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ONE
The tavern wasfilled with ghogts that night.

Grady Pierce could fed them, but he didn't much care aslong as the bartender kept pouring the
drinks. They were ghosts of the old days, when recruits, mostly draftees, were bused amost daily into
Fort Dix for basic training, scared or strut-ting, and hustled out of their seets by drill instructors with hard
faces and hard eyeswho never spokein lessthan ayell. The scared became terrified, and the Strutters
soon logt that smug ook they wore—it was apparent from the moment they were shorn of their hair that
thiswasn't going to be a Technicolor, wide-screen John Wayne movie.

Thiswasred.
Thiswasthered Army.



And there was adamn good chance they were going someplaceto die.
Grady ought to know; he had trained enough of them himsdif.
But that was the old days.

Thiswas now, and what the hell—if the ghosts of the boyswho never came back wanted to stand
behind him and demand he teach them again and thistime do it right, well, hell, that was what they did, no
skin off hisnose.

What he did these days was drink, and damned good &t it he was.

He sat on his stool, bony shoulders hunched, hands clasped on the bar before him asif he were
saying grace before taking up the glass. His face under the mostly gray brush cut was al angles, sharp
and dark with shadows; he wore worn and stained fatiguesloose at the waist, atoo-large field jacket
torn at one shoulder, scuffed hiking boots so thin he could fed pebbles beneath the soles.

From where he sat at the bar's far end, he could see the dozen scarred darkwood tables, the
half-dozen dark booths along the sdewall, the twenty or so customers bent over their drinks. Usudly the
place was close to bedlam with top-of-the-voice, not dways good-natured arguments about the Giants,
the Phillies, the 76ers, the government. Waylon would be howl-ing on the jukebox, agame onthe TV
hanging on thewall, and benegth it all the comforting clatter of balls over a the pool table, floating green
inthelight of the single lamp aboveit. There might even be afew working girls hanging out, joining in, not
awayslooking for busness.

Good thing, too, he thought with aquick grin; most of the galsthese days were alittle long in the tooth
and short in the looks.

Tonight, however, was pretty damn miserable.

Raindl day, changing to ahard mist a sun-down. The temperature had risen, too, dipping pockets of
shifting fog into the dleys and gutters.

It was April, nearly May, but it felt awhole ot like November.

He glanced at his watch—just afew minutes past midnight—and rubbed his eyes with bony knuckles.
Time he was having one for the road, then getting on that road while he could still find it.

He reached for the glass, oneice cube and Jack Daniel's halfway to the rim. He frowned and pulled
his hand back. He could have sworn that that glass had been full a second ago.

Man, I'mworsethan | thought.
Hereached for it again.

"Y ou sure about that?' Aaron Noel, who was more muscle than any man had aright to own and till
be able to move, flipped adrying towel over his shoulder and leaned back againgt the shelf fronting the
smoke-fogged mirror. Hiswhite T-shirt wastight, the deeves cut off to give his upper arms some room.
He was ayounger man who looked asif he had lived one lifetime too many. "Not that I'm complaining,
Grady, but | ain't taking you home tonight again, no offense.”

Grady grinned. "Y ou my old lady now?'

"Nope. But the weather sucks, right? And every time the weather sucks, you get the mis-eries, drink
too much and pass out, and then | gottalug your sorry assto that sorry hole you cal ahouse." He shook
hishead. "No way. Not tonight." He waggled his eyebrows. "Got a meet-ing when I'm done."

Grady glanced at the window by the exit. Past the neon he could see the migt, the dark street, the
empty storefronts on the other side.

"S0?" the bartender said, nodding toward the unfinished glass.



Grady straightened, yanked on an earlobe and pinched his cheeks. It was an old trick to seeif hewas
numb enough yet to go home and degp without having those damn dreams. He wasn't, but he wasn't
drunk enough to defy aman who could break hisback with his pinky, either.

If the truth be known, Noel was good for him. More than once over the past fifteen years, he had
stopped Grady from getting into fights that would have easily turned him into one of his own ghosts. He
didn't know why the guy cared; it had just turned out that way.

He considered the glass carefully, grimaced at the way his ssomach lurched with acid, and said with a
resgned Sgh, "Ah, thehel withit."

Aaron approved.

Grady dipped off the stool and held onto the bar with hisleft hand while he waited for his bal-ance to
get it right. When he figured he could walk without looking like he was on asteamer in ahur-ricane, he
saluted the bartender and dropped a bill beside the glass. "Catch you around,” he said.

"Whatever," the bartender said. "Just get the hell home and get some deep.”

Grady reached into his hip pocket and pulled out a'Y ankees cap, snapped it open and jammed it
onto his head, and made hisway toward the door.

When he checked over his shoulder, Aaron was aready taking with another guy at the bar.

"Good night, gentlemen,” he said loudly, and stepped outside, laughing at the way some of them
snapped their heads up, eyeswide, asif held just shaken them out of anap.

As soon asthe door closed behind him, the laughter twisted into a spasm of coughing, forcing him to
lean againg the brick wall until it passed.

"Jesus," he muttered, wiping his mouth with the back of ahand. " Quit drinking, quit smoking, you old
fart, before they find you in the damn gutter.”

He paused at the curb, then crossed over and moved on up the street, keeping close to the closed
shops, the empty shops with plywood for windows, and decided as he did that hedd findly had it with this
burg. Asthe government kept chipping away at Dix's assgnments, folks up and left, and nobody camein
to take thelr place.

Hell, if hewas going to drink himsalf to death, he might aswell do it somewhere pretty, Horidaor
something, where at least it stays warm most of the damn yesr.

He hiccuped, spat on the sidewalk, and belched loudly.

On the other hand, he decided the same thing every damn night, and hadn't moved yet.
Goddamn Army.

Too old, pal, we don't need you anymore. Take your pension and split, you old fart.

He belched again, spat again, and serioudy considered going back to Barney's, to have afarewell
drink. That would shake them up, no question about it.

Half ablock later he stopped, scowling at himsalf, and squinted down the street. The tar-mac was a
black mirror, streetlight and neon twisted and shimmering in the puddles. Nothing there but small shops
and offices, adigant traffic light winking amber.

He looked behind him.

The street was deserted there, too.

Nothing moved but small patches of fog.

Y ou're spooking yoursdlf, bud; knock it off.



Herolled his shoulders, straightened his spine, and crossed to the other sde. Two more blocks, aleft,
aright, and he'd be at the worn-down apartment complex where he had spent most of the years since his
discharge.

He could find the damn thing blindfolded.
He glanced back again, thinking someone from the bar was following him.
The end of the block, and he turned around.

Damnit, there was someone back there. It wasn't so much the sound of footsteps asit wasa
presence. A feding. The certainty that he wasn't done. He knew that feding well—it had almost driven
him around the bend, over therein the jungle, knowing they werein the trees, watching, waiting, fingers
ontriggers.

"Hey!" he cdled, glad for the sound of hisvoice, wishing it didn't echo so much.

Nothing there.

Y es, there was.

Screw it, he thought, turning with adisgusted wave of hishand; | don't need the aggravation.

If it was another drunk, he didn't care; if it was some kid looking for aquick mugging, he didn't care
about that either because he didn't have anything worth taking.

But by the end of the block he couldn't help it; he had to look.
Nothing.
Nothing at all.

A sudden breeze made him narrow hiseyes asit Sfted mist againgt hisface, and when he did, he saw
something move a the mouth of anarrow aley about thirty feet back.

"Hey, damnit!"
No one answered.
And that pissed him off.

Bad enough the Army had fucked him over, and bad enough he hadn't been able to leave this damn
place and |leave the ghosts behind, but he was not about to let some goddamn punk messwith his head.

He pulled his hands out of his pockets and marched back, breathing dowly, deeply, letting his anger
build by degreesinstead of exploding.

"Hey, you son of abitch!"
No one answered.
Nothing moved.

By the time he reached the dley, he wasin full-bore fighting mode, and he stood at the mouth, feet
dightly apart, figson hiships.

"Y ou want to come outta there, buddy?*
A sgh; maybe the breeze, maybe not.

He couldn't see more than five feet in—three stories of brick on either Side, apair of dented trash
canson theleft, scraps of paper on the ground, flut-tering weakly as the breeze blew again.

Hewasn't sure, but he thought the aley was a dead end, which meant the sucker wasn't going
anywhere aslong as he siood here. The question was, how far was he going to push thisthing? How



drunk was he?
Hetook one step in, and heard the bresthing.
Slow, measured; someone was trying very hard not to be heard.

Thisdidn't make sense. If whoever it was had hidden himself back there, Grady would have heard
him moving around. Had to. There was too much crap on the ground, too much water. Hisown single
step had sounded like agunshot.

And the breathing sounded close.

"l an't got timefor this," he muttered, and turned.

And saw the arm reach out of the brick wall on hisright.

Thearm, and the hand with the blade.

He knew what it was, God knows he had used it himself dozens of times.
He aso knew how sharp it was.

Heamost didn't fed it sweep across histhroat.

And he dmost managed to make it to the street before his knees gave out and hefell against thewall,
saring at the arm, at the hand, at the bay-onet as he did down, legs stretched out before him.

"Goddamn ghogt," he whispered.
"Not quite," someone answered. "Not quite, old man.”

That'swhen Grady fdt thefire around his neck, and the warmth flowing over hischest, and the
garbage beneath him, and the fog settling on hisface.

That'swhen he saw the face of the thing that had killed him.

The afternoon was pleasantly warm, the sky a sharp and cloudless blue. The sounds of Thursday
traffic were muted by the trees carrying their new leaves, dthough the cherry trees hadn't yet sorung dl
their blossoms. The tourists were few at the Jefferson Memorial, mostly older peo-ple with cameras
around their necks or cam-cordersin their hands, moving dowly, taking their time. A handful of joggers
followed the Tida Basin rim; two paddle boats glided over the water, seemingly in aclumsy, not very
earnest race.

That'swhy Fox Mulder preferred this place over the others when he wanted time to think. He could
St undisturbed on the steps, off to one sde, without having to listen to terminally bored tour guides
chattering like robots, or schoolkids laugh-ing and horsing around, or any of the rest of the circusthat
Old Abe or the Washington Monument managed to attract.

His dark blue suit jacket was folded on the marble step beside him. Histie was pulled-down and his
collar unbuttoned. He looked much younger than his years, hisface asyet unlined, hisbrown hair unruly
inthe light breeze that dipped over the water. Those who bothered to look in hisdirection figured, he
supposed, that he was some kind of academic.

That wasdl right with him.

His sandwich was amost done, a plastic cup of sodajust about empty, when he saw atdl manina
dark brown suit moving around the edge of the Basin, staring at those he passed asif expect-ing to
discover someone he knew. Mulder looked quickly from sideto sSide, but there was no way he could
duck around the building or into the trees without being seen.

"Hey!" the man called, catching sight of him and waving.
Mulder smiled politely, but he didn't stand.



Thiswas not what he needed on a grest day like this. What he needed was his sandwich, his
soda—although held prefer acold beer in abottle, preferably sitting in abooth a Ripley's, in
Alexandria—and maybe that short brunette over there, taking dow tight circleson apair of in-line skates,
earphones attached to aWalkman at her waist. He supposed maintaining balance was alot like being on
ice skates; it seemed to be the same principle. Not that he was dl that good when roller skates had
whedls at the corners, spending, as he had done, more time on his rump than attaining great speeds.

The skater shifted suddenly, and he blinked, redlizing for the first time how tan she was, and how snug
her red satin shorts and red T-shirt were.

Then ashadow blocked hisview.
It was the redhead.

"Mulder," the man said, standing two steps below him, grinning like anidiat, "wherethe hell have you
been?'

"Right here, Hank."

Specid Agent Hank Webber stared over Mulder's head at the daylit figure of Thomas Jefferson
standing tall benesth the dome. A puz-zled frown came and went. "Never did see this place, you know
what | mean?' He shook his head, scratched through his dark red hair. "What do you want to cometo a
placelikethisfor?"

Mulder shrugged. "It'snice. It'squiet.” He deepened hisvoice. "It's not the office.”

Webber didn't take the hint. "So, did you hear what came in?"

Mulder just looked a him.

"Oh." The younger man grinned sheepishly. "Sorry. Of course you wouldn't hear. Y ou were here.”

"Hank, your powers of deduction have never failed to give meashiver." He amiled when the younger
man sputtered, telling him with ages-ture that it was only astupid joke. Hank was a good man, but there
were timeswhen Mulder thought him dense as a post. "Hear what?"

"Heevito."
He sat up dowly, lunch momentarily forgot-ten. "What about him?"
"“They got him."

He didn't know whether to laugh, cheer, shock the kid with avictory dance, or play it the Bureau way
by smply nodding, asif the outcome of athree-month manhunt for a kidnapper had never been in doult,
especialy since the kid-napped child had aready been recovered safely. What he decided to do was
take another bite of his sandwich.

Webber hooked athumb in hisbdlt. "Y ep. Not two hours ago. Y ou figured it right, Mulder. They
staked out his cousin's place in Biloxi, and sure enough, he comes stralling in thismorning dl by his
lonesome. Spent most of the night on one of those new riverboats, pissng away haf the ran-som money
at roulette. Mogt of the rest evidently went to some blonde." He laughed and shook hishead. "I heard the
first thing he said was, 'l knew | should've played thirty-six and red.”

He nodded.

Mulder took another bite, another sip, and waited.

"S0." Webber squinted as he checked out the memoria again.

A quartet of nuns chattered past, smiling at him, smiling at Mulder.
The skater |€eft, not even aglancein their direction.



Webber sniffed, and fussed with histie. "So."

"Hank, | am eating my lunch. | am enjoying thefresh air, the sunshine... and | am especialy enjoying
the peace and quiet that comes with not being at the Bureau for awhile. I'm not sure what you want me
tosay."

The younger man seemed bewildered. "But... but if it hadn't been for you, they never would've gotten
him, right?1 mean, nobody e se figured out his gambling problem, right? Nobody € se knew about that
cousin. So..." He spread hishands. "So aren't you glad?

"Overjoyed,” he answered flatly.

And ingtantly regretted it when Webber's expression sagged into youthful disgppointment. He knew
the kid believed that every bust was righ-teous, every arrest an occasion for celebration, every crook
large or small put behind bars areason to dance. What he hadn't figured on was, between the first bust
and thefourth and the fiftieth and the mil-lionth, the exhilaration was awaysthere. Always. And the
feding that finally one of the bad guyslogt.

But the good agents, the best ones, never for-got that on the far Sde of that exhilaration there was
aways someonedsewaiting inline.

It never ended.
It just never ended.

That fact a one sometimes turned a perfectly good agent into a cynic who made mistakes. And it
sometimesgot him killed.

Mulder didn't want that to happen to him.
He had too much to do.
He had too much yet left undone.

On the other hand, he aso hadn't finished his lunch, and there were still five other folderswait-ing on
his desk in varying stages of investigation. He wasn't the primary agent on any of them, but he had been
asked to take alook, to seeif he could spot something the others had missed.

It was what he was good at; very good, if you paid attention to some of the talk around the office.
Although heredly didn't seeit that way. It was, smply, what he did, and he had never redlly bothered to
andyzeit.

When the younger man finally looked asif he were either going to cry or scream, Mulder swal-lowed,
touched his chin with afinger, and pointed. "If | remember, Hank, you were the one who came up with
the Biloxi connection. Weal missed it. You got it."

Webber blushed.

He couldn't believe it—the kid actudly blushed, ducked his head, scuffed his shoe on the step.
Mulder decided that if he said, "Aw, shucks," hewould haveto bekilled.

"Thanks," he said ingtead, fighting hard not to grin. "That. .. well, that meansalot." He ges-tured
vaguely. "l didn't mean to interrupt but..." He gestured again. "I thought you'd want to know."

"| did. Honestly. Thanks."

"S0." Webber backed away, and almost top-pled off the step. He laughed sdlf-conscioudy, hisright
amflapping. "So, | guessI'll get back, okay?"

"Sure"
"Youll be—"



Mulder held up what was | eft of the sand-wich.

"Right. Sure." Hewaved, reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out apair of sunglasses, and dipped
themon.

Suddenly he wasn't akid named Hank Webber anymore.

Suddenly he was aman in asuit too dark for the wesather, wearing sunglasses too dark for the sun.
Suddenly he wasn't apart of the scene any-more. If he had painted asign on his back, he couldn't have
said FBI any better.

Mulder smiled to himsdlf as Webber waked off, practicaly marching, and washed the last of hislunch
down with the soda. Then he glanced around, not redlly seeing anything, before hook-ing his jacket with
aforefinger, draping it over his shoulder, and moving into the memorid itself.

Heliked it in here, especidly now, when there was no one ese around. It didn't fed like a cathedrd,
theway Old Abe's place did, yet he was in awe just the same of the man who rose above him. Jefferson
wasn't agod. He had hisfaults. But those faults only made his accomplish-ments al the more remarkable.

Thiswas where he liked to work puzzles out, following crooked mental paths to see wherethey led,
maybe hoping some of the third president's geniuswould rub off on him.

In here he couldn't hear the traffic, the tourists, nothing but the sound of his shoes on the polished
marblefloor.

Wheat he had to consider today was a casein Louisianathat involved at least one brutal mur-der, one
daylight robbery of $25,000, and wit-nesses who swore on every Bible handed to them that the person
who had doneit had vanished into thin air. In the middle of acircustent. While wearing the costume of a
hobo clown.

Hisinginctswere usudly pretty riable. Thistime they suggested this had nothing to do with an
X-File, those cases he specidized in, that had about them an air of the bizarre, the inexplicable.

The paranormd.
Thekind of casesthe Bureau officidly frowned upon, but couldn't dwaysignore.

Which waswhy he had been shown this one. Thiskind of thing, whether the upper echelon liked it or
not—and they usudly didn't—was his specidty.

Louisanajust didn't have that X-File scent.

Stll, there was dways a chance he was wrong. It wouldn't be the first time. Hisusua partner, Dana
Scully, had told him that so often, he had finally suggested she print up cards: Mulder, thisisan
ordinary case, only with weird stuff; aliens, monsters, and UFOs need not apply. Whenever he
began to think that X the unknown was actu-ally something they should look into, she was supposed to
hand him acard, or stapleit to hisforehead, and get on withit.

She hadn't thought that very funny.
Except for the stapling part.
Still, he had been right often enough in the past, even if she was too stubborn to admit it.

What he was afraid of now, what always kept him alert, was that every case with sup-posed "weird
suff" init would make him jump before he thought, and thus bring down the wrath of his superiors,
forcing the X-File Section closed.

It had aready happened once.
Hedidn't want it to happen again.



Especidly when he had been so closeto find proof that the Earth wasn't done... so close...
Too closefor some.

Otherswould cdl that paranoia; he cdled it smply watching his back. Not for the knife. For the
razor.

The fact that he tended to elaborate on or improvise on the Bureau's standard operating procedures
a0 hadn't made him many friendsin high places.

That the Section had been reinstated was a stroke of good fortune, but he never gloated.

Hedid hisjob.

Looking.

Always|ooking.

Following the crooked path.

He wandered around, to the back of the statue, tracing his fingers aong the marble base.

What he wanted to do now was make sure that this Louisiana thing was weird stuff, nothing more.

He had to be sure that he wasn't so desperate that he saw only what he wanted to see, not what was
redly there.

Not so easy to do these days, when he had been so close.
So damn close.

He stepped back as he dipped into his jacket and looked up at the president, dark bronze and
gleaming, towering above him.

"So what do you think?' he said quietly. "Y ou bought the stupid place, isthere anything out there?"
A hand gripped his shoulder.

When hetried to turn, the grip tightened, ordering him to stay where he was.

Histhroat dried instantly, but he did as he was bidden. He wasn't afraid, just wary.

Helowered his head dowly to keep his neck from cramping.

The hand didn't move, nor did it relax its grip.

"WdI?' heasked mildly.

Mint; he smelled an aftershave or cologne with afaint touch of mint, and the warmth of the sunon
someone's clothes, asif held walked along way to reach him. The hand was strong, but he couldn't seeit
without turning his head.

"Mr. Mulder." A smooth voice, not very deep.

He nodded. He was patient. Not often, how-ever; both histemper and his temperament never had
liked short leashes. He tried to adjust his shoulder, but the fingerswouldn't let him.

"Louigana," the voice said, fading dightly, telling him the man had turned his head. "It's not what you
hope, but you shouldn't ignoreiit.”

"Mind if | ask who you are?' Still mild, ill calm.
IIYall
"Mindif | ask if—"

"YS,"



The grip tightened, pinching a nerve that made Mulder's eyes close briefly. He nodded, once. He
understood—keep your mouth shut, ask no questions, pay attention.

V oices approached outside—children, for a change sounding respectful, not rowdy.
A car's horn blared.

"The fact, Mr. Mulder, that your Section has been reactivated does not mean there till aren't those
who would like to make sure you stay out of their way. Permanently.” A shift of cloth, and the voice was
closer, aharsh whisper in hisleft ear. "Y ou're still not protected, Mr Mulder, but you're not in chains,
ether. Remember that. Y oull haveto.”

The grip tightened again, abruptly, just as the voices entered the memoria and turned to echoes. His
eyesingtantly filled with tears, and his knees buckled as he cried out softly. A lunge with hisarm couldn't
prevent hisforehead from damming againgt the pedesta as he went down. By the time hisvision cleared,
no more than afew seconds, he was knedling, head down, and when he looked to hisright, grimacing,
the only person he saw wasalittle girl with an ice cream cone, braids, and avivid blue jumper.

"Areyou okay, Mister?' she asked, licking at the cone.

He touched his shoulder gingerly, swallowed a curse, and managed anod while taking severa deep
breaths.

A woman gppeared behind the girl, gently easing her away. "Sir, do you need help?"

Helooked up at her and smiled. "Just felt alittle dizzy, that'sal.” Bracing one hand againgt the
pedestal got him to his feet. The woman and the girl, and about a dozen others, backed away warily as
he moved. "Thanks," he said to the woman.

She nodded politely.
He stepped outside.

The breeze attacked hisforelock, and he swiped at it absently as he dipped into his jacket. His
shoulder stung, but he barely noticed it. What he did notice was the breath of ice across the back of his
neck.

Whoever the man was, there had been no threats, but there had been no promises either.

Andfor thefirgt timein along time, hefdt that tiny rush of excitement that told him the hunt was on
agan.

Not the hunt for the bad guys.

The hunt for the truth.

Corpord Frank Ulman wastired of lying in bed. His back was sore, his asswas sore, hislegswere
sore. The only thing that wasn't sore was his head, and he figured that would fdl off if he had to count the
holesin the celling one moretime.

It was, no question about it, alousy way to spend a Saturday night.

What made it worse was the fact that he was here because he had been stupid. Redlly stupid. All he
had wanted last night was aquiet drink, pick up someone for the evening because hisreg-ular girl had to
work, and wake up the next day without a hangover. No big deal. So he had wran-gled a pass from the
sarge, no Swest, put on hiscivies, and hitched aride into Marville with a couple of haf-bald Warrant
Officers who spent the whole time bitching about the way the DoD couldn't make up its mind whether to
close Dix down or not.

They had dropped him off at Barney's Tavern.
He went in and had his drink, passed afew words with the muscle-bound bartender, watched a



couple of innings of Phillies basebdl onthe TV, and listened while the curioudy noisy crowd gabbed
about old Grady getting histhroat dashed the weekend before.

It was ashame. He had kind of liked the old fart, had bought him adrink now and then, and enjoyed
listening to his stories. Grady had called him "Sal," because, he said, Frankie looked like some old actor
or something named Sal Mineo. After thefirst couple of times, Frankie hadn't bothered to correct him. If
the old guy thought he looked like amovie gar, it was no skin off hisnose.

Now that Grady was dead, so was Sal.
Too bad.

Another drink, another inning, and he made hisfirst mistake: He tried to pick up awoman Sit-ting by
hersaf at atable near the back. Not bad looking in the tavern's twilight, but he wasn't about to be fussy.
Angie wasn't here, and he was. Just like dways. It was a mistake because the bitch didn't want to be
picked up, said so loudly when he persisted, and findly suggested that he perform a certain number of
mind-boggling, and definitely unnaturd, sexud acts upon himsdf on hisway hometo hismomma.

His second mistake was dropping atwenty on the tablein front of her and telling her to elther put up
or shut up, and don't forget the change.

His third mistake was not listening to that muscle-bound bartender, who told him to get his sorry ass
out of hisbar before theroof fel in.

Corpora Ulman, with too many boilermakers and ahell of an attitude under his belt, called the
bartender afag.

The next thing he knew he wasin Walson, the Air Force hospital on post, getting stitched under the
chin, getting acast on hisleft arm, and getting afacefull of the sarge, who had been waiting for him when
the cops brought him in.

Bed rest was the order, take these pills, stay out of trouble, don't come back.

All day he stared at the barracks ceiling, hisleft arm throbbing in ading, hisface aroad map of
ydlow and purple bruises.

Nobody felt sorry for him.
The sarge had told him that when he got up the next day, he was going to be busted. Again.

So hefigured he didn't have awhole hdll of alot to lose when he swung hislegs over the side of the
bed and waited for the dizziness to pass. He had to get out. Walk around alittle. Get some fresh air.
Maybe find acard game and tdll afew stories of his own. Anything but count those damn holes again.

Clumsily he dressed in boots and fatigues, made it asfar asthe door before he felt thefirst ache, deep
in hisjawbone. It amost sent him back, but now it was amatter of pride. A busted arm, afew bruises,
what kind of asoldier would he beif he let something like that keep him on hisback?

He checked the second floor corridor and saw no one, heard nothing. Why should he? Everyone else
was having agood time, bumping around Marville, Browns Mills, drinking themselves blind, getting laid,
catching aflick.

Thethought made him angry.

One goddamn lucky punch, one lousy mis-take, and here he was, practicaly acripple. And he
wouldn't put it past one of the guysto cal Angieand tell her everything.

Son of ahitch.

What he needed, he decided then, wasn't acard game, it was adrink. Something to calm him down,
something to easethe pain.



He knew just whereto get it.

Five minutes later, after dipping achegp and dim flashlight into his hip pocket and dry-swalowing one
of the pain pillsthe doc had given him, hewasin and out of Howie Jacker's room, two pints of Southern
Comfort tucked into his shirt. Thejerk never learned to lock hislocker, hisloss, Franki€sgain.

Five minutes after that he was outside. Behind the brick barracks the woods began, and he dipped
into them quickly, making hisway dong awell-worn path toward a clearing half amilein. Hed been
invited there last summer, a place reserved for those who wanted to drink, or whatever, alone, without
the hasde of officidly leaving the post.

Actudly, the clearing was beyond the post's boundary, which meant that its users were techni-caly
AWOL.

Not that anybody cared.
One part of these damn woods was the same as another.

Hetook thefirst Sp amost before the bar-racks lights were blocked by the trees, gasping at the
hundred-proof sweetness, smacking his lips as the throbbing began to fade. Thiswas agrest idea, and
best counting holes dl to hell and gone. He took another drink, tucked the pint into the ding, and pulled
out the flash. The beam was nar-row, but he only needed it to warn him of pine boughs and oak
branches. Thetrall itsalf had been used so often, it was practicaly aditch.

He moved quickly, glancing up now and then in hopes of seeing the stars or the moon. It wasn't that
he was afraid of thewoods. Not redlly. For acity boy, he had learned to take them or leave them.

What he didn't like was the voice the trees had.

When the breeze blew, there were whispers, like old men talking about him behind their hands; when
thear was till, the leaves still moved, nudged by night things who stayed just out of reach of the narrow
white beam.

Hedrank again.
The woods talked to him.

He stopped once and checked behind him, dashing the beam up the trail, seeing nothing but grey
trunks and colorless underbrush.

He drank, walked, and cursed when he real-ized the first pint was aready empty. He tossed the
bottle aside angrily, took out the second one, and dipped it into the ding. Later; that onewasfor later.

The breeze kicked into agust of strong wind, damp and coal.
The branches danced and whispered.

Okay, he thought, so maybe not such ahot idea after al. Maybe he should just go back, lay down,
drink himsdlf into astupor and let the sarge do hisworst in the morning.

His head ached, hisarm ached, hisjaw ached.
"Jesus," he muttered.

Another gust shoved him off thetrail, the beam blurring across the ground, sparkling asit passed
through pockets of midt.

Something moved, out there in the dark.

Something large.

Frankie swayed, wishing he hadn't drunk so much, wishing he hadn't taken those pillsfird.
His stomach felt on fire, and sweat had broken out across his brow and down his spine.



It wasn't warm at dl.
Thewind had turned cold.
He heard it again, something moving toward him, not bothering to mask its approach.

Hisfirst thought was Jersey Devil, and he gig-gled. Right. A redl live monster in the middle of New
Jersey. Right. Tell me another.

His somach lurched.

He swallowed hard and hurried on, swerving around a bush whose thorns clawed at hislegs. His
broken arm burned now, too, and he cradled it with his free hand, sending the beam sideways, poking at
the black without pushing it away.

When he collided with a sapling that threw him to the ground, he cried out, cursed, kicked himsalf
awkwardly to hisfeet and demanded to know who the hell was out there, he was asick man, hewas
lost, goddamnit, and he didn't need this shit.

Thewind tugged at his hair, plucked at his shirt.

A drop of rain splattered on the tip of nose.

"Oh grest," he muttered. "That'sjust fucking great.”
Something in the trees overhead.

Something in the dark just behind.

He wiped hisface with aforearm, used the flashlight like alance as he found aclear path and broke
into adow trot. It wasn't the right trail, but it had to lead somewhere, and right now some-where other
than here was exactly where he wanted to be.

Stupid; he was stupid.

The sargewas going to kill him, Angie was going to kill him, and Howie would definitely kill him when
he found his stash gone.

Something behind.

Something above.

Light rain dipped between the leaves, between the branches.
God, he thought, get me outta here.

He swerved easily around a gnarled oak, dodged the grasp of a cage of white birch. He couldn't hear
anything but his own breathing now, and the wind, and the patter of the rain, but he couldn't stop running.
Every step exploded in hisarm, but he couldn't op running, following the sweep and dart of the beam
until he rounded athicket and the ground was gone.

Heydled as he tumbled into aditch, screamed when he landed on hisarm, and blacked out until the
pain brought him back.

Rain on hisface, like the touch of spider legs.

Herolled onto his knees and hand, and threw up until histhroat burned. Then he rocked back on his
hedls, amazed that the flashlight was till in hisgrip. He used it to check the ditch, saw it was barely three
feet deep.

And there was aroad.

"All right!”
Dizzy, swalowing rapidly, he staggered to hisfeet and looked back at the woods.



No way. No way. Hewould hike until some-one found him, or he found away back to the post. If it
was an MP patrol, who cared? Anything was better than this. Even the sarge.

He dipped-crawled up the other side and onto the tarmac, took a deep breath, and began walking.
The ditch ended afew yards later, the trees closing in, not even leaving a shoulder.

It didn't take long before the pain finally reasserted itself and he had to stop, lean against adead pine
whose branches had been stripped off al the way to the top. There were severa of them here, and he
figured it was lightning, aquick fire; therewas alot of patcheslikethisherein the Barrens.

"Okay," he said. "Okay, move your buitt."
Maybe adrink.
Onedrink.

The rain was cold and the wind was cold and he was too cold for a spring night like this. He reached
into the ding, and laughed when he pulled out the second pint, intact.

He unscrewed the cap and lifted the bottle in atoast to the sky.
Hedrank and licked hislips.
He lowered his head and saw the outline of a covered Jeep not fifty yards ahead, parked on the | eft.

He grinned, waved the flashlight, and started up the road, every few feet bracing himsdlf against one
of thetrees. It wasn't the MPs, thank God. Probably somebody out to get alittle with atownie. He
laughed. A Jeep, whileit was possible, was hardly the best way in the world.

He drank and waved the flashlight again.

The passenger door swung open, and he saw awoman's face.

"Hey!" he called. Hiccuped. "Giveaguy alift?"

The woman's face disappeared.

He drank and grinned, ssumbled, and reached out to catch himself on atrunk.
The wood was soft.

Too soft.

He yelped and jumped back, the bottle drop-ping from his hand.

He aimed the flashlight unsteadily,-and saw the arm reach out of the bark.
He saw the blade.

He heard himsdlf scream.

But he could only scream once.

FOUR

Mulder fredy admitted to anyone who asked that his office, such asit was, seldom complied, strictly
or other-wise, with regulations. While he knew where everything was, usudly, it wasn't dwayswhere
Bureau Section Heads decreed it ought to be. Controlled tornado was how one of hisfriends had puit it;
ahdl of amesswas how he described it. Usudly with ashrug. Always without apology. Nevertheess,
despite the fact that it was in the basement of the J. Edgar Hoover Building, it served its purpose; and the
fact that he till had it after al the waves he had made over previous X-File cases was, to more than a
few, aminor miracle.

He sat there now, chair tilted back as he wadded up blank sheets of paper and tossed them toward a



metal wastebasket set in front of apair of brown metd file cabinets. "Toward" wastheright word. "Into"
would have been nicer, but that rarely happened.

Likevigting with Jefferson, it helped him think.

Today, it dso helped him kill time while wait-ing to be summoned to his appointment with his new
immediate superior, Arlen Douglas. The word on the floor was, the man, even though hewas only in the
dot temporarily, wasn't pleased with the success rate of his agents, and he was hunting for scalps.

Which waswhy thefloor in front of hisfiling cabinets|ooked like a snowfied when Carl Bardlli
walked in, visitor's pass clipped to his sports jacket's breast pocket.

Mulder tossed, missed, swiveled his char around and said, "Michadl Jordan is safe for another
eaon.”

‘Jordan retired last year."

Mulder rolled hiseyes. "That's the trouble with you, Carl. Y ou pay too much attention to detalls. It's
the big picture you have to consder.”

Tohissurprise, hisold friend didn't respond. Instead, he wandered around the room, fingers drifting
but touching nothing, glancing at without redlly seeing the charts and Most Wanted sheets, the notes and
NASA posters taped and tacked to the wall.

He was a swarthy man with thick black hair and aclassic Italian profile dented and scarred just
enough to prevent him from being pretty. He was dso aformer semi-pro footballer who had al the heart
and few of the mgjor skillsto makeit inthe NFL or Canada. Luckily, he had recognized the
shortcomings before it was too late; now he wrote about the sport for the revitalized New Jersey
Chronicle, and once every six weeks or so came down to Washington to check out the Redskins, or to
see what Congress was up to with arecent flurry of sports safety legidation. While he was here, he
awaysdropped in, looking for afree meal, or along night of pub-crawling.

Mulder never asked how his friend aways managed to get a pass without caling ahead; hehad a
feeling he didn't need to know the answer.

"So," Bardli sad, findly lighting on achair, kicking aside the paper balls as he stretched out hislegs.
He glanced through the doorway to the quiet flow of agents outside, then back at thewalls.

"S0," Mulder echoed.
"So where's Scully?!

"Shetook some time off. She went West someplace, to seefriends, | think. She'stoo cheap to send
me apostcard.” A shrug with his eye-brows. "Today's Wednesday, the fifth, right? Shelll be back on
Monday."

"Too bad. | could've saved her."

Mulder smiled, but it wasn't wide, merely polite. Carl had been trying to get Scully out of the Bureau
and into hislove life, not necessarily in that order, ever since he had met her just over ayear ago. Scully,
athough she claimed to beflattered by the attention, didn't think this was the guy who would, as she put
it, light up her life.

Nether did Mulder.

While heliked Carl alot, and they had good times together, the man was incorrigible and unrepentant
when it came to chasing women. Asfar as Mulder was concerned, Scully was perma-nently out of
bounds.

Bardlli folded his hands over his ssomach, pursed hislips, licked them, blew out aslent whistle.



"What?' Mulder was puzzled. No hand-shake, no raucous invitation to debauchery, no futile attempt
to show him exactly how to shoot a basket. The established routine had been aban-doned, and he didn't
care for the way the man refused to meet his gaze.

The reporter shook himself elaborately, forced a smile, crossed hislegs. "Sorry, pal. To be hones,
I've had a pretty shitty week, dl inal, and it sure ain't getting any better stting in this place. When the hell
areyou going to get aroomwith aview?"'

"l likeit here. It'squiet.”

"It'slikeatombiswhat it is"

Mulder didn't take the bait. "What's the prob-lem, Carl ?*

The man hesitated before clearing histhroat. "Y ou remember Frank Ulman?”’
Mulder wadded up another sheet. "No, | don't think so. Should 17

"Hewas a my sister'sacouple of Christmases ago. Skinny kid? Regular Army? He kept hitting on
my cousin Angie, she kept shooting him down, and you decided to show him how to do it right.”

Suddenly, as he threw the paper ball, he remembered the night, and the memory brought asmile. The
kid, and he wasn't much more than that, had paraded around the Barellis suburban North Jersey house
in hisdress uniform, desper-ately trying to find awoman who would be impressed by his bearing and
ribbons. He was s0 eager, he was laughable, and Mulder had findly taken pity on him. Unfortunately, the
heart-to-heart they had had in the rec room didn't take. Bardlli's cousin's brother had had to be physically
restrained from punching the guy into the new year.

"Yeah," hesaid, nodding. "Yeah."
Thebdl wentin.

"Wdll, acouple, three months ago, he and Angie got together. Kind of serious, actudly. | heard they
weretaking marriage and Stuff.”

Mulder's eyes widened. "Y our cousin and that guy? Redlly? Why didn't her brother kill him?”
Bardli winced and looked away.

Oh shit, Mulder thought; open mouth, insert foot.

He abandoned his douch for a posture more attentive. "Tell me.”

"Hewaskilled last weekend."

"Damn. Hey, I'm sorry, Carl. | didn't mean—"

Bardli waved him sllent. "It's okay, don't swedt it, you couldn't have known." His smile was bitter.
"Not exactly nationa news, you know?" Then heinhaed dowly. "Thething is, Mulder, he was stationed
at Fort Dix, somekind of pissant clerica job, even though he thought he should have been something
else. You know, glamorous? Green Berets, something like that. Anyway, he got himsdlf into afight at a
bar in anearby town, they cdl it Marville—"

"Over awoman, I'll bet."

"Y eah. Something like that. Anyway, he ended up at the base hospitd Friday night, busted up some,
and was supposed to stay in bed until Sunday. Frankie didn't want to stay in bed, apparently. He was
found on aroad just south of the post, on Sunday morning.”

"How?'
Bardli swiped a something invisible on his shirtfront. " Somebody cut histhroat.”
Mulder closed hiseyes briefly, both in sympa-thy and at theimage. "Have they caught the one who



didit?'
"No."
"Witnesses?"

The man snorted. "Oh yesh, right, hi the mid-dle of the night out in the middle of nowhere? Jesus,
Mulder, gimme abreak." Then he shrugged. "Y eah. Actudly, there was one. A woman." He leaned
forward, bracing hisarms on hislegs. "But Jesus, Mulder, she was hysterica and drunk and maybe
doped up. Y ou know what she said? She said the damn tree grew an arm and killed him."

Arlen Douglas could have been anywhere from his early fortiesto early sixties. His perpetu-aly
tanned face wasfindly lined, hishair an aris-tocratic mix of brown and slver, and hisfigure one of
someone who wasin close to perfect shape. He sat behind his desk and took asingle swipe at histie
before closing the manilafolder that lay before him on the leather-trim blotter.

It hadn't taken him long to make the office his—framed photographs of hisfamily on the desk, framed
photographs of him and three presi-dents, ahandful of movie stars, and a dozen sena-tors on the walls.
An American flag in abrass stand to the right. Behind him, alarge window whose view of the city was
cut off by pale beige blinds.

When hisintercom buzzed, he touched a but-ton, said, "Send him in, Miss Cort," and checked histie
agan.

Special Agent Webber opened the door hesi-tantly, smiled, and stepped across the threshold.

Another hesitation before he closed the door and marched to the desk.

Douglas prayed that the kid wouldn't salute him.

"You sent for me, Sr?"

"Indeed | did, Hank." He tapped the folder. "A finejob your team did on that Helevito case. A very
nicejob indeed.”

Webber beamed. "Thank you, Sir. But it wasn't redly my team, it was Agent Mulder's.”

Douglas smiled without showing any teeth. "Of course. But it seemsyou came up with avita piece of
the puzzle, and exhibited some very fine investigative techniques.”

He waited while the young man did his best to contain his pleasure. This, he thought, was going to be
apiece of cake.

"Tdl me something, Hank, how did you like working with Fox Mulder?"

"Oh, boy," Webber said enthusiasticaly. "It was greet. | mean, they teach you dl that stuff at
Quantico, but it doesn't redlly have anything to do with..." He stopped himsdf and frowned briefly.
"What | mean, sir, isn't that Quantico doesn't doitsjob. Not at al. | mean—"

"l know what you mean,” Douglas said, still smiling, hands now flat on thefolder. "It doesn't come
dive, doesit, until you actudly seeit dl inaction.”

"Yes, gr. Exactly.”

Wi, of coursg, it doesn't, you idiot, he thought. Someone was going to owe him big time for this.
Red higtime.

"And you found working with Mulder indructive?"

"Absolutdy."

"By the book, everything inits place, nothing for anyone to be ashamed of 7'

He knew the young man would fater, and he did, torn between hisliking for Mulder and hisloydty to



the Bureau. Douglas was well aware that Mulder used the book when he had to, and his own, rather
unique experience when necessary. The problem was, that experience. Half thetime, it seemed like
nothing but hunches; the other half congsted of such wild speculation that Douglas was amazed the man
had any arrest record at al.

Hewaved adismissve hand. "Never mind, Hank. It's not redly important.” He did his hands off the
folder. "Asl sad, thisisfinework. Thanksto you, we should have no trouble in court putting Helevito
away for most of therest of hislife." The smilefaded to an expression that was both an invitation to the
inner circle and awarn-ing againgt betrayed confidences. "But before you decide to make Mulder your
hero, there's some-thing you should know."

Webber frowned his puzzlement.

"And something I'd like you to do for me." The amile returned, thistime with teeth. "A per-sond
favor. One, | think, which will not hinder your advancement in the Bureau oneiota.”

Mulder wasn't sure what he was supposed to say next. He had dready explained to Bardlli as
carefully as he could that he couldn't take on the case without authorization, or without arequest from the
locd law enforcement agency, but the reporter refused to accept it. He kept insisting thiswas Mulder's
kind of thing, right up hisdley.

Weird stuff, Mulder thought sourly; famous throughout the whole damn world for weird stuff.

"It doesn't matter," he said, making sure Carl heard and saw the regret. ™Y ou said yourself the woman
had been drinking. And was hysterical. As anyone very well might be who had witnessed something
sudden and gruesome like that. Which iswhy, believe it or not, eyewitnesses aren't aways the best way
to pursue a case. Get three people a the scene of aviolent crimelikethis, and I'll guarantee three
different versons of what happened.”

"Look, Fox, | know—"

Mulder held up apalm. "What I'm saying is, Carl, that this woman was obviously severely shaken up.
Likel said, anyone would be, and—"

"Speak for yoursdlf," adry voice said from the doorway.
Bardli ingtantly legpt to hisfeet, agreet, wolfish smile cracking his solemnity. "Dana Darlin!"
Mulder merely looked to the door. ™Y ou're back early.”

Dana Scully made aface, tossed her purse at him and shrugged out of her light topcoat. "I got back
last night. | got tired of looking at interstates. After afew daysthey're dl the same—boring. And very
exhauding."

Shedidn't look exhausted to him. Her light auburn hair wasin place, her dightly rounded face clear of
any hint of weariness, and her clothes—aruffled blouse and wine-colored jacket with matching
skirt—were impeccable.

Aspracticaly dways.
"You look perfect,” Barelli said, crossed the room and engulfed her in ahug.

"Hi, Carl." She accepted the hug for only afew seconds, then dipped out of it so deftly Mulder
wanted to applaud.

He nodded toward hisfriend instead. " Carl has a problem, but I'm afraid we can't help him."

"Bullshit." Bardli laughed heartily. "Y ou just need some convincing, that'sal. And thisisjust thelittle
lady who candoit.”



Scully avoided another hug by catching the purse Mulder tossed back to her and, a the sametime,
preempting the other chair.

"So how wasthetrip?'
Shetook her time answering. "Nice. Very rdaxing.”
"Y ou should have stayed the whole time.”

"What, are you kidding?' Barelli folded hisarms and leaned againgt the jamb. ™Y ou don't know that
little lady very well, Mulder. Can't keep her mind off businessfor more than two hoursat atime.” His
smile was seductive, he knew it, and he used it. "Which makes me glad to see you, Dana. Maybe you
can tak thisguy into giving afriend ahand.”

Scully quickly glared at Mulder, who had aready raised his hands to offer mock applause. Instead
the right hand shot to scratch at the back of his head, while the |eft answered the perfectly timed ringing
phone beside him.

Helistened.
He watched Danawatching him.

He hung up and said, "Carl, I'm sorry, but | have to see the boss" as he rose and reached for his suit
jacket. "Let Danaknow whereyou're staying and I'll call you later.”

"Mulder?' Danafrowned.

"No, don't worry, I'm not in trouble." He paused at the door. "I don't think I'min trouble.” He
stepped over the threshold and |ooked over his shoulder. "How can | bein trouble? We just closed abig
cae."

FIVE

Diamond Street was barely wide enough for two lanes of traffic on its easy downward dope toward
the Potomac River. Richly crowned hick-ory and maple lined the worn curbs, hiding for most of itslength
old and small, brick and clapboard homeswith front lawns scarcely large enough for the name. At the
top of the dope were a handful of businesses, pillovers from South Washington Street. On the west side
was Ripley's, flanked on the left by a corner grocery, and on the right by anarrow three-story Victorian
converted to adress shop on the ground floor, law offices above. The bar's smple brick facade was
ddiberately no advertisement; al there was was adark green padded door over which hung ascripted
sgninred. Nowindow large or small. It was a neighborhood bar, no outsiders or the out-side need
aoply.

Mulder stepped in and immediately stripped off his coat, sghing alittle, pushing aweary hand through
hishair. To hisleft were ahdf-dozen smal tables, aready taken; to hisright, awall cov-ered above dark
wood wainscoting with film and old radio show posters framed in polished wood. As soon ashisvison
adjusted to the dim lighting, al except for the bar itsdf from short candlesin amber chimneys on the
tables and sconces on the walls, he moved dowly toward the back, down anarrow aide creasted where
the mahogany bar began. That wasfilled too, but the noise level waslow.

Conversation, quiet laughter, afew nods and smilesin hisdirection.

When the bar ended, the room opened up into alarge square, with more tables, and high-backed
booths settled against the walls. Therewas no TV, no jukebox; the background music piped through
hidden speakers was barely loud enough to register. Sometimes it was country, sometimes jazz,
sometimes themes from films and Broadway shows. It al depended on the mood Stuff Felstead wasin
when he opened for lunch.

It didn't take Mulder long to recogni ze the soundtrack from Alien. Stuff had apparently seen him



coming.

With agrin he swung |eft and dropped into the booth nearest the end of the bar, shifted, and sat with
his back againgt the wall, one leg stretched out on the padded seat, his topcoat dumped on the other
seet. Within seconds, atal woman stood in front of him, inloose black dacks, puff-deeved white blouse.
Black Irish from head to toe—hair, eyes, fair skin, afaint sugges-tion of freckles across her upturned
nose.

"Areyou dead or drinking?"

Herolled hiseyes and groaned. "Both, | think."
"Bex?'

He nodded.

She winked and drifted away.

He covered hiseyeswith hisleft hand, elbow propped on the table, and wondered if maybe he had
dipped into some dternate time zone, some paralel universe.

All the sgnswere there: Arlen Douglas hadn't kept him waiting, but had persondly ush-ered him into
his office. Congratul ations on the Helevito case were suspicioudy effusive, aswas praise for taking such
good care of Hank Webber. Mulder hadn't had a chance to say aword save a murmur of thanks before
the Section Head asked him what he thought about the disappearing clown.

"A trick, obvioudy."

"What makesyou think s0?"

"He's not the Invisible Man, sir. Nobody can snap hisfingers and vanish.”
"Intriguing, though, don't you think?"

He heard the warning bellsimmediately and did his best to avoid what he feared was coming, pointing
out suspect witnesses, the very backdrop of the circus, incomplete preliminary reports from the local
sheiff...

It didn't work.

He had one day to finish the Helevito paper-work, and then he was off to Louisiana over the
weekend.

"Just up your dley, wouldn't you say, Agent Mulder?!

Mulder had wanted to say, "Up your dley, too. Sir." But asudden attack of restraint kept him silent
as he was handed a blue-tabbed case folder and ushered back out before he had a chance to continue
his objections.

It wasn't until he'd returned to his empty office and flipped through the pages that he real-ized Scully
wouldn't be going with him. Hank Webber would.

Thiswasn't right. Not that he didn't mind shepherding the younger man through the mine-fields of
Bureau investigations; that was the least of his problems, and Webber was a personable, if somewhat
overenthusiagtic man.

What wasn't right wasthe smell of it. Right up hisaley, the man had said. Weird stuff. But thiswasn't
weird at all; it was just nuts, and he wondered exactly who had asked for the FBI to join in what looked
to be an obvious local maiter.

Plus, let's not forget the man at the Memorid. Invisble aswell, and al too redl.
Not protected, but not chained.



Alice was right—curiouser and curiouser.
Pardld universe; it had to be.
"If it'sthat bad, maybe I'll bring hemlock for achaser.”

He opened his eyes and kept his expression bland as the waitress set a bottle of beer on the table,
aong with aplatefilled with french fries. He pointed. "1 didn't order those, Trudy."

"You haven't eaten.”

Their aromamade his ssomach growl, and she laughed slently when he reached for one and popped
itinto hismouth, hissng asit burned histongue. Rdluctantly, tiffly, he swung hisleg back under thetable
and saw that athick, al-the-trimmings hamburger had been buried beneath the fries. He looked at her
sdeways, and she winked again before heading across the room at a cus-tomer's call.

Hedidn't hide hisinterest. She was an attractive woman, alaw student now a Georgetown, and they
had dated a couple of times, nothing fancy, nothing hot. He enjoyed her and her company, athough he
couldn't dways take her mothering. Tonight, however, it wasright on target, and he ate asif he hadn't
done so in aweek, ordering asecond burger before held finished the first. Taking histime. No hurry at
dl.

Because it was the middle of the week, the room didn't fill. The booths were taken first, and a handful
of tables changed occupants once or twice as he watched them. Mostly younger peo-ple back here; the
old-timers stuck to the stools where they were closer to what mattered.

A couple of times women seated close by would glance at him, glance away, glance back, but he
didn't acknowledge them and so lost their interest. Two menin golf caps and cardigans argued quietly at
atable with someone in a booth he couldn't see. A married couple dressed more for the theater than
Ripley'sfussed unhappily with kaiser roll sandwiches. A quartet of college kidstried to pick Trudy and
the other two wait-resses up.

A normd night.

Inapardld universe.

Oh, brother, he thought; maybe it'stime | took a vacation.

A room whose wallsweren't al the same color, mostly shadow now, mostly dark.

On theright-hand wall adark-framed print, Gainesborough's The Blue Boy, fronted with
non-reflective glass,

Againg theleft-hand wall, abunk with athin mattress, blanket and sheet drawn taut and folded in the
military style. A footlocker at the head, closed, chipped and scarred.

A metd desk set perpendicular to therear wall. On it two piles of paperback books, a stack-able
stereo system, ahandful of compact discs. A yellow legd pad, with abalpoint pen just off-center. A
green-shaded lamp, softly lit. A swivel chair whose seat and back were comfortably padded.

Inthefar corner aclub chair, with a standing brass lamp behind it, an end table besideit with a
Seashdl| adhtray.

The floor was concrete, uncarpeted save for aremnant throw in front of the chair.

A maninalong lab coat wandered around the room, poking at the books, the CDs, scowling at the
legd pad whose top sheet was blank, pick-ing up the pen, stabbing the page lightly before dropping it
again. Although hewas only in hismid-forties, he had more scalp than hair, hisface sharp angles without
seeming harsh. When he straightened, he wastall, broad at the shoulders and chest, and broad at his
stomach. He glanced around, his nose wrinkling at the faint stench of cigarette smoke and mildew, swest
and blood, and findlly, with a satisfied nod, strode to a padded door in thewall. He opened it without



hesitation and stepped up into a corridor whaose ceiling lighting was contrast enough to force asquint as
he checked through the round judas window before turning right and stepping up into the next room, itself
dimly lighted.

"Ready?' A woman in white sat at awall-long shelf on which was aseries of monitors and
key-boards, space for notebooks and pads, and two styrofoam cups of steaming coffee.

The shelf was set just beneath awindow that looked through the ghost of the Blue Boy, down into the
other room.

"Leonard, | asked if you were ready." Long blond hair pulled back and held back by arubber band,
feathered bangs on ahigh forehead.

Leonard Tymons, when he had first met her, thought Rosemary Elkhart quite attractive in ahard sort
of way. After four years he hadn't changed his mind, but he had changed his plansfor seduction and a
brief affair. Sheindeed did havefair hair and fair skin, paelipsand pale blue eyes, but when he was
aone he caled her ablack widow.

"Leonard, damnit.”
He dropped into awhedled chair beside her. "Y ou saw.”

She nodded toward a microphone attached to one of the computers. "For the record, okay? Let's
remember the record.”

He nodded. "' For the record, everything isfine. Nothing has changed since last time. Jesus, can't we
get anyoneto clean that place right? It smdllslikea... a..." He shook hishead in dis-gust. "Just get
someone to scrub it down before next time.”

"I will."

There was slence then as they worked at their keyboards, setting programsin motion, for the
moment paying little attention to the dia-grams and numbers that flashed across the screens.

Then Tymons reached out and flicked off the mike.
Rosemary looked at him oddly.

"Weblew it, didn't we," he said matter-of-factly. A tilt of his head toward the glass. "We're not going
to bring it off, are we?"'

Her face hardened asif she were about to lose her temper, and for several seconds she refused to
answer.

"Rosamary."
She sagged, and whispered, "Damn.”

The soft hum of fans, the creak of his chair's wheedls as he pushed away from the shelf desk and
rubbed his face with both hands.

"Maybe" shesad, "therésaway."
"Maybe," he answered, "there's a Santa Claus.”

Her face hardened again, and she gestured him back to his position. " Santa Claus or not,” shetold
him, "wewill find away." She glanced a him sdeways. "If not, well just get another.”

The music had changed to the muted sound-track from Damn Yankees when Trudy Gaines dipped
into the seat opposite Mulder, lit acigarette, and brushed a strand of damp hair from her brow as she
blew smoke at the ceiling. "One day, he's going to find everyone in here puddled on his precious floor."

Mulder raised an eyebrow. "Y ou'rewarm?' He hadn't noticed.



She nodded, and even in the gloom he could see the lines, the shadows, that made her more her age.
" think I'm getting the flu or some-thing."

Hefinished the last burger, picked up his sec-ond beer. "So take aday off."
"You pay my rent?'

"Y ou give me that autographed Thing From Another World poster?
"Inyour dreams, G-man. In your dreams.”

The Golf Caps argument grew louder.

"Jesus," she muttered.

"What's up?' The person in the booth was till in shadow; al he could see was one arm, in atweed,
elbow-patched deeve.

"The Redskins" shesad in disgudt.
He couldn't help alaugh. "What? May's just started, for God's sake."

Shelooked a him with one eye open. "It's dways autumn when you're a Redskins fan, Mulder, don't
you know that?'

One of the Golf Caps stood, his chair scraping back. Before anyone could move, aman in
shirt-deeves, awhite apron tied around hiswaist, appeared by the table. He was, Mulder thought, the
perfect walking cadaver. Only the badly arthritic hands spoiled theimage. Evidently the

Golf Cap didn't think Stuff Felstead could do any-thing but glower. He waswrong. Ripley's owner
said something so low only the other man could hear. It was enough. He sputtered, gestured placating,
and by his expression suggested to his companion that they leave.

It was over in less than ten seconds.
"Magic," Trudy sad, catching him staring.
"Probably. After dl thistime, | till don't see how he doesit.”

"Kegp it that way," she advised him. "Believe me, you don't want to know." She sat her pamsflat on
thetable. "Well, break's over. Gottafinish up.”

"Nice visgting with you, too," he said, sweep-ing up the last of the ketchup with the last french fry. "So
what's the problem?"

She froze halfway out of the booth, avoiding his gaze, staring at the seatback behind him.
He waited.

Findly, she dumped back and shook her head. "It'sslly."

"Probably."

"| fed likeajerk."

He reached out his hand and waggled it until she handed him his coat. Y ou're off in ten minutes,
you've had another fight with your boyfriend, you have atort quiz tomorrow, and you want awak home
in case hetriesto hasdeyou."

Shedidn't blink. "Y ou know, Mulder, some-times you're damn weird."
He shrugged. "So they tell me."

"Ffteen minutes?'

"Sure. No problem.”



A quick smilewas her thanks as she returned to work, and fifteen minutes later she was back, heavy
swesater over her arm. He paid at the regis-ter at the end of the bar and followed her to the street. His
own apartment was a coupl e of blocks past King Street, closer to the Potomac; she lived the same
distance in the opposite direction. He didn't mind. It was a nice night, acomfortable breeze, and Trudy
spent most of the time com-plaining about her landlady in away thet, at one point, had him laughing so
hard he tripped over araised section of Sdewalk.

Hedidn't fal. A quick, exaggerated turn kept his baance.
But not so quick that he didn't see the man in the tweed jacket strolling behind them ablock away.

It didn't register at first because they had aready reached her place, arenovated colonid divided into
ahaf-dozen gpartments, hidden benesth a clutch of oaks. She kissed his cheek quickly for thanks and
hurried up the walk, fuss-ing in her purse for the keys.

Hedidn't leave until the front door was open and shewasinside.

Then he turned around and headed back the way they had come, handsin his pockets, whistling
softly. Hisfootsteps were loud. Traffic didn't exist. A dog raced silently across adoped lawn to check
him out, tail wagging, fangs bared. Mulder gave the anima asmile and walked on.

Checking the shadows for a shadow that didn't belong.

By the time he had crossed King Street again, he had begun to scold himsdlf. After al, people had to
live someplace, some of them actually lived in the same area he did, and the Tweed Man was probably
one of them.

His own building was on aquiet resdentia street. Well-kept dark brick with adight arch over the
recessed entrance. Hedges that made the tiny lawn seem even smaller. As he dipped hiskeysout of his
pocket, he began making alist of things he'd have to do in the morning, not the least of which would be
to try to change Douglass mind.

A disappearing murderous clown was not hisidea of agood reason to see Louisana

By the time he reached the door he was dready in bed; al he had to do was get his body settled in
the same place.

He turned the lock and absently glanced over his shoulder.

The Tweed Man strolled by on the other side of the Street, cigarette in one hand tracing orangein the
dark, face hidden by afelt hat pulled low.

Weariness dowed Mulder'sreaction. In the few seconds it took to convince himsaf he wasn't
imagining it, the man was gone, lost in the shift-ing shadows between widely spaced streetlamps.

Dana Scully stood amid the clutter of Mulder's office and flapped her arms hopelesdy. There were
times when she admired the way he could find needlesin haystacks and timeslike this, when she wanted
nothing more than to put amatch to it and force him to start from scratch. Which, she knew, wouldn't
change athing. Two days|ater it would look just the same.

Hefting her briefcase in one hand, she turned with aresigned sigh to the woman standing in the
doorway and said, "Sorry, Bette, but | don't think it’s here.”

"Sureitis" the secretary said brightly. She crossed the room to awaist-high shelf built out of thewall,
shoved apile of papersaside and held up ablue-tagged folder. "I can smell ‘'em amile avay."

A cheery amile, and she was gone, leaving Scully openmouthed and dightly annoyed. She didn't mind
cases being targeted to other teams; that was part of the game, and part of the proce-dure. And that
particular case was, by FBI stan-dards, so perfectly ordinary she was surprised Mulder hadn't pushed it
on himsdf. What she did mind was the new Section Head's near-impe-rious refusal to give hisreasons. If



he wasn't happy with the way things were going, he smply changed teams. Fresh minds and fresh bodies
was hisonly explanation.
n lell

Mulder came through the door, dropped his coat onto the back of hischair. "Listen, I've been
thinking about that Louisanathing.”

Dana shook her head. "Mulder—"

He dropped into his chair, swiveled it around to face her, and tented hisfingers beneath his chin. "Not
that | think it'sredlly going to be as bizarre as the mighty Douglasthinksit is, but I've been looking
through thefolder, see..." Hereached over to the shelf without looking. "1 think what they've got thereis
a_II

"Mulder—"

Hefrowned, kicked the chair around, and began dapping papers aside. "Damn, | swore | |€ft it here
last night. Maybe Webber took it. That guy's so gung-ho, he makes me nervous.”

Dana closed her eyes briefly to summon patience, then tapped him on the shoulder. Hard. "Mulder,
pay atention.”

"What? What?' He didn't look around. "Maybe filed it." He shuddered. "God, what a thought."
"It doesn't matter."

"Of courseit matters. Do you think I'd actu-ally..." Hefell slent and dowly turned to look at her.
"Y ou have news."

With alook to the celling, she thought thank you before pushing ahand absently at her hair. "Inthe
first place, | do not appreciate your leav-ing me aone with that human octopus. | swear to God he has
hands growing out of hisears.”

At least he had the grace to look contrite. " Sorry. Douglas had the appointment aready set up. | had
no choice."

When she heard what the Section Head had to say, she told him she had aready been briefed. The
man had caught her in the hall on the way to Mulder's office.

"But that doesn't make any difference right now."
He was startled. "What do you mean?’

Tablethat for aminute. What | want from you now isyour word that you'll never, ever leave me
alonewith that reporter again.”" She shuddered to prove her point. "I am adoctor, Mulder. | know secret
doctor things. If I'mforced to, if helays one more paw on me, | swear I'm going to make sure he never
touches another woman again.”

Mulder held up ahand. "Okay, okay. | didn't think he'd be that bad. Honest." He frowned. "I guess
this thing about his cousin's boyfriend shook him up morethan | thought.”

Angrily shetold him that was no excuse. It was perhaps understandable, but it was till no excuse.
When he apologized again, she dlowed hersalf amoment to calm down, then took the other chair and
hauled her briefcase onto her 1ap.

"What's the other news?" he wanted to know, eyeing the case suspicioudly.
"Good news and bad news, actudly.”

He stared at her for so long, she thought he hadn't heard. Then he dumped allittlein resigna-tion and
gave her hisfull attention.



"The good newsis, you don't have to go to Louisiana. Y ou can't find the file because Bette took it
back just afew minutes ago.”

He barely reacted, little more than a blink.
"The other good newsis, you're il stuck with me."

A lopsided smile flared and vanished. "The bad newsis," he said dryly, "we're going to North
Dakota, no bathrooms, and we haveto livein atent.”

"Not quite.” If it wasn't so infuriating, thiswhole thing would have been laughable. "Actudly, it's New
Jersey.”

"What?'

She looked up without raising her head. "New Jersey.”

He frowned his puzzlement. "Why New Jersey? What—" His eyeswidened in dismay. "Oh, God,
Scully, please, not the Invisble Man.”

She unsnapped the briefcase flaps and pulled out afolder marked with ared tab, set the case on the
floor and the folder on her lap. Sheflipped it open and picked up the top sheet. Only then did she nod,
and waited patiently until he had stopped muttering to himsalf and grunted for her to continue.

IITI,B_II

"Holdit," hesaid. "Wait aminute. What changed the mighty Douglass mind? Y esterday it was
disappearing clowns, today it's Claude Rains. | don't get it. Does heredly think thisisan X-File?

Scully smiled. "I don't know. But it seemsyour friend hasafriend.”

"Carl? The sportsreporter Carl?' Hedidn't believeit. "Carl Bardli hasfriendsin high places?’ He
shook his head dowly; wonders never ceased.

"Not quite," she admitted. "Angie Tonero, his cousin, has abrother. The one who tried to dis-member
her soon-to-be boyfriend, remember? The brother's nameis Mg or Joseph Tonero. Air Force.
Temporarily attached to Medica. Y ou'll never guesswhere he's currently stationed.”

Mulder didn't bother. His expression was enough; he knew that McGuire Air Force Base was
adjacent to Fort Dix. "And Mgor Tonerois... 7'

"Apparently, avery good, dear, close per-sona friend of the Garden State's junior United States
senator, John Carmen.”

Mulder clearly couldn't decide whether to be amused or angry, and at the moment she wasn't inclined
to give him ahand. She only nodded when he said, "Whose office just happened to cal the Director,
right? Probably in the middle of the night. Probably causing the Director to be not al that happy, which
means that when he caled the mighty Douglas, our supposedly temporary Section Head lost alot of
deep. Which, | suppose, means he'sredly pissed off."

"To putit mildly." Shefussed with her skirt, her hair again. "Now, granted, were not sup-posed to be
at the beck and call of individua members of Congress, but there are budgets and there are
appropriations. And the senator is aranking member of acouple of pretty important committees.”

"l lovethistown,” Mulder groused.
She handed over the paper. "Thisisthe report on Frank Ulman.”

Hetook it; hedidn't look at it until she stared him into it. When he wasfinished, no more than a
cursory glance at best, she handed him the second one.

"So what'sthis?' he asked, barely giving it aglance aswell. "A second opinion or something?'



"No. Andif you'd just look instead of griping..."

He did as he wastold as he gave her hisbest martyr's sigh, and she only just managed not to laugh
when he sat up so quickly he nearly did off the chair. "Scully..." He read the papers care-fully, one hand
pushing through hishair.

"Right," shesaid. "Two killings. One week gpart. Saturday night, early Sunday morning. Each victim
with adashed throat, no other injuries, no indication of robbery or sexua assault. That wouldn't

necessarily make them connected, except for the fact that now it seemsthere was awitnessto thefirst
murder too."

Mulder's lips moved as he read the second sheet more carefully. "Another Invisble Man?"
"Could be"

"Or the same one.”

"Could be"

"Thisfirst guy"—he checked the report— "PFierce, he was drunk. So was the witness."
"No question.”

He compared the reports again. "And the sec-ond witness, to Frank's murder, she was drunk, too.
And... drugs?'

"That'sright. Heroin."

She saw the look, saw the dight quickening of his movements.

"S0..." He closed one eye, and hislipstwitched into afaint samile. "So... maybe."
"Could be"

"Scully," hesad, "I give up, dl right?'Y ou've made your point about Barelli. Severd times, in fact.”
He reached for thefolder.

She shook her head. "Not yet."

The frown returned. "What isthis? I'm being tortured because | wouldn't ook at the dides of your
trip? Y ou want me to persondly bresk Carl'sarms?’

"No. It'sjust that there's... well... atad more bad news."

"Tad?' He leaned forward. "Y ou just said tad?"

"Hank, actudly.”

It took him amoment to figure it out, and dissmissit with a no big deal, we can live with it wave.
"And company,” she added.

Someone knocked on the doorframe.

"Wheat the hell doesthat mean, ‘and com-pany*?" he snapped. " Scully, what' s going on, huh?

She stood, pointed to the door, and said, "Fox Mulder, meet the company."”

"Hi," said thetal blonde entering the office as Mulder sumbled to hisfeet. "I'm LiciaAndrews. I'm
redly glad to meet you, Agent Mulder. Hank's told me so much about you."

"Hank?' Mulder echoed dumbly as he shook her hand.

Liciaglanced at Dana. "Why, yes. Hank Webber. Didn't hetell you? We're partners. Sort of. We're
going to New Jersey with you. Right, Agent Scully?'



"Oh, yes" Danasad, enjoying herself immensely, and not the least bit ashamed of it. "Absolutely.”

The view from the apex of the Delaware Memoria Bridge was probably spectacular—the Delaware
Bay below, wooded shoreline upriver, the ocean to theright, the factories and plants that lined the banks
on both sides. It probably was, but Bardlli never saw it. He hated the height, hated the seagulls gloating at
him from eye level, and hisknuckles bled white every time he crossed it. Still, it was better than flying by
afactor of ten.

And once on the north side, he aimed his bat-tered yellow Taurus straight for the Turnpike, not
wasting any time. Despite the call he had made even before he had seen Mulder, and despite the
senator's reassurances that the family matter would be expedited, he didn't quite believeit.

Especidly after what Danahad said.

After refusing, again, to succumb to his charms, she had coldly walked him to the hushed, vast |obby
and had, for God's sake, pat-ted his goddamn arm asif he were akid.

"Stick to sports, Carl," sheld said. "I'm sorry about the corpora, but use your head, okay?'
He'd been so mad, held barely been able to kiss and hug her goodbye.

Stick to sports.

Who the hell did she think shewas, Sherlock Holmesin askirt?

Besides, he was not a sports reporter. He was a reporter whose interests happened to liein sports.
There was adifference, and he was going to proveit.

Fifteen minutes later he was speeding north on the Turnpike, through aspeckled twilight rapidly
dipping into dusk, ignoring the press of the forest on either side, or the late-hunting hawks that drifted
patiently above the dense scrub oak and twisted pine that made up the Pine Barrens. Heignored the
speed limit aswell, keeping to the lft of the two lanes, pushing seventy. The Y ankees on the radio. Wind
from the open passenger window stirring scraps of paper and crumpled tissues on the back seat and
floor. A cigarettein hisleft hand.

Goddamn bitch. He wondered why he wasted histime, and smiled mirthlessly at the al too obvious
answer—she wouldn't give in. He admired that. Hell, he admired her. And one of these days she would
learnto admire him.

Soon.
It would be soon.

Although he wasn't exactly anationd figure, hisbylinein this state carried with it no little recognition.
Hefigured he could trade on that once he reached Marville, wherever the hell that was. It sounded like,
and mogt likely was, atwo-bit town that leeched off Fort Dix and McGuire. A celebrity like him should
find loose tongues eas-ily. A few drinks, afew questions, afew daps on the back and a couple of
knowing winks, and eff-ing Fox Mulder could kiss this reporter's ass.

Besdeswhich, Ulman had practically been fam-ily. Thelast time he had seen Angie, her eyeshad
been so puffed from crying she could barely see.

Nobody, but nobody, did that to his people.

Infact, with alittle luck, he might catch the creep aone, the onewho did Frankiein.
He smiled again as he switched on his head-lamps.

Thesmiledidn't last.



He couldn't hold it.

All he could hold was the steering whedl, and the idea that Carl Barelli wasn't going to be deterred by
some freak with aknife. He knew others saw him as soft, too long at the desk. Too often for them, those
othersfound out different.

Don't worry, Angie, he promised to the early night; you hang in there, kid, Cousin Carl is on the
job.

Dana had never liked the way moonlight and headlight bleached theland of its color. There was never
any real white, only black and shades of grey, and the things that moved between them.

Graveyard time.

Shereached for her |eft ear and pinched the lobe, just sharply enough to hurt and wake her up. She
had thought, had hoped, she would be done with long-distance driving for awhile, but Mulder had
ingsted there was no sense waiting until tomorrow. They might aswell get their act together and the show
on the road so they'd be ready to work first thing Friday morning.

That wasn't s0 bad, actually. He had volun-teered to do all the driving, brought the coffee and some
sandwiches, and had somehow con-vinced Webber that he ought to drive on aone with Andrews, get to
know her, let her get to know him. Partners, he had lectured solemnly and truthfully, had to be able to
predict each other's reactions so backs could be guarded and missteps minimized when the action got
hot. What he had failed to tell them was that the action hardly ever got hot, except in the movies.

Unless, of course, the partner was Fox Mulder.
Liciahadn't minded; Webber, to Scully's amazement, had actually seemed flustered.

Now shefigured them to be fifteen minutes ahead, their first assignment to book roomsin amotel
cdled the Roya Baron, arecommendation Mulder had picked up from avisting agent Sa-tioned in
Philadephia

There was no question it would be as horrid asit sounded. Mulder was an expert at picking such
places. He called it aknack; she knew it was acurse.

"Y ou okay?' He glanced over. "Y ou can deep if you want.”

"Mulder, itisn't even nine. If | degp now, I'll be awake at dawn.” She watched him for amoment,
then reached over and turned down the heater. The night was chilly, but it wasn't that cold. "What'sthe
meiter?!

He shrugged. "Nothing."

"Thisbreaking into pairsisn't your style."

"Maybe, but four agents driving into aplace called Marvillewould be like a parade, don't you think?!
"And two carswith agentsisnt?'

He said nothing.

A mile passed, black and grey, before she repeated her earlier question. "And don't jive me, Mulder,
I'm not in the mood.”

Helaughed slently. "Good lord. Firdt ‘tad,’ now ‘jive." What the hell did you do on that vacation?'
"| didn't change the subject every time | was asked aquestion.”
He drove on, thumb tapping lightly on thewhed. "1 had avisitor the other day."

Shelistened as he told her about the man at the Jefferson Memoria, not saying aword. At one point
she pulled her coat closer across her neck; when he had finished she had folded her arms across her



stomach. She didn't doubt that the meeting had occurred, but she had never been ableto fully accept his
absolute belief in extrater-restrid life, or hisnotion that there were those in the government, and those
seemingly beyond the government's reach, who were just as convinced, and were as dangerousto him as
any murderer they had ever sought.

Add to that the equally bizarre ideathat among those Shadow People, as he called them, there were
as0 ahandful who were actudly on hisside, and in any other human being she would see afull-blown
case of whatever lay beyond extreme paranoia.

In Mulder, however, it dmost seemed plausible.
All right, she admitted; maybe more than "amog.”

The Tweed Man, on the other hand, was more likely a coincidence, nothing more, and when she said
30, he only grunted. Not entirely convinced, but with no solid reason to think otherwise.

"So what does this case mean to... who-ever?' she said, staring out at the dark by her shoulder.
"And what doesit haveto do with Louisana?'

"Beatsme. I'm not apsychic.”

She shifted. "Mulder, weird Stuff, remember?”

He tapped hisforehead. "Got it stapled right here.”

She caught the grin and held her silence until the slence made her deepy. Then: "So what doesit
mean to you?"'

"l don't know. Wdll, yes, | do. It means we have two people dead, and therell probably be more." A
glance, aquick smile. "That'sdl, Scully, that'sall."

She nodded her approval, even though she knew there was no question he waslying.

The Royd Baron Motd was along, white and red, two-story stucco building facing the two-lane
county road that led into Marville. On the west side was the office, whose spot-lighted top was
supposedly abegeweed gold crown; on the east was a restaurant; between them were two dozen rooms,
twelve up and twelve down, with ared iron stairway in the cen-ter and at each end.

Behind it, and across the road, there was nothing but dense forest.

The restaurant—booths a ong the windows, round tables at the far end, and along counter— was
caled the Queen'sinn.

Exhausted, Mulder dumped by the window in ared legtherette booth, till feding asif he wereon
something that moved and had no intention of stopping. His head throbbed, his vision blurred now and
then, and al he redlly wanted was to crawl into bed and forget the world existed for awhile. Webber and
Andrews, however, had been waiting in the office, rooms already booked, just as he and Scully had
pulled up. Despite his protes-tations, he was dragged off for something to edt.

They were the only customersin the room; the young waitress spent her time dusting gleam-ing tables
and whispering to the cook through the serving gap in the back wall.

He didn't order anything—the very thought of food made his scomach lurch—but when the orders
arrived, he had to admit that the plate of slver dollar pancakes Webber had in front of him actualy
smelled pretty good.

"That bacon's going to kill you," Scully said dryly, nodding to the double side order beside Webber's
plate.

"My guilty pleasure,”" Webber told her with aboyish grin, and poured what Mulder figured was at
least agallon of syrup over the heavily buttered stack.



Scully watched in amazement. "Never mind."

Andrews had contented herself with acup of soup, her lean face etched with weariness, her topcoat
buttoned al the way to her chin.

Outs de the window, a breeze danced with a handful of dead leaves, guiding them onto the road
where they were scattered by apassing car.

"So are we going to check it out tonight?' Webber wanted to know.
Mulder looked at him blankly. "What?"

The agent pointed over Mulder's shoulder with hisloaded fork, then yanked it back when syrup
began to drip on thetable. "Marville. Arewe going to check it out tonight?'

He shook his head. "Not until morning. Then the first thing we haveto do isintroduce our-savesto
thelocd chief, let him know we're here.”

Webber nodded. "Hawks."

Mulder blinked.

"Hawks," Webber repeated. "Todd Hawks. The Chief of Police. That'swho heis."
"Ah"

Webber glanced at his partner, but her atten-tion was on the empty road, and stifling afierce yawvn
with her hand. "Didn't you read thefile? 1 mean, it'sal in there. About him. Hawks, | mean."

A gust shimmered the window.

Andrews shivered, but she didn't look away.

"Fox?'

"Mulder.” He pushed a hand back through his hair. "Don't cal me Fox. Mulder isfine."
Webber nodded once, correction noted and filed, it won't happen again.

Thiskid, Mulder thought weerily, isgoing to drive me up the wall.

And since he knows the drill full well, he must either be too excited, too eager, or he's scared. That
wouldn't be surprising. So far, the young man's field work had been primarily con-fined to the immediate
DC area. Now he was out here, no convenient home office to run to, work-ing with aguy supposed to
be more than alittle off-center.

That dmogt, but not quite, made him fed better.

Andrews finished her soup, yawned, and stretched her arms stiffly over her head, clasping her hands
and popping her knuckles. "God," she said huskily. "God." The topcoat did nothing to mask her figure.

Mulder felt Scully's shoe poke his ankle, so he figured he must have been staring, even though nothing
had registered. That more than anything convinced him it was time to stop being sociable and make his
good nights. What he hadn't counted on, however, was Webber trying to save the Bureau abuck by
booking only two rooms, onefor the ladies, onefor the men.

As he unlocked the door and staggered in, tossing his small suitcase on the nearest bed, he said, "If
you snore, Hank, I'm going to have to shoot you."

Webber laughed nervoudy, swore he dept like ababy, and laughed again while he unpacked,
toiletries neetly arranged in the bathroom, fresh suit hung on the clothesrack by the bathroom door, the
rest put away in the second drawer of alow dresser that stretched halfway aong the left-hand wall.

Mulder wastoo tired to watch the ritua; held take care of his own thingsin the morning. He washed,



he undressed, he wasin bed and deep-ing within ten minutes, ignoring the soft voice of the news on the
TV.

He dreamed.

of aroom not quite fully dark, outlines of bedroom furniture, outline of awindow where the moon
crept around the curtains; acool night and dl the voicesthat go with it, from soft whispering leavesto the
cal of treefrogs and crickets; afaint rumbling, but he knew he didn't live near the tracks, knew it wasn't
atrain; louder, and the light around the curtains bright-ened to aglare, spearing suddenly into the room,
shifting, dants and darts stabbing across the wals, the bed and the figure that lay on it, the celling, asif its
source was spinning dowly outside the window; frightened he was frightened, stlanding by the door,
dowly dropping into a crouch; too frightened to move when the light became too bright and the rumbling
too loud and the figure on the bed rose and tossed the coverlet aside, her young face colorless, her young
eyeswide not with fear but with intent; he wanted to stop her, but he couldn't stop dropping, couldn't
stop himself from trying to push backward through the wall to get away from the light that exploded into
the room, mak-ing him scream asthe girl child was taken and swallowed by the white.

meaking him scream.

Making him gasp and sit up, crushing his pil-low againgt his chest, blinking sweat from his eyes, sheet
and blanket kicked away from hislegs.

When he thought he could move without faling over, he sat on the edge of the mattress and put the
pillow againgt the headboard. A forced shudder, ahard swallow, and he pushed himsdlf to hisfeet,
padding around a cheap table beneath its hanging lamp to the thin drapes on the room's only window. He
parted them and looked out, and saw nothing but the road and the trees ranged beyond.

He couldn't see the stars, but he knew they were there.
Behind him, Webber snored lightly.
Oh, boy, he thought; oh, brother.

Hewiped his face with aforearm and moved quietly into the bathroom, closed the door, but didn't
turn on the light. He knew what he could see—aman forever haunted by the disappearance of hissigter,
Samantha, when both of them had been children. The dream tried to tell him how.

Maybe it was true, maybe it wasn't. It didn't make any difference.
Dream or not, it was what kept him going.

He splashed water on hisface to duice away the tears he hadn't noticed, before, dried himsdlf, and
returned to bed.

Hedidn't look a hiswatch, but he didn't think it was much beyond midnight.
A truck rumbled by.

When he dept thistime, he didn't think he dreamed.

"Dana?”

Scully grunted to tell Liciashe was awake, and to tell her shewas also trying her best to get to deep,
whatever it was, it could wait until morning.

"Isthere something. .. isthere something wrong with Mulder | should know about?’

The voice out of the dark was naturally husky, amost masculine; she had already seen its effect on
Webber and Mulder, and wondered how well Liciaknew how to useit. It could be adevas-tating
wegpon, No question about it. She smiled at the celling—when used for Good, not Evil.

"Dand?'



She sighed loudly and rolled onto her sde. "No. Hesfine"

"He sure seemed out of it."

"It'sthe beginning."

"Thewhat?'

Scully wasn't sure how to explain; after dl thistime, she barely understood it hersdlf.

"At the Sart of every casethat redly catches hisattention, he gets... hyper. Charged up.” To say the
least, she added slently. "Then, unfortunately, he hasto get where the caseis. He doesntt like that, the
traveling, hi fact, he hatesit. It's valuable time wasted when he... we could be doing our job. So
whenever he getsthere, dl that initid energy has been expended on the trip. So he crashes.”

Slencefor amoment before: "Will hebedl right in the morning?'

She frowned her puzzlement. Concern was understandabl e for someone who hadn't worked with
Mulder before, but she thought she detected something morein the woman's voice. Her eyes closed, haf
inaprayer that Andrews wasn't going to screw things up by developing a crush.

"Hell befine" sheanswered at last.

"Good."

She said nothing.

The woman's voice faded as sherolled over. "I'd hate to have my first real case screwed al to hell.”

Scully amost sat up to demand an explana-tion and, in the process, an gpology. It was natu-ral for
someone like Andrews to want to shinefirst time out. God knows, she had prayed for it hersdf a
hundred times before that first one. In fact, it had made her anervous wreck. But not only didn't
Andrews seem nervous, she seemed amost too calm, too ready. And that could be just as bad.

Or, shethought, | could be overreacting because I'm so damn tired.

A truck growled by.

She yawned, and tucked the covers up under her chin.

"Dand?'

Thistime Licids voice sounded very smdl, very young.

“I'mligening.”

"Doyou think I'll haveto use my gun?'

The corner of her mouth pulled back. "Hardly ever, Licia, believe me."
"Redly?"

"Yes." She paused. "The government'stoo chegp to buy usdl that ammunition.”
Silence again, while she thought, dear Lord, I'm gtarting to sound like Mulder.

Then Andrews giggled, laughed, and said, "I guess |'ve been watching too many movies™" Therustle
of sheetswasfollowed by, "Good night. And thanks.”

"Y ou're welcome, and good night."”

Another truck drove by, thisonein the oppo-ste direction. Scully listened to the engine until she
couldn't hear it anymore, using the fading grumbleto pull her into deep.

Her last thought was of Mulder.



She hoped he wasn't dreaming.
EIGHT

The blue of the previous day turned to thickening overcast shortly after Friday's dawn. By thetime
Mulder and histeam were on the road, Webber driving, a chill easterly wind had begun to coast down
the road, sweeping leaves and brown pine needlesin front of the car.

Mulder didn't likeit; it looked too much like late autumn.

Mavilleitsdf began aquarter of amilefrom the motdl, with ahandful of houses squaiting in clearings
hacked out of the Barrens on either side of the road. Sandy, pebbled soil served as shoul-ders, and
showed as bare spots on lawns looking astired as the houses themsalves.

He sensed right away the little town was dying.

The commercid district was five short blocks long, some of the businesses spilling around the corners.
None of the buildings were more than three storiestall, mostly wood, afew with weather-stained stone
or brick facades. He counted six that were for rent, and far too many whose display windows had been
boarded up with plywood or painted adead white. A narrow banner sagged over Main Street,
announcing the community's 150th anniversary, which made him wonder, as he often did, what had
caused this place to attract settlersin the beginning. There was no river, the treesweren't lumber quality,
and Fort Dix hadn't been established until 1917, neighboring McGuire Air Force Base sometimelater.

Webber snapped hisfingers, and jerked athumb to hisleft. "Barney's Tavern.”

Mulder spotted the corner bar, one of severa ill operating on the street, and supposed that,
whatever the reason for Marvillésfounding, its eventud life support must have been traffic from the post
and Air Force base. And solid support aswell, from the looks of things. He could see, behind the faded
paint and needed repairs, atown that had done quite well for the time that it had had, especialy
considering what must have been the fierce competition from other towns around it.

A golid granite bank anchored the next cor-ner, on the left. The shops here were till very much in
business, or as much asthey were going to get with the economy the way it was, and the Army post
drastically cut back over the past sev-eral years.

"Thisisdepressing,” Andrews said from the back seat. "How could anyone live here?"

"Cheap housing, for one thing," Webber sup-posed, dowing to allow atrio of old women to make
their way acrossthe street. "It's not near very much. | remember the map, but | don't think you can
commute al the way to Philaddphiafrom here easily. Not and make any money."

Inertia, Mulder suspected, was the rest of the answer. No place to go when you can barely afford to
live here. Anyone asked would probably give adifferent answer, but it no doubt boiled down to, "Why
bother?'

"There" Scully said, thefirst time she'd spo-ken since breakfast.

A single-gtory, long white clapboard building took athird of the block on theright. A new,
gold-lettered sign in front marked it as the police sta-tion; an American flag drooped from aflagpole next
to the double-door entrance,

Webber pulled into agpacein front, rubbed his hands eagerly, and fairly legpt from the car, hustling
around to open the rear door for Andrews.

Mulder moved more ddliberately, waiting until Scully joined him. They didn't speek, just exchanged
quick are you ready glances and started up the concrete walk. Andrews wanted to know why they had
to start here since the senator's con-nections were with Fort Dix and the Air Force.

Scully averted her face fromamild gust. "Let'sjust say it'susudly alittle eeser deding with civilians.”



"Their loss" sad Webber brightly.

Mulder looked at him, looked at Scully, and pulled open the door, allowing the othersto pre-cede
him into an open room that took up the entire front third of the building. A waist-high wood rail stretched
fromwall towall, and just left of its center gate auniformed dispatcher sat at her radio, scribbling ina
logbook; behind her were three metal desks, none of which were occupied.

Tothe gate'sright afourth, much larger desk faced the entrance. Behind it was a policeman whose
uniform, Mulder reckoned, had been tai-lored for him ten years and twenty pounds ago. Hisface
bel onged to a man who spent most of histime outdoors, and alot of that time drinking. His hair was
brush-cut, and at one time had been red.

Mulder took out hiswallet and held up hisID. "FBI, Sergeant, good morning." He spoke politely,
with well-practiced due deference. He introduced the others quickly. "Were here to see Chief Hawks."

Sergeant Nilssen wasn't visibly impressed. He said nothing, just pushed away from hiswork and took
histimewalking to an unmarked door in the rear wall. Mulder saw the puzzlement in Webber's
expression, the outrage in Andrewss. "It'stheir turf," he reminded them quietly. "They didn't ask for us,
remember?’

"Still," Webber answered.

Mulder had neither the time nor the inclina-tion for a quick lesson on the palitics of compet-ing law
enforcement agencies. He kept his attention on the sergeant, who stood in the open doorway, one hand
on acocked hip, the other try-ing to scratch the smal of his back, then his nape. Beefy, maybe, but not
very soft. A glance at the dispatcher, who stared back at him without apol-ogy. Shewasin her late
twenties, evidently enam-ored of heavy makeup and the way her wavy brown hair puffed down to her
shoulders.

When she finally nodded a greeting, he nod-ded politely back.
"Sow day?" Scully asked her, looking around the empty room.

She shrugged—her nametag read Vincent— and waved one hand. "Guys are on theroad.” A faint
gmile. "Rush hour, you know?'

Scully chuckled as the woman coughed lightly into afigt.

"Poison ivy?' Mulder said, nodding at the blotches of whitelotion on the back of her hand. "I hate
thet tuff."

Vincent made afacein agreement. "Yeah, | got it—"
"Hw_"
The sergeant beckoned with a crooked finger.

Webber stiffened, but Scully touched hisarm as Mulder led the way through the gate, smiling, aways
smiling, thanking the sergeant as he stepped aside to | et the others precede him.

Nilssen didn't smile back. After an expres-sionless, just shy of openly rude once-over, he returned to
his desk, leaving Mulder to make the introductions again, thistime to Todd Hawks.

The Marville chief was younger than Mulder expected, not much older than his mid-forties, thick
black hair brushed straight back from awidow's peak that pointed at where his heavy eyebrows nearly
met across the bridge of adightly hooked nose. He did not wear auniform, nor did hewesar atie. White
shirt and black trousers, their matching jacket on an antler coat rack in the corner.

His desk was battleship gray, just like the oth-ers, the only personal touch aslver-frametrip-tych
Mulder noted held pictures of what must be hiswife and three children.



Hawks rose and shook their hands, waving Scully and Andrewsto the only other chairsin the room.
Webber choseto lean against the wall near the door, armsfolded casudly across his chest.

The chief picked up a sheet of paper, glanced at it, and frowned. "I haveto tell you, Agent

Mulder, thisfax your man Webber sent kind of took me by surprise. | wasn't expecting any fedsto
get involved." He let the paper drop, glanced at the closed door, and fingered a pen in his breast pocket.
"Totdl you the truth, though, | think I'm glad to see you. Thisshit'salittle degp for me and my people,
and those—" He stopped, lowered himsalf back into his chair and picked up apencil he rapped on the
desktop. "The gentle-men from Dix aren't redlly much on letting us hick boysin on much of anything,
even though the corpord wasn't killed on post." He used the eraser to scratch at histemple. "Technicaly,
the Ulman murder isours. Try to tell them that, though.”

Mulder gave him the perfect us against them smile. "That's what were herefor, Chief. Were going
to need dl the assistance we can get, and we'd definitely appreciate dl you cantdll us.”

"No problem.” Hawks, like his sergeant, wasn't awed, but not for the same reasons. "Y ou just let me
know what you need, I'll dowhat | can." The pencil tapped as his expression dark-ened. "Thething is, |
didn't know that corpord at al. Grady Fierce, though, hewasaroya painintheass, but | could think of
acouple dozen guys I'd rather see take it the way he did. The poor son of abitch.”

"Friend of yours?' Webber asked from the back of the room.

Hawks|ooked around Mulder at him, shaking hishead. "Not redlly, no. Just known him along time.
Retired drill ingtructor/wife left him right after the service forced him out." He looked back at Mulder. "He
had no skillsto speak of except bending his elbow, and AC."

Andrews, who had been stting tiffly in her chair, distaste clear in the set of her lips, said, "AC?"
"Atlantic City, Agent Andrews," the man explained.

"Oh." Digtaste became disdain. "Gambling."

Hawks didn't blink; he only nodded.

"So you think it was agambling debt or something?' Webber asked, dropping hisarms, eagerness
cregping into hisvoice. "Pierce, | mean?’

"Not hardly. When he went, he mostly won." He grinned. "Nicely supplemented his retirement pay,
which wasn't ahdll of alot." He opened the center drawer and pulled out afolder. "Thisis pretty much
what we've got on both men, Agent Mulder.” He handed it over. "Y ou can seeit isn't much, even after
two weekswith Glady." He shook his head and shrugged. "Thetrall's proba-bly dead, if you'll excusethe
expresson. You'rewecometoit, though."

Mulder nodded histhanks and handed it to Scully, who flipped through it and frowned. "1 don't see
any body diagramsin this autopsy report. Just photographs, and not much commentary.”

Hawks scowled. "Y ou'll have to ask them on the post abouit that. It seemsthey cared as much about
old Grady aswedid."

Well, well, Mulder thought. No love lost between Marville and Fort Dix. He wondered if that
extended to the merchants aswell.

Scully held a sheet of paper closer to her eyes, frowning in confusion. "What' sthissay hereinthe
margins? Gablin? Goblin?'

Mulder looked at her quickly. "Goblin?"

"Go see Sam Junis," the chief suggested as she dapped the folder shut. "He'sthe loca doc, did the

work on both men. He scribbles alot, haf the time nobody can read it but him. He livesin thefirst house
west of where you're staying. He knows you'll be dropping in.”



"How did you know where we were stay-ing?' Andrews demanded.
Mulder didn't turn, but he hoped the chief wouldn't take offense.

"Miss," Hawks answered with alazy smile, "you maybe have noticed were not exactly the
metropolitan Washington area around here. And thistime of year, Babs out there at the motel doesn't get
hardly any business except on weekends, and not much even then. Hell, if you want, I'll eventell you
what you had for bregkfast.”

"What?' Webber asked, asif the chief were amagician about to revea an ancient secret.

Hawks looked at Mulder—Isthis one for real >—and stood. "Y ou're the redhead, so you had more
pancakes than you ought to, gonna need a new notch on that belt, son, beforelong. Agent Scully had
toast and coffee, bran cered, orange juice. Agent Andrews had tea, toast, corn flakes. And you, Agent
Mulder, had toast, bacon, two eggs over medium, coffee, orangejuice, and blueberry jam."

Mulder grinned his appreciation as the chief came around the desk and ushered them to the door.
"And | suppose you know what side of the bed | dept on?' Andrews asked coldly.
"Beatsthe shit out of me, Miss" he said. "Damn drapes were closed too tight."

Mulder couldn't help it; he turned away and laughed as the chief asked them to wait outsde while he
cleared acouple of things up before tak-ing them down to the first crime scene. Although it looked asiif
Andrews was about to object, Mulder agreed immediately and shook the man's hand, thanking him again
for his cooperation. Then he herded the team into the outer office, nodded to the sergeant—the
dispatcher was gone, replaced by aman who stared at them, bewil-dered—and didn't stop again until he
was on the front walk, but unfortunately, not before Andrews made adeliberately loud comment to Hank
about the "insufferable hicksin this damn burg.” Mulder, handsin his open topcoat pockets, looked up
the Street, seeking patience and inspi-ration, and away to heed Scully's sllent warning not to lose his

temper.
"Look," hefindly told them, "we have to work with these people, you understand? We need them on
our side so we can do our job and get back to Washington as quickly as we can. | don't care what you

think of them personally,” hesaidto Licia, "but you keep your commentsto yourself from now on,
understood?”

She hesitated before nodding, and he made a note to have Scully Dutch uncle her later.

Webber, chastened even though he hadn't been the one scolded, cleared histhroat. "Uh, Mulder?
Who's Babs?'

Mulder nodded toward the far end of town. "Babs Radnor. She's the owner of the motd ."
Webber frowned. "How did you know that?"

Without looking at Scully, he said, " Spooky, Hank. I'm just damn spooky” turned and pointed to a
brick-faced diner across the street. "Welll meet there about one for lunch, okay?' He told Hank and
Andrewsto canvass the area around Barney's, talk to everyone they could find about the dead men, the
bar's reputation, the night of the murder, anything a al that might yield them information the reports
hadn't told them.

Webber amost saluted as he led his partner off, leaning close, whispering urgently.

"Hello," Mulder said quietly as Scully came up beside him. "My nameis Agent Webber, FBI. Tdl me
al you know or I'll smileyou to death.”

Shedapped hisarm lightly. "Give him a break, Mulder, okay? He's not dl that bad.”
He agreed. "But it's not him I'm worried about.”



Helooked at the sky, at the lowering clouds, and smelled thefirst hint of rain asthe wind
strengthened, snapping the tired banner, scatter-ing debrisin the gutters. At that moment, nothing moved
on the street.

No pedestrians, no cars, not even astray dog or cat.
"Ghogt town,” Scully said.
"Graveyard," he answered.

They waked east along Main Street, Mulder on the outside. The deserted moment had passed, and
shoppers, not many, drifted in and out of stores, while automobiles and pickups made their way between
thetraffic lights. Few bothered to look at him and Scully, and those who did smiled faintly and moved on.

A breeze drifted down the sdewalk, picking up strength, flapping his open topcoat againgt hislegs,
dipping an unpleasant chill inside his suit. Scully followed the meandering progress of amongre aong the
curb. "Did you notice how he changed? Hawks, | mean?’

He nodded. "Cop for us, hick for Licia. The man's no dope. I'm actualy alittle surprised he didn't ask
for help right away. Asfar as| can tell, when they need adetective, he'sit. And what'swith Andrews,
anyway?"

She shrugged. "First casejitters?”

He supposed it could be, but he didn't likeit. Like the assgnment of thiscase, it just didn't fed right.
He didn't doubt she was competent; she wouldn't have gotten thisfar otherwise. Something, however,
would have to be done about that supe-rior attitude she had taken in the station. Behavior like that would
shut Hawks up faster than ajudge's order.

AsBarney's dipped by them on the far side, he glanced over and saw, as before, nothing spe-cid. A
tired bar in atired town. Pick it up and put it down in Michigan or Oregon, it wouldn't change. And
immediately hethought it, he red-ized he had probably made abig mistake, letting her go with Webber.
The man had aknack for get-ting people to talk to him. That face, that grin, that shock of red hair was
disarming. He hoped it would be enough to offset Licia Andrews.

Themorning light dimmed.
The scent of rain grew stronger.

From the corner of hisvision he watched Scully tracing the probable path Grady Pierce had taken,
leaving the bar, making hisway at some point across the street, maybe weaving, maybe not. An empty
Sreet. Light rain.

"He didn't see anybody," he said asthey approached the dley. It was set between apair of
three-story brick buildings, clothing stores on the ground floor in both, what looked to be apart-ments
above.

Scully didn't question him. "Or hedidn't notice."

"That late, in thistown? On a Saturday night? It may not be very hedlthy, but it isn't dead yet. He
would have noticed. Especidly if it wasraining.”

Again Scully didn't argue. She only said, "Unlesshe knew him."
A sdewaysglance: "Sexist comment, Scully. | am offended.”
"Impersonal pronoun, Mulder. | am unbi-ased. So far."

Just asthey reached their destination, agleaming white patrol car pulled in at the curb, facing in the
wrong direction. Chief Hawks did out, jacket and tie in place, hair barely touched by the breeze now a
wind. As he came around the trunk, he was greeted by severa pedestrians, and he responded in kind,



caling each by name. He dipped ahand into a pocket as he joined them, pushing the suit jacket behind
hisarm.

Mulder saw the shoulder holster.

The chief shivered, rolling his shoulders againgt the damp. "Are you sure about this?'

"l know it'sold,” Mulder answered, "but it's always better than reading about it in areport.”
"Visudization," Scully added.

Hawks nodded understanding. "So... 7'

Thedley was afew incheswider than six feet, extending another twenty yardsto atwelve-foot-high,
wesather-stained stockade fence. Although there were no garbage cans or a Dumpster, there were small
fluttering idands of wind-deposited trash againg the base of the walls. There were no windows. There
were no fire escapes. The yelow crime scene ribbon had long since been taken down.

They stood on the sdewalk, forcing what foot traffic there was to walk behind them.

The stores on either side had sdle Signsin their windows, but the one on the right was dark, nothing
on display. Above, the windowswere dl curtained or blind with shades.

Somebody died here, Mulder thought; some poor guy bled to death here.
It was time to walk the crooked path.

Hawks pointed: " Grady was found there, acouple of feet in, Stting againgt the wall. Even with the
rain, it looked like he took a shower in hisown blood.”

Mulder took asingle step in and hunkered down, looking at the spot, looking over and up at the wall.
He saw no evidence of the dying, but he could senseit herejust the same,

Scully stood behind him. "He was killed where?!

Hawkswaked around them and stood about ayard from Mulder. "The way the blood trail
was—and again, remember it was raining—it looked like he was cut here, took a step or two, maybe
trying to get to the Street, and ended up there, where Agent Mulder is." He moved aside when Scully
took his place. "Thething is, those streetlights don't reach in very far. A couple of feet at mogt, and I'll bet
he waan't seeing dl that clearly.”

"Mulder?'

He rose dowly, watching her turn until her back was againgt the right-hand wall.
"Thekiller was standing about here.”

Hawks frowned. "How do you know that?"

"The autopsy report,” she said, gaze con-stantly shifting, examining the ground, the oppo-sitewall, the
ground again. "If your Doc Junisisright, hed have to be. Can | borrow your pen?

The chief, looking for and not getting a reac-tion from Mulder, handed her aballpoint, which she held
in her right hand asif it were aknife, not for stabbing but for cutting.

"The photographs weren't dl that clear,”" she continued, dmost as though she were talking to herself.
"But look..." She gestured until Hawks stood with his back to the street, then stood in front of him and,
before he could move, whipped the pen through the air at histhroat.

Hejumped.

Her gpology was a sardonic smile. "No blood on thewalls. It was asingle dash, very strong, cutting
jugular and carotid. There wouldn't have been agusher, so to speak, but some significant blood would
have hit thewallsif hed been facing in or out." She handed the pen back. "There was none." She pointed



in. "And there wasn't any back there, either.”
"Rain," the chief reminded her. "And it was at least an hour before he was found."

She nodded. "But thetrail, even after dl that time, seemed pretty clear, at least from the pictures.”
Shelooked up, squinting, using her chin to show the chief the opposing roofs dight overhang, bulging
with sagging copper gutters, it may have been rain-ing, but only adownpour and strong wind would have
made the dley as soaked asthe street. Then she looked at Mulder. "He was facing thewall."

And that, Mulder knew, wasahdl of athing.

If Scully wasright, Grady Pierce would have had to have been damn near blind not to see his
attacker.

Unlessthe attacker wasinvisible.
"No," she said to thelook on hisface. "There's another explanation, Mulder.”

He didn't respond. He walked carefully, dowly, to the back and poked afinger a the fence. The
wood was spongy with rot, and there were no marks on or in it to indicate anyone had climbed over. Or
had tried to.

So thekiller had |eft the way he had comein.
"Pierce must have known him," Scully said as he rgjoined them.

Hawks agreed. "The way it looks, there's no other reasonable explanation.” He sniffed, laughed,
hitched a hisbdt. "Unlessyou believe Elly."

"Thewitness," Mulder said.

"If you want to call her that. | wouldn't bet my life on it, though." Heled them back to the sdewalk.
"See, Elly iswhat we cdl in our smdl town, scientific jargon, afruitcake." Helaughed again, shaking his
head. "She'sadear, Elly Lang is, but she hasthistheory."

"Whichis?'
"Oh, no. I'm not going to spail it. Thisis something you haveto hear firsthand.”
Thefirst floor apartment was nearly as dark as the approaching storm.

A singlelamp with asaffron chimney on atilted end tablelit only that part of the love seat where Elly
Lang sat. Hawks stood in the living room entrance, his back to the tiny foyer; he leaned casually againgt
thewall, handsloosein his pockets. Scully sat in a Queen Ann wingback that smelled of must and
mildew. Mulder was on a padded footstool, Ieaning forward, hands clasped on hisknees.

A small room, a Pullman kitchenette at the end of ashort hall, a bathroom, abedroom barely large
enough for the single bed and a dresser missing two of itsfive drawers. Framed prints on the papered
walls, afasefireplace with no logs; ajumbled collection of plastic and ceramic horses on the mantel; a
fringed carpet worn through in places, only the ghosts of its origina colors|eft behind. The bay window
was covered with yel-lowed flocked curtains tattered a ong the edges and at the bottom. No television;
only asmall, portable clock radio on the end table beneath the lamp.

Elly Lang wore discolored, thick-soled nurse's shoes, argyle socks rolled down to mid-shin, and a
smple brown dresswithout abelt or trim. There was no telling how old shewas. In the lamplight she
could have been ancient—no lower teeth, collapsed cheeks, strings of dirty white hair untrapped by a
hair net. No makeup at al. She kept her hands primly folded in her Iap, no rings or watch.

But Mulder watched her eyes. They weren't old at dl, and of an odd pale grey that made them
appear amost transparent.

"Goblin," she said with asharp nod, and a don't you dare contradict me glare at the chief.



Mulder nodded. "Okay."
She closed one eye partway as she regarded him suspicioudy. "I said goblin.”
He nodded again. "Okay."

"They livein thewoods, you know." Her voice was low, harsh, the rasp of achildhood Halloween
witch. "Came when the army did, back in ‘16, '17, | don't remember, just before | was born.” She
straightened her spine, and she faded, leaving only the shine of her eyes, the bloodlessline of her lips.
"Things happen some-times, and they don' likeit."

"What things?" he asked patiently.

"l wouldn't know. | ain't agoblin.”

He smiled, just barely, and just barely, she smiled back.
"MissLang—"

"Ms,," sheingtructed. "l ain't blind. | read the papers.”

"I'm sorry. Ms. Lang. What my partner and | need to know iswhat you saw that night. The night
Grady Piercedied.”

"Profanity,” she answered without hesitation.
He waited, head tilted, watching her eyes, watching her lips.

"A profane man was Grady Pierce. Every other word out of his mouth a profanity. Especialy when
he was drinking. Which"—her lips pursed in disapproval—"he was most of the time. Always going on
about his ghosts, his stupid ghosts. Like he wasthe only one in the world who saw them.” A dow
disapproving shake of her head. "He never listened to me, you know. | told himonce, | told him a
hundred timesto stay home when the goblins were out, but he never listened. Never."

Quietly, respectfully: "Y ou were out?"
"Of course. My obligations, you know."
Mulder questioned her with alook.

"l mark them," she explained. "The goblins. When | seethem, | mark them, so thisso-cdled
policeman can lock them away until they burn up in the sun. But he never does, you know." The head
turned, and Mulder sensed another glare. "He could have saved that old coot'slifeif he had picked up
the marked ones.”

"| have afeding that will change, Ms. Lang," Scully said.

"Damnright it will," the old woman snapped.

"What you saw," Mulder prompted softly.

She shifted, pushing back into the love seat. Her fingers began an endless weaving.
"l was heading home."

"From?'

"The Company G."

Mulder kept his expresson neutrd. "And that's... abar?’

"A cocktail lounge and restaurant, young man, use the brains God gave you. | do not go to bars.
Never have, never will."

"Sorry. Of course."



"It's east of that hideous place Grady aways went to, whores and old men, that's dl that's there.
Around the corner, on Marchant Street. A very nice establishment.” Thelipssmiled. "I know the owner
persondly.”

He heard the chief shift impatiently, heard afaint rustle as Scully shifted in her chair.

Elly cleared her throat to recapture his atten-tion. "I saw Grady up ahead, going into that aley
between McConnéell's and The Orion Shop. The Orion Shop is closed, you know. They cheated on your
change. And the clothes they sold weren't fit for acow. The goblins drove them away. They do that
sometimes, drive the robbers away.”

Thefingersweaving.
The patter of light rain againgt the windows.

"| didn't care, of course. About Grady, | mean. He called me names dl the time, drunk and sober, so
| didn't care at dl when hewent into the dley. | kept on walking, didn't dare stop, it isn't safefor a
woman on the streets at night these days, you know." Shelooked over to Scully, who nodded her
agreement. "'l heard avoice."

"From across the street?"

"Hewasyelling, young man. Grady Pierce dwaysyeled. The army did that to him, made him desf, |
think, so he was dways yelling even when he wasn't, if you know what | mean.”

Mulder looked at the carpet. "Did you hear what he said?'

She sniffed. "I don't pay attention to things that don't concern me. Hewasyelling, that'sall. | just kept
waking."

Fingersweaving, then abruptly ill.
Hewatched her |eft hed riseand fdl, slently tapping.
"l looked over. Naturd curiosity, to seewhat adrunk wasyelling a inan dley.”

He watched her hands clasp, in agrip so tight he thought the bones might snap. He wanted to cover
them, cam them, but he didn't dare move.

"l couldn't see him, except one leg kind of sticking into thelight. | saw the goblin, though.”
"Youdid."
The hed stopped; the fingers unwound.

"Y ou don't have to humor me, Mr. Mulder. | don't like being humored. The goblin stepped out of the
wadll, kicked that old man'sleg, and ran up the street.”

"Did you cdl the police?"

She snorted. "Of course not. | knew what they would say. Don't need to be locked up again, not at
my age. I'm going to dieright herein thishouse, not in any damn cell.”

He gave her that smile again. "But you did cdl later, didn't you?"

Sheleaned farther back, al her face now in shadow. "Yes. Yes, | did. Damn conscience wouldn't
leave me be until 1 did, even though | knew they wouldn't do anything about the goblin.”

"Ms. Lang?' It was Scully.

Mulder sat up carefully.

"Ms. Lang, what did the goblin look like?!
"It was black, child," Elly said.



“Y ou mean—"

"No, not aNegro, that's not what | mean. | mean just what | said. It was black. All black. It had no
colora dl."

They stood on the sdewalk outside the build-ing. A handful of children played noisy basebal ina
small park diagonally acrossthe street. The brief rain had stopped, leaving behind the clouds, and the
sl of wet tarmec.

Hawks seemed embarrassed. "She drinks,” he said quietly. "Like afish. That'sal she doeswhen
shel's not marking her goblins." The laugh he uttered was partly embarrassment, partly mirth. "Orange
Spray paint, if you can believeit. Most of the time she Sits over therein the park, watchesthe kids play
ball. That bench there on the grass by the third base line, that’ s hers. But every so often she goes off ona
tear, | have no ideawhat triggersit. She starts walking around town, zapping people with orange spray
paint. Then she comes to the station and tells me to lock the goblins up.”

He waited until they were in the patrol car before he jammed atoothpick into his mouth and pulled
away from the curb. "Just about everyone knows her, see, so we don't arrest her or any-thing. We pay
for the clothes or whatever she wrecks, and that's usualy the end of it. No real harm done." He grinned
around the toothpick. "What you might call loca color.”

"So you don't think she saw anything?' Mulder asked from the back seet.

"l wish | knew, | redlly do. We looked, of course, but we didn't find athing. Mysdlf, | think she saw
shadows, that's dl. It wasraining, there waswind... that'sal.”

No one spoke as he headed back to the sta-tion. "But what," Scully asked, "if shedid see
something?'

The toothpick flipped from one corner of his mouth to the other. "A black goblin, Agent Scully? What
the hell am | supposed to do with that?' He didn't wait for an answer. "Like| said, shewasdrunk, like
aways, and it was shadows."

Maybe, Mulder thought; but wherever there's a shadow, there's always something to makeiit.
Then Scully said, "Isshethe only one, Chief?"

Mulder saw him twitch.

"Only onewhat?'

"Is she the only one who's seen the goblin?”

They passed another small park where a pick-up baseball game had drawn asmall crowd.
"No," he admitted quietly. "No, damnit, there've been others."

TEN

Magjor Joseph Tonero loved hissgter, evenif she did have gppdling taste in men. With their father
gone and their mother an invaid, he had automati-caly assumed the role of head of the family. He didn't
mind at all. It was not unlike hisrole in the service, mediating crises between people who were grown up
enough to know bet-ter, issuing orders carefully couched as strong suggestion, and laying plansfor the
time when he could trade his uniform for awell-tailored suit that would fit right in on Capita Hill.

So hewasnt Al that concerned with the fit Rosemary Elkhart threw in his office in Wa son Hospitd.
He smply sat back, folded hishandsin hislap, and let her rant, pacing the oak-paneled room until she
findly dropped into an armchair. Her lab coat fell away when she crossed her legs, and he made no effort
not to stare.

It wasn't asif he hadn't seen those thighs before.



"So what you're saying,”" hetold her mildly, "isthat you're annoyed."

She glowered, but couldn't hold it, findly laughing and shaking her head. "Y ou amaze me, Joseph.
Y ou absolutely amaze me.”

She sputtered, blinked, dapped in frustration at her bangs. "All that's at stake, and you, of al people,
actudly cdl inthe FBI. Leonard's think-ing about running to Brazil."

The smile he gave her carried no artifice. It wasn't necessary here; she knew dl thetricks of histrade,
and had taught him afew new ones hersdf. "I didn't exactly cal them persondly.”

Close enough, her expresson told him.

He waved her objection away. "I'm not wor-ried about the feds, Rosie, and neither should you be.
They comein, they read the reports, they ook at a crime scene that's been cold for aweek—"

"And what about Kuyser? She'sawitness.”
"Oh, redly?'

Rosemary shrugged aminor concession. " Okay, not much of one, granted.” She toyed with the edge
of her coat, just above the knee. "But what about L eonard?"

His expression hardened. "We need him. | don't likeit, you don't like it, but the Project needs him."
He rose and walked around the desk, stood behind her and stared blindly at the wall while he mas-saged
her shoulders. "Oncethislittle problem—"

She barked alaugh.

"—is settled, once you're back in the groove, then well see about Dr. Tymons.”

Shetilted her head and kissed hishand. "I can do it, you know, Joseph. It's not hopeless.”
"l have every faithinyou, Rose”

"A smdl adjustment, thet'sdl.”

"Asl knew it would be."

Sheturned to look up at him. "A week, per-haps two."

His gaze shifted to her face, that back of hisleft hand to her cheek, gliding down across her chin.
"And... confinement?'

She leaned into the hand, eyes partly closed. If she had been a cat, he thought, she'd be purring.
"None”

The hand stopped.

"We can't, Joseph,” she said, easing out of the chair. "We haveto trust Leonard's judgment on this."
"Wedready have. Twice."

"If we confine, welose."

He sighed without a sound. He knew that, yet it was so untidy, so uncontrolled. But if the Project was
to work, if the Department of Defense was to be convinced, it wouldn't do to have a psychotic subject.
He had little choice. Tymonswould continue to be the control until perfection was achieved.

Unless...

Hetook her hand and led her to the door. "Rosig, if there's another failure, | don't think I'll be ableto
protect him."



Her smile was genuine as well, and he sup-pressed a shudder when he saw it. ™Y ou won't haveto,
Joseph.”

She kissed him quickly and lft, the smell of her, the taste of her, lingering in the office. He savored it
for afew seconds before striding back to his desk. The problem with Tymons and the Project was the
least of hisworriesright now. He didn't much careif the subject wiped out haf the god-damn state; with
theright dant, awell-chosen word, it would only prove the Project's ultimate worth. And he had been
telling Ros e the truth—his concern over the FBI was minimd aswell.

Thered problem wasthat asshole Carl Bardlli. Theidiot had aready caled him twice thismorning,
demanding an gppointment, and the mgjor knew well that kind of man—if no gppointment was
forthcoming, he'd show up on the post anyway and make enough noise to wake the dead.

Not to mention aerting those whose need to know did not, by any stretch of the regulations or
imagination, extend to the Tymons Project.

Y ou don't turn on a spotlight when you're working in the dark.

That was the problem with goddamn reporters these days—they thought they owned the goddamn
Condtitution. Bardlli would have to be mallified. Having the FBI around would help. So would assurances
that he himsdlf was person-aly monitoring the Situation, maintaining con-stant contact with the CID and
the civil authorities. Hed do that anyway; he wasn't afool. The fact that he had thought Ulman was a
class-A jerk shouldn't deter him from extending what comfort he could to hissster.

Stll, if Angietook up with a serviceman again, he would persondly seeto it the jerk was transferred
to South Korea.

Hetook his chair and reached for the tele-phone, his free hand drumming thoughtfully on the desk.
Hewould get hold of Carl, meet him for alate lunch, take him on the two-bit tour, pat him on the back,
shed atear with him for theloss of Angi€'slove, and get the sonofabitch the hell off hispost. Let him go
back to writing about hockey or basketball or whatever the hell it was he wrote about in April.

Hdl's bells, hewas only acousin, for Christ's sake.
It wasn't like hewasred family.
Goblins, Elly thought nervoudy; the goblins are back.

She stood in the kitchenette, squinting myopically a acaendar hanging on the refriger-ator door. She
knew those government people hadn't believed her, nobody did, but tomorrow was Saturday again, and
the goblinswould be back.

Shewastired of being the only one who saw them.

That young man, though, he might be per-suaded. He had the look about him. The believing look.
Thewanting look. All she had to do was mark one and show it to him.

That'sdl it would take.
Once he knew, the others would come around.

Shelicked her lips and turned to the cup-board under arust-stained sink. From it she pulled abrand
new can of marking magic, shook it, took off the rounded top, and tested it in the Sink.

It worked.
She cackled.
Her pale eyes hardened to sted gray.

"So when hetook off for Cdifornia," said Babs Radnor, adistinct Tennessee drawl in her voice, "'l
got alawyer, emptied the bank account, took over the motel, and have become, as you can see, alady



of leisure

She sat in her king-size four-poster, two pil-lows fluffed behind her back. She bordered on the
painfully thin, with short black hair brushed behind her ears, hard black eyes, and avoice that husked
with too much liquor, too many cigarettes. Her right hand held afloral sheet modestly over her breasts,
while her left hand held atumbler of bourbon and ice.

"l am not alush, though,” sheingsted, wav-ing the glassfrom sideto sde. "Likethe French, | dways
have alittle something with every medl. It's supposed to be good for the heart and circulation.”

Carl stood at the low, twelve-drawer dresser and watched hisreflection trying to make sense of his
tie. "That'swine, Babs. Wine"

She shrugged. "Who gives adamn. It'swork-ing, right? So who cares?’

Hedidn't argue. Not even twenty-four hours, and he aready knew she did not take lightly to
contradiction or correction. Nor did she exagger-ate when she had suggested without being coy or cute
that he would have a much more pleasant evening in her company than the company of aTV, evenif it
did have free HBO.

It best dl to hell paying for aroom.

It also afforded him away to keep tabs on Mulder and histeam. Babs, as she had aready proven,
knew everything about every blessed person who stayed in her motdl. And if she didn't know, she found
out. There wasn't, she had con-fessed, awhole lot else to do around here.

"So anyway, |I'm figuring one more year, maybe two, sell out and get my bunsto some-place like
Phoenix, Tucson, someplace like that. Have you ever been to Arizona, sugar?”’

He shook his head, damned histie and yanked it off. He didn't figure the major would take him
anyplace fancy anyway. There was, asthe saying goes, no love lost between them, and it didn't bother
him abit. Tonero was an ambitious little toad, and Carl's skin crawled each time they met. He didn't
know how Angie could be from the same mother. Still, the guy had been sincere enough when they finaly
connected, and thislunch thing would give him a chance to see where Frankie had died.

Once he had done that, gotten the lay of the land, he could take the next step.
Whatever that might be.

"On the other hand, San Diego is supposed to have perfect weether, you know?' Shelaughed
hoarsdly. "Thetroubleis, it'sin Cdifornia. They hate it when you drink, smoke, and eat adecent med, a
steak and dl. | don't know if | could stand it. I'm not too thrilled about those earthquakes, either.”

He turned and spread hisarms. "So? Do | look good enough to seeamajor?”
She waggled her heavy eyebrows. "Good enough to edt, if you ask me."

Helaughed and sat on the edge of the bed, taking the hand that held the sheet in both of his. The
sheet began to dide. "When I'm done, how about | take you out to dinner?

"Yegh, right.”

"Redlly, Babs, I'd liketo. Is there a place around here, someplace nice?’

Shelooked a him carefully.

The sheet madeit to her waist.

"If you dont mind driving alittle... ?"

His eyeswidened comically, showing her his struggle not to look at her chest. "A little?"
"An hour?'



"What's an hour?'

"Atlantic City. Theré's someredly nice places at Resorts and the Tg)." Then she stuck her tongue out
and laughed, pulled his handsto her breast, and stuck her tongue out again. "Just so you don't forget.”

He kissed her then, long and soft. "Like | would," he whispered.

“Liar."

"Maybe." He dipped away and stood. "But I'm damn cute, right?”

Shedidn't laugh, didn't smile.

Heleaned over and kissed her again, quickly but just as earnestly. "Seeyou later."
“I'll be here, sugar. Noplace elseto go.”

He blew her akissfrom the door, closed it behind him, and hurried down the long gold and royd blue
corridor. Her apartment was above the office, tucked behind the crown facade, and he used the outside
back stairsto get to his car, hastily parked there when he had spotted that redheaded agent pull up not
long after he himself had arrived. He figured he would run into Mulder sooner or later, but right now he
pre-ferred it to be later. The way hefigured it, the agents wouldn't be here more than a couple of days,
not on a case that was as cold asthis one, and they'd probably eet at least one medl at the Inn.

They would talk while they ate.
Whatever they said, he would know less than an hour after they were done.
It was s0 perfect, he crossed hisfingersto ward off the feding that it just might be too perfect.

But he wasn't going to run from it, either. Hell, he got afree room, afree woman, and a chanceto
sneak up on Danaagain. What the hell more could he ask for?

Thekiller, he answered as he pulled dowly around the side of the building; | want the killer, that's
what | want.

He had another fegling, and he leaned for-ward, looked up, and saw her standing at her bedroom
window. He gave her the amile, and the wave, and when she waved back he blew her akiss before
Speeding out onto the road.

Wheat aday thiswas going to be. Lunch with auniformed toad who thinks hiscousinisajerk, alittle
investigative work around town, dinner in Atlantic City, aroll in the hay in abed so big he could build a
houseonit.

Life, he decided, just doesn't get any better.
Leonard stood at the end of the basement cor-ridor, listening.

He didn't know what he expected to hear. There was never any noise save for the faint grumble of the
machinesthat gave the building its power.

Nevertheless he listened, and wished there were more lights.

A single bulb over the entrance, one down at the far end. Nothing more. No need for more. He and
Rosemary were the only oneswho used it; Mgor Tonero was the only onewho visited.

Stll, he couldn't hel p thinking there should be some sound other than the rasp of his breathing.

Y ou're making yoursdf jumpy, he scolded as he started toward the Project office. Not that he
shouldn't be. So much had gone right, and so much had gone wrong, that half the time he didn't know
whether he should shout or cry. Rosemary didn't help either, nagging a him con-stantly, pushing him,
reminding him unnecessar-ily that this had to be the right one or al support would vanish asif it had never



been.
And, hefeared, him withiit.
Ten yards down he reached the first of three doors on the right—there were none on the left at all.
Thefirst was his private office. No markings, just dull stedl. The second door was the same, the

Project center within. He glanced through the wire-mesh window and saw that it was empty.
Rosemary must il be at lunch.

Thethird door was closed.
He glanced at it nervoudy, checked back toward the exit, and decided he had to know.

With one hand in his pocket to stop his keysfrom jangling, he hurried to it and looked through the
reinforced glassjudas window.

No one sat in the armchair, or at the desk now stripped of everything but the pen and lega pad. He
couldn't see the bed.

Heflipped a switch by the jamb and rapped lightly on the window with aknuckle, and jumped back
with adtifled cry when aface sud-denly grinned a him from the other sde.

"Jesus," he sad, eyesclosing briefly. ™Y ou scared me to death.”

Above the door was a microphone embedded in the concrete, a speaker grille besideiit.
"Sorry." The voice was distorted, asexud. "I'm on bresk. | thought I'd drop in. Sorry."
It wasn't sorry at all.

"How do you fed?' He approached the door again, warily, asif the face belonged to a superhuman
mongter that could, at the dightest provocation, smash through the stedl. The stupid thing was, the door
wasn't locked. He could walk right in if he wanted to. If he had the nerve.

"How do you think | fed?"

Tymonsrefused the bait, the invitation to guilt. That sort of emotion had died thefirst time he had
skinned asubject capuchin aive. He hadn't liked it, of course, but there had been no other way.

Guilt, for the Project, was too damn expensive.

"When do | get to seetheresults?" It wasn't aplea, it was barely aquestion.

"Later," he promised. Below the leved of the window, he crossed hisfingers. Just in case.
"| fed pretty good."

"Y ou'relooking good."

Hereturned the smile.

"I'veamogt got it, too."

Tymons nodded. He heard that every week, every month. "Y ou'd better. They're..." He couldn't help
agrin. "They'realittle annoyed.”

"It wasn't my fault. Y ou're the doctor.”

He had heard that one, too. Every week. Every month.

"But I'll take care of it."

Tymons glared and pointed. Y ou'll do no such thing, you understand? Y ou let me handle everything.”
The face didn't change expression, but Tymons looked away from the contempt.



"I'd like my books back, please.”

He shook his head. "That didn't work, and you know it. The books, the music, the TV. Too many
distractions. Y ou need to concentrate on your concentration.” He chuckled. "Asit were."

"l can concentrate, damnit. | concentrate so much my brainisfaling out.”

Tymons nodded sympatheticaly. "I know, | know, and I'll talk to you about it later. Right now | have
work to do."

Even through the distortion, the sarcasm was clear: " Another little adjustment?’

Tymonsdidn't answer. He switched off the communication unit, waved vaguely, and hurried to his
office. Onceingde, he locked the door behind him and dropped behind his desk, switched on his
compuiter, leaned back and closed his eyes.

Thiswaswrong.
Things weren't getting better, and no god-damn adjustments were ever going to work.

He sighed and checked his watch—he had amost two hours before Rosemary arrived. Plenty of time
to complete copying hisfiles. Plenty of timeto take the Army-issue .45 Tonero had given him and go
back next door. And useit.

Menty of timeto vanish.

After dl, he thought with a hollow laugh, he was the expert at thingslike that.
Then he glanced through The Blue Boy, and started.

The room was empty.

"Damn." Heflicked a switch beneath the shelf, activating the lights embedded in the room's ceiling. All
color vanished, dl shadows.

Sill empty.

The bastard had areedy l€ft.

Like aghogt, he thought, glancing nervoudy at the door; the damn thing moves like aghogt.
After dl thistime, he couldn't bring himsdlf to think of it as human.

ELEVEN

The overcast thickened, splotches of shifting cloud from grey to black bulging and spreading, using
the wind to warn that the rain that had falen before would be nothing like the rain to come.

Dana stood uneasily in the middle of anar-row paved road, not at al caring for the way the
woodland pressed around her, not liking the faint hint of ozone that promised lightning when the sorm
broke again.

They had eaten in the diner as planned, but neither she nor Mulder had been either surprised or
pleased with what they had heard: Webber and Andrews had learned nothing that hadn't been recorded
or implied in the reports dready. No one had seen anything, no one had heard any-thing; many of the
shopkeepers knew Grady, most of them not kindly; a couple recognized Ulman's picture, but there was
nothing more than that. He was from the post. Big dedl.

No miracles.
No one had mentioned goblins, either.

Hawks had explained that, over the past cou-ple of months, some kids and a couple of adults had
reported seeing. .. something drifting around the town. They caled it agoblin because everyone knew of



Elly Lang's obsession.
"But it doesn't mean anything,” he had inssted camly. "A gory likethat, it kind of feedson itsdf.”

By two, the afternoon light had worsened, shifting closer to false twilight. Mulder decided to check
the Site of the corpora's murder before the storm broke. Andrews, on a hunch, volunteered to return to
the motd to interview the owner; it was possible, she said, Ulman had used the out-of-the-way place for
weekend escapes. Maybe he had provoked the wrath of someone's husband. Chief Hawks quickly
volunteered to drive and introduce her.

"And keep her out of trouble," Mulder had said later, inthe car.

Scully hadn't liked the idea then, and she didn't like it now. Webber, on the trip out, had aready told
them that Andrews, her attitude unchanged, had made the interviews, brief asthey were, "kind of
difficult." Except, predictably, when the subjects were men.

Webber stood now some fifty yards up the road, handsin his pockets, playing the part of the Jeep
the Ulman witness had been in. He looked miserable as the wind dapped his hair and coat around; about
asmiserable as shefelt.

Mulder was on histhird circle of the tree from which the arm and weagpon had alegedly appeared. It
had been easy to find—there was ill aragged piece of yellow crime scene ribbon wrapped around its
thick trunk.

She glanced up; the sky was lower.
Nothing moved in the woods but leaves and bare branches. And the dow-strengthening wind.
Behind her, their car shuddered when agust dammed it broadside.

Sheturned in adow circle, shaking her head. The corpora had been drinking; he had, for some
reason, come out of the woods down there by the ditch, staggered up here... and had been killed.

Mulder joined her, waving Webber to them. "Y ou seeit?" he asked.

The road was aflattened loop that |eft the county highway just west of Marville, skirted the post
boundary here, and met the highway again amile farther on. While it was possible Grady had been a
random victim, there was no way she would believe Ulman had smply been in thewrong place a the
wrong time.

Thekiller had followed him through the woods.
"Hewas meant to die” shesaid.

He nodded. "I think so, yes."

Webber trotted up. "Soisit hollow or what?'
Shefrowned. "What? The tree?"

"Sure. That woman saw—"

Scully took hisarm gently and turned him around, pointing to the place hed just Ieft. "Thereareno
lights, there was no moon, and all she saw, from way back there, was whatever the corpord’s flashlight
showed her."

Shewaited.
"Okay." He nodded. "Okay. But what was she doing out here?"
Mulder didn't answer. He grunted, and headed back for the tree.

"Well," she said, watching Mulder circle the tree again, squeezing between it and the caged white
birch on either sSde, "'she could be an accomplice. She could have been waiting for the killer."



Webber disagreed, as she knew hewould. "That would mean they both knew Ulman would be here,
at that time. And they didn't, right?'

IIRig,tlll
"So it waswhat? Her bad luck?'

"That's about the size of it," she said. She dso reminded them that the so-called witness, Fran Kuyser,
had been drinking, and taking heroin. Not exactly the most reliable observer they could hopefor.

"When are we going to see her?'

Scully hunched her shoulders briefly. "L ater, or tomorrow. From what the chief said, the condi-tion
she'sin, shewon' be ableto tell us anything anyway."

"A hell of thing," Webber said. He shifted uneasily. "Can you tdl me something?’
She nodded.

"Arethe casesyou work on... | mean, arethey alwaysthis screwy? Messed up, | mean." He shook
his head once, violently. "I mean—"

Shelaughed in spite of hersdlf. "Y es. Sometimes.”
"Brother," hesad.
"“Tell meabout it."

Mulder rapped the trunk with aknuckle, then pried at the overlapping bark. Scully knew, however,
that he saw more than just the tree. That was only the center; hisfocustouched it dl.

"That old lady you told me about," Webber said, for some reason keeping hisvoice low.
Scully didn't look at him. "Ms. Lang. What about her?"

"Shesad... | mean, shewastaking about goblins."

Shedid look then, sharply. "There are no gob-lins, Hank."

But she knew what he was thinking: She and Mulder were the X-Files, and that meant this case
contained something well out of the ordinary. It didn't matter that the so-called paranorma had perfectly
reasonable explanations, once you both-ered to examine such incidents more closdly. It didn't matter that
the extraordinary was only the ordinary with curious trappings. They were here, goblins were mentioned,
and now shewasn't sure Hank didn't believeit alittle himself.

Mulder snagged his coat on abush, yanked it free angrily, and took it off.

A hoarse cry overhead made her look up—apair of crowsflew lazily across the road, ignoring the
wind.

"Thisplaceiskind of spooky," Hank said, rolling his shoulders againgt the damp chill.

She had no argument there. They could see barely a hundred feet into the trees now. If it was twilight
out here, it was near midnight in there.

Slipping her hands into her pockets, she called Mulder's name. They would find nothing here; the trall
was, for now, too cold.

Hedidn't hear her.

Goblins, she thought; please, Mulder, don'.

"I'll get him," Hank offered, and was off before she could respond.
He hadn't taken three steps before the first shot wasfired.



Immediately, Scully ydled awarning, threw herself around the car and pressed herself hard against
the rear fender, gun in hand before she even redlized shed drawniit.

A second shot chipped the tarmac at Hank's foot, and he cried out, moving backward o rapidly he
fdl.

Scully eased hersdf up, squinting into the wind, trying to pinpoint the location of the shooter, knowing
only that he was hidden some-wherein the woods east of them. Shefired off aquick, blind shot, was
answered by a barrage that peppered the road, forcing her back down just as Hank scrambled around
the hood and squatted beside her, panting.

"You okay?' she asked.
He nodded, winced, and nodded again.
There was blood on his shoe.

He saw her look and shrugged. "Just a chip from the road on my ankle, that'sal.” He grinned. "I'll
live"

She could seeit, he was scared, but she could see the adrendine, too.

Another barrage, thistime at Mulder's posi-tion, and she rose again and fired as Hank fired over her
head.

Nothing.
She could see nothing.

There was no question it was an automeatic wegpon, its bark suggesting something lessthan an Uzi.
M-16, maybe. Not that it made much dif-ference now. Bullets dammed into the trunk, walking up to and
shattering the rear window.

"Mulder!" she cdled into the sllence that followed.
No answer.

Hank tugged at her deeve when thefiring paused. "Gastank," he warned, and on acount of three,
they dipped back toward the hood. When the next round was aimed at Mulder, she took the opportunity
to dart low across the pebbled verge and into the trees, pressing her shoulder against the trunk of afat
black oak. Webber found a posi-tion to her right and deeper into the woods.

"Therel" he called, and fired at a point just beyond the far end of the ditch on the other side of the
road.

She couldn't see anything, and then—she rubbed ahand quickly across her eyes. In the twisting
leaves, ashadow. Or afiguredl inblack. It didn't move until Hank fired again, and then it vanished.

Shelooked to her left, and caught her breath.
"He'sdown!" she cdled to Webber. "Mulder's down!™

Mulder froze in shocked surprise at the first shot, dropped to the ground at the second, hisown
weapon out as he heard Scully and Hank return fire. But he couldn't see where the shooter was. The
02k, the birch, the underbrush, dl blinded him. Quickly, keeping low, he moved to hisleft, and dropped
again when leaves and twigs were shredded above him, peppering his skull, stinging his cheeks.

He covered his head with one arm and waited, moving again when the firing concen-trated again on
the road, letting instinct take him deeper into the woods, treeto tree, searching for amuzzle flash, firing
once, and once again, in hopes of diverting the shooter's attention away from Scully and Webber.

He heard glass shatter.



He heard Scully'svoice.
A pine gave him cover, but he flinched anyway when the attack resumed on his origind position.

It was luck, then, that the shooter hadn't seen him maneuvering degper and around, and he used the
timeto search again, grunting softly when he saw the flash, and adark figure pressed againgt the dark
trunk of alightning-blasted tree. He couldn't tell from this distance who it was; the figure had dressed in
black from ski mask to shoes.

It didn't look like any goblinto him.
Thewind quickened.

He angled inward again, and east, hoping the coming storm's thrashing branches and spinning leaves
would make enough noise and present enough distraction that he'd be able to get close enough for a
decent shot.

Scully'svoice, and Hank's answer; he couldn't tell what they said, but the fear was there.
The black figure backed away, firing.

Mulder cursed and moved more quickly, keeping aslow as he could without losing his bal-ance.
There were too many shadows now, too much movement.

He had to get there before the shooter dis-appeared.

At the south edge of asmall clearing, he braced himsdlf against atrunk, took severa deep breathsto
calm down and clear his head, and waited until the firing stopped.

Therewasno silence.

The wind and the woodland husked and shrieked at each other, pinwhedling debris across the
clearing.

Hewould have to go acrossit; to go around would waste time.

He inhaed, blew out, and spun away from the tree in a crouch. He was halfway across, am-ing,
finger dready squeezing the trigger, before he redized the shooter was gone.

Damn, he thought, and dowly straightened, not trusting hisvison, gun still out and ready, squinting
into the wind and throwing up one hand in disgust.

Something moved behind him.

He had only haf-turned before something hard dammed off histemple, aglancing blow that drove
him to hisknees. His gun whipped out of hisgrip. Hisright arm lashed out automatically and struck
something soft, but he couldn't see dlearly; there were too many flares of blinding, painful light.

But he saw something, and it made him hestate.

Then ablow to his spine amost toppled him, and he lashed out again, losing his balance ashe did,
landing on his shoulder before he was pinned on his chest.

A gigglein hisear, hoarse and inhuman.

Then avoice: "Mulder, watch your back," just before afoot caught him under hisribs.
TWELVE

He couldn't bresthe. "Mulder!"

Eyeswatering, he tried to push himsdf to his hands, but he couldn't bresthe. "Mulder!”

Forget it, hetold hisarms, and rolled over insteed, blinking furioudy to clear hisvision, spit-ting when
ashard of leaf caught on hislips. But he till couldn't bresthe. V oices, norma voices anxious and



searching, until his name was caled again, and he saw, or thought he saw, Scully knedling beside him on
his|eft, someone else on hisright.

"l don't see any blood,” Webber said. "Mulder?’

Hetried to smile reassurance, but it was too much trouble, and he let himsaf black out, to rest in the
dark for awhile,

By thetime he regained full consciousness, there were Sirens and shouts, the distant crackle of a
radio. Thewind had died, but the afternoon was still night. Scully was gone; Webber hovered nearby,
and Mulder groaned to sgnd him and bring him over.

"Up," he said, stretching out an arm when the younger man leaned down.
"l don't know. Scully said—"

"Up," heingsted, and Webber brought him to hisfeet.

It was amistake.

His head swelled to accommodeate the fire insgde, and he swayed and didn't argue when Webber
eased him to astump at the clearing's north end and made him sit. Bile burned the back of histhroat; his
stomach surged without deliver-ing. He spat, and spat again, bracing an arm on hisleg and resting his
forehead on hispam.

"Jesus," he whispered.

Webber hunkered down beside him, concern adding too many yearsto hisface. Mulder glanced over
and amiled briefly.

"Il live"

Webber didn't look asif he beieved it. But hetold him that an MP patrol, aerted by the gunfire, had
arrived only moments after the shooting had stopped. Within minutes, other patrols had arrived, and
Scully was advising them and their captain on a search of the woods. When Mulder looked up, he saw
slver beams dashing and dart-ing among the trees. Voices called softly. Through the trees he could see
half adozen MP Jegps and cruisers parked on the road, and asingle civilian patrol car, itsroof lights il
whirling.

"Chief Hawks," Webber confirmed.

Mulder nodded, and wished he hadn't—the fire rose, and fell, and hisfinger gingerly traced what
would be ahell of alump by nightfall. There was no blood. Then he pushed aside hisjacket, opened his
shirt, and tried to have alook at hisribs.

"Damn," Webber said. "What'd he use, abrick?"

"It surefet likeit." Hewinced as he probed the area. He knew nothing was broken, however. How a
broken rib felt was something you never forgot.

"Button up, Mulder, you'll catch pneumonia.”

He smiled a Scully hurrying toward him. She seemed more annoyed at the wind dapping hair into her
eyesthanat him.

"Y ou gonna examine me or what?"
"Please," shesad. "I've had abad enough day."
"What happened?' He nodded toward the search party.

"The shooter's gone. No surprise. They found a crushed area back around the bend where he
probably stashed his car. No tire tracks, nothing but this." She dug into her pocket and pulled out a



casing. "M-16."

IIArrw?l
"Maybe not," Webber said. "They're not al that hard to get outside the service anymore. Cops, bad
guys, collectors." He shrugged. "Even guys leaving the service have smuggled them home.”

Mulder muttered about having it easy oncein awhile. "Well, maybe we should check. How many can
there—"

Webber groaned in anticipation. "Mulder, no kidding, it's the weekend. That means there's about
eight, nine thousand reservigts running al over this place. And you want to find onerifle that's been fired
recently?"

"Hank, you amaze me. How did you know that?"

Webber shrugged again. "The interviews, remember? I'll bet the people in town know as much about
what's going on on post as anyone who worksthere.”

"Not quite,” he muttered. He straightened dowly, hissing at the too-dow lessening pain.

"What | don't get," Scully said, "is how the shooter got to you before we did." Her expression turned
sheepish. "I saw your coat on the ground, | thought it wasyou.”

"It wasn't."

"So | see. | don't know what he hit you with, but he knew what he was doing. He could've cracked
your skull wide open.” Shefrowned. "What | don't get is how he managed to change positions so
quickly. Y ou were agood—"

"No. | mean, it waan't the shooter.”
Shewas gartled. "What?"

"It wasn't the shooter, Scully. | saw him, the shooter, just before | got hit." He winced as he touched
his head again. "From the Side, Scully. | was hit from the Sde, right over there. The shooter was il in
front of me"

Doubt was evident in her expression as she put the casing back into her pocket. "The goblin, right?"
"Yougotit. | just got aglimpse, but believe me, it was enough.”

Webber dmost laughed, but caught himsalf when she shook her head in exasperation. "Mulder, you'd
just been clobbered, remember? Anything you saw, or thought you saw, would be suspect, you know
thet."

With Webber's reluctant help, he stood, look-ing at but not seeing the MPs shifting lights. "It wasa
hand, and part of the forearm. The skin looked like bark."

Scully opened her mouth to say something, changed her mind and waited.
"l heard it, too."
Sheleaned away, an eyebrow cocked. "He left you a message?”’

"It was like no voice I've ever heard." He closed his eyes again, to try to sharpen the mem-ory, felt
Webber'sfingerslightly on hisarm for balance. "I don't know. It was hoarse, whispering, asif it had a
hard time saying the words." When he looked, she was scowling, armsfolded across her chest. "Honest."

"| don't doubt you heard something. But |—"

"Thisisajoke, right?" Webber asked ner-vousy. He looked from one to the other. " Some kind of
private joke, right?’



Mulder shook his head. " Sorry, Hank, no."
"Oh, man," Webber said, dmost inamoan. "Wait 'til Liciahearsthisone.”
Carl Bardli was furious as he sped back through the woods toward Marville.

Firg, that sanctimonious toad, Tonero, tried to pass off the glop in the Officer's Mess as some kind of
fancy food, instead of taking him to a decent restaurant; then tried to hand out some pious bullshit about
family unity and Angi€'s peace of mind being more important than inter-fering with officid investigations,
and then he had the nerve to march Carl out to his car and tell him, with a smile, to go on back home and
write about baseba | or something.

He had fumed behind the whed, debating the chances of hislanding injail if he went back insde and
popped the toad one on the point of his spongy jaw.

Then an MP ran up, intercepted Tonero, and the two were hustled into a car. The next thing Carl
knew there were sirens and men with rifles boiling out of the Provost Marshal's office, and, after a
suitableinterval, he followed them.

To the goddamn woods.

Where another goddamn M P suggested with drawn .45 that the reporter find something el seto report
on, thisareawas seded off to civilians.

"Bagtards," he muttered, and muttered it often until suddenly he grinned.
He had seen atown cruiser at the scene, which meant the locals were involved, which meant. ..

He laughed doud, and by the time he pulled up in front of the police station, his mood had lightened
considerably. A quick check of hishair in the rearview mirror, an adjustment of histie and jacket, and he
wasingde, smiling at the two men at desks near the back of the room, and the front desk sergeant, who
couldn't have looked more bored if he were dead.

"I'd liketo seethe chief,” Carl said, aspolitely as his excitement would alow.

Sergeant Nilssen told him gruffly the chief was out, and there was no sense hanging around. He had
work to do, half his people had some kind of lousy flu, and those who were around had police business
to attend to.

A dispatch radio muttered static to itself while a gawky young officer flipped through alogbook.

Carl'ssmile didn't waver. "Then perhaps you can help me, Sergeant. | work for the Jersey Chronicle
.My nameis Carl Bardli, and I'm—"

Nilssen's boredom vanished. "Bardli? The sports guy in the paper?!

Amazing, Carl thought smugly; absolutely amazing.

"That's right, Sergeant. But today 1'm looking into the death of afriend of mine. Corpora Frank
Ulmen."

"Man, yeah," the sergeant said, grinning. " So you want to hear about the goblins, right?"

The amiledill didnt waver. "That'sright. Can you hep me?'

The policeman leaned back in his chair, hooked histhumbsinto hisbelt. " Anything you want to know,
Mr. Barelli. All you haveto doisask.”

Tonero remained in the back seat of his staff car, watching as the M Ps began to make their way
dowly and methodically back toward the road. His driver was gone, ordered to sniff around to see what
unofficial word he could pick up. It was better than talking to the captain in charge. Tonero knew the
man well, and knew that the MP wouldn't give away athing.



The car rocked alittle when the wind dapped it.

He glanced warily out a what sky he could see, hoping he'd be able to get out of here before the
storm broke.

Thiswas not turning out to be one of hisbest days. Tymons was jumpy, and Rosemary was get-ting
pushy; and he knew without doubt that Bardlli wasn't going to leave until he had gotten some kind of
crumb to fill hismeager reporter's plate.

He sighed for dl the injustices dropped on him since waking, and sighed again when the front
passenger door opened and Tymons dipped in a the same time that Rosemary dipped into the back,
besdehim.

"We heard,” Tymons said, agitation making his voicetoo high.
"What'sgoing on?' Rosemary asked more camly.

"I'm not sure. Someone tried to take care of the FBI, asnear as| could tell."
Tymons groaned.

"It wasn't us," Rosemary snapped at him. "Jesus, Leonard, use your head.”

"We should abort,” was the answer. "We don't have any more control. We have no choice, we have
to abort." He twisted around to look at the mgjor. " Joseph, the FBI isn't going away now, you know that.
No morejust having alook around and running back to D.C. They're going to dig. And they're going to
find something.”

Tonero gripped Rosemary's leg briefly to keep her silent. "L eonard, | want you to pay attention.”
" Joseph, we—"

"These people,” and he indicated the MPs, "are looking for ashooter, okay? Not us and ours. There
IS no connection, and no connections can be made. Use your head, Doctor, use your head.”

Tymons jumped asif dapped. "I don't know. They're going to ask questions.”

"Well, that's no problem,” Rosemary answered. "WEell just make sure there isn't anyone around to
answer.”

Tonero looked at her in astonishment.

She shrugged. "We may not have complete control, but we still have some." Her smile was cold.
"Simple suggestions ought to do it.”

"Jesudl" Tymons shoved hisdoor open. "Y ou're crazy, Rosemary. And as Project Director, | forbid
it." He dammed the door and stalked away.

Tonero didn't look, didn't care where he was going. What he cared about was this new woman
beside him. Something had changed since afew hours ago. Something drastic. He wasn't sure, but he
thought heliked it.

"You better leave," he said quietly.
"And the problem?’

He gave her hisbest smile. "In for apenny, Rose. In for apenny.” He patted her knee. "Use your
best judgment. Just be sure, dl right? Whatever you do, just be sure.” Then he grunted and took her arm
to stop her. Ahead, he saw a man and woman helping a second, somewhat disheveled man out of the
woods. Shit, he thought.

"Rose, | think you'd better stick around a minute.”
"Y ou are not dead, Mulder," Scully com-plained. "Don't lean so hard.”



She couldn't help asmile, though, at his melodramatic Sgh. He might be different, but hewas till a
man, not above playing sick and injured to the hilt.

Someone called to them, and they stopped on the road.
"Wdll," Mulder whispered. "Wdll, well."

A manin uniform fairly marched toward them, and, when he was close enough, quietly demanded a
report on Mulder's condition. When Scully balked, he ducked hishead in gpology. " Sorry. Mgor Joseph
Tonero, Agent Scully. Air Force Specid Projects.” His amile turned to Mulder. "Thisincident happened
on my watch, so to speak, and | gpologize for being dow get-ting here. A late lunch with an old friend.
But | don't haveto tel you how concerned | am. Iseveryone dl right?' Before she could answer, he
rubbed his hands together. "Good, good. I'd hate to think what would happen if welost an FBI."

His smile was intended to be warm, but Scully didn't buy it. The man waslessa career soldier thana
politician, she decided as she briefed him; hismedica knowledge doesn't go much farther than using a
bandage.

As soon as she was finished, two others came up behind him—atall, balding civilian, and too nervous
for her peace of mind, and astriking, hard-edged blonde whaose bearing was military, but she too was
civilian. Nether spoke much save for a perfunctory mumbling of sympethies.

The mgor introduced them as part of histeam, offering their services should the need arise. Scully
assured him matters were well in hand, but thanked the officer for his concern.

"Asamatter of fact,” she added, "we were going to see you this afternoon, when we were done.”

Mulder opened his mouth, closed it when she stepped in front of him and put ahedl down on hisfoot
to keep him slent.

"Corpord Ulman worked for you, isn't that right?"

The mgor grew solemn. "Yes, hedid, Agent Scully. A tragic loss. Hewasagood man. And I've
been working closdly with the Provost—"

"Hewas going to marry your Sster,” Mulder said over her shoulder.

Tonero didn't missabedt: "There wastalk, yes. But just between you and me, | don't think it was
going to happen." He sighed. "However, | certainly oweiit to her to assst you in any way possible.”

Neither made any mention of the phone call to Senator Carmen.

"Who attacked you?' Dr. Elkhart asked sud-denly, sharply.

"There weretwo," Mulder answered before Scully could stop him.
"Redlly?' themgor said, grabbing hishat against agust. "'l had no idea.”

Scully was relieved when Mulder didn't €ab-orate; she watched instead as Dr. Tymons whis-pered
something to Elkhart and hurried back down the road, one hand massaging the back of his neck.

"Mgor," shesaid, "I'm not sure, it'stoo soon, but if Agent Mulder here needs more assistance than |
can—"

"Walsonismosily shut down,” the mgor interrupted tiffly. "We function primarily as an outpatient
clinic now, with only afew long-term patients. Cutbacks." He shrugged a you know how it is before the
smile returned as he clapped his hands once. "However, the important thing isthat you're dl right, Agent
Mulder." Heturned to Scully. "Heisadl right, isnt he?'

She nodded. "But he could use some rest now, Mgjor, so if you and Dr. Elkhart don't mind, I'd like
to get him back to hisroom."



The mgjor nodded, shook hands al around, and ushered Elkhart away, pausing only to have a brief
animated conversation with the MP captain in charge of the search.

"What do you think?' Mulder asked when they were done.

"l think," she said without turning around, "that there's a shooting incident, and the major brings
scientistssalong instead of doctors.”

She checked the car they'd ridden out in, the shattered glass and punctures, at the one shred-ded, flat
tire

"Hank," shesaid quietly, "get usaride to the motd."

Then shelooked a Mulder, and ingtantly knew what he was thinking:

you're not protected, Mr. Mulder, you're till not protected.

THIRTEEN

It took awhile before Webber was findly able to get them back to the Roya Baron. Oncethere, asa
doctor, not apartner, Scully ordered Mulder to bed with an ice pack and aspirin until she returned from
avigt with Sam Junis. He didn't protest. Just acrooked smile and a phony sigh, and she knew he
wouldn't deep; held be too busy trying to squeeze the obvious so it ended up looking like agoblin.

Liciashefound in their room, transcribing her notes from the Radnor interview. " Shorthand,” the agent
said apologeticaly. "Can't keep up other-wise, and | hate recorders.” As she dipped the papersinto a
briefcase, Scully asked her what, if anything, sheldd found out.

"It waslike she didn't care," Liciacom-plained, theinsult to justice clear in her tone. "And even
though she has exercise stuff—says she uses it when she remembers—in that down-stairs room off the
office, she dtill drinkslike afish." Then she amiled. " She knew the corpord, though.”

"How?"'

The smile became asmug grin. "It seems the engaged to the mgjor's Sster corpora enjoyed an
occasiona R&R. Like, nearly every weekend."

"Did she say who hewaswith?'

"No name, and she only got aglimpse. The corpord, it seems, was very careful. | don't know if that
has anything to do with anything, though."

Scully agreed before hustling Andrews into her coat and outside. Webber would watch Mulder in
case the shooter tried again, or Mulder decided to have an adventure on his own.

They took the second car, and on the way, shefilled Andrewsin, ignoring the comments and the
outrage.

It also helped her think.

It was evident they were dedling with two different suspects. Aside from the fact that Mulder had
been attacked by someone other than the shooter, she was certain the murderer of Ulman and Pierce
hadn't suddenly decided to switch to arifle as hisweapon of choice. He wastoo good with the knife.
And aknifewas more persond, requiring close range; arifle was too remote, dispassionate, requiring
little or no victim contact &t al.

When she had proposed this on the way back, both Mulder and Webber had agreed, but neither
could find a reasonable explanation of why, sud-denly, they were faced with two opponents.

"Maybe somebody's protecting the goblin," Andrews suggested.
"It'snot agoblin," Scully snapped. "Please, don't you start, too. Mulder's dready got Hank thinking



that way."
"Sowhat do | do? Cdl him Bill?"
"| don't care. Just don't call him agoblin!"
Andrews laughed and shook her head. "Boy," she said, "heredlly gets on your nerves, doesn't he?"
Scully didn't answer.

The doctor's bungadow wasin only margindly better condition than those of his neighbors, its saving
grace alarge front garden whose arrange-ment and vivid blossoms signaed agrest dedl of time taken
and care bestowed. The doctor himself was on the tiny front porch, sitting on the railing, smoking a
cigarette. He seemed to bein his early fifties, hisgreying hair plastered straight back from hisforehead,
and despite the wind and the chill, hewasin shirtdeeves and jeans. Most of him was lean, but hisarms
were hugely muscled, al out of proportion to the rest of him.

"Popeye," Andrews muttered asthey took the narrow date walk toward him.

Scully dmost laughed aoud. She was right; al the man needed was a corncob pipe and asailor's cap
to complete the image.

"Been having atime of it, haven't you," he said by way of greeting. Then he nodded to apolice
scanner on asmdl table behind him. "It's either that or Oprah." He grinned.

Scully liked him immediately, and wasted no time getting into his reports. He took no offense at her
questions, and asked no questions about the way Andrews bardly took her gaze from the surrounding
woodland.

Theinterview didn't last long—Junis agreed with her reconstruction of Pierce's murder, and actualy
apologized for not getting better photos. He al so suggested that the knife used wasn't ordi-nary. " Sharp
ashdl, sure" hesad, "but the cut of it, | think it might have been heavier than you'd find in your average
kitchen."

"Likewhat?" Scully asked.
"l don't know. I've been thinking about it, but | till don't know."

She knew then she had to ask the next ques-tion, and for once, she was glad Mulder wasn't with her.
"Y ou had some notesin the margin.”

He laughed as heflicked his cigarette onto the lawn. ™Y eah. Goblin, right?'
"What doesthat have to do with anything? Asfar as your examinations went, | mean.”

"Not much." He pulled another cigarette from his pocket and stuck it between hislips. He didn't light
it. "Nothing. I'd just been to see Elly Lang, had to calm her down alittle with amild sedative, and that's
al shetaked about.” A sde-waysglance. "Y ou heard about it, huh?"

"Wetdked to her, yes"

Junisfollowed the wake of a pickup heading west. "Don't think she's crazy, Agent Scully. Don't write
her off. | don't know who she saw, but she'sno fool."

"Shewas drunk, Dr. Junis."

He laughed abruptly, loudly, until his eyes began to water and his face reddened darmingly. " Sorry."
He laughed again and wiped hiseyeswith adeeve. "God, I'm sorry." He gripped the railing with both
hands. "Drunk? Elly?'Y ou've been listen-ing to Todd Hawks. Nope, never. She goesto that bar for the
company, that’sal. She's outlived her family, has no red friendsto speak of. She hasonedrink, a
Bloody Mary, that she nurses until she'sready to go home, and that's about it. That woman has never
been drunk aday in her life."



"Then what about the spray paint?’

Juniswatched another truck pass. "Because she believesit, Agent Scully. She believesit assureas
you believe there ain't no such thing. That doesn't mean she's certifiable.”

Scully wasn't so sure about that, but she didn't know enough to pursueit. Instead she asked about the
other witness.

"Fran?' Junislowered his gaze to the garden. "'l can take you to her, if you want, but shewon't do
you awholelot of good.”

"Why not?"

His expression hardened. "The heroin she took that night was damn close to an overdose. | brought
her to afacility up near Princeton.” He paused. "A mental rehab, by the way, we don't have anything like
that around here. She was pretty far gone." Helit another cigarette and blew smokeinto the wind. " Shell
recover from the overdose most likely, but asfor the other... sheisn't going to be released for along,
longtime”

Swéll, she thought; just what | need—an addict who probably can't even recognize her own
reflection. Interviewing Fran Kuyser quickly dropped toward the bottom of her list.

"Do you st out herealot?" Andrews asked then, not bothering to look at him.

He nodded to Dana, not at al fazed by the sudden change of subject. "Guess| do, cometo think of
it. I like to watch the world drive by, see who's going where. People around here, those that work on
post or a McGuire, they have their military doctors, and the others..." He shrugged. "Not alot left, but |
guess you aready noticed that."

Scully aso noticed that he didn't seem to mind. Although he was too young to step down yet, he
appeared to be resgned that this practice wasn't going to get him aretirement home in a better location,
and that, for whatever reason, wasdl right with him.

"Oh, we have our moments,” he said, sartling her. "And it beets dl to hell working an ER."

Shewasn't inclined to disagree, thanked him for histime, and told him where she was Saying in case
he thought of something d<e.

"| dready know that," he said. And grinned.

Back in the car, Andrews shook her head in disbelief. ™Y ou know, you can't breathe around here
without somebody knowing it. Hardly any privacy at al.” Sheforced hersdlf to shudder. "That'stoo
weird for me"

Danagrunted, but she wasn't redly listening. There was something not quite right here, some-thing she
and the others had missed. She didn't think it wastied directly to the killings, but it was, somehow,
important. Small, but important. She knew Mulder felt it aswell. In spite of the afternoon's attack, she
knew it bothered him, and maybe by the time they returned to the hotel and he had rested, he would
know what it was.

Aslong, she added glumly, as he doesn't call it adamn goblin.

Themotd lightswere al on when they returned, highlighting the crown facade, flooding the parking lot
with dull silver, making the clouds seem even lower and thicker than they were. After sending Andrews
to fetch her interview notes, she pushed through Mulder'sdoor justintimeto hear himsay, ... a
multitude of Sns."

"What 9ns?' she demanded. "And why aren't you in bed?'

He sat in shirtdeeves at the room'stiny table, hisback to the wall, papers spread in front of him.
Webber was on the bed, propped up by pil-lows, knees drawn up to serve asarest for alegal pad.



"Hi, Scully," Mulder said. "I'm cured.”

Webber refused to meet the rebuke in her eyes as she dropped into the chair across the table.
"Y ou're not cured, and you've been work-ing." But the scolding was, as dways, awaste of time; he
would only give her one of two looks— the hurt little boy, or the dy-fox, lopsided grin— and do what he
wanted anyway.

He settled for the grin. "We've been checking up on Mgor Tonero.”

"Itsweird,” Webber commented from the bed. "His office confirms he's head of Air Force Specia
Projects, like hetold us, but they wouldn't explain what that means.”

"Which," Mulder continued, "covers amulti-tude of sns" He shook his head dowly. " Curiouser and
curiouser. Why would an Air Force mgjor, who isn't even medica personnel, be assigned to an Air
Force hospital on an Army post? Which, for the most part, is used astraining for reservists, and a
jumping-off point when troops have to get overseasin ahurry.” Then he pointed at her before she could
answer. "And don't tell metherés aperfectly rationd explanation.”

Oh, Lord, she thought; he'sin one of his moods.

"And," Webber added eagerly, "why would he be so interested in the ambush? And why were his
people there, too? Those two doctors, scien-tists, whatever.”

Scully stared at him for so long, he began to look embarrassed. "Wdll... it'sagood question, isn't it?"
He scratched the back of hishead. "1 mean, isnt it?"

"Yes, Hank, itis" Mulder said when Scully didn't answer. "And I'll bet | have a possible answer.”
"Mulder," Scully said, her voice low and warning. "Do not read into this more than thereis.”

"Oh, I'mnot," he protested lightly. "I'm not even going to begin to suggest that maybe these goblins
have something to do with the mgjor." He leaned back in his chair. "1 wouldn't think of it."

"Of course you wouldn't,” she said. "Because you aready have. Now ook, we've got a—"

Andrewswalked in then, smiled anot very sincere apology for being late, took areluctant seat on the
bed, and said, "So now what?'

Dana checked her watch; it was after five. "So now | think we'd better break for awhile and have
something to eat.” A look shut Mulder up. "There's been too damn much excitement around here, and |
want usto cool down for awhile before we end up on horses."

"What?' Hank said.

"A definition of confusion,” Mulder explained, hands clasped behind his head. "He jumped up on his
horse and rode off in al directions.” Hewinked. " Scully likes wise sayings like that. She hordesfortune
cookies, you know."

Hank laughed; Andrews only snorted and shook her head.

Dana, for her part, did her best not to react, because she recognized the sgns—hewas high on an
idea, the bits and pieces of the puzzle beginning to give him some kind of picture. The problem with him
was, that picture was often one no one else saw but him.

It was what made working with him at once so fascinating and so damn exasperating.

Rather than try to derail him, however it was better to give him hishead and go dong for theride. For
awhile

So she suggested they clean up and meet in the restaurant in half an hour or so for coffee. Her tone
brooked no argument. When Andrews left without aword, Scully's expresson sent Hank along aswell,
deciding it would be agood thing to take awak around the building.



When they were done, Mulder's expression sobered. "I saw it, Scully. I'm not kidding, | really saw
it
"Mulder, don't gart.”

He spread his hands on the table. "It's not like I'm the only one, you know. Even Chief Hawks
admitted there were others.” He held up apalm to keep her quiet. "1 saw it—okay, just aglimpse—but |
aso touched it. It wasn't my imag-ination, it wasn't wishful thinking. | touched it, Scully. It wasred."

Sheleaned away from him, thinking. Then: "I'll grant you it wasredl. Hewasred. But it wasn't any
goblin, no supernatura creature.”

"Theskin—"

"Camouflage. Come on, Mulder, Fort Dix isatraining base. That means there are personnd who are
expertsin al sorts of wegponry... and camouflage. God knows how elaborate they can be, but it's
probably alot more now than just smearing greasepaint on your face."

Hetried to stand, grimaced, and sagged back. "My jacket.”
It had been tossed on the dresser. She fetched it and looked it over.

"I hit it twice, once pretty hard." He leaned forward under the light. "There's nothing there, Scully. No
paint, no ail, no nothing.”

She dropped the jacket onto the bed. "A suit, that’ s all. Skin-tight, latex, who knows? No gob-lins,
Mulder. Just peoplein disguise.” She pointed at the bed. "Lie down.”

She knew he ill waan't fedling well when he made no cracks, just nodded wearily and shifted iffly
to the mattress. As he settled down, she brought him aglass of water and aspirin and watched him drink.

"What about the mgjor and his people?' he asked. His eydidsfluttered. "Hank'sright, that’ skind of
fishy."
"Later," she ordered. "Y ou're not doing any-body any good, least of al yoursdlf, when you can't think
sraight.” Her frown deepened. " Get somerest. I'm not kidding. I'll drop by later to see how you're
doing."
"What about the others?'

She amiled prettily and headed for the door. "Oh, | think well manage. Well muddle through
somehow.”

She opened the door and looked over her shoulder. He hadn't closed his eyes, he was star-ing at the
caling.

Then hisgaze shifted. "Scully, what if I'm right?’

"Regt.”

"What if I'm right? What if they're out there?"

She stepped out, the door closing behind her.

"They're not, Mulder. For God's sake, rest, beforej "

"How do you know they're not? Y ou can't see them, Scully. They're out there, somewhere, and you
can't seethem.”

The room was empty.

Rosemary didn't redlly expect to find anyone there; it was too soon after the woodland incident, and it
also wasn't easy for it to get away without being noticed.



What she hadn't expected, however, and what frightened her, was the destruction.

She stood on the threshold, one hand absently rubbing her arm, afaint chill dipping across the back
of her back. Although she couldn't hear it, she swore she could fed the wind pummeling the hospita,
could fed the building'sweight settling on her shoulders.

The notion made her angry, but she couldn't shake it off.
Damn, she thought, and passed aweary hand over her eyes.

The mattress had been diced open in ascore of places, the stuffing strewn across the floor; the desk
was overturned, one leg snapped off; the chair was little more than splinters.

The Blue Boy had been yanked off the wall and shredded.

Inits place, scrawled in black |etters:

I'mlooking for you.

Major Tonero sat at his desk, hands folded on the blotter, staring at the telephone.

He was neither panicked nor overconfident, but since leaving the Site of the shooting, he had begun to
review his options. By the time he had stopped pacing the office, he knew what had to be done. And it
galled him. Not that he consid-ered the Project afailure; too much had been learned from it, too much
progress gained. No, what gdled him was—

The telephone rang.
Helistened to it without moving.
At the seventh ring he cleared histhroat and picked up the receiver.

"Good afternoon, Sir," was followed without prompting by adetailed summary of what had happened
that afternoon, and what connection he suspected it had with the two incidents he had previoudy
reported to those in charge. He spoke criply and flatly, no emotion at al. When hefin-ished, he listened.

He did not interrupt, speaking only when asked a question, hisspinerigid, hisfree hand il flat onthe
blotter.

The voice at the other end was calm, agood sign, but he did not, could not, put himsdlf at ease.
When the conversation arrived at the crux, thirty minutes had passed.
The last question was asked.

Tonero nodded. "Yes, s, | do, with your per-misson.” Heinhaled dowly. "l believeit'stimeto
explore other venues, there are several mentioned in my December report. This one, through no fault of
ours, has been contaminated. | dso believe the additiond personnel now on sitewill not be put off, most
especidly after this afternoon'sincident. That they are from the Bureau means we can nei-ther control nor
contain them with any true degree of effectiveness or guarantee of success. However, | have no doubt
we can make the transfer without discovery, and then the Bureau people can investi-gate dl they want.
They won't find athing."

Helistened again, and for the first time, he smiled.

"Yes, g, | do believe you're right—sometimes you win, sometimesyou lose. But we are till light
years ahead of wherewe werethelast time. This, | think, argueswell for our eventual success.”

His smile broadened.
"Thank you, §ir, | appreciate that.”
The gmilevanished.



"Indispensable? No, dir, to be honest, heis not. His objectivity and full commitment have been log, |
believe, and, frankly, hisnerves are shot. | do not believe another relocation would bein the Project's
best interest. Dr. Elkhart, however, has been most helpful. It would be aseverelossif she were not to
reman.”

He waited.

Helistened.

"Forty-eight hours, Sr.”

He nodded.

He replaced the receiver and for severa long seconds sat without moving.

Then, asif held been struck across the shoul-ders, he sagged, and whispered, " Jesus!”

His hands began to tremble, and there was sweat on his brow.

Bardli sat at awindow tablein the diner, beginning to wonder if he had, in fact, wasted histime. Not
that he didn't doubt his reporter's skills; that he was good was a given. But after nearly an hour with that
police sergeant, with some comments from the others as they drifted in and out of the station, he had
learned practically nothing he hadn't known before—Frankie was dead, the killer was till out there, and
nobody had a clue what the hell was going on.

And that goblin shit—Jesus Chrigt, what the hdll did they think he was?

A round-faced wall clock over theregister ticked closer to six as he sipped at cold coffee and stared
at thetraffic. The weather hadn't discour-aged anyone, it seemed. Men in uniform, soldiersin civilian
clothestrying not to look like soldiers, sirolled or drove pagt, filling the diner, moving into the bars that
served food, lingering in front of the movie theater ablock west of the police sation.

Friday night in the middle of nowhere.

His stomach complained of al the caffeine he had drunk, and he popped an antacid tablet into his
mouth, chewed it absently, and wondered what the hell he was going to do now. Of course, there was
gtill that "date” with Babs Radnor to keep. If he wanted to. And right about now, it looked asif it wasthe
only gameintown.

Another antacid, another scan of the street, and he dropped afew bills onto the table and went
outside.

He scowled at the overcast. He hated thiskind of day. If it was going to rain, he wished it would do it
and be done with it; otherwise, why the hdll didn't those cloudsjust blow away?

He headed for the corner; his car was ill parked in front of the police station.

Along the way he passed an old woman dressed in black from aheavy topcoat to along scarf
wrapped around her head. She held alarge purse close to her chest, and an idle glance there made him
stop and turn dowly.

What he had seen was the orange top of a spray paint can, and it didn't take a geniusto fig-ure out
who shewas.

He hurried after her, came aboreast and said, "Miss Lang?"
She stopped and glared up a him. " Ms. Lang, if you don't mind. Who are you?"

"I'm areporter,” he explained, best smile, best voice. "I'm looking into the..." He lowered hisvoice,
dipping her into his confidence. "Into the goblin affair.”

He waited patiently, watching her debate both the truth and the sincerity of what he had said.



A bus coughed past them.
Three young airmen on the corner broke into song.
Elly Lang eyed him suspicioudy. "Y ou think I'm anut?"

"Hekilled afriend of mine. That’snot crazy at al." When shedidn't walk away, he touched her arm
lightly. "I'd be pleased if you'd join mefor dinner.”

"And pump me, right?" she snapped.
The smileturned up anotch. "That, and for the company.”

She shook her head. "Y ou're full of it, mister, but I'm not going to pass up afree mea." Shetook his
arm and led him up the street. "Y ou going to be cheap, or are we going someplace good?'

Hedidn't laugh, but he wanted to; instead, he promised her the best meal thistown could pro-vide,
which seemed, for the moment, to satisfy her. And aslong as he didn't run into Mulder or

Scully, he had afedling thiswas going to be amost informative, and lucrative, night.

Tonero wasn't in his office, wasn't anywhere on post that she could tell, but Rosemary ordered herself
not to panic. There was till time to make corrections. Therewas gill timeto sdvage some-thing of the
years she had put in.

She returned to the hospital, nodding silently to the receptionist and making her way down a corri-dor
to an devator stenciled authorized personnd only. From her pocket she took asmall key ring and
inserted aslver key into avertica dot where, ordi-narily, asummons button would be. When the door
did aside, she checked the hall and stepped in.

The key took her down.

She didn't bother to watch the floor indicator; the elevator only stopped at three levels—the sec-ond
floor, where the mgjor's office was, the main floor, and a subbasement.

The car stuttered to ahalt and the door opened; she stared uneasily down the length of the dimly
lighted corridor.

It seemed alot longer tonight, and her heelsalot louder on the concrete floor.
Thefaint thrum of distant machinery was the only other sound.

Asif performing for an invisible audience, she made ashow of smoothing her smock over her chest,
of caressing apalm over her hair as she walked. Confidence, outsde and in, wasthe key. Aslong asshe
kept to her plan, aslong as she didn't lose her head, everything would be fine.

Shetested Tymonss office door; it was locked.

She opened the Project Center door and nearly screamed when she saw him bending over one of the
computers.

"Jesus, Leonard,” she said, stepping in. "I didn't know you'd be here. What are you—"

He turned to face her, and in hisright hand was a rectangular block of black metal about six inches
long. In hisleft hand was agun. ‘Just stay where you are, Rosemary, dl right? Just... stay whereyou
ae"

"Leonard, whét the hdll are you doing?'
He smiled wanly. "Correcting afew things, that’sdl."

She looked around the room, not seeing any-thing out of place until her gaze reached the first
computer screen. Though the machine was on, the screen was blank. So was the second one.



Hewaved hisright hand. "It was so easy, | don't know why | didn't think of it before." He held up the
block. "Why go through the whole messwhen al you need isamagnet.”

"My God, Leonard}"

"One pass, and poof!" He dropped the mag-net on the shelf. "Poof. All gone.”

Outrage prevented her from speaking, and fear of what Joseph would do when he found out.
"Thethingis" Tymonssad cdmly, and put abullet through the nearest compuiter.

She jumped, but the gun kept her from fleeing.

"Thethingis, you see, nobody's ever redlly going to know, are they? | mean, there's no sense going to
the papers or the TV dations, because no onewould ever bdieveit.”

He shot another one, showering the floor with splintered plastic and shards of glass.

Shetook a step back.

He glanced at her sdeways, hisexpression rueful. "I'm gtill going to try, though. Despite the odds, I'm
reglly going to try."

"You can't," she said hoarsaly, her throat lined with sand. She cleared it and tried again. "Y ou can't.”
Her left hand fluttered helplesdy from her chest to her throat and back again. "All those years, Leonard,
al thework we've done. All thetime. For God's sake, think of al the time!™

"All thefalures™ hesaidflatly. "All thet time, and dl thosefailures.” He spat dryly. "Buried,
Rosemary. We had to bury our failures.

He'sinsane, she thought; my God, he'sinsane.

"Listen, Leonard, if that'swhat... if you don't care about the work... think about—" She jerked a
thumb at the calling. "Y ou cant.”

"Why?'Y ou mean those stupid oaths we signed?' Hefired at the third and last monitor and hunched a
shoulder to protect himsdlf againgt flying shards. "Meaningless, Rosemary. By the time I'm through, they
won't mean athing.”

"I'll deny it," shethreatened. "I'll tell anyone you tell that | don't know athing.”
He straightened. "My dear doctor, I'm sorry, but you won't live long enough to have the chance.”

She backed up hastily until the wall stopped her, the open door to her right. She couldn't think, could
barely breathe, and asmdl firein the work-ings of one of the destroyed computers had begun to lift
feathers of smoke into the room.

"They'll come after you, Leonard,” she warned, swalowing hard, fighting the nausea that roiled in her
stomach. "Even if you can get off post, you won't be ableto hide for long. A week, maybe amonth.”
Sweat stung her eyes, but she didn't dare move her handsto wipeit avay. "Y ou've just Sgned your own
death warrant."

He shrugged. "Like| care, Rosemary? Like | redly give adamn?’

Without warning he emptied his clip into the shelves, the explosions deafening, damage amost totdl.
She couldn't help but scream then, more in rage than fear, hands up to protect her face from the
spin-ning, flaming debris. Before she could move, he had replaced the clip with afresh onefrom his
pocket.

And pointed the gun at her head.
Her eyesfluttered closed.
All she could think was This is crazy, thisiswrong.



"Go away."

She didn't move, didn't understand.

"Rosemary, go away."

When she looked, the gun was at his sde, but the defeat in his voice wasn't reflected in hisface.
"Maybe" hesad, "youll last longer than 1"

Disgust twisted her features, but she refused to say aword for fear he would change hismind.
Although she wanted desperatdly to rail against the destruction of al their work, she wanted more
desperately to get out of thisalive.

"Go away," he whispered, and shook the gun at her.

Without further urging, she bolted clumsly into the corridor, and hadn't taken two steps toward the
elevator when she kicked hersdlf in the ankle and fell hard into thewall. She cried out, morein surprise
than pain, and cried out again when she heard a gunshot.

Another.

At that sheran, kegping her stinging arm braced againgt her sde, fumbling with her free hand for the
keys.

At the devator door the key did off the control plate twice before she was able to insert it properly.
"Come on, damnit," she whispered urgently, will-ing her nervesto settle down. "Come on, come on!™

The door opened and she virtudly threw her-sdlf into the car, spun around and inserted the key a
second time.

It wasn't until the door had hissed closed that she realized she wasn't aone.
No, she thought; not after al this, no.
"Y ou know," said arasping voice behind her, "I'm getting pretty good at this, don't you think?"

Andrewswasn't in the room when Danareturned, and she decided to take some of her own advice
and scrub some of the afternoon away. Maybe some time alone would help her figure out the purpose of
today's attack. So little of it made any red sense. If it had been meant asintimidation, asawarn-ing to
stay away and drop the investigation—for whatever reason—it certainly wouldn't work, and surely
whoever was behind it knew that aswell; if it had been meant to stop them permanently, that had failed,
too, and she couldn't convince hersdlf that the shooter hadn't been aming to kill.

"Unless" shethought doud, "he wasn't an expert.”

She pushed ahand back through her hair, and rubbed the back of her neck. There had been alot of
wind, lots of leaves and things blowing around. Branches moving, targets moving. Plus, they had been
shooting back.

So maybe, she thought, just maybe, they had gotten alittle ucky.

That particular ideaunnerved her more than anything. Especialy when she redlized that the shooter
really could have killed her and Webber at practicaly any time before they had ducked into the trees.

They had been in the open far longer than Mulder.
But he hadn't.

The more she thought about it, the more she believed he had only been trying, and succeeding, to pin
them down. To take them out of the game as much as he could.

What he had actualy been trying to do was put abullet in Mulder.



The man a the Jefferson Memorid:

you have no protection, Mr. Mulder, you still have no protection.

"Oh, brother," she whispered. "Oh, brother."

Think. She needed a clear head to think this through, or shed end up just as paranoid as her partner.

Once gtripped and in the shower, however, it wasn't the shooter she concentrated on—for some
reason, she couldn't stop thinking about Mulder's other assailant. The explanations she had given him
were more than likely correct, or a the very least, parameters. Which did not, under any cir-cumstances,
include anything likeagoblin.

Andyet...
She made anoise much like agrowl.

And yet there had been times past when she had been forced to the unwel come conclusion that
explanations could very well be only ratio-naizationsin disguise.

She growled again and turned away from the shower head, letting the hot water dam againgt her back
and splash over her shoulders. Her eyes haf-closed. Her breathing steadied as she willed the memory of
gunfireto asafer distance.

Steam rose gently around her, condensing on the narrow pebble-glass window in the white-tiled wall,
running down the tranducent diding door.

Shefelt nothing but the water.
She heard nothing but the water.

The perfect time, she thought suddenly, for good old Norman Batesto dip into the bathroom, knife
held high and at the ready. Effectively deaf and vision blurred, lulled by the comfort of steam and hest,
shewouldn't know it was over until the end had begun; she wouldn't know, because dl she could see
was a smeared shadow on the door.

Standing there.

Watching.

Bidingitstime.

The shadow, of course, was the drape of bath towels over their rack by the door.
She knew that.

No; she assumed that.

Her eyes closed briefly as she damned Mulder for sparking her imagination; neverthe-less, she
couldn't stop herself from holding her bresth to brace herself, and opening the shower door, just alittle.

Just to be sure.

"Mulder, | swear I'm going to strangle you," she whispered in relief and mild anger when she saw the
towels, and the rack, and not asingle place in the tiny room for anyoneto hide.

The steam flowed over and around her, twist-ing in dow spectra ribbons, creating the momen-tary
illuson she had stepped into alight fog.

She shivered.
Theroom was chilly.
And the steam that should havefilled it flowed and twisted, because the bathroom door was open.



He didn't want to deep.
There was too much to do.

But the pain had finally ebbed, weariness tak-ing its place, and he couldn't keep histhoughtsin an
orderly line. They drifted, fading and dancing.

mulder, watch your back.

Patches of skin like sngpshats, flashing too rapidly for him to focus on, barklike skin without the
roughness of bark, without the texture, athough he couldn't really be sure because con-tact had been so
brief.

mulder

The voice was muffled by deep and time, yet it sounded maddeningly familiar despite the fact that it
bel onged to no one he knew; aroughness here, too, and forced, asif the speaker, the goblin, was either
auffering low-level pain or hadn't yet gotten used to the voice that it had.

watch your back.
Andif it wastrue, that he had to watch his back, why hadn't he been killed, like the others?
| don't know, he answered, but the voice and the nightmare wouldn't stop.

Rosemary couldn't take it anymore. Her knees buckled, and she sagged weakly to the floor, her back
agang the elevator wall.

"Areyoudl right?’

Hoarse, painful to listen to.

She nodded.

"What happened?’

Gone, dl gone, she thought; everything's gone and Joseph will kill me and it's gone, damnit, dl gone.
"Dr. Elkhart, what'swrong?"

She raised her head and gestured defest.

"Dr. Elkhart, say something. Y ou're scaring me.”

"My dear,” she said with abrittle bitter laugh, "you have no ideawhat scared is.”
A shuffling, ashifting, asoft hand brushing across her ankle.

"Can| hep?'

She made to shake her head, and stopped. She stared at the elevator door, seeing the two of them,
reflections twisted out of recognition in the polished stedl, and before long shefelt her lips pull back into
what might have been agmile.

"Yes" shesad at last. "Yes, dear, | think you can.”

Scully's purse was on the floor between the toilet and the tub. She reached through the gap and
fumbled it open, pulled out her gun, and straightened, staring intently at the bathroom door, still open
about an inch. Her left hand shut the water off; her right wrist did the shower door away.

Once on the bath mat, she grabbed atowel and wrapped it hastily around her; it was no pro-tection
at al, but it made her fed less vulnerable. Her teeth chattered and her lower lip quivered asthe room's
chill raised a pattern of gooseflesh on her skin.

She switched off thelight.



Water dripped too loudly from the shower head.

The only illumination in the outer room came from the brass lamp on the nightstand between the two
beds, just as she had eft it.

There was no sound or movement.

Using her left hand, she opened the door as dowly as she could, crouching low until she could dip
over the threshold and duck behind the nearest bed. The gun barrel swept the room just ahead of her,
but no one esewasthere.

Don't assume, shetold hersdf; never assume.

Feding like ajerk nown—never assume, Scully, never assume—she half-crawled around the
foot-board to be sure her visitor wasn't hiding between the beds. Once satisfied she wasindeed aone,
she sat on the mattress and tried to remem-ber if, maybe, she hadn't |eft the bathroom door open by
mistake; or maybe she had closed it, but the latch didn't catch; or maybe Andrews had returned, heard
the shower, and decided Scully didn't need to be disturbed.

But if that weretrue, if she had heard the shower, why had she opened the door?
A trickle of water dipped out of her hair and down her spine.
"All right," she said doud, as much for the sound asthe comfort. "All right. It'sal right, youre done."

That didn't stop her from turning on the hanging lamp over the table to help banish theroom's
shadows, or from drying off asfast as she could, with the bathroom door wide open. Once that was
accomplished, dressing was quick and easy—blouse, skirt, matching wine jacket. By then shewas
amost calm, and she looked in the dresser mirror as she smoothed the blouse over her chest, deciding
that one of these days, Bureau or not, she would get herself afashion life.,

Back into the bathroom, then, to widld abrush through her hair, using her reflection asasounding
board as she practiced telling Mulder what his stupid notions were doing to her. It didn't help. Her
reflection just gave her the same sardonic look he would when he heard. If he heard. By the time shewas
finished, she had decided thiswas something her partner did not need to know.

A lopsided smile sent her into the front room, where she started and gasped when she spotted
someone pacing her a the corner of her vison.

"Listen carefully,” Rosemary said urgently. She stabbed athumb at the door. "He's trying to destroy
us. Tymons. He's afraid, and he's a cow-ard. He doesn't care about you, me, or the Project. He wants...
hewantsusdl dead."

A slencethen, and she held her bregth, praying.

"He didn't gpprove of mefrom the begin-ning, you know." Still hoarse, now with sullen rage. "He
thought | wastoo. .. emotiona.”

Rosemary agreed silently.
A giggle "Hésredly scared of me, you know."
"Yes. | know."

The giggling stopped. "What can | do? I'm not stupid, Dr. Elkhart. | know what'll happen if you stop
hel ping me. What can | do?'

Rosemary tried to think, tried to set the prior-ities that would keep her intact.
"Do you need him? Dr. Tymons?'
There wasn't a second's hesitation: "No. No, we don't.”



"Others?'

"Three," she said without having to think. Then concern made her stand when awrenching cough
made her wonder if they could pull it off. "Can you do it, dear? Are you well enough?*

"l candoit. Redly. But itll taketime. A cou-ple of days, maybe. | can't—"

The coughing increased, grinding into spasms that made Rosemary reach out ahand, grip a shoulder,
and squeeze until it was over.

"It'sokay," she whispered, rubbing now, soothing. "It's going to be okay."
And she bdievedit. It would be dl right. Everything would be dl right.
Then she spoke the names.

Scully'sright hand was aready reaching for the gun on the bed when she redlized the movement was
only her reflection in the dresser mirror.

Too damn many mirrors around here, she thought sourly, and pointed &t it asif to order it to find
someone elseto scare.

Shefroze.

Something moved on thewall behind her. A dight movement she would have missed had she smply
glanced in that direction.

She watched, waiting, thinking maybe it had only been a shadow cast by apassing car.

It moved again, and she turned and made her way between the beds.

A moth fluttered itswings dowly and began to make itsway toward the ceiling.
Fascinated, licking her lips, she climbed onto the bed, balanced herself, and looked away.
Looked back, and it took afull second before she could find it again.

"Wdll," shewhispered.

A tentative smile came and went.

Then she bounced on the mattress, just high enough to snatch the moth away in aloosefigt. Feding its
wings best againgt her palm. Whispering to it as she opened the door and flung it away. Standing back,
rubbing her chin thoughtfully.

She needed another test, and footsteps out-side made her think fast.

With the hanging lamp on again, the night-stand lamp off, she sat on the far bed and pushed hersdlf
back until she rested against the head-board, legs crossed at the ankles. She could barely see herself
then, but she could seejust the same.

A key turned in the lock.

She heard it but didn't move,

The door opened and Liciastepped in. " Scully?*
Dana opened her mouth, but kept slent.

Andrews headed for the bathroom. " Scully, you in there? Look, are you going to leave me with that
boy dl night? Damn, you should heer—" She pushed the door open and cut hersdlf off, sighed, turned,
and yd ped when she noticed Scully sitting on the bed, pointing at her.

"Jesus!" Her hand splayed across her chest. "God Almighty, Scully, | didn't see you there. Why the
hdll didn't you say something?'



Scully smiled. "You didn't sseme.”
Andrews scowled. "Of course not. It was dark. Y ou're sitting in the dark.”
Scully pushed at the hanging lamp. "Not redly. But you see me now, right?"

Andrews didn't know how to answer, her lips working without asound. Finaly shesaid, "Wall... yes.
| guess s0." Shelaughed at hersdf. "Of coursel do. Thelight was—"

Scully pushed off the bed, shoved her gun into her purse, and reached for her coat. "Go get Hank,"
shesad. "Meet meat Mulder's.”

"Again?'

"Agan." Scully pushed her gently but firmly outsde. "God help me, but | have afeding Mulder is
right.”

Andrews gaped. " Goblins? About the goblins?"
"Something likethat." She couldn't believe she had just said it. ™Y es, something like that."
SIXTEEN

Wrapped in nothing but athin stubby towel, Mulder examined his reflec-tion in the steam-shrouded
mirror. He looked drawn, and probably alit-tle too pale. But he certainly didn't look like a man who had
amost been killed. Twice in the same afternoon. However aman like that is supposed to look, that is. He
rose up on histoes and inhaled sharply when he saw the full extent of the Sze and shape of the bruise
below hisribs. That, he knew, was going to be hdll in the morning.

He towe ed off dowly so as not to aggravate either the bruise or the hammer and anvil gearingupin
his skull. Deliberately dowly, because, as Scully had aready sensed, he had begun to fed that eectric
spark of anticipation, the onethat sig-naled the true beginning of the hunt.

He suspected that right now, Webber was having fits, and Andrews was pacing whether she was
standing up or not. It was only naturd. A lit-tle ordinary poking around had ended up in adeadly firefight,
and they probably couldn't stop the adrendine from flowing. Action, they no doubt thought, was the key
now, not methodicd investigation. It didn't matter that nothing but casings had been found at the Site, and
nothing &t dl a the Ste of hisambush.

Action. Get moving. Keep moving. Sitting down, having coffee, talking things out, was defi-nitely not
the way things were supposed to be.

As he dressed, he glanced around the room, not really seeing the furniture or the dingy walls. Hints
and whispers had come to him while he'd let the warm water and steam do their work.

Hints and whispers.
Not al of them clear.

Stll, the fever dreams he had had—and there was no other way to describe them—refused to let him
go. Every throb in his skull, every touch of fire below hisribs, reminded him of what he had seen.

Not what he thought he had seen.

He dipped stiffly into hisjacket, stuffed histie into one pocket, and grabbed his topcoat.
And stopped.

What he should do now was head straight for the Queen's Inn to meet the others.

Or he could dip away for awhile, away from Scully's watchful doctor's eye, and—

The door opened suddenly.



He stumbled back, tripped over the edge of his bed, and fell on the mattress, his head nearly
exploding.

"Jesus," he said angrily.
Scully looked down at him without any sym-pathy at dl. "l haveanidea,” wasal shesad.

Major Tonero sat on the porch of his modest Cape Cod on the outskirts of Marville, acigarettein
one hand, atumbler of scotch and sodain the other. Although he had been expecting the FBI to call on
him since meeting those agents this after-noon, he wasn't disappointed when they hadn't. Their attention
was elsewhere now. Whoever had ambushed them had unwittingly done him a greet favor.

Now al he had to do wastell Rosemary about his conversation with their superiors, and they could
begin the rel ocation procedure. By Sunday afternoon they would, with alittle luck, be on their way.

He sipped, and blew a smokering.
It was chilly tonight, but not enough to kegp himinside,

Besides, he preferred it out here. The neigh-borhood was smdll, quiet, so perfectly ordinary that there
weretimes, both night and day, when hefdt asif his superiors had dropped him into the middle of a
televison series, circa 1955. But it was definitely better than living with them, short-sighted and
single-minded officerswho lived and died for the service without once ever under-standing what true
potential there was.

He toasted that truth with another drink.

There were, now that he thought about it, only two problems remaining: what to do with Leonard
Tymons, and what do with the Project's subject.

He wasn't worried, though. The answer would come. It dways did.

A car sped up the block. He frowned, hating the disruption of his quiet evening, the frown degpening
when the car squealed to ahalt at the curb. He leaned forward—Rosemary?

After severa seconds she climbed out and ran-staggered toward the house. He was up and at the
steps before she reached them, taking her arms and hushing her until they wereinside.

"Leonard," she gasped, and dropped heavily onto the couch.

Shelooked like hdll; in fact, shelooked like acorpse, her hair damp with perspiration, her cheeks
flushed with an unnatural color that unpleasantly accentuated her dready paleface.

Shit, he thought angrily; why the hell can't it be easy, just for once?
"Tdl me" hesad, keeping hisvoicelow.

He didn't move when she told him what had happened at the Project |ab, didn't touch her when she
began to tremble so violently she had to hug hersdlf to calm down, didn't offer aword when she finished
and looked up a him, beseech-ing him for comfort.

He turned to the window and looked out at the lawn, hands clasped behind his back.
When he turned back, he smiled. "Are you sure he's dead?”

"He... he hasto be by now."

"There were backups, correct?’

She passed ahand over her face, forcing her-sdlf to think. "Yes" She nodded hesitantly. "Y es, of
course. Although | don't know how recent they would be. Leonard was always—"

"No matter." Hetook a step toward the couch. "In his office?’



"YS"

He rubbed the sde of his nose thoughtfully. "And what about our friend?’ His eyeswidened in dight
alarm and he glanced at the front door.

"No, don't worry." Sheinhaed deeply, dowly, and leaned her head back wearily, closed her eyes, as
her left hand unbuttoned her coat and pulled it away asif she needed room to breathe. "We were in the
elevator, and then... | don't know where."

Ancther step: "I'm correct in assuming that, without the proper medication, our friend will
eventudly..." Hissmileflashed and vanished. "'Fade avay?"

"Damnit, Joseph, what's the matter with you? Haven't you listened to aword I've said?"

He held out his hands, palms up, beckoning until she took them and alowed hersdlf to be pulled to
her feet and into hisarms. He kissed her ear, her cheek, her lips.

"Joseph?!
Shewas cold; cold with fear.
And trembling.

He whispered of the telephone call, and of the problems he had had until the problems, it seemed,
had decided to take care of themsalves. He whispered of the support he had given her to those in charge
during that call. He suggested, in awhisper, that they take her car back to the hospi-ta, to Dr. Tymonss
office, and retrieve the backup computer disks. Although no one had accessto the Project level except
themsdlves, it seemed asif they might be leaving earlier than expected.

"Or," he whispered after she snuggled, wrig-gled closer, and kissed him back, hard, "we could dways
wait until morning.”

It was her turn to whisper as she began work-ing on his shirt: " Joseph, you can be one arrogant
bastard, do you know that?'

"But for good reason, Dr. Elkhart. And don't you ever forget it."

Bardli amogt felt guilty leaving the old woman done at the Company G, but Since every-onethere
seemed to know her, and like her, the guilt passed as soon as he was outside.

It had been, from the beginning, an evening of surprises.

The establishment itsalf, around the corner and hafway down the block from Barney's, wasalow
clapboard building outlined in soft blue neon. In itslarge front window aneon trooper marched guard
duty around stencil-style letters that spelled out company G. A shiny black film over the glass prevented
anyone from seeing inside, but once through the door he had been pleasantly sur-prised. The
restaurant-lounge was a single large room, softly and indirectly lighted, with black plastic and glass,
gleaming chrome and brass. A bar ran along the left-hand wall, and the carpeted floor held ascore or
more tables, about half of which were taken. A dance floor took up most of the back, with alow stage
agang thewall.

The food, too, had been more than decent, and the drinks inexpensive. Elly Lang ordered well and
ate carefully, asif expecting to make the medl last dl night. When he asked her about her-sdlf, she smiled
and told him little except for the reputation the community had given her.

All because of the goblins.

By the time he had finished he knew he had heard dl she had to say. Not ranting, exactly, but it
sounded like astory she had told ahundred times, and not much different from what he had learned at
the police station.



She had, pleasantly, dismissed him when his mind began to wander, and athough he stopped short of
kissing her on the cheek, the dmost-gesture had made her laugh and shoo him away.

Now, on the street, he considered returning to the station to have atalk with the dispatcher. Because
of their job, they usually knew more than anyone, and he remembered Sergeant Nilssen tdlling him their
regular operator was a young woman, Maddy Vincent.

Which was when he remembered his date with Babs Radnor.
"Shit," he muttered. "Damn."

He would have to go back and make some kind of excuse. She had been taken with hisreporting
reputation, he knew that much, so maybe she wouldn't be al that unhappy when he assured her he wasn't
about to head homeright away. A rain check until tomorrow seemed the most likely way out.

He hurried up toward Main Stret, changing his mind about driving, deciding that a phone call would
do. If he played it right, sounded right, she might even be excited for him, now and later.

He shivered then and wished he had brought atopcoat with him.

True night had settled over the town, starless, feding like rain. Houses and buildings dipped into the
protection of the dark, neon and street-lamps giving the street needed color, and asem-blance of lifeit
didn't have when the sun shone.

There were just enough pedestrians to make the district seem almost lively; astreet cop spoketo a
disgruntled knot of teens; a cruiser trolled dowly westward, not caring about the traffic it backed up
behind it; severa shopswere open late, ghosts of customersingide.

Thewind had died.

Still, he hunched his shoulders as he hurried westward, grumbling when he reached the police Sation
without finding a public phone. Helooked over, shrugged a what the hell, and took advantage of the
first bresk to sprint to the other sde. Oncein, he had to wait for severd minutes. Unlike hisearlier vist,
tonight the station was busy—two cops lead-ing two lurching drunks back toward the cells, theradio in
constant chatter, aman in plainclothes at a desk arguing with two women, one of whom had abloody
bandage wrapped around her hand. When hefinaly caught the desk sergeant's attention, hewastold
brusquely that Officer Vincent wasn't on this shift, he would have to wait until morning.

He couldn't.
Theidea had taken hold, and now he couldn't shakeit.

A handful of smiling liesinflating Vincent'simportance to his story gave him an address and directions,
aflourish of notebook and pen proved to the officer that Barelli wasn't about to spell his name
incorrectly.

By the time he was back on the sdewalk, he redlized he was out of breath.
Easy, boy, he thought; take it easy, don't blow it now.

Two blocks up, one block down, the sergeant had told him. An easy walk, and a chance for him to
think of the questions he'd need to ask.

The house was easy to find—it was the only one on the street without any lights.

He knocked, rang the bell, even wandered around to the back door and knocked again, but Officer
Vincent wasn't answering.

No matter, he decided, and parked himself on her front steps; she has to come home sometimes, and
when shedoes, I'll be waiting right here to make her famous.

He sat, he smoked, he listened to the neigh-bors on the |eft have a beast of a battle. He walked



around for awhile to keep warm, but dwayswithin sight of the house. And when he checked hiswatch
under astreetlamp and redl-ized it was only afew minutes past eight, it occurred to him that Maddy
Vincent might not be home for hours. It was Friday night, and she was single, and what the hell had he
been thinking?

Hewas nearly at the corner when he stopped cursing his stupidity and trotted back acrossthe Strest,
pulling his notebook out of his jacket pocket. Just to be sure sheld be around, he would leave anote.
Not too obvious, alittle mysterious. Pique her policewoman'sinterest. He would save the sweet talk for
when he saw her.

It took him four tries before he was satisfied and tore the page free. The next thing was a place to put
it s0 thewind wouldn't blow it hafway to the next county.

He settled for folding it in haf and sticking it between the door and the frame.

Then heturned around, dusting his hands, and saw the shadow standing on the porch.
"Who the hdll are you?" he demanded.

"It doesn't make any difference," the shadow said.

Bardli didn't seethe blade until it wastoo late, and there was nothing left to do but open his mouth
and try to scream.

SEVENTEEN
A singlelight over the table, barely reaching the first bed, and the second onenot &t all.

Scully sat with her back to the window, Mulder by the door, Webber on the edge of the dresser,
Andrews on the edge of the near bed.

Mulder didn't likeit. He couldn't see expres-sions; they were too much like spirits at the fringe of a
séance, floating in and out of the dark asif they woreveils.

Scully'sfingers pushed at nothing on the tabl€'s wood-grain surface. "'l 've been thinking about amoth
| found on my wall."

She hadn't seen it right away, not only because it was too small, but aso because its coloration almost
blended in with the paint. That made her think of camouflage, and the goblin, who was ableto hidein an
aley without being seen, and hide in the woods without Mulder seeing. Despite what she had said before,
she couldn't quite bring herself to believe that tacticslike that were supported by an arsena of
camouflage suits and greasepaint, burnt charcod, twigs and leavesworn as aidsto blending in.

Although it was possible, it also required advance knowledge of where the target victim would be.

"And | don't think such a package could be carried on someone's back. It would beinefficient and
dumsy.”

Therewas, for example, no way the kille— the goblin, if they had to call it that—could have known
that Grady Pierce would pass by that adley that night, a just that time. Webber'sinter-view with the
bartender had established that more often than not, Nod brought the ex-sergeant home himsdlf. And they
themselves hadn't decided to visit the site of Corpora Ulman's murder until they had finished lunchin the
diner.

"Two questions," she said, eyes down, asif speaking to the table.
"How did it know where to be?' Webber said.
She nodded.

"Unlessit knowsmagic," Andrews said, asmilein her voice, "how could it be ready with... whatever
it woreto hideitsaf?"



Scully nodded again.
Mulder watched her fingers move, dusting, tracing circles.

"For now, let's set asde thewhy of it, thekilling. And the who." She looked up, too paeinthelight,
and Mulder looked away. "The how, on the other hand..."

No one spoke.
A car backfired in the parking lot, and only Webber jumped.
An engine raced on the county road, another followed, and there were horns.

Mulder shifted tiffly as he watched her face. It bothered him sometimes, how smooth it was, without
many lines, because it prevented him from really knowing just what she was thinking. Too often amask.
But her eyes, they were differ-ent. He could see them now, shadowed by the light over her head, and he
could see that she was struggling with areluctant decision.

He brushed a strand of hair from his brow.

The movement made her ook, and when shelooked, sheinhaed dowly.

"Specid Projects,” said Webber, sartling them al. "That Mgor Tonero and his Specid Projects.”
"l think s0," she answered. "But exactly what, I'm not sure.”

"Yes, you are" Mulder said gently. "It'snot agoblin, at least not like Elly Lang saysitis."
Andrews made afaint noise of derison. "Sowhat isit? A ghost?"

"Nope. It'sachameeon.”

Thewind rose.

A draft dipped through the window and flut-tered the curtains.

Andrews dapped her thighs. "A what? A chameleon? Y ou mean, a human chameleon?' Shewaved a
hand in disgust. "No offense, Mulder, redlly, but you're out of your mind. Therésno such thing.”

He didn't take offense, dthough he knew she wanted him to. "There arelots of things that are no such
thing, Licia. Some of them aren't, some of them are." He scooted his chair closer to thetable. "I think
Scully'sright. Thisisone of them that is.”

Andrews gppedled to Scully. "Do you have any ideawhat he's talking about?"
A corner of Scully'smouth pulled up. "Thistime, yes."
He made a sour face a her, then swiped a hishair again. " A chamdeon—"

"l don't need abiology lesson,” Andrews snapped. "Or zoology. Whatever. | know what they can
do."

"They change colors,” Webber said anyway. "To fit their background, right?" He stepped away from
the dresser. "Wow. Do you redly think thisiswhat weve got?'

Mulder held up afinger. "First, yourewrong. Sort of. Chameleons can't change color to fit every
background. They'relimited to only afew, like black, white, cream, sometimes green." He grinned. "Put
him on atartan tablecloth, he/d probably blow his brains out.”

Webber laughed, and Scully smiled.

Mulder's fingers began to tap eagerly on the table. "But within certain limits, yes, he can adjust his
pigmentation.”
"l don't believethis" Andrews muttered. "I swear to God, | don't believeit.”



Mulder ignored her; he wanted Scully to fol-low and watched her as he spoke, in case he made a
mistake.

"Now, contrary to popular opinion, chameleons don't change at will, right?”
She nodded.

"It'sthings like temperature or emotion that cause the coloration to ater. When they get scared or
angry. | don't think they sit down at breakfast and decide to be green for aday.” He sat back, then
stood.

"Careful, Mulder," Scully cautioned.
"But we can't do that," he said to Webber. "Right?’
"Change color? Hell, no. Except when we get tan or something.”

"Right." He moved to the door, snapping hisfingersat hisside, turned and gripped the back of his
chair. "But suppose our Mgor Tonero and his group—Tymons, right? and Elkhart—suppose they've
been able—"

Around the edges of the drapes he spotted flashing lights and yanked open the door. In the parking
lot below he saw apolice cruiser, warn-ing bar dit and swirling color. A patrolman looked up. "Hey, you
the FBI?* hecdled.

Mulder winced and nodded.
The policeman beckoned sharply. "The chief wants you right away. We got another one.”

Two patrol cars, parked sideways, and a quartet of orange-stained sawhorses bracketed afifty-yard
section of the street. An ambulance was parked nose-in to the curb, and two attendants leaned againgt it,
smoking and waiting. Blue and red lights swarmed across branches and tree trunks, and the faces of two
dozen onlookers gathered on the sidewak opposite the scene. Flashlights danced in back yards, and in
the dis-tance a Siren screamed.

Therewasvery littletalk.

Mulder and Scully followed their driver around the barrier; Webber and Andrews were behind them
inthe other car.

Hawks met them at the foot of agrave drive-way. "Man waking hisdog,” he said, pointing to a
young man standing in the Street, aterrier in hisarms. "He found him." He sounded angry.

"Areyou sureit'sthe same?" Scully asked.

Up the drive two men knelt beside abody in high grass between the gravel and the porch; one of
themwas Dr. Junis.

"Seefor yoursdf."

Mulder moved first, but he didn't haveto go al the way before he saw thevictim'sface. "Damnl" He
turned to block Scully. "It's Carl."

"Y ou know him?* Hawks demanded.

Scully inhaed sharply and stepped around the two men, nodding as Junis glanced up and recognized
her.

"He'sareporter,” Mulder explained, disgust and sadnessin hisvoice. "A sportsreporter.”
" Sports? Sports, for God's sake? So what the hell was he doing here?”

"Corpora Ulman's fiancée was his cousin. He wanted me to come up and look around. | guess... |
guess he was doing alittle looking on hisown."



"Jesus." Hawks clamped his hands on his hips, glowering, breathing heavily. " Son of abitch, what the
hell's going on around here? Mulder—" He stopped and wiped a hand over hisface. "Mulder, isthere
some shit you're not telling me?"

A man on the porch called the chief, who hes-tated before telling Mulder to stay where hewas.
When he left, Mulder scanned the growing crowd, and the shadows the cruiser lights created between
the trees, between the houses. It was bad enough when the victim was a stranger, but this... He
crammed his handsinto his pockets and stared at the ground until footsteps on the gravel made him look
up.

"Comeon," Scully said gently, her voice trembling dightly.

Hawks caled them from the steps, and held out a piece of paper found jammed into the door-frame.
It was anote from Bardlli, requesting an interview which, he promised, would be paid for by acomplete
dinner at the best restaurant in town.

"Who lives here?' Mulder asked.

The house was rented by Maddy Vincent. The day-shift dispatcher, Hawks added. A gestureto
figures moving around the ingde told him the woman wasn't home, and no one knew where shewas. "No
aurprise, it's Friday night,” the chief said in disgugt. " Shit, she could bein Philadelphiafor al | know.
Or..."

Mulder checked the porch, the blood on the flooring and on the door. Carl was attacked here, he
thought, and the force of the attack, and his probable retreat from it, sent him over therailing. Where he
bled to death without ever getting hisstory.

"Damnit,” he said, and somped down the steps. "Damnit!™
An hour later, Carl's body was gone and those neighbors who'd been home had al been interviewed.

No one had seen anything; no one had heard anything. A cal had gone out to Officer Vincent's
friendsin the vain hope she hadn't |eft town. A check with the station told them Barelli had stopped in
only ashort while ago, specifically looking for the dispatcher.

"But why?" Hawks leaned heavily againgt his patrol car, hisface drawn and tired, hisvoice hoarse.
Most of the crowd had retreated to nearby houses; two of the cruisers had left. "What the hell did he
think he knew?'

Mulder held up asmdl notebook. "Nothing that he wrote down.” He handed it over. "He had dinner
with Miss... Ms. Lang, and wanted to see your dispatcher. All he had were more questions.”

"He's not the only one," the chief growled.

Mulder sympathized with the man's frustrartion, but it didn't extend to telling him about the mgjor.
That, he decided grimly, was someone he wanted to talk to himself, without the complica-tions Hawks
was bound to cregate.

The chief finally mumbled something about getting back to his office, and Mulder wandered over
toward his car, where the others waited. They said nothing as he turned to stare at the empty house,
ribboned now in yellow, a patrol-man on the steps to keep the curious away. The dusting had been
completed, but he doubted they would find any useful prints besdes Bardlli'sand Vincent's.

Goblins, hethought, don't leave handy clues.

Hewasangry. At Carl, for playing inagamewell out of hisleague, and at himsdlf, for the
hel plessness he felt for not knowing enough. It was awaste of energy, he knew that, but there were
times, like now, when he smply couldn't hdpiit.

He walked back to the middle of the street and stared at the house, ignoring the damp wind that



whipped hair into hiseyes.

Carl wasabig man, and definitely not soft. He had to have been surprised. A single blow, and it was
over. He had to have been surprised.

"Mulder." Scully came up beside him. "We can't do any more here."
"l know." He frowned. "Damn, | know." He rubbed his forehead wearily. "Mgor Tonero."

Scully looked a him sternly. "In the morning. Y ou're exhausted, you're not thinking straight, and you
need rest. HE's not going anywhere. Well talk to himin themorning.”

Any inclination to argue vanished when she nudged him into the car; any inclination to do some work
on his own vanished as soon as he saw the bed.

But he couldn't deep.

While Webber snored gently, and murmured once in awhile, al he could do was sare a the ceiling,
wondering.

Finaly he got up, pulled on histrousers and shirt, and went out onto the bal cony, leaning on therailing
while he watched the trees across the road move dowly in the dow wind.

He thought of Carl and the timesthey had had; he thought of the man who had tried to kill him that
afternoon, an afternoon that seemed years distant, in another lifetime; he shivered alittle and rubbed his
arms for warmth as he won-dered why Carl had wanted to talk to Officer Vincent. Elly Lang was
obvious, but what did Hawks's dispatcher have to do with the goblins?

"Y ou're supposed to be deeping.”

Hedidn't jJump, didn't turn his head. "The day you figure out how to turn off my brain, Scully, let me
know." He shook his head, but care-fully. "Amazing, isn't it."

"Your bran?' Sheleaned her forearms on therailing. "It's okay, but | wouldn't call it amazing."

"Chameleons," he said. He nodded toward the woods. " Somewhere out there somebody has figured
out away, maybe, to create natural pro-tective coloration in ahuman being. | don't know what you'd cdll
it. Huid pigmentation?'

"l don't know. I'm not sure that's—"
"It wasyour idea."

"Yeah, but | fill don't know. Do you have any ideawhat kind of genetic manipulation that would
require? What kind of control on the cellu-lar level that would mean?"

"Nope." He glanced at her sdeways. "But if you tell me, maybe I'll be able to get some deep after
al”

Sherolled her eyes as she straightened. " Go to bed, Mulder. Just go to bed.”
He smiled at her back, suddenly yawned, and did as he was ordered.
*» Seep, however, was till hard to come by.

Aside from the achesin his head and side, he couldn't help thinking about the possibility that there
could be someonein the room right now, standing against the wall there.

Invisble, and watching him.

Waiting.

And he wouldn't know it until aknife tore out histhroat.
EIGHTEEN



There was no dawn.

Therewas only agradud shift from dark to shades of grey, and afdling mist just heavy enough to
keep windshield wipers working, to raise the sharp smell of oil and tar from the black-top.

Mulder was not in agood mood. Following Scully's orders, Webber had et him overdeep, and it
was close to ten before hefinaly opened his eyesto anote on the pillow that told him the others would
bewaiting in the Queen'sinn.

He was aso not miraculoudy cured. Although his head seemed fine except for asmall lump benesth
hishair, hissdefdt asif it had been set in cement. Every time he moved, he thought his skin would rip
open.

He supposed he ought to be grateful for the extra hedling time, and for the concern Scully showed
him, but knowing that didn't make it happen. He showered and dressed as quickly as hewas able,
thinking that he would eat quickly, check with Chief Hawks on the dim to none chance there had been
any new developments overnight, and then. .. he smiled mirthlessy as his brush fought with hishair. ..
then he would have afew words with Mgor Joseph Tonero.

His stomach growled as he knotted histie, and he snarled at it to hold its horses. Then he grabbed his
coat, stepped outside, and was pleased to see that the weather perfectly comple-mented the way he felt.

I livefor dayslikethis, he thought gloomily as he descended the center staircase.

Scully recognized his mood immediately, and after aquick check to be sure hewasdl right, she
hustled them through breskfast and outside, with areminder that while they were heading for the pogt,
there was a so someone el se out there, the shooter, they had best not forget.

Andrews still thought the so-called goblins and the shooting were related; when no one roseto the
bait, she dumped into her corner and glared at the passing scenery.

There was no sound then but the rhythmic thump of the wipers and the hiss of thetires.

It wasn't until they had passed through town that Mulder remembered wanting to have aword with
Hawks. He punched hisleg lightly and scowled, and ordered himsdf to get with it, or held blow it dl
because he wasn't thinking straight.

Oncethisisdone, he promised; I'll talk to him when we're done here.

Fifteen minutes later they passed between two smple brick pillarsthat marked the post entrance. No
guards, no guardhouse; a stretch of woodsthat quickly fell away to the post's main complex—barracks,
adminigtration buildings, and on-post housing. A trangport plane from McGuire lumbered and thundered
overhead. A sguad of troopers double-timed across an inter-section, their dark green ponchos dick with
water. They passed a congtruction site for anew federal prison twice before Scully findly gave up and
made Hank ask directions. An MP gave them, and within minutes they were on New Jersey Avenue; it
didn't take them long to find what they were after.

"Brother," Webber muttered as he pulled up in front of Walson Air Force Hospital.
It was aseven-gtory light tan brick structure, but it somehow seemed alot smdler.

Because, Mulder redlized, it was mostly empty. A lot of empty rooms and offices, alot of spacefor
things to happen without anyone being any thewiser.

He sat up and watched the entrance, some-thing quickening inside when he noted that hardly anyone
went in, and no one came out.

"What makes you think hell be here?' Andrews asked, rousing hersaf from her sulking.

"If he'sworking on aproject,” Scully answered, "he will. Something like this doesn't often hold over
weekends."



Something likethis, Mulder thought.
"But do we have any authority?'

Mulder opened the door, did out, and poked his head back in. "Weve been asked inby aU.S.
senator, Licia The senator the mgor himsdlf called. So if he wantsto argue, he can write his
congressman.”

A civilian receptionist sat just ingde the entrance, amultiline telephone and alogbook the only items
on her small desk. Mulder wished her agood morning, showed her his1D and asked directionsto Mgjor
Tonero's office. She wasn't sure the mgjor was in, and because of her stand-ing orders was reluctant to
give him the ingtruc-tions until he ingsted; then she pointed to abank of devatorsto their left.

Asthey moved away, he heard anoise and |ooked back.

Webber had hisfinger on the telephone's cut-off button. "1 don't think so," he said politely, with a
wink. "Government business, okay?'

Mulder couldn't believe it when the woman suddenly grinned. " Sure. Why not?"
Pancakes and women, he thought; the guy's got it made.

Themagor wasin.

But it didn't look to Mulder asif hed be there very long.

The office was atwo-room suite on the sec-ond floor. When Mulder ushered the othersin ahead of
him, he saw ahandful of packed cartons against one wall, and an empty bookcase behind what he
assumed was Tonero's secretary's desk. The door to the inner office was open, and he ges-tured the
others silent as he approached it. He could see the mgjor standing in the middle of the room, back to the
door, speaking quietly but angrily to someone seated at his desk.

"Damnit, Rosie, | don't give adamn who—" He turned and saw Mulder, and forced asmile. "My
goodness, Agent Mulder, what isthis, araid?' He laughed as he shook Mulder's hand and nodded to the
others.

The person behind the desk was Dr. Elkhart.

Mindful of protocol and egos, Mulder alowed Tonero to direct the conversation, politely answering
guestions about his health while he noticed that Dr. Elkhart, in alab coat, was not as composed as she
wanted him to think. Although she sat back in the mgjor's chair, her legs crossed, her hands on the
armrests, her cheekswere lightly flushed, and her attempt at a bland expression was nearly atotd failure.

Shewas, he thought, royally pissed off.
What, he wondered next, iswrong with this picture?

"It'sared tragedy about Carl," Tonero said, stepping back to perch on the edge of his desk, ignoring
Elkhart completdly. "I want you to know that | am not going to rest until this matter is solved.”

"| gppreciate that, Mgor,” Mulder said, sens-ing rather that seeing Scully take a chair just behind and
to hisleft, while Webber and Andrews flanked the door. It was alarge room, but their positions and
attitude now made it seem much smaller. "I can assure you that were not going to let it rest either.”

He smiled quickly.
Dr. Elkhart uncrossed her legs.

"WEell, good!" Tonero smiled purposefully at each of them in turn before rubbing his hands briskly
together. "And what can | do to help?*

Mulder raised hiseyebrows—Gee, sir, I'm not really sure—and glanced at Scully asif looking for



guidance before facing the mgor again. "Well, | guessyou could tell me what your project hasto do with
goblins™

Tonero sputtered into alaugh that proved he could appreciate a good joke when he heard one; but
the laugh faded into a scowl when neither

Mulder nor the othersjoined him. His back straightened; his expression became somber.

"I'm sorry, Agent Mulder, but what we do hereis classified. I'm sure you understand.”

"l do, believe me," he answered agreeably. "The DoD can be pretty tough sometimes.”

"Absolutely. Now—" He waved one hand to indicate the closing and packing he had to do. "Asyou
can see, we're being transferred—the orders came just this morning—and we'rein ahell of amess.” A
look over hisshoulder that Dr. Elkhart ignored. "Dr. Tymons—you may recall meeting him
yesterday—seems to have gone ahead without telling us, soit'skind of hectic around here at the

He stepped forward, with the intention of easing the agents back into the outer room.

Mulder sidestepped around him, his right hand brushing across the edge of the desk before he leaned
onit and turned hishead. "Dr. Elkhart, wherewere you last night? | don't know, about nine?’

Elkhart sarted, and blinked. "What?"
"Last night," he repeated.
"Now look here, Agent Mulder,” Tonero snapped. "Dr. Elkhart is one of our most—"

"Home," the woman answered, crossing her legsagain. "l was home. Watching TV." Her smilewas
crooked. "Why, Agent Mulder? Am | a suspect?’

Mulder matched the smile, didn't answer the question as he turned his back to her. "And you,
Mgor?'

"How—" Tonero's face darkened. "What do you think you're doing? Do you know who—"
"Chamdeons" said Scully mildly from her chair.

"Lizards" Elkhart responded immediately, not quite as mildly. "Not, I'm afraid, from the goblin
family."

"Goblins?' The mgor'svoice rose. "Goblins? What are you talking about? What does some old
woman's rantings have to do with my cousin's murder?”'

Mulder shrugged. "I don't know, Magjor. But just asyou haveto explore al possibilities within the
scope of your projects, so do we, in murder investigations." He turned to Scully. "Do you think we
should come back later?1 think they'rein ahurry.”

Scully agreed and headed for the door with the others.

Mulder, however, didn't move. "Mgor, can | assume you'll be around later this afternoon? Just in
case?' He scanned the room. "L ooks like you have alot of work left here. And in your project office,
too, | would guess."”

"Absolutely, absolutely.” Tonero moved again, and thistime Mulder gaveway. "Just call ahead, if you
don't mind. | have—" He gave Mulder abrief martyred look. "Superiors, if you know what | mean. This
rel ocation makes them nervous.”

Til bet,” Mulder said. "Niceto talk to you again, Dr. Elkhart,” and was gone before the woman could
reply.
Onceintheslent corridor, the door closed firmly behind them, he held up a pam to keep the others



from talking, then checked |eft, toward the evator bank, before looking in the opposite direction, where
he saw another, single eevator. A snap of hisfingers sent Webber there on the sllent run, and asign that
told him there was no button to push.

"Well?" Andrews demanded when they reached the |obby.

"Well," Mulder said, "they sure don't make mgorslike they used to." Hetook hisleft hand out of his
pocket and held out his pam, showing them the key ring held lifted from the mgor's desk.

"Not aword, Scully," he said lightly when she began to object. He told Webber and Andrews to get
back to town and track down Aaron Nodl, Barney's bartender, to see if the man knew how close Pierce
and Ulman had been, and if Bardlli had been in asking questions.

"And find out where that dispaicher—"

"Vincent," Webber said.

"Right. Find out where she was last night, what time she came home. Y ou know the drill."
"What about you?'

Mulder shrugged. "If we leave now, whatever thiskey takes usto will be gone before we get back.
Weé're going to snoop around alittle.”

"But isn't that against—"

Mulder hushed him with alook and hurried outside with them.

The post |ooked deserted.

Nothing moved but alight rain that shifted now and then asalight wind passed through it.

He opened the door for Andrews, then stood back and wondered what the mighty Douglas would
say when he found out that the other car was Swiss cheese and usdless. He could see Webber and Licia
arguing heatedly insde, but with the windows up, he couldn't hear aword.

He amogt intervened, rolled his eyes and changed his mind. That woman will be the death of me yet,
he thought, and wished they'd be gone. Now. He wanted to be sure; he didn't want them suddenly

turning up again.
The car jerked forward afew feet and staled.

He smiled gamely and decided to get insde before he added pneumoniato hisills. He mimed giving
the car a push with one foot, waved when Webber saw him in the rearview mirror, and trot-ted back to
the lobby when the engine fired and held. The receptionist was clearly puzzled, but he assured her they
had only forgotten something in Mgor Tonero's office and would be gone before she knew it.

Thewoman seemed to doulbt it.

"Mulder," Scully said asthey waked pur-posefully toward the devator bank, "if we get caught...”
Hedidn't answer.

After acheck over his shoulder, he took her elbow and ducked around the corner.

The corridor was empty, and only haf the lights embedded in the celling's acoudtic tiles werelit.
Whispers from the front, echoing softly.

Hefound the right key on the second try, and held his breath until the door opened onto an empty
car. Oncein, heinserted the key again and sent them down.

Scully said nothing; she had been on this road with him too many times before. The obligatory
warning had been given—if were caught; now she would be focused.



Hewouldn't disturb that; it was too vauable.
He only hoped the mgjor was il too angry to think straight, and redlize what was going on.

The corridor was short, and the air not quite stale. No ceiling lights here—just ahooded bulb &t the
far end, and one & the entrance. The floor, like thewalls, was unpainted concrete. "Like abunker,"
Scully whispered. In and out was the order of the day. They hur-ried to the first door, and Mulder turned
the knob. It was unlocked and, when helooked in, empty. A desk, metd shelvesonthewall, asmal,
open safe on the floor beside the desk, and a blackboard.

Neverthel ess, they searched, checking draw-ers and corners. Tonero had said that Tymonswas
aready gone, but Mulder doubted it wasto the relocation point. By the looks of it—the papers and pads
left behind in the desk, the handful of books on the shelves—this room had been emp-tied in ahurry. »

"l smell gunpowder," Scully said, returning to the corridor. "And smoke." Shewrinkled her nose.
"Something ese. I'm not sure.”

The middle door was unlocked aswell, and open afew inches. Mulder pushed it with hisfoot and
stood back, shaking his head.

"Jesus™

What was once on the single shelf was now on the floor, smashed and scattered, some of it scorched
or charred. He counted the hulks of at least three monitors and apair of keyboards; he counted &t least a
half-dozen bullet holesin thewall beneath what looked to be a one-way window.

Without speaking, they sifted through the wreckage, not knowing exactly what they were looking for,
knowing only that they'd know when they saw it. Then Scully rocked back on her hedls.

"Mulder."

Hejoined her, dusting his hands on his coat, and saw the blood. Lots of it, dry, and buried beneath
plastic and blank sheets of paper.

"Not agunshot wound, | think," she said.
"Goblin."

"l don't know. It's been here awhile, though." She poked at alarge stain with aforefin-ger. "But not
that long. We're not talking about days."

He guessed that the room on the right had been Tymonss office, and Tymonssaone. It didn't have
thefed of being shared with some-one, like Rosemary Elkhart. This one had been the Project's heart and
control center. From here... he stood at the shelf and looked into the next room.

"Oh, boy," hesaid. "Scully."
She looked, and her eyes widened.
Mulder checked hiswatch. "Time, Scully. Not much left."

Thelast room was ashambles aswedl, but it was the walls that fascinated him—one cream, one sand,
one green, one black.

Hisfingers began to snap unconscioudly.
Thiswasit.
Thiswas where the goblin was tested. Onewall, one color.

Scully wasn't sure. " So what did they do, Mulder? Line him up against the wall and wait? They could
have done that with a sheet on abed.”

Mulder looked at her sharply, and looked around the room again. His lips moved asif he were talking



to himsdlf before they parted in asatisfied grin. "Training," he decided, and sood against the cream wall,
unableto disguise the excitement in hisvoice. "Scully, it'satraining room.” He pointed. "Bed, desk, CD
case therein the corner. Somebody lived here—no, somebody stayed here temporarily, maybe
overnight, maybe for severd daysat atime." He spread hisarms aong the wall. " Somebody who—"

Scully whirled on him. "Don't say it, Mulder! I'm having ahard enough time asit is. Do not makeit
more complicated than it hasto be."

"But it'snot, Scully,” heingsted, pacing now, rubbing at his chin, his cheeks, pushing a hand back
through hishair. "Thisiswhere the goblin learned how to change.” Heturned inadow cir-cle. "Learned
how to will the change, Scully, not wait for the change to happen.” He took a step toward her, and was
stopped by her frown. "Y ou said it yoursdlf, right? He can't carry every con-tingency around on his back.
It'simpossible. Even for the most basic circumstances, it would be, for him, adangerous hindrance.”

He looked to the door.

"A trained killer needs as few obstacles as possible. He needs a smooth way in, asmooth way out.
No stops along the way for adjustments to a costume. No ripples. The quicker, the better."

He looked around again, closer now, search-ing for something, anything personal, that would give him
ahint to the room's sometime occupant. But there was nothing left, and there was nothing I eft of thetime
he had hoped they would have.

On the way back to the eevator, Scully ducked into the control room and came out fold-ing severa
pieces of paper she tucked into her shoulder bag. Blood samples. Not, Mulder thought, that they redly
needed them.

He knew who the blood belonged to.

On the way through the lobby, Mulder dropped the keys onto the absent receptionist's desk, then
followed Scully outside, anxiousto get back to town.

Thelight rain had grown heavier, the air darker for it.

Another squad of soldiers marched by, abso-lutely silent.

"Mulder," Scully said, "in case you haven't noticed, we don't have aride.”
It hadn't occurred to him, and he didn't think it mattered.

"And we don't have an umbrella, either.”

She dapped him lightly on the arm and returned inside to use the phone.
Hedidn't follow.

He watched therain.

A human chameleon, he thought, dipping his handsinto his pockets. An effective n, who could
theoreticaly dip through the tightest of cordons.

In, and out.

No ripples.

Or, morefrighteningly, asmall army of them, living shadows dipping through the night.

No ripples.

Only desth left behind.

It wasn't a perfect disguise. It probably wasn't effectivein broad daylight, and the gob-lin—he



couldn't stop thinking of it that way— wouldn't be able to stay in the same room for very long. Even
Scully had eventually spotted the moth.

Neverthdess... living shadows.
He shifted from foot to foot impatiently.

No question about it, Mgor Tonero was the project's shepherd. He knew dl of it, which meant he
probably knew that Tymons was dead. Killed by the goblin? If so, was the goblin under the man's
direction?

But why kill the head of such aproject?

Too easy—Rosemary Elkhart was second-in-command. There was no reason to believe she
couldn't, or wouldn', take over if she had to. And the best way to ensure that would be to make herself
indispensable to those who were in charge. He pictured her in the mgjor's chair, and suddenly redlized
that was what had bothered him earlier. She wasin his chair. She was comfort-able using it. She had
used it before.

"Wel," hewhigpered. "Wdl, wdl."

"Stop thinking, Mulder, and moveit,” Scully told him. She snapped open alarge black umbrella, took
hisarm, and hustled down to the sdewalk.

They hadn't gone a dozen paces before he took it from her before she poked his eye out. "Where did
you get this?'

"Y ou'd be surprised what you'll find in theladies room on arainy day." She hugged hisarm tightly,
quickly. "I called Chief Hawks, he'son hisway to pick usup.”

"Sowhy—"

"The mgor isn't going to stay in that office, Mulder, not when hefinds out hiskeys are gone. Hell
check that setup first, using Dr. Elkhart's keys, then probably come after us. | would like to be long gone
beforethat, if you don't mind."

"Hell follow us™"

"No, | don't think so. We can't disappear, Mulder. The senator, remember?
He amost stopped then, but her momentum pulled him aong.

"Cal."

"What about him?"*

Mulder stared into the rain, willing Hawksto comein at speed. "According to his notes, he was
asking around about the goblin." His chest tight-ened, his stride quickened. " Cleaning up, Scully. | think
someone's scared, and the goblin's cleaning up.”

The telephone rang only once before Rosemary snatched up the receiver. She listened and said,
"What are you doing, caling here? Suppose he had answered?' Without thinking, she began to weave
the cord between her fingers. "Wdll, you're lucky he's not. He's downstairs now. Those FBI agents were
here, and he thinksthey lifted his damn keys." She watched the door without seeing it. "1 think, if they
didn't know before, they know now."

Her gaze shifted to the window, to the trails of water dmost invisble againgt the grey air, the grey sky.
She diffened.

"You can't do that. No. It's bad enough, but you can't touch them."”

The goblin cleared itsthroat painfully. "Yes, | can.”



Rosemary dmost rose out of the chair. "Damnit, will you listen to me? Jugt... just what we agreed, all
right? Don't makeit worsethan it dready is"

"Doctor, | can do whatever | want."

She couldn't believeit. First Tymons, now this.

"Infact, | think al that stuff you've beentdling meisplan bullshit.”
IILw(_II

"Y ou know, | don't think I'm affected much at dl.” It laughed softly, and wheezed. "And if | am,
Doctor... whosefault isthat?*

She did stland then, angrily shaking her hand until the cord fell off. "Goddamnit, listen to me, you idiot!
If | haveto—"

"Doctor." Thevoicewascam. Very cam.
Rosemary closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "What?'
"We have an agreement. I'll do what you want."

Sheleaned forward, bracing hersalf on the desk with one hand. "Thank you. It'll befine, just fine, as
long aswe don't panic.”

“I'll do what you want."

She nodded. "Yes."

"Areyou ligening?'

"Yes, of course”

"Then don't, Doctor. Don't ever talk to melikethat again."
"Oh, redly? Andwhat if... helo? Damnit, hello?"

The line was dead.

She gaped at the receiver, then dammed it back onto its cradle. Calm again; she had to regain calm
again, bethe eyein the storm. It was not, yet, a disaster that those damn agents proba-bly knew
something. They could snoop around all they wanted, but they didn't know it dl. Aslong as she made
sure she, and Joseph, didn't panic, they never would.

At least not until it wastoo late.

But she was afraid for the goblin. Despite her assurances, she knew what little control she had was
practically gone. Like dl the others, those too deep in the woods to be found—here, and
else-where—the strain and the treatment had proved too much.

This one had lasted the longest, however.
This one was the proof of her triumph.

She grabbed her purse and coat and hurried from the office. Joseph would have to cometo her for a
change, once he stopped blowing off pompous steam. She till had some last-minute packing to do.

Just afew more weeks, she prayed as she made for the evators; just get me out of herein one
piece, give me acouple more weeks, and it'll be over.

Redly over.
The door did open as the overhead bell chimed softly.
Shetook astep, and froze.



The car was empty. She could see that, but she still couldn't bring herself togoin.

With alow groan of frustration she used thefire sairsinstead, yanking on her coat, cursing her own
weakness, but oddly grateful for the harsh sound of her heels on the steps.

TWENTY

Scully decided her vacation hadn't been nearly long enough, not by half. A Marville patrol car had
picked them up minutes after they |eft the hospitd, just about the time the rain had stopped. The driver,
though palite, refused to answer any of Mulder's questions.

"Tdk to the chief,” wasal hewould say. It sounded to her asif Hawks's equanimity at having the FBI
in town was being sorely tested.

Now they sped toward town, and she couldn't help feeling that everything was moving too fast. She
needed time to think, and she wasn't getting it. She was reacting, rather than acting; otherwise, she never
would have taken Mulder'slegp from experimenta camouflage to full-blown, controlled human
chameleon, with no stops dong the way.

It wasn't like her; not at all.

She braced hersalf when the car momentarily lost traction on its way around abend, and wished she
had tried to get ahold of Webber instead. And when the driver said, "Sorry, maam" once he regained
control, she amost snapped his head off.

Not like her at all.

Then Mulder folded hisarms on the back of the seat and rested his chin on them. He said nothing, but
she could fed him at her shoulder. Her eyes closed briefly at aflurry of leaves across the windshield.

"Mulder, I'm sorry about Carl."
He grunted.

Sheredlized then that that was part of her problem. She hadn't liked Barelli; he was crude, too dick,
and too full of himself. But for reasons she would never understand, he had aso been Mulder'sfriend,
and she hadn't said asingle word of sympathy, of commiseration. The moment she had seen the
reporter's body, she had clicked into professional mode.

She hadn't let the murder touch her.

It had obvioudy touched her friend.

"Wehaveto getto Elly," hesaid & last.

She agreed, and asked the driver to take them there instead of the station.
"l don't know," he said doubtfully. "I was told—"

"Don't worry about it," Mulder said. "Well take the heat. Y ou can tell him we pulled rank. FBI, pushy
feds, suff likethat."

For asecond, Scully thought the man would flat out refuse. Then he grinned, shrugged, and:
"Whatever you say, Sir."

"So punchit.”
"Yougotit."
And it took al of Scully's saf-control not to grab the dashboard.

Traffic increased as Marville began, Saturday shoppers and wandererstaking their time to make the
business digtrict last aslong asthey could makeit. The driver took a back-road, corner-cutting shortcut
to avoid the main street, and pulled up smoothly in front of the gpartment building.



"Y ou want meto wait?' He sounded hopeful.
"Yes," shetold him as she opened the door.

Hetook the radio mike and called in: "Maddy, thisis Spike. We're at the Goblin Lady's place.
Maybe the chief should meet us here, huh?'

Theradio hissed. "I'll tell him. Watch your back."
"Yougot it," he said, and hooked the mike back onitscradle.
"That'sit?" Mulder asked, sounding disap-pointed.

"Y ou mean, ten-four, that kind of stuff?* The driver shook hisheed. "The chief hatesradio talk. He
saysit makes us sound too much like cop shows." He laughed. "Besides, half the guys keep getting the
numbers wrong anyway. Maddy knowswhat were saying, o..." He shrugged.

Scully was aready outside, looking up at the bay window. The curtains were closed. She turned
dowly asMulder left the car, and clamped ahand hard against her chest.

"Mulder!"

Immediatdly she ran across the street without checking for traffic, heading straight for the smal park
and Elly Lang, sitting motionless on her bench. The old woman faced the empty bal field, bundledin a
black coat, a black umbrella canted over her head.

Shedidn't turn when Scully caled her name.

No, she thought, legping the curb and racing across the wet grass, damnit, no.
"Hiy!"

She heard Mulder behind her, drifting to her right to come up on her flank.
"Hiy!"

She grabbed the bench back and propelled hersdlf around, damning hersdf for not thinking of this
sooner.

If they weretoo late, she would personaly rip Tonero's medals off, one by one, and pin them back
on hisbare chest. One by one.

Suddenly ahand snapped out from beneath the umbrella, and she yelped as she jJumped to one side
when astream of bright orange nearly caught her on the chest.

The old woman stared at her without blink-ing. "Oh. It'syou.” And she tucked the spray can back
into her purse. "I must be getting dow."

Scully didn't know whét to say, could only nod while shetried to catch her breath. "I thought—"

"Yes" Elly said. "l can seethat.” Her gaze shifted when Mulder came up beside her. "They won't hurt
me, you know. Never have. | figure they figure an old lady can't do them much harm.”

"Ms. Lang," Mulder sad, "thisoneisdifferent.”

Scully dropped onto the bench and gently pushed the umbrellato one side. "It'skilled at least three
people that we know of, Ms. Lang. We think you could be in danger.”

Elly humphed. "Y ou don't know much about goblins, young lady." She shook abony finger in Scully's
face. "Y ou should study more. Youreasmart girl. Y ou should learn more. Goblins™ she said, "don't kill
anyone. Never have."

Danalooked to Mulder for support, and he hunkered down in front of the old woman, one hand
gently on her knee so he wouldn't topple. "Ms. Lang, thisoneissick.”



"They don't get Sick."

He shook hishead. "Not that kind of sick.” He tapped histemple. "Thiskind. It isn't like the others.
It's..." He swalowed, and let hishand dide away. "It'sevil, Ms. Lang. | don't know any other way to

put it."

Scully saw it then, the doubt and the birth of fear in the woman's face. Suddenly she seemed two
decades older. "Y ou shouldn't be Sitting out here," she said quietly. ™Y ou should be someplace warm. Itll
rain again soon.”

"Thechildren," Elly whispered.

"1 don't think they'll be playing much today."

She stood, diding her hand aong the woman's coat until she grasped her hand. Thefingerstwitched,
then curled around hers, and she pulled Elly dowly to her feet, the umbrella dropping forgotten to the
ground.

Mulder retrieved it as Scully pointed to the cruiser. " See that man there? His name, if you can believe
it, isSpike. | think | can talk him into stay-ing with you for awhile."

Arminam they walked acrossthe grass.
"Ishe married?' Elly asked.
"l don't think s0."

Mulder went ahead, keeping himsalf between the women and the driver as he spoke. Scully blessed
him for that.

"He'saniceboy," Elly said, using her chinto point & Mulder.

"Yes. | know."

Inthe middle of the Street, Elly stopped, her lower lip trembling. "Is he right about this gob-lin?"
She nodded.

"I'm not ready to die yet, you know."

Dana squeezed the woman'sarm. "1 know. And you won'."

"Too mean, too cranky."

Danasmiled, athough the woman didn't see her. "Well... | don't think so." She urged them forward
again. "You'rejust tough, that'sal. A good thing to be."
"Areyou?’

Scully didn't know how to answer that one, and was saved from stumbling by Todd Hawkss arriva.
It didn't take long to get Elly camped in her gpartment, and not much longer than that, once they were
outside again, to tell the chief they suspected that someone attached to, or working for, the Specia
Projects Office at Fort Dix was responsible for the murders. Someone, she added, who was extremely
skilled a blending in.

"Disguises, you mean?' Hawks asked.
"Y ou could say that."

"A red expert, one of the best,” Mulder said, following her lead. Then he smiled so quickly she amost
missed it. "Y ou could say it gives awhole new meaning to the word wallflower."

"Son of abitch." Hawks checked the sky asif daring therain to add to hismisery. "Damn, | don't
need this. | redly don't."” He shook his head and looked up at Elly's apartment. The curtains were open; a



lamp burned in thewindow. "If you don't mind telling me, you got anyonein mind?”

He sounded neither bitter nor imposed upon; he only sounded asif he wanted thisto be over, so his
town could get back to what passed for normal.

"Because," he added flatly, "what I've got is three goddamn corpses, and three families and some
locdl paliticians on my ass demanding explanations.” He looked at Mulder then, eyes narrowed. "And
would you happen to know why, while I was poking around Vincent's house this morning, a United
States senator caled my office?”

Oh, great, she thought; just grest.

Though she could heer traffic in the distance, the neighborhood was quiet. A few lights on porches, in
front windows, an old black dog trot-ting along the gutter; alarge crow strutting acrossthe ball field.

Like her, it seemed in agtate of anticipation.
"Chief, can you patch Mulder through on your radio, to try to locate the rest of our team?"

"No problem,” he said with awry smile. "They were on their way to the station when | left, trying to
find you."

When Mulder questioned her with alook, she shook her head dightly, waiting until Hawks was on the
radio. "Weve been doppy,” she said, mat-ter of fact, not a scolding. " The major's ready to bolt, and dl
we've been ableto do isrun from one killing to another.”

"Therestaurant,” he suggested.

She frowned. "Why?"'

"Hank does his best thinking in front of a plate of pancakes."
"Mulder," she started, then waved hersdf slent. " Okay."

Then she hurried insde to be sure Elly was dl right, a concern quickly alayed when she saw Spike on
the stoal, cap in hislap, avidly listening to the old woman describing her lifelong hunt for goblins.

Neither noticed her in the doorway; neither noticed when she left.

Hank was at the curb when she reached the sdewak, Mulder dready in the car, waving her around
the back to the other door. The chief stopped her at the rear bumper.

"Youll let me know what | need to know?"

She promised, then swore when her shoulder bag dipped off and hit the ground. | have got to get
control, she snapped at herself, and was grate-ful when Hawks crouched down to help her fetch her
things. She had to knedl to grab a pen that had rolled benegath the car, only hdf-listening as Hawks made
some lame jokes about awoman's purse.

She leaned over, saw the pen, and reached for it.
Andfroze.
"Y ou need help?’

She shook her head and backed out, the pen retrieved and in her pocket. Then, as he helped her to
her feet, something about the license plate puzzled her, froze her again until she saw it.

"Ligten, Agent Scully, if there's something the matter—"

"No." Shewaved off hisoffered hand. "No, thank you, I'mfine. | just thought of something, that'sall.”
Sheknew hedidn't really believe her, but didn't know the right question to ask. "Thanks," she said, and
dipped into the car.



As so0n as she was settled, Andrews turned around to ask what next. Asfar as she was con-cerned,
al they were doing was chasing their own tails, and widened her eyeswhen Scully said, "Exactly. That's
why we're going to the restaurant, order along lunch, and get things straight before we start tripping over
oursdlves”

"And what about our goblin?* Mulder asked quietly.
"Our goblin," she said, "won't be out again until tonight.”

Despite the day's gloom, the Queen's Inn's lights were kept low, giving the room an evening fed. Two
diners sat at the counter, each reading a news-paper; afamily of six sat in the last booth, one of the
children describing the movie he had seen on TV that morning, complete with explosive sound effects and
dialogue quotations. A bushoy swept the dready gleaming floor. In the parking lot, atrailer truck took its
time making awide U-turn, causing aminor backup and abrief flurry of angry horns.

"Ancther peaceful day in the country,” Mulder said glumly. He sat by the window, pushed into the
corner, histopcoat draped over the seatback. Although his head no longer throbbed to digtraction, his
sde refused to give him respite. He squirmed, thought he was settled, and then aquick stitch made him
shift again.

The others didn't seem to notice his discomfort.

Hank sat acrossfrom him, glegfully, for Scully's benefit, attacking a steak with dl the trimmings held
been ableto think of, while Andrews and Scully settled on sdlads. All he could think of was pancakes
and bacon, so forced himself to order just a sandwich. Two seconds later, he had forgotten what kind it
was.

Thetruck finished itsturn.

Thekid finished the movie to the laughing applause of hisfamily.

Mulder shifted again. "Do you know what W. C. Fidds said about children?

Liciaasked himwho W. C. Fidldswas.

"I'm not old, you know," he said to Scully'sinfuriatingly blank expression. "Redlly. | am not old.”
"Eat, Mulder," she ordered. "We have work to do."

Therewas, then, mostly silence asthey fin-ished their meal. And once the table had been cleared,
Scully flipped over her paper place mat and pulled out her pen, and looked to Mulder, who nodded it
was her show, be my guest.

Thefamily left.
The men at the counter paid and left aswell.

"Pierce" Scully said, lightly jabbing the place mat with her pen, "waskilled on a Saturday night. So
was Corpora Ulman. Almost a pattern until last night.” She paused, and Mulder was grateful she didn't
mention Carl's name. "It'smy guess Dr. Tymonsis dead, too. Probably some-time yesterday." Shefilled
them in quickly on what they had seen at Walson &fter the others had | eft, but gave neither of them a
chance to com-ment. "The Project, whatever it is, isover.”

"For now," Mulder added.

"All right. For now. And we don't have much time." She tapped the place mat again. "All the degths
are the same—throat dashed, deeply. Thisian't aprofessiond’s attack. The violence... and the fact that
each one came from the front, not behind..." Shetook abreath and shook her head. "It's almost
psychotic. And the strength to do thisindicatesit's probably a man. Or," she added, when Mulder



opened his mouth to com-ment, "awoman, okay. These days, there are alot of women who go for
weight training, defense training, things like that. We can't rulethat out.”

"Which means," Andrews said sourly, "we've narrowed it down to about eight or nine thou-sand
people, right?"

"Wrong."

Mulder sat up, staring at the doodles Scully had drawn on the paper.

"While Pierce may have died just because he wasin the wrong place at the wrong time, it's pretty
obvious the others are connected. The cor-poral worked for Mg or Tonero—athough we can't
guarantee he knew everything that was going on, Carl Bardlli was asking questions about goblins, and Dr.
Tymons was the Project head.”

She scribbled Tonero's name and circled it.

"l dso think Mulder's right—the Project'sin danger, and the goblin is cleaning house. Which iswhy
we have someone staying with Ms. Lang." She circled Rosemary Elkhart's name. "That gives us maotive.
Hide the mistakes, bury the evidence. Literdly."

"But if Tymonsredly isdead,” Webber said, "won't that kill the project for good?"

"Oh, no. Not by along shot. Dr. Elkhart, no matter what the mgjor thinks, isin charge now. Nothing
we sad in that office fazed her, while the mgor was only partly acting. So I'm assuming she's gotten hold
of the records, and | don't doubt she'd be able to have another center up and run-ning before very long.”

Andrews leaned forward eagerly. " She could have been planning it, you know. For weeks. Months,
even. Something about the project, maybe it's amost ready, you know? | mean, done. Maybe she wants
dl theglory.”

Scully tapped the name again. "1 don't think there's any maybe about it, Licia”
"Then shedidit!" Webber exclamed.
Mulder blinked. "What?Y ou think she'sthe goblin?'

Webber nodded, then shook his head, then threw up his hands. " Seemed like agood idea at the
time." He brightened. "But she could be directing it. | mean, wouldn't she know who was athrest and
who wasn't?

Scully smiled. "Weekend nights," she reminded them. "Only weekend nights.”

"So what are you saying?' Andrews asked with afrown. "We narrow it down to only those people
who are free on weekends?' She shook her head. "Give me abreak, okay?' She reached out to push at
the place mat. "Do you know how many troopsthere are at Dix, for onething? And every one of
them—"

"Damn!" Mulder said.

Scully jumped, and he gpologized with a quick gesture, but he had followed her road, marked the
signpogts, and the more he thought about it, the more he redlized he dready had the answer.

"What?' Webber said anxioudly.
"Louisiang," he answered, speaking to Scully.
All she could do was |ook.

"That guy in Louisiana, he was supposed to have disappeared in the middle of acircusring. Waked
through acrowd of people and didn't come out the other sde. But he was till there, Scully. He just
didn't look the same way."



"And how do you know that?"

Hisleft arm rested dong the back of the seet, forcing him to turn toward her. Y ou'll be happy to
know that | don't think he just disap-peared in a puff of sawdust. He had to be there; he was just
different, that'sall. The police werelooking for one thing, so they didn't see anything ese.”

"Okay, s0 things weren't what they seemed. What does that have to do with this?!
"Ghosts and goblins, Scully. Ghosts and goblins.

"Meaning?' Andrews said tetily.

"Meaning our field of sugpects hasjust been made congderably smdler.”

Rosemary stood his pacing, hisranting, for aslong as she could. Then she came around the desk and
sad, "Joseph.”

Heignored her. "God damn them, anyway. Did you see the way they spoke to me? Who the hell do
they think they are?'

"Joseph.”

He shook his head in exasperation. "Thisistoo much. It'sjust too much." Hisface reddened, and he
aimed akick a one of the cartons. "And | even packed my damn keys away! JesusH. Rosie, thewhole
world's gone nutd "

Sheleaned back against the desk.

"Son of abitch bastards are not—I repest, are not—going to get away withiit. I'll call that god-damn
senator mysdlf and—"

"Joseph”
Hewhirled on her, onefist up, but she didn't flinch. She only softened her expression, and beckoned
with acrooked finger. "Joseph." Her voice degp in her throat. " Joseph.”

His chest rose and fell, thefist trembled and fell away.

" Joseph, there's nothing to worry about.”

"What? How the hell—"

"Nothing to worry about,” she repeated camly, and beckoned him again.
Thistime he moved, close enough for her to place ahand on his shoulder.

"Everything we need from downstairs we aready have. Everything we need from hereisready to
ship.”

"Yes, but—"
She hushed him with afinger on hislips. "And everything you need isright here, too."

She kissed him softly, quickly, and used dl her remaining control to stop hersdf from dap-ping him.
"Y ou have the orders?'

He leaned around her and yanked open the center drawer, pulled out afolder and handed it to her.
"Signed and sedled, Rosie.”

"Good." She pressed the folder against her chest. "Now we can either forget about down-stairs
altogether, because no one will seeit for weeks, maybe even months. Or we can get Captain
Whatshisname from Battalion to dean it up." She amiled. "After al, what are soldiersfor?’

"l say wejust leaveit." Theflush had receded from his cheeks and brow. He puffed alittle, dip-ping



back into hisrole. "And | say we don't wait for tomorrow morning."
"] don't mind."
"l can get usaflight tonight.”

She considered it, and nodded. "Not too late, though. | want to get there in time to get a decent
night'sdeep.”

His expression made her shudder. "Who sayswell get any deep?’

"l do, you dope." She dapped his shoulder playfully and dipped around him, heading for the door.
"We deep, we see the right people, you take that leave, and then... who knows?"

Tonero laughed. "Okay, Ros e, okay." Then he frowned. "But what about—"
"All taken care of, darling." She picked up her coat from the chair. "All it takesis one phone call.”

She waved, showed him alittle chest move-ment, and | eft before he could think of anything else.
There was no doubt he would make dl the proper arrangements; she trusted him that much. Asfor the
actud flight itsdf... she never had minded traveling aone.

In Elly Lang's apartment, the telephone rang.

Mulder knew that Scully was about to tug on the reins, haul him in before his excitement got the best
of him. Nevertheless, he couldn't help the way his hands moved, darting from the notes on the place mat
to his uneaten sandwich to tracing diagramsin the air only he could see.

"Civilian, firs." He made sure they were lis-tening with alook and agesture. "Dr. Elkhart has no
influence over military personnd without Mgor Tonero. And Tonero isn't about to use the military for
project experiments. If it blew up, he'd lose histicket to whatever e ection he's hop-ing to win when he
retires”

Hank gaped, astonished. "How—"

"Us, second.” He touched Scully's shoulder to keep her attention, and looked at Andrews. "It wasn't
magic that told the goblin where we were yesterday. It wasn't magic that told the goblin where Carl
would belast night." He scratched through his hair, then dapped it impatiently back into place.
"Somebody knows us. Somebody who knows where we are mogt, if not al, of thetime.”

"Damn," Hank said. " Somebody who even knows what the hell we had for breakfast!"
It wasal Mulder could do to keep the young man from jumping out of his segt.

"Right," Scully said, her eyes dowly widen-ing. "And she was supposed to have adate with him last
night. It wasin his notes." She dipped out of the booth and grabbed her shoulder bag. "Wetak to her
now. Before—"

"Absolutely,” Mulder agreed. "But not for the reason you think."

"But it hasto be," Andrews protested. "God, it dl fits. She's alone, so she comes and goes whenever
she wants and nobody to question her, she has that equipment to keep in shape—" She grabbed
Webber's arm, to pull him from the booth. Her voice began to rise. " She—"

Scully silenced her with aharsh wave and stared at Mulder. "Wdll?'

He moved more dowly, wincing when his side stabbed him again, dragging his coat dong behind him.
"She's not going anywhere, Scully." Hetilted his head toward the window. "It's il too light.”

He urged the others ahead with a nod, then tugged on Scully's coat to keep her back.
"It'snot her," he said, keeping hisvoice low.

"How can you know that?"



He shook his head—tell you later—and ges-tured to Webber to cover the back, Andrewsto stay
outsde.

"l don't know," Scully said, following him into the office.
"Three againgt one?' He banged the counter bell. "Come on, that’ sabit much, don't you think?'

"She's psychatic,” she reminded him when he hit the bell again. "And she's strong, Mulder.” Her hand
dipped into her purse, and didn't come out.

Mulder struck the bell once more, then rounded the counter and pushed through the beaded curtain.
"Mrs. Radnor?' A staircase immediately to hisleft was dark. From the room at the back he heard
muffled music, and hurried down the short hall.

"Mrs. Radnor!"

He stepped into the room, where the motel owner pumped furioudy on a stationary bike, headphones
on, listening to music from a cassette player lashed to the handlebars. She started when she saw him, her
eyes wide and mouth open when she saw Scully, and the drawn gun.

"What the hdl?' She held up one hand while the other very dowly pulled the headphones off and
switched off the player. "Mr. Mulder, what's going on?"

"Y ou don't seem terribly broken up about Carl Barelli,” Scully said, keeping the gun at her side.
Mrs. Radnor tried to speak and couldn't; she could only ook at Mulder for help, and an expla-nation.

He grabbed the handlebars and leaned toward her. "Mrs. Radnor, | haven't got timeto explain, but |
need to know something.”

"Hey, | runaclean place here," shesaid. "Y ou cant—"

"Frankie Ulman."

"l—what about him?"

"Y ou told Agent Andrews you saw the corpo-ra bring adate here every so often.”
The woman nodded, her hands shifting to grip the towel draped around her neck.
"Y ou told her you didn't know who the woman was."

"Wdl...yes"

"l didn't havetime, for onething." Sheforced alaugh. "Shewasin such ahurry, | don't think we
talked more than five or ten minutes.”

Mulder frowned, but shook it off. " ou lied, Mrs. Radnor,” he said carefully, and shook the bike
dightly when she started to protest. "Y ou knew who it was. Y ou know just about everyone around here,
and you knew who it was."

She mopped her face, astalling tactic, until Scully cleared her throat and made sure she remembered
the gun. "1 don't want to get people in trouble, you know? It's bad for business. Word gets around
and—"

"Mrs. Radnor,” he snapped, "we don't have time for this, okay? I'm only going to ask you once: Who
was that woman?"

When shetold him, he whirled. " Scully, get the car and Webber." He turned back as Scully charged
from the room. "Mrs. Radnor, | have afavor to ask."

"What?' She couldn't bdieveit.



He smiled, and she softened dmost immedi-ately. "1 need to borrow your car.”
"What?' Thistimeshedmost ydled.

Jesus, woman, he thought, would you please stop—

"Commandeer," he said quickly. "I must com-mandeer your car."

Her face brightened. "Wow. Y ou mean, likein the movies.”

"Exactly." Hetook her arm and pulled her gently from the bike. " Just like the movies."
"But you had two—"

"The other one was shot up. But you know that dready, right?*

Excited, flustered, she fumbled in her purse, held out the keys, and snapped them back. "Isthisone
going to get shot up?'

"l sincerely hope not," he said truthfully, took the keys from her hand before she could change her
mind, and ran.

"But what if it iS?" sheyelled after him.

"The President will buy you anew onel" he ydled back, dammed through the front door, and
grabbed the edge to swing him back inside.

"Pink," Mrs. Radnor called. "It'sthe pink Caddy in back."
Fink, he thought as he ran out again; terrific.
And thought terrific again when the ssorm finally broke, and broke hard.

"Vincent?' Scully gripped the dash-board as Mulder squedled out of the parking lot. The Caddy took
asecond to grip the dick tarmac and soon lost the Roya Baron in aswirling, twist-ing mist. "Officer
Maddy Vincent?'

Webber and Andrews followed behind, their car nothing more than a smear of headlights.

Despite the storm, Mulder didn't bother to check his speed. Either what traffic there was got out of
hisway, or it didnt, it wasther choice. He had adifficult enough time seeing through therain.

"It'swhy Carl wanted to talk to her," he explained. "He wanted what he thought she knew about who
waswhat, where, at the time of thekillings." He grunted asthe car threatened to fishtall. "Who ese
knowswhere al the copswill be, Scully? Who ese knew where we would be yesterday ?"

"Mulder, that's not enough.”
He knew that. "Watch your back."
IIHlj,T?I

"The goblin said "'Watch your back’' to me, out therein the woods. Just before | was clobbered. This
morning, on the way back from Tonero's, Vincent told Spike to watch hisback.” He glanced at her. "The
samevoice, Scully. It wasthe samevoice."

He plowed through alane-wide puddle, sending awave soaring over the shoulder onto someone's
front lawn.

Ahead, apickup doused the windshield with backspray, and he cursed as he set the wipersto their
highest speed.
It was dmost enough.

At the corner of hisvision he saw her shift so she could watch him and theroad at the sametime.



"The makeup," she said, recognition hitting home. "The cdaminelotion. I1t's—"

He listened to her mumble to herself, then catch her breath as he pressed on the horn and rocketed
past the truck.

She had caught it now; she had caught the scent.

"It's breaking down." She wasthinking aoud. "Whatever trestment they were giving her isbresking
down. If... if it works correctly, she ought to be able to revert to norma color with no resdua effects. It
isn't happening. Mulder, it isn't hgppening, and she hasto hideit somehow.”

He had no argument.

The Project had failed; he guessed it wasn't the first time. He al so suspected that Elkhart and Tymons
had come closer than they ever had before, which was why the doctor and the mgjor were packing to
leave.

They were going to try again.
And he dill couldn't shake the image of shadow armies, diding through the night.

Another car ahead, itstaillights flaring red asthe driver pumped his brakes. Mulder grunted and
swerved quickly into the other lane without reducing speed, and frantically spun the whed right when the
blinding bright headlights of an oncoming van blurred acrossthe windshield.

It wastoo late to dow down.

He swung around the leading car on itsright, fighting the wheels stubborn inclination to take them
sraight into the woods, ignoring the fright-ened, angry blare of the other car's horn. His side began to
burn. The Caddy jounced through a pot-hole, and he was on the road again.

"Mulder,” Scully said calmly, "we can't help anyone if were dead.”

He dtared a her in near panic. "Jesud" He dapped the whed with apam. "Elly! If she's cleaning
up... Bliy!"
"But how?"

"Vincent'sthe dispatcher. All she hasto do is cal—who cares with what excuse?—and Spikeisgone
on somefool'serrand. And Elly isdone.”

He swung to the shoulder and braked, was out with the engine ill running, instantly drenched and
waving hisarms. The car he had just passed swept by and honked loud and long as it emptied apuddlie
onto hislegs. But Webber saw him and pulled up, Andrews rolling down her window before the car had

fully stopped.

Mulder grabbed the door and leaned in. " Get to the station Hank. Find out where Vincent is, go
there, and wait."

"Vincent?' Webber said increduloudy. "Y ou're kidding. Vincent?'

"Just do it, Hank," he ordered. He turned, and turned back. "And be careful. If Scully'sright and she's
gone off because something's gone wrong, she definitely won't hesitate to cut a cou-ple of FBI throats.”

There was no time for details. He jumped back into the Caddy and pushed the accelerator al the way
down. The rear whedl's spun, kicking pebbles and mud before they found traction and leap onto the
blacktop again.

Webber's car had aready vanished into therain.

Elly Lang jumped when agust of wind rat-tled the bay window. But she wouldn't panic. She had her
gpray can, she had the cane with the large ivory knob Officer Silber had found in her bed-room closet,



and she had his promise he would be back in less than ten minutes.
Stll, shewas frightened.

The storm had come so suddenly, after so long await, and the light had dimmed so fat, that it was
hard to believe it was only afew min-utes past noon.

It wasn't, shetold hersdlf; not redly.
It was midnight.
Timefor the goblinsto make their rounds.

Shadows snaked down thewall behind her, over her, while the rush of water in the eaves sounded
too much like thunder.

She had been told to leave the lamp on, but soon after Silver left, she had turned it off. It was better
thisway. She could see outside bet-ter, and she hoped it would be harder for some-oneto seein.

Thewindow rattled again.

Therain fell harder, and pellets of hail shot-gunned againgt the panes.
I'm ready, she thought; I'm ready.

And then she wondered if she had locked the back door.

Rosemary Elkhart stood in the middie of her living room and decided it was hopeless. She hadn't
been here five minutes, had bardly taken off her coat, when Joseph had called, demanding reassurance
that he wouldn't be burned, that his reputation would be intact, that no one would find Tymonss body in
the woods. She had done her best, but second thoughts changed her mind after histhird call.

He was hopeless.

After dl thistime, after al the bases and posts and ingtalations they had been on, working through the
kinks and dead ends of Leonard's discovery, Mgor Tonero had become, virtudly on the night of their
success, hopeless.

And ahdl of apainintheass.

Worse; she had been around him long enough to know what that meant—cut your |osses, cover your
ass, offer the sacrifice, and Start again some-where el se.

With someone else.

She looked with regret at the suitcases wait-ing near the door. To give him his due, he had bought her
alot of nicethings, jewery and clothes, some of which she had begun to convert to cash as soon asiit
became apparent that this phase of the project, while not perfect, was near-ing its end.

A girl, shethought, can't be too careful.
Cover your ass.

Cut your losses.

And something ese:

Travd light.

She picked up the bag at her feet, made sure

Leonard's disks were insde, then zipped it closed and reached for her coat. A cab to Philly would be
expendve, but she consdered it an investment. God knows there were plenty of private busi-nesses out
there, not necessarily in this country, who would be more than willing to learn what she knew.



She checked the bag again, recognizing her nervousness, and reminded hersdlf that some-how,
between here and the airport, sheld have to lose the gun.

"Okay," shesaid, and smiled at theroom. "Okay."

At the moment she didn't give adamn for Maddine Vincent. The woman would have to learn to fend
for hersdlf. For whet little time she had | eft.

She hadn't taken two steps when someone knocked on the door.

Mulder swore and dapped the steering whedl angrily when storm-dowed traffic findly forced his
speed down.

Danadidn't scold. She had been infected by his urgency aswell, to the extent that she lowered her
window and tried to see if there was away he could pass again on the right. Parked cars lined the curbs,
however, for asfar as she could see, and she didn't see suggesting he use the sidewak as alane.

If shedid, hed doit.
"Two blocks," shetold him. " Just two blocks."

Equdly frusgtrating was the lack of communi-cation between here and the others. If she had aradio,
she could have called ahead to Hawks and double-checked on Webber, and on Silber's being at the

gpartmen.
She sighed and opened her bag, to be sure her weapon was |oaded and ready.

Her hand touched something €l se.
Oh God, she thought, and debated for nearly afull minute before making up her mind.
The drum of rain on the roof forced her to raise her voice: "Mulder—"

"l wish| could fly," he said, glaring a the windshield asif that would give hisvison abet-ter chance.
Asit was, therain was so hard, with the wind blowing now, that it seemed asiif the street had been
invaded by drifting fog.

"Mulder, ligen."
He nodded. "Okay. Sorry."
"The shooter."

"What? Now?' He shook his head, and raised his hand to use the horn, changed his mind and
throttled the steering whedl instead.

"Yes. Now." Shetossed asprig of pine onto the dashboard, and waited for him to seeit. When he
looked, she said, "It was caught under the car. Hank's car. | found it when we were at Buy's."

He was bewildered and lifted ashoulder. " So?"

"So Mrs. Radnor only spoke with Liciafor five or ten minutes. So Licia has been fighting you every
inch of thisinvestigation. So Hank and | are the only ones who have used that car, and | know damn well
| didn't hit or run over any tree." She stopped. Looked outside. "Hawks said they found the spot where
the shooter had backed off the road into the woods. It wasn't aclear area.” Her hands danced an
apology over her lap. "'l didn't read her notes, Mulder. She said she had them, | even watched her put
them in her brief-case... but | didn't read them. And she didn't bring them to your room.”

"Scully—"
"l screwed up." Her hands again. "Damnit, | screwed up.”

"Nope," he said, rocking back and forth, body English for the car. "If | was dead, then you would
have screwed up.” She saw the grin. "Then I'd have to haunt you."



"Mulder, that's not funny.”

"But you don't believe in ghosts and goblins.”

Hail bounced off the hood.

She jumped when a car honked behind them.

"S0," he said, "what do we do?'

"Wetake care of business," she said without hesitation. "And when that's done, we take care of more

He nodded, groaned when traffic came to a complete halt, and finally unsnapped his seat belt. "Take
thecar.”

She reached out to grab hisarm, but she wastoo late. "Mulder!”

He stood in the middle of the Street, rain dripping into his eyes. He pointed. "I can't wait, Scully. |
can't. Just..." Heflapped the hand help-lesdy. "Just come after me asfast asyou can.”

He was gone, the cars behind discovered their horns, and she did awkwardly into the driver's seet, all
the while watching him race to the sdewak and around the next corner.

If there were any rulesleft in the book that he hadn't broken, she couldn't think of them.
All she could think of was, watch your back, Mulder. For God's sake, watch your back.

He knew he must have looked like afool, racing headlong through the rain, one hand held loosely
over hishead in feeble protection against the hail that, so far, was no larger than apea. That didn't stop it
from stinging, however, and singing badly.

He bolted across the Street, veering sharply when aminivan nearly clipped him on hisblind sde. He
skidded, fell into aparked car, and used it to propel him onto the sidewalk again. The hail sopped. The
randidn't.

He didn't want to, but he had to dow up— his side had begun to pull, and he couldn't help thinking
that something had torn in there.

Hang on, Elly, he thought; hang on.

At the next intersection, he paused under atree, haf bent over, hands hard on his hips, and took
precious seconds to get his bearings, and his breath back. Another block west, he thought, swallowed
hard, and tried to run, snarling when he couldn't do much better than afast trot.

A winter-raised section of concrete made him swerve onto alawn, where he did on the wet grass and
went down on his hands and knees. It felt good, not moving, and it took him amoment to get back on his
feet.

He had no choice but to run now, forcing the pain in his sde to another place, onethat didn't bother
him, one he knew would exact a great price when he couldn't concentrate any longer.

Thewind pushed a curtain of water into his eyes. He dapped it away angrily without missing astep as
he charged off the curb and across the tarmac to the other side. He figured Scully, with her luck, would
beat him there anyway, but at least now he was moving, doing something instead of cursing traffic and
feding hdpless.

Reaching the next corner seemed to take hours, and when he stopped, he dmost panicked.
Thiswasn't right; he was on the wrong street.

Strings of migt like ghosts moved dowly through the rain; a storm drain overflowed, creet-ing a
shdlow pond across the intersection.



Thiswasn't right, and he didn't know which way to go.

Then he saw the park across the way and up the block, the benches and ball field obscured by the
rain. Hislips parted—it wasn't quite agrin— and he moved on, his face turned toward the houses he
passed to keep hisvision clear.

The police car was gone.
Thelamp was out infilly'swindow.

He dowed as he gpproached the front walk, dipping hisleft hand into his pocket to wrap around his
gun. Front or back? Wait for Scully, or do the stupid thing and go in on hisown?

Hehad no redigtic dterndtive.

He reached the front walk just as ahorn honked severd timesin quick succession. Turning as heran,
he saw Scully bump the pink Cadillac up over the curb and practically throw herself into the street.

Sometimesyou just live right, he thought, and waved her around to the back, ran up the stepsand
stopped with his hand on the knob.

The wind shrieked overhead.
Something rattled down adrainpipe.

Hefought hislungsinto caming, then stepped into the foyer. Sowly now, knowing he wouldn't be
ableto give Scully enough time, he sidled to the door and put an ear to the damp wood.

Nothing; the ssorm made it impossble to hear athing.

Hetried the knob, and closed his eyes briefly when it turned, mouthed a damn, and turned it, using
his shoulder to push the door inward.

Theliving room was dark, and empty, grey light from the bay window the only illumination. Rain
shadows rippled across the furniture and carpet. An ivory-topped canelay on the floor in front of the
couch.

He could see no light in the kitchen, or in the bedroom at the front room'sfar side.
He chosethekitchen first.

Keeping as close to thewall as he could, he moved down the short hall. Asfar as he could see, no
one sat at thelittle table, and he could see no welcome, telltale shadow in the back door window.

Water dipped from hishair and down his spine.
A shudder briefly hunched his shoulders.

Closer, gun amed toward the ceiling, and he braced himself, counted to three, and stepped quickly
into the kitchen, sweeping the barrdl ahead of him.

No onewas there.

He eased back toward the living room, heard a scraping, and spun around as Scully came through the
back door, asharp shake of her head letting him know there was no one outside, and no sign of Elly.

Or the gablin.

No words, then. Hand signalstold her they must be in the bedroom. She nodded, once, and he took
the hall again, shoulders brushing dong the wallpaper.

Listening, and hearing only thewind, only therain.

When he sensed Scully directly behind him, he stepped in and crossed the floor in four long strides.
The bedroom door was open, but it was too dark for him to see much more than the shad-owed outline



of abrass headboard.
Time, he thought; no time.
Scully positioned hersdf opposite him at the door, and a her nod, they went in, he high, she low.
"Damn." Hekicked at the bed.
The room was empty.
They weretoo late; Elly Lang was gone.

Rosemary adjusted the bag's strap over her shoulder, smoothed the lapels of her coat, and shook her
head.

"You'reanidiot, Joseph," she said, opened the door, and | eft.
"Maybe she'shiding,” Scully said.

Mulder doubted it, but together they took |ess than five minutes looking into every place large enough
to hold awoman Elly's size, not at al surprised when all they found was dust and cans of orange spray

paint.
He stood in the middle of the living room, absently tapping the gun againg hisleg.

"Think," hetold himsdf. "Think!" When Scully rejoined him, he shook his heed. " She either left on her
own, or she's been taken. And | don't think she—"

The front door dammed open, and they instantly dropped into defensive crouches, their gunsaimed
and ready tofire.

"Hey, no!" Webber cried, throwing up his hands. "Jeez, guys, itsmel"

"Hank," Mulder said, ready to strangle him. He straightened stiffly and lowered hiswegpon. "Y ou are
anidiot. Don't you know better than that?"

Webber tried to point in severd directions at once. "I'm sorry. | saw the car, and the outside door
was open, and | thought..." He paled. "Jesus. Oh, Jesus." Without looking at ether of them, he dropped
into the chair and leaned over, hands dangling between hislegs. "I could have been killed, you know
that? I'm so stupid, | could have been killed.”

Scully offered him no sympathy. She stiood in front of him, and poked his foot with her shoe.
"Where's Andrews?'

"What?' Helooked up, confused. "What are you talking about? She was right—"

"Here," Andrews said, standing in the door-way. Her gun was out, and it was aimed at Mulder's
head. "Right here.”

"How much do you chargeto go to the air-port?' Rosemary asked the cabbie.
"Which one?'

"Philaddphia”

"Lady, are you kidding? In this weather?

"Whatever itis," she said, holding up her purse, "I'll doubleit. For thetrip over. And for your trip
back."

He shook his head doubtfully. "Lady, | don't know. They're saying there's flash floods—"
Shetook out her gun. "Y ou either make money, or you die." She smiled. "Y our choice.”



Andrews shifted to her right so she could still keegp Mulder in her sghtswhile keeping the wall at her
right shoulder.

He held hisempty handswide at hissides. "'Y ou're not doing an awful lot of thinking."

She shrugged. She didn't much care. "Do | haveto?' She shrugged again. "Y ou're going to die, what's
thereto think about?"

"Oneagaing threeis pretty awful odds," Scully said.
"Oh, God," Webber moaned. "I'm gonnabe sick.”
"Oh, shut up,” Andrews snapped. " Chrigt, how the hell did you ever get in the Bureau?'

Mulder's gun was on the coffee table with Scully's, and dl alegp for it would get him would be a
bullet in the sde, or in the head. Scully, who had been ordered to sit on the couch, wasin no better

position.

"Look," hesad, "Elly is out there some-where, with the goblin.”

Webber sagged forward, one arm across his ssomach. He sounded terrified. "Oh Christ." He retched
dryly.

"What do | care about an old lady?' Andrews said. "And if you think you're going to stall melong
enough for the cavary to come, forget it. | watch movies, too, Mulder. I'm not as stupid as you think."

He denied any such ideawith a shake of hishead, and wished Webber would stop that infer-na
groaning. He couldn't hear himself think, and it was only making Andrews angrier than she dready was.
Then he snapped hisfingers, making Scully jump and Andrews steedy her gun hand. "Douglas.” He
frowned. "Y ou work for Douglas?' His expression hardened. "Of course you do. Because you're not
Bureau a al. Which makes me wonder who the mighty Douglasredly works for?"

"Timesup," shesad blandly.
"Oh, God," Webber gasped and dipped off the chair and onto one knee. "Oh, God, I'm gonnadie.”

With alook, Andrews dared Scully to make amove, then swung the gun back to Mulder, and smiled
him afarewd|.

He threw himsdlf backward just before he heard the shot, bracing himself for the impact, landing on
hisback and ralling to hisleft when he didn't fed athing.

He heard Andrews cry out, though, and heard her fal, her gun clattering across the hal floor.
"Nicedive" Scully told him. She was on the floor by the table, her hand around her gun.

Webber pushed himsdf back into the chair and closed his eyes, his gun hand dangling over the
amrest. "'l amost missed her," he said to the calling. "Chrigt, can you bdlieveit? | amost missed her.”

Mulder jumped to hisfeet, angry and relieved at the sametime. But he said nothing. He picked up his
weapon, tucked it into his pocket, and stood over the fallen Andrews. Webber hadn't missed; the entry
wound was through her right eye.

He pointed. "Y ou will answer questions later, Hank. Right now, you stay with her. And | mean stay
with her."

Hedidn't argue. Hisface was pale, hislipstrembling; the only sign that he heard was awesk flutter of
hishand.

Then Scully looked out the window and said, "Mulder, the park,” and he was out the door at arun,
taking the three steps at aleap.

She wasthere, on her bench, huddled beneath her umbrella, and probably had been there the whole



time. He had been so intent on getting into the gpartment, he hadn't bothered with a single glance across
the street once he reached the building.

"Elly, areyou dl right?"
He dowed when he reached the sidewalk, walked when he started across the grass.
The woman nodded, but the umbrellawas|oosein her grip, and it nearly fell.

"It'sokay, Elly," he said when he reached the bench. He leaned down and brushed ahand over her
knee, then held up ahand to shade his eyesfrom the rain while helooked over the muddy field to the
trees on the other side.

She could be there, he thought; damn, she could be anywhere.
"Mulder,” the goblin said. "I thought | told you to watch your back."

With aslent sigh he stared at the ground, at raindrops splashing out of the grass. Then helooked over
his shoulder as he turned without haste, blinking the rain out of his eyes. The umbrellahad been
discarded. She sat on the bench back, wearing along black coat that reached hafway down her shins,
her bare feet on the seat, braced to spring. Her short dark hair was matted into a skullcap, her large dark
eyesdightly crinkled, asif shewere amiling.

Her left hand lay on her thigh, fingers drum-ming out of rhythm; her right hand held abayo-net, and he
could see the gleam of the sharpened edge as she tapped it against her knee.

It was odd, this meeting. Like two friends coming across each other on arainy day in the park. Only,
one of them, before it ended, was going to die.

Sheraised an eyebrow. "I don't think so, Mulder. Not me, anyway."
"Y ou can read minds, too?"

"No. But you have that gun in your coat, and | have—" She held up the bayonet. "It's not hard to
figureout.”

The water had taken most of her makeup off, and had washed the white lotion from the backs of her
hands. The skin was mottled asif it were dying and ready to dough away intherain, but it wasn't just
gray and black. He could see blotches of pale green, dark green, and near her toes asmear of something
amost red.

It could have been blood.
"WheresElly?'

Maddy shrugged. "I don't know. | tried to get in the back door, and the next thing | knew | heard the
front door dam.” Shelaughed so hoarsdly it made histhroat ache. "1 didn't know an old lady could run so
damn fagt. | would have gone after her, but as luck would haveit, you showed up.”

Her eyes shifted away, shifted back.

"Tdl her to be careful, Mulder,” Maddy sug-gested. ™Y ou may befast, and abullet isred fast, but it
won't siop me from doing what | have to, understand?”

"l heard,” Scully said from somewhere behind him.
He spread hisarms. "It s silly, you know. | die, you dig, it isn't going to do you any good.”
Her voice degpened. "I'm dready dying." She held out her hand. "It doesn't work anymore.”

He couldn't believe it when her fingers shifted, flesh to splotchy green to smooth cream, and back.
Except two of her knuckles stayed dark far longer.

Shegiggled. "What abitch, huh? Instead of getting famous, I'm getting dead.”



He didn't know what to say. Somehow, "Y ou're under arrest for murder" sounded awfully stupid.

She giggled again, and that was when he saw the madness—in thettilt of her head, the move-ment of
her eyes.

"Why?" he asked, gesturing at her skin. "Didn't you know how dangerousit was?'

"Sure." She waved the bayonet idly. "But do you know how much acop in aburg like this makes? A
dispatcher? Do you know how much that bitch gave me every month?' She laughed and rocked back,
rocked forward quickly, bracing herself again. "She had pictures, | saw them, | canread, | knew therisk.
Besides..." Her voice faded.

He waited, not moving when she began to toy with the coat's buttons, opening them, closing them,
opening some and leaving them.

She wore no clothes beneath the coat, and that didn't surprise him. For what she could do, and had
to do, clothes would have been a problem.

What he needed now was for Scully to get into position to cover him when he made his move. He
had to. He couldn't stand here, waiting for her to decide it wastime, and he wasn't abouit to let her go.
No matter how sorry for her hefelt. Which he did as she began to ramble about the testsin the room
bel ow the hospital, about the solution baths and the injections, about spying on her friends and on
strangers and—

"—fedling such a sense of goddamn power, Mulder. Power." She grinned; her teeth were brown and
black. She whispered, "Power."

"Maddy," he said, "don't do this."

"Oh, knock it off," she snapped, straighten-ing, the bayonet catching silver light from therain. ™Y ou
can't gppedl to my better nature. | don't have one anymore. Y ou can't offer me acure. Y ou, and you,"
she shouted to Scully, "can't offer me adamn thing.”

"How about living awhile longer?"

Shelaughed, and brushed a strand of hair from her eyes. "Whao's going to stop me, you? Her?"

"| can bet Elly's called the police by now. They take onelook at you, they won't stop to talk.”

"Big dedl. I'll be gone." She bounced alittle on her rump. "Don't you know I'm the Invisible Woman?"

Her eyes again, shifting, frowning. Scully had moved to hisleft and was moving to get behind her.
One step at atime.

"She's not fast enough, you know."

Helifted hisright hand. ""Fast enough, if she hasto be."

Maddy tensed.

He knew it was coming, and as soon as he recognized it, the calm finally returned.
The wind nudged her, and she hugged her-self, then dipped off the coat.

He only just managed to keep his expression from reacting to the sight of her, skin rough in one place,
seemingly raw in another, dark clouds of color rippling across the ridged plane of her ssomach.

"Y ou know something?' she said, licking her lips, gauging distance.
"What?' He kept hisvoice quiet and steady.

"| learned alot from that bitch. I'm going to tell her that before she dies.”
"Likewhat? What can you learn from killing people?’



Shegrinned. "That | likeit."
He saw her toesflex.
"Please" he sad, just before she giggled. Just before she jumped.

Therewas no timeto pull hisgun from his pocket. He twisted away from the blade and, at the same
time, fired through the coat, lost hisfooting in the dippery grassand fell on hisback.

Maddy screamed when she landed on her hands and knees, spun around, and tried to stand.
"Stop!" Scully ordered, rushing up, aming low.

Mulder couldn't stand, couldn't move; he could only watch as Maddy Vincent feinted with the blade,
then tried to run-crawl at him.

"Stop!" Scully yedled.

Maddy toppled onto one shoulder asif some-one had put aboot in her back, and screamed again,
stabbed the ground, and dumped whim-pering into the mud.

AsMulder pushed himsdf to hisfeet, as Scully braced hersalf behind the woman, he saw the blood
seep out from under her arm.

It didn't look black at all.
It looked red, and it didn't stop.

He leaned over and took the bayonet from her hand, held it close to his eyesfor amoment and
placed it on the bench. Scully pressed three fingersto the side of the woman's neck, then checked her
wrigt. Sherose awkwardly, ahand pushing through her hair, and Mulder took off his coat and spread it
over the goblin's body.

Hedared a it for along while, until he laughed once, sharply, redizing he had been wait-ing for her,
likethe Invisible Man, to return to normal, now that the adventure wasfindly done,

But shedidnt.
Shejust lay there.

Mulder didn't know how long it took to answer the questions, for Scully to make sure the body
would be placed in the right hands for the proper examinations, for the cold to findly leave him, for himto
findly fed dry.

But it was after eleven that night before he was ableto sit in the Queen's Inn and stare at the plate of
pancakesin front of Hank Webber.

"Pease," Hank said. "Don't say it'samazing."
"Itis, but | won't."

Scully was at the counter, ordering coffee and tea, and finding out just what the cook would make this
late on Saturday night. Mulder waited until her back was turned, then lifted afinger to get Hank's
atention.

"Protest not," he said. "Don't insult me with deniads. But how many times have you called Douglas
snceweve arived, to tell him how many times| didn't follow the book."

Webber dmost choked, but he managed to hold up hisfork and say, "Just once.”
"What?'

He looked embarrassed. "I couldn't. | mean... |



I likeyou. And | didn't see that you were doing anything really wrong."

Mulder grinned as he stretched his arm across the back of the seat. "Webber, | don't care—that's
damn amazing." He looked out the window, but dl he saw was the night and therain. "Y ou know that
Douglasis probably a plant, don't ask me by whom, and he probably won't be there when we get back.
Y ou know you'll proba-bly be transferred somewhere el se once we get back and the paperwork is
done."

"Sure. | figured. But hell, it wasfun whileit lasted.”

Mulder laughed, alittle sadly, because he knew poor old Hank probably wouldn't be with the Bureau
for very long. "Fun" wasn't exactly the way to describe the way it worked.

"And by theway," hesad, "in dl the excite-ment... thanks."
Webber waved it away. "Not needed, Mulder. | was just doing what | had to, you know?"
And he blushed.

Scully did in then, clucked at Webber's choice of ameal, and fussed with her napkin while she waited
for her order. "Y ou do redize, Mulder, don't you, that that was an incredibly lucky shot. By al rights, you
should be dead.”

He knew that. He had especialy known that when he had seen the rent across the front of his coat.
The blade had come alot closer than held thought; it had diced clear through the cloth.

"Don't ever try that again.”

"Beieveme" hesad. "l wont."

They ate, then, in companionable, weary silence, interrupted only by a phone cal hetook at the
register. When he returned to the booth, he only said, "They found Tonero's body. Shot once. Hewasin
Dr. Elkhart's gpartment.”

"And her?" Scully asked.
"Gone. Not atrace."

"They'll find her," Webber said confidently. "After thisweekend, haf the country'll be hunt-ing for her.
Don't swest it, Mulder, the caseis closed.”

"l suppose,” Mulder said. He looked out the window, through the rivulets of rain. "l suppose.”
Scully touched his shoulder, light and quick. "Mulder, don't."

Hedidn't look. "Sure."

They both knew hewaslying.

Because, he thought, looking through his dim reflection to the woodland just beyond, what if they
don't find her.

What if, next year, or the year after, you're walking down the street or climbing your steps or standing
on your porch or yourewaiting for abus, and an arm comes out of awall or atreeor...

He stretched afinger toward the glass, watch-ing its reflection stretch toward him.

... asmple paneof glass.

Thelightsflickered for amoment, and for amoment the reflection vanished.

He rubbed his arm absently, watching the headlights of a car he couldn't see float past and disappear.
Well never know they're out there—



Armiesof living shadows.
Sipping through the night.



