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Checklist, Final Review:

— Room secured ✓ — Exit confirmed ✓ — Variable: the dog (resolved) ✓ — Time of departure: 11:04 p.m. ✓ — Personal items: none



The dog had been the only real variable.

Wendell had read the file three times on the flight over and nowhere in the file was there a dog. A three-year contract with Delancey Import Group, a company that did not import anything, a parking structure on the east side of the building with a camera that someone had been meaning to fix since October, a subject with a predictable Thursday evening and an unpredictable temper — none of this was the problem. The dog was a medium-sized terrier mix with the kind of face that suggested a personality, and it had been sleeping on a folded blanket just inside the hallway when Wendell entered the apartment at 10:51. He had stopped. The dog had lifted its head.

They had looked at each other for a moment.

Then Wendell had gone carefully around it, completed his work in the back bedroom in four minutes and forty seconds, and on his way out had set the dog's water bowl, which was nearly empty, under the kitchen tap long enough to fill it. This was not in the checklist. He was not entirely sure why he did it. He told himself it was because a dry bowl would be noticed before a patrol unit made it upstairs, which was true, and did not think too carefully about whether that was the whole reason.

He was on the street at 11:03. One minute ahead of schedule.

The city had the particular texture of a Tuesday at this hour — restaurants down to their last tables, the bars filling up with the people who had given up on dinner, a couple arguing in a fourth-floor window with the light on behind them so you could see the shapes but not the faces. Wendell walked south. He walked at the pace of a man returning from somewhere unremarkable, which was a pace he had practiced and which now required no conscious effort, the same way breathing required no conscious effort, the same way most things required no conscious effort after long enough.

He had been doing this since he was nineteen.

Not this specific thing. The general category of thing. The details changed — the cities changed, the files changed, the variables changed — but the grammar of it had been the same since the first job in Bratislava when he was nineteen years old and Aubrey Caine had handed him an envelope and said you will receive one thousand dollars upon successful completion and you should know that I do not use the word successful loosely. Wendell had completed it successfully. He had received one thousand dollars. That had been, by his rough count, somewhere in the neighborhood of twenty years ago, though he had stopped counting at some point because counting had not seemed useful.

He was thirty-eight now. He thought about this occasionally in the way you think about a fact that you know but that has not yet become real — a number on a document, someone else's biography.

His phone rang at 11:09.

He already knew who it was.

"It's done," Wendell said.

"I know," Aubrey said. There was the sound of something being set down on a hard surface — a cup, probably, Aubrey drank a great deal of tea at hours that seemed inadvisable — and then a pause of the variety that was not actually a pause but a decision being arrived at. Wendell had learned to distinguish the types a long time ago. This one was three seconds. The three-second pause meant something had been decided before the call, and the pause was Aubrey's way of marking the moment.

"There's something else," Aubrey said.

"All right."

"This was the last one."

Wendell walked half a block before he said anything. A taxi went past. A woman was walking a large dog in the opposite direction and the dog looked at Wendell with the focused attention animals sometimes gave him, a wariness that he had observed in dogs and occasionally horses and once in a parrot in Lisbon that had gone completely silent when he entered the room and had not resumed talking until he left. He did not take this personally. He understood it as information.

"Clarify," he said.

"You're retiring," Aubrey said. "Effective tonight. The Consultancy is restructuring the operational tier and you are the operational tier, so that is what that means in practice." Another pause, shorter. "You've done enough, Wendell. Frankly you've done more than enough. You've done an amount that if I put a number on it I think would be inadvisable for both of us."

Wendell considered this. He turned right at the corner and walked toward the parking structure where the car was waiting — a gray sedan, forgettable as furniture, that he would leave at the airport for someone else to deal with.

"And then what," he said.

"Chicago," Aubrey said. "There's an apartment. Furnished. A temp placement starting Monday — logistics coordinator, company called Crestline Freight Solutions, it's the kind of job where you'll have a desk and a badge and a parking pass you won't use. You will live there. Ordinarily."

The word landed with a particular weight.

Ordinarily.

Wendell turned it over. He was familiar with the concept in the way you are familiar with a country you have passed through several times but never lived in — he understood the broad topography, the general customs, the basic expectations. You went to work. You came home. You had things in your apartment that you had chosen yourself, presumably, plants or photographs or whatever the current civilian signifiers were. You had opinions about restaurants. You watched television. You knew your neighbors' names.

"For how long," he said.

"That," Aubrey said, "is somewhat up to you."

"I don't understand what that means."

"I know you don't." The sound of the cup again. "Get some sleep on the flight. There's a folder in the glove box with the details. The apartment has a bookshelf that the previous tenant assembled incorrectly — I mention this because I know you'll notice it and I'd rather you hear it from me than spend the first night doing something about it."

Wendell processed this. "Why is it still—"

"Goodnight, Wendell."

The line went quiet.

He stood on the sidewalk for a moment, phone at his side, looking at nothing in particular. The couple in the fourth-floor window had resolved whatever it was — the light was still on but the shapes were gone, which meant either resolution or retreat. Wendell had no way to know which without additional information he did not have and had not been asked to gather.

He put the phone in his pocket and continued toward the parking structure.

The gray sedan was where he'd left it, third level, northwest corner, backed into the space as a matter of course, the way he always parked, in all cities, under all circumstances, a habit so deeply grooved that it had long since stopped being deliberate. He got in. He sat for a moment with his hands on the wheel without starting the engine.

He opened the glove box.

There was a folder. On the front, in Aubrey's handwriting — small, precise, the letters slightly separated from each other as though they preferred not to touch — was written: CRUSE, W. — CHICAGO.

Beneath it, in smaller print that was not quite a subtitle but functioned as one: Ordinary Life (Operational Parameters).

Wendell looked at this for a long time.

Then he opened the folder.

Inside was an apartment lease, a transit card, the Crestline Freight Solutions employee orientation packet for temporary hires, a one-page document titled General Behavioral Guidelines that he immediately identified as something Aubrey had written personally because it had a dry and slightly exhausted quality that was distinctive, and beneath all of this, at the very bottom, a single index card on which was written, in the same separated letters:

You are allowed to want this.

He read it twice. He was not sure what it referred to specifically. He filed it and moved on to the orientation packet, which was forty-two pages long and included a map of the Crestline building's two floors, a glossary of freight management terminology, and a section titled Our Culture: Who We Are at Crestline! with an exclamation point that he looked at for a full four seconds before turning the page.

He started the car.

He had a flight to catch.

In the apartment behind him, two floors up and three windows from the left, the dog was drinking from a full bowl of water. This was not something Wendell knew. He drove to the airport at a steady five over the limit, which was the correct speed for not being remembered, and thought about nothing in particular, or tried to, which was not the same thing.

Chicago, then.

Ordinary life.

He turned onto the expressway and checked the mirrors — both, automatically, the way he always did, a reflex as fundamental as the parking habit, as the pace on the sidewalk, as all the other things that had been installed in him one at a time over two decades until it was no longer possible to locate where Wendell Cruse ended and the rest of it began.

He would figure that out.

Presumably that was the assignment.
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Chapter Two
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Checklist, Chicago Arrival:

— Apartment: secured ✓ — Furniture: assembled ✓ — Grocery run: pending — Variable: everything else



The apartment was on the third floor of a building on Maplewood Avenue that had been constructed sometime in the 1970s with the particular ambition of being completely inoffensive, an ambition it had achieved and sustained for fifty years without apparent effort. The hallways smelled like carpet cleaner and something underneath the carpet cleaner that the carpet cleaner had not fully defeated. The elevator worked but made a sound on the way up that suggested it was thinking about not working, a sustained metallic contemplation that Wendell noted and filed under secondary exit: stairs.

He had the keys from the folder. He let himself in at 2:14 in the afternoon, set his bag by the door, and stood in the center of the living room for ninety seconds doing nothing except looking.

It was furnished the way Aubrey furnished things — adequately, impersonally, with the efficiency of someone who had read a description of how people lived and ordered accordingly. A couch in a color that could not be argued with. A coffee table. A lamp. In the kitchen: a table with two chairs, the second of which would presumably never be used, and appliances that were all the same brand in the same shade of gray-white, a consistency that suggested a single decision made quickly and not revisited. The bedroom had a bed and a dresser and blackout curtains that were the one concession to what Aubrey knew about him specifically.

And there, against the east wall of the living room: the bookshelf.

It was an IKEA shelf, six-tiered, in a medium wood finish. It was fully assembled. It held, at present, four paperback books that had clearly been placed there to make it look inhabited — two thrillers and what appeared to be a guide to Chicago's architectural history and a paperback novel whose cover was a woman looking at a coastline. These were the existing contents. They did not interest him.

What interested him was the third panel from the bottom on the right side.

It was in backward.

The difference was cosmetic. Structurally the shelf was sound — he had checked it in the first thirty seconds, a habit that had nothing to do with shelves — but the wood grain on that panel ran opposite to all the others, a visual interruption that was subtle enough that most people would never consciously notice it and obvious enough that Wendell had noticed it in the first four seconds and had now noticed it again, and he suspected would continue noticing it at a frequency that was going to be a problem.

He looked at the shelf.

He looked at it for a while.

Then he picked up his bag and went to unpack, because dismantling and reassembling the shelf was not on the checklist and he was doing the checklist in order.



He assembled the apartment in four hours.

This was perhaps not what assembly meant in civilian contexts, but Wendell's definition was: every item in its correct location, every system understood, every exit confirmed, the layout committed to memory so thoroughly that he could navigate it in complete darkness without touching a wall. He knew where the fuse box was. He knew which window faced the alley and which faced the street and the precise angle at which the street-facing window could be observed from the building across the way if someone had the right equipment and a reason. He knew the hot water took forty seconds to arrive in the bathroom and slightly less in the kitchen.

He put his clothes in the dresser. He had brought four changes of clothes and a jacket and had been told, via Aubrey's General Behavioral Guidelines, that he would need to acquire more because people had more than four changes of clothes and this was one of the details that would draw attention if not addressed. The guidelines used the phrase acquire more without elaborating, which he understood to mean: go to a store, experience a store, perform the transaction that normal people performed without consulting a document about it first.

He added it to the list.

Then he went to the grocery store, because there was no food in the apartment and the body required fuel, and this was the most fundamental civilian task and it was better to begin with the most fundamental.

The store was four blocks away. It was a mid-sized grocery chain, the kind that existed in every city under a different name but with the same logic — produce on the left when you entered, bakery in the back where the smell would reach you, pharmacy in the corner for the implication of thoroughness. He had been in grocery stores before. He understood the general architecture. He took a basket and started at the left.

Produce was fine. The selection was reasonable, the quality was visible, there were no decisions that required extended deliberation. He put apples in the basket because he understood apples and continued.

He made it to the back of the store, then the pharmacy corner, then the household goods aisle, and then he turned left toward the refrigerated section and stopped.

The dairy case was approximately forty feet long.

He had known, in the abstract, that grocery stores had dairy cases. He had purchased milk before, in various cities, without incident. What he had not anticipated, or had not been briefed on, or had perhaps not fully modeled when imagining this specific scenario, was the yogurt.

There was a great deal of yogurt.

He stood in front of it and looked at it the way he had stood in the apartment looking at the bookshelf, except the bookshelf had not been forty feet long and had not presented thirty-seven distinct choices, each with its own position on fat content, protein delivery, fruit incorporation, bacterial culture specificity, container size, and the additional variable of whether the brand's packaging was attempting to communicate wholesomeness or athleticism or the suggestion that this particular yogurt had been made by someone in Vermont who had opinions about their cows.

He started at the left.

Greek versus regular was a category distinction he could resolve, which narrowed it. Full-fat versus low-fat presented a functional question — did he have a preference? He looked inward for the preference. The preference was not there. He looked harder. Nothing.

He moved on to flavor.

There were thirty-one flavors, not counting plain, which he had briefly considered and then put back because plain presented its own questions about what you added to it and he was trying to reduce variables, not compound them. Strawberry appeared fourteen times across different brands. He could not determine a principled basis for choosing between fourteen strawberry yogurts without additional data that he did not have and could not acquire in the store without asking someone, and asking someone required a conversational justification for the question that he was not prepared to construct.

He tried a different approach. He looked at which ones other shoppers had taken.

This worked briefly. A woman in her fifties had taken a Chobani Peach. A man roughly his age had taken something in a green container without looking at it for more than three seconds, which suggested either strong brand loyalty or total indifference, and Wendell was not sure which model he was supposed to emulate. A teenager had taken four of the same thing — the small drinkable kind in a four-pack — and this seemed decisive but also possibly demographic-specific.

He looked at his watch.

He had been standing here for twenty-two minutes.

This was not acceptable. He was aware this was not acceptable. He was also aware that knowing something was not acceptable did not, on its own, resolve it, which was a quality of ordinary life that he was beginning to understand would require adjustment.

He picked up the Chobani Peach because the woman in her fifties had seemed certain.

Then he put it back because he did not actually know if he liked peach.

He stood there.

A small boy — perhaps six, perhaps seven, trailing a father who was on the phone and paying attention to neither the boy nor the dairy case — stopped next to Wendell and looked up at the yogurt wall with the same evaluative attention Wendell had been applying for the better part of half an hour.

"Blueberry," the boy said, with complete confidence, and reached past Wendell to take one from the shelf.

Wendell looked at the blueberry yogurt.

He took one.

He put it in his basket.

He continued to the next aisle without looking back.

The rest of the grocery run took eleven minutes. He had recovered his baseline. At the register he paid with the debit card from the folder — a new account in his name, the name being Wendell Cruse, which was his actual name though it felt, in the context of the receipt that was printing, oddly arbitrary — and carried two bags the four blocks home.

He put everything away. He stood in the kitchen and looked at the yogurt in the refrigerator, which he had placed on the second shelf.

He ate it standing at the counter.

It was fine.

He was not sure he had a preference yet. He added determine yogurt preference to the list, which was now a full page, and then looked at the list and thought about what it said about him that this was the list he had made on his first day in Chicago and decided not to pursue that line of inquiry.



He called Aubrey at 9:17 that evening.

This was not scheduled. He was aware it was not scheduled. He made the call anyway.

"The yogurt," he said when Aubrey picked up.

There was a brief silence. The three-second kind.

"What about it," Aubrey said.

"There are too many. I need to know if that's a field test or if that's a real number."

"Wendell."

"Because if it's a test then there's a correct answer and I need to know what it's testing for. Pattern recognition, decision paralysis, consumer behavior analysis — there are a number of things it could be assessing and the correct response differs depending on the—"

"Wendell," Aubrey said. "It's yogurt."

"I understand that—"

"It's just yogurt. They make a great deal of it. People have preferences. You'll develop one." A pause, then something that was almost, in Aubrey's register, gentle: "Pick one you don't hate and get some sleep. The orientation is at eight."

Wendell looked at the blueberry yogurt through the crack in the refrigerator door, which he had opened without meaning to.

"The bookshelf panel," he said.

"No," Aubrey said.

"I haven't said anything yet."

"You don't need to. Leave it." A beat. "Goodnight."

"It's the third panel from—"

"Goodnight, Wendell."

The line went quiet.

He stood in the kitchen for a while, looking at the refrigerator, which he closed. Then he went to bed.

From the living room, in the dark, the bookshelf stood against the east wall with its one wrong panel, grain running opposite to all the others, a flaw so minor and so total that he could feel it from the next room.

He would leave it.

He lay in the dark and thought about the orientation at eight, and the temp badge, and a company called Crestline Freight Solutions, and the word ordinarily, and what it would mean to want something he did not yet know how to want.

He thought about this for some time.

At 11:42 he turned over and went to sleep.

Above him, through the ceiling, something creaked — footsteps, light and quick, moving from one room to another. A neighbor. Children, possibly, from the pattern. He filed this and let it go.

In the morning there would be a checklist.

There was always a checklist.

He found, for reasons he could not entirely explain, that this was a comfort.
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Chapter Three
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Checklist, First Day (Crestline Freight Solutions):

— Arrive: 7:52 a.m. (8 minutes pre-orientation, optimal) ✓ — Badge: collected ✓ — Desk location: confirmed ✓ — Threat assessment: ongoing — Variable: Patrice Ludlow



The orientation was conducted by a man named Fletcher Ganns.

Fletcher Ganns was forty-four years old, five-eleven, with the softened posture of someone who had been told many times that he was a people person and had eventually believed it. He wore a lanyard with his badge on it and a second lanyard with a small enamel pin of a freight train that he had presumably chosen and pinned there himself, which was a choice Wendell noted and found difficult to interpret. His handshake was the kind that involved eye contact and a slight forward lean — I am glad you are here, I want you to know I am glad you are here, I am communicating this through my hand — and he said "Wendell, great, welcome aboard" with the inflection of a man for whom this sentence had been true many times and had not yet stopped being true.

"Thank you," Wendell said.

"Come on back, I'll get you the lay of the land." Fletcher turned and walked down the hallway with the energy of someone leading a small tour. Wendell followed at a distance of six feet and noted, on the way, the following: two exits beyond the main entrance, one at the end of the hallway and one through the warehouse-adjacent door to the left; a security camera at the northeast corner of the lobby that covered the entrance but not the hall; a staff kitchen on the right with a coffeemaker of the twelve-cup drip variety and a handwritten sign above it that said Please clean up after yourself :) with a smiley face that struck him as either optimistic or passive-aggressive, and he needed more data to determine which.

The bullpen was a large open room on the second floor containing sixteen desks in a grid arrangement under fluorescent lighting that was slightly too warm, the kind of lighting that was supposed to be comfortable and succeeded mainly in making everyone look mildly tired. Half the desks were occupied. The room smelled like coffee and the particular dry warmth of a building that had been sealed and climate-controlled since October and had opinions about it.

On the far wall: a 2016 Cubs World Series pennant.

Wendell looked at it. He looked at the year. He looked at the positioning — center of the wall, just above the whiteboard, in a location that suggested it had been hung with intention and then simply never revisited, the way objects become permanent by not being moved.

"Home base," Fletcher said, gesturing to a desk near the window in the second row. "You'll be handling manifest verification and some routing support while Gail's on leave — Gail Horner, she's great, you'll meet her when she's back. Everything you need to know about our systems is in the onboarding packet, and if you have questions—"

"I read the packet," Wendell said.

Fletcher paused the way people paused when they expected to be in the middle of a sentence and found they were not. "Oh — great. All of it?"

"Yes."

"Including the appendices?"

"There were three. Routing protocol, billing codes, and the building evacuation map." Wendell looked at the window. "The evacuation map places the primary exit at the northeast stairwell. I would suggest the southwest as an alternative in the event the northeast is compromised."

There was a brief silence.

"In the event of a fire," Wendell added, because he had read Aubrey's guidelines regarding statements that required context.

"Right," Fletcher said. "Sure. Good thinking." He said this in the tone of a man recalibrating and not wanting to show it. "Well — I'll let you get settled. Diane in HR has your system access, just ping her. Coffee's in the kitchen, help yourself. And your deskmate is Patrice — she's great, you'll love her." He said she's great with the same inflection he'd used for Gail Horner, which suggested it was a general operating principle rather than a specific assessment, or possibly that everyone at Crestline was actually great and he had stumbled into a statistical anomaly.

Fletcher departed with the lanyard swaying.

Wendell sat down.

He placed his bag on the floor to the left of the desk, aligned with the leg. He set the company-issued notepad parallel to the keyboard. He looked at his monitor, which was showing a screensaver — a moving image of freight containers at a port, which he found either fitting or heavy-handed — and pressed the space bar.

He was forty-five seconds into reading the routing system interface when the person at the adjacent desk returned.



He heard her before he saw her — footsteps that were unhurried and slightly syncopated, one heel making a faint different sound than the other, a slight asymmetry that was either habitual or a worn-down sole. The sound of something being set on a desk. The zip of a bag. Then:

"You must be the temp."

He looked up.

Patrice Ludlow was, at first assessment: thirty-six, possibly thirty-seven, medium height, natural hair pulled back with two pins that weren't doing the full job, a blazer over a shirt that had a small coffee stain near the left cuff that she had either not noticed or had decided to live with. Her face was the kind that moved easily — expressions came quickly and didn't overstay, which was a thing he found in people who thought faster than they spoke and were comfortable with that. She was looking at him with an attention that was direct without being aggressive, a distinction he had learned, over the years, to take seriously.

In approximately six seconds he had also assessed: no threat indicators, high social confidence, the kind of organizational self-sufficiency readable from a desk that had systems — a labeled tray, a specific spot for the coffee mug, a small succulent in the corner that was healthy — and the particular ease of someone who had been in this room long enough to own her portion of it.

He said: "Yes."

A beat passed. It was slightly longer than a standard beat. Patrice's head tilted approximately seven degrees to the right — a tell he catalogued as recalibrating the conversation.

"Wendell," she said, reading from something, probably the advance notice HR sent to deskmates. "Wendell Cruse."

"Yes."

"Patrice Ludlow." She extended her hand and he shook it. Her grip was straightforward — present and then done, no performance in it. "How was orientation?"

"Fletcher Ganns suggested the northeast stairwell as a primary evacuation route," Wendell said. "I think the southwest is more defensible."

A pause.

"Defensible," Patrice said.

"Practical," Wendell said. "In most scenarios."

She looked at him for a moment with an expression he did not immediately have a name for. It was not alarm. It was not the social-fear response he occasionally produced in people, the one that made them find reasons to be somewhere else. It was more like the expression of someone who had opened a book expecting one thing and found, on the first page, something that was going to require a different kind of attention.

"Okay," she said. "Do you drink coffee?"

"Yes."

"How do you take it?"

"Black."

"Good man." She picked up her mug and headed for the kitchen. "I'll grab you one. Don't fix anything while I'm gone."

He looked around the desk area.

"What would I fix," he said.

But she was already around the corner.



The morning passed in increments.

The routing system was not complicated. He had the general logic within thirty minutes and the specific Crestline variations within another twenty, after which he began processing the backlog of manifest verifications that had accumulated during Gail Horner's first week of leave with a speed that was — he later understood, from Patrice's expression when she glanced at his screen — apparently unusual.

"How many have you done," Patrice asked at approximately 10:30.

"Forty-seven."

She looked at her screen. "Gail does about fifteen a day."

"There was a backlog."

"There's always a backlog." She looked at him for a moment. "Are they right?"

"Yes."

"You checked?"

"That's what verification means."

Another of the head tilts. He was beginning to think of them as punctuation — a comma, specifically, indicating a brief internal renegotiation before proceeding.

"Wendell," she said.

"Yes."

"Do you want to come get lunch with me and Diane from HR? We go to the place down the block on Tuesdays."

He did not, particularly. He had brought lunch — a sandwich he had assembled that morning from the grocery store provisions, which had taken longer than it should have because the knife had been in a drawer that also contained a can opener and several menus for restaurants that no longer existed and a single battery whose charge was unknown — and the lunch period had been allocated in his mental schedule for reviewing the afternoon's workload.

He thought about the guidelines.

Participate in workplace social customs when invited. Refusal pattern is conspicuous.

"Yes," he said.

"Great." She picked up her coffee. "Fair warning, Diane talks a lot about her renovation. Just nod and say 'that's a big decision' whenever there's a pause."

"Is it a big decision?"

"They're doing the kitchen. It's an enormous decision. But she needs the nod more than the agreement, so." She shrugged. "Social economy."

Wendell thought about this.

"You're explaining the subtext," he said.

"I'm giving you the cheat sheet," she said. "You seem like a cheat-sheet person."

He was not sure how to respond to this so he returned to the manifests. After a moment he said: "Thank you."

"Sure," she said, and it was casual, the way you said sure when something was simply true and didn't require underlining.

He filed it.



Lunch was forty minutes.

The restaurant was a sandwich place with eight tables and a chalkboard menu and a particular smell that Wendell identified as bread and something fried and the specific warmth of an enclosed space with too many people in it at once. Diane from HR was small, energetic, and was, as advertised, in a period of significant kitchen renovation. She used her hands when she talked. She had opinions about cabinet hardware that were, he gathered from Patrice's face, well-established opinions in their social circle.

He nodded at what he estimated were the correct intervals.

"That's a big decision," he said, twice.

Diane beamed both times.

On the walk back, Patrice fell into step beside him and said, without particular emphasis, "You're good at that."

"At what."

"Listening. Or doing the thing that looks like listening, which, frankly, accomplishes the same thing for most people."

He considered this. "Those aren't the same."

"No," she agreed. "But Diane's happy, which was the goal."

They walked half a block in silence that was, he noticed, not uncomfortable. He was familiar with silences that were uncomfortable — he had produced many of them, often accidentally, in the course of attempting normal interaction — and this one had a different quality. It was the silence of two people who had concluded one part of a thing and not yet started the next.

"What did you do before this?" Patrice asked.

"Logistics," Wendell said. This was the cover. It was accurate in the way that covers were accurate — structurally true, detail-free.

"Where?"

"Various places."

"That's vague."

"It was varied work."

She glanced at him sideways. He was aware of the glance. He kept his eyes on the street ahead with the practiced neutrality of someone who had been looked at with suspicion for most of his adult life and had learned to give it nothing to land on.

"Okay," she said, after a moment. "Varied."

"Yes."

They reached the Crestline building. Fletcher Ganns was holding the door for someone in the lobby and waved at them through the glass with the full-body enthusiasm of a man for whom waving was a form of self-expression.

"He's always like that," Patrice said.

"I know," Wendell said.

She looked at
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