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    Hi.


    Mom gave me this journal for my 13th birthday so I guess I’ll finally write in it. I’ve had it for seven months but haven’t touched it. I’m going to be 14 next fall, so if I haven’t written in it by then and Mom finds out, she might be disappointed. I don’t want to disappoint her. So I’m going to write in it and reveal all of my secret thoughts and desires. I’m not really sure why people write private stuff in diaries because the point of a journal is that no one else reads it but them, right? And don’t they already know all that secret stuff that they’re writing down? Mom says it’s “good therapy” to write down our private thoughts. I don’t know if she keeps a journal, though. I wish she did.


    My name is David Boston and I’m in the 8th grade. I should really be in the 7th grade but they moved me up a year when I was younger. I guess they thought I was smarter than the other kids in my first grade class. I stayed in first grade for half the year and then moved up. They said I was a good reader and that I write exceptionally well. I’m good in math, too. I guess I make up for my health problems with a mind for school. The other kids think I’m weird because I take an active interest in schoolwork and would rather tackle a challenging math quiz than tackle another kid on the football field. Besides, my doctor says I can’t play football anyway. I can’t play any sports. I’ve been excused from Gym since I started school.


    I have what they call Marfan syndrome. I don’t totally understand it, but it’s “hereditary.” I learned how to spell that word when I was 6 years old. It means you get it from a relative. My Mom says that her father had Marfan syndrome and he died from it. I was born with it. It’s a condition where I don’t have a certain protein and this causes my body to grow geeky and it gives me bad eyesight. The worst part is I was born with a weak heart. The doctor calls it “aortic regurgitation.” I used to have a lot of chest pains when I was smaller, especially when I ran or exerted myself. I still have them if I’m not careful. The doctor says I can get an operation to fix it when I’m older, after my heart stops growing. For now I just have to watch what kind of physical activity I do and I take a pill called Tenormin once a day. It would be really embarrassing to have a heart attack at 13 years old! Anyway, I’m real tall and skinny for my age—I’m a lot taller than any of the other kids in school and they like to call me “String Bean”—and I wear thick glasses for near-sightedness which really make me look like a nerd. So, you add up all those things—thick glasses, tall and skinny, smart in school, and a wimp at athletics—and you have yourself a founding member of the Nerds of America Club.


    You might think I wouldn’t have any friends, but I do. Billy Davis is my best friend and he’s in three of my classes at school. In fact, he’s probably my only friend. He’s kind of a nerd, too, I guess. He makes okay grades but he’s not too good at Gym. At least he gets to go to Gym.


    I can’t think of any other guys that are friends. I sure have a lot of enemies, though. Especially that jerk Matt Shamrock. What an asshole. He doesn’t deserve to be mentioned in this journal.


    My Mom and I live in Lincoln Grove, Illinois, which is a town in the northwest suburbs of Chicago. Mom says it’s a “safe place to raise kids.” I guess it is. Nothing really happens around here. My school doesn’t have metal detectors and things like that. I heard that they have them in Chicago public schools. The kids in my school come from good middle-class families, I guess. And some upper-class ones, too. We’re at the lower end of the middle-class group.


    Mom and Dad got a divorce a year ago. I was real upset about it at first but I’ve gotten used to it, I guess. (I guess I say, “I guess” a lot.) It still makes me sad sometimes. The divorce, I mean. I still see my Dad, but not very often. He owns a big car dealership in town and he’s one of the Village Trustees. I’m not sure what that means and I don’t think I ever will. He goes to these monthly meetings at the Village Town Hall but I have no idea what he does there. He sells a lot of cars though. There’s even a radio ad about Boston Ford that people hear all the time. It’s on a lot of stations. Dad comes from a long line of Bostons. My Dad’s grandfather founded Boston Ford back in the 1940s. Dad’s name is Greg Boston. I think he’s 46 or 47 years old. I never can remember.


    My Mom’s name is Diane Boston. She’s forty-something years old. She teaches history and social studies at the high school where I’ll be going someday—Lincoln High. In fact, she’s the head of the Social Studies Department. But her main claim to fame at Lincoln High is with girls’ self-defense classes. She does that as an extra-curricular activity. She teaches judo and karate to girls. My Mom has a black belt in that stuff, so unlike me, she’s very athletic. Billy thinks she’s pretty, too, but I can’t say that about my own Mom. He calls her a “MILF”—a “Mom I’d Like to F—-.” (I figure I can say the F word but I better not write it. Don’t ask me why.) Billy says even his Dad thinks my Mom is “hot.” Billy’s Dad also teaches at Lincoln High, and he’s divorced too. My Mom and Billy’s Dad went on a date once but I don’t think it went too well.


    Mom’s really great. She’s fun to be around and she’s pretty smart, too. I love my Dad, but he can be a jerk sometimes. He doesn’t have an open mind. Mom is very liberal and seems to understand everything about people. All the kids at her school really like her. She was voted “Favorite Teacher” two years ago. I feel sorry for her sometimes because of the divorce. Dad moved out of the house and we stayed in it for about a year, but now we have to move to a smaller place. We’re going to move this weekend to an apartment because Mom can’t afford to keep such a big house for just the two of us. Dad has to pay her some kind of support but it’s not enough. I don’t really want to move, but I guess we have to.


    Mom’s usually pretty upbeat about everything, whether it’s my medical condition, or her divorce, or problems at school, or whatever. Sometimes, though, she gets real quiet and kind of distant. I guess you could say she gets depressed. She drinks wine a lot at night and sometimes I think she drinks too much. I wish I knew if she had a journal. I’d really like to peek in it and see what kinds of things she would write. I think Mom has some secrets that she hasn’t shared with anyone. I can’t explain it—it’s just something I feel is true. Something happened to my Mom long ago and it makes her a little funny sometimes. I don’t mean she’s crazy or anything, but she will sometimes sit and stare at the wall for a long time, like she’s in a trance. She’ll snap out of it eventually. She also doesn’t reveal very much about her life before meeting my Dad. That’s one reason why Dad left her. He accused her of “not opening up to him” and stuff. If you ask me, I don’t think he had very good reasons for leaving, but what do I know? I don’t really understand it.


    Whatever happened to Mom in the past, I know it bugs her a lot. It’s a big deep dark secret and I don’t think she’ll ever tell anyone what it is.


    But I’m going to find out.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    Chapter 1


    
      
    


    Moses Rabinowitz sighed heavily as soon as the customer left the shop. He had not made a single sale all day and it was nearing closing time. As he had already sent home the help, there was nothing else to do but begin to shut down the store. Being Friday, and Shabbat, it was the one day that A-1 Fine Jewelry closed early. Of course, they were closed all day Saturday and Sunday so the five days a week that they were open were precious.


    Moses knew better than to complain, though. The store wasn’t hurting. He was well aware that he and his brother Hiram did quite well, thank you very much. Hiram ran the home store in New York City, deep in the heart of the diamond district. Moses came west to open the Chicago shop thirty years ago and it proved to be a profitable enterprise.


    He had made a lot of important business contacts in Chicago, some of whom were not entirely on the up-and-up. Sure, they did legitimate business with honest customers, but most of the Rabinowitz success came from trade that he wouldn’t talk about in front of a policeman. So who was he to question what others did for their livings? As long as they didn’t interfere with him, Moses did business with everyone—religious Jews, non-religious Jews, Christians, Muslims, blacks, whites, gangsters—he didn’t care. As long as the money was good and the transactions were discreet.


    The shop was located outside the Loop at a prime location on Lincoln Avenue. The area attracted a lot of pedestrian traffic, so the store did a brisk business with walk-ins. From the street A-1 Fine Jewelry appeared to be a modest long-time neighborhood business—nothing fancy or snooty. Moses liked it that way. It kept the IRS off his back.


    Rabinowitz walked to the display windows at the front of the shop and opened them from the back. The routine was to empty them every night. The store had been robbed only once and it was a lesson he never forgot. Some junkie had smashed the windows and taken everything in sight. At his ripe old age of sixty-nine, Moses knew that his health couldn’t deal with violent types, the police, or lawyers. Which was ironic, seeing that one of the best-kept secrets in Chicago was that Moses Rabinowitz was a highly respected fence.


    He removed one velvet-lined tray of earrings from the window and walked it over to the counter by the cash register. Moses wouldn’t open the safe until all four windows were empty and the merchandise was ready to be moved quickly from the counter into the vault. He walked back to the windows and reached for another tray.


    That’s when he saw her coming. The blonde.


    He didn’t know her name. He didn’t know where she lived. He knew only that she came to him once a month and sold him some incredible merchandise.


    Moses quickly ran through the figures in his head to determine if he had enough cash on hand that day. He thought that he just might.


    The door opened and the little bell mounted above it jingled.


    “Hello, my dear,” he said cheerfully.


    “Hello, Mister Rabinowitz,” she said. She removed sunglasses to reveal those magnificent cat-like green eyes. He was never very good at guessing the ages of women, but he figured her to be in her late thirties or early forties. She was tall and slender, had a healthy figure, and was certainly intelligent enough to know the ins and outs of fencing.


    He didn’t think she was Jewish, but that didn’t matter.


    “I didn’t expect you until next week,” he said, closing the backs of the windows.


    “I know, but I wasn’t sure if I would be able to visit you next week,” she replied. She moved into the store and peered into one of the glass cases. “Ooh, that’s nice,” she said, pointing to a rose-shaped diamond broach.


    “Yes, that’s a new piece. We just got that a couple of weeks ago. Beautiful craftsmanship.”


    She moved down the counter and nodded appreciatively at other items. A necklace caught her fancy and she smiled. “Oh, I like that.”


    “Would you like to try it on?”


    She looked at him and smiled. “Not today. I’m in a bit of a hurry. Maybe next time. I really should treat myself to a piece or two someday, shouldn’t I?”


    “You most certainly should!” Rabinowitz moved to the front door, flipped the hanging sign so that the “Closed” side faced the outside, and then locked the door. He walked past her and went around the counter.


    “Now then,” he said. “What have we today?


    The woman opened her handbag and removed a white silk handkerchief. Always the same, he thought. If he were a betting man, he would say that she had two of them wrapped in the hanky.


    The woman carefully unfolded the handkerchief on top of the counter. Sure enough, the hanky contained two very large exquisite diamonds.


    Even though he had done business with the woman on numerous occasions, the fine quality and sheer splendor of the jewels always amazed Moses Rabinowitz.


    “Oy,” he muttered. It was all he could say.


    She laughed. “They’re just like the others, Mister Rabinowitz. Not a carat less.”


    “I don’t doubt you, Miss… er…”


    She held up a finger. “Nuh-uh-uh… you know the rules. No names. Cash only.”


    He nodded sheepishly and turned red. “I know, I know. You don’t have to worry.”


    She turned away to admire more necklaces in another case as he went through the ritual of taking a jeweler’s glass out of a drawer and examining the stones. He muttered affirmatively as he studied the two gems, verifying that they were genuine and worth three times as much as he was about to offer her for them.


    “I can give you five thousand dollars apiece.”


    The woman turned to him and cocked her head. “Mister Rabinowitz! You know you can sell them for three times that much!”


    He gave his trademarked embarrassed laugh and nodded.


    “Honestly, Mister Rabinowitz, we go through this every time I come in here!” she said, not without a little flirtation in her voice.


    “I know, I know. It’s fun to haggle with you,” he shrugged and laughed. “Let’s see, what was it I gave you for them last month?” He scratched his head as if he were trying to remember.


    “Eight thousand each?” she reminded him.


    “Oh, yes, uhm, eight thousand.”


    “Unless of course you want to give me more.”


    “I’m sorry, but I just can’t. Eight thousand is all I can offer you for them.”


    She stopped smiling and looked at him hard. For a brief moment, Moses Rabinowitz felt as if he were staring into the eyes of a madwoman. He thought that he could see something there that could truly hurt him if he weren’t careful.


    Eventually she broke the spell and smiled again. “Very well,” she said.


    Moses breathed, nodded, and gestured to the back of the store. “The money’s in the safe. I’ll be right back.”


    “Don’t be too long,” she said. “I might rob you.”


    He laughed nervously and walked into the back office. He wasn’t usually uneasy in dealing with what were obviously stolen goods. After all, they were stolen goods, weren’t they? Why would this pretty woman come into the shop and sell the same type of diamonds, over and over, for more than twenty years? He had seen this woman grow from being a young girl into this spectacularly confident, mature lady. Who did she work for? Where did she get these diamonds? What was her story?


    But one of his jobs as a fence was to not ask questions.


    Moses quickly worked the combination and opened the safe. Removing the $16,000 nearly cleaned him out. He had to hope that Hiram could sell the diamonds quickly.


    He went back into the shop and found her bending over another case, admiring the wedding rings.


    “Thinking of getting married?” he asked.


    “Oh, no,” she said, turning to him. “Been there, done that.” She walked to the counter as he counted the hundred dollar bills. When he was done, she picked up the stack and placed it inside a white envelope that just fit in her handbag.


    Moses quickly placed the two diamonds in a velvet-lined box and the woman retrieved her handkerchief.


    “Might I interest you in some bracelets? We got some nice items yesterday,” he said.


    “No, thank you,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “But I’ll see you soon.”


    With that, she turned and walked to the front of the shop. Moses followed her, unlocked the door, and held it open for her.


    “Goodbye,” she said.


    “Shabbat shalom,” he said, and she was gone.


    Moses Rabinowitz looked at the clock on the wall and saw that it was now closing time. He shrugged, locked the door, and finished emptying the front window displays. When he was done, he would make a phone call to his brother in New York and catch him before he went home for Shabbat.


    They had new ice to sell.


    ***


    The nun at Saint Mary’s Convalescent Home looked up from her computer and noticed the attractive blonde standing before her.


    “Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you come in,” she said. “How are you today?”


    “I’m fine, thank you,” the blonde woman replied. “I want to make a payment so I need to see your billing person.”


    “You can pay me if you’d like.”


    “No, I want to do this in person. It’s a cash transaction. My name is Diane Boston.”


    “Just a moment.” The receptionist picked up the phone and punched an extension. “Julie? I have a Diane Boston at the front desk that wants to make a payment to you personally. Yes. That’s right. Okay.”


    She hung up and said, “Sister Fletcher will see you. Do you know where her office is?”


    “Yes, I’ve done this before,” Diane said. “You’re new here?”


    “Uh huh, I started two weeks ago,” the receptionist said.


    “Can you tell me if Sister Jarrett is in?”


    “I believe she is.”


    “Do you think I might have five minutes with her?”


    “I can find out for you. Why don’t you go on in to see Sister Fletcher and I’ll let you know.”


    “Thank you.” Diane moved past the reception desk and went through the double doors leading to the rest of the facility.


    Saint Mary’s was not a hospital. It was a two-story private nursing home for a small number of seriously handicapped and invalid patients. It also served as a rehabilitation clinic for patients that had suffered spinal cord injuries, burn trauma, and other severe problems. There were no doctors on staff but physicians from surrounding areas volunteered their time at the facility. Patient care was performed entirely by the nuns.


    Although Diane was not a Catholic, there was something soothing and serene about the way the nuns ran the place. She felt guilty that she didn’t get down to central Illinois as often as she should, but at least when she did come to visit it was a pleasant experience. Unlike what it might have been at a hospital.


    She walked into Sister Fletcher’s office—the one with the door marked “Billing”—and said hello.


    “Good afternoon, Mrs. Boston,” Sister Fletcher said. “Nice to see you again.” She was a nun in her fifties, already developing skin spots on her hands.


    Diane sat in front of the desk and said, “I need to make a payment. It’s for the next four months.”


    “I see,” Sister Fletcher said. “Let me just pull the file. I take it that you’re paying in cash again?”


    “Yes.”


    Sister Fletcher shook her head slightly. She didn’t approve of having so much cash lying around. It meant that she would have to run by the bank before it closed and deposit the money.


    Diane removed the envelope from her handbag and slid it across the desk.


    Sister Fletcher picked it up, opened it, and pulled out the thick stack of hundred dollar bills. She shook her head again and began to count. Diane sat quietly, staring at her lap.


    “Sixteen thousand,” Sister Fletcher announced. “Just sign here and I’ll give you a receipt.” She handed over a ledger and the blonde woman signed it with a flourish.


    The phone buzzed. Sister Fletcher picked it up. “Yes? Oh. All right, I’ll tell her.” She hung up and said, “Sister Jarrett is waiting for you in her office.”


    “Thank you. Is that all?”


    “That will do it.”


    Diane stood and walked out of the office. Sister Fletcher shook her head once more and considered that the lady was one of the more mysterious people she had ever dealt with.


    Sister Jarrett, the administrator of the home, welcomed the blonde woman warmly. “How are you doing today, Mrs. Boston?”


    “I’m fine,” she answered. “And you?”


    “Very well, thank you. Come in and sit down.”


    She entered the small space and sat. The nun closed the door and went behind her desk. “What can I do for you?”


    “How is she doing?” Diane asked.


    Sister Jarrett shrugged. “The same. No change whatsoever. Doctor Patterson was here yesterday to have a look at her.”


    Diane hadn’t expected otherwise yet she sighed with disappointment just the same.


    “Have you thought more about what we discussed last time?” the nun asked her.


    “Yes, I’ve thought about it a lot.”


    “And?”


    “I don’t know what to do,” she said. “I just… I just can’t pull the plug on my own sister.”


    “I understand. But let me ask you this. How long has she been here?”


    “Twenty-four years.”


    “That’s right. Twenty-four years. That’s a long time to be in a state of permanent unconsciousness. There have been extremely few cases in which patients recover from a coma of that duration.”


    “But it’s happened.”


    “Rarely. One in a million.”


    “Then there’s a chance.”


    The nun leaned back in her chair. “Yes, of course. Prayer and faith go a long way. We will care for her as long as you tell us to do so. Mind you, it is not the Church’s policy to condone euthanasia. But this is a special case and the Lord makes exceptions for easing interminable torment. As I explained to you when you first brought your sister in here, we at Saint Mary’s like to think of ourselves as progressive. That’s why we’re privately funded and that’s why we’re located here in the middle of nowhere.”


    Even though Diane smiled at the nun’s attempt at humor, she knew that Sister Jarrett was also speaking the truth. Saint Mary’s was located off the beaten path, in a remote site nearly three hours away from Chicago. The woman had chosen the facility because these particular nuns were liberal-minded, and most importantly, discreet.


    Sister Jarrett looked at her papers. “I see that you did enact the Health Surrogate Act three years ago.”


    “Yes. Just to give me the right to make the legal decisions regarding her care.”


    “Since that act was passed in Illinois, it’s made the process so much easier.” The nun looked at Diane and said, “You know, you could make the decision terminate life support and end this ordeal for you—and her. It is an ordeal, isn’t it? Our Savior suffered enough for us. There is no reason for you to go on suffering.”


    “She’s my sister. And I’m not suffering.”


    “Very well. I’m only saying that it’s an option. We will gladly care for your sister as long as her body is alive if that is your wish. I’m sure that Christ admires your strength. There are not many people who would have held on to hope for so long.”


    Diane nodded but then turned away so that the nun would not see the tears well up in her eyes. “Can I see her?” she asked.


    The nun answered, “Of course.”


    Diane allowed Sister Jarrett to escort her out of the office and down the hall to the room where the patient lay.


    Sister Jarrett stopped at the door and said, “I’ll let you visit with her alone.”


    “Thank you,” Diane said.


    The patient was another woman the same age as Diane. She appeared to be asleep, but dozens of wires and tubes were hooked up to her body. A heart monitor by the bed beeped rhythmically. The patient breathed slowly and deeply. Her blonde hair had grown out over the side of her skull where they had operated long ago.


    Diane stepped to the bed and put her hand on the patient’s arm. She squeezed it and said, “I promised I wouldn’t let you die, Sweetie, isn’t that right?”


    The patient gave no sign that she had heard.


    Diane stood by the bed for several more minutes and then, without saying another word, turned around and left the building.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    Chapter 2


    
      
    


    The final bell rang and the students bolted from their desks.


    “Don’t forget to read chapter seventeen and be ready for a quiz!” Diane shouted above the chaos.


    The eleventh graders hustled out of the room and were gone within seconds. One student remained and Diane knew what to expect from him. Carl Dunaway was a timid but good-looking kid whose crush on his teacher was terribly apparent. Diane had noticed him looking at her longingly in class and once found her name scribbled on his notes.


    “Yes, Carl?”


    “Uhm, I just wanted to ask you about making up my grade on that last quiz?” he asked, swallowing hard. 


    “You know the policy, Carl. What are you willing to do to raise your grade?”


    “Well, I’ll be happy to come over and mow your lawn, or help you clean out your garage, or something. You got any weeds to pull?”


    Diane almost laughed. “Carl, I appreciate the offer, but that’s not what I meant. Students are supposed to do some kind of extra work related to American History—an essay on something we’ve discussed, a book report on one of our topics—that sort of thing.”


    “Yeah, I know. I just thought I’d offer.”


    “Well, you think about it and let me know on Monday. Okay?”


    “Okay.” He smiled broadly and headed for the door. His mission was accomplished. He had spoken one-on-one with the love of his life. Diane didn’t want to think about what he would do at home with his private fantasy.


    She gathered her things and prepared to leave. It had been a long week and she was glad it was Friday. However, she was not looking forward to the task at hand for the weekend.


    Diane glanced at the inter-office phone in her room and saw that the message light was blinking. She picked up the receiver, punched in her code, and listened.


    “Mom, it’s me,” said her son David. “Dad wants to know if I can go see the Cubs with him on Sunday. Let me know as soon as you can. Bye.” 


    She frowned and hung up. Damn Greg, she thought. He knew that they had to move out of the house this weekend. What did he expect her to do, haul everything herself?


    She lifted the receiver again and dialed the home where she and her son would no longer be living after the weekend.


    “Hello?”


    “David? I got your message.”


    “Hi mom. What about it? Can I go?”


    “Listen, David, we have a lot to do this weekend. You know we’re moving to the apartment tomorrow. We might still have some things left to move on Sunday. I need your help. I can’t do it all alone.”


    “Aw, please? I’ll work extra hard tomorrow and we’ll get it all done.”


    “Well, you tell your father that you can go but only on the condition that we get everything finished. That means you have to really help me tomorrow, and no goofing off.”


    “Sure, mom. Thanks.”


    Diane hung up the phone and then dialed the number she knew by heart.


    “Greg Boston’s office.” It was Tina, Greg’s secretary. Diane suspected Greg of having had an affair with her but couldn’t prove it.


    “Is Greg there?” she asked.


    “Oh, hi Mrs. Boston,” Tina said, much too mellifluously. “Just a sec…”


    Diane growled to herself as the call was transferred.


    “This is Boston.”


    “Greg, why did you ask David to a ballgame on Sunday? You know we’re moving out of the house this weekend.”


    “Oh, hi Diane. Well, I got this extra ticket and he’s been at me to take him to see the Cubs. Come on, can’t you get everything done before Sunday?”


    “Are you going to come over and help us?”


    “I can’t. I gotta be here tomorrow. It’s a big sale on pickups and—”


    “I don’t care what’s on sale, Greg. Look, I told him he could go but only if we get everything done tomorrow.”


    “Why don’t you get some of your students to help you? I’ll bet there are dozens of adolescent boys who would love to see you in shorts.”


    “Very funny.” Very true, too, she thought.


    “I’m sure you two can do it. There isn’t a lot of stuff that the movers aren’t moving.”


    “How the hell would you know? You’ve been out of the house for over a year. You have no idea how much stuff we have to get rid of and how much we can keep. That apartment is less than half the size of the house, Greg. You know, Scotty was willing to ask the judge for an increase in your support payments so we could keep the house. I told him not to bother.”


    “Diane…”


    “And David can’t do a lot of work, you know that.”


    “Diane, I think you protect him too much.”


    “Yeah? Well, your father didn’t die from a heart attack at the age of thirty-one!”


    “Christ, Diane, there you go again. Will you just take it easy?”


    She caught herself and shut her mouth. Every now and then she had a temper that sprung from nowhere. It was one of the reasons Greg had left her.


    “Look, I’m sorry,” she said. “I gotta go. I’ll have David call you on Sunday morning to let you know for sure if he can go.”


    “All right. Good luck with the move.”


    “Thanks.”


    Diane hung up and muttered, “Bastard.” After fourteen years of marriage, he was the one who had to walk out, claiming that he needed a “new lease on life.” She figured that he had been having an affair with his secretary at the car dealership that he owned. Typical mid-life crisis bullshit. He had also accused her of “keeping secrets” and “not being totally honest with him.” “Distant in bed” was another one. More bullshit.


    She picked up her handbag, left the classroom, and walked down the hallway that was bustling with teenagers. Lincoln High School had a student population of nearly 4,200, making it so huge that it needed its own zip code. Sometimes she felt that she was in the middle of a major university campus rather than a suburban high school. Nevertheless, it was a prestigious place to work. Being head of the Social Studies Department had its advantages. She had one less class than the other social studies teachers so that she could attend to administrative duties, of which there were practically none. This usually amounted to an extra free period a day. Diane also felt privileged in that she was generally well liked by the students. She was proud of the Favorite Teacher award that was presented to her. She was surprised, though, at the jealousy this manifested among her colleagues. People could be so superficial, she thought. It wasn’t as if the award meant that she was to be given a raise in salary or anything. It was just a nice thing to hear from the students. She didn’t let it go to her head.


    One of the school cheerleaders, Nancy Hawkins, approached her. “Mrs. Boston?”


    “Hi Nancy.”


    “Are you going to be teaching the self defense class for girls again next fall?”


    “I sure will. You coming back?”


    “You bet. I can throw Brian over my shoulder, you know. That keeps him in line.”


    “Geez, Nancy, Brian weighs what, two hundred and thirty pounds?”


    “Well, he is a first string tackle.” They both laughed.


    “Just be careful.”


    “Thanks, Mrs. B!” The energetic girl turned and ran off to join her friends.


    Diane felt good about the self-defense class. In many ways, it was more fulfilling for her to teach girls to defend themselves than it was to teach social studies. Anyone could teach social studies. It took a black belt to teach a girl how to survive against an attacker. College campuses were the most common places for women to be sexually assaulted. Diane armed her girls with the right amount of knowledge and physical prowess to do a little damage to a bad guy and get away with their lives.


    She reached the front office and checked her faculty mailbox. Nothing there. She didn’t stop to chitchat with other teachers but instead headed toward the front of the building and the parking lot. Unfortunately, she saw Peter Davis standing at the doors with Heather Cook, one of the more popular seniors. The way he was leaning over her didn’t particularly evoke the traditional teacher-student relationship.


    Davis looked up and saw her. “Well, there’s Mrs. Boston, the most dangerous teacher alive,” he said. Heather giggled.


    “Mister Davis. Heather.” Diane barely paused as she made straight past them.


    “What’s the hurry? Got a hot date tonight?” he asked.


    Diane quietly shuddered. Peter Davis had been one of those jealous colleagues when she had received the Favorite Teacher award. He had been vying for the position of head of the department for some time as well. When she got the job in 1999, his displeasure was not a pretty sight. On top of that, when the word got out that Diane was separated from her husband, he had had the audacity to ask her out on a date. It had not gone well. She had felt obligated to go because Peter Davis was the father of her son’s best friend, Billy. The man was slightly younger than she, single, and not bad looking, so she gave it a shot. The guy was more of a jerk off campus than he was on.


    Mustering up as much friendliness as she could, Diane answered, “David and I are moving out of the house this weekend. Got a lot to do, boys and girls.”


    “Oh? Where are you moving to?” Davis asked.


    She didn’t want him to know, although her address would be readily available in the teachers’ directory soon enough. “Just a measly apartment near Town Center.”


    “You don’t say? Those new places that went up over the winter?”


    “That’s them.”


    “They’re pretty nice. You’ll probably like it there.”


    “They’re nice but we’re used to a lot more space.” She quickly changed the subject. “How are you doing, Heather?”


    “Fine.”


    Heather was one of those gorgeous sexpots that had probably done more than her fair share of experimentation before her time. Her family was rich and she was a spoiled brat. The guys swarmed around her like dogs and she encouraged them. The way Peter Davis was eyeing her indicated that men of all ages were not immune to her charms.


    “Where are you going to college in the fall?” Diane asked.


    “Northwestern,” she said, haughtily.


    Of course. One of the more expensive schools in the State.


    “Good for you. Well, I must run. Stay out of trouble.” She looked at Davis. “Both of you.”


    As she went out the door, Davis called to her. “You really should get out more, Diane. If you don’t, you’ll lose your girlish good looks!”


    Diane wanted to give him the finger but didn’t.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    Chapter 3


    
      
    


    When they had finished with the pizza that was delivered from Papa John’s, Diane and David washed up and began to tackle the unpacking of more boxes. They had spent the day driving back and forth from the house to the new apartment, transporting small items and clothing to save money. The movers were moving only the large pieces of furniture that Diane was keeping—their beds, dressers, the television, and the like. The pepperoni pizza had reinvigorated them, but Diane was feeling the exhaustion. Because David was unable to lift all but the lightest boxes, Diane had ended up doing most of the hard work.


    “Why don’t we just open the kitchen stuff and call it a night?” she suggested, eyeing the chaos that the move-in had created.


    “Sounds fine to me,” David said. “But can we hook up the TV?”


    “I think the movers did it already. Turn it on and see.”


    David stepped over several boxes and found the remote. He switched it on and sure enough, the TV shot on.


    “We don’t have MTV,” he said, scanning the available channels.


    “That’s ’cause we don’t have cable yet. I’ll get it hooked up this week, I promise.”


    David flicked off the set. “So do I get to go to the game tomorrow?”


    Diane sighed. “Oh, David, let’s see where we’re at in the morning. What time would you have to leave?”


    “It’s an afternoon game, so I guess by lunchtime.”


    “Well, let’s do a little bit tonight and get up early and unpack some more. If we’ve made a good dent in it by ten o’clock, I’ll let you go.”


    “Sweet!”


    David grabbed a box and ripped the packing tape off, revealing sets of dishes.


    “Be careful with those,” Diane said. She got up, went into the kitchen, opened a cabinet, and made sure the shelf was clean. “Put them in here, all right?”


    As he carried a stack into the kitchen, Diane surveyed the place and had to admit that it was a lovely two-bedroom apartment. The complex was brand new and smelled like it. It was nice to move into a sparkling clean home, even though it was drastically smaller than their house. Besides the two bedrooms, there were two bathrooms, a living room with a fireplace, an eat-in kitchen, and a one-car garage. There was a deck in the back with a bar-b-q grill, and a nice expanse of yard that they shared with other tenants. Diane figured that she would save close to a thousand dollars a month in mortgage payments. She had gotten a very good price.


    David carried the dishes from the box to the kitchen and asked, “Mom, what were my grandparents like?”


    Diane sat on the floor to open another box. “David, I’ve told you all about them. What do you want to know?”


    “I don’t know,” he said. “I just wish I had known them. Grandpa and grandma Boston are okay, but I just wonder what grandpa and grandma Wilson were like.


    Wilson. The name sounded so foreign to Diane. She hadn’t used it in such a long time.


    “Well, you know your grandfather died young. I was just a baby, so to tell you the truth, I didn’t know him either. He was thirty-one.”


    “He had Marfan syndrome, too?”


    “That’s what we think. He had a bad heart. He was tall and skinny like you, and he had thick glasses. Back then they didn’t really understand the, uhm, condition like they do today. I imagine he probably exerted himself too much one day and just dropped dead.”


    David finished with the dishes. “Which box should I do now, Mom?”


    She looked around and pointed to the one that contained glasses. “Do that one. The glasses go in the cabinet next to the dishes.”


    As he started to work, he asked, “What about grandma Wilson?”


    “Well, she was very strict. I guess she had a hard time after my father died. She passed away when I was five. It wasn’t much of a family, David.”


    “What did you do when she died? Where did you go?”


    “I lived with an uncle and aunt in Texas until I… went to college.”


    David noticed that his mother had become distracted again. She tended to do that whenever she talked about the past. It was almost as if she couldn’t remember certain details.


    “Now where was I?” she asked herself, looking at two open boxes.


    “I think you were working on the linens,” David answered.


    “Right.” She continued to unload towels and walk them into the hallway where the linen closet was located.


    “I thought you went to Harper College before you married Dad,” David said.


    “I did,” Diane replied. “That was later. I went back and got an education degree and my teacher’s certificate. The first time I went to college was as a history major.”


    “Where did you go?”


    “What’s with all these questions, David? I’d rather not talk about all this.”


    “Sorry.”


    They worked in silence a while longer until David sat on the sofa, spent.


    “Had enough?” Diane asked.


    “I think so,” he said. “I might take a shower.”


    “Sounds like a good idea,” Diane said. “We can do the rest tomorrow morning, I think.”


    After a pause, he asked, “You think you and Dad will ever get back together?”


    Diane sat next to him and put her arm around him. “I don’t know, honey. I really don’t think so.”


    David nodded resignedly and slipped out from under her arm. He went to another pile of boxes and asked, “Is my PS2 in one of these?”


    “Hmmm, maybe.”


    He picked up a box and tore off the tape, revealing a collection of old, faded newspaper clippings. The one on top was the Los Angeles Times and the headline blared, “GANGLAND MURDERS AT PORNO WAREHOUSE.” He lifted the top clipping and saw another headline, “MISSING ADULT FILM ACTRESSES BELIEVED DEAD.”


    “Hey, what are these?” David asked.


    Diane wrinkled her brow and stood. She stepped over to him, looked in the box, and gasped. Reacting suddenly, she pulled the box away and closed the flaps.


    “That’s nothing,” she said.


    “What do you mean?” David was no fool. He could see that his mother had recoiled in horror at his discovery. “What are they?”


    “Just some newspapers I forgot I even had. They’re personal. In fact I probably should have gotten rid of them a long time ago. Forget about them, I’m throwing them away. They’re garbage.”


    David looked at her curiously.


    “Really,” she said, unconvincingly.


    He finally shrugged and said, “I’m going to take that shower.” He walked out of the room and headed toward his bedroom.


    Diane looked at her hand and saw that she was shaking. She really had forgotten that she was in possession of the clippings. They must have been in the crawl space of the house and had been picked up with some of the other boxes down there.


    She went straight to the kitchen and found one of the three bottles of wine she had brought from the old house. She then rummaged through one of the boxes marked “Kitchen” and eventually found the corkscrew. After opening the bottle, an inexpensive cabernet, she took one of the wineglasses that David had put away, rinsed it out, and poured a nightcap.


    The wine tasted good and would go a long way toward easing her anxiety. She felt her heart pumping hard and fast, so she moved to the sofa and sat. She closed her eyes and tried to will away the unpleasant memories that were evoked when David had unearthed the newspapers.


    “Sweetie? What’s wrong? You sound—”


    “Please…”


    “Where are you?”


    “…warehouse…”


    “My God, what’s happened? Sweetie?”


    Diane jumped when the phone rang. She picked up the receiver and answered. “Hello?”


    “I see your new number works.” It was Greg.


    “Hi.”


    “How’d it go today?”


    “All right. We still have a lot to do.”


    “Is David there?”


    “He’s taking a shower and then he’s going to bed. We’re both exhausted.”


    “I can imagine.”


    “Look, if you’re calling about the game, I guess he can go. But really, Greg, you should have known better than to arrange this on a weekend when we’re moving.”


    “I know, I’m sorry, it just came up. I had no control over it.”


    “Well, just keep it in mind for future reference.”


    “Fine. I was calling to see how you were doing, not to get a lecture.”


    “I’m really tired, Greg, and I have a headache. I don’t feel much like nursing your ego.”


    “Well, fuck you, too, Diane.”


    “Hey!”


    “No, hey, to you,” he said. She could now hear the alcohol in his voice. She eyed the wineglass in her hand and figured, it takes one to know one.


    He tried again. “Look, I called to see if your number worked and to see how it went. Why do you have to be such a bitch?”


    “I’m not, Greg. If you had paid a little more attention to David’s and my needs, we’d all still be living in the same house.”


    “Are we getting into that again, Diane? Come on, it’s been over a year. Can’t we be friends now?”


    “Why should we?”


    “Well, we have a son together, for one thing.”


    “I know, and I promise I can be civil when you’re around us. I don’t bad-mouth you to him. You’re still his father and I respect that.”


    “You sure don’t sound like it.”


    “Greg, you left us! You had your fucking mid-life crisis and walked out of the house. You started screwing your secretary and then—”


    “I did not screw my secretary!”


    “Well, whoever it was, I know it was someone at Boston Ford!”


    He was quiet for a moment. This confirmed her suspicion.


    “You know, Diane,” he finally said. “You’re a real piece of work.”


    “What’s that supposed to mean?”


    “You never gave one-hundred per cent to me.”


    “Sure I did.”


    “No. You didn’t. You held back. I was talking to Steve the other day. You know he and Ann are getting a divorce?”


    “I heard that. I’m sorry.” He was referring to a couple that they used to hang around with. Since the divorce, Diane hadn’t seen either of them. Greg had remained friends with Steve.


    “Anyway, Steve agrees with me. He always felt that you were kind of distant and guarded.”


    “I don’t give a damn what Steve thinks. He doesn’t know me.”


    “That’s precisely the point, Diane! He didn’t know you, and yet he knew you for six years! The same is true for me, Diane. I don’t think I ever knew you.”


    “I’m hanging up now, Greg. I’m really tired.”


    Greg paused for a second and then replied, “Fine. I’ll pick David up around noon.”


    “See you then.”


    “Get some rest. Good night.”


    “Bye.”


    She hung up and finished the glass of wine. It was doing the trick, but the phone call had unnerved her some more.


    Diane glanced at the box of clippings on the floor. It was too late to do anything with them now. She told herself that she would destroy them the next day while David was at the ballgame.
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