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BORDELAND ANTHOLOGY

EMMABULL & WILL SHETTERLY

Danceland

Friday night started, for me and for al of us| suppose, in the street outside Danceland. | was sitting in the
Sidecar, waiting for Tick-Tick. She'd parked the bike outsde Danceland and made her usual arrow-like
waly across the street to Snappin' Wizard's Surplus and Salvage ("More Bang for the Buck, More Spell
for the Silver™).

Snappin’ Wizard'sisthe only other thing on that end of Ho Street that's il lit up late at night. And oh, is
it lit. Pre-Change cartop revolving lights flash rude and red in the windows. Between them,
will-o'-the-wisps bop back and forth in rhythm. Signs on thewindow glass, in paint and fairy dust, shout
about solar cells and self-bored stones and logic boards and clock spells, and how they're cheap cheap

cheap!

The Queen of bloody Faerie couldn't keep Tick-Tick out of there. Sheld left with amumble about being
just aminute, and sheld be right back. Or maybe she didn't say it thistime, and | only supplied it from the
memory of al the other times she had. Whatever. | didn't expect the Ticker back insde haf an hour.

| did way down inthe sidecar so | could prop my head against the back padding, and shook an herbal
cig out of itsbox. They're big stuff with the eves, who don't much like tobacco. | think they like them
because it makesthem all fed like old vid stars, dragging moodily on acigarette. I'm not poking fun. Why
do you think I smoke them?

| rolled the coltsfoot-and-comfrey smoke over my tongue like wine and watched the crowd in front of
Danceland. People were milling on the sdewak, waiting for the band to start. Four elvin Bloodsin poet's
red clustered near the doors, looking sharp (and aware of it, I'll bet) against the building's black-patent
paint job. A hdfie woman with alion's mane haircut dyed black and white was practicing some synched
dance step. She was coached by a black human woman with silver bellsin her elflocks. An df kid had
his seedybox baanced on one shoulder, and people were dancing to its music. Four members of the
Pack pulled up on two cycles, their jacketstrailing bright motley streamers. One of them asked the
crowd at large if the music had started. One of the Bloods by the door shook her head, not redlly friendly
but not like anyone expected war, and the Pack kids drove off again.

Danceland's double doors were arched over with row after row of white lights that flashed in sequence
and seemed to chase each other forever, DANCELAND was written in script over the doorsin pink-red
neon—the genuine pre-Change article, but the gas was rattled around now with aspell. (I know thisonly
from the Ticker's explanation. The business of How ThingsWork is her specidty, not mine.) When |
squinted, the whole front of the building became ablaze of bright fog.

It'sat the very end of Ho, but it'sworth the trip. The Factory is older, the Dancing Ferret istrendier, and
the Wheat Sheaf is more exclusive. But Danceland has the old magic, the kind you don't have to be an f
to make. The old magic is made with loud music and sweat and colored light. But the best thing about it
isthat stinging feeling at the back of your head that says anything could happen tonight.
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Whichis, cometo think of it, the most pervasive magic in Bordertown. But keep in mind that magic
doesn't awayswork the way you expect in the Borderlands.

"Uh... hi," somebody said behind me, breathy and excited-scared.

| leaned my head back alittle more and looked up into big round brown eyes under a heavy thatch of
brown bangs. Her skin wastan, too, or maybe just evenly grubby. Shewore agray denim jacket and
jeansthat weren't ruined yet, and a black cap with a pheasant feather tucked in its band. The cap looked
new. The whole ensemble was the quintessentid Worldly kid'sidea of What They Wear In The
Borderlands. Y ou could start amail-order company sdlling ouitfits like that and clean up: Halfie Franki€e's,
Faerie Fashions. | hate runaways. They make me hurt al over, just under the skin.

There's dways been places that called to people. Even before the Change, there were cities that shonein
the back of the mind like Faerie gold. Y ou knew, knew, that if you could just run away to one of those
places, you'd become someone €l se, someone wonderful, and wonderful things would happen to you. |
heard alist of those magical citiesonce. | remember London, Liverpool (interesting name, but a
disgusting concept), New Y ork, and something with two words that started with an S. I've forgotten the
res.

"Are... you dvish?" she asked, smiling and biting her lip.

There's nothing ambiguous about the roundness of my ears, and yes, I'm pale, but it's because | hate
going to deep asmuch as | hate waking up. | remember being her age, though, and being about aslong in
town. | tilted up onelens of my riding goggles, showing her adark-blue eye, and said kindly, "No, I'm
Jewigh."

"Oh," shesaid, crestfdlen. | hoped she'd be gone by the time Tick-Tick came back; one sight of the
Ticker and the kid would be offering to lick the Genuine Faerie Mud off her motorcycle boots.

"My name's Orient,” | told her, as something of a peace offering, and stuck my hand out. She shook it.
"I'm Camilla" She sgned, and wrinkled her nose. "It'sa stupid name.”

That gave my somach alittle twist. Camillameans "attendant at a sacrifice.” There were too many things
of valueto sacrifice in Bordertown if you were young, scared, and not scared enough.

"That's okay. Everybody in Bordertown has anickname." She looked hopeful. Oh, | hate runaways.
"Yoursis..."l thought for asecond. ... Caramd.”

Shewas disgppointed, though shetried to hideit. | knew what she'd been hoping for: something like
Firebird, or Starwind. The sort of name no one could live with, or up to. So | gave her one of my
lopsided grinsthat Sai says|ooks rakish even without my eyesto help. | said, "Burnt sugar. Swest, but
smoky, and it's been through the fire."

Okay, it was hokey, but it cheered her up. "I guessthat's pretty good,” she admitted.
"Whereyou from?"

"Bdlinbroke."

"Pretty farawvay?'

"Took me nine daysto get here, and | got good rides the whole way."



It was too far; sheld never go back home, even if she wanted to. When she wanted to. | dragged hard on
the cigarette to loosen the lump in my throat.

"Want some water?' Caramel asked me, and there was a coynessin her voice that made me raise both
sdes of my gogglesthistime. She held out abeer bottle, haf full of beautiful, trand ucent crimson. Mad
River water.

| took it from her. | wanted to peg the thing into the aley and hear it shatter. But that would be no help in
thelong run.

"Haveyou had any of thisyet?' A nice, cam voice—I wasimpressed with myself.

"A little." Shewas defiant at first. Then asheepish look crept across her face, and she shrugged. "It tastes
kind of gross."

"Thisisdf suff, Caramd. To them, it'sjust water. The sort of humanswho drink river water are... notin
gyle" Which was true enough, if you only counted the Wharf Rats. But there were humans and halfies
who thought money was alicenseto be stupid in public, who wore crysta or silver cupson chainsor silk
cords around their necks. Maybe thiskid hadn't seen any of those yet. "I'll make you atrade,” | said,
swinging the bottle alittle.

Shelooked et it, and at me. "What kind of trade?'

| balanced the bottle between us on the sdecar'srim. Then | did one of the silver bracelets, not the
thinnest, off my left wrist and held it out. "I'll give you thisfor it. On the condition,” | added, asshe
reached, "that you useit to pay your way into there,” and | nodded at Danceland. ™Y ou can keep the
change. Whoever givesit to you, tell 'em Orient sent you, and you want to talk to Goldy. Ded ?"

Her eyeswere practically rolling, from me to the bottle to Danceland's front doors.

"Straight,” | said. "It'sjust adance club, and Goldy's just abouncer.” Goldy would disagree, of course.
"He'sagood guy to talk to when you need to."

She it her lip—no smile thistime—and findly took the braceet. "Why this Goldy? Why not you, if
you're so concerned about me?'

| grinned, which was harder than it sounds. "Because | come and go. But I'll find you if | need you."
Which was ajoke of sorts, but of course she didn't get it.

She turned to go, and we both saw him at once. Y ou might think he was wearing afull-head mask, a
good one of the sort that ouitfits like the Horn Dance wear. And once you wrote off the head as amask,
you could come up with something to explain away the pelt on the rest of him, too, like afur suit in spite
of the weather. But Caramel was new in town, had never seen the Horn Dance or anything else, and
hadn't developed that cynicd turn for explanations. She not only stopped when she saw him, she stepped
back a pace or two.

"Wolfboy!" | caled, and hislong nose swung our way. He grinned, which can put you off if you've just
met him. He headed toward the Sdecar, that long swinging wak earning ajed ous scowl from one of the
Bloods.

When you get used to it, he looks pretty good, actualy. He'slean and rangy and muscle-y, and covered
all over with short coarse red-brown fur. He shaved his face once, and we all hated it. | think he decided
never to do it again when the Ticker said, "It makesyou look so... young." That night he wore a black
T-shirt with the deevesripped out, tight black jeans, and black hi-top snegkers. His ears end in pointed



tufts, the lower half of hisfaceislengthened, and his canineteeth are... well, about what you would
expect. He has claws, thick and date-colored, on hisfingers. When he types, he soundslike adog on the
kitchenfloor.

"Wolfboy," | said, "I'd like you to meet Caramel.”

Givethekid credit; she held out her hand. Wolfboy took it and inclined his head. Pretty courtly for aguy
with adog nose.

"Peased to meet you," Caramel breathed. She turned and looked at me sideways. "Guess| should go..."
| gave her anod. "Y ou don't want to missthefirst song.”

Wolfboy and | watched her go. | said, "Lord, lord. Perfectly nice Friday night, and | have to get pinned
down in the street by somelittle thing with the dust of the World sill behind her ears.”

Wolfboy chuckled deep in histhroat and patted my head.

"Oh, go chase cats." | shook out another cigarette and held it out. 1 lit it, too, since paper matches are a
nuisancefor him.

"Y ou been out of town?' | asked after hisfirst mouthful of smoke.

He grinned like afiend from hell, and pulled amany-folded |eather wallet out of hisback jeans pocket.
With aflourish, helet thefoldsfal openin asort of waterfdl. Nesatly flattened insde and preserved with a
bought spell were something like twenty four-leaf clovers.

"Ohmy starsand garters,” | breathed. "Wdll, if | need to borrow money I'll sure 'nuff cometo you. Y ou
gonnasdl 'eminside?’ | asked him, pointing to Danceland.

He refolded the wallet with a practiced flip and nodded.

"Offer oneto Goldy. He's going to need it." When Wolfboy raised hiseyebrows, | said, "I just sent that
runaway to him."

Hegiggled in avoicelow enough to make a couple of Packies nervous and shook his head.

"I don't suppose you'd trade one of those little green beauties for the latest copy of Stick Wizard, would
you?' | squinted speculatively at him.

He looked down at me with an expression that even on hisface was easy to read: Y ou've got to be
kidding.

| pulled my copy out of the map pocket in the Sidecar (after al, what else am | going to use the map
pocket for? Not maps, anyway). The stick-figure characters on the cover were block-printed with ink
and fairy dust, and moved when you looked at them. On thisissue, the Wizard wasflying off his beat-up
cycleasit hit atrip-wire. At each end of the wire were, of course, his arch-nuisances. Tater and Bert, the
cigar-smoking df delinquents. | could dmost see Wolfboy sdivating. Tater and Bert are favorites of his.
He thinks they should have their own book. | don't know about Wolf boy sometimes.

But he shook hishead findly. | didn't redlly expect him to ded—by the end of the night someone might
give himacopy, after dl. So | smiled and put it away.

"Heresafine convocation of riffraff," Tick-Tick said behind me.



"Boil meinlead,” | cried, and turned. " She's back before morning!”

"Oh, shut up. Hi, Lobo." She smiled at Wolfboy. He smiled back and dropped his gaze. Heloves being
cdled Lobo.

The Ticker was |oading a paper-wrapped parcel into the bike's top cargo box.
"Goodies?' | asked.

"Well, not that you'd think so. A little replacement stock, wire connectors and that sort of thing. And a
toy or two."

"Or eight or ten,” | said, but she didn't answer me.

Tick-Tick ispure df, and looksit. Pointed ears, luminous pale skin, shining Slver eyes. Sender and
amost oppressvely tal. Sheld never fit in the Sdecar, so it'sagood thing she ownsthe bike. She usudly
dyes her hair dandelion-yellow and wears it short, with asingle long lock at the very front and center of
her hairline that hangs fine as milkweed fluff to her eyebrows. In spite of her height, shelooks ddlicate as
Spun sugar. It surprises peopleto find that her favorite perfumeis Eau de Bearing Grease and Hot
Solder.

She was wearing her idea of power dressing tonight: along gray leather coat and tight pants of the same,
low red leather boots, adark gray suit coat, white shirt, ared leather tie, and three garnet earringsin her
right ear. I'vetried to tdll her that thisis not what they wear in the boardrooms of the World's
corporations, but she points out (and rightly) that | can't be sure, can I, and they might if they had the
good tagte to think of it, mightn't they?

"So," she sad, "anyone here want to rock the moon down?"

"Me! Mé!," said |, and leaped out of the sidecar. Wolf-boy, sober lad that heis, let out ayell that made
the whole street shudder. | left my gogglesin the Sidecar, and checked my hair in the rear-view mirror.
The Ticker had done my dye job the week before, and | was till nervous about it: the spikes of red
around my face showed like lit matches againgt the natural black of the rest. It'sbeen yearssince | left the
World, but it hasitsfangsin meyet. Therésalimit to how conspicuous | can be and till fed safe.

"Yes, yes, yourejust breathtaking." Tick-Tick Sghed. "Comeaong.”

The crowd outside had turned into crowd inside, we found. Danceland'sinsdes are dl black cinder
block walls, from which they wash the fairy dust greffiti every night. "After dl," the club's owner, Dancer,
says, "this placeis supposed to be different, for Zeus sake."

The stage lights were still out, but the band's equipment was set up, and the spell boxes that ran the amps
were glowing gently. The Ticker headed for the pool tablesto fleece afew unsuspecting Bloods, and
Wolfboy and | pushed through to the bar.

Vadawas dready clunking bottles of beer down on the counter three at atime. "V, preciousVa," |
bellowed across three feet of noisy space, "did the coffee comein yet?!

Shelooked at me asif about to say no, then smiled and said, "Y oure alucky boy." | blew her akiss, and
she headed for the other end of the bar to pour me a cup. Not, mind you, that | don't like beer. | adore
beer. But | can get that anywhere.

She set the cup in front of me and abottle of beer in front of Wolfboy. | pried asilver sud out of my
wristband and told Vada, "That'sfor both," before Wolfboy could pay.



He raised hisbushy eyebrows at me, and | shrugged. " So pay me back when you've made your killing in
good luck," | said, meaning the clovers, of course. He winked and hoisted his bottle.

| let the steam and the coffee smdll wash over my face for a second before | actudly sipped any. Coffee
is shortage-prone in the Borderlands, and expensive since most of what passes through isdoing just that:
passing through to Faerie. But, oh, it'sworth the price.

Someone tapped me on the shoulder and said in my ear, "Watch that stuff, young man.”

| turned and found Goldy shaking his head a me. Goldy isblack and not tal, even for ahuman. But he's
built like apyramid standing onits head. His hair is plush-short and metallic gold—thus the nickname, of
course. Hewasin uniform, which isagreen long-deeved Danceland t-shirt. It's not that conspicuous,
snce Dancer sdllsthe things, and there are dways afew in the club on any night.

"Goldy. What it is. Wetch what stuff?"

He narrowed hiseyes at my coffee cup. "That's a dangerous intoxicant. Y ou may get high asthe Tooth
and tear the place up before the night is out.”

| rolled my eyes. "Cdl me Mr. Coffee Nerves."

"Or perhaps | might toss you out now and save myself abit of trouble. It'd be no more than you
deserve”

"Me? Oh, you got my present, then.”

"If you mean your runaway, yes, you snot-nosed little mutant, | did. What am | supposed to do with
her?'

"Tak her out of doing dl the stupid thingswe did at her age.”

"Except for continuing my acquaintance with you, I've never done anything stupid. | assume you found
her?'

| could hear the capital F he meant to put on "found." " 'Course not. Though | suppose you could say |
found her nickname," | mused. | wondered what she would have been caled if she hadn't met me.

The colored lightsin the celling spat and swirled. "Back to the fray." Goldy sighed and disappeared into
the crowd. Then the stage lights came up, and Dancer, the owner, walked across the stage. | saw the
way shedid it, sort of lazy, asif there was no audience a dl, and | shot alook at Wolfboy. When
Dancer introduces the band, it's something special. But when Dancer walksto the mike like that. ..
Wolfboy gave me the thumbs-up, and we started moving toward the stage.

So did everyone e se, of course, but we made it to the middle of the dance floor, at least. Somewhere
ahead of us| thought | caught aglimpse of ablack cap with apheasant feather that vibrated with its
wearer's excitement.

Dancer stood at the mike for a second, during which you could hear every breath that was drawn in
Danceland. Twice she began to move her hands, asif to preface wordsthat didn't come. Then she threw
back her head and laughed, and said, "I give up. Ladies and gentlemen, Wild Hunt!"

The roar of the audience shook those black walls, and | helped. | doubt there was anyone in Danceland
who didn't know the name. Bordertown had been full of the sound of Wild Hunt al summer. The
recordings came out once aweek, asong at atime, on mag tape, or in animpresson bal, or digitally



coded. But there were no pictures of the band. No one had ever seen them in concert, and nobody
seemed to know someone who worked in the studio where they'd recorded—you know the sort of
thing. So we'd play the recordings, the tearing, heart-shaking music pouring over us, and wed pretend
that we could tell from the sound how they looked.

Wewerewrong. All of us. They took us by surprise, and she most of all, because dl the poets and
painters and visonariesin Bordertown could never have imagined her.

It's not that she was the archetypal €f. Strider, the third of the Danceland bouncers, isthe archetypd df,
ared flipping Prince of Faerie sort. No, thiswas the Snow Queen from out of that old tale, the beautiful
White Lady of any romantic ghost story.

Shewastadl, of course, and pale, paler than Strider or the Ticker or any other elf I'd ever seen. Her eyes
were the color of slver in the sun. Her hair was white as new snow, or expensive paper, or the
fiery-white highlights on silver. Again the word silve—white as she was, she was arich-looking white,
and demanded rich words to describe.

Her hair was clipped close to her head on the left Side, lengthening asit went over her head until it |looked
like awhite wave cresting over her right ear. Her left eye was caught up in abar of light blue paint that
ran from her noseto her hairline, where it became a stresk of pale blue dye across the short white hair.
Thedyeended inacurling tail above her left ear. It'sdifficult for ahuman to judge e vin features—by
human standards, there's no such thing asahomely df, | think—but | would swear that herswasthe
most beautiful face that Bordertown had ever seen.

She wore white lesther leggings and awhite deeve ess thing that shimmered like the silk that comes from
the Elflands. She played a Fender Witchfire bass the blue of midnight. Fairy dust swirled in the paint job
in gaaxies and nebulae, sunsthat formed and flashed and died as you watched. Light strobed off the
rings on her fingers as she chorded and dammed down on al four strings, then scraped her pick down
the E. It was the opening riff of " Shake the Wall Down," and suddenly everybody was dancing.

Wolfboy got snagged by an ef-girl with pale green hair, awicked grin, and ared jewd on her cheek like
abirthmark or atear. He picked her up by her waist, whirled her around, and they were both goneinto
the crowd.

The hyperharpist played aFairlight, one of the Sorcerer series judging from the stuff he got out of it.
Waveforms so clean you could have eaten off them. The lead guitarist had atopknot of burgundy hair, an
eight-gtringed ax, and six fingers on each hand to play it with. The drummer wasinsane, but drummers
often are. They just aren't dl as precise and tasteful in their madness as this elvin woman was. | won't
even try to describe what the hdfie on efpipes did with that instrument, but it wasn't anything that an
Elflands ef would have thought of, or approved of. Thetotd effect was wonderful and impossible and, all

right, magicdl.

And they sang, of course. All of them, in close, twisting harmony; or just her, the White Lady, with apure
clear voice that made every word a projectile into the head and heart. They segued Straight into "Heart's
Dedre" amodified verson that was somehow as creepy asit was driving.

Suddenly Sai gppeared before me. She was grinning and shaking her head, and | redlized that 1'd been
dancing by mysdf, gaping at the band ever since the music Sarted.

"What are you doing, |etting your tongue dry?' she yelled.
| gave her my best I'm-an-idiot shrug.



Sal isanother Danceland bouncer, the middle member of the Terrible Trio. She'sahdfie, tal, plump,
with around pink face and rainy gray eyes. She has Orientd hair, uncompromisingly straight, heavy, and
black. She wearsiit shoulder-length to show it off. Not that she liked her father, mind, or even knew him.
She just hopes that someday some elvin bigot will smart off about it, and she can loosen histeeth. When
an df makestrouble in Danceland, Goldy and Strider let Sai throw him out, whenever possible. It makes
her so0 happy.

"When did Dancer scorethiscoup?’ | shouted at her, and pointed at the band.

"Two days ago. She was hdf crazy withiit, | tell ya. Didn't know whether to bless her luck, or cussit for
not leaving timeto advertise."

"Poor baby."

She shrugged and grinned at the sametime. "Word gets around.” And it was true that the place wasfull.
Advertisng would have only meant the Terrible Trio would have to turn away tourists.

Strider did gracefully through the crowd and put an arm lock around Sai's neck. Sherolled her eyes and
pinched histhigh.

"Owoo! Hafie scum," he said affectionately, loosening hisgrip and giving her aquick kiss behind the ear.
"Pointy-eared creep,” shereplied in kind, and put her hand in one of his back pockets.

Strider, as| sad, isaveritable Lord of Elflands. He has the fine mane of slver hair to the middle of his
back, the regd carriage, the degant long-fingered gestures that melt the hearts of human girls.

Someday I'm going to ask how such an unlikely pair as Sai and Strider became sweethearts. Not anytime
soon, mind you—but someday.

"Dancewith thisjerk," Strider told her, nodding at me. "He looks brain dead standing there by himsdlf.”
"I'mon duty,” Sai protested.

Strider shrugged. "Nothing's goin' down. Goldy and | can handleit for haf asong, girl."

"Y ou can't handle your—"

He stopped her by smacking akisson her lips. "Y ou've got the dirtiest mouth on Ho Street.”

| didn't hear her response, but | think he blushed. Then he smiled lazily and drifted off through the
dancers.

Sai danceswdll. Y ou wouldn't think, looking at her, that sheld have that elvin grace, but she does. She
saysit comesfrom her boxing days. | put some effort into trying to match her, and ended the song
pleasantly winded.

Wild Hunt swept on into "Running on the Border." It'snot really adance number, but it has too much
intensity, too much asense of headlong motion, to be aballad. It's a showpiece for the guitarist and lead
vocdigt. They're out in front for the whole song, weaving in and out of each other'swork with only
breathing space between verses.

People stayed on their feet and on the dance floor, swaying in place and singing along, doing double
handclapsjust like on the tape.



Then someone pushed past me, so hard that | would havefalen if Sai hadn't caught me. | got aragged
view of him as he went by, and a better one from the back once he was past: an df, and from the clothes
not a Bordertownie. He wore afull-skirted coat that fit close to hiswaist and stopped at mid-thigh, ina
brocade of some magica weave that changed pattern restlesdy. His hair was uncolored, and wornina
moon-white braid that reached hiswaist.

"My, my," Sai said happily. "Weeds of Elfland he doth wear."

| hung on to her upper arm. "Cam down, he hasn't done anything.”
"Couldnt | just warn him alittle?’

"No."

| realized amoment later that Sai might get her chance yet. The ef in brocade pushed hisway to the edge
of the stage and shouted something at the band. It might have been aname; the Elflands accent throws
me off until | get usedtoiit.

Wild Hunt tried to keep going, but you could tell they were al rattled. When he shouted again and
pounded afist on the stage, the White Lady faltered and stopped, and the rest of the band cameto a
ragged halt behind her.

Sheturned off her mike, but | could il hear her in the slence that followed the music's degth. "Leave me
aone" she said. She had the Elflands accent, too, but not asthick.

The df down front baled hisfists and said something furioudy in Elvish.

"No! | told you no. | am not—I will not go." Shewas hanging on to the neck of the bass asif shewas
afraid someonewould try to take it away.

Sa had begun moving forward, which was tough. The crowd had pressed itself away from the stage and
back toward us, and they were packed astight asanew brick wall. | followed along behind her asbest |
could.

More Elvish from the guy in brocade; | recognized the wordsfor "clan” and, | think, "Border."

The White Lady was turning away from him, asif to walk offstage, but she stopped when she heard his
little speech. "Areyou, now?" she said with scorn that would crack meta. "Well, not me. Maybe all
those pretty sheep—"and she pointed in the general direction of the Elflands "—but not me." And this
time she did walk away, taking off her bass as she went.

The ef grabbed the edge of the stage, to vault onto it. Then Strider was there, adefending knight in a
ragged Danceland t-shirt, asif held appeared out of the air. He set those long white hands of hison the
guy's shoulders, spun him around, and gripped hislapels.

Suddenly Strider let go and took a step backward. For amoment | felt adropping feding in my guts,
wondering if hewas hurt, if the Elflander had done something to him. But they each took a step sdeways,
and | could see wariness and surprisein Strider'sface, but no pain.

The Elflander had along, angular face, with thin lips, ahigh-bridged nose, and dender eyebrowsthat
winged up at the ends. He waslooking at Strider asif the latter were something found growing on the
floor of apublic rest-room.

Strider spoke an evish name, rather cautioudy. | won't try to transcribeit.



The Elflander raised his chin anotch and let hisupper lip curl just alittle. Y ou are not permitted to be
freewith my name," he said.

"You're over the Border now. That name doesn't mean piss-all here." Strider was usually politer than
that, especialy in agtuation like this, where he's supposed to be just doing hisjob. | don't know whether
the Elflander had meant to insult Strider or if the man was naturaly arrogant—or naturdly foolish. But
Strider always knows exactly what he's said.

After aquick up-and-down look at Strider's habitua attire—the green Danceland shirt that looked asiif
someone had driven over it severa times (which, in fact, Strider had), the blue jeans that seemed to be
held together with patches and optimism—the Elflander said, "Little more than asavage. It ispitiful to
know you arean df."

"Y eah, well, you set afine example for the race, rich boy. Go make trouble in somebody ese's place.”
Strider took astep toward him, to make his point alittle plainer.

The df drew something from under the skirt of hiscoat. At first | thought it was one of the retractable
metal antennas that gang members duel with sometimes. But he sngpped it to itsfull length and dashed
the tip across Strider's face with one quick motion, and it didn't leave awelt. It left agash.

Infront of me| heard Sai cry out, and | wondered where Goldy was. Trapped in the crowd, most likely.
People were scrambling away in that mad, mindless fashion that tells you something has happened and no
one knows what. Strider stumbled back againgt the stage, blood on the lower haf of hisfacelikea
bandit's kerchief, and the Elflander pressed the attack grimly. A lunge caught Strider in the upper arm.
Another pass diced hist-shirt through the middle of the Danceland logo. It was too precise to be
coincidence. | caught aglimpse of the bloody stripe across the skin beneath.

| was gticking my elbows into people, trying to get through to help. What | intended to do when | got
there, | don't know. My motions seemed horribly dow, and the Elflander horribly fast. | had an awful
vison of reaching Strider only to find himin bitson thefloor.

Hewas, in fact, on his knees, one arm clutched over his middle, his other hand in afist. Sai had broken
through and was nearly in reach of that damn Faerie blade when Strider gasped, "No."

Sal stopped ingtantly, to my surprise, and looked to Strider for an explanation. The Elflander drew back
apace and lowered thetip of hisbladejust alittle. Behind him Goldy stepped out of the crowd likea
black phantom, ready to nail the stranger if he didn't like Strider's reason for not doing so. He had
snatched abaseba | bat from under some counter, and it hung loose at hisside.

Strider shook the hair out of hisface and turned cold, narrowed eyes on the Elflander. "Thisis an honor
fight. Nobody getsthis son of abitch but me."

Sa dtiffened and looked asif she would have objected, but Strider ignored her.
"And | will," he spat out.

The Elflander turned hisback (afine gesture of contempt, but | wouldn't have turned my back on Sai just
then, whatever Strider's stated preference was). He saw Goldy for the first time, and was obvioudy
gartled. But Goldy smiled evilly and bowed him through the crowd, which parted grudgingly. Every face
| saw among them was turned to the Elflander, hard with hate. Strider is not always easy to like, but he's
oneof ours.

Just before the door, the Elflander turned. He had returned his cutter into his gaudy jacket, and he drew



himsdf up with, I'll admit, a certain elegance. Addressing Strider, the stage, or usall, he said, "We shall
continue this matter sometime soon.”

"Damn draght,” Strider grunted.

The two locked eyes. Then the Elflander glanced away and smiled thinly. He bowed as though we had all
cometo pay court to him, swirled, and was gone.

Sai and | helped Strider to hisfeet. | remembered the band only then, but they had Ieft the stage. | was
glad of it.

Wolfboy was holding the door to the back hall open for us. He looked impassive, even for him. We got
Strider into the office and made him sit on the couch, but he refused to lie down. Sai got thefirst aid kit.

Strider pulled the shirt off over hishead, with afair quantity of teeth-gritting. The Elflander had gottenina
few licksthat | hadn't seen. It dwayslooks bad when an df iswounded; it's the combination of gore on
that pale skin and elvin blood's tendency to clot dower than human. And of course, it looks worse when
thedf isafriend.

| filled abowl with water at the office sink and brought it, with a couple of towels, to Sai. She Sarted
with Strider's face. The water in the bowl changed color quickly. Therewasalot of silence, broken only
by Strider's occasond swearing. | wanted to say something cheerful. Plenty of things cameto mind, al of
them abysmally stupid. | kept quiet.

Goldy stuck hishead in. "Isit asbad asit looks?" he asked.

Sai frowned, but Strider shook his head. "I'll live. Mostly dashes, and none of them deep. The bastard
knew what he was doing.” He grinned suddenly, which was dmost frightening. "When he drew on me,
held lost it for a second. But when he sarted cutting..."

"What was that objectionablelittletool of his? Any idea?'
"It'sagoddamn dueling toy in the Elflands," Strider replied.

| think weweredl equally startled. After Strider's near-silence on the subject of hislifein Faerie, a
sentence like that one sounded like the whole Alexandrian library.

Sai rummaged in thefirgt aid kit, found atube of Gold-N-Rod Creme, and began to streak it across the
dashes on Strider's skin. Though she was careful, he said some remarkably inventive things, and when
shedid hisface she had to hold him by the hair to keep his head till. | watched the stuff draw the edges
of the skin together, appreciating that miracle more than | ever had. In the Elflands, of course, it works
ingtantly and prevents scarsfrom forming at al. That probably explained the Elflander's perfect face,
given his habits. But maybe he wasjust very good with hisfencing gadget. Lucky him.

Goldy looked hdplesdy at Wolf boy and me. We shrugged, about in unison. "Strider, my lad,” he said
findly, "are you quite sure you don't want meto find him, cut off his pretty braid, and see that he eatsit?'

"The hell you will!" Sai said, and her voice made usal jump, even Strider. "If he doesn't want to do it
himsdlf, I'm gonna, you hear me? Oh, shit." Sheturned away and banged her fist againgt her thigh.

Strider squeezed her shoulder. "Hey, dl of you, why don't you take awak? | don't exactly fed like
talking right now. Okay?'

Sai looked up at him.



"Yeah," hesad gently, "you too."

She nodded and stood. Wolfboy and | were aready on our way out. Sai followed, closed the door
behind her, and we dl stood in the hall feding usdess.

At last Goldy sad, "Ah, well. Friday night, aband that will draw haf of Bordertown when theword gets
out, and only two of us on the floor. Nothing we can't manage, yes?' Helooked at Sai.

Sai pursed her lips, then shook her head dowly. She held up one finger.

"Oh dear," said Goldy.

"Please, Goldy? | gottaget out of here. I'd just take this out on some poor jerk out front.”
Goldy sghed. "Very well. Don't do anything foolish, will you?'

Sa grinned wearily a him, and went down the hall toward the back door.

Aswe went the other way, back to the main room, Wolfboy tapped his chest, and Goldy said, Y ou'll fill
in?" Wolfboy nodded. Goldy shook his head. "If there's any more trouble, wait for me, hmm?Y ou may
look like Captain Fangsn'Fur, but you're apussycat in red life" Wolfboy growled a him, and we dl felt
alittle bit better.

Dancer had obvioudy held things together in the aftermath. The crowd had stayed, the band was onstage
powering up and tuning, though the White Lady wasn't back on yet. | wondered how | would fed,
knowing that someone who'd diced up Strider with no grest provocation was very, very angry withme. |
began to wonder if she'd like someoneto walk her home...

Tick-Tick met usby the door. "I'll buy," she offered.

"Thank you, but no." Goldy said. "I'm going to need every wit | haveleft. And as of thismoment, dl my
breaks are canceled.” He gave us alittle salute and went back to work. Wolfboy glanced at Goldy's
back asif thinking how rarely the Ticker offered to buy, then shook his head sadly and left usto get a
shirt from Va so everyone would know hewas on duty. | think Wolfboy likes uniforms more than the
rest of us.

"Well, I'll let you buy me something,” | said. Maybe | should've offered to watch the place, too, but |
look bad in green.

"Good. | refuseto get drunk done, just now."

Wedidn't actually get drunk. Vada set dark bottles down for both of usand let us drink some before
she asked, "Is he okay?"

| thought about it. " That depends on your definition of "okay.' Emotiondly, no comment. Physicdly, hell
befinein awhile, though helll have a peachy dueling scar.”

"Duding," Vd spat. "That wasn't goddamn dueling." she wiped a glass with afurious motion. "He cut up
Strider the way you'd cut the head off aweed. And Strider without even a pocket knife on him..."

That was when my body and mind caught up with each other. | found mysdlf tight all over and inclined to
shake.

"Drink up," the Ticker said solemnly. "We'redl aive, and in ayear thisll be nothing but an anecdote.”



"Only if something worse happensin the meantime," Vada muitered.

The White Lady came back onstage then, and the band started up. Even Wild Hunt couldn't get meto
dance any morethat night. But | |et the music erode the tension in me, and clear my head alittle.
Watching that white elvin woman hel ped me too; the very sight of her waslike acold compressto the
forehead.

| was halfway through my second bottle before | said, "Ticker?"
"Mm-hm?'

"Why arethe Trio the way they are?"

Sheraised her eyebrows. "Which way?"

| struggled with the answer—I hadn't had quite enough beer to loosen my tongue. "Goldy and Sai have
suddenly gone alittle bloodthirsty. And Strider, for that matter. If someone cut you up like that, how
would you react?"

"I'd lie down and moan for aweek."

"Well, of course. But would you..."

"Swear vengeance, and insist that | be alowed first crack at the beggar?| don't think so.”
"Would you expect meto do it for you?'

"Heavens, no!"

"Good. Though | don't know what | would do. And yet, we're as close as Goldy and Strider are.”
"Closer." Shefinished her beer. "Whereisadl thisgoing?'

| shrugged. "I'm not sure. But | don't like the Terrible Trio'sreaction any more than | like what they're
rescting to."

Tick-Tick thought about that for awhile. "I think it's just sseam. They've been playing their partsfor so
long—you know, Borderland's baddest—and this reminds them that they're morta.” Shelooked at the
empty bottle. "My, two beers do make me profound.”

"Chatty, anyway." | beamed at her. She dugged me.
After aminute, | asked her, Y ou think he knew him?'
She blinked. " Strider and the pretty boy?"

| nodded.

"Youthink hedidn't?"

| hated not knowing what had redlly gone on out there on the dance floor. | hated worse knowing that |
probably never would. If Strider didn't want to talk about it, hewouldn't. We al have secretsin
Bordertown; | suppose everyone has secretsin the World and in Faerie, but their secretsare
smaller—and maybe more desperate. At least we can think of ourselves as—well, what's that line from
the song by Locas Tambien?"We're tragic, romantic figures/ We're so much cooler than you!"



From then until closing, we did nothing more demanding than listen to the music and spend the Ticker's
money.

Wild Hunt came back for an encore, and then had to come back for another one even after Dancer
turned the lights on. They findly got people settled down and ready to go home by resorting to aballad,
"Jenny on the Hill." The White Lady put down her bass and sang it, in astyle that was brutally smple and
wonderfully effective. It took the melodramaout of the ending and made it seem that lost love and
premature death were smply the way of the tragic world. | had to pretend to sneeze when the song was
over, 0 I'd have an excuse to blow my nose.

Tick-Tick went to help herd people out the door.
"Orient!" Vadacalled.
| turned and found her holding up a push broom. " So you want to stay after closing like the employees?”

"Oh, lord," I sighed, and took the broom. Wolfboy joined mein stacking chairs—all except the one
Goldy dropped into and refused to leave.

He looked more drained than I'd ever seen him, and alittle tense around the mouth.

"That bad?' | asked him.

"I doubted I'd live to see this moment. | don't suppose you'd be so kind asto fetch me a beer?”
"The dying bouncer'slast request,” | said, and handed Wolfboy the broom. He snarled at me.
When | came back with the swegting bottle, Goldy said, " Seen your little runaway lately?"

I'd forgotten Carame, frankly. "No."

Goldy shook hishead. "We may havelost her, then. I'm afraid that the events of the evening scared her
avay."

"Can't blame her for that." | remembered my last Sght of her jaunty, foolish pheasant feether. I'd felt a
sneaking smug pleasure, one | hadn't admitted to myself then, that thanks to me she'd gotten into what
might prove to be the concert of the year. | fdt dreary suddenly, and very, very old.

Wolfboy looked up then, and Goldy and | followed his gaze. The White Lady was crossing the dance
floor toward us. She was even more of an apparition in the dusty setting of Danceland with the
housdlights on. Once there were angels, and they must have looked like that.

She amiled, alovely curving of her carved dabaster lips. "May | St?' Her right hand moved in afluid arc
toward the stacked chairs, and her rings dl flickered.

Wolfboy grabbed achair and set it out for her with alittle bow. "Thank you," she said with agrave smile.
| wondered if sheld like oneto rest her feet on. Hell, why use achair?1'd get down on al fours and she
could rest 'em on my back.

"Y ou—all of you—werewonderful,” | said, and fdt likeanidiot.

Shelaughed. She had the kind of laugh that made you want to say alot of amusing things. "That's very
sweet of you."

"And very true," Goldy said solemnly.



She smiled and tucked her chin. It was acharming gesture. "We don't often play in concert, and it's
difficult for me—I fed very shy in front of an audience. But everyone here was so excited, so kind to
us..." Shefluttered her white hands. She had three rings on her right hand, al of ef-slver and sapphires,
with only her middle finger and thumb bare of them. She wore none on her left hand; they're hard on the
guitar neck. A sapphire swung from each of her earlobes.

"There was alittle too much excitement tonight, I'm afraid,” Goldy said, "for which | am heartily sorry."

Thesmilefdl off her face, chased away by something that might have been fright. Shelooked down. "I'm
sorry, too," she said softly. "The one who made thetrouble... hewas my fault, | think.”

"Your fault?' | asked. It was startled out of me, | suppose.
"He... wewerelovers, for ashort time. Heisnot willing to leave it at that."

So that was half of the night's mystery solved. | fdt alittle sorry for the Elflander, even as| fdt darmed
for her. It wouldn't be easy to accept the loss of the White Lady with anything like grace.

Weadl fdl slent, not wanting to pry, but not sure how to change the subject. In Bordertown, even more
than in the World, you tread very lightly around persona matters—your own or someone else's.

The pressure was relieved when Dancer came up to us, Tick-Tick dawdling adong behind. "Good show,"
Dancer said to the White Lady. "Damn good show." Then | redlized that she was carrying the bag that
held the night's receipts. Business with the band leader, of course. We dl scattered to various jobs.

| managed to be the one by the door, though, when the White Lady was ready to leave.
"Will you bedl right?' | asked her.

"What? Oh, yes, of course. Y ou musin't worry about me." She offered mealovely amile, alittletinged
with sadness. | don't careif she was haf ahead tdler than me. | felt protective.

"If he's out there waiting for Strider, you could bein trouble.”

She shook her head. "Hewon't hurt me. But I'll watch for him, and be careful . She touched my hand
lightly, and added, "Y ou are very kind."

| was struck quite dumb, of course, in both the origina and the more corrupt sense of the word.
"Perhgps| will seeyou again?'

"I'dlikethat," | said finally, getting my tongue loose from the roof of my mouth. "People around here
usudly know wherel am.”

She looked amused. "But who would | ask them for?"
Oh. Right. "My name's Orient."

"Orient. And mineisLinden." Shetouched me again, afingertip to my hand, and dipped out into the
street and the dark.

| leaned againgt the door for amoment to catch my breath. Wolfboy was watching me from the bar; he
grinned when | met hiseyes.

| walked over to him. "'l was only asking if shed beall right,” | muttered. He treated meto one of his



har-rasing giggles
Vadacalled down the counter to us. " Guys? One more favor? Can you take the bottles back to the
dley?'

Wolfboy spread hishands out, asif to imply that we would do anything for her. | wasn't fedling quite that
generous, but | wasn't above hauling abox or two.

Va had dready loaded the emptiesinto the crates. The brewer would pick them up in the morning from
the dley. Wolfboy and | shouldered afew each and headed for the back.

Theway led past the office door, and | wondered if | should knock, seeif Strider was dl right. From the
way Wolfboy dowed down, | suspected he was wondering the same thing.

"Oh, hell," | said, "why not? If he objects, helll just break my face, right?' | knocked. There was no
answer. | tried again, alittle louder, and when nothing happened, | opened the door alittle. Then | stuck
my headin.

Theroomwasjust asweld left it, but Strider wasn'tinit. | pulled my head back out and shut the door.
"Hemust bedl right,” | said. "He'sgone."

Wolfboy thought about that for a second, then shrugged. We went on, through the door at the end of the
hall that opened into Danceland's private garage, and through that to the alley door.

All right, itsnot redly an dley, it'savery smal cul-de-sac, with the building's back door located near the
closed end. Soit'sblack astheinside of an intestine out there on any night except when themooniis
bright. Tonight, unfortunately, the moon was bright.

Hewaslying in agrotesque parody of ease, hands folded over his ssomach, legs straight. He looked like
atomb statue in white marble. It was along and horrible moment before | realized it was not Strider.
Then | saw the braid and recognized it, and knew whose corpse it wasin Danceland's dley.

I've been staring at that last sentence for fifteen minutes. I've tried to go on and describe the body, and
failing that, to smply recount, in order, who did what. After dl, thisiswhy I'm writing, thisisthe event I'm
trying to make some tentative sense out of. But even though | can see, in my mind, the Elflander's
bodyp-dl too well, in fact, which may have as much to do with why | haven't dept yet asthis narrative
does—I can't writeit down. It makes me shake.

Dancer sent Val to dert the coppers, and Tick-Tick to Strider's and Sai's place to warn them. The
Ticker came back and reported that they weren't there. Just aswe were trying to decide if we were
relieved by that, Strider came in the front doors. | wish now that one of us had thought to ask what held
come back for, but | don't suppose the answer would have been of any use. It'sjust aloose end, like
where hed gonein thefirst place, like where Sai had gone when sheld | eft the club, like whether anyone
could swear that Goldy and Wolfboy had been insde Danceland all night, like whether Linden was
bothered enough by her old boyfriend that shed want him dead. Even the Ticker's dlibi islow-grade.
Hell, maybethey dl did it. The only person whose innocence I'm certain of isme. And if thisgoeson, I'll
be asking people to corroborate my memories.

So the cops arrived and did al the investigative things we'd done and a great many more besides, and
finally took Strider away with them to the lock-up. It was the obviousthing to do, but it didn't makeiit
any easer to watch.

The sun's been up for three hours. I'd forgotten this particular time of day existed. | went back to



Danceland after writing the last paragraph. | wanted acig, and | wanted my damn copy of Stick Wizard,
because | knew | wasn't going to deep. Both things were till in the Sidecar. The Ticker had parked the
bikein Danceland's garage for safekeeping and gone home with Sai, to keep her from being alone and
from doing something stupid.

| went to seeif someonewas around to let mein, or if | could get in by mysdlf. | had to go through the
cul-de-sac, of course. | didn't get in the garage, didn't even try, because | found something on the ground
near the street end of the cul-de-sac, and it distracted me.

So | don't have my cigs. | have a pheasant feather with a distinctive nick out of one edge, dirty now from
lying in the mud. I've been picking it up and twirling it or diding it through my fingers, asif it'san
impression ball, ready to pour out its stored song at atouch. I'll deep now. | have to, whatever | might
dream. But | want to know what it means. Caramel, where are you now?

Doesn't seem right to scribblein Orient's diary. | look at my writing on his pages, and it'slike | cameto
Orient's grave to make a speech (pretty silly idea, huh?) and found mysdlf puking on the funerd flowers.
Too late now. Should'vetried thisin pencil maybe, and erased it if | didn't likeit. Sorry, Orient.

| want to say that thisis Lone Wolf'swriting that you're reading now, but Orient calls me Wolfboy, like
most people. Could be worse. Guess I'm grateful | don't have to say it's Dogbregath writing this.

It'snot easy. | look at all those pages Orient wrote, and I'm jealous, and I'm sad. He began with last
night, but I'll begin earlier. Orient'smy friend, or maybe, was my friend. That'swhy I'm doing this,
continuing what he started. Even if my written words aren't much better than my spoken ones. Orient and
| areahit dike, you see, so it'smore than just finishing something afriend began.

That looks stupid: Orient and | areabit dike. But it'strue. Maybe he's not as quiet as| am, but he
watches more than he talks. He likes to read, 'cause he thinks there's more to living than most people do.
He—

| hate writing this. God, | hope he'sdl right.

Heand I, we've both been changed by the Change. | don't know who had it worse. Orient'sfey. That
means "touched by Faerie." He grew up in the World, and people always thought he was strange ‘cause
he could find things. Things he'd never seen. All he needed to know was that something existed, and—

Shit. I'm writing about him in the past tense. | won't do that anymore, until we know something. And if
he'sdead, I'm sorry. Thisstupid journd will be my tribute to him. Maybe I'll burniit, or throw it in the Big
Bloody, or seeif | can get it published. Something. If he'sdive, hell get to read this. If he getsto read
this, I want him to know that he's a pissbrain and the only reason | wrote thiswas to mess up his stupid
diary. The Human Compass writes about me as Wolfboy. What a pissbrain.

| hope he's okay.

All Orient needsto know isthat something exigts, and he can find it. He told me about driving through
some strange city with his Mom when he was eight. She wanted Greek olives for some reason. Maybe
shewastaking salad to afamily get-together, or something. Orient pointed off in the distance, saying,
"There" Shelaughed at first, but he got mad. | canimagineit: "There, Mom! There!" And she got mad at
hisinsstence. And she followed his directionsto prove that he was wrong, ‘cause he had never beenin
thiscity, he could not know where to find Greek olives, he did not even know what Greek olives were
since she had never made this salad before. She would prove her point to him, then she would spank
him, and he would never mention this nonsense again.



Orient led her to a Greek grocery that had the most beautiful olivesyou could imagine. Big, purple. All
right, I'm making that part up. Maybe they weretiny, dried, bitter olives. The point is, they were there.

And the point is, she stared at Orient like he was what he wasn't.

And the paint is, that's when he quit thinking of himsdlf as a person and started thinking of himsdlf asa
fresk.

And he never mentioned that nonsense again.

'Coursg, that didn't do any good. He couldn't stop finding stuff. People couldn't stop noticing. People
don't like what they don't understand. People don't know that the trick isto try to understand what they
don' like. Orient was afresk, and in spite of being ahandsome, bright kid, he was fey. Everyone
whispered it. Some people shouted it. Some people laughed at him. Some people beat him. After a
while, he got tired of pretending he didn't hear and he didn't hurt. He did what dmost al fey kidsdo. He
ran away to beautiful Bordertown. Just like the kid last night, | imagine, and if it's different, it doesn't
meatter.

Started off completely differently for me. | wasn't bright and | wasn't unusual and | wasn't fey. | wasa
little geek with zitswho wanted al the pretty girls, and none of the pretty girls wanted me. Not because |
was fey. Because | was nothing specid. What | would have given then to befey...

So | did what al kids do who want to be specid. | ran away. Just like the kid last night, maybe. And |
ran with a couple of gangsin B-town, and | found that one way to be special wasto develop arep for a
smart mouth. | was extremely high one night in the Dancing Ferret and some ef woman wastalking too
loudly about short-lived humans and their habits. So | said, "Y ap, yap, yap. What a—" Well, you can
guesswhat | called her by what she turned meinto.

She stared at me at firdt. She obvioudy expected something more. Even elves forget sometimes about the
way magic ebbs and flowsin the Borderlands. Then she laughed, and everyone dse laughed, even the
Packies | had comewith. | turned and ran. Loped, maybe. | could see my handsand arms, and | felt my
body hurting and changing. | got my lifelong wish then. Even in Bordertown, | was no longer like anyone
dse

Therésamillion storiesin the big city, and... Nah.

Thethingis, Orient and | went through the samethings, even if we did them in reverse order, for different
reasons. The same past. We both knew too much about being outsiders. Maybe that's part of the reason
he became friends with me. Doesn't explain the rest of our friends, or maybe it does. Orient said | liked
playing dress-up better than most of our crowd, and that'strue so far asit goes. | likefeding alittleless
like something waiting for asiiver bullet and feding more like part of acommunity. But | could join any of
the thousands of little gangs that form the greater gangs of the Pack, the Rats, the Bloods. Or even one of
the independent gangs: Dragonfire, the Horn Dance, Commander X'sKids... | don't want it. Orient
forgets that he was the one who once suggested we pick aname for oursalves, and | was the onewho
vetoed it with achopping mation.

I'm not writing about it. | ought to. Somebody reading thisis going to wonder what the hell happened, so
I'll benice.

The early part of Friday night went pretty much like Orient told it. He was alittle more taken with the
White Lady, Linden, than | was. | thought she wastoo fond of playing trickswith her voice, and I've
seen df and human and halfie women who did more for me. | thought the redl talent in the Wild Hunt was
the drummer and the hyper-harpist and the halfie on efpipe. Big ded. The band's good and deservesits



fame.

| heard alittle more of the argument between the Elf-lander and the White Lady than Orient did. | hear a
lot better than | did before | was changed. And | know alittle more Elvish than Orient, so the argument
was clearer to me. The Elflander wanted Linden to come back with him, he wanted her to come back
now, it was important, and her life in Bordertown wasnt. I'll bet that redlly endeared him to her.

| can't add anything else up until the end. Orient went into the aley first, moving awkwardly with three
crates of empties. | knew something waswrong first. | smelled blood. I'm not as good as my rep; | didn't
know what kind of blood it was. | smelled alot of things, most of them alley things, and some of them
things that the Elflander did ashe died. | attributed thoseto the dley, too, &t first.

It was the stupid Faeriecloth coat that tipped me off. It caught the light from the back door. | wondered
why the stranger ditched it, then | grinned, thinking someone had swiped it from him to teach him alesson
about Soho. | was il grinning when | saw that he was till in his coat. | was il grinning when | saw
what had been done with him while hewasin his coat. | made agrunting sound and set down my load of
crates.

Orient turned. Then he saw what | waslooking at, and we both stared for alittle longer, then he went to
the side and threw up. | don't think he left that part out because he was ashamed. | think it wasn't
important to him.

The Elflander's coat wasin ribbons, like his skin, and the light made him dl shiny with efblood. | don't
know why | didn't vomit. Maybe dogs can vomit for emotiond reasons. The Elflander'slong white braid
had been stuffed into his mouth, and apart of my mind was saying that wasn't very origina while another
part stared in horror. His dueling toy was dtill in his hand.

Orient and | went into the back room without having to suggest it to each other. Neither of uswanted to
haveto look at the corpse. Orient leaned against a stack of whiskey kegs and brought up both handsto
push back hisblack, red-tipped hair. Or maybe just to massage histemples. He said, "Strider'sin
trouble.

| grunted.

"Can we cover it up?' That was phrased as a question more out of habit, | think, of being considerate of
me. He answered it himsdlf. "No way. Might get Dancer in trouble with the coppers, if wewait. Might
get Strider in more trouble. Shit." Helooked at me then, face pale and controlled. "I'll tell Dancer. It's her
dley, dterdl.”

| nodded. | was as happy to pass on the decision. Now | wish to god I'd sat down with Orient and
talked about what we saw, him babbling, me scribbling on something. Maybe he wouldn't be missing
now if we had.

Having read what Orient wrote, | can guess what thoughts were going through his head as we went to tell
Dancer. Strider did it. No, Strider'd meet the Elflander near the river or in abombed-out houseorina
deserted theater, and they'd fight until honor was satisfied or Strider was dead. That's how Strider thinks,
theamplegit.

Sai did it then, to protect Strider from the stranger who had cut her lover for fun. No, Sai wouldn't jump
someoneinthedley, and Sa wouldn't go after him until she knew Strider wasfine. Then sheld arrange
for the stranger to be without hislittle duding toy—have some friends surround him, or something. And
shed show him why she was SoHo's middleweight champion for a season and a half, until she decided
shewastoo pretty to stay aboxer. Sai wouldn't kill. Not like this, anyway.



That meant Goldy did it, because he was frustrated that he couldn't do anything else to show he cared for
Strider, because he felt that he should have stopped the stranger sooner somehow, because he stepped
outside to grab a bresth of fresh air and saw the Elflander waiting for Strider—And that didn't work
either, because Goldy's not like that, no more than the rest of usare. In fact, Goldy might take a certain
ddight in tossing the Elflander to the copsfor anight in the B-town jail. Wouldn't do that with alocd, but
with aFaerielordinaslly codt. ..

And that left Orient with one last suspect, his White Lady. He wouldn't like that, ‘cause he had a crazy
crush on Linden. But Orient's smart. Hed weigh the possibility, and it wouldn't work any better than any
of therest. Y ou don't carve up acrazy boyfriend. Y ou just wait patiently until he finds someone eseto
pester. No wonder Orient seemed so frustrated in hislast notes.

We stepped into the main room and Orient said, "The f that made trouble tonight..." | wasthe only one
who knew why he stopped, but everyone could tell something was wrong.

Va came over and put her arm around hisback. "What?' she said.
"He'sdead. Intheback aley. Hesall..." Orient winced. ... cut up.”
"Fuck," Goldy said. Goldy never swears.

Dancer and the Ticker went back to look while Orient tried to describe it to Goldy and Val. Hiswords
didn't do much totdl it, but histone did. | wasactudly glad | couldn't talk, myself.

"We cdl the cops," Dancer said when she came back.
"No," Goldy whispered, and | thought there was going to be worse trouble.

Dancer didn't hear, or maybe she's wise enough to know when to pretend she didn't. "V, go tell Strider
and Sai what happened. Tick-Tick will go tell the cops.” She glanced at the Ticker. "Better take the
avenues to the cop shop, ‘cause the short cuts might not be safe thistime of night. And I wouldn't be
surprised if you didn't even leave for another five minutes or so. Bikes can be so hard to Sart,
ometimes™

The Ticker amiled atiny bit, morein recognition than in humor. Goldy nodded, said, "Y es. That'sright.”

Dancer brewed a pot of coffee while we sat around, not really talking about anything important, people
saying thingslike "Good band,” and "Bastard deserved it," and "Fuckin' hell!" and no one bothering to
answer any of the things. Dancer poured coffeefor usal, and | realized that was another first. Not the
freebies, ‘cause Dancer can be so generous | sometimes wonder how she staysin business. But she
never worked behind the counter. Va usualy made decent coffee, and Goldy brewed great coffee.
Dancer'stasted like she was the one who taught Goldy, but even Orient's "good coffee" seemed

perfunctory.

Va cameback and said Sai and Strider weren't home. | didn't like that. Then Strider camein. | liked that
less. He was pocketing his key to the place and saying, "Anybody seen Sai?' He stopped, stared at us
garing a him. "What'd | say?" And when no one answered immediately, he added, "Hey, if my part's
crooked, I'm sorry, | lost my comb.” His hair, as usud, was a perfect white mane.

Goldy shook his head.

"That'sajoke," Strider said, moving toward the bar where we had gathered. Then he stopped and said
quietly, "Something happened to Sai."



"No, Strider,” Goldy said. "Not that we know of."

"It'sthat df,"” Dancer said. "He's dead back by the empties. Cut up bad, like someone hated him." That
was obvioudy awarning, not an accusation. "Tick-Tick's gone for the cops. | told her to. If | didn't,
they'd shut me down."

Strider's pale face went paer, which is sometrick. The new scar was like alightning flash on his cheek.
He sat on astool and whispered, "Oh, to sail asunlesssea” It took me aminute to realize that wasa
Faerie oath, and before | did, Strider sounded more like himsdlf. "It'sall right, Dancer.”

"| told her to sdl. Y ou could get out—"
He shook hishead. "And go where? Thisis Bordertown. I'm Strider. | don't want anything else.”

"Don't be abigger fool!" Goldy hit the table with theflat of his chocolate-brown hand, and our cups
danced.

Strider smiled dightly. "Hey, Goldy, don't give methat. Y ou know."

"Y eah, you bastard.” Goldy turned his back on usal. His broad shoulders shook, and no one spoke for
aminute or two.

"He'sdead,” Strider said, not quite asking.

"Yes" Orient said.

"Fine. Then | don't haveto see him." He glanced at Dancer. "Coffee, please?’

"Yeeh, sure" Shedid himacup.

"Goldy?" he asked, lifting the cup to hislips.

Goldy grunted, sounding like me, | suppose. He didn't turn around.

"Tdl Sai | love her. Tel her not to do anything stupid. And don't you do anything stupid, either.”
Goldy's bright head bobbed in anod.

"Got any poemsfor me, Wolfboy?"

| shook my head. | hadn't written anything in three weeks, but | knew 1'd write something soon.
"Y ou'reinnocent,” Orient said, and hisvoice was accusing and angry.

"Maybe"

Orient looked upward in exasperation. ™Y ou could say o, then."

Goldy said, "He doesn't haveto.”

"No," said Orient. "l guessnot.”

Tick-Tick came back with the cops soon after thet. | didn't recognize them as cops, not immediately.
Therésnot alot of law in B-town, and you dmost never seethe Silver Suitsin uniform in SoHo. Law
only comesin for important things, like an ugly killing that too many peoplewill hear of. The woman was
about Dancer's age. Her hair was a sun-bleached brown with flecks of white, combed straight back from



her forehead. Her skin was lighter than Goldy's and darker than Tick-Tick's. She wore aloose cotton
jacket cut from a pattern of tropic flowers, black dacks, and black loafers. Her eyes were hidden behind
Slver glasses, probably Night Peepers. She kept one hand in her dacks pocket, maybe 'cause there was
awegpon there, maybe 'cause it made her jacket hang better. The elf was|ess conspicuous, with his
white hair cut very closeto his skull and dressed in a sea-green suit.

"Name'sRico," the human said, not smiling. "My partner's Detective Linn. Anyone want to see a copper
card?' I've awayswondered about that name, ‘cause the only c-card | ever saw was brass.

"It'sdl right, Sunny," Dancer said, and Goldy snickered.

"Good," Rico replied, looking a Dancer. "Sorry you'rein this" Her head didn't move at all as she asked
Goldy, "Something anusng?'

"Yeah," hesaid. "Sunny.” Once we had atak about why cops were caled coppers. Goldy said that was
because you could buy them cheap.

"For my cheerful digpogtion,” Rico said. So far her face hadn't been any more expressive than her silver
glasses. "Think it'sfunny, Walter?' Goldy didn't answer. At another time, the whole exchange would have
been amusing, but it wasn't now. | think Rico agreed. She said, "Everyone stick around, okay? Y ou—"
she pointed at me. "—show me the body while Linn takes statements.”

| can't say that she did anything more significant than we did. Shelit the place with atorch spell, which
impressed me until | saw that it only made everything more obvious, and more ugly. Rico whistled alow
note as shelooked at the Elflander. She walked around and studied things, not touching anything. Then
she stood quietly, and | figured she was doing what | was doing: trying to imagineit.

When shewas ready to go, | stepped in front of her. | pointed at the body, pointed at the alley, and
shrugged. Rico's about my height, so shelooked Straight at mein that way they must teach at cop school
and sad, "Aren't | going to do something more? What do you want? | should take fingerprints? | should
try aspdll to sense what happened here?’

| nodded.

"Right. Look, Lobo—" | redlized it must have been the Ticker who told her my name."—even if we had
the murder weapon, we probably wouldn't sense anything more than rage, quick heartbeats, and ared
sck pleasure. And that last isaguess, so don't quote me. Asfor fingerprints, make melaugh. No murder
wegpon. In an dley, anything eseis circumstantia. The whole case would probably end right hereif it
wasn't for two things." She held the back of her hand toward me and lifted her index finger. ™Y our friend
made some crazy threatsin front of three hundred people.” She raised the next finger. "Someonekilled
TgorininYorl."

| tucked my chin dightly, showing her | didn't understand.

"I don't know either,” Rico admitted. "Not exactly. Some df kid who just inherited something important
in Faerie. Don't know why he came out here; maybe on vacation or something. But he wasrich and
important, and weve gotta get someone for his murder.”

| dmogt hit her.

"I don't likeit," Rico said. "Not at all. Dancer's told me about most of you, and | asked questions of your
friend at my office. Soundslikeyoure dl okay, for B-town kids. But facts are facts, Lobo. If we can find
who'sresponsible, everythingll befine. If we cant..." She shrugged and headed back into Danceland.



| stood there and thought about it, until she called back.
"C'mon, Lobo. | know you write. Linn'll want your statement too."

| just redlized one of the reasons Orient might have started writing this account. It'satestimony. | thought
it wasadiary, or what he said: he couldn't deep. Then | thought maybe he wanted to publish hisversion
of the story in one of the street papers, maybe try to sell abook to one of the World presses: | Ran with
a Bordertown Gang by "Orient." Y eah, sure. Orient's smarter than thet.

Conscioudy or subconscioudy, Orient was thinking about the same things Rico made me think about.
Questions are being asked, and the answers have to go along way. This Y orl was an Elflander, so
ther€lll be reports going to Faerie at least, and maybe to the World aswell. Which means, just maybe,
thisthing were writing is going to be read by people who don't know dick about B-town.

| went in and listened to the last couple of stories. The ef cop had a notebook, and he wrote everything
in. Strider claimed to have been waking around, just thinking. Goldy was moving around thefloor al the
time, he said, but the cops knew he could have ducked out for afew minuteswhile clamingtobeina
back room or on the balconies. They wrote down the names of the members of Wild Hunt, but didn't
seem too excited about getting anything from them. About the only time no one was watching them was
while Y orl wasdicing Strider, and Y orl was il aive when the band reassembled.

"What about Sai?" asked Rico.
" She went walking, too," said Goldy, not too happy.
Rico nodded. "It'sahouseful of greet dibis.”

| sat there, scribbling on some paper that Dancer lent me. | could have interrupted the statements, |
suppose, but | wanted to write out my theory infull. So | did, and it was short, only a paragraph like the
fallowing:

The killing was the work of a gang, three at least and probably more. | saw Yorl when he was
cutting Srider on the dance floor. Yorl was good, like he'd studied that dueling gadget for years.
He was too good to let himself be carved all over, even by Strider. And this work was done mostly
for the fun of the carvers. You saw that. The business with the braid. Even if Strider killed Yorl,
Srider wouldn't do that. Yorl had to have been surrounded, and as one kid distracted him,
another cut him. Some sickies probably heard talk about Strider and the Elflander and decided to
kill an outsider for fun, figuring Srider would get the blame. Everyone on Ho Street had to be
talking about what happened in Danceland.

"A gang,” Rico said, when shejoined me at atable.

| nodded.

"Y ou're the only one with this gang theory."

| nodded again and gestured for her to give me back the paper. When she did, | wrote something like:

Orient doesn't know much about knife fights. He didn't think about the cuts. Or about what it
means, doing that thing with the braid to a corpse. You blame him?

| think she smiled atiny bit, and that was worse than the absence of expression.

"No, | don't. Y ou want to pin this on the Bloods, the Pack, or the Rats?"



| snorted in disgust and wrote:

You think there's only a few gangs here ? There are hundreds. There are some really twisted
bunches that hide within the bigger gangs. They wear the colors of the Bloods or the Pack or the
Rats. They claim allegiance to the bigger gang and act like the rest of that gang is behind them.
Could be any of them.

That little smile came back. "Dancer and | ran with the Go-boyswhen | was your age. We were part of
the Pack. So, who do you favor?

That made me stop, not because of what | wanted to say, but because of thefact | waswriting thisfor a
cop. Then | wrote: You hear of an idiot named Fineagh Steel who styled himself the leader of the
Bloods? Fineagh built alittle army of &f morons—they may live longer than us, but they can comejust as
stupid—then jackbooted around Soho for all of aweek or two. Somekid took him out in adud. |
imagine afew of the bigger Blood gangs would've done something about him if the kid hadn't.

Rico nodded. "I hear he'sdead. | hear his gang's scattered. Y ou think this was the work of one of his
lieutenants maybe?'

| shrugged.

"Doesn't work, Lobo." Shetook off her glasses and grinned at me. Her eyes weren't any friendlier than
the glasses. "Why carve astrange df? If they were jealous of him, they'd rough him up and sted his
money, that's al. No need to get the cops down on everyone.”

| nodded, wishing | had someone better to point &t.

Rico folded up the page I'd written on and replaced her glasses. "Nice theory,” she said. "No evidence to
back it up." When she said that, it was like she'd kicked me, even though her voice sounded kind, for
her. "Sorry." Then she tore up my statement and handed me the shreds. | stared at it. She said, "If |
convinced anyone that Strider couldn't have doneit by himsdlf, wed just haveto lock up acouple of his
friends, t0o." She patted the back of my hand and left me Sitting at the table.

| decided not to tell anyone about it until 1 knew more. Maybe Orient would still be around if I'd showed
the pieces of my statement to him.

Rico and Linn left with Strider when avan and afew Silver Suits showed up. The Silver Suits poked
around and fingerprinted usdl and did some mysticd juju that obvioudy had as much effect as Rico
expected, but now their report would be nice and fat. When they were done, one of them said none of us
should disappear. Goldy laughed at that, but it's alittle ominous, now that Orient's gone. The Silver Suits
took away Y orl'sbody in ashiny black bag, and finadly, Dancer said, "To hedll withit. Good night,
everybody." And we al wandered out into the good night.

It's Sunday. Still no Orient. | woke, went away, heard someinteresting news, drank awhole lot of
coffee. Now | have to do something while | wait, so I'll keep abusing Orient's journdl.

| woke up around noon Saturday and didn't want to get out of bed. | lay there, thinking it wastimeto
change the sheets and wishing | lived with somebody and wondered if maybe Strider did it. Time does
that, lets you see things differently, sometimesin ways you wish it didn't. Whether he did or didnt, | like
Strider. But what do | know about him? What do | know about mysdlf? Maybe the killing was an
accident, and then Strider had to figure out how to cover it up. If you accept that, it's not too hard to
imagine him doing the rest, forcing himsalf to do something so atypica that no one would believe he had



killed Yorl. Under normal circumstances, al he would need was a reasonable amount of doubt in the
Situation and charges would probably be dropped. He may never have known that held killed someone
asimportant as Tgorinin Yorl.

Or maybe he knew exactly who he'd killed. What was Strider in the Elflands, before he was Strider?

The day was cooler than the day before, but that doesn't bother me. | found my other jeansand a
corduroy jacket and decided not to bother with shoes. There's enough broken glassin B-town that that
isn't the smartest thing to do, | suppose, but it makes people think I'm tough. Thefactis| tended to run
from trouble before | was changed. Now that I'm stronger and more perceptive, | run even faster.

| went to Sai's. She makes great huevos rancheros without the least provocation. And if shedidn't fed
like cooking for astray, she might need some company.

She had company. Tick-Tick wasthere, stting alittle siffly on a purple beanbag, maybe aware that it
clashed with the red lesther outfit that she wore. Sai wore afaded man's undershirt and cut-offs. Under
her black bangs, her eyeswere amost asred as Tick-Tick's leather. | made alittle circular motion with
my hand, and Sai smiled atiny bit, saying, "Hi, Wolf boy. Cmon in. The Ticker toasted bagels, but I'm
not too hungry.”

| suppose | should mention that Sai was amost dways hungry, but you probably get theideathat Friday
night's events had everyone acting out of character.

Tick-Tick said, "Rico and her faithful €vin companion cameby earlier.”
| nodded and stuffed abagel in my face.

"They didn't have anything useful to say,” she said, and shrugged. "We didn't have anything useful to tell
them.”

"Shesad | could vidt Strider," Sal said. "Y ou want to come, too?"

| grabbed two bagels and followed. Sai took her bike, abeautiful blue thing that she called the Bat-cycle
for some reason. | hopped into Orient'susua place in Tick-Tick's Sidecar, which made me wonder
where hewas. | pointed at the seat and frowned, and the Ticker said, "I haven't seen him around. We
were supposed to meet. We can swing by his place after seeing Strider.”

The B-town Jail isn't particularly better or worse than most jails, | imagine, but | wouldn't want to Stay
there. Rico had |eft anote at the front desk, so we didn't have any trouble getting in. | wasn't too crazy
about the man at the front desk, who shook his head as he looked at me and said, ™Y ou kids are getting
weirder every year."

A couple of Silver Suitswalked Strider into the waiting room and leaned up againgt thewall asif they
were bored enough to deep. One was bored by each door, and they both had three-foot sting-rods
dangling from srgps around their right wrists,

"Niceplace" Tick-Tick said.
"Y ou should try their breskfagt,” Strider answered.
"Youresuch anasshole” Sal said.

"I'm glad to see you, too, love."



They kissed, and the Ticker and | tried to pretend we were as bored as the guards.
"Weé're getting you out of here,” Sai said quietly.

"No whispering,” one guard caled. "Besides, you arent.”

"Hée'sinnocent!" Sai sad.

"You're confessng?"' the guard asked. Before Sai could say anything more, he said, "L ook, kids. Behave
yoursalves, and we won't bug you."

"Yeah," Strider said, seconding the guard's advice.

"Okay," Sai said. "Okay. But | don't likethis, Strider. | want you out of here.”

"No chancefor bail,"” Strider said. "'l just hope | don't lose my tan.”

"Don't beapain,” Tick-Tick said. "You just make it worse for Sai when you act like that.”
Sal quickly shook her head. "No. | understand.”

"Hey," Strider said softly, and he stroked her chin with hisforefinger. "1'm okay. Maybe I'll get alot of
reading done."

"Rico said the chargeisMurder One," Sai said. "I don't want you to get that much reading done.”

Tick-Tick'selvin featureswere very grim as she said, Y ou won't get any reading doneif they opt for a
memory-wipe, Strider. Not until you learn how again. And if they pick desth—"

Strider turned away suddenly. "Trid's weeks away. 'Sides, they'll do what they'll do, okay? Y ou guys
better leave now."

"No," the Ticker said.
"I can go back to my cdll anytime," Strider said.

"Y ou certainly could," the Ticker admitted. "That won't help you, and it won't help Sal. Isthat what you
want?'

"] want out," Strider said.

The Ticker nodded. "1 know. We have to find who did it. The cops need someone to hang for this one.
Maybeliterdly."

Strider glanced at Sai. Shelooked at her 1ap, and | suddenly knew why Strider was being so stupid. |
suspected it earlier, but | knew it then. He thought Sai did it. He was too stupid to redlize that if she had
and he'd been arrested, she would've confessed immediately. | wondered if she'd aready considered
confessing anyway, just to save Strider. | decided to ask Tick-Tick or Orient later. No point in giving Sai
theidea

| pulled out a sheet of scrap paper and wrote out something like what 1'd written for Rico about my
theory, then added: Problemis, we don't have anyone likely. Any ideas?

One of the guards read it before |etting Strider have it. Strider read it and his eyes flicked wide from their
usua squint. ™Y ou sure about this, Wolfboy?!



| held my handswide, like: Who'sever sure! Then | nodded.
Sai and Tick-Tick read the note together. Tick-Tick said, "Y ou should've said something—Oops.”

| waved downward to show I'd let that pass, then grabbed the note back and scribbled: Rico didn't like
it. Where's a suspect? Who'd want to carve a stranger, even one as bad as Yor|?

"Wharf Rats, perhaps,” Tick-Tick mused. "A chance for fun, and a chance to blame someone dse.”
"Not dl the Rats are like that," Sai said. Her brother's aRet.

"It only takesthree or four likethat," Tick-Tick said.

"Therewerefive Ratsin Danceland last night,” Strider said, and we al got very quiet.

"Isit my turnto cal you anidiot?" Tick-Tick asked.

"No," Strider said. "Hers." He pointed at Sai.

"Il saveit for later," Sai said. "What about these Rats?'

"They had atable up on the left balcony. Near the worn-en's room. | was watching them before Y orl
decided | was afencing dummy.”

| lifted my hand. Tick-Tick glanced & me, then told Strider and Sai, "After you two left, Lobofilledinon
thefloor."

"Did you seethe Rats?" Strider asked, surprisingly hopeful for Strider. "One was alittle brown-haired
guy with tiny round glasses. Wirerims. The rest were, well, Rats.”

Rats aren't usudly digtinctive as anything more than Rats. Sai's brother isanice guy, but hesaRiver
addict like most of them, and he dresses poorly and smellsalittle funny... | didn't think about any of that.
| just shook my head.

"Y ou went by that corner,” Tick-Tick said to me, ‘cause she likesthings very clear. "After Strider and
Y orl fought. And the Rats weren't there.”" | nodded. I'd remember Rats. The Ticker added, "Wasthis
when you and Goldy first made the rounds?' | nodded again. Tick-Tick smiled. "Rico might like your
theory alittle better, now."

"Yeah," said Strider without any emotion a al. "Some Ratsdid it. Shell lovethat.”
"Stll...." Tick-Tick sad.

"Well find them," Sai announced.

Strider nodded, not particularly hopeful, and said to Sai, "I thought..."

"I know," she said, and the Ticker and | looked away again. We taked for another couple of minutes
about nothing particularly promising. When it wastimeto go, | gave Strider apoem | wrote late the night
before. It was a stupid thing about owls flying over dark forests, but heread it and said, "Nice. I'll put it
onmy wadl."

His own damnwall. That waswhen | could've cried.

Tick-Tick watched me give him the poem, then suddenly began patting her pockets. She came up with



the new Stick Wizard and passed it on, saying, "From Orient and me."
Sai looked sad. "I didn't bring you anything.”

"Yes, you did," he said, and kissed her lightly on the lips. Then his mouth quavered afraction, and he
turned and said to the guards, "L et'sgo."

Sai watched him leave, then said, "Where to?'

"Orient," Tick-Tick announced.

"He can find aRat with round glasses?’

"I don't know," the Ticker admitted. "But it'sworth atry.”

And it would have been, if we could have found Orient. We went to hisflat, then to Danceland, where
wetold Goldy and Dancer and Va what we'd learned. None of them had seen Orient. Va was annoyed
because held promised to buy her lunch at Taco Hell. So we went back to Orient's apartment. The
Ticker had aspare key, so we went in and bitched about him being out of anything worth drinking. Then
Sai saw hisdiary open on the kitchen table.

"You shouldn't read that," Tick-Tick said.
"It'sabout last night,” Sai replied.

"Ah," Tick-Tick said, and sheread over Sai'sleft shoulder while | read over Sai'sright. Tick-Tick
finished first. She moved away and said, "Why didn't he come get me?"

"Hedidn't want to wake you," Sai said hesitantly: "Maybe he didn't want to wake me.”

Tick-Tick didn't answer. She looked out the window, then said, "1'm spreading the word. I'll tell Horn
Dance, I'll tell Scully, I'll tell Commander X's Kids. Somebody must have seen him somewhere.”

"I'll gotoo," Sai sad.
"Someone should wait here, in case hereturns.”

They both stared a me until | volunteered with anod. | reread Orient's entry, then began my own. No
Orient. | woke up this morning on his rug—which needs to be swept or beaten. Goldy came by with a
turkey sandwich and aquart of orange juice. He brought coffee beans. (I write that hoping Orient will
read thisand suffer alittle for troubling hisfriends.) Goldy made abig pot of coffee and told me that the
gangs areturning B-town insde out. Everyonewas cdling in favors. Sai has her brother's friends cruising
the wharfs. Goldy talked to afew Pack leaders who hope hell join their gangs someday. Tick-Tick
spread the word among the Bloods; what with the oneswho like her and the ones who admire Strider,
ther€ll bealot of evesin red leather cruising B-town. She even made arun up the Tooth to speak with
Scully and some of the Hill kids, Dancer and Va went to talk with Farrel Din and other old-timers.
Goldy saysthe Streetsare dive. Well find Orient and wélll find the Rats who were in Danceland Friday
night, and maybe well even find who killed the Elflander. Sometimes I'm rather proud of this stupid town.

Reading Wolfboy's entry, | dmost felt asif | was dead. Arethere ghosts? If they walk, do they suffer
from the guilty looking-over-someonée's-shoulder feding that | got from Wolfboy's introduction?

Theresalot of comfort, for me, in reading his account of what happened. The knowledge that Wolfboy



and the Ticker were at work on the other end of the puzzle and that we eventualy met in the middle—it
puts everything in context. | wasn't aone, | wasn't isolated; | was helping to solvethe larger problemin
my own inimitable nitwitted fashion. But that's not what it felt like in that room.

Assoon asl'd written, "Carame, where are you now?" | felt the pull. It'snot asif it gridsitsalf out nicely
in my head: hereés dl the compass points marked with little red | etters, and here's the dotted line drawn
over the street map with the big star at the end marked ™Y ouwin!" I'm afinder, not a cartographer.

"Pull" isthe best description | have for it. When I'm trying to find something, whether it's running water or
someone's glasses, | can fed it drawing metoward it asif | was on the end of astring. The string,
unfortunately, can go sraight through furniture, buildings, or adozen feet of solid earth, whichismore
than can be said for me. | al'so don't know where the thing isuntil I've found it, which iswhy you can't
walk acrosstown, knock on my door, say, "Orient, I've lost my pink socks," and expect metotell you
they're on the floor of your closet. But if you ask meto find them for you, I'll fed the pull, and if | follow
it, I'll beled eventually to your place, your closet, and your socks. Payment in advance, please.

So Caramd fdt like Thataway, and | 1€ft the journa and the feather behind and followed my fedlings.

| dodged around alot. The way led through Soho, where falen buildings or contumacious gangs will
sometimes block off streets or even whole neighborhoods. There are dso afew gangs who wouldn't
dream of keeping strangers out—the local economy would collapseif they did. | triangulated around
anything | couldn't walk through, and ended up near theriver.

Caramd wasin what remained of awarehouse-loft afew blocks from the wharf. It had been brownstone
once, with afrosting of terra-cotta details: garlands and vases and things, and €l aborate moldings around
the windows. Some of the terra-cotta remained, though much was either scavenged or broken. The
whole building had been painted by the smple expedient of getting on the roof and pouring cans of paint
down the walls. No one had thought to mask the windows, apparently.

| could hear harsh-voiced bellsfrom adistant boat. | smelled fish, machine oil, and the sweet-and-musty
odor of the Mad River. An orange cat did from awindowsll and into hiding as | watched. Nothing ese
moved. It wastoo late in the morning for the fish markets, and too early for anyone dseinthis
neighborhood. Hell, it wastoo early for me. | was hungry, and raw al over from lack of deep. | felt asif
I'd left my eyebalsin talcum powder overnight. My finding talent, which doesn't turn off and fades only
dowly, had begun to fed like arhythmic yanking, mostly at my back teeth. And, of course, | was solidly
inthe middle of Wharf Rat territory. My day was made.

| circled the building once, just to make sure Caramel wasin it and not in something past it. The
possibility that sheld done the murder had crossed my mind. It must have been on itsway to someplace
else, because it didn't stay long. But it made me nervousto find her in Rat City. It reminded me of that
bottle of river water I'd taken from her. The water of the Big Bloody can, among other things, produce
multiple personditiesin ahuman being, al with aremarkable talent for disguise. Many of the Retsare
raving psychoticsin lamb sits.

If shedidn't kill the Elflander—which, nervous or not, | was betting—then the evidence pointed to her as
awitness. If | could get her out of hiding and convince her to talk. .. well. | was counting on her clearing
Strider. But if she convicted him instead, then that wasright, it was justice, and I'd see it done and get the
hell out of town because | wouldn't be able to stand the sight of the place anymore.

There was no security on the front door, of course. | followed my talent up the airs, through ahall
whose walls might have been held up by the binding action of the spray paint on them. Thenin
midhallway | stopped, and stepped back into an alcove where aradiator had once stood.



The Ticker would have had my skin, | redlized, long before that. She'stried for yearsto ingtill a sense of
sdf-preservation in me, and after dl her work, it's only rudimentary. In this case, for ingtance, it kicked in
much too late.

Sin Number One: I'd arrived unarmed, unprovisioned, and unaccompanied. | could just hear her. Orient,
my dear boy, we have a body count aready. Thisis Condition Red. | don't careif you're only going
downthe hall totake a leak...

Sin Number Two: Having aready committed number one, I'd compounded it by waking into astrange
building in hodtile territory without noticing what was, literdly, right under my nose.

Therearealot of waysfor an inhabited building to smell. Infants. Boiled cabbage. Sex. Disinfectants.
Lamb chops. Perfume. Wood stoves. | haven't got the Wolf's nose, but | didn't need it. Thisbuilding was
lived in by agroup of people with nasty persond habits. Drinking river water gives human sweat and
urine a characterigtic odor, and that odor haunted the halls and clanked its chainsat me. Oh, | knew
those chains.

| stood in the acove cussing mysdlf out for maybe three-quarters of aminute. Then | continued down the
hall. What else could | do? If they had asentry hidden, 1'd dready been seen, and thered be someone
waiting for me on the airs. If there wasn't asentry, | had nothing to worry about anyway.

There were only two doorsin the hall, and one of those was arusty diding onefor an old dumbwaiter
system. My trail led through the wall between them. | put my ear to the clammy plaster and heard voices,
but none of them was Caramd.

| heard asound behind me and turned. | wasjust in time to see that the rusty dumbwaiter door hid anice
renovated quiet lift mechanism, and that the woman stepping out of it had atireiron. Her first swing
caught the wrist of the arm I'd blocked with. Her second landed where the first had been meant to: the
sdeof my head. Lightning flash. And nothing.

Coming back was dow, and | suspect intermittent. That last is hard to be sure of, since | wasn't ardliable
observer through much of it. But I know when | woke up more or lessin earnest.

| didn't know wherel was. | don't mean | didn't recognize it—I'm talking about with my eyes ill closed.
| couldn't find north. | couldn't find anything.

It was like waking up to discover you're lying on the celling. A scream worked itsway into my throat and
stuck there.

| don't know if it wasthe vertigo or the blow to the head—I haven't had alot of experience with being
knocked out—but stage two involved being violently sick. | got myself propped up on my elbows
afterward, in the process discovering the grinding pain in my wrist. | was cold and swesating and
trembling, and | wanted to wash my mouth out with something. | lifted my heed, very carefully, and saw
what the Welcome Wagon had |eft.

A big glassjar of water. Inred.

A little despairing noise got out of my mouth before | could stop it, and | rolled over and covered my
eyeswith my good arm. Welcome back, Orient.

| heard adoor open; then someone kicked my foot solidly. Thelittle sslsmograph recently ingtalled in my
skull went to the top end of its scale. When | dared open my eyes, | found abrown-haired manin
wire-rimmed glasses bending over me. He smiled kindly when he saw | was conscious. All histeeth were



bad.
"Helo. Areyou feding better now?"
| felt much worse. He had the gentle voice and sweet manner that | associate with genuine maniacs.

"Good. Y ou know," he said with abirdlike turn of hishead, "if you meant to ridein like The Borderland
Kid and rescue your little friend, you didn't do avery good job."

His eyes went quickly to the other side of the room, and | got my head up enough to look there. Caramel
was stting hunched in the corner staring mournfully from under her touded brown hair. Big miserable
brown eyes. | lowered my head. "Thank you. | know," | said. | felt very much like hell.

He smiled meditatively down a me, massaging hisfingers. "Well, you'll have to stay here now. Shell pull
her weight just fine, once she gets used to things—" and he grinned at the jar of river water next to me.
"Y ou—well find aplace for you too, I'm sure. Make yoursalf comfortable.” He nodded and | eft the
room. The bolt did home.

| heard Caramel scramble acrossthe floor to me. "Are you—" she began in awhisper. "Oh, shit, of
courseyou're not okay. Can | do anything to help?'

"No. Thanks." | wasn't whispering to keep them from hearing us. | was whispering to keep me from
hearing us.

A moment later shelifted my head, very carefully, and put something soft under it. "My jacket,” she
explaned.

The cloth smdlled like sogp and clean cotton. And I'd thought she lived in abuilding like this?

"When they brought youin... | thought you were dead. Ther€'s blood on your face." She paused, men
sad, "l know you shouldn't drink this stuff, but isit safeto wash in?"

"Y eah. Better wash it now, though, before we get desperate.”
"Degperate?’

"Before long we're going to be very thirsty. That'swhy it'sthere.”
"Should we throw it out, then?"

"They'll bring usmore."

She didn't answer that. After amoment | felt damp cloth against my cheek and smelled the water. |
opened my eyesfindly.

She looked older than she had last night. That's not quite true; she still looked sixteen. It was just an older
sixteen. Ah, Bordertown, with itslittle rites of passage.

"Y ou haveaconcusson, | think," shesaid.
"How do you—"
"Y our right pupil looksalittle bigger than the left. What are you doing here?’

That last sentence sounded yanked out of her. | smiled, sort of. 1 told you I'd find you if | needed you.”



"How?'

| told her about my talent. It was alittle perfunctory, since felt out of breath the wholetime. But when |
finished, her eyes were round and wondering.

"That'smarveloud"
"Not aways," | said.

She was sartled. Then she looked down and seemed very intent on wringing out her scarf. "l guessthisis
one of thosetimes."

"No!" | reached toward her with my right hand. She was on my left Sde so it didn't quite makeit. "That's
not what | meant.”

| now know what a searching look is; she fastened one on me. "You'reanice guy," shesad, asif it was
not acompliment but asimple observation of fact.

My conscious mind was beginning to go out with thetide. "Not aways," | repeated, and went off into the
dark again.

Waking up was much smpler the second time. | shifted position in my deep, and my left wrigt hit the
floor. I made some noises, some of them profane. | had the good sense to raise my head to look at it,
rather than raising the arm. My wrist was plum-colored where the tire iron had connected, and
impressively swollen. "Should splint it,” | muttered to myself.

"Working onit," Caramd said. She sat down next to me and held up two pieces of wood. "Dividersfrom
the desk drawers," she said cheerfully.

Neither of usredly knew how to apply asplint, but I helped by lying still and gritting my teeth. When she
was done, | felt like asedl with awooden flipper, but the joint wasimmobile.

| hadn't known there was a desk in the room until then. | got my right elbow under me and checked out
thecdl.

It had been someoné'slibrary once, high-cellinged, with tall windows and decorative plaster friezes at the
tops of thewadls. Most of thewall werefitted with built-in shelves, dl of them empty now. Therewere
water stains on the plaster from leaksin the roof. One window had been in-expertly bricked up,
probably right after the Change. The other window was barred, and the light came dimly through alayer
of pea-green paint. There was afireplace between two tiers of shelves, closed up with a sheet of
plywood wedged into the opening. The floor must have been handsome once, but damp and neglect had
westhered the planks gray. A heap of what looked like bedding occupied one corner, and the
aforementioned desk, one drawer missing, stood in another.

"All the comforts of home," | muttered. Caramel didn't answer.
"Areyou okay?' | asked.

Shesnorted. "Yeah."

"They... didn't hurt you, did they?'

She shook her head, then redlized what | wasredlly trying to say. "No. A couple of them thought about
it, but | talked them out of it."



"Y ou talked them out of it?"'
Shegrinned. "Thisiskind of embarrassng.”
"I won't laugh. I'm not sure | can.”

"WEell, | told them something from an old story | heard once. | told them | wasfey, and that everybody in
my family turned into tigerswhen they lost their virginity, and ate their lovers. And that | was till avirgin.”

| had to laugh after dl. "That'sredly dumb.”

"I know." Shewas laughing, too. "But they weredl pretty high. | don't think they'd have swallowed it
otherwise." She folded her knees up under her chin. "I hadn't been in here long before they brought you
in

"Did they bring you here?"

She shook her head. "I followed them from Danceland. | managed to get myself locked in the garage
downgtairs. That's where they found me."

"Y ou shouldn't have followed them.”
Carame fdl slent for alittle, then said, "They killed that guy.”
That was hard to reply to. So | didn't.

" think they werewaiting for him. | saw him turn the corner into the aley, walking with one of them, and
when | got to the corner, the rest were there. The guy with the glasses held out something in his hand and
sad, 'Looking for this? and the éf went for his sword thing. Then they closed in on him and started
gticking him, and. .. and cut off hisbraid. And..." She covered her face with both hands. | thought she
wouldn't go on, but she said, "The one with the glasses said something about theriver, that it wasthe
blood of Elfland. And that if it was good, what would the blood of an df belike?"

Then she stopped. | was glad of it.

| wanted desperately to know where Wolfboy and Tick-Tick were. Wanting should have been enough to
give me a bearing on them. Nothing happened.

Thejar of river water was beginning to stick in my thoughts. I wondered how Caramd wasfeding. My
mouth was dry and till sour-tasting, and my throat scratched alittle. When had | last drunk something?
At Danceland? I'd had coffee and beer there, both good for drying you out eventualy.

"Why did you follow them here?" | asked Carame.
"What was | supposed to do, go home and stick my head under the pillow?" she snapped.
"l would have."

She looked at me for along moment. "Would you have? When they started splitting up to leave, and you
knew you were the only person who could find out where they were going?' Shelooked like an
empty-handed person who wanted something to throw. Then her eyes got wide and alittle bleak and she
turned back to me. "Y ou could have doneiit, couldn't you?"'



"Y ou could have tracked them down. Y ou could have found them.”

"No. Not unless I'd seen them. Otherwise | wouldn't know who | waslooking for, and | couldn't do it.”
"Redly?"

"Redlly."

She rubbed her face and swept her hair back. She had avery high forehead. "Wdll," she said, "Well.
Likel say, they split up when they left, to cover their tracks, | guess. The guy with glasses had abike,
and he drove off on that. But before heleft | saw him put whatever it was he held out to the éf in his
saddlebag. So | followed one of the ones who were on foot, and got here. | snuck into the garage, to find
that thing. It seemed important, and | was afraid that if | didn't takeit, the glasses guy would get rid of it
before anyone could get back here. And | found it, and hid it—and then they caught me."

"But you said you hadn't been herelong before they brought mein."
Caramd looked rueful. "1t took me along timeto get up the nerve to breek into the garage.”

That made me laugh alittle, which made her do the same. "So what wasit?' | said. "Thethinginthe
saddlebag.”

She nodded and began to unlace one of her sneakers. That puzzled me, until she pulled it off and shook
something out into her hand. "I don't think he knowsit'sgone yet," she said, and held it out to me.

| didn't take it from her. It was temporarily beyond me to raise my hand and reach for it. Such an
unassuming little object, however vauableit might be...

It wasaring of df-dlver set with asapphire. My teeth chattered.
"Hideit again," | said, when | could. "It'simportant.”

Linden was never offstage long enough to have doneit. No, we knew who'd done it—Glasses and
Friends. But if the deed had been bought... ? Oh, | wanted something cold to drink, and | wanted anice
herba cig withit, and | wanted to bang my head against thewall until al my problemswent away. | had a
witness, and amissing puzzle piece, and no way in the World or el sewherethat | could deliver either of
them.

The pea-green light grew steadily weaker. | crawled across the room and propped mysdlf against awall.
Caramel took anap, curled up on the heap of bedding. | looked at the jar of river water. | tried to
remember every band I'd ever seen play. | counted the number of times 1'd seen Tick-Tick blow
something up. | looked at the jar of river water. Caramel shifted position. | looked at the jar of ...

The door lock made noise, and | tapped Caramdl's ankle to wake her up. Glasses came in with a
flashlight and blazed it at us. None of the kindly light of a Faerie lamp here. | doubted there had ever
been magic in this room, beyond the twisted magic that the river worked on humans.

| couldn't see himin the glare, until he turned the beam on the jar of water.

He made a clucking noise. "Maybe | should leave you some crackers," he said. He turned the flashlight
back on us. "It's not so bad, you know. They'll tell you out there that it's dangerous, but they aways say
that. That'swisdom in that jar, strength, inspiration. They don't want you to be smart or strong or grest.
They want to step on you. That'swhy they're afraid.”



| blinked and shook my head, and the light came closer.

"Redly?" his sweet voice came out of the flashlight beam. "I'm stronger than you, right now. And you're
afrad of me, aren't you?'

| could see him, findly; he squatted companionably next to me. Hetook my chinin hisfingers. Then he
drew his hand back and dapped me casudly. A lot of little bellsrang in my heed, and | did further down
thewdl|.

"Leavehim done" said Caramd, in asurprisngly steady voice.

Helooked at me, then toward her, asif considering the merits of her suggestion. Then he got to hisfeet.
"All right, dear, | can do that for alittle while. But you can help, you know. Just get him to drink up, and
all the unhappy times are over, okay?' He amiled at her, and went out the door.

"D'you think you could knock him out the next time he comesin?' | said thinly.

"Hmm." A moment of slence. "l could hit himwith adesk drawer. .. No, | don't think | could hit him
hard enough. I'm not very big."

True, shewasn't. | sat in the dark and remembered what she looked like. Once, in the World, they
would have called her dfin. That was before they discovered that the elveswere alot bigger than they'd
made them out to be.

| wanted something to goddamn drink.
"Y ou want to deep?’ she asked.
"No. | want to talk. What's Bellinbroke like?"

She chuckled alittle. Have you ever noticed how much laughter can sound like crying? Bubbles of air
coming out, and alittleinhalation at the end like asniff?"I'll get homesick, and it'll serve you right.”

But she told me about her father, who taught at the university; and about her mother, private and
self-possessed asaferd cat, who left her husband for one of hisyounger colleagues. Caramel told me
how her father seemed to forget that his daughter existed, except when she forced him to remember.
There are alot of waysto get your father's attention forcibly, most of them unpleasant. Caramel had
worked her way through, she figured, about haf of them before she redlized that the effect was never
permanent. So she ran away to the Borderlands.

"What about you?' she said at lagt.
llMé.)l
"Y eah, you. Comeon, | told you mine."

So | told her, which isameasure of how out of touch I'd become. Therewas aterrible painin my head
that made al of my thoughts rattle around loose, | didn't know where anything was, and | wasso dry |
was afraid I'd crack if | moved. No, let's be honest. | wastoo far gone for witty descriptions. Drink the
damn water, | told myself. Drink it now, get out of here, and you can kick it later. | wasn't so
fuzzy-minded that | couldn't spot the two basic errorsin that sentence.

| told Caramel dmost dl of it. | told her about the stupid olives, | told her about my mother watching me
out of the corner of her eye when she thought | didn't see. Believe me, you can live with getting beat up in



the parking lot at school dances. Y ou can put up with opening your locker and finding adead cat init.

Y ou can even bear it when the next-door neighbor, usualy distant but kind, gets drunk on night and tries
to run you down with his car. But when you redlize that your mother never touches you except when she
hasto...

| think | was semiconscious some of thetime. | discovered that Caramel was holding my hand at one
point, and couldn't remember when sheld firg takenit.

| didn't tell her about my early lifein Bordentown. | told her | did some pretty despicable things, and left
it at that. Safe enough, since | know I've forgotten many of them. Theriver will do that. It does make you
fed strong and smart, but only becauseit takes away al the things you've ever measured strength and
smarts by. Everything, even your own well-being, is set at adistance and devalued. Y ou can do the most
gppaling things and forget them amoment |ater, because they smply aren't Sgnificant. And then even the
river beginsto dip away and forsake you, and you need more and more of it to make you strong and
smart, to make you forget your freakish talent that'sthe real cause of your fall, not the river, not your own
asshole self-pity. That much | remember.

And | remember not being alowed to deep, being suck under cold running water until | was awake
enough to scream and claw, being made to walk, walk, walk with afierce voice aternately cursng me
and burdting into tears.

If wedidn't get out of there soon, | would drink that water, | would take my faithless mistress back. In
the dark of that room where magic never came, | was certain that this time no one would be there to
make sure | kept waking.

| should have told her about some of the good things. | didn't. | fell adeep.

When | woke up, it was still dark. Caramel had her head on my knee, probably napping again. My mind
wasfull of the exquigite clarity that is often the leading edge of hdlucination. My mouth felt glued shuit.

| thought, reveling in the ability to do so. Escape. Not for me; | wouldn't get ablock away inthis
condition, even if every Rat in the building went to Faerie on holiday. For Caramel. Camilla. Attendant at
asacrifice. In hiding behind Danceland, watching five Rats et the blood out of afairy tale, for the greater
glory of whatever they worshiped. I'd taken away her name, but the destiny seemed to have stuck. Well,
she wouldn't have to attend mine.

The door was no good—solid, locked, raving lunatics on the other sSide of it anyway. Neither of uswas
strong enough to get the bars out of the window. The floor was old, but in good shape—Glasses had
crossed the room with nary a creak. The ceiling was dso solid, and fifteen feet away. How to get one
small girl out of atop-floor room...

Thefireplace. Oh, god, thefireplace.

| shook Caramel awake and pried my lips gpart. To her eterna credit, she woke up fast and without a
fuss.

"Go seeif you can get the plywood out of the fireplace opening,” | whispered. Even that made mefed as
if I'd been breathing thumbtacks. "If you can't do it without making aracket, come back here and tell
rre.ll

| waited alonein the dark while she made scrabbling noises at the other end of the room. "Cant,” she
sadfindly in my ear. "Not without anoise."



"Help meover there.”

| worked on one end, with my one good hand, and she worked on the other. | fet al my fingernails
break and bleed, and kept clawing away. Findly | got desperate enough to give the bottom of the
plywood akick. With a scraping sound that nearly made me swallow my tongue, it tilted. We grabbed
the now-grabbabl e top edge and pulled the board free.

Maybe they were adeep. Nobody camein. | stuck my head into the fireplace opening, trying not to think
of dl the thingsthat might accumulate in adisused fireplace. Far above me | saw a square of dark blue
shot with stars. The flue had rusted and fallen out, dong with an ominous ot of crumbling firebrick. Still, if
| hadn't been so dehydrated, | would have cried.

"Takealook," | whispered. "Can you get up that?"
Shebrushed by me; | felt her hair against my face. "1 think so."

"Careful. Therelll beloose brick. Watch out for aguard on the roof." It was staccato and disconnected,
but | knew | couldn't keep talking for long.

"Wheredo | gofor help?'
| shook my head, which, of course, she couldn't seein the dark.
She grabbed the front of my shirt and hissed, "Where? Come on!"

| didn't know where. | didn't know where anything was. Or anybody. People might be at Danceland;
more likely it was closed. She could try a dozen different places and not find anybody. | couldn't find
anybody. Ddlirium was setting in.

"Please!" | could hear her crying. "1 don't know peoplein Bordertown, and by thetime | get help, it could
betoo late for you. Where can | find help?'

And it came, like a couple of notesfrom afamiliar song, just enough to recognizeit by. Thataway.

Not enough. What the hell wasit? Wherewas north? | fdlt for it and called for it, until the dark in front of
me was shot with colored sparks. That was north. There.

Still not enough. Thistimel couldn't just follow until | got there. | had to figure it out from here,

| found them dl, in the midst of pain and madness—Danceland, Tick-Tick's place, Wolfboy's. They were
all too far south to be the trace I'd gotten when Caramel asked meto find help. Then | tried my place. It
matched.

| told her. She sobbed, and kissed me on the mouth, and lowered me gently to the floor. Then she
scrambled around me and went to work.

| reconstructed it later, with no small quantity of admiration. She piled the bedding up to look asif she
wasinit, al except acouple of pillows. Those she put in the bottom of the fireplace, so any loose brick
that she did odged would make no sound when they hit. Then she leaned over me again.

"Can you get the plywood back up once I'm in?* She had ahand on my face, so | could nod in answer.
"Okay. Hold thefort, Orient.”

| heard her at first in the chimney, until | fought the plywood back into place. | think anyone who was
looking for something amisswould find it—but that was my job, to keep anyone from looking. Just long



enough for Carame to get away.
| dragged mysdf away from the fireplace and let go of consciousnessfor awhile.

| have large, merciful gapsin my memory where the rest of it should go. | remember waking up to find
the window an oblong of gray-green in the shadowed room, and discovering that 1'd dragged mysalf
most of the way to the water jar. Ingtinct isawonderful thing.

| remember Glasses coming in, casting acursory glance toward the pile of inhabited-looking blankets,
and giving me the benefit of his conversation for afew minutes. He drank some out of thejar. | could
hear him swallowing, seeing histhroat working. A little of it trickled down his chin and shone there, until
he saw me staring at it. He wiped it away very dowly. | tried not to cry until the door closed behind him.

Many gray intervas later, something boomed, not far away. The second time it happened, | identified it
asan explosion. It happened athird time.

These, | knew, were significant. | decided to stay awake, on the off chance that I'd remember why.

The gunshot brought me fully conscious, though. It came from the next room. Then the door burst
inward, and Glasses stood in the opening, eyeswild. He had a sawed-off shotgun, and he was leveling it
at me. The whole scene seemed remarkably clear, and | had time to wonder why, after years of
haphazard observation, | should suddenly be able to count the hairs on the backs of my murderer's
hands.

| thought the roaring noise was the sound of the shotgun, and me dying. But some of Glasses chest blew
into the room, and so did he. A second later the Ticker came through the door, al scarlet leather and
bared teeth, an immense handgun in atwo-fisted grip.

Shelooked to me, saw the water jar, and stooped on it like ahawk. It broke against the wall with a
gplash, and | whimpered.

"Shh, shh," she said, and held me againgt her. It was Tick-Tick, you see, who wouldn't et me quit
walking and die al those years ago.

| felt her start to shake, and remembered that, for al her skill with thingsthat go boom, I'd never seen her
do what sheld just done. "Lobo!" she shouted. "All clear. Get your assin herel”

He had the water, a cloth soaked with it. They'd known | wouldn't be able to swallow at first. Wolf's
brown-furred face was contorted, asif held be crying if histear ducts worked that way. They carried me
out between them, through the smell of fired wegpons.

Someone had thought to bring a stretcher, and it was waiting in the hall, dong with Goldy and Sai
and—dear grinning god, was that Scully, from up the Tooth? The wet cloth had given me back the use of
my tongue and lips, if not my throat, exactly. | whispered to the Ticker, "How big a party isthis, kid?'

She shrugged as best she could, carrying me. "We had to get you back. We've dl lost our house keys."
And then, for only the second timein aslong as I've known her, | saw her cry.

No point in going over the rescue. There are enough pieces of it in Orient's part of the story. It was your
basic arriva of the cavary, | suppose, but none of it was fun. Too much worry about what could go
wrong, for usand for Orient, and whether we could free him before the Rats redized that we were there.
Theworst part was when their sentry spotted us from the roof, right after Tick-Tick's first smoke bomb
went off. The Rat had agun, and we were al pinned down until the Ticker said, "We need to lower the



technology level around here” She closed her eyes and mumbled something, and there was an explosion
from the roof that was dmost asloud as one of hers. She nodded grimly, and we went in. Afterwards,
there wasn't much happinessin our success. Orient was amess, and we al knew we wouldn't have found
himat dl if Caramel hadn't escaped. Still, we thanked everyone who had shown up and watched the
Gathering of the Gangs disperse.

Wetook Orient home while a couple members of the Horn Dance fetched Doc. Doc cleaned and
splinted and bandaged as Orient gasped and winced and |ooked extremely unhappy. Hewrote out a
short version of hisstay at Glasses place. | wanted to make ajoke about having two mutesin our little
group, but I couldn't think of anything funny. People had died. Nobody important enough that the cops
would come around, but people nonetheless. Orient drank alot of water while hewroteit. The Doc said,
"That's enough. Y ou got your story from him, now go away and let him deep.”

"What do we owe?" Tick-Tick asked.
"Ah, forget it. Wasn't interesting enough to charge you for."
| fetched Doc's coat. Next time she puts her hand in her pocket, shelll find seven four-leaf clovers.

Weadl went out and sat on the steps so we wouldn't disturb Orient. No one spoke. Tick-Tick's face was
drawn and tired, amost gray under her danddlion hairdye, and one pointed ear was bruised and dightly
bloody. Sai squinted in the distance, her eyesvery Oriental and very dvin a the sametime. She wasn't
watching anything that | could see. Goldy rubbed his strong, brown hands over hismetalic hair and
sared at the Sdewak. It wasjust after noon of abeautiful day, we'd saved Orient, and | expected usdll
to pass out from exhaustion.

Carame stood nearby, looking like she didn't know whether to stay or leave. Sai noticed her and said,
"Hey, cmon. Sit and rest. Y ou could useit. Wedl could.”

"Thanks," Caramd said as she sat cross-legged beside me. She glanced at Sai, then at the rest of us.
"Whét're you going to do now?"

"Weé're going to talk too much,” Goldy said. "Asusud.”
Tick-Tick nodded. "And maybe well figureit dl out. What have we got?'

| held up the ring that Caramel had found. A sapphire set in Faerie slver. Orient had winced when he
said who wore sgpphire and slver rings.

"We havethering,” Tick-Tick said. "And awitness." She nodded at Caramd. "That'll clear Strider."
"It'snot enough,” Sal said.

“Itll freehim," Tick-Tick said.

"It'snot enough,” Sai repeated with a shake of her thick, black hair.

Goldy nodded. "The singer would've let Strider die for her. The Rats were just Rats, but she'sthe one
who used them.”

"We could go to Rico with what we've got,” Tick-Tick said. "Maybe Rico could help.”
Goldy said, "Rico can't do athing. Linden will say thering was stolen by the Rats, and that'll be that.”

"Even if wedo nothing,” Tick-Tick said, "Linden will haveto livewithit." | wondered if shewasthinking



about the Rat she shot, or the one whoserifle had exploded in hisgrip.

| raised my hand, then started scribbling while they waited: Why the ring? Why was it important to
Yorl? Why would Linden kill someone who meant little to her? Why wer e the Rats at Danceland
that night?

"Very good questions,” Goldy said. "But do you have very good answers?'
Why did Yorl come here from Elflands? Who is Yorl? Who is Linden?
Goldy said, "No, no, no, my friend. Good answers."

No onelaughed.

"I doubt Linden'sin Rico'sfiles," Tick-Tick said. | agreed with anod. Recordsin B-town are pretty thin.
The coppers get reports on runaways sometimes, and they're building afile on people they've arrested,
but that's about it. Rico would need a better reason than "we think she hired some Rats' to go through
the trouble of tracing a SoHo musician.

Where's Linden ?1 wrote last, and Tick-Tick shook her head sadly. "We're going to have to wake poor
Orient."

Orient woke violently, scattering his bedcovers. Tick-Tick put her hand on his brow and he settled
down.

"Sorry, kid," he whigpered.
"It'sdl right. Lobo's got some questionsfor you."

Orient nodded deepily. "Y ou guys can't do anything without me." He looked bad, pale enough to be an
ef, but he sounded pleased. | was till sorry we woke him.

| wrote Where's Linden?

He closed his eyes, which turned into awince. After a second he pointed toward the hotel areain SoHo.
"That-away," he croaked.

Then | wrote the tricky one. Where's an elf named Yorl, a relative of Tejorinin Yorl|?

Orient frowned a me. | wasn't sure he understood, and even if he did, the question might be too vague
for him. A worse possibility occurred to me: what if there were as many Y orlsamong the elves as
Joneses among us? But Orient grinned weskly.

"If there's more than one of them, I'm gonna have amigraine, Wolf." He bit hislip and closed hiseyes.
Then he opened them again, wide. "Sameway," he whispered, nodding toward the hotdl area. "Same
damnway."

Wetaked alot more after that, Sitting in the Street. Everyone liked my theory and no onelike my plan.
No one came up with a better one, so finally we scattered to the various bikes. The Ticker stayed with
Orient because someone had to—and because she thought thislast part was unnecessary, | think. Or
maybe she didn't want to get in aposition where she might have to hurt someone else. Carame was
willing to play the part | wanted the Ticker to take, so the B-town Players were ready for their first bit of
improv.

Finding Linden wasn't hard. We asked at a couple placesfor the lead singer of Wild Hunt, and



somebody said she was staying at the Roses of Elfland. Sai and Goldy weren't happy about waiting in the
street, but they agreed. They thought they were therein case the plan fell gpart. They were there because
| didn't trust them to keep to the script with Linden.

Carame and | knocked at Linden's door. She answered, opening it enough that we could see sunlight
and expensve furniture behind her. The room smelled of herbal cigarettes, perfume, and something tart
that was her own scent. She wore asea-green dress with billowing deeves.

It was cut on one Side to revedl golden stockings set with tiny diamonds. Her hair fell over her right
shoulder like amoon-lit avalanche of virgin snow. | understood why Orient was so taken with her. |
thought she was reasonably attractive, even. "Yes?' she said, and then, catching my gaze with her slver
eyes, shesad, "You helped pack up after the gig at Danceland. We appreciated that." She smiled kindly.

| wanted to bow and say something gracious. Caramel and | looked odd in the clean hdl of the Roses of
Elfland. My jacket and jeans hadn't looked good before this morning's adventure, and Caramel's gray
traveling clothes were smudged with grease, mud, soot, and half-a-dozen things less easy to identify.
Then | dmost laughed, redlizing that the clothes were the least of our oddness. Caramel seemed very shy
and very young as she stood before Linden, and | was hardly the boy-next-door. | nudged Caramd,
who sad, "Uh, we have something you'll want.”

"l beg your pardon?' asked Linden.

"A ring," said Caramdl, growing more sure of herself. "Belongsto Ms. Yorl. Isit yours?* She showed the
slver and sapphirering. It was amost identical to the three on Linden's right hand.

"No," Linden said, blinking at us. "But it looksjust likemine. Your Ms. Yorl and | have remarkably
amilar taste.” When neither of us said anything immediately, she smiled thinly and said, "Good day.” She
began to close the door.

Okay, it wasastupid plan. | had an impression ball in my pocket, recording since we came up the sairs.
Nothing we recorded would be proof, not in court, but I'd hoped we'd get something that would
convince Rico to probe into Linden's past. That was shot now.

Then Carame said, just before the door closed, " So you won't careif wetakeit to the cops.” Something
about theway she said it reminded me that she'd watched Teorinin Y orl get cut up.

The door stopped swinging. Linden'sface wasframed in it, aporcelain face hdoed in sunlight. "Why
should 1?7 she said, sounding suddenly short of breeth. | dmost felt sorry for her.

"No reason.” Carame stroked the ring between her thumb and forefinger. "What do you think awizard
could learn from this? Betcha one could find its owner at least. Betchawe'd get agood reward.”

Linden'slips pressed together, and she shook her head dightly. Silver strands of hair drifted fredy, and |
suddenly knew we'd won. She said, "What do you think you're doing? What do you want from me?"

| grinned &t her. | doubt | could've put my wholefaceinto it. Baring the teeth was probably enough.

"Do you want money?' she said quickly, her voice going up the scale. "Isthat it? It isanicering.” She
reached for it, and Caramel stepped back. "I had nothing to do withit!" Linden cried. "Nothing!"

| nodded and looked at Caramel until she asked the obvious question: "Nothing to do with what?"

Linden stood in the doorway and stared asif she was seeing something besides us. Then she dammed
the door.



Rico liked theimpression ball. Linn preferred the ring—he coaxed al the magic out of it and found not
just Linden-as-owner, but alittle trick that made it seem that where the ring was, Linden was, too. Just in
case somebody being led into an aley should need alittle magica reassurance that thiswas a safe place
to go. Combined with Caramel’s statement, it made Linden look bad.

Rico looked for female members of the Y orl family. | had wondered why someone with anew
inheritance would suddenly come to Bordertown, especialy someone who seemed to despise B-town
theway Y orl had seemed to. | expected that Y orl had asister. Rico found that Y orl had awife who had
left him acouple of years before hismother died. Mom's death Ieft him the head of the family and arich
guy. Now that he was dead too, the missing wife stood to inherit anice piece of whatever itisthat eves
consider valuable, if only shewould regppear in Faerie. There were no photos or fingerprints of thiswife;
elves don't photograph, and they don't seem fond of the latter. But, amusingly enough, her elvish name
trandated into English asLinden.

Therest was easy to put together. Y orl must have arrived inconveniently in B-town and insisted that
Linden abandon the band and be a proper wife and lady because he had a position to uphold now.
When Linden heard that the mom was dead, the temptation must have been too much. So the Rats came
to Danceland to meet with her, and during the confusion between Y orl and Strider, she gave them their
commission and the Y orl-decoy off her finger. Whoseideait wasto do it in back of Danceland to frame
Strider, we'll probably never know. Me, | bet Glasses thought the chance was too good to waste.

Today we al went to the Border to watch acouple of evin Silver Suits escort Linden Y orl through the
gate to Faerie. No matter what happened to her there, she wouldn't come through the Gate again. Rico
told usthat shewas officidly Not Welcome in Bordertown.

We dressed in our best, of course. Orient was up and around, maybe allittle too pleased with the effect
of hisarmin ablack ding. And Caramel stayed closeto him; Tick-Tick thinks Orient doesn't need any
more nursing, but Carame isvery protective of him ill.

Linden saw us. We'd meant her to. | saw her give aquick look to Orient, but he didn't move an
eyebrow.

As Linden went across the Border, Strider called out something in Elvish.
"What wasthat?' Sai asked him.
"Jedous, love? Never you mind."

But | know enough Elvish to recognize the proverb. At least, I'd dways thought it was a proverb. Now
I'm not sure. Loosdly, it's"Love wedth abovelifeitsef, and starve in splendor.” It might be acurse. My
other suspicion | don't want to think about: that it might be part of Faene's pend code.

We went back to Danceland, Goldy made coffee, and Orient found Dancer's lost receipt book. And |
wrotethis,



