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One

1974

Carroll Dressler’s Pinto coasted to a stop just short of the two sets of gas pumps. He had pulled in behind a dark blue Chevrolet sedan already parked there. Dressler killed his motor and peered out the windshield.

The gas station was dark, darker than it had looked from the northbound lanes of the Saw Mill Parkway. Its single building, a combined garage and office, could barely be distinguished from the moon-silhouetted trees that rose behind it.

“No,” Dressler muttered, with a sigh of frustration. “I didn’t think you’d be open this late.”

The dashboard clock showed ten minutes after midnight. And it was running slow.

He sighed again as he climbed out onto the grease-stained tarmac, turning up his collar against the chill October night air. His hair was still damp from the hasty shower he’d taken before leaving his girlfriend’s apartment. Although certain he was alone, Dressler still locked the car door out of habit; in his line of work, he’d parked in some very dubious locations.

His compact looked like a puppy sniffing at the sedan’s tailpipe. The sight of the Chevy had gotten Dressler’s hopes up, despite the darkened building. Apparently, the vehicle’s owner had merely dropped the car off after closing time, too lazy even to drive it around to the garage entrance.

Or, Dressler abruptly realized, he might not be the only driver in northern Westchester with a full bladder and too many more miles to go. In which case, the obvious alternative to a washroom – the shadowed area immediately behind the station - was already in use.

Neither Dressler nor the other driver would appreciate company, under the circumstances.

Dressler instead walked to the far edge of the tarmac. A lethargic cricket song rose from the depths of the woodlands ahead. Gravel crunched beneath his shoes, biting back into the leather soles. He stepped over a knee-high metal barrier, found and followed a narrow dirt path deeper into the woods. The soil muffled his footsteps, except for a slight rustle when he trod on newly fallen leaves.

After a minute, he paused to choose a likely spot. The not-quite-full moon provided enough light in the open but here, amid deep shadows cast by pines and oaks, he regretted leaving the flashlight in his glove compartment.

A truck clattered along the parkway behind him. Its brights, turned high, pierced the gloom. Dressler’s own shadow suddenly appeared on the thicket in front of him. He froze, hand on zipper.

“Damn,” he whispered.

The lights moved on. Darkness enveloped him again.

Dressler gave a nervous shrug. The trucker couldn’t have seen him from that distance, even if he or she looked his way. Likely wouldn’t have cared.

Dressler moved deeper into the woods anyway. Casting off civilization would be easier with a thick pine between himself and the road.

The deed took less time than Dressler expected. Finished, he zipped up and tightened his belt. He started turning back when a bright streak of moonlight caught his attention.

The path he’d followed continued to a small clearing, where ankle-high grass waved like fairy ghosts under the gibbous moon.

Dressler was not an impulsive man, but he let the scene draw him closer.

He had little enough beauty in his life and no reason to rush home to Napakoh. Besides, to be practical, the night breeze might also help clear his girlfriend’s natural scent from his nostrils. Dressler hadn’t noticed the odor in the car, and hoped what he smelled now was only an olfactory memory stimulated by the surrounding pines, but he couldn’t be sure. His wife was dull, but not stupid. Marti Dressler could detect the slightest whiff of alien femininity, even over her own dense perfumes. She’d been able to end more than one of Dressler’s previous affairs, and in decidedly unpleasant ways. Rubbing her nose in the latest one would do none of them any good.

Dressler curled his lips in disgust, forcing Marti from his mind. He’d be facing her soon enough; for now, he only wished to stand here, at the clearing’s edge, and concentrate on the ethereal image before him.

At that moment, a man leapt into the clearing from the trees on Dressler’s right.

So much for serenity, Dressler thought in resignation. Time for me to go.

Yet he did not immediately move.

The newcomer appeared unaware of Dressler; any sudden motion might give him away. Dressler would wait for a chance to slip away discretely. Besides, this new activity was just as mesmerizing, in a wholly different way, as the empty moon-washed clearing.

The other man wore a heavy rain slicker and a wide-brimmed hat, and capered like a kitten, kicking high in the air, oblivious to his unsolicited audience. He pressed his hands against his chest, as though to keep his joy from spilling over. His elbows waggled gaily.

The energetic dance took place in an eerie, almost complete silence.

Dressler felt his face redden, embarrassed for both himself and the dancer. He’d obviously stumbled across a very private moment and stayed too long. Loathe to despoil it further, he slowly backed into the woods.

He misjudged the path.

A low branch hit the back of his skull.

“Shit,” he hissed.

The dancer halted in mid-step. His wide-brimmed hat slid from his head to dangle from his shoulders by its chin strap. The man’s face, sharply defined in the moonlight, appeared unexceptional: average in width, features, hair. He looked much like the rather ordinary Carroll Dressler himself, save for sporting a pencil-thin moustache.

Unreasoning rage twisted the mouth beneath that moustache.

“Sorry,” Dressler called out. He raised his hands, damp palms forward, to show he was not a threat. “I didn’t know anyone was here. I’m just leaving.”

The man in the clearing moved his lips, but they formed no audible words. His right hand suddenly swung up and let loose an object that appeared to Dressler, in the moonlight, slightly larger than a softball.

Dressler tried to duck.

Too slow.

The object struck just over his left eye. Its impact felt softer than a ball or stone ought, but the thing must have had a sharp edge. Damp stickiness seeped down his face. He reached up to check the injury.

A second object hit him just above the belt, with even slighter impact.

The stranger then dashed from the clearing the way he had entered.

With his left hand, Dressler wiped his face. The blood seemed unusually cool for a fresh wound, even for being exposed to the autumn night air.

Dressler didn’t ponder the mystery. He was too angered by the uncalled-for assault. Angry enough to once more, uncharacteristically, give in to impulse.

He charged into the clearing after the stranger, yelling.

“Hey, asshole! What’s the big idea? You could hurt someone!”

At the spot where the odd man had vanished into the woods, Dressler paused to catch his breath. He also regained some shreds of common sense. An out of shape forty-two-year-old New York City health inspector had no business chasing potentially violent lunatics through pitch-black Westchester woodland in the middle of the night.

Ahead of him, the sound of thrashing brush faded, then vanished.

Dressler placed his right hand on his stomach. It heaved with each ragged breath he took. He felt a sticky wetness there, as well. That didn’t seem right at all.

Dressler looked down. A dark, glistening smear marred his white shirt, pooling in the wrinkles just above the beltline. The shirt itself was intact.

He touched his face again, then stared at the fresh splotch on his palm. I can’t be bleeding that much, he thought. I wouldn’t be standing, let alone running.

Then he noticed a larger shiny dark patch in the grass at his feet. I know I’m not bleeding that much! He hunkered down on his haunches to scan the edge of the moonlit clearing.

The body lay three paces to his right, in the shadow of an elderly, well-scarred pine. One dry eye seemed fixed on him. He felt it continuing to stare even as he flinched away. Now that he knew what lay there, Dressler couldn’t understand how he’d missed seeing it earlier.

The woman’s heart might have been in the right place. Little else was.

Dressler managed to move a few yards away from the murder scene before vomiting. He wiped his face again, trying not to think about what, exactly, the killer had hurled at him.

Until this moment, news accounts of The Beast who’d killed and mutilated at least three women in Westchester County over the past few months had been just stories to him.

Correction: four women.

Dressler took his time retracing his steps to the gas station.

The Beast claimed only one victim at a time, presumably. Dressler didn’t want to become part of a change in pattern.

He didn’t.

Small comfort.

The blue Chevrolet was gone, of course. He remembered that it had had New York plates. He’d taken no notice of the number. Why would he?

All Dressler wanted to do was get in his Pinto and continue straight home. Forget this happened. Pretend his meeting with The Beast had been a bad dream.

But bad dreams didn’t splatter coagulating blood on your forehead.

They didn’t stain your shirt and pants with the same substance.

And they sure as hell didn’t leave a butcher knife, edged with ominous darkness, protruding from the right front tire of your Pinto, after having slashed the other three to ribbons.

The pay phone, at least, was working. Dressler dialed the police emergency number. He got his quarter back. His reward for being a good citizen.

Carroll Dressler returned to his car to sit and wait. He started the motor and turned the heater all the way up, as if temperature alone might drive the chill from his body.


 

 

 

Two

Carroll Dressler had expected the White Plains police station to be homelier, maybe a cut above the Mayberry sheriff’s office. This place put some of the New York City precinct houses he’d visited, in the course of his health inspector duties, to shame.

Dressler’s shirt and suit were impounded as evidence, until the bloodstains could be analyzed and typed. His skin itched under the stiff plaid shirt he’d been loaned. One size too small, its buttons strained over his stomach. The slacks were a more comfortable fit at the waist, though he had to roll up the cuffs. The garment was the best the property department could come up with on short notice, Detective Lieutenant Katherine Amberson informed him apologetically.

At least they’d let him keep his shoes.

On Dressler’s right, a police artist wearing rimless glasses bent over a large sketchpad. Several crumpled sheets created a small mountain on the desk before him. The man’s shirt sleeves were rolled up past his elbows, exposing forearms streaked with black. His charcoal pencil jerked back and forth with such violence, Dressler half feared the man might put out his own eye.

Directly opposite Dressler sat Lieutenant Amberson, wearing a stiff tweed suit and a pained expression. Her straight, shoulder-length hair showed white strands amid the dark brown. Paper tissues formed a yellow sodden pile next to the cardboard box near her left hand. She pressed a fresh tissue, filled with ice chips, against her jaw.

From remarks he overheard from Amberson’s staff, Dressler gathered that The Beast murders had been dumped in the lieutenant’s lap less than a month ago, when the original investigating officer ruptured his appendix. Her stubby fingers drummed the desktop, and her eyes focused on the ceiling light fixture above her desk, as if Dressler’s testimony wasn’t the first decent break the squad had gotten to date.

The artist looked up, then lifted his pad toward their witness. “Is that better?”

Dressler frowned at the sketch. “There’s still something missing.”

Amberson clasped her hands behind her head and shut her eyes.

The artist rolled a charcoal stick between thumb and forefinger.

“What would that be?”

Dressler shrugged.

“I’ve drawn him exactly the way you described him,” the artist protested.

“I know. I’m sorry. I just can’t seem to put my finger on it.”

The artist laid his pad on the desk. He stood, rubbed his lower back, and flexed his smudged fingers. “I need another coffee. Want one?”

Dressler shook his head.

“The county’s buying. You can get back some of your tax dollars.”

“I’ll have enough trouble sleeping tonight. Assuming I ever get home.”

The artist shrugged and turned to Amberson. “How about you, Lieutenant?”

Amberson raised one eyelid a slit. “Scrounge me up some more ice.”

“I’ll try.”

“A word of advice, Dave. If you’re ever tempted to grow an impacted wisdom tooth, don’t.”

“Be back in five.”

“No. Wait a minute.” She reached across the desk to pull the sketch toward her. When she bent forward, Dressler could smell cloves on her breath.

“This could be anybody,” Amberson concluded. She met Dressler’s eyes.

Dressler shrugged again. “He did look very ordinary, Lieutenant.”

She pushed the pad toward him. “It could even be you. Without the moustache.”

“Is that why your men tried to handcuff me?” Dressler’s palms still stung from being scraped along the gritty garage wall, where the first two officers who arrived on the scene had patted him down.

Amberson retrieved the pad again with a sigh. “I’ve already apologized for that misunderstanding. The description you gave us fits what little we previously had from other witnesses. Unfortunately, so do you.”

“You think that I could be The Beast?”

“Playing a weird game with the police?” Amberson grimaced. “Even The Beast isn’t that crazy. You’ve still had the closest look at him to date, though.”

Dressler rubbed his fingertips together. The smudge of charcoal there, the result of an ill-advised attempt to guide the artist’s hand, only spread wider.

“Aside from his victims,” he replied.

“Yes.” Amberson grimaced again. “We’d hoped for something better.”

“I’m sorry, Lieutenant. I have a picture of him in my head. I just don’t know how to make it any clearer. I’d know him if I saw him again.”

“I’m sure you would.” Amberson handed the sketch pad back to the waiting artist. “We won’t get anything more tonight, Dave. Have copies of this made up and distributed. Maybe we’ll get lucky.”

“You’re sure?” asked Dave. “We’re done?”

Amberson nodded.

“Okay. I’ll get the copier started and come back for my supplies.”

“And what else?”

“Your ice. I didn’t forget.” Dave backed out of the cramped cubicle that served as Amberson’s office.

“May I go now, too, Lieutenant?” asked Dressler. “My wife will be anxious.”

The detective fixed him with a red-rimmed eye. “You didn’t call her?”

“I dialed our house. She didn’t answer. I left a message on our machine, but Marti’s lazy when it comes to playing back the recording.”

Among other things, he thought.

The Lieutenant’s eyelid lowered to a slit again. “Just a little longer, Mr. Driscoll. There are a few more questions I didn’t have a chance to ask.”

“Dressler.”

“Eh?”

“Carroll Dressler.” He offered a weak smile. “My friends call me Carl.”

Amberson’s brow furrowed. She put down her latest damp tissue and retrieved from her jacket pocket the thin leather notebook she’d sporadically scribbled in over the past few hours. With a moist thumb she flipped back several pages, stopped, and frowned.

“Dressler. Right. One L?”

“And two S’s.”

She made a fresh notation. “One more apology I owe you, then. Sorry. It’s been a long night. And with this damned tooth….”

“That’s okay.”

Her thumb moved down the page. “You work for the City of New York?”

“Yes. I’m a public health inspector. I check out restaurants and….”

“Yet your home address is in Napakoh. Why is that, Mr. Dressler?”

“I don’t understand.”

“Aren’t city employees supposed to live within the five boroughs?”

“The rule is flexible. My wife has a condition that makes it impossible for her to live in the city. I don’t see what that has to do with my statement.”

“Nothing at all, Mr. Dressler. It’s just a loose end. My supervisor doesn’t like loose ends. They have a way of snapping back at the wrong moment.”

“The bureaucratic mind. I understand, Lieutenant. My own boss can be the same way.” He winked, then slumped back in the chair, allowing himself to relax.

Amberson moistened her thumb again and turned another page in her notebook.

“What exactly were you doing on the Saw Mill after midnight, Mr. Dressler?”

Dressler straightened, licking his lips. “You need to know that?”

The detective grimaced. “Every time I speak, air passes over this tooth, making it throb. I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t need to know.”

“Will this be made public?”

“The defense may bring it up in the trial, if and when we finally catch The Beast. We’ll try not to let them, if it isn’t relevant, of course, but we have to know now.”

The cubicle’s atmosphere felt suddenly dense and overwarm. If Amberson’s thin smile was meant to put Dressler at ease, it failed dismally.

He reached for a clean yellow tissue without thinking to ask, using it to dry his palms.

“An awkward question, Lieutenant.”

“Murder is awkward, Mr. Dressler.”

“I know. Compared to what happened to that poor woman, my guilty secret seems trivial. Maybe I’d feel easier talking about it if you were a man.”

Amberson didn’t quite stifle her sigh. “You were with another woman.”

Dressler’s face grew hot. “My, ah, lady friend. Yes.” His voice, already pitched low, became a whisper. “My wife doesn’t know.”

“Don’t be embarrassed, Mr. Dressler. I’m not here to judge your private life. The fact that I’m female shouldn’t matter. Nor should the fact that, if I found my husband fooling around, I’d shoot his balls off.”

Dressler stared at the tissue in his hands. He began to shred it.

“That was a joke, Mr. Dressler. I would never do that. He would never do that.”

“Oh. You sounded serious.”

Amberson shrugged. “Perhaps that was close to the bone. Blame it on this damned tooth. As far as you’re concerned, I repeat, we’ll be as discreet as possible, but I will have to call your ‘friend’ before you leave, to confirm your story. Proper procedure and so forth.”

“Of course. Her name is Kerry Douglas. She lives in Riverdale, in the Bronx. I’ll write down her phone number for you.”

“Please do.” She offered him a page of her notebook and her pencil. “And her address, as well. Thank you.”

Dressler did as she requested. Amberson studied his writing, then turned to a fresh page. “Were you also with Ms Douglas on the nights of August tenth and twenty-ninth, and September nineteenth?”

Dressler blinked. “Are those the dates of The Beast’s previous murders?”

“Just answer my question.”

He sat back, closing his eyes to facilitate his memory. “I was in Albany from August tenth to the twelfth, attending a seminar on new health inspection techniques. Now that you bring it up, I do remember seeing the headline at a newsstand on the way home. If necessary, I can provide you with copies of my expense report, credit card slips, the names of people I was with, that sort of thing.”

“That would be helpful. What about the other two dates I mentioned?”

“If they were Mondays, I was probably with Kerry. Let me check.”

Dressler reached automatically for his daybook, in which the discretely printed initials ‘k.d.’ vied for attention with doctor appointments and birthday reminders, then stopped. The jacket pocket in which he kept it was on its way, along with the jacket itself, to a forensic lab. His fingertips brushed the alien plaid of his borrowed shirt.

“Are you all right, Mr. Dressler?” The detective leaned forward to place a blunt hand over his, gently forcing it down. “You look pale.”

“I was remembering.” He stared at his waist. They’d let him scrub in the washroom, but he could still see that dark, wet spot that had stained his clothing, still feel it soaking through to stick to his skin.

“Your clothes will be returned once forensics is finished. Cleaned, pressed, and folded at the county’s expense. You can even keep the outfit you’re wearing now, if by some bizarre chance you grow to like it.”

“You told me all that when they gave me the receipt. That’s not what bothers me.”

“What, then?”

“The newspapers said the other bodies had been mutilated, but they left out the details. I would never have believed that level of butchery.”

“We always keep a few details from the press. Insurance against false confessions. The victim you found wasn’t the worst. You’d interrupted The Beast before he started on the face.”

Dressler rubbed his forehead. There, too, despite fifteen minutes of scrubbing, he imagined he still felt that sticky patch tightening against his skin.

“I guess,” Dressler responded carefully, “you’re used to this sort of thing.”

“As much as one can be.”

“What he threw at me, Lieutenant, I heard a patrolman joking….”

“Who?”

Amberson sat up straight, lips thin, pencil poised over her notebook. “Describe him to me, if you didn’t catch his name.”

Dressler blinked at Amberson’s abrupt harshness. “He was standing behind me.”

The detective tapped the end of her pencil against the side of the tissue box. “I dislike such jokes, Mr. Dressler. They’re unprofessional.”

“I didn’t mention it to get anyone in trouble.” Dressler took a deep breath. “Was it…? I mean, were they…?” He cupped his hands before his chest.

“Her breasts. Yes, Mr. Dressler. That was what The Beast threw at you.”

“My god.” He sank back against the chair, arms limp at his sides.

“Would you rather I hadn’t confirmed it?”

Dressler looked down at his dangling, unresponsive hands. “I don’t know.”

Amberson leaned forward with conspiratorial intimacy. “We would prefer you don’t mention that detail to anyone, especially reporters. We’re telling the press only that we have an eyewitness, no names, so you shouldn’t be bothered unless you start bragging. At last, thank god! I hear Dave coming with my ice!”

It wasn’t Dave scuffling up the hall, though. A patrolman Dressler didn’t remember seeing before entered the cubicle; for all he knew, it was the man he’d overhead joking about the breasts.

Silently, the newcomer handed Amberson a folded slip of paper.

She dismissed him with a nod.

“Believe me, Lieutenant,” Dressler continued, once they were alone again, “the last thing I want is for The Beast to see my name in the papers.”

“I’m glad to hear it.” Amberson unfolded the paper, read it, and held it out to Dressler. “Here’s some good news for you, anyway. The garage has replaced your tires. You’ll be able to drive home, if you’re up to it. If you aren’t, a squad car can take you.”

“No. I’d rather drive.”

“The county will bill you for that service, I’m afraid. It’s automatic. Just forward it to me. I’ll charge it to investigative expenses.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant. Ah, could I visit the bathroom again?”

“Go. It’ll give me a chance to call Ms Douglas. One or two more questions when you come back, and then we’ll see about getting you out of here.”

Dressler nodded his appreciation and got to his feet, stretching his limbs. He glanced at his watch as it slid from under the plaid sleeve.

A quarter past three. Marti would not be pleased when her husband finally stumbled home at an hour so much closer to dawn than dusk.

Then again, nothing he did seemed to please his wife anymore.


 

 

 

Three

“Decided to come home at last, did you?”

The too-familiar voice was both reflexively stimulating and unrefreshing, like a pan of cold water thrown in Carroll Dressler’s bleary eyes.

He paused in the doorway of their split-level ranch house. The sky had turned from star-speckled black to a rich, deep blue, a shade darker than The Beast’s Chevrolet had appeared to him in the moonlight.

Without enthusiasm, Dressler flipped on the inside light switch.

Marti Dressler stood at the foot of the steps just beyond the foyer, fisted hands pressed against her hips. Her red silk nightgown was drawn taut across her full breasts, drawing attention to her deep-shadowed decolletage. She jutted her left hip forward, knee slightly bent, taunting her husband with what he was missing out on.

She still didn’t get it. Dressler no longer even felt lust for her.

“My god, Marti.” He forced himself across the threshold. “Have you been waiting all night behind this door, just to go ‘boo!’ at me?”

The woman’s laugh sounded like the yap of a spoiled terrier pup. Her half-exposed breasts jounced. He turned his back to her, brushing his forehead.

“Your city tart finally kicked you out of her bed, is that it?”

Dressler latched the door behind him. He turned back to his wife and slumped, eyes lowered, shoulders propped against the jamb.

“Just this once, Marti, could we put our usual friendly discussion aside until I get some sleep? I’ve just been through a horrible experience.”

“I can see that, can’t I?” She took a wobbling step forward. A long mauve fingernail jabbed at his chest. “You were in such a hurry you couldn’t even find your own clothing, could you?”

Dressler looked down. With the hand that still held the front door key, he tugged at the plaid shirt. “The police loaned these to me.”

A malicious grin, made moreso by the brightness of her lipstick, spread across Marti Dressler’s face. “So now you’ve got a police record, have you?”

“For god’s sake, Marti! If you won’t answer the phone, play back the fucking machine once in a while. That’s why I installed it.” He drew a deep breath, then added, more calmly, “I tried calling you hours ago.”

The woman yapped again, tossing back her straw-colored hair. “I should waste my time listening to more of your excuses and lies, should I? Bad enough hearing them in person, isn’t it? This way I have the pleasure of watching you squirm, don’t I?”

Dressler took a deep breath. “I just spent four hours with the Westchester police…”

“I warned you something like that would happen one day, didn’t I?”

“…because I found The Beast’s latest victim on my way home.”

They’d never discussed the murders; they never discussed anything that Marti Dressler couldn’t badger him about. She had to be aware of them, though, from radio or television or the newspapers. What else did she have to do, moping around the house all day?

The woman tilted her head as though, for a change, Dressler actually said something interesting. “Getting more original, at least, aren’t you?”

“I also saw the killer’s face.”

She snorted.

“Don’t take my word for it. Call Lieutenant Amberson in White Plains to confirm it. I’ve got the number.” He reached for his wallet.

“A crony of yours, is he?”

“She.”

Dressler spoke without thinking. He silently groaned, knowing how Marti would react to that revelation.

“And you just happen to have her private direct number, the one that avoids the switchboard, don’t you? I’m supposed to believe that, am I?” This time her yap lasted almost a full minute.

The door key bit into Dressler’s palm. He looked away, shaking his head.

“I don’t give a fuck what you believe any more, Marti.”

The woman’s eyes hardened. “Tell me more about your detective friend, why don’t you? Plays games with handcuffs, does she?”

“I’m not discussing it any further, Marti. I’m going up to bed.”

Her hand shot out to grip the banister, blocking the stairway. The right strap of her nightgown slipped down. A rough-edged nipple peeked unenticingly from behind the crimson lace.

“What now?” Dressler detested the whine that crept into his voice.

Marti raised her eyebrows. “Time for you to go to work, isn’t it?”

“I’m calling in sick today. I need to unwind. I need to sleep.”

Dressler’s wife shook her head violently, scattering yellow spikes. “I’ve things of my own to do today, haven’t I? Can’t have you hanging around the house, getting in my way, can I?”

“I’ll stay in my room. That can’t ruin your plans. Don’t tell me having another person in the house all day interferes with your television reception?”

“I might have a nice young stud of my own coming around, mightn’t I?”

Her smirk churned his stomach.

Dressler’s right hand shot up. He held it, quivering, in mid-air.

Marti sniffed. “Haven’t got the nerve, have you?”

“I wish to god you did have someone. It might make you seem more human.”

Marti’s cheeks flushed as red as her nightgown. “One of us has to take our wedding vows seriously, don’t you think? Otherwise our whole life together is nothing but a farce, isn’t it?”

“It already is.” His hand lowered. “Let me go, Marti. Please.”

“That’s what I’m telling you to do, isn’t it? Go?” She deliberately missed the point. “You’ll be late for your train, won’t you?”

“You don’t love me, Marti. You don’t even need me; you can live off the money your parents left you. Give me a divorce. We’ll both be better off.”

“We’ve been through this before, Carroll, haven’t we?”
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