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			“Faith is the strength by which a shattered world shall emerge into the light.”

			William James
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			Dr. Theo Kosta was in the habit of working late. He was often in the lab at the Biomedical Research Centre at the University of Chicago until well after midnight. It was quiet then, and he could work undisturbed, as his lab assistants had gone home hours before. During the day his focus was on university sanctioned research in genetic therapies for reproductive and congenital disorders, however his work at night was unauthorized.

			Theo was a brilliant scientist and his research in genetics had led to numerous innovations in biomedical Science. His passions though were human genetics and cloning. He worked countless hours in this regard and had completed dozens of trials attempting to create a human clone. Human genetics research is heavily scrutinized by governments, medical practitioners and their respective governing bodies, so he worked in secret.

			Theo had been born in Kypseli Greece to a family who maintained strict Orthodox traditions. He thought of himself as a man of science, but his Greek Orthodox birthright and religious upbringing caused him intense ethical conflicts. Against his family’s wishes, Theo had enrolled at the National University of Athens to study biological science. He obtained his undergraduate and master’s degrees and as soon as he could, left his family and traditions behind and emigrated to the United States of America. There he completed his Doctorate in Biomedical Science at the University of Chicago. He climbed quickly through the academic ranks and in the late eighties he was appointed director of Biomedical Research.

			Theo travelled regularly between the United States and Europe to fulfill his scientific and academic duties. His secret focus though, continued to be human cloning. In the nineteen eighties, international laws prohibited the procurement of human stem cells, embryos, sperm, or eggs. Those laws made Theo’s clandestine work very difficult. Despite this, Dr. Kosta continued his work, and he came into possession of genetic material from a distinctly unique source. Theo used research monies assigned for medically relevant studies to manipulate the unusual genetic material, creating something so incredible that the thought of it kept him awake at night. The moral implications of what he had done weighed heavily on his mind. He had not slept properly in weeks.

			It was getting late. Theo took the watch that had belonged to his grandfather from his pocket, flipped it open and checked the time. He picked up the telephone and dialed an out of the country number.

			“Hello, Theo?” the voice on the other end of the line asked.

			“Carl, are you done?” he said into the phone.

			“All done,” he was informed.

			Theo hung up the phone without saying another word. He was exhausted but he carefully disassembled and cleaned the equipment that he had set up for his covert research He locked it in a cabinet to which only he had keys. He made a final inspection of the lab, ensured that everything was in order, turned off the lights and left, locking the double doors behind him. He walked quickly through the university hallways, said good night to the security guard who let him out of the locked building and went to his car which sat in a space marked Director, Biomedical Sciences. Theo slid into the driver’s seat of his midnight black Maserati Kyalami, a car that his family would have strongly disapproved of but was his pride and joy. He had purchased it because it fit his six-foot two frame and his desire for a high-powered luxury sports car. Theo slid into the Maserati’s driver seat, started the powerful engine and set out on the hour-long drive home. The Maserati’s custom seat was comfortable and warm and Theo felt sleepy. He knew that he needed a coffee to clear his head and keep him awake for the drive home. Seeing a coffee shop still open on the opposite side of the highway he made a turn across traffic to go there. The driver of the oncoming transport truck did not see the dark car, and Theo did not see the lights of the oncoming truck until it was too late. In panic, he tried to turn back into his lane. The Maserati and the truck met head on in a violent collision. Theo died instantly.
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			James sat across the table from a well-dressed middle-aged couple at a Vancouver restaurant on the Lower Eastside. James was a young man, but he was mature beyond his years. Following his final year of high school, he delayed going to university to work at a construction job so that he could volunteer evenings and weekends at a mission serving the disadvantaged and homeless.

			James had come to the restaurant at the request of the woman, who along with her companion, now sat nervously facing him. Just days before, she had introduced herself by telephone as Helen. She had told him that she and her partner had flown coast to coast to meet him. During that telephone conversation she would not tell James the reason they had come, only that it was extraordinarily important that they meet. James had thought to decline, but being curious, he cautiously agreed to meet with them in a public location. He suggested Gabriel’s restaurant as it was not far from the mission where he volunteered. James arrived at the restaurant early and was already seated when the couple arrived. The hostess showed them to the table.

			“Helen?” James asked, standing as the couple approached.

			“Yes,” Helen replied quickly. She appeared anxious, overwhelmed as one might be when meeting royalty for the first time, not knowing how to act. There was a soft tremor in her voice. “Yes, I am. Yes,” she repeated. “I’m…” she paused, seemingly unable to find words. “Helen,” her voice trailed off as she said her name. “And this is um…” she looked hesitatingly at her partner. “Spiro,” she said finally.

			James shook hands with Spiro and extended his hand to Helen. Helen reached toward James’s hand then withdrew quickly, as though fearful of touching him. She drew a sharp breath and looked at Spiro, her expression communicating something to him that James could not decipher. James thought that this was very strange and there were a few minutes of awkward silence as they all took their seats. Once seated, Spiro spoke first. Helen looked on in almost reverential silence.

			“James, thank you for meeting us,” Spiro said to the young man who had settled again in his chair. “I have been thinking about what to tell you first.” He pursed his lips, silent for a moment, then continued. “I’ll start by telling you about my brother, Theo.”

			“Ok,” James told him.

			“Theo was a medical doctor in Chicago, who spent most of his career in genetics research.” Spiro glanced at Helen before continuing, then looked again at James. “My brother was very interested in genetic therapies and treatments for disease, but he was interested in other applications of genetic manipulation.”

			“I see,” James said, his facial expression reflecting that he really didn’t.

			“Theo died in a motor vehicle accident several years ago,” Spiro told James.

			“I’m very sorry to hear that you lost your brother, Mister…” James realized he didn’t know Spiro’s last name.

			“Kosta. Spiro Kosta. My brother was Dr. Theo Kosta.” Spiro turned again to his attractive companion who had at least partially recovered her composure. “Helen, I think we should show James the notes.”

			When she and Spiro had taken their seats, Helen had protectively placed a briefcase on the floor beneath the table between her butter yellow high heels. Helen broke her gaze from the study of James’s face. She used one stockinged leg to slide the briefcase from under the table. She leaned slightly to retrieve it, removed a bundle of worn documents and passed them to Spiro. Her silent attention once again returned to James.

			“These are some of my brother’s lab notes,” Spiro explained. “I inherited them from Theo’s estate when he died.” Spiro laid the small stack of paper on the white linen tablecloth in front of James. “You can look through them but unless you know a lot more about genetics than I do, or at least more than I did when I first saw them, they won’t mean much to you.” James picked up the documents and thumbed slowly through the pages. “But there are some pages in there that I am going to ask you to look at more carefully,” Spiro added.

			“You’re right,” James said. “I don’t understand what I’m looking at.” He shrugged his shoulders slightly and laid the papers on the table. He looked questioningly at Spiro. “What in particular are you asking me to look at?” James tapped the stack of paper with his finger. “Because I don’t understand how these papers… or your brother’s research in genetics has anything to do with me.”

			“You will. I promise. You see, I have done some research of my own,” Spiro told James. “My brother made these notes while conducting human trials.”

			“Drug trials?” James interrupted.

			“In part,” Spiro said. “But more important than that, it appears that Theo was working on something in secret. These notes refer to his belief that he had been successful… if not in cloning a human being, at least in cloning a human embryo.”

			“Really… human cloning?” James said, skepticism obvious in his tone and expression. “Your brother cloned humans?”

			“Yes,” Spiro said, tightening his lips and nodding his head in a manner that suggested he was not entirely convinced of that himself. “Well, maybe he did,” he said carefully. “As far as these notes are concerned at least, that appears to be… possible.” Spiro motioned to the stack of paper. “These record that he had been successful in creating a viable human embryo,” he paused, “but even more interesting to me and to Helen,” he said, gesturing slightly toward her, “and soon I think to you as well,” he looked directly into James’ eyes, “they refer to his efforts to find a suitable surrogate mother for the embryo.” James leaned forward in his chair, momentarily returning Spiro’s gaze.

			“OK. Let’s say these things are true,” James said to Spiro, glancing at Helen who was still noticeably quiet, her jade green eyes still absorbed in the study of his face. “If your brother was as brilliant and...” James paused to choose the right words, “…obsessed as you believe, that doesn’t explain why you are showing these things to me.”

			“No, it doesn’t, but we have two more things to show you James. After you have looked at the first of them, I want you to consider something that will seem impossible. I didn’t believe it was possible at first either. Helen can tell you how skeptical I was.” Spiro removed a single sheet of paper from the stack. There was a yellow sticky note attached to it. He handed the paper to James. “The list you have in your hands was with the lab notes when I received them. That sticky note was attached as it is now.”

			James looked closely at the paper that Spiro had passed to him. He saw that it was a handwritten list. His eyes narrowed as he noted the words Vancouver BC at the top of the paper. Then James read the name on the sticky note. “Carl Roberts, who is he?” James asked.

			“We think Carl Roberts is dead. Murdered, in fact,” Spiro told James. “If he was who we think he was, he was a convicted felon, involved in assaults on women here in Vancouver.”

			“Carl Roberts,” James said again slowly. “How was your brother…” James glanced again at the lab notes. “… in Chicago… involved with Carl Roberts in Vancouver?”

			“Carl Roberts and my brother went to the same medical school,” Spiro explained. “They would have known each other, but how, or if, that connection was maintained we don’t know.”

			“But again, why are you telling me this?” James asked. “I still have no idea why you have contacted me and asked me to meet you here.”

			“Consider our theory James.” Spiro placed his hand on the stack of paper that lay before James. “As impossible as it seems, or even as crazy as it seems, consider for a moment what this might mean.”

			“Which is?” James asked, trying to grasp the direction of Spiro’s thoughts.

			Spiro noted the look on James’s face. “Let’s assume, for the sake of argument, that my brilliant and as you put it, obsessed brother had cloned a human embryo as his notes suggest. As a scientist that might have been enough for him, but what if it wasn’t? What if he, or someone else, wanted to carry his work all the way through to its logical conclusion?”

			“You mean, what if your brother wanted to create a living breathing human clone?” James said quietly.

			“These papers refer to efforts to find a surrogate to carry the embryo to term. Carl Roberts had been a medical doctor… an OB/GYN in fact,” Spiro told James. “Who would be better to find a surrogate and make it all happen? James, what if you are the result of this?”

			“Me? You think I’m a clone?” James’s first reaction was to find the idea hilarious. He looked at Spiro and Helen and laughed. “That is the most ridiculous, the most far-fetched thing I have ever heard. Is this a joke? Are you recording this?”

			“I’m not normally a betting man but I would wager that the most far-fetched thing that you have ever heard is yet to be said,” Spiro told James. “I have one more thing to tell you.”

			“You are going to tell me that I am a clone of your dead brother,” James said suddenly. “That is why you have come all the way here to find me.”

			Spiro sat back in his chair considering what James had just said. Of course, he thought. Given what he had just told him, he could see how James could have come to that conclusion. But James did not yet have in his hands the last piece of the puzzle. “No, I don’t think that Theo wanted to clone himself. I believe that he wanted to recreate someone much more...” Spiro searched for the right words. “… much more influential.”
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			In 1935, when Gabriel Jackson opened Gabe’s Pharmacy on Vancouver’s Lower Eastside, Hastings Street in the vicinity of its intersection with Main Street, was a bustling commercial district. Magnificent architecture, decorative stonework and massive brightly lit plate glass storefront windows showcased all manner of goods along East Hastings. The street offered a warm and welcoming atmosphere for Vancouver’s finer citizens who came in large numbers and brought their money to spend. The Christmas Season was exceptionally extravagant on Hastings Street. The shops dripped in coloured lights. From mid-November to Boxing Day, every store was caught up in the commercial celebration of Christmas. The street transformed into a spectacular tinsel fantasy of lavishly decorated windows with every imaginable gift and luxury on display.

			Gabriel had procured a prime spot for his pharmacy, a corner location encompassing the lower floors of a stunning four-story Edwardian Baroque building not far from the downtown core. Like most of the businesses along the street, Gabe’s Pharmacy enjoyed success. When Gabriel passed away in 1978, he left the Pharmacy and the building which housed it, to his son who was determined to follow in his father’s footsteps.

			The younger Jackson would not see the same success in the East Hastings location as his father had. He would instead be witness to the decline of the Lower Eastside. Over a very few years, beginning just after his inheritance of the property and business, factors outside of his control influenced fundamental changes to the social fabric of the area. Commercial success was overwhelmed by homelessness, drug abuse, mental illness, and street prostitution.

			Fortunately for Jackson, he had not only inherited his father’s pharmacy, but he also inherited his business acumen. He was even more ambitious than his father and had serious plans for the family business. He took note of the early signs of decline on the Lower Eastside and he closed-up shop. With remarkable foresight, he relocated the pharmacy to an area of the city where he recognized emerging prosperity. He rebranded the pharmacy, dropping the name Gabe’s in favour of Jackson’s. The rebranding and the move to the new location were brilliant decisions. The connection to the original Gabe’s was forgotten and the new pharmacy was astoundingly successful. Jackson added new product lines and reinvented Jackson Drugs as a department store selling housewares, electronics and even groceries. Jackson Drugs franchises supported by centralized warehousing, trucking and distribution, opened across the Pacific Northwest. The old Gabe’s storefront on its historic corner on East Hastings was boarded up, and it lay vacant for almost three decades.

			Following the closure of Gabe’s Pharmacy, dozens of local businesses followed Jackson’s lead and moved out. The remaining businesses, caught in the momentum of decline, simply closed down. The few that remained fortified their operations and installed security bars on their windows and doors. The vacant buildings, like Gabe’s Pharmacy, fell into decay. The area took on a dismal appearance of neglect and despair. The glistening polished glass and ornate stonework disappeared under a layered camouflage of tattered handbills plastered and stapled over the boarded-up storefronts. The deserted buildings were repeatedly spray-painted in overlapping graffiti.

			Despite this decline, it cannot be said that the area did not retain a certain vibrance. While the social structure of the area certainly changed, the strength of community amongst the people living on the Lower Eastside was never greater. Those who came to live amid poverty, found a socially active community determined to support itself against the odds.

			The reasons for the decline of the lower east side have been endlessly debated. Much of the blame has been placed on various governments’ short-sighted lack of support for people suffering from mental illness and drug addiction. Following the closure of a large residential mental hospital on the outskirts of the city, many people in that particular predicament found their way to the East Hastings area.

			Successive municipal governments pondered solutions to the decline. Some of those solutions were undertaken, but with limited success. Amongst them, were initiatives that were immediately unpopular with the disadvantaged residents of the area. The most unpopular of these were attempts by the city and by developers to bring financial prosperity to the area through imposed social and infrastructure modification processes. These gentrification strategies, supported by zoning changes, tax breaks and financial considerations favourable to developers were held in low regard by those closely connected to the area. Gentrification became a dirty word, representing the further marginalization of the disadvantaged residents of the area who would be forced out. These government interventions paid little attention to the plight of those individuals, seeing them only as a problem to be eliminated. It was in this atmosphere of social conflict that Gabe’s Pharmacy saw new life.

			Just a few years after the millennium, Robbie Jackson, the grandson of Gabriel Jackson, in a moment of inspired insanity, reopened Gabe’s on Hastings Street, not as a pharmacy but as a restaurant. Robbie remained the major shareholder and CEO of Jackson Drugs. He believed that he owed his considerable wealth to the community that had been so good to his grandfather and had established the family fortune.

			Robbie’s envisioned the old pharmacy as an elegant restaurant, the dining tables dressed in white linen, set with crystal and silver. Diners would have a view of an open kitchen and could observe the chefs as they created gourmet meals. With that in mind, he renovated the old building, stripped out the interior, and contracted Howard and Sons, Vancouver’s foremost design firm, to create what he had in mind. He restored the distinctive masonry and uncovered and polished the broad windows for the first time in a third of a century.

			Robbie named the new restaurant Gabriel’s, homage to his grandfather’s business, but a name that he felt was a little more upscale than Gabe’s. As luck would have it, the renovation crew found the original neon Gabe’s Pharmacy sign in a back room, hidden under disassembled shelving and protected by a thick layer of dust. Robbie had the sign restored to its original condition. Two generations after it had been pulled down, the Gabe’s Pharmacy sign found a prominent new home inside the restaurant. When the renovations were complete, and the old store had been transformed into a restaurant that would be at home in any upscale Vancouver neighbourhood, the old sign buzzed back to life. Once again, there was a Jackson in business on Hastings Street.

			Gabriel’s Restaurant would be the scene of a short-lived protest by people opposed to gentrification. They expressed outrage that the people who lived in the area could not afford to eat there. Robbie Jackson, however, had personal and family ties to the area and a determination to be seen as a friend of the estranged community. He provided employment and meals to disadvantaged local residents. The Jackson Drugs Corporation donated generously to community organizations. While the restaurant remained an anomaly on Hastings Street, the negative attention that it had first attracted eventually subsided. The restaurant became a hallmark for rejuvenation, not gentrification.
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			One Year Earlier

			When the bell rang for the end of class, James didn’t linger to talk to any of his friends. He picked up his backpack and went straight away to the hallway. He wound his way through the students milling around the lockers and went up the main stairs toward the student study lounge. As he walked, he reached into his pocket for his cell phone. There were half a dozen or so text messages. One was from his mother. She was having dinner with her boyfriend Will and would be home at about nine. There was a message from coach Glen, reminding him that football practice on Saturday was full gear. There were a few other messages from friends planning the weekend and there was a message from Maggie. Guess what I’m wearing under my dress? she texted. James texted her back, smiling as he did, nothing? he replied. Then he sent a text to his coach. I have a family commitment, and I won’t be able to make Saturday practice. He sent a quick kk to his mom, acknowledging that he understood that she would be home late. His phone beeped with another text from Maggie. I have a surprise for you! See you in the lounge!

			When James arrived in the student lounge he looked around for Maggie, but he didn’t see her. He waved acknowledgement to two of his football teammates Homer and Brett. He continued to look around for Maggie. Still not seeing her, he found a place to sit alone on one of several benches facing the floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the sports fields. At that moment, the fields were nearly deserted except for a few students tossing a Frisbee. From this vantage point they were mere moving specks, dwarfed by the massive swatch of artificial turf on which several soccer matches could be played at any one time.

			James put his backpack down next to him and dug into it for a textbook and binder. He started to look over his notes from English class, Shakespeare, Richard III.

			“Hey Jay.” James looked up from the binder. Maggie, alone called him Jay. She was wearing a simple but very sexy and very short red dress. The cut of it accentuated her cleavage and legs and the scarlet colour set off her jet-black hair. She slid onto the bench next to him and put her hand on his knee.

			“Did you get my text?”

			“I did,” he said, looking at her legs but noticing that she had a large white envelope in her hand. He looked again at her legs. “You aren’t wearing panties?” he asked.

			She smiled. “In fact, I am.” She pulled her skirt up on her thigh to show him a little bit of black lace. “But that is not my surprise.”

			“That would have been a nice surprise!” he said. She held up the envelope. “What is that?” he asked.

			“I have a letter from Dalhousie Admissions,” Maggie said as she opened the envelope and pulled out the contents, amongst them a glossy covered university calendar and correspondence on university letterhead.

			“You applied at Dalhousie?”

			“I did… and pending my final marks I’m in! I got the email last week, but I waited for this.” She handed James the letter. “I’ll be going in the fall!” She was giggling, she was so excited. “With you!”

			“Holy Smokes! Congratulations, that’s wonderful!” James looked quickly at the letter and then reached for Maggie’s hand. He leaned to kiss her, but she was too animated to notice.

			“And,” she said, “I’m taking the summer to travel. Road trip! I want to get out of Vancouver, drive down the West coast to California. Do you want to come with me?”

			“I’m ummm… hang on. I am still back at you will be going to Dalhousie in the fall!” he said, putting the letter back into Maggie’s hand.

			“We can take the summer to travel,” she explained excitedly. “We can head off to University together when we get back!”

			“I have a summer job. I won’t have time to travel,” James said.

			“Couldn’t you take this summer off? It could be your last free summer for a long time.” Maggie put the letter and envelope down beside her, then bent down, took off her shoes and put her bare feet up on the bench. “Think of the fun we could have on the road. We can share the driving.” She put her tongue in her cheek, pushing it out. “Think what I can do while you are driving!” She grinned at him, nudging his leg with her foot.

			James gathered his thoughts. “Jesus, Maggie. That would be amazing. But I have already promised Will that I’ll work at Tekton again this summer.” Maggie looked disappointed. “A road trip sounds like a lot of fun though,” he said looking at her, seeing the disappointment on her face. “I guess I could see if I can change plans.”

			“Tekton’s loss would be my gain! Yours too,” she said, smiling mischievously at him. “What are you doing after school?” she added.

			I’m going home. I have to talk to my mom about something, but she won’t be home until after nine.”

			“Sooo…You want company?” she asked. “I can come over after six.”

			“Yeah. I would like you to come over,” he told her. “But I have an early date.”

			“You do?”

			“Yes. With Richard III,” he nodded toward his binder. “Can we say six thirty or seven?”

			“I’ll see you at six thirty,” Maggie said, standing up smoothing her dress and turning to leave.

			James watched her walk away, appreciative of the red dress but thinking of the black lace.
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			Spiro Kosta lived in a one-bedroom walk-up apartment on the top floor of one of the old brick three story buildings on Inglis Street in Halifax. He lived alone. Spiro had never been married nor had any children. If he had any family left, they would have been in Greece. His parents had died years ago and his single sibling, a brother, had died in a vehicle crash three summers ago in Illinois, where he had lived most of his life.

			Spiro was a general accountant for a logistics company. He had worked in the same position for the same company for twenty-five years. He was an efficient man, and he was as careful with his own money as he was with his employer’s. Apart from the calculated amount he spent on his wardrobe and his occasional purchases of antique furniture he was definitely not a spendthrift. He didn’t have a car, for instance, as he had no need for one. The logistics company offices were within walking distance of his apartment. He took public transit almost everywhere else that he needed to go.

			Despite its age, Spiro’s apartment was very nice. As apartments go, it was quite large. Over the years he had furnished it with antiques; furniture, rugs, and various collectables a piece at a time, all of which he considered as investments. His first serious purchase had been a mahogany colonial secretary desk that he had picked up for a fraction of its actual value. The desk had many tiny drawers and pigeonholes. Spiro loved to work at that desk. It was his favourite place to be. After the purchase of the desk, Spiro maintained the colonial theme and the apartment had a comfortable turn of the century appearance.

			It was not often that Spiro had a woman in his apartment, and when he did, he incorrectly believed that they were more interested in decorating themes, colour and fabric choices, than they were in him. He did not see himself the way others saw him, as an attractive thirty-something man with classic Greek features. Spiro had never taken notice of the way women looked at him, and he only craved female company to explore antique shops and flea markets on weekend mornings. That company was usually provided by Helen, a woman who kept the books for an African art importer in the office tower where Spiro worked. Helen’s head for figures, which matched his own, and her austere temperament, suited Spiro very well. That she maintained a certain protectiveness about her past and her work did not concern him at all.

			At his brother’s death, Spiro had inherited about fifty thousand dollars and a box of family keepsakes. The box had been sent to Spiro by parcel post. The bulk of his brother’s estate had been left to an American research foundation as a posthumous donation.

			The box that contained the keepsakes was dark polished mahogany and it appealed to Spiro’s tastes. He kept it on a bookshelf in his living room. When Spiro had at first received the box, it was clear to him that it contained the contents of his late brother’s desk. Someone had presumably emptied the drawers of the Doctor’s desk into the box.

			The box had contained the normal contents of desk drawers. Inside were elastic bands, pens and pencils, sticky notes with writing on them, paper clips and dust. A few other items had probably been added from elsewhere in his brother’s house. There was a large stack of family photographs, a gold pocket watch that had belonged to Spiro’s Grandfather and several bundles of letters.

			Spiro was fascinated with the photographs. Many of them had writing on the back, recording which aunt, uncle, cousin, or family friend was in the picture. From time-to-time Spiro would take the photographs out of the box to read the names he could remember hearing as a boy and match them up with the faces.

			The pocket watch had not been in running order when he first took it out of the box, but Spiro had taken it to a watchmaker for repair. The pocket watch also appealed to his tastes, and he had carried the watch with him ever since. He paid little attention to the letters, leaving them in the box, nearly untouched. He had opened one of the bundles soon after he had received the box and had found little to interest him.

			Some years passed and as he often did on a Saturday evening, Spiro took the box from the shelf and sat at his desk. As Spiro looked through the photographs he decided to look again at the letters. One of the bundles contained correspondence exchanged with the research foundation that had benefited from his brother’s will. There were, in that bundle, a few letters that did not bear the name of the foundation. One, in fact, was not actually a letter, it was an envelope containing several handwritten pages. On closer inspection, one of the handwritten pages turned out to be a list of people’s names. At the top of the page was written Vancouver, BC. All but one of the names on the list had been heavily crossed out in pen. That one name had been underlined twice and there was a date scribbled in pencil next to it, but the date was difficult to read. There was a sticky note attached to the page upon which another name was written. Most of the remaining pages were lab notes referencing, it seemed, biomedical research.

			Spiro was intrigued. He followed the political discussions regarding stem cell research, and he was a supporter. He wondered if it had been stem cell research that his brother had been involved in.

			The lab notes were written in medical jargon, and Spiro could not decipher exactly what procedures were chronicled. He wondered if the term ‘somatic cell nuclear transfer” related to stem cells. In any case, the work claimed some success in solving certain nuclear-mitochondrial incompatibilities. The meaning and importance of this, Spiro could only guess at.

			There was one more piece of paper in the bundle. There was nothing written on it except the word STURP. The paper was worn and wrinkled and there was a piece of transparent tape adhering to it. There were glue marks on the paper suggesting that there had once been several more pieces of tape attached. There were some particles under the remaining piece of tape and Spiro determined that the tape must have gotten onto the paper by accident. He began to pick at the edges of the tape to remove it but decided to leave it in place. He smoothed the tape down again with his thumb.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER FIVE
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			James poked around the big country style kitchen looking for something to eat. There was some spaghetti sauce in a container in the walk-in fridge. James warmed it up in the microwave and boiled some spaghetti noodles on the gas stovetop. After he had eaten, he rinsed the dishes and put them in the dishwasher.

			He went upstairs to his room where Richard III was waiting for him. He sat at his desk and went over his notes for Act I with a highlighter. When he finished that, he lay down on his bed with the book and started to read Act II. He was still reading when he heard a door open, then footsteps coming up the stairs and down the long hallway. Maggie didn’t have a key but expecting her, James had left the garden door unlocked. She appeared in the bedroom doorway, dressed exactly as she had been at school.

			“Still working Jay?” she asked.

			“Reading. I’m about done.”

			“Yes, you are,” she said, smiling broadly at him, her sapphire blue eyes glistening. She held her hands behind her back. “I still have my panties, though. See?” She made a little turn like a runway model. James saw in her hand the same tiny black lace panties he had glimpsed under her dress at school. “But I’m not wearing them,” She laughed and tossed them at James. She hopped up onto the bed and sat astride him, her dress riding up to her hips. She sat there for a moment, smiling at James, looking into his face. Then she reached under the hem of her dress and pulled it up over her head. Her breasts bounced free. She was naked except for her heels. James drew in his breath as he looked up at her. “Is there anyone else here?” she whispered the question softly to James as she slid up onto his chest.

			James felt an immediate reaction in his jeans as she came up on her knees. He could feel the heat of her nakedness on his face. “No, not for a couple of hours,” he managed to say.

			“I think we can make good use of a couple of hours, don’t you?” She settled back still astride him and then bent close to kiss him. James’s hands slid up her sides and found her breasts, feeling their weight… forefinger and thumb rolling her nipples between them. Maggie sat up and felt around for James’s belt and unbuckled it, tugging his jeans down. James’s hands left her breasts to help get his pants off. Maggie slid slowly down, kissing James’s chest, down his belly until she lay with her head between his legs. She breathed hot on him and touched him with her lips. Her tongue traced along his thigh as he opened his legs. She kissed him softly, licking, nibbling leaving a trail of wetness on his skin. He groaned as she bent to her work, her lips sliding along his length. There was a soft ‘pop as she brought up her head to look at him. “That’s just a start…” she said.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER SIX
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			Spiro sat at his desk. He had returned the box and its contents to its place on the bookshelf. His mind returned to the handwritten list that he had found amongst his brother’s possessions. One name on that list had been underlined twice and heavily crossed out. The name was indecipherable, as was the date scribbled next to it. The date appeared to be 1990 or 1998, but Spiro could not be certain, except that the first three digits in the year appeared to be 199. The words Vancouver, BC appeared at the top of the page. He turned his attention to his laptop. He opened an internet browser and navigated to the home page of The Vancouver Star and began to scroll through archived issues. Spiro clicked on a date at random and opened an issue from 1997. He looked for the births and deaths announcements, found them, scanned through them, but didn’t find what he was looking for. He returned to the archive menu page and opened a link to another issue of the same year. Again, he didn’t find what he was looking for. Spiro was irritated that the births and deaths searchable through the newspaper archive were arranged by issue date. After an hour of searching, he was disappointed that he had found absolutely nothing. He began to think that there had to be a better way to do this. He had no experience as a researcher and the idea of looking in the local paper was the first thing that had occurred to him.

			Spiro sat at the computer and thought. After a few minutes he opened Google and started to type. His first search brought up British Columbia Vital Statistics. Once again, he was frustrated when he found that he was unable to access the lists there. There were a few genealogy web sites, including Ancestry.com, that he ignored. One archive site did seem promising. When he opened that link, he was prompted to enter the surname he was looking for. Having done so, he was able to narrow the search geographically to British Columbia. A mouse click brought up a message that 4,525 records had been found. Did he want to proceed? He clicked that he did and was prompted to enter a credit card number to access a free trial. Spiro minimized the window.

			Spiro got up from his chair and went into the narrow galley kitchen to prepare a pot of tea. He was not sure that he was making a good decision, but when he returned to the computer, he had his Visa in his hand. He reopened the window, typed his credit card number and expiry date into the fields and clicked continue. The list came up with the earliest records first, starting in 1815. Spiro scrolled to the end and then back to 1997. Thinking the date that he was looking for was in the 1990s, he highlighted a section of the list encompassing the years 1990 to 2000. He cut and pasted that list into a word processor and sent the short list to print. When the list finished printing, he opened a file folder that lay on his desk and placed it carefully inside. He put the folder in a desk drawer.

			Spiro got up from his desk and went back into the kitchen to pour the tea. He waited several minutes until the tea was strongly steeped, the way he liked it. He poured some, added a tiny cloud of milk, and took the scalding cup back to his desk. He retrieved financial documents from his briefcase, opened a ledger in a spreadsheet program on his computer and began to enter numbers. He was in work mode.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER SEVEN
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			At some time after nine, Will brought Lisse home. She called up the stairs to James. “James honey, Will and I are home.”

			“OK Mom. Maggie is over.”

			“Hello!” Maggie called.	

			“Will is staying for a bit,” Lisse called up to them. “You and Maggie can come down to join us if you want.”

			“Sure, we will be down soon.”

			Maggie and James had gotten dressed and were sitting on James’s bed talking about the road trip and school in the fall. James had made up his mind to ask Will about taking the summer off and Maggie was already planning the route.

			“Jay, we could drive all the way down to Mexico.” She had Google Maps open on James’s tablet. “We could spend some time on the Oregon coast.”

			“Will has a beach house in Seaside,” James told her. “We have been there a few times on family vacation. The beaches are amazing… mile after mile of sand and surf all along the coast,” James added. “We could go inland to Crater Lake,” he said with a spark of excitement. “I have never been there, but I would love to go. I have seen pictures on the internet. Its spectacular and we could probably find a place to stay in the National Park.”

			Maggie looked at the map on the tablet screen and traced a route with her finger. “We could drive to the coast after that,” she went on. “But before we get that far, we can spend the first couple of days in Seattle.”

			“That would be great,” James said. “I am very excited about going down to Mexico.”

			“More beaches, party central!” Maggie said.

			“We can see some historic sites,” James added.

			“Sure…” she said.

			“Aztec ruins…Tenochtitlan in Mexico City…”

			“Corona,” she laughed.

			“Xochimilco…”

			“Tequila!” she laughed again.

			“Corona, tequila and sunshine… and the hottest girl on the planet.” He winked at her and she smiled, tossing her hair.

			“You think?” she asked.

			“Yes, I do.” He kissed her. She was looking at the map again.

			“If we go down the coast of California we can go through San Francisco, down to Los Angeles and San Diego,” she said.

			“I have been to San Diego too many times. I could easily pass on going there again,” he told her.

			“Me too,” she said. “Instead, we could drive back up from Los Angeles into Nevada and spend a couple of nights in Las Vegas.”

			“See the Grand Canyon,” James added.

			“You really like the natural history stuff, don’t you?” Maggie teased.

			“I do,” he told her. “I just think it is cool, the amazing things that the earth has done all on its own.”

			Maggie continued to trace a route on the tablet screen “We can cross into Utah and then drive down into Arizona and Mexico.”

			James was thinking. “What are we making this trip in? Your car is pretty small for a month and a half on the road. We could borrow my Mom’s SUV.”

			“James, it’s a soccer mom’s car… it’s practically a minivan,” Maggie laughed.

			“I don’t play soccer” James grinned.

			“It’s a football mom’s car then!” she told him, with the same grin. “My car is perfect, Jay. It’s a convertible… there will be just the two of us. We have the back seat and the trunk for our stuff.”

			“We’ll need a moving truck just for your clothes!” he teased. Maggie gave him a look and James changed the subject.

			“We should go downstairs before Will leaves,” he said quickly.

			They found Will and Lisse in the den, an intimate cozy space separating the larger and more formal living room from Lisse’s home office. They were sitting close together on a leather couch in front of the gas fireplace, looking over papers spread out on the round marble topped coffee table.

			Lisse was still in her work clothes but had taken off her blazer and heels. She looked comfortable in a plain black skirt and white blouse, now casually open a few buttons at the neck. Will had clearly come from a job site and was wearing clean but well-worn brown work denims and a plaid shirt with a Tekton logo above the chest pocket.

			It was common for Will and Lisse to mix business with pleasure. Will was principal partner in the real estate development and construction firm he had founded, and Lisse was the chief designer with Howard & Sons, an architectural design company. As a general contractor and developer, Will subcontracted Howard & Sons to prepare the layouts and architectural schematics for their condo developments. Lisse oversaw that process and she also created the interior designs for the Tekton presentation centers. As well, Lisse was the poster woman for Tekton’s condo sales. Pretty and blonde she appeared with the dark-haired Will in print ads and on billboards, representing the ideal mature couple seeking upscale downtown living.

			Will and Lisse had known each other for many years, and there was easy comfort in the way they talked and worked together. A sort of brilliant energy flowed between them. An observer would be able to see it in their movements and hear it in their voices.

			“Hi Mom,” James said, as he and Maggie came into the den. He bent to kiss his mom.

			“Hi honey. Hello Maggie”

			“Hi James’s mom,” she said, tongue in cheek to Lisse. “Hello Mr. Tekton.” Will and Lisse smiled at Maggie’s reference to Lisse as “James’s mom” and to the firm’s name rather than Will’s actual surname.

			“It’s nice to see you again Maggie.” Will stood up to greet Maggie and shake James’s hand. “How is Tekton’s future corporate lawyer?” he said to James.

			“I’m good,” James replied. He shook Will’s hand.

			Maggie had been looking at the papers laid out on the coffee table. “What are you two working on?” she asked. “Do you have a new project?”

			“It is not our project yet,” Lisse told her.

			“But it will be,” Will said. “God willing,” he added. “Or even if he is not. God isn’t reviewing the bids as far as I know.”

			“What is the project?” James asked.

			“It’s the largest redevelopment project this city has ever seen. It is huge. It will revitalize the entire Eastside.”

			“That sounds like a demolition project,” James said recalling the decaying condition of the Lower Eastside.

			“Actually, the first phase is a historic properties restoration. The city wants to retain the original character of the area. The architecture down there is pretty darned spectacular once you get past the decay.” He picked up a large piece of paper from the table and handed it to James. It was an artist’s concept sketch of a street of heritage buildings retro fitted with modern brick, glass and steel architecture depicting an upscale residential and commercial complex. James recognized the street and the buildings. He also recognized the drawing as his mother’s. “Our proposal will restore and renovate most of the existing buildings,” Will went on. “We want to connect some of the buildings with a glass roof and turn the new space into a downtown mall.”

			“It’s stunning,” Maggie said, looking at the sketch she had taken from James’s hands.

			“Indeed, it is,” Will agreed, nodding. “We really saw the potential when we did that little reno for Robbie Jackson.”

			“Gabriel’s?” James asked.

			“Mm Hm,” Will replied.

			“Are they still picketing down there?”

			“Yes. But it’s time the protesters went home,” Will said to James. Only Maggie noticed the thoughtful expression that briefly crossed James’s face as Will said that it was time the protesters went home. He knew from television news that many of them didn’t have homes. Will turned to Lisse. “You know Honey, speaking of Gabriel’s, we really should go there for dinner one evening soon.”

			“I don’t think so, Will,” Lisse told him. “I wasn’t comfortable when we did the architectural survey down there. “I’m in no hurry to go back.”

			“I think you should see the results of your work,” Will said. “It is beautiful. Gabriel’s is a model for the gentrification of the entire Lower Eastside.”
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