*thirty-seven*
CODA
Jenny Chamberlain moved slowly down the row of Formica tables, running her fingers along the smooth surfaces as she went.  The diners, occupying these same booths day after day, crouched low on the cushions, shaking.  Praying.  Terrified of the man with the two glinting steel semi-automatics on the table in front of him.  The man spun the guns slowly with his fingers; hissing on the tabletop; eyes closed as he sat listening to the helicopters overhead and the growing ruckus of law enforcement outside in the damp Oklahoma City heat.
“I’m here,” Jenny said, feeling where to sit across from Arlen Rage, the only person in the diner that she could not read.
Rage opened his eyes and looked at the tired woman who sat across from him.  Her once beautiful eyes now still and sightless; a knit cap pulled low on her forehead, wisps of graying hair escaping by ones and twos.  She could not see him.  She could only see floor tiles, shoes, bench cushions and a man trying to pull a snub nosed revolver from his waistband.

“Mr. Marley,” Jenny spoke loudly, sending a shockwave through the huddled crowds in the diner.  “Do not do it.  He will take your life from you.  He will deprive Roy of his father and Chona of her husband.  Forever.  That’s right…move your hand.  Leave it holstered.  He will not hurt you now, trust me.”
Oklahoma City Detective Simon Marley, at the diner for the afternoon cherry pie special, left his revolver where it was and craned his neck trying to see who this woman was.

“Let them go, Arlen.”  Jenny touched his hand, feeling the cold edge of a weapon on her palm.

He sat silently for a long moment and then spoke.

“Everybody out.  Now.”  He stared at the depression in the pale skin of her forehead as the group scrambled, crawled and ran from the diner.

They were alone for the first time since the hotel room in New Jersey a thousand years before.
