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A Year In Seattle

Week One 

Thursday, June 22, 2056 - Arrival at SeaTac

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

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

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

It'll wait till morning... 

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

'Night y'all. 



Friday, June 23, 2056 - I hate bureaucracy! 

It was raining... 

Today's rant : "I hate Bureaucracy!" 

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

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

My luck changed a little after lunch. Mrs. Macadders, the super in the boy's building came in, with Lone Star to see what I was up to... Once THAT was straightened out, she obliged my by giving me a bill for the boys door, which she had replaced after the 'break in'. 

It wasn't quite that bad, but it sure felt like it. She did make me tea after scaring the daylights out of me... and the bill did give me proof of residence. Rough start, but after lunch I was ready for a rematch. 

Went back to DMV, got my license... and then it was another cab ride back out to SeaTac where I once again attempted to pick up my bike. This time I was told that the first gentleman was wrong and I *didn't* need my license, but it was too late in the day to process it, so... come back tomorrow... 

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

Another cab ride back to the boy's place and a very frustrating evening of cleaning and contemplating all sorts of things to do to any annoying bureaucratic idiots who cross my path-- at least I'll be able to fix any damage I do to them. 

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

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

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

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

After that it was bureaucracy reporting, questioning... and the first officers on the scene, remember me from a B&E call earlier in the day... I ended-up down town. One finger-printing later and they're apologizing because the officer with the memory lapse suddenly remembered the B&E had been a false alarm. 

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



Saturday June 24th, 2056 - Rebounding 

This morning I did not want to get out of bed. After everything that happened yesterday, part of my mind just didn't want to function. I mean, I've been in town less than a day and a half and in that time I have been, mistaken for a burglar, hassled by a gang, witness to a drive-by and arrested under suspicion of criminal wrong doing. 

By this time I have taken 5 cab rides, stood in at least 27 different lines, been poked, prodded and otherwise annoyed. 

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

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

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

I thanked them for it and they seemed surprised that I didn't ask what it was. It was a token. A symbol that indicated I could move through the neighborhood un-hassled. They'd acknowledged me as a street doc and therefore, I was a protected commodity. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ah well, at least I have my bike now... the rest will come in time. 

. 



Sunday, June 25th 2056 - Picking up the pieces 

Things never happen the way you expect. 

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

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

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

Next I tackled Alan's room. His was the Master bedroom, complete with walk in closet. Not that he used it for anything as ordinary as 'cloths' mind you. No, that was his inner sanctum, also hauntingly empty. I caught a whiff of incense, but nothing else. The floor was clean and the markings were gone. I couldn't tell if had been... undone... but it didn't feel right going in there. It took me almost 5 hours to establish order in the place, but when I was finished, it looked almost as if Al would be coming home at any minute. 

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

I closed the door. 

Everything is almost normal. The only weapons I found was a broken sai and a pair of shanai. It took me until this morning to realize something else was missing-- the cats. The boys have been missing for almost a month now, and Taco and Maxwell aren't really known for their survival skills– dry food is their idea of roughing it. 

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

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

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

I looked at her and shook my head, offering her a seat. "Some grow out of it," I told her as she continued to stare at me. "But they've got to live long enough to learn." 

She didn't get it. Some people never do. I sighed and told her I'm a medic, its what I do... How do you explain to someone the oath, the belief... I'm not here to pass judgement on people, that's for their ministers... I just keep their bodies going... 

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

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

She left me, sitting there, trying to sort out what she'd said, and how I felt about it. I'd almost gotten a handle on it when a man walked up and sat down across from me. He wasn't exactly friendly, but he wasn't exactly hostile either. He just sat down and stared at me for a minute or two. 

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

"Jess, all she understands... is boys like them, they killed her son... she hates them all-- and you helped them, therefore-- you're as bad as they are..." 

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

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

He nodded. At least some people understand. 

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

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

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

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

. 



Monday, Jun 26th 2056 - Missing Persons 

Well, today I made my first voluntary trip down to police headquarters. After waiting in line for 2 hours I got directed to the missing persons desk two levels down. With visitor pass in hand I made my way through the station and stood in another line for almost an hour before getting to talk to the desk clerk. 

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

He was an odd combination of helpful and gruff. He made the checks he gave me the case numbers and status, then growled at me to get out of there and let people with real problems get their information. As I headed out he called to me, telling me to check back in a week for any updates, and that I might want to check the hospitals and the morgue for John Does. 

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

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

"Sorry honey," he said. "sometimes nothing's better than the alternatives." 

It wasn't very comforting, but at least he made an effort. 

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



Tuesday June 27th 2056 - And John Does 

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

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

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

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

The morgue – that had to be the worst part of the day. 

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

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

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

Did I say 'droll'? Morbid would be more like it. But you kinda get used to graveyard humor in this business. Its how you fight it. You laugh about it, you even laugh at it, cause death is no laughing matter, but maybe if you laugh hard enough you can keep it from getting to you. 

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

"Hell of a birthday present, hu kid?" 

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

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

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

I hope. 



Wednesday, June 28th - A new direction

The day started off kind of slowly. I didn't really want to do much of anything after yesterday. One of the bodies... what happened wasn't pretty and for some reason I spent most of the night imagining Matt, or Alan, or Andy's face attached to it. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He had my interest up now. 

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

I smiled at him. He was offering me something positive to do to keep my mind off of my problems, and a way to get to know the folks in the neighborhood and maybe, just maybe learn a little more about what happened to my brothers. 

If only it had been that easy. His daughter, Trina was so over worked that she didn't have time to see him. She had us waiting in the reception area while she tried to catch up on her patients. I guess maybe she thought he wanted her to look at me, cause any time he tried to talk to her, she just shook her head. 

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

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

Trina told me anytime I wanted to help out, I was welcomed. 

Guess I don't have to worry about having nothing to do. Oddly enough, that helps a lot. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Two 

Thursday, June 29th 2056 - Learning the ropes

I took an early morning drive through the city during early morning rush hour to get a feel for the streets and the traffic. Maps are one thing, but they never really mean that much to me until I’ve driven the roads and can put a picture to the corner. 

When I got home, I began marking the map for the morning rush hour and the usual traffic tie- ups. It’s an odd hobby, but one that comes in quite useful when you’re running an ambulance, or acting as a motorcycle medic. 

It’s a wonderful job really, but very new to the area. Thing is the Australians and the Brits have been doing it for over sixty years. Remote areas, heavy traffic– there are times when you need to get a medic to a person faster than traffic will allow and helicopters aren’t always the answer. 

Enter the motorcycle medic. 

It’s a bit different from a standard medic’s position, because there’s usually a much longer wait for transport. Normally the job means stabilize and transport, but when transport is delayed and you have a patient with a serious condition, you have a lot more work ahead of you. Its up to you to stabilize them and keep them going until the transport can get there. 

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

I didn’t do too badly, but lets face it, my training is geared to emergencies. You help the patient and keep them going until you can get them to hospital for treatment. Its very rare in my line of work that colds are a serious concern. Usually by the time that comes into play, they’re at the hospital, and under the care of a full medical staff. 

Still, a lot of the folks didn’t want anything to do with me other than “What’s the problem.” and “the Doctor will see you now.” (Did I mention, I make a lousy duty nurse?) 

On the bright side, today didn't seem as bad as yesterday was, although I did get some rather nasty stares from a few of the older patients. I knew it was about the gangers, but there was nothing I could do about that, and nothing I would change. It’s what I’m trained to do. You swear the oath, you put aside your personal feelings and judgements. 

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

Sometimes I wonder if I'm fighting what might not be a losing battle, but definitely one you can't win. 

At least with the two of us working the clinic things ran rather smoothly. I know Trina looked a lot less frazzled by the end of the day. 

There were actually times when nothing was happening. I’m not sure if Trina was pleased, or worried by that. Maybe I’m not the only one running from my own demons. 

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

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

But sometimes the only holiday you have is the one you make, busman or otherwise, at least it’s a change. 



Friday, June 30th 2056 -Smoke and Mirrors

Well, I’m slated to start work in one week. I’m actually looking forward to it. After two days of kids with skinned knees and angry mothers, I could use a rest from this little diversion. Trina keeps trying to tell me I’m a natural and should think about a “serious medical career.” 

I know she’s teasing, but sometimes I think I went into emergency medicine because you don’t have as much time to get attached to the patient. I mean, you’ve got a serious job to do. You get them out of danger and where they can be helped and you don’t have time to let emotions come into play. You do that, somebody almost always gets hurt. Its an odd combination of remaining detached, but accessible. The last thing you want is a patient who thinks you don’t care, cause that’s when they stop caring. 

Still, there are cases where you spend an inordinate amount of time with the patient. Either while you’re trying to extricate them and keep them conscious, or you’re trying to keep them going until the rest of the team arrives. 

Those times, you do get to know about them, and you’re almost always curious as to how they’re doing afterwards. I have a few people like that in Baltimore. The folks who didn’t stop fighting, the ones who looked you up afterwards just to say thanks... the kids. 

I almost always remember the kids. Here its different. The kids aren’t in any serious danger for the most part probably got what they deserved, like the Jenkins’ boy who got bitten when he grabbed the neighbor’s cat by the tail and tried to swing him over his head. 

But then you get kids like the Davis boy who got ‘thumped up’ by the local gang. Yeah, them again. And of course, since I patched them up it was all my fault. Richard didn’t seem to mind that fact, but his mom– man did she lay into me. 

I was glad Trina was there to bail me out. She was calm and patient and explained that as a medic, it’s my duty to treat anyone in need. 

It was a great speech, and I almost believed that she agreed with it until the end of the day when two rather bloody Orks came in dragging an Elf between them. They looked as if they’d been in a major fight somewhere. They were in need and Trina refused to help them. 

She REFUSED! I couldn’t believe the same woman who preached tolerance and duty was turning her back on folks who were obviously in need. 

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

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

Needless to say I did. I ended up patching them up in their van, but it was rough. Half the stuff I needed was either in the clinic or in my kit at home. I couldn’t go back to the clinic, that much was obvious and they refused to go to the apartment. I did what I could for them, and then they were off. I ended up going for a long ride, trying to clear my head on the whole matter, but I kept thinking about Trina’s reaction. 

I was halfway to Redmond before it hit me: all of her patients had been human. That thought sent a shiver up my spine. I pulled over and just sat there for a while. I know it wasn’t the smartest thing I could do, but I just needed to think. 

I got back to the apartment around midnight and just collapsed. I’m not sure if I’m going back to the clinic. 



Saturday, July 1st 2056 - Shattered illusions

The day started at about 3 AM when I heard breaking glass and an explosion. I barely heard it, but the sound of sirens, that woke me up. Lets face it, if there’s one sound I’m well in tune with, it’s a siren. 

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

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

I mean I just couldn’t believe it. Everything had seemed so normal, I thought this kind of stupidity had mercifully died out. I wanted to find the people who did this and make them need my services, but I knew it wouldn’t do any good. People like that never seem to learn. Unless what you say agrees with their cannon, your words mean nothing. 

I scanned the faces of those gathered, knowing that people who work on this sort of terror like to see the results of their work, make sure their message was heard, but I didn’t see anybody that seemed out of place, except probably me. 

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

He caught my eye as I headed towards them and shook his head. I guess I was probably the last person she wanted to see right then, I don’t think I could really blame her. 

I tried to go back to sleep, but it just wasn’t happening. It was a long time before dawn came and I played last night’s events back over and over again in light of what had happened. Was it fear that had made her send them away? I didn’t know any more. I had been so sure that she was motivated by hatred and now this. 

Now I had seen the true face of hate. By the time the sun rose, I knew what I had to do. I went back to the clinic, or the remains of the clinic, and began cleaning it out. I was deep in thought and self recrimination when I noticed the people who’d gathered. I turned, ready for them to blame me, to tell me I had no place there, but instead they began picking up the pieces with me. 

Maybe it wasn’t them not understanding, but me not giving them a chance. By noon we were all tired and the woman from the café came over and handed out sandwiches. She made sure I took one and gave me a brief smile. 

It was long work, and by the time the sunlight started to fade, I started to blend into the darkness, coated in ash and soot. I forced myself to keep going, it was almost a sort of penance. As I reached for the last of the wreckage, Mario put a hand on my shoulder. 

“You’ve done enough Jess,” he said softly. 

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

He chuckled gently. “No Jess... This was not your fault.” 

I looked at him. I’m sure my expression was seriously confused. 

“You did not bomb the clinic... you did not paint those hateful sayings...” 

“But they did it because of me... because I treated those people...” 

“If they had not done it now, they would have done it later... but that does not matter... what matters is that we rebuild and continue on. And you are doing that...” 

I shook my head and tried to say something, anything, but the words weren’t there. My world had been so clean cut until today, black and white. That illusion was shattered with the front window of the clinic. 

“There are good people here,” Mario told me softly. “But the hateful ones are the ones we tend to see... If you think about it, they have hurt themselves more than those they hate, for they have robbed themselves of the medical facilities that they may need.” 

I tried to think about that, but all I could see was the damage. 

“Go to sleep Jess, it will be better in the morning.” 

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



Sunday, July 2nd 2056 - Night terrors

Remind me to stay on Mario’s good side... 

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

I can remember it so vividly. Everything was so normal and then I was surrounded... I can’t even think about it without shuddering. It was a nightmare unlike any I have ever had. All I remember was the pain and the terror. Something was grabbing me, holding me down as fire surrounded me. I could feel it, smell it... it burned... it... 

It was bad. 

There seemed no escaping the pain and fear. I know I screamed, screamed myself hoarse and then some. When I finally broke free of the nightmare I was soaked in sweat and too exhausted to move. I was also wrapped up in a blanked and someone was holding me. 

For the longest time, I could hear their voices, but I couldn’t make any sense of the sounds. I stared out at the familiar surroundings but I didn’t really see them. I just knew that if I closed my eyes, the nightmare would take me again. 

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

“Easy,” Trina urged. I could hear the concern in her voice. 

“Did anybody get the number of the truck that hit me?” I managed to ask, at least I think I did. It’s still a bit unreal to me. 

I could feel Mario’s strong hands helping me sit up, and Trina gently helping from her side. Once I was upright Mario pressed a steaming cup in my hands and told me to drink. I took a sip and almost threw up. 

“Drink” he told me again. 

I brought the cup up and tried to take another sip, but I couldn’t. 

“Drink it quickly,” he urged me. His tone was soft enough, but it left no room for argument. 

When I finally got it down, he helped me lay back down. I don’t know how long I was out, but at least there were no more nightmares. When I woke up, the furniture had been pushed aside and I was laying in the middle of the floor, in the middle of a circle. 

Mario was still there, but he looked almost as bad as I felt. I waited until he told me it was alright to move. I’ve seen enough of what Alan does to know that once a spell is started any interruption can have disastrous effects. 

When he finished, I looked at him. “What happened?” I finally managed to ask. 

It turned out that it was Mario’s revenge on those responsible for the attack on the clinic. He called them the ‘Night Terrors’, his friends. Unfortunately for me, my guilt drew them to me. I was responsible, at least in my own mind, and that was enough for them. 

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



Monday, July 3rd 2056 - You try

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

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

“Is it over?” I remember asking weakly. 

Mario looked at me. His expression was both kind and sad. “For now,” he told me. “For now.” 

I forced myself to concentrate on him. “For now?” 

He sighed and gave me a rather apologetic look. “I am afraid that once they have entered your mind, their effect remains.” 

I really didn’t like finding out that the ‘Night Terrors’ were gone only to find out that I’d be having flash backs from their visit. 

I think Mario understood my line of thought, because he shook his head. “It is not that bad... it is the memory of what they did. I’m sorry Jess. I didn’t think they’d harm any other than those who did the actual damage to the clinic.” 

I wasn’t really worried about that anymore. It was my fault that they attacked the clinic, but I can’t not treat somebody because of what might happen. Still, I’m pretty sure Trina won’t want to see my face around there. Not after yesterday. 

That was my line of thought, but I was very wrong. I had lost a day in there with the ‘Terrors’ and trying to cope with what happened. 

Mario looked at me and smiled kindly. “Go take a shower, you’ll feel better. Then I’ll take you out for late lunch.” 

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

The shower helped, as did the food. I couldn’t help but notice the way people stared at me. I didn’t know what to make of it until one of them walked up and put a hand on my shoulder. 

“I hope you won’t let what happened scare you away,” she said. 

‘I hope you won’t let what happened scare you away.’ I couldn’t believe it. These people, who I brought so much destruction in my attempts to do the right thing are hoping the violence doesn’t stop me from trying. 

“They are good people,” Mario told me later. “Sometimes they are afraid but they are trying to do what they think is right, just like everybody else. Sure, they’ll make mistakes, but they’ll own up to them and move on.” 

I knew by his smile he wasn’t just talking about them, but about me. Its given me something to think about. 



Tuesday, July 4th 2056 - Independence day

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

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

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

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

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

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

Once a medic, always a medic I guess. 

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

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

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

It was a community block party-- just folks, celebrating. It was nice. 

People greeted me, welcomed me to the neighborhood and tried to make me feel at home. Even some of the local gang was there, passing out potato chips and punch. It was almost like a perfect moment. I saw Trina out of the corner of my eye, but anytime I moved towards her, she was gone. 

Not that I blame her, I mean I made such a monumental mess of everything. At least that was what I thought. 

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

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

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

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

She accepted and I'm glad she did. 

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

“I’m sorry,” I finally managed to tell her. “I didn’t think my treating those people would cause all this trouble. I never wanted to hurt you or the others...” 

Trina smiled at me and then laughed slightly. “Aw, Jess...” she told me shaking her head. “And here I was afraid you’d never come back to the clinic.” 

“I... didn’t think you’d want me,” I told her finally. “Between the attack and the way I reacted...” 

Trina smiled again and then took a sip of her coffee. “Jess, I couldn’t help them, not without endangering the clinic...” 

“I realized that,” I said, thinking of the graffiti. 

“They were shadowrunners,” she explained. “And hurt shadowrunners usually mean corporate security that doesn’t care who’s in the crossfire.” 

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

“I thought you refused because... “ 

“Because they were metahuman?” 

I nodded, knowing not only how badly I’d judged her, but how wrong I was. 

She started laughing. “No wonder you looked at me like that.” Finally she shook her head and sighed. 

“Well, I realized that I never saw any at the clinic until that night.” I think I was grabbing at straws to retain some dignity. 

“There aren’t that many in the neighborhood,” she finally told me. “I think we’ve got two trolls and a few dwarves, that’s about it. They tend to only come out at night, when the hate mongers are usually safely tucked away.” 

“Seems I owe you an apology,” I sighed. 

“And I owe you one for what my father did,” she countered. 

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



Wednesday, July 5th 2056 - Getting the runaround 

I stopped by the temporary clinic Trina had setup at the diner to check on things. After three days recovering from the incident, I was ready to do something, but things weren’t too busy. 

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

I noticed them last night and from the looks of things they’ve stepped up their patrols. I’m not sure if it’s the desire to protect the neighborhood or just a case of nobody picks on my brother but me. It doesn’t really matter right now. 

Since Trina didn’t need me, I figured on reporting to the main office and then stopping by the station and introducing myself. I’m not required to be there until Friday, but there’s always paperwork to fill out and lines to stand in. I figured I might as well get an early start. 

When I stopped by Citywide’s main office and dispatch my time was spent equally between the two. Forms for employment, employment contracts, drug screening, preliminary psych profiles, id cards, uniforms, panic buttons, each item on the list seemed to involve its own unique line. Even when I was the only person being processed, they had to have a line, and I had to wait. 

I arrived at the station house I’d be working from-- 97th fire district. I waited out in front of the Captain’s office and then the fun really began. 

By that time it was 5 p.m.: shift change. I was sitting there when the captain walked by and reached for the door. He turned and looked at me and then nodded at the door. “You’re late,” he told me. “Not a good thing for a rookie to be...” 

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

One of the medics rushed over. His eyes were fixed on the Captain, otherwise he’d have seen the amused smile on my face. It was Ray, a guy I dated in High School. A lifetime ago, I know, but he’s the one that got me into emergency medicine. 

“Cap... that’s...” he started. 

“I know... take the rookie and get over there as soon as you can,” he stated nodding at me. 

Ray was busy shaking his head. “We’ll never get there in time. We NEED the bike...” 

The Captain shrugged and shook his head. “You aren’t checked out on it.” he stated. 

“He’s not, but I am,” I said evenly as I looked at him. Ray turned, looked at me 

“Hey Jess,” he greeted me as if we’d just seen each other last week.. 

I smiled and looked at the Captain. “Jess Miller,” I introduced myself. “I’m your motorcycle medic from Baltimore.” 

Although I didn’t say ‘Baltimore’, I used the proper pronunciation of ‘Balmer’ to emphasize the point that I was not from around here and definately not a rookie. I figure I’ll save the Balmorian pronunciation of 'Ambulance' for another time. 

“You sure about this?” he asked, knowing I wasn’t due till Friday. 

I smiled. “From the looks of things, you’re a medic down and I don’t think this guy can wait till I’m supposed to be here.” 

That got me a smile from the Captain, and then a, “well, what are you still doing here?” 

I got my radio designation and was rolling. It wasn’t what I planned, but that seems to be the story of my life. I got there and started CPR and managed to keep him going until the ambulance could get there about 20 minutes later. 

I finished up the paperwork for the run at the hospital and returned the bike to the station. The rookie, who just graduated from the EMT classes never showed, having taken a cleaner job at the Renraku Archology. I wish her luck, but she’s got a lot to learn about protocol. 

I ended up staying at the station for till about 12, then heading home. Since they’re a medic down, my schedule’s been changed: I start work tomorrow. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Three

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

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

Okay, I know there's something messed up in that line of thought, but it's the way I think. There's nothing like some guy who's just parked his overpriced luxury vehicle into the back of a semi to put things in perspective. I mean, if I'm working, I'd rather it be constant and challenging than routine. And this job is anything but routine, most of the time. 

I ate breakfast around two at the diner, checking in with Trina. I filled her in on my schedule change. With the way the schedule is, I have a whole three hours where I'm not driving to or from the station or sleeping. Not much I can do at the clinic during those three hours, but I have Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays off, and I'm not always on a run when I'm working. At least that's how it was in Baltimore. Some days we'd spend more time cleaning and stocking the rig than we would using it. That's life. 

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

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

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

Now, when we worked back in Baltimore, Ray was my senior and I followed his lead, but that was almost 7 years ago, and I'd been running as senior paramedic for the last 4 and first on call with the bike for the last 3. Which meant there were a few things we needed iron out. When you're on a scene, you have to have one person in charge, calling the shots and any other medics on the scene are to take their cues from the primary medic. 

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

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

From the looks of things, at least one knife was used. Several officers arrived before the second ambulance and helped us secure the scene, and the combatants. 

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

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

I had forgotten about Ray's curbside manner. Needless to say, the man calmed down a bit. 

By the third call we were pretty much back in sinq. Without really discussing it, we just fell into a pattern of every other call, unless it was one of our specialties. Ray's great at extraction, I'm good with sucking chest wounds. 

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



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

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

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

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

Today was a prime example. 

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

We got to work four accident scenes during rush hour and another three during happy hour. For the most part the accidents were rather simple, fender benders with minor injuries. 

The last accident, on the other hand, was anything but routine. Seven cars, one tanker truck and a minivan. From the looks of things one of the cars pushed the minivan into the tanker truck, and everybody else got caught up in the wake. The folks in the minivan were wedged in and there was no getting to them without bringing in the heavy equipment. 

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

And that was where the real fun began. When we arrived on scene, I had already called in for support. After a brief triage we realized that the real work was going to be with the minivan and the car that ran it into the tanker. I let the others handle the other cases and moved in on the car. As I neared the car, I noticed the bullet holes in the side of the car and radioed that in. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Our concern was saving them. At 15 minutes we got two more out, but the fourth was wedged in but good. He never stood a chance. We'd gotten him on O2, but he'd inhaled enough of the chems from the truck that when we did get him out, it was too late. 

After that we were taken out of commission while the hospital checked us out and made sure that we hadn't inhaled too much. Ray and I were held over for observation. 



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the signs were there: no signs of a formal job, the condo was completely paid for. I began wondering how much I really knew about my brothers. Suddenly I was wishing that I was still feeling goofy. 

Reality can be like that sometimes. 



Sunday July 9th 2056 - Reminiscing

Today we were released, but they sent us home-- no work today. Ray didn't object and I had no desire to do anything other than curl up in a small fetal ball and sleep off the after effects. The only way I could describe it was to take the worst hangover you've ever had and go sit in a trailer in the middle of a hail storm. 

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

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

And it wasn't a night out downing brews not with my brothers, no... it was dinner and champagne at Skipjacks. That was also the night that Alan announced he was leaving Baltimore, leaving the college where he was TA-ing and going to Seattle with Matt. That made me drink more than I really thought I was drinking. It was bad enough that Matt was so far away, but he was nine years older than I was, Alan was closer, 5 years closer. It was almost like our family was being broken up again. 

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

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

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

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

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



Monday, July 10th 2056 - exercise in futility

Today was an exercise in futility. Trina still didn't need me and I had to do something. I took a cab over to the station to pick up my bike. After that, I found myself at Lone Star HQ. 

After I got my visitor pass I headed down to missing persons with a bag of doughnuts in hand. Saunders was there with a rather belligerent man who was trying to tell him that if his daughter wasn't found he was holding him personally responsible. 

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

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

"Nothin'" he said softly. 

I nodded and handed him the bag of doughnuts. 

"Is this a bribe?" he asked teasingly. 

"Nah," I answered. "Breakfast." 

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

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

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

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

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

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



Tuesday, July 11th 2056 - Touch the shadows

Something tells me, there's a lot I need to learn about this city and what goes on here. When I showed up at the morgue, Dr. Chen had several JD's waiting for me. None of them were the boys, thank God, but three of them were very familiar. They were the men from the van. 

I knew that they hadn't survived the accident, but the injuries that brought them here were not the ones we'd treated at the scene. I could understand miss remembering one of their injuries, considering the circumstances we were working under, but three? And all three from small arms fire? To the head? 

I don't think so. 

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

I almost called it a night, until I noticed the car that was following me. And I wasn't being paranoid. A few odd turns were proof enough for me. Believe me, after being stalked by someone, you learn to notice these things. 

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

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

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

It was Fin. I turned and smiled at him. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded and so did he. He gave me a gentle kiss on top of the head and then faded into the night. 

"See ya later," his voice called from the doorway. 

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



Wednesday, July 12th 2056 - Intrigue

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn't see Fin until well after dark, and he did not look happy. 

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

"Who did you tick off at the Star?" 

I looked at him questioningly. "They were cops?" 

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

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

I nodded. 

"And you're sure they haven't followed you before?" 

I shrugged. "As far as I can tell," I answered. 

"And how did you notice them this time?" 

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

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

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

He winked at me. "What does your gut say?" 

I looked at him for a minute then sighed. "That it's the guys at the morgue." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Act normal," I sighed. 

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

'Normal,' I wondered to myself. A medic from Baltimore, shifting cities and coasts to look for three brothers who are missing- what is normal anyway? 

A Year In Seattle

Week Four

Thursday, July 13th 2056 - Memories of Balmer 

Well, work is good for keeping my mind off of everything except what’s going on right then and there, usually. It was actually a rather slow day, but it let me catch up on old times with Ray. 

I’ve met some pretty interesting people in my line of business, but the people that always amazed me the most were my coworkers. I think no matter where I’ve worked, there’s always been a Cap, even if he wasn’t the Captain. I mean back home the ‘Cap’ of the 87th was actually one of the older firemen who never did settle down. 

Usually this is considered a youngster’s profession, but there are some that never lose the drive or the nack. You get some who burn out within the first year, some after five, then there’s a gap where the lifers learn that this is just a fundamental part of who they are. 

Me, I never wanted to be a fire fighter. I don’t like fire, never had, never will. My kick is rescue work: come in, get people where they need to be and ride off into the sunset. Ray’s like that too, you do the job, you move on. 

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

Ray and I spent most of the night shift talking ‘Balmer’ at each other and comparing notes about what people find odd. 

There were some phrases I never thought of, like the tendency to say things like: 

“Hey Lady” - Greeting to a friend (female)
“Hey Hon,” - Greeting to a friend (male or female.) (Not as familiar)
“Can I help you, hon?” - Greeting to a customer (Stuffer Shack) 

Then there’s the pronunciation of certain words: 

Balmer - Baltimore
Amblance - Ambulance
Wuter - Water
and Police with a long “o” 

I think Ray’s been here long enough that he’s picked up the local accent. Me, I spent enough time near the military, Aberdeen, Edgewood Arsenal area... to pick up the more clipped neutral accent they use, but I still use a slight drawl when I’m working on a patient. It usually makes them more comfortable. 

By the time the shift was over, we’d pretty much caught up, but my anxiousness had returned. I still had the mystery of the tail and the three dead men on my mind, and I hadn’t been able to tell Ray about it. 

Fin had told me to act naturally and that’s what I tried to do. Although what passes for natural for Ray and me might be considered a bit weird by most. 

But I knew if someone was willing to follow me around the city, listening in to a conversation at a firehouse probably wouldn’t be all that difficult. 

I got home around 6 am, as the sky was a light, dawn gray. I saw a few of the neighbors on their way to work and smiled at them, but there was no sign of Fin. Not that I really expected him. Fin is one of my ‘gray’ friends, someone who its better that you don’t ask about what they do, but that was what I needed right now. 

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

I got to the condo without incident. When I was inside and had locked everything down, I found a note from Fin. It had two words on it, hastily scribbled, but they set my heart on edge: 

Be Careful. 

I looked around the condo and didn’t see anything out of the ordinary, until I noticed that the 3x5s were gone. That set my even more on edge. I must have checked every window and every door to make sure they were locked before exhaustion finally took over and I sacked out on the couch. 

I probably only got 3 hours of sleep when the alarm went off and it was time to get ready for work. I don’t think I could ever get used to this kind of life. 

Friday, July 14th 2056 - That Serious?

Getting used to night shift was never one of my strong suits, add only getting 3 hours sleep to the mix and you’ve got a recipe for disaster. I was awake and functional until about 11 when normal sleep needs tried to assert themselves. I ended up taking a nap, but I only got about a half an hour before we were up and rolling. 

The big problem with this shift is the fact that the ideal times for the motorcycle are during rush hour, but then again, right now, I’m supposed to be training Ray on the differences so that we can split shifts. 

He’ll probably get the day shift, having seniority. And I’ll be stuck with 5P to 5A. Sometimes I hate the man. 

Early on we did get a motorcycle call and Ray rode with me, having one of the squad guys drive the Ambulance and meet us there. It was a drowning and someone was already giving him CPR when we arrived. I think it was really hard on Ray to sit there and watch me, but normally when there’s a motorcycle response, there’s only one medic and they have to keep things under control until the ambulance arrives. 

I wonder if I’ll handle it as gracefully as he did when its my turn to observe and comment. Somehow, I doubt it. 

Ray and I are both doers, I think that’s what attracted me to him in the first place. Watching and waiting is the surest way to drive us crazy. Which is exactly what all this intrigue and drama is doing to me. 

I’ve been turned into a witness to the action, a bystander... an investigator after the fact. I need to be in the middle of it, not on the sidelines, not trailing it by days, weeks... months. Its been almost three months since the boys disappeared– hell, its been three days since I was followed and not knowing why is driving me up a wall. 

I did manage to get some sleep between calls, but by the time I got home, I was beat. Of course, you know that means Fin had to be waiting for me. 

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

“You didn’t see anything,” he told me, right off the bat. “There were no bodies at the morgue, you just forget it.” 

I stared at him for a minute and then shook my head. “Nah-uh” I told him shaking my head. “This is not the sort of thing I can just forget.” 

Fin looked at me hard, I could see the worry in his eyes. “Girl, ya aren’t ready for this. You gotta let it drop. You don’t they’ll take you out, and your partner.” 

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

Fin nodded. “I ain’t kidding ya on this one Jess. Its serious and you gotta just act normally. Next Tuesday, you go back the morgue, you make it a routine, every Tuesday– you go there looking for your brothers.” 

I was stunned. One of the things I always loved about Fin was the fact that he didn’t pull that macho bullshit about ‘Me Tarzan, you Jane.” He trusted me to handle my end on anything, from working on our bikes to moving through the back streets. 

“That serious?” I finally managed to ask. 

He nodded, his eyes suddenly looking very old and very tired. “You be careful,” he urged finally and turned to leave. 

“Fin– there’s still the question of the boys,” I finally asked. 

He looked at me and sighed. “If I thought I could get you to listen, I’d tell you to leave that one too.” He studied me for a minute then pursed his lips and shook his head. “Jess, they aren’t saints, never were– they are some of the best, but even they got bowled over... “ 

My eyes widened slightly, it was the first time anyone had talked to me about them in that tone. 

“I have no idea what they were working on, but it was serious. Serious enough to make them pull up stakes and get the hell out. Nobody’s heard from them, not anybody. But you keep looking, cause no one else is.” 

I tried to ask him more, but he was already out the door. 

Suddenly the place looked very small and very unsecured. 



Saturday, July 15th 2056 - Sheep

Sometimes it feels like you’re just spinning your wheels. 

I mean, I know more about the boys and what they were doing here, but it doesn’t really help me. According to Fin, something ‘bowled them over'. And as for the men and the morgue that I ‘didn’t see’-- seems I’ve managed to find a lot more trouble than I bargained for. 

I came here looking for answers and so far I’ve gotten nothing but more questions, more confusion and a lot more to worry about. I’m good at worrying. 

Too good. 

Fin’s description of the situation seemed to echo in my head as did his warnings. I’ve really begun to wonder what I’m doing here– and why. I looked up at the portrait of the four of us and remembered why: the boys. 

They’re all that really matter to me– the boys and getting the job done. Not much of a life I guess, but it’s the one I’ve chosen. 

The day seemed pretty routine, but there were too many times where I could have sworn I was being watched– studied even. It made me nervous, but I couldn’t even talk to Ray about that, Fin had made that much clear. I had to pretend everything was normal; pretend that the hairs on the back of my neck weren’t standing up; pretend that my heart didn’t start racing every time I saw a cigarette flare in the shadows; pretend I didn’t notice the same pair of headlights behind the ambulance on at least four calls. 

The night was a busy one, thank god for small favors. For the most part I was on call or cleaning up after a call most of the night, but once, when Ray and I lifted the Gurney into the ‘truck’-- I swear I saw the car again. 

By the time I got home I was about ready to crawl up in a small fetal ball and wish it would all go away. I thought I’d had enough but it seemed someone didn’t think so. As I parked my bike, I saw the car again. 

I forced myself to unstrap my kit from the back of the bike and sling my helmet through the handle like I always do. I could feel my hands shaking as I told myself. ‘Sheep... sheep... don’t see anything, don’t do anything... just keep moving like the rest of the flock. Say hi to Mrs. MacAdders, grab the morning paper... routine... routine... sheep.’ 

Its hard to pretend you don’t notice, especially when they’ve stopped being subtle. This worries me even more, but if I did know something, if I hadn’t ‘not seen’ those three in the morgue; this is when I’d crack. I’m pretty sure that’s what they’re counting on. 

After I finished my ‘getting off work ritual.’ I went home to the boys condo and locked the door behind me. Sleep was a long time in coming and I still have one more work day this week. I don’t think I’m going to make it. 



Sunday July 16th 2056 - an exercise in paranoia

When I finally woke up and got myself moving I had just enough time to grab a bagel from the diner and go to work. I didn’t see any sign of the car, but I wasn’t looking too hard. I didn’t want to see it, didn’t want to think about the fact that I was being followed, that my life and Ray’s were in danger because something very hinky was going on. 

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

“You’re late Jess,” she said. It was a half-statement, half-chide. 

I nodded and looked at my watch. “I’ll just have...” 

“A bagel,” she told me before I could finish. “I know... “ she added with a wink as she produced a brown bag. “Don’t eat too quickly, its bad for your digestion. 

I smiled and went to the cashier, who promptly waved me off. “Settle your bill when you aren’t running late for work Jess,” he chuckled. 

I was smiling when I reached my bike. At least some things were working out. As I strapped my kit back down on the back of my bike, I realized why the car wasn’t in sight. 

They’d bugged the bike. I dated a guy who was a ‘spook’ once. He used to show me all the ‘latest and greatest’ in espionage equipment, and I recognized it as an offshoot of a tracking/listening combo device. A very nice, very expensive, very paranoia inducing piece of hardware has shown up on my bike and I can’t get rid of it without arousing suspicion. 

They keep this up, they aren’t going to have to do anything to me, I’ll do it all by myself. I slipped the brown bag from the diner between the kit and the straps and put on my helmet. 

I could see the reflection of the car as I adjusted the straps and again had to force myself to pretend not to notice. I’m really hoping they give up soon, before I lose it, or the local gang decides to start playing with them. On second thought, that might not be too bad. 



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

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

It was Lt. Saunders from the Star calling. They’d found something. I could tell by the tone of his voice it wasn’t nice, or pretty, but I knew it was at least something. He asked me to come down to the station and ask for Sgt. Andrews, the chief investigator on my brothers' case. 

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

I headed to Lone Star with my invisible mini entourage. 

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

There’s no need to find out why he had a heart attack, why he was shot. Those were just facts you faced and dealt with. You find the background of the person’s health ant the current situation. You look for things like what happened, what medicines is the patient taking, do they have any pre-existing conditions, a history of problems, but that’s about as deep as your investigation gets. There isn’t any real time for the where’s and when’s. 

A man has a heart attack, you treat him. Some one gets shot, you turn the investigation over to the Star, while you assess how bad it is and treat it accordingly. You get your case to the hospital, report their condition and its no longer your case. 

He smiled and sighed. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you,” he said. I could tell he meant it, but I also knew that if something hadn’t happened, he probably wouldn’t have been able to make the time for another month, if at all. 

I nodded, but by then, I just wanted to know what this was all about. 

One thing about Sgt. Andrews, he’s good at reading people. He nodded and got down to business. 

“We found your brother Matthew’s car.” He shook his head as I sat up hopefully. “Somebody dumped a can of diesel in it and torched it.” 

I could tell from his tone of voice that there was more, and I knew all too well that I didn’t want to know. I didn’t want to know, and yet I had to know. I took a deep breath and looked at him. 

I closed my eyes as he said. “I need you to come down to the morgue with me.” 

I think I surprised him when I just looked at him and nodded. Something had told me it was going to end this way. 

“We don’t have much to work on, and its not very pretty,” he said gently, I think he was trying to prepare me for it. 

Burn victims are never pretty, and I told him as much. His eyes widened slightly and then he re-scanned his notes and nodded. 

“That’s right... you’re a medic...” 

“Yeah,” I told him, forcing my tone to remain even. 

I’d like to say it was a good visit, but it wasn’t. The only good thing was I was pretty sure the guy they’d found in Matt’s care wasn’t anybody I knew. The build was wrong and his dental work had been done in plastic and polly synth. Our dentist still preferred porcelain and silver. 

I know the Sgt. was surprised. Not only did I know my way around the morgue, I knew the doc and I knew what to look for. I shrugged. 

“I figured this would be one of the places I’d need to check for my brothers. Here and the hospitals.” 

He smiled and nodded. “You ever need a job...” he offered, looking as tired as he felt. 

I shook my head. “No thanks,” I answered with a smile. “I like my work, its straight forward and you don’t have to worry about stepping into the middle of something.” 

Like me with my tail and all the intrigue that seemed to be attacked to me. “I’ll take a simple 5 car pile up, thanks.” 

It took a while to get it out of my system, so I hung out at the clinic for a few hours before I finally fell asleep at the nurse’s station. 



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

Well, I know Fin told me to make it my routine to go to the morgue today, but I was there yesterday, and the only JD had been the guy from Matt’s car. 

Mario made me promise to take the day off. I planned on it too, really, but sitting around the condo, knowing I was being watched, tested– judged. I couldn’t just sit there and do nothing, besides, there were lots of hospitals to check. 

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

“Jess... do you even know the meaning of ‘taking the day off?’” 

I smiled at him. “I think it usually involves me, a hospital and a lot of sedatives...” 

At least I made him smile. I know me too well: I can’t relax as long as there is something I can do about a situation, and that’s what the John Doe check is about. I’m doing something. I’m in there and I’m looking. If I stopped, it would be like giving up. 

I think he understands, but I can see that he’s worried to. Hell, I’m worried. Its been almost four weeks since I arrived and I’ve already been in the hospital once, been shot at, trailed, investigated tormented by my own guilt and in general not had a good time of it. And I’ve promised myself that I was going to give it a year. 

I don’t think I can get myself into too much more trouble, but I’m sure I’ll manage to find a way. 

I’m just too persistent not to and my luck’s been leaning towards trouble ever since I decided to come here. 



Wednesday, July 19th 2056 - daughters

Today got off to a weird start. I figured on helping out at the clinic and hopefully keeping my mind off of things. 

The street seemed almost dead when I walked from the condo to the clinic. Nobody was in sight, when I got to the clinic, I got the real surprise. The waiting room was empty and when the doctor came out to see who was next– it definitely wasn’t Trina. 

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

“I’m Jess,” I finally managed to tell him. “I sometimes help out here and... to be honest you took me by surprise. 

He smiled and nodded. “Trina took the day off and asked me to fill in.” 

I nodded again, knowing just how slow on the uptake I must have seemed to this guy, Doc Rivers. “Looks like you got a slow day,” I said, unsure if he wanted me to stick around or not. Unsure if I wanted to stick around or not. 

He chuckled. “Seems they either knew that she wasn’t going to be in today, or when they come in and find me here– they mutter something about coming back tomorrow and leave.” 

“Kinda hard being the new kid on the block,” I agreed. 

“Yeah, but I guess I have to start somewhere,” he answered. 

“Usually,” I answered with a smile. I think I like this Doc, but right now, I need to do something, and sitting around a clinic with no patients isn’t what I had in mind. 

He gave me an apologetic smile. “Not what you were looking for either?” 

“Sorry,” I told him. “Maybe I’ll go rock climbing or something. Who knows, maybe I’ll add some excitement to your day too.” 

He looked at me a minute and then smiled when he realized I was joking about getting hurt. “Just be careful.” 

I nodded and headed out, but when I got outside there was a car waiting for me. I tensed slightly and started to back away before Trina’s head poked out of the window. 

“Come on Jess,” she called. “Dad’s making us take the day off... he’s already packed a picnic.” 

Being given the choice of nothing to do but brood, or eat some of Mario’s cooking and get away from it all for a while– I got in the car. 

He took us to a park and a combination of the food, the scenery and the company really helped with my outlook on life and my current situation. Trust Mario to know exactly what to do. He joked about having to look out for his daughters. 

Like I said... its good to have family. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Five

Thursday, July 20th 2056 -gaslight

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

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

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

I don't know. 

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

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

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

And I distinctly remember seeing the 'mystery' car that's become my constant companion. Maybe one of the guys did it after they returned and we were still at the hospital, but I don't' think so. So much for the nice relaxing trip out of town. The tension is back with a vengeance. 



Friday, July 21st 2056 - losing it

Okay, now there are two tracking devices on my bike and a motorcycle's been added to the entourage. If it weren't so infuriatingly bizarre. I think I'd actually be enjoying this. 

"Lets spy on the paramedic." Sounds like an interesting game. I wonder how many of them I can gross out? 

The only problem is, I know I'm not good enough to notice everything. Are they trying to get me to notice them? Am I supposed to have reacted and failed the test because I've been too oblivious to their attempts to be seen. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



Saturday, July 22nd 2056 - Making plans for monday 

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

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

We've got a date to go dirt biking on Monday. He's going to need it. 

He looked at me kinda funny at first when I suggested it, but I told him we should practice and explained, "If you're going to fall, and believe me you are going to fall... its best to do it in the dirt. 

Don't tell anybody, but I think he's getting into it. Its kinda fun watching Mr. "Law and order, do it by the book or don't do it at all" getting a kick out of driving really fast through traffic on a bike. 

A couple of times, I had trouble keeping up with him. I guess I have the advantage of knowing the equipment and how it handles and he's got the experience of driving in the rain. Sure is enough of it around. There were a few times where I had to back off to keep from hydroplaning. But there's no way the ambulance could have gotten where we were going in time. 

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

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



Sunday July 23rd 2056 - Hello?

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at him for a minute and shook my head. "I see red and blues, I stop," I told him. "Unless I'm running my red and whites, then either you get out of my way, or you run interference for me cause somebody's life is on the line. And next time, you listen to dispatch Jr, 'cause if you had had your way, that man would have died. You don't interfere with the responding medic." 

I wasn't very nice, but after all that and him still not getting the clue- I'm sorry, some people are a waste of oxygen. 

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

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



Monday, July 24th 2056 - an assignment

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

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

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

The day was pretty much a bust all the way around. Trying to teach Ray the maneuvers he'd need was hopeless. His response was erratic at best. The only reliable things were my tails. The car was there when I got up in the morning and met Ray for breakfast. The bike was there when I tried to work with Ray. 

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

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

"Jess," he called. 

It worries me when police officers remember my name, and they haven't met me in my official capacity. I turned and waited for him to catch up. It surprised me when I saw the haggard look in his eyes. He somehow managed to look more exhausted than he did last week. 

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

"We could always use another Medic," I countered with a smile. 

He shook his head. "I work better with the missing and the deceased." 

From his expression I knew something was up. "What can I do ya for?" I asked. 

Now it was his turn to be surprised. Seems I'd hit it dead on. 

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

"And you were figuring since I was going to be there anyway..." 

"You mind?" 

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

I nodded and asked, "can you download the images to chip, then I can cross reference them..." 

This made him pause. I lifted up my hair and revealed the data and chip jacks that were well hidden. "It makes my job easier," I explained. "I can file my reports and stats in a blink of an eye, get back out faster... Any special procedures can be chipped in." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

They didn't do anything until I got home. As I dismounted the second bike turned its lights on... it was the officer from the other night- Officer Smiley. 

He'd followed me from the station house, I knew that much. I'd had a long day, and now he decided that I needed a 'safety inspection." 

I have to laugh though. He couldn't find a thing wrong-but he did find one of the tracking units. He was about to say something when I met his eyes and gave my head a slight shake. His eyes widened, but he nodded, and then warned me to 'keep my nose clean,' and strode back to his bike. I could tell he was trying hard not to look for the tails. 

Things just got a little more interesting. 



Tuesday, July 25th 2056 - more than meets the eyes

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

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

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

Trina told me not to worry too much. They've been known to keep a low profile at times, and that since the attack on the clinic, they'd actually been taking turns watching the clinic at night. I could tell from her tone of voice that there was more, but I could also tell it wasn't something I wanted to ask about. 

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

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

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

He thanked me, but I know he wasn't really happy with it. The case was a 15 year old girl from Council Island. Sometimes this whole thing just messes with your mind. I cross referenced this case with the others and found out that her 14 year old brother was missing as well. 

After a quick check with Dr. Chen I found out that she'd been found downtown. That meant I had about 4 hospitals to check including Harbor View and University. I figured I'd start with those two, mainly because if I were running a kid who'd been hurt the way she was, I'd take them to Harbor View First, University second with Seattle General and Nightengale's very distant third choices. 

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

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

Again Andrews read me– I'm really going to have to work on that. 

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

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

The boys are adults, they can take care of themselves, but kids... kids are sacred. 

I think he understood. 

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

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

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

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

I'd like to say I got somewhere on my search for the boys but I ended up back at the condo with no more answers than I'd had that morning. I checked back at the clinic, but lets just say they didn't need me hanging around. I treated myself to a long hot soak and went to bed. 



Wednesday, July 26th 2056 - clay pigeons

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

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

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

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

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

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

"This room is sound proof," Sgt. Andrews informed me once the barriers had finished closing. 

I looked around warily. "Why?" 

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

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

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

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

"No... you have taken an interest and you have endangered yourself on their behalf." 

I had to object with that one. I hadn't done anything dangerous. The biggest danger I faced was traffic and I said as much. I really didn't like the amused smile he exchanged with Sgt. Andrews. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I had to smile at that. "When we call in the stats, if we don't have an age, we estimate. Almost every estimate was 'Female, 16-25.' I looked at Jonathan. "This is the first call with two people involved, and one of them dead." 

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

"Could be mistaken for a woman?" 

He nodded again. 

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

Part of me wishes I could have walked out at that point but they were right. I didn't like people preying on kids and given an opportunity to do something about it, I would. 

"When?" I asked in a resigned voice. 

"Tonight." Sgt Andrews answered as he handed me a piece of paper. 

I looked at it, expecting an address, but instead I found a concealed carry permit. 

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

I gave him a lopsided look. "Which do you want," I asked wryly. "Cause I can't do both." 

It took him a minute and then he chuckled. "Guess you're right." 

Yeah, if I was being careful, I wouldn't be letting them set me up as a clay pigeon. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I could also tell they'd managed to find something. I waited expectantly until the meeting was called to order and Sgt Andrews and Jonathan explained what had happened. 

Organ leggers. If that didn't give me pause nothing would. They were harvesting organs from young women coming to the clubs in the area. And they were being very particular. I looked at the needle hole in my arm and realized they'd taken a tissue sample... to see if I matched any of their customers. 

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

A Year In Seattle

Week Six

Thursday, July 27th 2056 - What ifs

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I've never been healed magically before, but let me tell you- it's the only way to fly! 

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

I swerved goosing the throttle, but there was no missing him. He clipped my rear wheel, and that's all he wrote. All things considered, I got off really lucky. The bike's going to be in the shop for a while. I don't think I mind riding in the truck for now. 

There's a whole series of 'what ifs' that have been running through my head all night and let me tell you- its enough to give anybody pause. 

What if I'd been a fraction of a second slower? What if the Limo had been a tad faster? What if Officer Smiley hadn't been there? What if I'd ended up at General instead of Harbor View? What if I'd never met the Walkers? 

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



Friday, July 28th 2056 - Changes

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

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

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

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

Matt called it Karma, Alan called it 'cosmic balance', Andy just called it luck. Whatever, I'm not taking chances, well, any more than usual. 

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

I was about halfway through the shift when I realized what else was missing: the motorcycle tail. Guess he had to take it in for repairs. Of course its not like I'm going out on any calls on the bike, not until she checks out. I stopped by central on the way in to check on her... I'm lucky to be alive. One look at my helmet and I knew that the protective gear had kept me together long enough that there was something for the Walkers to bring back. 

The helmet took the abuse that would have probably splattered the grey matter all over the pavement. There was no reviving it, but I was alive because of it. Kinda heavy. 

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

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

I looked at my bike and the devices someone had oh so carefully planted. It was not my imagination. The only question is then- what do I do about it? 

One other change though. This morning I rented a safety deposit box. I'm leaving a copy of my notes, so that if anything does happen to me- whoever comes looking for me... they'll have a better idea of what was going on. Once this thing with the tails and the men I didn't see is over- I'll include a copy of my journal. 

Just in case- I don't want to leave somebody with the sort of mess the boys left... I just want some normalcy in my life. 



Saturday, July 29th 2056 - Life goes on. 

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

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

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

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

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

I guess it was a miracle, but how come all the miracles in the bible are nice and clean and beautiful and this is so messy? Just the way it is, I guess. Still, its nice to see that life goes on.-- messy though it may be. 



Sunday July 30th 2056 - Confrontation

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Why were you poking around the morgue?" 

"I have my reasons," I told him in the same tone of voice he'd used. 

"And that would be?" 

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

That earned an extra special glare from Daniels' partner, who never once showed me his badge. "You can co-operate or we can make this very unpleasant." 

"You've already made this very unpleasant," I told him. "Do you know what its like to think ... just to think you're being followed, after being stalked by an ex-boyfriend? Do you know what its like to go from thinking, and telling yourself its all in your imagination, only to find out it isn't. And when you complain, you find out that your 'stalker' is a cop? You want to know what I do at the morgue- ask Dr. Chen, ask the desk Sargent, ask Sargent Andrews, or Saunders down in records- read the freakin' paper, or try asking me, but this harassment bit of following me and intercepting my complaint is a bit much, and completely unnecessary." 

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

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

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

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

I couldn't help myself, I was on a roll. 

"All right," Daniels said in a nice calm soothing, very faked I might add, voice. "Tell us..." 

Good cop. 

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

"We know that much," his partner growled. 

Bad cop. 

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

The rest of it went something like this: 

Good Cop: "I see... so you were looking for them."
Me: "Actually, when I'm at the morgue, I'm trying not to find them."
Bad Cop: "I don't like your attitude."
Me: "And I don't like being followed. If you'd like I could file an itinerary."
Good Cop: " That won't be necessary."
Bad Cop: (sulk)
Me: "How long have you been following me anyway?"
Good Cop: "Not long..."
Me: "But if you know I've been going to the morgue, that means... you've been following me... a week, two weeks?"
Bad Cop: (smug) : "Three."
Me: "Three weeks!? And you couldn't ask? Half the precinct knows my business and you're wasting time following me?"
Good Cop: "We have our reasons."
Me: "So you keep telling me..."
Good Cop: "I'm sorry we scared you..."
Me: "So...did you at least get the number of the limo that hit me?" 

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

I shrugged. "Dead people," I answered shaking my head. "Last week I found a girl who'd been killed by organ leggers, because the drugs they used to subdue her had no effect, so they bludgeoned her to death. Before that, a couple of John Does, included a burn victim that was found in my brother's car. Fortunately, it wasn't any of my brothers. The week before that, 3 guys we pulled from an accident scene.. DOAs.. The week before that, two mutilation homicides and a wino... before that...more of the same." 

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

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

Daniels nodded. "I think we're done here," he announced. 

I shook my head. "That depends," I told him. "Are you going to keep following me?" 

Bad cop scowled at me. He scowls well. 

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

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



Monday July 31st 2056 - Tapped.

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

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

It wasn't enough to recognize the voice, but after dealing with Aaron, I knew the procedures for dealing with threatening phone calls. I called the phone company and told them to send the number on to the police, reported what had been said and then settled back to bed. Two hours later the process was repeated. 

The third time, I got to meet more of the 'Star's finest'. They came over and tapped the phone. Oddly enough I didn't get any calls after that. Cute way to get my permission to tap the line, I've got to give them credit for that. 

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

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



Tuesday August 1st 2056 - Looking at dead people.

I checked in with Trina at the clinic around eight and stayed until about eleven-thirty. After everything that happened this week, I was glad for the change of pace. No immediate emergencies, a few cuts and scrapes. 

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

I took the note and nodded slightly, then pretended to check the clipboard. "Let me get you some ice for that," I told him and headed back to the nurse's station. 

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

Jess, 

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

Fin. 

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

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

I hadn't had my blood work-up redone. I wrote this down on the chart and Trina nodded. Not only did she know something was up, she knew I had to keep quite about it. She handled it quietly and efficiently, using the ganger's chart as the contact name, she drew blood and did the work up herself. I should have the results tomorrow. 

I was about to leave when she gave me a warning look. "Be careful." She mouthed. I nodded. It seems to be the watch word these days. 

When I left the clinic, Daniels and his friend were out and visible, so I went over to them. 

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

Daniels shook his head. His partner simply scowled. 

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

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

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

Dr. Chen was in rare form as he started 'introducing me' to his clientele. Andrews lasted about ten minutes before he realized that he had an important meeting to go to. As he left the room, Dr. Chen looked at me with a slight pout. 

"Was it something I said?" he asked, feigning a hurt expression. 

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

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

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

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

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

He looked at me for a minute and nodded. Some people react by not reacting, some by running away. People like me deal with things like this, by trying to do something about it. 

"Watch it Jess," he warned. "You keep this up, you're going to either have Andrews' job or you're going to end up a ghoul like me." 

"Doc," I told him. "Its my job to keep cases away from you two." 

He grinned. "And yet... here we are." 

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

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

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



Wednesday August 2nd 2056 - A visit

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

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

Scratch that, I forgot where I was. Its damp and miserable here so why worry about it. It took till about 11:30 before we'd gotten the crowd down to two cases. When Trina finished with them, she called me in for a conference on Mickey Hernandez. 

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

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

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

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

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

Needless to say, I didn't feel much like eating at lunch time. I was having a staring contest with a tuna sandwich when the phone rang. 

"Lynwood clinic," I answered. 

"Jess, I was hoping I'd find you there." The voice was way too cheerful- Andrews again. 

"Am I that predictable?" 

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

"I'm that predictable," I sighed. "What's up." 

His voice grew serious. "It's the Walker boy, he's taking what happened pretty hard." 

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

"Jonathan thought that maybe you could talk to him." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I asked him if he wanted to talk about it, but he just shook his head. I kinda knew how he felt. Finally he let out a sigh and focused on me. 

"They asked you to come, didn't they?" 

I nodded. I'm not going to lie to the kid. 

"It was my fault," he finally said. "I was the one who wanted to see the city, wanted to... " 

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

He shot me a hard look at that one. 

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

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

I nodded. "It would be so easy if there was a reason, or at least an answer to all the questions, but there never will be, and that's what makes it hard." 

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

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

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

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

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

Dammit, I miss the boys. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Seven

Thursday August 3rd 2056 - Back in the saddle.

I ended up staying with the Walker’s last night. I wasn’t in much shape to leave, and Mike really needed somebody to talk to. In the morning, when I was ready to leave, Mrs. Walker asked me if I would please come back tomorrow for their daughter’s funeral. 

I looked at her, and could tell it was really important to them-- and to Mike. I agreed. 

It turns out it’s a day long affair, from sunrise to sunset, which means I’m going to have to get someone to take my shift for me. 

Jonathan once again led me through the security check and I paused. I didn’t have the slightest idea of what was ‘appropriate’ to wear to a funeral, especially here. Back home, I could get away with wearing my dress uniform, but here on the island, somehow, that felt very wrong. Especially since I didn’t have anything to do with trying to save her, or her brother. 

He got this odd smile. “You’ll be here then,” he told me. “Good.” 

There was something strange in the way he looked at me. It was strange, but pleasant. “What?” I asked. 

He just smiled and shook his head. “We’ll supply the clothes for the ceremony,” he told me. 

He said ‘ceremony’ not ‘funeral’ or ‘service’... ‘ceremony’ and he still had that odd smile that made me feel like he was setting me up again. 

I tried not to think about it on the way home, but I couldn’t help myself. I stopped by the library to find out what I could about Shalish and Elfin burial practices. Needless to say there wasn’t bloody much. Guess I’ll find out tomorrow. 

I managed to take a nap before I got up and headed to work where another surprise awaited me. The bike was back. Not the tailing one, that one’s been back (although I didn’t see any of them while I was on Council Island.) 

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

With a slight chuckle, I dropped to one knee as he approached and held it out for me. “Arise good knight,” he told me. 

Laughing I stood back up and took the proffered helmet. It was the same model as the one that had saved my life. Again, it had the reflective caduceus worked into it, but on the other side was the small image of a motorcycle with angel wings and a halo. I touched it and then looked up at them, smiling. 

Cap chuckled. “Your first ‘kill’” he told me, then warned me not to try and become an Ace. As everyone began pummeling my back, Cap signaled for silence and charged me to ‘go forth on my loyal steed and protect the people of the realm.’ 

That is exactly what I ended up doing, and you wouldn’t believe the number of people of the realm that needed protecting. 

Still it was touching. Its an odd bunch I work with. But their hearts are good, and I fit right in. 



Friday August 4th 2056 - The Funeral

I went to the Island right after work. True to his word, Jonathan was waiting for me, with a traditional Shalish dress. This time the security people didn’t really give me a second glance. It seems they had been warned about me. 

What happened over the next 14 hours is almost impossible to describe. There were so many things that were so touching. It was a funeral, but also a tribute and a celebration. Its odd, but for the first time since Daniels and his buddies started following me– I actually felt at home, safe, protected and loved. 

As the sun started to set, Jonathan and another man came forward and held their hands out for me. I looked at Mrs. Walker who merely smiled and told me to go with them. I moved slightly unsteadily but they supported me and led me away from the ceremony. I thought it was perhaps something I wasn’t supposed to see, but I was in for quite a surprise. 

I don’t really remember what happened next. I remember smelling something sweet and woodsy. And then colors, all around me. It was almost like when Mrs. Walker healed me... or when Mario cast his mark of protection upon me. On some level I knew I should have been nervous, but no. It was beautiful, peaceful. There was no danger or deceit only– acceptance. 

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

When we returned to the gathering a feast had been setup and Jonathan led me back to the Walkers. They smiled as Mike made a space for me and Jonathan said something I couldn’t understand. They all smiled, and I began to realize that something was definitely up. 

As the feast continued I tried to ignore the way people looked at me, but when Mr. Walker stood, it all became rather clear. 

He stood and raised his glass. “To my daughter,” he toasted. I started to raise my glass, but Mike held my arm down and shook his head gently. 

Everyone else raised their glass and joined his toast with an answering, “to Gwyneth!” But the toast wasn’t over. Before drinking, Mr. Walker raised his glass again. 

“To my daughter,” he stated again, looking at me. 

My eyes widened as the others joined in with an answering, “to Jessica!” 

I’d like to think I took it well, but I know I gave Jonathan my best deer in the headlights look as he raised his glass and drank from it. ‘Welcome home Jessica,’ he said softly. 

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

He told me that after all I did, they wished to honor me. I started to object. I hadn’t done anything. 

Jonathan smiled and shook his head. “Jess, you risked your life to bring their attackers to justice, and that cannot go unnoticed. You exhibited courage and honor and it is their desire to honor that courage. Like it or not... you are family now.” 

“And the magic bit?” I asked still a little warily. 

Jonathan smiled slightly. “The elders had to be convinced that you weren’t... helping for other reasons... “ 

When he saw I still didn’t get it, he explained it to me. The Walkers were rather influential in the community and it was the job of the shamen to make sure I hadn’t helped out in order to ingratiate myself. 

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

Needless to say, I stayed the night again. 



Saturday August 5th 2056 - Family

I got back to the condo around 1:30 after spending the morning watching trid with Mike. He’s a good kid. 

It was nice. 

His folks on the other hand-- I mean, every time I tried to help out in the kitchen I got shooed out by Mr. Walker, telling me that I was a guest and when I finally objected he smiled, like he’d trapped me. 

I said something about “But I thought you said I was family...” 

He pounced on that telling me “Then you accept!” 

I think I have a lot to learn about my new family. When I got back home, I checked on the rest of my family. The cats were indignant because I hadn’t been home yet and ignored me for 15 minutes before they became permanently attached to my ankles. 

I gave Mario a call and he was his usual self. He’s noticed Doc Rivers and Trina’s budding romance. I had to laugh at his opinion about that. He feels that Doc Rivers has a lot of gall going around wanting to be called ‘Doc’ while Trina is just ‘Trina’. 

I tried to point out that everybody here has known Trina since she was a kid and its hard for people to change what they’re used to calling her, but I don’t think he’s buying it. Then he started grilling me on what happened yesterday. 

I remembered the tap the police placed on my line and just chuckled. “It’s a long story,” I told him and then promised to tell him about it some time. I still had to do a few things– like laundry, before I went to work. 

The shift at work was insanely hectic until about three when I guess all the trouble makers had either weeded each other out or had gotten tired and finally went to bed. Me, I was just as happy about it, because they’d pretty much worn me out. I actually managed to grab a few hours of shut eye before the next call came out. It came in right at 5, right before change of shift, and Ray and I were on it. 

It was a long call too. Not overly taxing or exerting, just long. We had to extract a woman who was pinned in her car. She wasn’t hurt too badly. Just trapped and very vocal about us not damaging her car. She actually refused treatment at first in order to protect her car, which of course prolonged the whole situation. We didn’t get back to the station until about seven. 

Needless to say, I got home, fell face first into the couch and didn’t get up until four, and then it was the mad dash back to work. 



Sunday August 6th 2056 - Scapegoats

Well, like I said, I woke up face first in the couch with only enough time to grab a shower and get back to the station. I should have figured it was a sign of the way things were going to go today. 

Thing is, it wasn’t a really bad day case-wise. Victim wise however– I don’t know, it was like everybody felt it was our fault they were in need of our services and every pain they felt was our fault. 

Excuse me Mr. Philips, Martin K., but don’t you agree that it might have more to do with the bullet in your chest than my taking your pulse? 

It didn’t help that the other participants in their particular debacle had Doc Wagon (gold) and had already been picked up. That was our fault too. We were inept, rude, under qualified and generally a waste of his tax money. 

Yeah, right, I know... buzzard didn’t even have a SIN, which means he hadn’t paid taxes, but I wasn’t about to argue the point, since his ranting was pretty much the only the only thing that was keeping him going at that point. 

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

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

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

And that was one of the better calls. Man I’m glad tomorrow’s Monday, or at least I would be if I weren’t covering George’s shift. 

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



Monday August 7th 2056 - Reputation

I stopped by missing persons and irritated Saunder’s with my usual request for information. He took it-- grumbling all the time, but he’d already done the check for me and had it waiting. 

Nothing. 

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

“Jess, you all right?” 

I looked up at him, kind of surprised by the gentleness in his voice. I think I said something almost intelligible like “Yeah, why?” 

“You look ragged out,” he explained softly. He patted my shoulder comfortingly, if a bit awkwardly. “You keep swinging kid... you'll find them.” 

I looked at him and smiled. It was the second time he managed to tell me just what I needed to hear. Even as I started to perk up he smiled at me. “I like chocolate cream filled,” he told me with a wink, then turned and went back into the room, muttering about people ‘bustin’ his chops’ before I could thank him. 

I headed to work and clocked in. Of course the crew was different and George’s partner seemed a bit curious about the ‘daredevil medic.’ I like to think I convinced him I wasn’t suicidal before I had to go out on the bike. Let’s just say... I think the ‘insane’ rating has been maintained. 

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

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

Fortunately, he’d done his reading on the program and on me. Believe it or not, even with my two accidents, I’m considered one of the safest in the program. It's not us, it’s the environment. 

I could tell by the way Walter looked at me, he did not want to deal with me or any moto-medic: we were a bastardization of the true calling. 

Truth be told, he’s a dinosaur. Shame too... cause he’s a good medic. The night was long, a lot longer than it needed to be, but Walter did not like having me as a partner and that made things that much worse. 

He insisted we practically sterilize the truck after every call. Now I believe in cleaning it up and keeping it safe, but doing an inventory after each call is a bit much. Of course that also meant that I was a ‘sloppy’ medic in his book. 

Of course, as he was filing one of his complaints against me, I swiped a box of gloves from the truck and put them back in the storage locker. He came back from the Captain’s office and jerked his thumb over his shoulder. “Cap wants to see you,” his tone was smug. 

I shrugged, handed him the clip board and went to see the Captain. The Captain sighed as I closed the door. 

“Miller,” he said. “Do us all a favor... if you have to switch shifts... don’t pair up with Walter.” 

I nodded. “What did I do this time?” 

“You didn’t use your turn signal.” 

I looked at the Captain and shook my head in disbelief. “I don’t believe this.” 

“And you failed to do the inventory after the last call.” 

“Did he mention that I had to replace a fuse on the bike... oddly enough, the one that protects the signal circuit? And that the equipment comes before inventory... and that he’s an...” 

“Miller,” the Captain warned me. 

I nodded. 

“He’s an insufferable bastard, but he’s an insufferable bastard with seniority.” 

This got a smile out of me. A smile that broadened as we heard Walter’s anguished cry as he discovered that his precious inventory was off. 

The Captain looked at me for a minute as I fought, and failed, to keep a straight face. 

“What did you do?” 

I tried to suppress a smile as I reported that I had taken a box of gloves back to storage because it had been in the truck for too long. “I was called in here before I could replace it,” I added defensively. 

I could see the barest hint of a smile cross the Captain’s face. “Miller... I think you better replace that box before he goes into an apoplectic fit.” 

“Yes sir,” I answered as I stood up. 

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

It was the one bright moment in the shift. 



Tuesday August 8th 2056 - Hitting close to home

After a full shift with Smilin’ Walter, I ended up sleeping in. I didn’t get to the morgue until 4, just in time to catch Dr. Chen while he was still there. 

“Jess,” his greeting sounded almost relieved. “I was afraid you weren’t going to show up. 

“And miss a chance to visit? I worked last night.” 

He nodded. “Lets see last night, 3 car pile up, 1 dead, and a shooting on 52nd place.” 

I nodded about the accident– I’d worked that one. “52nd? That’s Lynwood,” I stated in surprise. 

He nodded. “Looks like the victim was killed elsewhere and then dumped.” 

I nodded and steeled myself for what was to come. I’d seen the accident victim, no one familiar, just another person who was in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

I was not ready for the shooting victim. I’d seen him, last week– when he handed me a note from Fin. It was the same single shot to the head I ‘hadn’t seen’ used on the guys from that damned van. 

Dr. Chen noticed the change in my expression. “You know him?” 

I moved woodenly and nodded. “I live in Lynwood...” I said softly. “He’s one of the locals.” 

I don’t really know what was on my mind, but I found myself back at the clinic. Trina knew something was wrong, and she closed up and took me to Mario’s. 

He tried to tell me that gangers tended to die that way, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that it had a lot less to do with his lifestyle and more with my problems. I think Mario could sense that, but bless him, he knew better than to ask. 

I also know that this is the last straw. Fin’s warning or not. I’ve got to do something. 

I wonder if Officer Smilely’s on duty tomorrow. 



Wednesday August 9th 2056 - Enough

Last night my dreams were almost as vivid as they’d been when the Night Terrors had hit me, but this time, they were all my own doing. I kept seeing that boy, laid out on the table. 

Something told me that unless I did something his case was going to remain unsolved: just another case of street violence. No matter what I did, I kept seeing his eyes staring at me, trying to tell me something, but I couldn’t hear him. 

I drifted that way until I woke up with a hand over my mouth and someone staring down at me. Needless to say, it was not my preferred way of waking up. My heart was pounding and my hand was already on the Walther when I realized it was Fin. 

He gave me a questioning look and released me after I nodded. 

He led me to another apartment down the hall and didn’t say anything until he’d turned on the radio, the shower and a white noise generator 

His first words to me were, “don’t do it Jess.” 

I tried to deny that anything was up, but he wasn’t buying it. He knew me too damn well and said as much. I took a deep breath and tried a different tact. 

“They killed that kid.” 

“Yeah, I know,” his answer was curt and I could tell he felt about it the same way I did. It may be a dog eat dog world, but Fin was one of those dogs long enough that he couldn't stomach it. I never was a part of that world, which is why I’ve never been able to accept it. 

“Then lets stop playing their game,” I finally growled. “We tried it your way, and we’ve got some information, but still nothing concrete right?” 

Fin nodded. I could see the effort it took for him to agree with me on that point, but he was still trying to protect me. 

“But your partner...” 

“Look Fin,” I growled. “I’m a walking talking sample for that secret little chemical cocktail. And if I am, it’s a sure bet Ray is too, so if someone wants the drug, we’re a nice easy way to grab a sample. If they’re afraid we know something about the murders, we know Jack...” 

“But they don’t know that.” 

“Exactly.” 

I think he finally got my point, but he was a long time in agreeing with me. “So, what’s your plan?” 

I smiled. “First, we get Ray out of the line of fire. Get him to take a few days off until this thing blows over.” 

“What about the job?” 

“I keep working it, only now I’m also digging for dirt. There’s a bike cop that knows something is up, and I think he can help, knowingly or not. With you and him covering me, I start pushing their buttons.” 

“You’re setting yourself up again,” he objected. 

I shook my head. “They’ve already set me up. I’m just using it. I’ve got two cops, Daniels and his mysterious buddy following me, and a bike. The cops were asking me about my trips to the morgue, that really interested them-- The bike-- I don’t know if they’re working together or at odds, but the cops are definitely dirty.” 

Fin nodded. “That makes sense. They cap 3 suspects who’ve been exposed to the drug... But then why did the let you two go?” 

I thought about that for a minute. There were only a few possibilities I could think of. Either we were too ‘high profile’ to eliminate, we didn’t know anything, or we were bait. 

Fin tried each of the possibilities before commenting. “It could be any of those reasons, or all of them.” 

In the end it didn’t really matter. Fin became my ghost and I got to work. 

Ray wasn’t too crazy about the cloak and dagger but he understood. Of course... you’ll never guess who he traded shifts with. Yep, I get to work with Smilin’ Walter till we get this sorted out. That should be good for a few laughs. 

Phase one of my tweaking was slightly tricky but a stroke of genius if you ask me. It involved a trip to a hobby shop, a kitchen supply store and a radio shack. Several rolls of electrical tape later, I had what I needed: a frequency emulator set to the frequencies used by the tracking devices. Then came the switch 

Fin served as lookout as I planted the older tracking device on the bike and the newer one on the car. It was a bit stressful, but well worth the effort. The key was a set of timers that were set for 2:30 pm tomorrow, one to turn off the emulator on my bike and two to re-activate the tracking devices. It wasn’t like I could really hide from them for long, not with the job. But I would have 2 hours where they wouldn’t know where to find me. 

Something to get them thinking. It’s not quite what I wanted, hell for now its not much more than counting coup, but if they’re going to play with me, I’m going to play back. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Eight

Thursday August 10th 2056 - Hook

I spent the better part of the morning making odd stops here and there, letting Fin get a handle on my tails, and giving him the opportunity to make sure there weren’t any other devices. He found one of course, worked into the fabric of one of my tokens. The one from the Warthogs. He very carefully worked it free of the token and left it next to it. It meant when the signals died, I’d have to ditch it on something nearby, preferably something moving. 

It also meant that they were either taking extra precautions, or there’d been a third tail. But it also meant we needed to change plans and that meant involving a third party. Since they hadn’t been able to follow me to council island it seemed like a pretty good place to meet, but I hated bringing Jonathan, and possibly my new family in on this. 

I shouldn’t have worried. Jonathan was more than happy to oblige, and get involved. The only questions remaining were: 1) would we pull it off and 2) would Officer Smiley be there. 

The answer to both was a resounding ‘YES’. At 2:30, the light on my transmitter went off. I was next to a bus at the time, and was able to attach the third tracking device to that. Then it was a just a simple matter of getting out of site. 

Fin gave me the all clear on the car and the bike, but number three we’d just have to take on faith. I’m not really trying to get away from them, just to push a few buttons. Hopefully now, they’ll make a mistake and tip somebody off. 

Fin continued to track my pursuers, while I met with Officer Smiley and Jonathan and gave them a run down of what had been going on. Officer Smiley nodded. 

“I’d been wondering what was going on,” he admitted. 

Jonathan merely smiled. I think he really liked the idea of hunting the hunters, but he wasn’t too crazy about me staying visible. This from the same man who let me play bait to a bunch of organ leggers, go figure. 

At least this time, I’m doing more than playing bait, I’m doing something about it. Jonathan suggested I get Andrews involved, but if this case is leading where I think it is, he’s going to end up with the case, and I want his involvement in it to be clean. It’s the only way we can make it stick– whatever it may be. 

We finished the meeting and Jonathan ‘smuggled’ me across the border in the back of a truck. When he stopped to unload in an alleyway, I rolled out, and headed to work. 

I was keyed up, no way not to be and dealing with Walter was enough to set anybody on edge. He decided that he was going to lay down the law, as if he hadn’t tried Monday. He told me no ‘wet behind the ears’ rookie is going to make him look bad. 

I took a deep breath, I’d pretty much had enough of him too. “I’ve got four words for you,” I told him, my eyes blazing. With seven years experience in emergency med, I’m hardly a rookie. 

He waited, a sneer still on his face. 

He asked for it. I held up my fingers and counted off as I said, “Johns Hopkins Shock Trauma!” It’s where I cut my teeth, the oldest, best in the field, the people who pioneered medivac and a lot of emergency procedures that are still the standard, and I told him as much. 

“Just because I’m new here, doesn’t mean I’m fresh out of school,” I added as he stared at me. 

He kinda looked like a guppy, trying to get air as he stared at me. I had to smile at that. Yeah, the kid’s got some experience all right. 

Things actually calmed down a little after that. I think ol’ Walter may be reevaluating his opinion, but he still hates the idea of the motorcycle medic. He muttered something about it being too flashy, all show, no real purpose. I think they felt the same way about medivac when it started. Gee, I’m a pioneer! 

Now if I can just get these people off my tail. By the end of shift I was ready to hit the hay, but I still had work to do. Oddly enough, Walter says he’s looking forward to working with me again tonight. 

I rode back to Council Island and we went over my bike again. It seems to have picked up another device and a watcher spirit who Jonathan politely asked to leave. 

So, we’ve got people tracking me, following me magically, time for me to get the records for the accident. It wasn’t hard. People at the station have gotten used to seeing me, then it was a case of going down to records and getting it from Saunders. He raised an eyebrow, but some chocolate cream filleds took care of that. 

Then I dropped in on Dr. Chen. He was a bit surprised, but more than happy to give me the toxicology reports on the three men from the van, the truck driver and Lynwood case. 

After that I went home and sacked out for a little while. We took turns sleeping and going over the information on the three men from the van, the shooting of the ganger, who’s name was Ritchie, and the truck that was involved in the accident. 

It made for some interesting reading. 



Friday 11th August 2056 - Line

The morning was split between reviewing the information at hand, debating it, and getting what sleep we could. Breaking our surveillance of my tails probably wasn’t the best thing we could do, but it served the over all plan–keep them guessing. 

When I left for work, Fin followed me and Officer Smiley made it a point of making equipment inspections on anybody following me. The final bit of protection came from Jonathan who was watching over me magically. 

The bike had been in the garage all night with some of the locals watching it. Fin gave it one final going over before I headed back to work. It was clear. I couldn’t see my guardians watching out for me, but knowing they were there made me feel a lot better. It also gave me time to think, and I had a lot to think about. 

As the shift progressed I started thinking about the men in the van and Ritchie. According to the M.E.’s reports, the 4 shooting victims had been shot posthumously. The bullet, being slow enough, did massive quantities of tissue damage but kept most of the gray matter inside the scull. 

It had also been completely redundant. 

Reading over Dr. Chen’s notes I noticed that with the first three cases the weight of what remained of their brains were all well under average. 

Their blood work-up was also unusual: the concentration of chemicals normally released during injury, even death were abnormally low, and some chemicals found normally were non-existent. The two that should have been found and weren’t were Superoxide Dismutase, an enzyme that breaks down Superoxides which causes aging and the Beta Endorphins. 

The thing was, Richie’s readings were all normal. Normal tissue mass, normal volumes– normal everything. 

That did not make sense at all. He had been killed the same way, and yet the results were very different. It was wrong enough that I spent the better part of the night musing over it. 

We had at least 5 motorcycle calls in the evening and it wasn’t until things slowed down and Walter commented on how ‘you’d never get me to do that, I swear it looks like people are actually gunning for you,’ that I really began to get paranoid again. 

Now mind you, Walter still insisted on a full inventory and complete wipe down of the truck after each call, but at least he realized that I had to do the same for the bike when I took it out. Not that I inventoried. No, I pulled replacements for the supplies I used and made sure everything was functional. 

It was a long shift, but the mystery still kept me keyed up enough that the exhaustion didn’t really hit until the end of the shift. 

After work it was another trip to Council Island, since I was relatively safe there. It also meant I could meet with Jonathan and tell him what’d happened and he could relay it to the others. 

I spent the morning there again reviewing what information we had and what the others told me about the day. Fin agreed that it looked like several of my ‘near misses’ were intentional. 

Jonathan suggested I go with him for a jog around the island to relax me, and I jokingly said something about an ‘endorphin rush.’ That’s when the pieces started falling into place. 

I had some research to do, but it would have to wait until after the run, and a good morning’s sleep. 



Saturday August 12th 2056 - Sinker

It was almost 4:30 when I woke up. Jonathan had decided I needed the sleep, and its not like I could really argue with him on the matter. I have to admit, I felt a lot better with a full day’s sleep. 

Today we repeated the process, still mulling over what we had, but now we had information from Fin and Officer Smiley who were concentrating on finding out as much about my tails as they could. They both managed to get some pretty interesting, if contradictory information on Daniels and his partner, Cummings. 

Within the department they were the golden boys, solving some of the most difficult cases in local history. They were given free rein to investigate cases to the fullest with little to no supervision because of their record. 

The streets told a very different story. If you were somebody they considered worthwhile, they were your best friends. They’d protect you, help you out if you needed it-- perfect gentlemen. If you were a ‘nobody’ they were your worst nightmare. They would hound you until you either gave them what they wanted or left. Either way, they got what they wanted. There were rumors about them throwing money around along with their badges to get what they wanted, and a lot of the times, their collars were people who couldn’t have done what they were accused of doing, but there was no one to back them up. 

Two very different stories, with the truth somewhere in the middle, I’m sure, but it makes me wonder if they’ve classified me as a nobody or a somebody. It made quite a difference in the way we handled things. If I was a nobody, then they were waiting for something, probably using me as bait. If I was ‘somebody’ then they were most likely protecting me. 

The third possibility was that the jury was still out and they weren’t sure if I was someone to protect or to hound. Either way, they’re in the middle of this. 

Fin finally gave me what he had on ValenzBioChem and it made for some very interesting reading. They had developed some of the best anti pain and anti aging pharmaceuticals available on the market, but they hadn’t rested on the laurels. Instead they’d continued their research, using the residuals from their previous successes to fund their research into more natural methods of pain control. 

He also had some of the details on the chemicals Ray and I had come into contact with. It didn’t mean much to him, but it meant a whole lot to me. He also had the name of the doctor who’d done the clinical studies on it, Dr. Mitchell Rivero. I wasn’t sure why, but the name stuck in my mind, but then, there was the chemical itself-- impressive. 

It was originally designed to enhance the body’s ability to make certain chemicals that are naturally beneficial, mostly endorphins. It was also designed to inhibit the creation of endorphinase the enzyme that breaks down endorphins, thereby trying to create a steady flow of the pain inhibiting, euphoria inducing, chemicals to the entire body. The problem was, the chemical ended up working too well. 

It triggered the production of both Beta Endorphins and Superoxide Dismutase, but there was nothing to stimulate its release. The chemicals would remain in ridiculously high concentrations, actually crystalizing in some cases, until they were either absorbed back into the system, or were released with the introduction of a stimulus to the hypothalamus. In those cases, the test subject died. 

Needless to say, the research was halted, the chemical was disposed of and the notes were sealed in the vault, never to be used again. Yeah, right, I should be so lucky. 

So now I know I’ve got this time bomb rolling around in my head, just waiting to go off, realizing just how seriously messed up this whole situation is for everybody involved. 

Me, Ray and the guys in the van, we’d all been exposed, and if my guesses were right, somebody triggered the release, and collected it up from the first three guys. The question of ‘why’ arrived at about the same time as the answer. 

The hormones weren’t person specific. You could use these pure, concentrated doses of Endorphins as a pain killer or a euphoric– or the Superxide Dismutase as the ulimate anti-oxidant... a youth serum. Chills went up and down my spine like an alarm, things were a lot worse, and yet better, because at least now I knew the why, now it was a question of stopping it from going any further, but something told me it had. 

I thought about Ray, and myself– how dangerous this all was. How severely twisted the situation was. Four dead that we know of. Four... I stopped for a moment as I realized another piece of the puzzle: Ritchie had never been exposed to the chemical. 

Then the alarms really started sounding. Riviero... River... Rivers... Doc... 

Trina had used Ritchie’s chart to do my blood work-up, but the name wasn’t his on the chart either. He’d given an assumed name and we’d used that chart. It did have his time of arrival and he could have been tracked through that. Still, Trina had kept the work in house, doing it all herself, so only people who worked at the clinic would have had access to the information. Me, Trina... and Doc Rivers. 

It would have been easy for him to trace Ritchie by his arrival time– especially if he had someone watching the clinic. I felt drained when I realized that, and I could tell Fin wasn’t pleased when he heard the news. In being careful, we’d set Ritchie up without even realizing it. 

It was a good thing I was on duty, or I probably would have been up on assault charges. Fortunately or not, it was a busy night and by the end of the shift I was exhausted. 



Sunday August 13th 2056 - Bad medicine

I think we were all a bit dazed. We’d been ready for almost anything, but not this. Not a doctor killing his patients. It was completely unthinkable to me, but I don’t think Fin was all that surprised. Still, no matter how we tried to explain it, or reason it out, everything kept pointing right back to Doc Rivers. It just fit too well– way too well. 

There was no discussion, no debate, no question. I headed for the clinic as soon as I finished work. We weren’t quite sure exactly what to do, but we knew we had to do something soon, the key would be getting Trina to a safe place before we confronted Rivers. There was no way of knowing what he’d do. 

We were right. Officer Smiley and Jonathan kept a watch as Fin and I went into the clinic. He was with Trina, I called her out into the lobby, hoping she’d come alone. I hated doing this to her, but if Rivers was doing what we all figured he was doing, she was in big danger. When Trina came out, she knew something was up. Unfortunately, so did Rivers. 

He seemed calm enough, until he pulled out his gun and leveled it at Trina’s head. “I told them you were too suspicious, that we should have harvested you a long time ago.” 

His words made me shiver. “Especially after you pulled that trick with the Smithers boy.” 

The Smithers boy, Ritchie. “You and your band of ghouls did that,” I growled resignedly. 

They had. He’d pointed him out and they’d done the rest of the work. But they didn’t get what they wanted. Not from him, and they weren’t going to get it from me, not if I had anything to say about it. 

As I looked at him I realized something else. My eyes widened in shock and disgust. “How many others... have you... exposed to this wonder drug?” 

He smiled, drawing Trina closer. He was using her as a shield between us. “More than you think,” he taunted. “That’s one of the joys of working in clinics in the poorer sections of town. More people nobody’s going to miss.” 

It didn’t take Trina long to catch on to at least some of what was going on, and when she did, there was no stopping her. She slammed her foot down on Rivers’ instep, causing him to loosen his grip. Then, she grabbed his gun arm and flipped him over her shoulder, twisting his arm until he lost his grip on the gun. Then she had him in an arm-lock. 

“What did you DO!?” she demanded. 

He was trying to opt for pleading the Fifth Amendment, but Fin took that moment to point out that there were no police in the vicinity. Just the people he’d used and betrayed. 

He remained silent, but I found his notes. They were quite thorough. Names and dates of the ‘exposure’, a line though the name when they’d been ‘harvested’ and a red star to indicate that the person was prime for the taking. 

My name was on the list, as was Mrs. MacAdders, several of the people I’d met at the diner and Trina herself. Guess he didn’t want to leave any witnesses. 

We knew he wasn’t in on this alone, but he was trying very adamantly to deny everything. When it was clear he wasn’t going to co-operate with us, I went out and walked over to Daniels where he was watching from concealment. 

This was the tricky part, because if they were dirty, if they were the ones working with Rivers, we were all going to be in danger, but we had to know. 

Thankfully, they weren’t. They’d been watching me, trying to decide my angle on the this whole mess; trying to classify me as someone to protect or someone to use. I think the jury’s still out on that one. 

They rounded up Rivers, but he was confident now that he was in the hands of the police that he was safe. That his cohorts would bail him out. 

I wonder how a night visit from Mario’s Terrors will change his attitude. 

There was a lot of picking up to do, and we all knew it wasn’t over yet. There were still at least two more people who’d been following me, there were Rivers’ people and the current list of people who needed to be protected. They all had to be dealt with. 

I dropped in on Ray, who’d nicely barricaded himself in his apartment. When he read the details on the drug, and what’d been going on, he agreed that what I’d done was probably for the best. 

At least I’d been able to protect him. That was some consolation, but, as I said, it wasn’t over yet. Not by a long shot. 

I spent most of my shift down at police headquarters filing reports and supplying the details. Trina was busy on her end, doing damage control down at the clinic. Forget Rivers’ having to deal with Mario, I think Trina’s opting to be her own Terror with the man. 



Monday August 14th 2056 - Crawling from the wreckage.

Well, it took us most of Sunday night to get everything straightened out. The police couldn’t pin any of the murders on Rivers, and he was so smug about that. 

He wasn’t quite as smug when the crimes against humanity, illegal use of a controlled substance and human experimentation charges were leveled. Poor baby didn’t qualify for parole. 

As for bailing him out, his ‘associates,’ opted for a more permanent solution. Fortunately or not, depending on how you look at it, they were denied their solution as well. At the very least it provided Rivers with a very interesting wake up call. 

The person I felt the worst for was Trina. She trusted him, not only with her heart, but with her patients, her family, her people and he betrayed them all. 

At some point during the process of filing forms and getting the updates at the precinct house, I fell asleep. Everyone must have figured that I needed it, and I probably did, but I did not need what happened next. 

I can’t tell if it was a dream, a vision, or if somebody spiked my coffee, but bits and pieces of it have been coming back to me all day. 

I was in a room, it looked like one of the interrogation rooms. There were three people there with me. There was a woman, a man, and some big bulking form that I couldn’t assign a race or gender. The woman did all the talking. 

I could make out her form against the bright lights, but not much more. Like I said, its only coming through in flashes. I remember the woman telling me, how the men in the van and even the boy were ‘parasites’ and that now they had at least served society. 

She said something about sparing Ray and me because we were productive members of society, and how it all worked out. I can remember objecting, or at least trying to, but I don’t think I did more than nod. 

I remember as she left, she said something about ‘we’ll discuss this more another time.’ 

All I do know for sure was when they left me to sleep, I was on the left side of the door. When I woke up, I was on the right. 

That convinced me more than anything that I really wanted to go home and sleep. 



Tuesday August 15th, 2056 - Damage Control

Last night seemed even worse than the night Mario’s terrors hit. At least with them there was a sense of continuity, yeah, I was trapped in it, but at least it was complete. This time my dreams were haunted by nightmarish flashes of images of the woman and her companions. 

I was beginning to think there was a lot more to these glimpses than just the hallucinations of a tired mind. When I showed up at the clinic Trina was going through the records and contacting the people on the list. The police were handling the people from other clinics, but these were her people and she felt it was best for them to hear about it from her. 

She looked up at me when I came in and I could see the numbness in her eyes. This had taken a lot out of her. I tried to be encouraging, but I hadn’t really gotten enough rest for that. 

We sat and talked for a couple of hours as she waited for the people she’d called to show up. I stayed with her, since I was a part of this, and probably the reason Rivers had come to Lynwood. Let’s face it, most of his ‘volunteers’ were people from poorer areas of town, people nobody would miss and that doesn’t really match Lynwood’s profile. Most folks here are middle class, but then again, we’re close enough to a few squats in the area that we do get patients from places like Keeler’s corner. 

He did ‘expose’ folks from out of Lynwood, but he also went for a lot of people here: people I knew and cared about. 

I was kinda mulling over that when Trina laid into me. 

“You are not and will not take responsibility for that man’s actions!” She yelled. “He used these people, he use me, and he used you, but he was the one doing it!” 

I nodded, but I was still thinking about Ritchie and the people on Rivers’ list. I could tell Trina was too. 

Around two I left and dropped in on Dr. Chen. Andrews was waiting for me again, as were Daniels and Cummings. That kind of surprised me. I mean, Andrews, yeah he’s been here before to give me the details on his current case load, but the spook squad... 

I really have to watch it though, all three of them could read my expression. On the bright side, Daniels and Cummings found it slightly humorous. Well, Daniels did, Cummings is still going for the stern, bad cop look. 

Nothing had really turned up, but at least now the tails are gone– I think. 

As Dr. Chen was showing me around his case load, I had another flash. Someone carrying me over to the table and setting me in a chair. I heard the words: “Ten Minutes” then a faint buzzing sound. 

I snapped out of it as Dr. Chen touched my arm. “Jess?” he asked. “Are you all right?” 

He could tell I was startled out of something, but I really couldn’t explain it to him. I stayed for a little while, and then let Dr. Chen get back to his business. 

Afterwards I kind of drifted around the station, and then made my way back home. I had dinner with Trina and Mario, but I was still tense. Between the lack of sleep, the stress of the last few days, and the nagging little flashes of memory, it’s no wonder. 

Hopefully I’ll settle down some and get some sleep tonight. 



Wednesday August 16th 2056 - Weighing the odds.

Sleep: that was the plan at least, but my mind seemed to have other ideas. I didn’t sleep well. I didn’t really have any detailed dreams, or anything, I just couldn’t sleep right. Any time I’d drift off, I’d have another flash. Most of the time there wasn’t even an image involved, just feelings. Again, nothing concrete. 

Needless to say, I wasn’t doing all that great when I went to see the Walkers. I was feeling bad ‘cause with everything happening, I’d avoided them, afraid of bringing them into the middle of something. 

Mr. Walker understood and even appreciated that, and I think the fact that I was at least working with Jonathan mollified Mrs. Walker. However, saying Mike was angry with me would be an understatement. 

That lasted until I had another one of those flashes: I think he saw something in my eyes. I know Mrs. Walker saw it. One minute I was sitting at the table, the next... a light caught my glass and was reflected into my eyes. I froze, images of the bright lights in my eyes and the woman talking played through my mind. 

Next I know I’m laying down on the couch and Mrs. Walker is hovering over me. It was almost like the night I’d met her. I looked up at her. I remember trying to say something, but only managing to groan. 

She just patted my shoulder and told me not to worry about it. She was gentle and patient, waiting until I was ready to talk to her, but even when I was– there was nothing to tell her, not really. The images were confusing, but what I found even more disturbing was the lack of anything more than flashes. 

When I’d finally relaxed, Mrs. Walker began guiding me back to the station, back to happened as I slept, or thought I was sleeping. I’m not sure if remembering the full incident is more comforting than the flashes, but at least I know the whole thing now. 

The images aren’t any clearer. The woman, the man and the hulking figure– they remain shadowy figures, but their message...her message... 

She talked about the victims, told me that they were ‘non-productive members of society.’ That she had given them the chance to give back to the community rather than to take. That, by paying the ultimate price, they had been redeemed. 

She made it sound like it was a great thing she was doing, but she was lying-- lying to herself, and to me. She told me how they’d protected Ray and me in the hospital, changing our records electronically so that nobody else would try to harvest us. 

‘Harvest,’ that word again. It still makes me shiver. 

We were productive members of society, and therefore to be protected, until I saw too much and began to grow suspicious. Then I became a detriment, if not to society, then to her plan. She told me she was giving me a second chance, that if I let it go, she would let me and the others go. 

She offered a simple trade off, in her perfect little world. She didn’t say she would stop, just that she would leave us alone. I cannot let it go. 

Its not in my nature, and yet... Trina, Ray, Mrs. MacAdders–the others. Are their lives worth the nameless, faceless others that will fall in their place? 

Mrs. Walker knew me and understood my dilemma. She called Jonathan. If the woman could ‘talk to me’ as she did in the police station, there was no way the Star would be able to protect me. The power of the spells and the chemicals that had been used on me, were too powerful and too well organized. 

I would have to trust Jonathan to handle this. 

Problem is, the woman will be calling on me again. I know this much. When she does, she will know what I know. The key, for now, is to comply. 

Even when the nightmare is over– it isn’t over. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Nine

Thursday August 17th 2056 - Sanity Check

It feels strange, I'd finally taken control again, done something with it, and now I was surrendering it almost as quickly. Still after what Jonathan and the Walkers found out, and what I managed to remember, its probably for the best. 

They agreed with me that the woman behind all of this must not be allowed to get away with this, but they also agree with each other, that I should let them handle things. I started to object: tell them that this was my battle, but Jonathan just smiled and shook his head. 

"No Jess," he told me gently. "This is a family matter now... one of ours has been threatened." 

I gave him a worried look. "Who... who did they..." 

He chuckled at my cluelessness on the matter, then kissed my forehead. "Don't change little sister," he told me and then he left the room. I could hear him in the other room talking to Mr. and Mrs Walker about the situation. 

Mr. and Mrs. Walker, his parents, and now mine as well. His gesture was so much like Matt-- I wasn't sure what to do. Part of me was offended that they were planning on fighting my battle, without including me, but then sanity prevailed. This was a case where the less I knew, the better it was for everyone involved, But I didn't have to like it. 

And I didn't! 

Work was actually a welcomed bit of structured insanity that put everything back in perspective. We had enough cases to keep us busy most of the evening. It was a standard case of do what you can when you can, and don't sweat what you can't control. 

Its kinda been the watchword since I got here, I just have trouble listening to it. 

It was nice to be working with Ray again. Walter may have relaxed a little around me, but all that meant was that at best I was semi accepted at as a junior partner, and at worst, as a necessary evil. Of course, all I had to say was 'Johns Hopkins' and he'd let up on me again. Think I'll have to call back to the guys and have them send me a jacket in his size. 

Anyway, looks like we got another call. 



Friday August 18th 2056 - Cat Kisses

Busy day, busy night. I woke up with Taco sitting on my chest proclaiming that there was no cat food in his bowl and demanding that I do something about it. Of course, he didn’t help any by continuing to stand on my chest and meow, and when I finally got up, he seemed to be doing his best to trip me on the way to the kitchen. 

Maxwell on the other hand sat regally by the bowl waiting. When I finally managed to get food into both their bowls, Maxwell blinked slowly at me and then dug into the food. “Blowing cat kisses,” Alan had called it. 

I tried not to think about him or the others as I got ready for work. It was hard not to. I’ve been here almost two months– two, and I’m no closer to finding out what had happened than I was before. Ah well, I knew it would take time when I came here. Still I’d hoped to have found something, something only a sister could find... 

I looked at the all too familiar portrait of the four of us and down at the cats. “They didn’t happen to tell you two anything did they?” 

Maxwell looked up at me, made a ‘gert’ noise as he blew a cat kiss at me. I chuckled as I got dressed and tried to see what was happening in the world around me. Then it was grab a shower and head to work. 

Work was... well work. We had a rape case to deal with. Standard procedure is to have one, non-threatening, member of the team stay with the victim, give them comfort and support and see them through all the testing and exams that are required. In this case, it meant me. 

I stayed with the guy, convinced him to go to the hospital and get checked out. He was too messed up physically not to. It was not an easy time, it never is. 

Thing is how do you explain to someone who’s been through that – its not about sex, its about power and control? And how do you tell a guy that its not somehow worse when it happens to a man? It’s the same deal, same problem, same aftermath, same fallout. 

“What will my girlfriend think?” That was his main concern. Personally, I figure if she holds it against him, she’s got some serious issues to deal with and he’s better off without her. But again, its not my place to say anything, just be there, be comforting, be consistent. Although I did promise to deck anybody who said anything. That at least got a smile out of him. 

He’ll be okay with some counseling, but it’s a hard thing to go through. 

Even with what I’ve been through with Aaron– yeah, he tried to kill me, which I guess is the ultimate power trip, but I still haven’t fallen victim to him and a lot of that was plain dumb luck. 

That reminded me that I need to check on his status with the guys back in ‘Balmer’. Cases like that one are emotionally draining. Seeing people victimized is never easy, guess that’s another part of why I do what I do. I see them through a crisis and hopefully get them where they need to be. Still, sometimes, I wish there weren’t so many people giving me folks to help. There’s enough freaky stuff out there without adding to it. 

At least the visible tails are gone and my life seems to be un-freaking. No worries, I’m sure that will change too. 



Saturday August 19th 2056 - Instamatic

Know what I said about un-freaking, well, forget it. When I got up to get ready for work everything seemed normal enough, but when I got out to my bike... there was another token on it. Now I admit, there are a lot of tokens on the bike, and I could probably remove half of them since I won’t be back in Baltimore anytime soon, but I know each and everyone of them, and this was not one of the ones I’d put there. 

I saw it as I strapped my kit, and bagel down and got ready to head towards work. Needless to say I gave the bike a serious once over after that. Nothing else had changed. None of the other tokens had been touched. I took it off, inspected it– nothing. I even ran the detector Fin had left with me over the bike, but there was nothing new. 

As I finally put the token back and prepared to leave, one of the local kids came over, a big grin on his face. 

I watched expectantly as he gave me a conspiratorial smile. “We have a truce with the Night Hunters... Doc Rivers got some of their people too. They asked us to give that to you.” 

I could tell by his smile, he’d watched me check over each of the other tokens. I think it amused him, but he was also a bit surprised that I knew what each of them were and where they’d come from. 

I nodded. “Thanks.” 

“You be careful out there Doc,” he told me softly. “There are a lot of people been asking about you lately.” 

My eyes widened slightly as he studied me again. “So this is more than just a social call,” I commented. 

“Yeah,” he answered. “They’ve been hanging out, watching mostly showed up two days ago, askin’ questions like cops, flashing lotsa creds. They talk like you, outta towners. We chased em’ out, but they’ll be back.” 

“Thanks,” I said again. 

“We look after our own,” he answered. His voice was rather gruff, but I knew that meant me. “It true you nearly killed a guy before you came here?” 

My eyes widened. Aaron. Was he somehow behind this? He was supposed to be locked up on parole violation and assault charges, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t hire somebody to do something. 

“Actually he tried to kill me,” I answered, trying to cover my surprise. “And the cops back home knew that.” 

He nodded. “You want, we’ll deal with them,” he said in earnest. 

I know my response was probably a little too fast, but I didn’t think they needed any extra trouble and I knew how they’d deal with these folks. At least he seemed to understand. “Don’t forget Doc, we’re here if you need us– just like you’re there for us.” 

That said, he drifted back down the street. 

I had hoped that would be enough to keep the fates busy, but of course, my life was getting uncomplicated so something had to come up. 

It came in the form of an accident. The damage on the car indicated that someone had hit it repeatedly, probably trying to run the driver, a 34 year old woman, off the road. As usual, since she had to be extricated, I stayed with her as Ray put together the extrication plan. 

It was good to be working with him again. Ray and I don’t order each other around we work together and that’s it. While Ray discussed the cutting required, I continued to check the woman’s vitals and try to keep her awake. 

She was trembling and worried and I did my best to comfort her. When she asked me for her cigarettes, I tried to tell her she couldn’t smoke and she became more adamant. In an effort to calm her down I followed her instructions. 

Inside her purse was a camera, a press id and her cigarettes. She nodded as I pulled them out. “Inside” 

I looked at her worriedly and checked her pulse again, but she pushed my hand away. “Inside!” She insisted. 

I opened up the pack and found two film disks tucked inside. “Keep them safe,” she told me. “Big... very big..” she told me. I nodded carefully putting them in my storage unit and closed it up. Once I’d stowed them away she nodded. 

After the call and the standard clean-up and prep, I slipped one out and slotted it. The first pictures were normal enough. They were covert pictures, but nothing really out of the ordinary. People coming and going from an office building. Then I recognized one of the men as one of Andrews’ missing persons. 

He was walking into what looked like a normal office, but then there were pictures from inside. It was setup like a medical exam room. There were pictures of him on an operating table, and then, with his chest open, not cut, but opened, like a cabinet. He was couriering something in his chest cavity. 

I had no idea what it was, but it was obviously important enough that someone had tried to kill the woman who’d taken the pictures– and now I had them. 

There was no hesitation, no big moral debate, I knew who to take them to. 

I stopped by the precinct house on the way home and surprised the desk Sargent when I announced that I was here to see Andrews. He even objected that it was just Sunday morning. I grinned and took the visitor ID and clipped it on. “No rest for the wicked,” I told him with a lopsided grin. 

When I told Andrews what I had he nodded. He was very interested in the pictures and the patient. When he finished looking at them, he tossed me one of his new case files. 

Homicide: Lydia Greenwood – the reporter. 

I nodded. “Figures.” 

“Jess...” He called. I knew he was trying to warn me, but we both knew it was pointless. 

“What can I say, I’m a trouble magnet,” I told him with a shrug. 

At least when I left the station I wasn’t followed. I headed over to Council Island and checked on Mike before going home and grabbing some shut-eye. 



Sunday August 20th 2056 - Familiarity

The day was rather normal, except that I noticed the two men I’d been warned about. They were poking around the diner. I ended up skipping breakfast, but I shouldn’t have worried about it too much: there was a bagel waiting for me on my bike. I’m beginning to wonder if everybody in the neighborhood is watching out for me. 

Lord knows I need it. 

I’m not entirely sure what these people are up to, especially since its not like I’m hiding. Judging by the reports I’m getting from the gang they seem to be trying to discredit me. Asking lots of leading questions, making it look like I was running from something. Of course, after two months, everybody here knows me well enough that if they’re suspicious, they’re going to ask me about it, not speculate. 

Not that I think Mario would let them, and Mario is family to just about everybody here. 

By the time I got to the station, George and Walter were out on a call and I couldn’t do anything except prep my bike and think. 

How much did the people in the neighborhood really know me? How well did I really know them? It didn’t really matter, but those questions led to the real one – how much did I really know about my brothers. 

I mean, I know that Matt likes butter on his toast and Alan snores, but– I had no idea what they were really doing here. I mean, I assumed that Matt was teaching martial arts, and that Alan was probably studying at the university, but I hadn’t found any sign of him every registering at the school. Andy– I just assumed he was sponging off the boys, trying to find himself. 

Tells you how much I know. 

George and Walter came stumbling in about an hour after shift change. Walter being Walter was already starting his clean-up and inventory when Ray and I took over. We shooed them out, telling them to get home and get some sleep. I could tell that George was all for our taking over on the scrub-down (and inventory) but Walter seemed convinced that he had to finish what he’d started. We ended up compromising and sharing the duties. 

Almost as soon as we reported the unit as in service, we were on the road. As soon as we were finished with one call and clean up, we were on another. It ran that way for most of the shift. It was bad enough that I just crashed at the station house for a few hours before heading out. 

I stopped by records and split a half a dozen doughnuts with Saunders. (His four to my two). There was still nothing new on the boys’ case, but at least I had breakfast. Or was it a late night snack? I really need to get my schedule together. 



Monday August 21st 2056 - The anti-scam

Once again, I was planning on sleeping in, but somehow I’m beginning to think that I’m not meant to sleep on Mondays. I’d finished feeding the cats and reading the morning papers when the phone rang. 

I didn’t recognize the voice on the other end and their face was hidden in the shadows, but they certainly seemed to know me. 

“Jess? Jess Miller?” the person asked, his voice was tense almost worried. 

“Yes?” I answered evenly, trying to figure out who’d be calling me. If the person had known me, then he would’ve known that I’d be sleeping about now. 

“Look, I can’t talk long. Your brothers are in trouble. They asked me to call you. They need money..” 

He was moving fast, too fast and I knew it. He was telling me what I wanted to hear, but he wasn’t really saying anything. 

“Tell me where they are and I’ll take it to them,” I answered evenly. 

“No,” he answered quickly. “Its too dangerous. That’s why they asked me to contact you. I’ll get it to them, but I need you to get as much as you can without drawing attention. Meet me at Willy’s Bar down in Kingsgate. Two hours.” 

He hung up before I could say anything, so I did the only thing I could do. I spoke into the phone. “Did you guys get that?” I asked and then hung up the phone. 

It rang a minute later. 

“Jess,” the voice was terse and familiar. Then the picture came in, it was Daniels. 

“Yeah,” I answered. “Is it just me or did that sound like a setup if ever there was one?” 

“You aren’t planning on going there are you?” he objected. 

“Well, that depends on whether or not you’re planning on sending anyone there to watch over me.” 

I could hear him hesitate. “Its not our jurisdiction,” he answered. 

“Aw, come on,” I objected. “You guys have carte-blanche.” 

I could hear him talking to Cummings and was surprised when Cummings took over the call. “We can’t guarantee your safety,” he stated tensely. 

“Yeah, but are you going to be there?” I asked with a smile. 

His scowl gave me all the answer I needed. 

“Okay, I’ll be there,” I told him. “There was a guy running this sort of scam back east, sounds way too much like his approach.” 

He nodded, still scowling. “Think he moved out here, we’ve had several attacks on citizens,” he admitted gruffly. 

It was interesting to me: Cummings really wanted this guy. “Okay, tell me what you want.” 

“We’ll put a unit on your apartment in case he’s just trying to get you out of the place, meet us at...” again there was a pause. “The Quickmart on 78th Ave,” he finished. 

They were waiting for me by the drink dispenser. Daniels started taping a wire to me as Cummings told me what they had. It was weird working with these two, especially since it was what, a week ago that they were following me around making my life an interesting situation? 

“Play naive, but not stupid,” Cummings warned, forgetting to scowl. “And whatever you do, don’t let him take you anywhere.” 

With their instructions I headed into Renton. Admittedly it wasn’t my choice of places to go, but it was ideal for meeting someone who was trying to not be noticed, and to avoid police intervention. 

I took a seat in one of the booths and waited, trying very hard not to watch everything. Like Cummings said, I had to play naive but not stupid. When the waitress came I ordered a glass of wine. I watched as she placed the order with the bartender and then brought it over to me. As she served me, the man I was supposed to meet entered and headed towards my booth. I couldn’t help but notice the look the bartender gave him as he moved by. 

Something told me I didn’t want to drink the wine. I picked up the glass and pretended to take a nervous sip. 

After he introduced himself he gave a quick furtive look around and then sat down. 

“The boys,” I asked, sounding hopeful. “How are they?” 

“They’re fine,” he assured me, looking around again. “There’s no time, did you bring the money?” 

I shook my head. “No,” I answered, watching his reaction carefully. He was not very happy about that, and yet, it was almost as if it meant something more to him. 

If he was the same person as the guy who’d been running the scam in Baltimore then, I knew that I was in danger of losing more than my money. Assaults were another part of the his M.O. and the look he’d given the bartender made me suspect my drink as well. 

“Look, every moment we’re together, its more dangerous for you...” 

I nodded. “I... just needed to know they were alright,” I told him. 

He looked at me for a minute and then nodded. “They’re fine... but we have to get them the money...” 

I nodded and pulled out a credstick. “They’ll know the password,” I told him with a smile as I pretended to take another sip of my wine. 

It was obvious he wasn’t expecting that. He smiled, suddenly forgetting that he had to leave quickly. It was then I knew there was something in the wine. I smiled at him, my eyes looking slightly less fixed. 

“Do you have more money?” he asked softly. 

I smiled and nodded. His smile grew, sure that I had had enough of whatever the bartender had slipped me. He viewed that as his signal that he was in control. With a smile, he moved around to my side of the booth and proceeded to get too friendly. That was Daniel’s and Cummings’ cue. They nabbed my so called ‘friend’ and his accomplice and I needed a shower. 

And for thanks, I got to go home and get some much needed sleep. 



Tuesday August 22nd 2056 - The going gets weirder

Tuesday, missing persons check. I stopped by central and picked up the list from Andrews. There always seems to be a lot more cases added and very few removed. At the morgue I didn’t find any leads on the boys, but I did find the man in Lydia Greenwood’s pictures. 

Missing person, mystery courier, and now DB. Thing was, his chest cavity was a normal human chest cavity again. That was enough to bring Andrews to the morgue. Dr. Chen noticed our interested and bumped the case up so we could have the results. Andrews ended up having to make a few phone calls while he worked. 

I don’t think I’ll ever understand that one. The man works Homicide and Missing persons and can’t watch an autopsy. I guess its different when someone’s being cut open to determine the cause of death, but I’ve seen some deaths that make the coroner’s table look mild, besides, they’re already dead when they get here. 

There was some sign of scar tissue, but nothing definite. His chest cavity was indeed a normal chest cavity. I tried not to think about it as I made my rounds on the John Doe hospital check. It was Andrews’ case. I was only involved from the periphery. 

Yeah, right, if that’s the case then why do I have the deep sinking feeling that its going to drag me in like everything else that’s been happening around me? By the time I got home, I’d almost convinced myself that I’d have a nice quiet evening and hit the sack early. 

That lasted until I opened the fridge and pulled out my water bottle. Taped to the side was a message from Fin. 

Jess: 

Need your help, garage midnight. 

Fin.

I stared at the note, then looked at the clock, then stared at the note again. If I was lucky I could get three hours sleep before I’d have to get dressed and head out, but I couldn’t. 

Once again Fin had slipped through my supposed security and left a cryptic message for me. I’m glad he’s on my side, although sometimes I’m beginning to wonder. 



Wednesday August 23rd 2056 - First Run

Okay, there’s no wondering, Fin’s on his side. Not that there really was any real doubt on the matter. I’m a friend and he’ll watch over me, but when he ‘needs my services’ I’m not a friend, I’m a team-mate and I better pull my own weight or get left in the dust. 

It probably doesn’t help that I was planning on a nice quiet evening: get some extra sleep, get ready for work. I had no idea what was up until it was too late to do anything but follow through. I think it’s the city. Nothing like this happened to me back in Baltimore. Here, I’ve been turned from paramedic, to assistant investigator (read bait) and now... shadowrunner. I think I need to make a better class of friends. 

In this case Fin had need of my explosives expertise. I just had to set things up and set them off at the appropriate time. My instructions were simple: set things up, wait for his signal, then fade back into the night and keep from becoming a liability. 

When I showed up in the garage, there was no sign of Fin, but I had another set of instructions waiting for me. It was like a scavenger hunt. I was supposed to ride over to the quick-mart, slip into a protective pair of coveralls, put some oversized cloths on over them and take a bike that was waiting for me in the alleyway. 

I followed his directions and by the time I arrived at the designated area, I wouldn’t have been able to recognize me. Fin was very careful to not introduce me to his companions, which was fine by all of us. 

The setup was simple: rig a car that’s running on remote, wait for the signal and then blow it up. Somebody else was driving it, I just had to make sure we were on different frequencies and control the explosion as the car drove by a gate. It was obviously a diversion, for what I don’t know–that wasn’t something I needed to know or really wanted to know. 

I could tell his ‘associates’ weren’t to crazy about having me there, but they admitted it was nice to have someone who knew what they were doing handle the demo. My heart was pounding as I followed Fin’s directions. 

I fired the charges and then faded into the night. I walked to the metro, took it south, towards Renton. Got off, faded into the crowds there, then slipped down yet another alley way, changing into a set of cloths that were waiting for me. I left the first set there, then took the Metro west. Two more changes and I was finally in my own cloths, the coveralls being the last thing to go. I took the train back to the city, went to the movies. When I left the theater, my bike was waiting for me, along with the ticket stub to an earlier movie. 

I marveled at how well he’d covered my tracks, and when I found out what I was helping with, I was very glad. 

It was all over the trid in the morning, everybody was talking about the failed gang raid on Aztechnology. The police were putting it off as a prank, but it was obvious that the corp wasn’t being quite as blase about the whole thing. Something had happened last night and I had been a part of it. 

As I write this, I realize, I’ve taken my first step into entering into my brothers’ world. It’s a scary place. 

A Year In Seattle

Week Ten

Thursday August 24th 2056 - Just the facts

Back on duty, Andrews was waiting for me with a warning. Someone had taken over the investigations into Lydia’s murder and the death of the courier. The disks had been confiscated and the new investigators would probably be talking to me. 

I could tell from his expression that something was up, and it wasn’t good. I thanked him for the warning, but I could tell there was more. He looked at me, his expression very serious. “You saw those pictures.” 

I nodded. “Yeah,” I sighed. “I had to know what to do with them, and it was the only way to find out.” I didn’t think it was necessary to tell him that I hadn’t just seen them– I’d made copies. Copies that were now safely tucked away in a secondary safety deposit box under an assumed name. 

I may be slow, but I do catch on. 

The investigators were Federal, and they had the mirrored shade-cop look down pat. I got called into the Captain’s office and introduced to them between calls. They asked me about the call and didn’t I think it was odd that the woman asked me to hold onto the disks for her. 

From what I’ve seen of this place, that’s just Seattle on a Saturday night. I told them as much. 

When they asked me the next question, I knew they were studying me, I could feel one of them zoom in on my pupil and I knew he was watching for any change in my blood vessels. A rather effective lie detector without having to get my permission. 

“Did you look at the pictures?” 

I nodded. “Yeah,” I admitted. “I wasn’t sure who to send them to.” 

“Are you holding out on us?” 

I turned and gave Fed #2 a look. “I’m a medic,” I told him. “Lady gave me two disks, said they were important. I figured it was either new Elvis sightings or something for the police.” 

“What made you think it was a police matter?” 

I resisted the urge to say, ‘No signs of Elvis.’ and told them the truth. It was all a matter of record anyway and it was the safest way to play it. 

I don’t think they entirely believed me, but it was pretty much a matter of public record. I could tell they wanted to ask more questions, but we got called out. I left to their promise of seeing me again. 

We got a call close to Aztechnology and I came in on the motorcycle. They victim looked like he’d been roughed up and dragged there. Roughed up? More like mauled. The cuts were made in parallel groups of three and four. 

I couldn’t help but notice the way the guards studied me as I worked on the man. It was enough to set anybody on edge. The man was in shock, and I tried to stabilize him as Ray arrived with the truck. 

As we lifted him into the truck, something fell from his hand. I had about 3 seconds to look at it before one of the guards was there, taking it from me. There was something in his eyes that told me I did not want to fight him on this. 

Silently I climbed into the truck and Ray got us rolling. I looked out the back window and could see the guard watching us as we drove away. The look he gave was enough to send shivers down anybody’s spine. 

We got the man to the hospital in time, but it doesn’t look good. He’s probably got a 30% chance right now. When we went to get my bike, the guard was still there. He’d moved my bike behind the gate, for safety’s sake. 

As I went to reclaim it, he put a hand on my shoulder. “Curiosity is a dangerous thing Jessica Miller, beware of those who hunt the night.” 

I turned and looked at him questioningly, but it was almost as if he hadn’t said anything. As I wheeled my bike back onto the street, I heard him say to another guard. “She is the one.” 

If that isn’t enough to send chills down your spine nothing is. 

I have to admit thought, now I see why the Star hadn’t gotten anywhere with my brothers’ cases– there’s just too much stuff going on around here for it to all get sorted out, and just when you think you understand, a new layer gets added to the puzzle. 

I think I’m going to stay as clear of Aztechnology as I can. 



Friday August 25th 2056 - A six pack would be nice

Man, what I wouldn't give for a bushel of crabs and a six pack right now. It's the end of crab season and I'm on the wrong end of the country. It doesn't help that I'm up to my elbows in mystery. 

Man I wish it was just crab meat. That, I could dig into- lot safer too. 

On the bright side, the guys from Baltimore aren't faring any better, but still. If I were home, they wouldn't be able to run their little campaign of trying to discredit me. That's what it boils down to. I feel like they're trying to steam me, but just can't find the right combination of spices, guess I'm not the only one having problems with the difference between cities. 

I finally met them at the diner this morning. They came in after I sat down, and then flanked me on either side of my counter seat. They started asking me about Baltimore and commenting on my ‘dereliction of duty' in not treating someone in need. 

I looked at them and shook my head. "You want to get to the point of all this or are you going to keep bad mouthing me and harassing me?" 

The first one acted surprised, and innocent. "Harassing you?" His tone was perplexed, even though I could tell by his eyes he wasn't. "Miss Miller, we're just trying to understand why a perfectly healthy paramedic would refuse to help a man in need. A man she had endangered in the first place." 

My eyes widened at that, but I forced myself to remain calm and collected. "First, I was no longer a paramedic in the city, secondly, the man in question had hit me in the left clavicle with a Louisville Slugger, rendering my arm non-functional. A person requires two hands to perform most first aid procedures, especially Cardio-Pulmonary Resuscitation or in his case Artificial Respiration. I therefore secured the scene and called for the paramedic staff." 

The other man snorted as he looked at his coffee. "Yeah, we read what you told the police." 

I shook my head. "Then you know the whole story gentlemen," I declared getting up from the counter. "And if you'll excuse me- I have a job to do." 

I tried very hard not to react when one of them said something about, "We'll see about that." 

I don't believe it: even from jail, the man's trying to ruin my life. I turned and sighed. "I thought it was an investigator's duty to remain objective, to explore every avenue, but then again, you aren't real investigators, you're hired guns, trying to bring me down- and that is harassment." 

The didn't seem phased by what I said, but I felt better. Not that any court in their right mind would take the charges seriously, but if they twisted the truth just right it might be enough to get me hauled in and perhaps make it to court, and then the charges would remain in my jacket, a small chink in my armor. 

I'd seen guys in my place ruined with less, so now I have to watch my step. Damn Aaron, he's alive because I did the right thing. I didn't roll over, I didn't die and I didn't kill the bastard when I had a chance. Maybe that was my mistake. No, I start thinking like that, I'm just as bad as he is. I didn't kill him because it was no longer life or death for me. And these bozo's are just using scare tactics, trying to make me slip up. 

PM. 

I've had a lot more time to think about those two yahoos and what they said. They are fishing, trying to pin something on me, anything. Or they're merely trying to push my buttons. Thing is if they know where I live, Aaron now knows where I live. He's in jail, but for how long. How long will it be before he convinces someone else that he was chemically imbalanced and that he's over it now. How long before he comes back into my life swinging? 

And as if I didn't have enough problems, we got another call to Aztechnology: another man in front of the gate looking like he'd been through the wringer, another creepy trip back to get the bike. And of course another knowing smile from the guard. 

Man, too many complications. I could really use that beer, maybe a half dozen crabs to go with it. 



Saturday August 26th 2056 -Just a few questions Ma'am

Okay, maybe crabs and beer are too much to ask for - how about a little sleep? This morning, no sooner did I finally lay down, and get comfortable than the door bell rang- and rang. I stumbled to the door and peeked out. It was the Feds. 

"Miss Miller, we have a few questions for you. It won't take more than an hour of your time." 

It took three. 

At first they were asking questions about the pictures, about the accident scene, if I'd seen anything out of the ordinary, but then the conversation turned. 

From then on, practically none of the questions had anything to do about Lydia Greenwood, the pictures or the courier. They had everything to do with Aaron, and Baltimore and my last night in town. 

I started answering their questions, but as they progressed I shook my head. "Gentlemen, if you continue this line of questioning, I will need a lawyer present." 

This seemed to interest them both. I could see them sit up in their chairs, as if I'd given them a lead. 

"And why would that be Miss Miller?" 

I just love it when they call me 'Miss Miller' 

"Lets just say I don't want any misunderstandings in this matter," I answered evenly. 

"There's no need to worry, we're just trying to learn more about you, and how you're involved in this case. Nothing dangerous or clandestine..." 

I shook my head. "I have every reason to be suspicious," I answered. "Especially since you're asking questions based on rumor and innuendo instead of actual police records." 

"There's no reason to be suspicious." 

They tried reassuring me, but I had had enough. "Gentlemen, Since I've arrived in Seattle, I have been mistaken for a burglar breaking into my brother's apartment; harassed by gangers; shot at in a random drive by; arrested while trying to administer first aid after said drive by; drugged by organ leggers, who were using a new catch and release program; turned into a guinea pig for some banned pharmaceuticals; used as bait in a multiple murder case; drugged; questioned; terrorized; been thrown into the middle of what's looking like a federal case; played clay pigeon to a scam artist with more than money on his mind; harassed by a couple of supposed 'investigators' from Baltimore trying their best to discredit me in a case that has nothing to do with anything, and you all seem to be buying into it. Still wonder why I seem a bit suspicious of this whole thing?” 

They stared at me. I don't think they were ready for my tirade, but its been a rather busy two months. 

I finally relaxed a little and sighed. "Look, if you want a statement about what happened in Baltimore, you can get a copy of the report, the restraining order and the case history from the Inner Harbor Office of Legal affairs. If that isn't enough, I can get you copies of them, and the news clippings-- but it has nothing to do with this case, or even why I'm here, so can we get back to the topic so I can get some sleep before I have to go back to work?" 

They finally recanted. I guess they realized I'm not going anywhere and maybe they should do their homework before pressing the whole Aaron thing. 

I managed to squeeze in 7 hours of sleep, but it meant getting up and going straight to work, no trid, no cats, no nothing. I hate days like that, cause that's not living. 

The shift was peaceful for a change and I'm happy to say there were no more calls to Aztechnology. 



Sunday August 27th 2056 - Enough

I think I can officially say, without any hesitation or reservations, that I have completely and utterly had it! 

I’m tired of living under a microscope, I’m tired of being watched, questioned, followed, and I am really tired of seeing people I care about getting hurt. I don’t know how much more of this I can take. I just... 

Okay... deep breath. The morning started out normally enough. The guys from Baltimore had me under surveillance. They were in this big white van that could have easily had “HI WE’RE WATCHING JESS MILLER” stenciled on the side. 

The only bright part of the day was when I got to spend some quality time with the cats. They were taking turns going for extra cute points and vying for affection. But between the van and the feds and the rumors they were feeding everyone– I’m just glad everybody knows me well enough to know what I would and wouldn’t do. 

Everybody but the Feds that is. They seem really chummy with the ‘Balmer boys. I tried to shake it, but the screamin’ heebie-jeebees were going pretty strong. I think I would have been able to handle everything, but I had another one of those... ‘blackouts’ while I was waiting for Ray in the truck after one of our runs. 

This time I remembered everything, and believe you me, it was not fun. The woman knew I was hiding something from her. She knew! More to the point the man with her knew and he made sure I knew he knew, I could feel him in my mind. And if that weren’t bad enough, Big Dark and blobby turned out to be an Orc with a very twisted sense of humor, and a very mean back hand. 

She gave me one more chance to ‘redeem myself.’ Like I need some lady who’s given herself the right to stand in judgement of others based on her twisted sense of morality telling me what I should be doing. Wonder how she’d feel if she were on the receiving end of her little wonder chem. 

I wonder how she’d like being the member of the herd to be culled. 

Yeah, I’m in a dark mood. ‘Cause that wasn’t even the worst of it – we got another call to Aztechnology. And this one was worse than the last two, a lot worse. 

It was Fin. 

Yeah, I got the call, first responder... I get there and I’m trying to find out how bad it is when I get a good eyeful of torn flesh, and that all too familiar grin. I mean... 

There’s no way I can take much more of this. Its just too much. Ray understood. He picked up the bike for me... I stayed with Fin until we were sure he as over the worst of it. They’re still not sure how complete his recovery will be. 

I don’t know how I’m going to take anymore. This has just been– too much. 



Monday August 28th 2056 - A bushel of crabs... and a beer.

I woke up around 2:30. I was still rather freaked over yesterday. A call to the hospital and they assured me that Fin would be all right, given time to heal. He checked out around 5:30, hasn’t been seen since. 

Not that I blame him. Aztechnology has a reputation for how it deals with its enemies. From the looks of things, it's been earned. I tried to lose myself in ‘normal’ things. Cleaning the condo, dusting– laundry. But even the condo is a reminder of how completely out of kilter everything is around here. 

I thought about calling Mario, but I didn’t want him to help me on this– it was something I needed to work through on my own. I think he knew something was wrong, but he also had the sense to leave me alone when I was in the laundry room. 

By six I was starting to get hungry and was about to leave when somebody rang my doorbell. It was Ray. Well, the first view I had was the can of beer he was holding in front of the viewer. When he was sure I was there he pulled it back to reveal a rather irritated blue crab. 

I don’t think I could have opened the door fast enough. 

It was just what I needed. I didn’t need any fancy meal, just a table coated in newspaper and spices and goo. A bushel of crabs, some beer, and a friend to share it with was all it took. We didn’t talk. We just steamed them up and had ourselves a crab feast. 

One by one, my friends stopped by, mostly checking on me, making sure I was okay. Some stayed, a few even tried the crabs. Mario, Trina, Mrs MacAdders, even Saunders stopped by, saying he was a little worried when he didn’t see me down at the station. He tried one of the crabs, but said it was way too much work to get such a small amount of meat. 

Sometimes, that’s the point, and sometimes, the work makes it all that much better. Guess that’s life in a crab shell. 



Tuesday August 29th 2056 - Frying pan?

Its amazing: some crabs, some good friends and a good night’s sleep can work wonders. I’m still not sure how much I can handle, but at least I’m handling things today. I stopped by the morgue and visited with Dr. Chen, got Andrews’ latest list of JD’s and spent pretty much the rest of the day hospital hopping. 

Another thing that amazes is how quickly people get used to things. I think every duty nurse in every major hospital knows me by now. If they don’t, they’ve at least heard of me. I rarely get a raised eyebrow anymore when I ask to see their John Doe cases. 

While I was out, I stopped by Council Island and visited Mike and the rest of the Walkers. Jonathan knew immediately that I’d seen the mystery woman and her assistants again. He also had some more information for me. 

Seems one of the Senior VP’s from ValenzBioChem had left the company in a big hurry after Doc River’s arrest. He also found out that her limo had been in an unreported fender bender a few weeks ago. Betcha the paint matches the sample they pulled from my bike. 

Mrs. Walker was very concerned that I was still in danger. I didn’t think it was wise to mention the little...incident at Aztechnologies. Somehow, I don’t think they’d look too well on what I’d done, whatever it was I had been involved in. 

I couldn’t stay long, but as always it was a peaceful interlude in the middle of the day. Or it would have been if it weren’t for the latest bit of news. I ended up stopping by central and checking the records for calls near Aztechnology 

I may have been off duty, but that didn’t mean there hadn’t been another attack. There had, and another mauling victim had been found out in front of the gate. I was reading through the report when I found a picture of victim number four. I knew this victim as well, it was the Guard who’d – warned me? 

Was it a warning or a threat? I’m beginning to wonder. He said something about ‘... beware...’ and ‘those who hunt the night’. I’m not sure I want to know more, of course I’m in this mess because I didn’t want to know more, and now Fin’s taken off for parts unknown. If I had sense, I’d leave too, but I have a job to do, and I think I’ve pretty much established the fact that I have no sense. 

I caught sight of the white van several times during the day. They tried to follow me onto the island and were stopped. Thank God for small favors. 

I made it back to the condo in time for dinner with Trina and Mario, but I had a lot on my mind, and a lot of things to worry about. I don’t think I was very good company. 



Wednesday August 30th 2056 - Fire

Well, this morning the feds stopped by my place, not to question me, but to deliver a subpoena. Great way to start the morning– I am wanted before a federal review board for my actions or lack thereof in the case of one Aaron Mistopholes of Baltimore. 

The date on it was for today, one hour from the time they showed up at my door. Talk about feeling railroaded. Good thing I was still in my sleep cloths, cause otherwise I don’t think they’d have given me a chance to change. I tried to make a call, but they nixed that as well. So much for being there to ‘help’ me. 

I tried to explain that there were people who were expecting me, but they came back with something about this not taking long. Then they were reaching for their handcuffs. 

The whole thing stunk and I knew it, but I didn’t know what to do. If they were on the up and up and I resisted, things could get pretty nasty. On the other hand, if they weren’t, things already were pretty nasty. 

“You don’t need those,” I stated backing away slightly. “And if you feel you do, then I want uniformed officers from the Star here... Officers that I know.” 

I don’t think they were expecting that. 

“Miss Miller, this is merely a precaution,” one of them said soothingly as he once again moved closer. 

“Exactly,” I answered evenly. “That’s why I want the added precaution of uniformed officers of the law to carry this out.” 

They looked at each other for a minute. “I’m afraid we really don’t have time.” 

My heart was racing now. I’d let them into the apartment, assumed they were on the up and up and now things were getting more and more hinky. 

“Miss Miller, if you will please turn around and place your hands behind your back,” Fed number one stated. 

“Uniformed services,” I repeated. “It will take them less than 5 minutes to get somebody over here.” 

They didn’t like my attitude, I didn’t like theirs, but in the end, there were two of them and I didn’t want to add assault to whatever charges had been cooked up. Only problem was, I was finally catching on that things were a lot worse than I thought and the whole thing was probably a setup. 

They led me out to a waiting black Americar with government plates. At least that part wasn’t cocked up. I don’t think I’ve been that scared in a very long time. With everything else that’s happened so far, I didn’t have time to worry; time to think about what could or might happen. Now I had nothing but time. 

As soon as I was in the car, I started working on the handcuffs. I figured that if they were on the level they might understand, but from the looks of things, they weren’t and I needed every chance I could get. It took me a good five minutes, but I did mange to get them unlocked. 

The drive in seemed straight forward enough, until I recognized the building from Lydia Greenwood’s pictures. Fed #2 turned towards me. I could tell he was focusing on my pupils again, looking for any capillary reactions. “Do you recognize this area?” 

There was no use lying. “That building was Lydia Greenwood’s pictures,” I answered nodding towards the building from the pictures. 

I couldn’t help but notice the half nod he gave his partner as he guided the car away from the center of the city, away from the federal buildings and away from the courthouse. My heart sank. The inspectors from Baltimore had been a perfect diversion, the perfect setup. They weren’t worried about my credibility, just about a way of controlling the situation. I had no doubt that I was about to have an ‘unfortunate accident.’ 

I was contemplating something desperate when the car was rear-ended by a white van. The same van that had been following me since the investigators from Baltimore had shown up. Fed number one opened the door and held out his badge as he moved towards the driver’s side of the van while Fed number two kept an eye on me. 

Investigator number one got out of the van and was yelling at Fed number one. I noticed that his voice had grown slightly nasal, and he was pouring on the Dundalk accent. Fed number Two was splitting his concentration between me and his partner, when Investigator number Two knocked on the car window and pointed his gun at Fed number Two. 

I was relieved to have been rescued, but was even more wary when Investigator 2 started to herd me towards the van. “Miss Miller,” he told me in a gruff voice. “We don’t have time. We’ll explain later.” 

I nodded and grabbed his gun, using one of the Chi na’s Matt had taught me to break his hold on it. I tucked it under my belt and backed away. “I’ll be at the main Star station,“ I told him, then I turned and ran as fast as I could. 

I hate not knowing who to trust, but it would have been the perfect setup. Suspect flees Federal custody, only to turn up dead elsewhere. I figured if anybody had a legitimate beef, they could talk to me downtown. 

Nobody every showed. I reported the whole thing to Andrews, and he reported it to his captain, who then reported it to the Federal Marshall’s service. Only problem was of course, they’d turned over all their evidence to the Feds. 

They were all rather ticked off. Without those pictures they had nothing and they knew it. I let out a heavy sigh and asked Andrews to provide an escort to the bank and my safety deposit box. I grabbed a few blank disks on the way out and made an extra set of backups at the bank. I don’t think they’re going to lose these. 

Tuns out there actually a Federal inquiry I was supposed to attend, but under the extenuating circumstances, its been postponed. Thank God for small favors. 

After a rather lengthy discussion, they decided that I needed to be put into protective custody. I was now a Federal witness. I put my foot down on that, or at least I tried to. 

“Look,” I told them. “I appreciate the offer, but we’re already one medic short, you take me away and you’re going to lose a lot of the city’s emergency medics, cause the others are going to have to take up that much more slack, and the job has a rather high attrition rate as it is.” 

Again there was a lengthy discussion and this time they came up with a compromise. I would have a Marshall with me at all times. I tried to object about it getting in the way of my work, but they ‘issued’ me a Marshall who was also a certified Paramedic. 

Somehow, I think the big danger is over, but its nice to have someone who understands watching my back. And Citywide doesn’t even have to pay him. 
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