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For my dad, who was—in every way—ExtraOrdinary




An illusion shared by everyone becomes a reality.

ERICH FROMM
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MOMENTS BEFORE THE END . . .

VICTOR stood before the metal door.

The one that led into EON.

He knew what lay beyond the threshold. What was waiting for him there.

Death.

And the doctor.

And Sydney.

The door was unlocked, but as Victor brought his hand to the cold steel he paused, and drew the inhaler from his coat. He held it to the light, studying the violet liquid in the cartridge, calculating how much he’d need.

How much was left.

Enough, he told himself, pocketing the drug.

“Hey, Vic,” said a voice in his ear. “Are you ready?”

His mouth tugged into a grim smile. Of all the ways this could have gone. All the paths and permutations.

How ironic, thought Victor Vale, that in the end, he’d chosen to be a hero.

“I’m ready,” he said, pushing open the door.






I
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THE DOCTOR IS IN







I


NOW. THEN.

3 YEARS AGO

A HOTEL BAR

VICTOR sipped a whisky—neat—and counted.

He counted the number of states he’d crossed—six—and the number of finished drinks in front of him—two—and the number of empty seats to his left—four.

He counted the number of hours since his last dose—seven—and the number until his next one—five.

He lifted the glass to his mouth and counted the number of other bodies in the room—eight.

Once upon a time, he would’ve felt them, too, been able to trace the elaborate pattern of their nerves, the current that ran beneath their skin. Would’ve been able to pull on that current until they buckled, screamed.

Now, the only thing he felt was the thin glass tumbler in his hand.

And the worst part was, he’d done it to himself.

Not that he’d had many options.

Ever since Sydney had brought Victor back from the dead, his power had been glitching, his body reenacting the same electrical surge that had stopped his heart back at Lockland, fifteen years before. After each episode, it had taken longer for his heart to restart, until it became clear the next death would genuinely kill him.

A fortuitous discovery, then, that he’d found a drug capable of suppressing that death.

Unfortunately, it did so by suppressing his powers.

Rendering him ordinary.

Victor drew the inhaler from his coat pocket and turned it in the bar’s low light, studying the vivid blue contents as he counted the number of vials currently in his possession—four and a half—and the number he’d started with—six—and the number of days—sixty-three—until he ran out of Haverty’s compound. Which wouldn’t be such a problem except the good doctor was dead.

He counted the number of weeks—three—that had passed since the showdown at the Merit gala. The night Victor had killed EON’s director, Stell.

The night Eli had killed Marcella.

The night Sydney had killed Eli.

Victor’s hand tightened imperceptibly on the glass.

He had waited fifteen years to kill his best friend.

And he was dead.

But Syd had been the one to pull the trigger.

Victor told himself that’s what bothered him, the fact she’d deprived him of his closure, stolen his kill. But that was a lie. What bothered Victor most was that, for the first time in his life, he didn’t know what to do next.

And he hated it.

More than the absence of his powers.

More than dying at Eli’s hands.

More than the solitary cell in which he’d spent the first five years, after his arrest. Because then, at least, he’d been fueled by the promise of revenge.

Eli was dead, and Victor wasn’t dead.

He was in purgatory. Not in the biblical sense—he didn’t believe in that—but technically trapped. Tethered to a drug that kept him alive, but powerless.

He’d hoped, when he’d first stolen the serum, that it was simply a matter of finding the right dose. That the threshold, once determined, would enable Victor to keep death at bay without giving up his powers. But there seemed to be no nuance. No degrees.

The compound was all or nothing.

The only reprieve, a narrow window of time after the dose wore off and before the dying began. A brief gap during which his abilities came rushing back, heady, electric. But it was a window measured in hours, not days, and Victor had the grim suspicion that it, like the time between his episodes, was shrinking. That it would eventually close.

Until he found an alternative remedy, he was bound to the clock. Counting every hour, every day until—

Somewhere beyond the bar, a dog barked.

Victor looked up, scanning the windows, and saw a large black beast standing on the curb outside.

“Dol?”

It wasn’t. Couldn’t be.

And yet, the dog—Sydney’s shadow, his stray—stared back at Victor, tail wagging in recognition.

He stood too fast, nearly upending what was left of his scotch, but by the time he righted the glass, the dog was gone. The curb, empty.

Victor frowned, running a hand through his hair.

He’d never slept well, his senses too keen, every body around him humming like a plucked string, but these days he was having the opposite problem. Without his power, he felt exposed. Vulnerable. Spent most nights hovering at the edge of consciousness, unwilling or unable to sink fully into sleep.

The lack of rest was clearly catching up with him.

He went to the restroom, was bent over the sink, splashing water on his face when he heard the sound of another man entering, followed by the bolt being thrown. He looked up, expecting trouble.

And saw him.

The mass of him filling the doorway, tattoos protruding from the edges of his shirt. First the dog, now Mitch. Victor wondered, for a moment, if he might be losing his mind. More likely, it was a side effect of the serum, a consequence of constant medication—

But then his cellmate stepped forward, and smirked, and he knew it was neither a hallucination nor the real Mitchell Turner.

It was June.

The shapeshifting mercenary who’d gotten close to Sydney after Serena’s death, positioned herself as a surrogate sister. An EO almost as dangerous as Serena, and—he knew from experience—far harder to kill.

Sure, June had helped Victor once. During an episode. And after.

But that was before.

Before she tried to recruit him on Marcella’s behalf.

Before she kidnapped Syd.

Before she intercepted him at the gala and forced him to stop Marcella instead of going after Eli. She’d cost him that fight, that life, that death, and Victor had promised her that the next time they met, he’d settle the score.

And here she was.

“Hello, June.”

A smile split Mitch’s hardened face. “Aww,” said his mouth, in a voice that was and wasn’t his, inflected with a musical note. “What gave me away?”

“Your little trick may work on strangers,” said Victor, turning from the sink to face her. “But I know my cellmate better than most.”

Mitchell Turner was the kind of man who hated his size, worked hard to make himself seem smaller than he was, whereas June seemed to relish taking up space.

And he never, ever smirked.

“You wear him like an ill-fitting suit. So why don’t you change?” It was an order in the guise of a suggestion.

Mitch’s mouth pursed. “But I’ve taken a liking to this one.”

He drew the gun from his pocket. Let it hang from his fingers.

“Come now,” she said. “We both know you’ll run out of bullets before I run out of bodies. Besides,” she added, rubbing the back of Mitch’s neck, “you wouldn’t want to hurt your pal.”

Victor took a step forward. “Wouldn’t be the first time.”

Mitch’s head tipped to one side. “Perhaps that’s why you’re all alone.”

Another step, the space between them narrowing.

“Or perhaps it’s ’cause you can’t use your power.”

Victor’s jaw clenched. “And what makes you think that?”

June laughed, the sound caught somewhere between Mitch’s rumble and her own strange lilt. “You think I just stumbled across you in a bar? Give a girl some credit.”

Victor hit the catch on the gun, ejecting the clip, and with it, a length of steel wire that ran between the magazine and the grip.

He’d thought of June more than once in the weeks since they met on bad terms and parted on worse. She was the only person Victor had found who was seemingly immune to his powers, when he had them. The only way to hurt June was to hurt the real her, and that was the one body she never wore.

But it was there, somewhere, under all those skins.

He spun the magazine end of the gun before snapping it out, the wire looping around Mitch’s right wrist. The stolen eyes widened in surprise as Victor pulled, and the steel cord cinched, locked in place by the magazine. “Oh, aren’t we full of tri—”

Before she could finish, Victor pulled hard, hard enough for the wire to bite down, blood welling on Mitch’s skin. Somewhere, the real Mitch would feel it. For that he was sorry.

This body only responded by slamming a boot into Victor’s ribs. Pain cracked across his abdomen, but he moved with the force of the blow, wrenching Mitch’s body off-balance. He was a big man—clearly bigger than June was used to wearing—and she stumbled, one knee hitting the floor. Before she could shove back up, Victor pinned the length of wire under his shoe and drew it tight, forcing Mitch’s wrist down against the tile.

It almost looked like she was swearing an oath.

“If you came to kill me,” said Victor, “you’ll have to do it wearing someone else.”

June scoffed and shook Mitch’s head. “Oh for fuck’s sake, Victor. I don’t want you dead.”

That was a surprise. He frowned. “Then what do you want?”

She looked up at him with Mitch’s stolen face, mischief shining in the eyes.

“Well,” she said. “For starters, how ’bout a drink?”







II


NOW. THEN.

TEN minutes later, they’d traded the men’s bathroom for a corner booth, and June had traded Victor’s cellmate for a curly brunette in a peasant dress.

But it didn’t matter what she looked like.

When his powers were online, he’d been able to pick her out by the current, the energy signature, as specific as a thumbprint. Even now, as she met his eyes over a bottled beer, Victor could see the real June, glinting like a blade behind them.

“You were a hard man to find.”

“And yet,” said Victor, “here you are.”

“Here I am,” echoed June. Her smile sharpened.

Victor didn’t bother asking how she’d found him. She’d probably been with him since he left Merit three weeks earlier. Hard to spot a tail when it was always changing shape.

She gestured at the bar. “Keep this up, and someone else might find you, too.”

Victor could have pointed out that those who made an effort to conceal themselves usually ended up standing out. Or that the hotel—and by extension its bar—was in a fairly suburban corner of a city roughly a thousand miles from Merit, with a closed security system. But he knew that, statistically, it was only a matter of time before he came up on EON’s radar. He’d been working on a solution, but it required Mitch, and Victor had yet to reestablish contact with his cellmate since they’d parted ways.

Parted ways.

As if the decision had been mutual. As if Victor hadn’t severed himself from Mitch, and Sydney, and the dog. The only three things that mattered to him, especially now that Eli was dead.

They shouldn’t matter, but they did.

So he’d left.

“Killing Stell,” said June, picking at the label on her beer. “That was a choice.”

The gunshot echoed through his mind. Victor’s mouth twitched. “That,” he said, “was a long time coming.”

“A parting shot?” she mused. “One might think you were provoking EON. That, or drawing their attention off of other targets.”

Victor held her gaze.

“How is Syd?” asked June, as if they’d ended up on the subject of her obsession accidentally.

“I wouldn’t know.”

June snorted. “Come on, Victor. We both know you’re the controlling type. You don’t expect me to believe you’d actually let our girl out of your sight.”

Our girl. She said it to get a rise.

He shrugged. “I don’t know where she is. And if I did, I wouldn’t tell you.”

Her expression darkened. “And here I thought we were building bridges.”

“What do you want, June?”

She looked down at her beer. “I made a list,” she said. “Four names. The ones who—who made me like this.”

EOs weren’t born. They were made. Sometimes by accident, like Syd and her sister falling through the ice. Sometimes by intention, like Victor and Eli running their experiments, playing scientist and specimen. And sometimes EOs were the product of a violent crime, a murder that didn’t take. Like Marcella.

Like June.

“Being able to change shape, become anyone I wanted—it made it easier to get to them. And there was some poetic irony in that. I took on a few other jobs along the way, to pay the bills, but it’s not like I was thinking, oh, I will be good at this. The killing part. Only, I was—I am—I don’t know what that says about me.”

Victor thought of pointing out that EOs on the whole possessed a diminished sense of consequence, a separation between action and emotion. He didn’t.

“And then I ran out of names, the list was done, and Marcella was there, and I thought, why not? Everybody needs a purpose. And then . . .”

And then Marcella set out to wage a war between the ordinary and the ExtraOrdinary, intending to drag EOs into the spotlight, and make the city—the world—recognize her power. But she would have burned them all, just to keep herself warm. Victor clocked it, and eventually so did June. She turned on her boss—claimed she was protecting Sydney—and threatened to kill Mitch if Victor didn’t help put Marcella down.

“These days, I take on the odd gig, to pass the time. But . . .” June trailed off, frowning at the beer. Then, “There’s all these quotes about revenge. People waxing poetic. But no one talks about what happens after.”

Victor cocked his head. “Which is?”

She swept her fingers through a wet spot on the table. “Nothing.”

The word landed like a gavel, and with it, an image flashed behind his eyes. Eli, on the ground. Blood spreading from the gunshot wound above his heart, his ability to heal negated by Haverty’s serum.

Fifteen years ago, Victor had sat on the edge of a bathtub filled with ice, and watched as Eli went under, knuckles going red, then white, where they gripped the handles under the surface. He’d pulled his roommate’s lifeless body from the water, and restarted his heart, and the whole time, he’d known Eli wasn’t really gone. He was waiting, just out of reach, and it had been Victor’s job to lean into the chasm, pull him back.

But when Eli’s heart stopped that second time, Victor felt the difference.

Felt the absence in the room.

In himself.

“People like us,” said June under her breath, “we don’t do well without a purpose.” She spun the bottle’s neck between her fingertips. “So maybe that’s what I’m here for.”

Victor cocked a brow. “You want a job?”

“I have jobs. I’m looking for”—her gaze escaped to the window—“a reason. Something to fight for. Someone.”

Victor wasn’t about to put Sydney back in June’s crosshairs. But the body-stealing EO was a sharp tool, and Victor could make use of her.

“I need eyes inside EON.”

“Oh, you mean the organization whose sole mission is the capture and containment of ExtraOrdinaries?” Her expression darkened. “Remind me, how did that work out for Dominic Rusher?”

Dominic.

Victor had taken away the shadow-walking EO’s pain, in exchange for his service. Sent him undercover into EON, and he’d never made it out. The ex-soldier had died there, protecting him.

Victor clenched his teeth.

“For someone with your skills,” he said, “avoiding detection shouldn’t be a problem.”

She snorted. “Flattery will get you nowhere.”

“If you want to help Sydney,” he pressed, “this is how. By making sure they don’t go after her.”

“Or you.”

Victor held her gaze. “I can take care of myself.”

“So it seems. You know,” said June, rolling her neck, “I can’t help but notice you seem less on the verge of imminent death. Would it have anything to do with this?” She flicked her wrist, producing a vial—his vial. Victor swore inwardly. He should have felt her lift it. And he hadn’t. Now, he wanted to lunge forward, grab her wrist, but that was exactly what she wanted. So he watched as June toyed with the only thing keeping him alive, held the compound to the low bar light.

“What does it do?”

“It kills EOs.”

Victor’s mouth twitched as she recoiled in horror. The reaction would have been more satisfying if she hadn’t dropped the vial when she did it. Victor caught the last of the compound before it hit the table.

“Well,” he amended, staring at her through the blue, “it kills what makes them ExtraOrdinary.”

For the first time, June looked nervous. And she should be.

One dose, and he could tear away her armor, her infinite supply of masks. Expose June’s soft, killable core. That had been his plan, if things had gone another way.

“In my case,” continued Victor, “it keeps the current from electrocuting me. But in yours . . .” He ejected the half-empty vial from his inhaler and replaced it with the full one. “I’m willing to bet it would show me who’s really hiding behind that pretty, stolen face.”

He set the device on the table between them and spun it, as if it were a gun at the center of another, equally lethal game.

“Want to play?” he asked as it came to a stop.

“Pass,” said June curtly. She shook her head. “So, you just—what? Cut off your own power to stay alive?”

“Like a trapped wolf gnawing off a leg,” said Victor dryly.

She scowled at the blue liquid. “Where did you get it?”

He lifted the inhaler. “I . . . inherited the current batch. But it requires a highly trained professional, and the one who made it is, regrettably, dead.”

June leaned back in her chair. “So you need a new chemist.”

“Ideally one that I don’t have to kill.”

“Moral qualms?”

“Practical.” Victor frowned. “Bodies have a way of adding up. Speaking from experience.” That was how Eli and Stell had tracked him down the last time, following the corpses of those who’d failed to fix him.

June hummed to herself. “What was it Marcella said? Men are so keen to make enemies, they forget that they can make friends.”

As she spoke, she drew something from her pocket. At first glance, it looked like an ordinary set of playing cards. But as she thumbed through them, plucking out the face cards, and tossing them down, he noticed a system.

In the corner of each card, she’d written a name, followed by a word.

Jacob Herald. Nature. Charlotte Tills. Future. Malcolm Olipett. Cyber.

“What are these?” he asked.

June smiled. “Friends.” She spread the face cards between them. “My talent allows me to tell when people are . . . like us. And when I find them, I like to keep track. Never know when a skill might come in handy.”

Victor scanned the pile. A dozen EOs. A dozen different talents. A dozen potential tools.

“Aha.” She found the card she wanted—the jack of spades—and flicked it toward him.

Xavier Pascal. Memory.

The cogs in his mind began to turn. It was tempting. With the right EO in his arsenal—but Victor stopped himself.

“Thanks,” he said, tossing the card back down. “But I’m no longer collecting strays.”

June rolled her eyes. “You don’t have to feed and water them, you know.” She swept the others back into her deck. “Last time I checked, most people actually prefer cash.”

Rising to her feet, she pulled a joker from the deck, and scribbled her own number on the back, letting it land face up beside the jack of spades.

“As for EON, I’m not setting foot in that place again. But I’ll do some digging. See what I can learn. For Syd.”

“For Syd,” echoed Victor.

He watched June go. As she stepped through the door, she traded the brunette in the flowing dress for a middle-aged man, innocuous amid the evening crowd. But the body wasn’t the only difference. There was a fresh spring in her step.

Purpose, thought Victor, as he palmed both cards, and finished his drink.

But purpose could wait.

Right now, he needed a fix.







III


NOW. THEN.

MEANWHILE, IN MERIT . . .

DR. Gabriel Gray liked things a certain way.

He rose at 6 a.m. every day, ran three miles at the same pace he’d held since seventeen, then took a five-minute shower—cold—before his first espresso, which he preferred to drink in silence on the back porch, before his wife and son woke up.

Iris, who would tease him by ruffling his hair after he’d just combed it, and Ian, whose small act of chaos was turning one or two of the spoons the wrong way on the top rack of the dishwasher.

But that was fine.

Gabriel simply set things right again.

His attention to detail had been a source of amusement among his colleagues at the hospital before he started his own practice. He was the first to admit, his was a level of routine bordering on ritual, and if a patient presented a similar pattern of precision, he would inquire about that patient’s past. After all, effects usually had causes, and most behaviors did not manifest without a source.

But for Gabriel himself, there was no underlying trauma. No need to counterbalance some childhood sense of disruption.

He simply preferred to impose a state of order on his day. His life. His self.

He kept his hair and nails both neatly trimmed, his glasses polished, and his pencil sharp. He kept his mind and body tuned and moved with the calm precision of a carefully wound watch.

Speaking of—Gabriel glanced at the time.

His four o’clock was late.

He turned through the file on his desk. Paul Barnett, a referral from Dr. Arnold over at Merit General. He skimmed the printed notes, recommitting the details of the case to memory.

At six minutes past, the knock finally came.

“Come in.”

The young man who entered was not well—that much was obvious. His fair hair tangled around his head, his eyes sunken in the hollows of his face. He looked like he’d seen a ghost. He looked like he was a ghost. A walking specter, worn thin by lack of sleep. And yet, there was a nervous tension to his movements, like cables drawn tight enough to snap.

“You must be Paul,” said Gabriel, holding out his hand.

The fingers that took his were taut, tendons ticking beneath the skin. “Dr. Gray?”

“Please,” said the therapist, “call me Gabriel. Why don’t you take a seat.”

He gestured to the furniture in front of the desk, where a chair and a sofa squared off, separated by a low coffee table, letting Paul decide which one to take. When he opted for the sofa, Gabriel took the chair.

As he sat, he unfastened the cuffs of his pale shirt, and rolled up his sleeves, three neat turns that brought the crisp fabric just below his elbows. Years ago, when he’d first hung out his shingle, the rolling of the sleeves had been a conscious affect. A way to signal it was time to get to work.

These days, it was as automatic as taking up his notebook, or marking the time. Even so, the gesture, like most of the therapist’s actions, was methodical, precise.

Paul shifted in his seat, and Gabriel wondered what kind of patient he would be.

Some people were convinced they didn’t need therapy. They built whole battlements around themselves before they ever showed up, as if preparing for a siege. Others wanted to talk but didn’t know how. Or rather, how to start. They’d erected a dam. But a little force, in the right place, and it would break, the contents of their mind rushing out in a flood.

Gabriel’s notebook and pencil sat waiting on the table.

“Well then,” he said, taking up the tools. “What brings you in today?”

Paul’s gaze flicked to the notebook. “Dr. Arnold should have sent you my file . . .”

“She did,” said Gabriel calmly. “But I’d prefer to hear it in your words.”

Paul dragged a pillow into his lap, then looked down at his hands, as if they belonged to someone else, and returned the pillow to the corner of the couch. One knee jittered up and down, and Gabriel began to tap his pencil gently, and at half the pace, to see if Paul would adjust to match the tempo. But he didn’t—didn’t seem to notice his own metronomic beat, let alone the doctor’s.

They sat in silence for a moment. That was fine.

Gabriel had spent many first sessions in near-perfect stillness. Like a handler with a skittish shelter dog, one that needed acclimating to a human presence before they started to feel safe. Some patients needed time. But Paul’s restlessness belied an urge to speak. Gabriel mentally began to count, and before he reached the number ten, Paul broke the silence. “I can’t sleep.”

“Can’t? Or are afraid to?”

Paul’s gaze jolted toward him. “Can’t. It’s not safe.”

Gabriel looked at Paul over his glasses. “For you?”

“For anyone.” He pressed his palms together, hard. “I tried to tell Dr. Arnold. She gave me these pills, after the accident, but they’re not strong enough.”

The accident, according to Paul’s file, involved sleepwalking out of a fourth-story window eighteen months before. Nine broken bones. A six-week coma. By all accounts, Paul Barnett shouldn’t be alive. And yet.

“So you’re still sleepwalking?”

Paul shook his head. “No, the meds keep me from getting up, moving around, but I tried to tell her, I need something stronger, so I don’t dream.”

“Are you afraid of having nightmares?”

“No. Yes. It’s not—it’s not that. The problem is . . .” Paul’s eyes flicked toward the door. Gabriel could see him resisting the urge to rise and check, to make sure it was locked. His attention flitted over several other surfaces before he finally locked eyes with the therapist, leaned forward in his seat, and whispered, “My dreams are real.”

Gabriel inclined his head. “Dreams can be incredibly vivid, enough that sometimes they—”

“No,” Paul was shaking his head now, growing agitated. “I mean, the things I dream about,” he said, spreading his hands, “they . . . become real.”

Gabriel kept his expression carefully flat. He’d treated a variety of psychoses over the years and knew that the mind was more than capable of making fictions seem very real. He studied his patient, the bruises beneath his eyes. “When’s the last time you slept?”

“I can’t. I told you I can’t.”

“Because it’s not safe.”

Paul’s hands tensed on his knees. “You think I’m crazy.”

Gabriel’s mouth twitched. “I assure you, if therapists were forced to draw a hard line in the sand between sanity and madness, very few people would qualify as sane.”

“Delusional, then.”

“Do you think you’re delusional?”

Paul gave him a pained look. “I would, if it weren’t happening to me.”

“And what happens, exactly, when you dream?” asked Gabriel. “Can you describe it to me?”

The patient blew out a breath. Looked down at his fingers. “It’s like, I’ll dream about an earthquake, right? World rattling, things falling down, I’m running around trying to find shelter. And when I wake up, there’s a crack in the wall, and all my shit’s on the floor.”

“Do you ever have pleasant dreams?”

Paul shifted. “No. Sometimes they start out nice enough, but they always seem to turn. Like last week, I dreamed I was in the ocean. And it was good at first, I was just floating, but then I started to drown.”

Gabriel tapped his pencil thoughtfully against the page.

It made a kind of sense. A dreamy logic. After all, sleep had led Paul out that upper-story window. Sleep had nearly killed him. Part of his mind was clearly certain it still would.

“I couldn’t stay up, and I was swallowing water, and I was convinced I was going to die.”

“But you didn’t.”

“No, but when I woke up, everything was wet. And I don’t mean just me, or the sheets. I mean everything. The furniture. The desk. The fucking floor. I stood up, and the carpet squelched under my feet. Thank god my laptop was in the other room, or it would have been trashed.”

Gabriel frowned behind his glasses. “And no one else noticed?”

“I live alone.”

“Why not record yourself?” he asked. “To see what’s happening.”

Paul’s head bobbed. “I thought about it. I really did. But I can’t. It’s too risky. All that shit goes to the cloud. They can see it.”

Ah, they. The shadowy figure at the heart of most patients’ paranoia. The amorphous danger lurking on the other side of action.

“That’s why you never hear about people like me,” insisted Paul. “They make ’em disappear. They scrub the evidence, but there are threads about it, if you know where to look. If you see the posts before they take them down.”

Gabriel thought of Occam’s razor.

The idea that the simplest answer was almost always the right one.

Which was more likely?

That his new patient possessed the ability to manifest his dreams into reality, an ability no one else had ever witnessed, an ability he himself had never witnessed, for fear that an unknown government entity would erase all traces of him?

Or that he was a twenty-six-year-old man suffering from a persistent lack of sleep, whose exhausted mind was now struggling to differentiate between conscious and unconscious perception?

“All right,” said Gabriel steadily. “Why don’t we do a test?” Paul tensed, but he went on. “There are no cameras here. No recording devices. Just you and me.” He put the notebook and pencil aside. “I’d like to try some light hypnosis. See if we can coax you into sleep. After that, whatever we find, we’ll face it together.”

Paul’s knee began to bob again, with even more vigor. “What if it’s bad? What if you get hurt?”

Gabriel suspected that Paul was less afraid of that, and more afraid of being proven wrong. Of being forced to confront that his mind was no longer a reliable source of information.

“I’m willing to take the chance,” he said evenly, “if you are willing to take it with me.”

Gabriel waited for the resistance, the litany of excuses, the maybe-next-times, but Paul surprised him—pleasantly—by saying yes.

“But I don’t think it’ll work,” he added quickly.

“We won’t know until we try,” said Gabriel.

“It’s just, I’m not tired. Or, I don’t know, I’m too tired. I’ve been taking these pills, to stay awake . . .”

As he rambled, Gabriel rose and went to his desk, withdrawing a small cloth case. He returned to his seat, and set it on the low table, unzipping the shell to reveal an ampule and three hypodermic needles. A relic of his days at the hospital, where sedation sometimes proved necessary.

“I can give you a very small dose of a sedative. Just to help you relax. If you’re up for that.”

Paul’s breathing quickened. Too much, too fast. Gabriel paused. “Of course, it’s your call.”

He began to zip the case shut when Paul cut in. “Okay. Yeah. Okay.” Then, as if afraid he might lose his nerve if he waited, Paul shoved up his sleeve and offered the crook of his arm.

Gabriel measured out the dose, swabbed his patient’s skin, and applied a tourniquet.

“You might feel a little warm,” he said as the needle went in. “Like the edges of your world are going soft.” Paul nodded, chewing his lip as Gabriel administered the injection. He capped the needle, neatly returned the contents to the kit, and the kit to the desk drawer as Paul rubbed at his arm and tugged down his sleeve.

“How long does it take?” he asked, shoulders already slackening.

“Not long,” answered Gabriel, coming to sit across from him again. “Make yourself comfortable.”

Paul tensed at the suggestion, as if comfort were an enemy, and Gabriel supposed that it was. If you were convinced that sleep would lead to dreams and dreams would lead to peril, then comfort did indeed seem dangerous.

After a moment, he kicked off his shoes and stretched out on the sofa, head cradled in the pillow on one side, feet on the other, but his hands clutched at the cushions, knuckles white, as if they were a raft.

“Close your eyes,” instructed Gabriel, and Paul obeyed.

His chest had a nervous hitch, eyes darting behind his lids.

“Take a slow breath in, then out,” said Gabriel. “Imagine your body getting heavy. Feel it sinking through the sofa. Down, and down.”

“I don’t . . . I don’t think it’s gonna . . . work,” said Paul, but his words were beginning to slur, his grip on the sofa starting to loosen. “I don’t . . .” he said again, but then trailed off. His breathing soon evened out, and the tension bled from his face. His fingers lost their nervous twitch and laid limp on the sofa.

“Can you still hear me?” asked Gabriel softly.

But Paul didn’t answer. Gabriel was neither surprised nor disappointed. It had been a small dose, but Paul’s body was clearly starved for rest. The best thing he could do right now was give it to him.

He took up his notebook and sat back, thumbing to a blank page, and for a few moments, the only sounds in the office were the quiet scratch of his pencil, and the light tap of the clock, and the soft draw of his patient’s breath.

And that was when he heard the hiss.

A low sound, like air escaping from a punctured tire.

Gabriel looked up in time to see the triangular head of a snake rising up from Paul’s chest. Straight through skin and cotton, like some awful magic trick.

At the same time, the whole room went dark. The lights didn’t cut off, but shadows appeared to be rushing in—or rather, rushing out of Paul’s prone body. Spreading like a stain until they overtook the lamps and the overhead fixture, smothering every source of light, leaving just enough to see the glinting eyes of the serpent, the glossy diamonds on its skin, as it freed itself, inch by inch, from his patient’s sternum.

Paul whimpered in his sleep, but Gabriel didn’t move. He sat, breath held, watching in stunned silence as the snake spilled onto the floor, followed by a second and a third.

“Paul,” he said as evenly as he could. “It’s time to wake up.”

But Paul didn’t hear him.

The first snake whispered over the floor and grazed his ankle. The air caught in his throat.

Gabriel Gray was a methodical man. One who’d seen a magic act when he was eight and devoted the next three days to unpicking each and every illusion, proving it was nothing more than sleight of hand.

Up until that moment, he thought what he was witnessing might be some form of hallucination, but the thing that brushed against his sock was solid.

Whatever was happening, it was undeniably real.

“Paul,” Gabriel said, through gritted teeth, an edge of warning in his voice. “Can you hear me?”

The first snake coiled beneath his chair as, across the table, the second and third began to wind themselves around Paul’s body.

“I need you to wake up.”

Paul whispered, “No, no,” but it was through the fog of sleep.

Gabriel didn’t know what was happening, or how, didn’t know if these visions, these dreams made manifest, could hurt, or even kill, but they were real enough to rumple the fabric of Paul’s shirt, to push the air from his lungs as they coiled around his shoulders, real enough to turn their bared fangs on Gabriel as he rose from his chair.

He hurtled forward as one of the snakes lunged for him, grabbing Paul’s shoulder right before it could sink its fangs into his forearm, and then, Paul’s eyes were flying open—

And the snakes were gone.

They didn’t dissolve or break apart like smoke.

One moment they were there and the next, they weren’t. Had never been.

The darkness vanished, too. The lights in the office burned clean and white, and Gabriel was standing, breathless and unbitten, over Paul, who was blinking up at him, trying to shake off the haze of sleep.

He let go of Paul’s shoulder and sank onto the edge of the low table before his legs failed him. Paul sat up, and looked around at the office, either relieved or disappointed to see it intact. Unharmed.

Paul met his eyes. “Well,” he said in a shaky voice. “Was it real?”

It should have been an easy question.

After all, Gabriel had seen the snakes with his own eyes. Watched them rise out of Paul’s nightmare-stricken chest and slither across the polished floor. Heard them hiss and felt their scales against his skin. His arm still hummed faintly from the near contact of those fangs.

And yet, when he opened his mouth, nothing came out.

Was it real?

Yes or no. The two answers stood before him, like branching roads.

The first was short, and clear, its end abrupt, while the second bent swiftly out of sight, its end unknown.

If he said yes, he’d be discredited, and Paul would disappear—behind the walls of an institution, or worse (if one delusion proved true, why not another?), into some government lab. Either way, he’d never see his patient again. And he would never understand what he’d just witnessed.

And Gabriel Gray wanted to understand. Needed to. Was sure that he could, if given time, cooperation, trust.

He was, by all measures, a very talented psychiatrist. Sharp, and patient, articulate, insightful. But he’d spent his career escorting patients up and down well-trodden paths. At forty-eight, he’d yet to change the field in any way, yet to leave his own mark.

Most of the field’s greatest advancements came from an earlier time, one that understood that progress required risk. That sometimes, to truly understand a mind, you had to take it apart.

“Dr. Gray?”

Paul’s hands were gripping his knees, heels bouncing nervously, his face mottled with fear and confusion and hope. He was desperate for answers. And now, so was Gabriel. They would find them. Together.

The doctor shook his head. “No,” he said as gently as he could. “As far as I could tell, you were having a bad dream.”

Paul’s face fell. He bowed his head, and sank his fingers through his hair, clutching at his head. Gabriel waited for him to lash out, to snap that he was wrong, but when Paul spoke, his voice was soft, and cracking.

“Can you help me?”

Gabriel nodded gravely. “That’s what I’m here to do.” He rose and retrieved his notebook before returning to Paul’s side. He plucked the pencil from its spot between the pages and held it up between them. “Do you know why I never use a pen?”

Paul’s head drifted up, gaze hollow with exhaustion. His eyes hung on the pencil. “Why?” he mumbled.

“Other doctors treat the body. And when the body is injured, the damage can be permanent. But I treat the mind.” Gabriel spun the pencil round, trading the point for the eraser. “And the mind is always capable of change.”

He rose again, and crossed to his desk, fetching his prescription pad.

“Here,” he said, scribbling out an order before tearing off the sheet. “This is for nitrazepam. At this dosage, it should be more than strong enough to induce a dreamless sleep.”

Paul looked down at the slip and frowned. “It’s only for three days.”

“That’s right,” said Gabriel. “I could tell you it’s to make sure you don’t abuse the pills, but the truth is, sedation is a stopgap. I want you to come back, Paul. I want you to let me help. Together,” he said, resting his hand on his patient’s shoulder, “we’re going to get to the bottom of this. We’re going to find out exactly what’s happening inside your head.”

Paul rose and shuffled toward the door.

As soon as it closed behind him, Gabriel collapsed onto the sofa, heart racing in his chest. His gaze dropped to his left forearm, settled on the two faint pink dots where the serpent’s fangs had met, but failed to break, the skin.

He let out a small, dazed laugh, took up the notebook, and began to write, detailing every moment of the exercise. His pencil skated across the page.

Patient displays an ability that is quite frankly—

He paused, searching for a word to describe what he’d witnessed, before settling on the only one that fit.

—extraordinary.







IV


NOW. THEN.

THE commute from Dr. Gray’s office to Gabriel’s house was twenty-eight steps.

Five from the door to the bottom of the stairs. Twelve up. And eleven down the hall.

When he left the hospital four years ago to open his own practice, they’d just bought a new house, and it seemed logical to put the office on the ground floor. The front door led to a vestibule, allowing patients to turn left toward the office, while his family could continue up.

And so, the first floor became Dr. Gray’s private practice, while the two above were Gabriel’s home.

The walls were thick enough that he couldn’t hear the sound of his wife and son arriving home during afternoon sessions, couldn’t hear the footsteps overhead as Ian raced around or Iris fixed him an after-school snack.

Iris extracted only one promise when choosing the new house—the same one she demanded when they first moved in together—that Gabriel wouldn’t bring his work home.

Which meant he had exactly twenty-eight steps to put down the weight of his sessions. To shed the role of therapist, and shift into the role of husband, father.

Those twenty-eight steps were normally enough, but today, Paul’s session clung to his legs as he locked the office door. As he climbed the stairs. As he continued down the hall, unrolling his sleeves in an attempt to convince himself the work was done.

Was it real?

He paused at the final threshold, one hand splayed against the door as he tried to compartmentalize what he’d just seen. And done. When he was confident he had his thoughts together, he counted to ten, and then went in.

The first thing that always struck him was the color.

He’d decorated the office downstairs in shades of pale wood, the walls off-white, the furniture charcoal, all of it a carefully neutral backdrop on which to work.

The house, by contrast, was a study in saturation, one room peacock blue, another goldenrod, each space augmented by patterned rugs or colorful throws. A constant rotation of design, Iris’s bold and ever-changing taste on full display. Gabriel’s sensibilities peeked through, in the minimalist furniture, the clean lines of the shelves, but judging by the makeshift—and half-finished—fort in front of the couch, the trail of toys leaving a breadcrumb trail out of the room, Ian was clearly his mother’s son.

Gabriel knelt to pick up the abandoned action figures, the gaming pad, the half-laid tracks for a forgotten race. He returned the toys to their respective bins and was about to restore the pillows to the couch when Iris called out from the kitchen.

“Gabe?”

Love, he mused, was a beguiling force. It had the power to heighten some feelings, while muting others. To make a person behave entirely out of character, accept chaos when they preferred order, or embrace a thing simply for its source.

Example: For the first thirty years of his life, Gabriel refused to be called Gabe.

It grated on him, like cheap wool.

And yet, coming from Iris, the nickname didn’t irk, or chafe, but curled around him like a welcome pair of arms.

He found his wife stirring onions in the kitchen—which was three different shades of green—while Ian sat coloring at the table.

“Hello, Dad,” chimed Ian brightly as Gabriel passed a hand over his son’s dark curls. Gabriel’s own hair had been the same shade, once, before the slow siege of silver in his twenties.

Iris stood at the stove, her own hair—which was blond when they first met, and had since been a dozen shades of brown, and red, and black, and one summer, even rose, and was currently a shade she called burnt caramel—up in a messy bun, exposing the nape of her neck.

Gabriel bent his head to plant a kiss on her warm skin.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said. “The session ran long.”

He didn’t say more, and she didn’t ask—doctor-patient confidentiality—just turned in the circle of his arms and held up a spoon. “Taste this?”

Her commands came out like invitations, her voice twitching up at the end. Gabriel took the spoon. The sauce was rich, but sharp. Tangy, with an edge of sweetness.

“It’s perfect,” he murmured absently.

Perfect. An empty word—one that served no purpose, and one he almost never used. It must have tipped her off, because Iris cupped his cheek, her hazel eyes—even they couldn’t choose a color—searching his face as she said, “Are you home?”

Gabriel tensed.

The twenty-eight steps hadn’t been enough. He felt like he’d left a piece of himself downstairs. Or worse, like a piece of downstairs had clung to him, and been carried up here. Out of one world, and into another. Out of a dream, and into—

Gabriel cleared his throat.

“I’m home,” he assured her with a smile. Iris made a thoughtful sound, tapping the clean edge of the spoon against his shirtfront before deciding to believe him.

“Set the table?” she said, giving him a small, endearing nudge away from the stove.

Ian had migrated to the sink and stood on a footstool washing his hands, humming the birthday song as he lathered each of his fingers. Perhaps he wasn’t entirely Iris’s son. Or so Gabriel thought until the boy slammed his hands together, sending soap bubbles everywhere.

Ian cackled, and Gabriel sighed and turned his attention to the table, which was covered in papers—Iris’s advertising work, sketches for her latest campaign warring for space with Ian’s doodles, loose markers scattered like paperweights.

He frowned, rubbing at a smudge of permanent pen one of them—it was hard to tell which—had left on the polished wood. He gathered the papers, sorting them into piles, and paused at one of his son’s drawings. A boy with fluffy clouds around his head, each one holding a slice of cake, a dog, a door.

A child’s take on dreams.

Was it real?

“Bon appétit,” said Iris as they sat down to eat, and Gabriel poured two glasses of wine, and thanked her for cooking, and Ian proceeded to twirl so many noodles on his fork he couldn’t fit them in his mouth, and his wife talked about work because she could, and his son talked about school, one thought running right into the next, and Gabriel moved through the motions of his mundane life as if everything was still normal.

As if the rules that governed reality hadn’t given way, science’s understanding of the human mind and its potential shattering to reveal a new, uncharted world.

One just waiting for Dr. Gabriel Gray.







V


NOW. THEN.

1 WEEK BEFORE THE END

SEVERAL STATES AWAY

THE axe whistled as it fell.

The wood split and tumbled off the block, and Mitchell Turner tossed the logs onto the growing pile. He set the next piece on the stump, and lifted the axe again, fingers flexing on the handle.

Mitch had spent most of his life trying not to break things.

He hadn’t always succeeded—the scars on his knuckles were proof of that—but this was different.

It left his body sore in a pleasant way. The kind of ache that came not from being hurt, simply used. A welcome sort of pain. Not the kind Vic would need to take away.

If he were here.

Mitch brought the axe down again, eliciting a crack like a peal of thunder as the blade split the wood and buried itself half an inch in the block beneath. He gathered half a dozen logs and set off toward the little red cabin.

The cabin—it was the latest in a string of lodgings collected and abandoned over the last three years, some lasting months, others only weeks. This one had held for almost a year. Long enough to watch the seasons change, the woods behind the house going from bare to green to gold to bare again. Today, the air smelled like snow, and Mitch couldn’t believe he’d gone thirty years without knowing that scent. The way it mingled with the sap on the split logs and the woodsmoke.

“Syd?” he called, knocking the dirt off his boots at the door.

When she didn’t answer, the peace he’d felt outside began to falter. He dropped the wood onto the rug.

“Sydney?” he called again, a twinge of fear kicking off behind his ribs.

Every day since the girl had walked into his life, nearly a decade before, some part of Mitchell Turner had been waiting for the world—his world—to fall apart. He knew that good things were only borrowed, never owned, and it was only a matter of time before the scales tipped out of Mitch’s favor and—

And then he rounded the corner and saw her.

Sydney Clarke was sitting at the wooden kitchen table, blond head bent over a textbook and music blasting in her ears, a large black shape curled like a shadow under her chair.

Mitch sagged in relief, and then annoyance.

Syd had the music cranked up so loud that he would have been able to hear the lyrics, if there were any (as far as he could tell, the voice was just one long, protracted wail). Mitch preferred the classics, the crooners, but Syd had a penchant for something called “death metal.”

He tapped the side of her headphones, expecting the kid to jump. She didn’t, just sighed and slung them around her neck, one pale brow arched in an expression at odds with her young face.

“We’ve talked about this,” he said. “Keep the decibels down when I’m not in the house. If there’s trouble, you need to be able to hear it.”

Sydney shrugged. “Dol would let me know.”

As if on cue, the shape beneath the table stirred, and straightened, coalescing into a massive black dog. He yawned, and rested his head in Sydney’s lap, where she began to stroke his ears.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

Dol’s tail thumped lightly. Mitch had done the math. The dog should have been a bag of bones by now, but aside from a bit of white on his muzzle and around his eyes, he seemed untouched by time, or at least, unscathed. Which might have had something to do with the fact Sydney had brought the dog back from the dead.

Twice.

Mitch glanced down at the textbook she was marking up. Tensed when he saw she wasn’t just highlighting the useful passages. She was blacking out the rest. Like Victor used to. Only, instead of a poem, all that remained were words like carbon-containing compounds, and agrichemicals, and delocalized electrons.

Mitch didn’t comment on the destruction. Or the parallels. Or the fact it was a library book.

“Remind me again, why you need organic chemistry.”

Syd cocked her head. “Other than the fact it forms the structural foundation for all life on earth, and is seen as a fundamental educational threshold for anyone interested in the subjects of biochemistry and medicine?”

Mitch sighed. “Right,” he said, wishing she’d taken an interest in coding computers instead of people. Followed in his footsteps, instead of Victor’s.

“Just—do me a favor and keep the music down while I’m out.”

She rolled her eyes, but her mouth twitched. “Sure, Dad.”

He knew she only used the word to tease him, but it still sent a little jolt through his chest, not unlike the fear he’d felt when she hadn’t answered.

“Hey, on second thought . . .”

He swept the pack of playing cards from a nearby shelf.

Back when they were first on the run, and their need to lie low was in constant conflict with Syd’s adolescent restlessness, he’d come up with the game. Different suits stood for different subjects of study, but a face card meant a trip out—a chance for fresh air, freedom. He couldn’t remember the last time Syd had left the safety of the cabin.

He shuffled until he found a queen of spades and held it like an offering.

“Want to come along?”

The old Syd would have jumped at the chance.

But this one shook her head, her focus squarely on the book. “I’m good.”

Mitch tried not to feel wounded as he returned the card to the deck.

Tried to remind himself, as he set the deck back on the shelf, that Sydney Clarke only looked like a kid. That in truth, she was a month shy of her twenty-first birthday. And just as he hadn’t planned on being a parent, she hadn’t planned on spending every one of her teenage years hiding from people who wanted to see her captured or killed. Simply because of what she was.

What she could do.

He slung the bag onto his shoulder. Was halfway out the door when Syd called out, “Hey, Mitch.”

He turned, straddling the threshold. “Yeah?”

“Bring me back a slice of pie?”

He smiled and saluted. “Sure thing, boss.”

Mitch locked the door on his way out. Trudged down the steps, and climbed into his latest chariot, a rumbling pickup, more rust than red, purchased thirdhand on the way into town. As the engine churned to life, he glanced back at the cabin, and was surprised by the word that came to mind.

Home.







VI


NOW. THEN.

SYDNEY’S pen stopped moving as soon as the door swung shut.

The headphones still hung around her neck, the song reduced to static. She hit pause on the music player—she didn’t have a laptop, or a phone, or anything that required a Wi-Fi connection, just a fob loaded with ten thousand songs, courtesy of Mitch on her last birthday. She held her breath, and listened to his retreating steps, to the rumble of the engine and the grind of tires on cold earth as the truck retreated down the road.

Then she set the timer on her watch.

Two hours.

That’s how long he’d be gone.

Technically Mitch’s weekly outings ranged anywhere from two hours ten minutes to two hours forty-five, but Sydney knew better than to cut it too close, so she set her watch for two hours even, shoveled her work into her bag, and stood up.

Dol rose, too, trailing like a shadow as she crossed the cabin and unlocked the back door.

“You have to stay,” she told him. “I’ll be right back,” she added, zipping up her coat. Dol gave her a look that would pass for suspicion on a human face.

As she opened the door and stepped out onto the porch, the breeze kicked up, winter air grazing her skin.

But Sydney barely flinched. The truth was, she was always cold. Had been since the morning she and Serena fell through the ice on the lake





















































































OEBPS/images/c.jpg





OEBPS/images/c1.jpg





OEBPS/images/half.jpg





OEBPS/images/tit.jpg
VICTORIOUS

!

VE.
SCHWAR





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


Table of Contents



		Cover


		Contents


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Dedication


		Moments Before The End


		I The Doctor Is In

		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI


		XVII


		XVIII







		II Assessment

		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI







		III Treatment

		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV







		IV Opposition

		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI







		V Exposure

		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI


		XVII


		XVIII


		XIX







		VI Breakthrough

		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI


		XVII


		XVIII


		XIX


		XX


		XXI


		XXII


		XXIII


		XXIV


		XXV


		XXVI


		XXVII


		XXVIII


		XXIX


		XXX


		XXXI


		XXXII


		XXXIII


		XXXIV


		XXXV


		XXXVI


		XXXVII


		XXXVIII


		XXXIX


		XL







		VII Termination

		I


		II


		III


		IV


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI







		Acknowledgments


		About the Author








		Cover


		Contents


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Start of Content







Page-List



		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95



		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102



		103


		104


		105


		106


		107



		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114



		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120



		121


		122



		123


		124


		125


		126



		127


		128



		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135



		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143



		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150



		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157



		158


		159


		160


		161


		162



		163


		164


		165


		166



		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172



		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179



		180


		181


		182


		183


		184



		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377



		378


		379


		380


		381



		382


		383



		384


		385


		386


		387



		388


		389


		390



		391


		392



		393


		394



		395


		396


		397


		398



		399


		400



		401


		402


		403


		404


		405



		406


		407


		408


		409



		410


		411


		412


		413


		414



		415


		416


		417


		418


		419



		420


		421


		422



		423


		424


		425


		426



		427


		428


		429


		430



		431


		432


		433


		434



		435


		436



		437


		438


		439


		440



		441


		442



		443


		444


		445



		446


		447


		448


		449



		450


		451


		452


		453


		454


		455


		456



		457


		458


		459


		460



		461


		462



		463


		464


		465


		466


		467


		468


		469


		470


		471



		472


		473



		474


		475


		476


		477


		478



		479


		480



		481


		482



		483


		484



		485


		486


		487



		488


		489


		490



		491


		492


		493


		494



		495


		496



		497


		498


		499



		500


		501


		502



		503


		504



		505


		506


		507


		508



		509


		510



		511


		512


		513


		514



		515


		516



		517


		518


		519



		520


		521



		522



		523


		524


		525



		526


		527


		528


		529



		530


		531



		532


		533



		534


		535



		536


		537


		538


		539


		540



		541


		542


		543


		544













OEBPS/images/cover.jpg











