Chapter 11
“Brian?”  Justin asked softly.  

“I’m really hungry.  Can we eat now?” Brian’s said his eyes continued to stare into his hands.
Brian’s body language and tone conveyed his message loud and clear.  The conversation was over and Paul wanted to quickly distance himself from what he’d just revealed.

“Sure.” Justin shook his head trying to clear it in order to focus on the here and now.

“Can we have pizza?” Paul asked politely.

“Yeah, do you want to go out or have one delivered?”  

Paul gave Justin a puzzled look.  “Delivered?”

“To the room we could eat here and watch tv.”  Justin explained.

“’kay, Justin can we go to swim after?” Paul knew he was asking for too much, but Justin never got mad about things.
“Only if you promise to take a shower after.”  Justin had suddenly realized that Brian hadn’t taken an official shower since the hospital.  He’d forgotten what it was like to be a kid and having to be told to do those things.

“’kay, I promise.”  Paul smiled briefly and went to sit in his favorite spot by the window while Justin ordered their dinner.

Later…

Paul had decided he wasn’t keen on the idea of standing in a shower so Justin ran him a bath.  Paul like Brian seemed to be a real water baby.  While Paul was enjoying his bath Justin decided to quietly examine the contents of the tin box.

Inside he found two articles pertaining to Paul Smith’s death and three regarding the arrest, trial and conviction of Brian’s Uncle Robert.  He also found an old key, a hospital ID band with Brian’s name, date of birth dated 8/31/81 from St. Mary’s Hospital, and a St. Christopher medal with Brian’s name and date of birth engraved on the back.  
The reality of what he was seeing finally dawned on him when he read the hospital arm band and medal that these were Brian’s things not Paul’s.  He could understand the significance of the clippings and even the medal, but what was the key to and why had Brian been in the hospital?
“He’s snooping into our most private things.  Make him stop you stupid little brat.  Those things belong to us and if he figures out what the key fits then he’ll know everything.  Do you want that? Huh? You think your precious Justin will even be able to look at you then?”
Paul had been lying back in the tub enjoying the water, but the voice startled him which caused him to sit up so quickly that waves of water spilled over the side.  The person talking was seated on the toilet in front of him.  Paul’s body began to quake with fear.

“Jus… Justin wouldn’t snoop” Paul’s eyes widened and his voice cracked.

“You little dipshit can’t you hear him?  He must have heard your splash ‘cause he’s stuffing everything back inside the tin now.  How can you be so stupid?  I told you not to let that tin out of your sight and like the dumb little piece of shit you are you totally forgot about it didn’t you?” The voice was harsh and unforgiving.
“I didn’t mean to forget, honest.  I’ll hide it better… please don’t…”

“Paul?” Justin’s voice came from behind the closed bathroom door. “Paul are you okay in there?”

“Uh huh…I umm, I was pretending to swim and splashed a little.  I’ll…umm, clean it up I promise.” Paul was grasping the side of the tub hoping Justin wouldn’t walk in.  If he saw…if he knew he would turn away from him with disgust like everyone else did.
“That’s okay its only water.  Are you getting out soon I’d like to get a shower in before midnight.” Justin joked.  He thought he’d heard Paul talking to someone which unnerved him a little.  It was entirely possible that Paul could be talking to another personality, maybe even Brian, and that’s what bothered him…really.

Paul pushed away from the figure as it was now looming over him, dangerous eyes staring into his only inches away.

“If anyone finds out they’ll end up like your retarded little friend.  You hear me little boy?”
The terror evoked by the ominous threat caused Brian’s bladder to involuntarily release its contents into the bath water.  
After not hearing movement in at least five minutes Justin knocked on the bathroom door again, but got no response.

“Paul?  Can you hear me?”  Justin waited a few moments before opening the door.  Paul was still in the tub and shaking as if it were filled with ice.

“Paul what’s wrong?”

After what Justin thought to be forever the man-boy looked up at him his face unreadable.

“The water got cold.” Was all he offered.

“Oh…well why didn’t you just get out?”

Paul answered with a slight shrug.  Justin handed him a towel as he stood up.

“Dry off then and get into your night clothes.  I’m sure you’ll be warm in no time under the bedcovers.”  Justin reluctantly left the bathroom and waited for Paul to finish.

Paul exited the bathroom his dirty clothes neatly folded in his hands.  Justin took the clothes and put them with the rest of the clothes needing to be washed.

“I need my box.” Paul’s face was still unreadable.  

“Sure, I’ll get it out of the safe.”  Justin felt an eeriness in Paul’s tone and was surprised he was asking for his box.  When Justin had first found it in Paul’s bag he’d acted as if he wasn’t sure he’d ever seen it before.
Justin handed Paul the tin box.  He snatched it from his hands, scrambled to his bed and climbed under the covers clutching it to his chest with out uttering a word or offering a thank you.  
“Are you okay?” Justin asked.

“Yes, I’m really tired.  Goodnight.” The words rushed from Paul’s mouth then he turned on his side still hugging the tin box and closed his eyes.

Justin was stunned by the sudden change in Paul’s behavior.  He made a mental note of the change then quickly jotted down what he had found in the box and what Paul had told him in regards to Jack Kinney.  Tomorrow the mystery would either be completely unraveled under hypnosis or backfire and they would get no where, but then maybe it would all just become and even more impossible puzzle to solve. 
As the warm water flowed over his body he thought about each personality that had emerged.  Each of them were as much apart of each other as they were separate.  But as Justin went over the events of the past week in his head one thread came to the surface.  Each personality also contained pieces of Brian Kinney they were obscure to anyone who didn’t really know the man, but not to Justin.  And who was Paul talking to in the bathroom?
