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He’s here.

But he can’t be here.

He’s real.

But he can’t be real.

He’s taller, somehow, in reality. His eyes are alive now,
amazingly alive. He’s curious, concerned. He knows me -
that much I can tell. He knows who I am.

He’s the most beautiful male I've ever seen. Ever.
Anywhere. George Clooney and Johnny Depp and Justin
Timberlake and all of them, all of them, would be cast as
Adam’s less attractive best friend.

I wonder, can he speak anything more than my name?

Although even that’s great. I liked hearing him say my
name. I'd like him to do it again.

“I've been looking for you,” he says.
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EVE

I AM THINKING of an apple when the streetcar hits and my leg
severs and my ribs crumble and my arm is no longer an
arm but something unrecognizable, wet and red.

An apple. It was in a vendor’s stall at the farmers’ market
off Powell. I'd noticed it because it was so weirdly out of
place, a defiant crimson Macintosh in an army of dull green
Granny Smiths.

When you die - and I realize this as I hurtle through the
air like a wounded bird - you should be thinking about love.
If not love, at the very least you should be counting up your
sins or wondering why you didn’t cross at the light.

But you should not be thinking about an apple.

I register the brakes screeching and the horrified cries
before I hit the pavement. I listen as my bones splinter and
shatter. It’s not an unpleasant sound, more delicate than I
would have imagined. It reminds me of the bamboo wind
chimes on our patio.

A thicket of legs encircles me. Between a bike
messenger’s ropy calves I can just make out the 30% OFF
TODAY ONLY sign at Lady Foot Locker.

I should be thinking about love right now - not apples,
and certainly not a new pair of Nikes - and then I stop
thinking altogether because I am too busy screaming.



I open my eyes and the light is blinding. I know I must be
dead because in the movies there’s always a tunnel of
brilliant light before someone croaks.

“Evening? Stay with us, girl. Evening? Cool name. Look
at me, Evening. You're in the hospital. Who should we
call?”

The pain slams me down, and I realize I'm not dead after
all, although I really wish I could be because then at least I
could stop screaming.

“Evening? You go by Eve or Evening?”

Something white smeared in red hovers above me like a
cloud at sunset. It pokes and prods and mutters. There’s
another, then another. They are grim but determined, these
clouds. They talk in fragments. Pieces, like I am in pieces.
Vitals. Prep. Notify. Permission. Bad.

“Evening? Who should we call?”

“Check her phone. Who’s got her damn cell?”

“They couldn’t find it. Just her school ID.”

“What’s your mom’s name, hon? Or your dad’s?”

“My dad is dead,” I say, but it comes out in an ear-
splitting screech, a song I didn’t know I could sing.

Dead would be so good right now. My dad and me, just
us, not this.

O.R. 2’s ready. No time. Now now now.

I'm pinned flat like a lab specimen, and yet I'm moving,
flying past the red and white clouds. I didn’t know I could
fly. So many things I know this afternoon that I didn’t know
this morning.

“Evening? Eve? Give me a name, hon.”

I try to go back to the morning, before I knew that clouds
could talk, before I knew a stranger could retrieve the
dripping stump of your own leg.

“What do I do with it?” he’d asked.

“My mother’s Terra Spiker,” I sing.

The clouds are silent for a moment, and then I fly from
the room of bright light.



I AWAKEN TO an argument. The man is simmering, the woman
on full boil.

They’re out of my view, behind an ugly green curtain. I
try to do what I always do when my parents fight, adjust my
earbuds and crank the volume to brain-numb, but
something is wrong. My right arm is not obeying me, and
when I touch my ear with my left hand, I discover a thick
gauze headband. I've sprouted long tubes from my arms
and my nose.

“She’s my daughter,” the woman says, “and if I say she’s
leaving, she’s leaving.”

“Please listen to me. She’s going to be your one-legged
daughter if you take her out of here.”

The man is pleading, and I realize he’s not my dad
because (a) my dad was never a pleader - more of a pouter,
really, and (b) he’s dead.

“I have superior facilities, the best medical staff money
can buy.” The woman punctuates with a dramatic
exhalation. It’s my mother’s trademark sigh.

“She’s in critical condition in the ICU after a fourteen-
hour surgery. There’s every chance she’s going to lose that
leg, and you want to move her? Because . . . what? It’s
more convenient? Your sheets have a higher thread count?
What exactly?”

I feel pretty okay. Sort of floaty and disconnected. But
this man, whom I've decided must be a doctor, sounds a



little freaked out about my leg, which, as it happens,
doesn’t seem to be behaving any better than my arm.

I should probably reassure him, get my mother off his
case - when she’s like this it’s best to retreat and regroup -
but the tube stuck down my throat makes that impossible.

“I will not release this patient,” the doctor says, “under
any circumstances.”

Silence. My mother is the goddess of painful pauses.

“Do you know,” she finally asks, “what the new hospital
wing is called, Doctor?”

More silence. The contraptions I'm tethered to chirp
contentedly.

“That would be the Spiker Neurogenetics Pavilion,” the
doctor mutters, and suddenly he sounds defeated. Or
maybe he’s missing his tee time.

“I have an ambulance waiting outside,” my mother says.
Check and mate. “I trust you'll expedite the paperwork?”

“She dies, it’s on you.”

His choice of words must bother me, because my
machines start blaring like a cheap car alarm.

“Evening?” My mother rushes to my side. Tiffany
earrings, Bulgari perfume, Chanel suit. Mommy: Casual
Friday edition.

“Sweetheart, it’s going to be okay,” she says. “I've got
everything under control.”

The quaver in her voice betrays her. My mother does not
quaver.

I try to move my head a millimeter and realize maybe I'm
not feeling so okay after all. Also, my car alarm won’t shut
up. The doctor is muttering about my leqg, or what'’s left of
my leg, and my mother is burying her head into my pillow,
her lacquered nails digging into my shoulder. She may
actually be crying.

I am pretty sure we’re all losing it, and then, on my other
shoulder, I feel a firm pressure.

It’s a hand.



I follow the path from hand to arm to neck to head,
moving just my eyes this time.

The hand is connected to a guy.

“Dr Spiker,” he says, “I'll get her into the ambulance.”

My mother sniffles into my gown. She rouses herself,
stands erect. She is Back in Control.

“What the hell are you doing here, Solo?” she snaps.

“You left your phone and briefcase behind when you got
the call about the -” he jerks his chin toward me, “the
accident. I followed in one of the Spiker limos.”

I don’t recognize this guy or, for that matter, his name -
because, really, what kind of a name is Solo, anyway? - but
he must work for my mother.

He looks down at me, past the tubes and the panic. He is
scruffy-looking with too much hair, too little shaving. He’s
tall and wide-shouldered, muscular, blondish. Extremely
blue eyes. My preliminary taxonomy: skater or surfer. One
of those guys.

I'd really like him to get his hand off me because he
doesn’t know me and I'm already having personal space
issues, what with the tubes and the IV.

“Chill, Eve,” he tells me, which I find annoying. The first
phrase that comes to mind involves the word “Off”,
preceded by a word I have absolutely no chance of
pronouncing since it includes the letter “F”.

Not in the mood to meet new friends.

In the mood for more painkillers.

Also, my mother calls me “Evening” and my friends call
me “E.V.”. But nobody calls me “Eve”. So there’s that, too.

“Please reconsider, Dr Spiker -” The doctor trails off.

“Let’s get this show on the road,” says the guy named
Solo. He’s about my age, a junior, maybe a senior. If he
does work for my mother, he’s either an intern or a prodigy.
“Will you be coming in the ambulance, Dr Spiker?”

“No. God knows what micro-organisms are in that
ambulance. My driver’s waiting,” my mother says. “I'll need



to make some calls and the back of an ambulance isn’t the
place. I'll meet you at the lab.”

The doctor sighs. He flips a switch and my contraptions
still.

My mother kisses my temple. “I'll get everything set up.
Don’t worry about a thing.”

I blink to show that I am not, in fact, worried about a
thing. Not with the morphine drip taking the edge off.

Solo hands my mother her briefcase and phone. She
vanishes, but I can hear the urgent staccato of her Jimmy
Choos.

“Bitch,” the doctor says when she’s out of earshot. “I
don’t like this at all.”

“No worries,” Solo says.

No worries. Yeah, not for you, genius. Go away. Stop
talking to me or about me. And take your hand off me, I'm
nauseous.

The doctor checks one of my IV bags. “Uh-huh,” he
mutters. “You an MD?”

Solo half smiles. It’s knowing and a little smug. “Just a
gofer, Doctor.”

Solo gathers up my bagged belongings and my backpack.
Suddenly I remember I have AP Bio homework. A
worksheet on Mendel’s First Law. When a pair of organisms
reproduce sexually, their offspring randomly inherit one of
the two alleles from each parent.

Genetics. I like genetics, the rules, the order. My best
friend, Aislin, says it’s because I'm a control freak. Like
mother, like daughter.

I have a load of homework, I want to say, but everyone’s
buzzing about purposefully. It occurs to me my Biology
worksheet won’t be all that relevant if I'm dying.

I believe death is on the list of acceptable excuses for
missing homework.

“You’'re going to be fine,” Solo tells me. “Running 10Ks in
no time.”



I try to speak. “Unh onh,” I say.
Yep. Can’t pronounce “F” with a tube in your mouth.
Then it occurs to me: How does he know I like to run?



SOLO

s0. THIS IS the boss’s daughter.

I’'d seen pictures of her, of course. You can’t go into Terra
Spiker’s office and not see photos of her daughter. My
favorite’s this one where Eve’s crossing a finish line, all
sweaty and flushed, with a killer smile on her face.

I glance down at the stretcher. Eve’s got a serious bruise
coming up under both eyes. Still, you can see the
resemblance to her mom. High cheekbones, big, deep-set
eyes. Tall, slender.

That’s about it for similarities, though. Terra’s a total ice
queen bitch: frosty blonde hair, calculating gray eyes.

Eve . .. well, she’s different. Her hair is sun-streaked
gold, and her eyes are this mellow brown color.

At least I'm pretty sure they’re brown.

They’re a little wobbly at the moment.

There’s not a lot of room on the narrow bench in the back
of the ambulance. I nearly go flying when they pull away
from the emergency room and crank on the siren.

I grin. “Floor it, dude,” I yell to the driver.

The doctor sitting on the other side of Eve’s stretcher
sends me a What the hell? scowl.

I know it seems wrong to enjoy this, but still: the siren
and the powering through the streets of San Francisco
while all the other cars scatter? Very cool.



Besides, Eve’s going to be fine.

I think.

We’'re at the bridge in no time. The bridge. The Golden
Gate, still the best, never get tired of it. I fantasize
sometimes how great it would be to ride a longboard down
the cable. Yes, it would almost certainly be a long plunge to
a hideous death. But before that it would be amazing.

I sit with my elbows on my knees, trying to hunch my
shoulders forward a little. I have good shoulders, might as
well reveal them. I know she’s checking me out. Fair
enough, because I'm checking her out.

“Ah ahhh ahhhh!”

Eve cries out suddenly. She’s in pain. Bad pain. So it’s
possible she’s not really checking me out.

“Doc,” I say, “can’t you help the girl out?”

He leans over to check the IV tube. It’s gotten kinked, the
flow cut off. He straightens it and tears off strips of white
tape to hold it in place.

“She’ll be better in a second.”

“Cool,” I say. I lean in close so she can hear me. “I got
him to crank up the morphine,” I say, speaking loud and
slow.

Her eyeballs kind of roll toward me. Unfocused. For a
second I think, What if I 'm wrong ? What if she actually
dies?

All of a sudden it’s almost like I want to cry. It’s not
gonna happen, obviously - crying, I mean - but there’s just
this sudden wave of sadness.

I shake it off as well as I can. But once you start seeing
the Big D, the Reaper, sitting beside you, it’s very hard to
stop.

“Don’t die, okay?” I say.

Her dilated pupils are looking for me. Like I'm a target
and she can’t quite line up the sights.

So I get close again and I kind of touch her face and aim
her head at me. Unfortunately, I lean my other hand on her



leg - the wrong one - and there’s some yelling from Eve
and from the doctor.

Which makes it impossible for me to say what I had
planned to say to reassure her: Don’t worry. I've seen
things. I know things.

Your mom has secrets.

She won'’t let you die.



EVE

OPERATION? WHAT OPERATION?

They tell me it lasted fourteen hours.

I wasn’t really there. I was in a weird landscape of
dreams, nightmares and memories - with a little shopping
thrown in.

I'm pretty sure I had an extended dream where Aislin and
I wandered around the big Westfield Mall downtown on
Market Street. Of course, it could have been a memory. It’s
hard to keep track of the difference when your blood flows
with whatever drug they use to separate your
consciousness from your senses.

My new doctor, the one who arrived with the private
ambulance, has on a lab coat that reads:

Dr Anderson
Spiker Biopharmaceuticals
Creating Better Lives

It’s a chic, low-sheen black. He looks like he should be
foiling my hair, not checking my pulse.

Solo keeps staring at me. Not a She’s dead meat stare.
More like he’s an anthropologist who’s just discovered a
new tribe deep in the heart of the Amazon.



The road was a little bumpy over the bridge, but I've
discovered I can surf the pain, feel it roll and crest and
crash. If you think about something, anything, else, it’s not
so bad.

The fact that I can think at all, when my leg has recently
been . .. well, chopped off and glued back on is, I believe,
the medical term . . . is kind of a miracle, and I'm grateful
for the random thoughts that flood my brain.

Things I Think About, Exhibit A:

How I got a B+ on my oral report in Bio, which sucks
because it’s going to bring my grade down, and possibly my
GPA, which means I won’t get into a decent college, which
means I'll never escape the clutches of my crazy-ass
mother, and I know this really doesn’t matter in the grand
scheme of things, especially now, but that’s not the point, is
it?

I'm pretty sure Ms Montoya dropped my grade because
of my intro: “Boys have nipples.” Perhaps this was news to
her.

It was a risky ploy, sure, but when it’s second period and
you're the first speaker and the Red Bull has only ignited a
handful of brain cells, you do what you have to do.

There were twenty kids in the room. When I moved to the
front to tie my iPad to the projector, I'd say I had a total of
eight eyeballs out of a possible forty watching me.

I delivered my opening line, and thirty-nine eyeballs were
trained on me. Jennifer has one lazy eye, so I was never
going to get all forty.

“Why?” I asked. I cued the first slide, which was of a
boy’s chest. It was a fine chest, a very fine chest, and I
knew it would hold the attention of the nine straight girls
and one gay boy.



It was a cheap ploy, but sex sells. Always has; always will.
And in the context of a boring report day in my boring
eleventh grade Biology class at boring Bay Area School of
Arts and Sciences, a smooth, hard chest over rippled abs
was just the ticket.

The way I had the presentation laid out, we’d see that
slide two more times. We’d also see DNA molecules, a little
video snippet of dinosaurs demonstrating the concept of
survival of the fittest - because seriously, there’s no bad
time to show bored kids some dinosaur-on-dinosaur
violence - and the inevitable graphs, pie charts, and
equations that would earn me a decent grade. And chest to
keep my audience.

I thought I had the thing aced.

Wrong.

So okay, I phoned it in a little. But still. A B+ after those
abs?

Things I Think About, Exhibit B:

How I was supposed to bail out Aislin’s dirtbag boyfriend
after school, which is why I was checking her latest frantic
text when that out-of-place apple caught my eye, which is
why I wasn’t looking where I was going, which is why I am
now in an ambulance with an MD from Aveda and some guy
with a perpetually smug look on his face.

Things I Think About, Exhibit C:

How I missed prom yet again. (I had a previous
engagement, organizing my sock drawer while watching
old Jon Stewarts on my laptop.) Aislin claims I didn’t miss
anything: it was a total waste of a good buzz. Even with the



purse searches and rent-a-cops, she managed to sneak in
three separate flasks of lemon vodka.
I am a little worried about Aislin.

Things I Think About, Exhibit D:

How I can’t figure out the deal with this Solo guy. Is my
mother using him as her stand-in? Is that his job?

Things I Think About, Exhibit E:

How Solo’s eyes have this distant, don’t-mess-with-me edge
to them. They’d be hard to sketch, but then, I can never get
faces right.

Last week during Life Drawing, Ms Franklin asked me if
I'd ever considered majoring in art instead of biology.

I asked her for a new eraser.

Things I Think About, Exhibit F:

How Solo smells like the ocean when he leans close and
smooths my hair.

Things I Think About, Exhibit G:

How Solo, once he’s done gently smoothing my hair, starts
pounding out an incredibly inept drum solo on my oxygen
tank.

Things I Think About, Exhibit H:



How I might never run again.



SOLO

WE PULL INTO Spiker Biopharm. It’s located on the back side
of the Tiburon peninsula across the Golden Gate and down
some windy roads. As you drive up it’s not mind-boggling
or anything, because the road at that point is maybe two
hundred feet up above the ocean, and the Spiker complex
is more vertical than horizontal. It spreads down that steep
slope from the road above to the water below. And it is big.
From the water, it looks like the City of Oz had a giant baby
with one of those flagship Apple stores.

The place is built around three massive spikes - as in
Spiker, heh - with each of the spikes being an elevator
array. Connecting them is a sort of ziggurat construction
with terraces, open spaces, entire floors given over to
gardens, sandy volleyball courts, a pool.

It is, without question, a great place to work. If you can
get past some of the people.

And number one among the people you have to get past
is the psycho-bitch boss herself, Terra Spiker. Known
throughout the campus as Terror Spiker.

The bottom floor, Level One, is the largest space, the
Orphan Disease Research Division. They focus on the many
less-than-popular diseases that no one is ever going to get
rich curing.



Whatever else you can say about Terra, she’s done some
very major work down there on Level One. As in cures. As
in people who were being eaten alive by some parasite or
some germ are walking around alive today because of Level
One. Because Terra Spiker said, “Screw profits, we're
throwing a billion dollars into beating this disease.”

The reason no one gets serious about investigating
Spiker Biopharm? Because of what happens down there on
Level One, that’s why.

The reason so many people think about investigating
Spiker? Because of what happens on Levels Seven and
Eight.

Me, I live on Level Four. My parents, Isabel and Jeffrey
Plissken, were Terra’s business partners way back in the
day, when all they had was a broken-down IBM, some petri
dishes and a dream.

I don’t remember them. It’s like that.

I could say Terra raised me, but that would be wrong.
She’s no mother to me. She gives me a place to live, an
education, a job at the lab.

She tolerates me.

She wouldn’t even do that if she knew.



