eyes	were	filled	with	fear.	“And	who	do	we	have	here?”			“This	is	Daisy.”	The	child	pressed	a	loving	kiss	to	the	top	of	the	puppy’s	head.	)			“She	doesn’t	have	a	tail,	Mr.	Asher,”	the	nurse	explained.	Since
admitting	how	much	he	wanted	her,	he	couldn’t	seem	to	stop.	Even	so,	he	hoped	what	he’d	told	the	woman	had	helped.	God,	your	parents	are	going	to	hate	me.	Reluctantly,	given	her	distaste	for	the	conventions	of	biography,	Woolf	agreed	to	write	his	life,	which	was	published	in	1940.	And	since	he	was	hunting	Lucan,	I	had	no	idea	how	long	it	would
take.	“I	didn’t	ask	both	of	you	here	for	sentiment.	In	1494,	when	the	French	first	marched	through	Lombardy	heading	for	Naples,	Florence	was	directly	in	their	path	and,	what’s	more,	an	ally	of	Naples.			“There,	priest,	now	you	can	speak	no	more	of	heresy	to	us,”	the	soldier	mocked	as	he	sheathed	his	dagger.	”			Rachel	grabbed	the	buzzer	from	the
blanket	and	held	it	up	like	it	was	wired	to	a	bomb.	He’d	been	eager	to	fuck	her	one	last	time	but	had	been	forced	to	slow	down	when	he’d	tried	unsuccessfully	to	unroll	an	inside-out	condom	over	his	dick.	I	guess	you	got	stabbed	in	the	neck.	“Just	one	other	thing.	And	lonelier	than	she’d	ever	been	in	her	life.	Watching	the	screen	required	intense
concentration.	I’m	not.	The	security	team	opened	the	door.	She	seemed	to	be	half	petticoats,	half	hair.	Blessed	with	the	Beta	Male	imagination,	he	spent	much	of	his	life	squinting	into	the	future	so	he	might	spot	ways	in	which	the	world	was	conspiring	to	kill	him	–	him;	his	wife,	Rachel;	and	now,	newborn	Sophie.			The	day	was	ended–quite
successfully,	so	far	as	she	knew.			“There’s	no	goddamn	tail,	you	doofus!	Look!”	She	pulled	down	the	blanket	and	aimed	baby	Sophie’s	bottom	at	him	like	she	might	unleash	a	fusillade	of	weapons-grade	poopage	such	as	the	guileless	Beta	Male	had	never	seen.	And	let’s	say	this	particular	reader-mechanic	has	worked	on	lots	of	books,	and	after	a	few
hundred	contemporary	novels,	the	mechanic	feels	like	he	can	take	apart	just	about	any	book	and	put	it	back	together	again.	You	can’t	see	it	from	the	street,	and	the	building	is	so	tall	that	not	many	people	even	know	about	it.”			He	looks	impressed.			“Hello,”	Ana	said,	as	if	she	always	found	little	girls	in	her	rosebushes.	I’m	off-balance,	unsteady;	I	still
feel	as	though	my	legs	are	anchored	to	this	bed	and	I’m	suddenly	unable	to	breathe,	seeing	spots	and	feeling	faint.	She’d	lasted	six	months	after	Ky’s	birth	before	she’d	hightailed	it	back	to	Seattle	for	a	temporary	separation.	The	band’s	drummer,	Gabe,	was	pulling	his	overnight	bag	from	the	luggage	compartment	beneath	the	bus.	There	the	younger
children	would	spend	their	days	playing	cricket	in	the	garden,	frolicking	on	the	beach,	or	taking	walks	along	the	coast,	from	where	they	could	look	out	across	the	bay	to	the	Godrevy	lighthouse.			A	Sex	Position	Manual	for	Generation	Y.	In	childhood	her	mind	and	imagination	had	been	hampered;	as	an	adult,	she	was	impatient	with	stodgy,	habitual
grooves	of	thought.	He	walks	toward	me	and	reaches	to	the	panel,	bravely	pressing	the	button	that	closes	the	doors.	What	does	the	peanut	butter	really	stand	for?”			Shoot	me	more	minute.	He’d	hoped	to	see	the	angel	first,	from	above,	but	was	comforted	by	the	knowledge	that	he	was	backed	by	his	own	handpicked	and	highly	trained	militia.			Leaving
his	erection	for	a	moment,	I	planted	my	hand	on	his	hard	stomach	and	scooted	myself	up	to	smooch	him	on	the	lips.			The	girl	smiled	back,	those	summer-sky	eyes	full	of	curiosity	and	mischief.	.’			10	Thomas	and	I	have	been	to	three.			Stupid	girl.	“Do	you	always	say	exactly	what’s	on	your	mind?”			He	shrugs.	“I’ll	scrounge	up	a	snack	for	you.	I	got	to
pick	her	out	myself	right	before	we	left	Indiana.	“You	know	how	I	detest	that	word.”			Maggie	reached	for	a	piece	of	marzipan	and	popped	it	into	her	mouth.	“Are	my	men	assembled?”			“Ten	men	in	the	woods	above	us,”	Blakely	answered.	Reacher	knew	that.	Oh,	my	God,”	she	yells	and	takes	off	toward	the	kitchen.	He	didn’t	want	her	to	get	the	wrong
idea	and	have	her	think	he	actually	cared	about	her.	I	am	someone	to	fear,	not	hunt.	Pdf.			“Fuck,”	she	breathed.	After	throwing	his	own	luggage	inside,	he	climbed	behind	the	wheel	and	waited.			McDermott	explained	the	problem	and	asked	Chandler	to	investigate	the	complaint	about	an	alleged	sex	orgy.	“That	quarterback	sneak	of	yours	is	great.	I
couldn’t	wait	for	footbal	.	He	looked	like	an	idiot.			The	angel	made	a	guttural	sound	of	impatience,	ripped	the	device	away	and	hurled	it	into	the	fog.	”			Then	I	go	pul	a	sophomore	cornerback	aside	to	speak	privately.	”	Lady	Straughton	moved	to	lean	against	her	husband’s	side	as	he	peered	approvingly	up	at	his	daughter.	He	dropped	silently	into	her
bedroom	–	pale	green,	lots	of	ruffles.	On	such	occasions,	as	tonight,	Herbie	Chandler	often	stayed	at	his	post	well	beyond	the	usual	hour.	”			She	squirmed	and	looked	away.	It	was	nearly	seven	at	night.	My	god.	Her	image	adorns	T-shirts,	postcards,	and	even	a	beer	advertisement,	while	phrases	from	her	writings	occur	in	all	kinds	of	contexts,	from
peace-march	slogans	to	highbrow	book	reviews.	Lots	of	pictures	and	very	little	text.	Vincent	hesitated	Read	more	...			Her	cravings	for	romance	were	gone.	“Hammer…”			Pulling	together	his	restraint,	he	eased	back,	trying	not	to	torture	himself	with	what	he	couldn’t	have.	The	third	bedroom	was	a	trifle	small,	but	it	would	do	just	fine	for	Turtle.	Which
apparently,	thank	god,	they	both	did.	“Vincent,	where	are	you?”			He	shook	his	head	as	if	warding	off	an	unpleasant	thought	and	looked	down	at	me.	These	were	described	in	a	memo	Weiss	sent	to	his	department	heads	that	said,	in	effect:	“Hailey	will	be	coming	to	visit	you.	Flowers.			There	were	a	number	of	pieces	of	equipment	in	the	knapsack.	At
thirty	seconds	to	target	he	started	exhaling	longer	breaths,	walking	his	respiration	and	heart	rate	down	notch	by	notch,	breath	by	elongated	breath.			Two	final	notes	about	Hotel.	“Don’t	lie	to	me	goddamn	you,”	but	now	my	voice	is	high	and	broken	and	shaking	and	“No,”	I	gasp,	“no,	no,	no—”			I	actually	stand	up	this	time.	The	mental	list	was	just	to
keep	in	practice.	You	never	know	what	they’re	going	to	do	after	they	end	their	call	with	us.”			“It	was	peanut	butter,	Holly.	It	sounds	too	weak	to	even	reach	his	ears	from	here,	much	less	reverberate	inside	his	body.			The	guy	from	the	passenger	side	tracked	around	the	hood	and	formed	up	with	the	driver.	The	point	is	that	if	we	are	interested	in
human	possibility,	and	we	are	able	to	cheer	each	other	on	to	leaps	in	science	and	athletics	and	art	and	thought,	we	must	admire	the	work	that	our	peers	have	managed	to	create.	His	face	was	another	derivative	of	charming	Vincent.	And	I	never	see	him	leave.			For	information	about	permission	to	reproduce	selections	from	this	book,	write	to
Permissions,	Houghton	Mifflin	Harcourt	Publishing	Company,	215	Park	Avenue	South,	New	York,	New	York	10003.	She	didn’t	jog	for	her	looks.	“I	thought	you	loved	me	more.”			I	shake	my	head,	telling	him	it	isn’t	the	time	to	be	funny.	It	was	locked.			JJ	and	Lacey	break	apart,	much	like	unsnapping	Velcro,	as	Kristen	says,	“Don’t	get	Jordan	started,
Marie.	Three	older	couples	talked	in	the	vestibule.	“You	brought	twenty-five	of	your	best	Nephilim	fighters	to	go	against	one	man?”			“Not	a	man,”	Hank	reminded	him.			Dimples.	The	soldier	tried	to	fling	him	off,	but	Liam	held	on	tight.	Okay,	maybe	it	wasn’t	the	most	epic.	He	didn’t	want	to	end	up	on	any	of	them.	George,	in	one	instance,	explained	his
behavior	to	a	family	doctor	as	his	effort	to	comfort	his	half	sister	for	the	fatal	illness	of	their	father.			And	the	power	grew,	as	he	did.	“Why	don’t	you	let	them	know,	and	I’ll	escort	you	inside.”			“I’ll	be	right	back.”	Dex	sprinted	over	to	his	dad.	He	was	tender	and	kind	and	gentle	and	he	saved	me,	saved	my	life.			I	sighed	and	dropped	my	forehead	on	th	e
desk.			She	takes	her	place	behind	the	counter	and	logs	into	the	register.	”	He	began	arranging	Rachel’s	dark	hair	across	the	pillow,	brought	a	long	lock	down	over	Sophie’s	head,	and	started	styling	it	into	a	baby	hairpiece.	”			“Fine,”	Henry	says,	smiling.			‘Six?’	Marina	asks.	She’s	in	the	wedding.	Like	an	aiming	point,	Reacher	thought.	The	tennis
coach	jingles	pocket-change.	Drinking	more,	I	mean.”			“Why	are	you	drinking	anyway?”	Ben	took	the	stool	next	to	him.			“And	you	don’t	need	to	know,”	Lucca	tells	her	with	laughter	as	he	walks	past	her	and	smacks	her	on	the	back	of	the	head.			“Floor	ten,”	he	says	without	looking	away	from	me.			“Where	are	you	going?”	She	might	be	a	vampire
slayer,	but	she’d	find	trouble.	While	she	labored	over	the	novel	in	1934,	the	news	came	of	the	death	of	Roger	Fry,	one	of	her	oldest	and	closest	friends	and	the	former	lover	of	her	sister,	Vanessa.	To	live	in	a	house	on	top	of	a	building?”			“You’d	get	the	whole	roof	to	yourself,”	he	says.	His	father’s	rules	were	strict.			“She’s	here	now,”	Henry	said.	It	was



impossible.	It’s	not	unbearable,	but	it’s	not	comfortable,	either.	“I’ll	find	out.	In	my	mind,	I	was	wondering	how	many	times	that	body	has	been	pressed	against	a	girl	who	wasn’t	his	wife.	”	Paen	gesturedaround	the	trestletables	filled	withpeople.	Dutton,			a	division	of	Penguin	Books	USA,	Inc.,	1978			Published	by	Puffin	Books,	1992			Reissued,	1997		
This	edition	published	by	Speak,	an	imprint	of	Penguin	Group	(USA)	Inc.,	2008			Copyright	©	Ellen	Raskin,	1978			eISBN	:	978-1-101-15745-9					■	FOR	JENNY	who	asked	for	a	puzzle-mystery	■	AND	SUSAN	K.	In	1909	she	started	The	Forerunner,	a	monthly	magazine	she	wrote	and	published	single-handedly	for	seven	years—poems,	topical	pieces,
humor,	stories,	and	serialized	novels,	among	them	the	utopian	Herland.	They’re	all	dead.”			TWO			My	body	locks.			“You	didn’t	even	say	good-bye.			“I	do	have	a	purpose,”	responded,	Mary.	You	Priests	have	too	much	at	stake	to	…			Q:	Try	me.			He	was	a	famous	artist	who	lived	in	Italy	in	the	Middle	Ages.Everybody	in	English	Literature	seemed	to
know	about	him,	and	the	wholeclass	laughed	because	I	thought	he	was	an	archangel.	Doesn’t	even	have	to	change	out	of	his	pajamas	and	makes	seven	figures	a	year.”			Lucky	bastard,	indeed.	I’m	sorry	but	our	policies	are	clear.	His	ex	didn’t	live	in	West	Texas,	rather	on	the	West	Coast.			Then	over	his	headset	came	two	words:	“Sixty	seconds.”			“Copy
that,	Alpha	One,”	said	Jacobs.	The	Challenger	flew	past	the	red,	missing	an	oncoming	taxi	by	inches.	Hadn’t	he?	Or	as	a	family	acquaintance	with	a	neighboring	ranch.			The	angel	smiled,	but	it	wasn’t	pleasant.	She’d	taken	some	care	with	her	makeup,	but,	judging	by	the	way	her	eyes	were	shining,	it	wouldn’t	last	long.	“Don’t	be	ridiculous,”	I	say	to
him.	“Promise?”			I	make	a	cross	over	my	heart.	”	His	battle	instincts	were	humming	now.	His	eyes	fall	to	what	little	cleavage	is	peeking	o	ut	of	my	shirt,	and	then	he	looks	at	the	suitcase	by	my	side.	In	a	career	that	had	spanned	nearly	fifty	years,	Eve	Benedict	had	known	the	highs,	and	the	lows,	and	used	both	to	forge	herself	into	what	she	wanted	to
be.	Everyone	knew	that	Cinderella	had	to	scrub	the	floors	before	she	could	win	the	handsome	prince.	He	leans	over	the	ledge	and	lets	an	arm	dangle	as	he	stares	down	at	the	street.	And	I	fought	back	a	yawn.			My	father	sighs	and	leans	back	against	the	couch.			Beatriz	made	a	mental	note	to	give	the	bellhop	a	good	tip.	But	something	about	him
bothers	me.			She	stepped	from	the	sidewalk.	”	He	waited	until	she	complied,	then	he	sat	across	from	her.	Kids?	As	always,	she	felt	that	quick	rush	of	satisfaction	at	the	knowledge	that	her	body	responded	so	automatically.	I’m	doing	my	best	to	help	her,	to	fill	in	the	gaps.	Izzy	could	look	at	her	situation	and	see	just	that.	She	managed	a	small	snort	of
disgust.			She	was	twenty-three	and	her	kisses	were	soft	summer	rain.	Bound	to.	Have	you	considered	what	it	meant	for	Alia	to	be	born	into	this	universe	fully	cognitive,	possessed	of	all	her	mother’s	memories	and	knowledge?	My	eyes	are	usually	as	brown	as	my	hazelnut	hair,	but	right	now,	they	look	ten	shades	darker,	thanks	to	the	bags	under	them.
With	luck,	if	the	storm	moved	south	toward	the	Gulf	of	Mexico,	there	might	be	rain	in	New	Orleans	by	morning.	She	wanted	me	to	talk	to	Mr.	Moser.			When	Papa	overspent	their	income,	and	the	maid	was	dismissed,	she	told	herself	the	drudgery	would	pay	off	someday.	”			“Which	one?”			“Warpaint.			“Yes,	but…”	I	really	had	no	defense.			“One	piece	at
a	time,”	the	angel	hissed,	dangling	something	papery	and	drenched	in	dark	liquid	over	Hank’s	whirling	vision.	When	she	saw	what	I	had	done	to	the	wall,	she	realized	that	something	had	changed	with	me.	And	then	a	bright	orange	beacon	parked	near	the	end	of	the	block	gave	him	clarity.			A	Therian	doctor	who	Dex	recognized	as	one	of	several	who’d
come	out	when	the	EMTs	had	arrived	with	Sloane,	came	barging	through	the	door	and	into	the	waiting	area,	straight	to	Tony.			I	hold	on	tight,	pray	the	pain	will	pass.	Talking	dirty	still	made	me	feel	uncomfortable	but	it	was	rapidly	becoming	second	nature.	I	keep	my	left	hand	wrapped	tightly	around	the	doorknob	and	hold	the	door	shut	so	the	guy
won’t	fall	completely	into	the	apartment.	After	several	seconds,	Ms.	Fielding	found	her	voice.	Please,	don’t	deny	me	this	time	with	him.”			The	doctor	looked	like	he	was	going	to	politely	refuse	once	again,	but	instead	he	let	out	a	resigned	sigh.	He	believes	that	you	haveoriginality,	and	he	is	planning	to	educate	you	to	become	a	writer.’			‘A	writer?’
Jerusha’s	mind	was	numbed.			She	could	smell	bread	from	the	bakery.			I	open	the	staff	room	door,	literally	throw	my	bag	onto	the	kitchenette	counter,	and	run	back	to	the	register	to	log	on.			I	rolled	my	eyes.			So,	here	he	was	killing	time	in	the	local	honky-tonk,	wondering	how	he’d	get	through	the	next	month	and	a	half	without	going	insane.	He
carried	her	to	the	passenger	side	of	his	truck,	burned	rubber	over	the	snake	and	drove	her	home,	keeping	hold	of	her	hand	as	she	sobbed.	Taken.	We	were	all	terrified	of	him,	and	he	knew	it.	“You	don’t	look	familiar,”	she	said.	The	judge	was	standing	behind	the	bench	speaking	to	his	adjutant.	He	keeps	tabs	on	all	the	stock	handlers.	You	must
remember	that	you	arewriting	to	a	Trustee	of	the	John	Grier	Home.’			Jerusha’s	eyes	longingly	sought	the	door.	Ironically,	given	Woolf’s	reputation	as	a	highbrow,	it	became	a	bestseller	in	the	United	States,	even	being	published	in	an	Armed	Services	edition.	Instead,	a	different	girl	was	there	and	this	one	was	a	doozy.	And,	then	at	the	age	of	thirty,	a
fiction	writer.			“You	don’t	owe	me	nothin’,	Cash.			I	didn’t	account	for	how	cold	it	would	be	up	here,	though.			“Okay,	I’ll	go.

Barbapapa	is	a	1970	children's	picture	book	by	the	French-American	couple	Annette	Tison	and	Talus	Taylor,	who	lived	in	Paris,	France.Barbapapa	is	both	the	title	character	and	the	name	of	his	"species".The	book	was	the	first	of	a	series	of	children's	books	originally	written	in	French	and	later	translated	into	over	30	languages..	Barbe	à	papa	–
literally	"Daddy's	beard"	–	is	French	for	...	The	New	England	Journal	of	Medicine	provides	a	collection	of	articles	and	other	resources	on	the	Coronavirus	(Covid-19)	outbreak,	including	clinical	reports,	management	guidelines,	and	commentary.;	The	Lancet	has	created	a	Coronavirus	Resource	Centre	with	content	from	across	its	journals	-	as	it	is
published.;	Nature	has	granted	free	to	access	to	the	latest	available	COVID	…	They	have	long,	muscular	bodies	with	broad	chests	and	short	necks.	Their	tails	are	bushy	and	long	in	length,	their	paws	are	large,	round,	and	tufted,	and	their	coats	are	silky,	dense,	and	medium	to	long	length.	Adults	develop	knickerbockers	on	their	hind	legs	and	a	ruff
around	their	necks.	The	breed	is	often	known	for	its	large	round	deep	blue	...	The	New	England	Journal	of	Medicine	provides	a	collection	of	articles	and	other	resources	on	the	Coronavirus	(Covid-19)	outbreak,	including	clinical	reports,	management	guidelines,	and	commentary.;	The	Lancet	has	created	a	Coronavirus	Resource	Centre	with	content
from	across	its	journals	-	as	it	is	published.;	Nature	has	granted	free	to	access	to	the	latest	available	COVID	…
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