Death in the Freezer
by Tim Vicary
(Adapted book. Elementary level)
Chapter 1. Baby Al
I killed a dead man. That’s why I’m in prison.
The dead man was my brother, Al. He was born six years after me, and I always hated him, even when he was a baby. Before he was born, my parents loved me. My father carried me on his back, and took me swimming. My mother bought me lots of dolls, and we played with them together. I have seen the photos. My parents took a lot of photos of me, in my first six years. I still have the photos, in a book.
But then Al was born. I have a photo of him, too, as a baby in the hospital, here in Los Angeles. My mother is holding him, and looking at him with a big smile on her face. My father has his arm round my mother, and he is smiling at baby Al, too. Al is holding his daddy’s finger.
And me? Where am I in this picture? I am standing by myself, beside the bed, watching them. There is a strange smile on my face. I think I am happy, but I’m not sure. And no one is looking at me.
It was always like that, after Al was born. He was a boy, and that was important to my parents - and very important to my Dad. Most of the photos in the book are of Al. Al eating baby food, Al learning to walk, Al on my 1 )ad’s back, Al playing football, Al swimming, Al running, Al having a big party with his friends.
A hundred photos of Al, and five or ten of me.
Of course, my parents played with me sometimes, took me swimming, bought me clothes. But they weren’t interested in me. Before Al was born, they spent a lot of time with me. After he was born, they didn’t.
Often, I played hospitals with my dolls. I played that the dolls were sick, and I was a nurse. When the dolls had bad stomachs, I gave them medicine to take. Sometimes I pulled their arms and legs off and put tomatoes on them, to look like blood. And sometimes 1 gave them drugs. That was the best of all. My mother gave me an old syringe, and I put water in it and pushed it into the dolls. Soon the dolls were full of holes.
‘That’s a good game for a little girl,’ my mother said. But she didn’t understand. Because in my game, all the dolls were boys, like Al. And they never got better. They were sick for a very long time, and then they died. I put them in a hole in the ground, in the garden.
When I was ten, my mother died. My father was unhappy, and began to drink a lot. Sometimes he came home with strange women, but he didn’t marry any of them. I think the women didn’t like him, because he drank so much. When he wasn’t drunk, he played with Al. So I had more time alone.
I was a good girl at school, and I was beautiful too, so I had a lot of boyfriends. My father hated them. ‘You stay away from those boys, Ellen!’ he shouted. ‘It’s not right. I don’t want them in my house!’
‘Why not, Dad?’ I asked. ‘You bring your women here, don’t you? Why can’t I bring my boyfriends?’
‘Shut up, girl!’ he shouted. He was very angry. Sometimes he hit me, and once I had to go to the hospital.
So what did Al do, you ask? Him? Nothing. He just watched, and laughed, and played football with Dad.
Then I met John. He was twenty-two years old, and big and strong like Arnold Schwarzenegger. All the girls thought he was wonderful. One day he asked me to go to a party with him - me! I was very excited, so I went home, and put on my best clothes and shortest skirt, to look nice for him. Then I heard John’s motorbike and went downstairs. Dad was at the door.
‘Where are you going?’ he asked.
‘Out,’ I smiled at him. ‘With my new boyfriend.’
‘Oh no, you’re not!’ he said. ‘Not in that skirt. You’re only eighteen, Ellen. I know what boys want.’
‘I don’t care,’ I said. I pushed past him, but he pulled my arm. I screamed, and he hit my face.
Then John came. He was wonderful! He took Dad’s arms, held them by his side, and pushed him slowly back into the house. Dad couldn’t do anything! John sat him down in a chair, then walked out and put his arms round me. Right there, in front of the house!
Then we rode away on his motorbike.
Chapter 2. Wild Boys
I never went home again. That night I stayed in John’s apartment, and three months later I knew that I was going to have his baby. But I lost that baby at five months, and soon I went back to finish my training as a nurse. Four years later, I had another baby, and this one was born all right. Now I’m twenty-nine, and I have three small kids.
But I’m not really happy. John is a good-looking man, a wonderful lover, but... I’m not his only woman. I know he has two other girlfriends, and both of them have babies. Maybe there are more. Sometimes I don’t see him for weeks, and then he comes back and smiles and tries to be nice to me, but I still get angry. He doesn’t have a real job and we have very little money. I work as a nurse in a hospital, but I don’t get much for that. And I have to pay half of it to someone to look after my kids while I’m at work.
Dad died four years ago. A1 told me about it. ‘Dad had a heart attack,’ he said. ‘He was really angry about John, so he began running to try to get stronger. But he didn’t stop drinking. Then one day he drank half a bottle of whisky, went for a run, came home, and fell down dead on the floor!’
A1 laughed. How strange, I thought. Dad loved Al, but when he died, A1 laughed. Perhaps men are just animals, really, not people like us.
When Dad was dead, I saw A1 more often. I didn’t like him much, but he was my only family. Sometimes we went swimming together with the kids, or out for a pizza. John didn’t like me to talk to other men, but A1 was OK, because he was my brother.
When A1 was eighteen, he began a rock band, Wild Boys. He sang, and played guitar. At first they played in small restaurants, and then they made a record. Lots of people bought it. The band began to play in front of thousands of people. They made three more records, and travelled all over the world. It was wonderful. By the time he was twenty, my little brother Al was famous, and rich.
He was very, very rich. He bought a yellow Rolls-Royce, a Jaguar, a Porsche, and a house in the best part of Los Angeles with fifteen bedrooms, a tennis court, a swimming pool, and a view over the sea. And he gave me our parents’ house.
That was nice, but it wasn’t very nice. I mean, our parents’ house is very old. It has three small bedrooms, a small garden, and is in a noisy, dirty street. It’s better than my old apartment, but still.. .
I went to see Al often. He gave me a key, to get in and out of his house. And I cooked for him when he had big parties there. I enjoyed the parties. John came too. There were famous people, wonderful food and music, lots of drink and drugs.
Drugs. Yes, well, the drugs were a bad thing. A1 got much too interested in drugs. A lot of his friends took drugs - and my John did, too. And when they were on drugs, they often didn’t know what day it was. They did crazy things. I remember one party when they went for a midnight swim down at the beach. The boys took all John’s clothes away while he was still in the sea, and drove away with them. So John had to walk back through the streets in the middle of the night, all wet from the sea, while we laughed at him from the car. He was so angry! I thought that was really funny, but John didn’t talk to me for a week!
But A1 and his friends took more and more drugs, and the music began to get worse. Sometimes A1 was still in bed at four o’clock in the afternoon. And when he did get up, he looked very sick. He was thin, his face was white, and he didn’t want to eat anything. He asked me to help him.
‘You’re a nurse, Ellen,’ he said. ‘I feel sick. Give me some medicine or something! Help me!’
‘You don’t need medicine,’ J said. ‘You need a lot of good food, swimming, and no more drugs!’
‘Who do you think you are, Ellen?’ he said. ‘My mother or something?’
‘No, but I am your sister, and a nurse,’ I said. ‘Listen to me. I’m going to get you some medicine to help you stop the drugs, and I’m going to cook you a good meal every day. But you must stop the drugs. Try it, Al! It works - I know it does!’
He did try it, and it helped. After two or three months Al was stronger and happier, and he began to play good music again. He was pleased; he trusted me. Sometimes, in the evenings, he took me and my kids to the beach. We had a meal and drank and went swimming together, and had a good time. Those few months with my brother were a good time in my life.
‘Now, at last,’ I thought, ‘my brother likes me. He’s happy and healthy because of me. Maybe he can help me - give me money, buy me a new car and a nice house, take me to Europe with him.’
But of course I was wrong. No one ever gives me anything.
Chapter 3. The Tour
‘I’m going away on a tour,’ Al said one day. ‘All around the USA and Europe, to play music, for four months.’
I looked at him and thought, he's going to ask me to come too. I can see the world, bring my kids. ‘Wonderful!’ I said. ‘We can ...’
‘When I’m away, I want you to clean the house for me,’ Al said. ‘Of course you can’t live here, but I want you to come every day to clean. And there’s another thing, Ellen.’
‘Yes, what?’ So I’m not going, I’m just his cleaner, I thought. I really hated him then. I wanted to scream - but I didn’t. I said nothing.
‘You know I get very tired on these tours, and I need drugs to help me play good music. But I don’t want to take dangerous drugs, Ellen. I need clean, safe drugs. I want you to get some drugs from the hospital for me. You’re a nurse, it’s easy for you. Just take them secretly - no one will know.’
‘That’s a crime, Al,’ I said. ‘People go to prison for that. Is that what you want me to do? Steal drugs for you, and go to prison maybe?’
‘Why not?’ He laughed. ‘You’re my sister, Ellen! And don’t forget, I gave you my parents’ house, didn’t I? What more do you want?’
That’s what he said: my parents’ house, not our parents’ house! Really, half of it always belonged to me, but Dad gave it all to Al because he was so angry about me and John. But Al didn’t think of that. He thought that everything belonged to him, just like when he and I were kids - when he played football with Dad, and I played with my dolls.
I remembered my dolls then, and the syringe with water in it. And I smiled. ‘All right, Al, I’ll get you something. You’re right, you are my brother.’
And I looked around, at the beautiful house, and the swimming pool, and the view of the sea, and I thought: You’re not married, Al, and there’s only you and me in our family. So when you die, all this is going to belong to me.
Al was right. It was easy to steal drugs from the hospital; no one saw me. I also stole syringes, which were all clean and new. Al was very pleased with them.
‘Thanks, Ellen,’ he said. ‘Now I’m going to play lots of good music. I’ll be OK now.’
Chapter 4. The Futures
He went away for four months, and I cleaned his beautiful big house every day. But he didn’t phone me once.
And when he came back, he wasn’t OK. He looked thin and white and sick. I tried to talk to him, but he didn’t listen. I was just the cook and cleaning woman. He had a lot of new friends now. And some of these friends were very strange.
I first met the Futures one night in November. There was a parry at Al’s house, and when I went there after work, I saw a big black car outside. It looked like a boring car, and when I went inside, I thought the people looked boring too. But that was only on the outside. Inside, they were as dangerous as wild animals.
A businessman in a dark suit sat opposite Al, with a young woman on the arm of a chair beside him. The man was about forty years old with grey hair. The woman was much younger - about twenty-four maybe. She had long black hair, and was wearing a blue dress. At first I thought she was the man’s daughter, but then Al said:
‘Hi, Ellen! Meet my new friends - Dan Future and his wife Linda. We met in New Mexico.’
There were about ten other people there, talking and listening to music. We had one or two drinks, and Al and Linda went for a swim in the pool. I sat and watched the beautiful evening sun over the sea, and Dan Future sat beside me. We watched Al’s thin body when he got slowly out of the pool, and Dan said: ‘Life’s so very short, don’t you think?’
‘What do you mean?’ I asked.
He smiled; he had beautiful white teeth. ‘My father died last year. He was sixty-five. That’s not much, is it? Sixty- five years of life.’
‘Well, maybe not,’ I said. ‘But...’
‘Think how many times the sun has gone down in the evenings. Ten billion times, maybe, a hundred billion? A hundred billion evenings as beautiful as this, but my father sat and watched maybe only a few hundred of them. We only live a short time, like birds, you know.’
‘Yes, I see,’ I said. I looked at him, surprised. Businessmen don’t usually say things like that; but then businessmen didn’t usually come to Al’s parties. Dan Future’s hair was beautifully cut, he had an expensive watch, nice clothes - he looked strong and healthy. Why did he want to talk about death? The only sick person in this house was Al. What did Dan Future know about that?
He smiled again. ‘We don’t have to die, you know. Soon, people are going to live a hundred and fifty years, maybe more. You just need to have money, that’s all. I told your brother about it in New Mexico, and he was very interested. Maybe you are, too?’
Oh, no, I thought, the man’s crazy. ‘Are you, er ... do you belong to one of these new churches?’ I asked.
‘No, no. I’m a scientist. I can tell you all about it, if you like ...’
But he didn’t, because at that minute Al came up to me, and said: ‘We need some more drinks, and food! How about some food, Ellen? There are some hamburgers in the freezer!’ And so I went to get them.
Al had the money, and I didn’t. And I was a woman. So I got the drinks and cooked, and about ten o’clock I went home. And I didn’t learn any more about Dan Future and his crazy ideas. Not then.
But I learned a lot about them, two weeks later.
Chapter 5. The Freezer
It was the night of Al’s birthday. I got home about seven. Then I put the kids to bed, and made supper for John. He didn’t talk to me - he just sat in front of the TV with the food and his bottles of whisky. So I thought, I’m going out. I’ll go say Happy Birthday to Al. Even A1 can’t be as bad as this. And he is my brother.
I had some more drugs and syringes for him, from the hospital, so I put them in nice paper like presents. ‘Like sweets for a baby,’ I thought. ‘Al’s just a big baby, really, with his music and a lot of expensive cars to play with. Or a doll. And I’m like his nurse.’
When I got to his house, it was very quiet. There were only one or two lights on downstairs. And the big black car was outside.
‘That’s strange,’ I thought. ‘It’s Al’s birthday. Why isn’t there a party?’
I got out of my car and walked to the door. It was open. There was soft music in the big living room, but no lights were on. The moonlight came in through the windows, and I could see the moon in the water in the pool outside. ‘Al?’ I called. ‘Al, where are you?’
No answer. Just the music - quiet, and very beautiful. I went to Al’s room but his bed was empty. All the rooms were empty. I came back to the living room, opened the door to the moonlit garden, and there ...
Aaaaaaah! I screamed and nearly fell down. Then I stood still and laughed. But nothing happened. I stopped laughing, and it was silent again.
Two people sat on the ground. They sat very still, and held their hands and faces up to the moon. They didn’t move, or look at me.
‘Al?’ I said. ‘Al? What are you doing?’
But it wasn’t Al, it was a man and a woman. The man’s hair was silver in the moonlight, and the woman’s hair was long and dark. Dan and Linda Future.
They began to sing. It was a strange song, without words - and they sang for nearly ten minutes. When they finished I said, in a loud voice: ‘Where is Al?’
They looked at me then, and got up. Both of them came to me, and took my hands. ‘He’s asleep,’ Dan said. ‘We have saved him.’
I took my hands away, afraid. ‘What do you mean?’ I said. ‘What are you talking about?’
‘He was very sick,’ Dan said. ‘He had AIDS. You knew that, didn’t you?’
For a minute I couldn’t speak. I was afraid. I said: ‘No, of course I didn’t! When did he get it?’
‘Who knows?’ Dan said. ‘On tour, I think - he took drugs, didn’t he? No one can cure AIDS - not yet. But one day, someone’s going to find a cure. So we helped him. He is safe now, for hundreds of years! Isn’t that good?’
Linda took my hand again. ‘Come with me,’ she said. ‘Let’s go and look.’
‘But where...?’
‘Don’t be afraid, it’s all right.’ She smiled; I saw her beautiful white teeth in the moonlight. Then she took me, like a child, into the house, through the living room, and down into the music room.
The music room was in the ground under the house. Al liked to play very loud music all night, so he built the room clown there to be quiet. It was a big room with one small window, high up. It was never hot in the summer nor cold in the winter. But now...
Now it was different. In the middle of the room there was a big glass case. A cold blue light came from inside it. There was the noise of something large and quiet, like a big freezer. And inside the glass case there was a body.
Al’s body. My brother.
The body was lying on a bed of ice inside the case, with its head higher than its feet. It wore silver clothes and its face was blue.
‘Oh no! What’s happened?’ I said.
‘It’s all right, Ellen,’ Linda Future said. ‘He isn’t dead.’
‘Not dead?’ I said. ‘But...’
‘He’s frozen. He took a sleeping drug, and then we froze him. It is very, very cold in there: -196° Celsius. Nothing happens to bodies as cold as that. Nothing changes for hundreds of years, thousands of years maybe. That’s what’s going to happen to Al. He’s going to stay there for a hundred years, two hundred years maybe. Then one day a doctor can wake him up and cure him. That’s what our company does, you know.’
‘Your company,’ I said. ‘"What do you mean?’
‘I’m sorry, didn’t Al tell you?’ Dan Future said. He was in the room too now, with his hand on my back. He gave me a business card. It said:
ESCAPE FROM DEATH
The Cryonics Company
Dan and Linda Future
‘I don’t understand,’ I said. ‘What’s cryonics?’
‘It’s the science of freezing people,’ he said. ‘That’s what we do. We help people like your brother to stay alive for hundreds of years. Then, when the doctors can cure them, they wake up. And we look after their money and houses too.’
‘You do what?’ I said. Suddenly I was very, very angry. 'You look after their money and houses?’
‘Yes.’ He smiled, and his beautiful teeth looked blue in I lie strange light from the freezer. He took a piece of paper out of his pocket. ‘It’s all here, Ellen. Your brother wrote his name on this paper. It says that we must keep him here, frozen, in this room for two hundred years. By then, there will be a cure for AIDS. For now, we will look after his money and his house, and when we are dead, our company will go on looking after them. Then they will be ready for him when he comes back to life.’
‘But ... you killed him!’ I screamed. My anger was terrible. ‘And now you’re stealing his money too - and his house! It belongs to me, not you!’
Dan Future laughed. ‘No, no, my dear. You don’t understand. The money and the house don’t belong to us, or to you. They belong to your brother, Al. He isn’t dead, he’s just frozen. And he’s going to stay frozen for two hundred years.’
He laughed again, and his young wife began to laugh, too. I turned, and walked out of the house.
Chapter 6. The Key
Next day, the Futures sent me all the papers with Al’s name on. I showed them to John. ‘You need a lawyer,’ he said. ‘These people are criminals.’
So I got a lawyer, but it didn’t help. You need money for a good lawyer, and I had nothing. I went to the nearest lawyer’s office, but the lawyer was unfriendly and unhelpful. ‘It costs $100 for half an hour, and you pay before we talk,’ he told me. When I gave him the $100, he took off his watch and put it on the table in front of him.
He was a small man with not much hair and a white, tired face. His eyes were cold and grey, like stones. When I told him my story he said: ‘It’s not possible.’
‘But it’s true! Read this!’ He read the papers slowly, then smiled and looked at his watch.
‘Well, this is very interesting,’ he said. ‘I agree, these people are criminals. But to get the house, we have to show that your brother is dead.’
‘So how can we do that?’
‘Well, we can ask scientists to say that cryonics doesn’t work. But the Futures are going to have other scientists who say it does work. So we need a doctor to look at your brother’s body and say he’s dead. That’s a better idea.’
I laughed. ‘How can a doctor look at the body? It’s frozen to -196° Celsius. It’s just a piece of ice!’
‘Yes, well, that is difficult, Ms Shore, I do see that.’ The lawyer looked at his watch again. ‘It’s difficult, but that’s what we need to do. But...’ He looked at the papers again. ‘Before we begin, I have to tell you that Dan Future’s lawyer is one of the best in the country. Maybe I can win, and maybe I can’t. But it’s going to cost you a lot of money.’
‘How much?’ I asked.
‘$50,000 - at first. Maybe a lot more later.’
I stood up slowly. ‘Forget it,’ I said. I only had $300 in the bank, and there was no food in the house. I looked at the lawyer’s old, tired face. ‘I can’t win, can I, because I don’t have any money! The Futures are stealing that house from me, and I can’t do anything about it!’ I ran out of the office.
For a week I was angry - every day, all day. I shouted at people at work, I shouted at the kids. John got drunk, so I dropped a plate of eggs, spaghetti and hamburgers on his head. He hit me, and went to stay with one of his girlfriends. I wasn’t sorry - he was stupid and lazy, like all men.
Twice I drove past Al’s house, and saw the black car outside. That house belongs to me! I thought. Those people stole it from me! And I can do nothing.
Nothing?
One night I had a dream. In my dream I saw Al’s frozen body, with a key in his mouth. The key was warm, and the ice on Al’s frozen head changed to water. Then the key moved, and warmed Al’s body too. Al opened his mouth, screamed, and died.
At two o’clock I woke up. It was very quiet. There was moonlight in the room, and no cars were moving on the road outside. I began to think about my dream. The key! Of course. Suddenly, I had a plan.
I got up, put on a black shirt and jeans, and drove to Al’s house. The big black car was outside, but there were no lights on in the house. I left my car two hundred yards away, and walked quietly to the door.
The Futures didn’t know that I had a key. I opened the door very quietly, and went into the big living room. There was no sound - everyone was asleep. My key opened the music room too - it opened all the doors in the house. I went in, and looked at Al.
He was still there - the silver body and icy blue face in the glass case. The room was full of blue light and the quiet noise of electricity.
Electricity - that was the thing! Al needed electricity in here for his music, and of course the freezer needed a lot of electricity too. Beside the freezer was a big electric switch. I put my hand on the switch, and smiled. ‘Goodbye, Al,’ I said. Then I switched the electricity off.
The blue lights went off, and the quiet noise stopped. It was very dark. But I didn’t go. For a long time I just stood there. I wanted to be sure.
After about twenty minutes, the sound began. Noises, from inside the freezer. I switched on my flashlight and looked at it.
The freezer was full of gas, like a cloud. The gas came from the ice; it made small noises. I waited another ten minutes, until I was sure. There was more gas, more small noises. The freezer was getting warmer!
Very quietly I went upstairs, and out of the front door. I smiled. ‘Al,’ I thought, ‘you are really dying now! And when you are dead, all this is going to belong to me! And the Futures can drive away in their stupid car!’
Happily, I touched the big black car with my hand. And that was my big mistake. Because ...
BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! The car had an alarm, and it made a very loud noise. It also turned the car’s lights on - on, off, on, off, on, off. ..
Quickly, I began to run to my car, two hundred yards away. But a police car came round the corner and saw me! Two policemen got out, took hold of my arms, and pushed me into their car.
‘OK, what’s all this?’ one man said. ‘Black clothes, three in the morning, car alarm - I think we’ve got a car thief, Pete!’
‘Yeah!’ The other man touched my face with his hand. ‘A young woman, too! OK, let’s take her to the station.’
Chapter 7. In Court
I arrived at the police station at 3.15 a.m., and said nothing. The Futures arrived at 3.45. ‘It was our car,’ Dan said. ‘Someone tried to steal it.’
‘Yeah, OK, sir,’ a policeman answered. ‘We’ve got the woman here.’
Then I said: ‘You stole my house, so I wanted to steal your car. That’s OK, isn’t it?’ It wasn’t true, but it gave me time. While we were all talking in the police station, Al was getting warmer every minute.
So we talked angrily from 4 a.m. until 5. I loved it! Then the Futures had to write their story on three pieces of paper for the police, so it was after six o’clock when they went back to the house. And I was happy, because I knew they were too late. By now, I thought, Al wont be frozen. He’ll just be dead.
Of course, they found out. At eight o’clock the Futures came back and there was a lot of trouble. ‘Al’s dead!’ they shouted. ‘You killed him! You switched off the freezer and killed your brother!’
I laughed. ‘Of course I didn’t,’ I said. ‘He was dead already. I just saved you some electricity!’
* * *
That’s why I’m here in court today. The police called me a murderer, and all the newspapers wrote about me. And so of course now I have not one, but two really good lawyers! The lawyers are free, because I have no money, but I am famous, and they want to be on TV. And because of my expensive lawyers, the police and the Futures look really stupid.
‘Al Shore was dead,’ my lawyers say, again and again. ‘He was already dying of AIDS, and then he took a dangerous sleeping drug. Either he took the drug himself, or the Futures gave it to him. And then the Futures put him in a freezer and froze his body to -196° Celsius. Nobody can stay alive when they’re just a piece of ice. So the Futures are the murderers, not his sister Ellen. When she switched off the freezer, he was already dead. How can anybody kill a dead man?’
Every day, people write about this in the newspapers, and talk about it on TV. Most people think I’m right, and the Futures are wrong. Last week, a newspaper tried to give me $100,000 for my story, but my lawyers told me to wait. And this week, another newspaper tried to give me $200,000! This is the last week of the trial. Soon, I’m going to be free.
Free - and rich too! At last!
Today, my lawyers asked me questions in court, and I told my story. Then they sat down, and the police lawyer stood up.
The police lawyer is a young woman with short dark hair. She talks very quickly, in a hard, strong voice. She is clever, I know, but it doesn’t matter now. She found only one doctor who thinks that cryonics is possible. We found four very famous doctors who don’t. They say that Al was dead before I switched the freezer off, either because of the sleeping drug, or because of the cold. So how could I kill a dead man?
‘Ms Shore, did you love your brother?’ she asks.
I laugh. ‘No, not really.’
‘Oh? Why not?’ There is a small smile on her face.
I tell the court the story of our family. How our parents gave Al everything, and me nothing. How Al gave me nothing - only our parents’ old house. How I cleaned his house for him, and cooked at parties. How I helped him when he was sick, but he gave me nothing.
My lawyers look unhappy, but it doesn’t matter. Nothing matters now. Next week I’m going to be free!
‘Your brother was very sick. He had AIDS. Did you know that?’
‘I know now, because Dan Future told me. After Al was dead. I didn’t know before.’
‘I see. But you knew that your brother was sick, and you bought medicine for him, didn’t you?’
‘Yes, I did.’
‘Why didn’t he go to a doctor?’
‘Because I’m a nurse, and his sister. He trusted me.’
‘That’s right. He trusted you, his sister.’ The lawyer looks at me. For a long minute she is silent. I begin to feel cold and afraid. She takes a police bag from under her table, opens it, and slowly takes out a syringe. She holds it up, in front of my face.
‘Look at this, Ms Shore. Have you seen it before?’
‘I don’t know. Maybe.’
‘Maybe, you say. But it has your fingerprints on it, Ms Shore. It came from the hospital, and we found it by your brother’s bed, with two other syringes. You stole them from the hospital and gave them to your brother, didn’t you?’
There is a long silence. In a very small voice, I say: ‘All right, maybe I did.’
‘Why did you steal them?’
‘Why? To help Al, of course. To help him to play good music. He wanted clean drugs.’ I tell her what Al said to me.
‘Clean drugs, you say? Do you know what was in this syringe, Ms Shore?’
‘Clean safe drugs.’
‘Oh no, Ms Shore. These drugs weren’t clean or safe. These syringes also had bacteria in them - very dangerous bacteria. Bacteria that can kill a strong, healthy person. Bacteria that will kill a person with AIDS very quickly. And perhaps a while ago - who knows? - there was another syringe, a dirty syringe, not from a hospital but from a drug user in the streets. A syringe that gave your brother AIDS.’
The police lawyer puts the syringe down on the table, and looks at me again.
‘But we found these three syringes by your brother’s bed, with your fingerprints on them. Do you know why they had these dangerous bacteria in them?’
‘No ... of course not.’
‘Don’t you, Ms Shore? Well, that’s strange, because I know why they were there. And I think everyone in this courtroom knows why they were there, too. You hated your brother, didn’t you? Because he was rich and you were poor, and he gave you nothing. And you stole drugs and syringes for him, because he trusted you! He trusted you, his sister, the nurse!’
She looks at the people in the court, a small smile on her young face. ‘But that was your brother’s big mistake, wasn’t it, Ms Shore? You wanted him to die, because you wanted his money and his big house - just like the Futures! So you gave him syringes with dangerous bacteria in them, because you wanted to kill him!’
The court is very quiet now, and everyone is looking at me. But there is nothing I can say. Nothing. Because it is all true.
‘You didn’t kill your brother when you switched off the freezer, Ms Shore. We all know that now. But you were trying to kill him. Slowly, week by week, month by month, you were trying to murder him. Dirty syringes, dirty drugs, dangerous bacteria - you wanted to give him a slow, terrible death. I think that this court will want to send you to prison for a very long time, Ellen Shore!’
I look around the courtroom at the faces. Hundreds of eyes are looking at me, and they all hate me, all of them. No one understands me, no one loves me, no one wants to save me.
No one.
I feel nothing, at first. Then I begin to feel cold, like ice. Like a body in a freezer.
- THE END -
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