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The	Dark	Lifer’s	Revenge
By	Linda	Joy	Singleton

“Party	of	two,	top	deck,”	Dominic	says	with	a	seductive	tip	of	his	pirate	hat.
I	 lean	 against	 a	 rail	 on	 the	Delta	 Diva,	 staring	 down	 at	 the	 silvery	 moon

reflecting	off	the	Sacramento	River.	“It’s	so	beautiful	and	peaceful.	I	could	stay
here	forever.”
Dominic	nods.	He’s	a	guy	of	few	words,	and	his	deep	gaze	says	so	much	and

promises	more.	We’ve	been	through	a	lot	together—danger,	grief,	and	ghosts—
to	 reach	 this	 moment.	 And	 he	 looks	 wicked	 sexy	 in	 the	 pirate	 costume	 I
convinced	him	 to	wear:	 black	buccaneer	 jacket	 over	 a	 long-sleeved	 silky	 shirt
and	a	gleaming	cutlass	tucked	in	his	wide	black	belt.	With	the	bad	stuff	behind
us,	everything	is	perfect.
“We	have	to	get	back	to	the	party,”	I	remind	him.
“Sure	about	that?”
When	he	grins	at	me	like	this,	teasing	yet	sincere,	my	heart	goes	a	little	crazy.

I’m	tempted	to	skip	the	party.	But	I	can’t	let	my	best	friend	Penny-Love	and	the
other	 cheerleaders	 down.	 They	 spent	 weeks	 planning	 the	 Pirate	 Booty	 Bash
fundraiser,	and	since	I’m	the	unofficial	mascot	for	the	squad,	they	count	on	my
support.
So	I	stay	strong	and	point	 to	 the	bulkhead	door.	My	plastic	sword,	 tucked	at

my	side,	tap-taps	on	the	wall	as	we	walk	down	the	narrow	stairwell.	As	I	reach
for	the	inside	door,	I	hear	shouts	and	screams.
Dominic	 and	 I	 rush	 into	 the	banquet	 room.	Party-goers	 are	 frozen	 in	horror,

staring	 at	 a	 spiked-haired	guy,	 probably	 in	 his	 thirties,	whose	muscular	 arm	 is
pinning	my	friend	Jill	to	his	chest.	A	knife	is	pressed	to	her	throat.
“Jill!”	I	cry,	starting	for	my	sword	before	I	remember	it’s	only	plastic.	I’m	a

trained	fencer	and	wish	so	much	that	my	sword	was	real.
“Stay	 back!”	 Spiked-Hair	 warns	 the	 crowd,	 his	 expression	 dark	 and

dangerous.	“Anyone	moves—she’s	dead.”
No	one	moves,	but	beside	me,	Dominic	tenses.
“Tell	me	 how	 to	 find	Vance!”	Spiked-Hair	 growls	 at	 Jill.	His	 aura,	 glowing



gray	and	bleeding	dark	hues,	sizzles	with	menace.
“I	don’t	know!	I	already	told	you	that!”	Tears	stream	down	Jill’s	face	and	onto

the	lace	collar	of	her	sexy	pirate-maiden	costume.
“You	were	at	his	house	today!”
“No,	I	wasn’t!	I’ve	been	working	on	this	party	all	day!	I	don’t	know	anyone

named	Vance!”	Sobbing,	Jill	looks	around	the	room	desperately.	Do	something!
her	gaze	begs.	But	the	crowd	is	too	shocked	to	move.
The	only	thing	I	can	think	to	do	is	send	a	mental	SOS	to	my	spirit	guide,	but

before	I	can	close	my	eyes,	Dominic	lunges	forward.	Flying	through	the	air,	he
tackles	Spiked-Hair.	He	kicks	the	knife,	which	sails	so	high	it	splashes	down	in	a
punch	bowl,	and	shouts	for	Jill	to	get	away.
My	 boyfriend	 holds	 his	 own,	 landing	 a	 gut	 punch.	 Spiked-Hair	 groans	 but

recovers	 fast,	 hooking	 his	 leg	 back	 and	 tripping	 Dominic.	 Both	 guys	 tumble
around,	 grunting	 and	 shouting,	 arms	 flying.	 When	 they	 stop,	 Spiked-Hair	 is
gripping	Dominic	in	a	vicious	chokehold.
Someone	screams,	“Help	him!”	and	I	realize	it’s	me.
Some	of	the	school	jocks	rush	forward.	But	before	they	reach	Dominic,	there’s

a	blinding,	silver-white	flash	of	light	and	a	wave	of	energy	rocks	the	room	like
an	explosion.	Dizzy,	I	stumble	back,	my	knees	buckling.	When	my	vision	clears,
others	 are	 rubbing	 their	 eyes,	 staggering	 in	 confusion.	 Penny-Love	 has	 her
comforting	 arms	 around	 Jill	 and	 the	other	 cheerleaders	begin	 to	 crowd	around
them.	But	I	don’t	see	Jill’s	attacker,	or	Dominic.
A	door	bangs.
Swiveling	 around,	 I	 glimpse	 Dominic	 disappearing	 through	 a	 back	 door.	 I

hurry	after	him,	calling	his	name,	but	he	keeps	running.	Finally,	he	stops	at	the
main	deck,	scowling	at	the	spiked-hair	figure	running	down	the	gangplank.
“He’s	 getting	 away!”	 I	 grasp	Dominic’s	 arm.	 “Come	 on!	We	 can	 still	 catch

him!”
Dominic	shrugs.	“He’s	not	important.”
“How	can	you	say	that?	He	nearly	killed	Jill!	Hurry!”
But	Dominic	doesn’t	move.	Instead,	he	murmurs	something	about	his	“truck,”

then	 reaches	 into	 his	 pocket	 and	 pulls	 out	 car	 keys	 and	 his	 wallet.	 He	 flips
through	the	wallet,	his	lips	curving	in	an	odd	smile.



I	stare	at	him,	puzzled.	“Are	you	all	right?”
Dominic	studies	his	arms	with	a	thoughtful	expression,	as	if	checking	for	cuts

and	bruises.	“I’m	better	than	all	right.”
He	starts	down	the	gangplank.
“Wait!	 Dominic!”	 I	 catch	 up	 with	 him,	 grabbing	 his	 arm.	 “I’m	 going	 with

you.”
He	shakes	me	off.	“Go	party	with	your	friends.”
“You’re	 the	 only	 friend	 I	want	 to	 be	with.”	 I	 point	 to	 his	 hands,	which	 are

shimmering	with	a	bruised	shade	of	gray.	“You	are	hurt!”
“Back	off!	I	told	you	I	was	okay.”
“But	I	want	to	help.”
“I	don’t	want	your	help.”	He	shoves	me	away,	scowling.	“Get	lost.”
“Dominic!”	Tears	sting	my	eyes.	“What’s	wrong?”
“Shut	up!	I’ve	got	to	find	him	and	you’re	wasting	my	time!	Leave	me	alone!”

Glaring,	he	stomps	off	to	the	parking	lot.
Stunned,	I	watch	as	he	clicks	his	remote.	Red	lights	flash	on	his	red	truck,	and

he	climbs	inside	and	drives	away.
I	can’t	believe	it.
He’s	gone.

*	*	*

My	friend	and	school	newspaper	editor,	Manny	DeVries,	drives	me	home	since
my	boyfriend	ditched	me.	Manny	 tries	 to	get	me	 to	 talk	about	what	happened,
but	 I’m	 so	miserable	 I	 know	 I’ll	 cry,	which	would	 be	 too	 embarrassing.	 So	 I
smile	and	pretend	everything	is	fine.	Dominic	will	be	at	my	grandmother’s	farm,
waiting	for	me,	I	assure	Manny.
Only	Dominic	isn’t	there.
And	the	next	morning,	his	truck	is	still	missing	from	its	usual	spot	by	the	barn.

He	works	 as	 a	 handyman	 for	my	grandmother	 and	 stays	 in	 a	 loft	 room	 in	 the
barn,	but	 that	 room	 is	 empty,	 too—the	bed	never	 slept	 in.	And	when	 I	 see	his
falcon,	Dagger,	fluttering	by	an	open	window,	making	shrieking	noises	as	if	he’s
trying	 to	 tell	 me	 something,	 I	 shiver	 with	 the	 knowledge	 that	 something	 is
terribly	wrong.



“Nona!”	I	shout,	bursting	into	the	kitchen	minutes	later.	“Dominic	never	came
home!”
I	 quickly	 fill	 my	 grandmother	 in	 on	 everything	 that	 happened	 last	 night.

“Dominic	was	 so	 brave,	 but	 the	 other	 guy	was	 bigger.	 Then	 there	were	 these
weird	flashes,	like	an	electric	surge	or	maybe	an	earthquake…I	don’t	know.	All	I
know	 is	 that	 afterward,	Dominic	yelled	 at	me	 to	 leave	him	alone.	Then	he—”
My	voice	cracks.	“He	left	me.”
Nona	looks	up	from	her	tea,	her	forehead	creasing	with	worry.	“Don’t	take	it

personally,	Sabine.	 If	he	went	after	 the	attacker,	he	probably	 thought	you’d	be
safer	staying	on	the	ship.”
“But	it	was	more	than	that…almost	like	he	hated	me.”
“I’ve	seen	the	way	Dominic	looks	at	you.	It’s	obvious	he	loves	you.”
“Not	last	night.”	Fighting	tears,	I	shake	my	head.	“I	just	don’t	understand.”
“Understanding	will	 come	 later.	For	now,	you	need	 to	 trust	him.”	Nona	sips

her	herbal	tea.	“Doesn’t	he	have	a	test	in	his	farrier	class	on	Friday?”
I	 nod.	 “Yeah,	 he’s	 been	 studying	 hard,	 too.	 He’s	 so	 eager	 to	 start	 his	 own

horse-shoeing	business.”
“He’d	never	miss	 that	 test,”	Nona	points	out.	“He’ll	be	back	soon.	Count	on

it.”
I	hold	on	to	that	hope	the	rest	of	the	day.	But	that	night,	when	Dominic	is	still

gone	and	he	hasn’t	returned	my	texts,	I	know	he’s	in	trouble.
What	should	I	do?	I	worry	as	I	lie	in	bed,	abandoning	any	hope	for	sleep.
You	could	expand	your	queries	to	the	other	side	and	invite	answers	from	your

eloquent	and	insightful	spirit	guide,	a	sassy	voice	says	in	my	head.	And	when	I
close	my	eyes	tight	I	can	see	my	spirit	guide,	Opal,	black	hair	coiled	high	on	her
head	like	a	crown	and	a	regal	lift	to	her	chin.
“Opal,	can	you	help?”	I	ask	in	my	thoughts.	“Do	you	know	where	Dominic	is?

I’m	so	worried.”
As	 you	 well	 should	 be,	 considering	 the	 dire	 circumstances	 of	 his

disappearance.
“Where	is	he?”
Lost	to	the	whims	of	darkness.	Violence	threatens	his	future,	and	he	may	turn

on	himself	with	 disastrous	 consequences	 unless	 the	 darkness	 is	 disposed	 to	 its



rightful	place.
“Opal,	you’re	confusing	and	scaring	me.	Just	tell	me	where	he	is.”
I	cannot	speak	of	the	workings	of	worlds	beyond	your	knowledge.	But	there	is

one	who	can	give	you	answers	and	aid	your	journey.
“Who?”
One	who	crosses	both	worlds	and	has	connections	above	my	own.	She	is	of	an

age	similar	to	your	own	and	attends	an	educational	facility	called	Halsey	High.
“Halsey	High?	I’ve	heard	of	it.	About	an	hour	away.”
Go	there	in	the	morning,	Opal	tells	me.	And	find	Amber	Borden.

*	*	*

The	next	morning,	I	ask	Nona	if	I	can	borrow	her	car.	Squeezing	the	keys	in	my
palm,	I	pause	to	stare	at	the	empty	spot	where	Dominic	usually	parks	his	truck.
Armed	with	a	Google	map,	I	drive	to	Halsey	High.	It’s	early	and	school	hasn’t

started	yet,	so	I	slip	in	like	I	belong.	I	only	have	to	ask	two	people	about	Amber
before	 finding	 her	 at	 her	 locker.	 I	 get	 the	 impression	 she’s	 kind	 of	 a	 school
celebrity,	 which	 is	 surprising	 because	 she’s	 really	 ordinary,	 with	 an	 average
figure	 and	 too-curly	 reddish-brown	hair.	 She	has	 a	 really	 sweet	 smile,	 though,
like	someone	you	know	you	can	trust.
But	can	I	convince	her	to	trust	me	without	revealing	too	much?	I	mean,	I	can’t

go	up	to	a	stranger	and	say,	“Hi,	my	spirit	guide	sent	me.”
Amber	squints	at	me	like	she’s	trying	to	remember	if	we’ve	met	before.	I	save

her	the	trouble	by	admitting	we	haven’t.
“I’m	Sabine,”	I	add.	“I	was	told	you	could	help	me.”
“Are	you	new?”	Her	 aura	brightens	 like	 flowers	blossoming	 in	 spring.	 “I’m

president	of	the	Halsey	Hospitality	Club	and	will	be	happy	to	show	you	around.”
“Cool…but	I’m	not	a	student…at	least	not	here.	Um…does	the	name	‘Opal’

mean	anything	to	you?”
“No.”	She	shakes	her	head.	“So	how	do	you	know	me?”
“I’m…um…psychic.”	 I	 cross	 my	 arms	 over	 my	 chest,	 braving	 myself	 for

laughter	or	scorn.
But	Amber	grins.	“Cool!	And	who’s	Opal?	A	ghost?”
“No,	 she’s	 my	 spirit	 guide.”	 I	 glance	 around	 to	 make	 sure	 no	 one	 else	 is



listening.	 “Opal	 is	 over	 three	 hundred	 years	 old	 and	 she’s	 always	 bossing	me
around,	 but	 she	 knows	 stuff	 and	 tries	 to	 help	 me	 out.	 See,	 my	 boyfriend	 is
missing	and	in	trouble.	I	don’t	know	how	to	help	him,	but	Opal	says	you	do.”
“Wow!”	 Amber’s	 eyes	 widen.	 “I	 read	 this	 book	 once	 called	 A	 Guide	 to

Spiritual	Beings	and	there	was	a	chapter	on	spirit	guides.	I’ve	never	met	one,	but
I’m	sure	my	grandmother	knows	lots	of	them.”
“Your	grandmother	 talks	 to	 the	other	 side?”	 I	ask,	pleased	 that	Amber	and	 I

both	have	intuitive	grandmothers.
“Actually,”	Amber	says,	“she	works	there.”
“Huh?	What	do	you	mean?”
“Easy.	My	grandmother’s	dead.”
Then	 Amber	 does	 this	 really	 strange	 thing.	 She	 touches	 a	 woven	 rainbow

bracelet	 on	 her	wrist,	 turns	 it	 back	 and	 forth,	 and	whispers	 something	 I	 can’t
hear.	She	brings	her	wrist	up	to	kiss	the	bracelet.
“What	are	you—”	I	start	to	ask,	but	she	shushes	me.
Before	 I	 can	 finish,	 I	 hear	 a	 bark	 and	 look	 up	 to	 see	 a	 furry	 black	 dog

scampering	toward	us.	He	launches	himself	into	Amber’s	arms,	licking	her	face.
But	 it’s	 the	 dog’s	 collar	 that	 fascinates	 me.	 It’s	 glowing	 and	 spinning	 with

flickering	colors,	shooting	off	energy	that	sizzles	the	hairs	on	my	skin.
“What’s	kind	of	dog	collar	is	that?”	I	ask.
“A	Duty	Director.	Most	people	can’t	see	the	collar	or	Cola.”	Some	kids	cross

the	hall	near	us	without	even	glancing	at	the	dog.	Amber	leans	close	to	whisper
in	my	ear.	“He’s	not	a	normal	dog.”
“Yeah,	I	kind	of	guessed	that.”
“He	was	my	best	friend	when	I	was	little—until	he	died.	He	visits	whenever

he	can,	to	relay	messages	from	my	grandmother.	I	know	this	sounds	strange,	but
it’s	true.	He’s	telling	me	that	you	see	visions	and	have	the	mark	of	a	seer.”
I	touch	the	black	streak	in	my	blond	hair.	“What’s	he	saying	now?”
Cola	sniffs,	then	barks.
“Don’t	take	this	the	wrong	way…”	Amber	flushes.	“Cola	says	you	stink.”
“Excuse	me?”	I	snap.
“Not	you	personally,”	Amber	adds	in	an	apologetic	tone.	“He	says	you	smell

like	you’ve	been	in	contact	with	a	Dark	Lifer.”



“A	Dark	what?”
“Dark	Lifer.	They’re	souls	who	have—”	The	ringing	school	bell	interrupts	her

and	all	around	us,	kids	hurry	to	class.	But	Amber	doesn’t	join	them.	Instead,	she
puts	her	arm	around	my	shoulders	and	says	we	need	to	talk	somewhere	private.
“I	thought	my	being	psychic	would	freak	you	out,”	I	admit.	“But	talking	to	a

dead	dog	is	way	over	the	freak-factor.”
Amber	 laughs.	 “It’s	 not	 something	 I	 usually	 tell	 anyone,	 but	 since	 you	 see

ghosts	and	chat	with	a	spirit	guide,	I	knew	you’d	understand.”
Cola	nudges	her	knee	and	Amber	translates	that	this	means	he	has	to	return	to

her	 grandmother.	 After	 he	 leaves,	 I	 offer	 to	 drive	 and	Amber	 directs	me	 to	 a
nearby	cemetery	(after	telling	me	two	wrong	turns).	A	locked	gate	bars	entry	to	a
cemetery	 that’s	 covered	 in	 weeds,	 broken	 concrete,	 and	 crumbling	 ghostly
gravestones.
We	stay	in	the	car,	slipping	off	our	seat	belts	and	facing	each	other.
“I	 don’t	 understand	 anything	 since	 my	 boyfriend	 left,”	 I	 admit,	 sighing.	 “I

want	to	learn,	though,	anything	you	can	tell	me.”
So	she	tells	me	how	a	near-death	experience	took	her	to	the	other	side,	where

she	reunited	with	her	beloved	grandmother	and	Cola.	“I	accidentally	became	a
Temp	 Lifer.	 Too	 complicated	 to	 explain	 now,	 but	 basically	 a	 Temp	 Lifer	 is
someone	who	goes	into	different	bodies	so	troubled	souls	can	take	a	rest.	Being
an	alive	Temp	Lifer	makes	me	kind	of	unusual—most	Temp	Lifers	are	already
dead,	fulfilling	missions	on	the	other	side.	And	sometimes	Temp	Lifers	go	bad
and	 steal	 into	 bodies	without	 permission.	 Those	 disturbed	 souls	 become	Dark
Lifers.”
When	Amber	finishes,	I	tell	her	how	being	psychic	runs	in	my	family.	“At	first

it	scared	me	and	I	shut	out	the	ghostly	visions.	But	now	I	realize	it’s	a	gift	that
can	help	people.	Unfortunately,	it’s	not	something	I	can	control,	so	I	can’t	help
the	people	I	love,”	I	add.	Then	I	tell	her	what	happened	with	Dominic.
Amber	frowns.	“When	he	yelled	at	you,	did	you	notice	his	hands?”
“Yeah,	they	were	in	bad	shape—bruised	so	badly	they	looked	gray.”
“Did	they	glow?”
I	stare	at	her,	my	heart	tightening.	I	nod.	“How’d	you	know?”
“I’m	so	 sorry,	Sabine.”	Amber	 reaches	 across	 the	 car	 seat	 to	 touch	my	arm.



“But	a	Dark	Lifer	has	stolen	Dominic’s	body.”

*	*	*

Some	 creepy	 dark	 entity	 is	 living	 in	Dominic’s	 body?	 I	 want	 to	 go	 after	 that
body-thief	right	now	and	make	him	return	Dominic!	But	Amber	says	that’s	the
job	of	the	DDT	(Dark	Disposal	Team).	She	assures	me	that	Dominic	will	be	fine,
and	that	he’ll	return	when	the	Dark	Lifer	is	captured.
Here’s	the	problem:	we	can’t	contact	the	DDT	without	finding	the	Dark	Lifer

—in	Dominic’s	body—first.
I	check	my	phone	again,	but	no	messages	from	Dominic.	Of	course	not,	since

he’s	not	himself.	Literally.	Ohmygod!	How	can	I	help	him?	I	lean	back	in	the	car
seat,	closing	my	eyes	to	summon	a	vision	of	him.	But	I	get	nothing.
Facing	Amber	across	the	seat,	I	frown.	“I	have	no	clue	where	Dominic	is.”
“There	 are	 always	 clues,”	 she	 insists.	 “We	 just	 have	 to	 find	 them.	 Tell	 me

again	…	what	did	Dominic	say	to	you?”
“He	yelled	at	me	to	leave	him	alone,	then	he	drove	off	in	his	truck.”
“Did	he	say	anything	before	he	stole	your	boyfriend’s	body?”
“Huh?	Who?”
“The	guy	who	threatened	your	friend.	Dark	Lifers	can	hop	from	body	to	body

—I	think	the	Dark	Lifer	hopped	out	of	that	body	and	into	your	boyfriend’s	body
during	the	fight.	Did	he	say	anything	before	he	made	the	switch?”
“Well,	he	held	a	knife	to	Jill	and	ordered	her	to	tell	him	how	to	find	someone

named	Vance.	But	Jill	didn’t	know	anything.”
“Are	you	sure?	Or	could	she	have	been	protecting	someone?”
“Jill	had	a	knife	to	her	throat—she	wasn’t	lying.”
But	I	wonder—what	if	Jill	does	knows	something?	Since	Dominic’s	life	is	at

stake,	 I	 immediately	 send	her	a	 text	 asking	her	 to	call	me.	A	minute	 later,	 she
does.	 Without	 wasting	 time	 on	 explanations,	 I	 bluntly	 ask	 if	 she	 was	 being
honest	when	she	told	the	attacker	she	didn’t	know	Vance.
“That	 monster	 had	 the	 wrong	 girl,”	 Jill	 answers.	 “He	 said	 he	 saw	 me	 at

Vance’s	house	yesterday,	but	I	don’t	know	anyone	named	Vance.”
“You	weren’t	anywhere	except	your	house	and	the	Delta	Diva?”	I	ask.
“No	…	except	I’m	not	staying	at	home	right	now.	I’m	housesitting	for	a	cute



couple	on	 their	 honeymoon.	Before	you	 ask,	 they’re	named	 Jessica	 and	Mitch
Barnett—not	Vance.”
“But	they	might	know	a	Vance,”	I	suggest.
“Then	it’s	not	over,”	Jill	gasps.	“He	might	come	back!	And	I	have	to	stay	there

tonight—alone.”
“No	you	don’t.”	I	glance	over	at	Amber,	and	she	nods	like	maybe	she’s	a	little

psychic,	too.
By	the	time	I	hang	up,	we	have	a	plan	for	tonight.
Amber	and	I	are	housesitting.

*	*	*

When	 I	 introduce	 Jill	 to	 Amber,	 I	 can	 tell	 they	 like	 each	 other.	 But	 I	 notice
crimson	fear	in	Jill’s	aura	and	thumbprint	bruises	on	her	neck.	After	she	gives	us
a	tour	of	the	Barnett	house,	I	tell	her	to	go	home,	that	Amber	and	I	will	stay.	She
argues	but	not	that	much;	it’s	obvious	she	can’t	wait	to	get	out	of	here.
There	 are	 reminder	 notes	 everywhere:	Feed	 the	 fish.	 Turn	 off	 lights.	 Water

plants.	There	 are	 so	many	potted	plants	 that	 the	 three-bedroom	house	 reminds
me	 of	 a	 jungle.	 One	 wall	 displays	 a	 collage	 of	 photographs.	 There	 are	 many
showing	a	young	black-haired	girl	 embracing	a	husky	 shaved-head	guy	with	a
shy	 smile.	 In	 a	 large	 family	 photo	 there	 are	 a	 dozen	 smiling	 faces:	 siblings,
parents,	grandparents,	and	even	a	wrinkled	guy	who	looks	over	a	hundred.
Nothing	suspicious.
When	Jill’s	gone,	Amber	whispers,	“You	shared	your	secret	with	me—now	I’ll

share	one	with	you.”	She	shows	me	a	small	gold	book	titled	simply	GEM.	When
she	 opens	 it,	 all	 I	 see	 are	 blank	 pages.	 She	 explains	 that	 GEM	 stands	 for
Guidance	Evaluation	Manual.	It	offers	advice,	and	can	report	seeing	a	Dark	Lifer
to	the	Dark	Disposal	Team.
Amber	speaks	to	the	book.	“Where	is	the	Dark	Lifer?”
To	my	surprise,	a	word	curls	across	the	paper:	Nearby.
Shivers	creep	through	me.
“What	is	he	doing?”	Amber	asks.
Dark	squiggles	worm	across	the	page.	Watching	you.
We	 both	 jump	 up	 and	 spend	 the	 next	 ten	 minutes	 rushing	 around	 to	 close
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