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Arthur taught his dog a new trick.  Well, it wasn't really a new trick, other dogs had long been doing it, but it was new to this dog.  He's pretty sure that when people say, "I taught an old dog a new trick." they're not saying that the trick is new to everyone, it's not an original trick, it's just new to that dog.  He's pretty sure.  He might check with Larry, over at the library, just to make sure though.  It makes sense to check on things when you're not sure.  Don't go headlong into something if  you're not sure of it. What sense does that make?

The trick, and really though, the dog isn't that old, maybe three, four years.  The trick is that Emma, his bounding German Shepard with an overbite that would shame most mammals, can sit-and-stay.  Emma hadn't learned this from her previous owner, whoever that was, and Arthur hadn't had the chance to teach her in the couple of months that they'd been together.  Arthur liked to take walks, and Emma was fond of them as well, but they had differing opinions on what 'going on a walk' meant.  To Emma, just the mention going on a walk was reason enough to jump up and down (although, you know, she never actually jumped down, she just fell down, gravity took care of that part.  In fact, few people or animals ever jump down after they've jumped up.  Once you get up there, if you're planning on staying, like on box or something, you tend to just hang out there for a while, and if you do get down, you're more likely to climb down.)  To Arthur, going on a walk was a time to relax, or it had been, before he got this dog.

So the trick, the sit-and-stay, that worked well for both of them.  Emma would run up ahead, bounding all over the place and chasing after chipmunks and woodchucks and children, and all Arthur had to do was shout the command word (which turned out to be "SIT!"), and Emma would lay down (she never did get the 'sit' thing, but that wasn't really something to be concerned about, was it?).  Arthur would take the time while Emma was 'sitting' to make up the distance between them and then get about ten yards in front of her before giving her the command word, "go".  She closed the gap in moments, running at the man at full speed.  Arthur was worried for the first few days, worried that he'd be run down by over one hundred pounds of flesh and fur, but Emma would always step aside before she actually ran into him.

The dog didn't make much sense in his life, but it had seemed like a good idea at the time.  'The time' was four months ago while taking a walk in the Arboretum, when he was watching an amazingly beautiful chocolate lab running through the park with an equally beautiful Italian woman.  She was half his age, or maybe less, and it made him feel pretty terrible for looking at her like he was, but he figured that there was no harm in looking.  He figured, "Hey, maybe if I have a dog, we might someday run around in this park together."  He didn't really believe it, but it seemed like a good idea at the time.  He got Emma six days later, and took her to the park just about every day.

Today was a good day to be at Gallup Park, plenty of chipmunks, not too many children, and there was enough on Arthur's mind to keep him busy.  "Things to do," he started off, speaking to himself in the sing-song that he reserved for making lists.  "Get groceries, including more food for Emma." he paused, wondering if he should try rhyming each line, decided against it because he couldn't think of a good rhyme for 'Emma', and went on, "Hang the curtains, they've been sitting in the closet since last Septembah." He laughed to himself, having come up with a close rhyme as he made his way through the thought.  His mind fit with rhymes, they offered a pattern to pieces in chaos.  Nothing made things easier to remember, and easier to fit together, than finding a rhyme for them.

"Fix the garage door.  Take the aluminum cans to the store.  Find a new time for dinner with my father.  Buy new socks, and underwear, oh bother."  He went on like this for nearly seven minutes straight, and that's a long time, when you actually sit and stop doing so many things for seven minutes.  Give it a try, watch the clock for seven minutes. Think, just think, for seven minutes.  He was rhyming the whole time, even distracted every now and then by Emma, running over to him with a newfound stick in her mouth.  "What a dog, maybe next time I'll buy a frog."

The walk ended, Emma and Arthur made their way home in Arthur's 1999 Volkswagen Passat, a sensible car that made Arthur feel like he knew a thing or two about how to purchase a good vehicle.  He had put his time in researching the cars that were available, and when a Passat showed up in the dealer's "Good Used Cars" lot, he was quick to bring it home.  It replaced his 1992 Chevy Blazer, which created more problems than it had ever solved in its existence.  The Passat was everything that the Blazer was not, fuel efficient versus the Blazer's 15 miles per gallon, silver with chrome against the Blazer's dull red finish, and it was a European car, the Blazer was built in Alabama.  Alabama makes music, like Lynard Skynard, not automobiles.

The drove through town, in order to stop in and pick up something to drink, as he'd forgotten to put ice in the cooler that he keeps in the trunk, so the water was warm.  "Rushing out of the house again," he shook his head, "I need to get a better alarm clock."  More alarms, that's what Arthur needs, more things to tell him that something needs to be done, and it needs to be done now.  Work, work, run, run, do, do.  The convenience store wasn't laid out in the way that most stores are, and it frustrated Arthur a bit.  "The Coca-Cola should be over here." he said to no one as he checked out the window to make sure that Emma wasn't eating the headrests.  Oh the headrests, where would Arthur put his head if Emma decided to eat them?  He brought his cola to the register, paid the $1.29 plus deposit on his Value Miles credit card, and left the store, counting the newspaper racks by the door as he went by.

Swearing at himself, he poured half of the contents of  his plastic cola bottle into a metal dog dish.  Surely if the sugary-brown water that he was drinking was good enough for him, it was good enough for his dog.  There were worse things for him, and his dog.  He could have purchased some beer, or maybe windshield washer solution, that would be a tricky situation.  This, however, was only a sticky situation.  Emma lapped up the cola quickly, spilling only a little on the center console.  The Passat had seen worse, but Arthur still wasn't pleased. "Why didn't you buy water for the dog?  Was your mind in a fog?"
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Dr. Carver opened the door to the observation room, the red glow of the hallway lights splashing onto video recording equipment left in bags by the doorway. "It's the pizza."

"The pizza?" questioned Dr. Carver's assistant, Mark Dorue, as he flipped the switch to change the main display.  The monitor went black for a moment, but came to life again with a view of the front doors of the building that they were working in.  There was no movement, just two steel doors with large windows letting the sun in.

"Yes, the pizza, the guy that delivered the pizza, apparently no one told the new receptionist that we don't order pizza here.  She gave him directions." Dr. Carver's voice didn't try to hide the fact that he was angry.

Mark just shook his head.  He'd been working with Dr. Carver for a year and a half, and he still wasn't sure what they were and weren't supposed to do.  Security was tight, especially after a random stranger stopped by to ask if he could use their bathroom ("It's an emergency of grand proportions." he said) and found a memo on that someone had left on top of the toilet paper dispenser.  Life was hard for new arrivals, and Mark felt bad for the receptionist.

"I did, however, come out of the deal with a pizza."  Dr. Carver laughed as he took a step into the room, his right hand holding a cardboard pizza box.  The scent quickly made its way around the room, and Mark's instant hunger reminded him that he'd missed lunch.  He'd been busy in the lab, freezing tissue samples for later examination, and he'd run out of time.

Dr. Carver stepped past the video equipment, and pulled a rolling chair over to the long table behind his assistant.  He set the pizza box on the table, opened it up, and then put his index finger on his forehead.  Mark figured that Dr. Carver thought that this pose made him look exactly like a scientist should, but to Mark it always looked like Dr. Carver was pointing an imaginary pistol at his receding hairline.

Mark knew what Dr. Carver was thinking, "We used the last of the plates last Wednesday, for the cupcakes." The cupcakes had been Mark's idea initially, but he never expected anyone to go along with it.  He really wasn't expecting to see his boss come in with cupcakes the next day, with multi-colored confections sprinkled on top.  It's strange, what a man will do to earn the respect of those that work for him.  Dr. Carver, not wanting to go to another room to find plates, took out his pocket knife and cut two square sections from the top of the pizza box and handed one to Mark after slapping two pieces of pizza on the brown side.

"This'll make the rest of the day go by quicker, thanks." Mark said as he lifted one of the slices to his mouth.  The time that he's been working for Dr. Carver has been weird, but these past two days have been even stranger.  He didn't expect the cupcakes, and he certainly didn't expect to be sitting with Dr. Carver, who probably hadn't been in college in over 40 years, and eating pizza like they were at a fraternity house.  Add in a couple of beers, hook the giant display up to a football game, and you have yourself Theta Chi.
Pointing a pizza crust at the main display, Dr. Carver spoke, "Anything happening that I should know about, anything good? I see you're watching the doors, was there supposed to be something coming after the pizza?"  Mark just shook his head, and gave a bit of a grunt.  There hadn't been anything exciting in weeks, maybe a month.  They'd been watching, but nothing was coming up anymore. "Well, once you're done with the pizza, you can head home.  I'm going to be sticking around, so you might as well make your way home before the traffic hits."
"Thanks, I appreciate it.  I've got a couple of things that I've been meaning to do around the house.  This'll make time for them." Mark decided against a fourth piece of pizza, he'd finish this one and go home.  He loved pizza, but he didn't like it as much as going home early.  It wasn't very early, just over an hour, but it would cut the commute time in half, which would get him home significantly earlier than he would be otherwise.
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Mark's cleaning lady had left a mop leaning up against the kitchen door, and it fell with a crash as he pushed open the door.  It spooked him a bit, but he was pretty quick to recover.  He set his briefcase down on the counter, next to the food processor that he'd been given as a housewarming present by his aunt.  In two years he'd never used the thing, and probably wouldn't even be able to figure out what he was supposed to do with it if he wanted to.  He didn't generally cook, as it's hard to cook for just one person, and there was always something easy to put together in the fridge or freezer.  He wasn't hungry today, due to the pizza, so he scooted over towards the living room to read for a bit.

He was in the middle of a sentence when he heard someone press the doorbell.  The bell didn't work anymore, but he could always here the subtle 'click' of the button being pushed as long as he was in the front room.  He didn't typically have people stopping by his house, and the few friends that he had in the area weren't the type to just stop by unannounced.  He walked to the door slowly, trying to be quiet.  He would often sneak up to the door if he was feeling like he might not want to answer it, that way whoever was on the other side wouldn't know that he was home, so they wouldn't feel like they were being rejected by a person, just by the fact that no one was home.
He looked through the peephole, and on the other side of the door was Kathy, his cleaning lady.  'Ah yes, back for the mop.' he thought as he turned the lock and opened the door.  Mark had only seen Kathy one time before this, she was always done long before he came home, and they had done the interview by phone.  Kathy's references had checked out wonderfully, the Baxters were happy with her work, the Henkels thought she was great, and the Moors couldn't be reached for comment, but Mark wasn't too worried about it. "Hey Kathy" he said, opening the door fully and reaching for the latch on the screen door.

"Sorry to bother you Mark, I forgot something here, and I was just going to stop by and get it on my way back towards the other side of town." Kathy paused, looking past Mark into the front room, it was pretty dark, so she was pretty sure that he didn't have company over, or if he did, it wasn't the kind that you'd stop to open the door while you had them over. "I didn't think you'd be home yet."
"Oh, no problem Kathy, come on in.  Or, I can run and get it for you.  Just the mop, right?" Mark had already turned around to head to the kitchen, but looked back to catch Kathy's response.  Kathy nodded, and smiled, so he went on his way.  When he got back to the front door, with mop in hand, Kathy had turned around and was looking back at her car in the driveway.  She was wearing a dark blouse with khaki shorts, even though shorts were a bit out of season now that the temperature has dropped below the seventies during most of the day.  The shorts were tight, although not overly so, and while they certainly attracted Mark's attention, there wasn't enough there to keep his eyes glued.  "Here ya go." he said when she didn't turn around right away. "Thanks for all the work."
"Oh, don't worry about it, it's what I do.  It seems like you're not home enough to mess things up very much, so it's not really that much work."  Kathy wasn't turning away yet, but Mark had a hand on the door, so she decided that he didn't have time for chatting. "So, again next week, right?  You let me know if you ever have anything specific that you need cleaned, special projects or whatever.  I have time for them at your place." She felt like she was talking just to get words out, and wasn't entirely sure why. Mark nodded, but she didn't give him time to respond. "So, I'll see you later.  Or, at least your house." she laughed and half turned towards her car.
"I'll do that." Mark replied, now leaning against the edge of the door. "Thanks again.  See ya next week."  He was pretty sure that he wouldn't see her.  He shut the door and settled down into his brown couch.  His hand went over to the end-table and found the remote control for his new television.  The surround speakers popped as the set powered up, and Mark was asleep before the first show was even half over.
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Emma sat at the end of the kitchen table, watching Arthur dig through the cupboards.  She didn't wag her tail, she didn't bark, and she didn't drool.  She wasn't nearly as active in the house as she was when she was outdoors, and Arthur was pleased with this.  He was pretty sure that he couldn't handle an inside-dog that was as crazy as Emma was outside.  He would adapt though, everyone does, it's just a matter of finding the routine that works.  What works for Arthur might not work for everyone, it was just a matter of getting things in order.  Set things straight.
"We're going to need to expand these cabinets Emma," Arthur said without looking back at the dog. "We're running out of space."  He pushed a stack of dishes back, trying to free up some space.  There's never enough space, especially since we always have a limited amount of space. No one can create more space, we just have to take it away from something else, and that's what Arthur was trying to figure out.  What space could he find to take away from something else, so he could fill the space with everything in his cupboards.  The dishwasher took up a lot of space, and he never used it, he could store things in there.

He took the stack of hand cleaned and towel dried yogurt cups from the left side of the tableware cabinet, and counted the little plastic cups. "…nine, ten, eleven, twelve. Good."  Just in case, he pulled each cup out of the stack, and placed them on the counter, only one cup to a tile, and no cups on the blue accent tiles.  He turned the labels to face away from him, so he could read the nutritional information.  He didn't believe them.  Well, he believed that they were trying to be honest, but there was no real way for them to say, definitively, that there were 130 calories in this specific cup of yogurt.  If there had been one extra raspberry in this particular cup, there would be less than 130, because raspberries don't have as many calories as the yogurt itself.  They printed lies like this every day, lies that no one cared about, lies that were 'good enough'.
Emma laid down, crossing her paws in front of her body, her eyes still stuck on Arthur. The man took each cup, and carefully placed it inside the growing stack of cups so their labels lined up.  A stack of twelve cups is just tall enough.  A stack of twelve cups feels just right.  They need to be saved for later, in case he needed to carry cut carrots in his lunch bag, or possibly a butterfly.  He could capture a butterfly and keep it in a yogurt cup if he had to.  The cups, all twelve stacks of twelve (one gross, 12*12=144, 12 o'clock, twelve), were placed in the dishwasher's top rack.

Arthur looked around the kitchen, dirty dishes sitting on the stove, in the sink, and in a pile in front of the pantry.  He'd have to wait for the right time to wash them all.  The weather report on TV that he'd seen the night before suggested that it wouldn't rain for another week.  He hoped he didn't run out of dishes.  He could use the plastic butter tub lids for plates, but if the recycling truck came early, he wouldn't be ready.  "Better to just get new plates."  He took the folded drop cloths from the drawer next to the stove and put them back over the piles of dishes.  They looked like overweight Halloween ghosts, but they were clean, and cheap, and they kept the smell down.
Emma followed Arthur as he made his way into the front room.  As he passed the thermostat Arthur ran his hand across its buttons.  It was a programmable thermostat, which made it easy for him to turn the heat down when he left the house, and back up when he planned on being there.  It was still set to 65 degrees, plenty warm for he and Emma, and it wasn't likely that he would find anyone else in the house that wanted the temperature set higher.  It saved on the gas bill too, every moment that the heater wasn't running was free, and it ensured that America wouldn't fall further into the trap of the natural gas cartel.
Adjusting the rabbit ears on his television, Arthur skipped around the local channels.  There was a news channel that he really enjoyed watching, but he couldn't seem to remember what number it was on.  He'd have to hope that he had it set on the right channel before he plugged the TV back in.  No sense turning the thing on, and finding that he'd wasted time and energy, only to bring up the wrong program.
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Elizabeth Toll wasn't much of an artist, but she found that life outside of the military required some kind of release, and her way of releasing stress was through painting.  She'd been painting since here high-school days, but never really took it seriously.  She took a couple of classes in college, on her way to a degree in electrical engineering, and while they were fun, and she leaned a lot, she didn't excel at it, and she spent most of her time in the engineering lab.  What free time she did have was spent hanging out in the Winged Dog Bar, with all the ROTC kids.  She wasn't interested in ROTC, and frankly never saw herself as they military type, but when she graduated, and couldn't find a position that paid nearly what she felt that she was worth, she looked into it further.

The United States Marines told her that they'd give her a boat load of money to pay off her student loans if she signed on for a four year stint in their little club.  She was an attractive, smart, and already had a degree in a field that the Marines could use, so they really pushed hard to get her to sign up.  It didn't take much more than the boat load of cash actually, as without that she would already have been paying over $500 monthly, and she was only looking at making about $1100 a month anyway. Those numbers didn't add up to a car, a house, and maybe children.  A cat would be nice, a nice cat, not one of those cats with one eye and a big bite taken out of their ear.

So she signed up, four years of fun, learning, exploration.  And four years of sleeping in makeshift buildings with sand everywhere.  Sand, everywhere.  You can't keep sand out of equipment when you're in the desert, and they spent all of their time in the desert.  Back in the desert you never knew what was going to work and what wasn't.  Every time you picked up a power tool, or started up a computer, something could lock up.  Sand was in everything, and they didn't tell you that in the promotional videos.
They also didn't tell her that she would meet, and lose, the man she loved.

So she was painting.  Painting on a Sunday, as was her regular schedule.  She never knew what she was going to paint until she got to the easel, and even then she only had the slightest of hints.  She would just paint whatever came to her.  The brushes, as clichéd as it sounded, always seemed to take on a life of their own, and they told her where to go.  Today she was painting a scene of a young father and a mother, in their mid-twenties, sitting and talking.  The mother had their baby in her lap, nursing the child to sleep.  The father was sitting in a chair nearby, his head in his hands. It was clear that they'd been discussing something sad, but not tragic.  The father seemed to be more emotional about it than the mother, but she couldn't tell what they were upset about.  She might never know, there was really no way of finding out.  The brushes just made their way across the canvas, and the people formed.
Painting was so different from her work, from her real job.  She never got to paint, or do anything as beautiful when she was working.  There weren't opportunities to leave the brain behind and just go, just let whatever it is that you're working on flow in front of you.  Liz, as everyone called her, wanted more freedom with her job.  She wanted to be able to confront engineering problems like she did painting.  Don't carry the baggage of previous issues, don't worry about getting everything 'just right', it'll all work out for the best in the end.  There'll be mistakes, but those mistakes won't cost the lives of hundreds, they might even make the place look better, give it a good artsy feeling.

With a flick of the small brush she gave the father eyebrows, finishing off his face.  Liz stepped back from the painting, and realized that she just might know that face.  What strange memory had her brain pulled from nowhere, and brought onto this stretched canvas?  Her brow crinkled, trying to find the connection, synapses fired and realigned the brain chemistry, she was switching, and she knew it because she could feel it. She was switching to engineering mode, her artistic brain was waving good-bye for the day, and her disciplined, orderly mind was taking over.

She gasped as she recognized the face on the father.  That was Arthur, the man she'd loved in the Persian Gulf.  That was Arthur with a woman, and a baby, and she couldn't tell if the woman was herself.
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Mark stumbled as he stood up, nearly falling into the couch when he lost his balance.  The remote was still in his hand, but the TV had turned off.  That's a smart TV, he thought, can't have intelligent people in the government, but we can have a TV that knows how to turn itself off when you're not watching.  He thought about turning the TV back on, just to show it who was boss, but he decided against it after taking a look at the clock.  It was 2:30am; he'd been sleeping for about eight hours, more than he normally gets to sleep at night.  The ache in his back wasn't making moving easy, and the fact that every light was off in the house didn't really help.
He dragged his feet over to the nearest lamp, not wanting to step on something that would cause him to lose his balance.  He pulled the cord and created a warm glow from the incandescent bulb.  As if to check on the status of the house, he looked around the room.  He found nothing out of place, so he went to the bathroom.  He checked out his face in the mirror, taking a quick look at his ears and nose for stray hairs.  One could never be to vigilant in the upkeep of one's ear and nose hairs.  Take care of them before others notice them, that's was Mark's way.

He sat down on the toilet and pulled a magazine out of the basket sitting next to him, but decided to get a different one, because he'd recently read the articles in May's issue of Consumer Reports.  Picking up the February issue because the cover showed a close up of a man brushing his teeth, he thumbed through the back pages.  Inside the magazine, placed just between reviews of the Honda Accord and the Toyota Camry was a folded piece of paper.  He recognized the paper immediately as something from work, because they used a special texture of paper, because their printer was so weird.  That's what he'd been told anyway, it didn't make much sense to him, but he didn't ever question it because he had no reason to do so.
The paper was something that he'd picked up from a desk at work to use as a bookmark for just a moment, but apparently had forgotten about it and taken it home.  He unfolded the page and took a look.  It was clear right away that this wasn't something that he printed, because it didn't have his username tagged into the header, as all of their documents did.  The footer said that this was printed by Dr. Carver, and it had a couple of scribbles on it that Mark recognized as his boss' doodles.

To: Gen. Faulden 

Fr: Dr. G. Carver - Operational Surveillance

Re: Arthur <last name>: PTSD - OCD - Complete

We've had no evidence in the past week (7 days) that A.<last name> has had any significant impact from the procedures.  Surveillance will continue until such a time as this unit is needed for another position.

Dr. G. Carver (signed)

Procedures? Mark thought as he dropped the magazine quietly back into the basket and held on to the piece of paper. He hadn't been told that there had been any attempt to cure the subject of his obsessive compulsive traits, but he hadn't really been told about much.  He signed on as a research assistant, and has had the opportunity to run surveillance for Dr. Carver, but no one ever really told him what was going on.  Back in orientation they had said something, probably something important, but it was hard to remember now, because he wasn't ever really paying attention in those classes anyway.

Maybe he could try to slip a few more papers off the main table and into his briefcase to take a look at when he was home.   Knowing more about what was going on would mean that he could write that on his resume, and it would impress future employers to know that Mark was always looking for new ways to learn on his job.  Although, he wasn't so sure that they'd be happy to learn that he was bringing home 'technically' confidential papers, even if he hadn't done it intentionally.

Mark stood up and flushed the toilet.  He thought for a moment about dropping the paper into the toilet as the water spun away.  He could drop it, and the paper would be gone, gone somewhere, who knows where?  He didn't though, as the novelty of having a banned sheet of paper in his home made him feel sneaky, like a spy, like James Bond.  Mark Bond 007, stealing office documents from wherever he happens to be, and selling them to the Russians to make bombs.  That's what he'll do, start the cold war again, just because he wanted the thrill of stealing a couple of papers.
He stepped back into the kitchen, shutting the bathroom door behind him, and dropped the paper into one of the empty kitchen drawers.  A single man living in a house intended to support three or more made for empty kitchen drawers, just how many pot holders is he expected to own?  The paper folded back onto itself as it rested in the drawer.  He shut it with more force than was necessary, and the drawer slapped back into place.  Mark stretched his arms above his head, and then decided that it was time to go to sleep, but this time in his bed.
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The room was significantly brighter when General Faulden flipped on the second row of switches.  Dr. Carver preferred working in a dimmed environment while watching display monitors, so when Mark wasn't around he would always only have on one of the big banks of fluorescent lights.  General Faulden could do what he wished though, this was his operation, regardless of who owned the building, he was paying the bills, at least for the past five months, and as long as everything went well, for the next month too.  Selling his scientific soul to the military was much easier to take when it only had to be done in six month increments.

"Evening Dr. Carver," the General's rumbling voice cut through the quiet hum of computers like the extra lights had cut the dim. "We're just about out of the woods, eh?  This next week is the saturation date, correct?" He walked across the room as he spoke, starting the conversation before he was in normal conversation range.
"General Faulden," Dr. Carver replied with a slight nod. "Everything is pointing that way.  The subject is progressing as expected, with little variation from the simulations.  He should be reaching saturation by the end of this week." Faulden heard the small amount of uncertainty in Dr. Carver's statement, he'd been listening to people all his life, so he was quicker than most at really understanding what was being said, and what was being left out.  Carver continued, "There haven't been any interruptions to his progress.  He's seen no one that he knew from the war, we had a team sweep the house as recently as two days ago to ensure that there weren't any photographs or other things that could trigger his memory.  They came up with nothing.  He's on schedule."  Carver was pushing it a little bit, and he knew it. Not everything had gone perfectly, but nothing was big enough to mention to General Faulden, not with the operating money for the next month on the line.  The military was paying him more than double what the lab generally took in, and to find another client in such a short time would be impossible, Carver needed to keep the Marine as long as he possibly could.
"Excellent, Carver.  Did the sweep team come up with anything at all?" Dr. Carver shook his head, "Good.  Could you bring him up now?" Faulden looked over at the main monitor, which currently was displaying a chart of a subject's caloric intake over the past week.  The chart showed a steady decline in calories over the week, starting from about 1800 calories a day, dropping to just over 1300 by the end of the week. Carver turned back around to face the keyboard and punched the F3 key.  The main display quivered and then switched to a picture of a regular looking male in his early forties lying fully dressed on a bed.  A German Shepard was lying next to him, curled up in a furry ball by his right arm.
"He's been taking frequent naps, as we expected.  As he eats less he'll sleeping more, as his body will want to shut down to conserve energy.  By saturation, he'll probably be sleeping seventeen hours a day." Dr. Carver was proud of this, as it had gone exactly as he had expected it.  The drugs had increased his appetite at first, but once the therapy had started it all kicked in, and he was eating less.  This man would be sleeping most of each day very soon, and that would keep the Marines happy.
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Emma stirred, chasing after something in a dream, and woke Arthur.  He was slow to fully come out of sleep, and to figure out that it was his dog that had kicked him awake.  He slid slightly to the left, trying to avoid the dog's excited limbs.  Without fully removing himself from the bed he wasn't sure he could find a space that was fully safe because the dog was substantially large, and the bed wasn't.  He could wake her up, but that wouldn't be very nice.  She didn't mean to wake him up, there's no use in going for the eye-for-an-eye bit right now.
He slid off to the side of bed and dropped his feet to the floor.  The wood floors of his house were cold, even though he'd set the thermostat up another degree.  He used to have the heat set to 68 degrees, but recently he's been a bit chilly, so he moved it up to 69, and then earlier today it was still too cold, so he bumped it up to 70.  It was probably the medication changing his body, making his internal temperature lower, so he needed more help from the furnace.  It was a good furnace, he could trust it with the job.  Good filters too, that makes a difference.  You need to get good filters, and change them often.  Maybe I should change it today, he thought as he slipped on his socks, and made his way to the bathroom.
The reflection in the mirror was thin, thinner than he remembered being. It's all that diarrhea that I've been having.  Food goes right through me. He opened up the medicine cabinet, clean rows of medicine, toothpaste, deodorant, saline solution, and various other little jars and tubes and bottles stared back at him.  Everything had a place, and nothing leaned on anything else.

He took out the third item in on the middle shelf, a squat pill-bottle which rattled as if there were just a few pills left.  He looked on the side of the bottle, his eyes scanning the labels that he'd already read at least a hundred times before.  Just like all the other times, he didn't find a reference to weight loss or diarrhea.  "Must be just me," he mumbled to himself, pulling the cap off and dropping one of the large orange pills into his hand.

The paper cup on the edge of the sink was turned upside down, and Arthur examined the cup, leaning down to make sure he could make out the markings on the bottom of the cup.  There were already three marks, which meant that the cup had to be set aside.  He dropped the cup into one of the four baskets next to the vanity, and leaned over to pick up a cup from another basket.  He pulled out a curly chest hair that had clung to the lip of the cup, and then turned the it over.  Two marks, it's good for pill taking.

Arthur turned the cold water tap, and filled the cup to nearly overflowing.  He popped the orange pill into his mouth and quickly drank down the six cold ounces.

CHAPTER 2

=9=

The traffic hadn't been much worse than it ever was, but Mark just wasn't able to get to the lab on time.  He'd been a little late getting out of the house, his toaster had decided that the 'light' setting was really more about turning your bread into a brick than toasting your bread.  He pulled into the garage at 8:03am, which would end up getting him into the office at about a quarter after.  He'd have to park, go through the security check, and then make his way up to the back of the second floor.  If Dr. Carver was there, and he typically was at this time, even when he'd stayed late, things could be unpleasant.  Carvey, as Mark sometimes referred to him in his own head, wouldn't reprimand him for being late, but he had a special affinity for giving the professional cold shoulder, and that would make the workday longer than it needed to be.

There weren't many cars in the garage today, and there never really was a problem getting a space, the garage was much bigger than the lab needed.  He pulled in next to a Cadillac, and got out of the car.  As he walked over to the main doorway from the garage, he noticed that the van that the sweep teams used was gone. Two sweeps in one week was very odd, they'd only done one sweep a month since he'd been here.  It could have something to do with getting to the end of the prescription schedule, or they might have found something the other day.  Or, Dr. Carver could be worried that something might come up that would threaten the funding for next month.  Working in the sciences meant that you had to always be on the dole, you needed to fight to keep the money that was promised, and you had to always be on the lookout for more funding.

Mark's security check was as bland as ever, and the guard, Leonard Stills, showed as little interest as ever.  If he was like this with everyone, and Mark could only hope that he wasn't, it could be pretty easy to slip a weapon into the building.  Not that anyone would have any reason to, even if the public knew that the building was in use.  They'd kept the abandoned warehouse look of the outside of the building, in order to try to keep passersby from stopping by to use the bathroom.  Mark was pretty sure they had other reasons as well.

The main office door was closed, which wasn't too odd, sometimes Carvey would keep the door shut if he was listening to an opera.  He kept a record player in the room, and would bring in LPs from his collection every now and then.  The last opera had been Borodin's "Prince Igor", which was surprisingly good, even for someone that wasn't into opera, or classical music in any sense.  A quick listen at the door told him that there wasn't an opera planned for today, so he turned the handle and stepped in.

Dr. Carver wasn't there, and it looked like no one else had been in the office yet this morning.  There weren't many people that used this office, just Dr. Carver, Leslie Morgan, the statistician, and Daniel Chilton, the guy that delivered the data back and forth between different parts of the lab.  As Mark hung up his coat, he spied a note taped to his chair.

Mark-

I'll be out of the office for most of the day today.  The General and I had quite a talk last night, and while everything worked out for the better in the end, I'm not sure I have the energy to make it in until I've had a lot of sleep.  Check camera five for sync, something happened to it again last night, and I told the sweep leader that they might have to replace it.  If you get a moment, drop the newest charts into the file, I didn't get a chance to finish that up last night.

-Dr. G. Carver (signed)
-Mark should find Arthur's 'intake' file with a video showing him as the depressed (informed) non-ocd man that he is.  He'll have listed Liz as an emergency contact.
