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1: Port Manteaux Word Maker
Get this from a library! I'll be seeing you: a novel. [Mary Higgins Clark] -- "The murdered woman could have been her
double. When reporter Meghan Collins sees the sheet-wrapped corpse in a New York City hospital, she feels as if she's
staring into her own face.

When I look at you, I rock back and forth between delight and shame. Sight is a continuous miracle. Light
bounces off every object in its path, then pours into my eyes. Particles of light become a site of a constant
conversation between me and my surroundings. I know that no one else sees exactly the way I do, or at least,
there is no way to confirm that they do; the conversation between my eyes and my environment takes place in
solitude. That is to say: You are sitting across from me, and we lock eyes for far too long. I remember only the
softness of your face, only of the muteness of desire. I watch your face contort as you sing along, and I think:
After the concert, we stand outside, and I stare at you because I can, because I want to, because there is
something in your face that is meant only for me. You glance up and catch me staring. In attempts to recover, I
look down, but your hands catch my eye, and all I can think about is how they would feel in my mouth.
Something in our atoms repels each other, so there is always some space between us and the object we wish to
touch. There is an uncrossable rift in-between us. I have infinite tenderness for you and, even more so, for the
space in between us. I love to reach for you. More than anything, I remember that he was missing a back leg.
Maybe missing since birth, maybe stolen. His owner was wearing a faded floral dress and a band of gold
around her finger. Streaks of jet black hair sprouted from her head, and from his, a mat of gold. Neither could
look the other in the eye. You know, it really is fascinating. Other than the tumbling of leaves and the stench
of a Bible, I can hardly remember what being a child was like. Even my dreams slip away when the sun rises.
But if I close my eyes tight enough, I can still see that dog bracing himself against the sidewalk. I remember
how he squealed. It must be blood. I imagined an unfurling fist and a ball of jagged glass, both buried in the
throat of a crippled dog. A fountain When I was thirteen, I sat on the edge of a bathtub and felt poison start to
drip through my veins. But whatever it was, it had slipped past my lips and into my stomach, tying
bewitchingly toxic knots. One of the lightbulbs above the bathroom mirror crackled and sang. And then out of
nowhere, it popped, dropping half of the room into darkness. It settled into my skin like sunlight into rose
petals. That was when I was sure it was all going to topple. When I knew FICTION spray of bile spewed from
his lips in wild bursts as if somebody was trying to block the end of a garden hose with nothing but their own
fingers, forming swirling pools of muck beneath their feet. The stuff slid into his mouth and flew right back
out in Rorschach splatter. Gotta make it drink hydrogen peroxide to make it throw everything up. I think about
beautiful dogs who love chocolate and fight for their ecstasy, obedient dogs who simply exist and exist and
exist. All that dog wanted was something sweet, and that woman stole it. I could never figure it out. I could
already see the gravestone hurtling toward me, the hands folding themselves into mine. And for a moment, I
tasted wildfire. Then my mother stumbled into the room, kneeled in front of me, and fumbled with a little
black bottle. Only their fingers and the plucking of strings. We saw a comet that night. It was lovely for its
light of course, but it was beautiful for its rarity, for the sweet scent of history that drifted through the clouds.
And when it arrived, everyone gasped and trembled, and suddenly nothing was more important than the sky.
Afterward, everyone told me it was a sign, an enormous beacon held up high. It was orange, they said, and it
was also purple, but brighter and larger and prettier than that sounds. And they said that everybody understood
all at once, that everyone saw the light and knew they were everything and knew they were nothing. But
perhaps they were wrong. With the crowd silently enraptured, I found the bathroom and listened carefully for
the click of the door lock, pulling out a small FICTION bottle of Ipecac and a smaller bottle of expired pills I
found a few days ago in the back of a medicine cabinet. One by one, I counted out seven of the capsules and
placed them on my tongue like I was licking up ashes. Then, off came the cap to the Ipecac and down went a
river of that syrupy stuff into my throat. Briefly, as I put the bottle away, I made eye contact with a sliver of a
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man in the bathroom mirror, his skin infested with pity. And the entire time, the comet burned, sputtering into
dust. I sometimes wish I had looked at it longer, stared harder. I wish I could describe it to myself. But in that
moment, all I could do was get down on my knees, bow my head, grip the sides of the toilet bowl, and wait for
my disease to come spilling out. In the few minutes that passed, I did not think about my mother or the
precious, jagged outline of her tears. I did not think about the vicious applause of a congregation, rising up and
down and up again. I did not think about religious light way overhead or crumpling vanilla or sliding strings or
how difficult it is to pry metal bands from fingers. No, I thought about foaming lips, the color gold, and a
crippled dog who has fallen desperately in love with chocolate. Unprimed skin, craving complexity and
definition, contained by harsh shadows along edges; remnants of denied tenderness. You trade one party for
another. There is a boy here with wild hair. You smile at him but your words are messy and caught inside you.
You shut yourself in the bathroom and stare in the mirror. You are at a Perkins in Maplewood, across the
street from the mall where your mom shopped when you were a kid and where you and your friend, a girl with
driving anger and big hoop earrings, will be first in line for a cheap tattoo later in the morning. The two of you
talk about pretending while your waiter uses a fake British accent. You feel like you are buzzing and you think
this is happiness. October 13, , Your skin is bleeding and you are grateful for your angry friend, that she
would not hesitate to skip a night of sleep so the two of you could get meaningless images etched into your
bodies, thin black lines that now permanently hold this night in your skin. You will tell this story to everyone
that will listen for months and you will like the way people look at you when you do. September 20, , 2: You
drag the wild-haired boy that drops his jokes around the city for hours. You walk along a quiet path wedged
under a canopy of nighttime and trees and talk about fear. You sit cross-legged on November 17, , There is a
devastatingly beautiful girl that parades through the party and she is abrasive and charming in a way that is
meant to be seen. You think she could kill someone with her bare hands and still look beautiful dripping in
blood. You catch her sometimes, and she still is loud and abrasive and charming even when no one else is
watching. You think you know that feeling, of being your own audience. September 23, , You and your other
friend, the angry girl with the hoop earrings, look at the people around you like characters to pull apart. There
is lightning behind the stage and when the lyrics reach you, they hurt. You look at each other, wideeyed. Your
friend is crying. November 18, , 2: You are warm and full next to the boy in his crooked bed, his wild hair
now crumpled against the pillow. He shakes in his sleep and it stills you. November 20, , You are in pink
velvet and fishnets and you find yourself across a keg from a boy that smirks and lounges, the one with the
charm that has only ever made you angry. You argue for too long and you only make him pause once, when
you rip away at yourself and tell him that you, too, know the kind of violence that keeps you awake and afraid.
But you do, and you want to win, so you lose every time. Eventually, the girl with the big hoop earrings and
the driving anger pulls you out. You laugh at his jokes as he shakes his head at them and you tell him the
happy parts of your stories. You throw up your fronts like punches but tilt your head when you look at him. So
you tell him the truth, that you used to have trouble sleeping until you stopped trying. You think you would be
just like him if you took away the fishnets and half-true stories and indulgent laughter.

Page 2

CATHERINE COLLINS TOUCHED THE BUTTON AT HER HAND, AND THE
HOSPITAL BED TILTED NOISELESSLY UP pdf
2: Doctor convicted of raping patient in hospital room
The mother of two, originally from South America, said she repeatedly pressed a call button attached to her bed to
summon help, but the device had been unplugged, according to a police report.

Jean Poulli 17 - shepherd The seventeen year old Jean Poulli, while guarding the sheep, so he heard a voice
saying to him: Only after the second apparition of the Blessed Virgin did Poulli actually go to the parish priest
and tell of the supernatural event. The priest and his housekeeper went to the scene and heard, along with the
seer, a heavenly song. He found a spring and a statue of the Madonna. In that place was built a Marian chapel,
and there was placed a portrait of the Virgin. In was built a larger church. Hierzenberger p Feb Title: She
asked them to go digging in a field in a village near the location of his house. Excavations undertaken with the
permission of Bishop Gabriel, they reveal the ruins of an ancient church, was erected on the foundations of a
new building dedicated to Saint John the Baptist and the Mother of God, Source of Life. In , workers leveled
the ground to lay paving extracted from the earth icon of the Annunciation believed to be miraculous. The old
sanctuary was rebuilt and rededicated in Tinos and become a national shrine in Greece. On August 15, many
pilgrims come to venerate the icon of Megalochare Full of Grace. In the island of Tinos was declared by the
Orthodox ecclesiastical authorites to be a "sacred" place. Seraidari, "La Vierge de Tinos: Anthonio Maria
Claret y Clara St. Anthonio had repeated apparitions of Mary and was cured of a serious illness thanks to the
miracle of the Virgin. In he was ordained priest in and worked for parish missions. Their constitution was
finally approved in and is now spread almost all over the Earth. The Order has more than missionary locations.
In the branch for the women was established, the Immaculate Conception Apostolic Institute of Education
Claretine. He wrote a very important collection of ascetic books. In he was canonized. Maria Lataste Maria
Lataste was a great mystic. Our Lady gave her the grace of heroic virtue and urged her to enter as a lay sister
in the Convent of the Sacred Heart of Rennes. Lataste has left us many letters and short treatises ascetic. In
addition to experiencing apparitions, she also had prophetic insights. Hierzenberger p
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3: The Miracle Hunter : Marian Apparitions:: - A.D.
But before she touched it, she stopped herself and pulled her hand away. She couldn't stand the thought of him being
hurt, especially when it was her fault to begin with. She had done this to him, had almost made herself live alone for the
rest of her life.

They made us feel very young and angry; and yet we could not be comforted by calling him names to
ourselves, as you do when nasty grown-ups say nasty things, because he is not nasty, but quite the exact
opposite when not irritated. And we could not think it ungentlemanly of him to say we were like jam, because,
as Alice says, jam is very nice indeedâ€”only not on furniture and improper places like that. My father said,
"Perhaps they had better go to boarding-school. And he looked at us and said, "I am ashamed of them, sir!
And we all knew this, so that we felt in our chests just as if we had swallowed a hard-boiled egg whole. At
least, this is what Oswald felt, and father said once that Oswald, as the eldest, was the representative of the
family, so, of course, the others felt the same. And then everybody said nothing for a short time. At last father
said: It is no use telling you what you know beforeâ€”as they do in schools. And you must all have had such
words said to you many times. We went away when it was over. The girls cried, and we boys got out books
and began to read, so that nobody should think we cared. But we felt it deeply in our interior hearts, especially
Oswald, who is the eldest and the representative of the family. We felt it all the more because we had not
really meant to do anything wrong. We only thought perhaps the grown-ups would not be quite pleased if they
knew, and that is quite different. Besides, we meant to put all the things back in their proper places when we
had done with them before any one found out about it. But I must not anticipate that means telling the end of
the story before the beginning. If you want to know why we call our youngest brother H. We were the
Treasure Seekers, and we sought it high and low, and quite regularly, because we particularly wanted to find
it. And at last we did not find it, but we were found by a good, kind Indian uncle, who helped father with his
business, so that father was able to take us all to live in a jolly big red house on Blackheath, instead of in the
Lewisham Road, where we lived when we were only poor but honest Treasure Seekers. I read all about it, and
I have copied the words quite right. It is a beautiful house, all the furniture solid and strong, no casters off the
chairs, and the tables not scratched, and the silver not dented; and lots of servants, and the most decent meals
every dayâ€”and lots of pocket-money. But it is wonderful how soon you get used to things, even the things
you want most. Our watches, for instance. And the same with new clothes and nice dinners and having enough
of everything. You soon get used to it all, and it does not make you extra happy, although, if you had it all
taken away, you would be very dejected. That is a good word, and one I have never used before. You get used
to everything, as I said, and then you want something more. Leslie said some people called it "divine
discontent. Uncle said it was rot, and what we wanted was bread and water and a licking; but he meant it for a
joke. This was in the Easter holidays. We went to live at Morden House at Christmas. After the holidays the
girls went to the Blackheath High School, and we boys went to the Prop. And we had to swot rather during
term; but about Easter we knew the deceitfulness of riches in the vac. Then the midsummer holidays came,
and we breathed againâ€”but only for a few days. We began to feel as if we had forgotten something, and did
not know what it was. So we were very pleased when father said: Foulkes to send his children here for a week
or two. You knowâ€”the kids who came at Christmas. They had not been to our house since Christmas,
because Denis, the boy, had been ill, and they had been with an aunt at Ramsgate. So the girls had to chuck it.
Their train got in at We all went to meet them. Afterwards I thought that was a mistake, because their aunt
was with them, and she wore black with beady things and a tight bonnet, and she said, when we took our hats
off, "Who are you? Do you remember them? But stillâ€” Denny said he thought he remembered us. But Daisy
said, "Of course they are," and then looked as if she was going to cry. So then the aunt called a cab, and told
the man where to drive, and put Daisy and Denny in, and then she said: The aunt turned to us to say a few last
words. We knew it would have been about brushing your hair and wearing gloves, so Oswald said,
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"Good-bye," and turned haughtily away, before she could begin, and so did the others. No one but that kind of
black, beady, tight lady would say "little boys. I should like to tell her so; but she would not understand. We
stood at the window and looked out till the gong went for our dinner. We felt it was going to be awfulâ€”and it
was. They said "Yes, please," and "No, thank you"; and they ate very neatly, and always wiped their mouths
before they drank, as well as after, and never spoke with them full. And after dinner it got worse and worse.
After tea father came in, and he played "Letters" with them and the girls, and it was a little better; but while
late dinner was going onâ€”I shall never forget it. Oswald felt like the hero of a bookâ€”"almost at the end of
his resources. What have they got to be frightened of? But Oswald told him to dry up. Blakeâ€”she is the
housekeeperâ€”came up and turned off the gas. But next morning when we were having breakfast, and the two
strangers were sitting there so pink and clean, Oswald suddenly said: After brekker Oswald beckoned his
brothers and sisters mysteriously apart and said: The day was indeed well chosen. Our Indian uncle was away;
father was away; Mrs. Blake was going away, and the housemaid had an afternoon off. He explained to them
that there would be a play in the afternoon, and they could be what they liked, and gave them the jungle-book
to read the stories he told them toâ€”all the ones about Mowgli. He led the strangers to a secluded spot among
the sea-kale pots in the kitchen garden and left them. Then he went back to the others, and we had a jolly
morning under the cedar talking about what we would do when Blakie was gone. She went just after our
dinner. When we asked Denny what he would like to be in the play, it turned out he had not read the stories
Oswald told him at all, but only the "White Seal" and "Rikki Tikki. Oswald was a little uncomfortable about
leaving the strangers alone all the morning, so he said Denny should be his aide-de-camp, and he was really
quite useful. He is rather handy with his fingers, and things that he does up do not come untied. Daisy might
have come too, but she wanted to go on reading, so we let her, which is the truest manners to a visitor. Of
course the shrubbery was to be the jungle, and the lawn under the cedar a forest glade, and then we began to
collect the things. The cedar lawn is just nicely out of the way of the windows. It was a jolly hot dayâ€”the
kind of day when the sunshine is white and the shadows are dark gray, not black like they are in the evening.
We all thought of different things. Of course first we dressed up pillows in the skins of beasts and set them
about on the grass to look as natural as we could. And then we got Pincher, and rubbed him all over with
powdered slate-pencil, to make him the right color for Gray Brother. But he shook it all off, and it had taken
an awful time to do. He is a very clever dog, but soon after he went off and we did not find him till quite late
in the afternoon. Denny helped with Pincher, and with the wild-beast skins, and when Pincher was finished he
said: While he was doing this he suddenly said, or rather screamed, "Oh! It was Alice, and it was first-class.
Up to now all was not yet lost beyond recall. It was the stuffed fox that did the mischiefâ€”and I am sorry to
own it was Oswald who thought of it. He is not ashamed of having thought of it. That was rather clever of
him. It was Oswald who undid the back of the glass case in the hall and got out the fox with the green and
gray duck in its mouth, and when the others saw how awfully like life they looked on the lawn, they all rushed
off to fetch the other stuffed things. Uncle has a tremendous lot of stuffed things. He shot most of them
himselfâ€”but not the fox, of course. And the stuffed birds we fastened on to the trees with string. Then Dicky
had an idea; and though not nearly so much was said about it afterwards as there was about the stuffed things,
I think myself it was just as bad, though it was a good idea, too. He just got the hose and put the end over a
branch of the cedar-tree. Then we got the steps they clean windows with, and let the hose rest on the top of the
steps and run. I hope all this is not very dull to read about. I know it was jolly good fun to do. We got all the
rabbits out of the hutches and put pink paper tails on to them, and hunted them with horns, made out of The
Times.

Page 5

CATHERINE COLLINS TOUCHED THE BUTTON AT HER HAND, AND THE
HOSPITAL BED TILTED NOISELESSLY UP pdf
4: German addresses are blocked - www.enganchecubano.com
As the serial killer reached out with one hand to stroke her hair and the skin of her face, his fingers floated through the
air just inches from in front of her. Then he paused, raised his gun in the air, and cocked the hammer.

Mike was a consultant, who formed a relationship with staff nurse Rachel Longworth Jane Gurnett. He
became a popular member of the cast and was branded a "heart-throb". From her arrival until , Tess was an
emergency nurse practitioner and following that, she was promoted to clinical nurse manager for six years,
until In May , Tess resigned from her position and resumed the role of ward sister, but was later reinstated.
Tess continued in the role until January when she resigned to help set up a new health centre as a secondment ,
returning as a ward sister shortly after. Packer chose to leave the role in , with Tess departing on 22 August
Tess left Holby to live in Leeds with her son and grandson. Packer reprised her role for the 30th anniversary
episode " Too Old for This Shift ", which aired in August During this period, she appeared in the first two
crossovers between Casualty and Holby City, featuring the casts of both shows, [20] and made a guest
appearance in the Casualty episode shown 9 September However, he quit this role in November and applied
to be a healthcare assistant instead. The BBC describe him as "overly sensitive" and "just a little bit grouchy".
He expanded that Mac has: He has also supported paramedic Iain Dean through traumatic events. In
September , Mac became the centre of a big storyline which saw him suffer a major heart attack. Noel was
attacked in January and whilst the attack took place, Mac hid in a nearby toilet. Noel is left seriously injured,
but recovers and is left under the impression that Mac fought the attacker off. Subsequently, Noel does various
good gestures for Mac including buying Mac a new motorbike. Mac continues to live with the guilt of his
cowardice, whilst the attacker Mercedes Christie Hannah Spearitt regularly visits Mac and blackmails him in
return for drugs. The investigating officers discover the truth and Mac is publicly taken away for questioning,
causing him to be remonstrated by several members of the ED staff. Noel discovers the truth and ends their
friendship, moving out of their apartment. Mac explains that he panicked and now felt deeply ashamed about
his actions. Noel forgives him and agrees to move back in. Mac realises that Mercedes is a deeply troubled
woman and is sympathetic towards her. When Mac loses his pain medication, he grows irritable and steals
painkillers from a pharmacy order he is asked to make. Mercedes catches him doing so and steals the drugs for
herself. He tearfully confesses everything to Noel, who promises to support him and scares Mercedes away
from Mac, reminding her that she risks the custody of her child Toby Murray. Charlie Fairhead Derek
Thompson discovers this and when Mac breaks down and explains everything to Charlie, he offers to hide the
drugs. Charlie hides the drugs in his locker, but an investigation into the missing drugs begins. Elle Gardner
Jaye Griffiths discovers the drugs and reports her findings to clinical nurse manager, Rita Freeman Chloe
Howman , under the impression they belonged to Charlie. Charlie keeps his promise and is suspended, leaving
Mac feeling guilty and Elle ostracised from the staff. Mac has a terrible day which sees him treat a girl who he
discovers is being abused by her stepfather. The stepfather plays the victim by claiming that the girl is
harassing him. When the truth is revealed about the abuse, the stepfather drags the girl out the ED, but Mac
steps in and bravely takes a beating in order to protect her. Mac then confesses that he stole drugs and when
Rita informs him he will be suspended, Mac decides to resign. He then says goodbye to his colleagues and
leaves. Before he leaves, he attends a NA meeting with Charlie, where he relays his story and thanks Charlie
for what he did, before leaving Holby. Alice joined the series as a receptionist and she later trained as a
healthcare assistant. Grey chose to leave the series in and departed on 1 May Alice goes as far as to pretend
one of the porters is her boyfriend in an effort to draw his attention, however all this achieves is helping Sam
realise he has feelings for her himself. Realising she has been tricked, Alice drops her claim and expresses a
wish to leave for the South American rain forest, but Sam persuades her to stay. Later in the series, Sam
himself leaves to travel in Thailand. Alice kisses him before his departure, confessing her love for him. Alice
began a relationship with paramedic Curtis Cooper, which Grey described as "a bit of a slow burn",
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commenting: Although they find it difficult to communicate they get on well and hit it off in the quirkiest way
possible. Curtis knows all this about her and is very careful with her as a result. She and Curtis become
engaged, however on their wedding day, Alice is taken hostage at gunpoint on the hospital roof. Curtis tackles
her assailant over the edge, and dies saving Alice. He rejected her the following morning, devastating her.
Alice remained concerned about Adam and having been hurt by Adam too many times, she gets a new job and
decides to leave Holby City Hospital. Lily had been through several years training from her arrival until
August The BBC have described Lily as an intelligent, logical, high-achiever who comes from a
hard-working family that like to boast about their doctor daughter, but have never really told her they are
proud of her. Mead had previously appeared on the show in its twenty-sixth series as a patient and found it an
honour to be invited back. Lofty was originally a staff nurse but was promoted to senior staff nurse in The
character was specifically written for Mead, which helped the writing team when writing for the character.
Mead opted to take a sabbatical from the show in The character departed in the series thirty episode "High
Tide", broadcast on 12 March Kirsty Clements Kirsty Clements, portrayed by Lucy Gaskell , is a staff nurse
who first appeared in the twenty-fourth series episode "Russian Endings", broadcast on 15 May Kirsty is
billed as a brilliant nurse who provides "a breath of fresh air" and "a bucket full of attitude" to the ED.
Producers decided to create a positive exit for the character and on-screen, Kirsty decides to leave Holby with
Nita after she is motivated to create happier memories for herself. Maggie started off her career in medicine as
a nurse, before retraining to become a doctor. She is highly competent, although has been held back from
progressing further up the career ladder as a result of a tendency to be too outspoken with hospital
management, most notably clashing frequently with Nathan Spencer. She successfully applied for the role of
consultant, before Nathan claimed there was no funding to pay her post. It was revealed that when her
husband, Steve, had been sentenced to jail, she had told her children that he had died. When they discovered
the truth and he was subsequently released, she allowed them to travel abroad with him to Malaysia. Maggie
became a grandparent in February , when Joanne gave birth to a baby girl called Lana. She now shares her
house with Joanne, Lana, Toby and Ruth. At the end of the series Maggie decided to leave Holby after the
shock and stress of the coroners court, where she was framed by Marilyn. She returned again for one episode
in March Jamie Collier[ edit ] Jamie Collier, played by Daniel Anthony , made his debut appearance in the
seventeenth episode of the twenty-seventh series , broadcast on 5 January It was announced on 30 June , that
Jeff would be leaving later in the year after seven years on the show. Jeff becomes good friends with Dixie
upon his arrival, and when she is told budgetary constraints mean one of her team must be transferred, Jeff
volunteers to go. He returns several months later, following the departure of Cyd Pyke. Alistair also thought
that Jeff had got a restraining order against him, but it was really Polly, who had reported Alistair to the
police. Jeff was admitted to the ED. During a call to a college shooting, Jeff witnesses the death of a student
that leaves him suffering post-traumatic stress and threatened his job. He was told that would either need to
return at work during the week or have to leave his job. He got some help and returned to work. He sees his
children very infrequently. Dixie asks Jeff to marry her, to make her father proud. Her father is unaware that
she is a lesbian but catches her kissing another woman and suffers a heart attack. Jeff is a support to Dixie
when her partner, Carol, dies of a brain injury. He becomes concerned for Jamie when he decides to leave
Holby for Australia with new lover, Ramin but eventually decides to let him go. In series 28, Jeff is left
stunned when past and former paramedic Tamzin Bayle Gemma Atkinson returns. Jeff later volunteers at an
activity obstacle course. He meets event organiser, Samantha Keelman Michelle Collins , helping her when
she is admitted after slipping from a rope on a different obstacles. They agree to go out on a date, Samantha is
revealed to be married and stabs her husband accidentally when he finds her and Jeff in bed. She attempts to
blame Jeff but her lies are discovered and she is arrested by the police. Tamzin later reveals that she had called
off her wedding. Meanwhile, Jeff tells his wife Dixie that he wants a divorce. In order to save Ash from
bleeding out, he forcibly pulls out a piece of metal from his leg, allowing Dixie and the firemen to pull him
out and carry him to the ambulance. Before Jeff can exit the vehicle, it explodes, killing him instantly as a
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horrified Ash and Dixie watch on. In an interview with Inside Soap, producer Nikki Harris teased what was
next for the two saying, "Dixie and Jeff were central to our opening episodes in Cardiff, as they really came
under pressure with the car crash and the explosion that happened on the estate. So Jeff and Dixie are set to
have key roles in those storylines when they play out on screen. Jeff Collier has been an iconic action hero for
seven years and we have been so lucky to have had him on our team for so long. We wish him all the very best
for the future. She later manages to prove herself when an anxious teenager is admitted to the ED. Scarlett
departed at the conclusion of the twenty-sixth series, broadcast on 22 July He was teased to have a "secret
past" that "comes back to haunt him". Curtis was killed off and died as a result of his injuries after falling from
the hospital roof.
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5: Slider Content | Brain, Child Magazine | Page 2
Chapter Text *Michael* He woke up in a hospital bed, in a private room. He had a couple of I.V.s in him and he felt
lightheaded, but better. He could feel a cast was on his tail and the foot he'd had the shackle on was bandaged and
elevated slightly.

Just as Buffy is getting her life back together Faith wakes up from her coma. She could tell because she felt
awful; sore all over as well as aching and tired and hollow. She lay there for a long time and watched weak
sunlight stream through the window. She willed herself back to the oblivion of sleep. Parts of her body might
be dull and aching but her head was clear and fully awake. The lights were on and some noisy, grouchy fucker
had made himself at home. Part of her took some comfort in the fact that she seemed to be waking up in
strange locations that were slowly improving. Faith paused at the thought, but nothing flickered inside.
Nothing in the funnies department either, just the hollow feeling like all her insides had been scooped out.
Faith wondered if that applied to things like not being killed. What if she ran into Joyce? Did Joyce even know
she was here, or would she scream and call the cops? Faith sat back down again. She had been chosen for this.
Chosen by something powerful, sought out and taken in by her watcher because she was special. So she
should have been fighting evil instead of helping bring it about. She should have been helping people, killing
vamps and demons, not working with them. What kind of person does that anyway? Does any horrible job he
asks because he makes her feel Like she belonged somewhere. She wanted it â€” things â€” to just end
already. Better for everybody involved if she got done away with. And Buffy doing it seemed the most
obvious choice: She figured that deep down some part of Buffy would want to do it again. Hell, nothing felt
right. Everything felt off, washed out and unreal and â€” off. She felt disconnected from stuff. The faster she
ran, the louder it got until it felt like she was falling, not rushing. She was falling out of control. Faith
wondering if this is what going insane felt like. Buffy had led her somewhere I remember who you used to be.
Maybe if she went somewhere, started over fresh But what if Buffy wanted to hand her over to the cops or the
Watchers Council? She hated feeling like this, like she was adrift with nothing to hold on to. At least back in
the bathtub she could put on a front, be nasty and aggressive and try to get a rise out of B. Now there was
nothing. Faith felt lost in a fog, not seeing any sort of future. There was a light knock on the door. Faith
jumped to her feet, her hands at her sides bunching into fists on instinct. Faith relaxed a little and sat back
down on the bed and tried to think of what to say. Faith took a breath. She thought that she must sound pretty
scary. The door opened further and Buffy appeared in the doorjamb. Aside from the small bruise on the side of
her mouth, the graze on her cheek and the fading redness along her jaw line, all of which Faith had inflicted on
her, she looked perfect. That healthy, shiny golden hair now had a wave through it and it curled into ringlets at
the end, and she was dressed in fresh, non-slayer clothing â€” dark pants and a chunky white sweater. And the
expression on her face was a little I just wanted to see if you were okay I mean is there any science there? That
might seem threatening, so she let her gaze drop to the carpet. Buffy seemed to realise that she needed to be
clearer. Faith pushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear anxiously. But maybe if I turn myself in I could
stillâ€”" Buffy crossed the room in a second. Putting folks in danger just by breathing. The things you did last
year, you can make up for them, if you want to. You owe it to yourself to fight. I know you can. That was
never going to happen. This can be just you and me to start. But fine, you can make breakfast â€” there are
waffles in the fridge. I have some phone calls to make anyway. When she was at the door Faith called after her
hesitantly, "Buffy She just nodded in silence and watched as Buffy left and closed the door behind her. Step
two; find other clothes and then dress. Step three; have the most awkward breakfast of all time. Buffy tapped
the last digits into the hall phone and then leaned against the wall. Buffy was grateful that Faith seemed to be a
lot more responsive now, alert and awake and more inclined to listen. Faith seemed so completely different
from how Buffy had seen her before. All of her defensiveness, her anger okay, most of her anger had gone. It
felt like the time when the truth about Kakistos had come out; when Faith had stopped lying and putting on a

Page 9

CATHERINE COLLINS TOUCHED THE BUTTON AT HER HAND, AND THE
HOSPITAL BED TILTED NOISELESSLY UP pdf
front, and had showed how scared she had been inside. But Faith was still beautiful and Buffy had felt that
familiar tug of attraction and the awkwardness that came with it, returning at full strength. Luckily Faith had
seemed too preoccupied with her own thoughts to notice. There was a click as the handset at the other end was
picked up. Buffy took a breath. Kurenos is dead, then set on fire and now dead again Faith and I got pretty
trashed though. It seems that you were correct to trust her Buffy. And she really helped out when it mattered;
she distracted a whole bunch of zombie-minions so I could get a clear shot at Kurenos. She did end up running
straight into Adam because of it though. What on earth was he doing there? Maybe wanted to compare Bad
guy notes? And do feel better. Buffy, ah, keep me appraised of anything pertinent with regards to Faith. I have
the worrying notion that the summoning of Kurenos, whilst dangerous and reckless in the extreme, was simply
a distraction to mask some darker purpose. They were dark smudges on her pale skin, overlaid with a couple
of fresh ones from the fight in the graveyard. She was wearing a plain, black sleeveless t-shirt, dark jeans with
a brown leather belt and a fresh pair of boots. His is not to worry, not anymore. So we, Giles and everybody,
are going to try and find out the who and the why and stuff. This begins with books. Makes sense, I guess. Are
you gonna be helping with that? Willow picked up on the first ring. But as of last night the score remains;
Forces of Darkness- nil, Buffy Summers So, is she there with you? Listen I was wondering if you could cover
for me in class? Not hung-over ill but something else, vagueish. We could meet up and talk. Buffy twirled the
phone cord uneasily. Well we could but, with the awkward
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6: The Agitation of the Mind:
Chapter What Happened (Part 1) With a giant heaving inhale, Ellie startled awake, but two strong hands covered her
shoulders, preventing her from moving.

This is an homage to the classic seasonal M. James tale of the supernatural. I hope it gives you as much
pleasure to read as it gave me to write. The Company He Kept I. But his name was Barnes. His monograph on
the history and archaeology of St Bertrand de Comminges drew no public demand in his lifetime beyond its
initial printing. But it has changed hands recently for respectable sums, the buyers invariably those in the
know. That I successfully managed to capitalise on his small claim to fame a hundred years later has doubtless
helped bump up the asking price. It certainly brought Claire Bannoc to me. I remember that her hair was long,
falling almost halfway down her back, and she wore a blouse and ankle-length skirt of the most unsullied
white. One of the national dailies had picked up on it, and I was in the process of expanding the piece. They
love their alliteration, the tabloids. I winced at the light: She was lucky I was dressed. I need you to tell me, in
your own words, what happened to Warrington Barnes at Comminges. You said you had something to show
me. But first, please, just humour me. I rubbed my eyes. He spent a full day making notes and taking
photographs. She turned the pages the way a museum attendant approaches the moving of a Ming vase.
Without looking up, she told me to continue. Fretting, jumping at shadows. Said nobody should be left alone
in the church. At the end of the day, the verger said he had a book that might be of interest, and Warrington
went with him back to his house. There was a lot of rare and valuable stuff in there, going back to the
thirteenth century. He asked if he could buy the book, and the verger seemed so glad to get rid of it, that all he
asked for was a couple of hundred francs â€” not even a fraction of what it was worth. The verger told two of
his friends to make sure Warrington got back to his hotel safely, and to stay there overnight. This creeped him
out a bit, but he was too excited at acquiring the book to worry about it that much. James called it â€” was that
it only contained two entries by Canon Alberic himself. One was a ground plan with a Latin annotation that
suggested something was buried beneath the church. There was also a drawing â€” the Latin underneath it was
in the same hand and identified Alberic as the artist â€” of a Biblical figure smiting a deformed, spider-like
creature. Alberic wrote that he had seen the creature in the picture and would see it again before he died. I was
getting tired of her questions. I wanted to crawl under the duvet and not have to deal with things like daylight
and conversation. He left Comminges that day. I was beginning to see where she was going with this. Got
every page authenticated before he put it up for auction. He bided his time, as well. Dropped hints, gave the
odd private viewing, waited for the rumour mill to get going. Every bit he sold was calculated to achieve the
highest bids. He made a fortune. I was conscious, also, that my grubby bedsit stood as witness to how little of
that fortune was left. Yes, I get the chronology. Gradually a smile worked its way back across her face. When
she spoke again, the testy tone of voice was gone. If we worked together. For the last few minutes, it had been
battling it out with my curiosity. Tell me if this means anything to you. Withdrew a short cylindrical object,
rusted with age. It was only the powdery brown of the dust that coated it that indicated it was metallic. A few
specks flaked off it as I took it from her. It was a few inches in length. There were markings on it. I squinted to
read them. Qui â€¦I brushed it at, revealed more letters. I sat very still, holding my hand away from me, as if
the small piece of tubular metal had suddenly transmuted into the tiniest and most venomous of snakes. Now I
knew exactly where she was going with this. Slung her bag over her shoulder. I have other things to show you.
I sat there a moment longer then, curiosity giving me another prod, I hurried after her. The whistle felt
uncomfortable in my hand, so I tucked it in my jacket pocket and, for the next hour or two at least, its
heaviness was out of proportion to its negligible weight. He probably thought there was something salacious
in the phrase. You took it at face value. The Colonel intervenes at the end, disposes of the haunted artefact,
normality is restored. He wrote them as entertainments. Firelight tales at Christmas for friends and students.
Mostly, the reason is darker than the ghostly stuff. Finally we were conducted into a cramped room, panelled
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in dark wood, and left with the contents of a small coffin-like box. If not for their meddling, it would have lain
dormant. And this is the thing. Other things to show me. There was a thin strip of parchment with runic
characters in red and black ink. There were two old leather-bound books, their titles no doubt once
prominently etched in filigree but now worn away. I made out enough of the letters to identify them as the
Sertum Steinfeldense Norbertinum and the Tractate Middoth. Artefacts, Claire called them. He collected
antiquarian books. Came across the Tractate Middoth by accident. After that, he dedicated his life to tracking
them down. He was working on a book about M. James when he died. Not just a biography, though. More like
an academic detective story. You see, he realised straightaway that the stories were true. She was staring at me
with absolute intensity. Then something occurred to her and her eyes became two pinpoints of accusation. Not
since your great-grandfather took it apart and sold it. But if we could find the drawing! He found so many of
the artefacts. I came across the whistle a few years ago. I want them all back before I publish. It was what he
lived for, and I want to see his work recognised. My grandfather was edging towards his nineties but there was
still enough life in him that he could bawl my father out as a cold-hearted bastard for leaving him to rot in a
retirement home. Fortunately, I was spared similar treatment. Probably because Claire was with me. The more
my grandfather talked, the higher the chance of embarrassment winning out. I came straight to the point: How
everything he wrote about has a basis in fact. He straightened himself up as best he could and beamed at
Claire. The walls of the retirement home were a despondent mauve, a half-hearted orange or a queasy
magnolia, depending if you were in the TV lounge, the dining hall or your own room or cell, as granddad put
it.
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7: Characters of Casualty - Wikipedia
Faith slowly pulled herself up and looked around uncertainly as her memories of the previous night returned, and she
remembered how she ended up in Buffy's bed. Part of her took some comfort in the fact that she seemed to be waking
up in strange locations that were slowly improving.

L Diamond in Leslie L. Chapter 1 is here. Where did Ellie go? Or should I say when? What Happened Part 1
With a giant heaving inhale, Ellie startled awake, but two strong hands covered her shoulders, preventing her
from moving. Everything was just one big, hazy blur. After a few more blinks, the blurry form of what she
thought was a dark-haired man stood over her. She squeezed her eyes shut and opened them one more time.
We saved Lydia, and I saw Lizzy marry Fitzwilliam. She appeared to be the only person in the room. The
niggling ache that had been annoying her since she woke suddenly began to throb. She groaned and reached
down to try to touch it. Should something else hurt, too? You asked me for a drink. Do you remember what
happened after? She knew exactly what happened after, but she was beginning to wonder if he didâ€”well, at
least if he remembered her version of things. Then, I started walking towards Lambton when Theresa called. I
am certain the police would be very interested. Why would be police be interested? He was just a prick who
was driving too fast and nearly hit me. The weather was so strange. The sky got all cloudy and everything had
that bizarre purplish-grey colour to it. I thought the rain would start coming down in buckets, but I was still
dry when I made it to Lambton. Of course, I did. No one saw what happened, but you were unconscious along
the verge. An ambulance was called, and you were brought here. He had forgotten when the timeline changed.
She wanted to cry! She gulped and shifted as best she could without jostling her leg. She lifted it to find a
good-sized abrasion stretching along the outside of her forearm. A thud that sounded like a door shutting made
her turn as a smiling nurse seemed to appear beside her. Are you in any pain? What blooming idiot came up
with that idea? I mean can you give it a hundred? Tom looked down to his lap while his shoulders shook.
Perhaps she should just answer her question. Six for my leg, I guess, and four or so for my body? Are you
hungry at all? How bad had she been hurt? That lump on your head has gone down considerably since they
brought you in. She sucked in a breath at a stinging jolt when she found the spot. Just barely grazing it with
her fingers hurt! I mean after Lizzy and Mr Darcy saved her. Elizabeth and Fitzwilliam were both there. He
had no intention of marrying her, but he used her money to get them to London. He used her as well. They
claimed Fitzwilliam sent a carriage for Lydia, and her note, saying she eloped with Wickham, was nothing
more than a poorly done joke. She knew all of this already! When was he going to get to the rest. Did she get
pregnant? Did she die in childbirth? Then, they left for Pemberley. She remained with her parents until they
both died and the cousin, Mr Collins, took possession of the estate. That was when Fitzwilliam and Elizabeth
hired her a companion and let her live in the Dower house at Pemberley. She lived happily there until she was
about thirty-five when a local widower took an interest in her. They were married a month after he came out of
mourning. She only lived another ten years after her marriage. So were Fitzwilliam and Elizabeth, but she
shoved that to the back of her mind. Once she was gone, Ellie scanned the controls on the bed. When she was
comfortable, she covered his hand with hers. He started and stared as she whipped her hand away. How she
wished he knew everything! Yes, for the most part, it did. Elizabeth mentioned several families questioned the
story, but none of them shunned the Bennets. She understood what Elizabeth meant and agreed. She knew
how many children they had, or did she? She picked at the blanket on the bed. What else could she ask
without giving anything away? She startled when a warm hand covered hers. Both Fitzwilliam and Elizabeth
chronicled that time thoroughly in their journals. She did want to hear of Elizabeth, just not the part she had
been a part of. Could it have all been a dream? What if it had been some bizarre, crazy-realistic dream? When
he finished the story, their eyes met, and he ran his thumb along the back of her hand. It brushed the hospital
bracelet that shifted up her arm, so he started to adjust it on her wrist when it angled in his direction, making
him pause. She did mention her? Elizabeth never mentioned knowing anyone else by that name and neither
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did her relations, so it had to be her. Miss Forrester helped Elizabeth and Fitzwilliam find Lydia. Both of them
also credit her with bringing them together. She travelled to London with them and remained long enough to
see them married. She knew it was real! She used her free hand to dab the tears from her face until he handed
her a tissue. Finally, she looked down at her leg and sighed. That bump on your head really knocked you out. I
can even make arrangements to have your flat packed and put into storage here until you are well. I could
work shifts in the gift shop or something? He was sweet, but so stubborn!
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8: Face Up Chapter 1, a ncis fanfic | FanFiction
Catherine Zeta-Jones' year-old daughter Carys looked the double of her actress mother as the pair arrived in London on
Wednesday. Flying in from New York's JFK Airport, the pair were joined by.

A Christmas Vignette By: None that I can think of. This is just a small flashback in the lives or almost lives of
Jamie and Ryan. PART I The tall, well-built young man slipped from bed just after dawn, his feet hitting the
floor with a soft, dull, thud. He ran his hand through his thick hair, pushing it from his eyes as he performed a
few lazy stretches. Passing by the full-length mirror on his way to the shower, he gazed at himself for just a
moment. His blonde hair was getting a little long, he noticed. Yeah, he scoffed internally. Maybe I could find
a barber who needs legal representation then I could squeeze a billable hour out of the downtime. Even though
he had only been with the firm since September, the pressure was already building. It was clearly expected
that even the first year associates would account for at least hours even though they had only been employed
since September, and the young man knew that he was going to be a little short. His peers felt the pressure as
much as he did, of that, he was certain. But since he and the other new associates had only learned that they
had passed the bar over Thanksgiving weekend, they had all been scrambling for hours since September,
without being able to do much real work. In effect, they had been highly paid law clerks, not yet lawyers. Now
that he was licensed, he could finally sink his teeth into some real work, and the case he was working on was
going to give him the opportunity to prove himself. Of course, he was the fourth lawyer attached to the case,
far down on the food chain from the senior and junior partners and the fourth year associate that had been
assigned to the case since the beginning. He knew this was a chance to begin to make a name for himself, and
he also knew that twelve hours of diligent work would make an impression on his superiors when they arrived
back in the office on Monday. He considered his peers for a moment, some of whom had been classmates at
Stanford. Yes, they were as fatigued and stressed as he was at work. But none of them had taken the plunge as
early as he had. Keeping a young wife with a baby on the way happy had brought a level of stress to his life
that he was wholly unfamiliar with. Even though their parents had tried to talk them out of it, he was happy
that they had married. And the thrill of hearing that tiny heartbeat had been one of the high points of his life.
Damn, I wish that I could just have a few days off to spend with Catherine and get excited about the baby. I
might be 24, but I look 40, he grumbled to himself as he considered his bloodshot, red-rimmed eyes, and the
beginnings of deep-etched worry lines in his forehead. As he proceeded into the bath he gave a short, wry
laugh. Yeah, one day will do it. A whole day off for Christmas. He remained in the shower much longer than
usual, trying to steam some of the fatigue out of his body. He regarded his young wife while he got dressed,
thinking that she actually looked younger than she had when he met her, just over a year ago. From the few
chapters he had been able to read from her pregnancy books, he understood that the hormones flooding her
body caused some of the changes. Her skin, which he had loved from the first time he felt it, had actually
grown softer, and smoother, making him wish that he could just slide against her all night long. Who decided
to pull that cruel joke? Somebody up there sure has a sick sense of humor, he decided, casting a quick glance
to the sky, just in case anyone was listening. Catherine looked nearly as tired as he did, he had to admit. Even
though she went to bed early, and tended to sleep late, he knew that she spent much of the night tossing and
turning to get comfortable. Only his fatigue allowed him to sleep through most of her nocturnal ramblings,
even though he wished he could wake up enough to at least give her a little back rub. It seemed like the only
time she was fully awake was when he was fully asleep, and he worried about the strain his schedule was
putting on his new marriage. Nothing you can do about it now, Jim, he reminded himself. The only way to
make an impression on these guys is to work your tail off. He shook his head in dismay as he spared another
glance at his wife. They have to let up on us soon no one can be expected to work like this all of the time. She
looked so fragile and young, sleeping on her side with her knees drawn up, their baby growing in the swell of
her belly, her breasts full and lush. Only 19 she looks like a baby herself sometimes. He knew that his
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contribution had been far less than either of them wished for. But he had no options, he reminded himself. He
knew that Catherine would lose all respect for him if he contented himself with living off her money. No, they
had made their choices, and they were stuck with them now. If he was going to practice law, he was going to
be the best damned lawyer he could be. There was no other way. Will you have time to eat? I hear her walking
the halls much of the night," she revealed. Happening upon an idea he hopped up from his chair and pulled the
yellow pages down from the cabinet. Do you know what I mean? What he really wanted was someone to give
her some of the coddling that he wished he could provide, but had neither the skill nor the time to do. He
reached into the back pocket of his jeans and pulled out more money than he thought the charge could
possibly be, and handed it to her. Her back is very tender right now. You need to take care of yourself, too. He
looked so tired " Catherine crossed her arms and laid her head down, willing herself not to cry. Her long
blonde hair fell forward, obscuring her features, and giving her a moment to collect herself. Sighing heavily,
she finally lifted her head and said, "I thought we could finally decorate the Christmas tree today. Maybe you
can both take a little rest this afternoon so you can enjoy yourselves tonight. What with Jim missing most
evening meals, and her balky stomach, the poor woman had barely prepared ten proper meals in the months
she had been with them. She had even taken to making a good lunch for Jim to take with him, when she
noticed how loose his new suits had already grown. But cooking an elaborate meal was one of the things that
gave Marta joy, and she was fairly bubbling as she sat down at the table to create her extensive list of
ingredients. Catherine sat at the breakfast table, idly patting her belly to soothe the baby, who was performing
some rigorous regimen of gymnastics this morning. It was their daughter their little girl. She smiled as she
patted her, rubbing her hand all over her child through her silk robe. Your daddy even agreed that we could
call you Sloan, just to give you a little panache. Patting her stomach gently she smiled and said, "I see you
agree with me, little sprout. The phone system here is just abysmal. How will you spend the holiday? It should
be nice," she said, feeling a lump form in her throat as she said the words. Have a good day. Try not to think
about it too much, okay? Using all of her reserves, she propelled herself up to their bedroom, carefully locking
the door and turning on the radio to KDFC, the classical station, before she fell to the bed and cried until she
had no more tears to shed. Much to her pleasure, she found a very nice sounding woman who had the time to
come to the house in the afternoon for a massage. She claimed to be the mother of three, and seemed to know
exactly what Marta was talking about when she described the backaches with which her young employer was
bedeviled. After making the arrangements, she began to assemble all of the ingredients she would need to
make the feast, losing herself in her work until she noticed Catherine enter the kitchen again, dressed and
ready for the day. Regarding the haggard-looking young woman, she once again noticed the tell-tales signs of
a recent crying spell. The poor little thing, she thought, wishing she could wrap the young woman up in her
arms and soothe away her pain. She felt tears spring to her own eyes as she felt the sadness wash over her. It
took just a moment for her thoughts to turn to her own family, and her decisions not to spend Christmas with
them in Seville. As much as she missed her family, she knew it was better to stay away during the holidays. It
is better this way, she thought. At least here I can be of some help for to this sad young woman. It does no
good to focus on my own broken heart. Touching her lightly on her protruding belly, Marta reminded her,
"Even if you are not hungry, your baby is. She needs breakfast," she said firmly, determined to get some
calories into the too-thin body. Catherine shot her a puzzled look, unconsciously touching her child as she
asked, "Did I tell you that she was a girl? They had been diligently working for two hours, with Marta doing
all of the more rigorous work. She would not even let Catherine stand on the low step stool, insisting that her
center of gravity was not stable enough to risk it. The Santa Claus is not worshipped where I am from," she
said thoughtfully. Catherine giggled girlishly, gently correcting Marta. Her head tilted and she asked, "Where
is the Nacimiento? Where is the Nativity Scene? Marta sat down upon the step stool, a fond look of
reminiscence on her face. On their way to Bethlehem they passed through Spain you know," she said in a
serious tone of voice. Her eyes crinkled up into a grin as she added, "At least we tell the children this.
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9: Obituaries - , - Your Life Moments
Standing, she transferred her sunflower seeds to her left hand and extended her right. "Lieutenant Darcy Renshaw." His
callused fingers enfolded hers, his scent chasing right up the link to blanket her with intoxicating potency.

When you have a baby with a genetic disorder, they send you to see a geneticist. Sort of like a fortune-teller. I
really only had one question left for him: Do people with Down syndrome ever have curly hair? In our house,
hair is a big deal. Specifically, hair that curls. For weeks afterward, my husband Ray and I watched her head
carefully for signs of curls. Perhaps Ray and I are so obsessed with hair because both of us had
transformations when we learned to let our curly hair be curly. For me that happened my junior year in
college, when I spent a semester in London and got a spiral permâ€”going to the other extreme from my
previous hairdo, which had required hours with the blow-dryer, round brush, and iron. Okay, so with the perm
I looked like Dee Snyder from the heavy metal band Twisted Sister, but that was stylish in the late s, and
finally, I felt good about myself. I dated cute boys all summer. No way am I telling you anything. No, just an
entire bottle of No-More-Tangles. She loved to shake her curls. She knew they made her special. But what
about Sophieâ€”so tiny in her carrier, with straight black hair and a feeding tube up her nose, chromosomally
challenged and days away from open-heart surgery? Would her hair ever curl? From the look on his face,
neither could he, a sweet older man with a booming practice and a packed schedule. In the time it took us to
get in to see him, Ray had done his own homework on the topic of Down syndrome. Before the doctor joined
us in the exam room, we met with a genetics counselor who gave us some history. After Sophie was born and
we got her diagnosis, Ray and I took very different approaches, which is weird, since he and I are both
journalists, each of us in the habit of soaking everyone and everything for information on any given topic.
Instead I focused on the day to day. I decided I could only live with my baby and learn to love her and get her
what she needed. Echocardiograms, rows of pill bottles, a mini-hospital set up in the nursery. Scariest of all, a
few days after this appointment with the geneticist, she was scheduled for open-heart surgery. I survived by
taking deep breaths and focusing only on the immediate. I wanted to know about her hair. The day before
Sophie was born, I had an ultrasound. And so was Sophie when she arrived, right down to her full head of
straight hair. Selfishly, instinctively, I wanted her to be just like us. And so, I wanted her to have curls. The
doctor stared at me. Then he explained that people with Down syndrome do not have curly hair. Sophie would
never have curly hair. I have to admit that I felt a little cocky for having figured it outâ€”but mostly, I just felt
sad. And dizzy, both literally and figuratively. I was going through all the paces that a new mother takes,
feeding Sophie, clothing her, rocking her, keeping her alive. Cooing at appropriate moments. The hair was a
symbol of all the ways she would continue to be different from us. I looked down at her, strapped carefully
into her carrier in her sweet pink-and-white onesie with her straight hair, and knew what I had to do. There
was no other option. I picked up the infant carrier with this foreign creature inside, and we went home. She
lives in Arizona with her husband Ray and daughters Annabelle and Sophie.
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