
  
    [image: cover.jpg]
  


  
    incipient species

  


  
    Theresa Greve Løberg


     


     


     


    Incipient Species


     


     


     


     


     


     


     


     


     


     


    KOLOFON FORLAG

  


  
    © Theresa Greve Løberg


    


    Incipient Species


    Kolofon Forlag AS 2020


    Prosjektet produseres på oppdrag fra Theresa Greve Løberg


    Alle rettigheter/ansvar for prosjektets innhold tillegges Theresa Greve Løberg


    Henvendelser utover bestilling av produktet bes rettet til Theresa Greve Løberg


    ISBN 978-82-300-2167-5


    EPUB ISBN  978-82-300-2168-2


    Produksjon: Kolofon Forlag AS, 2020


    Boken kan kjøpes i bokhandelen og nettbokhandelen.


    Materialet er vernet etter åndsverkloven. Uten uttrykkelig samtykke er eksemplarfremstilling, som utskrift og annen kopiering, bare tillatt når det er hjemlet i lov (kopiering til privat bruk, sitat o.l.) eller etter avtale med Kopinor (www.kopinor.no). Utnyttelse i strid med lov eller avtale kan medføre erstatnings- og straffansvar.

  


  
    


    For my boys


    Thor-Jürgen


    Thor-Jakob


    Petter


    Kristian


    Finn

  


   

    For all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God.


    Romans 3:23

  


  
    Prologue


    Gracefully seated at a small round table in the bar, with her back tall and barely touching her chair, she took in the renovations without betraying her interest. Deciding that the mirrored wall and the dark brown paint would grow on her, the changes were to her liking. As for the upholstery, a change there was long overdue. “He is hoping to stay attuned to his clientele,” she thought, appreciative of the landlord’s restrained modifications. And, it being a favourite haunt of hers, a major overhaul would have been distressing. Change meted out all at once, was known to overwhelm. She was of the opinion, therefore, that in life, there was every need for constancy.


    She noticed them as soon as they walked in. Headed for the bar counter, the young lady walked two paces in front of her companions and sat down on a stool while the boys slid in on either side. An air about them captured the woman’s attention and, glancing at the door briefly, she reverted to the trio with intrigue. They struck her as accomplished. While picking a seat at a bar and sitting down involved very little, rarely, was this simple act performed without hesitation, nor dared she say, some awkwardness. Even on one’s own in a public setting, one hesitated before sitting down. The more people there were to a party, the more hesitation there tended to be. The party of three she had just observed carried out the act with finesse. She was captivated.


    Drinks arrived. Raising their glasses, she heard them say: “To the best of both worlds,” as they looked into each ­other’s eyes and took a sip of their drinks.


    “Just what the doctor ordered,” the woman jested in her mind, on seeing them take great delight in their drinks. She was in no doubt they were siblings. The taller boy appearing to her the eldest, she guessed the other boy and girl to be twins. Though their foreheads, noses and jawlines bore a resemblance that was unmistakable, at the same time their appearance was remarkably unique, and she marvelled to herself how enterprising nature could be.


    Searching the bar’s entrance for her husband once more, on not finding him there her attention returned to her strange­­ly intriguing subjects, noting with satisfaction the perfect symmetry of their faces. In detail, commencing with the placement of their noses, whose bridges were aligned flaw­lessly between their rather round eyes, her gaze followed to the tips which stood midpoint above their lips. And that, she recalled resignedly, was what good looks were all about. Symmetry had much to do with beauty. But theirs was by no means a bland beauty, rather it was flawed and, therefore, the kind to captivate. The sort one was not easily bored by and she felt she would not tire of looking at them. Their mouths were quite broad, much wider than the norm. It was just as well she wasn’t one to give a fig about acceptable norms.


    Self-consciously, she looked in the mirror at her own middle-­aged face fast losing its symmetry. Peeling away from its core, it seemed to barely hold on now. Though used to it, she was far from pleased and pinched the smile she gave her image. Where her friends had indulged in all ­manner of treatment, including injecting Botox, she had kept her own looks and their faces, sad to say, were now monstrosi­ties. But it was the loss of their sense of self-­preservation that concerned her the most. Botox was a known toxin, botulin! Her own image, in the new mirror the landlord hoped would draw attention to his ­merchandise, reflected her despair.


    Observing the three young siblings again, it appeared they felt no need to converse. Their manner was relaxed, their faces bearing a disarming eagerness. Why she was sure their eyes unobtrusively searched the room, she could, there­fore, not say.


    As if by design, each of them appeared to scan a sep­arate section of the room. Had she seen them discuss the ­manoeuvre, perhaps she would not have been perturbed, but the only words to have left their lips since coming in were those for the toast and for ordering of drinks.


    “Why survey the bar?” she wondered. If they longed for excitement, she would happily inform them that, unfortunately, serenity was the rule of the day here, the very reason this was her local bar. Searching them now, she determined their manner uncontrived. They were at ease. It was all very curious. But what could it be? Could she put it down to the matter of them being related? Down to two of them being twins, perhaps? But still, she could not tell.


    Considering their behaviour with interest, she declared it schooled; they were good at it! Their sophistication excited her. Suddenly, the older boy’s eyes found hers and he glared. Intrigued, her upper lip lifted slightly as she experienced the stirrings of a thrill. The challenge was unmistakable: “He is warning me to stay away.” But his scrutiny was fleet­­ing, interrupted shortly after by his siblings drawing his attention to the television.


    Unnerved by the encounter, she felt conflicted. “Could she be wrong?” Doubting herself in such matters was rare. Hadn’t she and her colleagues perfected the behavioural science of profiling individuals who posed a threat to themselves and society at large? From a mile away, could she not spot those whose sense of self-preservation had been stripped away? And did she not train hundreds specifically for this purpose?


    Flustered by her inability to see the screen and a ­curios­ity denied, she was struggling to regain her composure. She ignored the urge to move nearer and, instead, turned in time to see her husband finally walk through the door. Hesitating before he crossed the room, he decided on the chair to her right and, realising the television screen was out of view, said, “darling, move to the bar with me, I can’t watch the news from here.”


    “Just the encouragement I need,” she thought, leading him to the space next to the siblings at the corner of the bar counter.


    In view of the screen now, she saw a middle-aged man on the news talking about oil. On account of the man’s glib protestations, she impulsively began to assess him. Seconds into the exercise, she took charge of herself and was persuad­ed to stop. After all, wasn’t the news nowadays filled with middle-aged men refuting this, that or the other? Was she to spontaneously profile every one of them? Since she was retired, what would be the point?


    Remembering the manner of her retirement left her mouth dry. In quick succession, she took several sips of her drink before reclining in her chair. After she had taught them all she knew, in the name of national security, the agency had taken possession of her intellectual property. Side-­lined to begin with, she was later simply discarded. And now she had absolutely nothing to show for all her years of pain­staking observation. Since the injustice, bitterness had gained a foothold in her life. The thought of litigation had crossed her mind, but the scales of justice could not in this instance be tipped in her favour. Any effort to rectify the injustice, would merely have added insult to injury. 
Besides, the cost of legal representation would have emptied her coffers.


    Her husband spoke and, remembering the promise of paying each other better attention, she turned to him. Though her retirement was imposed on her, she was determined to make the most of it. They weren’t off to a good start, how­ever; ingrained habits were proving a hindrance. Television was her husband’s Achilles heel, while hers, she harshly perceived, was being carried away precisely in this manner.


    Unable to resist, she gave her subjects a once-over and then scrutinised their faces for a ‘tell’. “What about this particular man,” she wished to know, “so holds their attention?” This unabashed scrutiny in close proximity to her subjects revealed something that was not apparent before: evidence of surgically repaired cleft palates. “But in all three?” she questioned in astonishment.


    The girl, with a tilt to her head and a twinkle in her eye, looked questioningly at her brothers. Their response to her silent query was a simple nod.


    “Now what did that mean?” the woman wondered, as she turned to her husband and smiled. Without warning, her subjects stood up to leave. Straying yet again, her gaze ­escorted them out to the bustle of a New York City street; she could not mistake the spring in their gait. She envied them their vitality and yearned for her own. Her eyes relented when they could no longer follow, but her spirit embraced the youngsters, an impulse that baffled her. 
With certainty, Miranda Kitts now knew that this wasn’t a case of being merely overcome by her hardwired profession­al instincts. “Charlie and I should move back to ­England,” she thought, all at once feeling ill at ease.
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