
The heat is on

by Ulrike

The first wave of hot summery temperature tightened its grip on New York inhabitants. 
Everyone was groaning with the heat, and not one cooling draught had been felt. 

To top it off, the air conditioning systems broke down again and again, mostly in the public 
buildings, because the City of New York was suffering another financial straits. The budget 
didn't allow for regular maintenance. At the same time, strict house regulations were 
issued, which prohibited specifically the placement and use of electric fans, to save 
electricity, except for the occasional one. So the District Attorney's office was hit by this 
sanction as well.

“I really don't know what to wear. Of course the dress code is pretty much the same as 
ever. But I guess it's best to be a woman -no long pants and most of all no ties,” Catherine 
tried to comfort herself.

She stood up to go and see Edie. Along the way she tried to move her blouse, to get some
air between the fabric and her skin. Her clothing seemed to be taped at her body.

She passed through the door to the office area with its computer workstations, where Edie 
was sitting at her workplace wearing a thick cardigan and double socks. 

A cold blast air touched her skin. She suddenly felt like she'd been transformed to another 
planet. 

“What is this?” she asked Edie.

“Each as one deserves,” Edie answered with a broad grin. “Look girlfriend, to be honest, 
much to my regret I can't take credit for this phenomenon. You know what I mean – it's for 
the computers. They have special working conditions and have climate control.”

“So, the computers get better conditions than people? Unbelievable!” Catherine replied.

“Yes, I agree. They're afraid that the processor could heat up over 122°F (50°C). Your 
employer knows how to set priorities,” Edie explained.

“What about my processor - who will care about it?”  Catherine snorted.

Edie gave her a meaningful look.

“But I can assure you, sitting here a whole day, working in the temperature-controlled 
room, you get so hyperthermic you catch a cold. That's while I'm sitting here with a thick 
cardigan,” Edie told her.

“Then I'll try to feel sorry for you,” Catherine laughed.

“Good to know you appreciate it,” Edie laughed too.



They talked about their work and tasks.

“So, I'd better prepare myself to go back to hell,” Catherine announced, rolling her eyes.

Edie grinned broadly. “You have my sympathy, girlfriend.”

“It's so heartwarming to work with you,” Catherine made a dramatic gesture, holding her 
hand to her heart, then turned to leave and went back, passing the door to the unchilled 
area.

“I feel as if I've been struck by lightning,” Catherine murmured.

Joe crossed in front on her waving a file, to fan himself. Catherine looked at him and was 
struck by a flash of inspiration. She sat down and rummaged in her desk drawer, as Joe 
joined her.

“Are you on a treasure hunt?” Joe asked, grinning.

“A kind of....yes, here it is,” she answered and got a folding handheld fan. She opened it 
and started fanning herself.

“Nice,” Joe noticed. “Radcliffe, I have some questions about the Miller case.”

“Can we discuss this a little bit later in your office?” Catherine suggested.

“Are you doing overtime?” Joe asked.

Catherine nodded, holding the fan in front of her face, hiding it partly. Joe looked at her in 
amazement.

“You know, a fan isn't just a fashion accessory, there's a secret language. You can use it 
for nonverbal communication,” she explained with a coquettish look.

Joe rolled his eyes.

“Tell me, how did the secret messages remain secret, if their importance was generally 
known? Or vice versa, how did the recipient could understand it, if the meaning was a 
secret one?”

“You've got the wrong idea. It was a language of emotions, actually the interpretation of 
body language, emphasized by the fan. For you, another type of fan would be more 
appropriate. In ancient Egypt they had those large frond fans, fanned by servants.” 
Catherine hit her smile behind the fan again.

“You're kidding me,” Joe grinned. “See you after the end of the day in my office.”

Catherine grinned back, nodded and cuffed him playfully with the fan.

“Philistine.”

At the end of the day, Joe unloosened his tie and was also struck by an idea. He didn't 
expect public business after the official hours were over. 



“Where have I left....,” he murmured. “Ah, yes...”

He turned around and opened a cupboard and started to rummage around, putting objects
and materials aside.

“I'm feeling like a Jack Russell Terrier digging for gold. Nonsense. What are they used for 
anyhow? I'm not certain...anyway, in any case, they're hunting dogs,” Joe paused shortly, 
then continued to burrowing through the stuff. Finally he was successful.

“As ever, as in the most remote corner....,” he murmured pulling out two big, rectangular 
plastic bowls with high rims and two zinc buckets. He smiled, satisfied, then looked 
helplessly around for a moment. He was surrounded by the contents of the cupboard.

“Where to set these?” he asked himself, reaching at his desk. He put everything back into 
the cupboard and set finally his treasures on the floor.
 
Absolutely delighted with himself, Joe took the buckets, left his office and went to the 
kitchenette. He filled them with cold water, carried them back to his office and filled one of 
the basins with cold water. He slipped out of his shoes and socks and rolled up his 
trousers, then sat down and put his feet in the bowls.

“Ah, that does feel good,” he sighed.

A moment later Catherine came in and stopped dead in her tracks.

“Uh Radcliffe, come in. May I invite you to bathe your feet? I have another basin here, my 
personal air-conditioning. Cool feet, cool head - you know that, don't you?” Joe asked, 
grinning like a Cheshire Cat.

“But I have to tell you, there is a hook....,” he pretended to be contrite.

“Ah, yes.  Have I to guess it myself, or will you be gracious enough to tell me about it?” 
Catherine asked, grinning.

“Uh, yes of course. As you can't fail to notice, I'm acutely disabled,” he briefly lifted his feet 
out of the water.

“I did bring a second bucket of water, but it's still standing beside me. You'll have to 
prepare your own footbath. Sorry if it isn't gentlemanly.”

“Hm, a breach of etiquette. Do you know the degree of penalty for such an offence?” she 
gave Joe a mock stern look.

“Your honour, I'm begging for mercy,” Joe wrung his hands in a dramatic gesture.

After giving it a little thought, Catherine forgave him, kicked off her shoes and took a foot 
bath. 

“I'm pleading for respite until the verdict of the jury. Joe Maxwell, I have to tell you, your 
idea is brilliant. There must be mitigating circumstances, I think. If I'm considering it, an 
acquittal seems to be within the realms of possibility, but only if you tell me what gave you 



the idea. Maybe, then we could quote about the leading case from State of New York 
versus Miller.”

“Do you remember that horrible storm we had last year?” he asked.

“Do you mean, the one with high winds and heavy rain squalls?” she replied.

“Yes, exactly. May I draw now your attention to the windows behind me? They leak. This 
side of the building stood got the full blast of the storm. So, finally, we used these items to 
catch the leaks and prevent damage. Afterwards I stored them away, just in case I needed 
them again … for whatever,” Joe laughed.

“Very wise,” Catherine praised him.

“If you are feeling refreshed, I suggest we continue with our work,” Joe advanced with an 
apologising shrug of his shoulders.

They worked through their files.

“I think we should call it a day now,” Joe declared. “Will you please hand me the towel?”

Catherine took it and tossed it to Joe.

“Good pitch, there's another one for you,” Joe applauded.

“It's odd, but I'm feeling refreshed,” he told her, as they were waiting for the elevator.

She nodded.

“You know, the best part of summer is the shadow,” he grinned.

END


