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A fearful divorcee is relieved when her enraged ex-husband dies in a
freak accident, but her terror returns when his body di sappears and she
is stalked by a man who | ooks just |ike himRachel wants no part of her
husband Eric's research enmpire or his fortune. She just wants to be free
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Brightness fell fromthe air, nearly as tangible as rain, rippled down w ndows,
formed colorful puddl es on the hoods and trunks of parked cars, and inpafled a
wet sheen to the | eaves of trees and to the chrome on the bustling traffic that
filled the street. Mniature inmages of the California sun shimered in every
refl ective surface, and downtown Santa Ana was drenched in the clear light of a
| ate june norning.

VWhen Rachael Leben exited the | obby doors of the office building and

stepped onto the sidewal k, the sumrer sunshine felt |ike warm water on

her bare arns. She closed her eyes and, for a nonent, turned her face

to the heavens, bathing in the radiance, relishing it.

"You stand there snmling as if nothing better has ever happened to you

or ever will," Eric said sourly when he followed her out of the building

and saw her luxuriating in the June heat.

"Pl ease," she said, face still tilted to the sun, "let's not have a
scene. "

“You nade a fool of me in there."”
"I certainly did not."
"What the hell are you trying to prove, anyway?"

She did not respond, she was deternmined not to et himspoil the lovely
day. She turned and started to wal k away.

Eric stepped in front of her, blocking her way. Hi s gray-blue eyes
usual |y had an icy aspect, but now his gaze was hot.

"Let's not be childish," she said.

"You're not satisfied just to |l eave ne. You've got to let the world
know you don't need ne or any damm thing | can give you."

"No, Eric. | don't care what the world thinks of you one way or the



ot her."
"You want to rub ny face init."

"That's not true, Eric."”
"Ch, yes," he said. "Hell, yes. You're just reveling in ny
hum liation. Wallowing init."

She saw hi m as she had never seen him before, a pathetic man.

Previously he'd seened strong to her, physically, enmotionally, and
mental ly strong, strong-wlled, strongly opinionated. He was al oof,
too, and sonetimes cold. He could be cruel. And there had been tines
during their seven years of narriage when he had been as distant as the
noon. But until this noment, he'd never seened weak or pitiable.

"Hum |l iation?" she said wonderingly. "Eric, |'ve done you an enornous
favor. Any other man would buy a bottle of chanpagne to celebrate.™

They had just left the offices of Eric's attorneys, where their divorce
settl enent had been negotiated with a speed that had surprised everyone
but Rachael. She had startled themby arriving without an attorney of
her own and by failing to press for everything to which she was entitled
under California's community-property laws. Wen Eric's attorney
presented a first offer, she had insisted it was too generous and had

gi ven them anot her set of figures that had seened nore reasonable to
her .

"Chanpagne, huh? You're going to be telling everyone you took twelve
and a half mllion less than you deserved just so you could get a quick
di vorce and be done with ne fast, and |I'm supposed to stand here
grinning? Christ."

"Eric-" "Couldn't wait to be done with me. Cut off a goddamm armto be
done with me. And |'m supposed to celebrate nmy hunmiliation?"

"It's a matter of principle with ne not to take nore than-"
my ass."

"Principle,

"Eric, you know | wouldn't-" "Everyone'll be |ooking at ne and saying
Christ, just how insufferable nust the guy have been if it was worth
twelve and a half million to be rid of him™"" "I'mnot going to tel
anyone what we settled for," Rachael said.

"Bul I shit."

"I'f you think I'd ever tal k agai nst you or gossip about you, then you
know even | ess about nme than 1'd thought."

Eric, twelve years her senior, had been thirty-five and worth four
mllion when she'd married him Now he was forty-two, and his fortune
totaled more than thirty mllion, and by any interpretation of
California law, she was entitled to thirteen million dollars in the

di vorce settlenent-half the wealth accunulated during their nmarriage.

I nst ead, she insisted on settling for her red Mercedes 560 SL sports



car, five hundred thousand dollars, and no alinobny-which was

approxi nately one twenty-sixth of what she could have clainmed. She had
calcul ated that this nest egg would give her the tine and resources to
decide what to do with the rest of her life and to finance whatever

pl ans she finally nade.

Awar e that passenby were staring as she and Eric confronted each ot her
en the sun-splashed street, Rachael said quietly, "I didn't marry you
for your noney."

"I wonder," he said acidly and irrationally. His boldfeatured face
wasn't handsone at the nmonent. Anger had carved it into an ugly
mask-all hard, deep, downslashing |ines.

Rachael spoke calmy, with no trace of bitterness, with no desire to put

himin his place or to hurt himin any way. It was just over. She felt
no rage. Only mld regret. "And nowthat it's finally over, | don't
expect to be supported in high style and great luxury for the rest of ny
days. | don't want your nmillions. You earned them not ne.

Your genius, your iron determination, your endless hours in the office
and the lab. You built it all, you and you al one, and you al one deserve
what you've built. You're an inportant man, maybe even a great man in
your field, Eric, and | amonly nme, Rachael, and |I'mnot going to
pretend I had anything to do with your triunmphs."

The Iines of anger in his face deepened as she conplinented him He was
accustoned to occupying the dominant role in all rel ationships,
pr of essi onal and private.

From his position of absolute dom nance, he relentlessly forced
subm ssion to his wi shesr crushed anyone who woul d not submt.

Fri ends, enpl oyees, and busi ness associ ates always did things Eric
Leben' 5 way, or they were history. Subnmit or be rejected and
destroyedt hose were their only choices. He enjoyed the exercise of
power, thrived on conquests as najor as nilliondollar deals and as m nor
as w nni ng domestic argunments. Rachael had done as he w shed for seven
years, but she would not submit any |onger

The funny thing was that, by her docility and reasonabl eness, she had
robbed hi mof the power on which he thrived. He had been | ooking
forward to a protracted battle over the division of spoils, and she had
wal ked away fromit. He relished the prospect of acrinmoni ous squabbling
over alinony paynents, but she thwarted himby rejecting all such

assi stance. He had pleasurably anticipated a court fight in which he
woul d make her | ook |ike a gold-digging bitch and reduce her, at |ast,
to a creature without dignity who would be willing to settle for far

| ess than was her due. Then, although |eaving her rich, he would have
felt that the war had been won and he had beaten her into subm ssion

But when she nade it clear that his mllions were of no inportance to
her, she had elim nated the one power he still had over her. She had
cut himoff at the knees, and his anger arose fromhis realization that,
by her docility, she had somehow made herself his equal-if not his
superiorin any further contact they m ght have.

She said, "Well, the way | see it, I've |lost seven years, and all | want



i s reasonabl e conpensation for that tine.

I"'mtwenty-nine, alnost thirty, and in a way, |'mjust beginning ny
life. Starting out later than other people.

This settlenent will give me a terrific start. |If | lose the bundle, if
soneday | have reason to wish I'd gone for the whole thirteen mllion.
well, then that's nmy tough luck, not yours. W' ve been through al

this, Eric. It's finished."

She stepped around him trying to wal k away, but he grabbed her arm
hal ti ng her.

"Please let ne go," she said evenly.

d aring at her, he said, "How could I have been so wong about you? |
t hought you were sweet, a bit shy, an unworldly little fluff of a girl.

But you're a nasty little ball-buster, aren't you?"

"Really, this is an absolutely crazy attitude. And this crude behavi or
isn'"t worthy of you. Now let nme go."

He gripped her even tighter. "O is this all just a negotiating ploy?
Huh? Wen the papers are drawn up, when we cone back to sign everything
on Friday, will you suddenly have a change of heart? WII| you want

nmor e?"

“"No, |'mnot playing any ganes."

H's grin was tight and nean. "I'll bet that's it. |If we agree to such
aridiculously I ow settlenent and draw up the papers, you'll refuse to
sign them but you'll use themin court to try to prove we were going to
give you the shaft. You'll pretend the offer was ours and that we tried
to strong-armyou into signing it. Make nme | ook bad. Make nme | ook as
if I"'ma real hard-hearted bastard

Huh? |s that the strategy? |Is that the game?"

"I told you, there's no gane. |'msincere."

He dug his fingers into her upper arm "The truth, Rachael."

"Stop it."

"I's that the strategy?"

"You're hurting me."

"And while you're at it, why don't you tell me all about Ben Shadway,
t oo?"

She blinked in surprise, for she had never imagi ned that Eric knew about
Benny.

His face seenmed to harden in the hot sun, cracking with nore deep |lines



of anger. "How |long was he fucking you before you finally wal ked out
me?"

"You' re disgusting, she said, imrediately regretting the harsh words
because she saw that he was pl eased to have broken through her coo
facade at |ast.

"How | ong?" he demanded, tightening his grip

"I didn't meet Benny till six nonths after you and | separated," she
said, striving to keep a neutral tone that woul d deny himthe noisy
confrontati on he apparently desired.

"How | ong was he poaching on ,the Rachael ?"

"I'f you know about Benny, you ve had me watched, sonething you've no
right to do."

"Yeah, you want to keep your dirty little secrets."

on

"I'f you have hired soneone to watch ne, you know |I've been seei ng Benny

for just five nonths. Now let go. You're still hurting ne.

A young bearded guy, passing by, hesitated, stepped toward them and
sai d, "You need help, |ady?"

Eric turned on the stranger in such a rage that he seened to spit the
words out rather than speak them "Butt out, mister. This is ny wife,
and it's none of your goddam business."

Rachael tried to wench free of Eric's iron grip w thout success.

The bearded stranger said, "So she's your wife-that doesn't give you t
right to hurt her."

Letting go of Rachael, Eric fisted his hands and turned nore directly
toward the intruder.

Rachael spoke quickly to her woul d-be Gal ahad, eager to defuse the
situation. "Thank you, but it's all right.

Really. I'mfine. Just a minor disagreenent."”
The young man shrugged and wal ked away, gl ancing back as he went.

The incident had at |ast nmade Eric aware that he was in danger of nak
a spectacle of hinself, which a man of his high position and
sel f-inportance was | oath to do. However, his tenper had not cool ed.

His face was flushed, and his |lips were bloodless. H's eyes were the
eyes of a dangerous nan

She said, "Be happy, Eric. You've saved nillions of dollars and God
knows how nmuch nore in attorneys fees. You won. You didn't get to
crush me or nuddy my reputation in court the way you had hoped to, but
you still won. Be happy with that."

he

ng



Wth a seething hatred that shocked her, he said, "You stupid, rotten

bitch. The day you wal ked out on ne, | wanted to knock you down and

ki ck your stupid face in. | should ve done it. Wsh | had. But I

t hought you'd conme crawling back, so | didn't. | should ve. Should' ve
ki cked your stupid face in." He raised his hand as if to slap her

But he checked hinmsel f even as she flinched fromthe expected bl ow.
Furious, he turned and hurried away.

As she wat ched hi m go, Rachael suddenly understood that his sick desire
to dom nate everyone was a far nore fundanental need than she'd
realized. By stripping himof his power over her, by turning her back
on both him and his noney, she had not merely reduced himto an equa
but had, in his eyes, unmanned him That had to he the case, for
not hi ng el se expl ained the degree of his rage or his urge to commt

vi ol ence, an urge he had barely controll ed.

She had grown to dislike himintensely, if not hate him and she had
feared hima little, too. But until now, she had not been fully aware
of the imensity and intensity of the rage within him She had not
realized how t horoughly dangerous he was.

M hough t he gol den sunshine still dazzled her eyes and forced her to
squint, although it still baked her skin, she felt a cold shiver pass
t hrough her, spawned by the realization that she'd been wise to | eave
Eri c when she had-and perhaps fortunate to escape with no nore physica
damage than the bruises his fingers were certain to have left on her
arm

Wat ching himstep off the sidewalk into the street, she was relieved to
see himgo. A nonent later, relief turned to horror

He was headi ng toward his black Mercedes, which was parked al ong the
ot her side of the avenue. Perhaps he actually was N nded by his anger

O maybe it was the bri Niant June sunlight flashing on every shiny
surface that interfered with his vision. Watever the reason, he dashed
across the southbound | anes of Main Street, which were at the nonent

wi thout traffic, and kept on going into the northbound | anes, directly
into the path of a city garbage truck that was doing forty mles an
hour .

Too | ate, Rachael screanmed a warni ng.
The driver tranped his brake pedal to the floorboards.

But the shriek of the truck's |ocked wheel s came al nost simultaneously
wi th the sickening sound of inpact.

Eric was hurled into the air and thrown back into the southbound | anes
as if by the concussion wave of a bonb blast. He crashed into the
pavermrent and tunbled twenty feet, stiffly at first, then with a horrible
| ooseness, as if he were constructed of string and old rags.

He cane to rest facedown, unnoving.



A sout hbound yel | ow Subaru braked with a banshee screech and a hard fl at
wai |l of its horn, halting only two feet fromhim A Chevy, follow ng
too close, rammed into the back of the Subaru and pushed it within a few
i nches of the body.

Rachael was the first to reach Eric. Heart hamering, shouting his
nane, she dropped to her knees and, by instinct, put one hand to his
neck to feel for a pulse. H s skin was wet wi th bl ood, and her fingers
slipped on the slick flesh as she searched desperately for the throbbing
artery.

Then she saw the hi deous depression that had reshaped his skull. Hs
head had been staved in along the right side, above the torn ear, and
all the way forward past the tenple to the edge of his pale brow. His
head was turned so she could see one eye, which was open wi de. staring
i n shock, though sightless now. Many wi ckedly sharp fragnents of bone
nmust have been driven deep into his brain. Death had been

i nst ant aneous.

She stood up abruptly, tottering, nauseated. Dizzy, she m ght have
fallen if the driver of the garbage truck had not grabbed hold of her
provi ded support. and escorted her around the side of the Subaru, where
she coul d | ean agai nst the car

There was nothin' | could do," he aid niserably.
"I know, " she said.

"Nothin'" at all. He run in front of ne. Ddn't look Nothin'" | could
do. "

At firt Rachael had difficulty breathing. Then she realized she was
absent mi ndedl y seflibbing her bl oodcovered hand on her sundress, and the
sight of those danp rusty-scarlet stains on the pastel-blue cotton nmade
her breath cone quicker, too quick. Hyperventilating, she slunped

agai nst the Subaru, closed her eyes, hugged herself, and cl enched her
teeth. She was determined not to faint. She strove to hold in each
shal | ow breath as long as possible, and the very process of changing the
rhyt hm of her breathing was a cal mi ng infl uence.

Around her she heard the voices of notorists who had left their cars in
the snarl of stalled traffic. Sonme of them asked her if she was al
right, and she nodded, others asked if she needed nedical attention, and
she shook her head- no.

If she had ever loved Eric, that |ove had been ground to dust beneath
his heel. It had been a long tine since she'd even |iked him Monents
before the accident, he'd revealed a pure and terrifying hatred of her
so she supposed she shoul d have been utterly unnmoved by his death. Yet
she was badly shaken. As she hugged hersel f and shivered, she was aware
of a cold enmptiness within, a hollow sense of |oss that she could not
quite understand. Not grief. Just. .. l|oss.

She heard sirens in the distance.

Gradual |y she regai ned control of her breathing.



Her shivering grew |l ess violent, though it did not stop entirely.
The sirens grew nearer, |ouder.

She opened her eyes. The bright June sunshine no | onger seened cl ean
and fresh. The darkness of death had passed through the day, and inits
wake, the nmorning |light had acquired a sour yellow cast that rem nded
her more of sul fur than of honey.

Red lights flashing, sirens dying, a paranedic van and a police sedan
approached al ong the northbound | anes.

"Rachael ?"

She turned and saw Herbert Tul eman, Eric's personal attorney, w th whom
she had nmet only mnutes ago. She had always |iked Herb, and he had
liked her as well. He was a grandfatherly man with bushy gray eyebrows
that were now drawn together in a single bar

"One of ny associates.. . returning to the office..
saw it happen," Herbert said, "hurried up to tell ne.
M God."

Yes," she said nunbly.

"My God, Rachael."

"Yes."

"It's too . . . crazy.
"Yes."

"But..."

"Yes," she said.

And she knew what Herbert was thinking. Wthin the past hour, she had
told them she would not fight for a large share of Eric's fortune but
woul d settle for, proportionately, a pittance. Now, by virtue of the
fact that Eric had no family and no children fromhis first marriage,
the entire thirty mllion plus his cunrently unval ued stock in the
conpany woul d al nost certainly, by default, cone into her sole
possessi on.

SPOCKED The hot, dry air was filled with the crackle of police radios, a
metallic chorus of dispatchers' voices, and the snell of sun-softened
asphal t.

The paranedi cs could do nothing for Eric Leben except convey his corpse
to the city nmorgue, where it would lie in a refrigerated roomuntil the
medi cal examiner had tine to attend to it. Because Eric had been killed
in an accident, the |law required an autopsy.

"The body should be available for release in twenty-four hours," one of



t he policenen had tol d Rachael

VWile they had filled out a brief report, she had sat in the back of one
of the patrol cars. Now she was standing in the sun again.

She no longer felt sick. Just nunb.

They | oaded the draped cadaver into the van. |In spots, the shroud was
dark with bl ood.

Herbert Tuleman felt obliged to confort Rachael and repeatedly suggested
that she return with himto his law office. "You need to sit down, get

a grip on yourself," he said, one hand on her shoulder, his kindly face

wrinkled with concern.

“I"'mall right, Herb. Really, I am Just a little shaken."

"Some cognhac. That's what you need. |'ve got a bottle of Reny Martin
in the office bar."

"No, thank you. | guess it'll be up to ne to handle the funeral, so
|'ve got things to attend to."

The two paramedi cs cl osed the rear doors on the van and wal ked
unhurriedly to the front of the vehicle. No need for sirens and
flashing red energency beacons.

Speed woul d not help Eric now

Herb said, "If you don't want brandy, then perhaps coffee. O just cone
and sit with me for a while. | don't think you should get behind a
wheel right away."

Rachael touched his | eathery cheek affectionately. He was a weekend
sailor, and his skin had been toughened and creased | ess by age than by
his tinme upon the sea

"I appreciate your concern. | really do. But I'mfine. |'m alnost
ashaned of how well I'mtaking it. | nean...

| feel no grief at all."

He held her hand. "Don't be ashaned. He was ny client, Rachael, so I'm
aware that he was . . . a difficult man.

"Yes."

"He gave you no reason to grieve."

"It still seenms wong to feel . . . so little. Nothing."

"He wasn't just a difficult nan, Rachael. He was also a fool for not
recogni zi ng what a jewel he had in you and for not doing whatever was

necessary to nake you want to stay with him"

"You're a dear."



"It's true. If it weren't very true, | wouldn't speak of a client |ike
this, not even when he was . . . deceased."

The van, bearing the corpse, pulled away fromthe accident scene.

Par adoxi cal ly, there was a cold, wintry quality to the way the sunmer
sun glinmrered in the white paint and in the polished chrome bunpers,
making it appear as if Eric were being borne away in a vehicle carved
fromice.

Herb wal ked with her, through the gathered onl ookers, past his office
building, to her red 560 SL. He said, "I could have soneone drive
Eric's car back to his house, put it in the garage, and | eave the keys
at your place."

"That woul d be hel pful ," she said.

VWhen Rachael was behind the wheel, belted in, Herb | eaned down to the
wi ndow and said, "We'll have to tal k soon about the estate."”

"In a few days," she said.

"And the comnpany.
"Things will run thenselves for a few days, won't they?"

"Certainly. It's Monday, so shall we say you'll cone see nme Friday
norni ng? That gives you four days to.

adj ust . "
"All right."
"Ten o' cl ock?"

"You sure you're okay?"
"Yes," she said, and she drove hone wi thout incident, though she felt as
t hough she were dream ng.

She lived in a quaint three-bedroom bungalow in Placentia. The

nei ghbor hood was solidly mddle-class and friendly, and the house had

| oads of charm French wi ndows, w ndow seats, coffered ceilings, a

used- brick fireplace, and nore. She'd nade the down paynment and noved a
year ago, when she left Eric. Her house was far different fromthe
place in Villa Park, which was set on an acre of manicured grounds and
whi ch boasted every |uxury, however, she |iked her cozy bungal ow better
t han his Spani sh-nodern nansi on, not nerely because the scal e seened
nmore human here but al so because the Placentia house was not tainted by
countl ess bad nenories as was the house in Villa Park

She took off her bl oodstai ned bl ue sundress. She washed her hands and
face, brushed her hair, and reapplied what little makeup she wore.

Gradual Iy the nmundane task of groonming herself had a calmng effect.

Her hands stopped trenbling. Although a hollow col dness remai ned at the



core of her, she stopped shivering.

After dressing in one of the few sonmber outfits she ownea charcoal - gray
suit with a pale gray blouse, slightly too heavy for a hot sunmer
day-she called Attison Brothers, a firmof prestigious norticians.

Havi ng ascertai ned that they could see her i mredi ately, she drove
directly to their inmposing colonial-style funeral home in Yorba Linda.

She had never made funeral arrangenents before, and she had never
i magi ned that there would be anything anusi ng about the experience.

But when she sat down with Paul Attison in his softly lighted, darkly
panel ed, plushly carpeted, uncannily quiet office and listened to him
call hinself a "grief counselor," she saw dark hunor in the situation

The atnpbsphere was so neticul ously sonber and so sel f-consciously
reverent that it was stagy.

His proffered synpathy was oily yet ponderous, relentless and
cal cul ated, but surprisingly she found herself playing along with him
respondi ng to his condol ences and platitudes with cliche's of her own.

She felt as if she were an actor trapped in a bad play by an inconpetent
pl aywight, forced to deliver her wooden |ines of dial ogue because it
was | ess enbarrassing to persevere to the end of the third act than to

stalk off the stage in the nmddle of the performance. In addition to
identifying hinmself as a grief counselor, Attison referred to a casket
as an "eternal bower." A suit of burial clothes, in which the corpse

woul d be dressed, was called "the final rainents.”

Attison said "preparations for preservation" instead of "enbal ming," and
"resting place" instead of "grave."

Al t hough the experience was riddled with macabre hunor, Rachael was not
able to laugh even when she left the funeral honme after two and a half
hours and was alone in her car again. Odinarily she had a specia
fondness for black hurmor, for laughter that nocked the grim dark
aspects of life. Not today. It was neither grief nor any kind of
sadness that kept her in a gray and hunorl ess nobod. Nor worry about

wi dowhood. Nor shock. Nor the norbid recognition of Death's |urking
presence in even the sunniest day. For a while, as she tended to other
details of the funeral, and later, at honme once nore, as she called
Eric's friends and busi ness associates to convey the news, she could not
qui te understand the cause of her unremitting solemity.

Then, late in the afternoon, she could no |onger fool herself. She knew
that her nental state resulted fromfear. She tried to deny what was
conmng, tried not to think about it, and she had sone success at not

thi nking, but in her heart she knew. She knew.

She went through the house, naking sure that all the doors and w ndows
were | ocked. She closed the blinds and drapes.

At five-thirty, Rachael put the tel ephone on the answering nachine.

Reporters had begun to call, wanting a few words with the w dow of the



Great Man, and she had no patience whatsoever for nedia types.

The house was a bit too cool, so she reset the air conditioner. But for
t he susurrant sound of cold air com ng through the wall vents and the
occasi onal single ring the tel ephone nmade before the machi ne answered
it, the house was as silent as Paul Attison's gl oom shrouded office.

Today, deep silence was intolerable, it gave her the creeps. She

swi tched on the stereo, tuned to an FM station playing easy-listening
nmusi c. For a noment, she stood before the big speakers, eyes cl osed,
swayi ng as she listened to Johnny Mathis singing "Chances Are."

Then she turned up the volune so the nusic could be heard throughout the
house.

In the kitchen, she cut a small piece of sem sweet dark chocolate froma
bar and put it on a white saucer

She opened a split of fine, dry chanpagne. She took the chocol ate, the
chanpagne, and a glass into the master bat hroom

On the radio, Sinatra was singing "Days of Wne and Roses."

Rachael drew a tub of water as hot as she could tolerate, added a
drizzle of jasm ne-scented oil, and undressed.

Just as she was about to settle in to soak, the pul se of fear which had
been beating quietly within her suddenly began to throb hard and fast.

She tried to cal mherself by closing her eyes and breathing deeply,
tried telling herself that she was being childish, but nothing worked.

Naked, she went into the bedroom and got the .32caliber pistol fromthe
top drawer of the nightstand. She checked the magazine to be sure it
was fully | oaded.

Swi tching off both safeties, she took the thirty-two into the bathroom
and put it on the deep blue tile at the edge of the sunken tub, beside
t he chanmpagne and chocol at e.

Andy WIlians was singing "Mon River."

W nci ng, she stepped into the hot bath and settled down until the water

had slipped nost of the way up the slopes of her breasts. It stung at
first. Then she becanme accustoned to the tenperature, and the heat was
good, penetrating to her bones and finally dispelling the chill that had

pl agued her ever since Eric had dashed in front of the truck al nost
seven and a hal f hours ago.

She ni bbl ed at the candy, taking only a few shavings fromthe edge of
the piece. She let themnelt slowy on her tongue.

She tried not to think. She tried to concentrate on just the m ndless
pl easure of a good hot steep. Just drift.

Just be.



She | eaned back in the tub, savoring the taste of chocolate, relishing
the scent of jasmine in the rising steam

After a couple of mnutes, she opened her eyes and poured a gl ass of
chanmpagne fromthe ice-cold bottle.

The crisp taste was a perfect conplenent to the |lingering trace of
chocol ate and to the voice of Sinatra crooning the nostalgic and sweetly
nmel ancholy lines of "It Was a Very CGood Year."

For Rachael, this relaxing ritual was an inportant part of the day,
perhaps the nost inportant. Sonetines she nibbled at a snall wedge of
sharp cheese instead of chocol ate and sipped a single glass of
chardonnay instead of chanpagne. Sonetimes it was an extrenely cold
bottl e of dark beer-Hei neken or Beck's-and a handful of the specia

pl unp peanuts that were sold by an expensive nut shop in Costa Mesa

VWhat ever her choice of the day, she consunmed it with care and sl ow
delight, in tiny bites and small sips, relishing every nuance of taste
and scent and texture.

She was a "present-focused" person

Benny Shadway, the man Eric had thought was Rachael's lover, said there
were basically four types of people, past-, present-, future-, and
omi - f ocused.

Those focused primarily on the future had little interest in the past or
present. They were often worriers, peering toward tonorrow to see what
crisis or insoluble problemnight be hurtling toward them although sone
were shiftless dreaners rather than worriers, always | ooking ahead
because they were unreasonably certain they were due for great good
fortune of one kind or another. Sone were al so workaholics, dedicated
achi evers who believed that the future and opportunity were the sane

t hi ng.

Eri c had been such a one, forever broodi ng about and eagerly
antici pati ng new chal | enges and conquests.

He had been utterly bored with' the past and inpatient with the snail's
pace at which the present sonetines crept by.

A present-focused person, on the other hand, expended nost of his energy
and interest in the joys and tribulations of the nonent. Some
present - focused types were nerely sluggards, too |azy to prepare for
tonorrow or even to contenplate it. Strokes of bad |uck often caught

t hem unaware, for they had difficulty accepting the possibility that the
pl easant ness of the noment might not go on forever. And when they found
thenselves mired in misfortune, they usually fell into ruinous despair
for they were incapable of enbarking upon a course of action that would,
at sonme point in the future, free themfromtheir troubl es.

However, another type of present-focused person was the hard worker who
could involve hinmself in the task at hand with a singl e-m ndedness that
made for splendid efficiency and craftsnanship. A first-rate
cabi net naker, for exanple, had to be a present-focused person, one who
did not |ook forward inpatiently to the final assenbly and conpl etion of



a piece of furniture but who directed his attention entirely and
lovingly to the neticul ous shaping and finishing of each rung and arm of
a chair, to each drawer face and knob and doorfranme of a china hutch
taking his greatest satisfaction in the process of creation rather than
in the culmnation of the process.

Present - focused people, according to Benny, are nore likely to find
obvi ous solutions to problems than are other people, for they are not
preoccupied with either what was or what m ght cone to pass but only
with what is. They are also the people nbst sensuously connected with
the physical realities of life-therefore the nost perceptive in sone
ways-and they nost |ikely have nore sheer pleasure and fun than any
dozen past- or future-oriented citizens.

"You're the best kind of present-oriented woman, Benny had once told her
over a Chinese dinner at Peking Duck. "You prepare for the future but
never at the expense of |osing touch with now And you're so admirably
able to put the past behind you."

She had said, "Ah, shut up and eat your nmoo goo gai pan."

Essentially, what Benny said was true. Since |eaving Eric, Rachael had
taken five courses in business managenent at a Pepperdi ne extension, for
she intended to launch a small business. Perhaps a clothing store for
upscal e wonen. A place that would be dramatic and fun, the kind of shop
t hat people tal ked about as not 