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fatfairyfantastic

The Jenny Wilson Show
(featuring Henry VIII and his six wives)

by Louise Birkett

The inhabitants of  the post-life  were pleased when TV
was  invented:  it  gave  them  something  to  watch.  But
digital TV has opened up even more opportunities - now
they  can  make  their  own  programmes  and  The  Jenny
Wilson Show is the first.

In life Katherine Parr could only pray and hope she made
the right decision to become Henry VIII's sixth wife. In
the post-life she can appear on a TV show and find out
what  her  five  predecessors  really  thought  and  whether
they would make the same choices given their time again.

For presenter Alice Frobisher, relatively newly arrived in the post-life, dealing with the
show's guests is only part of  the story. The producer and the director are constantly
arguing, negative emotions (which are supposedly banned) are flying around - often in
colour - there's a failed guardian angel looking for new employment and a double act
made up of  the archangel Gabriel and Lucifer, which she would never have believed in
her earthly phase. All in all Alice really wonders whether retaining her sense of  self  and
remaining in the post-life was the right decision. The fact that Henry keeps flirting
with her isn't helping either.

Chapter One

“OK Alice, get ready to go,” said the voice in my ear.

“It’s not Alice, it’s Jenny,” said the other voice in my ear.

The production assistant started counting backwards from ten, I arranged my face into 
what I hoped was a good smile rather than an inane grin.

“It might be the Jenny Wilson Show,” said the producer Ruth, alias voice number one, 
“but the presenter’s real name is Alice.”

“Well, I just think that’s confusing, I don’t remember that kind of thing happening 
before” said the first voice, alias director Julian.

“That’s because they were known by their stage names,” Ruth pointed out, “and their 
shows were named after them.”
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“Cue Alice,” said the production assistant.

“Hello and welcome to the Jenny Wilson Show, PL-TV’s first chat show.” I beamed 
towards the audience. They’d taken longer than we had anticipated to get settled. It 
shouldn’t have been a surprise; some of them had egos the size of stadia. The guests had the 
potential to be worse. Hence Julian and Ruth debating strenuously in my ear: one of the 
reasons anyway.

“I still say it’s confusing.”

“It was you who wanted to call it the Jenny Wilson Show,” snapped Ruth.

“Well, the Alice Frobisher Show doesn’t sound right,” said Julian. “Why didn’t we find 
a Jenny Wilson to front it?”

“Today the question we’re asking is whether a five-times married man is a good bet for 
the future,” my beam was becoming fixed. If I could have gagged them...

“We found eight Jenny Wilsons to front it,” fumed Ruth, “but you didn’t like any of 
them. The only one you liked was Alice. So you made her use the name.”

It was true. I think having a show where the presenter’s first name began with a J was 
some sort of homage to Jeremy and Jerry. Or maybe it was just because Julian liked names 
that began with a J. In any event, he’d thrown enough hissy fits on the subject to convince 
everyone to go along with him.

“Especially,” I continued, “when some of his previous wives have met what we might 
call dubious ends. Ladies and gentlemen, please put your hands together and welcome 
Katherine Parr and get ready to help her answer the biggest dilemma of her life.”

The audience dutifully applauded. The voices in my ear had gone silent, I glanced 
towards the control room. I could see Julian and Ruth standing and waving their arms at 
each other. Clearly they were still arguing so I could expect little help there. Why the sound 
wasn’t coming through my earpiece was a mystery but most things about PL-TV were a 
mystery to me. I hadn’t been involved in TV before I became what you might call life-
challenged.

It was odd. While full-scale arguments complete with anger, bitterness and a swathe of 
negative emotions had pocketed my earlier life, here it hadn’t – so far. But the sliding doors 
had opened and Katherine Parr was walking towards me, wearing a long red dress with 
panels of gold and a jaunty little cap with a feather in it. My first thought was how tall she 
was: impossible to tell whether she was wearing heels under her long skirts. My second 
impression, as I shook her hand was how kind her eyes were. Perhaps we could somehow 
wing it without the director’s or producer’s help.

“So Katherine,” I said, when she’d seated herself. “You’re here today to talk to PL-TV’s 
viewers about the biggest dilemma of your life.”

“That’s right, Jenny,” she said. “The most powerful man in the realm has asked me to 
marry him but I’m in love with another younger, more vigorous man and he’s already had 
five wives. The one who’s asked me to marry him, that is. Not the one who I’m in love with 

3



fatfairyfantastic
who is his brother-in-law.”

Some in the audience gave loud gasps, getting into the spirit of the thing, as it were.

“So, tell me a bit about yourself, Katherine, have you been married before?”

She nodded. “Twice. Both times to men either older than me or in poor health so both 
times I’ve been widowed.”

“And is it because you’ve only had old or sick husbands that a young, vigorous man 
appeals?”

The audience laughed. I deliberately hadn’t pulled a suggestive face. Was Clare the floor
manager holding up cue cards for them? I didn’t dare look. Neither of us had dried, the 
cameras were still running and there were still no voices in my ear. I suppose you could say 
that all was going well.

She smiled before saying, “But I do know that I cannot marry Tom now that Henry’s 
asked me. Either I must marry Henry or I must stay a widow.”

“Ahhh,” some of the audience members were doing the fake sympathy thing. 

“That’s great, Jenny,” Julian was back. “Keep ’em guessing.”

“How can she keep them guessing,” Ruth thundered, “everyone knows the story.”

“Now that’s where you might be surprised, research indicates…” the voices in my ear 
were switched off so I didn’t get to hear what Julian’s researchers had come up with.

“Tell me about your first marriage, Katherine.”

“It was when I was seventeen, to Edward Borough. He wasn’t well and died within four 
years.”

“So, you were a widow by the age of twenty-one?”

She nodded, the audience murmured. Real sympathy this time?

“What happened next?”

“Within months I’d married my second husband. John was twenty years older than me, I
was his third wife.”

“That was quick!”

“Well, yes, but what alternative did I have? My first husband didn’t leave me well 
enough provided for to be a merry widow. My only future was to marry again.”

“Did your second husband have children?”

“Yes, a boy and a girl. Margaret and I became very fond of each other. Good friends in 
fact. Companions eventually. I continued to bring her up after she was orphaned.”

“So what was life like in your second marriage?”

“Well, I was in charge of my husband’s houses. We had one in Yorkshire and another in 
London. I was responsible for seeing that all ran smoothly, from the brewing to the spinning
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to the making of soap and the setting of bones. Things within the house went smoothly 
enough but events around us were, shall we say, turbulent. My husband was taken hostage 
before my very eyes by Robert Aske during the Pilgrimage of Grace. Aske used my husband
as his mouthpiece, much to the fury of the king. Eventually my husband had to go south to 
explain things, leaving his children and me unprotected in the north. The rebels put us under
house arrest to ensure my husband came back.”

“So you were hostages?”

“Well, yes. My husband never recovered from it. He was being accused of treason while 
his family was being threatened with death.”

“Caught between a king and a rebel, then.”

“Yes. He was later arrested and sent to the Tower for a time.”

“How did he get out?”

“Well, he bribed Cromwell, of course. What else would he do?”

A couple of people in the audience laughed. Presumably mid-sixteenth century members
of the audience who knew the difference between Thomas and Oliver or considered Oliver 
as irrelevant because he came after them – it can happen. 

“What did you do?”

“We spent more and more time in our London house. It seemed safer there!”

I couldn’t hear a peep from either the audience or the control room. I’d had no idea 
Katherine had had such a colourful past. That’s the thing with PL-TV, we didn’t know what 
we were going to get. The idea for this chat show had come from someone remembering the
pre-post-life game of which historical character would you invite to a dinner party. Then it 
became a chat show where people talked about what they were remembered for, then it 
became the Jenny Wilson show where people with connections to each other would talk 
about their greatest dilemmas. Now you know how the story ends would you have done 
things differently at a cross roads in your life; what would happen if you could get extra 
information, not available to you then, all that kind of thing really. We had no idea whether 
the show would prove more popular than pre-post-life TV but Katherine had kindly 
volunteered to help us out and Henry and his other wives had agreed too. Henry because he 
loved an excuse to be the centre of attention and at least one of the wives had a score to 
settle and up until PL-TV, her options had been limited. Or so our researchers had told us. 
They hadn’t mentioned how colourful Katherine’s life had been before Henry’s proposal.

“So Katherine, how do you think your second marriage made people see you?”

“As someone who could tread delicately when necessary. Also, it was well-known that I 
love fresh flowers, clothes – particularly shoes – music, laughter, animals, dancing…”

“All wholesome, harmless pastimes, especially in a time before credit cards.”

“Well, yes. Safe pastimes. I discovered that safety is important.”

One of the drawbacks of PL-TV is the clash of mind-sets. Sixteenth century viewers 
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would understand Katherine’s choices entirely, twenty first century viewers would probably 
find it much harder going and who knew what those tuning in who hailed from the 
intervening centuries would have thought? A woman who believes that safety is important is
proposed to by a man who has the power to order her execution. A twenty first century 
viewer would probably have told him where to get off – or been seduced by the fame.

“So, ladies and gentlemen,” I addressed the camera, “there you have it. An eventful life 
in Yorkshire followed by safety in London. Tell me, Katherine, when did you first become 
aware that you had attracted the admiration of a king?”

“Both my brother and sister were at court and high in favour, so I would visit them there 
and see the king. He sent me a present of sleeves on the sixteenth of February. I didn’t think 
too much of that, Henry enjoyed having women at his court and was often generous to them.
Umm, do I need to explain about the sleeves?” She’d seen the blank look on my face.

“It might help.”

“In our portraits the lower sleeves you see on our gowns, the ones that are heavily 
embroidered, were tied on. It meant we could fashion new looks without having too many 
clothes. Anyway, John died on the second of March and whereas the first time I was 
widowed I had to remarry to survive, this time I could marry to suit myself. John left me 
enough property to ensure I was comfortably off, shall we say.”

“Balls! She was a very wealthy widow,” Ruth’s voice was so loud that I was sure 
Katherine could hear it through my earpiece as well.

“I had known and loved Tom for several months but we had worked hard at keeping it a 
secret so neither my husband’s last months nor my reputation should be disturbed. In my 
heart I was ready to marry for love, to bear children…”

“Even though Tom was something of a rogue?”

Katherine smiled indulgently. “He was an adventurer, yes, but I believe he always loved 
me.”

“He was a sociopath and only after her money,” muttered Ruth in my ear. “Get her to 
talk about how she knew Henry was interested.”

“All right Katherine,” I smiled. “I think what everyone wants to know is how you found 
out the king was interested: when did your dilemma begin?”

Katherine nodded. “I’ve already mentioned the gift he gave me in February. A couple of 
weeks after John died, the king appointed my brother to the privy council and then made 
him a Knight of the Garter in April. I hadn’t taken too much notice of this for I thought my 
brother had merit enough of his own but then it became apparent that the king was lonely 
and depressed and that he felt that only my presence could cheer him.”

“Weren’t you flattered?”

“Well, yes. It is always good to know one is admired. But I tried to keep it as a 
friendship only.”
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“But that didn’t work?”

“Well, no. And that is my problem you see. I do not have any desire to be queen. It is a 
path that seems to bring nothing but danger with it.”

Talk about a statement of the bleedin’ obvious! But I did like the way she was acting as 
if she faced the dilemma now instead of four hundred odd years ago. I should have worked 
out the timeframe before we took to the airwaves. “As we shall hear,” I said, smoothly. “But
couldn’t you find compensations in it?”

“Well, yes. There would be the chance to create more of a family life for the king and his
children, I should enjoy that. Then I would also be able to hear the finest musicians, wear 
the best clothes and promote reform.”

“Promote reform?”

“Of the church. Theology is a subject I find fascinating and I think the king has done 
well to reform the church.”

“Get her off religion,” Julian’s voice crackled through my earpiece. “This is about Henry
marrying, not about his religious policy.”

“I think you’ll find the two inextricably entwined,” said Ruth, “but for the moment get 
her off the subject. In fact, we need to cut to a break soon, now’s as a good a time as any to 
start heading into one.”

Although this was a programme made for PL-TV, it links into adverts screened on 
earthly TV. Among our audience there is, it seems, a fascination with adverts for things you 
will never have a need for. 

“So,” I said. “The choice comes down to duty or love?”

“Love and duty or pure passion,” she smiled.

“Love and duty?”

“Well, yes. We should all love our king.”

Once again, the mindset clash between the sixteenth century and the twenty first century.
Do people still love the monarch enough to feel they should marry them? I rather suspected 
not.

But I nodded, and said to the camera, “We’re now heading for a break but rejoin us to 
hear what Henry thinks he’s got to offer and whether Henry’s previous wives think he’s a 
good bet for Katherine.

“And cut,” said the production assistant’s voice in my ear. 

“Well done Alice,” added Ruth.

“Are you all right,” I smiled at Katherine.

“Yes, fine. It seems strange to be going through the whole should I, shouldn’t I process 
again though. Last time around I just had to pray and hope the answer I got was the right 
one.”
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“Ah well, that’s PL-TV for you,” said Julian, who had emerged from the control room 

with Ruth. He wandered off to check the positioning of a camera and wave his arms at 
Clare.

“Sorry about the debates,” said Ruth. “We both worked in TV once upon a time and 
neither of us agrees with the way the other one works. Besides, he’s crap; full of his own 
self-importance, it’s as if he never left the other place.”

“It does seem...odd.”

Ruth shrugged. “TV changes things. I presume they thought of that when they gave PL-
TV the go-ahead.”

I wondered. There was probably a road called good intentions leading to the building we
were in. I’d have to check when I went out. 

“Who’s the next guest?”

“We still haven’t decided. Julian thinks we should bring on all the wives before bringing
on Henry, the big denouement as it were. I think we should bring Henry on now. This isn’t a
murder mystery.”

“No, there’s no mystery about it. If we bring Henry on first it would allow him to answer
each wife’s points,” I said. “Might set up the conflict Julian wants.”

“See, you’re a natural at all this,” she said, heading off in Julian’s direction with 
purposeful stride.

“Hadn’t you done this before?” Katherine asked.

I shook my head. “I did do a bit of print journalism but not for very long. I finished up 
number crunching in an accounts department. But Julian liked my face and offered me the 
chance to present this show even though my name wasn’t Jenny Wilson. I didn’t really 
know what I wanted to do afterwards, you see.”

“I think it’s easier for those of us who were famous,” she said. “People sort of expect 
you to carry on being yourself, so you don’t become part of the whole or go for 
reincarnation and I think that if you’ve risen to fame at any time then you possibly have a 
stronger sense of self than most people, so it’s easier to hang onto. Some of us do the odd bit
of haunting but it’s really only a sideline: people like to spot us around. I must admit, things 
have improved since the invention of TV. There’s always something to watch somewhere. 
The first four hundred years or so after my death were pretty dire, I can tell you. Unless you 
liked watching battles, of course. Always some of them going on.”

I nodded. “I must admit, all of this was a bit of a surprise for me. I didn’t think anything 
much happened after you died. The body becomes worm food but that’s about it.”

She smiled. “I believed that man was sinful and that it was only through God’s charity 
that we could come to heaven. It was a little surprising to find that there was no heaven and 
no hell.”

“I did hear that they tried the concept of hell but couldn’t find anyone to staff it. The 
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smell of the sulphur was a bit of a problem. And I heard the Wright brothers put paid to the 
fluffy white cloud and musical instrument idea.”

“Quite a few used to go for that you know, particularly people who couldn’t play or sing 
a note in life.”

Julian and Ruth reappeared. They were still debating. I sighed. Clare stood behind them, 
she didn’t look very happy either.

“The thing is,” said Julian, “although this is a good story, it’s not really sexy TV is it? I 
mean, where’s the guts of the story?”

“Guts!” Ruth exploded. “They’re the Tudors for goodness’ sake. Blood and guts is what 
they do for recreation. They make twenty first century dysfunctional families look like the 
bloody Waltons!”

“Well, we’re not seeing it on the show.”

“No, that’s because we’re setting the scene. We’re showing Katherine’s dilemma before 
bringing on the wives who have gone before. That’s the point at which we can expect to see 
some conflict, all of which means we need to get Henry out there next. He’s the lynchpin, 
he’s the one that ties them all together – don’t forget some of them never met in life.”

Julian narrowed his eyes at her before flouncing off. It was a superb flounce given that 
he was wearing combats and a T-shirt. If he’d been in regency ruffles and satins he’d have 
turned flouncing into an art form.

“We need to get this show back on the road,” said Ruth. 

I winced: I didn’t like to be reminded of roads.

“We’ll bring Henry out next. Get him to explain why he wants another wife and then 
we’ll bring the wives out in order to give their opinions. Are you OK with that?”

“Yes.”

“Good, if you take your place to the left of stage we’ll get going again.”

She dashed back to the control room, muttering. It sounded something vaguely like, ‘I’ll 
give him blood and guts’ but I was busy with Clare, checking Katherine was in place and 
finding my spot, so I wasn’t sure. It couldn’t be that, surely, it would be far too much like a 
threat.

Chapter Two

“And cue Alice.”

“Welcome back to the Jenny Wilson show. I hope you enjoyed the break,” I said, smiling
into the camera. “And now it’s time to introduce our second guest. He’s been listening in 
while Katherine explains her dilemma and now it’s time to hear from her husband-to-be. 
Please, give Henry the Eighth a big round of applause.”
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The doors slid back and Henry bounded down the steps. Not the Henry you see in the 

famous – or infamous – Holbein portrait but the younger and trimmer version from the Joos 
Van Cleeve picture, which was my favourite of the ones I’d seen. I gaped.

“Shut your mouth darling,” hissed Julian in my ear, “you’re practically dribbling.”

Henry beamed and waved at the audience, strode across to me, somehow grasped my 
hand – I wasn’t aware I’d offered it – and kissed it. His beard felt soft, I gazed into his eyes.

“Thank you for agreeing to appear on the show.”

He smiled, “It’s my pleasure, I assure you. I know the Van Cleeve was your favourite 
portrait.”

Was he flirting with me? His eyes were making me feel as if we were the only two in the
studio. Trying to recover my wits, which appeared to have packed their bags and gone on a 
long-haul holiday, I gestured that he should take the seat next to Katherine. They smiled and
nodded at each other.

“Now, Henry, you had five wives before you proposed to Katherine and it’s fair to say 
she’s had some difficulty in deciding whether to accept you or not.”

“If he’d looked like that at the time he proposed to me, I don’t think I’d have had as 
much difficulty deciding,” Katherine interrupted.

“Perhaps you should show us your physical journey,” I said to Henry. Oh, the 
advantages of the post-life, there’s no need for people to spend hours in make-up, a bit of 
willpower and you can be the sense of self you want to be. The only difficulty is keeping the
concentration going long enough to hold it. That’s why most of us appear in the clothes we 
associate most with our bodily selves and why everyone hailed PL-TV as a natural winner: 
so few costs. Not that costs mattered to us really and time didn’t usually matter at all. But 
PL-TV was changing the post-life concept of time: we had to make it appear that we were a 
normal TV programme, so we couldn’t allow people to drift off for a couple of centuries 
before returning to answer a question. We use available digital frequencies and we have to 
make sure we complete our show while the chosen frequency is still unoccupied.

He pursed his mouth and looked at me steadily for a couple of seconds before nodding 
and standing.

“I’ll begin from when I was seventeen and became king,” he said.

There was a murmur of appreciation from the audience as he showed off his mastery of 
changing form in front of us. First the young, slender athlete with the bobbed red hair and 
clean-shaven chin. Gradually he became heavier, more muscular and a short beard appeared.
Then the figure became more solid and the hair shorter. Finally the figure itself grew and 
grew until the muscle was gone and a bear of a man stood in its place, with tiny eyes 
peering out of a potato of a face. After taking us through the transformation, he returned to 
his chosen self.

“Sadly, I was not able to present my younger self to woo Katherine. The injury to my leg
prevented me from exercise, stank as if the Devil himself had cast it on me…”
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“On behalf of my client, I object to that comment.” A member of the audience had risen 

to his feet.

“With respect,” I replied, “we are not in a court of law. Such objections have no place 
here.”

“But my client…”

“Would really like you to sit down. Terribly sorry about that,” Lucifer himself called 
across to me having grappled the lawyer into his seat. “It’s just I have such a bad press. My 
lawyers are very keen to see I’m not defamed.”

“And, of course, they are naturally drawn to you,” grinned Henry. “Is Crum with you?”

“Probably,” said Lucifer. “It’s difficult to keep track at times, what with people 
expecting all lawyers to lodge with me. Quite unfair, of course. Very good at land law, 
Thomas Cromwell. He’s probably making sure my lands raise sufficient revenue. And we all
know he did the same for you!”

“Best in the business,” said Henry affably.

“If we could continue,” I butted in.

It wasn’t that I had a problem with Henry and Lucifer’s banter, Lucifer has such a 
wicked sense of humour that he keeps everyone amused. It’s just that not everyone is 
comfortable with the fact that Lucifer constantly moans about his bad press. Well, if you’ve 
been brought up on tales of Hell, sulphur and demons, then the discovery that Lucifer is 
omnisexual is fine. It’s the hanging baskets which always win first prize at the gardening 
competitions that cause the shock. And no, he doesn’t cheat: his ambition is to win the 
trophy for the best rose but the competition for that is as fierce as the competition to breed a 
lilac daffodil. Besides, I didn’t want another interruption from Julian if I could avoid it. I 
didn’t know where he was getting his nastiness from but it felt wrong and it was upsettingly 
uncomfortable; thinking about it, that was probably why it felt wrong.

“Henry, you’d been married five times before. Why did you want a sixth wife?”

“A court without a queen just doesn’t work,” he explained. “For without a queen there 
can be no queen’s household to serve her and without that there are very few high-born 
women with whom one can pass the leisure hours. The company of women brings out a 
man’s gentler side, enables us to pass the day with the courtesy and gallantry required of a 
gentleman. It brings us respite from sport, hunting, study and matters of business as we look
to dancing and music and softer entertainments.”

“So, you wished to marry again to be a good father to your court?”

“It is my duty.”

“What about your pleasure?”

“It’s for my pleasure too. I like women. Their company soothes me, takes away from my
cares. As king it was one of my pleasures to host feasts for the women of the court and even 
to make sure that the accommodations for those invited were fitting. From my earliest days I
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learned, as many men do not, that there is much to be enjoyed in women’s company. 
Katherine is intelligent and learned. I knew I would be able to talk to her. Having a queen’s 
household enables the young men of my household to meet the young women they will 
marry and makes their marriages more than just affairs of business.” 

He paused briefly before adding, “In some cases, anyway, when their parents can agree 
dowries and suchlike. A word from me could usually help agreements along,” he smiled.

“But will she not be placed in danger from the factions in your court?”

“Not so long as she pleases me. I know how to look after my own. They came for 
Cranmer; wanted a commission to test him. So I appointed him head of the commission. 
Such a shame I was unable to see the faces of those who plotted against him as they realised
that those whom I love are safe in my love. But I can guess!” He guffawed. 

I opened my mouth to ask about Henry Norris and Thomas Cromwell but Ruth read my 
thoughts and said, “Move on from this, we can come to those he executed later.”

Henry continued, “One of my reasons for choosing Katherine, quite apart from her 
merriment and joy in life, is that she has no political following. Her role will be to guide my 
children and I can think of no one better suited. She is learned and wishes to learn more, she
has sound good sense and her every action will prove the wisdom of my choice.”

“Sanctimonious fool,” Ruth muttered in my ear.

“Katherine?” I turned to see she was smiling faintly.

“Part of my difficulty in making the decision was the knowledge that I do possess strong
opinions, particularly about religion,” she said. “Maybe it is difficult for people from later 
times to imagine but at the time religion and the opinions one held carried life or death 
importance. And because things were changing all the time, it was difficult to know what 
opinions were safe. It was a most exciting time because there was greater freedom than ever 
before to come to a conclusion that satisfied your own conscience rather than being told by 
the Pope…”

“The bishop of Rome,” Henry interjected.

“The bishop of Rome,” Katherine continued smoothly, “what to think.  Discussions 
about religion coloured our lives. Was it simply reform we were about or was it about 
building something new and great?”

“Well, the Church of England still existed in my time,” I smiled. I thought of the 
bombings and assassinations that took place in the twenty-first century in the name of 
religion and wondered how much had really changed.

“I am proud of that,” said Henry. “But Katherine knows she need have no fear about 
expressing her opinions to me provided they are not heretical.”

“But how would I know whether they were true opinions or heretical thoughts? I am not 
the theologian you are.”

Henry preened. “Of course not, and I would not expect a woman to understand these 
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things but to be guided by her husband. You will come to no harm if you allow yourself to 
be guided by me.”

“How would he have coped with feminism?” Ruth muttered in my ear.

“Of course, times have changed since you were on the throne,” I said. “In my day it is 
considered normal for a woman to make her own way in the world and to have her own 
opinions.”

“I am aware of these changes,” Henry smiled, “but, if you’ll forgive me, I’m not sure 
that is such a good thing for men.”

“But isn’t it a natural progression?” I asked. “After all, in your day women had the 
ordering of large households.”

“Indeed,” said Katherine, “I myself did.”

“Yes, but that is in the domestic sphere, which is right and proper,” said Henry. 

“Shame!” yelled a woman in the audience.

Henry blinked, surprised.

“Women’s rights is a subject that raises considerable passion,” I hastened to intervene.

“Passions which could be better spent with their husbands, perhaps,” he did a quick flash
of the eyebrows as he said the words, stretching his legs out in front of him.

“The audience, particularly those from later eras, must forgive me,” he continued. “In 
my time a woman’s role was to ornament her husband, to provide him with sons and to 
follow the teachings of St Paul and be obedient. I know that things have changed but I must 
be as I am.”

“This is boring,” snapped Julian in my ear, “and you’re allowing him to get away with 
being a pompous arse.Do something!”

For myself, I thought that allowing the audience access to Henry’s innermost thoughts, 
particularly where mindsets didn’t meet was helpful but my inability to argue with him gave
Julian the advantage. I blinked, helpless, as I searched for words, the earthly feeling of a 
dried-up mouth returning as if I had never left my body. It felt like an age had passed before 
my mind began working again and I thought of a question to ask.

“So, Henry, as we’ve mentioned you had been married five times before you proposed to
Katherine. Perhaps the crux of Katherine’s dilemma is what makes you think a sixth 
marriage will be any more successful than your previous five?”

“Good question,” breathed Ruth.

“Ah, because the lady is far too modest to rely on her own virtues in making it a 
success?” Henry smiled.

I nodded.

“Well, although I have hopes of a Duke of York to join my son in the nursery, I am 
conscious that as she has failed to bear children to her previous husbands it is unlikely that 
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our union will be blessed by more children. So she need have no fear of succumbing to the 
perils of childbed and I will not renounce her for her failure to bear children. And, as I have 
said, her own personal qualities of good sense commend her to us as a wife who will be dear
to our heart. I am confident I have made the right choice.”

“But isn’t it true to say that all of your previous wives were your choice?”

For the first time, Henry looked less than comfortable, he hummed and hawed for a bit 
before murmuring, “My councillors…”

“But sire,” I smiled, “would any of your councillors have gone against your wishes? 
They may have advised this bride over that but ultimately, wasn’t the decision always 
yours?”

He looked at me, eyes twinkling. “A hit, I admit it. When it came to choosing women to 
share my life, they were my decisions. But it is hard being a king when every family dangles
the most beautiful of its daughters in front of your eyes. Princes marry for heirs but life is so
much the sweeter if they can love and admire their queens as well.”

“That’s perfect! Stop it there and we’ll go to a break,” said Ruth.

“And now, ladies and gentlemen we’ll go to a quick break,” I said, smiling. “But make 
sure you rejoin us when you will get to meet the rest of Henry’s queens.”

“And cut,” said Ruth. “Great job Alice. Perfect line from Henry. ‘Love and admire’ is so 
rich coming from him.”

“I think we went to a break too early,” Julian said.

“Ah, it’s fine. They do it on sports programmes all the time,” said Ruth. “For anyone 
who knows what Henry did to his queens that’s the perfect high drama moment. Leave ’em 
wanting more, that’s my motto.”

“Yes,” said Julian, “but who, exactly is in charge here? Who is directing?”

“Well, you would be if you knew what you were doing,” said Ruth. “This isn’t TV as we
knew it on earth, you know.”

I sighed.

“Was that it?” asked Henry.

“Apparently so. I’m as surprised as you are,” I said. “In fact, I think I need to find out 
what’s going on. I can hear what they’re saying,” I indicated my earpiece, “but I can’t argue 
with them, even though their bickering keeps putting me off.”

“Good luck,” said Katherine.

I was rather warming to her. You never see common sense listed as a quality people find 
attractive; perhaps it masquerades as something else.

I flung open the door to the control room to find Julian and Ruth standing and glaring at 
each other. He had his hands on his hips and had jutted his head forward aggressively. Clare 
had beaten me to the control room and was standing watching them with interest.
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“When you two have quite finished squabbling,” I snapped, “could someone possibly 

tell me what is happening next? I am the one facing the cameras and I am the one who’s 
going to look stupid.”

“Going to?” Julian turned his glare on me. “You, my dear, are turning this into some 
kind of flirt fest. You have no control, no style and hiring you was probably the biggest 
mistake of my life!”

There was a silence.

“Figure of speech,” he muttered.

“We’re bringing Catherine of Aragon on next,” said Ruth, having flashed him a glare. 
“She’s got plenty to say for herself and lots of audience sympathy. You really can’t go 
wrong.”

“Other than both women out there have the same name,” I said.

“This entire show was a mistake,” Julian said. “What kind of man marries six women 
with just three names between them?”

“I’ve already spoken to them,” said Ruth. “Catherine of Aragon is happy for you to use 
her name in its original Spanish form – Catalina. Catherine Howard is happy for you to call 
her Cat. Anne of Cleves is happy with Anna. It’s all sorted. Nothing for you to worry about 
Julian.”

He glared. She winked at me.

“You’d better get on with it,” snapped Julian. “The sooner we get this over and done 
with, the better if you ask me.”

Gritting my teeth, I went back to the set, Clare in tow. Just what was the man’s problem?
Whatever happened in our lives, post-life we are all equals. Oh, some have the remnants of 
earthly fame which makes people want to meet them; so they possibly look more than equal.
Some people come from big families and are told when they’re met that there’s a family 
tradition that they all stick together, so they’re more insular, which might give them a sense 
of superiority. Then there’s the small matter of the competitions where winning 
automatically confers a sense of superiority but we are equal. Julian lost his right to snap at 
anyone when he chose not to be reincarnated. I remembered my own snappy comment with 
a wince, I didn’t have the right to behave like that either, whatever the provocation, even if I
didn’t understand how there could be any provocation to begin with.

As I thought about it, I realised that I didn’t know how Julian had met his earthly end. 
That was unusual. The first person you meet is the person whose responsibility is to come 
and greet you. At that point you are usually suffering from the biggest shock you’ll ever get 
in any life, so it’s usually arranged for someone you know to come and meet you. They 
explain the options and you don’t really think about how they came to be there to meet you 
because the chances are you already know how they arrived in the post-life phase. It’s when 
you meet the first complete stranger that you realise that, tasteless as it appears in life, you 
now define yourself by your death. After a while it stops being strange and is no different to 
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defining yourself in life by the job you do. I knew Ruth had drowned; Mary who had got me
this gig had been burned at the stake in 1556; Henry had died in his bed, Katherine in 
childbirth but I didn’t know what had happened to Julian. He looked too young to have died 
in his bed but that didn’t mean anything – he could be using incredible forces of will to hold
his appearance. I didn’t know much about Clare either. I shook my head, I must have 
forgotten: you couldn’t have mysteries in the post-life world.
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The Man Who Lost His Manbag And Found 
Himself
By Diane M Dickson

A broken relationship and a wish for a new start takes Ewan to London. All goes 
swimmingly until the disaster with his manbag. Everything has gone down the 
drain, literally. Bad gets worse as he struggles against jobsworths and 
bureaucracy. How will he ever get home? Follow Ewan and cringe as he wallows 
in the mire of  the worst time of  his life - up to now!

Chapter 1

Ironically a mugging would have been better.  If  Ewan
had been mugged the police would have been called, he
would most likely have been given a cup of  tea with
plenty of  sugar by a kind lady with large breasts and all
would have been well.  As it was he lost his belongings
because of  his own stupidity.  He loved the leather
satchel; Fiona bought it him for Christmas.  He no
longer had Fiona but he still had the satchel.  He had
carried his “papers” in the main body of  the thing and all
his other bits and pieces in the zipper part of  the flip
over lid.  He took out his ‘phone, spoke briefly to Keith
and slipped it back into the space.

Then he fiddled inside to fish out the A to Z, he wasn’t
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lost really, not really but wanted to double-check the route.  If  the cover had been on the
drain, if  he had trusted his sense of  direction, if  he had closed the zip, if  bloody Fiona 
hadn’t bought him a sodding manbag – if  God didn’t hate him quite so much then all his
belongings wouldn’t have clattered out into a desperate heap on the pavement and then 
slithered in a delirious cascade into the gaping black hole.  Phone, wallet, tickets the 
whole damn shooting match, one after the other, slipping and sliding against each other, 
a fiesta of  loss, sploshing into the dark slime of  the drain.

For several moments he simply stood glaring at the gutter, disbelief  robbed him of  the 
ability to think, just for bit and then an avalanche of  reality swept in and knocked him 
into a field of  panic.  He dropped to his knees, almost tripping a leggy blonde who 
cursed noisily as she skipped aside, he didn’t hear her, didn’t see her, he didn’t see her 
and that spoke volumes. It was horribly obvious from the start that the stuff  was gone, 
not even a glint of  light on dark water raised his hopes.  It was too far down, beyond the
reach of  light and way, way beyond the reach of  his arm.  He stretched out across the 
pavement with his head in the gaping hole.  Why did he do that? he didn’t know why he 
did that.  The space was deep, the bottom unreachable, the depths unfathomable.  Lying 
full stretch on the pavement did nothing more than diminish his already depleted dignity.
As he pushed himself  upwards another leggy lovely strode past.  He grinned up at her, 
going for a little boy lost look.  Her eyes were drawn to his trousers.  Unfortunately the 
focus of  her attention was not his manly physique but rather a sliver of  onion and the 
orange stain of  curry sauce on his left knee.  

He sat back on his heels, gathering the satchel to him and took a deep shuddering 
breath.  His heart wanted to panic, it tried, it danced and jigged and punched at his chest
wall but he wasn’t going along with it, not just now.  Another deep breath, he closed his 
eyes, squeezing the lids tightly together.  None of  it helped but while he was doing that 
he didn’t need to try and stand because he knew that at that precise moment he couldn’t.

What the hell was he going to do now?  Okay he would ring Keith.  Keith would come 
and collect him.  Ah, but he didn’t have his mobile; no matter he could reverse the 
charges from a ‘phone box.  He pushed to his feet and rotated a hundred and eighty 
degrees.  Of  course there wasn’t a box, not strictly true there was a box, a lovely red one 
outside a pub and filled with potted plants.  Yeah, just what he needed pink petunias and
a huge, variegated pelargonium. 

The thought nervously slithered through the little grey muscle nestled in his skull that he
didn’t have Keith’s number, actually he did, but it had launched itself, along with the rest 
of  his contact list, inside the silicon chip now floating seawards cocooned in silver grey 
plastic.  He tried to recall a ‘phone number – any number and the only one he could 
summon was his grannie’s in Barnstaple and she’d been dead sixteen years.   He could 
also remember his mum’s Co-op divi number but conceded this was of  minimal use. 

Fine, he’d go to the bank, get some cash, buy a new ticket and go home.  Then he could 
start the whole depressing process of  reporting loss and requesting replenishment… 
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“Good afternoon sir, my name is Sarah.  How can I help you today?”

“I need to withdraw some cash.” 

“Do you have your card sir? We have a cash machine in the lobby.” 

“No, I just lost it.”

“Oh dear, do you want to report it stolen?”

“It’s not stolen.  I dropped it down the drain.”

“Ah right, so you need to report it lost, do you want me to do that now for you?” 

“Um, well – okay but I also need some money.”

“Do you have your account number?” 

“No, that was on my card.”

“Oh dear.  Not to worry if  you can give me your name and address?”

“Ah, well I can give you my old address but I haven’t –erm – well you see I’m in the 
middle of  moving.” 

“Moving?”

“Yes, between.”

“Did you notify us of  your change of  address?” 

“I told you I was moving but I didn’t have my new address.  It’s all been a bit messy, 
personal stuff  you know.”  The girl nodded and smiled sympathetically, to the woman in 
the queue behind Ewan.  He shifted and leaned closer to the security window pulling her
gaze back to him. 

“I’ll give you my old address and if  you ring my – well my ex she can vouch for me. I 
was about to open a new account, it’s all in flux at the moment.” 

“Flux?”

“Yes, you know up in the air, not sorted.  Call my ex she’ll give you the numbers and 
stuff.”

“Do you have her number sir?” 

“Oh, er no, it was on my phone, we didn’t have a land line. She was speed dial one but – 
well hmm.” 

“Right.  Do you have some form of  identification?”

“NO!  Ahem – sorry, sorry didn’t mean to – you know, shout it’s just that I’m feeling a 
bit panicked now to be honest and you’re not helping.” 

“Sorry sir, would you like a glass of  water?”

“No, I would like some money please, from my account.”
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“Yes sir but, without your account number, or your name and address.”

“Okay – I’ll give you my old address.”

“But you just told me you don’t live there anymore and you don’t have any 
identification.”

“Oh, yeah right but you could pretend it’s my address couldn’t you?”

“Well not really sir, not without some corroboration.”

“My corroboration is in the flicking sewer.” 

“There’s no need to swear sir.” 

“No, no of  course not – I’m sorry.  Can you just help me out here, just take my old 
address, give me some cash.  When I get home I’ll sort it all out.” 

“What is your current address sir?”

“I’m living with a mate – Keith.”

“Do you have his number sir, can we call him?” 

“Oh well no, I – his number it’s.”

“Down the drain? If  you have his address we could call Directory Enquiries” 

“No land line. No sodding land line okay.” 

“I’m really sorry sir.  I am trying to help but I am struggling with this.  Did you take out 
card insurance?”

“No.”

“Oh – it’s just that if  you had we could have called them and they would have your 
details and… perhaps I should speak to my colleague.  Could you take a seat in the 
waiting area, there are brochures there, about card security. Are you alright sir?”

“Can’t breathe, can’t get my…”

“Would you like a paper bag?”

“Paper bag.”

“Yes sir, for your hyperventilating, your panic attack.” 

“No, no – not unless the blinkering thing is full of  blinkering money – you can take your
paper bag and put it in the…”

“Security!”

“It’s alright, it’s okay – look I’m gone, thanks, thanks for nothing Sarah.” 

“Sorry sir, it just that I erm…  If  you take a seat I’ll speak to my colleague, sir, sir…” 

The street was full of  people, people going home, not going home, people with mobile 
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phones, wallets, money.  His head spun.  This was crazy, things had spiralled out of  
control unbelievably quickly.  It must be him, Fiona said he panicked too quickly, flapped
and fussed.  It was just one of  the things that had led to the rift, she was calm, able to 
take control in a drama.  His eyes filled with moisture, suddenly and stupidly he wanted 
Fiona to be here to take charge and to take him home. 
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Fallen Angel
by Tracie Podger

On the first day of her holiday to Washington, DC, Brooke Stiles meets Robert
Stone.

Dark eyed, damaged and dangerous - Stone has never had a normal 
relationship for fear of his past being exposed. Not knowing how to respect 
nor love, he struggles with his feelings for a woman who makes him question
everything that he is.
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Brooke falls in love with him and as their relationship grows she learns who 
he really is. Her future is set. She is to heal her man and mend his broken 
soul. But can she do the one thing that he asks?

This is a story of an ordinary woman who falls in love with an extraordinary 
man and has to discover whether she is strong enough to forgive him his 
past. Contemporary Romance

Excerpt from Chapter One - Fallen Angel, Part I

“I’m glad you came, Brooke,” he said.

“I’m not  sure  you  gave  me  much  choice,  Mr.  Stone,”  I
replied.

He laughed a little, “Please, call me Robert.”

“Well then, Robert, thank you for the invitation. This is an
amazing place,” I said, looking around. He simply smiled. 

“I’ve taken the liberty of ordering for you, I trust you don’t
mind,” he told me. 

To be honest, yes I did mind but I didn’t want to offend any
more than I had to, so I smiled my thanks. 

“You seem nervous, Brooke,” he said.

Trying  to  hold  his  gaze,  “Well,  I,  um,”  I  stumbled,  not
finding the words to explain I had never done this before,
met someone for a couple of minutes and then agreed to dinner.

“Tell me about yourself,” he said, cutting short my answer.

I was a little unsure what to say. How much does one divulge to a complete stranger, one
that not only intrigued but also unsettled me.

“Well, I live in the UK obviously, in Kent. I’m here on holiday and like Sam, I work in
marketing but for an agency in London. Sam and I have been friends since we were little
and I haven’t seen him for a while so thought I would come and visit.” 

I really didn’t want to go into too much detail about why I was here, I tried to keep the
conversation light.

“So where are you really from? Your black hair, blue eyes and fair skin, that’s not typically
British,” he asked, leaning slightly towards me.

“I don’t know.” I answered, uncomfortable with his scrutinising of me. “Perhaps there’s a
little Irish on my father’s side. I must admit, I look nothing like my parents,” I replied, with
a nervous chuckle.

The whole time I spoke he looked at me. Even when our starter was laid in front of us, he
picked up his fork and ate without taking his eyes from mine. I found at first it was too hard
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to look back at him, to hold his stare but the more I spoke, the more I found I couldn’t look
anywhere else. 

It was as if there was nothing else, just this table and Robert Stone. Thinking back, I don’t
believe I could even hear anything around me. I didn’t notice the waiter remove my plate,
replace it with another, replenish my glass. It was as if time did not exist, just the moment.

Before I realised, we had finished our meal. I can’t tell you what I ate but I know that I’d
not stopped talking and he had hardly said a word. How had he managed to get me to do
that? Being a reserved person, I don’t share what’s in my head but there I was, telling this
stranger my life story. I skipped the bits about why I was in DC but told him about my
family,  my job,  my hobbies,  pretty  much everything else.  It  was  as if  his  stillness,  his
quietness, could draw me out. 

At some point I seemed to run out of things to say and the air stilled around me. It was
suffocating and I had an urge to leave. Perhaps he saw my discomfort because he folded his
napkin and placed it on the table.

“Would you like to leave?” he asked, I nodded.

He held out his hand and led me from the restaurant. It hadn’t dawned on me that there had
been no bill, we’d simply walked straight out to the waiting car. For the second time, I slid
across the black leather seats and Robert spoke quietly to the driver.

“I would like to show you something, if you’re not in a rush to return home,” he said when
he got into the car.

We drove a short distance to the office where Sam worked, the building Robert owned.
Arriving, we exited the car and walked into the foyer, past the security guards who seemed
to stand to attention. With his hand on my back, Robert guided me into the lift. Again I felt
that heat where his hand touched and that tingle across my skin. I noticed a small key pad
and  watched  as  his  fingers  keyed  in  a  code  and  the  lift  ascended,  beyond  the  floors
numbered.

The doors slid open into a reception so very different to the rest of the building. The floor
was a dark oak, a glass, abstract sculpture stood in the middle of the area and beyond a
single, large door. Taking a key, he opened it and we entered a penthouse apartment. I was
not ready for this. I had no idea I would be taken back to the place I assumed he lived in, but
I was totally blown away, it was stunning. The walls were a stark white, a large black leather
sofa dominated the lounge area and a sound system hung on the wall. Walking to it,  he
pressed a button and music flowed through the whole apartment. 

One wall was completely glass, slightly tinted and I walked across and looked out. The view
was simply amazing. Washington was spread out below me, the lights  of the buildings,
traffic, the White House in the distance, all shone in the night. I could see for miles.

Robert moved behind me, again so silently it took me by surprise to see his reflection in the
glass. I felt like his prey and my nerves were on alert. My heart hammered in my chest and
my  breath  caught  in  my  throat.  He  stood  directly  behind  me,  I  felt  an  immense  heat
radiating from him and a strange, magnetic pull towards him. It was as if my muscles took
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on a will of their own and my body needed to be close to his.

“Thank you for spending your evening with me,” he whispered, his breath caressing the side
of my neck. “Do you like the view? This is what I wanted to show you.”

He described some of the landmarks, leaning so close, his arm pointing over my shoulder.
All the time I looked at his reflection, at his mouth. I wanted to taste him, to feel his lips on
mine and it troubled me to feel, to think that way.

“It’s wonderful, do you live here?” I asked, forcing my eyes away from him, to the view.

“Not permanently, I have a house outside the city, Great Falls. Perhaps you would like to
visit.”

“Can I ask you something?” I said

“Sure.”

“Why did you invite me to dinner? I mean, you only met me for a couple of minutes really.
It’s a bit odd, don’t you think?”

“Not odd enough for you to refuse,” he replied, unsmiling. “I met you, I wanted to know
more about you.”

We fell silent, looking at the view below. He lifted his hand and moved some hair from my
shoulder exposing my neck. Lowering his head, he placed a small kiss on the side, his eyes
meeting mine in the reflection of the glass, a question in them.

I should have been outraged but I wasn’t, I just felt this immediate attraction to him. A fire
raged in the pit of my stomach, my heart missed a beat, fluttering in my chest and I felt my
legs start to shake. I wanted to lean back into him, to feel his body against mine. All the time
I faced the glass wall with him behind me, watching his reflection.

“I want you, Brooke,” he softly said. I couldn’t answer, I felt entranced and all rational
thought left my brain, leaving nothing but an overwhelming desire for him. I gently nodded
my head.

He unzipped my dress and it  fell,  crumpled to my feet  leaving me standing in just my
underwear and shoes. I stepped out of the dress and wanted to turn to face him but he held
my hips, keeping me still. With one hand he ran his fingers up my spine sending shivers
through my body. His hands travelled over my shoulders and down my arms, holding them
to my waist while his lips trailed a path from my neck to my ear. I wanted to reach up, to run
my hand through his hair, to touch him, but all the time he held me still. 

A small moan escaped my lips and I felt him smile at my response. A burn started between
my legs, my body was aching with desire for him. One arm circled my waist and with the
other he ran his fingers down my throat, over the top of my breasts and down my stomach. 

“Do you know what I want to do, Brooke? I want to... 

...Be warned; the book contains sexual content.

24



fatfairyfantastic

Product details
• Paperback: 268 pages
• Publisher: CreateSpace Independent 

Publishing Platform; 1 edition (11 Dec 
2013)

• Language: English
• ISBN-10: 1494314339
• ISBN-13: 978-1494314330

• Kindle Print Length:253 pages
• File Size:622 KB
• Simultaneous Device Usage:Unlimited
• Sold by:Amazon Media EU S.à r.l.
• Language:English
• ASIN:B00H8ZF2SA

Buy Fallen Angel
Click on parcel and you'll

go to amazon

Win an amazon gift 
certificate...
...worth £25 (or equivalent) by 
requesting future free issues of  
fatfairyfantastic excerpts from 
independently published work.
Go to the website and send us your 
email address

If you have self published a book go onto 
www.fatfairyfantastic.com and promote it for free. 
All we ask you to do is promote the site and help 
distribute the pdf's, by email or facebook etc.

Help yourself and help others
Just for some extra fun you can vote for your favourite title 
by liking it on facebook like button. This helps move the 
book into a more prominent position... and ultimately to win
the coveted Fat Fairy Indie Book of the Year 2014

25

http://www.fatfairyfantastic.com/
http://www.fatfairyfantastic.com/send-a-review-or-contact-us/subscribe-to-pdf-issues/
http://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/1494314339/ref=as_li_ss_tl?ie=UTF8&camp=1634&creative=19450&creativeASIN=1494314339&linkCode=as2&tag=fatfairyfanta-21


fatfairyfantastic

Index
The Jenny Wilson Show by Louise Birkett
The Fat Fairy Best Indie Book 2014
The Man Who Lost His Manbag And Found Himself by Diane M Dickson
Fallen Angel by Tracie Podger
Win an amazon gift certificate...
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The Sarah Puzzle
by Annie-Laurie Hunter

“Tony, we’ve got a kid up here.” So begins The Sarah
Puzzle. Why is a tiny mute child sleeping in a condemned
building in the Village? Where did she come from and how
has she survived alone? As the community fits the puzzle
pieces together a horrifying picture emerges of paedophilia,
psychological abuse, and murder. Can Sarah integrate
love, caring, and faith into her sense of self, which was
formed in depravity?

The Sarah Puzzle can only be solved by grownups who will
not stand idly by in the face of evil. Are you willing to
journey with Sarah to solve The Sarah Puzzle?

Please be advised this book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature 
readers only.

March 27th     7:45 am

“Tony, we’ve got a kid up here.”

Tony replied on the walkie-talkie, “What do you mean you’ve got a kid?  Tell it to get
out of there!!”

“No, Tony, she’s little.  Call the cops.  We need the cops.  You’ve got to see this. Just 
call the cops.”

“What am I supposed to tell them?”

“Tell them we have a kid living here and she is little.”

“What is she, on drugs?”
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“I don’t think so, Tony.  But this isn’t right.  Something’s going on here and you gotta

see it.”

With that, Bartolo stopped talking on the walkie-talkie and looked at the attic and the child 
within it.  She was sitting in a small pile of blankets, just waking from a deep sleep.  Clearly,
she had made this attic her space.  It was clean around her blanket in contrast to the years of 
dust coating the rest of the attic floor.  The window had been cleaned.  And there was a 
clean pathway to the window from her little nest.  Besides her nest and a single backpack, 
the attic was empty.  There was none of the usual detritus of a vacant building.  No bottles, 
no drug paraphernalia, no remains of illicit encounters.  There was just the child and her 
little nest. 

But now she was fully awake and beginning to panic.  “Hey there, no one is supposed
to be up here.  We’re supposed to start taking this building down today.  What’s your 
name?”

There was no response from the girl.  “Hey, my name is Bartolo.  My friends call me 
Bart.  I’m glad I found you.  We’re taking this building down.  You can’t be here anymore.  
My friend Tony is calling for people to come and help you to move out.  Can you tell me 
your name?” 

But as the sun rose and lit the room, Bart saw her eyes and knew she wouldn’t 
answer.  There was terror on that face.  He backed away.

He was standing at the top of the stairs watching her and speaking quietly when two 
NYPD beat cops and Tony came up behind him. 

“What’cha got, Bart?” 

Bart half turned to them without taking his eyes off the girl.  “She hasn’t said 
anything.  I backed up to here ‘cuz she looks really scared.”  The two cops looked in and 
one started to enter. 

“Hey, what’re you doing up here?  What’s your name?”

And with that she took flight.  One second she was in a ball on the floor; the next she 
had grabbed her bag and flown towards the window. 

“No!” they all screamed at once.  But before they could react, the window was open 
and she was gone. 

“There’s a roof!  There’s a lower roof under that window,” exclaimed Bart.  The four 
men ran to the window and sure enough, the girl was on a flat roof a few feet below the 
window. 

 “That must be how she’s been getting in.  The door was locked down below.  I broke
the lock to get in for the final walk through.”

“Okay, kid.  Just stay there.”  The officer keyed his radio.  “We need backup.  We 
have a ten year old female runaway on a roof.”

The second officer called to the little girl, “Hey, look at me.  What is your name?”  
Bart attempted to hold the girl’s focus.  “Hold on kid.  Just stay there.  Just stay where you 
are.  Alright? It’s going to be okay.”
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The second officer called, “We’re going to get you to a safe place.  What’s your 

name?  Look at me.”

But she was off again.  She went over the side of the parapet wall and was gone.  
They rushed forward to watch her descent.  

“She’s coming down the outside, south side of the building,” the officer reported into 
the radio.  One of the officers went through the window in pursuit.

Using the brick spacing as toe holds and finger holds, she scrambled down with 
obvious practice and in moments was running through the alley.  Officer Joe Hogan, a 
young beat cop, caught her as she rounded the corner.  As his arms encircled her, she lashed 
out furiously, moving in all directions at once.  He held her arms tight, braced her head in 
his shoulder and swiped his foot around her legs to take her feet out from under her so that 
he could take her to the ground and restrain her.  She didn’t stop fighting until her hands 
were cuffed, her feet shackled, and she was free from his arms.  Her quaking body was 
carried to the back of a squad car.  She had not made a sound.  

Hogan reported to dispatch, “We need a female officer for transport.” 

“You okay?” his partner Pete Sheehan asked.

“Yeah, never had a kid fight like that.  She on something?” 

Pete looked at the child.  “I don’t think so.  I think she’s scared of something or 
someone.  Where are we going with her?” 

Sergeant Macintyre arrived on the scene and fielded the question.  “Let’s take her 
down to the precinct and we’ll figure out who she is.  Do we have a female officer in route 
to transport her?  Who found her?” 

“I did.”  Bart and Tony were walking to the crowd of officers who had responded to 
the call for back up.  “We’re taking down the building today and I was doing the final walk 
through.  I checked the attic.  She was sleeping up there.  I packed her blankets.  These and 
her bag are all she had.  What’s going to happen to her?  Is she a runaway?” 

Sidestepping the questions, the Sergeant asked, “Did she say anything?”

“No, she hasn’t made a sound.” 

The Sergeant looked at the small girl in the back of the squad car.  “Hey, what are 
you doing?  Hogan, wasn’t she cuffed in the back?”

“Of course she was cuffed in the back.  Why?”  He looked in and found her hands 
still cuffed but in her lap.

“Oh, come on, kid.  What are you, Houdini?”

March 27th     8:30 am

“Sarge, we gotta take her out to re-cuff her.”

The Sergeant looked at the child squirming in the car.  “Let’s wait until we get the 
female officer here.  She needs to be restrained and I don’t want to hurt her.  God, she’s 
skinny.  She’s too small for the cuffs.  That’s how she got out.”
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Hogan looked in on her and spoke quietly.  “Look at those wrists; I’m surprised she 

hasn’t gotten her hands out.”  

“Oh, shit!  You spoke too soon.  She is out!”

The Sergeant nodded at Joe Hogan.  “Call for a bus.  We can’t transport her.  She’s 
out of control.  We need restraints.”

Pete Sheehan called, “Let’s see if we can calm her down.”

“Damn, she looks like a caged animal.  This isn’t right.  She isn’t just some little 
street kid and she’s not acting like she’s on drugs.”  

The Sergeant spoke to the child through the front seat of the car.  “Hey, kid, let’s 
settle down.  We want to take you out of the car so you don’t hurt yourself, but we can’t do 
that with you jumping around like that.  Nobody’s going to hurt you.  You need to just calm 
down.  Don’t take your shoes off.  Leave the shackles on.  Hey, look at me.  Stop taking 
your shoes off.”

Hogan sighed, “Sarge, we’re going to lose the shackles.”  

“We need to get her out of there and do a physical restraint.  Hogan, are you up for 
holding her?”  

“Yeah, let’s do it against the side of the building.” 

“You ready?  We’re gonna pull her out.  Sal, grab those cuffs.  We don’t want her 
throwing them.  Mark, Kevin, you take her out and Hogan is going to restrain her.  Get 
ready for her to bolt.  She’s a runner.”

“Tom, you need to document this: everyone who touches her, the times, everything.  
By the book folks; let’s see if we can do this without anyone getting hurt.  Hogan, secure 
your weapon first.”  He handed his gun to Pete, who secured it in the car trunk.  “Are we 
ready?”

“Ready!” the officers replied in unison.

They opened both doors to the squad car.  Sal reached in from one side and grabbed 
cuffs that were lying on the seat.  Mark and Kevin reached in and each grabbed an arm to 
pull her out.  They expected resistance but instead she rushed them.  The shackle was 
around one ankle and it clanked against the frame of the car as she lurched forward.  She ran
head on into the wall of officers, dropping low so as to go through their knees.  But they 
were well trained and caught her and picked her up.

“Hold on, kid.  You’re not going anywhere.  Settle down.”

But she didn’t stop struggling, even as she was placed against Hogan’s body to be 
restrained.  He sat on the cold but dry sidewalk and wrapped her arms with his own, trapped
her head against his shoulder and wrapped his legs over hers in an attempt to safely secure 
her.  Sal took the shackle off the second leg. 

Sergeant knelt down to try to talk to the still quaking child.  

“Settle down!  We’re not here to hurt you.  But you’re not running away, so settle 
down.  Let’s try to make this easy on everyone.  We’re going to take you to the hospital to 
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make sure you’re okay.  Officer Hogan is going to sit here with you until the ambulance gets
here.  Just relax.  Just sit right there and relax.” 

Officer Hogan could feel her quaking even under her winter coat.  Every muscle was 
rigid with fear.  Her stomach was heaving, and her breaths were short and ragged.  She 
hadn’t made a single aggressive move.  She hadn’t bit or spat or kicked.  She was not like 
any child he had ever come across before.  And as he restrained her, he started speaking to 
her gently, trying to sooth her. 

“Shhhh.  It’s okay.  I have you.  You’re safe.  You’ve had a tough time but you’re safe
now.  Shhh, relax.  Take a deep breath.  Let’s do it together.”

 He took a deep breath and let it out slowly.  “Shhh.  Let’s do that again, nice and 
deep.”  He took another deep breath, modeling for her and trying to connect.  Her breathing 
didn’t change and she made no signs of relaxing.  She wasn’t fighting him, but she was 
watching everything,  waiting for the right moment to make her move.  Hogan continued 
talking softly.  “Shhh.  Relax.  We’re going to take good care of you.  Once we get you 
checked out and make sure everything is okay, we can get you some breakfast.  Bart says he
woke you up.  You must be getting hungry.  What do you like for breakfast?  How about 
some pancakes?  Do you like pancakes?  You strike me as a pancake kid.  Melted butter and 
syrup.  How does that sound?”

The quaking hadn’t changed, but he was able to hold both of her arms with one of his
and brush her long blonde hair back away from her face and lean the back of her head 
against his shoulder.  He noted with some surprise that her hair was clean and he could 
smell shampoo.  He looked down at her, “Shhh, that’s better; you can see better now.”  

“How about another deep breath?  Nice and deep.”  

But despite his modeling a deep breath yet again, she did not follow his lead.

While Hogan was restraining the girl, the Sergeant was looking in her backpack.  
“Let’s see if there is anything in here that will help us get a handle on this kid.  Toothbrush 
and toothpaste in a zip lock bag.  She’s not the typical street kid.  Washcloth and soap in a 
zip lock.  She’s definitely not typical.  Hair brush.  We have a change of clothes and a water 
bottle.  There is water in the water bottle.  Did he say this bag was all packed up when he 
first saw her?  This kid is on the run.  But there’s no I.D, no pictures.  No money?  Did you 
check her pockets?”

“Yeah, they’re empty.” 

“She has no money.  Check her shoes.  Was she sleeping in her shoes?”

 “Yeah, she was just like this.”

“Okay, kid, we’re just going to take your shoes off of you.  Grab her other foot.  Hey. 
It’s okay.”  She tried to pull her foot away from him.  “Nothing.”  

“Kid, do you have money stashed someplace?”  But she didn’t respond.  

“How long do you think it’s been since she has eaten?” 

“I don’t know.  She’s really skinny.”
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“Leave her shoes off,” Sarge commanded.

March 27th      8:45 am

“Here’s the bus.  Hogan, you’re going with her.”  The Sergeant nodded at the 
paramedics, “Let me talk to the paramedics about what we have.” 

“Shhh, we’re going to go to the hospital now so we can make sure you are okay,” 
Hogan did his best to reassure the child.  The first paramedic approached briskly but calmly.
Hogan felt her fear level increase and responded by tightening his hold on her just before 
she again tried to bolt.  

“Whoa, Nelly.  Hold on kid,” the paramedic said as the tiny blue eyed waif glared at 
him and fought for her freedom.

“Shhhh.  Calm down.”

The paramedic spoke cheerfully, “We’re the good guys.  I just need to listen to your 
heart and make sure you aren’t hurt anywhere.”  He reached forward with the stethoscope 
and she began to flail again.  He backed off.  “Okay.  Are you hurt anywhere?”

 She made no discernible response but the flailing quieted.  “Shhhh.  It’s okay.  It’s 
okay… We’re all going to be fine.  That’s better,” cooed Officer Hogan.

The first paramedic conferred with his partner.  “How are we going to get her on a 
gurney?”  Then, turning to the gaggle of cops, “She’s wild.  Is she on something?” 

“We don’t think so.  I think she’s feral,” Pete chimed in.

“Come on, this isn’t the 1800’s.  We don’t have feral children in the 21st century.  And
this is a city, not some forest with wolves.” 

“Look, she isn’t speaking, and she isn’t stupid.  She’s terrified of every one of us.  
She doesn’t have any drugs or money on her and she’s clean.  She’s…what?  Eight or ten 
maybe?  Look at how skinny she is.  But her clothes aren’t too big, so she didn’t just lose 
weight.  She’s living in the attic of an abandoned building but she gets to the attic from an 
outside window.  I don’t know who she’s hiding from or why but whoever it is has scared 
her good.”  Turning to the paramedic, Pete continued, “Now, how are we going to get her 
from where she is to the gurney?”  

“Let’s get a person on each leg, one on each arm and Hogan you take her head.”

Hogan addressed the child, “Alright, little one, we are going to put you on that 
stretcher.  You just relax and let us move you.  You can’t get away and this will be a lot 
easier if you just let us do it.  Okay?”

“Alright, everyone ready?  On three: one, two-” and she exploded.  In that moment 
when everyone was preparing to lift her, she contracted in and exploded out.  It was a futile 
attempt, but the paramedics now understood why this tiny eight-to-ten year old was being 
restrained.  “Get her on the gurney.  Let’s strap her down.”  

“Shhh hold on kid.  It’s going to be okay.  Can you give her anything to calm her 
down?  
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“I don’t dare.  Not without a tox screen.” 

“Let’s just get her secure and get her in.  Let’s go both arms and both legs.  Here, let’s
get her knees and waist and chest.  Alright, now let’s get her hands and feet.  Settle down 
kid.  Settle down.”

“Shhh, I’m right here.  I’m staying right here, kid.  Settle down.”  Joe Hogan stroked 
her head. 

During transport, the paramedic radioed in to prepare the emergency room staff for 
an upcoming challenge.  On arriving the triage nurse asked, “Is this the stray child?”

“Yeah, where do you want her?”

“Take her to nine.  We have it ready.”

Officer Hogan kept his hand on her forehead as she was wheeled to a small 
psychiatric intake room with an observation window.

The triage nurse asked, “Do we have a name?”

“No.”

“Age?”

“Eight to ten.”

“Female?”

“Yeah.  Well, we think so, we haven’t really looked.”

“Has she said anything?”

“Not a sound,” answered Officer Hogan.  “Can you give her something to calm her 
down?  She’s been quaking with fear since we caught her.  I’m surprised she hasn’t passed 
out by now.”

The nurse responded, “We’ll see what the doctor says.”

The doctor arrived.  “Let’s try taking the chest strap off.  Okay, I am going to listen to
your chest.”  As the stethoscope was brought towards her, her panic rose again, and she 
contorted herself to move away.  “We’re going to have to strap her down again.  Let’s get a 
bed in here and full restraints.  We need a full tox screen and call Pediatric Psych.”  

She was transferred to the hospital bed.  Blood was taken and people filed out. 
Officer Joe Hogan and his partner were left with the scared waif. 

In a quiet, easy manner, Joe spoke.  “You’re having a tough morning, aren’t you?  
How about a drink of water?  You must be thirsty.  I know I’m thirsty.  Pete, why don’t you 
grab us a couple of waters and a straw for my friend here?”

“I don’t know what you’re so worked up about but as soon as we get you settled in, 
Pete and I are going to work on finding out who you are and where you came from.  You 
can help us out.  How about you tell us your name?”

“If you’re hiding from someone, we can protect you.  Are you hiding from someone? 
Where are your parents?”  He looked at her and then shook his head and smiled warmly.  
“Oh, heck, you’re not going to tell me.  You win.  They’re your secrets.  How about we just 
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sit here together for a few minutes?”

Pete returned.  “I have three waters and a straw for the little lady.”  Hogan adjusted 
the bed.  “Let’s sit this bed up a bit.  That’s better.  How about some water?” 

Hogan held the straw to her mouth.  She flinched and drew back but then took a 
small sip.  Hogan took a deep swallow of his.  “You’ve worn me out, kid.”  He turned to his 
partner.  “Thanks, Pete. I needed that.”  Then, addressing her again, “You want a little 
more?”  He brought the straw to her lips again but this time she did not sip.  “Okay.  No 
more water.  I’m just going to set it here and you can look at it if you want some more.” 

“How about we play a game?  I am going to say something about Pete or myself and 
you need to look at the right person.  Alright, let’s try an easy one.  Which of us has blond 
hair?”

But her gaze went to the door as the psychiatrist and nurse entered.  

“Anything?” the psychiatrist asked.

“She took a sip of water.”  

“Okay, let me talk to her.”  Pete and Hogan stepped out.  

“So, I understand you were living alone in a building.”

She made no response. 

“How long have you been living there?”

No response.

“How old are you?”

Still there was no response.

“Let’s test her ears.”  The doctor moved behind her and she started to quake.  Then he
clapped his hands and her flinch assured them that she could hear.  

“Okay,” he said, once again moving into her sight line.  “We took some blood from 
your arm.  Do you know what it told us?”  He paused as if she would respond but then 
continued, “It said that you have not been eating very well.  You need to stay here so we can
get you some good food.”  She did not acknowledge him in any way.  “Are you hungry?  
No, I don’t imagine that you are.  I think that right now you’re too scared to be hungry.  We 
are going to give you some medication so that you don’t feel so scared.  Then you can take a
little nap and when you wake up, you can have a nice meal.  Is there anything you want to 
tell me?”

There was no response.

“No?  Okay, I will check on you later, after you’ve had a nap.  Nurse.”  Before she 
had a chance to pull away, she was given a shot and almost immediately went into a restless 
sleep.

Once she was sleeping, the nurse started an IV and a pediatrician performed a full 
physical exam before moving her to the pediatric medical unit.  The Administration for 
Children’s Services was notified that a child had been brought in.
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March 27th     10:30 am

Hogan and Pete began the search for answers.  

Before leaving the hospital they took her picture and her fingerprints.  “Let’s start 
back at the attic.  We need to look at that before they knock it down.  God, that kid was 
strong.”  Joe continued talking as they approached the squad car.  “Someone has got to 
know who this kid is.  Have you contacted social services?  Missing persons?  She must be 
in the system.”  

“I just sent the picture to both missing persons and social services,” Pete said as he 
opened the door.

Back at the building, Bartolo met them at the front door.  “How is she?  Did you find 
out who she is?”

“She’s sleeping and no.  We need to take a look in the attic and see if she left 
anything up there.”

“I checked the whole place up there after you left.  There is nothing up there.  You 
guys were outside when you were here before so I’ll show you the way.”

From the top of the stairs, it was clear that there would be nothing.  The only 
footprints in the dust were Bartolo’s and the other officer’s.  There were no small footprints, 
just a clean pathway from the clean window to the clean rectangle on the floor where she 
had been seen sleeping.  “She’s not a stupid kid.  Look at this.  In all this dirt, she didn’t 
leave a single foot print.”

“Bart, how many times have you been up here?” 

“Just today.  The door was padlocked and no one had the key.  We were told there 
was nothing up here and the only reason I came up today was to do the final walk through.  
You know, you have to walk the entire building before you take it down.  I guess now we 
know why.”

“How long since there’s been electricity?”  Pete asked as he looked around the attic.

“At least a couple of years.  It’s been condemned for five years.  The roof is 
collapsing over there and the water running down has taken out all the floors and ceilings in 
the front of the building.  That kid picked the one building that even the crack heads don’t 
go in anymore.”

“And I bet she was the one who put the padlock on the door.  Just in case.”

“Had you ever seen her before?”

“No.”

“Okay.”  

“Hey, can we go ahead with the demolition?  I mean, I care about the kid, but we 
have a deadline.”

Pete looked at Bart, “Hold on a second, let me check for you.”

He called in and got permission to proceed with the demolition.
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March 27th     11:45 am

“Let’s ask around.”  Hogan and Sheehan spent an hour asking the shop owners and 
the few neighbors if they recognized the runaway.  Most of the shop owners recognized her 
as a child of the neighborhood, but they had never seen her with an adult and she had not 
spoken to them.  No one knew her name or where she had come from or even had a clear 
idea as to how long she had been around.  She had never stolen anything, caused alarm, or 
even inspired much curiosity.  She was a ghost child.  

Three blocks from the building was a public library. 

“You think?”

“She has to go somewhere.  It’s public and they have running water.”  They 
approached the counter and showed the checkout librarian the picture.  “Have you seen this 
child?” 

“Yes, is something wrong?”

“Do you know who she is?”

“No, I don’t know her name, but she comes in here and reads over in the corner.  She 
is a strange child.” 

“Strange how?”

“Let’s go into the office.  She acts like a war veteran or a released prisoner.  She 
always sits with her back against the wall.  She is hyper-vigilant and she doesn’t seem to go 
to school.  She’s here instead.  But she didn’t show up today.  Is she okay?”

“She’s safe.  How long has she been coming here?”  

“Well, it was maybe September the first time I noticed her.  She may have been 
coming in before then but it was summer vacation so I might not have noticed her.”

“So, seven months?”  

“Yes, I guess so.  It’s hard to believe it’s been that long; she hasn’t grown or changed 
much.”  She looked out the office window at the empty corner table before explaining.  
“She still hasn’t spoken to anyone or let anyone get near her.”

“So, she was always fearful?”

“She is well beyond fearful.  She only stays if her table is available, so at first she 
wasn’t here very often.  But we did some re-arranging and reserved the table for her.  Now, 
when we see her at the door one of us removes the reserved sign and places anything we 
want to give her at the edge of the table.  Then we stand back.”

“How close can you get to her?”

“She gets more agitated if anyone is within 10 feet and bolts if anyone gets within 5 
feet of her.  We just don’t try anymore.  We do what we can for her but don’t press her 
limits.  We have come to an understanding.  We leave her be and she will stay here.” 

“She reads?”

“Yes.  That is how we can communicate with her.  We set out books on her table and 
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she reads most of them.”

“So, she isn’t slow?”

“No.  Of course, we can’t test her in a formal way, but we can tell how well she can 
read by how fast she goes through the books and how many times she reaches for the 
dictionary.  She seems to be reading at about a 9th or 10th grade level.” 

Pete looked shocked.  “She uses the dictionary?”

The librarian smiled, “Yes and she reads both novels and non-fiction.  Other than 
being terrified of people, she seems quite bright.  Although I have never seen her read about 
fantasy or about animals she won’t encounter here.  In that way, she is limited.”

She looked again at the table where the mysterious child often sat.  “She is reading 
for information.  She even reads fiction to figure out the world.”  

“Let me guess; she’s read Anne Frank.”

“Oh, yes.  Based on her choice of books, she seems to identify with the Jews in the 
Holocaust and the slaves on the Underground Railroad.  But she has also read about the 
Japanese internment camps and the civil rights movement.  The turning point for us was 
when she read “My Side of the Mountain.”  We all felt like the librarian who was watching 
over her.  Actually, that was the book that started her accepting our gifts.”

“What kinds of gifts?”

“She is so thin that we have worried about her nutrition.  We gave her whole food—
fruit, vegetables that don’t need to be cooked, granola bars, and canned foods.  She won’t 
take anything that isn’t whole or isn’t sealed.  She is very paranoid.” 

“You are the Ziploc bag person?”

“I suppose.  Is she okay?  What happened?”

“And you never called anyone?”

“Oh, we thought about it.  We talked about it many times.  But a kid that scared?  She
is running from something and we decided that the best we could do was to provide 
sanctuary for her.  When she is here, she is safe and warm and no one is hurting her.  And 
she has never shown signs of physical abuse.  We don’t know if she is already under 
treatment somewhere and we were afraid that if we called someone, she wouldn’t consider 
this place safe anymore.”

“So, you didn’t call because you care?”

“Well, yes, not calling you or child services has been agony for all of us.  In the 
beginning, we figured we would befriend her and find out what the story was before calling 
the right authority.  But that never happened.  She never spoke”.

“So, she has no library card?”

“No.  She never takes anything out.  She reads here and re-shelves her own books.  
When she leaves, it’s as if she was never here.  Where is she?  Please tell me what 
happened.”  
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“She is at the hospital.  She was living in the building over on 9th that they are taking 

down.  They found her in the final walk through.” 

“Is she hurt?”

“No, just terrified.”

“She was living alone?  We always assumed she was living with an adult.  She was 
always clean.  Can I see her?”  

“We’ll let you know.  Is there anything else you can tell us that might help us find out
who she is?  Did you notice which way she came from or which way she went when she 
left?  Do you have any idea where she went when the library isn’t open?”

“No, but you should know she reads how-to books and magazines on hunting and 
urban wildlife.” 

“Okay, thank you.  We’ll be in touch.”

They left the library thinking about what the librarian had said.  “Let’s go back to the 
hospital and check on her and check in with missing persons and child services.”  

March 27th     3:00 pm

She was still sleeping in the pediatric unit when Hogan and Sheehan arrived back at 
the hospital. 

“Doc, how is she doing?”

“Well, we did a full exam while she was under.  I don’t think we could do it 
otherwise.  She is clean and she doesn’t have any bugs.  She’s a bit malnourished.  She only 
has a few typical bruises from before today.  She is going to be covered with bruises from 
today.  They are just starting to show.”  Seeing the officers bristle, he continued, “Relax; 
they’re exactly what we would expect from how she was fighting.”  

He took a breath.  “She has had multiple broken bones that have healed on their own. 
Judging from the types of breaks and the way they healed, we are looking at child abuse.  
But since they were not set, she may not be in the system.  The last break was at least 3 
years ago.” 

“Can you tell how old she is?”  

“Based on her teeth, she is at least twelve.  We did a hand x-ray and it suggests we 
are looking at closer to fourteen.  There is almost no pubescent development yet, but she is 
severely underweight so that may be skewed.  My best guess is between twelve and 
fourteen.”

“Wow, we thought like eight or ten.”  Pete looked amazed.

Joe reported, “We just came from the public library.  The librarians have been giving 
her food for the past seven months.  She reads but doesn’t speak and she is paranoid there 
too.  It sounds like her behavior today is normal for her.”

“Well, we’ll see what happens when she wakes up.  We’re going to keep her sedated 
overnight so we can keep the IV in her.  We’ll try letting her wake up tomorrow and see how
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she does.  Maybe by then we will know who she is.”

As they were leaving the hospital, Joe’s phone rang.  “Hogan”  

“Your kid’s prints are in the system.”

“You’re kidding, you’ve got a name?”

“No, they’re unknown prints tied to a four-year-old unsolved murder of a John Doe 
in Westchester.  We’re sending the file down to you.”  
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