	Elliot Sinclair’s stride was sure and calm. Not much had changed in the structure of the city’s





streets since he had last stepped through them. Two years was, apparently, not that long a time. After





having waited for so long, the actual time of waiting seemed like it had come and gone in the blink of an





eye or in the passing of a day. They had been two full years during which he had suffered mental torment,





and now they were gone. It was almost as if they had never been.





	Scarcely a mile lay between this man and his destination. This place was located in a building





complex composed of four skyscrapers of one hundred and ten floors each. The one referred two as





Building 1 held the apartment toward which he was headed. It was up on the sixtieth floor and was





relatively spacious while still managing to be sensible. He remembered it very well. The colors, the





furniture, the decorations -- every detail was in his mind as though they had been freshly carved into his





many memories. His most vivid memory was of his wife. Though he wanted to see her more than anything





else, he continued to walk steadily, not altering the rhythm at which he stepped. If he had learned and





brought with him only one thing from the last two years, it was patience, that virtue many try so hard to





attain and few actually get.





	A most welcome sense of familiarity met him once he entered the lobby/first floor. He went to the





desk at the room’s center and told one of the workers that he had lost his ID but remembered his number.





He gave it to the young man when asked for it and received a new card in seconds. Passing elevator





clearance, he stepped inside, pushed the right button, and rode it up in pensive silence. He found that it





was very easy to have to endure a few more minutes of solitude before he reunited with his wife. She





would be twenty-seven by now. The mere thought of her brought a smile to his face and a light of life to





his frosty blue eyes.





	A short, soft ping went off when the elevator reached the sixtieth floor. The doors slid open





seconds after it, allowing him passage into the hallway that he once walked through almost daily. He





turned left, then right, casting an occasional glance out the dark, sepia-tinted windows that cast a soft





golden-brown glow throughout the area. To his right were doors that lead to apartments. So far, none of





the numbers matched the one etched into his brain. But then he turned right again, into a shaded area that





received its light from the incandescent bulbs overhead. At the end of the hall, partially jutting out from





the left wall, was a brown door just like all the others. On it were brass numbers. There was both a





keyhole and a card slot by its handle. Looking at the metal panel that held the two entry devices, he saw





that of the two small lights by the keyhole, the green one was lit. This meant it was not manually locked.





Smiling, he slid his card through the slot and was satisfied when the green light by it switched on. He





turned the knob, entered, and closed the door softly behind him.





	The faint smell of bakery-fresh bread touched his soul upon entry into the living space, indicating





to him that he should head for the kitchen. As he passed through the living room, he noticed that the





furniture was the same and the decorations he remembered were still there. Nearing the kitchen, he heard





a gentle, familiar voice humming a sweet melody. Closer he stepped and the back of a woman with





shoulder-length mahogany hair appeared. Now, with nothing to hold him back, he hesitated, perhaps to





enjoy this moment longer. His decision to speak came rather late, for she turned around and saw him. She





drew in a breath, looking as if she had seen a ghost.





	“Elliot?” she breathed in disbelief.





	He had been smiling, but that one sign of a good meeting faded once he saw the cushioned





carrier she wore and the head of the infant she carried in it. At once he noticed a fearful tint swim in her





eyes. It was then that the beautiful picture in his mind shattered. That child was not his. No other words





needed to be said, no other thoughts needed to be heard, no other things needed to be done. The woman





set on the countertop a spoon she had been holding, feeling the need to encircle her infant with at least





one arm as she gazed at the taller man.





	“Myriam,” he said simply in response.





	“I thought…” She placed a foot behind herself in a sign that her defenses were up. “I thought you





had died. Everyone did.”





	Elliot went right to the point.





	“Does he live here with you now?”





	“Who?”





	“The father.”





	Myriam stepped back and instinctively held the child closer.





	“No.”





	“When did you see him last?” the man continued, ignoring the obvious discomfort he was





causing the woman.





	“A few weeks ago.” Her green eyes followed him as he began to pace before her. “Elliot, I --”





	His piercing gaze silenced her. He stood directly in front of her, his eyes an unreadable pool of





endless depth and mixed emotions.





	“Who is he?”





	The question produced a reaction adverse to the one expected. Fear left her eyes and was replaced





by a determined sort of anger and her stance became more rigid and fierce. She shook her head, denying





him even words.





	At that moment it seemed that patience had left him, not caring to aid him in this critical





moment. If everyone thought he was dead, his sudden reappearance would bring forth such consequences





with so many attached complications that it would take months, maybe even years, for the situation to





calm down. It was overwhelming to think about and tiring to consider. He sighed.





	“I’ll use the guest room,” he said, turning and stepping into the hall. “The trip was long, and I’m





tired.”





	“Wait.” She waited to see at least his eyes turn to her before going on. “You aren’t going to… to





hurt us -- Cheryl and I -- are you?”





	Figuring that by Cheryl she meant the baby, he offered half a smile -- one that never reached his





eyes -- and a shaking of his head.





	“No. Never.”





	She smiled at him and watched him leave, waiting until a few seconds after she heard the door





close before heading to her room. She grabbed her card, key, and Cheryl’s cap, then proceeded to leave





the apartment. She rode the elevator down to Floor 58 and took the walkway that led to the same floor of





Building Four. She went through the door directly across the hall from the entrance and found herself





inside a large library. A quick scan of it pulled her attention to a table at a corner, which she walked





toward. As she drew closer to it, the figure of a man leaning forward and reading a book was made





evident. She took a seat across the table from him, and he looked up. He had messy brown hair and brown





eyes that shone softly behind his wire-rimmed glasses. Upon reading her eyes he slipped a pencil into his





book and closed it, focusing his attention on her. She took in a deep breath before speaking.





	“We have a problem, Asher.” She paused to gather her words and also to wait if he had





something to say. What he did say was said without words -- his silence asked her to tell him. Tears began





to sting at the corners of her eyes, and her voice reflected it. “Elliot is alive.” She continued despite his





immediate shock. “He’s here. He came back.”





	Asher put his hands together and rested his chin on them as he looked up in thought.





	“Has he seen you yet?”





	Myriam nodded. “Just a minute ago. Both Cheryl and me.” When he didn’t say anything, she





pressed on, “He asked me who Cheryl’s father is.”





	His gaze instantly fell on her, eyes widening a bit with the new information.





	“I didn’t tell him.” She closed her eyes and the tears in them fell freely down her cheeks. “There





is no doubt in my mind that he’d kill you. The look in his eyes when he saw us…” She shook her head





and opened her eyes to take in the blury form before her.





	“Where is he right now?” he gently asked of her, his voice carrying urgency within the folds of





its soothing sound.


