
EPISODE 1

Saddleback Mountain, Maine

Amanda Warren’s big green eyes were clouded with fear as the Jeep Cherokee descended the steep snow-slick highway leading down the slope of Saddleback Mountain.

There was a layer of ice under the snow, and every time she hit the brakes the car fishtailed violently.  The wind was whipping the snow directly into the windshield and she could barely see the road ahead.  

She knew she was losing control.  Of both the car and herself.

She shoved an errant strand of wheat-colored hair back from her pale face, determined to get through this.  She couldn’t crash and kill herself, and the baby even now moving in her womb.

Sucking in a deep calming breath, Amanda turned the wheel again slightly.  The speedometer inched down, but not much.  She was headed toward the inside of the highway, angling straight at the rocky embankment that rose up like a wall from the shoulder of the road.

Just before the car careened into the side of the mountain, Amanda yanked the wheel right again.  The car lurched across the highway toward the edge of the cliff on the other side.  A surge of adrenaline flooded through her as she pulled the wheel left once more.  

“Just keep it on the road, Amanda,” she told herself, her body rigid as steel against the seat.  

She tried to straighten the front wheels but the Jeep just seemed to fishtail all the more.  All she could do now was try and keep up with the car’s motion as it careened first one way, then the other, ricocheting off the snowbanks on the shoulders.  

She knew she couldn’t hold the Jeep on the road much longer.  “Dear Lord,” she prayed aloud, “please keep my baby safe.”  

The car rocked madly on through the snow.  Amanda thought about her baby, and how she’d considered not even driving up to the vacation cabin in Maine for two precious days alone.  Now she wished she’d listened to her intuition.  

A moment later the right rear tire went off the edge of the pavement, and she pulled the wheel sharply to the left.  The Jeep skidded and began spinning in circles.  She saw snow-draped pine trees whipping by the windows and felt the bile rise in her throat.

She only had a week to go before her baby was due.  This can’t be happening!  Not now!  She took her hands off the wheel and covered her stomach, protecting her unborn child.

Then the car left the road, slicing through the snowbank and the guard rail behind it.

“Noooo!” Amanda screamed as the airbags inflated, pinning her back against the seat.  She could feel the car sliding down the cliffside now, ricocheting off rocks, flattening small trees.

Down, down, gathering speed by the second, the raucous sound of metal tearing and bending all but deafening her.  The Jeep side-swiped a boulder and flipped over and began sliding on its top.  She was hanging upside down now, suspended by her seatbelt, the cruel cloth strip cutting into her belly.  

My baby!  She yanked the belt away and held it out from her body, her arms aching.

The car lurched a final time and came to rest on its roof.  Amanda’s head bounced hard off the window and she was knocked semiconscious.  For a moment she was a little girl again, hanging by her knees from the monkey bars at school.

Then the acrid smell of hot oil dripping from the engine brought her back to the present and she realized she was suspended in mid-air by her seatbelt.  It was hurting her terribly, cutting into her stomach.  She had to find the button that unlocked the belt!

Amanda slid her hand down the webbing and felt the plastic release mechanism.  She held her other hand out to break her fall, then stabbed the button.  The belt snapped open and she fell heavily to the inside of the roof.

She groaned and lay still, too dazed to think.  Instinctively, her hands went to her stomach.  It felt hard and still.  

“Please God,” she begged aloud.  “Don’t let my baby die!”

EPISODE 2

Saddleback Mountain, Maine

Amanda Warren felt a warm trickle cascade down her cheek from her forehead.  For a few seconds she thought it was sweat--until she remembered hitting the window as the car rolled down the side of the mountain.  She brought her hand up and gingerly probed the wound.  The gash was several inches across, and oozing sticky blood.

Amanda was suddenly very tired.  Shock, she knew.  Not that knowing helped.  Despite the fact that she was now shivering violently from the intense cold, she could hardly keep her eyes open.  She couldn't let herself sink into unconsciousness.  She had to get out of the car or she’d surely freeze to death.

She struggled into a sitting position, her mind fighting to focus as she teetered on the brink of consciousness.  Was her unborn baby all right?  She pressed her belly where the baby's head was.  There was no movement.  

"Lilly?"

Lilly was an active baby, but after a moment of panic, Amanda was able to convince herself that her child was asleep in her womb.  "Don't know how you could sleep at a time like this," she murmured, half-joking.  

The blood had dripped down into her eyes now.  She needed the tissues in her purse.  Her purse!  She had a cell phone inside.  She could call for help!  Her purse had been on the seat beside her.  It should have dropped down to the roof.  Unable to see, she used her hand to explore around her.

"Owww!" she cried as she pricked her fingers painfully on the sharp shards of glass sticking up out of the shattered windshield.  The glass had imploded into the car and was lying across the front of the roof.  Then she touched something silky.  Her scarf.  She used it to wipe the blood from her eyes.

When she finished she blinked and looked around.  At first all she could see was the flattened windshield.  Then she glimpsed the clasp of her purse reflecting up through the spider-webbed glass. 

She managed to get her fingers around the strap and pulled with all her might.  The purse barely moved an inch.  She pulled again.  And again.  Two more tugs and the purse popped out from under the windshield.

The effort nearly wiped Amanda out.  She sat back against the doorframe to catch her breath.  As she rested, her mind drifted and she realized that her head injury was worse than she'd first thought.

If she didn't keep moving she would fall asleep.  Maybe forever.  She struggled to sit up again.  She could see that the Jeep doors were crushed inward.  She'd never get one open.  Not that she had the strength to try.

For a moment a weary hopelessness set in, and Amanda longed to lie down and slip into blissful sleep.  Then she thought about her unborn child and a new wave of adrenaline surged through her.  

She would not give up.  She would not die, not now.  Not after all that she'd been through.  Not when she was so close to having the child she’d always wanted.  She just needed to rest a minute.

She had decided that after Lilly was born she would leave her husband, Reggie, for good.  She'd put some money aside and she was ready to make her move.  She had to disappear to protect her baby.

“I promise you, Lilly, we’ll get out of this,” she murmured, fighting the waves of unconsciousness breaking over her.  “We’ll disappear where no one can find us.  Just the two of us.  We’ll be free, Lilly. Free.”

EPISODE 3

Saddleback Mountain, Maine

As Amanda lay semiconscious in her wrecked Jeep, jumbled thoughts of her past drifted through her mind.  Thoughts of how she'd gotten here, to the edge of death, when she had seeking safety and happiness.

She pictured herself as a young girl, enduring one beauty pageant after another.  Smiling, always smiling. Even when her feet were throbbing from standing in high heels, and the endless pairs of eyes on her made young Mandy feel like curling up in a dark corner and weeping.  Mama never seemed to notice her fear.  Mama didn't feel fear, and refused to let Mandy feel any, either.

 Now Amanda saw herself a few years later, standing up to her mother for the first time.  Refusing to continue on the pageant circuit, despite Mama's dreams of having a Miss Rhode Island for a daughter. But not long after that...was it months or years or days, they all seemed to be running together?...Amanda was holding Mama's hand and apologizing.  The older woman was in the hospital, undergoing painful chemotherapy, and no loyal daughter could refuse her dying mother's request.  Just one more contest, Mandy.  Just one more...
Her mother's death had caused an unending parade of conflicting emotions in young Amanda. Overwhelming grief at having lost her parent, but also a bittersweet relief at finally being able to put away the makeup and teased hair and sequins.  In their place was a waitress uniform.  Amanda was now working two jobs -- at a diner and a catering firm -- having given up high school in order to help Daddy pay the medical bills. 

Even half-conscious, with the wound on her forehead pulsing with pain, Amanda could still remember the thrill she'd felt when she first spotted Senator Reginald Warren at the catered event. Resplendent in his tuxedo, Reggie had looked every inch the dashing knight in shining armor...and had performed in that capacity when an exhausted, flustered Amanda spilled a tray of drinks onto the floor. 

How charming he'd been then, defending her against her boss's anger.  Taking his jacket off and covering her wine-soaked uniform with the black silk that must have cost him thousands.  Of course, it made for wonderful photographs -- handsome young politician rescuing the downtrodden waitress -- but Amanda could only see the hazel of his eyes, the gentleness of his smile.  

She was flattered by his attentions, and gradually they spent more time together. He encouraged her to get her GED, to learn about the world of politics and art and literature...his world.  Soon, he asked her to join his world, permanently.

Next she saw herself staring into those sparkling eyes at their wedding day, with all of Newport's most powerful families (and Reggie's political allies) in attendance. Amanda had glanced at the crowd and wished that her father could have been there. But by then, Daddy--like Mama--had died.  Amanda was alone, with only Reggie for family.  And eventually, the delight in Reggie's eyes died too. 

Her memories now took her to a dinner party, where Reggie had invited several influential donors. Amanda had been painfully shy, afraid of saying the wrong thing, and Reggie encouraged her to keep silent. "Your role is to look pretty," he'd whispered with a mocking grin. "Mine is to rake in the dollars."  He'd been joking...so she thought.

The jokes became more frequent, and more cutting.  At the time, Reggie was getting more powerful in the senate, and his cleverness and skill at manipulation brought him to the position of speaker of the Rhode Island legislature.  He had little patience for a wife who'd once brought him the working class vote.  Impatience turned to anger.  His insults were punctuated with the pounding of a fist on a table. Then the fist was raised against her.   He apologized...but it happened again.  And then again.

Fortunately, he was now on the campaign trail for governor, and it took him away from home more and more often. Amanda was left alone in their house, wondering how she could have been so naïve.

The sharpest memory of all, as Amanda lay in her wrecked Jeep, was that of learning she was pregnant.  An indescribable joy, followed swiftly by overwhelming panic.  Amanda could not let her child become a pawn in Reggie's latest political scheme.  Worse, she couldn't risk that the baby might run afoul of Reggie's increasing anger.

Amanda would not subject Lilly to a life like that.  She’d made up her mind that as soon as she’d had the baby she’d leave Reggie for good, and make a life for herself and Lilly far from the reach of her controlling husband.

And now, so close to the culmination of her pregnancy, Amanda had lost control altogether. Of her car, of her life...possibly of her baby's very existence.

The thought made bile rise to Amanda's mouth, which she swallowed.  She had to save Lilly--she had to save them both.  She reached into her purse for her cell phone and slowly pressed in 9-1-1.  

The screen lit up and two words appeared: CALL FAILED.

She closed her eyes a moment and fought for composure, then hit the Zero button for the operator.  Again the CALL FAILED message appeared on the tiny screen.

"Oh God!" she moaned, panic creeping in now.  "How are we ever going to get out of here?"

Amanda felt herself falling into a dark abyss.  She struggled to stay alert as tears rolled down her face, mingling with the blood on her cheek and sending pink-red rivulets cascading off her chin.

The snowflakes continued to fall softly outside.  It was so deceptively peaceful - like being inside one of those small glass globes you shake to make the flakes fly - that despite Amanda’s struggle to keep alert she drifted toward the twilight world that beckoned her.

The phone dropped from her hand and she murmured drowsily, “Lilly, please move.  Please help mommy stay awake.”

But there was still no movement.

EPISODE 4

Saddleback Mountain, Maine

Maine State Trooper Oren Brubaker knew what had happened the moment he spotted the shattered guardrail ahead.  A car had gone over the cliff during the snow storm that had stopped only minutes before.

He picked up the microphone for the cruiser’s two-way police radio.  “Car five-one-four to dispatch.  You there, Sally?”

The local state police substation was small and the personnel were all on a first-name basis.

“Go ahead, Oren.”

“I’m on Saddleback Mountain two miles east of Badger Pass.  Looks like a car’s gone through the guardrail.  I’m stopping to investigate.  Stand by, will ya, Sally?  I may need some help out here.”

“I’ll stand by, Oren.”

Brubaker parked on the shoulder, grabbed a pair of binoculars and walked forward to the gap in the guardrail.

There were maroon paint scrapes on the twisted metal and he could plainly see a swath of furrowed snow and flattened saplings leading downward.  Then he caught a glint of light off a glass surface far below and he brought his binoculars up to his eyes.

There!  Hanging precariously on a ledge halfway down the cliff.  It was an SUV, a Jeep Cherokee by the look of the grill.  The vehicle was badly banged up, but the passenger compartment hadn’t been crushed.  

There could be survivors.

Brubaker activated his shoulder mike.  “Brubaker to dispatch.”

“Go ahead, Oren.”

“It’s a car over the side alright.  I’m going to need paramedics and a med-evac helicopter out here.”

“On the way.”

“I’m going down, Sally.”

“Maybe you should wait for some help, Oren.”

“Can’t.  There might be someone still alive down there.  If I wait, they could bleed to death, or die of hypothermia."

“Be careful, Oren.  And keep your radio on.”

“Will do.”

Brubaker retrieved a long nylon emergency line from the trunk of his police cruiser and tied one end to a guard post.  He’d been trained in mountain rescues, and knew how to rappel down the cliff.

He took a deep breath to steady his nerves, then began to work his way down the cliff face.  The snow covering made the steep slope even more treacherous, and several times his feet went out from under him, slamming his body painfully against the rocks.

Finally, his knees and elbows bruised and raw, he reached the Jeep.  The car was resting on its roof, the windows so fogged up that he couldn’t see inside.

“Anybody in there?” He yelled out.

There was no answer.

He untied the rope and crawled cautiously forward through the snow on his hands and knees.  The ledge was barely wider than the Jeep, and he knew that any sudden movement could start the car sliding down the mountain again.

“Oren, you all right?” the voice of the dispatcher crackled from the small speaker just under his neck.

“Yeah, I’m at the car.”

“Anybody alive?”

“Don’t know yet.  Hang on.”

He could see that the windshield had imploded inward and he made his way around to the front of the Jeep.  There was a body inside, a woman by the look of her long hair.

“Miss!  Miss, Can you hear me?”

There was no answer.  

He stretched across the shattered windshield and managed to reach one of her wrists.  She had a pulse.  She was alive!  Then he noticed her bulging middle.  Oh, God, he groaned inside.  She’s pregnant.  At least eight, maybe nine months. 

He had to get her out of the car.  He took off his gunbelt and slid through the windshield opening on his chest.  He could feel the jagged glass ripping through his uniform shirt and gouging his skin.  

The car began to rock and he stopped dead, his heart hammering in his ears.  The motion finally stopped and he slithered froward again until he could reach her arms.  He got a firm grip on her wrists and began backing out slowly, pulling her after him, scared to death the car would begin sliding again.  

Another few feet.  Almost there.  As the weight of the woman’s body came free of the car, the Jeep began to teeter.  Brubaker grabbed her under the arms and scrambled back against the cliff face a moment before the car slid over the edge.  

He could hear the Jeep banging off rocks and trees as it plunged downward, then a tremendous explosion erupted from below as the car slammed into the bottom of the gorge and the gas tank burst into flames.

As he gently laid the woman on her back in the snow, her legs suddenly jerked upward toward her abdomen.  Brubaker had been in the delivery room when all three of his children were born.  He knew contractions when he saw them.

He activated his radio mike.  “Sally, you there?”

“Go ahead, Oren.”

“One victim in the car.  Female in her late twenties.  She’s alive, but not responding.  And she’s pregnant.  Very pregnant.”

“The paramedics are on the way.”

“Tell them to hurry, Sally.  If we don’t get this woman out of here quick, I’m going to be delivering a baby on the side of Saddleback Mountain.”

*****

EPISODE 5

Saddleback Mountain, Maine


The med-evac helicopter carrying Amanda Warren lifted off Saddleback Mountain and swooped south toward the trauma center at Portland, Maine General Hospital 200 miles away.


The flight physician finished bandaging Amanda’s head and gave the nurse on board a worried look.  “She took a nasty blow to the head.  She’s in a deep coma.”


The nurse nodded and placed a stethoscope against Amanda’s bulging abdomen.  A moment later she straightened and removed the instrument from her ears.  “I’m getting a very weak fetal heart beat.  The baby might not make it.”


Amanda suddenly moaned and thrashed her arms, and the nurse leaned forward and stroked her forehead soothingly.  “It’s almost as if she’s having a bad dream.”


The physician nodded.  “That’s quite possible.  We know from brain wave activity that coma victims often have vivid dreams.”


“I wonder what she’s dreaming,” the nurse said softly.

***

Amanda couldn’t understand how her newborn baby could walk - much less run - but somehow Lilly was keeping ahead of her, just out of reach.

They were in some sort of a tunnel with a thick mist or fog swirling all around them.  The vapor parted for a fleeting moment and Amanda could see that Lilly wasn’t running - she was floating.  How could that be?  

“Lilly, please stop,” she called out plaintively.  “Mommy needs you.”

Lilly looked back and smiled.  How beautiful she was with her blonde curls and big blue eyes.  Amanda’s arms ached to hold her baby, to nurse her at her breast.  Why was this happening?

“Lilly, where are you going?” she cried out.

“I have to go,” the little girl called out in a voice as lilting as a silver bell.  “Goodbye.  Goodbye mommy!”

Then the fog closed between them and Lilly was suddenly gone.

*****

EPISODE 6

Portland General Hospital, Maine

“I’m not getting a fetal heartbeat,” the pediatric nurse said as the trauma center medical team worked over the still-comatose Amanda Warren.

“We’re going to have to do a C-section,” the head physician said as he stitched up the wound in Amanda’s head.  “Has her husband arrived yet?”

“No.  He’s the speaker of the Rhode Island House of Representatives.  He’s on his way from Providence.”

The doctor’s eyebrow’s arched as he tied off the last stitch.  “House speaker, huh.  What’s his name?”

“Reginald Warren.”

“I’ve heard of him.  I believe he’s running for governor down there.”

“He should be here in about twenty minutes.  Are you going to wait for him to sign a consent?”

“No.  If we’re going to have any chance at all to save the baby we’ve got to go in now.  Prepare her for a Caesarian.”

*****

EPISODE 7

Portland General Hospital, Maine

Rhode Island House Speaker Reginald Warren paced the hospital waiting room in furious frustration.  The doctors had told him only that his wife was in serious but stable condition.  At the moment, the chief medical concern was to try to save their baby.

Reggie scowled to himself.  Their baby. He wasn't at all sure of that. He and Amanda hadn't made love regularly for some time, and not at all since that one night he'd come home, drunk from the fundraiser... 

He sighed at the vague memory, but pushed the uncomfortable guilt away as he concentrated on his reflection in the window.  Old before his time.  The gray at his temples seemed to increase every week, thanks to added pressure and a hectic schedule that he both relished and dreaded.  He was still handsome; still able to charm the women on the campaign trail while engendering admiration in the men.  But his youth was fleeing him.

Just like Amanda.

She'd fled him a long time ago.  No, this baby wasn't theirs.  Amanda had almost certainly been sleeping with some young stud for a while.  Probably someone her own class and background...someone just as ambitious, grasping and ungrateful as she'd been.

Running a hand through his thick hair, Reggie shook his head.  Even with his anger, he knew that Amanda hadn't been any of those things. But it made it easier to think of her this way.  Easier to explain his own behavior.  Easier to say goodbye, if the worst happened and Amanda died on that operating table...

He cringed inwardly.  What was he saying?  Amanda couldn't die.  Better for the baby to die--then he wouldn't be saddled with another man's bastard!  Why couldn't it just have died in the accident?
He felt a pang of guilt at the thought of wanting the baby dead.  What was he becoming?  Was his drive for political power deadening the morals values he’d once held dear?

His marriage had already been consumed by the fires of ambition burning within him.  Had his soul also turned to ashes?

***

Two floors above the pacing Reginald Warren, pediatric nurse Pat Moreland straightened above the still form of the newborn infant.  She had been so sure the baby was going to make it.  She hated giving up the fight, and felt once more for a pulse that wasn’t there before covering up the lifeless body.

Having more than thirty years of pediatric nursing under her belt had not made her immune when they lost a little one.  All her years of experience didn’t make an iota of difference--not in Pat Moreland’s heart of hearts--and a heavy sadness filled the nurse as she closed the door and walked out into the hospital corridor.

She had been so sure, she thought again, and stood outside the door for a moment to whisper a quiet prayer.

“You okay, Pat?”

The voice of John Baker, one of the old-time orderlies, ended her prayer and she silently crossed herself.

“Oh, hello, John, yes.  We lost a baby a while ago.”

“Damn.  Sorry about that.  A pity, I know, Pat, but it happens.”

“Dr. Talbot didn’t think the child ever really had a chance.  Said it was a classic case of Placenta Abruptis.”

“Isn’t that when the placenta pulls away from the womb wall?” John asked.

“Yes, her mother was in a terrible automobile accident.”

“Probably happened then,” the orderly said.

“Yes, but I was so certain she was going to make it.  Even thought I got a faint heartbeat after the doctor delivered her.”

“Dr. Talbot's a fine doctor, Pat.  You must have been mistaken."

The nurse’s face was pensive.  “I read in the literature that in cases where the placenta is separated from the womb, the fetus can be in such deep shock that the infant appears stillborn.  But the child can often be resuscitated.  Some babies even revive unattended.”

John frowned.  “Well, Dr. Talbot’s been delivering babies for ten years.  Don’t you think he would know when a baby’s dead?”

“I suppose you’re right, John, but he was distracted for a few minutes when Dr. Cummings asked him to help with a multiple birth in the next delivery room.”

“Pat, I don’t think a doctor - ‘specially one as fine as our Dr. Talbot - could make such a fundamental mistake.  Do you?”

“I was just so sure the baby was going to make it.”

“I know you, Pat.  You never like to give up, but it’s the unfortunate part of our jobs that goes with the territory.  Come on, let’s go to the cafeteria and I’ll buy you a cup of coffee.”

*****

EPISODE 8

Portland General Hospital, Maine

Obstetrician Seymour Talbot didn’t have to ask which of the three men in the waiting room was Senator Reginald Warren.  He’d seen the 42-year-old lawmaker on television just that morning and he recognized the graying, red-complected senator immediately.

“Senator Warren, I’m Dr. Talbot, the obstetrician who’s been attending your wife.”

The senator extended his hand.  “How do you do, doctor?”  He gestured with his jaw toward a heavy-set, florid-faced man in a baggy suit standing next to him,  “This is my associate, Larry Parker."  After the doctor acknowledged the introduction, Reggie cleared his throat.  "How is she?" 

“She’s stable, but still in a deep coma.  Senator, I’m afraid we couldn’t save your baby.”

Reggie stared at him, his face numb.  “It’s dead?”

"Yes, perhaps you didn't know...it was a daughter.  I'm sorry for your loss--"

“When will my wife come out of the coma?"

The doctor seemed taken aback by Reggie's abruptness.  "There’s no way of telling.  She’s under the care of one of our top neurologists.  I suggest you speak with him about the specifics of her condition.”

“I intend to.”  The senator walked a few feet away, his gaze distracted.  "What--what happens to the baby?"

"She'll be moved to the morgue.  If you'd like to see her, it might be a comfort to you--"

"No."  Reggie grimaced.  "I don't think so."

"I know it might be difficult, but I've found that closure--"

"I said no."  Reggie shook his head.  "I don't see what purpose it would serve.  She's dead.  I don't really feel the need to--"

The look on the doctor's face halted Reggie's words.  Aware of how he must sound, Reggie raised his hands apologetically.  "I'm sorry.  I'm not--I'm not thinking straight," he said with a heavy exhalation. "I've gotten no sleep, and this whole thing has made me sick.  I can only imagine what you must think of me."

"That's quite all right, Senator. There's no right or wrong at a time like this."

"Thank you," the younger man said with emphatic sincerity. "I appreciate everything you've done.  And of course I want to see her."

Dr. Talbot nodded approvingly. “Follow me, please.”

With the doctor's back facing them, Larry raised an eyebrow at Reggie. Reggie's face remained expressionless as he stepped with the doctor into the elevator. 

The obstetrician led Reggie, with Larry following, to the recovery room, nodded at the tiny blanket-wrapped corpse, and discreetly closed the door behind him.  

The senator approached the bundle feeling neither loss nor anguish.  Not even anger--his usual emotion, these days.  There was just...nothing.  Finally, after a moment's hesitation, he pulled back the blanket and looked down at the still infant.  

She had porcelain skin and a soft, wheat-colored hair at the top of her head.  

Just like Amanda.

Reggie frowned.  There was little resemblance to him.  If the baby had lived, it would undoubtedly have looked even less like him as it grew older.  At some point, the media wags would have whispered that it wasn’t his child.

And they would almost certainly have been right.

But thanks to an icy mountainside in Maine, he had escaped such speculation. The gossip and the shame -- the indignity -- of raising some other man's illegitimate child as his own...all gone. 

Now, the hot rage that he'd felt throughout Amanda's pregnancy was also gone.  There was only emptiness in its place. 

In the silence of the white room, Larry's voice from behind caught him by surprise.  

"So, what are you going to do now," the muscular man said quietly.  "You'll have to have a funeral, right?"

Turning around, Reggie scowled.  "You know the circumstances, Larry.  I hardly think it appropriate."

"With all due respect, Senator, you're not thinking.  This could be big. Photos of you grieving.  Being brave during some kind of religious ceremony.  It'd be all over the media.  The public'd eat it up."

Reggie mulled over Larry's tactless words.  Not long ago, the very notion of grieving this child would have caused bile to rise in his throat.  With this shell of dullness surrounding him, Reggie could contemplate the possibility without blowing up at Larry's outrageous suggestion.  

"Fine," he said flatly.  "Not a burial, though. Cremation.  My family prefers it."

"Whatever you say, Senator."  Larry grinned, apparently proud of himself.  "I'll call the office and get them on it."

"You do that."

Larry started out the door, leaving Reggie alone with the child.  Working his jaw, Reggie turned back to the baby, lying so still and silent on the examination table.  He peered at her face, trying to feel something.  Anything.

Suddenly Reggie grabbed hold of the edge of the counter.  And, with a sharp intake of breath, he peered closer.  

*****

EPISODE 9

Portland General Hospital, Maine

Voters would have been hard pressed to recognize the figure of Reginald Warren.  A far cry from the confident, elegant and perfectly-pressed picture he usually presented to the world, Reggie sat in Amanda's private room, slumped in the chair as he stared at his wife with weary, reddened eyes.  His hands clutched the arms of the chair, fingertips white with pressure.  

When the door opened, Reggie nearly leapt from his seat.  He spun around to find his assistant smiling at him from the doorway.

"All taken care of," Larry Parker said before Reggie could speak.  "Don't worry.  Everything's perfect."

"You must have a unique definition of 'perfect,'" Reggie muttered, not relaxing despite Larry's assurances.  "This situation--"

"--is now out of your hands.  I've arranged everything."

Swallowing, Reggie rubbed his palms together absently. "But where is she?  What happens--"

Larry held up his hand, cutting him off. "It's better for you not to know, Senator. Believe me.  Only thing that's left for you to do is show up at the funeral.  And call your parents, I guess.  I told the press already."

"The press?  What did you tell them?"

"Short but sweet.  All they know is, Mrs. Warren's in a coma and the baby died. Senator Warren's in mourning."

"But now they'll swarm all over the place. They'll ask questions, they'll--"

"They'd have done that anyway, Senator. The hospital staff's been babbling about you since your wife was sent here."

"How do you know?"

Larry smirked.  "Part of making the arrangements meant dealing with one of the interns here. I asked the right questions, he gave me the answers."  The large blond man folded his arms across his chest.  "I also told him to keep an eye out for reporters and let me know if they get too close.  He seems trustworthy."

"He'd better be."

"The guy knows what's at stake. I wouldn't sweat it."

Turning away from his assistant, Reggie gazed at Amanda's inert face.  "I wish I had your confidence."

He felt, more than heard or saw, Larry walking up to stand at his side.  "You'll feel better if you get some sleep.  Like her."

"She's not sleeping."

Larry snorted.  "I know that.  But she looks like she is."

Reggie's eyes took in Amanda's lovely, delicate profile.  She hardly looked older than the day he'd first seen her, seven years ago.  

"Hard to believe she could cause you all these problems," Larry murmured, shaking his head.  "Wouldn't it be easier if she just...you know...didn't wake up?"

Jerking his head around to glare at his assistant, Reggie almost growled: "For God's sake, be quiet!"

"You know I'm right, Senator."

"I said, shut up!  Just get the hell out of here!"

With his smirk still in place, Larry shrugged and loped his way out of the room.  Grey-faced, Reggie watched him leave, and then turned back to stare down at Amanda.  

He remained frozen, contemplating his wife for some time.

*****

EPISODE 10
Portland General Hospital

Amanda Warren's Room

Amanda heard voices.  So distant, they seemed more like the memories of voices than actual, speaking human beings.  

She was surrounded by a bleak landscape: flat, muddy grass shrouded by swirling mist.  When she walked forward, the mist parted to reveal the ground ahead -- more grass, more mud.  

Every now and then, Amanda could catch a glimpse of her daughter.  She could watch the little girl far ahead, skipping and singing a high, tuneless melody.  


But she hadn't been able to see Lilly for some time now.  Since the voices appeared.


Instinctively, Amanda moved away from them. She somehow knew that the further she was from the voices, the closer she'd be to Lilly.  Nothing was as important as finding her daughter.  Amanda knew that embracing Lilly would mean a fulfillment she'd never known before.  

Even if she never found her way out of this eerie plain, it would seem like a paradise--if Lilly were with her.

She ran faster.  She pushed herself so hard that the breath hurt her tight throat as she sucked in air.  Finally she spotted Lilly!  The tiny child's white dress fluttered in front of her like a dove's beating wings.  The wings grew larger and larger, until they were just close enough for Amanda to touch.

"Lilly," she gasped, reaching out to her daughter.  "Please slow down!  Let me catch you!"

The girl turned around, skipping backwards and laughing.  "You can't.  You can't ever catch me."

"I have to--please, sweetheart, I need to hold you!  Just once!"

Lilly shook her small blonde head.  "You have to go back."  

"No!"  Amanda cried and lunged forward.  

Somehow, Lilly flew out of her grasp, whispering something--something Amanda couldn't hear.  Why was her daughter suddenly so hard to understand?

With a sick sensation in her gut, Amanda now realized that the voices had returned.  They were loud, so loud they were crowding out Lilly's words.  She could see Lilly's perfect little lips moving, but the deep, forceful but indecipherable voices were pounding their way into Amanda's brain.  

Desperate, Amanda crushed her hands over her ears and shouted for them to stop.  "Be quiet!  Go away!"


She tried to continue running, but it was as if her feet were caught in molasses.  Every step grew more difficult, until finally Amanda could no longer move.  And as she stared with wide eyes at Lilly, her baby girl waved to her.  

"Goodbye, Mommy!  Goodbye!"


Amanda fell to her knees.  "Wait for me," she sobbed, lifting her heavy arms in an empty embrace.  "Please, Lilly, wait for me!  I'll find you!"


One moment she was crumpled onto the wet grass, weeping.  The next, her eyes flew open, and she was staring up into a bright light. 


The voices she'd been hearing actually belonged to only one person: a man, blurry and indistinct and unrecognizable.  He was talking into a phone.  Then, with an audible gasp, the man dropped the receiver and leaned forward.


He grabbed her arm.  She found she couldn't draw herself away, despite every instinct that screamed for her to do so.  

"Amanda!"


It was Reggie.  Her husband, the man she'd been trying to escape.

She closed her eyes, squeezing out tears.  

It didn't matter.  No matter where she went, even in her dreams, Reggie would follow.

