7‘/7@ bus unloads and three get off. Onc [703 with f)aggyjcan s crosses the road
and moves with spcca/ down a shaded, /ong road. A man follows in a 5/71’171’175 black
car. [ 7e had been waiting on the side of the street for some time. Waiting for this
innocent young man to f)cg[n his walk home. 7‘/7@ [703 could be no older than
twenty, with brown hairand a strong face.. 7‘/7@ man wants him gone. Wants him
gone bad. 7‘/7@ car follows slowly at first, and then stops beside the f)oy...

Sean Breton Aaa/a/ways been a Psyc/w’c. [He had often been cncouragca/ to
become a criminal Proﬁ/ er. []e sometimes received spontancous visions of crimes
bc:’n‘g committed. So he had followed his newfound dream off)cinga Prof iler upon
cna/ing his career as a forensic scientist. fHe had been af)/c, a/uring his career, to
"become” a maniac, to view the world t/7roug/7 the eyes of a Psyckopat/m fjl'sjob
had taug/ﬁ him many t/ﬁngs. fHe had left with a new look on life. T/mgrucsomc
deaths of men and women he had worked on did disturb /71’/17, but the whole
cxpcricncc did not leave him suicidal or Ckangc him into a forevcngrumpy man.

Kat/mr, it showed him there was so much more to humankind than Wkatpco[a/c saw.

7‘/7@ [703 is uncertain about the man as he Pccrca/into the car. 0/7 (God, does this
man need him gone. Fowcnfu/arms wrap the [703 into a /7u‘g; around the car’s front
f)umpcr, kickin‘g; scratcking, and the man throws the [703 inside...

Sean Pus/mal the images from his mind and smiled to himself, alriving down the
street in his black Forsc/m. f7'c Aaa/rcccnt/y won the /ottcry, and had taken car/y
retirement. [Jis gir/fricnal, (sina, sat beside him in the passenger scat, busi/y

a justing the radio channel [He was a/ways Paticnt with /7@r, even when she
annoycal the hell out of him.

W/mn he felt like t/7rowing his fist t/7roug/7 the radio, he said, 7‘/71'5 is the /l'fc, ism’t
i [He Jooked out over the moun tainside, twisty roads stretchin g a/ong for miles

and miles. Scan Jooked at the endless ocean below the c/nq, smi/ing once more.

“| ¢ rca//y is beautiful But the drive isn't part of the /70/1’0133,” Gina’s cxprcssion

twisted into irritation as she met his eyes. “|s /77



yean sighed. “No, not if you don’t want it to be. [tis for me.” [ e smiled. «] love to
Sean sig snotify

drive.”

“Glacl you do,” (Gina said and started Ficlc”ing w ith the radio dial again. Scan

counted down from ten, lc’c’cing his anger slowlg release.

The farmhouse where the man Parks the car. [he }309 is clruggccl and slee Ping.
7716 man brings himinside, shaking he staggers under the wcight of the }305. What
is he cloing?No it’s got to be don e.

Sean caught himself Frowning. Mang PCOPIC had cxplainccl to him that the criminal
mind would Cvcn’cuallg go away when he stoppccl using it. Un{:or’cuna’cclﬂ, he could
not rid himself of the burden. Horriblc ki”ings still filled and cluttered his vast mind.

Kcaching the coas’clinc, he Pu”ccl over and referred to the map. 7716 boat station
was onlﬂ over the hill and a mile to the righ’c. [He traced his Fingcr on the narrow
black line that dead-ended along the coast, and ’caPPccl it twice. [ e folded the
map and tossed it on (Gina’s laP. She sighccl and violcn’clg shoved it inthe glovc
compar’cmcnt. Scan didrnt notice her anger.

HC clrovc on...

AH the man’s lingering sense of doubt about his actions goes away as the }305
wakes up- Tossing his head back and forth, backand forth, the }305 wards off his
demons butis unable to strike. [His eyes open and he cries out, sits up, sees the

man.

“ Oh my Gocl! W— VM‘IO are you 7 the }305 want s to know. HC studies the man. 7716
man seems very fit. So does the }305. The man lurches forward. [is original

intention isjust to teach the }305 alesson. . The man must now become violent in

order to get his way. VM‘@ > kick, kick, Punch, bite..

[He looked at his wife, almost went off the road, and then once more maintained
goocl steering,. [He felt her eyes on him, but he ignorccl it for the most part. [He

glancccl over a few times but her eyes were gluccl to the roacl, and she was



unknowingly humming the country tune on the radio. Sean hated country music.
2y s Y Y

The fyog is dead. T he man —now a killer —cannot understand how the f)og died.
/\/]ag[)c offright. /\/]agf)e the f)eating. /\/]ag[)c he would come back to life very soon.

7716 killer’s mind races as he thinks of a Plan. [Teneeds a Plan.

Scan was s’craining now to kccp the thoughts away. 7716 male voice ofcoun’crg
music droned irri’ca’cinglg like a broken f)anjo, making Sean’s head throb.

7716 killer’s head throbs. f7'c stands motionless. f7ﬁs mind blank. somewhere to
store the fyoclg? Where can he put it7 [ e attempts to check the time, bccoming
nervous, but his golcl watchis gone! Whereisit? [ s Girlfricncl had given itto him
two years ago and was sure to tell him she Paicl alot ofmoncy forit. Shc would be
furious that he lost it/ /’c’sjust clisappearccl offhis wrist! Where could it be?

Scan saw the boat station. f7'c neare d it, Pu”ccl over, and gotout ofthe Forschc.
Ajc’ctg with brown and black seaweed cli nging in bundles to the sides stood
ahead. A boathouse with broken grimy windows and s’crips of old white Pain’c on
the rotting boards was on the righ’c ofthe car. Onthe left at the end of’chcjct’cg
oPPosi’cc the boathouse was a small but s’curcly Hlue vcsscl, fyobbing on the
incoming tide with the words: “Gaglc’s Dream” Prin’cccl on the bow. Scan got out.
he heard the window ofhi's Forschc roll down and his girlfricncl 56” out: “ VM‘@ are
we stoppccl here?

Scan turned around and held up his index ﬁnger. “/’c wont take a minute, dear” f7'c
aPProachccl the boathouse and looked inside the open door. The smell of moulclg
fish burned his nose. Within was a man wearing a white, stained shirt, rippccljcans,
a bald head and scru#y grey beard. f7'c satata table. 7716 man looked up from
the deck of cards laid on the table. Ohne ofhis Cgcfyalls was long missing, and
Scan, ever amused f)ﬂ other's misfor’cuncs, ncarlﬂ burst out laughing at the em Pt9
sockc’c, covered with a thin laﬂcr ofindented skin. 7716 other eye, grey and clouclﬂ,
studied Sean in’ccnsely.

“You /\/]r. Joc Fcrkins ? the man asked.

“[am,” Scan fied.



“l’mjust leavin’ here.”
“(Good. l’” get the suitcase.”

[lomer went back to the Forschc, clisrcgarcling Giina’s qucstions, and op ened the
trunk. On top of Sean and (Gina’s luggagc was a very largc, black suitcase. A
dark burgunclg stain covered several inches of its surface. [He Pu”ccl it out of the
’crunl(, lcaning to one side s’cruggling with t he wcight. [Te crossed the bonit of the
car, he smiled at his passenger, and once more approachccl the man and handed
the suitcase to the man as the man boarded the seca vcsscl, ma‘(ing sounds about

how hcavg it was.

“Now you won’t be looking in that?” Sean asked.
“NOPC,”

Sean smiled and retrieved a wad of hundred dollar bills from his Poc‘(ct. Although
he had little trust in anyone, he was not Par’cicularl y worried about this man for

some reason. HC handed the money to the fisherman.

“’Siclcs,” said the fishe rman, un’cging a complcx knot kccping the boat to a grey
and ro’c’cing Pos’c. “l can't ‘member much these clags. l bet Joc Far‘(in’s ain't your
real name angwags.” Homcr was no longer interested in further transactions. HC

hacl alreacly ’cumccl ancl was walking awag as thC man SPO‘(C.

(//Pstairs he finds it. A suitcase. [tis largc and musty and clus’cg and the killer finds
it appa”ing, but proper for an appa”ing task. [He goes back downstairs and
collects the }305 into the suitcase, lcavinga blooclﬂ mess behind him. A t igh’c
squeeze to fit itin there but it works. [He leaves with the suitcase and drives home,
lis’ccning to Peethoven, worrying about his watch but lc’c’cing the memories of what

Jus’c happcnccl case..case..ease...and thcg drift away almos’c complc’cclﬂ.

Almos’c...

Back in the Forschc Gina glarccl at Scan. “What the hell was that about?” she



wanted to know.

“KCCP yournose out of my busincss,” Scan saicl, and turned the kcg in the
igni’cion.Scan’s business was Fina”g taken care of. Fcrhaps now, he could anog the

holiclag toits full extent.

Back on the main road, (Gina said, “}Jmm,” and she ’caPPccl somcthing on the
dashboard. ¢t appears that this clock isn’t working.”

Sean looked down and saw that in fact the cligi’cal clisPlaﬂ clock on the dash read
1:06am, which made no sens e whatsoever as it could be no later than three o’ clock

in the afternoon, and the sun was still shining high in the sky.

“l’” setit,” (5ina said, lcaning forward with hcr}cingcr Poisccl before the buttons
corresPoncling with the minutes and hours. “\What time is it?”

Sean kcpt clriving. [e steeled himself for his wife’s {:urg and did not look at her

when he saicl, “l don't know. l’vc lost my watch.”



