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A LIGHT AT THE END OF THE TUNNEL 
 
“There was one funny thing that happened while I was at the Sheriff’s Department,” Gloria said 
to Foster after Tom left the office to interview Max about his run in with Riggleman and his 
posse.  “While I was waiting to see the Sheriff a woman lawyer walked in and said that she was 
there to see her client.” 
 
“What’s so funny about a lawyer seeing their client?” 
 
“Her name was Sister Mary Margaret.” 
 
“You mean Sister M’s.”  
 
“A nun called Sister M’s who’s also a lawyer.  Now that’s hard to believe.” 
 
“I guess you witnessed a miracle, then.  In any case Sister M’s is a damn good lawyer as well 
as a darn good nun.  She’s one of the  Sisters that took over the old Purgatory State 
Penitentiary.  They call it Our Lady of Lost Souls.  Name sure fits the place.” 
 
Gloria’s eyes widened in surprise. “She’s one of the Sisters of Saint Leonard?”  
 
“You know about the Sisters?” 
 
“They made the news when they bought that place.” 
 
“Bought might be a stretch since they paid next to nothing for it.  It was more like a steal.” 
 
 After groaning at his joke Gloria said. “It’s pretty unusual for an order of nuns to take over an 
old prison.” 
 
“They’re an unusual order.  Not that I know much about religious orders or religion, for that 
matter. Who was she there to see?” 
 
“Somebody named Donny Buford.” 
 
“Now that is what I would call really funny.” 
 
“Why?” 
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“Because Donny Buford isn’t the sort of person that Sister M’s would take on as a client.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
“She represents people who don’t have any money and Donny Buford’s family is pretty well 
off.  His father is the President of Picketwire Bank and Trust and his mom is a doctor.” 
 
“So why would Sister M’s agree to be Donny’s lawyer?” 
 
“Must have something to do with why he was brought in. It has to be something that Sister M’s 
is interested in and that Donny doesn’t want his parents to know about.” 
 
“Like what?”  
 
“You do the police reports for the paper so why not call the Sheriff Department and find out?” 
 
Gloria quickly turned to the phone on her desk and dialed the number for the Sheriff’s 
Department and spoke with the Deputy who handled the reports. “What do you mean you’re 
not allowed to disclose it?” She asked then twirled her right index finger in the air as she 
listened to the reply.  “Isn’t that something for the FBI not the Sheriff?” She asked and after 
listening some more she said.  “Can I speak with Sister Mary Margaret, his attorney?  I saw her 
when I was there.”   After listening some more while shaking her head and rolling her eyes she 
registered a protest and hung up.  Turning to Foster, she said. “That was Deputy Doolittle…” 
 
“You mean Deputy Do-Little,” Foster said, spelling it out. “One of Riggleman’s highly 
unqualified team.” 
 
“Anyway,” Gloria continued.  “He told me that he couldn’t release any information on the arrest 
because it was a matter of national security.  When I asked why the FBI wasn’t involved he 
said that the Sheriff didn’t need any help from the Feds. Does that make any sense?” 
 
“Only if you put non in front of it. My hunch is that Donny’s arrest is connected to Riggleman 
and his posse stopping the Picketwire Railroad looking for undocumented immigrants, or 
illegals as he calls them.”  
 
“But he told me that he didn’t arrest anyone.” 
 
“Didn’t Deputy Do-Little tell you this was a matter of national security?” 
 
Gloria nodded. 
 
“Well to Riggleman that means lying is his patriotic duty. Sort of confirms that patriotism is the 
last refuge of a scoundrel.” 
 
“I guess that means Riggleman’s also a refugee.” 
 
“He’s definitely illegal.  Anyway, the best way to find out what’s going on is to talk to Sister 
M’s.  What did he tell you when you asked to speak with her?” 
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“He said she’d left a half hour ago and gone back to her nunnery.  Of course he snickered 
when he said that.”  
 
“Then if I want to talk to her I should get myself to the nunnery as well,” Foster said, then 
lowered his long legs from the top of the desk where he’d propped them and stood up.  
 
“Wait, you’re not going without me. I’m the investigative reporter, remember.  You may think 
you’re the Lone Ranger but I’m not you’re sidekick what’s his name.” 
 
“Tonto,” Foster said looking down at Gloria as he put on his Stetson.  “Let’s go, partner.” 
 
 
As they walked toward the gate of the old Purgatory Penitentiary after parking his Jeep, Foster 
remembered when he was ten years old.  He was mowing the lawn of their house in Picketwire 
when their next door neighbor, Mister Malloy, appeared on the front porch of his house, a big 
two story place with peeling paint and a sagging roof, and called him over.  He couldn’t 
remember ever speaking to Malloy who hardly ever came out of his house.  Foster’s parents 
had told him that Malloy’s wife had walked out on him shortly after he’d retired and that they’d 
never had children. Nor did he seem to have any visitors.  Foster hesitated when Malloy called 
but figured he didn’t have to get that close to the guy so he let go of the handle for the push 
mower and walked over. Malloy had settled onto the top step of his front porch where he 
looked down at Foster, who would have declined to sit down even if he’d been asked, which 
he wasn’t.  Malloy held a can of beer in his right hand and took a drink, wiped his lips with the 
back of his left hand and then looked at Foster.  “You ever been in a prison?” 
 
“No sir,” Foster replied in a serious voice even though it didn’t make any sense to ask a ten 
year old if they’d been in prison.   
 
“Well I have.  Thirty years in the Purgatory Penitentiary.  I’d still be there if they hadn’t closed it 
down and everyone had to leave.” 
 
“You were in Purgatory?”    
 
“Yeah, but I wasn’t an inmate, I was an employee.” 
 
“Were you a guard?” 
 
“I was called a corrections officer because I was employed by the Department of Corrections, 
but I should have been called a waste management officer because I guarded a garbage 
dump.  That’s what prisons are, they’re just garbage dumps with walls.  I was there to make 
sure the trash society threw away didn’t escape into the environment.  Now they’ve closed the 
place and sent all the garbage to other dumps. And this…” He waved his right hand with the 
can of beer at his house.  “This is where I got dumped.” He laughed again until he started 
coughing. When he stopped coughing he looked down at Foster, his eyes squinting,  and said. 
“If prisons are garbage dumps you know what cops are, right?” 
 
“Policemen?” Fostered asked.  
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“Nope,” Malloy shook his head. “Cops are just garbage collectors with guns.” He took a last 
sip from his can of beer, crumpled it in his hand and got up slowly.  He stood unsteadily at the 
top of the steps. “I just figured you should know that you’re living next to a dump so when the 
cops show up you’ll know they’re just here to haul away the trash.” He turned and walked into 
the house letting the screen door slam behind him like a cell door. 
 
“I wonder what the prisoners felt when they walked through these gates,” Gloria said. 
 
Foster stopped and looked up at the massive gate and said to Gloria. “I suppose it depended 
on whether they were walking in or walking out. You know, somebody I knew a long time ago 
called it a garbage dump.” 
 
“There’s no way I could call someone who thought people in prisons are garbage a friend.” 
 
“I didn’t call him a friend.  He was a neighbor of ours when I was growing up in Picketwire. 
He’d been a guard here for thirty years until they closed it. He also called the police garbage 
collectors.” 
 
“How dehumanizing.” 
 
“That might have been his point. Not that I had a chance to ask him.” 
 
“Why not?” 
 
“He killed himself the day after he told me.  I guess he wanted to escape.” 
 
“Oh…” 
 
“And I became a cop.”  
 
 
When they entered the Visitors Center Sister M‘s was talking to Sister Louise at the gift shop 
counter.  “Why Foster St. Vrain. What a surprise,” she said.  Noticing Gloria next to him, she 
added. “And…” 
 
Gloria quickly stepped up and held out her hand. “I’m Gloria Herrera.” 
 
“Gloria’s our ace reporter at the Picketwire Press.  I’m working for them as an investigator.  
Right now I’m helping Gloria on a story.” 
 
“I’m also the Picketwire Press’ investigative reporter,” Gloria jumped in as they shook hands.  
 
 “Is that why you were at the Sheriff’s Department when I was there a couple of hours ago?” 
 
Gloria nodded her head. “I was there to interview Sheriff Riggleman about the status of the 
search for the person who tried to kill Wylie Boone.”  
 
“Your interview should be interesting reading to say the least.  Did he tell you if they are close 
to catching the person?” 
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“Not really. He didn’t want to talk about it, in fact.  What he really wanted to talk about were 
undocumented immigrants.” 
 
“Whom he calls illegals,” Sister M’s added. 
 
“Right.  Anyway, he said that he and his posse had just stopped the Picketwire Railroad trying 
to apprehend some illegals.  He claimed they were disguised as members of Tony Medrano’s 
Rails, Trails and Tales tour.  He said the illegals got away and he was sure they had 
accomplices who helped them escape.  That’s why we’re here.  I heard you say that you were 
representing Donny Buford and when I called the Sheriff’s Department and asked if he had 
been arrested, they wouldn’t comment.  They said it was a matter of national security.  It 
sounds crazy but we thought that Donny Buford might have been arrested as one of the 
accomplices the Sheriff mentioned.” 
 
“It does sound crazy, doesn’t it?”  Sister M’s replied with a slight smile. 
 
“Riggleman’s no stranger to crazy,” Foster said. “But crazy or not why else would you be 
representing Donny Buford?  Donny’s not exactly poor.” 
 
Sister M’s gave Foster a hard look.  “I don’t require my clients to take a vow of poverty just 
because I do.  Anyway, other than I was there to represent him I can’t tell you anything.  
Lawyer - client privilege still holds even if the client’s not under-privileged.” 
 
“So you’re giving us a no comment just like the Sheriff?”  Gloria asked as she held a pen 
poised over a pad of paper she had quickly taken from her purse.   
 
“At least I didn’t insult your intelligence by saying it’s a matter of national security.” 
 
“Can we quote you on that?” Foster said with a broad smile. 
 
“But seriously, Sister Mary Margaret…” Gloria said. 
 
“You can call me Sister M’s.” 
 
“Okay, Sister M’s, can’t you even tell me if Donny Buford was arrested?” 
 
“Yes, I can deny that because he wasn’t arrested.  He walked out of the Sheriff’s Department 
about fifteen minutes after I arrived.” 
 
“But if you hadn’t been there was a good chance he would have been booked, right?” Foster 
pressed. 
 
“No comment,” Sister M’s replied.  
 
“If you don’t give us something more, I’ll have no alternative but to contact Donny Buford,” 
Gloria pleaded.  “And tell him I’m writing a story that will appear on the front page of the 
Picketwire Press about how he was hauled in by the Sheriff in a matter concerning national 
security and that you, his lawyer, didn’t deny it. I’ll also have to contact his parents.” 
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Foster added.  “I have a hunch poor Donny’s going to talk and he’s going to say some things 
that you’d rather not have in the newspaper.” 
 
“Please don’t contact him or his parents. He was just being a Good Samaritan.” 
 
Gloria wrote down what Sister M’s said. “I’ll be sure and include that quote in the story. It’s a 
good quote.  After all, as a Nun you should be an expert on who’s a Good Samaritan.” 
 
“Can we go off the record?” Sister M’s asked pointing at Gloria’s notebook. 
 
Gloria closed her notebook and put down her pen.  “Okay, what can you tell us off the 
record?” 
 
“It’s not me that’s going to tell you.” 
 
 
 
As Sister M’s led Gloria and Foster through a long, windowless corridor she explained that, 
although it was a tunnel, it led into the prison, not out of it. “This was the main entry point for 
them.  For many of them it was one way. If you were serving life the only way to escape was to 
dig a tunnel or wait to have someone dig your grave.” 
 
“Did anybody dig a tunnel and escape?”  Gloria asked. 
 
“According to prison records seven tunnels were dug but all of them were discovered by 
guards before they were completed.  Most of them weren’t very long although there was one 
that was more than a hundred feet in length. Unfortunately for the prisoners who dug it they 
were still several hundred feet short of the other side of the outer walls when they were 
discovered. Sister Beatrice, who’s an archeologist, has discovered several additional ones and 
she suspects there are more.” 
 
The corridor ended with a pair of massive steel doors that, according to Sister M’s hadn’t been 
closed since they acquired the prison. “When I lead tours I joke that we threw away the key, 
but they’re actually controlled by a huge lever in a guard room behind the window next to the 
door.  Most of the doors are locked and unlocked by pulling levers rather than using keys. You 
could say that we’re highly leveraged. Sorry for another tour group joke.”  Sister Rachel 
motioned for them to follow her through the doorway into the sunlight.  
 
“I suppose you call this the light at the end of the tunnel,” Foster said. 
 
“No,” Sister M’s replied.  “But I think I’ll use that on my next tour if you don’t mind.” 
 
They were now in a large courtyard.  A wall of the former prison was on their right topped by 
guard towers and in front and to the left were the former cell blocks.  They rose two stories 
higher than the wall, which meant that the upper cells had a view over the wall.  “This was what 
they called the yard, which is where the convicts were allowed to congregate for a couple of 
hours a day.  They had to keep moving so they just walked around in circles.” 
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“Is that why those stones are arranged in a circle?” Gloria asked, pointing at paving stones that 
were laid out in a circular pattern in the middle of the courtyard.  
 
“Oh, that,” Sister M’s laughed.  “That’s a labyrinth.  You’ll find them in the great cathedrals like 
Chartres in France.  We use it for walking meditation. It’s not lost on us that while we are free 
to walk in a labyrinth meditating, the people who were imprisoned here were condemned to 
walk circles.”  
 
“Meditating on how to escape,” Foster said. 
 
“Ironic, isn’t it?” Sister M’s said. “We’re serving for life behind bars of irony.” 
 
They followed Sister M’s through an open door and into a hallway.  “This corridor leads to the 
cellblocks but we’re not going that far.”  She stopped in front of another open door and 
motioned for them to enter.   
 
They entered a long room with a high ceiling.  Along the far wall were windows set high in the 
walls. Light streamed in from the courtyard.  There was a black board on the wall opposite the 
windows that stretched almost the entire length of the room. “If you’ll wait here I’ll be back in a 
few minutes,” Sister M’s said. 
 
“Where are you going?”  Gloria asked. 
 
“To get the people who can answer your questions,” Sister M’s said then stopped as she was 
about to walk out the door and added.  “Off the record.” 
 
 
STAGE FRIGHT 
 
Tom recalled his first and only acting experience had taken place on this very stage when he 
was seven years old.  He remembered that he was paralyzed with stage fright and totally 
mangled his one line.  Instead of hark, what bright light fills the firmament he blurted out “Heck 
of a light up there.”  The audience had laughed, which would have been fine if it had been a 
comedy and not a Christmas nativity play. He told himself that this time was different.  He 
wasn’t seven years old and it wasn’t Christmas and hadn’t Max said that he reminded him of 
Robert Redford. Besides, he’d only agreed to recite the lines in the script that Max handed 
him. 
 
“You’re reading the part of Billy,” Max said and then shooed him up on the stage.  Tom stood 
there on the stage alone while Max walked over and stood behind the pulpit that had been 
moved off to the side. He reached under the pulpit and pulled out a cowbell, which he began 
to ring vigorously.  The members of the cast and crew returned to the sanctuary from wherever 
they had gone on their break and took seats in the pews in front of the stage. Then a door next 
to the pulpit opened and a girl walked out.  She was wearing baggy bib overalls over a tee shirt 
and her long blond hair had red and blue streaks in it. After storming up to within a few feet of 
Tom she stopped and stared at him. Her blue eyes were framed by turquoise eyeliner and her 
right cheek was sprinkled with glitter.   
 
“You’re on my mark,” she announced.  
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“What?” Tom stammered. 
 
“You’re standing on my mark.  See the tape on the floor.” 
 
Tom looked down and saw that he was standing on masking tape. There was a Z on it that 
looked like the mark of Zorro only in red. He quickly took several steps back.  “Sorry.” 
 
She shrugged and stepped onto the tape. She looked back over her shoulder at Max and said. 
“Where’s Larry?” 
 
“Larry’s no longer with the show,”  Max replied. “This is Tom Tiddings and he’s agreed to play 
Billy.” 
 
“I’ve agreed to help out tonight,” Tom said. “You must be Zelda Zenn.” 
 
“Must I?” Zelda retorted and then quickly changed into a friendlier voice.  “What is it you 
want?” 
 
Tom lowered his voice and whispered. “I have a few questions that I’d like to ask you about…” 
 
Zelda cut him off. “What is it you want is my line. It's right there in the script that you’re 
holding. Well, barely holding.” 
 
“Oh, right.”  Tom looked down at the script, which was vibrating in his shaking hands. “Uh...” 
 
“There’s no uh,” Max said from behind the pulpit.  “Just read what’s in the script, Tom.  You’re 
Billy.” 
 
“Do you think Karla likes me?” Tom read.  
 
“Wait,” Max snapped.  
 
“For what?” Tom answered. 
 
“Say it with a little more feeling.  Like you mean it.” 
 
“I don’t even know who Karla is?” 
 
“She’s Jolene’s best friend,” Max said. 
 
“Who’s Jolene?” 
 
“I’m Jolene,” Zelda said pointing with a purple fingernail at the script in his hand. “It’s right 
there.” 
 
Max walked over to Tom and put his right hand on Tom’s left shoulder.  “You see, Tom, Billy 
and Karla have been friends their whole lives.  Now they’re about to graduate from high school 
and she’s going to college in another state.  Billy realizes that he wants to be more than friends 
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but he’s afraid she doesn’t feel the same way so he’s asking Jolene , who’s Karla’s best friend, 
for advice.  You have to act like you’re really nervous.” 
 
“Act? I am really nervous.  I mean I can barely hold the script.” 
 
“Right, but that’s stage fright nervous not lovesick nervous.  You need to act like you’re 
lovesick nervous.  Look, just think of someone that you want to ask out but are afraid to while 
you’re reading the line.” 
 
Tom nodded then read the line again. 
 
“Of course, she does, Billy,” Zelda answered, her voice filled with sympathy. 
 
Tom read. “I know she likes me as friend but I want to be more than just friends.” 
 
“Why don’t you just ask her yourself? She’s standing right behind you.” Zelda said.  Tom 
turned and found he was staring directly at Carlotta. 
 
“Carlotta!” 
 
“She’s not Carlotta, she’s Karla,”  Zelda snapped.  
 
“I didn’t know you were acting in this play,”  Tom said to Carlotta. 
 
“Stick to the script, Tom,” Max said.  
 
Tom looked at his script and then exclaimed. “Karla!”   
 
Carlotta said. “I heard everything you just said.  That you want us to be more than just friends.” 
 
“You did?” 
 
“I did and I do…” 
 
“You do?” 
 
“Want to be more than just friends.” 
 
“Now that’s what we call acting, Tom,” Max interrupted.  “You sounded just like a teenage boy 
the way you delivered those lines.” 
 
“I did?” 
 
“Read your next line, Tom.” 
 
Tom looked at Carlotta.  “Does that mean you’ll go out with me…on a date?” 
 
“Of course.  Otherwise, we’ll never be anything more than friends.” 
 



 

 10 

“But I still want us to be friends,”  Tom said. 
 
“That’s not in the script, Tom. Don’t ad lib just stick to what Howdy wrote,” Max said.  
 
Tom nodded and read.  “How about Friday?” 
 
“Sure…” 
 
“Hey, I’ve got an idea,” Zelda said.  “Why don’t we double date?” 
 
“Wow, that would be fun, Jolene,” Carlotta answered then turned to Tom.  “You don’t mind 
that our first date is a double date with Jolene and Rick, do you Billy?” 
 
“What?”  Tom stammered, then looked at his script.  “I mean, that’s cool.” 
 
“It's not going to be with Rick,” Zelda said. 
 
“Not with Rick?  Did you break up?”  Carlotta asked. 
 
“Sort of.” 
 
Tom looked down at his script and asked. “Who’s going to be your date, then?”   
 
“It’ll be a surprise,” Zelda answered. 
 
“Great job,” Max said as he walked over. Putting his right hand on Tom’s left shoulder he said.  
“That wasn’t bad for your first time.” 
 
“You mean that’s all?”  
 
“For this scene.” 
 
“There’s more?” 
 
“Not tonight.” Max turned, held up his left wrist, tapped the face of his watch and announced 
to the cast and crew.  “Rehearsal’s over for tonight.” Turning to Tom, he said. “Take the script 
with you so you can study your lines.” 
 
“But I just agreed to help you out tonight.” 
 
“Tom,” Carlotta said.  “You were great.  I really felt there was chemistry between us.” 
 
“I wasn’t that great in chemistry when I was at Picketwire High.” 
 
“Maybe you had the wrong lab partner,” Zelda cracked.  
 
“Come on, Tom, why not take a chance,” Carlotta pleaded. 
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Tom raised his hands in surrender.  “Okay, okay.”  Then looking at Zelda he said.  “But only if 
Zelda promises to answer some questions.” 
 
“Howdy made us promise not to talk about the play before the premiere so you’ll just have to 
be Billy to get the inside scoop.  Of course, you won’t be allowed to write about it until after we 
open.” 
 
“I don’t want to ask you about this play but about something else you were in.” 
 
“Oh my God,” Zelda said, clapping her right hand to her mouth then dropping it and pleading. 
“Please, don’t tell anyone.  You can’t write a word about it. If this gets out it will ruin my acting 
career and that’s my whole life. I’ll just have to kill myself.” 
 
“Kill yourself!”  Carlotta gasped. Zelda who buried her face in Carlotta’s shoulder and began 
crying. 
 
“It can’t be that bad?” Tom asked. 
 
Zelda pulled away from Carlotta and turned to him, her cheeks smeared with dripping 
mascara. “You didn’t see it?” 
 
“No, but Max told me about it.” 
 
“Max?  Does he know too?”  
 
“Of course, he was there.” 
 
“There? Wait, you mean this isn’t about …?” 
 
“What?” 
 
“Never mind,” Zelda said and dabbed at her cheeks with a Kleenex that Carlotta had given her.  
“So what is this about?” 
 
“Max told me that you were both in a play Max put on for one of Tony Medrano’s tours on the 
Picketwire Railroad.” 
 
“Oh that.  It wasn’t a real play.  Max calls it a melodrama. I call it stupid. I played this weird 
woman named Clementine…” 
 
Tom cut her off. “What I wanted to ask you about is what happened when the Sheriff and his 
posse stopped the train. I heard you ran off with three undocumented immigrants that they 
were trying to arrest,” 
 
“I didn’t know he was the Sheriff.  It was a gang with guns chasing us so I ran and these three 
members of Tony’s tour just followed me.” 
 
“So you didn’t know that they were undocumented?” 
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Zelda pursed her lips and looked around.  “Look, if I answer you than I could be in big trouble.” 
 
“With the Sheriff?” 
 
“I’m more afraid of my Mom finding out. She’ll ground me if she finds out and then I won’t be in 
the play. My big break will be a bust.  I mean, I have a lawyer who said she can keep the Sheriff 
from arresting me but she won’t be able to keep my Mom from putting me in solitary 
confinement.” Zelda looked at the floor and shook her head.  
 
“Anything you say will be off the record so neither the Sheriff nor your Mom will know.”  Tom 
paused and then added something he’d always wanted to say.  “And as a journalist I never 
reveal my sources.” 
 
“Okay,” Zelda said. “Then I’ll give you an exclusive only you can’t print any of it like you 
promised.” 
 
“Right.  It’s only for background. We should go someplace where no one will hear us,” Tom 
said.  Looking at Carlotta who was still standing next to Zelda, he added. “Including you 
Carlotta. Sorry.” 
 
“That’s fine with me.  Just get back to me about our date.” 
 
“What date?” 
 
Carlotta put her hands on her hips and said. “Tom, you asked me out just a few minutes, 
remember?” 
 
Tom started to scratch his head but stopped when his fingertips encountered cloth instead of 
hair.  He realized that he was wearing a baseball cap.  He also realized it was his gray one that 
had READ A PAPER INSTEAD OF A HAT stenciled on it in the same Franklin Gothic font used for 
the Picketwire Press headlines. Quickly lowering his arm he sputtered. “But that was Billy and 
you were Karla.”  
 
“Well, they’re both busy because they’re going on a double date with Jolene and…” she 
looked at Zelda. “And someone who isn’t Rick.”  
 
“Okay, then, that’s great,” Tom answered, hoping that his grin didn’t look too stupid. 
 
After Carlotta walked away, Zelda said to Tom. “So where should we go for this exclusive off 
the record interview?”   
 
“I guess we could stay go to one of the pews in the last row.”  
 
“People can still see us.”  
 
“Nobody notices people in the back of a church.  That’s why so many people like to sit there.” 
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The lights flickered off and on several times followed by an announcement from Daryl Menke, 
the stage manager, that everyone had ten minutes to leave before the doors were locked for 
the night. 
 
“I guess we need to find somewhere else,” Tom said. “Any suggestions?” 
 
Zelda pursed her lips and squinted as if she was searching her mind.  Then her head tilted left 
and right several times like she was weighing an idea. Finally she nodded her head indicating 
that she had reached a decision. “I know a place, but we’ll need a car,”  she said. 
 
“I can drive us.  Where is it?” 
 
“It’s a place I go when I want to be all by myself. I never go there with anyone else.” 
 
“Then it should be a perfect place for an interview that never took place.” 
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