
Codes increase as per binary notation. For example a code that employs 

numbers between 0 and 256 it requires 8 bit (take my word for it). It 

increases exponentially thereafter. Therefore a number between 256 and 512 

will require 16 bit, and so on and so on. 

Take six points seperated by an equal distance in the form of a square and 

try and join them together, using four lines and without removing your pen 

from the paper.  

Fractal encryption employs taking ‘photographs’ of equations. With these 

photographs the computer is then able to extract the ‘sameness’ inside of the 

photograph. Take a circle for example. If we were to place it inside of a box 

then break that box up into a graph, we would see that the four corners of 

this box are the same. The fractal encryption sequence would then take these 

four corners and turn them into a single equation. Using this line of 

reasoning it is possible to de-encrypt a 128 bit code by using fractal 

encryption. 

A code more complicated than 128 bit can be created (that would make it 

256 bit) but it does not require a higher technology. It requires a more 

advanced mind to figure it out. 

 So if there were an individual that were capable of creating such a 

code he would be hunted down, found, and killed unless he revealed how he 

figured out the code. Even then, his future would be uncertain. 

 Let’s see if there is a story behind all of this! 

 

 

. 



 Glenn McCullough raised his eyebrows in surprise when he saw 

Raymond enter the coffee shop. Glenn had been sitting in the same chair for 

over two hours now, making conversation with whomever he recognized. It 

was a slow night and he had nothing better to do. He had not seen Raymond 

in over two months. No one had. It was completely understandable. 

Raymond’s girlfriend had died two and a half months ago. All of Raymond’s 

friends went to the funeral, but no one had a chance to talk to him. Raymond 

left the moment the service was over.  

 Raymond and Glenn had never been close. The most they had ever 

shared was a coffee and a few cigarettes. Nonetheless, Glenn was concerned 

about what was on Raymond’s mind. It was tragic to lose anyone, but to 

withdraw from life entirely was no way of dealing with it. It was heartening 

to see that Raymond had a smile on his face. Glenn wasn’t sure, but he 

suspected it had something to do with the package that Raymond had under 

his arm. 

 He didn’t move to sit with Glenn. He chose to sit in the far corner. 

After carefully placing his package on the table, he walked over to the 

register and ordered a jumbo-sized coffee. He nodded in the direction of 

those people he recognized, but he tapped Glenn on the shoulder. 

 “Come and see my new toy,” he said. 

 Toy? Glenn said to himself. He picked up his coffee and followed 

Raymond to his seat. 

 The package was hinged at one side, like a lid. Raymond lifted it and 

pushed a button on the side of the package. The inside of the lid came to life. 

It was a notebook computer. Glenn had remembered that Raymond had 

desired one of these for the longest time. It was obvious he had decided to 

take the plunge and purchase one. Good for him, Glenn said to himself. 

 “Hey. Nice, man. Real nice. What’s it got in it?” 

 “It’s a Pentium 166. 2.1 gigabytes of RAM, a CD- 

ROM drive and a 3 ¼ drive. It didn’t come with a FAX-modem so I 

purchased it extra. I’m gonna buy some more RAM next week. They didn’t 

have any in stock. It’s got 16 in it right now, and that’s good enough for 

me.”  Raymond sipped his coffee proudly. Glenn found himself sitting in 

front of the screen, admiring the background Raymond had chosen. It was a 

den decorated in wood. Bookshelves lined the walls around an unlit 

fireplace. Overtop of the fictitious scene was a framed picture of a man 

dressed in what looked to be Victorian clothing. If Glenn didn’t know any 

better it was a recreation of … 



 “22b Baker Street,” Raymond said aloud, finishing Glenn’s thought. 

“I’ve never really been interested in Sherlock Holmes myself, but the scene 

was appropriate.” 

 “How so?” 

 “It had books in the background. It looked like a place where someone 

can do a lot of thinking.” 

 Glenn nodded. He was beginning to understand. 

 “I’ve always enjoyed writing stories. I’ve had ideas for hundreds of 

them, but it was never important to put one to paper. I always found a little 

flaw in the plot or the theme, and I couldn’t be bothered trying to figure it 

out. I’ve found that, lately, writing has let me clear my head.” 

 Glenn felt uncomfortable as he felt the direction the conversation was 

going. Glenn was not prepared to discuss how different people deal with 

death. He was happy to find that Raymond was not ready to talk about it 

either. 

 “You can have a look around, if you want.” 

 “Can I?” Glenn didn’t feel right touching another person’s belongings. 

He felt weird taking a person’s keys to get something out of their car. 

 “You’re good with computers, right? There’s nothing you can screw 

up.” 

 Raymond was right. Computers were Glenn’s hobby. Working six or 

seven days a week and keeping Gabrielle happy were Raymond’s. Glenn put 

that thought out of his head and set to the task of having a look around 

Raymond’s hard drive. 

 Raymond talked while Glenn manipulated the pointer around the 

screen. “The guy I bought it off of was really good. I told him what I wanted 

to do with it and he installed the appropriate software. He even did a few 

things that I wouldn’t have thought of. He installed a database, first of all.” 

 As Raymond mentioned it, Glenn brought it up on the screen. 

Raymond had already set up a couple of fields. One was labeled 

“Quotations” and the other “Book Collection”. 

 “I didn’t see them as being important at first, but the guy said if I was 

going to be a writer, these were probably two of the most necessary things 

for me to have. The Quotations allows me to access who said what, and if 

I’m going to be writing articles and using the quotes from other people, 

that’ll be great for me. The Book Collection lets me alphabetize my book 

collection and keep track of what books contain what information.” 

 Glenn looked up at Raymond. “Books? You got a lot of them?” 

 Raymond pointed to the screen. “Have a look.” 



 Glenn did. He was amazed. “Twenty five hundred books? You got to 

be kidding.” 

 Raymond shook his head. “Nope. All mine. I’ve been collecting them 

without even knowing it. It took me almost a week to enter them in.” 

 “How long you had this?” 

 “A week and a half. I didn’t want to bring it out until I was sure it was 

ready to go.” 

 “Ready to go where?” 

 “Here. I’ve always had a good time when I came here. Funny thing is 

that I thought that writing would be easy. I have all of the ideas. They just 

don’t want to get out of my head. I thought that coming up here might clear 

my head.” 

 “You waited a week and a half to start writing and you came here? 

That doesn’t sound like you’re right in the head. This place sucks you in, 

man.” 

 Raymond shrugged. “Maybe so. Still, I thought that I might enjoy 

myself.” 

 Glenn wasn’t sure how to interpret that. He knew that this place was 

not good for him. Spending whole weekends here, drinking way too much 

coffee, smoking until he was sure his lungs would burst, and having 

conversations that were no more interesting than seeing how far off topic 

you could go. It could be fun, Glenn knew, but somehow it wasn’t 

productive. He knew he wasn’t doing anything meaningful, but he had 

mixed feelings about it. He had always admired people he knew who could 

come into the shop, shake a few hands, drink a few sips of coffee from a to-

go cup, then leave. Glenn’s whole life was here, but he knew it was a life 

that didn’t amount to much. And yet here was Raymond, in love with a 

beautiful girl, as hardworking as any three guys Glenn knew, scheduling his 

debut in the coffee shop down to the day. 

 Except, there isn’t a beautiful girl anymore, Glenn said to himself. 

That kinda changes everything.  

 “You don’t have to say anything, you know,” Raymond offered. 

 “About what?” 

 “Gabrielle.” 

 “I’m sorry, man.” 

 “It’s okay,” Raymond said softly. “I guess it’s just my own way of 

dealing with things.” 

 “You don’t have to tell me this, Ray.” 

 “I know. It makes me feel good to say it out loud. That she’s gone, I 

mean.” 



 That she’s dead, you mean, Glenn said to himself. Something to do 

with a car crash, I think. 

 “So. Why aren’t you writing away? I can leave you alone now, if you 

want.” Glenn got up from his seat. 

 “No, no. Sit. Enjoy yourself. I’m not quite ready yet.” Raymond put 

his coffee down. “Geez. I’m not used to drinking this stuff anymore. I gotta 

go to the washroom.” 

 “I’ll watch her for ya.” Glenn caught his choice of words too late. He 

didn’t withdraw them, hoping that Raymond didn’t notice. 

 Raymond smiled. “Thanks, Glenn. I’ll be right back.” 

 Glenn felt odd, talking to Raymond that way. Raymond was treating 

Glenn like he was the only friend he had in the world. Glenn didn’t warrant 

hearing the thoughts that Raymond was speaking aloud, but perhaps it was 

what Raymond needed. Glenn was accustomed to the tenuous associations 

he struck while spending time here. Having someone speaking so little but 

meaning so much made Glenn feel good about himself. Glenn wanted to stay 

with Raymond for a while. Maybe we can help each other, Glenn concluded. 

 He was so intent on working through the many programs that 

Raymond had on his hard drive that he did not notice the silence that fell 

over the coffee shop. Having been a fixture for so long, you begin to 

recognize the regular faces that pass through the doors. You nod or wave to 

acknowledge their presence. When someone new walks in, all of the regulars 

take notice. Glenn failed to take notice of the bum that walked in. He did not 

purchase a beverage. Instead he walked directly over to where Glenn was 

sitting. 

 Glenn did not so much as see him as he felt the bum’s presence. 

Glenn turned and looked at the bum, prepared to tell him where to go and 

what to do with himself. Whatever words he had prepared disappeared when 

Glenn looked at the bum. 

 The bum’s physical appearance was not striking. Unwashed jeans and 

a torn plaid shirt, all worn over a skeletal frame. The bum’s hair was matted 

with dirt and his face was marked with an uneven growth of beard. His eyes, 

however, faded as the blue of his jeans, were intent upon the screen of the 

laptop computer. It wasn’t amazement, either. It was understanding. It was 

fear. Glenn didn’t like the look at all. He felt the need to defend Raymond’s 

laptop from whatever this bum was going to do. 

 “This piece of shit yours?” The bum asked. 

 “Why don’t you go sleep it off somewhere else, asshole.” 

 “Fuck you,” the bum said without inflection, making the curse all the 

more harsh. “Is it yours?” 



 “What if it is?” 

 “Get rid of it. Throw it out right now.” The bum moved to grab it by 

the sides. His manner was not gentle. Glenn grabbed the bums arms and 

thrusted them out of the way. 

 “Who do you think you are?” Glenn demanded. He did not take his 

eyes off of the bum when he called out to the girl behind the counter. She 

had been observing the scene out of the corner of her eye, trying to ignore it. 

Even when Glenn called her name, she pretended not to hear, preferring to 

stay at the periphary of the confrontation. Glenn finally shouted her name. 

 “Shannon! Call the cops!” 

 “The cops?” The bum and Shannon said in unison. It was almost 

funny. 

 “No cops, man. No cops.” The bum withdrew his hands from the 

machine. 

 “That’s better,” Glenn said. “Now get the hell out of here.” 

 “I’m trying to do you a favour, man. Telling you. That thing’s nothing 

but trouble.” 

 “You’re the trouble, buddy. What the hell do you know anyway?” 

Glenn looked over the bums’ shoulder to see Raymond coming from the 

bathroom. He was being filled in by another one of the regulars. Before 

Raymond heard the full story, he marched over to where the bum stood. 

Raymond didn’t need to hear any more. Raymond grabbed the bum and 

whirled him around. 

 “Get the fuck out of here before I kick your ass.” 

 “Oh yeah? I’m not doing anything to your buddy or his computer. I’m 

trying to help him.” 

 “It’s my computer. Get the fuck away from it.” 

 “Is it?” The bum looked at Glenn and smiled wryly. “Said it was his.” 

 “It’s mine.” 

 “I bet I can figure out who’s it is inside of three minutes.” 

 Glenn stood up and walked around to face the bum. “Why the hell are 

we talking to this guy. Kick him the hell out of here.” 

 “Three minutes. All I need.” 

 “You couldn’t find your ass with both hands in three minutes.” 

 “I know about computers.” The bum said. 

 “I bet you don’t even know how to pick your own nose, much less 

know computers,” Glenn answered. 

 “If I can’t figure out who’s computer it is inside of three minutes, I’ll 

call the cops myself.” 



 “Go fu . . .” Glenn began. Raymond held up a hand to stop Glenn 

from continuing. 

 “No, no,” Raymond said. “This could be interesting. Okay, buddy. 

Tell me who I am, where I live, and where I purchased this and I’ll let you 

off.” 

 “That all?” The bum asked. 

 “That’s all.” 

 The bum sat down in front of the machine and typed hesitantly. Glenn 

leaned and whispered into Raymond’s ear. “He’ll get all of this from your 

software licenses. It comes right up on the screen.” 

 “He won’t get past the first screen.” 

 “And what if he does? What if he screws up your machine?” Glenn 

was keeping Raymond in the forefront of his mind. This was his new friend. 

No way Glenn was going to let anyone hurt him.  

 “He won’t. Besides, it’ll make for a great story.” 

 “Raymond Godfrey,” The bum said aloud. “Your address is 418 

Longford Crescent, Newmarket. Postal Code L3Y 8T4. Phone number is 

area code 905, 898 5545. Your driver’s license number is R4509-65121-072. 

You drive a 1984 Chevy Cavalier. In the past three years you’ve had one 

ticket for speeding. You’ve never lived away from home. You live with your 

brother, mother and father.” The bum punched a final key on the keyboard. 

He turned in his chair and looked at Raymond. 

 “Anything else you want to know about yourself?” The bum asked 

smugly. 

 “How the hell did you do that?” 

 “It’s all here,” the bum answered. He gestured in the direction of the 

screen. “Everything that is you is here. Now throw it away.” 

 Raymond pushed the bum out of the way and scrolled through the 

information that flooded the screen. There were pages of it. The bum was 

unfazed at being treated so roughly. The smile did not leave his face. 

 “How the hell did you do that?” Raymond repeated. He motioned for 

Glenn to have a look. Raymond did not take his attention away from the 

screen but he knew the population of the coffee shop were all looking his 

way. 

 Glenn looked at what had Raymond so entranced. All of Raymond’s 

vital statistics were available. Right down to the colour of Raymond’s hair 

and his blood type. Glenn had only done a cursoury look at what was 

available on Raymond’s hard drive but he knew for certain nothing like this 

was there. How did this bum do it? Glenn asked himself. 



 “It’s encrypted on your hard drive. It’s pretty hard to find most times, 

but your machine is brand new. The guy who set it up for you . . . “ The bum 

paused to consult the screen. “ Dan Williams, had to dial up and get some 

patches off of the net. Some of the software he installed was flawed and he 

had to update it.” 

 “Patches?” Raymond asked. Glenn knew what a patch was and didn’t 

have to ask. He answered the question for the bum. 

 “A patch, Raymond. It’s the name for the corrections that have to be 

done to programs. Sometimes the programs are sold with an error that the 

distributors didn’t know existed. They put the patches on the Net and let 

users download the information. Happens all the time.” 

 “Yeah, but what most people don’t know is that the second you get on 

the Net, you’re nabbed. It’s better to call it The Web, anyway. It’s closer to 

the point. Once you get caught up in it you can never get out. Then some big 

spider comes along and sucks you dry.” 

 “What are you talking about?” Raymond demanded. 

 “Everything that is you is encrypted into this machine and sent to who 

ever you connect with. The big companies know exactly who you are and 

what you’re up to. Sooner or later the government gets ahold of the info and 

you’re never free. They’ll know everything about you. I mean everything. 

You’re never free.” 

 “You’re crazy. How the hell did you do this?” 

 “I write codes. I break them, too. It was my job. I’m good at it, too.” 

 “You’re a goddamned bum.” 

 “A goddamned bum that learned everything about you in under three 

minutes. That’s something, ain’t it.” 

 Glenn was overwhelmed with curiousity. “What kind of codes did you 

break.” 

 “Big ones. Started small, really. I broke into EquiFax Canada so I 

could fix my Credit Rating and it started there.” 

 “EquiFax? Don’t they have information regarding bad loans and stuff 

like that.” 

 The bum nodded. “Loans, credit cards. The works. They have piss 

pots full of information about all of us. I had a little problem with some 

debts. I wanted to fix it.” 

 Glenn spoke into Raymond’s ear. “Let’s call the cops on this 

sonovabitch.” Glenn didn’t like what this bum was saying at all. He was no 

longer curious. It had bled into Raymond. Glenn could just see the story that 

Raymond was going to write. 

 “Did it get fixed?” 



 “In a way. They busted me after I got it done. I fixed my credit rating 

and got myself a job. They wanted me to write all new encryptions for their 

systems. So guys like me couldn’t break in. That’s when the government 

came in.” 

 “Isn’t EquiFax part of the government.” 

 The bum shook his head. “Naw. They work with the government. I 

wrote a code that even the feds couldn’t break. That’s when they came down 

on me.” 

 “How’d you do it?” Raymond asked. Glenn tried to pull Raymond 

back so he could speak in private. Raymond evaded Glenn’s attempt without 

even looking away. 

 “You good at math? You know what a prime number is?” 

 “Yeah. A number that can only be divided by one and itself.” 

 “Right. Now, prime numbers are not easy. Not the big ones anyway. 

The higher you go, the harder it is to find it. It’s a part of number theory. 

And I don’t care how good you say you are at math, you won’t understand 

number theory in five minutes. Just trust me when I tell you it’s hard.” 

 “But you know it, right?” Glenn taunted. 

 “As a matter of fact, yeah, I do. What of it?” 

 “Come on, Raymond. Call the cops. This guy’s high.” Glenn said. 

 “No. This is good. Even if he is full of shit. What’s this about prime 

numbers again?” 

 “Anyway, it takes huge computers to compute the big prime numbers. 

If you can encrypt a program using one of those big prime numbers, the 

really hard to get ones, it can’t be broken. And you need two of them. Bigger 

the better. The bigger the difference between the two prime numbers, it gets 

even harder to break. EquiFax only used a 64 bit code. I broke that in a 

couple of weeks. The feds and the banks use 128 bit code. That’s a bit 

harder.” 

 “What’s a bit?” 

 “A piece of information. Binary code. 0’s and 1’s.” Glenn said 

quickly. 

 “Bright boy,” the bum taunted. “The prime numbers between 1 and 

256 require 8 bits to decode. That’s because to count to 256 in binary 

requires a combination of 0’s and 1’s to count to.” 

 “I don’t understand.” 

 “000000001 is 256. Think of the first zero as an on and off switch for 

the number one. If that place is filled by a one instead of a zero, the switch is 

considered on. If the second place, or switch, is ‘on’ then it’s two, the third 

four, the fourth eight, and so on and so on. That way with eight ‘switches’ 



you can count all the way to 256. An eight bit code. Sounds easy, but it 

isn’t.” 

 “That means a 64 bit code is how many zeroes? Or switches.” 

 “2 to the power 64. Whatever that is. I need a computer to figure it 

out.” 

 Glenn was frustrated and angry. He had a rudimentary understanding 

of all this and didn’t care a bit. Jesus, a bit. This bum was taking Raymond 

in hook, line and sinker. Glenn wanted to put a stop to it. 

 “Ray, let’s kick him out of here. Come on.” 

 “Get him a coffee, would you, Glenn? How do you take it, sir?” 

Raymond asked the bum. 

 Sir?  

 “Black,” the bum answered. “By the way, for now, call me Arthur.”  

 “What are you getting yourself in for, Ray?” 

 “That’s my business!” Raymond snapped. He heard himself and was 

shocked by the tone of his own voice. Softly now, he said, “Please, Glenn. 

Do this for me. It’ll mean a lot to me. Okay?” 

 “Alright.” Raymond went and purchased a coffee for Arthur the bum. 

He bought an iced tea for himself. The coffee was just getting to be too 

much. 

 When Glenn returned, Raymond and Arthur were deep into a 

discussion concerning code breaking. Glenn wanted to know what all of this 

had to do with Raymond’s new computer. He suspected the answer would be 

coming soon and that it would not be what he expected. 

 “So in order to crack a 256 bit code, it requires a computer with 

enormous power.” 

 Arthur sipped at his coffee and nodded a thanks in Glenn’s direction. 

The smile on his face was not one that Glenn liked. It was propriety. 

Ownership. He knew he had Raymond where he wanted him and could take 

the young man wherever his heart desired. Glenn felt that his friend was 

being suckered. However, Glenn knew that whatever he said, no matter how 

loud he said it, would not be heard. 

 “Not exactly,” Arthur corrected. “It just a matter of management. 

Sure, it would require a huge computer with a fantastic amount of power, but 

if you don’t know how to use it, the machine might as well be a 

paperweight. A 128 bit code, the one used by banks and the like, is supposed 

to require a power machine to decipher. I did it with a PC.” 

 “Bullshit,” Glenn blurted. 

 “Listen to him, Glenn.” 



 “Yeah, listen before you go shooting off your mouth. You’re good at 

math, aren’t you kid?” 

 “So what if I am? You gonna find my math grades from high school?” 

 “Probably could, if  this thing had a fax-modem and we had access to 

a landline.” 

 Raymond’s eyes lit up. Glenn felt like kicking Arthur. Arthur knew 

what Raymond had on his notebook. He wanted to see just how far he could 

go. 

 “Okay. I’m good at math. What about it?” 

 “Ever hear about fractals?” 

 “Something to do with a calculation that is trying to find either zero or 

infinity. It creates patterns with numbers. Never ending.” 

 “You got the idea. There’s something that the military uses for their 

spy satellites. It’s called fractal encryption. For all of the satellites that they 

have in orbit, it’s difficult to maintain a real-time image. There is so much 

information to process that it would never be able to keep up. Fractal 

encryption is a kind of photograph taken by the computer. The computer 

then recognizes a repeating image, translates it into an equation, compresses 

it, and sends it to a ground  based station. From the satellite it is encrypted 

and then deciphered when it hits the ground.” 

 Glenn had heard of this a long time ago. However, it was way over 

Raymond’s head. He did not ask any questions but it was obvious that he 

was confused. 

 Arthur took another sip of his coffee. “Okay, maybe this would help. 

Draw a circle inside of a box. Now divide that box into eight equal squares. 

Look at the four corners. Aren’t they the same? That’s where fractal 

encryption comes in. The computer compresses that into a single equation so 

that the image takes up less space.” 

 “Fewer bits,” Glenn added. 

 “Right. Doesn’t seem like much, but when you’re trying to keep tabs 

on an entire continent, saving as much time as possible is a priority. So 

instead of taking pictures of a thousand trees, it compresses it into a single 

one and keeps tabs of how many there are and where. Makes it easy to pick 

out missle trucks changing position every few hours.” 

 “What the hell does this have to do with you breaking the 128 bit 

code?” Glenn demanded. 

 “I know,” Raymond said. 

 Glenn and Arthur were dumbfounded. They looked to one another 

then to Raymond. His eyes were blank, more focussed on his own thoughts 

than the world around. 



 “You use this fractal encryption thingmabob and take mathematical 

pictures of the 128 bit code. The computer then compresses all the things 

that are alike, turning a 128 bit code into – what? – 64 bit?” 

 Arthur nodded with approval. “ Actually, I got it down to 32 bit. Made 

it a lot easier to decode.” 

 “What about the police. What kind of code do they use?” 

 “What are you talking about, Ray?” 

 “Shut up!” This time, Raymond did not apologize for his tone. “Well. 

What do they use? Could you break it with this?” Raymond gestured to his 

notebook computer. 

 “No. I won’t do it.” 

 “Ray, what are you trying to do.” 

 “I’m going to use it for what I bought it for. To get over Gabrielle. 

Can you do it?” 

 “Throw the damned thing out. It’s going to get you into trouble. They 

already know enough. They shouldn’t get to know everything.” 

 “You are just a bum!” Raymond shouted. “A no good, bullshitting 

bum trying to score a free coffee. You sonavabitch. I’m gonna call the cops. 

Right now.” 

 “No don’t!” Arthur pleaded. “They can’t find me. I erased myself and 

everything about me. I’m dead as far as they’re concerned. I don’t exist. If I 

get arrested, they’ll find me.” 

 “And just who are they?” Glenn was liking the sight of Arthur being 

scared. He lost a little of his edge. He was no longer able to cut into 

Raymond’s desires. 

 “The feds. They know I can break their codes. They know everything 

I can do. I won’t tell them, so they want me dead. The last thing I did was 

erase the information that was me. Don’t call the cops!” Arthur seemed 

prepared to fall down on his knees and beg for mercy. 

 The population of the coffee shop had dwindled by now. The 

conversation was no longer interesting. The bum who had turned out to be a 

genius was really nothing but a liar. He told a good story, though, they 

agreed, but in the long run, it was just a story. Glenn waved good bye to 

those that departed but never left Raymond’s side. He wanted to defend 

Raymond against whatever Arthur might do. Glenn felt that if he wasn’t 

there that Raymond would never have got to see what Arthur was really all 

about. 

 But what was Raymond after, anyway, with the cops no less? Did he 

want to get rid of that speeding ticket so bad? It was three years ago, after 

all, and practically off his record. Besides, Raymond didn’t drive that much 



anyway. Even when he was with Gabrielle, they spent the majority of their 

time at home, entertaining one another and saving money for their life 

together. 

 Gabrielle! That was it. The police report about her death. Glenn had 

heard it had something to do with a car wreck, but maybe not. Maybe 

Raymond had heard something more and it wasn’t being released. Is that 

what he meant when he said that the computer was going to be used for him 

to ‘get over Gabrielle’. Glenn had assumed that would be done by Raymond 

writing stories. Maybe that’s what Raymond had in mind at first as well. But 

that was at first. That was before Arthur. 

 


