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Reviewers Love Greg Herren’s Mysteries

“Herren, a loyal New Orleans resident, paints a
brilliant portrait of the recovering city, including insights into
its tight-knit gay community. This latest installment in a powerful
series is sure to delight old fans and attract new
ones.”—Publishers Weekly

“Fast-moving and entertaining, evoking the Quarter
and its gay scene in a sweet, funny, action-packed
way.”—New Orleans Times-Picayune

“Herren does a fine job of moving the story along,
deftly juggling the murder investigation and the intricate
relationships while maintaining several running
subjects.”—Echo Magazine

“An entertaining read.”—OutSmart Magazine

“A pleasant addition to your beach bag.”—Bay Windows

“Greg Herren gives readers a tantalizing glimpse of
New Orleans.”—Midwest Book Review

“Herren’s characters, dialogue and setting make the
book seem absolutely real.”—The Houston
Voice

“So much fun it should be thrown from Mardi Gras
floats!”—New Orleans Times-Picayune

“Greg Herren just keeps getting better.”—Lambda Book Report


Praise for Greg Herren’s YA novels

“Herren is to be lauded, not just for his
contributions to the mystery genre, but for his prolific nature and
the genuinely high quality of his output. It seems no matter what
he tries, he finds success. Try Sara and see if you don’t
agree.”—Jerry Wheeler, Out in Print

Timothy “is a sure and confident classic Herren
page-turner and I can’t image anyone not enjoying it late past
their bedtime.”—Lambda Literary

“Greg Herren is a master storyteller, and his latest
book is no exception. [Sleeping Angel] is a beautifully crafted
mystery, geared to a young adult audience, with a focus on family
and peer relationships and a valuable lesson about tolerance. It’s
strongly recommended reading for teens…5 stars out of 5 stars”—Bob
Lind, Echo Magazine

“This fast-paced mystery is skillfully crafted. Red
herrings abound and will keep readers on their toes until the very
end. Before the accident, few readers would care about Eric, but
his loss of memory gives him a chance to experience dramatic
growth, and the end result is a sympathetic character embroiled in
a dangerous quest for truth.”—VOYA

Sleeping Angel “will probably be put on the
young adult (YA) shelf, but the fact is that it’s a cracking good
mystery that general readers will enjoy as well. It just happens to
be about teens…A unique viewpoint, a solid mystery and good
characterization all conspire to make Sleeping Angel a
welcome addition to any shelf, no matter where the bookstores stock
it.”—Jerry Wheeler, Out in Print
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Synopsis

 Eric Matthews survives a
near-fatal accident only to find his whole life has changed.

Eric Matthews wakes up in the hospital with no memory
of how he wound up there—and soon learns that it’s vital that he
remember. Apparently, he was in a car accident—and the body of
classmate Sean Brody was found in his car, shot to death. But
nothing makes sense to Eric. He and Sean weren’t friends. In fact,
they disliked each other--Sean was gay and Eric is...well, he's not
sure of much right now! Except he is certain he didn’t shoot Sean,
even though he can’t remember anything about the day of the
accident.

To make matters worse, he starts having psychic
flashes about the people around him: his doctor, a nurse, his
mother, and other visitors.

As Eric’s memories slowly start to come back to him,
he becomes more and more certain that not only is he innocent, but
that the real murderer is out there…and wants to shut him up
permanently.
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Prologue

He was driving too fast, and knew he should ease his
foot off the gas pedal, bringing the car down to a safer, more
manageable speed.

But he couldn’t bring himself to do it.

“Hang in there, buddy,” he muttered grimly under his
breath, taking his eyes off the road for just a moment to glance in
the rearview mirror into the backseat. What he saw wasn’t
encouraging. Sean’s eyes were closed, and he couldn’t tell if Sean
was still breathing.

The blood—there was so much of it, and it was
everywhere.

He swallowed and took a deep breath, trying to hold
down the panic. He had to stay calm. He couldn’t let the fear take
over, he just couldn’t. He had to hold himself together. He had to
get into town, to get Sean to the hospital before it was too
late—if it wasn’t already too late.

Don’t think like
that, he scolded himself,
everything’s going to be okay. You just have to
get to the hospital. Hold it together until you get there, okay?
You can do it.

Once he was there and the emergency room staff had
taken over—then,
and only then, would he be able to let go.

He still couldn’t believe what happened,
was happening. It didn’t seem real. His
mind was having trouble wrapping itself around it all, accepting it
as reality. It was like some horrible nightmare he couldn’t wake up
from no matter how hard he tried. A bead of sweat ran down his
face.

But it was real—all too real.

It had happened so fast. One minute everything was
fine, and the next the entire world had gone crazy.

He still couldn’t believe it.

But the proof was in the backseat.

Focus on the road. You’re not too far from town.

His ears were still ringing. He could still smell
burnt powder in his nose. The whole scene kept replaying itself
over and over again in his mind, like some horrible movie on an
endless loop. He forced the images out of his mind before the panic
could start to well up inside him again. He was already a little
numb—shock, I must be in shock—but he’d
reacted quickly, without even thinking twice. He’d picked Sean up
and run with him to the car, put him in the backseat, and driven
off. He couldn’t get a signal with his cell phone out at the
Ledge—which was why it was such a popular hangout for teenagers.
There was no way to call for help—so the only thing to do was go
get help, and he couldn’t just leave Sean out there to die alone.
No, he had to get him to the hospital. That was all that mattered
for now—getting Sean help, saving his life. Everything else could
wait.

There would be time to think later, to piece
together what had happened out there at the Ledge and figure out
why.

He just had to get to the hospital as fast as he
could.

He pressed down harder on the gas pedal. The old
Honda protested—it had never been much good for climbing
inclines—and he cursed under his breath. “Come on, come on, come
on,” he muttered, willing the car to go faster, to make it up the
incline. The car whined but kept climbing and he tried to remember.
Was this the last incline before town?

The little car reached the top and he blew out a
sigh of relief as it picked up speed. There was a long flat stretch
for a while, he remembered, and there was only one more climb
before hitting the city limits. And the hospital was only a few
blocks into town.

The drive had never seemed to take this long
before—and he was going a lot faster than he usually did. He
glanced in the rearview mirror. Sean’s eyes were open, his mouth
moving, but no sound was coming out.

“Don’t try to talk, buddy,” he called back over his
shoulder. “Save your strength. We’re almost there, hang in there,
buddy, okay? Everything’s going to be all right.”

I can hold it together till we get
to the hospital, he reminded
himself.

After that, he would do whatever needed to be done.
Talk to the police, go back out to the Ledge, do whatever was
necessary to make this right. But the hospital had to come first.
That was all that mattered. He had to get Sean help—and then he
could collapse, cry, have a breakdown, whatever it was his body
needed to cope with what he’d witnessed, the horror that happened
out at the Ledge.

He would never forget it.

The crack of the gunshot, the look on Sean’s face as
the blood spurted out from his chest and his body fell backward.
The blood, so much blood, and that horrible gurgling sound coming
from Sean’s throat—

He pushed those thoughts out of his mind.
Later, there’s time for that later. Stay focused,
pay attention to the road, get him to the hospital.

He swallowed and gripped the steering wheel even
tighter, his knuckles turning white.

He’d never driven this fast out on the county road.
His mother would scream at him if she saw the speedometer, saw how
fast the old battered green Honda Accord was going on the winding
road. Other kids might be daredevils, other kids might get their
cars up to ninety on this road, but he never had. He could hear his
father’s voice, lecturing: Your car isn’t a
toy—it’s a responsibility.
It would be one thing if you killed yourself by
being reckless at the wheel—but what if you killed someone else?
You’re responsible for everyone’s life riding in that car with you,
and you’re responsible for the lives of everyone else on the road.
Driving is a responsibility, Eric. Driving a car is not like
playing a video game, son. A car is a killing machine if it’s not
respected. Thousands of people are killed or maimed because of
careless drivers every year.

And he’d always taken responsibility
seriously—whether it was driving, taking care of his little
brother, babysitting for the Baxter kids next door. “You’re so
responsible, Eric,” Mrs. Baxter would always say as she gave him a
twenty from her purse. “I never worry about the kids for a minute
when you’re here.”

But this was a bigger responsibility than he’d ever
been given before. Sean’s life was in his hands. He could die—was
dying—and Eric had to get him help, get him to the hospital.

He couldn’t fail.

He couldn’t let Sean die.

It’s not your fault. You couldn’t have known this
would happen. There was nothing you could have done to stop it from
happening.

There was a gurgling sound from the backseat, and it
didn’t sound good. It wasn’t normal, and he felt the panic rise
again. “Hang in there!” he shouted. “We’ll be there before you know
it!” He took his eyes off the road to look in the rearview mirror.
Sean had sunk down in the seat. The blood—

It was everywhere. Sean’s shirt was soaked through
with it. His hand, pressed to the wound, was coated with it. But he
could see Sean’s chest moving up and down. He was still breathing,
that was something, he was still alive and it wouldn’t take much
longer…it couldn’t be much longer.

Please, he added in his head. He was gripping the steering
wheel so tightly his hands were starting to ache and cramp a little
bit. Please hold on. Please make it to the
hospital. Please.

It was too much responsibility. Another person’s
life was too much.

Another drop of sweat ran down from his scalp and
along the right side of his face. He took his right hand off the
wheel to wipe it off.

Everything had changed in just a few minutes. One
minute, he was his old self, not a care in the world. When he woke
up that morning, it had seemed like it was going to be a great day.
He’d felt like himself for the first time since—don’t think about that, he reminded himself. But as he
got out of bed, he knew everything was going to be all right. He
knew it somehow. He was whistling as he
went downstairs for breakfast. He had mowed the lawn, cleaned his
room, and done some other chores for his mom while she was off
running errands. He’d showered and changed—and made the decision to
fool around online before heading to the weight room.

If only he hadn’t checked his e-mail. If only he
hadn’t checked his Facebook page until later, after lifting
weights. It would have been too late then and he wouldn’t have
gotten involved. Things would have changed—there was no doubt of
that, but he wouldn’t have been right in the middle of it.

He almost hadn’t gone out to the Ledge. He hadn’t
wanted to go, he didn’t owe Sean anything—why waste his time
meeting him? What could Sean possibly have to say to him that would
make the least amount of difference? Besides, going all the way out
there was going to have him pressed for time. He was supposed to be
at the weight room at one. Coach Roberts didn’t like his players to
be late. He was already in dutch with Coach Roberts as it was—he’d
skipped a few days. He’d gone back and forth, debating with
himself, finally deciding to go out and see what Sean wanted, hear
what he had to say. He’d driven out there, listening to the college
radio station, singing along with Coldplay. It was a beautiful
summer day, the sun was out and it wasn’t humid—he was in a good
mood for the first time in days.

And less than fifteen minutes after he arrived at
the Ledge, the gun roared and Sean went down, his life pumping out
through his fingers.

Nothing was ever going to be the same again.

Don’t think about it. It doesn’t matter right now.
There’ll be plenty of time to think about it later.

If only I hadn’t checked my Facebook page.

He wouldn’t have been there to hear the gunshot.

He wouldn’t have been there to see the surprise on
Sean’s face.

He wouldn’t have been there to see Sean fall
backward, blood already spurting from the wound, his hands moving
in slow motion to where the bullet had entered his body.

He wouldn’t have gotten blood spattered on him.

Eric was covered in blood. It was all over him. His
Woodbridge High Wildcats T-shirt was soaked in it, and it was
getting sticky and tacky as it dried. He could see it on his arms
and his bare legs, and for a moment he felt like he was going to
throw up, but he fought it down.

After I get to the hospital I can be sick. After the
hospital I can be afraid, give in to the panic. But right now I
have to get him there. If I can get him there they might be able to
save him. It’s up to me. He’ll die if I don’t get there.

It was too much responsibility.

But he didn’t have a choice. It was up to him.

The speedometer crept past seventy.

He thought about easing up on the gas pedal; it was
a natural reflex, one he’d trained himself to have. He didn’t like
to speed. The faster you go, the less control you
have over the car, he heard his
father saying. The faster you go, the less the car
weighs, the less pull gravity has on it. If you’re going thirty
miles an hour and you start to lose control, it’s much easier to
get it back than if you’re going forty.

There was a sharp turn coming. He could see the
warning sign coming up on the right. Fifty miles per hour was the
speed limit for negotiating the turn safely. He took his foot off
the gas pedal. What are you doing, you’ve been
with other drivers when they’ve taken this curve going much faster
than fifty and they didn’t lose control, they stayed on the road,
and if you’re ever going to take this curve at faster than fifty
now is the time, he’s dying back there in the backseat, and you’ve
got to get him to the hospital.

He swallowed and put his foot back down on the gas
pedal.

The speedometer, which had dropped back in the
direction of sixty, started creeping back the other way.

Don’t be afraid, you can do it. Others have, you
know it.

The Accord flew past the sign and he saw the turn
coming up. It wasn’t quite ninety degrees—it wasn’t that sharp but
it was a tight one, and in front of the road he could see trees and
the drop off, the sheer drop-off the side of the mountain.

He bit his lip and said a silent prayer.

He started to turn the wheel as he eased up on the
gas pedal, just a little bit. There was a guardrail but he knew it
wouldn’t stop the car if he went off the road, the little Accord
would blast right through it like it was tin foil and shoot off the
side of the mountain and it wouldn’t matter anymore.

But the tires gripped the road as he went into the
turn. The driver’s side went up a bit, but the tires didn’t leave
the pavement.

He started to let out a sigh of relief, started to
relax, when he heard a loud bang.

He barely had time to think what
was that when the front of the car veered to the right and
crashed into the guardrail, which didn’t hold, didn’t slow the car
at all, just crumpled as sparks flew up from the collision of metal
on metal.

And then the guardrail was gone and all he saw were
the trees in front of him.

The car sailed into the air and came down nose
first, and there was a deafening crash.

The windshield snaked with cracks and shattered as
the air bag inflated with a loud bang, throwing him back into his
seat.

As the car flipped over, chemicals blew out of a
vent in the side of the air bag. The acrid smell made his nose burn
and his eyes water.

There was another crash as the back end of the car
smashed into the ground and he could hear the metal crumpling.

I hope there’s nothing important in
the trunk, he thought crazily as the
car continued its crashing descent down the side of the mountain,
as windows shattered and he jerked from side to side, banging his
head on the door and then on the roof of the car, and it was all
happening so fast but it somehow seemed to be happening in slow
motion, and still the car kept falling and rolling over and over
even as his air bag deflated.

He heard someone screaming.

His head started hurting and there was pain in his
legs and in one of his arms, there was blinding pain everywhere,
everything hurt, and still the car kept moving, an endless
nightmare, over and over again, and more things hurt, there was
more pain and then he wasn’t really aware of anything, except the
pain.

The car came to a rest, the engine ticking.

His ears rang as blood ran down into his eyes. He
was in pain, he hurt, oh God, how bad it hurt.

He closed his eyes.

And felt himself drifting.

He couldn’t open his eyes.

But he felt calm.

The stress, the panic, the pain—all of it was
gone.

There was nothing but a bright light—and it was warm
and inviting.

He moved toward it.

Nothing matters anymore.


Chapter One

He was floating.

Everything was gray as he drifted weightless through
what sometimes seemed like clouds—other times it seemed like the
morning mist in the spring. There was no sound, no color, no
sensory stimulation of any kind. He just drifted, not feeling
anything, with no sense of time or place. The gray began to
brighten and he winced away from the growing of the light. The gray
lightened, changing to a vibrant red. He heard shuffling footsteps
from what seemed like miles away. Every so often there was a beep,
and as it entered his awareness he noticed the beep actually came
at regular intervals. There was mumbling noise, sounds coming from
human throats, but he couldn’t understand what words they were
saying. It was just noise but he knew it had to be words, had to
mean something, because humans didn’t make noise just to make
noise—and there were answering noises in a different tone and
register. What are they saying, what are they talking about?
flashed through his mind and he strained through the fog, trying to
recognize and interpret the sounds as words. It bothered him that
he couldn’t understand because he should understand, and as he
strained to listen harder, he became aware of a dull throbbing.
First it was in his head—a dull ache that seemed to hurt more each
time it pulsed, and there was pain somewhere else—my ribs, it’s my
ribs—then it got stronger, the pain was horrible as the sounds
faded away all he was aware of was the pain. It wouldn’t stop. It
just kept getting stronger and stronger. It was too much—then it
started fading away again. The reddish light changed as the pain
faded until everything was gray again.

He was floating again through gray mist. It was all
he was aware of, that safe place in the mist where nothing hurt,
where time and space had no meaning, and it was peaceful, oh so
peaceful as he drifted. Nothing mattered as long as he kept
floating.

The gray began to change to red again. He wasn’t
drifting anymore. He was lying down and everything was red. Other
things began to creep into his consciousness—that regular beeping,
shuffling sounds and murmuring voices, too low or too far away for
him to understand what was being said. He resisted. He didn’t want
to leave the mist again. The last time there’d been pain, he
remembered that—it started as a dull throbbing and got stronger
until he couldn’t stand it anymore. He didn’t want to hurt. He just
wanted to be at peace and keep floating.

He felt something warm cover his hand. It was warm
and a little damp and it applied pressure on his hand.

Someone is squeezing my hand.

He tried to identify the noises, focused and
concentrated on the mumbling sound.

“…it’s a miracle he is still alive…”

“We’ve all been praying.” His hand was squeezed
again. “Everyone loves Eric.” The voice broke, choked with a sob.
“I know he’s going to wake up—and I’m going to be here when it
happens. I don’t want him to wake up and be alone.”

He tried to open his eyes but they wouldn’t obey. He
concentrated, focusing all of his energy, but they refused to open.
The sounds were very clear. He heard shoes shuffling around him.
Something soft and warm touched his forehead. “I’m sure he will,
Mrs. Matthews.”

“Please call me Melanie.”

“He sure has a lot of friends.” He heard the
shuffling noise again. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a hospital
room so full of flowers before.”

Hospital? I’m in the hospital? Why? What’s wrong
with me?

He focused on opening his eyes again. They wouldn’t
open.

The throbbing started again. It got worse, so bad he
could hardly stand it—

“He’s moaning! He’s in pain!” The hand let go of
his.

Everything else faded. He was only aware of the
pain.

There was some shuffling, some clanking noises he
was barely aware of, the pain was so intense he couldn’t notice
anything else it hurt so bad his head felt
like it was going to explode—

Everything faded again to gray and he was
floating.

Sounds again echoed through the gray. Someone was
talking.

The voice was female.

“…I don’t know if you can hear me, but everyone’s
praying for you, everyone wants you to wake up and walk out of this
hospital…”

He willed his eyes to open.

This time, they obeyed.

It was bright—too bright and too many colors, reds
and yellows and greens and blues and spots danced in front of his
eyes and he squeezed them shut again. The colors and the light
hurt.

“I think he opened his eyes for a second! Did you
see that?”

“Let me ring for the doctor.”

He smelled bleach, and ammonia, and flowers.

“Eric, can you hear me? It’s Mom, son.” His hand was
squeezed again.

Eric? That must be my name, that must be who I
am.

He tried to answer but his lips were dry, his throat
ached and no sound came out.

“He’s trying to talk! Latrice, did you see
that?”

His hand was squeezed even tighter. He willed his
eyes open and found himself looking at a woman. She looked haggard.
Her short brown hair was in disarray; there were dark circles under
her eyes, lines at the corners of her mouth. Her blue eyes blinked
and tears started flowing from them. She leaned in closer to him.
He could smell her breath—stale coffee and peppermints. “Eric,
honey, can you hear me?”

“Yes,” he managed to say. It hurt his throat, and
his voice sounded unused, rusty. “Thirsty,” he croaked out.

The woman wiped at her eyes. “Everything’s going to
be all right, Eric. I promise you.”

“All…right…” he managed to get out before the effort
exhausted him. His eyes closed. Red turned to gray and he floated
again.

But this time was different than the other times.
The beeping intruded, and there were flashes of light and color.
Images floated along with him in the gray fog—images of the woman
who held his hand, images of a woman in green scrubs checking
monitors and the bag attached to the needle stuck in his arm, and
thirst—always the thirst was there. And when the gray turned to red
again and he opened his eyes, the woman in green scrubs smiled down
at him. She was doing something to the needle in his arm, and he
croaked out the word thirsty again.

She slipped a chip of ice between his lips, and the
cold wetness soothed the dryness inside his mouth. “How are you
feeling?” she asked, picking up a cloth and wiping at his forehead.
“You gave us a scare.”

She was pretty, he decided, even though she looked
really tired. Her big brown eyes were full of concern, and her
smile didn’t quite reach them.

He swallowed. “Hospital?” He managed to say, and as
the word came out, a rush of images rushed through his mind. He saw
the front of the hospital, with the driveway and the parking lot,
the cement letters spelling out Woodbridge General Hospital across
the lip of the overhanging ledge over the front doors. He turned
his eyes away from her. Everywhere he looked there were flowers, in
vases and on every available surface. Roses and daisies and mums
and balloons shaped like hearts with Get Well
Soon written across them, cards and stuffed animals, bears
and…dogs, the word
came to him—and the curtains were closed. The room was painted
beige, and he could smell bleach and ammonia. Nurse, she’s a nurse.

“How…long?” His voice didn’t sound right to him, and
he moved his lips again. His throat ached. She slid another piece
of ice through his lips, and smiled down at him.

“Just relax, Eric,” she cooed at him. “Don’t strain
yourself, okay? I rang for the doctor, he’ll be here in a minute,
okay?” She held up one of her hands, making a fist. Her index
finger uncurled. “How many fingers am I holding up?”

“One.” He said it without having to think. The mist
was fading. “What happened? Why am I here?”

“You were in an accident,” she replied, “but we’ve
been taking really good care of you.”

He was tired, so very tired, and when he closed his
eyes everything went gray again. And he floated.

“…he was awake and lucid. He knew I was holding up
one finger. He wanted to know what happened, how long he’d been
here…”

He opened his eyes. The nurse was talking to a man
in green scrubs. The man was young, with stubble all over his chin
and cheeks. He, too, looked tired. A mop of curly dark hair perched
on top of his round head. He was holding a metal folder in his
hands, looking at the inside and making notes with a pen. The man
looked at him. “Eric.” He smiled and moved closer, alongside the
bed. He shined a light into Eric’s eyes. “How you feeling,
buddy?”

“Okay.” He tried to move but couldn’t. Everything
seemed kind of fuzzy. “I…can’t…move…”

“We have you on some serious pain medication,” the
man replied. “If you could move, you’d be a medical miracle.” He
moved to the bottom of the bed, and Eric felt something being
lifted off his feet, and then something tickling the bottoms.

“Tickles,” Eric said. “Stop…please.”

The man laughed, and Eric felt something on the
inside of his legs. “Can you feel that?”

“Yes.” Eric replied, wrinkling his forehead.
“How…long…”

“Have you been here?” The man made some more notes
inside the metal folder, closed it, and hung it from the end of the
bed. “It’s been a little over two weeks, Eric.” He moved back
alongside the bed until he was right next to Eric. “You’ve been
sleeping for almost fifteen days.”

“Why…what…” The words were so hard to get out. His
tongue felt like it was fighting him. He closed his eyes and
concentrated. “Accident?”

“Yes, you were in a car accident,” the man replied,
watching Eric’s face. “Do you remember anything about it?”

Eric opened his eyes. The man looked so nice, like
he wanted to help him. He took a deep breath and searched his mind.
There was nothing there.

Nothing.

He didn’t remember anything.

He felt panic trying to rise, but his mind was
fuzzy. Everything was fuzzy, and everything was going gray.
“I…don’t…remember…” He closed his eyes and floated off into the
gray again.

He opened his eyes. The room was dark, except for a
small light. He turned his eyes in that direction. It wasn’t much
of a light, a narrow, long sliver being directed at something the
woman in the chair next to his bed was holding open. It’s a book, he thought,
focusing on the spine. What the Dead Know
by Laura Lippman, he read. She was close to the end. She was
looking through a pair of wire-rimmed glasses and frowning. Her
eyes moved back and forth and her lips moved slightly as she read.
She turned a page, unaware he was watching her. He remembered
seeing her before—she was the one who said she was his mother. She
was wearing a pair of shorts and a T-shirt with a picture of a cat
on it, and her feet were perched on the side of the bed.

His mind was clearer, he realized, there wasn’t any
fuzziness or strangeness. The gray mist was gone. He tried licking
his dried lips but his tongue was dry. “Thirsty” was all he managed
to croak out.

The book dropped from her hands and the thin light
shone right into his eyes for a moment before it moved again,
leaving dancing red lights in his vision. “Eric? Are you awake?”
The woman’s lower lip was trembling, and she was grabbing
something, pushing down with her finger. She moved in closer.
“Honey, oh, thank God, you’re awake! Can I get you something?”

“Thirsty?” He closed his eyes and concentrated. She
was his mother—he remembered her saying it before. But he didn’t
recognize her. He searched through his mind. There was nothing
there. He opened his eyes again as she put a piece of ice into his
mouth.

“Oh, thank God.” She wiped at her eyes.
“Everything’s going to be okay, honey.”

He heard the sound of the door opening and he slowly
turned his head. There was a nurse—not the same one as before, this
one was black—walking over to the bed, smiling at him, checking
machines around his bed. That’s where the beeping
is coming from, he thought as she
pressed her fingers to his wrist and looked at her watch. She got
the metal folder from the bottom of the bed and made notes in it.
She looked up and caught him watching her. She smiled at him as she
hooked the folder back on the bottom of
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