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Synopsi s:

Mary Shane MaclLenore is an attractive, perky young obit witer and hopeful
reporter for the newspaper in a small, coastal California town. Not only is
she struggling with her career, but she has zilch for a love life, and her 10
year old son is in and out of rem ssion frombone cancer. At last her big
break: a string of eerie and unexpl ained nmurders involving animals at the zoo
| eads her to an investigation that includes a possible serial killer and sone
supernatural phenonmena. Finally, the trail leads to a 65-mllion year old
spaceshi p whose cargo was poised to take over the Earth. But when she finds

t he spaceshi p popul ated by town residents, the strange becomes positively
chilling -- in The Haunted Vill age.

PROLOG
65 M LLI ON YEARS AGO

On a warm hum d evening, in what would one day be called West Africa, a
femal e di nosaur approached a bracki sh pond to drink, maybe even to kill once
nore before nightfall

Ten thousand mil es above, streaking through the void, was a huge bl ack vessel
It was a space ark, crammed with a conplete world's worth of flora and fauna,
and in its final approach trajectory for Earth orbit.

On the ground, before stepping onto the grassy bank, the femal e di nosaur froze
behind lush ferns and listened for danger. But for the buzz and flutter of

i nsects, the vast swanp was still. The air around the pond snelled fetid from
a herd of triceratops that had finished drinking and | unbered away. Detecting
no i medi at e danger, she stretched her neck with snake-like sl owness. Her head
glided out of the ferns. The monents of drinking were her nost vul nerable. She
made a slow, bird-like step forward, soundl ess, w thout disturbing ferns. Her
tough hide with its big orange, black, and white polygons blurred in rapidly
failing light. She would spend a m nute at nost, crouched at the pond. Her
belly and neck would be close to the ground for protection

The ark was piloted by the last surviving nmenber of his race, in deep
cryosleep in the core of the ship. An electronic avatar of the Pilot occupied
t he heavy-metal conputer core. The anal og's head gl owered in the near-darkness
of the cockpit; three small crooked antlers projected fromits head, for the
genetic code of the home world ran in odd nunbers rather than even. Too |ate,
the anal og Pilot discovered that the ark was about to crash into a stray
nmeteorite. He tried to guide the ship and at the same tine waken the Pilot.

On Earth, the femal e di nosaur froze again. Under the nurky surface, between
floating lily pads and lacy white flowers, she saw the exposed belly of a

| ong- necked, herbivorous pond lizard. He reveled in twilit water warm from
being in the sun all day. The femal e di nosaur savored the faintly oily
life-smell of the pond lizard. Parting her jaws and two-inch teeth, she tensed
every muscle in her body to strike and kill. There was a breaking of the
surface, a pleasurable snort as the pond |lizard breathed. In the final nonent
of dusk, fireflies w nked. Nocturnal creatures began their barks and bell ows.



The pond lizard, snelling his stal ker, pani cked and dove down in a deep
gurgling arc. The water seethed with pounding fury as she | unged.

Shi p's al arnms sounded t hroughout |ong rmurky corridors and col dly steani ng bays
and pens. Amid the mllions of species frozen, only the Pilot was being
awakened: too late! The crash ruptured the ship's hull, spew ng the precious
cargo to their deaths in space. The Pilot died before reaching ful

consci ousness. He had hardly begun to open his three eyes or stir his three
arnms and nine | egs. The ship was burning. Breaking up. The conputer core,
containing the Pilot's anal og, plunged headl ong into the atnosphere.

In the star-spattered sky, a long silent |ine appeared. A stutter of snoke
puffed at the tip of the line, glowi ng redder and hotter as it entered thicker
at nosphere. There was a flash. Flash and snoke had di sappeared, lost in the
constel | ati ons.

The dinosaur's teeth caught a tough tail. Tossing her jaws, breaking the
surface as she did so, she turned the kicking, struggling pond lizard onto his
back, but kept his head under water where he drowned. She dragged hi m hal f
ashore. There, she raked claws through his underbelly, churning up viscera and
hal f - di gested vegetable matter. Smelling bl ood, she groaned hungrily and
buried her battery of teeth into this fresh neal--her |ast neal. Seconds after
the flash in the sky, a ferrous object struck the earth. Traveling so quickly
that it glowed red-white, the object struck the pond and expl oded, instantly
vaporizing the water and all its contents.

Morments after the control core slamed down, the rest of the ship broke up
vaporizing in the atnosphere.

The hol ocaust burned for weeks. The atnosphere turned dark with roiling snoke.
Vast primeval forests burned day after day. As the snoke and cl ouds boiled up
encasing the world, Tenperatures fell. Vegetation died. The air was nearly
unbr eat heabl e. The pond |izards, the dinosaurs, nmany hundreds of species,

vani shed fromthe earth.

Wthin two years, new | ush vegetati on appeared. Fresh wi nds scoured the sunny
bl ue sky. New types of aninmals canme to the | akes and ponds to drink, to nate,
to kill, to eat. The leisurely dance of time inits nmllions of years

conti nued.

The control core yearned to put itself back together, as it had been
programed, and repair a ship it did not know was forever destroyed. The
avatar Pilot longed to fly again anpbng the stars; was willing to wait however

| ong; and when the opportunity finally came, would be cold and ruthless as the
m ssi on demanded.

THE SAN TOVAS DAILY NEWS, 1984

LOVE, TOGO (ENS) -- Making a surprising detour in his pilgrimge through West
Africa, Pope John Paul Il visited the capital of this small former French
colony. The pontiff nade a one-day stopover in the nation's capital, a city of
150, 000, many of whom believe in Africa's Anim st, or nature spirit, religion
Surprising his entourage, the pope insisted on visiting an island in the

m ddl e of Lake Togo. Amid rattles, drums, and shrill pipes, local spirit
doctors wel comed himonto this forested island where the pope visited for two
hours with anim sts in ghostly face and body paint. They are said to guard
shrines containing evil spirits and devils held captive by magic since the
creation of the world. The denmpons are inprisoned in statues, rocks, and other
fetish objects. The witch doctors showed the Pope enpty shrines that had been
| ooted of their fetishes during the past century by European and American



adventurers. The stolen totens, they said, were now in Europe or Anerica.
Those spirits, they told the Pope, had already begun their evil work in the
wor | d.

SAN TOVAS, CALI FORNI A

Rel entl essly, the nocking spirit tormented Dr. Johnathan Smith, D.D. by

whi spering cruel and dirty things in his head. You have one foot in hel
already, it said |aughing, you can't beat nme and you can't get ne out of your
head and I'mgoing to take you to the pit of denmons with nel

In the cheap rented room torn plastic curtains had been drawn. Sunli ght
angling through made a dance of dust motes striking a tangle of clothes half
in, half out of a suitcase. The cover flap of the suitcase lay open like a
scream ng mout h. Tangl ed pants suggested di senmbodi ed men trying to run away.
Rumpl ed shirt sl eeves suggested ghosts wavi ng for help.

In a corner stood the wooden statuette carved centuries ago in Africa; its
scarred face suggested mani acal anusenent at Smith's pain, its insides

dar kened by a strange heavy-black substance like iron, just visible if you
| ooked under neat h.

Cour age, the aged fundanentalist thought, twining his arthritic fingers
t oget her over his ragged shirt and heavi ng chest.

The tel ephone rang.

The old man reached out, drew back his hand, then picked up
"Smith, this is Miulcahy... ...Hello? ...Hello?"

"Thank God, it's you finally."

"Smith, what's wong?"

The old man cried, feeling the pain in his soul: "It's tormenting ne
terribly." Inside, the three-eyed denon chuckl ed.

"I's there sone way | can help you?" Mil cahy sounded tired and dubi ous.

"You don't seemto believe nme, but | have a piece of Satan sitting here in the
roomwith ne. It's the evidence we need, Mil cahy. W can prove the existence
of Satan, therefore of God." ...up to your ass in dirty sex, the devil said
overri di ng.

Mul cahy said after a monment's consideration: "I could wal k over and neet you
by the Zoo entrance."

"Pl ease! | need a witness."

"It's all nonsense, you know. There has to be a scientific explanation. There
is, if we look for it."

"You fool," Smith said, feeling contenpt mxed with anxiety to confront Satan
"W're so close. Why do you keep crapping out on ne?"

An hour later, as lights winked on in office buildings silhouetted against the
dar keni ng sky, Smith shuffled toward the main entrance of the San Tomas

Zool ogi cal and Bot ani cal Gardens. Under his arm wapped in a dirty

pill owase, was the statuette, weighing heavily. The zoo was cl osed, and the



| ast one or two of its office staff were just |eaving. They avoi ded the old
man. He barely noticed them

A sudden cawi ng sound; a large bird thing threw itself between branches. Snmith

| ooked up into towering eucal yptus trees. "I know you're here," he whispered.
Soneone- - or somet hi ng--chuckl ed in the darkness. A nercil ess sound. |'m going
to kill you! I'mgoing to tear out your heart! Ha ha ha..

"For God's sake, Ml cahy, where are you? Hurry!"

Sonet hing stirred under the trees, sonething wapped up in a darkness nore
total than the blackness of night. Smith's nouth opened, and once again his
heart beat wildly. He stepped back, short of breath. He held his hands to his
achi ng chest as though he nust somehow relieve the pressure. He felt powerless
to run. Wiere in God's nane was Mil cahy?

Ch CGod, the stars

The thing he had pursued and that in turn now pursued him stepped between
Smith and the sky. Loomed over Smith. The statuette fell clattering to the

si dewal k. The denon pulled back its cow to reveal its face. It looked ... the
thing was... what? Ancient, inscrutable, Egyptian... part man, part jackal?..
But instead of jackal ears, it had three small crooked horns. Three eyes
burned |i ke pools of hot red wax. Its carrion teeth were exposed in a
predatory grin. ...was TH S the face of Satan?

SAN TOVAS, CALI FORNI A

G lbert Burtongale, a tall scraggly man of 40 with long dirty hair and beard
stubble, sole heir to the town's ol dest and greatest fortune, stood in the

dar kness outside the zoo his famly had founded in the 1800's. G| bert
wondered why the Thing in his head had made hi m cone here. Sone old foo
shuffled up the wal k holding sonething in a bag, it |ooked like. The old man
cried out in the windy darkness, something like: "Ml cahy...are you...hurry!"
Gl bert | ooked about uneasily. The old nman cried: "...know you're there..."

G lbert fingered his switchblade knife, ready to open it. But things took care
of thenselves, as the Thing in his head had pronised, not with words, just
with feelings.

There! What flew through the air? A large bird. No. Something...furry. A bear?
Yes, a flying bear. The old nman | ooked up in horrified, frozen silence as the
animal flew over the zoo wall and directly into his face. The old nman fel

down, the bear blanketing him The animal snarled once, briefly, tearing the
old man's heart out in one grab

G lbert stared in fascination. But the Thing made himturn his head. Far away
on a moonlit path, a figure in black was striding along snoking a cigar. The
cloud of silvery snoke hovered over Mil cahy's head |ike a crooked thought.

G I bert brought the knife out, with a snarl of his own. He'd been | ong wanting
to-- But No. The Thing did not want... It was nost inportant to..

The bear vani shed. Evaporated as G| bert watched. The old man | ay sprawl ed and
broken in a | ake of blood. H's heart |ay yards away where it had | anded during
the frenzy. Gl bert picked up the statuette, whose battered face sniled

wi ckedly, a blurry and nysterious visage in wood. Its netal core seened to
throb with poi sonous | ove.

Glbert clinbed into the driver's seat of his van. He stashed the statuette
under his seat, slipped the door shut, and drove away on quiet cylinders



bef ore Mul cahy coul d probably notice. Glbert drove up to the zoo entrance a
quarter mle away and honked the car horn. As he waited for the night guard to
open up, he cherishingly regarded at the old, tattered photograph taped to the
roof: A beautiful young woman, snmiling with sunny innocence, her hands cl asped
by her chin in sensuous indolence. | will possess you, Mary Shane, he thought,
and we will die together, yet live forever. Soon, ny |ove. Soon

PART ONE: SHANE San Tomas, California--The Present
"Mom what's a fal oshi an?"

Shane brushed a wi sp of hair fromher forehead while concentrating on the road
ahead. "Not now, honey." Her son's cancer had been in rem ssion for nearly
five years, and yet a questionable sonething had appeared in a leg X-ray. They
had just been to the doctor's office and she was fighting an inner scream of
panic. At the sane tine, |life demanded that it be lived frommnute to mnute.
She was | ate for everything, as usual. A basket of overdue |library books
bounced on the back seat.

Ki ppy frowned, pulling in his chin. "There's a dead one outside the zoo. They
said so on the news this nmorning."

She held up her left hand in the slipstreamto help the magenta nail polish
dry. Traffic was heavy, and she needed to find a place to cut over two | anes.
A bl ue van kept creeping up behind on her right blind spot. "Kippy please, |I'm
trying not to mss the exit to grandma's house. You can tell me there, okay?"

Serious tone: "Ch, okay."

A pair of young nen whistled in Shane's direction. She barely turned her

bl onde head and raked themw th her Icy dance. They turned onto a side
street. The blue van drifted away. Mnutes later, as she pulled into shaded
Mil berry Street, Shane saw that, once again, her nother was di spleased with
her. Shane knew how to read her nother's house. If Mther was pleased, she
woul d be waiting: watering the lawn, sniling, waving. Instead, Mther was

i nside. Sullen, wthout any sign of wel come, the house seened to turn its face
away.

"Want a hand?" The ol d question

"Naw. " The famliar answer. Kippy pushed the door open with his right arm
Wth practiced speed and confidence, he swng first one leg, then the other
onto the street. Shane regarded her son through a thick |ayer of old I ove and
pain. Wearing his school uniform he was ten and | ooked beautiful. She was
proud. "G andma's nmad about something,"” Kip noted with a glance up the hill.
"What do you suppose it is this tine?"

They had a silent walk up to the house together. He worked hard on his
clicking crutches. She, wearing medi um heels and businesslike skirt, but gray
sweat jacket with dangling hood, matched his pace w th hands cl asped behi nd
her back.

"Ki ppy, can you wait here a few m nutes?" She indicated the |ath gazebo vi ned
with pink and white trunpet flowers. She banged on the door. No answer.
Wrried, she rattled the handl e, but the door was | ocked. Funbling, she found
the key. In contrast to her annoyance, Kippy sat patiently. He had one forearm
draped over both crutch handles while his interested gaze foll owed the flight
of a butterfly. As she got the door open, she tried to take al ong sone of

Ki ppy' s cal mess.



"Mom " her voice echoed through the house, with a harsh edge. "M-om" Nobody.
Mot her' s house was a dark swirl of silvered mirrors, petulant lace, sullen
mahogany.

"Mary Shane, dear, you don't have to shout and bang around."

Shane gave a junp. "I, | -- you scared ne."

Mot her smi | ed cerenoniously while placing pussy willowtwigs in a small vase.
"I was here in the kitchen the whole tine. Were's Ki ppy?"

"I'n the gazebo." Shane threw the envel ope down on the table. "Here are the
rent checks." She did not apol ogize that they were three days | ate.

"Why didn't he cone in?" Mther searched for the perfect spot to place a twig
held up like a spear.

"I just wanted to drop these off. I"'mlate for work. Is sonething wong?"

Mot her circled around the vase, evaluating. "There." She stabbed the twig into

pl ace, then wi ped her hands on her apron. "I wouldn't say wong, Mry Shane."
She put the vase on a high window sill. "There. Tonorrow or the day after I'lI
cut some marigolds and add themin. That'll |ook nice, don't you think?"

Shane took nail polish fromthe sweat jacket's belly pocket. Sitting at the
tabl e, she worked on her right hand. Witing.

Mot her | ooked t hrough the checks. "Was soneone short?"

"No, just late. Davidson forgot to | eave his rent noney with ne before he went
on a weekend trip."

"I'f you're ever short--"
" Naw, "
"How di d Ki ppy' s doctor appoi ntment go?"

"The doctors found a blip or sonething on his leg." It was not the first such
scare, but her fingers were trenbling.

"Mary Shane!"

"They want nore tinme to evaluate the results.” She wasn't sure if she could be

patient with Mther just now.

"Mary Shane, | thought..." Mther |ooked ready to cry. "Five years..
rem ssion..."

Shane snapped: "Doctor Boutros said he's sure Kippy is probably okay but he
wants to check with another specialist.”

Mot her said, "Darling, | know you | ove himso." Mther rubbed Shane's back
"Make sure he always gets his rest, and eats right, and..."

Shane felt herself starting to lose it. "What do you think | have done every
day for years, Mbther?"

Mot her sat down, folded her hands on the table, and | ooked at Shane. Shane
felt her looking but did not |ook up. After a minute or two, Modther sighed.



"I't's none of ny business, Mary Shane, but Harold Berger has called severa
tinmes this week."

Shane cl osed the nail polish bottle. "I don't believe it." A flush craw ed up
her cheeks.

"He is trying awfully hard to reach you, darling."

Shane pictured Howard in her mnd, cocked her el bow back, and punched himinto
t he next country.

"Kippy really likes him"

"Ki ppy | oathes him Mther. And by now, so do |I. | have to go. | have to drop
Ki ppy off at school, and I'"'mlate for work."

"Mary Shane, the boy needs a man in his life."
"I"'mnot going to marry Howard."

Mot her reproved with a | ook that said, there you go again, bitch in tight
j eans, make all the boys crazy.

Shane changed the subject: "I asked for a pronotion."
"At that job?" Mther nmade 'job' sound dirty.

Shane rose. She was glad she'd had Ki ppy wait outside. "Mther, no guy is
interested in a widowwith a crippled son. I work damm hard and | need

somet hing better than life with Howard the nerd. I'"'mgoing to be thirty in two
years. No Prince Charming is comng along to rescue me, so THAT JOB as you put
it is my only hope to nake it on ny own!"

"He is a wealthy man. A good man. Young. Good-I|ooking. What nore could you
want ?"

Shane strode away through the house assaulted by dull runblings of china
behi nd gl ass. There was sonething she was wal king away from Wat was it? A
bl ack hole in her past, graying toward daylight with numb time in wonen's
prison, a threat to lose Kippy if she did not shape up..

Her nmother's voice rose to a near hysterical pitch as she i nvoked Shane's
failed marriage. "For God's sake, Mary Shane, don't do it again! Renmenber what
happened with you and Frank! Remember what he did to you and Kippy!"

Shane was glad to get back into the sunshine. "Ready, Kip?"

"Yep." dick of crutch. "Howd it go?"

Shane knelt and enbraced him H's free hand stol e around her neck. She snelled
a hint of bath soap in the wet ends of his hair. Nobody was going to take this
guy away from her.

They wal ked to the car. "Grandma wants ne to do sonething I don't want to do."
"Ch, is that all?" Kippy tossed the crutches in. "Wat else is new?"

"Ki ppee-e," she warned as her son clinbed in. Tuggi ng her door open, she saw

that he was grinning. Driving away unnecessarily fast, she tossed the nai
polish bottle in the gl ove conpartnent that bul ged with paperbacks. "Well, at



least | got ny nails finished."

"Ch yeah Mom | alnpost forgot. They got a dead fal oshian at the zoo. Do you
think they'll have a picture of it in the paper?"

Shane breezed into the City Room of the San Tomas Herald, ignoring a dirty
| ook from Managi ng Editor Mart WI I ow

At the Qbituary section, tucked in a nook near the newspaper's norgue
(library), Shane let out a big breath and threw down jacket, hair brush,
purse, and jangling keys. Terri 'Wz' Kcikiew cz, her fellow obit witer, was
just finishing a mdnmorning yogurt. Odd duck, Terri; kept a vase in the form
of a skull on her desk. Anchored in a sea of paper, Terri |ooked up and her
gl asses slid down her nose, as they always did.

"H Wz," Shane said. She sipped coffee froma styrof oam cup and brushed her
bl onde curl s.

"H kid. How s the boy?"

"They found a blip on his right |leg. The doctor is going to consult another
speci alist."”

Wz | ooked sad. "Wen do you find out?"
Shane sighed. "He said a day or two." Pushing aside an overwhel mi ng cl oud of
dread and grief, she threw her hands up while circling around her desk | ooking
for her stapler. "Wiy is Mart WIlow here? | thought he was on vacation this
week. "

Wz cl eaned out her cardboard yogurt cup with a paper towel. "He was. They
called himback in. Mist be sonmething big. He's been growing around I|ike
Fat her Zeus all norning."

Shane found the stapler and banged on the top drawer handl e of her desk, at
the sane time pulling on the mddle drawer. On the third try, the desk

unl ocked itself. "Don't suppose anyone will ever fix this thing. Everything is
going to pieces, Wzzie. My car, ny hair, ny life."

Wz nodded. "Well, the main thing is you and Ki ppy. He's going to be okay.
Speaki ng of old bunble-butt..."

"Ch God." Shane scranbled into her chair and | ogged into the newspaper's

m croprocessor network. She sat brightly and erectly, clicking away at the
keys as Mart WIllow s sullen redness fl oated past. The norgue door slamred and
Shane exhal ed.

Wz slipped the enpty yogurt container into the huge handbag by her desk.
Shane liked Wz, eccentricities and all. Used the cups in her garden, Shane
renmenbered. Sonetines she envied Wz, even if Wz was fifteen years older. Wz
had a guy in her life, and she carried a gl ow Shane, after breaking up with
Howar d Berger three nonths ago, had zilch for romance. Shane attacked the
first obit: Rocco Bal sanmp, 89, died in Belgrave Park after a long illness. M.
Bal sanb had been a nenber of Plunber's Union Local 5679 for fifty-nine years.
He was al so a past Grand Panj andrum of the Lodge of Oriental Potentates. Wat
was a panjandrum and was that the right spelling? "Hey Wz, pass nme the
dictionary, will you?"

"What are you | ooking up?" Wz asked. Her glasses slipped down.



"Pan-jan-drum Why?"

"I was just wondering if you were near the t's sonepl ace."

"I could make a detour." Shane |icked her finger and turned pages. Her |eft
contact was beginning to sting.

"Theol ogi an," said Wz, whose spelling was | egendarily bad. "One ell or two?"

Shane started to |laugh. Wz | ooked sheepi sh. Shane felt a frown repl ace her
| aughter. "Hey, you got a dead one there?"

"That's why we're in the obit departnent.”

"No ki dding," Shane said. "Kippy was sayi ng sonet hing about a Fal oshi an,

t hought he was saying. Couldn't figure out what he neant. One ell, Wz."
"Thanks. Here, check this out. It's a doozy."
acr oss.

Wz tossed a handful of pages

Shane picked up the copy. As she did so, she bit loudly into a large red
appl e. The norgue door opened. Ch no, she thought, and | ooked up. There was
Mart WIllow, |looking directly at her. As she |ooked at him a dust note flew
up and her eye burned. She blinked at himseveral times in rapid succession
She hid the offending eye with her hand. Mart huffed off to his office.

"W nking at himnow," Wz observed.

Shane | owered her head onto the desk and hid under her hands. She shook her
head and wondered why she had not called in sick

"Cheer up," Wz said. "I'lIl take you to lunch."

"Ch goody. Maybe | can eat some poi soned nushroonms and post hunmously prove to
my mother that | really did care about anything. Geez, this is weird." She
read the beginning of Wz's obit: Johnathan Smith, 68, died under nysterious
ci rcunst ances yesterday evening on Zoo Lane. M. Snmith, a professor at
Whi t bread Baptist Senminary in Oak Ridge, Tennessee, was a promni nent
fundanmental i st theol ogian... "CGood spelling, Wz."

"Went through the checker three tines."

"Died right near the main entrance to the zoo, sounds like. That's what Kippy
was tal ki ng about," she repeated in wondernent.

"Note," Wz said, leaning forward so that her ebony hair dangled | ankly. She
said in a very soft voice, "Died on Zoo Lane. Right on the Burtongal es
doorstep. "

Shane caught the inplication. The Burtongale fanily had founded San Tomas and
owned chunks of it, including the zoo. "Do you suppose that's why bunbl e-butt,
i nstead of shooting elk in Canada, is here shooting the shit with us?"

Wz nodded. "Afraid so. The old Burtongale mafia rides again. And here cones
anot her one now. "

Jules Loomis, Gty Editor and, |ike Mart, menber of the Burtongale clan by
marri age, stopped at Shane's desk. Jules was short and pudgy, given to wearing
uni roned white shirts and baggy pants with tradenmark suspenders. He held
papers in one hand and an editorial pencil in the other. Hair unconbed, he



puf fed on a curved-stem pi pe. Shane liked his tobacco; it wasn't aromatic (too
much bite, Jules had once expl ained after coffee and Dani sh at Vogel mann's)

but nmore woodsy like a hay barn in the fall. Jules had hired Shane six years
ago, and he liked her, tended to protect her, although Mart was technically
Jul es' s boss, and m ght have fired her |ong since.

Jules, not given to formalities, nodded to Wz while restuffing and relighting
his pipe. To Shane: "See you a nmonent ?"

"Yes?" She wal ked down to his office and knocked on the door. "C non in." She
| et the wood wi ndow door slide shut with a glassy rattle. She eased herself
into one of the ol d-fashioned wood office chairs around his desk. The norning
edition lay folded nearby. A sidebar read: "BEAR DEAD I N CAGE. (Special) Andy,
a four year old grizzly bear, unexplainedy..."

Jules relit his balky pipe and put his feet up on a desk drawer. "Coupla
things. One, just want to |let you know Mart Wl Ilow was in here this norning
soundi ng ne out about why you were late again."

Shane felt a welling up of anger
"I told himit was your son's checkup. Then he nentioned you' ve been out or

late a bit nmore than usual the past week or two and | had to say | suppose
that m ght be true, because it is true."

Shane banged her fists on her knees. "lI'msorry."

Jules calmy continued: "I also told him hey look, | seemto renmenber the
same thi ng happening every three nonths or so |like clockwork and damed if it
ain't the week before your boy's checkup. | told himl figure she naybe can't

sl eep for worrying and why don't he go away and worry about his own problens."”
"Thanks, Jul es. Honestly."
He added darkly: "There is the other thing too."

She knew what it was and felt a rushing in her ears. A dark, turbulent spot in
her menmory flicked on, blackwhite blackwhite, censoring, canceling..

"I don't like to bring it up, but of course Mart knows you spent sone tinme in
prison. You know | think the world of you, but fromtime to time that wll
cone up again."

Bl ood rushed in her ears, and his voice cane across |i ke words filtered
t hrough a wall .

"Ch well,"” he said, that settled. Puffing on his pipe, hands in pockets, he
wal ked around the office. "You' ve been after me to get on the Gty Room staff
as a reporter. I'"'mgoing to send you along with Perry for a while. Let you

pl ay assistant police reporter. See how you do."

"Yow "

"I"ve pushed it with Mart WI Il ow and he says no. Shane doesn't have a degree.

| said neither do | but I"'mcity editor. He didn't say anything but his | ook
said, you'll never maker it any higher. Anyway, | was talking with Perry Stein

about you. He's willing to take you in the field."

"Jul es!" She gripped his arm "Yowee!!"



"Shh-hh, don't let Mart WIIlow see you. Seeing you happy always ruins his
day."

She cl apped her hand on Jules's forearm "Wat is it between me and hi n? Wy
does the sight of ne put himin a rage?"

Jul es puffed and gazed far away. "Ch, | don't know. It's only a guess.
Chemi stry, probably. It happens like that. He's an old office nazi from way
back, and you're sort of a free spirit.”

"Why do you stand up for me, Jul es?"

"Because, frankly, my dear... You're alnost the only ray of sunshine in this
dismal place. Go with Perry. Take a shot at it. | want to give you your
chance. "

Perry Stein's car was at | east a block long and snelled strongly of
disinfectant. In the back seat were several nops and buckets. Perry and his
wi fe took night cleaning jobs around town.

"I thought you gave that up," Shane said as they drove al ong Canoga Avenue,
where fl owers bl oomed by the shopping mall.

Perry was a tall, curly-haired Samban with thick | enses and one wandering eye.
"Naw. Matilda and | tal ked about it some. On a small-town paper like this you
don't make enough noney. Not if you have five kids Iike we do."

Shane wat ched expensive San Tomas stores glide by in unwavering peninsul ar
sunshine. "This is exciting, Perry. | love the newspaper. Do | get to do sone
witing? I'mlooking for a real kick-start out of this ditch |I've been in al

t hese years."

"For now, you tag along. You'll get your chance."

"Sure, Mart Wlloww Il fall all over hinself to pronote ne."

"You always did have that little bite, |ike maybe a jal apeno too many. Wat
you need to do, Shane, is look for a story. Maybe a big story. Sonething you
can put your personal stamp on. Then you'll be on your way."

She sat back dismayed. "It's Mart WIllow again, isn't it? Wat does he
think--if they print sonmething I wite, the paper will explode in people's
hands? What an asshole.”

"It's not ny idea of a way to break you in," Perry synpat hized.

The corridors of the city norgue were shadowy and cool in contrast to the
growi ng heat outside. "I'mtrying to act nonchal ant, Perry, but this is ny
first trip to a real norgue, so grab me if | pass out."

The body of Johnathan Smith was not, as Shane had imagined, in a |arge room
whose wal | s were covered with al um num doors and whose concrete floors had
cruel drains. Instead, it lay under a sheet in a plain, alnpbst cozy, paneled
room at one corner of the building. The blinds were drawn, but conforting
sunl i ght peeked through. One of the live nen in the roomwas San Tomas PD Lt.
Vic Lara, the primary police investigator on the case. Shane thought he had
beautiful shifting eyes. She felt attracted to him and yet sonething about
hi m gave her goosebunps. Had she known himin a dark past |life or something?

Perry's wandering eye wandered. She had once, over coffee and Dani sh at



Vogel mann's, heard soneone of |ess sensitivity ask Perry how his eye got to be
that way. He had held up one index finger and curled it into a hook

"Chi | dhood fishing accident."” Some answers left a Silence. ("Actually it's
Lazy Eye," Perry had |l ater confessed).

The M E. pulled back the sheet and there lay M. Smith on his gurney. It

rem nded Shane of old Frankenstein novies, the way his body had been ripped to
pi eces and approxi mately sewn back together. "It would have to have been a
bi g, quick, powerful, and very violent animal to do this," he said. "There
have been no reports of animals missing fromthe zoo. And the only animal |
know that fits that description is the human." He waved a finger over his
work. "M ss, er, Shane," the ME said, "the cuts and stitch marks around the
neck are fromthe autopsy, in case you don't know. So are the big cross cuts
on the chest. As to the rest of the damage-- soneone or sonething kind of tore
himapart. They sinply reached in and tore his heart out. It was found sone

di stance fromthe body, partially eaten by a small aninmal."

It was neither horrible nor clinically neutral. She felt sorry for Johnat han
Smith. The severed arnms were crossed at the wists, fingers resting in rubbery
repose, awaiting sone funeral cerenony.

"...Like R pper work," Lara said. He had a kind of hardboil ed way, Shane
t hought, talked with his chin cocked sonetimes back, sonetimes up, hands in
pockets. Looked | ean and mean in his starchy suit.

The doctor sighed. "There's a sick one out there."

Shane | ooked nore closely at the face. In death, Smth did not |ook

particul arly peaceful, given the odd twist of the lips and the faint shine of
eyebal | s between stiff eyelids.

"M ss MaclLenore," Lara said, "people try to figure out the dead person's
expression. There isn't any. It's just the odd ways that ruscles and |iganents
shrink and harden."

She told him "Call ne Shane. Thanks for that information, Lieutenant."
"You working with Perry, Shane?"

"On and of f," she said. The way he regarded her gave her chills. Had they been
acquai nt ances somewhere | ong ago? Her mind, with a subconscious life of its
own, groped: In an earlier |life? Beneath the ocean floor? She reached for

nmet aphors and found no perfect one, only a menory of terrible violence, like a
private Big Bang. She shrank fromthe past, chilled, glad to return to the
warm and sunny present.

Lara's | ook was penetrating but opaque. "See you around, huh?" H's gaze
caressed her the way one stroked a cat.

In the car, headed to the zoo, Shane asked: "Perry, why are the Burtongal es
all nervous about this?"

He nade a cynical face. "Afraid of the publicity? Paranoid? Wio knows. |'d
like to leave this town and get on a better paper. One not owned by a ninety
year old woman dictator."

When Shane and Perry arrived near the zoo, they found, still piled to one

si de, sawhorses and tangl ed yell ow tape saying "Police Line -- Do Not Cross.”
There were stains on the sidewal k, puddles with long thin paint-like runnels
going to the gutter. Shane knew the smell of dead animals in bushes, and these



stains had in themthe snell of death. The stink i nvaded her sinuses and
hamrered her brain, making her feel faint.

"Are you okay?" Perry asked.

"Excuse me," she said and wal ked away quickly. She nmade it about a half a
bl ock to a sandy area and there blew |lunch Iike a garden hose.

Perry holl ered sonmething froma distance, and wind tattered his words.
She waved and yelled: "I'lIl be okay in a mnute.”

SoneThi ng gri pped her mind and nade her walk slowy, as if searching for
somet hi ng. She took small steps. She held her purse in both hands. It was very
still there on the sand. A frog burruped nearby. A cricket critcketed. A bird
cl ucked. Sormething violent had happened here on the sand | ong ago. It had been
covered by bl ood. By deep sadness. She bent over as though programed, and

pi cked up the tiniest of things. At first she thought it was a seashell. Then
she saw it was a tooth. A human tooth, too big to be a child's; sonehow, she
knew. an old person's tooth, bronzed with age underneath, bleached by years on
top where it had lain on the sand, this beach not of the sea but of time. An
echo welled up in her mnd: Herself, |Iong ago, drowning in tragedy, somnething
to do with this tooth. She put the tooth in a clean tissue and hid it in the
bott om of her purse. Then she gargled froma small bottle of nouthwash.

"...Taking it rather hard," he was adnoni shing. "If you want to be a police
reporter..."

"Don't talk just now," she ordered.

He touched her el bow and they wal ked to the zoo entrance. There, the whatever
that had just roiled the floor of her mind stirred the sand one last tine: Her
l egs tingled, and her heart fluttered in clustered beats. It was as if a cloud
had briefly darkened the sun. She became dizzy as she stared up into the

el aborate 19th Century scroll work atop the zoo entrance. Bridging severa
brick and marbl e pylons was the | egend "Wal | ace Burtongal e Menori al Zool ogi ca
and Bot ani cal Gardens of San Tonas." As she read the legend, its letters began
to withe and wiggle in her nmnd. A sickness knifed her gut. A know ng of
deat h, a shock of dying. But whose dying, hers? Sonething, briefly, touched
her mind. An elderly man with nmussy gray hair and truthful eyes stood inside
of her, his lined face shining and finally free of pain. Her inner self turned
away in deep guilt and shane and hel pl essness. Had she hel ped kill hin®? Wat

el se was there in this deep internal nightmare? But there was no accu sation
in the man's eyes, only an understandi ng she knew she did not deserve. He held
out his hand as if she had sonething of his.

"Shane!" Perry was shaki ng her

She hel d her head in both hands, but her mnd was her own again and she | et
go. "I'll be okay," she said. The feeling had passed, but her legs felt weak.

"You're white as a sea shell," Perry said, |ooking alarned
"Let's go for that big story," she said, heading toward the neo- Egyptian
ranparts, jackals, and sun disks, of the zoo portal

Everywhere inside the zoo, there was evidence of construction (or

reconstruction, Shane wasn't sure which). Small pickups carrying electrical or
pl unmbi ng supplies crawl ed on the pebbly paths anong the habitats of el ephants,
giraffes, and wil debeests. Ladders |eaned agai nst walls, canvases were thrown



over benches, orange cones stood in odd places. Men and wonen in overalls
nmoved purposeful ly. Vans were parked in odd pl aces.

The doned hall of the main admi nistration building rustled with footsteps and
voi ces. A receptionist behind a nahogany | ectern directed them down a |ong
hal | way. The walls were covered wi th huge panel s show ng prehistoric aninals.
Bront osaurus, ninety tons of him yachted through a pond. Whatsasaurus
shrilled fearfully as T. Rex made salad out of him At the end of the building
was another, smaller domed hall with a tiled floor. A large portal |ed out
into a small parking lot fringed with tropical plants. The air inside the done
was pl easantly cool. There were several office doors, each with its brass nane
pl ate. One naneplate read "Dr. WAllace Burtongale VI, Ph.D., Curator." The
next door was that of "Dr. Roger Chatfield, Ph.D., Assistant Curator."” On this
door, Perry knocked.

"Just a minute," a man's voi ce shouted. The door opened. Dr. Chatfield, a
tallish tanned man in his thirties, wre khaki. "Please pardon the ness
outside. W're doing sone naj or renodeling." He was good-| ooking, but Shane
did not like him Too self-assured, with those serious eyebrows. Perry
evidently knew Chatfield, for they shook hands like old friends. Perry

i ntroduced Shane.

Wth Chatfield was another man, tall, balding, about fifty. He wore a priest's
bl ack suit and white collar. He wore steel-rimmed gl asses and an expensive
gol d watch. He waved a banana-sized cigar. Chatfield said: "M. Stein, Mss
MacLenore, allow nme to introduce you to a friend of the zoo and gardens.

Bi shop Donal d Mul cahy."

Mul cahy jamed the cigar between his teeth and energetically seesawed their
hands. He had to bend down to do so. "Pleased to neet you." He seenmed nore a
hard, realistic businessman than a priest at first glance. "W're over in the
cat hedral basilica near the zoo." Mil cahy said, "Church and zoo are old
friends."

"M. Stein and M ss MaclLenore are fromthe newspaper. They've stopped by to
see nme about the Smith matter.”

"Ch?" Ml cahy sucked thoughtfully on his cigar. A steel-wool tangle of snoke
floated away from his changed face. "How interesting. Good, Roger, well, |
won't keep you. Been nice visiting. Good day, M. Stein. Nice day, Mss
MacLenore. "

The bishop strode off. He left a shawl of snoke over one shoul der, and Shane
was surprised that she sort of liked the snell. Probably not your nicke
stogie. Mre than likely, fromthe | ooks of the bishop, a panpered and

hum dored delicacy. Hi s snoke had a dry, rare essence that rem nded her of the
snel | of noney in bank | obbies.

Chatfield had a high-ceilinged office with book-Iined walls and dark
furniture. Shane and Perry sat in sturdy |eather-padded chairs naking a
semcircle before Chatfield s desk. "Can | get you sone coffee?" H s gaze told
her he was interested in her

Perry nodded. "Please. G ven the way the norning has gone."

"Bl ack no sugar," Shane said, wanting to keep things straight-forward.

"Been a real bear, | take it," Chatfield said as he poured froma ceramnc
service. They sipped fromthick souvenir cups Shane found pretty: A naroon
panda clinbed in green banboo agai nst a creany off-white background. How nice,



Shane thought, to be able to work in an office with greenish light filtering
in overhead.

"It's Mss MacLenore's first day on the police beat, and already she's had to
see a dead guy with his heart torn out and visit the scene of his murder."

Shane flushed, angry that he would be patronizing. If he nmentioned anything
about her barfing, he would get his head thunped. Chatfield hovered |like a boy
sitting on a fence rail. "Are you interested in police work, Shane?" Bright

Voi ce.

She nodded. "It's a killer."

Chatfield gl owered a nmonent, then |aughed. Perry said: "I tried to reach
Wal | ace Burtongale all norning, but the secretary says he's unavail able for
comment . "

Chatfield said: "Maybe |I can hel p you?"

Shane noticed photos all over his desk. A boy and a girl. Wre they his? And
the blonde with the nysterious smle and the sensuous eyes; his wife? Ww, Dr.
Chatfield, you ve done well. And now he was interested in Shane? Woa, no
lipstick of mine will find its way to this man's collar

Perry said: "This guy just happened to get his ticker ripped out on your
doorstep. Cone on, Roger, why the zoo of all places to dunp a body? The guy
was a theol ogi an. WAs he on a religious quest? Renenber, |'mgiving Mss
MacLenore the A-ticket tour of investigative journalism"

There was a sudden shaking, a droning that rattled w ndows and drowned out
conversation. They | ooked up. Shane glinpsed the silvery fusel age of a
mlitary cargo plane nodified with all sorts of antennas and |i stening dishes.

"Perry, we've had bodi es dunped here over the years, you know that. Al those
transients living down in the woods behind the zoo, all the drugs... | had a
call fromMss Polly"(the 90-year-old Burtongale matriarch with the world view
of an Al banian dictator)"this norning. She wants to downpl ay specul ati on.

There is absolutely no connection between the body and the zoo."

"Not that the zoo has anything to hide." The question tumnbled from Shane's
lips, laden with sarcasmthat surprised her. She caught her breath and | ooked
up into Perry's open-nout hed stare. "\Wat about the dead bear?" she blurted.

Chatfield s brow winkled. "Andy," he said in wondernment. "I have no

expl anation,"” he said honestly. He shrugged. "As Mss Polly has often
remarked, what this zoo is all about is the tourist dollar. What's good for
the zoo is good for the town. Jobs, Mss MaclLenore. |'m asking you and M.
Stein not to overplay the zoo angle."

Before they left, Shane pulled the tissue fromher pocket. "You are a
bi ol ogi st, right? Wuld you have any idea what this is? | found it near the
zoo entrance." She gave himthe tissue.

He unwapped it with a puzzled face. "Wy, it's a tooth.” He held it up in the
filtered light. "It's a human tooth. Froman adult." He snelled it, ready to
runple his nose, then nmerely shrugged. "It's old." He handed it back to her
"It's some poor alcoholic vagrant's lost tooth." He smiled broadly. "You find
all kinds of things at the zoo."

"Jeez Shane, it's not anything you did or said, but I kind of got the idea you



were a bit frosty with him" Perry said when they were outside wal king on the
zoo grounds.

"You were just imagining things, Perr'. | was wondering, though, why you
didn't punp himsone nore for a crisp story angle.”

"Shane, there's no |ogical connection between the zoo and this guy's death.
W're a fam |y paper, not a tabloid."

"I"'msorry, Perry, I'mjust trying to be gung ho here on ny first and probably
| ast day as tenporary acting assistant police reporter.”

"Alittle less picante please.™
"Come on, I'll buy you a root beer at the souvenir shop."

Perry wi ped his forehead in the noonday heat. Overhead, the silvery C 130 was
doi ng slow circles over San Tomas Peni nsul a. "What do you suppose he's doi ng?"
Perry said watching the plane.

She shrugged. "Probably just playing in the sunshine." They wal ked across the
zoo grounds. "Don't you just love this?" "Let's take a short cut," Perry said.
"I'"ll phone in a short piece to make the late afternoon edition." Perry I|ed
her al ong a narrow, grass-choked path hidden in the swarny shade of ancient
magnol i a trees. Suddenly she felt again the nunb feeling she'd felt outside
the zoo. She put her hand to her forehead. Ch no, not again!

"Shane, what's the matter?"

"I- 1"l be all right. It's just -- the heat, maybe."
"I hope so." Perry took her el bow and gently guided her along. Her nmouth felt
dry and her heart beat |ike a washtub full of shirts. The trees were swarnmny
with insects. Shade hung in the tree linbs |ike nolasses. They cane to an odd
little structure. Its roof was of mssion tile, pagoda-like in the curvature
of its edges. On the northward side was a three-foot relief of the sun
rendered as having a kind of dreany dinpled face. It was stippled with noss.
The eyes seened closed. Its smle was at once prom sing and ominous. Its rays
were wiggly octopus linbs. The path ran in a broad circle around t he Pagoda.
There were several benches in the inner edge of the circle.

"Here," Perry said, "sit down."

"Thanks." She was taking quick, shallow breaths. Her skin felt cool, but was
wet with perspiration.

"I"ll go get you a soda. Stay here."
"No--" she grasped his sl eeve.

"It's just a hundred feet away on the main drag," Perry said. "Sone ice water
maybe and then off to see the zoo nurse, huh?"

Bef ore she could stop himhe was gone. She cl asped her hands between her knees
and sat back. Startled, she |leaned forward. The hot dry air raked her eyes,
propelled by a breeze created in the shady canyons. There, was there someone
standing in the snoky shade just past the utility house? She rubbed her eyes
and stared. Frank! No, that's crazy. Frank is dead. Stop it, Shane. Maybe

need to see ny shrink again. Wen she | ooked again, the figure was gone,

repl aced by wavering round | eaves.



Sonet hi ng brushed by her |leg and she started together, hands upraised, hair
standi ng on edge, drawing in a breath as sharp as an inward scream

"Sorry to disturb you, Mss." A heavyset, niddle-aged black grounds keeper in
overalls shifted a curved pipe fromone corner of this nouth to the other. He
wore | eather work gloves and carried a whi sk broom and dust scoop, both on

| ong handl es to prevent stooping. The pipe snelled woodsy. The Dark Feeling
left her as abruptly as it had come over her

"Ch, please, don't mind ne,"
the.."

Shane said happily. "I was just staring.. at

"That there's an interesting |ookin' building, ain't it?" He whisked right and
left, and the dust scoop junped like a small dog at his feet, snapping up the
flying dust and debris. Whisk, whisk, he went; snap snap went the dust scoop
i ke a maddened poodl e.

"That's a utility shed?"

"Yes ma'am That there's the old central power and gas and water house. They
shut it down to put in a whole new power line fromthe city. That shed there
is going to be just a backup. CGot a diesel generator in there in case the
power goes down. Sorry | disturbed you."

"I'"'mkind of glad you did, M.--"

"Washi ngton. J. W Washington." He pulled off a dirty glove and shook her
hand. H s hand was dry and heavy, reassuring somehow, with thick smooth
fingers and a fine little gold ring.

"Mary Shane MaclLenore," she said, rising. She couldn't resist: "Not Roger
Washi ngt on?"

He grinned. "My uncle." Wisk whisk, he went; snap snap went the dust scoop
"You be good now, hear?"

"Ch I will, M. Washington. | swear |I'Il try.

He seened to hear the sass in her voice and gave a knowing little gurgle of a
| augh as his broad back receded al ong the wal k.

She took a deep breath and sat down. One part of her was tenmpted to run and
find Perry as fast as she could. But another part of her wanted to hang on, to
stay, to find out just what it was about this day and this place and about

her. She had the deep, turbulent sense that someone or someThing was trying to
conmuni cate with her. And she had the nore disturbing feeling that sonmehow she
had changed. Perhaps because someone or soneThi ng had sonehow 'joi ned' her
Taken up residence in a dark and little-visited rear corridor of her mnd

"Shane!" Perry cane running, holding a big cup in one hand and wet paper
towels in the other. The dear!

"Thanks, Perry. |I'mbetter now. " She drank icewater while he held a cool towel
to her forehead. "Wat nen don't go through.”

She did | ook back, on the way out. The sun on the pagoda was smiling to
itself, perhaps filled with the taste and the nmenory of her fear. The eyes
were still nearly closed, but in a nmanner that suggested they had been staring
after her, and quickly shut when she turned to | ook



G I bert Burtongal e stood inside the near-dark Pagoda and watched a bl ue gl ow
reaching fromthe hidden places, under the oil tanks and engi nes, fromthe
under ground wat er tanks.

"Thank you," he whispered out loud to the unseeabl e denon-force grow ng under
the ground and in his brain. He had al ways had sonething lurking in the back
of his mnd; every first-born male Burtongal e did. The gl ow strengthened in

t he undefined darkness anong tanks and equi pnent. G I bert unl ocked the Pagoda
and pushed the door open a crack, holding his hand up and squinting in the
sunlight. Hi s breath caught. H's heart nissed a beat.

She! He peered out from his hiding place. Mary Shane sat on a bench facing the
Pagoda, not twenty feet away. H s heart missed a beat. Had she seen hin? \Was
that why she had that pale, shocked | ook? Then sone old bl ackie came al ong and
talked with her. Now it was old blackies. Years ago it had been Frank
MacLenore. She was not |ike other women. She was a thing of rare beauty. Look
how her face lit up like a little sun as she | aughed. Look how saucy that

preci ous nmouth was, how quick and bright those eyes. He |onged to take her
curls in his fingers and snell them deeply. She was a bad girl, wild, to run
wi th Frank as she had. Wiy? when G| bert had wealth, good famly, everything.
Once Frank had seen him |l ooking at her, and one | ook told himwhat Frank told
ot her men: Touch her, you die. Frank had been nobody to fool around with.

Rel uctantly, G lbert had put her out of his mnd. After the burglary and the
murders in Chicago, G lbert and Frank had parted ways; Frank had died; and Mar
y Shane had gone to prison. Onh, |look at her now How her beautiful face caught
the sun. How her knees tantalized fromunder the jeans skirt. How her firm
thighs flattened slightly on the bench. He saw a flash of the blue nound of
her panties... Another man cane; another one of them and Gl bert wanted to
kill him G lbert, a card-carrying, weapon-bearing nenber of the master race,
hated the scum who had taken over the country. It would not be long now. Once
the ship had rebuilt itself, once the someThing was back in its Pilot seat!

She rose, and G lbert longed to touch the firmess of her naked | egs, the
exqui site perfection of her rear end, the gentle and fem nine curve of her
back. Hungrily, Gl bert watched the cocky graceful ness of her nmovenents. |
deserve her, he told hinself. Hi s gaze foll owed her naked cal ves anbng hangi ng
boughs. And soon she woul d be his.

"You really should get a checkup,” Perry said on the way back to the newspaper
of fice.

"I will, Perry. Nowlet's see if | get to stay on this story."

Jules Loonmis, a while later, seemed surprised that she even asked. "Wy of
course." He relit his pipe, and she strained to snmell the smoke. "Perry says
you have a good investigative streak. He also feels you need to | earn sone
di pl onacy. "

"I"'mafraid that's never been ny strong suit."

"It conmes with tine."

Shane spent the afternoon finishing up Bal sano and the other obits. Wz seened
qui et .

"Are you mad that they are letting nme work city?"

Wz turned in her seat and bunched her |ong drab dress on her knees. Her fists
were knots. Her eyes swamin fury. "lI'msorry, Shane. | have nothing agai nst



you or your opportunity. | don't think it's jealousy for a woman 15 years

ol der to be passed up, with a degree no less, even if it is in early child
care and psychology. | feel like I've just had a shoe put up my rear end and
I'"'mdam mad." Wz picked up her huge purse, swept possessions into it, and
said: "Please do ne a favor. Tell Jules | quit"(Shane took a shocked
breath)"and I'Il give hima call tomorrow norning." Wz started to wal k away
then turned and regarded Shane with a | ong, strange |ook. "Shane, be careful."
Wz's eyes and mouth worked with sone repressed know edge. "This Smith story,
stay away fromit. But good luck with the police beat."

After Wz had left, Shane exhal ed through rounded lips, and finally made the
trip past Mart Wllow s office to Jul es’

"She what ?"
"She said she would talk to you about it tomorrow "
Jul es waved his hand. "She'll cal mdown."

Ki ppy was in the pool when Shane got home. The apartnment door was open and
Mot her sat in the shade. It was sweetly quiet when Shane, twi rling sungl asses
and cl utching purse, jacket, and newspaper, wal ked in through the wooden gate.

"H Mm" Kippy dog-paddl ed toward her, throwing off twirls of sun-jeweled
wat er .

"H darling," she said. She tossed a life preserver and it was a near ringer
around his neck but he caught it and threw it back

"Hell o, Mary Shane," Mbdther said.
"H, Mther." Shane bent to kiss her nother on the cheek

"I had to tell those young people in and 1A and 4B to turn down their stereos.
They were | oud enough to be heard in the next county." She said this as though
it were Shane's fault.

Shane shrugged and breezed into the house. "Can't help it, Mdther." She threw
purse and jacket down, then propped up the newspaper and fished a cola from
the refrigerator. "Snmith Miurder Inquiry Continues," a front-page head

i nforned. There was a picture of Smth, taken a few years earlier during a
banquet. A pl easant-1ooking white-haired man. Sonewhere in Wz's obit it said
his students had | oved him

"Come on, Mom" Kippy yelled fromthe pool

"Il be right out," she hollered through the curtains over the sink. A
fleeting pleasure crossed her mnd, that this was her home. Hers and Kippy's.
She had chosen THESE curtai ns over Mdther's suggestions at the Fabric Store.
That had been quite a few years ago now. She'd been in her early twenties,
trying to cope with Kippy's cancer. She'd al so been trying to cope with Frank
MacLenore's death. In sone ways it had seened easier with Frank gone, an end
to his drinking and abuse.

She stepped into the bedroom slipping out of her dress. In the Iight
afternoon breeze that stirred the curtains, she relished the coziness of the
bedroom Sure it was a bit runpled, the bed not nade but just peeled open to
air out, but it was clean, and it was home. For a minute or two, absently
still in heels, she dawdled in the closet entrance. She finished undressing,
changed into her black bikini, and stepped into Kippy's room The air was



stuffy and she opened a wi ndow. Hi s room had that Ki ppyness that she loved. It
was a room steeped in twlight on the border between chil dhood and

adol escence. The conputer, stereo, football, and |light weights (prescribed for
his | egs) suggested the begi nnings of teendom For all the rest, it was stil
the roomof a child. There were stuffed animals with worn fur, nodel cars wth
fingerprints in the paint, balsa planes she had hel ped himbuild that had
never flown well. There were narbles and pencils and baseball cards. Flags of
the world in a San Tormas State University Grecians beer mug. And photos. Anong
thema tattered old black and white of Frank in his Navy uniform hol ding

Ki ppy as a baby, proud, and she standi ng behind Frank with a scrubbed teenage
face and an unreadabl e expressi on sonewhere between joy and sorrow.

"Catch!" She tossed the ball back and forth with Ki ppy, then cool ed herself in
the pool. Mdther went inside to make dinner, puttering about Shane's kitchen
with a hesitancy as though everything were in the wong place and of the wong
sort. Supper ended up hamburgers, silver dollar fries, and brussels sprouts.

"Where did you get the brussels sprouts, Mther? Surely not in ny apartnent.”

"I brought a few groceries just so you wouldn't starve." Mdther added: "I'm
going to wi pe down all your dishes before I go hone."

"No need to, honest." Mdther was a pain, but during the hard tines after
Frank's death, she had been there every day to help out. Herself a

wi dow - Shane's Dad had died in an airplane crash when she was Kippy's
age--Mother had retired two years early fromher job at the phone conpany to
take care of Kippy while Shane tried her hand, first at school, later at work.
The current arrangenent was that Shane managed t he apartment conpl ex Mot her
had bought with the insurance nmoney from Dad's settlenent. She al so paid

Mot her a small rent and covered her own utilities.

After a brief tangle of words, Mdther agreed not to wipe all the dishes in the
cupboard now, but sonetinme when Shane and Ki ppy were not home. After Mot her
had | eft, Shane did the remaining few di shes. Shane felt like there was a

vol cano inside her ready to explode. Kippy was watching Star Trek on t.v. "Did
you do your honewor k?"

"No. "

"Ki ppy, you're not supposed to turn on the t.v. until your homework is done."
"Ch Mom" The 'nomi was a npan. Sound of crutches clicking. Then silence.
Shane finished wi ping the counter with a hand towel. "Have you got a lot?"

Sonetimes they would sit together and work on his fifth-grade gramar and
arithmetic.

"I don't feel good." A truly, sincerely sad voice.
She swatted himwi th the hand towel. "Too many brussels sprouts, huh?"
"I think I'lIl lie down for a while."

Shane frowned as he went into his roomand closed the door. "Can | get you
somet hi ng?" Worry crawl ed |i ke worns.

No answer. A little while later, carrying mlk and cookies in on a t.v. tray,
she found himfast asleep dressed in socks and terrycl oth bathrobe. H's skin
felt hot and dry, and she contenpl ated waking himlater on to take his
tenmperature. Maybe it was an oncoming flu bug. Sitting alone in the living



room she started to watch an old novie, then felt alone. Tears surprised her
dri bbl ed down her cheeks, off her upper |ip, between her fingers. She heard
hersel f keening softly in the dark livingroomlike an unearthly nusica

i ntrunent.

Dr. Boutros called her at the office. "No need to upset you, Shane. Dr. Wendt
agreed that what we saw is probably a cyst. | think Kippy should come in for
another X-Ray in about a nmonth."

"Then you don't think it's cancer?" she whi spered.

"No, | wouldn't think so at this tine."

"But you don't know for SURE?"

Pause. "Let's have another look in a nonth and see if has changed."

Jul es stopped by. "Any word from W z?"
"Not a thing," Shane said. "And |I'm swanped with obits." She was angry,
because she'd been unable to go on the police beat with Perry.

"Hang in there," Jules said wal king away.

J. W Washi ngton was maki ng his rounds (whisk! whisk!, snap! snap!) of the zoo
and he cane to the Pagoda. There, in the shade, he renenbered the little

bl onde he had briefly spoken wi th that norning, and he wi shed she'd come by
agai n. She had the scrubbed, pure | ook of one of those nodels with snowy
smle, mnt blue eyes, and halo of caranmel curls, that J.W often noticed on
his wife's knitting magazines. Hell with the smutty magazi nes, if you wanted
to see beautiful wonen | ook at knitting nmagazi ne covers. Today, J.W noticed a
shi ny new padl ock on the Pagoda door. Now wasn't that odd? Just out of
curiosity, J. W set aside his whi skbroom and scooper, fingered his belt for
hi s heavy ring of maintenance keys, and approached the Pagoda. It was just one
of the zoo's utility sheds. Inside were sone shovels, picks, mnulchers,

weeders, rolled hoses, and the like; J. W could alnpst do a nmental inventory.
Plus there was an underground water reservoir, and an old heater that no

| onger worked, froma century ago. Funny thing too, he hadn't been in there
since renodeling started nonths ago. The key (marked "P" in J. W's |aborious
script) did not work on the new | ock

A snarling face surrounded by wild hair floated around into J. W's vision
"What are you doing?" It was G| bert.

J. W switched his pipe fromone corner of his nmouth to the other. "I work
here, young man."

Glbert's face grew redder. "I know that, old fool. | asked what you think
you' re doing at that door."

J. W noved his pipe again, amazed. "I wanted to | ook into the Pagoda. That
okay with you?"

Gl bert slamed a hand agai nst the steel door. "I got a private contract to do
work in there, and | changed the lock. | don't want anyone fucking things up
in there, got it?"

J. W lifted his pipe away and nodded. "Ckay, if you say so, sonny." He
consi dered argui ng, but knew enough about Gl bert not to bother. Whisk whisk
J.W's tools went, Snap snap!



That eveni ng, when darkness swal |l owed the zoo, when the night air was stil
except for the weird honks and groans of the animals, the Pagoda door creaked
open. G lbert stepped out, switching a toothpick fromone side of his nouth to
the other. He | ocked up. Then he wal ked to the Insect Hall. The someThi ng, the
Pilot, pressing inside, he wal ked inside, stood quietly for sone nonents. The
di spl ay cases--containing spiders, some dead and pi nned, others wiggling and
alive--glowed dully in the nmoonlight. G lbert opened the display case the
Pilot urged himto. The spiders stirred to life. They crawl ed around, agitated
in admglowfromno certain source. One by one they began dropping to the
floor, avoiding Glbert, then scurried off in search of the someone who had
been snooping at the Pagoda, threatening the ship..

J. W Washington had mi xed feelings about working overtime this evening as he
finished his sandwich and mlk in the car and listened to a ball ganme. The
money woul d hel p; but he'd niss the wife and kids.

J.W put on his headset and turned on the Dandy Dan Dundee radi o tal k show
They were tal king about football, his favorite, so he turned up the volunme. He
had been a football fan since his daddy had sat himon his knee at Hone
Stadium J.W got the golf cart ready to check all the ivied areas to make
sure the sprinklers were fanning evenly. Then he'd enpty all the trash cans in
the main zoo office building with its cupola done. He'd do the sprinklers
first, because then he could listen to Dandy Dan Dundee tal ki ng about

football. He'd save the trash in Admin 1 & 2 for |ast, because the buffer man
cane in at nine and they'd have coffee together and shoot the breeze for 15,
20 minutes.

J. W Washington's earspeaker whispered a cheer of fifty thousand voices as the
commentator revisited one of last fall's prem er ganmes. It was cool and

pl easant in the zoo, with a little night noisture creeping in fromthe sea on
three sides of San Tomas Peninsula. The park lights shed a yellow sh gl ow. Al
street lights in San Tomas were sodi um vapor by arrangenent with the

uni versity observatory, to prevent fogging the night sky for the great

tel escopes peering into deep space.

J.W drove his golf-style cart along Major Way, slowy checking the
sprinklers. Here and there he got out to nake an adjustnment. Now he found a
spot that was nore difficult, in an island of ivy in the nmiddl e of Mijor \Way.
He found a sprinkler that had gone awy, shooting water over the pebbly drive
instead of the ivy. No way to reach the sprinkler fromthe roadway w thout
getting soaked. G ngerly, he stepped into the thick ivy, first one foot, then
the other, waving his arms to keep his bal ance. To avoid being drenched, he
craw ed on his hands and knees toward the errant sprinkler. H's fingers felt
about under the ivy. Delicately, he marched his fingertips back and forth
trying to assess a situation he could not see. He grunted heavily, trying to
get confortable lying on his side, for he was a heavy man, and no | onger
young. He felt a trickling sensation on his neck and brushed somet hi ng away
with his free hand. @ ancing at his hand, he saw that the wetness was sweat,
and he wi ped his chin with the back of his hand. Then he concentrated again,
closing his eyes, following his fingertips as they explored. First, there was
the buried copper line. Then a brass fitting where it came out of the ground.
Then the |ine becanme PVC plastic. He traced it to a PVC el bow that carried the
water up into the sprinkler; and there was the problem.. There, he could fee
it with his fingers. The two screws, holding fast the strut that supported the
brass sprinkler head upright, had come | oose.

But he had the wong screwdriver. Darn! He rose, avoiding the spray of errant
water, and tip-toed out of the ivy to the road. Brushing his overalls off, he
rummaged in the tool chest until he found just the right cross-tip screwdriver



for phillips head screws. Then he tiptoed back under the sprinkler, and,
sitting on his knees, reached down with both hands into the ivy to try and
blindly get the tip of the screwdriver into the head of the screw

He felt an itching sensation on his back
He freed one hand to swat over his shoul der wthout really | ooking.
The itch went away.

He put the hand back into the ivy. Sweat dribbled fromhis face, twrling,
glittering down into the ivy. Wth his fingertips, he guided the screwdriver
to the screw. As he did so, he felt sonething brush against his right cheek

At the same time, an odd tingling sensation coursed throughout his body,
coming fromhis hands. An electric jolt, a stinging sensation. His first

t hought was that he had sonmehow encountered a short between the water pipe and
some hidden electrical line, of which there were plenty in the zoo's
antiquated construction. The tingling raced up his arns into his shoul ders.
Sweat exploded fromhis forehead. He felt a stinging pain in his hands. At the
same time, something brushed against his right cheek. In his periphera

vision, he saw a furry black sonmething with many wavi ng | egs roundi ng the
curve fromhis shoulder to his face. Tarantula! In a nonment of frozen shock

he | ooked directly into its glittering black face, sawits parted clanps ready
to tear his skin. Wth a screamof pain and terror, he rose to his feet and
brought his hands up to brush the thing away. He found that his hands and his
sl eeves were coated with spiders of all sizes and descriptions. They were
biting, stinging, sawi ng through his skin. He uttered a choking cry as a hairy
body tried to push between his lips. Aready, the world had a darker, narrower
focus as he staggered through the ivy. His shirt and pants tingled here and
there as nultiple legs ran quickly over his skin. He tried to beat them down
with his hands, his elbows. He fell to the ground, rolling. Felt the

squi shiness. Lay on his back. Hi s breath canme in short, painful honks. H's
heart beat loudly, intently, as though ready to tear a hole in his chest. He
saw, dimy, a man standing in the roadway. "Help ne!" he cried out. The man
was far away, but J. W sawit was Gl bert Burtongale. Ginning

A bl anket of tarantulas covered J.W's face, and he cl osed his eyes. Thought
about football. About taking his sons to the ballganmes next fall. Sure. They
would go to a gane. Wiy was he lying here feeling so woozy? At the ball park?
Hot dogs?

He was wal ki ng.

Huh? Wal ki ng down a | ong hal lway of sone kind. He | ooked at his hands and they
were bright blue. Nearby, a young girl in a long skirt. Her long hair and skin
were bright blue. She carried a bl anket-w apped bundle in her arns. "Hello. My
nane is Teresa. Did you die today too?"

J.W | ooked at his hands again. "What did you say?"

"Don't you know? W died today."

J.W hesitated. In the corridor ahead waves were breaking on a beach

"Don't be afraid," she said. "W feel fine now"

They hel d hands and wal ked t hrough the waves. Down into the sea. Fish swam
around them And through them "You see?" she said. "Nothing to be afraid of.

This little guy died today too." She opened the bl anket, revealing a blue
baby. The baby opened its eyes and smiled at J.W "Hi s nane is Theodore. He



fell out a window, but he's all better now " Ahead, too far to nmake out
clearly, a gateway seenmed ablaze with rippling sheets of fire. Just then sone
cold blue person wal ked reluctantly into the fire, pushed al ong by dark mnoving
shapes.

In the norning, over breakfast, Kippy told her: "You had one of those
screaners again last night."

"Huh?" She stopped in md-croissant and bl ushed. For years, about once a
nmont h, maybe two or three times during tinmes of extrene tension, she had sone
ni ght mare whose contents were a cl osed, sealed secret. She night wake up
screamng, sitting up in panic; or sleep through and have Kippy tell her she
had awakened him "Sorry," was all she could offer, but he seemed used to it.

Shane dropped Kippy off at St. Andrew s School. She watched until his nmop of
thi ck brown hair di sappeared anong ot her heads on the playground, then drove
to work. Jules called her into his office. "Bad news. Wz called early this

nmorni ng and said she won't be back."

"No!
"I"'msorry, Shane. It will take a few days, maybe a week or so, but we'll get
a replacenent. Meanwhile I'mafraid you' re going to have to worman the obit
desk all by yourself. When we get a new person you'll have to train himor her
al so."

"Dam. "

"Yeah. | can enpathize. 1'Il give you the freedomto help Perry in anyway you
want, as long as it doesn't interfere with obits. |I'm naking you his

assistant, and damm Mart WI | ow. "

"That does make nme feel a little better. Just give nme a chance, that's all
ask." She thought, | will find a big story and wite it down and be Hem ngway
and it will be good.

"Hey, there's nore good news. Chatfield called fromthe zoo yesterday
afternoon. Very inpressed with you. Says he wouldn't mind hel ping you put
t oget her sone col or about the zoo. Want to do sonme stories?"

She took a nmoment to answer, renenbering her mxed feelings about Chatfield.
"Well, mybe..."

Perry stopped by to of fer condol ences about Wz quitting.

"Great timng," she remarked as the copy girl brought a stack of death notices
needi ng phoned accuracy checks.

"Alittle less chili pepper please," Perry said. He sat on the edge of the
desk and cracked an apple. "Did you know there was another death at the zoo
| ast ni ght?"

"No. "
"Yes. One of the maintenance nmen. They found himlying in the street, bitten

up by spiders. | was just on the phone with the ME. He says the stings caused
a heart attack." Perry rapped a knuckle on the desk. "Well, assistant, | gotta

run. Can't wait for you to get out there on the police beat."

Shane got to work. Doing Cbits alone was |like rowing a | eaky boat. The faster



you rowed, the nore water got in. O so it seened. She arranged the piles of
paper on her desk and tried to get organized. Wth the rhythm of cooperation
bet ween herself and Wz gone, she felt overwhel med. Each norning, ten or
twenty death notices arrived, of which probably three to six required obituary
newspaper articles. In other words, she had to wite about twenty pages of
nmeticul ous articles every day before the two p.m deadline. We if a nanme were
m sspel |l ed, an address wong, or a surviving relative not nmentioned! Oten, a
death notice or obituary article required tel ephone time, checking details.
Shane had been doing obits for nearly five years now, and it gave her a
strangely serene overview of |life and death. Sonetimes she felt like a
secretary to St. Peter or whoever unlocked the pearly gates. People died
suddenly or fromlong illnesses or were nurdered. People died young or old or
inthe prine of life. For exanple, one of the obits today was on a 13 year old
girl naned Teresa Avila who had di ed of |eukem a. Another was on a little baby
naned Theodore Grant, who had fallen froma third-story window, with a nane
like that, he might have grown up to be a great |awer, naybe even a
president. How sad life could be. But she had her Kippy.

The obituary notice on the zoo enpl oyee who had died | ast night was phoned in
by a relative late that norning.

"Wul d you repeat that name?"
"Washi ngton. J. W Washi ngton."

She nearly dropped the phone. "I was just speaking with himyesterday!" Shane
and the shaken rel ati ve exchanged observations about life, death, fate, and
coi nci dence for several mnutes more. Wi sk, Wisk, she thought sadly. Snap
snap.

"Going to lunch?" Perry asked a while later.

"Is it that time? My God it's noon. Perry would you be a sweetie and bring ne
a sandw ch?"

He was, and he did. They ate together in the hall on a windowsill. "Perry,
|'ve been doing obits for a couple of years," she said as egg salad fell out
of her nouth and she used her fingertips to stuff it back in. "It seenms to ne
|'ve done several obits on zoo people the past year." He nmerely shrugged.

Still chew ng, she hurried back to her desk. The clock was ticking. Wth every
mnute the 2 p.m deadline | ooned cl oser

Ann Tenpl e, Shane's girlfriend fromschool days, called at ten after two. "Hey
Rat Breath." Ann and Shane | ong ago had exchanged special secret nanes. Ann's
son Jereny was a grade further along than Kippy at St. Andrew s.

"Yo Beagl e Face," Shane said weakly, sitting back in her typing chair after
havi ng made the deadline by thirty seconds.

"Want to go out for steak dinner at Pepper's Steak House this evening?"

"Great idea," Shane said. "Let's make an evening of it." Wth that to | ook
forward to, she brightened. She started playing with the conmputer while she
ate the remaining half of her sandwi ch and | ukewarm cof fee. Suppose, she

t hought, | wanted to know how many peopl e have died around the zoo during the
| ast year or two, how would | | ook that up? Shane sat at the gl owi ng screen
The keys clicked as she tried different things to access the information. At
five, after calling Ann Tenple to pick up Ki ppy, Shane was still working on

t he conputer system She saw Mart WIllow walk into his office with (ugh)

Gl bert Burtongale. Mart (bigger ugh) was Gl bert's uncle, and no doubt



Glbert was here to hit himup for some nmoney again. The whol e staff knew that
Glbert would yell his head off if he didn't get his way. The anci ent woman,
Pol |y Burtongal e, made sure G| bert always had his way.

As Shane pondered the conputer screen, soneone sang "He-e-l-1-1-0-0-0" right
into her face and she nearly fainted. Glbert. She stared at him paral yzed.

He smiled charnmingly. "I just keep running into you everywhere. | saw you at
the zoo the other day, and now here." He | ooked at her closely. A Dark Feeling
cane over her. Don't you remenber anything? his nouth said.

She shook. Wrds woul d not cone out of her nouth.

H s face | ooked | um nous, as though she were shining on him He licked his
lips. Hs eyes flicked over her skin with the speed of knives, as though
carving off little bits of beauty here and there. He licked his lips. "W are
nmeant for each other."

She raised half her upper lip, exposing (she hoped) TEETH

He raised his fingers. "Such pretty curls.™

She brushed his hand away. "I have work to do."

"I"'msorry. Here | am disturbing you while you do-- what?"

"DEATH NOTI CES, " she said, trying to put a hint into it.

"You renenber mnmy nanme?"

She wi shed either he were gone or she could nelt through a crack to get away.
"Glbert," he said. "G lbert Burtongale. | amgoing to own all this one day."
She turned away. Her fingers clicked on the keyboard. Her cheeks, as she
stared at the screen, were hot points. She heard the swash of his clothing as
he rose.

At 5:30, Mart WIIlow, Jules Loom s, and the staff all trooped past carrying
their satchels and jackets, giving her surprised |ooks. Jules said, "they mnust
be dying like flies out there." He passed her with a fond gaze.

The system pronpted her through a series of nenus. She tapped out the commands
t hat woul d make the conputer search through all the obituary articles for the
past year, noting any that had the word 'zoo' in them and print on the screen

bef ore her the nanmes of the dead person(s). She waited while the cursor
bl i nked on a dark screen. She was unsure this woul d | ead anywhere.

"Processing. ..
"Please wait..."

the machine silently displayed. Still the cursor blinked.

Then, naking her sit up suddenly, the nanme "Washington, J. W" was di spl ayed.
My God, she thought, it's picking it up. It's reading through the articles
backwar ds, of course, and Washi ngton was just entered today.

Fol ly, she thought. Probably just a blind alley. There m ght be one or two
nore, but probably nothing to interest anyone. "Smith, Johnathan," the system
di spl ayed after "Washington, J.W" Her |leg rocked rapidly forward and
backward, a nervous habit of old. No nore names, no nore names, Nno nore nanes,
her m nd repeated hypnotically as she tried to check her frustration



Then the nanes w nked into a columm, one by sl ow one: Appl eworth, Mary
Jenkins, Ken
Andi no, Rosario
End of Search.

"Holy Moses," she said. "It worked." Then the deeper inplication struck her
"Six dead ones in the past year!"

Ann Tenpl e brought her son Jereny to Shane's apartnent that evening. Kippy and
Jereny were astronauts in a conputer ganme, shooting each other between the
pl anets of an alien sun

"We're going out!" Shane and Ann said. "Keep the door |ocked!"

"Ckay, " they singsonged disinterestedly, bleary eyes hooked on Captain
Col orado, Space Hero.

At Pepper's Steak House, a billboard in the formof a giant menu advertised
today's specials. Behind the billboard nmenu spraw ed Pepper's: heavy beans
snothered in ivy; |ead-paned w ndows sauteed in shadows. Ann said: "Used to be
Long Tom s. "
"I remenber." Shane | ooked up at the crossed salt and pepper shakers. "W net
Frank MaclLenore and Attila here when we were 18 years old."

"Can you i magi ne?" Ann said. "Know ng what we know now?"

I nside the restaurant, burgundy |ight gl owed anobng oddly pl aced wooden pyl ons.
Shane remenbered that in its earliest incarnation this place had been an

i nexpensive fam |y seafood restaurant. She even renenbered now, surprised at
deeper layers of nenory under fading images of her wild | ate teen years, that
her parents had brought her here as a little girl

" Shane?"

She felt Ann tugging at her sleeve. A cocktail waitress's airbrushed snile
glowed white in the darkness. "Wuld you |ike cocktails while you wait?" the
waitress said in a heightened voice, as though it were the second or third
time she said it. Shane ordered wine. In the |ounge, they sat on bar stools.

Ann si ghed deeply. "W gotta lighten up here, Lull. Wat is this kinda gl ow
you have tonight?"

Shane could still see his pale young face, scruffed up with beard shadow, as
he | eaned toward her. They had been eyei ng each other for about an hour. She
could still see the hunger in his dark eyes as he inched toward her in the
crowmd. She remenbered how her stomach had fluttered. She had not really cared
that much for himat first. Until it had been too late. Once those |ove
hormones started to circulate, it was N agara weathed in shattered water |ike
snoke.

"We can al ways go sonewhere el se," Ann suggested.

"What? Ch no, it's okay. | haven't been here in a long time, but | don't want
to have to | eave anywhere because of old nenories. Cnon, let's live it up."
She rai sed her wine gl ass.

Ann rai sed hers, and they clinked gl asses. Ann told about some software her
conpany had just bought, and how she was enjoying using it in her accounting



j ob.

"And | amgoing to wite The Big Story," Shane said.
"I"'mvery excited for you. It's tine you had sone luck. You're intelligent,
wel | - spoken. . ."

Shane interrupted: "...Have a nice ass."

"That too." Ann sniggered. She had a nice ass too, according to various
sources over the years. She and Ann made quite a pair. They clinked gl asses
again. The hostess escorted themto the dining room There, over flickering
candl es and nmauve tabl ecl oths, they ordered steak dinners.

"My parents brought ne here once when | was small," Shane said.

"Ww, that's a priceless nenory," Ann said.

Shane's father had di ed when she was ten. She grew silent, not wanting to drag
the conversation into a sad valley. She kept the rest of the nmenory to
herself. It was a sunny, sem sweet piece of grayware, for her father had been
killed in a plane crash over the ocean less than a nonth after that |ong ago
di nner. Shane's troubles--with her nother, with herself, even with Kippy--had
grown out of that tragedy.

The di nners cane, and Shane and Ann ate hungrily. Shane was drinking her
second gl ass of wine and feeling giddy. She renenbered that |ong-ago day with
her parents as though it were yesterday: It was a Sunday afternoon late. Tine
seened to stand still. A big bar of sunlight |eaned in through the w ndow. M
Dad was telling jokes and Mother was telling himto be careful | m ght
understand but | was already |aughing. Funny thing is they were clean jokes.
Mot her just didn't get them Like this duck walks in the cosnmetics store and
points to the lipsticks. Says I'll take this one and that one and that one."
Dad pointed at his nose. "And just put themon my bill."

Shane ate nechanically. She stared at the far table, her gaze truncated again
and again by hustling waitresses. She tried to unravel tinme in her mnd. She
tried to renmenber first the lost world of Long Toml's, where in the haze of
adol escent anger she'd seen herself as a Cortez in the jungles of newy

di scovered sexuality. Plunging deeper through the tunnel of nenory--ah, there
it was, the lunmp of pain surrounding Dad's death that had changed her life
forever--and further back...to that place over there. How had it been? Not
drab and dark like now or angry-snoky like the Long Tom s days... but sinple,

tidy, lit with light, secure, reasonable. Checkered table cloths a little girl
woul d I'i ke, baby blue on white, with lacy frills. Afly circling over ketchup
grown bl ack and tacky on a winkled Spike's Fanmily Diner menu... So that was

the old name, Spike's Family Diner. She wanted to ask Ann if she renenbered,
but a hal f-chewed nout hful of steak was stuck in the corner of her nouth,

| ayi ng a numbi ng choke-hold on the muscle there. The thing about Daddy was his
eyebrows. They wobbl ed up and down when he told jokes. Funny, she had
forgotten how fat he was. No not fat, just big and square with lots of extra
flesh, but everything neatly tucked inside a clean shirt and a gray suit with
wi de | apel s. He had pudgy white hands clasped under his belly. She hadn't
realized how soft his fingers | ooked, as though soaked for hours in soapy
water. But his eyebrows! How they nmoved up and down when he talked. His |ips
glistened wetly. His teeth glittered |Iike pebbles. H s tongue..

Shane put her fork down. She rose slowy. She took the napkin fromher |ap and
meant to leave it on the chair but she felt it brush against her calf as it
fell to the ground. A waitress excused herself and Shane nodded, barely noting



t he annoyed f ace.

"Shane. Shane! Shane?" she heard Ann's voi ce sonewhere far away. Al clinking
forks fell silent. The |aughing, talking, rustling of nenus stopped, even a
di stant poundi ng jukebox fell silent.

"Daddy?" She stopped right before his table, pretty nuch where she'd sat that
afternoon | ong ago, and | ooked up at him Way up. Hi s eyebrows waggl ed up and
down. He bored into her with | aughing eyes. Hi s cheekbones glittered as though
t hey had been nade of glaze, like a doll's. H s padded shoul ders and chest
heaved, no, bounced up and down. He reared his head back with | aughter. Mot her
| ooked away, enbarrassed. He sl apped his soft white fingers on the table and
turned toward Mother to see if she got the joke. Shane took a hesitant step
forward. She reached out.

" Shane! "
Her heart pounded |ike an engi ne gone wild.

Cl oser, closer...

The eyes... ...the eyes... ...were enpty as the black of space, devoid of
feeling, drained of enotion... There was no speck of love in those eyes... The
white fingers....fingers of death. The white powder of the undertakers was on

them Powder fl aked and crunbled fromthe dark prune-like fingertips. Powder
caked and piled up in the laugh lines at the edges of the face. Ceramic filled
in the face shattered and torn open in the airplane crash. The lips, the
cheeks, the nose, eaten by fish, glittered now, a glass mask. But the eyes, oh
the | ovel essness in the eyes was what finally told her this was not her Daddy,
this was nobody who had ever |oved her, and she felt a Dark Feeling.

"Shane, are you okay?" Ann stood beside her, an armaround her. The man in the
checkered suit stared at her, puzzled. He had a coarse, kindly red face with
droopy furrows.

Ann | ed her back to their table. "You were like in outer space there for a few
mnutes. | was |ike whoo-aa, where's this worman gone to? Wl cone back. "

"Thanks," Shane said. "I feel better now "

"Can | finish ny steak or do you want to | eave?"

"If all these people will stop staring." Shane picked at her food. The nusic
pi cked up. Forks knives and spoons restarted their randonizations. Laughter
and tal k ball ooned under the wood rafters. "Ann, | think I'mcracking up."

Eyebrow. " Ch?"

"I thought | saw ny Dad sitting over there."

Fork. "Oh well, you were renmenbering." Muth

"Yes, but it was so real. It was like a nightmare, only I wasn't asleep."
Chewing. "You're under a lot of stress."

"I"ll say. Look, maybe I'mreally losing ny marbles. You'd... you and Jereny
woul d ook in on Kippy sonetines if | weren't here anynore, wouldn't you?"

Choke. "Shane! \WWhat ever are you talking about."” Ann drank half her water.



"Shane, maybe you are under a lot of stress, but | don't think you' re cracking
up. |I've known you too long. Well, unless you've changed somehow t he past few
years, and | don't feel that. | remenmber how nervous you used to be when Frank
and Attila were out drinking."

Attila had been Ann's boyfriend, Frank's favorite biker buddy. Shane could
picture Frank and Attila, tangled in a bloody ball of flesh and torn cl othing,
pal e dead faces staring out fromthe nmangled steel of Attila' s chopped Harley.
She cringed, hoping this would not bring on another vivid illusion. But it
didn't.

"So far this has been one really VWEIRD evening," Ann said as they sat in her
car outside. "You ARE going to be OKAY, aren't you?"

Shane touched her head with both hands. "I'mgoing to call ny shrink."
"I think that's a good idea, Shane."

"I thought | was done with himyears ago, but here | am again. Fucked up as
al ways. Ann--?" She turned toward her friend. "You were with ne years ago.
What happened?"

Ann's face was dark and hard

Shane gripped her friend's arm "Please, if you know anything, tell ne.

Ann | ooked like a different person, carved fromstone. "It's just as well you
don't renenber.”

Next day, obits was a bitch as usual. She nmade her deadline and then called
the M E. No autopsies had been done on the four zoo enpl oyees; dead end. In
the norgue, she slid microfiche sheets through the |ight and magni fying |ens
one by one: Washington, J.W; Applewrth, Mary; Jenkins, Ken; and Andino,
Rosari o; but there was no listing for any of the nanes. Should there have
been? She read her hard copies of the obits over again. Jenkins had been 49,
Andi no 53, and Appleworth 27. In fact, J. W Washington had been 57. One thing
they all had in common was that they had not died of old age.

She called the zoo. Dr. Chatfield expressed delight to hear fromher. She
asked: "l was going over sone obits, and | noticed that six zoo enpl oyees died
during the past year, suddenly, in the prine of life. Do you feel there m ght
be a connection? Maybe an environnental hazard?"

"Coi nci dence, M ss MacLenore. Pure and sinple."

"It's a nortality rate |like Waterl 0o."

"You're not planning to do a sensational expose, are you?"

"No, but even if | were it would not get past the editorial staff.”

"I will be happy to escort you around the zoo if you'd like to do a nice
series on sone of the aninmals. The paper does it |ike clockwork about every
three years, and it's tinme."

"Thanks, | appreciate that." She thought, hanging up, well, nmaybe sone little
stories mght get me in the back door; but right now !l think I mght have a
big story. She started contacting next of kin. Mary Appleworth's w dower,

John, a garage mechanic, was symnpathetic but not very helpful. "lI've got three
kids, and it's all | can do to make ends neet. There is sone insurance noney



due, and | was told by the lawer to say nothing or | mght |ose the noney.
Sorry." He hung up

Rosemary Jenki ns, w dow of Jenkins, blubbered a little bit. "They were pretty
forceful ."

"Who, Ms. Jenkins?"

"The | awyers. They told me I'd have to keep ny nouth shut or | could be sued
and | ose the insurance noney."

Bul | oney, Shane thought. "What's the nanme of the insurance firn?" But Ms.
Jenki ns had hung up

Jesus Andi no, wi dower of Rosario Andino, hung up after providing the nane of
the law firm

J.W Washington's wi dow was too hysterical to nmake sense, so a sister spoke
for her: "Yeah, there were |lawers in and out, you can be sure. They were
talking a |l ot of nobney, but they said we got to be very careful who we talk
to, or the insurance m ght not pay up. Wo did you say you work for?"

Shane hung up

The law firmwas Kane, King, Kahn. Shane | ooked their nunmber up in the phone
book.

"Burtongal e Building," a receptionist answered.

Instantly, Shane knew where the law firmwas; in that twelve story brick
office tower, nearly a century old, owned of course by the famly it was naned
after. "Please connect ne with Kane, King, Kahn."

"They have separate lines, Mss. Which one do you wish to speak w th?"

Shane thought fast. "The one that's married to a Burtongale."

The receptionist said innocently. "That would be King. Just a nonment please."
Amazi ng. The Burtongale famly seemed to overflow with wonen, and the nen they
brought in all occupied points of power in San Tormas. She wondered who King

was narried to.

A woman answered. "Janet King."

Vell, swallow ny words. A cousin of Gl bert Burtongal e, Shane happened to
know. "Ms. King, | have a friend who recently passed away at the zoo, an
enpl oyee named J. W Washington. | was wondering if you were handling the
case."

"Yes, | am" snapped Ms. King. "Wat is your interest in the matter?" M. King
sounded like a thorough bitch.

"I was also stung by the spiders, but | didn't die. I lost the use of ny left
arm though, and I would like to sue."

A big long sigh. "Very well, Mss..."

"Chang. Phoebe Chang. Just out of curiosity, who is the insurance carrier?"



Hesitation. "Anerican Canoga | nsurance. Wy?"
"Just wondering."
"I see. How soon can you come see us, M ss Chang?"

"How about this afternoon?"

"Fine." Sound of pencil scratching on paper. "Two o' cl ock?"

"Ch yes, that's fine."
"Do you know where we are |ocated? Can you find us?"

"Yes, of course. Unless nmy condition gets worse. You know, blindness. Further
paralysis. But I'Il call in that case." Shane hung up. Tapped her pencil,
staring at the phone. Then called Information to get nunber and address of
Ameri can Canoga | nsurance. Shane called the nunber.

"Burtongal e Building,"” the fanmiliar receptionist said.

Shane hung up

She raced into Jules's office and cl osed the door. He | ooked up, puffing on a
fresh pipe and raising quizzical brows. "Jules! | think I'monto a major
story. There has been a string of deaths at the zoo, and | think they are
bei ng hushed up by the Burtongale famly."

Jules listened patiently. "Shane, you can be a great reporter sone day.
There's one nore thing you need to prove."

"What's that?"

"The conmon sense to realize that you work for the Burtongal es and they wl|l
fire you if you so nmuch as put a word of this on paper. Now go on, tag al ong
with Perry and stay out of trouble.”

But Perry had left for the afternoon and Shane was too frustrated to stay at
her desk and get ready for the next day's obits. On a whim she called the

i nformati on operator in Oak Ri dge, Tennessee and asked for the phone nunber of
Whi t bread Bapti st Semi nary. She spoke with a Dr. Philonel Crosby, Professor of
Bible Studies. M. Crosby was a young man, and taken with her voice. "I'm
fishing for a story," she told him "The nan died here, and it was all so
sudden that we buried himw thout nuch of a story."

"Well," Dr. Crosby said, "we will miss Dr. Smth. He was sonmething of a
firebrand, to be sure.”

"What do you nean, a firebrand?"

"Well, in his later years he became nore and nore taken up--some woul d say
obsessed--with the idea of making Christianity as concrete as, say, science or
mat hemati cs. He wanted to PROVE'(she could hear the ringing of Crosby's voice
in sone church rafter)"that God and Satan are real."

"And this brought himto San Tomas?" she asked.

"It's a rather odd story."

"Try nme."



"Dr. Smith was here a long tinme, and he did a lot for the sem nary. One of the
many | egacies he left us was his Museum of Satan. If you' re ever out this way,
you should stop by and see it."

"What is in this nuseun®?"

"Things of God and things of the Devil. Odinary fol ks may scoff, Mss
MacLenore, but good Christians take the Wird of God quite literally. Wen he
says there is a Hell, you better believe there is. But the good news is, when
he says there is a Heaven, YOU better BELIEVE there is a heaven!"(how the
rafters rang!)"In this museum M ss MaclLenore, the good Dr. Smith was
gathering artifacts fromaround the world. Voodoo dolls fromAfrica, evil
statues from several ancient enpires, a Satanic Bible fromEngland...well, you
get the idea."

"You're putting ne on."

"Absolutely not."

"This would nmake a lurid story, if a person wanted to--"

He said sharply: "W have had requests like that, but we stay away fromthem"

"I work," she said, biting her tongue, "for a legitimte newspaper. Al | am
looking for is a little background. So what does this museum have to do with
why Smith was in San Tomas?"

"W have kept this out of the papers, Mss MaclLenore, but Dr. Snmith believed
the devil lives in the San Tomas Zoo. How ironic that he died there the way he
did. To bring Satan out of hiding, he took with himone of the artifacts in
his nuseum a wooden statuette of a West African rain devil. That's a denon
who makes the animals in the jungle go into the villages and kill people. His
reasoning was that if he could prove there is Satan, then there nust be God.
He was on a divine nmission, Mss MaclLenore, and maybe it was Satan who tore
his heart out because he got too close to the truth."

"Thank you,"
it to him

Shane said. Another story Jules would quash if | even nentioned

"Did you want the correct spelling on ny name?" Dr. Crosby asked.

"No." She let the receiver slip quietly into its cradle. The image of a rainy
jungle, and beasts comng out to kill people, haunted her

Sat urday eveni ng, Shane and Ann got together at Crank's. Shane parked in the
brightly lit, nost fashionable part of Canoga Avenue. Several bl ocks over, the
age- green copper spires of the Burtongal e Building taunted her, lit by
spotlights and flying a large Arerican flag. Ann said: "C nmon, let's make eyes
and have eyes made at us." Crank's was a popul ar dress-up bar al ong Canoga
Avenue. They wal ked up granite steps to a warm oak doorway piped with shining
brass tubes. Husky blond men with Crank's logo T-shirts and suspenders checked
ID. "That's a nice start," Ann whispered to Shane while glancing back at a
nmuscul ar bicep. A thin man in a business suit, too old and not right, said
somet hing charm ng to Shane. She raked himwith The Icy Look, and the glitter
went out of his smile, like a neon light with a rock through it.

"Not too crowded,” Ann said. They found a snmall table set into the wall. A
waitress in mni-tux, tray held high, took their orders of house white.



Shane thunped Anne's back. "Good choice, Beagle Face. 3 ad we decided to dress
up. "

"Thanks, Rat Breath. Good to party a little again."

"You call this partying? CGeez, | would never have imagi ned, when | was

chai nsmoki ng Canels and swilling beer with Frank and the boys, that in ten
years |1'd be sitting in a place like this wondering if | should sip Chablis or
Burgundy." Everything was mirrors, but cool because the |light had an
understated bl uish brightness that nmade faces and hands appear fl uorescent.
Brass tubing arced anmong graceful potted palnms. The nmirrors, coated with
art-deco figures in white [atex, gave an inpression of boundl ess space. Trippy
space, pounded by heavy speakers extruding a thick paste of netal-sounding
musi c. Crank's was hip, and hip neant mnusic without deafness. Tal k, however
aerated, was in. So was Looking.

"That one," Ann said, pointing. "There. No, there."

Shane finally saw him a man with a nice snile who seemed entranced by his

heavy bl onde conpanion, listening to her every word. "N ce," Shane said. "He
doesn't | ook scroungy, so probably no drugs. Trim so he rmust work out. Isn't
swilling his drink, hasn't scratched his balls.”

Shane and Ann clinked gl asses. The clinking caught the eyes of the man with
the bl onde, and a | ook of startled speculation crossed his upper face,
changi ng the eyes, while the smle remained frozen. Watch it," Shane said.
"He's a faker. He's seen you."

Ann was sniling across the room nodding.

"Ch Jesus. | knew sonething was going to happen toni ght. Fast work there,
Beagl e- Face. "

Ann put her glass down with a knowi ng, secret smile. "I just enjoy the gane a
little bit. Try nyself to see if I'mrusty."

"I"'mgoing to the | adies' room" Shane said.

"Wsh me |luck. Hey whattaya know. He's telling her he must go to the
bat hroom " She pulled in her chin and made a deep Transyl vani an voi ce:
"Dahlink, I must go shake ny hose."

Shane | aughed, escaping before the guy glided in like a black and white fish,
angling slightly toward Ann with an expressionl ess | ook at Shane. \Wat a feat,
Shane thought, he should be in a circus. How can a person present two
different faces to two different persons at the sane tine? He curved in like a
dol phin, fins laid back and relaxed as in a dancer's bow. Wth one side of his
face he | ooked suggestively into Ann's eyes while with the other side of his
face he sized up Shane.

She picked up her purse and threaded her way through the crowd. That was when
she saw Lt. Vic Lara of the San Tomas Police, whom she had net at the norgue,
and her breath caught. Lara's eyes started at her toes and moved up to her
curls, like pencils shading in a drawing. There was a warm cocky twinkle to
his eye, and his chin noved back in a smle. "Haven't we met somewhere
bef or e?"

"Maybe. "

"Let me buy you a drink," Lara said.



"I'mwith a friend."
"Now are you cold or just shy?"
"Ch why not?" Shane said.

"Great." He held the chair for her. d asses cane: wine for her, scotch for
hi m

"So we neet again," she said feeling witless. Hi s eyes, when he | ooked at her
a certain way, rem nded her of old pain and she wi shed he'd quit doing that.

He noved a toothpick around on his lips. "I was kind of surprised to see
you're on the police beat. Gets pretty gory."

"I quickly noticed that sonehow. How do you deal with it every day,
Li eut enant ?"

"Vic. Call me Vic. Hey, do | get the feeling I'm being interviewed?"
She fol ded her hands on the table. "Do reporters make you nervous?"

He sl apped his forehead. "Reporters. Naw. Pretty girls. Wnmen who are sure of
t hensel ves and stare into your soul. Like you."

She | aughed. "Very theatrical. Mist be the Latin blood."

"Now there you've hit it right on the head. |I'm Mexi can-Puerto Rican." He nade
sawi ng motions with his forearns. "Sal sa, baby. Sabe?"

"I like alittle salsa now and then. Say if you trashed that toothpick
probably could see into your soul ."

The toothpick sailed away in an arc. He opened his nouth wide.

She | ooked in. "Well, you have a lot of fillings..."

He snapped his nouth shut. "Wat are you, a dentist now?"

She | aughed. "Just a struggling obituary witer."

He pl aced his hands over hers. "I was going to ask you for your phone number."

"You presune greatly, Lt. Lara. Here, | have sonething in ny purse that | want
to show you." She placed it before him

"A tooth?" Vic asked, regarding the object.

She said: "I found it outside the zoo." There was a ringing in her ears, a
rush of blood, and she wasn't sure why she was doing this.

"Ch?" He placed a new toothpick carefully in the "o" of his lips while his
eyes apprai sed her. Again, that feeling scraped her soul. Wat was it Vic Lara
did to her? He | ooked at the tooth but did not touch it. "Now why did you pick
up this old thing? Isn't it better to let old things lie where they are?"

"You too, huh?"

"Wait," he said raising a hand as though he were cl eaving a pound of truth.



"Why were you wandering around outside the zoo?" His eyes | ooked surprised and
i nterested.

"I wasn't wandering," she said, "I was throw ng up."

He stared.

"I was grossed out by the snmell of Smith's blood."

"You're going to be police reporter. Get used to it."

"I"'mworking onit, Vic. I'"'mwth you here, aren't 1|7?"

He stopped | aughing. "You could do worse."

She whacked him "1 know. Stop treating nme like a sister, will you?"

He reached for her hand. "Okay." He helicoptered close with puckered lips.

She felt starved and wanted to take himhone to bed but she put her finger
over his lips. "First things first, Vic."

He sat back. "All right, tell ne exactly where you found this tooth."
"About a thousand feet fromthe entrance. On a bald spot of sand and scrub."
He nodded. "And?"

She | ooked at the tooth, confused. "I thought it mght be inmportant. A man
nmur dered a thousand feet away. How on earth does an adult tooth..." She | ooked
up, suddenly at a |oss.

"You said nurdered. This is getting very interesting." He yawned, still not
touchi ng the tooth.
"Blow it out your ear," she said. She swept the tooth into her purse and
rummaged for the list of names. "I had sonething el se to show you. | was going
to call you. At work. Business only." She showed him her piece of paper. "I
did some checking and found out that these people have died suddenly while

wor ki ng at the zoo during the past year."

He took the list and this time, his jaws genuinely slid apart. "How did you do
this?"

Ann waved to her from a di stance

"Excuse me a minute." She hurried to Ann's side. "Wat trouble are you getting
in now? And where's the shark nan?"

"Ch, him He was going to drive his wife home and then..."
"Wfe! | had a feeling."

"And then he was going to cone back for me. |I told himto take a hike."

"Can you wait just a fewmnutes? | net a policeman | know and | want to ask
hi m some questions about a case."

Ann | aughed outright. Then she frowned. "You're serious. You, Mary Shane
MacLenore, are nmeeting with a cop to discuss a case."



"A murder. Hang in, I'lIl just see Vic for a few m nutes."
"Ch, Vic is it now?" Ann ribbed.

When she returned to the bar, Lara was |l eaning his chin on his hand and
| ooki ng down at the piece of paper. "Shane..." He swallowed hard. "This is
classified police information. \Wiere did you get it?"

"I | ooked things up."

"This is very sensitive information."
"For whon®? The Burtongal es?"

"Shane, |I'minpressed.”

"Ch?" She sipped her wine, secretly gratified that he was inpressed with her
research. Hell, she was.

He took her hand and squeezed it with just enough force to hurt.
"Quch, Vic."

"Honey, don't look any further into this matter, okay? Please." He |eaned

cl ose and she could snell the snobke and scotch on his breath. He gl anced down
at her hand and when he saw that he had hurt it he cradled it like a wounded
bird in both of his hard hands and blew on it.

She got chills up and down her back. Her hair tingled on the nape of her neck
She pul | ed her hands away and hid them under the table, seal ed over by her
breasts. "Vic, | need a break. If | want to make it as a reporter, | need a
big story. I'"'mnot going to back away fromthis."

There was theater on his face as his gaze bounced fromwall to wall as if
trying to catch sonething elusive. "Madre. This woman cannot |et things rest
when | tell her."”

"I am NOT one of your giggly little nujeres, Vic."

"So much | gather. Wth a nane |ike a cowboy, nothing surprises ne."

She ran through her standard expl anati on about her name, knowing it by rote so
wel | that she knew when to stop for breaths. "My Mother was Doris Shane and ny
Daddy was Wayne Lull. | was baptized Mary Lull. Daddy thought that was so
awful he stuck in Mother's naiden nane, so | became Mary Shane Lull. | dropped
the Mary; and |'ve kept ny married (w dowed) name, so now |'m Shane MaclLenore,
and | like it that way."

He nade a face. "Wiy not Martha? That's a nice name. O Linda? You know Li nda
nmeans beautiful ?" He | eaned cl ose.

She | eaned her face close to his. "You know Shane neans mysterious, sensuous,
and intriguing?"

He cl osed his eyes. "I could easily be convinced." He opened his eyes.
She gat hered her purse. "Thanks for the drink."

"The nunber," he said.



"Ch yes." She tore a deposit slip fromher bank book

"Maybe we can work together," he said, folding the slip very carefully. "Mybe
we can get our arnms around this situation."”

Wz felt a quiet fury. Bishop Donald Mil cahy stood with his back to her

overl ooki ng the basilica gardens as night fell. He started to light a fresh
cigar but dropped the silver lighter, which thudded softly into the rug
between his black shoes. Wz's glasses slipped down al ong her nose. "For the
last time, Bishop, | want to know if you'll get an exorcist."

"No!" He whirled and faced her. His steel rinms glinted.

"I happen to know you've had an exorcist here for years. Wiy is it such a
secret ?"

The bishop rolled his gaze upward. "I don't care to debate theol ogy with you
this evening."

"Because you are just plain scared shitless?"

"I am scared. Yes. Scared to roll the Church back into the M ddl e Ages, back
to a time when people were afraid to set foot out the door at night for fear
there was a denon behind every rock."

Gotcha. "Isn't that howit is today, bishop?"

"Yes, yes, very clever of you, but don't you see the denbns today are human,
just as they were in the Mddl e Ages."

Darn, turned it around. "Please!"
"M ss Chickowitz, | cannot offer my support.”

"That does it." Feeling bl oody anger beating in her ears, Wz pushed her

gl asses up for the third or fourth time. "People have di ed because of that
thing in the zoo. | won't let this go on." Ignoring the last glinpse of him
darkly shaking his head, she storned down the carpeted halls of the chancery
and out the front door with a bang.

She found Jules Loomis still waiting in his car in the shadows of an ancient
oak tree. He was just attenpting to relight his pipe as Wz threw herself into
t he passenger seat and pulled the door shut with a thunmp. "He said no."

Jul es got the pipe going and the car filled with snmoke. Wz opened her w ndow
and nmade coughi ng noi ses and fanning nmotions. He said sorry and put the pipe
face-down in the ashtray. He drove away slowy. "W figured that's what he'd
say, didn't we?"

She shot back: "I was willing to give hima chance to listen.”
"Are you sure you don't want to just tell the authorities what you think?"

"The authorities? That's the Burtongale fanmily in this town. No thanks!" The
growi ng night slid past, cool and deep with vegetal scents. Trees sighed in
the wind, their dry | eaves sweeping al nost at ground | evel as though hel pi ng
the roots | ook for water. Wz waved briefly toward Jules after getting out.
The dully gl eam ng sides of the Bronco, the shinmering opacity of the

wi ndshi el d, were a cipher. As she approached the service entrance of the zoo,



she heard himstart the engine and drive away.

A threat |ooned, and a conmand between the ancient stones with a crackle |ike
forked tongues of lightning: Kill the angry one. Send our Spirit into the
night. Let it find what it needs to tear the soul fromthe angry one. Hi gh up
in the cat house, a jaguar naned Lilly stirred in her sleep. She padded out of
her cave to listen. To try and sense what it was that had di sturbed her. She
slurped water fromher pond. Stifling a cry of pain and rage, she felt as

t hough sonething were tearing her apart into three pieces frominside.

Three shadowy jaguars pranced neaningfully toward the high walls. As their
matrix rolled over, dying, the three copies of her sailed through the air in a
fifty foot leap and | anded on the street outside. Snarling. Tails twtching.
Three bl ack jaguars sliced through the darkness, searching. Their |ean backs
flowed with nmuscularity. Their | oose, hungry bellies swayed with each | eap
each junping thunp. Somewhere an ow hooted. The three cats ignored it,
listening intently, snelling the air. Their eyes floated warily, drinking in
the crazy light that was neither night nor day and charged themto manic
pitch. Their tails flicked Iike whips. Their paws thudded inperceptibly,
avoiding dry | eaves and twi gs that mght crackle and give them away. Their cat
faces turned fromside to side, seeking..

No | ooki ng back now, Wz thought. Dressed in dark clothing, she clung to the
shadows under the trees. Until she canme to small utility door. @ ancing right
and | eft over her shoul der, she used a stolen (the Wite Wtches had
connections) key and let herself into the |oading area of the supply

war ehouse. Quickly, a blur, she faded anmpong the trees.

She grasped the iron crucifix in the sash of her skirt, willing any stray evil
spirits to confront her. Thus far, the night did not answer. Deterninedly she
reached under her belt and squeezed the contents of the small bag she carried:
A gold coin, a silver coin, a snmooth round pebble, a match, a vial of water,
several chicken bones and feathers, a matchbox filled with the ashes of a
smal I sandal wood cross burned on an east-facing hillside during a full noon.

She felt her feet carry her on silent night wi ngs, |like the nessenger Mercury
for whomthe silver coin in her pouch was nmeant. From a snall container she
scooped a w tches' paste which she rubbed on the tip of her tongue, |eaving
echo tastes of licorice and mnt.

Pat hs crackl ed as her toes barely touched the ground. She felt the Wite Magic
and Di vine Power sweep her along toward a great conbat. She felt full of Jesus
and the other gods. She felt drunk with righteousness.

Wz felt danger and spread her arns. Let it find her. She grasped the crucifix
in one hand and the small pouch of fetish itens in the other. This was her
pl an: To summon t he denon, then banish himfromthis place forever!

Wz stopped. Had there been a thunp, a crackle, like cats landing after a
junp? She heard only the wind. But that was her signal to begin the conbat.
She began her ritual, drawing with chalk on the street. The chal k broke, and
she barked her hand on biting gravel. On her knees, she sucked the scrape
wound, tasting blood. So much the better! Wnd whipped at her scarf. Her
unconmbed gray-brown hair bl ew around her head. She brushed it out of her eyes
as she resumed drawing with a sal vaged pi ece of chal k: The noon at the |eft
hand of the crucified, the sun in Hs face, a star on H's right hand. That
woul d be the star of Bethlehem It would also be a nminor solar enblemfor
Anon.

She began to pray: "Qur Father W art in Heaven, Hallowed be Thy Nane..." As



she prayed she continued her drawi ngs. The wind threw up a faint dust that
hovered like a cloud filled with saffron light. Leaves, sticks, twigs were
stirring, as if trying to arrange and rearrange thensel ves on the chal k
mar ki ngs. She huffed breathl essly, bending over the Sun

She noticed that four demons were at hand. Three huge bl ack cats leapt into
the clearing, six forelegs extended all at once in a magnificent troika. And a

...man, swathed in a wind-roiled cloak... Knowi ng that the conbat was about to
be joined, Wz |aughed as they circled around. This was good al ready. She felt
the power inside her. She was ten, twenty feet tall, holding her arns out |ike

one crucified. The three jaguars and the man seenmed separate but equal parts
of a greater whole, a stage play of doom closing noiselessly in on her. Their
silence was so eerie she was sure they were an illusion. She hunched down
again to finish her Pentagram which would be a Star of David with a circle on
the inside. As she did so, she performed the Rally. "M chael the Archangel
and all the hosts of Heaven, we summon you to protect us from Satan and al
the evil spirits who roamthe world, seeking the ruin of souls.”

The black cats circled warily, two to one side, one to the other. Surely this
man rmust be Satan or sone very inportant devil. Then surely her spells were
wor ki ng! Elated, Wz ignored the denons, knowing the devil liked to play with
illusions. "Lord Satan, Dark Hand of Ni ght, you are summoned to send forth
your denons and evil spirits that are afflicting this place so that they may
be defeated and cast out."

The cats | eapt close |Iike dancers.

Her heart was pounding so strongly it nmade her ribs shudder. She dropped the
chal k and clutched her chest. But then wasn't this exactly what the King of
Dermons want ed? Staggering slightly, she bent over to pick up the chal k. The
ritual nmust not be interrupted. She fell to her hands and knees, weakened by
waves of darkness and nausea that filled her brain, alternating with nore
col orful waves of mauve, dull brass, wine red..

She tried to utter a cry, but it was stifled by several great weights hitting
her all at once. Pain filled her, and she struggled to turn over onto her
back, to sit up. She tried to wave an armto fend them off. The arm was

gri pped painfully, torn back and forth in bone-jarring slashing notions. She
snel l ed a rankness of spit and |icked cat hair.

There was salvation at hand. There was a light that fell out of space. There
was an expl osion and the Book of Revel ati ons opened before her. She cried
soundl essly, reaching with a hand that wasn't there. She heard a tearing
sound, and only dimy realized it was the sound of her own flesh.

She hovered in the air, safe now, and watched three bl ack jaguars nulling over
several dark bundles of rags. She was safe now, and could rest at |ast.

One by one, the cats w nked out of existence. But the man put on rubber
gl oves. Wiy rubber gl oves?

But Wz was past curiosity, and turned away..

...rolling like a cork swollen in water..

...splashes...then darkness..

She was wal king... down a long corridor... into ?a ship. Her hands, as she

| ooked at them turned bright blue. Ahead of her, one or two other bright blue
per sons wal ked t oward. .



"Hello," said a blue man with a nice smle. "My nane is Freddy with a vy.
What' s yours?"

...Several dark shapes | oomed near a doorway shimering with sonmething |ike
heat or fire. One by one, they pushed the nunbly wal ki ng humans into the
flames. ..

WEARESAFENOW the pilot signaled Gl bert.

Wal | ace Burtongal e hurried out of the shadows carrying a nachete and sone
bags.

Glbert lit a cigarette and knelt by the body. Squinting, snoke in his eyes,
he began by hacking up her arns. "The Pilot was in ny head."

Wal | ace touched his son. "This has to end."

G I bert hacked at her legs. The cigarette wobbled. "There are enough pieces
now. It will happen soon. The ship will fly again. W will be free."

"What about this nosy little female reporter?" Wall ace asked.

G lbert |ooked up. He flicked his cigarette. "She's special,’
her last, as ny prize."

he said. "I get

Wal | ace expressionlessly held open a bag, and G lbert threwin a foot.

A strangl ed cry awakened Roger Chatfield in his bedroomin his house a bl ock
fromthe zoo, and he wasn't sure if it was his own or someone else's cry.

It al nost sounded like a big cat. O a wonan snoker

He lay for sone seconds in darkness, holding the sheet close to his chin, and
groggily teetered between sleep and wakeful ness. On the sleep side, he grasped
qguestioningly after the fleeting after-image of... sonething... cats. The
dream picture glared at him then winkled into distortions like the folds in
a curtain, then fell apart |ike dust in a sunbeam

But it was four a.m
No sunbeans.

He swung out of bed, rubbed his head, and then staggered off in t-shirt and
boxer shorts to check on Rudy and Eli sa.

The hardwood floor of 501 Lilac, one of the Burtongale fanm |y houses, was cold
and unkind to his feet. He curled his toes up and wal ked on the balls of his
feet. Never, he had vowed, would a man who had dug in the scorpion-infested
sands of the Negev, who had used a shovel to fight off bandits swooping in on
canels in the night, who had stepped into the throne-chanber of a dead ki ng,
never woul d such a man purchase slippers at the mall

Elisa, 13, slept peacefully. Her hands and feet |ooked big and unfem nine,
like the paws of a puppy that was still to grow. But her skin, even in the
banana gl ow of the streetlight outside, |ooked snooth Iike honey. Her |ong
mahogany hair lay |like an open fan on the pillow Her rel axed face presented
anbi guous suggestions, fromround infant cheeks to bony adol escent jaw to
mat ure, hol | owi ng eyes.



Rudy, 9, was also asleep. Perhaps the cry in the night had been his, for Rudy
had al ways been a restless sleeper, and increasingly so in recent nonths.
Whereas Elisa could alnost clinb out of bed in the nmorning and fold the sheets
over and the bed was still made, Rudy managed to runple up his sheets.
Sonetimes in his sleep, he even managed to pull the fitted sheet from under
the mattress corners. He now lay on the bare mattress. He gripped his pill ow
against his chest with his fists. Hi s head was upturned and his nmouth was
slightly open as though he were pushing hinmself up froma dream of drowni ng.

Gently, Chatfield covered his son with a blanket. He propped the boy into a
nore confortable position with his head on the pillow. As he did so, the
vacuous faintly alarmed cast of Rudy's cheeks changed to one of sleepy

sati sfaction. Nuzzling, he smacked his lips and settled into a deeper sleep

Qutside, a bird chittered in a bush

Chatfield touched Rudy's blond crewcut and then stole softly out of the room

Ki ppy dawdl ed over his breakfast. "You screamed again last night," he said

with a nout hful of cornflakes.

"I"'msorry, | can't help it. Cone on, we've got to get going," Shane urged.
Feeling lazy and i mobile, she bit off a piece of sugared and buttered raisin
bread toast with one hand while twiddling a pencil in the other

"You know, Mom Fred Civitelli has been taking piano since he was six and now
he's going to start a rock band. Can |I take guitar |essons?"

She shrugged. "I'Il tell you as soon as | finish balancing my checkbook.™"

The phone rang. It was Howard Berger. Her stomach tw sted. "Shane, how have
you been." He had a clear, intelligent voice, now with m xed shades of
hesitati on and desire.

"Fine, Howard. How s your cat?" She tried to renenber its nane, a beautiful
Angora with silky white fur and a pretty little face filled with feline and
femal e expressions.

He | aughed. "Bitty? Oh, she's ... around. She was trying to avoid another cat
and bunped into a rose thorn and got an abscess, so that just cost ne a
hundred bucks at the vet's. How s Ki ppy?"

"Fine." To think she had been intimate with this man. She hated his ganme: he
seened to always think of the two in parallel, his cat and her son. He seened
to be signalling, |ook, here's howwell | take care of ny cat, just marry ne
and you'll see how well 1'll take care of..

"I called because | knowit's time for his physical."

Dam you, Howard, she thought. "He's... fine. He's sitting right here and
we' re having breakfast."

Chastened, he said: "I figured you would be. | don't want to bother you at
wor k, and you don't seemto return ny calls.”

"I can't talk right now, Howard."

"I understand." His voice thickened. "All right. Okay. Look. Here's the deal
Here's what | think. I'mgoing to ask you if you'd like to neet me for lunch."



"Thanks, Howard, but we've been around and around on this, and | don't want to
hurt your feelings, but the answer is still no."

"Al'l right, Shane. I'mgoing to cast off. Thanks."
Qui ckly she hung the phone up.
"Howar d?" Ki ppy said.

She tore off another bite of toast, picked up the pencil, |ooked at the
checkbook, and threw the pencil down.

"He's creepy," Kippy said.

"Thanks, Kippy. | needed that."

"I"'mjust trying to keep you out of trouble, Mom If you marry soneone, |'ve
got to either |leave home or live with the guy, so |I've got a persona
interest."

"I prom sed you, Kippy, | would never bring a man in this house that you don't
feel confortable with. Now put the lid on and get the |l ead out and get ready

for school or no t.v. tonight. Mve!"

On the way to St. Andrew s Grammar School, they stopped for gas at a corner
station. Kippy went inside to buy cupcakes. Shane paid, then went outside to

punp gas.
The punp was slow. The nunbers dribbled by, and she | ooked at her watch. Kippy
was taking a long time. A blue van was parked at the next pump island. She
hooked the punp handl e on automatic and sauntered back, craning her neck to
peer around the van

The wi ndows were opaque. Vague figures noved inside. Shane frowned, unable to
| ocate her son's silhouette.

The punp clicked on, spilling numbers, and she kept an eye on it. She kept the
ot her eye on the broad picture w ndow.

No Ki ppy. How long could it take to buy cupcakes?

Cick... click... click... went the punp. At last, the amount she had paid
for. The punp slowed. It stopped. She pulled it out, replaced it on its
hol der, replaced the cap on her gas tank..

The van was still there. She dodged around it and between two cars.

Just then Kippy cane out with his cupcakes.

Her heart sank. G lbert Burtongale was with him tall and w | d-haired
Glbert's eyes were filled with a crazed light veiled by friendliness.

"H Mm" Kippy said. He had just eaten one cupcake.
"Ch ho!" G lbert exclained, seeing her
Shane was furious. "Kippy, cone on, we've got to hurry."

"Lady Luck strikes again!" Glbert exulted



This was no coi nci dence. He nust have been followi ng her. Men had done that
bef ore. Foll owed her around, seeking the excuse to casually fall into
conversation. She could see it fromhis glance. "In the car," she comanded

Ki ppy.

Gl bert stuck his hands in his jeans and shuffled up close, |ooking down at
her, smiling. He said softly: "Come on, Mary, don't be hard on ne."

"My nanme is not Mary."
"Al'l I want is a chance. Think of all | can give you."

She wi ped the back of her hand against her forehead, feeling faint, feeling
per haps the onset of the Dark Feeling. She neant to say something piquant, but
words janmmred in her throat and she whirled, running back to the car

"...least talk to nel" he was hollering with the first underlines of
annoyance. Hi s eyes noved fromclever to maybe hurt. She popped the clutch and
roared out of the station

"Did I do sonething wong?" Kippy asked.

She shook her head. "No. No you didn't. I'msorry | yelled at you. | think
that man has been followi ng us. He scares ne."

"He does?" Kippy, nmouth full of cupcake, turned his head. "Hey |ook. He's
getting into that blue van."

"Yeah. So?"

"That van was parked on the corner by our apartnent the other day. | know
because he has a zoo decal on the rear bunper. Jerenmy and | both noticed it.
It's the panda one, the only one nmissing in ny collection."

"Chal k marks," Roger Chatfield repeated in the norning as he strode into his
office at the zoo.

"Yes, | thought | should catch you as you cane in." \Wallace Burtongale Il
poured coffee fromthe silver service. He was a short, pot-bellied nan of
sixty, with watery blue eyes and a ring of white hair around a burned red
spot. H's mouth curved down sourly. An aggressive Burtongal e chin added
vinegar. "Don't know the details yet. Soneone broke into the zoo | ast night
and drew weird synbols on the street near the pagoda." He yawned.

Chatfield threw his worn | eather briefcase under his desk and sat down. He
steepled his fingers and | ooked through themas if they were a gunsight. "Any
dead t heol ogians this tine?"

Wal | ace shook his head. "Thank God, no. No bodies." Two |unps. Plop, plop
Wal |l ace stirred. "This time however, it's inside the zoo. You know what that
means. W cannot all ow any snooping around. We can't get caught up in any
scandal . "

"I'sn't that kind of paranoid?" Chatfield asked.

"No," Burtongal e said. Relations between Chatfield and his boss had been
deteriorating for reasons Chatfield could not put his finger on. Chatfield
surreptitiously slid his upper niddl e desk drawer open an inch and just with
the tips of his fingers touched the thick kraft parcel he kept there for just
such nmoments. It felt bulky and reassuring to the touch



"Those are ny and Mss Polly's explicit feelings, especially if that police
reporter and nosy young wonman cone around again."

Roger sat back and | aughed. "Wallace, they're from your paper. You own it. You
own them So squash the story. Isn't that what we al ways do?"

Wal | ace sat down wheezily before the desk. "I'"mafraid there is one nore piece
of bad news, Roger. It's your favorite cat Lilly. The Peruvian jaguar."

Chatfield laid his hands on his desk, palms down, and sat upright. "No."

"I"'mafraid so. The cat keepers found her dead this norning. No sign of
struggl e, poisoning, anything." Chatfield felt sick. Five years of work down
the drain, the breeding project... "I"msorry, Roger. | knew you'd take it
hard."

Twenty mnutes later, when Chatfield saw the cat, he closed his eyes. "Quch."
He felt as though he'd been hit. The cat had been a special breeder on |oan
fromPeru. There was a whole wall of baby pictures of her, with her keepers,
in the cat house.

"Call the vet," he said thickly.

"Already did," said a handler. "She's on her way to pick Lilly up for
necropsy. Do you want us to, um I|et you know-?"

"I'"ll be in ny office." Atear stung each eye, and he brushed them away. He
knelt down. The cat lay stretched out as if running, on her side, stiff with
rigor nmortis. The nuzzle was slightly open and the tongue hung out, turned
toward the ground. Her eyes were open. Faint wind stirred the tips of black
hair. Back in his office, Chatfield put his face in his hands and thought
about the future. "Dr. Chatfield,” the secretary said over the intercom "Are
you back? | have soneone on the line and I was just about to tell her to cal
back another time."

"I"I'l take it." He rose, slammed the door shut, and | anded back in his chair.
Di sgustedly, he pressed the intercom button.

There was a pause. Then: "Hello?"

A famliar voice. Sweet sonehow. Like a sour candy. "Yes," he prodded.
"Dr. Chatfield?"

He slowy began to snmile. "Yes, how are you."

"Ch fine. How did you know it was ne?"

He sat back feeling a flood of warnth. "Somehow I just did."

"That's nice," the MacLenore wonan said with a surprised tone, pleased at
bei ng renmenbered. "I had a note fromJules Looni s that you wanted sonmeone to
do sone color on the zoo."

"Yes, that was ny suggestion. Suppose we meet over lunch."

Flustered. "I, well, yes, that would, I"'mburied in, er, articles here,
but..."



"\What about tonmorrow? My day here is rather full."

"Let's plan on it, unless something comes up."

"Thanks, M ss MacLenore. 1'Il look forward to it."

Funny woman, he thought pressing the button. She had hung up without another
word. The room shook again as that pesky military plane nmurnured in | ow and
t hundered overhead before resuming its circling high up over San Tomas

Peni nsul a.

Ears burni ng, Shane hung up the phone. There was sonet hi ng about Roger
Chatfield she did not like, but she wasn't sure what it was that bothered her

By el even, nobst of the work was in. She had fifteen funeral notices and six
articles. O the articles, two were nmajor stories (as obits went). The big one
was Freddy Shaw (with a y), a city council man. As Shane typed the formal,

uni magi nati ve notices and articles, her nmnd wandered in various directions.
VWhat was |ife? What was reality? Wiy did sone people live to be ninety years
old, and others only ninety days or nine years? She had nearly |ost Kippy. She
HAD | ost Frank. Now these other obits. You became phil osophical; doing obits
was an overview, a final checkpoint on life.

The phone rang. Vic Lara. "Ch hi," she said, hearing that little spin on the i
in hi that told her she was interested in him

"I was wondering if we could neet for dinner."

"Not this evening. | have a doctor's appointment."

He pressed: "This is ny only evening off. Wat do you say | take you dancing."
"We-e-1]..." She wanted to go sl ow

"Say yes."

She | aughed. "Yes."

"Great. Crank's? What tinme?"

"Crank's will be fine," she said still |aughing. She was gl ad he nmade her
| augh.
"Ckay--1"1l pick you up at your..."

"Il meet you at Crank's in the bar," she interrupted to keep a di stance.
"Nine." She wote herself a note just to be sure and resumed her work with a
pl easant hum

The phone rang. It was Sister St. Cyr. Shane was surprised; usually

conmuni cati on was by a note left in Kippy's lunch box. "M ss MaclLenore,

not hing big. You forgot to send ten dollars for Kippy's class trip next nonth.
It was due today."

"Ch, sorry. | can bring it by on nmy lunch hour."

"Tonorrow will be fine," Sister said.

"No really. How is Kippy doing?" she asked



Sister hesitated. "Well, | ama little concerned. Not worried now," she
qui ckly anmended. "Nothing dramatic, but his attention seens to be wanderi ng.
He got Cs on three quizzes, and that's not like him"

"Do we need a conference?"

"Ch, not at all." Sister St. Cyr had a pl easant |augh. She told parents to
renenber her name was as Sister Sincere.

A short while later, eating an apple, Shane wandered into the front yard at

St. Andrew s. Stark light fell into the Victorian junble of tomato-col ored
brick and al nmond-col ored marbl e set behind a garden of trees and ferns. She
had attended granmar school here. Alone in the courtyard, she stopped and

| ooked up at the shuttered wi ndows. The Dark Feeling swooped down over her --
no, welled up frominside of her -- and she dropped her apple. She reeled
dizzily, sitting dowmm on a lowwall. | WANTTOTOUCHYOU...

somet hing i nside of her said drooling. Marble gargoyl es gazed down at her from
| eaded drain spouts. Horned goats, hissing serpents, grinning devils |eered
down at her.

Go away, she screaned inside. Go away! She | ooked down the tunnels of her
bl ood, into the chanmber of her brains, through the eggwhites of her eyeballs.
Get out of my fucking life!

|l HAVEWAI TEDSOLONG... it said, but then drew away. Abruptly
she felt okay again. She brushed off her apple, but saw a wormin it and threw
it away in disgust. She wal ked down a dark corridor that snelled of floor wax
and books. She paid the ten dollars to the school cashier, a chubby vol unteer
with a merry snile. As she left, she paused and | ooked back. Somehow oozi ng

t hrough the pores of the brick, children's cries reached her. She wal ked back
A Virgin of creany nougat smled down. Shane walked a little further and
rounded the corner. Now the cries were plain. She | ooked down a slight incline
past the school and saw nilling blue unifornms on the playground. There was a
constant semaphore of white through the | eaves, the boys' shirts and the
girls' blouses.

She resisted the inpulse to wave, yell his name. Instead she kept to the shade
under the trees so as not to be seen. There: around the basketball court.
Shirts had the ball. Wack, whack, whack, went the ball as the shirt tapped it
on the asphalt and deci ded on an openi ng.

Al one on the side lines at m d-court stood Kippy wearing no shirt. He was
firmy planted on one crutch, |eaving the other hand free..

Flurry of shirts and skins. Ball noved rapidly. Basket.

Ki ppy yelled "Yeah!" and waved a fist. H s teanmates pranced by and one by one
sl apped hi s uphel d hand.

Shane waved her fist and whi spered, "Yeah!" Wth a feeling of relief, she
hurried to her car. Lunch hour was over (she'd forgotten to eat) but no
matter. That was one healthy boy out there, yelling his |lungs raw

Havi ng nmet her deadline, Shane gave Jules the high sign. He nodded, and she
sl oshed out into the drizzle. First stop, the public library, the information
desk. "H . | seemto renenber seeing, somewhere in the halls, a marble scrol
or something that reads Burtongal e Room" The young librarian called over an
ol der | ady whose kindly eyes swam | i ke pickled eggs behind thick |enses.
"Yes," the ol der worman said, "years and years ago when they built this

buil ding, there was a plan to have a roomfor Burtongal e menorabilia and



books. They practically paid for this library, I'msure you know. Then, who
knows, nothing ever canme of it. The roomis now part of the stacks, and
off-limts. If I remenber correctly, we keep nagazines init."

"But why the change of plans?" Shane asked.

The ol der woman shrugged. "I think they decided to keep all their books up in
t he mansi on. They have a family nmuseumup there, I'mtold."

Shane went to a pay phone and | ooked up the numnber.
A worman answered (refined, cheery, British...). "This is Camlla Strather."

"I was wondering about the Burtongale Family Miuseum " Shane said. "The library
told me it's at the famly mansion."

"Yes, it is, but it hasn't been open to the public in at |east twenty years,
and | don't anticipate that it will be. Mss Polly is very firmon that. Are
you a schol ar?"

"No, just nosy." Shane hung up

Shane and Ki ppy ate pizza that evening. "Sister Sincere called ne at work
today. She was a little concerned."”

" About what ?"
"I"'mnot sure. You're daydream ng in class? You got |ow grades on quizzes?"

He chewed slowy and stared at her. "I got Cs on sonme mnor tests." Hi s tone
was clipped and tense.

She asked: "Are you spending too nmuch time on that conmputer and not enough in
your books?"

"No, Moni(sane tone she took with her own nother)"l didn't study because | had
a headache. And she said the quizzes don't count if you get a better grade on
the tests. You can substitute..."

"Ckay, okay," she said. She knew she'd better chop this off before he felt
confronted. "I'mjust asking." She bit into her own slice. She pictured her
not her's face: The boy needs a man in his life. Mentally, she threw a basebal
at her nother's image to dunk it in a carnival pool

Bef ore her bedroommnirror, getting ready for her visit to the shrink, she

noti ced Kippy through a crack in the door. Who was this grinning, masculine,

al nost coarse young guy sitting on her couch watching football? Wat about the
honmewor k? She pull ed on her nyl ons.

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"I"'mgoing to visit the doctor."

"That sure is a lot of fancy make-up and stuff for a doctor."

"Ckay, Sherlock, so I'mneeting a friend afterward and we nay go danci ng
afterward and 1'Il call you, okay?"

He | ooked at the TV, not answering.



She si ghed deeply. Sonmetines having a child was |ike having a parent. In sone
i nsane m crocosm ¢ crunb of thought she entertained and then resisted the idea
of going out |ooking plain (which night give the shrink food for stark nodern
drama) and then dressing in the car behind a gas station as she'd done during
her adol escence. Cone on, Shane, she thought.

She checked herself in the mirror. She wore a gray wool suit with md-calf
skirt; dark blue hose; navy heels and strapless purse with attached gray

| eat her gl oves; tapioca silk blouse with pearl necklace and silk MacLenore
tartan kerchief. |I nust go out nmore, she thought. Light make-up. Her face was
a good one, an agency had told her once, but sorry no nodels under 5'8. They
had put her on a waiting list for faces, though (and called her for three
audi ti ons but nothing had come of then.

Dr. Stanislaus wel comed her into his |eather-padded study. She renenbered
where to sit: An indirectly lit alcove containing an office chair and witing
table (stark) facing a couch (confortable). Geen plants, a nicrophone hangi ng
fromthe ceiling, and a coffee table. Dr. Stanislaus brought her file to the
witing table. He was a short stocky man weari ng nocassi ns, brown corduroy
trousers, and a lime colored bul ky-knit sweater. H's gray hair rose in a crew
cut. He had a pudgy face with hints of col dness, though his brown eyes
caressed disarmingly. "I haven't seen you in five years."

"I think I amlosing ny nmind."

He did not seem fazed. "Wy?"

"My son tells me | screamat night. Also, | think there is sonething inside ny
brain."

"What kind of a thing?"

"I"'mnot sure. A kind of presence. A Dark Feeling that conmes over ne
sonetimes. "

"How of ten does this happen?"
"Once, maybe twice a day. Are you going to laugh at ne?"

"No. | don't want to scare you, but it could be sonething serious like a
tunor. O herw se--"

"Ctherw se, |'m nuts?"

"You are undoubtedly under a lot of stress.™

"You can say that again."

"Let's talk a little. Howis your son?"

"There is a blip on his x-ray, but otherwi se he's fine."

"A blip?"

"It may not be anything."

"You were married to an abusive man. He was tough, he gave the world the
finger which you wanted to do. You told nme that you would try to find a better

man..." He paused. "Have you?" She shook her head. "You also felt trenendous
gui It because of your son's condition, which nedically was not your fault. You



were going to put guilt behind you." She snmiled, fleetingly. "You were going
to look for the one thing you really, deep down in your deepest heart, wanted,
and that was a decent man who woul d be nice to you and your son. You were not
going to get all turned on by some bi ker, but you were also not going to go
for the newspaper and slippers type." He grinned as he read from his notes,
and she renenbered offering himthe anal ogy: You were not going to go for

ei ther a Doberman Pinscher type, nor a Pierre Poodle type of man, but for a
sort of a gruff, working dog guy |ike naybe a Labrador." He | ooked up. "What
ki nd of nen have you net?"

"I just broke up with a man named Howard Berger."
"Did you end it?"

"Yes."

" And?"

"He was stifling nme. Possessive, jealous, insecure. He was a poodle." She
added: "Kippy didn't like himeither."

"I see. Well, you're probably right. He sounds |ike a poodle. So your search
conti nues?" She nodded. "You are dressed up. Are you goi ng out?"

"Yes."
"Wth a Lab?"

She thought hard, trying fit different dogs' heads and personalities on Vic
Lara. "He's a cop. A wolf maybe."

"You used to dislike authority figures, especially cops."

"That was then. |'ve becone an authority figure nmyself. Over one boy, anyway."
He | ooked at his watch. "Tell ne about the wolf next time. You'll get a

t hor ough physical tonorrow norning to determine if your problem has a nedica
reason.” He wote out an appointnent slip. "This is inportant. They'll see you
ri ght away."

She felt her enotions slowy welling up. "I have been getting these Dark
Feel i ngs. And seeing dead people. | saw ny hus-... ny ex-husband at the zoo.

And | saw ny father in a restaurant.” She told himthe stories. "But | think
it's like some outside voice or not a voice, a feeling, trying to play with ny
m nd and not being entirely successful."

"Are you in trouble at work?"

"Yes."

"W have a lot to talk about then."

"Yes. Doctor--"
"Yes?"
"I feel like a cork about to pop out of a bottle. Maybe I'mtrying to remenber

somet hing horrible and | can't, because it scares me terribly, but | have
to..."



He regarded her with a carefully stony face. A troubled light haunted his
eyes. "Can you renenber anything at all?" Hs pencil was poised to wite.

She asked: "Is there sonething you know that | should remenber?"

He said nothing. The pencil remained poised. It was quiet in the room A clock
ticked. Finally he put the pencil down. Shane's chest tightened. A Dark
Feeling welled up. It made her feel nunb. She funbled in her purse. "There is
something | want to give you." She rose, and, as if wal king through water,

pl aced the tooth on the table before him "Please take it for ne."

He stared at the tooth. "Were did you find it?"
"In front of the zoo."

"Do you renenber where exactly?"
"Near the entrance." The words canme from deep inside Shane. "Please. | want to
give it to soneone in authority.”

He took a small envel ope fromhis desk and slipped the tooth inside. "I will
save it for you. We will talk about it some nore."

At Crank's, Vic Lara |eaned grinning against the bar. Misic thunmped and young
bodi es withed. He dropped his toothpick. She ducked her shoul ders and snapped
her fingers. "You want to put your arns around the situation?"

"Al'l ri-i-ight." He signaled the bartender for two nore of something and then
I ed her by the hand out to the dance floor. There they oozed to a slow tune.
She liked all the songs and they danced hard to the fast songs. After about
two hours and as many nmargaritas, they left Crank's. Qutside in the coo
drizzle, under the glass ceiling of a bus stop, they sat on a bench. "You' ve
got ne puffing," he said.

"You ain't seen nothin' yet, honey."

"Who-0-0-0," he said with sly conviction
She snapped her fingers and rocked. "Bl ow ng off steam"
"Are you about fed up with this police beat?"

"Yes and no." She fol ded her hands between her knees, | ooked down. "Derail ed
for now Back on obits since Wz quit."

"She quit?" H s light brightened. "Were did she go?"

"I have no idea. She was mad because Jules let ne go out on the police beat
with Perry. |I've wanted to be a witer for a long time, Vic. | deserve a
break. | have published sone articles here and there in different little

magazi nes. Poementitled Touch My Flower (Ignite!) in alit mag. Coupla
recipes in a San Francisco Polish-lItalian newsletter."

He | ooked away. "W could still work together."

She gave him a sidelong | ook, hiding her suspicions. "Yeah, but not on this
zoo deaths story, right?"

"R ght. "



She was interested in himbut also: "I figured knowi ng you wouldn't hurt."
"How s your tooth?" he asked.

"I gave it to nmy shrink."

"I"'mglad to hear that,"'
anyt hi ng?"

he said sincerely. He added: "Do you renenber

"What do you nean?
"Years ago."
She felt blood rushing in her ears. Pain. Bl ocked.

"Sorry. Nevermnd." Rain drops pattered on the glass walls, naking ads soggy.
H s eyes danced about as though followi ng a conplicated outline. Hs eyes grew
| arge, glistening, and his jaws worked as though he were hungry. "You | ook
beauti ful tonight."

"Whoa," she said with new energy. "Down boy." She turned her face up to catch
the cool wind on her throat. The snell of rain was delicious. She shook out
her curls with both hands.

He it a Canel, clicking the Zippo with macho snmoot hness. Orange |ight
flickered on his facial bones and crevaces |ike London during the Blitz.
"There's a | ot of undertow, Shane."

"Undertone?" She | aughed, not understandi ng.

"Undertow. The water runs deep in this town. It's ny business to know what
goes on. This town is like dark water. It's cold underneath. There are things
that go on that nobody would believe if you wote themin a book. People who
ordinarily wouldn't give you the time of day call you because they need you
but they only tell you half the truth. Putting all the half truths together
you make quite a picture of San Tomas. OF the Human Aninmal ."

"Vic, you sound |like a newsreel."

"Sorry. I'mtrying to tell you something."

"What ?"

"I"'mnot so good with the words, but here goes. | think you' re okay and maybe
alittle something could work out between ne and you. You know, danci ng,
dinner... | nmake pretty good dough and |I could show you a good time. Watch out
for you."

"I really do appreciate that." She wondered if he were nore of a Lab or a

Pi nscher. Poodle, no way. Only one way to find out. Go for it. "I think you're
okay too, Vic."

"Want to go for a wal k?" he asked.

"I'n the rain?"

"That's no rain. That's nmist, drizzle." He ran to his car and canme back wth
an unbrella. "For the faint of heart."

"That's what | |ike, a gentleman."



They wal ked together armin arm Al ong deserted streets curving down to the
sea. There, at Catamaran Beach, breakers curled and crashed naking the
si dewal k shudder. "Storm out there,” he said pinching his |apels together

She huddl ed against him glad for the excuse. Hs surfaces felt Iike knotty
wood and twi sted cable, |ean and hard. He wapped his arns around her and
sought her mouth with his. She snelled old beer and sour cigarette snoke on
his breath but it didn't matter just then. She'd find a way to diplo--

H s hands stroked her back and buttocks, grasping handfuls of her, roughly.
She pushed away, but he pulled her back. He opened his nouth |ike a wolf pup
in a snarl of hunger. She stood on tiptoe and thrust her tongue in, seeking
his. He groaned with satisfaction and their tongues westled deliciously.

It rained briefly, seething in the crowns of California fan palms lining the
shore. Fog horns noaned |ike distant dinosaurs. Over and over again, the

si dewal k shuddered under the sl edge hamers of the sea. Wnd bl ew paper

| eaves, | oose objects. A cardboard sign did sonmersaults through street

puddl es, conming to rest flat against a dark restaurant w ndow.

H s hand began to expl ore between her thighs when she decided enough for the
first night.

In the car, windshield hit by scattershot water, he said: "It'|Il be nice
You'll get stories Perry couldn't dream of."

"I"ll have to get on the City Roomstaff first."
"Yeah, well there's time."

She thought about this with interest. She had not really thought the
i mplications through. "You're gonna tell me stuff you don't tell Perry?"

"Yeah," he said flicking a glance at her, "Well, you don't think |I take Perry
to Catamaran Beach to make out, do you?"

She | aughed. "You're wi cked."

The rain had let up by the time she was in her own car, driving home. She felt
tingly.

"...Stormfront fromthe Rockies is passing, |eaving sone showers through the
ni ght. Expect gusty wi nds, gray skies, occasional showers for the next three
to four days..."

It occurred to her that she'd forgotten to nention the incident with Gl bert
to Vic. Oh well, next tine...

Ki ppy had finished his homework. He'd left it on the kitchen table for her to
see. She checked and found that he'd done each math problemcorrectly. He'd
left her a funny little note with a heart at the bottom "Decided | better
buckl e down. My headache is gone. Please check ny homework. (heart) Kippy."

She tiptoed in his room covered his bare shoulder with a quilt. Touching his
hair lightly, she bent over and kissed him

Thi s nmorning was her physical. She told Jules she'd be late but that she'd
wor k doubly hard to beat the deadline.



Shane, wearing only panties and a cloth hospital gown, read magazi nes and

wai ted through her physical at a private clinic overlooking the ocean. She got
to sit outside between tests, shaded by an awni ng. The nurse practici oner
noted that she had dark circles under her eyes. At first Shane was inpatient.
Then realized that this was what rest really neant, and how little of it she'd
had in a long tine. She renenbered sone | ong ago yoga | essons and breat hed
deeply in and out. She tried to sit as relaxed as possible. And to explore her
m nd.

The ocean runbled with a sl ow pul se beat. The day was hazy, and the sun
exploded its light as if it were the filament inside a m|Kky incandescent
bul b. The noon and the earth were |like a heart beating, and the ocean tunbl ed
through its phases like squirts in an artery.

The Cold Thing resided in the pebbly beach somewhere between a cortex (!where
was hi gh school biol ogy when you needed it?) and a nedulla, or was that an

i sthmus and some islets? She stubbed a toe of thought into the m dafternoon

ti de pool of her consciousness. This was a notherly place with boul ders of

| ove and rocks of concern; the biting coral of girlishness lay far out on a
reef. There were snooth river rocks every woman's soul flowed around: recipes,
hurts, candl e-maki ng, ducks on a shower curtain, nagging nother, | ost
father... There! its shadow rippled on the fine sand, |like the head of an eel
Inscrutable, reptilian, feigning sleep while it dreamt of killing.

"Were you sl eepi ng?"

Shane opened her eyes. "Wat?" The white-clad technician handed her her
nmedical file to carry to the next station. "You re done with X-ray, M ss
MacLenore. You can go on to blood work now " The eyes softened. "Your X-rays
| ook good, 1'Il just tell you off the record. The CAT scan is normal, but the
doctor will call your doctor. It's lovely here, isn't it? Wre you sl eepi ng?"

"I may have dozed off a bit. It's so peaceful." But the Cold Thing |urked, and
nobody woul d believe her if she told them She rose and trudged al ong the
sandy sidewal k, enjoying the warnmth under her naked feet. As |long as the Cold
Thing slept-- or was busy el sewhere-- no Dark Feelings, no pain fromit.

She got to work at el even and found that the entire resentful city room of
reporters and editors had been pounding away at obits nmpst of the norning.
That was |ike ten people at |east, she thought with grimsatisfaction

Jules sidled by. He wasn't carrying his pipe and he had a funny dark | ook
"You heard from Wz?"

She shook her head. "Not word one." She indicated with her chin the hunongous
pile of obits. "Christ, Jules, are they all out there dying by the truckloads?

"I hope not."

"Have you found another Obit Queen yet?"

He | eaned forward and placed his finger under his nose. "Shhh. |'m
interviewing a guy tonorrow afternoon. You'll sit in, okay? Two o'clock. If we
like him we hire him"

"Ch Jules. That would be so wonderful."

"I thought you'd like that." He started to |leave. "If you hear fromWz, |
want to know. "



The Chatfield guy called and cancel ed, saying things had come up and it would
be at | east a week before he could really give her the zoo tour. But he

promi sed to give her good col or

So instead she net Ann Tenple for lunch at a French patiserie while outside it
was just plain gray. Shane had a baked patty shell with steaning

| enon-mushroom filling.

Ann spooned hot onion soup. "How s old flashy eyes?"

"The cop?" Shane licked her fork. "I went out with himlast night."

"No. "

"Yep. Had a good tine."

"I's he as slick as he | ooks?"

" St opped him at thigh one."

"Play that one slow "

Shane sighed luxuriously. "Well, | don't know what | want to do. He could be a
little weird, | don't know. I'Il see how it goes. But | intend to have sone
fun."

She spent the early afternoon digging through the back areas of the newspaper
norgue, trying to find old scrapbooks maybe, or fiche, anything to learn nore
about the Burtongale famly.

Dead ends. All roads led to the Burtongale famly, and all doors were cl osed.
She could not go to Jules; she could not even | eave her nane with anyone for
fear she would, as Jules put it, nake nore enem es. She went back to the
newspaper, discouraged, and puttered around, cleaning up

The phone rang.

"M ss MaclLenore?" A nman's voice. Nothing famliar about it. Very nondescript;
grammatically correct at least; fortyish; possibly an authority figure. "Or
should I say, M ss Chang?"

Oh chi ps she thought. Her stomach did a hiccup

"You want to find out about the Burtongale fanmly."

"I"'mtrying to do research for a story, okay? Wiwo are you?"

"I could be a friend; help you; would you |ike that?"

She sat forward, tense and scared. "I'mnot sure.”

"Try me." (What was that echo she heard?)

"What do | need to do?"

"There is a restaurant right next door to the police station. | think you
should feel quite safe there."

"Waen?"



"Let's say, five forty five."

She woul d have Ki ppy with her; Ann could not pick himup; she frowned..
"Ckay, let's do it." She could send himinto the police station to sit with
Vic, maybe.

"Just ask for M. Vecci. That's V, e, ¢, ¢, i. That's ne."

The restaurant was Napolitano's, a pizzeria nuch used by both the police and
by | ocal businesses. She'd eaten in there a fewtinmes, but preferred Puffy's
Pi zza near her house because it had a thicker crust.

Shane luckily found a space fronting on the alley between the pizzeria and the
police station. Dropping a quarter into the neter, she walked into the station
with Kippy. Vic was not in, the receptionist patrol wonan said.

Shane had Ki ppy sit down on one of the snmooth wooden benches in the | obby,
under pothos and arecas. "I expect to be back in a half hour, okay? You do
your homewor k. "

"Ckay." Low voi ce.

Pi nchi ng her jacket shut against the drizzle, she hopped over puddles. The
light was growing dim like bluing in laundry water as the Iid slowy closed.
Neon gl owed cozy in shop wi ndows. Shane entered the restaurant and peeked
around.

The restaurant was small, but it did a brisk business all day round, fromthe
dayti me breakfast |unch and dinner crowds to the all night requirenents of
police, fire department, and EMI people. It snelled wonderfully of breads and
sauces, meats and sweets, and Shane was tenpted to order a canoli but she was
too nervous. Standing on tiptoe, she |ooked around a knot of mechanics in blue
overalls who held beers and chatted. In corner booths, famlies with snall

chil dren worked on bowl s of |asagna.

"Can | help you, Mss," said a thin Italian nman with a small mnustache and an
accent.

"l came to see M. Vecci."

He nodded and went into a back room Shane waited. She studied the display
case of pastries off to one side. The tortes and marzi pans | ooked deli ci ous.

M nut es passed. A m ddl e-aged woman with heavy arns and |lips came to work the
cash register. Two sheriff's deputies from San Tomas County stopped in to pick
up a large pizza. The cash register rang. Mre people cane in to order. Shane
| ooked at her watch again. First five, then ten nminutes passed. She asked the
worman: "Is M. Vecci com ng out?"

"Ch yes, he'll be right out. Want some spi nach bread?"

"That sounds divine," Shane said.

The wonman cut sonet hi ng behind the counter, then handed over a still-warm
pi ece of bread on a piece of wax paper. Shane tried it and nmade eyes.
"Mmm . "

"Here cones M. Vecci now," the woman said

Shane stood back and stopped chew ng.



The young slimltalian man came out, pushing a hi gh-backed wheel chair. In the
wheel chair, wapped in blankets, was a husk of a little nman who had to be
ninety if he was a day. His skin was nottled like a pastry with chocol ates and
reds and blues. Hi s hands were bunches of uselessly dangling fingers. H's
nmout h was open, and his eyes stared mindlessly into space.

"Hey Pop," the heavy-arned woman shouted to the husk. "The lady's here from
the state rest hone. Y have a nice vacation?"

Drool ran fromthe old blue mouth, the tongue protruded, and the eyelids gave
a flicker of recognition

Shane stood transfixed, as if some giant hobbyi st had applied a drop of
fixative to her head. Only dimy did she hear the wonan ask: "Where is your
assi stant? And the anbul ance?"

The door burst open. "Mom" It was Kippy. He struggled with a crutch and the
rattling door. "You'd better see this."

Shane stepped outside and put her hands to her nouth.

Her Mustang was up on bl ocks. The wheel s were gone. The engi ne was gone. Even
the trunk lid, the hood, and the driver's side door were gone. The rag top
swung in wi ndy shreds on the bare frame. The w ndshi el d had been renoved. The
seats were gone. Wres hung where the radi o had been. The passenger side door
was still there. Soneone had used a power brush to renove a ragged swatch of
paint, |leaving a violent display of naked scoured steel. On it, soneone had
witten in large white letters: NOSY BITCH And in smaller print, evidently in
some sort of laundry marker: "Al'l you need to know. "

Shane stood | ooking at her devastated car as total darkness fell. Kippy | ooked
shocked, and she felt sorry nost of all that he'd had to see this. To get him
out of there, she hailed a cab. Then she bought them each a hot dog and soda
"Mom why did someone do that to us?"

She | ooked up surprised fromher self-pity, fromthe devastation of her own
hot dog--a missile in an explosion of ketchup and nustard. "Someone was
telling me | should stick with obits for a while." Now she'd have to borrow

Mot her's car.

Ki ppy answered the phone that evening and hollered in a cracking voice: "Mni
Phonehone! "

It was Lara. "Shane?"

"Yes," she said. "You sound |ike inside a cookie tin."

"Thanks. No, |'ve got a portable car phone and as a matter of fact |'m
standing in front of Flopsy's Diner on 101 feeling hungry and thinking about
you. "

"Did you hear about my car?"

"Yeah, | did." He sighed, as though she were a wayward child. "Are you okay?"

"I"'mstill a bit shook up."

"Want nme to cone by?"



"No. Thanks for calling.”

"I'"l'l check into it, Shane, see what | can do for you
"Vic, do | need police protection?"

He appeared to think for a noment. "Probably not. WIIl you take ny advice and
back off fromthis whole ness?"

"Maybe. "
"Come have coffee. 1'Il pick you up."

"Well--" she | ooked over at Kippy, who was busy with his homework at the
coffee table. She'd always nmade a point of telling himahead of tinme when she
was going out. "I can't, Vic. | have to plan things."

"What's this plan things? Wiere's the party spirit | was hearing about | ast
ni ght ?"

"That was after two nmargaritas and a | ot of shanana. This is tonight. | worked
all day, ny car is wecked, I"'mworried, and I'mtired. | can't |eave Kippy
al one. Not after today."

In the norning as Shane dropped Kippy off, fog filled the sunken entrance of
St. Andrew s. The statues raised their crosses and fol ded their hands and

| ooked up with pleading faces. Another gray, chilly day, the weather report
sai d.

A ship of fog, a slice of the marine layer, since San Tomas was surrounded by
the sea on three sides, sailed slowy in like a luff-rigged two-masted
brigantine and settled |like a shipweck inside that anphitheatre of weeping
saints and crazed brick

The norning was, as usual, a storm of phoned death notices, a race agai nst
time, a fight to even get to the | adies' room

That afternoon Shane confronted Jul es: "You know sonet hing about Wz, don't
you?"

He gave her such a stricken look, in his office, that she felt sorry for him
She pushed the door shut with a sweatered el bow and | eaned over his desk. "I
had a feeling sonething was wong when you were asking about her the other
day."

He declined his head. His eyes were closed and his skin | ooked ashen. "If
anyt hi ng has happened to her, |I'll never forgive nyself."

"Jul es, what is going on? Wat's wong?"

He | ooked up shaking his head. "I don't know What little I know, | can't tel
you just now. Trust ne?"

She stormed out. First a coverup and now this. She tried repeatedly calling
Wz's home phone, with no |uck

That afternoon, Jules and Shane met in the personnel departnment. Joannes

Ber bere was an exchange student from Ethiopia. Small, with a broad bony face
and a ready smle, he inpressed Shane with his excellent command of English.
He seened sel f-assured and showed a pile of diplomas and witing sanples. He



was a graduate student in economics at San Tomas State. His wife was about to
have their first child, and planned to quit her job as a bank teller for at
| east two years to stay honme with the baby. Berbere beaned.

"How fast can you type?" Shane asked.

"I have been tined at 100 words per mnute."

"Congratul ati ons on your new job," Jules and Shane both told him
"I"'mso thrilled," Shane said over coffee at Vogel nann's.

"Me too," Jul es said.

Jul es | ooked nice in his Iight blue sweater, Shane thought. Vogel nann's was
warm and cozy, snelling of German baking and freshly brewed bl ack coffee.

She fol ded her arns together and | eaned across the table. "I'mworried about
Wz, and |'mworried about you."

"I"mokay," Jules said buttering a roll

"This is getting scary,"” Shane said.
"Tell me about it."

She called Vic and he met her. "I want to talk to you. About Wz." They were
in Vic's unmarked car. He kissed her passionately. She struggled out from
under him pushing his hand out from between her thighs. He |lay back
pretending to be unconscious. She swatted him "Vic, be serious.”

"What did you want to tal k about?" he asked resignedly.

"I-- This is not easy for ne. My boss, Jules, whom| |ove very dearly, knows
somet hing about Wz that he's not telling me and I figure with her m ssing
every possible lead has to count."
Vi ¢ nodded, yawning. "You're right." He | ooked out the window as if trying to
cone to a decision. Abruptly, he reached over, opened the gl ove conpartnent,
and pulled out a plastic bag. "W found these at the zoo." He dunped the
contents on her |ap

Shane picked up a pair of glasses. "These look like Wz's."

"There's no name on them but | checked with your paper and then with the
health plan. Her optonetrist prescribed those, astigmatismand all. The
optician's shop confirmed they nade that style of franme for that |ady. They
are hers."

"Where were they?" Shane asked.
"In a drainage ditch outside of the zoo."

Tears m sted her eyes |like a sumrer shower, and she sucked in a couple of
sobs.

"Ckay." He slammed the shift into gear and drove toward the interior of the
peninsula. "I think you are either crazy or very brave and if you wi nd up
m ssing or dead or in the hospital with sonme kinda weird pentagons up your
butt I'lIl be a sad guy."



He drove al ongside the zoo on Canoga until the zoo wall fell behind. "I'm
goi ng to show you sonething.” Vic slowed at the canyons outside the zoo. He
pull ed onto a service road. An arrow poi nted above a sign that read ZOO

MAI NTENANCE/ / PRI VATE ROAD/ / KEEP QUT. "I want to give you an idea of the kind
of crazy things | think Qur Teresa has been involved in." Vic drove to the end
of the service road, then kept going downhill along a |eafy senbl ance of a
path. She watched the shadows darken. Rolling on crunches of pine needle, the
car poked deeper into the pine forest of no man's [and. The path ended and the
car stopped. They were down deep, maybe two hundred feet bel ow sea level, in

t he canyon wil derness outside the zoo. The air was strangely cold, and nixed
tree crowns (pine, eucal yptus, date palm soared above in a floating gloom He
poked a fingertip at her chest. "Don't say another word until we're back at
the car." It was quiet down here, so still you could hear the echo of a
snapping twi g bounce off an inky swirl of rock fifty feet away. Vic stopped.
"Listen."

She listened. An indistinct nurnur turned into the droning harnmony of two
silvery mlitary planes flying in tandem Evening sunlight glinted tangerine
on their fusel ages. "Just sone Air Force planes," Vic said. "Seemto be having
exercises lately. Wnder where they are based." Then he turned his attention
to what was at hand. They wal ked into the darkest woods. She stunbled a little
because the path was uneven and the visibility bad. She thought she saw

bl ankets spread here and there but once when she took a closer look it was a
twi sted piece of cardboard

A bird broke | oose, startling her. Vic gripped her wist. "Cone on, we've got
to hurry before it gets dark." He used her wist to turn her, and she,
cringing at what she mght see, |ooked straight into a horrifying death face
in the bushes.

Its enpty eyes stared at her. Its foul rotting skin | ooked shriveled |ike that
of a decaying apple. Both its open nouth, and the hol e where the nose had
been, gaped as if frozen in a | ast desperate breath. Its stained teeth
grinned. Browned flowers were strewn on the nakeshift altar under it.

Shane put her hands to her nmouth. She gasped so deeply and sharply that her
legs tingled. Chills ran up and down her spine. She was able to utter only a
single word, a question, through her fingers: "Wzzie?"

Vi ¢ shook her from behind. "No. Look closer."” She did. It was a nask of some
ki nd. The dead brown skin was supermarket bag paper. The teeth were gl ued-on
pal m seeds. She squeaked hysterically. Relief drained down her body |ike
shower water. Vic pointed. "There anong the flowers. There's some other stuff
that had been glued on but fell off. Paper eyelids. Sea shells. This thing's
been here quite a while."

In the cool piney air, deep down in the forest, she snelled sonething that was

not right. Sonething burnt, like a fire gone cold, like neat |eft exposed too
long. For a minute or so, she renenbered the Dark Feeling. It swamup like a
bl ack snmoke under the done of her skull, obscuring the w ndows of her eyes. It

forced |ike black water through the hidden canals of her body, splashing

t hrough the grottoes of her chest. Her heart pulsed once, twice, with a

pai nful twinge like a small electrical current cruelly applied. She blinked
rapidly.

The Dark Feeling ebbed as soon as it had cone. There was anot her altar nearby.
Its mask was made of a white paper plate with eyelets cut out. Conmon
seashells formed an intricate design suggesting a frowning face.



Vic prodded. "Let's split. Hey, come on, let's get out of here." H s eyes
darted about. She noticed his right hand was under the left fold of his
jacket, and the hamrer of a large pistol stuck out. "It's getting dark, Shane.
Once we | ose the advantage of daylight..."

She inhal ed deeply, then squeezed her nose shut and | eaned forward to see what
was on the second altar. Darkness was fast falling the | ong distance fromthe
crowns of the eucal yptus trees high up on the zoo ridges. Dusk inked the crude
wooden structure built with obvious care by people who had neither nails nor
paints. Fromthe flat of the altar, anong withered flowers, the flayed skul

of a dog stared eyelessly up at her. Its teeth | ooked greeni sh and she
realized that the skull had sat in state like this for a long tine for noss
was growi ng out of its rmuzzle like a furry tongue. Then the snell-- underneath
the altar lay two chickens, probably em grants fromthe zoo. Their torn
feathers lifted quietly in a faint evening wind. Their eyes rem nded her of

t hose of cooked fish. Their bones had been renoved and protruded froma grisly
charnel pot nearby.

" OOOOOCHHHHHHH! " she groaned, pulling her hands fromher face and letting her
hel d breath expl ode outward as she staggered away. She pulled in delicious
drafts of fresh, danp air aromatized by | eaves and berries, by hunmus and bark

Vic gripped her wist and towed her along. "Quch." Something in her arm
crackl ed, and she tried to pull it away fromhim She couldn't get it free so
she ran forward to relieve the tension on her arm In so doing she stunbled
and fell on all fours. "Please stop hurting ne."

Vic stood at a crouch, .357 magnumrevol ver in one hand, feet spread for

bal ance, other hand pal mout in a warding off notion. "Did you hear
sormet hi ng?"

She scranmbled up. Ch Golly Jesus, she thought, those Santeria people are going
to skin us alive. Already she could feel the fish-gutting knife al ong her
spine. Vic's eyes were wary slits as he started up the slope. "Wait for nme!"
she whi spered desperately. Already it was so dark she could not make out the
ground directly ahead. Somewhere up the slope, an amber street |ight gl owed
consolingly, but far, so far out of reach

Vic was qui cker and got slightly ahead.

Was he | eaving her? She was too scared to call out again.

Behi nd her, tw gs crackl ed.

Vic was a blur up ahead, and she struggled to catch up

Behi nd her, feet ran, naking dead | eaves skitter through air.

Whoever, whatever it was, seemed to be running from hiding place to hiding
pl ace, wat chi ng.

She heard singing, and her skin craw ed... Voices, singing, distant, barely
audi bl e under the wind...

She scranbl ed forward, bangi ng her knee painfully on sonething (a rock? a tree
root?). Linping stiffly, she used her hands and good | eg to scrabbl e behind
Vic.

The street |ight drew cl oser



It was drizzling up here in the free, open world of normal people and cars
swi shing through puddl es.

Vi c bent down and grasped her arm again--gently. "There. It's okay now. " He
still held the revolver, but in a nore rel axed manner as one would hold a
brush or a book.

"You scared the hell out of ne," she said rubbing her sore armand wist. "And
you have a grip like steel pliers.™

"Wait here," he said, "I'lIl get the car."

"Don't |eave nme--" she started, but he was gone.

She heard choir music clearly now. It was as though plugs had been pulled from
her ears. The stained glass windows in the apse of the basilica of St. Thomas
glowed in brilliant colors: sky, blood, custard... The wi ndows seened to
vibrate with choir practice. Piercing altos, probably wonen, had given way.
Now Shane heard the operatic voice of a male tenor singing Jubilatio. And the
organ slamed out tiered chords in shuddering bursts. Like snoke froma

chi mey, the wind wapped these praises in drizzle and spun them upward. An
unseen jet |abored in the swollen sky. Its whistling turbines swallowed the
nusi c.

Headl i ghts swept by. "Get in!"

Near the edge of the botanical gardens, Shane spied a little girl with |arge
eyes. The little girl, bundled in rags, was held in hand by a heavyset woman,
al so in rags, whose skin color was anbival ent under all the dirt. The wonan
carried a plastic bag whose vol ume and wei ghtl essness suggested enpty cans.

Vic waited as Shane cl osed the door and buckled up. As they drove away, Shane
strai ned her neck to see the woman and the child. "Look at those poor people,"
she said.

He grunted. "Probably devil worshippers with the rest of them down there."
"Vicl" she said. "You're so hard!"
"G ve nme a break, Shane."

"I thought you were going to |l eave nme. And | ook at ne," she said, "what a
mess. " Her nylons were in shreds. Her dress was torn and ready for the rag
pile. Her shoes were scuffed and nuddy.

He said: "You don't appreciate the situation. | forgot how suddenly it gets
dark down there. Know what? | think those people down there can see in the
dark. Now maybe it's just 'cause sone of themare Indians but that don't prove
anything. I'mone fourth Indio nyself but | see in the dark like | got brass
pl ugs for eyeballs. You know what we call that section down there on the PD?
The Jungle, that's what. That's the return to nature of all the people who
couldn't make it in the civilized world."

Vic rattled on and she was beginning to resent his cool indifference. She kept
t hi nki ng of the woman and the girl. She wondered if they had enough to eat. If
t hose cl othes were warm enough

"I"ll see you," she said getting out of the car

"Hey wait--" he called after her but she ignored him She slipped quietly in



t he apartnent door. Her nother and Ki ppy apparently were not home yet. She did
not yet hear the unm stakeable whirring of Mother's fanbelt as her agi ng boat
turned the corner in stately sl owness.

Shane sighed with relief. Leaving the ruined dress on the floor in her
bedroom she grabbed her bat hrobe and pattered nakedly to the bat hroom apple
br east s bobbl i ng.

Hot wat er massaged her spine. She turned slowy, eyes closed and |lips
sputtering, rubbing her sore arm Gving the shower a rest, she used her best
mlled soap, a mauve Jardin Primavera with | avender scent, to cover herself in
thick lather. She reflected that Vic Lara was nore of a Doberman and | ess of a
Labrador. And she deci ded she woul d gat her up sone cl othes and canned food to
take to the street people. And she realized that, having once again felt the
Dark Feeling, no matter how briefly, she was not finished with It nor It with
her. She wondered if it was Frank trying to reach her. Was there, after all, a
Beyond? Were there devils and goblins, to be driven away (but only so far) by
choir nusic? She turned the water back on and rinsed off. She w shed she could
rinse her brain the way she was rinsing her skin. She rubbed her pal ns al ong
the flat of her belly, then over the curve of her hip and along the firmflesh
of her thighs. She felt to make sure the soap was gone fromthe hair on her
venus nmound. She held her breasts and | ooked down at the |arge caranel nipples
and thought, Vic, you asshole, |I think you blew it already, just by being

you.

Perry Stein and his wi fe Matilda unl oaded nops, buckets, buffer, cans of wax
and boxes of detergent, near the back entrance of the zoo's administration
bui I di ng.

Desperate times called for desperate nmeasures, and Perry felt he had to
somehow get the story hinmsel f; nobody in this tow told the truth and he could
not wait to graduate to a bigger city and maybe a better paper

He had printed up a batch of cards under "Matilda' s N ght C eaning" and used
themto obtain sone night janitorial work in the zoo. That was anot her thing
he figured he'd never need to do again once he got out of San Tomas, but for
now with five kids, well, you did what you had to.

"Hurry, Hon," Matilda said as needles of water fell in a cold w nd.

Perry did not need urging. Hs small round | enses were blurry wet. He westled
the heavy buffer into the rotunda and there, while the roof pattered, knelt to
exam ne the machi ne mnutely.

"\What cha doi n?" Matil da asked patiently. She was a big woman with heavy | egs.
Her gait was slow, a rocking fromside to side, but she always got there
anyway.

"Checking to see if any water got into the coil," Perry said lightly. He |oved
Matil da, and al ways spoke sweetly to her. Her hair was cut in a plain page
boy. She had a wide solid Gernan face with hard angles. Each time those strong
lines cracked into a smile (shy or wise-ass or no shit or why don't you cone
and take ne) Perry fell in love with her anew. She was the fertile soil, the

| ovely earth that had given forth five children and each of themin fine
heal t h.

"I'"ll bring inthe little stuff," Mtilda said.

"Ckay Hon," he said frowning as he peered into an opening in the buffer's
cowming. Holding it just so, a certain way and no other, he could see the



coi l ed copper brushes and the colored wires for carrying the juice into that
iron carousel. "I think it's okay."

"Don't go getting a shock now," she said somepl ace outside.

"Don't go getting a cold,"” he told her and hurried outside to help bring in
t he cl eani ng goods.

"Keep that soap out of the rain,"” she said grinning.

He grinned too. The thought flashed between them of how many suds a 25-pound
box of soap could generate; they both knew, for during high school they had
tried it in the park fountain. They | aughed out |oud together, beginning to
sweat as they lugged in the rest of the gear. A lot of suds had cone out of
the fountain; had covered half the small park knee-deep; for hours,

t umbl eweeds of foam had torn | oose bit by bit in the wind and roll ed al ong
city streets.

"This is a spooky place,"” Mtilda said. Her voice echoed in the ceiling of the
rotunda. "I wonder if it's haunted." She giggled, echoes of which chuckled
i ke gunbal | candy.

Perry opened the first door. "This is Dr. Chatfield s office. Now you just
vacuum and dust, okay? I'll nose around and cone back in a few m nutes."
"This could be a great contract,"
fear.

she said, her pragmatic awe overcom ng her

"If it goes well, it mght be," he agreed. He planted a kiss on her lips,
which parted in a brief clinging notion, and he tasted the tip of her tongue.
"You'll be okay," he assured her. "There are guards all over the zoo and there
will always be soneone within hailing distance."

She plugged in her small radio. "
alot of drizzle..."

...weather story is nmore of the sane, folks,

Perry stood in the doorway and | ooked into the rain. If nothing else, they'd
make a few bucks. Who knew, maybe he'd catch a serial killer. He patted the
canera slung under his poncho; better just see himand snap a few pictures and
then run like hell. Perry grinned to hinmself. This job had been easy to set
up. While he and Shane had interviewed Chatfield, Perry's practiced eye had
roved about. He'd noted bubblegumtrodden into the fluted tiles in the
rotunda; coffee stains in Chatfield s carpet; cigarette butts |ying agai nst
the corridor walls. Turned out the regular cleaning service had gone sl oppy
and been term nated several weeks earlier. Since then, coverage had been
spotty. Well, Perry had assured the naintenance manager after showi ng himthe
gum and the stains and the butts, we can take care of that. He'd handed him
the new card, Matilda's, not his own which Chatfield mght recognize. The
Burtongal es woul d not take kindly to his attenpt to get behind their facade.

Di stant varicosities flickered in the sky. Dull runblings blewin off the sea.
It began to rain harder, and Perry folded his arns, squinting behind tiny
| enses. \Whatever was out there, he hoped, was getting good and wet.

Joannes Berbere, Shane found in the norning, was |like a human tel etype
machi ne. The nonot onous pace and the demandi ng exactitude of witing death
notices seemed to suit himjust fine. "Call me Spike," he said and his gold
t oot h sparkl ed

"Ch," Shane sai d.



"I like the coffee here too." He stirred rapidly.

She resolved to ask himlots of questions about Ethiopia when there was sone
time, and she hoped her manner was friendly enough to convey this. Because
what she really felt |like doing was stuffing fifty pounds of paper down this
throat and turning a crank to nake death notices come out with speed and
regularity.

Spi ke hummed as he typed. Waltzes, sonatas, cantatas, show tunes, hard rock,
Sousa marches and sal sa, he was a veritable radio. He had a wi de bony face,
large white teeth, and a happy jaw that seenmed forever to bounce up and down
goi ng da-da, da-dum da-di

What a joy, Shane thought. "If you have any questions..."

"...1 will be sure to ask." He had gentle eyes and an anused glow. H s fingers
chickl ed on the keys at an even pace and Shane just sat, watching with fol ded
arms. Presently he seened to well up with joy, and out cane, ta-da, ta-di
ta-dum (we all live in a yellow submarine, yellow submarine, yell ow
submari ne) .

Rain pattered on the wi ndows. Shane dawdl ed over an obituary article about a
man who had polished nachine parts at the sane plant for fifty years. She
stayed on the phone, safely | ooking busy, and taking notes. It was anmazi ng not
being in panic node. Jules had instructed her to observe their new enpl oyee

cl osel y.

I"'mdancing in the rain, I'mdancing in the rain, Spike humred.

Perry was on the road, and Jules was in a neeting. She could tell Spike was
going to work out fine. She was anxious to get out and do some reporting.

Vic called wanting a date, and she said no.

Rai n dribbl ed down the w ndows. She puttered about, arrangi ng some oranges and

wal nuts in a basket on the window sill. She added some dried flowers in a blue
vase. Her dictionary, thesaurus, and current novel (a thunbed library copy of
Passi ons by Florence Risling Kiefer) stood in the sill. And three pictures of

Ki ppy at various ages.

She felt a little cold, so she wore a fuzzy pink sweater. Better cool than
hot. The wet weat her nade her feel perky, alnost nore alive. She was able to
| eave work a little early. Vic was waiting outside. He persuaded her to have
coffee with himat Flopsy's diner on coastal route 101. Lara poured bl ack
coffee. He snelled of subtle French lotion. "Are you okay, Shane?"

"Just tired."
"I"'msorry | nmade you mad the ot her day.
"It's okay." It wasn't, but life had to go on

"Here, | want to share this with you." He placed a green | eatherette notebook
on the table.

She pulled it close. ADDRESSES was pressed in gold | eaf on the cover. The
pages were smudged from nuch use; one or two pages hung out |ike doors off
their hinges. Johnathan Smith was witten in No. 2 pencil on the first page,
along with a phone nunber with a strange area code. She handl ed t he book



delicately.
"Go on, look through it."
"I feel like a trespasser."”

"That's all right. You' re doing police work now No shane, no nodesty, no
delicacy. Get in there and see what you find."

She frowned. There was a San Tonmas nunber, judging by the area code. "Wll ace
B....," she read. "That's the curator at the zoo, right?"

"Roger Chatfield s boss," Vic affirned.

"Perry said he thought there was a connection. He said it wasn't just

coi nci dence that Smith had his heart torn out and was dumped on the sidewal k
near the zoo."

"Well, keep reading."

Shane flipped through, and as she did so she noted any | ocal nanes and
nunbers. There were several. H Hale...she | ooked quizzically at Vic.

"Harl eigh Hale," he filled in for her. "Oams a bookstore on State 594, past

East Canoga, alnost in the nountains. An occult bookstore, | might add. W
used to do drug busts there for paraphernalia years back when it was a head
shop. Then it became a bi ker shop..." (Shane thought she vaguely recalled

being in a place near the nountains one night when Ki ppy had been a baby, she
had a bl ack eye after an argunent with Frank, and was cold and fri ght ened
riding in the back of Frank's old car; this flashed enigmatically |ike black
and white photo stills from her subconsci ous but she could not put together a
consci ous thought about it; it slipped away) "...and finally it was bought out
by Harleigh Hale. | personally keep an eye out, but we haven't had any rea
dirt on them"

Troubl ed by the tightness of San Tormas -- no matter where you dug, either your
past or soneone else's peeked out with skeletal grin -- she turned nore pages.
"None of the out of towners nean anything to ne. | suppose the police are

checking on them™

"Right, Chief. Every one, Chief. Thanks."

She felt her cheeks burn crinson. Then she started. "D. Ml cahy?"

"The one and only. | checked the nunber, and it matches."

"How coul d the Bi shop of San Tomas be involved in this?"

"Doesn't mean he was involved, but it also doesn't nmean he wasn't involved."

She flipped through but did not find any nore names. Was Ml cahy now al so a
suspect ?

"You m ssed one."
"Huh?"
"Under the k's."

She turned back with wetted thunb and scanned a fairly dense crowd of out of



town names and nunbers. "Ch no!" After several passes, her eyes focused on
what they had been unwilling to see: Terry K 5919485. She knew that nunber
fromhaving called Wz at hone only | ast week when she was out sick and there
was sone missing information on an obit.

"Have you seen M ss Chickowi tz around? W' ve checked every | ead, Shane, and
I"'mafraid that | have to tell you the lady is on the missing persons list."

Shane had a nental photo in which Wiz was sitting at the obit desk | ooking up
and smling at sone joke. Sunlight played in her laughter. But if you | ooked
cl oser, you saw that the odd play of shadows, |ike a photographer's closing
shutter, never conpletely left her eyes.

Shane dreant of Frank that night.

Ri di ng on the back of his Harley. Wnd stream ng through her hair. Both of
themsmling at some joke while sunlight honeyed their faces. Lovingly, she

ti ghtened her embrace and pressed her cheek agai nst Frank's back. Downshifting
on a narrow road anong grapevi nes, Frank eased the bi ke close to a fence.
Shane reached over and nanaged to snag a bunch of grapes. They tasted tart and
sweet. Juice ran down her cheek. Frank turned and smiled at her. Only it was
Vic Lara's face on Frank's body.

She sat up in bed because someone was crying.
Ki ppy.

She was out of bed and running. Tangled in her sheet. Stunbling. Bunped her
knee.

"Darling are you all right?"

He turned a light on and | ooked at her. Rubbed his eyes. "I must have been
dr eam ng. "

She tried to catch her breath. "Me too. | thought | heard you crying."

He held his head. "I had this weird dream about being in a... a zoo, | think
O afarm O maybe it was a giant submarine under the ocean." He let her sit
besi de himand hug him "I was trying to find the way out but | couldn't. It
was dark all around except..." (he turned haunted eyes to her) "...except
there were these faces |l ooking at me. | think they were like big grasshoppers
or somet hi ng because they had these..." (he made circular notions with his

hands around his face and couldn't think of a good description). "And there
was this devil." He | ooked stricken

She patted his back. "I think you should just go back to sleep. You'll be
surprised how easily you'll slip away."
"Thanks, Mm"

"Good night," she whispered and cl osed his door.

She stopped in the kitchen to draw a gl ass of water. Then she padded to her
bedroom She set the water glass down and yawned. Stretched.

Bef ore she got into bed, she went to the window to close the shade a bit nore

And froze. There, parked against the opposite curb not far down the street,
was a blue van glistening with rain. Quickly she closed the curtains.



On Saturday, Shane and Ki ppy went for a long drive up the coast. They

pi cni cked on the beach and a light rain forced themto run for the car. Shane
felt relieved to be away from San Tomas. On Sunday, their ritual: Breakfast at
a diner, then Mass at St. Cosmms, visit to Mdther for lunch, and finally the

afternoon free. Shane, stopping at home to pick up a forgotten $10 bill and
Ki ppy's comb, planned to go to a rainy-day nmatinee with Ki ppy (Captain Cosnos
and The Galactic Secret; oh well, she couldn't take Kippy to see Love Secrets

of Suburbia, so guess what had to give). She listened to her phone answering
devi ce.

At first she did not recognize the thin voice that hovered somewhere between
frail and brave: "Mary Shane, | must speak with you urgently. Please call ne
as soon as you can. Ckay? Ch, and this is Father Lawence O Malley of St
Cosnmas Parish. The nunber is..."

She called, and a very elderly but spry voice answered. "Father! This is Mry
Shane. I'mreturning your call."

"Ch yes, ny dear. How have you been?"

"Well, to be honest, up and down."

"So | gather. And Kippy?"

"He's okay. Five years in rem ssion. You renenbered us!"

Fat her Lawrence had been the Catholic staff chaplain at the hospital during
Kippy's illness. He had spent a lot of time with the boy. "How is the

sacranmental |ife?" Father Law ence asked.
She flushed. "Well, we don't always nmake it to church. Wen we do, it's to St
Cosmas." His parish near her apartnent.

He said: "I had a rather odd request from Bi shop Miul cahy. Don't know entirely
what to nake of it. He wants me to hear your confession. He specifically said
to offer you the Eucharist."

She felt stunned. "Wat brought that on? And why?"

"Could you do an old man a great favor? Stop by my house soon and we coul d
tal k about it. Like this afternoon?"

"Thi s evening," she prom sed.

It was still daylight when Father Lawence greeted her at the door of the
small rectory and led her to the equally small Iiving room Father Law ence,
wearing a shiny old cassock that tended toward gray rather than black, was
thin and ascetic-looking. H s bony nose and rocking-chair jaw | ooked fragile.
Here and there, the rice paper skin was speckled wi th something rose or
chocol ate or ink blue. He folded his hands over his knees, exposing a w de
brass wistband and a ti nepi ece whose | ens was battered to a snowy consistency
wi th nicks and scratches that seenmed to suggest tinme for himwas no | onger of
the essence. His intelligent brown eyes seenmed ready to leap fromtheir bony
caves. His lips conpressed in a smle, but as she told her story, his nmouth
acquired a troubl ed shape.

He rai sed a hand. "Let nme begin by saying that everything we will talk about
will be covered by the seal of the confessional. That neans it's between ne,
you, and CGod. | can't tell the bishop, the pope, the police, or anyone el se a



word you tell me. Even if you were the worst nurderer in the world, every
priest is so bound under penalty of eternal dammation in hell. You can fee
safe sharing your heart with ne."

"Il try," Shane said.
He put on his nmauve stole, prayed a nonent, and waited.

"I don't know what to say," she told him

"Try."
Haltingly, she recited every indictnent she could think of. | have been angry
because... | had lustful thoughts about... | haven't been to church because..

She ran out of ideas.

"I's there nore?" he gently asked. He had his eyes cl osed and hands cl asped,
and had not | ooked at her

"I can't think of a thing. Wait." She covered her face with her hands.
"Somet hi ng deep inside of ne feels sick. There is sonething inside of nme, a
terrible sonmething. O soneone. And there is a nenory that is there, that
wants to cone out, but it's very ugly, and I wish it would conme out, but I
won't let it. | think I nurdered soneone, or watched someone get nurdered,
don't know which. |1'mseeing a shrink and..." (she began to cry) "I don't know
how much longer | can stand this!" She, rebel, wild one, slid down on her
knees and buried her face in his lap

He stroked her hair. "God | oves you very much, Mary Shane. Reach down, pul
this thing out, hold it under the light, no matter how shameful or dirty it
is. God will forgive you without any conditions. You nust trust ne. That is
the truth.”

She | abored hard. Her breath cane in dry heaves. But the awful clot of nenory
woul d not | oosen fromthe arteries of her soul. She wanted so badly. ..

He put his hands on hers. There was surprising strength, alnost a desperation
in his grip. Hs eyes stared into hers and she could snmell his breath (chal ky,
sour).

"Father, | want to know about the tine when Frank died. | don't renenber
anything. If anyone knows, you do." The clock ticked slowmy and loudly. It was
one of those tall glass bubble clocks in which brass balls spun and rocked
back and forth, a delight for the imagination of an earlier century.

"Try to remenber, ny child." The brass balls spun and swung hypnotically. The
air was like tap water. The gray |light was severe. Shane's heart pounded.

"You need to keep up your sacranents, ny child. They stand between you and the
devil. They stand between |life and death."

She |icked her lips. The words croaked out. "Yes, Father."

He cl osed his eyes. Prayers flurried fromhis Iips and she could tell this was
no ordi nary confession. The words were slurred and rapi d. They | acked novelty
but were instead an engine of formulary and incantation centuries old. They
had been spoken when the legions still rode out from ancient Ronme, had been
spoken when Byzantines ruled fromtheir high walls, when nedieval crusaders
but chered each other in Europe, against alchem sts and witches and sorcerers,
whi spered in every city and on every continent of the world. The whispering



went on and on calling upon the three persons of God and all the saints male
and female as well as the many cl asses of angels and archangels.

She al nost grew drowsy. The grip on hers never relented, and her skin began to
sweat. Nanes fell around her in a chalky sour-snelling snow fall. Strange

anci ent nanmes of nen and wonen, boys and girls, who had been torn linb from
linb by Iions. She could al nbst imagi ne the sound of chains, the snmell of hot
gory sand, the roar of a hundred thousand cruel throats under a sky col ored
not her of pearl. They had lived lives |ike she or Kippy but in other places
and other tines. They had been pierced by niracul ous wounds or heal ed w t hout
nmedi ci ne or had wal ked out of flam ng ovens. They had di ed and were inmured
and sonetinmes after fifty years could be unburied and their flesh was
undecayed and the air around themfilled with a snmell sweet as rose petals.

O hers had been turned on the rack, dragged through nuddy streets, tortured in
rainy towers. O subjected to any of the dark madnesses humans coul d
perpetrate upon one another. He called on them now aski ng the power of their
hol i ness to push back the snarling teeth of the denon. "

I, Lawence, priest, adjure you, Satan and all evil spirits if you are present
inthis child of Christ, depart imediately to your place of damation

"And |, Lawrence, in the name of Jesus Christ," he said raising his hand in
the sign of the cross, "absolve you fromall of your sins, in the nane of the
Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit." At last the heavy grip lifted from her
hands. "Mary Shane, | have just performed an ad hoc exorcism and you have
recei ved God's forgiveness. Do you accept the divine reconciliation?"

She though about it. "Yes." She felt safe and pure, like a child with sinple
beli efs. She could al nost imagi ne Mormy and Daddy coming in now to take her
hone. But the Cold Thing was still there. And the terrible nenory, a blur with
no nane, a blot of pain at the core of her soul. Father Lawence held up a
white wafer the size of a quarter. "This is the body of Christ, Mary Shane."

She recoiled. What is this? snarled the eel in the pool at the back of her
brain. A brief vision flashed: A jackal face with five horns. The sunlet from
t he pagoda fl oated up

Fat her Lawrence | ooked troubl ed. "Mary Shane, God has cleared the slate for
you. He asks you to accept Hm W do this in remenbrance of Hm as he
instructed. "

She said: "Father, | don't think the slate is clean. | can't." She shied back
fromthe shining white wafer

"Trust ne," Father Lawrence said. Sweat erupted in big droplets on his
f or ehead.

She stuck out her tongue.

He | ooked at her closely. Hi s hand trenbled as he laid the wafer on her
tongue, and it made a little sizzle, melting. She tried to pray, with all of
her heart, but God's door seened closed, and she swallowed the tiny bit of
mush convul sively.

Fat her Lawrence rubbed his thunb gently on her forehead. "Mary Shane, | want
you to pray every day. | want to see you in church every Sunday. And | want
you back here in a week. We need to explore this a little further. The bi shop
asked me to report back to him and |I'muncertain howto tell himabout our
neeting this evening. Are you sure you're all right?"



She stood up and strai ghtened her skirt. "I think I'mokay." But she wasn't
sure, deep inside. He let her out, and it was clear he was hiding his
uncertainty. "Conme back next week," he urged. "I will," she said, noticing
that the flowers in his garden were huge, |ike faces hungering for sonething,
as she left to go to Mother's house.

"The BOY is not FEELING well," Mther said in her kitchen

Shane put her gl oony neeting with Father Law ence behind her as she commuanded:
"Ki ppy, stick out your tongue."

He did.

Shane gl ared over her shoulder. "See, MNn? It's pink. Not coated at all. He's
heal t hy."

"I feel kind of tired," Kippy said.

"Did you sleep last night?"

He considered. "Yes and no. | slept, but there were these dreans."”
" Agai n?"

"Yes. It was like a horror novie, and | knewit, so it wasn't particularly
scary. It was nore |like a dull headache." He rubbed his chest. "O heartburn
or sonething."

She shook her head. "Mother, | would Iike you to stop making us feel I|ike
hypochondri acs. "

Mot her gl ared back. Her head was covered by blue-silver hair in curlers like
t he head-chargers in some of Kippy's plastic creepy nonster kits.

"Ch what's the use?" Shane said throwi ng her hands up and striding into the
ki tchen shoving chairs out of her way.

Mot her gat hered her things. "You should be grateful to have ne."

Shane was ready to wal k out without saying goodbye.

"We are, honest," Kippy said.

On Monday norning, cars ripped |ike chainsaws through the bright sunshine as
Shane crossed the street to the Herald Building. She was running |late as
usual, and luckily Mart WIlow was not in his office as she rushed to her
desk. But then, Spike had things under control. He smled and handed her a
phone message note. This land is ny land, this land is your land... he hummed
and went back to the death notices.

Shane spent a hectic day riding with Perry. They covered a fire in East San
Tomas, a double nmurder in Canoga Heights, a riot at a union picketing line by
a neat processing plant in Fairview, and a speech about crime by the nayor.

That evening, with Mdther's ("See, where would you be without me?") borrowed
car, she and Ki ppy drove home. There, |ooking dusty but apparently rebuilt,
was her Mustang. It was totally restored, except there was still no radio, and
in place of the defaced passenger door was a new, yellow door that did not
match the car's green paint. There was an envel ope on the driver's seat,
cont ai ni ng her keys, and a note fromVic: "Here is your car. Hope it works



okay. | wheel ed and deal ed with soneone who owed ne somret hing. You don't owe
me anything. | would like to see you again, and I'"msorry | made you nad the
other day. Vic." The new license plate read: WARNEDL.

Ann and Jeremny came over for dinner that evening. Ann had had the afternoon
of f and she'd made neat!| oaf, mashed potatoes with chicken broth gravy, and as
dessert, banana custard in graham cracker cups. Ann and Shane tal ked at the

ki chen table. The boys played video ganmes in the |ivingroom Jereny had
brought " Gal axy 7000: Captains of Thunder" and the boys took turns chasing and
killing each other as spacenmen or hideous nonsters dwelling in star caves.

What ever those were.

Later, Shane wal ked Jereny and Ann out to their car. She waited while they

| oaded plates and bow s into the back seat and got in. Wth a kid, going
anywhere was |ike planning a safari, Shane synpathized. Under the famliar

| oquat tree that shed so nessily on the crewcut lawn, faniliar |ight ambering
the mld night air, the Dark Feeling hit Shane. It welted her between the eyes
so hard she reel ed back and were it not for grasping the loquat's hard trunk
she al nost keeled into the hedges. Ann and Jereny waved as the car pulled out.
Ann did a Y turn in the mddle of the street. Each |l eg of the Y was punctuated
with a rattle and a screech of the old transm ssion. At the last leg of the Y,
Ann shifted into first gear. The car was dead stopped and Ann | eaned out to
wave. Only it wasn't Ann. It was Wz. Her face | ooked pal e and her eyes were
filled with vacant sky.

The car slid away. Shane staggered toward the brush cherry and threw up. She
washed her face and hands at the garden hose. Then, gripped by a terrifying
nmoverrent of the Cold Thing, she stood stiffly and dropped belly-whonpus into
the pool. As she sank to the bottom she contenpl ated openi ng her mouth. \Wat
was the use? She opened her eyes just in tine to glinpse chips glimering
citron in the side of the pool. Then her chin banged agai nst the bottom CQuch.
She bounced slightly, rolling like alog. It would all be so quick, so dark
She fl oated. The water was warm from havi ng steeped in sunlight all day. So
cozy. Final. And easy. No nore of this thick sludge of life she was painfully
squeezing through. A chill breath (of the living, rustling, whispering,
everynight world) did feathers up and down her back

NO

She balled her fists and yelled. The yell cane out as a bubbling choking noise
and she stood in the pool trenmbling. Sonething, soneone, had just tried to
kill her. Her feelings were a washing machi ne of rage, pain, invasion
hum | i ation, penetration. She had just been raped and she seethed for revenge.
The Uncaring Thing slipped away |ike a snake backing into the hole in the back
of her mind. She pulled towels fromthe wought iron railing--she and Ki ppy
had left themto dry yesterday--and tripped into the apartnent. "Are you in
the tub?" she holl ered.

"Yes."
"Are you okay?"
"Yes."

She went into the kitchen without turning the light on. The kitchen stil
snel l ed steany and soapy from di shes bei ng done. She runmaged in her purse.
Not finding her mrror, she dunped the purse. Sone of it went on the table,
some on the floor. She pawed through the contents and found her cosnetics
mrror. Damm, a scrape on her chin. She'd worn a few of those thanks to M.
MacLenore. Washing her face at the sink with cake soap and a dish rag, she



sputtered and | ooked at her indistinct reflection in the dark wi ndow. No nore
M ss Nice GQuy, she thought. You wanna fuck with ne, 1'll find you and 1"

make you wi sh you never heard of me. She | owered her head and put her hands to
her face. What am | doi ng? she thought. Wat, am | nuts? This isn't Frank
MacLenore |'mtalking to. This is some Dark Thing that's risen up fromhell.
It's his spirit. Frank's cone back to haunt me. No, |'mreally off ny bean
now. My coconut's gone nmushy. |'mslipping on the great banana peel of nental
jock rock. The lights are on but nobody's hone.

Heari ng the door open, she quickly straightened. She | ooked at her reflection
again. Determned. | don't believe in any of that supernatural crap. |'m under
a lot of stress and, and, and..

Ki ppy stepped out on his crutches, and she whirled to face him half expecting
Frank. In the odd lights seeping fromoutside, he did look a little Iike his
dad. But the softer lines, the beautiful saucy eyes, those were hers.

He | ooked her up and down. "You're dripping. And what happened to your chin?"

"I slipped and fell into the pool,"’
t oot hpaste on her brush.

she said. She went to the bathroom and put
Ki ppy slipped into an easy chair. He towelled his hair. "My | egs. They ache
like. It think it's the weather lately always changing."

Shane dropped her toothbrush in the sink, where it bounced around clattering
before she finally caught it.

She told Dr. Stanislaus about her fall into the pool. "I feel something in ny
head. | felt it when |I nearly drowned nyself."

"A personality?"

"I"'mnot sure. It's like an eel com ng out from under the rocks underwater."
"So it's a snake or an eel ?"

"I"'mnot sure. | don't see a body, | just think there's one."

"So maybe it's just an anal ogy."

"Maybe. "

"Then we'd like to know what it's an anal ogy of."

"Yes. Am | suicidal?"

"You are under a great deal of stress. It seens to nme you are afraid. You seem
afraid of people DO NG THI NGS to you, not you doing things to yourself."

"Then, on Sunday, | was exam ned by an exorcist."

"You were what?" The gray walls around Dr. Stanislaus grew snoky, or was that
just her vision blurring?

"I was interviewed by an exorcist." She told himabout her neeting with Father
Law ence.

Pause. "I see." Another pause. "And how to do you feel about that?"



"Scared. "

"OF the devil?"

"No. For nmy son's health."

"So it's the old fear."

She | aughed. "Popping up in new ways?"

"What do you think?"

"I wish | were so sure.”

He never spoke her name. "Tell nme about the exorcist."
"Are you going to |augh?"

"No. "

She told him He drank it all in wthout expression

"l guess you hear the wldest things."

He | ooked up at her. "Wat do you nean?" His eyes bored into her
"I meant, this all sounds crazy, right?"

He changed the subject. "Your physical turned out fine. No brain tunors or
anyt hi ng. "

"Can | ask you a question?"
" Shoot . "

"Does it bother you in any way that a patient of yours seeks spiritual help as
wel | as nedical ?"

"The mind is still a nmystery. If it helps, do it.
"You don't think I'mflipping nmy frying pan?"

"I don't think so. I'mstill working on extrene stress as a hypothesis. Are
you getting your sleep nights?"

"Are you serious?"
He tapped the nicrophone. "Patient answers no."

The next day, Shane | oaded a bunch of Kippy's old clothes into the trunk of
her car. On mdnorning break, she bought a nice thankyou card and mailed it to
Vic. She was thankful, but she kept the card as free of undertones or
overtones as she could. Didn't want himreading anything into it other than
thank you. Spike ("...it's a long way, to Tipperareeeee....") was really
catching on. Hs good eye for detail delivered her of death notices. They got
the obits put to bed on time and then had the LUXURY of preparing for
tomorrow s rat race.

The copy girl brought the mail to each desk. She dropped a package on Shane's.
Shane opened it and found a book and a note. The note was from Fat her



Law ence: "You were asking about the B's. | renenbered that | had this. I'd
like it back, please. Best, Father L. (Renmenber your daily prayers!).”

Ww, she thought, delicately inspecting the old volune. It was an 1895 edition
of "Wallace Burtongale I, A Life of Adventure, As Told By Annabel Burtongale."
The heavy covers were done in swirly reds and yellows, with faded | eather

edgi ng. She sat on the edge of her seat, holding the book between her knees,
and flipped through it. There were pen and ink draw ngs, finely executed in
lined shadings |like patent office pictures of machine parts: A canel and an
Arab boy near a pyramid; a paddle wheel steamer on a river lined with palm
trees; an explorer in pith helnet (Wallace I?) in a violent nonent shooting a
lion; a sphinx in glossy black stone surrounded by turbaned workers wth
haunt ed eyes... Quickly, she pressed the book shut and slipped it into her
 unch bag.

That afternoon she |left an hour early and drove to the Jungle. She sat near

t he mai ntenance road | eadi ng behind the zoo and waited. The sight of the woman
and small child had torn at her conscience. She had a box of blankets and
clothing in the trunk for them Rain drops pong-ponged on the car roof while
she kept her gaze fixed on the | eafy canopy of the Jungle. The basilica was
dark and silent.

Whil e she waited for street people to appear, she wapped her legs in a

bl anket and rmunched chocol ate malted m | kshake popcorn still warmfromthe

t ake-out stand. Coffee in a styrofoam cup steaned on the dash. She flicked
idly through the radio stations, finding no nusic for this nmonent. She turned
the radio off, content to listen to the rain. Forced into idleness, she wal ked
through the city of her mind visiting places that people generally did not
visit during their busy lives. These were not generic crossroads |like 'work'
or 'home' or 'play,' but nanel ess sidestreets of the self, of |ong-ago joys
and fears. Some of them evoked a hazy inner smle, others an endless drizzle
of tears. Sonewhere in that netropolis of her psyche, sprawing now mles
below as if glinpsed froma jet, was the nested conspirator who had rmade her
city lights flicker, flicker, darkly, sickeningly..

That was it, the nicroscopi c Shane, pedestrian with a suitcase and a w ndbl own
skirt, said to herself on a street corner with no nane, in a city called Mary
Shane, that was it! The power station... If she could find the power station
she could find what was browni ng out her lines..

Transposi ng herself once again to the anorphous jet wi ndow, she tried to

proj ect her conprehension over the utility grid far below She tried to recal
the Dark Feeling. Tried to home in on its source. But there was no lunp in the
snake, no bubble in the straw, no feeling anywhere on the grid..

TI ME TO LAND

Wait, one thing. A brief nessage. A phone call. A radio signal. A sonething.
The echo of a smle. A wiggling sun. WHAT? She cried "Huh!" and sat up
because there were faces all around the wi ndows of her car. She surveyed the
scattered popcorn in her lap. She realized she had fallen asleep and had a
dream sonething about flying and about being | ost on foreign streets and
about the sun (wiggly octopus linbs?) smiling through clouds. She | ooked at
the twi sted, deformed faces staring in at her between pressed fingertips like
m nnow bel lies. She rolled down the wi ndow a half inch and gul ped mout hful s of
wet air faintly soured with unwashed body snells.

"Are you all right?" asked a narrow face with an open sore in blond chin
st ubbl e.



"I"'mfine," she said. She recogni zed them now. the street people she'd come to
hel p. She rolled down her wi ndow, aware it was a gesture both brave and
foolish. Vic would | acerate her if he saw her doing this. They crowded around
their | eader and she saw they were nmen wonen and children of all races and
ages. Their sodden rags clung to them here and there colored with false gaity
by a bright logo like "WIld One' or 'Party Animal.’

"There was a wonan with a little girl. |I saw themthe other day."

Eyebal | s exchanged tel epat hic gl ances. "That nust be Mabel Stork and her
little one, Evvie," the blond man said as though speaking of a neighbor. "Hey,
anybody seen Mabel ?"

"Who?"

"Mabel Stork."

"Ch, she gots the little--"
"Yeah, man, she be."

"She's working the M ssion up around Canoga," said a know edgeabl e voice. The
ragged ones were hard to distinguish fromone another. Shane thought of

Charl es Dickens's novels and thought what am | doing here? Is this a tine

war p? People like this don't exist anynore. |Is there a R pper anmong you, dear
fol k?

A black face floated in. He had one good eye; the other lay shut as though
asl eep. Dreadl ocks |ay heaped over the ears under a green yellow and bl ack
tam He grinned: "Monboy here. You nice lady. | read your mnd." He had a
lilting Jamai can accent.

She thought What are you doing here in the drizzle when you could be hone
snoki ng ganja where it's warm

He nodded as though in conversation. "Jah! No work here no nore. You think
this is bad you should try them docks in New York and over Port Elizabeth
way. "

She stared at himthinking the womman and the little girl.

"Ah," he said, "Mabel Stork and little Evvie now." He turned his face so the
good eye could scrutinize her fromseveral angles. "You not the police now,
are you?"

She shook her head.

"You been seen here, the folks was tal kin' about." He reached a | ong bony hand
into the car and she stared down at the ebony fingers, half expecting themto
go for the buttons of her blouse. Instead, they noved toward her hand. She

| ooked at his fingers, then at the pink tongue straining between his teeth,
then back at his fingers. And realized what he wanted. She handed himthe big
styro coffee cup. He lifted it Iike a chalice and drank until he nade a
gratified groan. "Ahhhh!" he said and handed it to the next one. "Here,
Chri st opher Marlow, drink."

She watched the blond chin stubble, the adans appl e bobbl e, and wondered how
old is that kid, sixteen?

Moonboy grinned. "You bring good coffee. You no cop, you too soft. And dunb."



The grin faded like a light shut off. "You got sonething for Mabel Stork?"

Her hand sneaked to the wi ndow crank. "I have sone clothes for the little
girl. O any other children with you. And | can get nore," she added with the
desperate thought if only they let ne go.

Moonboy |l aid a hand on the window as if to hold it down while he | ooked |eft
and right considering.

Her heart throbbed fearfully.

"Al'l right," he said. She felt his power, and realized she was getting a
reprieve (but fromwhat? the altar down below?). "You |l eave the things with
me. | see that Mabel gets them And Evvie."

She handed himthe trunk key. Darkness was falling, and no way was she getting
out of this car.

"You cone again," he said in a booning voice. "You no cop. You bring what you
can because" (he pointed down into the Jungle) "we all cold. And hungry," he

enphasi zed. "Bring food."

"I'n cans?"

"Yes, cans. Anything."

"Hey, steaks!" someone squeaked.

"French fries & catsup!" another shouted.
"Filet m gnon with nmushroom caps."

"QUI ET," Monboy said. She heard and felt the trunk slam shut. The key
materiali zed and she plucked it away. "Thank you," Myonboy said. "You ain't
stuck on the cop, is you?"

She glared at him her cheeks burning.

"He got nice hats, and a gold ring, and sharp shoes he like to kick a man
wi th, and al ways de pressed suits." Laughter erupted behind him

"Thanks," she said. "Listen, it's been swell, but | really just wanted to give
the stuff to Mabel and the little girl, okay?" She turned on the engine and
felt reassured by its steady power. "Me gotta go now, okay Dude?"

He waggl ed his head. His eye | ooked daunted. "You a saucy one." Shadowy
figures cleared out of her way. She turned the wheel and rolled forward.

"You conme back with food!" she heard shouted as she drove off. The voice was
filled with desperation.

As she drove down the fam liar streets toward hone, her eyes stung. Her hands

were trenbling so badly she had to pull over in a well-lighted gas station and
just sit for a few m nutes. She would never tell anyone about this. You could

have been raped or murdered, she could picture her nother saying; or Vic. Wy

do you do these things, Mary Shane?

Because | can be a real asshole at times, she thought. Kippy would have | ost
not only his Dad but his Mom al so. She started the car. | neant well, is all.
As she glided past the open work bays of the gas station, she heard mechanics



| aughi ng (oh welcone all the famliar sounds of life!) and a radio blared an
old Eric Burdon and the Animals tune: "I'mjust a soul whose intentions are
good// Ch Lord, please don't let nme be m sunderstood..."

That night, after Kippy had fallen asleep and she herself was tired and ready
to slip away, she sat in her livingroomand brought out the old book Father
Law ence had given her. The book lay heavy in her |ap and the words and
pictures floated in a haze as she skimred through it, too tired to really
read. Annabel Burtongale had witten by way of introduction: M grandfather

di senchanted with the life of business and comerce laid out for himby his
father, went East to Yale and studied Oriental History. Not satisfied either
to be nerely book-1earned, he set out in 1862, while that nmost tragic of G vil
Wars ravaged our nation, to explore in turn each of the great empires that had
given birth to our own civilization. My grandfather made, in all, seven
journeys by packet that took himto the now sl unmbering mounds and nmonunments of
Suner, Akkad, Ur, and Babylon in the Tigris-Euphrates river valley; to

Pal esti ne where David and Sol onbn, and | ater Jesus, wal ked; to Egypt, where
once Pharaos ruled; and finally to the West of Africa, where the canel
caravans from Sudan and fromthe Atlas Muntains of Mirocco neet the Congo
jungle trade routes at the fabled outpost of Tinmbuktoo. My grandfather, as |
shall relate, encountered the suspicions of nodern viziers and grandees, as
wel |l as the ignorance of primtive people living upon the ruins of forgotten
greatness, at every turn. On the island of devil worshipping witch doctors in
Togol and, he barely escaped with his life, having coveted a stone idol too
dear to its pagan worshippers to let any man part themfromit. But from Egypt
he did bring, in his last expedition, fromthe haunted tenple ruin of Bl essed
Mason | mhotop on the First Cataract of the Holy River, the fine Black Sphinx
that stood until recently in the entrance to our famly's zool ogi cal garden
And it is to this sensitive issue that | nust ultimately turn, for in a

preci pitate act of inmpulse, ny grandfather ordered the cursed statue, that

wei ghed some twenty tons and had been shi pped across sea and | and at great
cost, dumped at sea off San Tomas... Troubl ed, Shane wanted to read further
but tired, she yawned, slipped the volunme shut, and fell asleep on the couch

Jules Loonmis called her into his office about m d-afternoon the next day.
"Shane, Wz's body has been found." He | ooked bereaved.

"No." She felt her face drain.

"Some hi kers found her bones in a shallow wash deep down in the woods outside
the zoo." Shane sat down and wept. Jules offered her a tissue, but she shook
her head. Tears sailed off to both sides. She found a hankie in her purse.

Perry took her along in his car. Tears of rain dribbled al ong the w ndshield
as Perry pulled into the by now fanmiliar norgue building. An assistant ME
opened a shiny drawer. This was, as she had i magi ned and not found when coning
to view Johnathan Smith's remains, the chilly roomwi th the stainless stee
drawers and cruel drains set in the concrete floor. A large plastic bag slid
out on its drawer. Behind it were several smaller bags. "Jesus Christ," Perry
whi spered over and over.

Shane wi shed Perry woul d shut up. The assistant ME undid the netal snaps on
the bags and they fell open. "God!" Shane cried out as the skull's enpty eye
sockets stared at her. She recognized the slight yell owi sh unevenness of the
front teeth. There had breathed life and | aughter so close to her. In her

m nd, |ike Haml et over Yorick's skull, she could clothe again those poor bones
with lips and nose and twi nkling eyes. She could reach out and touch the dear
eyes. Help the gl asses back up that always slid down. Caress the mouth that
spoke with such hurt and fury, yet also with confort and advice while she sat
opposite Wz sharing a joke or a yogurt. The assistant ME. was saying:



"...evidence she was torn apart by sonething or soneone with large claws and a
short, powerful stroke, like that of a big cat. Not [ong afterwards she was
carried sone distance in a sack (we have fibers) and cut up with a hatchet..."
Shane's eyes throbbed. The evidence of her senses told her this was very much
real. Devils don't have handsaws. But they may have claws. Were did one check
such i nformation?

The assistant ME. was buttoned up his grisly sacks. H s pal e hands worked
carefully as though he were sealing |unch bags.

That afternoon Shane called Vic fromthe office.

"Hi, sugar," he said.

"Hi." She wasn't ready to call himsugar or honey or anything. "Vic, | went
and saw t he body."

"M ss Chickowitz?"

"Yeah. She was ny friend, Vic. Wwo did it?"
"I"'msorry. | don't know. "

"Way did they do this to her?"

"Who' s they, Shane? Do you know? | don't."

"Vic, we know she was dabbling in the occult.”

He sighed deeply. "I keep telling you to butt out."
"This is nore personal, Vic. She was ny friend."
"You see how she ended up. Want to JO N HER?"

"Thanks for the car,’
t he sw t chhook.

she said quietly and let the receiver rattle to rest in

"How i s the new guy doi ng?" Jul es asked.
"Spi ke? He's a human tel etype machine. ™"

They regarded Spi ke who sat upright at his term nal, typing away while hunm ng
a conpl ex synphony. At the nmonent his |ips were making 'bup-bup-bupbup’
trumpets.

"I'"ll learn all about classical mnmusic this way," Shane said.

"At | east you manage to keep your sense of hunor.
gave her a fond gl ance over his shoul der

He left unsmlingly, but

Perry stopped by. "Shane," he whispered, "There's sonme kind of a feud going on
inthat famly. | don't know between whom exactly or over what, but Jules and
a bunch of others are on one side and Wallace and probably Polly are on the
other side. This tinme, Jules's bunch seens to be wi nning, at |east for now "

"Maybe that's why Jules was able to nove nme over with you," Shane ventured.

"Am | being used? Are we?"



A M. Belnont called her.
"Who?" she asked irritably.

"Peter Belnont," the older man's voice continued in patiently. "Terri's
boyfriend. She used to speak of you very fondly."

"I"'mso sorry," Shane said.
"Thank you. It's hard on all of us. Are you a Believer, Mss MaclLenore?" There
was such sticky, hidden insinuation in his tone that she becane fl ustered.

"Yes?"

"A Practicing Believer?" he said, paring closer to the bone of whatever he was
driving at.

"I"'ma-- sort of semi-practicing Catholic," she said.

"Ch." A pause. "l see." Hi s voice becanme once again nerely pleasant, opaque.
"There is going to be a small get together this evening at our apartnment. Not
exactly a funeral such as you're used to, but a send-off if you will. A
menorial . How shall | put it--2?"

"No need," Shane said. "I'll come. Where is it?" She'd never been to Wz's

apartment. She'd never shared in Wz's private life. Al she knew was t hat
somewhere there was a garden and in it were old yogurt cups, with sprigs of
this and that growi ng out of them

Perry could not go with her; neither could Jules; but she resolved to go. So
once again Mther had to pick up Kippy.

Shane found the yogurt cups all right. They stood in tilty rows in a small

wi ndow pl ot outside Wz and Peter's apartnment. Attached to each cup by a

weat hered cl ot hes pin was the paper packet in which the seeds in that cup had
cone. All herbs, Shane noted, some with weird names. Sone of the packages
seened to cone from Mexico, from Europe, even from Africa and Asi a.

The people were, as she had expected, odd. What el se? She renenbered Wz in
her dowdy clothes... But nice people, once you got past the extra-bright
snmles and the soft, insistent hand shakes. It wasn't creepy, exactly; but she
felt as though there were a tremendous secret, and she was the only one at the
menorial who didn't get it. In the end, she could not wait to | eave. She
stayed an hour, and in that tine she felt as though cats were rubbi ng agai nst
her psyche.

Next day, Shane and Perry went where Wz's body had been found. G eat
billowing rain clouds rolled in fromthe ocean. The sky was pen and ink

col ored and about as stark. Dotted with police cars, the nmouth of the Jungle

| ooked | ess form dable. The basilica | ooked snmall and gray. Uniforned police
noved about in small conversations. Forensic people had a van pulled up and
were exam ning the burial site inch by inch for clues. Several figures in drab
clothing stepped fromthe bushes. Shane's heart |eapt when she saw Mabel Stork
and Evvie. Mabel had a dull look. "Did you get the bl ankets?" Shane asked. The
little girl's face was dirty but her cheeks |ooked full. She had circles
around her eyes and as she hid behind her nmother's skirt she coughed deeply,
racki ngly. "The bl ankets," Shane repeat ed.

Mabel 's griny face turned toward Shane. "Wat," she said flatly. Shane
realized the human being before her in castaway clothing was probably insane
wi th no business on the streets or in this Jungle or worse yet dragging a



small child with her.
"I gave sone bl ankets to Mdonboy for you."

Mabel hooted as though this were a joke. Evvie coughed again and Mabel w apped
a freckl ed ham arm around her

"Your little girl's got to be seen by a doctor," Shane said. Al the years of
wor ryi ng about Kippy welled up in her. She wanted to take Evvie in her arns.
As she felt this she realized how much she'd al ways wanted to have just one
nmore child, a girl.

"She'll be | ooked at by a physician," the policewonan assured Shane. Shane

wat ched sadly as Mabel clinbed into the police car. Evvie's |large eyes,
floating am d Mabel's skirt, remmined fixed on Shane with an intense pl eadi ng.
O was it warning. O was it sinply insanity? As she stood there with Perry,
they heard a whistling sound that grew and grew until she got frightened. The
ground was shaki ng. She | ooked at Perry, but he was | ooking up. A shadow

dar kened the already sonber sky. Perry whistled. "That's a big one, huh?"

Ajet aircraft, so nassive and sprawled it did not seempossible it could fly,
craw ed overhead slowy and ponderously at about two thousand feet. Air Force
stars were clearly visible on the wings and fusel age, as were small w ndows
for peering out.

"A C5A Gl axy cargo ship," Perry said. "What in the hell are they |ugging
around in our skies?"

That afternoon Shane left work a few mnutes early, determned to find Vic
Lara. She was having a change of heart. Mybe she shoul d buy himdinner. She
was happy that her car was back and maybe she'd give himone nore chance. She
left nessages at his office, and received no reply. She'd tried dialing his
car phone, and received no answer. A fenale Sergeant Sonebody at police
headquarters assured her he was working. Shane figured he'd probably be
somepl ace near the zoo or the Jungle.

It was getting dark, and beginning to rain again. The w ndshield w pers kept a
beat as she cruised along | ooking for his car. Leaves, papers rattled across
the street. Palnms bent their green crowns. The rain fell hard and straight,
bangi ng on the car roof. Visibility was down to a few dozen yards. She nearly
gave up.

Then she saw Vic's car. It was pulled up at an odd angl e, one wheel on the
curb. She pulled her raincoat over her head and got out. "Vic?" she called.
"Vic?" Her voice sounded thin. The air rattled loudly with water punching the
street and the sidewal k. "Vic?" Each time a gust of wind cut through, the
water turned white |ike sheets of glass thread.

The dark car stood at an unnatural angle pointing toward a copse of trees.
Three of its doors were open, the driver's and both rear doors. Wrried, she
sl oshed through the overflowi ng gutter. Her feet grew chilled, her shoes
soaked, her stockings gritty with roiled sand and debris. "Vic?" She peered
into the car. Nothing out of place that she could see except... the lock on
t he shotgun rack was open and the shotgun was gone..

"Ch ny God," she whispered. Sonething had happened to him
Li ght ni ng forked overhead like veins and arteries full of neon. Thunder

foll owed al nost inmediately rolling around and grow i ng bearishly, slaming
agai nst her ears. She held her hands to her ears and | ooked about frantically.



The raincoat fell away and she barely noticed.
Li ght ni ng, lightning, crack! Crack

She spi ed sonet hi ng beyond the trees. Dancing? Singing? A small globe of |enon
light dimMy flashed about and kept changi ng shapes. "Vic?" She hurried through
knee deep grass that tore her nylons and gashed the soft skin of her calves.

Li ghtning: a figure junping.
Li ghtning: a pair of arms waving in supplication
Thunder: and in it a man calling for help.

She clinbed up a minor grade and energed between two gi ant pines. Except for
the wildly gyrating bubble of light, it was blind dark. She heard voices in
the prattling rain and coul d not nake out the words but she could feel the
intensity of enptions. Even as she formed the word Vic her lips fell slack and
she sank down on her knees at the sight. It was as if her body was giving out.
What she saw next was |like a defective movie clip, visible only in short stark
frames of |ightning and whenever the globe of |light found a target.

Vic Lara, dressed in shiny starchy clothing now saggy and soaked, held a
shotgun on three street people and was whipping themwith a | ong stee
flashlight. It was, she recogni zed, one of those heavy police flashlights
designed to double as a nightstick. The men were bl eeding and crawling dimy
beggi ng for mercy. Shane held her hands over her nmouth not know ng what to do.
Shoul d she run? Her legs felt paralyzed. Should she call out his name, ask him
to stop? He might turn and shoot her, for he was in such a frenzy that saliva
arced out of the corners of his mouth. \Wipcord strong, he kicked and beat the
nen.

Li ght ni ng, l|ightning, thunder!

The heavy fl ashlight whacked one man's back so loudly that each slap, each
dull boom of steel on bone, jerked Shane's head fromside to side as if she
hersel f were bei ng beaten

Li ght ni ng, thunder!
Rai n stream ng down her face, she rose and screaned his nane. "Vic!"

He turned, sw nging the shotgun around ready to fire, and for an instant she

| ooked death in the face. She saw his face only twice for a fraction of a
second as lighting flashed. Horrified, she saw who he was, what he had becone.
H s eyes were like black holes filled with insanity and she wondered if a man
had to be drunk to do sonething like this. H's mouth was a sl obbering slit.
There was a gash on one cheek where sonething had raked him H's skin |ay
stretched over his bones as though part of some alien anatony.

The Iightning gone, she stood blinded and transfixed in the powerful beam of
his light. Sonewhere thunder growl ed. The rain streamed down. There was a
monent of waiting, of inbalance, of dread, during which she heard the rain,
and her choppy breath chuggi ng piston fashion in her throat, and the deep
racki ng sobs of the two conscious nen.

Then the light swng away. It fell first on the man who | ay unconsci ous. Then
on the man still trying to craw away hol ding his bl oody head. Then on the
unt ouched man who now was in turn on his knees with fol ded hands.



They were just boys, Shane saw. She screaned, "Vic Lara, you notherfucker, |et
them go." She screaned again in a voice that fought thunder: "Let them go!"
The third time her voice cracked and nothing came out of her nouth. She beat
the air with her fists.

He turned away and barked: "All right you fucking clows. Now get this. I'm
gonna be up your asshol es and down your necks every mnute until you deliver
the son of a bitch who's doing the killing. Got that?"

Shane heard no nore because she whirled and ran. She heard hi m behi nd her
"Shane!" he yell ed.

She ran heedl ess of the cutting grass. "Shane!" he yelled again. She ran
across the sidewal k. Past the skewed police car. Splashed through the
overflowi ng gutter. "Shane!"

Her car was on the other side, |ocked... she slowed to funble with her keys..
She heard a | oud click behind her. The shotgun. She whirled in slow notion
knowi ng she was going to die. O course. She was a witness. He was ainmng to
bl ow a hole in her the size of a tunnel. As she turned she fell, |anded hard
on her butt.

He stepped into the light of a street lanp. The shotgun |l ay over one forearm
open and inpotent. "Shane," he pleaded. It was good old Vic Lara again. Easy
going, smling. He extended a hand fromtwenty feet away in an offer to help
her up.

She backed away, rising. She shook her head. "No, Vic, no. Don't conme near ne.
Don't ever touch ne again."
"But Shane, | can explain..."
in the stream ng rain.

Hi s voice had that purr to it. His teeth gl eaned

Shane got the car door open, hunched |ike a madworman, funbling. "Don't you
ever, ever, ever come near me, do you hear?"

He stood watching as she drove away. She | ooked back once nmore. The body was
Vic Lara's but the face was Frank MaclLenore's.

Safe in her car and headed home, she realized she'd |ost her raincoat. No
matter. Let the street people have it. A good price to pay in tuition for this
rare opportunity to spy directly into a man's secret soul and cone away having
seen the devil

A gentle, whispering rain sifted through the | eaves outside Shane's apartnent
and fell splat splat down anong the arecas and chaemadoras in the garden box.

"Kind of a drippy yucky day," she said wi ping down the kitchen table. Secretly
she was relieved, because her m nd had been nade up for her about Vic. No
nor e.

Ki ppy sat by the Iivingroomw ndow. "I kinda like it. |I'mwatching the
raindrops fall into the pool."

She | ooked over his shoul der into the pool. Hypnotically, circles appeared,
grew fromdots into stove rings, then were overlaid by new dots turning into
concentric circles.

She swatted himwith the dish towel. "Got any honework?"



"I didit all last night. Me and Jereny Tenple worked through all the math
problems. | really like the geonetry problens because you can visualize..."

My son the nerd, Shane thought happily. Frank woul d-- she paused in nid-dish,
as a thought suddenly occurred to her. Frank had hated educated people. He had
consi dered hinmself street smart, an alumus of Hard Nox U. She renenbered that
Frank and his buddi es had actually gone out while still in high school, big
raw football players, and | ooked for San Tomas State University boys to beat
up. Frank, she figured, would have always been angry at Kippy. Wuld have
beaten him beaten his son the way he had beaten her, the way he hinself had
been beaten by H' S father..

"Mom " Kippy said. "Mom You're going to break the dishes.”

She stopped and took a deep breath. Realized she had been banging the plate
agai nst her knees. Wped her arm across her forehead. "Sorry." Frank, she
t hought, you're better off dead. It's best for all of us.

Ki ppy watched t.v. until eleven a.m

Shane t hought enough and abruptly ended her housecl eani ng. The kitchen and
living roomwere done. Wndows gl eaned, tables |ooked bare and new, dishes
stood stacked, brushes were at attention in the dishrack

She undid her apron and tossed it into the clothes pail under the bathroom
sink. "Kippy? Tonmorrow it's supposed to be bright and sunny. We're going to
t he zoo, okay?"

" "kay." He watched Captain Col orado of the Space Patrol zap several Denebian
G eelings.

"I don't want you to sit and watch tv all day. How about we go to the mall for
ice creama little later?"

kay.
Capt ai n Col orado, having rescued the Al debarani an princess, reassures her that
her kingdomw Il now be safe. In answer to her tearful plea, he says he cannot
marry her because he nust return to his lonely patrol of the Spaceways
acconpani ed only by his tal king dog Ray and his telepathic parrot Kibble. As
the nusic crescendoes, credits roll...

"What a jerk," Kippy said.

Shane frowned. "Huh?"

I ndi gnant, Ki ppy waved his hand. "In real l|ife nobody would go flying around
in space with a dog and a parrot if they could live in a palace and |ike maybe
wel I you know FOOL AROUND with soneone |like old Princess there.™

Shane pl opped down on the couch. "Yeah, well who knows nmaybe he knows

somet hing we don't. Like naybe she's a nut with the credit cards. O she tal ks
all night. O who knows."

"Yeah," Kippy said grinning, "or she mght have B.O"

"I wouldn't doubt it." Shane flicked open the paper and | ooked under novies.

Ki ppy went into the kitchen and the m xer briefly went "whrr!"



She fluffed the paper. "Hey, here's a novie we can go see tonight. Journey
into Fear." It was a renake of the Eric Anbler classic, and several of her
favorite actors were in it.

"Naw, " Kippy said in the refrigerator as he | ooked for sonething, "I'd rather
see that space novie."

She | ooked up and down and flinched when she cane across a large and lurid ad
for the bug-eyed nonster saga Invasion from Gal axy Five. "Oh Kippy," she

| ament ed.

He slammed the refrigerator door and stuck a can of frozen orange juice into
the electric can opener. "You don't have to go with ne. |1've got a new friend
at school who's just nuts about space stuff."

n O,]?n

"Yeah. Hs name is Rudy Chatfield. He's only nine but he can run the mle in
seven-twenty and he's dynamite under the hoop."

"Rudy who?"

"Chatfield. You know. Hi s dad's gonna give us free passes to the zoo. | can
probably get you in at a children's rate." He made a face. "Just kidding."

She took two deep breaths and | eaned over the back of the couch. "You're going
tonight? with this kid? whom| haven't nmet?" (And don't want to neet, she
t hought, if he's got anything to do with the zo0).

Ki ppy |icked the spoon, having just let the glob of frozen concentrate go plop
into the mixer. "There's a further angle here."

"I can't wait."

Ki ppy neasured cans of water into the nmixer. "He has a sister naned Elisa who
is dynamite. She can ice skate backwards."

"How old is this Elisa?"
"Thirteen."
" Ah- hah! He goes for ol der wonen."

"She's real pretty. Two eighth graders got into a fight about who could carry
her books to the bus."

"I thought you were nore interested in nodel cars and dinosaurs and all that
neat stuff."”

He spread his arns. "Hey, do you think I'ma fool |ike Captain Col orado? Seize
the nmonth!"

"That's Monent," she said and turned to her paper
The mixer fell silent.

She thought about Roger Chatfield in his airy office with the light pouring in
like cream |'Il bet Elisa's real pretty, she thought.

Shane and Ki ppy nmet the Chatfields near the Bijou 6-Plex anid a sea of yelling



ki ds.

Shane shook Dr. Chatfield s hand. Kippy paired off with Rudy. Rudy was a
fast-nmoving blond conet of a boy with a bang on his nose and a cut on one
knee. He wore his hat backward, his jeans jacket half off, and three col ors of
sneaker | aces.

Elisa was a tall, caranel girl with | ong mahogany hair. Her clear white sclera
and blue irises were startling. She carried herself maturely and denurely but
had hurmor in her dinples, one before each ear and another in the center of her
chin. So this is the first of a long Iine of beautiful wormen who will steal ny
son from ne, Shane thought. Lord, but she IS beautiful. Elisa politely

foll owed the conversati on between her Dad and Shane, but her eyes wandered
after Kippy. After a while she whispered sonmething in her Dad's ear and he
nodded. He gave her twenty bucks and she wandered off to shop

"W neet again," Chatfield said in that kindly voice that nmade Shane want to
wring his neck.

"So we do, so we do."

"Can | ask you for coffee?" He pointed to a nearby Donut Shoppe.

"Vl -
"If you're in a hurry, | understand."
"Ckay." It would be rude not to. Besides, he was a tall good | ooking nman. Not

a Pinscher like Lara. Not a poodle either, she deduced fromthe hard knots in
his arm Arnf? What was she doing? He'd casually extended his arm European
style, and she'd slipped herself around it as though they'd been goi ng steady
for decades.

Shane, she thought, are you nuts? This is a married man. Are you about to have
your first extra-marital affair?

She felt her cheeks burn. Should she pull her armaway? Wuld it anger hin? O
shoul d she keep it like that but stand a half a foot away? Wuld he think she
was cold? O should she press against himlike a dam...

He interrupted her flustered course of thoughts by hol ding the door open and
ushering her into a place that snelled |ike heaven

No, | eaven. Sugar, dough, coffee..."Uuhhmmmm .." she said.

Killer donuts, a sign said, 67 cents.

He too inhaled. "I love that snell. | don't drink or snoke or have any sinilar
vices, | work out every day, but this smell drives ne to crinme. The snell," he

said, "of warm freshly baked...tantalizing..."
"KILLER DONUTS!" they said together and | aughed.

She pul |l ed her arm away under cover of jollity and took a wi ndow seat. He cane
back mnutes later with a tray of coffee and donuts.

"I really shouldn't,"” she said holding up a glazed, multi-col or sprinkled,
raspberry center donut.

"Join nme in sin," he said



He was a nice looking man with thick dark hair. He had strong hairy arns.

Chest hair poked over the V of his open, blue-white pinstriped shirt (very
expensi ve, she thought, longing to reach out and touch the material). H s dark
eyes (like Elisa's) were mature and kind and intelligent. H's skin had the
same caranel conplexion as Elisa's.

"I thought we were going to do sone zoo color, Dr. Chatfield," she teased in
her practiced way, drawing out the syllables over himlike webs of sticky
gum

He appeared flustered, |ooked down. "I'msorry. Call me Roger, will you?
meant to call you but, well, frankly, with things at the zoo the way they have
been..."

"I understand," she condoled. "My friend was nurdered there just a few days
ago. "

"Ch Jeez, |I'msorry. That would be M ss Chickowitz."

"Yes. Now be sure and quickly correct me and say it was outside the zoo, not
i nside, with your fabul ous safety record."

He swal |l owed hard. "I don't blame you for the way you feel. No, |'ve stopped
t hi nki ng that way."

She froze in nmid-chew "Honest?"
"Yeah."
They ate in silence for a few noments

"Isn't it ironic sonehow," Chatfield remarked, "that our children are at the
same school ?"

"Quite a coincidence. San Tonas has over thirty private schools. It has nore
private schools than nmany cities have public schools, including San Tomas."

"You should wite a tour book."
“Maybe | will."
"Rudy and Ki ppy seemto have really hit it off."

"Yes. Maybe we can have Rudy and Elisa over for cookies or dinner sonetinme. If
you and your wi fe don't mind."

He | ooked startled. "I'msorry. | thought you know My wife died in an
aut onobi |l e accident three years ago."

Shane felt color drain from her cheeks.

He | aughed. "That's why you were hol ding your armso stiffly. | thought you
wer e having neurological difficulties."

"I was. I am" She collected herself. "Wat about you, M. Zoo Mensch? Did the
t hought ever cross your mind that | nmight be, like, heavily married?"

He | aughed. "Yes. But | checked."



"Wth whon?"

"I ain't gonna tell."

"You better, Roger Chatfield."
"Sister St. Cyr."

"Cod no."

"God yes. | tried to play it straightforward. This new friend of Rudy's seens
to come froma nice hone. Do his nother and father live nearby? Well that old
bird--"

"--Sister Sincere, | call her--"

"--CGood nane. Sister Sincere |ooked through ne |ike a sunbeamthrough gl ass.
She has those twi nkly eyes the color of-- "--nickers--" Shane said nmeaning the
mar bl es.

"--yeah nickers," he said, "and she winked and told ne not in so many words
that you were single and quite possibly unattached."

"You are maki ng grave suppositions,” she adnoni shed.

"How about dinner or a novie sometine soon?"
“I'"l'l think about it," she said.
He | ooked at her through the hole in a donut. "Tuesday at seven?"

That woul d be the evening with Dr. Stanislaus. She'd feel free and refreshed
"Eight thirty," she said. "By the way," she added, "do you know much about the
hi story of your zoo?"

"Some," he said, puzzled.
"Do you know anythi ng about a statue, a Bl ack Sphinx maybe, that stood in the
mai n entrance at one time and then was dunped out at sea?"

He frowned. "Where did you hear that?"
"Ch, just sone casual reading."

He had a cl osed, careful |ook. "There are some old stories. But | only cane
here a few years ago, and they're nothing but runors. You don't believe in
horror stories, do you?"

She grinned. "Try ne. | read all the tinme. Horror stories too."

H s | ook was rueful. "I"ma scientist. | close my mind to weird tales. Don't
et runmors carry you away. "

During the night, Shane put her hands over her nmouth and drew in a deep breath
of horror. It was dark except the street |ight near her bedroom wi ndow cast a
broken filmof beery light on the window sill. As she awakened, she felt
adrenalin run like a shower of needles up and down her |egs. Sweat made her
hands slick as she renoved them from her face and stared, puzzled, into her

pal ms. Sanme anber glow. And silence.



Only a nenory of the nightmare remained, leaving a crawing feeling along the
pi ano keys of her spine. It was a nenory of wal ki ng down endl ess corridors
that were dark on both sides, and being terrified because she felt eyes on her

back. There was sonething... a ship. A sunken ocean liner? The Titanic? Her
father's face... And Frank MaclLenore yelling, yelling, sending his fist into
her face... She sat up in bed and held her head, like vase, letting reality

fl ow back in.

After a while, she padded across the living roomand |listened at Kippy's door
He was snoring. She stunbled into the kitchen, poured herself a half gl ass of
wat er, and slipped back into her bed. After westling the pillow around for a
nmonent or two, she fell asleep

On Sunday, Shane and Ki ppy went to St. Cosmas. She sat where Father Law ence
woul d notice themas he puttered over his chalice. After Mass Shane and Ki ppy
had brunch at the airport tower diner. Airplanes were Kippy's favorite, next
to race cars and trains. Hs favorite, he made sure the world knew, was space
shi ps but any | aunching pads were just too far away in the great big world. So
t he com ngs and goi ngs of Cherokees and Pi per Cubs had to do.

Shane was using a slice of bacon to push an oozing yolk on a slice of toast
when Ki ppy declared: "Mom |1'mgoing to be an astronaut when | finish ny Ph
D. in Physics."

"That's nice, dear."

"I"'mgoing to be the first disabled astronaut." He toyed with his donut,
maki ng of it a rotating space station. "W'Ill have to fight our way through
Congress on that, but I'll convince themthat an astronaut doesn't need mnuch
inthe way of legs if his arnms and brain are strong."

They visited Mdther as they did every Sunday. Mther's tone of voice played a
singularly masterful woodw nd of irony, whose reed had been pickled for so
long in a brine of adnonishnment, blame, and silent accusation: Howard Berger
Mot her said, no longer calls me about you. Shane snmiled to herself, privately,
as she stepped out onto the raised front lawm to | ook at the garden she had
once planted as a little girl. It was something she did every Sunday, arns
outstretched, teetering in high heels and tight dress on the rocky terraces
over|l ooki ng Mul berry Street. Daddy had given her the packages of seed, had

hel ped her carry potting soil in her child s wheel barrow, had shown her how to
notch the rows of soil, howto mark a straight line with a string between two
pegs that could be turned tight, how to drop the seeds evenly, and then to
cover themso the birds could not take them They'd planted rows of peas,

spi nach, and tomatoes (all the things you don't like but they're good for
you). They'd planted patches of strawberry, raspberry, boysenberry and

mul berry. They'd planted a big pizza wheel of spices too. They'd planted an
orange tree, a |lenon bush, and a black wal nut tree, and al oes |large and small .
Shortly afterward, Daddy had died in the plane crash and she'd cried and cried
out in the garden w shing he'd cone back, but there was only the wi nd, bl ow ng
in the | eaves. Layers and | ayers of pain had forced into the root system of
her heart, like garlic bursting and dripping in the press. Not only would he
never cone back, but there could never be another Daddy. The pain of his
abandonnent crazed her, made her wet her bed at night. She hated Mther for
undoubt edl y Mot her had driven himaway. Wy el se would he not cone back? Ah,
and poor Freddie. Freddie had been the hanster Daddy had given her after a
trip to Farmer's Market in Santa Ysidora. Feed and water himevery day, Daddy
had said rubbing the thin blonde hair on her bony forehead. Now Daddy was gone
and she would sit for hours and stare at Freddy. Freddy at first circled in
his cage, sniffing curiously. Then curiosity turned to worry. H s |arge pink
snout woul d raise to her beseechingly. Were had the good |ife gone? Were are



nmy pellets, nmy water, my fresh straw, my finely shredded cedar bark? She sat
depressed and stared, a frozen girl like a statue at St. Andrew s, and said to
himin her mind: Daddy, | will take care of Freddy if you come back and take
care of me. In the end Freddy grew disinterested and sinply stayed where he'd
[ ain down. "Mary Shane!" Mother had hollered bursting in on her, "So this is
where you' ve been hiding. Ch get away fromhim he's sick, get out of this
house and play with the other kids, | won't have you noping around, it drives
me up the wall to see you sulking around like that." That evening, secretly,
she'd taken Freddy fromthe trash where Mther had dunmped himalong with the
egg shells and cof fee grounds, and she'd given hima tearful burial in the

m ddl e of her spice garden where all the spices of heaven and earth nmet in the
vortex of the great pizza wheel Daddy had designed for her. She had | ost her
chal | enge to heaven. And never again would open her heart so totally.

She nearly fell over, for one of her high heels got stuck in the soil. She
wobbl ed onto the cenent and marvell ed at how her nmind seened to be | oosening
its clog of old nenories.

"Mt her...?" She lurched around the corner on her high heels, waving her arns
to keep fromtripping as spaces between rocks caught her heels. Then she heard
the creaking of Kippy's old swing. Stepping hard a fewtines to make soil fal
from her shoes, she wal ked clicking neatly along the concrete wal k al ong the
house. Open mout hed, she stood unseen and watched Ki ppy and his grandnot her
They were down in the fenced in play area whose hard-packed earth had not
thrown forth seed nor blade in twenty years. Mother, not Kippy, was riding on
t he swi ng. Laughi ng. Wioopi ng. Up and down, back and forth. Her drab dress
flewin the wind. Her nottled hands clutched the chains. Her lined face was
rai sed snmiling and open-eyed full of girlish joy.

Ki ppy, holding on to the supporting bars with one arm was pushing her
Faster, faster.

"Rockets away!" Mother yelled

On Sunday afternoon, Shane took Kippy to the zoo. "Wat were you doing there
wi th G andma?" she probed, but was unable to get anything out of him She
concluded it must have been sonet hi ng spont aneous. .

"You | ook very, um official," she told her son

"M xi ng business with pleasure,” he said proudly carrying the new | eat her
bri ef case Mother had given himfor his birthday. Kippy was to do a report for
school. It was to be on a subject of his choice, using the technique of
description fromdirect observation. He had picked the zoo. He was going to
wite about six zoo animals (why? because, he explained, things canme in

si x-packs) and part of that was going to be a paragraph describing each ani mal
fromdirect observation

My son the professional, Shane thought. Pride washed the vinegar from her
t hought s.

It was a warm dry, pleasant Sunday. The zoo was crowded. Lots of tourists.
Shane found herself doing a |ot of waiting around while he wote neticul ously
in a black and white marbl ed notebook. She stood in line for an iced tea and
refl ected on her figure. She had gained two pounds from eating anxiety
follow ng the rainy evening where Vic Lara had beaten the three honel ess nen.
That gnawed at her conscience. She hated waiting in line. As she stepped from
one foot to the other, her gaze drifted around the zoo. She noted the centra
ki osk, where every half hour a puppet show on environnental thenmes was
presented. Where the stage now stood on its el evated stone pedestal, about ten



feet by twenty feet, an anci ent Burtongal e had once placed an archeol ogi ca
treasure said (popular culture had it) to be either a sphinx from Egypt or a
wi nged horse from Mesopotam a. Then, going nmad (runor had it) he had it dunped
into the sea before he died.

And as Shane consi dered these things, she felt the Dark Feeling com ng back
Instinctively, sensing danger, she | ooked around for Kippy and her nouth went
dry.

Ki ppy had the tip of his tongue captured between his teeth and was frowni ng
over the notebook. He scribbled, stopped, frowned, scribbled, stopped,
f r owned.

It wasn't the full-blown Dark Feeling, just a faint trace of it. A sense of
sonmet hing alien extending its consciousness into her mind the way a stain
spread in water.

Peopl e nudged her to keep moving with the line, and she responded like a
mannequi n whose |inbs are made of hard rubber

Whatever it was, it just wanted to see if she was still there. It was cold and
sluggish, as if just awakening froma deep sleep. There was only this cold
Presence touching her soul

"Adollar!" the pinply boy yelled for the unpteenth tine.
She dropped quarters on the counter, took her tea, and turned.

"Your change!" he squeaked in a ridiculing tone, and several other counter
kids tittered as though she were a drunk

She ignored them and wal ked toward Ki ppy. As she did so, the Dark Feeling went
away and she felt okay.

That evening, she again attacked the volune witten so | ong ago by a | one
voice in the Burtongal e clan. The dead voice floated up to her in the
[ivingroom

... There were runors that ny grandfather had gone insane, but I wish to

i ndicate the contrary. There were |ogical and scientific explanations for each
of the deaths that occurred ambng zoo workers. Nonethel ess, the fact that the
deat hs seened to cease once the Bl ack Sphinx had been dumped at sea caused a
proliferation of new and i gnom nious theories regarding ny grandfather's work.
Furthernore, the fact that he died unfortunately senile fueled cruel runors
that nmust be laid to rest once and for all..

As Shane sleepily closed the book, she felt a thrill of unease, sonething dark
and st abbi ng about her own past.

Above the zoo, the full noon glided like a ship with tattered cloud sails. A
ship on fire.

Perry Stein unloaded the buffer with extra care outside the | esser rotunda of
Admin 1 & 2. Beside him Matil da sni ggered.

"What's the matter, honey?" he asked.
She flicked a dust pad. "I always giggle when | feel creepy."

Perry stopped and took off his glasses. He carefully w ped each of the small



| enses on his shirt tail. Then he replaced the glasses on his nose and stepped
to the edge of the cone of light throwm fromthe | esser rotunda. "You're
right," he said, "I can't think of a creepier place at night than a zoo.
Several low, full sounds echoed through the trees from sonmepl ace deep. He
stared up into the black tree crowns and swal |l owed hard. Yellow |light
glittered on his glasses. Sone of the sounds, Perry could have sworn, were not
of this earth.

H gh on a ridge separating the Jungle fromthe zoo, two shadowy figures dug
silently. Their arms noved rapidly and their rags fluttered. Inches away, the
alarmrigged fence humred el ectrically. The two men worked fast, ducking out
of sight each time the guard jeep passed on the access road just inside the
zoo. Moonboy gripped Christopher Marlow s arm "Be careful, unnerstan'?"
Moonboy's single eye stared with the same singularity as the noon above,
sharing a lunatic light. Christopher Marlow shook his blond hair and a snile
opened a crack in his youthful beard stubble. "W'Il all be eating pig
tonight, bro."

Moonboy cackl ed and cl apped Christopher Marlow s shoul ders. "You watch the
boar, is what | tell you. The she boar be sl eeping around her young. She be
surprisin' quiet, you hear? You don' hear her until she be runnin you down and
THEN boy do you hear all manner of snorting and yelling!"

"I'"ll be careful,” Marlow said. He lay on his back and held his breath. The
corded sinew in his abs tightened, glistened. In a noment, in a heartbeat, he
was inside the zoo wi thout having touched the fence.

"Wal k true!" Moonboy whi spered after him

"G nk oink," Marlow said. But Monboy had di sappeared. The ridge curved enpty
in the noonlight.

Wil e Perry spread paste wax on the central floor, Mtilda opened Dr.
Burtongal e's office and nearly dropped her duster.

"Come in," said a kindly voice.
Matil da clutched the duster to her full bosom "You nearly scared nme to

death." She felt Perry's reassuring presence right behind her; he always
hovered close by to protect her, especially here.

"I"'mDr. Burtongale," the old man said renoving his glasses. "I hope |I'm not
in your way."
"Ch no," she said, "I'lIl be in and out before you knowit. Say, you're working

|ate, aren't you?"
"That makes two of us."

H s dark shadow fell before the pagoda, and the 300 pound gorilla sniffed
curiously. He easily sorted through the dozens of snells, everything fromthe
feather of the enu to the horns of the wildebeest, the | eaves of the ol eander
to the berries of the chinaberry tree, the penetrating urine of the flam ngos
to the pond scum of the Southern Ml aysi an Duck. \What he had conme to find was
not near yet. But was coning. And woul d be soon. He rai sed cupped hands and
tapped themlightly under his breasts in anticipation

Two ot her hul ki ng shapes joined him They |oonmed with silent, efficient nmenace
on the open street near the pagoda. At the sound of an approachi ng guard jeep
they nelted away into the forest, then reassenbled as the jeep' s exhaust



faded. They continued to stand on all fours, waiting. One of themhad found a
basebal | bat, which he rested on the ground in a grip relaxed but ready. Wat
t hey wanted was comi ng. Their special sense told them so.

Chris Marl ow paused often. He had thought this would be sinpler, but then what
inlife was? Was this really any different from breaking into an office
building and trying to outwit the prowling guards along niles of shiny waxed
corridors? Buildings tended to be full of weird noises too, like things

fl appi ng suddenly that made you junmp but turned out to be the wind in a fan

bl ade.

Why should this be different? He slid down an enbanknent naking | eaves crash
softly. He waited and |istened. Tiny hooves pattered away. A feathered thing
shifted, fluttering, inits sleep. A hunting ow hooted. He stole along the
edge of the road, ready to duck for cover if anyone came. He hoped there were
no foot guards, or if there were, that they had | oud feet.

"Thank you," Matilda said, pulling the door shut.

"Thank you," echoed Dr. Burtongale with a broad smile, renmoving his glasses
and then putting them back on as the door cl osed.

"I"'mdone, darling," Matilda sang. "Perry?" She stopped and frowned. Small

t hi ngs dropped, acorn by acorn, on the roof. The air in the rotunda rustled as
t hough spirits were chasing one another in the darkness under the ceiling.

Mur al - bound di nosaurs flashed wi cked teeth and stal ked forward with raised

cl aws.

"Perry?" she wail ed, dropping her duster

In his office, Wallace Burtongale put his gl asses down and rubbed his eyes.
The grandfather clock chined a nmel odious 'Big Ben' and ended with twel ve drawn
out 'dong's. It was mdnight. Wallace sat back in his plush, high-backed

| eat her chair and placed his hands on the armrests. He closed his eyes and
listened. The clock ticked, and its well-made machinery turned inits

| ubricated bed. The silence in the roomwas so profound that Wallace could
hear the gear wheels inside the clock, magnified by the pricel ess hard West
African Ash fromwhich its cabinet had been made a hundred years earlier. He
heard the tiny collisions of gear teeth, with no nore force than a fly's w ngs
beating together, and then the oily snmack as the gear teeth separated again to
make anot her full circle and touch again.

H s breathi ng became | ong and shallow, as though he were asleep. But this was
not sleep. He turned his unseeing face up as if to hear above the m croscopic
racket inside the clock cabinet. H s nouth became pursed and harsh. There were
terrible shadows inside his eye sockets. H's fingers gripped the armrests.

H s breathing became part of the machinery of the room

The three gorillas began silently to nove.

Their shadows and the shadowy bodies throwi ng the shadows danced

i ndi stingui shably under the chill urine-colored Iight near the pagoda. They
made only two sounds, both so faint as to be al nost indistinguishable fromthe
general sounds of the zoo at night. One was the click of a rolling pebble here
or there as a horny palmor a carefully bent finger displaced it. The other
sound was an occasi onal soft cherrywood boing as the baseball bat bounced
lightly against the road surface.

Chris Marlow listened to the subtle sounds of the zoo and felt his spine
shiver as though dead fingers had strumed a harp. Each tinme he passed a



habitat, and its unseen occupants snorted or shlushed or snarled in their

sl eep, his heart nearly gave out. He was bathed in sweat. This was a little

di fferent maybe, he reflected after all. In an office building, no matter how
unsuperstitious you were, every creak, every bang, every rattle i mediately
became a novenent of evil spirits. But then you got whatever you were after
and once you hit the pavenent outside anbng cars and peopl e and fl ashi ng neon
lights, you could | augh about it. Here, the noises were really made by things
that could tear you apart and eat you in seconds. Al that separated you from
them was a shall ow noat and a flinsy steel railing.

Sone of the unseen aninmals were snmall. Others were not.

H s heart nearly stopped when he stepped so close by a hippo that he felt its
hot breath on his cheek. He had startled it inits sleep and it bounded up
Its breath shot a stink like rotten vegetables and hot runny shit. As Chris
Mar | ow stood frozen, its heavy footpads danced about and nade the ground
shake. Chris was still trenmbling after the hippo had stopped runni ng about.

Not much farther now The boar conmpound was several enclosures further up on
the right. Chris Marlow reached into his raggedy jacket and pulled out, foot
by foot, the rope.

"H Baby," Perry grinned.

She cl osed her eyes and let out a breath. "Perry ny sugar, you don't know how
scared |'ve been wondering if anything happened to you."

"Now, now..." He took her in his arnms, relishing the bigness, the softness of
her, her faintly sour female sweat snell and the waxy smell of lipstick on her
snoot h young face.

"I was just straightening all the kinks in the buffer cord, three hundred feet
of it, using the whole parking | ot outside.

She pressed her cheek against his. "Always tell me when you're goi ng outside,
okay?"

"Don't be scared. Guards are all over the place.”

Chris Marlow wasn't sure if he sawthemfirst or if they saw himfirst.

Three huge guys, one of themw th a nightstick or a bat or sonething.

Chris ducked into the bushes. His heart was beating so hard it seened to |unge
against his ribs, like an animal trying to escape a cage. He held his hands to

his sore chest and | ooked out over the bush

There were-- he could not see properly in the weird Iight. How many? Three?
Two?

Why were they not moving? Had they seen sonmething? Were they waiting for other
guards? They | ooked funny, like guys dressed in gorilla suits. Wat was this,
a joke? Maybe a fraternity prank. Sure, an initiation

Sil ence. Their heads and necks | ooned darkly agai nst the nmoonlight, and Chris
began to get the feeling that they were not part of a prank. There was no

gi ggling or shoving. Woever these guys were, they were about serious

busi ness.

One of themwas | ooking directly at Chris.



Hey, it was one thing when these guys were across the nobat and behind bars. It
was anot her thing when they were right there in the street with you.

No, it couldn't be. There nmust be guards around. Or maybe these were the
guards and he wasn't seeing their uniforms right in the light. Sure, they were
wearing football ponchos |ike those huge |Iinebackers sitting on the bench on a
rainy afternoon. That was it.

He cleared his throat. "Ckay, | give up." Man give ne a fucking warmj ai
cell. And sone thick bars. | love it. "I'"'min here. |I don't have no weapons."
He threw t he rope out.

The shape had not noved. Eyes glittered intently.

"Jesus Christ, man, don't look at ne that way." Hi s |lips beat agai nst each
ot her as he began to blubber. Hi s pants got warm and wet as he peed all over
hinmself. "Please..." he wailed and held his hands over his ears. "Please..
He stood like a small boy waiting for his irrational momy to come and beat
himlike she did so often when she was drunk. Wy, nmonmy? why? what did | do?
| promise | promise |I'll never do it again oh please...but nommy never backed
of f froma good beating. She woul d al ways stop yelling and have a | ook of
concentration. The strap would fall again and again and agai n on his naked
skin, and his wails and the whipping | eather would be the only sounds in his
terror. "Ch please," he blubbered. He stood naked and had shit hinself. Shane,
shane, shame. The warm stinky oozed down his baby thighs and patter pattered
on his bruised toes.

They nmoved now, hul king forms, |acking hunor. Their nouths were open
reveal ing sharp white teeth, tusked incisors. Run? They were coming fromthree
si des.

He was frozen with terror. No, nmonmy, no no no!
Poopy on the floor. Bad, bad!
They were all business, walking on their fours. Hairy fingers curled on the

street. Knuckle, foot, knuckle, a determ ned rhythm Boing boing said the bat
softly, bouncing on the street.

You stinking little fucking son of a rat bitch. 1'Il kill your griny ass if
your father doesn't kill you first.
No, no, he cried. | prom se. Prom se. Pronise.

But she never stopped when it cane to this nonent. The bat went up. The fists
went up. He held his ears and screaned, hot tears trickling down his cheeks.
He renenbered nobody ever came to help him but he screaned anyway.

"Did you hear that?"

Matil da and Perry stopped and | ooked at each other. His inpulse was to run out
and see who or what had nade that sound.

In his office, Wallace Burtongal e's eyes flew open. There, the sign that it
was over. He rose and with a shaky hand used a handkerchief to w pe sweat from
hi s forehead.

He opened a desk drawer and renoved a | aptop conputer. He closed the drawer
and | et hinmself out of the office.



"I must have been crazy to bring you here,"” Perry said.

An office door opened, and they started. Dr. Burtongal e wal ked out and | ocked
the door. He carried a briefcase or sonething. "Good night," he said

pl easantly without | ooking at them H s face wore a distant, eager |ook

"Good night," Perry and Matil da echoed
"Did you see the look on his face?" Matilda whi spered.

Perry stepped to the door and | ooked out. The zoo was oddly silent, as though
all its denizens were either dead asleep or else deadly alert and |istening
for danger.

"Close the door," Matilda's voice shivered behind him
Wal | ace Burtongal e wal ked through the security Iot. He nodded to a young ni ght
wat chman, who nodded back. "Just heard a scream " the ni ght watchman said.

Wal |l ace smiled at him "You nust be new here."

The man muttered: "Two years. But you don't never get used to the sounds they
make out there.”

Wal | ace found the particular green and tan golf cart that was his favorite.
Pl acing the | aptop conputer on the seat beside him he drove off. He stopped
at the old pagoda-shaped utility house. The light played ripples on his face
as though he were under water. H s expression was eager. H s eyes were big.
Hs teeth showed in a hungry hunorless grin. He unl ocked the door to the
Pagoda. His grin faded before he could enter.

WE ARE REPAIRING THE SHIP, the Pilot said. YOU WLL SEE, WALLACE, VWHAT A GREAT
THI NG . .

"You can take ne," Wallace said. "Let my son go."

YOUR SON | S PART OF THE PRI CE.

"No! It has to end here. Take nmy mind, what's left of it. Like you ve taken
generations of us. Let Glbert go."

G VE ME WHAT YOU HAVE BROUGHT, the Pilot said greedily.
"Yes." He knew he woul d not be where he was in life were it not for the Pilot.
He thought of his father, dying insane between padded walls in the Burtongal e
mansi on. He thought of his son's wasted life. He thought of his own coning
depression and insanity, the fate of each Burtongale heir.

Wal | ace set down small, powerful conputer. Hi s footsteps crackled on the
hundred year old tile floor. He flicked on a light, but the bulb popped and
dar kness once agai n shrouded the claustrophobic interior. No matter. A shaft
of moonlight |eaned inside, lending a netallic light. Ol tank, generator, gas
turbine, wall neters, gadgets bul ked all around as he put the computer down in
the middl e of the nmbonbeam He unzipped its cover and popped up the display

wi ndow. The internal disk drives hunmred like tiny toys, and a bluish |ight

gl owed fromthe wi ndow. The system di spl ay cane on

READY



Wal | ace cl osed and padl ocked the door. Then he drove down the road. The first
thing he saw was the baseball bat. It was slimy with clotted bl ood and stray
hairs. Wallace renoved the hose fromthe back of the cart and found a faucet
by the side of the road. First he washed down the bat. He threw the bat into
t he back of the cart. Then he began to wash down the gore.

"Hell o, Father," said G| bert behind him
Soneone DID conme to help Christopher Marl owe.

He was wal king along a corridor toward the sea, and nothi ng made sense, but
t hen had anythi ng ever?

"You | ook sad," said a bright blue wonman of feri ng her hand.
"Are you an angel ?" he asked, taking her hand which was chilly but firm

"No," she said in a mxture of sadness and relief. "My name is Jane Call ahan.
My suffering is over, and | take it yours is too."

"Are we going to the Good Pl ace?" Christopher asked.
She shook her head.

Droppi ng Ki ppy off at St. Andrew s, Shane got to work fifteen mnutes early.
She was sitting at her desk sipping coffee, eating a donut, reading the paper
and conbi ng her hair when Perry waved fromthe Cty Room

Spi ke wal ked in, big grin on his face and a bounce in his step. "Good norning,
good norni ng! Ta-dum ta-dee!"

Shane cl apped himon the back. "Yo spike, what's it today, Sound of Misic or
1812 Overture?"

He smiled and kept on typing: "Jane Callahan, 43, after a long illness, at
Mot her of Angel s Epi scopal Hospice, San Tomas..."

She grabbed her coffee and followed Perry to Meeti ng Room C whi ch was al ong
Mahogany Row not far fromthe Burtongal es' luxury offices. Perry closed the
door and sat down. He | ooked haggard. She sat down beside himand offered a
bite of her donut. He shook his head. "I did a dunb thing, Shane. What's that
you got there?"

"Raspberry Sludge with a Party Sprinkle Sugar Coating," she warned, "yum
Don't know what you're missing." She took a bite and said with her nouth full:
"You | ook like hell."

"I feel like it," Perry said. He stared down at his fingers which were scarred
and detergent-dried. "I took a night cleaning job at the zoo."
"Hey, that's pretty smart, | think!" She stopped chewing as infinite

possibilities for informati on gathering flashed before her. She pictured
herself and Perry riding on giraffes at night, wearing cameras and peering
over the treetops for a nurderer

He shook his head. "No, what | did was | took ny wife with ne. | thought--I
don't know WHAT | thought. We always do the cleaning jobs together. But there
was sonet hing screaming horribly..."

"Probably a chinpanzee singles bar at closing time," she offered, chew ng



merrily.

"Stop it, Shane. | realized I could have gotten us killed. Don't laugh. Try
being there yourself at night..."

"...Ckay," she said brightly. Chonp, chonp, yum

He buried his face in his hands and shook his head. "I just don't know what to
do now. I will never take Matil da there again."
She took a deep breath. "I did sonething too. | caught Vic Lara beating three

street people on Friday evening. He had a shotgun on them and was wor ki ng them
over with a heavy steel flashlight. They were all bloody." As she told him

her light air gave way to a feeling of rage.

Perry held his head again. "Ch Christ."

"He |l et them go when he saw ne. | called himevery name in the book and t ook
off."

"Great. No wonder he was short on the phone this norning."
"I"'msorry, Perry."
"You're going to get this whol e newspaper shut down."

"Perry," she squeaked, "damm you. He was beating them They were crying. They
were bl eedi ng."

"I"msorry, Shane. You should have seen hi mwork over the wi nos on Canoga
Avenue when he was a plain old salutin' dick."

"Can't we go to the police chief, Perry?"

"I wouldn't reconmend it."

"I"'mgoing to report what | saw. He was beating them"
"No." "Yes." "No." "Yes, dammit. CGot to do sonething."

"Shane. Listen. Vic Lara is where he is because he's a personal friend of Mss
Polly Burtongale. Did you know t hat ?"

"l don't care."”

"Thi nk about Kippy's nedical insurance."

"Damm t."

Back at the obit desk, Spike had finished typing death notices and was

assi duousl y cl eani ng house. Her own desk | ooked |ike Nurenmberg after the

Okt oberfest. H s desk | ooked as though it had been newly built and just

del i vered.

"How do you do that?" she asked. She eyed her dying tulip, her fuzzy dice, her
papi er - mache duck (fromKippy in fourth grade), her pile of wonen's magazi nes
(with slushy romances hidden on the bottom), her L'Eggs box full of

pot-pourri, and | ast week's apple.

He handed her a sheet of conputer printout. Pride sunned his cheeks. "My first



article," he said fidgeting as though he were afraid she m ght disapprove.
"Jules seened to like it. Even M. WIlow grunted and | think nodded alt hough
I"mnot sure because | was afraid to go into his office."

"I heard that." She flicked the paper upright and read: "Adol ph The CGorill a,
15, was found dead | ast night of an apparent heart attack... Is this a joke,
Spi ke?"

"Not a bit. Jules thought it would make a warm human interest story on page
one of the local news. Unfortunately I have only been here a week and so do
not nmerit a by-line."

She whistled. "You'll be Gty Editor in a matter of weeks. Keep it up." Adol ph
(what a nane, huh?): "...found dead of a heart attack in his enclosure at the
Burtongal e Zoo. Assistant Curator Dr. Roger Chatfield said he was speaking for
hi nsel f and the entire zoo famly, both human and ot herw se, in expressing
profound regret at their friend' s passing. Dr. Chatfield said that Adol ph had
been adopted by nissionaries in Kenya as an orphan just weeks old. Hi s nother
had been shot by poachers and di snmenbered for trophy use. Dr. Chatfield said
Adol ph had a reputation as a quiet, easy going primate. Blah blah blah...said
Adol ph brought joy and will be sadly m ssed. "Good going, Spike. Nice article.
| weep for Adol ph."

She persuaded Perry: "Let's go see the occult bookstore." She had told him
about Vic and the address book. Eyes spinning off into either direction, Perry
rel ented, offering to drive.

"Why do you want to go there?" Perry asked as they floated along in an

anbi ance of detergent, chlorine, and sponges. Shane's skin craw ed suddenly.
The Dark Feeling? Flashes: Screans; beating; Frank; eyes of anger, eyes of
terror; screanming: and this was Shane hersel f, clutching the baby.

"What's the matter?" Perry asked.
"Not hi ng," she said quickly. She wasn't entirely sure why she wanted to go
there, but she knew she needed soneone al ong for courage. She sipped take-out

cola as the car purred toward East Canoga and the Santa Ysidora foothills.

A knot formed in her stomach. The only time she ever went this way was to buy
Ki ppy' s speci al orthopedic shoes. The late afternoon |ight was wan, false;

rain clouds strained thin, cool sunlight. "I get really nervous going up this
way. | used to live out there with ny ex-husband before he was killed. Things
were really rocky toward the end." Her head felt heavy, and she rested it on
her knuckl es, el bow on knee. "I don't renenber..." But she perked up. "I need

to see the place. Maybe talk with the guy. After all, he was in Smth's
addr ess book. "

Perry grinned. "Ckay. | need a diversion anyway."

Shane did a |ight makeover in the sunvisor mirror. East Canoga turned into
State 594. The panpered town streets of San Tomas gave way to w der open
spaces with a country western flavor. Irrigated flowers and greenery changed
to sun-dazzl ed sand, rocks, and shrub. Houses and busi nesses were m ngl ed

wi t hout zoning, and stood farther apart. A thing dropped tended to |ie about
for a long time. There were nore pickup trucks, cowboy hats, roadside
horseback riders. State 594 wound uphill into the Santa Ysidora Muntains. But
Perry and Shane were not going that far. "I'Il be..." Perry said as he powered
down into second gear and the car crept onto a dusty square that doubled as

| awn and sidewal k for a tunbl edown house. The house had been worn to a gray
pum ce col or by years of unremitting sunlight. A picture wi ndow in front



di spl ayed the sign "Harleigh Hale, New Age/B&W Arts," along with a bl ack cat,
a candl e snuffer, sone dried flowers, a picture of a smling sun with octopus
fins for rays, and a row of books. Perry turned off the engine.

A sign on the door read: CLOSED. They wal ked up to the wi ndow. The cat turned
out to be stuffed, the candle snuffer had a skull face on it, and the books
had titles |ike Dark Secrets, Love the Night, Santeria, Black Magi c Reveal ed,
Thus Spoke Satan. They each ogi ved their hands and peered inside. Shane made
out dark things: A stove pipe like an upside down L; walls lined with books; a
Nazi flag; a skull on a cookie box; and an ol d-fashi oned wooden floor radio
that resenbled a small juke box.

As she stared hard at the radio, tracing its lovely old lines with an admring
eye, sonething like a greenish skull fromhell flew at her. She shrieked and
j unped back.

Perry grabbed her shoul ders. "What is it?"
"Somet hing came right at nme." She pointed, then wapped her arns around
herself and tried to seemsmall. She took a deep breath and turned toward the
wi ndow. A bird juggled hinmself into better position to | ook at her. Shane

| aughed. "It's a goddam parrot."

"Can you beat that?" Perry said shaking his head.

A green-yellow parrot held the grinmy curtain rod in his claws and turned one
eye toward them "Do you think he's hungry?" Perry asked.

She shook her head. "His tumy's nice and round, his feathers are shiny, so
are his eyes, and his claws | ook healthy." She added: "My friend Ann Tenple
had a parrot for years. W used to feed himfruit."

"You have surprising pockets of expertise," Perry cracked. "So what happened
to the parrot?"

"G nger? He caught pneunonia and died."
Perry | ooked shocked. "Parrots do that?"

"They're a lot |ike people. Don't have an original thought, and repeat al
ki nds of blather."

Perry peered inside again. "I think his dish is over by the skull on the
cooki e box. Looks half full of water."

"Then we can stop by again. After calling first."

Back in the car, she was glad to get away. Sonething, sonething, sonething
teased her nenory. About Frank MaclLenore. A black and white nental photo.
Violent. And this place...?

"Well, it's been fun," Perry said nerrily. The twinkle in his good eye nocked
her gently. Shane began to feel a very strong Dark Feeling, and she was silent
all the way back to the paper. Perry gave her concerned | ooks, and his hunor
fled, but he said nothing.

That evening, over a sl apped-together dinner of macaroni and cheese, Kippy
asked her worriedly: "Momy"(when did he ever call her that? when he was his
l[ittle vul nerable self?)"are you okay?"



She waved himoff, feeling a wave of darkness. "I'mfine, baby." Panic
pressured her, that cork again, ready to blow, and she fought to keep control

"You | ook pal e, and your hands are shaking," he said in a hushed voi ce.

"It's probably the beginning of the flu," she said, starting the dishes.
Ki ppy di sappeared into his room He'd been doing that nore and nmore, hunching

over his conmputer with those Captain Sonebody games. Shane felt relieved to be
al one with her panic.

The uni verse seened shrunken. The illum nation seenmed bl ack and white, like a
bad fifties novie; where had she read... tobacco anblyopia... a tunnel vision
of terrible starkness bordered by panic... but she did not snoke! She poured
out tears into the dishwater bubbles. | don't understand what is happening to
me, she thought, and |I've been fighting so long to keep it all under control
but nowl ' mlosing it. I'"'mlosing it! They are going to take Ki ppy away from
ne.

She felt restless when she was finished cl eaning the kitchen. Thoughts w ung
t hrough her nmind like in a washing machi ne: How sad Adol ph di ed; poor Roger
Chatfield; something about the tooth; an old nman staring eye to eye with her
hol di ng out his hand for sonething that could not be denied rmuch | onger

somet hing very very urgent... The parrot's face kept flying up close to hers,
openi ng and shutting its mouth..

In a near trance, she peered into Kippy's room He sat at his termnal like a
statue. The screen played a horrid white light on his face.

She left a note: "Sweetheart, gone for a ride. Back soon." Wth trenbling
hands, she fornmed the letters and left the note on the kitchen table. If
things went as they had lately, she would return and find himasl eep, head on
his arms, term nal gl ow ng while unguessable assault ships flewin froma
hostil e gal axy.

The night air, once she was in the Mistang with the top down, was cool and
refreshing. What am | doing? a part of her thought. It was the sick part that
worried about | osing Kippy. Not the other sick part within that part, the part
about the cancer, but the other sick part, the part about being an unfit

not her. He (who? the cop!) was going to have Kippy taken fromher. Wat is ny
m nd doi ng? she wondered as she drove east on Canoga, into East Canoga, and
finally into the foothills where State 495 began. It was |like a drive into the
past, into a black and white novie of a very bad tine that she'd shut out of
her mi nd.

She drove to a liquor store with was singing in her ears. She put nobney on a
wor n counter anong candi es and cigarettes and lotto tickets and plastic beef
jerky jars. "A half pint of AOd Wanderer," she said. Wiy am | doing this? she
wondered as the clerk nuzzled off to | ook for the booze. Because that is what
Frank and Attila did the night we went to... Ch God no, please don't let ne
relive that! The |iquor was brought, innocently, change was rmade ("hey, [ ady,
don't forget your noney here!") and she was back out into the night holding

t he paper bag with the bottle in it. There was in her ears a rush of wind |ike
when you held a seashell to your ear

She drove to black arts store. Stars were |like whirly-wheels. The cold air

cut. The silence and loneliness lay |like a heavy bl anket. She held the package
uncertainly. Saw bits and flashes |ike the nonents when a film cones | oose
fromits reel and flicks disjointed pictures before the projector is turned
of f: She was in the backseat of Franks' car with Ki ppy and Ann. She had



forgotten to buy Frank's booze and he was really nad. He was nore mad because,
because. .. sonmet hi ng about noney. And Charlie Best. The door had opened.
Charlie and Harl ei gh had stepped out. There were frantic expl anations. Frank
took the tire iron fromAttila and threatened Charlie. There was a
man(who?who!) in the backseat with Shane and he now got out, grinning neanly.

Shane took a few hesitant steps forward, unscrewi ng the top. She caught a
(ugh) disinfectant whiff of whiskey. She set the bottle down near where Frank
had she stepped back in tine, could have reached down with one hand and pi cked
the bottle up, drunk fromit, maybe not done what he had done next. The tire
iron rose, fell, rose, fell, in a spray of blood...Shane, in the back seat,
screamed and covered Ki ppy protectively with her body...

Nurmbly she drove hone, craw ed into bed, and w nked out.

On Tuesday norni ng Shane woke an hour early and could not get back to sleep
Her sl eep had been full of tooth-achy pain. She could not remenber what she
had dreanmed about.

She consi dered the Burtongal e book |Iying on her livingroomtable, but was too
tired to get up and read it. After lying in a steely norning light, thoughts
rushing in disconnected circles, she rose and took a shower. Hot water
runnel ed down the gulley of her back and qui ckened her a bit.

Ki ppy cane to the table tired and grunpy.

She nade pancakes and sausages. Toast and jam "How are your |egs?"
"Ckay. "

"You said the other night they hurt."

"I think I'"mjust coming dowmm with a cold."

Spi ke seened happily at work that norning. She still checked every day,
fearful that it had just been a good dream and she'd cone in one day and have
to do it all by herself again. Sonehow, Spike managed to do the work of two
peopl e.

Perry offered to take her along on his beat, but she shook her head. She
puttered quietly editing Spike's obits.

"You seemdifferent tonight," Dr. Stanislaus said at his table. A gray light
swirled over his head, vague and undefined |ike snmoky daylight.

She clutched the seat rest and struggled to breathe, to swallow, to remain
i ntact.

"Wuld you like a glass of water?" he offered.
She tried to let go, but no tears cane. Instead, her facial nuscles felt stiff

and numb and she spoke with difficulty: "I amlosing nmy mnd, doctor. | need
hel p."

"I will help you," he prom sed. "Do you think you can rel ax? My ot her evening
pati ent cancel ed, so we have tine."

She pointed angrily at the mcrophone. "Are you taping this for the police?"

He shook his head. "The books were cl osed | ong ago. You don't have to worry."



"But Vic Lara canme and talked with you about ne."
"Yes."

She hel d her head. She was going a hundred nmiles an hour and the floor was a
bl ur under her. She was com ng apart. Her heart fluttered |like a dying bird.
Things inside were crunbling like walls, finally, after long rain. Like wet
cardboard fol ding. She heard herself sobbing. Felt tears stream ng through her
fingers. Tasted the salt, like sea. Let tear drops fall on her lap. Heard her
own hi gh-pitched voi ce quaver: "I |oved Frank."

"I know you did." He renai ned behind his bastion, but he | ooked awkward, ready
to leap to her assistance.

"I can't keep it inside any longer. You won't let themtake Kippy from ne,
will you?"

She could not see him but heard his voice as one heard another ship's horn in
a storm "OF course not." He had placed tissues nearby and she dragged a
string of themout to wi pe her face. She sobbed, then | ooked to see what he
had pl aced on his desk

A tooth.

The past was open now, a big cave, still partially shrouded in darkness.
Mermory wanted to keep its sick secrets hidden but she wanted to shine a |ight
into every crevace.

"It's okay," he said gently. "You had a hard tine, and the police were pretty
rough on you and Ann. But it's |long since over."

"I get to keep Kippy?"
"Of course."

She composed herself. Yes. O course, howsinple it all seemed. "I|'ve done
okay?"

"Nobody coul d have done better."
"I"ve been trying really hard since | got out of detention."”
"I know you have."

She sniffled. "I renmenber... Frank and Attila came back froma big deal. The
cops had our shack in the nountains staked out, but | got word to Frank and
they were clean the first tinme Vic showed up with his goons. They tore the

pl ace apart but we were clean." (The cozy shack, the logs burning in the stone
fireplace, the diapers strung out to dry, the little crib in the corner with
the broken rail from Frank hitting her and she slipping, bangi ng her
head. .. but also the love they made, wild, while nountain w nd sighed

out side...)"Then soneone" (who?)"asked Frank to help with a really big

deal "(what ?)"and he and Attila got a ot of noney for bringing in this
thing"(a thing?)"in a truck..."

"Do you renenber what was in the truck?" Dr. Stanislaus asked

She shook her head. "It was parked outside the book shop. You know, that
Sat ani ¢ book store..."



He nodded. "Harleigh Hale and Charlie Best's place."

"They were partners,” she said. "And Charlie was supposed to pay Frank that
night. W were all going to go party sonmeplace. Frank had a stash of grass and
pills sonmepl ace, and on the way we even picked up some beer"(she renenbered
the crackle of tires as Frank pulled the big old car into the liquor store
parking | ot; he made sonme rough joke and Attila | aughed; Frank dark-haired and
sensuous, sexy but flinty, and Attila blond scraggly bi ker tough...)"and then
we went up there."

"Was the truck still there?" Dr. Stanislaus asked

"Yes. There was soneone there to pick it up"(she renmenbered a shadow, sitting
in the seat beside her, tickling Kippy's baby chin: who?soneone she hated and
despi sed, soneone really awful)"no, it was soneone who rode with us."

"Do you renenber who that person was?"

She tried. "No, | can't seemto pull it out. It's alnost there. Soneone awf ul

But then so were nost of the people we hung around with." She renenbered the
trips into Mexico. The fights Frank had gotten into. A guy in Juarez left for

dead. A lot of OGod... "No wonder | feel bad about myself."

"You'll feel better once you get this out," he said.

"We got to this place, | mean Harleigh Hale's place, and there they were,
Harl ei gh and Charley. Sounds like a song, huh? | had Ki ppy, he was just a
little baby, and Ann was there. Yes, that's it, but there was still someone

else, this awful --"
"A man?"

"Yes, an awful nman. Frank and | and Ann and Ki ppy we drove up there and Attila
was driving the truck behind us, that's it. Charlie Best had the noney and was
supposed to pay Frank. Then this awful guy was to drive the truck away. Only
Charlie was drunk, he had |ost some of the noney or so he said, and Frank
started to beat himup."

"What were the other people on the scene doi ng?"

"Well"(she could snell the gasoline air, the nountain wi nd, the grass, the
wood snoke coming from Harlei gh Hale's chi mey; but this awful other nman

remai ned a shadow)"Ann and | and Ki ppy were in the backseat of Frank's old gas
guzzler. All we wanted to do was go party. Then the noney probl em cane up
Charlie Best didn't have all of it so they started beating himup"(Charlie was
on the ground, crying out, holding his head, and | began to yell at Frank to
stop)"l tried to stop Frank but it got worse. Harleigh Hale cane out with a
gun but they took it fromhimand beat himup. Frank took the tire iron and..
and..."

Dr. Stanislaus waited silently.

"...And finished Charlie off. | saw brains on the ground"(gray, glistening,
like jello tinged pink, and nearby the fluffs of white hair still attached to
a shattered skull)"and I..."

Dr. Stanislaus waited.

"...And | was just crying and scream ng. Frank and Attila threw the body in



the truck and dunped it at the zoo. Were | found the tooth recently."
"And the truck?" Dr. Stanislaus asked

"The awful guy drove it away, | suppose. Least, that's what | figured
afterward. "

"You have no idea what was in the truck?" Dr. Stanislaus asked

"No. But it wasn't drugs. It was sonething... froma museum.. | have no idea.
In those days | didn't know or care.”

Dr. Stanislaus tapped the mcrophone gently, idly. "Okay. Let's fast forward.
The body was found. Harleigh Hale testified in court that he canme out and
found his partner dead. The police, and | am speaking of the young detective
in charge of the investigation, nanely Lara, assumed he was |ying under threat
of harm Wthout Hale's testinmny, the case would have come to nothing. And it
di d, anyway, because Frank and Attila were killed a few days later in a

not orcycl e acci dent. The odd thing about that was that the brakeline of
Frank's Harl ey had been severed, so it |ooked |ike another person was

i nvol ved. Maybe your dark awful man, whoever that was; the police were never
able to deternmi ne who he was. And you don't remenber?"

She strai ned(soneone grinning; big and di shevel ed; sel fi sh; an asshol e, Frank had
call ed hi mwho was he?)"l cannot remenber. | do renenmber Vic Lara canme into

t he shack again. He had a warrant and he was | ooking for Frank. He canme in and
ki cked things around. | was hol ding Kippy and I was scared he would hurt him
He took Kippy and put himon a table. A police wonman came and took Kippy away.
Vic drove me to the lockup. In cuffs, for Chrissake. |1'd forgotten all about
that til now "

"I know," Stanislaus said. "I told himto keep you under control. Forgive ne.
You' d been on drugs. You were hysterical. | was afraid you might-- throw
yoursel f out of the car or something."

She sobbed, choking, for a while, unable to speak, renenbering the sickness of
that day. Gradually she wi ped her face with tissues, finding the |ast tears.
"I"ve served a | ong sentence."

"Six years," he said brightly. "lIsn't that enough?”

She found Ki ppy asleep at his computer. Galactic war ganes were flashing, and
she turned the machine off. Gently, she led her little boy to his bed and
tucked himin. H's hair was tousled and his skin was baby-fine. She laid her
cheek against his and listened to his steady breathing. She stroked his cheek
and kissed it. Then she gently cl osed the door and got ready for bed. She
crept into bed and slept |ike a baby.

She felt tired the next day, and called in sick. Made herself a |l arge nmug of
tea and wat ched soaps, wapped up in a heavy quilt on the couch, until she
fell asleep. She awoke when a big plane droned in | ow overhead. Probably one
of those skywiters, she thought, turning in the thinble of her Dblanket.

Spl ash...she still had this other with her, this Cold Thing, and why? Because
of what was on the truck that night when Frank and Attila and (???) beat
Charlie to death..

After showering and eating, she drove to see Father Law ence, and he wel coned
her at the rectory door. "I didn't think you' d be back so soon."



She wore jeans and her sweat jacket. Hands jammed in the belly pockets, she
sidled in, welcomed by the warnth of his kitchen. An elderly woman was j ust
finishing up some dishes. "Come into the study," he said. They sat cozy while
the clock ticked. She said: "I started renenbering things, Father."

H s face went pasty. He folded his hands and | owered his forehead. She knew
what that meant. He was starting the clock again; seal of the confessional

but that was okay, she had nothing to feel guilty about. Not anynore. She told
about her session with Dr. Stanislaus. Wile she talked, he retrieved the box
contai ning the sacred hosts stacked |ike poker chips. "Wat did the doctor
say?"

"He said it was a healing process."

"Then let us hope it is. Conme, say your confession." He prayed silently, then

waited for her to recite ("I had inmpure thoughts ten times." "I yelled at ny
son." "l stole a pen fromthe office." "I ate lunch in the norgue, that's the
library."” "Father, | can't think of anything really bad | did.") and then he

absol ved her. "Are you ready to receive the Body of Christ?"

"I am" Afterward, she asked: "That was a test, right? If | were possessed by
denons, 1'd be rolling on the floor foam ng at the mouth, right?"

He patted his palns together lightly. "Well, | don't know. That would be the
A d Thinking. Very straightforward. Then there is the New Thi nking. W' ve al
gotten a lot smarter and nore sophisticated, and maybe the Devil has too." He
opened his palnms, having no direct answer. "So we'll have to work together to
see what is going on with you."

"What do you think, Father?"

He smiled kindly. "You're remenbering terrible things and it's upsetting you.
Dr. Stanislaus will help you work it out."

She drove hone. The apartnent was enpty and for a nonent she inmagined this
woul d be what it would be like if Kippy were gone. She pushed the dreadful

t hought out of her mind. Taking the portable phone along just in case, she
drew a bubble bath and slid in to soak. The warnth lulled her. She lolled,
wr appi ng bubbl es around herself. Sitting with the old book about Wall ace
Burtongale 111, adding hot water every few m nutes to keep the bath hot, she
did not get nuch readi ng done. She'd forgotten her date with Chatfiel d.
Feeling guilty, she called on the portable phone. Roger Chatfield s recorded
voi ce sounded cal m and ni ce.

"Hell o, Roger? This is Shane. I'msorry | wasn't able to keep our-- wasn't
able to meet with you. Some things came up today and | had to | eave work
early. It was all very frustrating and | forgot to call." She couldn't think

of anything el se to say so she hung up. There. And if he didn't like that..

She sat back and soaked. She tried to think of pleasant things, |ike
seventeenth century poetry or recipes. Yes, recipes, lots of themw th butter
and sugar and egg whites and spices, lots of spices... But where, half dozing,
did she drift? Back to the office of Dr. Stanislaus. Back through the dark
corridors and onto the couch. He sat again | ooking sonmewhat |ike a |ate-night
tal k show host with the mcrophone hanging over a bare table. It was so stark
in that room So rmuch |ike a blank sheet of paper, waiting to be witten on.
But wait! There... in the ceiling that was not really a ceiling but a nest of
reflections like a spider's web nade of gl ass..

...faces...looking down...watching..



The phone trilled in her ear and she sat up with a start, splashing water al
over. "Momi Are you there!" It was Kippy on the recordi ng device. She reached
for a towel. "Mom Ann's nad at us for being on the conputer all the tine.
She's sent Jereny to bed and she wants you to pick me up right away."

Shane dripped a trail of suds into the livingroom and the cool night air
ni pped her behind. She threw herself over the table to reach the answering
machi ne just as it was about to shut off. "Hang on, Kippy. |I'mcom ng right
over!"

On busy Canoga Avenue, San Tomas's main street, a man fell down. A few people
stepped around him A couple of rowdy coll ege kids junped over him Then
peopl e started to gather around. Some were a di nner and danci ng crowd, sone
intellectuals fromUC San Tomas, sone into sports judging by the slimbodies
on the young men and the firm cal ves on the young wonen. Sensi bl e peopl e who,
seeing a drunk on the ground, avoided getting their shoes dirty. Sonme were
conpassi onate, others just curious.

A distant siren wailed. The man on the ground was neatly dressed and did not
appear to be drunk. An off-duty intern knelt by himfinding no outward si gn of
stroke, heart attack, or convulsion. In fact, there was a strong pul se, but
very sl ow.

The anbul ance pulled in with a dying wail. The crowd parted. Doors slamed.
@Qurney wheels chattered | oudly. Equi prent cane in a heavy box. "Wat do you
t hi nk?" the senior EMI asked while his partner worked on the prostrate nan.

"No idea," the intern said.

The junior EMI | ooked up. "This guy is either in a coma, pulse rate thirty
beats but strong; or else just sound asleep.”

Inside the zoo, Perry Stein stepped outside to roll up the long cord now

di sconnected fromthe buffer. It was tedious work, and he sweated as he
tugged, wound, tugged, wound, each time throwi ng another coil of cable around
the heavy ball on the ground. Their night's work was nostly done. He'd buffed
the main corridor in an hour, seventeen minutes flat. Each night he tined

hi nsel f. The qui cker he got done, the |l onger he and Matilda could sit in the
truck and wait. And listen. And hope sonethi ng happened. But nothing ever
seened to happen, and Perry was deciding this was just a good little side

i ncome. He heard the steady whine of Matilda's industrial vacuum cl eaner as
she finished up the offices. Perry |loved her dearly, and he would not l|et her
out of his earshot. Yank and | oop, yank and | oop. The cord was all wapped up.
It sat in a heavy ball at his feet. He squatted to lift the cord keeping a
strai ght back. He had a good grip and was about to lift when the sound of the
vacuum c | eaner inside changed.

He stopped, puzzled. The vacuum had a nusic all its own. It played | ow notes
on the thick carpets, high notes on patches of tile. Each attachment had a
pitch and tenor of its own; they were like instruments in an orchestra, and
Perry knew t hem each, for he had worked side by side with his wife for years.

This was a sound he'd never heard before. He left the cord and went in the
buil ding. As he tore the office door open, he found the vacuum cl eaner upended
and whistling in enpty air.

"My darling!" He threw hinself over her. "Sweetheart, what happened?" Her head
lolled as though her neck were broken. Wailing he junped up and scranbl ed over
t he desk throw ng aside papers and books. He skidded to the phone and dial ed



911.
"Enmergency, " a man said.
"My wife," Perry gasped, "I don't know what's happened to her!"

On State 594, Harleigh Hale slowed his pickup truck and prepared to turn into
his property. For a noment he paused and | ooked around for possible intruders;
and saw not hing. Stars shone clearly overhead. Hale humed to hinself as he
drove up to his book store. He turned off his headlights and gathered his
new y acquired books. The curtain parted and there were those claws, that
beak, that silly | ook of anticipation.

"Hi, Wnky!" Hale said in a high voice, waggling a little finger. "H W nky!
Daddy's hone!" Effortfully--for he was a heavy man, 300 pounds before
breakfast, and sixty years ol d--he grasped a bundl e of books under one arm and
slid out of the seat. He slanmed the door and massaged his saddl e-sore butt.
The bird chattered. "Just a minute, Wnky! Daddy will be right in!"

He stopped and admired the store. The sign read, "Harleigh Hal e, Bookstore/B&W
Arts.” Wasn't much, maybe, sone fol ks night think, but he and Charlie had

built the place fromthe ground up years ago. He'd kept his silence all these
years about Charlie's nmurder, but Glbert hovered, waiting for himto nake a

m st ake.

Har | ei gh unl ocked the door, slipped inside, and quickly re-locked it. The
parrot fluttered up and | anded on his shoulder. "Did Wnky have enough to eat?
Is Wnky thirsty?" He shuffled over to check the bird' s dishes. The two white
porcelain bow s were nearly enpty. There were white droppi ngs on the side of
the table. "Daddy cane hone just in tine. Daddy was at the Cross County Book
Fair, Wnky. Daddy got some nice new books." The floor creaked and rocked
under Harleigh as he wal ked anong the display tables. He sneezed his way

t hrough a dust cloud and opened the refrigerator. H's bed, his tv, and his
toilet were in the back room separated by a wooden door and a short corridor
that snelled lightly of old piss. He took out a jar of seed and runbl ed back
across the room past the Nazi flag, past the skull by the cookie tin. "Here,
W nky. Daddy's got sonme seeds..."

The parrot sat on the sill and burped.
"Ch, gottuma tunmy, huh?"

W nky turned his head and took in an eyeful. He blinked several times and his
forehead had a puzzl ed shine. Harleigh chuckled. That old parrot was the best
friend a man coul d ever have. Tonight he was just so tired. No surprise, given
the long drive during the day's heat, bringing those books froma desert
roundup of witches. "Here, Wnky." The parrot fluttered onto Harleigh's

shoul der. He slipped Wnky a cracker. "M ght even be tinme to hit the road
again for a while, eh old bird?" They'd done it after Charlie's death eight
years ago. Frank and his cronies could not have known that a small piece of

t heir preci ous museum haul had wound up in the store. Even though Frank and
Attila had been nurdered, G lbert was still around. In any event the stolen
obj ect was too hot to fence.

Wt hout changing his clothes or washing, Harleigh |ay dowmn on his w de bed.
Its sturdy wood frane barely creaked under his huge weight. In the darkness he
hel d one hand to his forehead and tried to think his thoughts away in order to
sl eep. The parrot rustl ed nearby, gnawi ng under his feathers.

Strange. There was sonmething in his mnd. Hs skin crawed. It was a cross



bet ween a Sonmeone and a Sonething, and it made himsit up. Panicked, he got a
drink of water. It, whatever it was, was there in his mnd |ike a speck of
dust on your glasses or a bleb on your nose. He banged his hand upside his
head, like a man with water in his ear. Nope. Still there. A grin? evil? He
was about to sit on the bed when a dark feeling came over him A thing like a
cross between a sun and an octopus grinned.

The last thing Harleigh perceived was a dry scraping on his window sill. There
was an old pear tree out there. The tree had survived here in the nountain
desert all these years, shriveled and | eaning agai nst the house. A gnarled
linb, Iike a skeletal hand, rasped back and forth on the wi ndow sill. That

i mge, and a thought, and a worry floated together in Harleigh's mnd as he
keel ed over backwards and sprawl ed on the bed. The thought was that finally
his famly history of obesity and stroke had caught up with him So this was
how you di ed? A blur of images flashed before himlike a photo al bum bl ow ng
inthe wind (his life;his daddy;his nmomy;ice creama bicycle; a girl...) al
to the acconpanyi ng scratching on the w ndow which was surely Death's
nmetronone. The worry was that Wnky would be all alone and did he have enough
food and water?

Har | ei gh opened his eyes. The scratching had stopped. He was in a dark place
(underground?) (hell?) full of eyes, faces. Gargoyles. One stuck its tongue
out. If this is death, he thought, at least I'mstill me. Water was al
around. Harleigh | ooked down at hinself, amazed. Hi s skin | ooked cold, bright
bl ue. Fi shes swam around his head in graceful swirls |ike dancing scarves.
"Why Harl ei gh! What a pleasant surprise." Harleigh gaped. The person wal ki ng
toward himw th extended hand was none other than Charlie Best. H s dead
friend. "Charlie, are we in purgatory or something? O is this Hell?"

Charlie's grip was cold, like pickles in the fridge. H's skin was bright blue.
"Naw, old buddy. It's a ship, near's | can figger. Cone on, some fol ks you
gotta nmeet."

Harl eigh followed fearfully. There were catwal ks suspended in mdair, or was
it mdwater? Distant figures wal ked on them veiled and blue. "Charlie, howis
it we can breathe here? And how do we get out of here?"

"I don't know that we ever get out of here. |I've been here a long, long tine,
Harl ei gh."

Harl eigh recoiled in shock as two figures stepped froma nist. Frank..
Attila... "Charlie, you guys are all dead!" They | ooked at each other and
| aughed. "Then if you're dead... what am]1?"

Crystal eternity: Mre stars than al phabet soup in a black bowl. Glbert, in
his maroon van with four heavily armed conpanions in fatigue unifornms, tooled
downhill fromtheir hiding place in the Santa Ysi dora Muntains. The desert

wi nd grew weaker over the nmountain peaks. The air grew still, and the stars
twi nkl ed. There was little traffic on the state highway, and one coul d hear
for half a mle a clang of gear teeth as G| bert downshifted near Harleigh
Hale's place. After a brief inspection, the van pulled up al ongside Hale's
truck.

The house was pitch dark. Glbert and his conpani ons checked around back

G I bert knocked on the door, softly at first and then loudly. No answer. No
sound, not even wind. They burst into Hale's place, fully expecting a

shoot out. They advanced with stabbing flashlight beans, M 16's at ready.

There was a flutter, a screech, a scream A gunshot.



The air was filled with feathers

"Hold your fire!" Glbert shouted. "It was only a damm parrot. W want Hale."

They found himin the rear on his bed. Glbert found no pul se. He sl apped

Hal e' s cheeks. No response. He straightened up. "He's dead. Let's get on with

it and get the hell out of here." Glbert wanted what the old man had stol en

fromFrank and Attila. He hadn't known then, but Dad had recently clued himin
This fat old bastard and his cheating buddy had kept the smaller item And

now the Pilot wanted that. The Pil ot wanted every piece of itself.

G I bert and his conpani ons searched the house. He heard the nethodical sounds
of books being |oaded in pillow cases and crates. Floor boards were torn up
The stove crashed through the wi ndow and | anded outside. Skulls, nazi fl ags,
cookie tins, everything went out the windows. The stars twinkled like a
skyline without structure. There were thunpi ng sounds as books and ot her
contraband were | oaded into the van

"No |uck."

G I bert nodded slowy. He was di sappoi nted, but not unhappy. He was glad to
see Hale gone. "Burn it," he ordered.

There was a raw petrochemical tinge in the air. The nen backed out, shaking
gasoline cans. Hellish sparks shot up into the air. Dry wood expl oded in
flames. The nmen tossed their cans and ran toward the van as the air behind

t hem went Whoosshhh...! They were far away into the nountains when they heard
the distant wail of the first siren. Looking back, Glbert sniled. Already the
flames were dying down. It |looked like a tiny match going out. But fire danced
in Glbert's eyes.

When she returned to the office on Thursday norning, Jules told Shane that
Perry was at the hospital because something terrible had happened to Matil da
but nobody was sure what.

"Ch no," Shane sai d.

"Yeah," Jules said fighting his pipe with shaky hands. "You're the crine
reporter until Perry returns. You ready?"

She nodded distantly. Something was quietly weaking hell in her town and part
of it lived in rental space # 1 at the back of her brain. Part of her felt

i ke standing on the roof and shouting: Sonething has taken up residence in ny
brain and you're probably all next!

"Shane, snap out of it. | know you're shocked. W all are. But the show goes
on." He handed her a sheet of paper. "There's a list. Stop at the DA's office
for a copy of the Mazzini indictrment. The police chief's office for a
statement if you can get it. And for heaven's sake if you bunp into Lara,

DON' T ask him how the zoo investigation is going, okay?"

Shane and Jul es visited the hospital around six to see how Matil da was com ng
al ong. Shane | oat hed hospital s because of Kippy's cancer. You hold a linp
hand, you cradle a feverish head, you confort a crying boy. But nostly you sit
and wait while he sleeps, drugged to the linmt. How nmany tinmes, when the hush
is on the night and the only sound is the nousy squeak of a nurse's shoes, do
you |l ean forward on trenbling hands, lay your ear by his nouth, and listen if
he is still breathing?

As Shane and Jules trod along the corridors of Burtongale Menorial Hospital, a
chl orof ormed silence inlaid the chocolate floors. It was supper hour, and a



beefy bready aroma steaned off of alum numcarts parked at angles. Qutside in
the liberty of the healthy world, the sun lay | ow over tree crowns, and its
| ast rays weakly printed vanilla | ozenges into odd corners.

Shane saw themin the waiting room Three boys and two girls, all under ten
and Perry. The three boys wore white shirts and bow ties and sat together I|ike
slices of bread on a platter. The two girls wore flouncy dresses and shiny

bl ack shoes and clung together on a creaky chair. Perry sat in a stuffed
chair. H's face was in his hands, and his el bows on his knees. He | ooked up
with an expression of grief and fatigue.

"\What happened?" Shane whi spered.

The children were silent. They stuck together and twi sted stiffly fromlong
sitting. They stared with haunted, pleading eyes. Perry blew his nose in a

paper towel. "I was just outside for a minute. She was inside Chatfield' s
of fice. Next thing | know, the vacuum cl eaner's upended and she's...like
this."

"Any prognosi s?" Jul es whi spered.

Perry shook his head. "Technically she's in a coma. Physically they've been
unable to find anything wong with her. Al her vital signs are down, but
steady. It's just as if she fell asleep.”

Late in the day, Shane picked Kippy up. He seened quiet. O was it sullen?
"Are you okay?"

No answer, and it went |ike that nost of the way hone.

As she pulled up in the parking |lot of the apartnent conplex, he held out an
envel ope in fingers griny frombasketball, inky fromwiting.

"What's this?" The seal of St. Andrew s School was on it.

"It's a note," Kippy muttered. He rubbed his nose and sniffed.

"Use a handkerchief," she said. He reached for the tissue box while she read:
"Dear M ss MaclLenore: | have felt the need to wite you a note. Kippy is
sleepy and inattentive in class. He is argunentative and does not seemto get
along well with his peers. Please call ne so we can set up a neeting with

Ki ppy' s teacher. Thank you. Sister St. Cyr."

"Ki ppy," she said lowering the letter into her lap, "is sonething bothering
you?"

"Nol "

There is, she thought, but what? Hornobnes? Puberty? "Ckay, sweetheart, let's
just go inside and have a bite to eat."

"I'"'mnot hungry."
"Ckay, well maybe take a hot bath."

I nsi de, Shane prepared di nner (hanburgers, nmashed potatoes, carrots) and a
desert she knew Kippy really liked (coconut custard in graham cracker cups).

"Are you runni ng your bath water?" she shouted over the clatter of sone dishes



she was washi ng.

No answer.

"Supper's ready," she said wi ping her hands on a dish cloth.
No answer.

She knocked on the door. It slid open a few inches.

He turned to her with a face contorted with fury. "Are you spying on nme?" he
snarled. H's teeth were bared, upper lip curled back and dripping with
spittle. H's dark eyes flashed with feral light, as though touched by the
aurora in sone echoing arctic wood rather than the cold bl uish computer
screen. His hair stood out in hackles.

Shane st aggered back.
"Cet out!" the wolf snarled

Shane turned and ran. The Cold Thing | aughed under the rocks as Shane spl ashed
t hrough. She dropped the dish cloth. She upset the wooden tray and custard
cups went flying. She tripped in the hot custard, burning her knee as she went
down. She scranbled to her feet. Flinging the door open, she ran outside.
Pounded down the stairs. Past the pool. Qut to the parking lot. And there she
| eaned over her car. She held her hands to her nmouth. And drew in great sobs
of air. Hot tears coursed over her knuckles and splashed on the hood. Her eyes
burned. And her soul hurt.

The Col d Thi ng was anused.

"1l show you, she thought. She ran around the side of the house. Slipped on

gravel. Fell. Skinned her calf. Gravel hung in her scraped skin but she
i gnored the burning hurt. She could not see distinctly in the darkness. She
slamed the flats of her hands along the wall, seeking, seeking..

...and found the breaker boxes, one for each of eight apartnents. Blindly, she
mar ched her fingers up along the breakers until she found the right one. She
pushed the master switch for her apartnment to the right.

She heard a snarl. Kippy? Then a yell.
Sonehow t he breaker slamed open again.

The yell turned fromfrustration to a how of satisfaction. It was not Kippy's
voi ce. Could not be. And yet maybe it was. She used both hands to snap the
breaker shut again and held it. Somewhere she heard a sound like |ots of

machi nery powering down. Carefully she eased her pressure. The breaker stayed
shut .

A car pulled into the drive, and by its headlight she caught a glinpse. The
breaker | ooked black and swollen. It smelled faintly |ike burning rubber

Sniffling, wi ping her tears, she shuffled back to the apartment. She gently
brushed away bits of gravel sticking to the wound on her calf. "Quch, danmt."

The apartnent was dark. Om nous. A face appeared in the doorway. Shane
stopped. Hands grasped the door franme. Hair stood on end. H s eyes were
frightened. His lips quivered. "Mmy!" he wailed. "Mmy!"



She ran to him He coll apsed cryi ng agai nst her, head on her shoulder. "I'm
sorry," he said sobbing.

She rubbed his head, rocked him held himclose. "It's okay, sweetheart, it's
okay now. "

She felt the Cold Thing watching slyly, and loathed it. She held her son
cl ose.

"I don't know what happened, Mom" Kippy began to control his sobbing and once
again becane the ten year old instead of the frightened little child. They
went inside where it was dark.

"I's it okay now?" Shane asked while Kippy picked up his crutches that |ay near
t he door.

"Yes." He seemed sure of that, at least. "W were playing the Space 3000
gane, " he said.
Y

"Me and Jereny,'
hi s head.

he said in a confessional voice. "And the others." He hung

"What ot hers?"

"I don't know. O her kids, | guess.”

"You'd better tell ne all about this.
t hey sat down.

She led himinto the Iiving room and

"Well, Jereny's nmom bought himthis nodem about a nonth ago. He logged into a
bulletin board that had ganes on it. They were free ganmes that you could
downl oad. So we took a couple. And this one was really neat." There was an
aftergl ow of excitement in his eyes. "W had a lot of fun..."

"...And then," Shane said, "things got out of hand."

He rubbed his tenples as though there were sonething painful in his head. "I
don't know. Space 3000 is where a giant ship is traveling through the gal axy
for thousands of years and there are thousands of creatures frozen inside. The
rul es are conplicated but basically every once in a while sonmeone accidentally
wakes up from being frozen. Then the nmonitor rats hunt himdown to keep the

pl ace clean. But if he makes it to the city in the ship, he's safe.”

"City in the ship?" Shane echoed.

"Yeah, well, | guess this is a huge ship. | never thought about it rmuch, but I
guess it's probably..." (...he stopped and thought...) "...about five mles

wi de and ten, twenty miles long."

Shane grasped his shirt front gently in both hands and shook. "Kippy, there is
no spaceship. It's all a delusion. Nowtell me, is it gone?"

He held his head and | ooked at her. He frowned. "Yes."
"Are you sure?"

"Yes."



"Absol utely sure?"
"Yes. Let go."

She went into his roomwith a flashlight and di sconnected the conputer. She
took the nodem wapped it inits cord, and stowed it under the kitchen sink
bet ween the scouring pads and the cleaning fluids. She threw a pile of

di shrags and rubber gl oves over it and slammed the doors. She went outside and
pushed the breaker open. She went inside, hugged Kippy, and tapped his
forehead with her index finger tip. "No gremins up there?"

He grinned. "No."

"Good." She patted his cheek lightly. "Come on." She took himto his room
There, she plugged in the conputer and turned it on. The blue-gray screen lit
up. READY, it said.

She erased everything on the hard disk drive. "Anything on floppies?" she
asked. He reached into a drawer and produced a handful of floppy disks. She
reformatted them one by one, turning them back into bl anks w thout a shred of
data on them She rel oaded his word processing and BASI C progranm ng software
for him "Got any honework to do?" she asked.

"Sure do."
"Ckay, get to it. And then a bath. And then bed."
He hugged her. "Thanks."

The ol d Ki ppy, she thought, closing the door gently. She nmade herself a
strawberry m | kshake and stood in the noonlight watching ripples chase across
t he pool bel ow

Sonmewhere, a printer chirred. Shane, frowning, took her mlkshake inside and
went into Kippy's room He was fast asleep, nmouth open and hair nussy on the
pillow The computer screen glowed softly, and there was a word di splayed on
it: WARNED2.

She went to the printer and | ooked. Sure enough, it had spat out the sane
word: WARNED2. The Cold Thing stirred fitfully inside her. Her mlkshake | ost
its flavor and she set it aside. How nuch clearer could the warning be? Ckay,

she thought, 1'Il back off conpletely. Put me on obits. | give up. The threat
now was agai nst her son. And that overrode any desire to crack this hideous
story. | give up, she thought at the Cold Thing, I quit. I won't risk nmy son
Checkmat e.

Ki ppy had gotten into a fight at school that norning.

"Ki ppy," Shane said as she met him foregoing her lunch hour. "This is the
second tine | need to speak with Sister."

"I"'msorry Mom" Low voice. He ran off to the playground.

Sister St. Cyr wore the white habit and headdress of the Poor Sisters of

Mercy. "...About Kippy's behavior," the nun said. She tented her hands on the
desk. "M ss MaclLenore, |I'malways grateful for an interested parent."
"Well, | try to keep an eye on things."

"He's a fine boy," Sister said. "lI've seen the tension in him Well, 1'll bet



you haven't had a nice vacation in a long time. | reconmend you take off for a
day or so. Go to the mountains. Get away fromit all and just be together."

"That's a lovely idea," Shane said. "But | can't afford to take a day off."

"The weekend then," Sister said grandly. "Ah the countryside! Do you know what
I do on ny vacation?"

"No." | can't inmagine, Shane thought.

Sister rose and pointed to framed bl ack and white photos on the wall. "I go to
Mont ana and go horseback riding. That's ne, there, in the dungarees and plaid
shirt, roping that calf."

Shane whi st ed.

Sister grinned. "I'ma farmgirl. Born and raised in Mntana. 4-H C ubs, the
works. Believe nme, | know what |'mtal king about. You take your son and escape
fromcity life for a while."

At the office, Spike nodded as she wal ked in and pl opped her things down. He
was in the mddle of the crescendo of the 1812 Cverture, and he nade body
english with his hips at every sputter-1lipped cannon sal vo.

Shane carried her coffee to Jules's office. In passing she noted that Perry's
desk had not changed; a styrofoamcup of tea still stood where he'd forgotten
to take it with himon the fateful day of Matilda's coll apse.

"Hi, Shane." Jul es | ooked blue around the eyes.
"Jules, you look like you were up all night."

"I can't sleep well anynore." He threw his pi pe down and rose. "Al ways
t hi nki ng about old Wz. And now Matilda. What's going on in this town?"

She did not have the energy to tell himabout her secrets, the Cold Thing and
the Dark Feeling. Leave those for Dr. Stanislaus.

"You' d better get out there,"
police reporter.”

Jul es said. "Miurder and mayhem and you're the

"Thanks." She heard the irony in her voice.

"Peopl e are droppi ng suddenly all over town. | want a story."

"I'I'l do what | can. Were do | start?"

He hollered after her: "That's your problem"”

There were notes on her desk. Call Roger Chatfield. Call Mther. Call Dr.
St ani sl aus. Call Father Lawrence. "Jeez, Spike, you're a human sw tchboard,
huh?"

Spi ke was between performances. "You have a busy life."

"You may be right. How are they dying?"

"It has been slow "

She sifted through the notes. "Yeah, well it cones and goes in waves."



Roger Chatfield. She left a nmessage at the zoo.
Fat her Lawrence. Ch hello, Mary dear. Just checking..
Dr. Stanislaus. ...to verify your next appointment..

Mot her. Mary Shane, dear, haven't heard fromyou and | thought 1'd just
call...

Why hadn't Ann Tenpl e call ed? The bitch. Easy, Shane. Maybe I'll call her this
eveni ng. Yo beagl e-face. Wat's up.

Shane began phoni ng. There were twenty-four people lying in comas in area
hospitals. Drop Disease, sone of the nedical people were calling it. These

ot herwi se heal thy people suddenly went into comas. It was as though their

m nds had tenporarily left their bodies; hopefully they would sonehow return.

The phone rang. Roger Chatfield. "I thought I mght catch you."

She smiled. "Nice to hear fromyou. I'"'msorry | mssed our date the other
ni ght. Things got really out of hand."

"Maybe you heard--we | ost one of our gorillas?"

"Adol ph. I'msorry."

"I was thinking, Shane, | knowthis is rather forward of ne, but maybe you'd
like to bring Kippy and we could all go canping this weekend. |I'mtaking Elisa

and Rudy up into the Santa Ysidoras. You and Ki ppy can have your own tent.
Privacy of course. Ahem™

She fiddled with a pencil. Her heart raced like a toy plane on a rubber band.
"Yes, Ahem Well... do you think Kippy could keep up? Camping, hiking,
nmean. . ."

"We' |l nake it work. We're old hands. | take the kids up there probably once a
month when it's not too cold. The Good Qutdoors, you know. "

"Sounds |ike fun!"

"I think you'd enjoy this."

"Roger, you don't know how perfect your invitation is right now "

"W all need to get away."

"Are you a mnd reader?"

"Saturday norning then. We'll pick you up at eight."

She put the receiver down with the tiniest of clicks, not wanting to disturb
t he peace she felt. She inagined herself roping calves, and the thought made
her smle.

As she picked up the afternoon dispatch package fromthe PD, she called to
check in with Jules, all very routine. Jules inforned her that Harleigh Hale's

pl ace had been torched Wdnesday ni ght, and Harleigh Hale's charred bones
found in the ruins.



Jayzuz! She wi shed she had a helicopter as she drove east. Visions of Frank
raising and lowering the tire iron over Charlie Best's blood and brain
spattered head eight years ago crept into her thoughts, and she pushed them
aside. She pulled up near Police Line tape stretched over saw horses. Harleigh
Hal e's truck was bl ackened, on its back with flattened cab

A sheriff's deputy waved to her to stay back. Shane showed her press badge.
"What happened?"

The deputy, a pretty blonde, shrugged. "Don't know. W may be | ooking at
arson, but nothing is official yet until the ME 's report conmes out."

"Any evidence of foul play?" Shane suspected that Harl ei gh Hal e had been
nmur der ed; she had an idea who the best suspect would be: the man she had
erased from nenory

The wonman shook her head. "The Fire Department is still checking stuff and
until then this is a restricted area."

Shane took out her conpany canera and snapped sonme pictures. As she circled
around t he back, she heard a noise comng froma clunp of bushes. She turned
and saw a pale little face staring out at her. "The parrot!" She started
toward him but he ran

"I think that's M. Hale's parrot,"” Shane said.
"I'"d better call the Humane Society."
"Such a beautiful bird. What will they do with hinP"

The deputy pointed with her chin. "That ol e boy's been hurt sonehow. Look at
the ness on his right wng."

Shane | ooked. The bird's curiosity had gotten the better of him Afraid though
he m ght be, he had hopped around the side of an old nesquite stunp and was
eyeing the two wonen like a distraught little old bald nan, and a green one at
that. Hs facial expressions ranged fromfoolish to pitiful, and the big rings
around his eyes suggested only, please sonebody pick ne up and feed nme, oh

pl ease. He cocked his head to one side.

"They'll put himto sleep, | bet," the deputy said.

"Did you hear that?" Shane asked the bird. She put down her canmera and wal ked
toward the bird. He kept stepping backwards to run away, then always turned
toward her and took a hesitant step forward. Shane knelt about ten feet away
and clicked her tongue. She held out her hand and snapped her fingers.

"Waaak!" the parrot said.

The deputy, who seened to have heart, wal ked over with her |unch box. She took
out an apple and sone cookies. "Here, you little shit. Probably your |ast neal
as a free man." She told Shane: "I just radi oed the Humane Society. They'l
pick himup within the hour."

"And they' Il put himdown?" Shane asked.

The wonman shrugged, hunkering beside Shane with her fingers entwi ned and a
| ook of synpathy. "He'll never fly again."

"The poor little so and so," Shane said.



"H Wnky Baby," the parrot cawed. He raced by, fluttering his good wi ng,
grasped a piece of apple in his beak, and retreated to a safe distance.

"Hi s nane nust be Wnky," Shane said.

The deputy rose and dusted her pants off. "Yeah, well..."
"I'd like to take him"

"The Humane Society..."

"Pl ease! "

"I"ll call them back and say the bird died."

"Bl ess you."

W nky nade anot her pass, grabbing the rest of the apple. He devoured it,
regardi ng Shane with one side of his face. H s expression was irresistible.

"Here, Wnky," Shane said.

The parrot hopped over and took a cracker. He retreated only a foot or so,
staying within reaching distance. She made no nmove toward him

"H Wnky Baby," he cawed.

"You want to cone hone with ne?" she asked. "Kippy will fix your wi ng. He
knows how to do that stuff. And then naybe soneone in Kippy's school will take
you. Ch, we'll find you a nice, nice hone."

"H Wnky Baby," he cawed and hopped onto her wist.

The deputy hollered: "He's officially dead. Get out of here with him will
you, before my supervisor shows up?"

"You bet," Shane said.

The bird's left wing was shattered, Shane saw. Miuch of it was m ssing. \Wat
was | eft was a suppurating stunp and sonme tangled bits of feather. She thought
she saw a shotgun pellet enbedded in sone swollen pinkish-blue flesh, but the
parrot would not let her |look too closely, and she did not just now want to
rai se the issue with the deputy.

Wavi ng t hanks, Shane drove off, and the deputy shook her head.

Qui ckly racing home, she borrowed a large bird cage from Ms. Abrahanmson in
6A. Ms. Abrahanson kept finches, but many of hers had recently died from
colds, and she was still too angry at themto buy replacenents.

Shane set Wnky up in the kitchen. "Water, crackers, sone apples, oh and
here's celery..."

"Wnky N ce Boy," the parrot cawed, "Wnky N ce Boy."

"Yes you are." She raided her shelves, her refrigerator. "Maybe tonorrow when
we see M. Chatfield, he mght know what to do with you. That's it, Wnky! You
are in like flynn. If nobody else will take you, I'll seduce Roger into

finding you a little roost at the zoo!" Wth that she fled out to the car and



back to work

Wal | ace Burtongal e sonetines frowned lately. O course he could not confide in
anybody (only Mss Polly had sone inkling, he was sure), but things were going
so well for the Pilot, so badly for hinmself and G| bert.

Two evenings in a row, two shipnments of conmputers. This shipnent was from
Korea and consisted of a m xed bag of handhel d accounting termnals, several
dozen standard PC s, a passel of l|aptops, a hundred conplex scientific hand
calculators, and a half ton of ten gauge insul ated copper wire in fifty pound
| oops. Wallace made ten trips in all, and the Pilot was pl eased.

The Pagoda now had a slightly nore pronounced gl ow. The old nachinery and the
oil tank were dimy visible like coals in a furnace, only this fire was not
warmred and flickering but cold white and i mmobile. Wallace took his tine

unw appi ng the new arrivals. As before, plastic peanuts and w appi ngs were
snapped up by a wind out of nowhere. The walls and the ceiling were beginning
to look solid white as though a pastry chef had decorated them wi th whi pped
cream And already the Pilot was putting to work the copper wiring. Like black
veins in a goldfish, tracks of wire snaked through the foamed pl astic.

Thunp-a thunp-a thunp-a went the shadows and the white |ight strengthened.

At the corner of Canoga and Seventh, where the streets changed from "shoppy"
to residential, a grandpa was taking his six year old daughter hone from a
nmusi ¢ | esson

The girl had been abused at hone and luckily her nother's parents had been
willing to raise her. The girl's nmother had gone nentally around the bend and
was peeling paper flowers in a nursing home (he |loves ne, loves ne not). The
father, a rock musician and cocai ne addict, was always away playing gigs. That
was fine with the little girl because when Daddy was away he could not hurt
her, though she always woke in a cold sweat screamnmi ng at night and Mommy j ust
slept on. Now at Grandma and Grandpa's house she got enough to eat, she had

ni ce cl othes, and things were okay. Except, ho-hum she had to go to schoo
every day instead of watching cartoons with Momy.

The music | essons were fun. She carried her violin proudly and held Grandpa's
hand. They were just tal king about doll houses. "...And I'll have a Mommy Dol
and a Grandpa Doll and a Grandrma Doll and naybe a doggie doll," she said.

"And no Daddy Dol | ?" G andpa asked gently.

"No," she said curtly. They came to a red light and waited for the little
glass man to change to white. The little girl was watching cars fly by (such a
carousel of red and white lights!) when she noticed that Grandpa's grip had
weakened.

"Grandpa!" she was going to chide, you always hold my hand tight when we wait
to cross streets, but instead she let out a scream for Gandpa had sagged to
his knees. Wnd ruffled his white hair over his reddish bald spot. His nottled
face | ooked bluish and his tongue protruded slightly between peanut-brown
teeth. H s eyelids were drooping. "G andpa!" she screaned, shaking him but he
fell down at her side with a thunp, and she was sure he'd banged his head.

Being a girl who had to take care of herself, in the make do way of little
children, she stayed by her G andpa. She never let go of his hand. She junped
up and down wavi ng. Thus she flagged down a police car. Then came an anbul ance
and they took Grandpa away. He was still alive, they told her. Just sleeping.
Oh she said and felt relieved. Gandma would be glad to hear at |east that.



The policeman drove her hone.

Cl ouds were gathering in a far corner of the night sky, away fromthe noon,
like cavalry waiting to charge when the wi nd was right.

Under the full noon, Guard Johnny Gep | ocked the gate of the utility lot and
prepared to make his clock round. Strange, Dr. Burtongal e was driving back and
forth again with all those boxes. Not that Johnny Gep was one to question his
superiors. Seventy years old, this had been his formula for survival. Snile
like hell, keep your nouth shut, do what they tell you, and collect your
paycheck. Lotta younger nen couldn't understand that.

He whistled merrily as he marched down Zoo Lane toward the central kiosk. That
was cl ock station one. You had to clinmb up the grass to get to the pyram d and
on rainy days you got your shoes wet. He ought to know. He'd been doing this
for thirty years, ever since retiring fromthe Arny as an E-6 |aundry pl atoon
sergeant.

Key station nunber two, the east refreshnments area.
Key station nunber three, the east restroons.
Key station nunber four, back of the security office.

Key station nunber five, the Pagoda (brightly lit again, for the fifth night
inarow nust wite that up again!)...

He heard an aninmal snorting as he turned the dangling key in his clock, where
t he key number woul d be enbossed on a paper disk, proving he was here at such
and such a tine.

For thirty years he'd listened to the weird sounds of the zoo at night. He
often told people, if you want something weird, if you want to shiver down to
your bones, spend some tinme in a zoo at night. You'll hear noises you swear
didn't conme fromthis earth. Johnny Gep was used to the noises, and he knew
nost of them

Now he frowned. The sound he'd heard was of one of the |larger animals. But
there were no larger animals wthin earshot.

There it was again. A short, deep chortle, like gravel being blown through a
wooden pi pe. Johnny Gep stopped near the Pagoda and set the heavy tinme clock
down. He tilted his head down and |istened.

There. Bork! Tadunp, tadunp, tadunp!

Then he heard rapid crashing noises, |like foot pads on ivy and brush. The
echoes carried around the area, so it was hard to tell where the sound was
conmi ng from

The skin crawl ed on his back. Shivers ran like sharp fingernails up and down
hi s spine.

For a nonent he recalled his younger years, when he'd worried about the

i mpossi bl e. Like some of the bigger animals breaking out. Like rmaybe fenal es
in heat, ready to charge at rocks and trees in their fury, much less a |one
unar ned man.

Sonet hi ng noved in his stomach, and he figured it was probably his chil
di nner, hopping fromhis large intestine into the small.



He bit his |ip and wondered what to do. Play it safe, was his notto.

On the one hand, quit the clock round and go back as quickly and quietly as
possi bl e. Say you heard sonething like a big animal snorting and crashing
around | oose in the brush. Becone a | aughi ng stock. Maybe get witten up.

On the other hand, just go ahead and finish the clock round. There were only
three keys |l eft anyhow. One near the el ephants and rhinos up the road, a
second near the ostriches and enus on the south side, and the third at the
mai nt enance depot on the way back to the utility lot. It would take just ten
nore m nut es.

He nade his decision. It was quiet out there, and he pushed away fromthe
Pagoda. Wal king briskly and | ooking often over his shoul der, he kept to the
shadows by the side of the street. Far up ahead, between street lights, he
could al ready see the huge rocks around the el ephant encl osure. Nothing could
get out of there.

He heard the snorting again, like steam being rel eased from an engi ne.

He felt the ground shake under his feet at the same tine that he heard the
rapi d crashi ng noi ses and now he knew this was for real

Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, this was for real

Slowy he felt his trouser |legs get hot and danp as he urinated freely. Al
were survival nmechani snms, the eggheads had told himover the years. Puke,
shit, piss, dunp anything you're trying to digest, and run as fast as you can

He knew what was runni ng around before he sawit. O them Sonehow one of the
bl ack rhinos had gotten | oose. They were one of God's npbst angry and vi ci ous
creatures. They would charge at anything if it came close enough or in any way
t hreat ened them

He considered. There was a phone back at the Pagoda.

Al ready he had dunped his time clock and was trudgi ng back as fast as his
ancient legs would let him Luckily he was small and light--the years had
evaporated all the beef and brawn off of him he liked to say, finally |eaving
nore brains than brawn.

Even at that, he was too noisy.

He heard the snort behind him heard the rasp of hoof on asphalt, the thunder
of hoof on grassy road shoul der, the scatter of gravel under a powerful

runni ng | eg.

Charging at him the size of a Chevrolet, was a two ton rhino. Its double nose
horn was | owered ready to strike.

Johnny Gep | ooked about. There was no tree suitable to clinb into, even if he
had the strength.

But there was a rock..

Even as the beast bore down on him he scanpered off the road and up a slight
enbankment next to a huge boulder rearing ten feet tall out of the shoul der

As he slithered up the enbankment, the rhino's charge carried it past on the



street not fifteen feet away.

He heard its scratching, slithering arrest like a car putting the brakes on
just as he went over the shoulder, up onto a small rock, then a bigger one,

and finally on top of the big one which luckily had a flat top. Amazi ng what
fear enabled you to do.

The rhino charged up the bank in a welter of |eaves and then stood | ooking at
him It rocked its head fromside to side and snorted. Then it charged away.

Whew, he thought. Gone.

No, he heard the pattering of hooves, the snapping of twi gs, felt the thunder
in the ground, and there it cane again.

He flattened hinself fearfully. He watched as the rhino passed tine and again
inits charge. What made it nore frightening was the sensuous way it rocked
its bulk fromside to side, and each step was really a springing notion

It tried a couple of tinmes to junp onto the boul der, but ended up sliding
down. Then it would stand | ooking at him and they were not six feet apart. He
shrank back while I ooking into tiny hatefilled eyes.

Then there were two. NO three of themcharging around in a circle. What in the
hel | ? Had the al arm not gone off? Had the whole rhino flock gotten out? But
how? How coul d these enornous beasts have gotten over a ten foot npat eight
feet deep and then yet over a four foot stone wall? Inpossible, yet here they
were mlling around |ike soccer players, waiting to kick his ball into the
next town.

He prayed. Ch Lord, let sonmeone hear. Let Dr. Burtongal e naybe have his cart
out tonight like he sonmetimes did..

Ch no, now what ?

The three rhinos waddl ed up to the boul der and began to push with the sides of
their heads. Their heads al one were four feet |ong and wei ghed as much as a
not or cycl e.

Johnny Gep lay flat on his belly and hung on with his fingernails. Again and
agai n the boul der shuddered as their conbined mass thrust against it.

Slowy, slowy (his life flashed before his eyes) the boul der turned over.
Wth a groaning sound |ike distant thunder, then a tunmbling sound Iike an
aval anche, the boul der went over

Johnny Gep, in his last noment, surrendered one fear to another. Fromthe fear
of being maul ed by chargi ng rhinos he segued to a close and inmediate terror
of being buried alive.

And then the twenty ton boul der rolled over him and he heard his bones
snapping while his nose inhaled a | ast whiff of npbss, then blood, then
not hi ng.

But wait. He was wal ki ng down a | ong corridor toward some sort of flamng
gate. Dark shadows noved there. Figures wal ked toward the flames, and the dark
shadows thrust themin. Dreanmily, Johnny Gep noticed a bright blue baby
crawming alone in the corridor. It had left its blanket behind. "What are you
doi ng here?" he said and picked the baby up. It cooed at him snmiling. "Cone
along, little fellow," he said holding it close.



"Way am | doing this?" Shane said w ping sweat from her forehead as she raced
fromone task to another: Finishing the dishes, making the beds, packing her
knapsack and Ki ppy's, feeding the parrot..

Elisa and Rudy Chatfield knocked at eight-thirty. "Sorry we're late," Elisa
sai d. She had serious, confident brown eyes and a graceful way of standing

wi th her hands fol ded behind her back. Long dark hair fell over her shoul ders.
Rudy, blond, sturdy, a two-fisted boy, radi ated agreenent.

"It's okay," Shane said, "we're just barely but not quite ready. Can you have
your Dad cone up a m nute?"

"Ch let me! I"'mgonna |I'mgonna |'mgonna!" Rudy shouted and ran off, fists
and knees punping the air. A mnute |later, Roger Chatfield stood in her

ki tchen | ooki ng tanned and gorgeous and twirling his aviator sungl asses. "That
bird," he said, "needs to get to a vet or he'll die of infection." Wnky had
not touched his orange. He sat in the bottomof Ms. Abrahanson's finch cage.
"He's in shock," Roger said. "Fortunately, we can get himto the best vet in
town." He captured the bird, who fluttered weakly, and lifted himto his chest
careful to keep the beak pointing away. "W'll stop by and |l eave M.--"

"W nky, " Shane sai d.
"--M. Wnky in the care of our zoo vet."

Shane cl osed the drapes, left a light on, and | ocked the door. Getting away!
It was exciting to be with Roger Chatfield and she felt no apprehension as
she'd felt with Vic or queasy avoidance as with Howard. Chatfield marched off
wi th broad back and sturdy legs. His |l egs, she noted, were tanned and had the
knots of a bicyclist. What am | getting into now, she wondered, picturing
hersel f puffing along behind himon a 50-gear turisnmo special. Wiy did wonen
rei ncarnate as soneone different with each man they nmet? Maybe he liked to
read. They could reach out fromarmchair to armchair and touch toes... stop
it, Shane, you're slipping into delirium

They left Wnky at the zoo. The van clinbed uphill on State 594, past the
burned out wastage that had been Harlei gh Hal e s bookstore.

Two military jets played tag high up. "Seeing a lot of those lately," Roger
sai d.

As they puttered away from San Tomas in Roger's VW bus, Shane felt a wonderful
i ght ness come over her. For the first time in weeks, the Cold Thing was not
only quiescent, it was gone. She sat back with her bare feet on the dash,
sipped a cola, and listened to Roger's stories. He'd been everywhere. In the
back was a swirl of kid activity.

First the mountains were just hills with potato boul ders on them the way the
ant edi l uvi an sea had left them eons ago; then there were nmountain table I ands
of green forest where the bus crawl ed noisily under the shade of |inked tree
crowns; then the desert sprawl ed before themlike a snoky nmirage done in
crayon, all shades from drunken grape to juicy orange.

Shane sighed luxuriantly. Wnd lifted her hair. She wore sungl asses borrowed
from Roger.

Roger had grown up in Chio. He'd gotten his Master of Science degree in
Ar cheol ogy from Rogertown University near WAshington and had dug for buried
cities in Jordan, Israel, Egypt, and lIrag. Then he'd switched from Archeol ogy



to Zool ogy, earning his Ph.D. from Washington State University. There he'd met
Susan Burtongale, nmiddle child and el der daughter of \Wallace and Margery
Burtongale. H's face betrayed some of the |oss.

"She was a beautiful wonman," Shane sai d.

"How do you know?" He thought she was jesting.
"I saw her picture on your desk that day when Perry and I--"

"I remenber the day. |I'msurprised you would notice such a fine detail."

"I"msurprised YOU renmenber the day, Roger," she teased.

The VWhbus clattered up and down hills and under tree crowns like a toy. Shane
| ooked at her reflection in windows and nmirrors. She gazed at a strange wonan
who | ooked as though she'd been airbrushed. Dark sungl asses, so you could not
see the eyes; but one eyebrow had a quizzical or skeptic arch. A pretty face,
pl ain and wi t hout nakeup, changeable with nood and |ight, capable of naking
second string in three different facial beauty ads. The stranger's face | ooked
cal m and conposed, (until she saw herself and al nost burst out |aughing; she
knew she had never |ooked that cal mand sel f-possessed).

Roger heard her snicker and hal f glanced toward her. "Huh?"
"I just saw ny reflection. | look |like a nonmad."

"You | ook nice."

In m dafternoon they reached the state park.

The kids whooped with relief after the six-hour trip. Shane |iked being the
nmot her figure for a carload of kids, given there was an acceptabl e father
figure to go along with it. She took a | ast ook at the stranger in the
reflections; was it like this, she wondered, to have a husband and a famly
and do regular things? For the nonment it felt good.

Roger parked his sungl asses atop his head and drove a few hundred feet,
bouncing, very slowy, until he found a good canpi ng space. Their space was

al nost conpletely sheltered behind bushes and tree trunks. Wth the bus parked
crosswi se at the entrance, they had an area twenty by twenty feet to

t hensel ves. I n one corner was a barbecue and chi mey of cemented bl ocks.

"The bushes are like walls,"
maki ng eyes at this privacy.

Eli sa said deliciously, rubbing her hands and

"Yeah, and the outhouse is on the other end so we can snell the pines," Rudy
blared. His blond hair stuck up Iike porcupine quills. Shane noticed his
shirttail always hung out no matter what. Kippy, only a year older, was a
neater, quieter boy, but they seemed to get al ong.

"What can we do to hel p?" Shane asked.

Roger said: "I'mused to the equiprment and | work pretty fast by nyself. Gve
me a half hour."

Shane took the kids to the Overland Museum which was a huge single-rooml og
buil di ng overlooking niles of tree crowms. A wonman in ranger suit, with gun
and smokey hat, used a stuffed specinen in a corner by a potbellied stove to
expl ain how bears hi bernate. She pointed out that it was not yet wi nter, and



to watch out for any bears that m ght approach canpsites |ooking for food.
Over the faraway hills were charcoal clouds.

When Shane and the kids returned, Roger had popped out the VWcanper top. He'd
opened the rear and nade a shelf for food and drink, covered by a tarp on four
al um num poles. He'd set up two tents in the clearing, one near the bus and
the other about fifteen feet away. The one near the bus, he said, was for
Shane and Kippy ("to be closer to the latrines"). The other tent was for

hi nsel f and Elisa and Rudy.

"I"'mstarved," Rudy shouted.

They grilled up sonme hot dogs, hanburgers, and baki ng potatoes. Wrking

toget her at the barbecue, Roger and Shane had Anot her One of Those
(Wonderful ) (Scary)(Melting Together) Looks.

Thunder grunbl ed.

The wi nd grew brisk, and rocks had to be placed on napkins.

They all ate hungrily.

"1 fobot how woner fum hanburbuns ban tafte outdorf," Shane said.

"UUmmm " Roger agreed, nodding toward the dark clouds approachi ng. Pine
boughs swi shed back and forth like agitated arnms in choir cloaks. The air got
cool and danp. It got real foggy and scary and the kids huddled in blankets in
Shane's tent and gi ggl ed.

"What if a bear conmes?" Shane asked him

"We zip up the tents and hope for the best."

"Ch Daddy!" Elisa cried flying into his arns.

Ki ppy and Rudy each took a crutch and nade fencing notions.

"Not to worry," Roger told Elisa. "These bears only | ook for fat people." He
rel eased Elisa. "Ready for the Last Roundup?"

"What's that?" Kippy asked.

"I escort the whole crewto the potties and after that it's lights out."
They had two | anterns between the five of them Roger carried one, Shane the
other. They were oil lanterns, and they glowed |ike two stars in the wall of

fog. The kids giggled, clutching their towels and toilet kits tight.

Brush brush brush, sw sh swish swish... Elisa was very preci se about her
pretty teeth. Spit spit spit... "Shane..."

"HmP?" Shane was brushi ng each of her own teeth carefully, and had a nout hf ul
of white mnt foam

"...You like ny Daddy, don't you?"
Shane nodded.

Elisa rinsed her brush at the coldwater tap. "I think you and Ki ppy are very



nice. Daddy was friends with a |l ady. She wasn't very nice to ne and Rudy, and
she broke Daddy's heart for a while there. You won't hurt him wll you?"

Shane spat out. Sucked in a handful of cold water. Gargled. "Elisa, | like
your Daddy a lot but we only just met and..."

But Elisa had run out into the night.
There was a lantern in the fog.
"Roger ?"

"Yo. "
"Hurray, it's you." She gave hima squeeze. "It's nice to know you're out
there with your lantern.”

He squeezed back. "Like your lantern too."
They clinked the | anterns together |ike chanmpagne gl asses.

Elisa's face hovered concernedly on the other side of Roger, her big dark eyes
sweepi ng over Shane still brimmng with that question

Rudy and Ki ppy came out of the nmen's room Rudy was flipping his soap dish
repeatedly in the air and catching it. Kippy was treading carefully through
the snmelly puddl es outside the john so as not to slip a crutch tip.

"Captain Colorado!" Rudy yelled and ran in circles around the group

"Mom " Kippy said when they were alone in their tent, "are you going to go out
with this guy?"

Time for honesty. "Maybe." She waited for an answer while the pine boughs

swi sh swi shed and swi sh swished in the fog outside. The tent was zi pped up
fromthe inside and the heater made it toasty. Shane and Ki ppy occupi ed

sl eeping bags head to toe with a space in between for their folded up cl ot hes.

"He seens okay," Kippy said.

"I think he mght be," Shane said.

"We can get free tickets to the zoo while it lasts,” Kippy said.

Shane was dreaming in her nmumry bag about a library. A nice big stuffy library
with rows and rows and rows of books. Qutside it was snowi ng. Yes. A cozy
picture with nellow little porch light far off in snow anbng trees. Sonething
frightening outside, but Roger was there to protect her... She heard a faint
noi se, like tin banging on stone. The endl ess vistas of books di sappeared with
a frightened poof. Kippy was sleeping thickly and she could tell he was okay.

There, that noise again. A tinkling sound.
She sat up and groped for the flashlight. Wat if it was a bear? She made an
openi ng just big enough to peer outside. A faint glow came out of the fog on

the far side of the bus. She must get Roger..

...but by the tine she was out of the tent, wapped in a blanket and
listening, she heard himwhistling softly. She snelled burning coal



She wal ked to his tent and peered in. Two heads, two snores, two kids fast
asl eep. No Roger.

She wal ked around the bus. "Roger?"

He was sitting with his back to the bus, tending a small fire nade of a
handf ul of coals between three stones. He | ooked outdoorish and quite
confortable. He grinned. "Hey, | thought you were fast asleep." How handsone
he | ooked with the firelight playing on his chiseled features and white teeth.

"You woke ne."

He rose, threw away the twig he'd been bendi ng, and approached her. She
clutched her blanket tightly around herself. "Good," he said, took her in his
arnms, and kissed her. She drank in the feel and the taste of his nouth like a
thirsty person takes in fresh water. She could not get enough. She let the

bl anket fall away as she reached up to pass her arns over his shoul ders and
pul | herself closer to himwhile their mouths worked thirstily together. She
moaned |ightly and hoped with part of her mnd that the kids would not hear
and with the other part of her mnd that this would never end. Just her, and
him and the little fire, and the world full of fog.

"Tea," he said as they sat together and watched the little pot, waiting for
the water inside to boil over the concentrated heat of the coals translated
into the stones. "Darjeeling, with that |ike orange zing to it."

"Just the right thing at a nonment like this," she agreed. They sat cl ose
t oget her under her bl anket. She kissed his neck. "This is a very nice nonment."

He squeezed. "Very nice. Maybe once in a lifetinme. I mean we can go canpi ng
agai n, but who woul d guarantee we'd have another fog like this?"

She unbuttoned two of his shirt buttons and rubbed her fingertips on his
chest. "We could try a bunch of tines. Law of averages says we m ght get a
nice big rainstorm"”

"Naw, we'd have to stay in our tent. No fun."
"No fun," she agreed pulling his chest hairs.

"It mght be cozy," said with a tone that suggested if he could he would stand
up and overturn the tubs of heaven to shower her with any kind of weather she
desired.

"I like the fog," she murrmured. "Thanks, Roger."

"Water's about ready," he said. He threwin a netal ball

"One of those gadgets," she comrented.

"Tea infuser," he said.

"I thought you were just going to toss in a tea bag like | would have."

"Naw. CGotta do sone things right. | learned to drink tea fromthe Jordani ans,
and they learned it fromthe Brits. Let that stuff steep til it's good and
dark. Then you got yourself a cup of tea."

"I"mgoing to go right out,"
tea bags away."

she said, "and buy several infusers. And throw ny



They listened to the tea water

bubbl e and | ooked into the fog hopi ng maybe

what? to glinpse a star? He patted her knee, put his armaround her. "You know
what | have in nmy desk drawer?"

She shook her head. "An el ephant gun?"

He gri pped her hair and shook gently. "Do you know that when you | augh
sometines you sort of tinkle Iike a chine?"

She said, "I didn't know you were so what is it, romantic. Wien | first met
you, you seened stuffy.”

"That's my official Burtongale persona.” He rose, stuck a hand in where she'd

undone the shirt buttons,
W enerwal d accent: "Zere is nozzink,
z000. "

nozzi nk,

"Roger ?" she started at the sound of an engine.

He sat back down and poured tea into his cup
then offered it to her. "Thanks, I'll wait ti
intently.

"What's the matter?" he asked.

She shivered, pulling the blanket close.

pair of headlights swelled up in the fog. A boxy | ooking vehicle drew near

van. She cried out.

H gh beans expl oded, showering themwth |ight.

sul l enly.

"Hey!" Roger shouted, waving. "Get that
Shane felt paral yzed. The van

"Hey!" Roger repeated.

The high beans flicked off. A pair of yellow sh
nmonent | onger. There was a crunch of gears,
Sonewhere, it turned and was driven off.

"Hey, you're shivering," Roger said.

"I"'mjunpy. I'msorry," she said.
"Rel ax," he said, cupping her face in his hands.
Her teeth chattered.

"Ever since Susan's death," he said, "I've kept
drawer. | keep it updated and ready to send out,
lists of things |'ve published, excerpts,

and offered a Napol eoni c pose.
nozzi nk at ol

and so on.

He said in a thick
happeni ng i n our

"Urmm?" He sipped, grimacing,
it's cooler.

" She |istened

She heard the engine clearly now A

A

A van bunper gl i nmrered

light off of us!"

| ow beans glared at thema

and the van slowly backed off.

"I'"'mokay now. What was it you keep in your desk?"

my resune in the mddle top
conplete with references,
It's in ten copies so
and ready to send.
i fe changes."

far, stanmped, addressed to ny favorite ten universities,
Al | have to do is walk to the mail box and ny |

"I bet they'll all want to hire you in a second.”

"Well, it's pretty competitive, but |

have strong credentials.”



"To run anot her zoo?"

He shook his head. "Never again. This has been nice, but |'ve thought of going
back to digging." He handed her the cup. "Then | keep thinking of the kids,
and | think I'"lIl just take a teaching position sonmewhere."

"That could be fun." She sipped her tea. "Omwow wowwi e, that's hot and
bitter."

"You shoul d see your face. Sorry, | wasn't thinking. | can go get you sone
sugar. "
She i magi ned her tongue would steamfor ten nore mnutes. "I'Il pass.

probably couldn't sleep after a few teaspoons of that."

"You' d be surprised. You could drink ten cups of coffee and this air would put
you under like a narcotic. You |l ook scared. Do | do this to you?"

She shook her head. "Don't mind me. | guess I'ma little junmpy." She did not
want to spoil the nmoment with explanations. "But you sure do help nme relax."

"Let's relax over our tea," he said.

She slipped close. "Wuld you do sonet hing for ne?"

"What ?"

She murnured: "Please hold ne."

He held her tightly. She closed her eyes and pressed her cheek against his
chest. She slipped her arns around himand held on. It was the first tine in
wow how- | ong that she just felt utterly safe and at ease and happy in a nman's
arms Wi thout wanting to push away.

He ki ssed what he could reach of her face, brushing curls from her forehead.

Resting an el bow on his | ap, she reached up with the other hand and pulled his
head close to kiss him

He set the tea aside. "Have | passed sonme sort of screening?"

She toppl ed hi mover backwards and sat on his chest. "Roger, you are a fine
speci men of a man. | want your best kiss, and then |'ve got to get in and go
to sleep or 1'll die all day tomorrow. And you'd better get your rest too."
She gripped his lapels in her fists while he | ooked up at her. She bent cl ose,
letting her breath warmhis face. "I warn you though, Roger Chatfield." She
brushed his lips with hers. "I have been a wonan denied too |ong."

The next norning, Shane and Ki ppy both slept I|ate.
A burst of sunlight exploded in her face.
Rudy bl ared: "Hey, get up, Dad says it's alnost lunch tine."

"Tell himl said his mddle name is Hitler,'
before | bite your armoff."

Shane said. "Now close that flap

Zip went the flap. Darkness returned.



"Mom " Ki ppy groaned.

"H ho," she said rubbing her eyes.

"I think they put sonething in those pine needles. | feel like |I was drugged."
She turned over and positioned herself to crawl out of the sleeping bag and
out of the tent. "It's called oxygen. You |learned all about it in school

Ei ghth el ement on the periodic table."

Ki ppy yawned and rubbed his eyes. "I slept too long."

Shane unzi pped the opening. "Rudy!" she call ed.

Rudy stood |like a hesitant squirrel out of reach

"I was just kidding," she said. "I won't bite your armoff. Conme here."

He approached.

"What's for lunch.”

"Deer neat," he said.

Shane frowned. Was it possible? Had that incredible nan gone hunting al ready
and bagged something? In a state park? Ch lord, there probably D D have to be
somet hing wong with him "lIsn't that poachi ng?" she asked.

"No," Rudy said, "we buy a season ticket."

"You nean permt."

"Yeah. "

"What if | don't |ike deer neat?" She feared to of fend.

Rudy shrugged. "Well, there's always frozen hanburger patties.”

Boots cane crashing close. "Shane? Are you two finally awake in there? It's
ten thirty." Roger wore his chef hat and cheif apron. He held a pot holder in
one hand and a frozen patty in the other. "How do you want your burgers? Wth
bacon or..."

"Ha ha ha!" Rudy yelled and ran off hooting.

"What's gotten into hinP" Roger asked.

She roll ed her face on her arnms, then | ooked up. "He had nme going that you
went out and poached a deer and we were having it for lunch."

Roger | ooked puzzled. "But | did. We are.”
She stared at him
He bli nked.

She threw her pillow at himand he ran off and she chased him "You're full of
it, Roger Chatfield! Full of it!"

It felt good to holler a little. She stanped about and unki nked her back



Seei ng Rudy peer from behi nd bushes, she called: "GCkay, Rudy, you can cone
out. Good joke."

He stepped out, and Shane tucked his shirt tail in for him Elisa, who was
doi ng place settings at the table, said: "Rudy go wash your hands. You too,
Ki ppy. Go on."

Shane turned and saw that Ki ppy had emerged and was standing with one crutch
scrat ching his head and yawning. "Go on," she told her son, "wash up. Eating
will clear your head."

Sunshi ne dappl ed the grove of trees. A blaring boombox marred the perfection
but was driven away after a mnute or two. Butterflies chased along the

wi nd-driven flowers. Leaves rustled and whi spered all around. Birds warbl ed.
The air grew warm and dry, snelling of grass.

The kids went for a hike.

"I was afraid about hiking..." Shane said.

Roger put his hand on her shoulder. "Don't worry. Rudy will run off and be

i nconsi derate, but Elisa will match Kippy's pace and they won't go far. |
drilled her."

"Thanks. Just watch out. He'll get mad if he thinks you' re doing himfavors."

"Kinda like his Mom huh?" After a glance over his shoul der, he took her in
his arms. "Another stolen nonment al one.™

She stood on tiptoes, wapped her arnms tightly around his neck, and
french-kissed him As she did so she squirmed and pressed her breasts against
hi s chest.

He breathed thickly and said in surprise: "No bra." He reached down and
touched. Hi s fingers felt sensuous and her nipples felt raw and aroused.
"Surprise." She'd known that sonetinme that day, his fingers would brush
agai nst her. That she would let him

He said: "I want to kiss those very slowy, very carefully, and very very
sensuously. "

She touched his nose. "I can hardly wait. But not on this trip, Roger."

They sat down on a high rock and had one of those adult conversations where
you're in a wonderful place and |ater you realize you never saw any of it,
because you were so busy tal king. The bl ue expanse of a | ake spread before
them and the kids were crashing around sonewhere bel ow i n the woods.

"Ever since Susan died," he said, "lI've wanted to pull out of that Burtongal e
crowmd. Ch, but the job, and then the kids... You know ny biggest fear is that
Mss Polly would sue me for custody of the kids and sonehow win. | know it
sounds crazy but those people have a lot of power all the way to the state
house and the courts, and you never know. | couldn't give themup."

Shane said: "I know what you nean. | nearly lost Kippy and | would die if
anyt hi ng ever happened to him™"

They sat facing each other and hel d hands.



"I"'mglad he's okay now," Roger said. "He's a wonderful boy."

"Your kids are really neat too," Shane said. "Rudy |ooks |like he can be a

handful ." She renenbered how he'd | et her tuck his shirt in. "But he can be
managed. "

Roger nodded. "Shane, this is all a dream |'mgoing to wake up and it's going
to have been nothing nore than a nap at ny desk. \Wallace Burtongale will cone

inlike a big blowfrog and announce that he's tired and going hone early like
he does every day lately."

"Ha, ha. So that's what you think of your boss. Well Mart WIIow nmust be
Wal | ace' s good buddy. "

"They are," Roger said. "Mart is married to Mss Polly's daughter Janine, who
is a surprisingly decent sort."

"I heard Wallace's wife died a long time ago."

He nodded. "There are sone weird stories about her, but that's before ny tine.
You cannot get an honest answer about the Burtongal es.™

"Have you had rmuch to do with G I bert?"

There was a flash of annoyance in his eyes. "That stupid..." but he was unabl e
to finish his sentence.

Rudy, Kippy, and Elisa stood in a line watching them |ike three guns on a
brigantine. O was it three pairs of guns, given the looks in their eyes.

Roger continued to hold Shane's hands in his. "Cone on over, kids," he called.
"They m ght as well know," he whispered.

Shane's heart beat thickly.

They yelled "Yay!" and clinbed on the rock and piled on Roger and Shane. Elisa
hugged Shane and ki ssed her on the cheek. A lingering toothpasty gl ance

rem nded Shane: (Don't hurt him okay?) and Shane held the girl tightly.

In the late afternoon, the air cloudy and gray, they drove al ong the coast

si ngi ng songs the kids all knew from vi deos, and the parents by osnosis. The
sun lingered thinly. The sky was a nmother of pearl color. Sea gulls squeaked

like rusty winches. The wind snelled of rain and fish

At one point she said: "There's sonmething in the air down in San Tomas.
Sonet hing..."

Rain drops forned on the windshield. H s gaze was distant. "You know we | ost
that jaguar the other week. And you read about Adol ph, right?"

"Yes, the gorilla."

"W |ost a white rhino called Buster the other night. W found hi mkeel ed over
dead as a stone the other norning in his enclosure. No obvious cause of death.
Probably massive heart failure, same as the others."

"What's going on at the zoo?"

"Nozzi nk, nozzink. Seriously, if there's a story, I'll give it to you."



"That's okay but Mss Polly will quash it."

As the van tooled downhill, past the charred bookstore, night fell, and lights
floated like lost ships in the rain. Drains overflowed with water, and waves
noved across gutters.

Roger and the kids dropped Shane and Ki ppy off at the apartnent conpl ex. Shane
hugged Rudy and Elisa. Shane stretched out to kiss Roger. He whispered: "I'II
call you."

"Il be waiting," she whispered back

The Col d Thing was back. She could feel it. But it was asleep. O busy.
Bumpi ng heads gently, playfully with Elisa, she |owered herself fromthe bus.
Ki ppy was al ready unl ocking the apartment door. She waved w t hout turning back
and heard the bus chatter away into the night.

"Did you have a good tine?" Shane asked rubbing Kippy's hair.
"Yeah. Mbooom please! Stop that."

She wandered into the kitchen and started putting away odds and ends. "I
think," she said, "we'll nake the bottom of the hall closet our camnping
cl oset. Wat do you think?"

He shook out his socks.
"Not on the rug!" she yelled.

He balled themup and tossed themtoward the bathroom On a good day, with the
door open and the door under the sink ajar, he could I and small objects in the
| aundry basket fromhis room "Are we going to be doing a |ot of canping?"

She sensed his drift. "Well, we could also put our energency stuff in there.
You know, civil defense."

"Mom | saw a novie where these people are wandering around in rags after the
world is destroyed. We could get ready for that. But do we have guns, or do we
just rob themfromstores after the end of the world?"

"Take a bath and get ready for school tonorrow "
"Are we going to go canping agai n?" he shouted fromthe bat hroom
"YES!" she hollered back. Yes, I'd really |love to.

hits were coming in right and left, and Spi ke was busy. Shane sat at her desk
and pored over the night police |og, thinking warmthoughts of Roger

Chatfield. Jules sent her to cover a fire on Montclair Street. She drove to
watch the red engines roll in. Men and wonen in silvery suits bunbl ed about

wi th axes and hoses. Thick honey-yell ow snoke filled the air, smelling of wood
and what? A vision floated lazily before her inner eyes: A cabin, covered with
snow, smoke curling lazily fromthe chimey in a panorama of mountain peace,
but it was not a calming vision; rather, it made her stomach knot up and her
mnd flutter. ..

The snoke turned black as a wall fell in and tires began to burn. Then, a
special Fire Departnment tanker truck laid down a viscous cloud of gray foam
putting out both the fire and her inner vision. She forgot her vision
stepping out to interview the battalion commander. This would nmake a nice



pi ece: technol ogy overcones di saster

Jules liked the story when she turned it in. She did not have |ong to bask.
Eating lunch with one hand and typing with the other, she tallied the night's
nmur ders, rapes, suicides, and so on, she prepared the Cty Roundup article, a
daily feature about The Viol ence W Live In.

At one, the copygirl made her rounds and dropped off a stack of interoffice
envel opes at Shane's desk. One caught her attention. It was addressed sinply
"Police Reporter"” and had been subnitted anonynously. Shane spread the
contents before her, yellowed clippings fromvarious places and tines with
things highlighted in yell ow marker and those things seemed to say Burtongal e
a lot. She grew afraid, renenbering WARNED2' s t hreat agai nst Ki ppy.
Nevert hel ess, she skimed through the clippings with compul sive interest and
with growi ng puzzl enent as to who might have sent them

SAN TOVAS (Special to the Herald). Dr. Wallace Burtongal e proudly announced
today that his son Glbert finished his fourth year at Minwether Acadeny, and
will be attending the University of California, San Tonmas in the Fall as a
freshman. .

ALTA LOVA (Allied Press Service) Police are investigating the nysterious
deaths of two freshman UCST coeds at their off-canmpus apartment. Police say
their hearts had been severed and the scene was a grisly one..

SAN TOVAS (Anerican News Service) Police are investigating the notorcycle
deaths of two reputed drug dealers, Frank P. MacLenore and Janes "Attila"
Hunter. Det. Lt. Victor Lara of the San Tonmas Police said that both nen had
been sought in the tire iron bl udgeoning death of Charles Best, a |ocal drug
deal er and occult bookstore partner a week earlier. MaclLenore's young w dow,
free on bail on child abuse charges, appeared hysterical in her courtroom
appear ance. .

CHI CAGO, IIl. (AP) Marshall Gol dberg, Curator of the Abramowitz Oientol ogy
Miuseum at the University of Chicago, announced a najor art burglary. Two
guards had been brutally nmurdered by mysterious burglars who took artifacts
from anong the museum s many pricel ess objects. The Yoreni Stone, a rough

scul pture in iron ore, was taken by either two or three men, police are not
sure. The scul pture had no intrinsic nonetary val ue, Coldberg said. It had
been brought to the U S. during the 1920's by an ant hropol ogy professor and UC
alumus. It came fromlvory Coast in West Africa, where it was runored to have
strange and violent effects on native villagers. Another object, a small stone
plate fromAfrica. ..

Shane stuffed the clippings (there were nore of them back into the envel ope
and the envel ope in her desk drawer. Should she tell Jules? O keep quiet? Wo
was putting her up to this? The risks seemed to great for her to leap blindly
into any further investigation. But the clippings stirred up old pain;
somewhere, a cabin lay cozy and solitary, covered with snow, and dribbling
snoke, but horrible..

That evening, she noticed that Kippy seemed to be spending nore tinme at his
conput er again. When she checked in on him he was keyboardi ng a homewor k
assignment. She worried about his eyes, but felt too overwhel med to chal |l enge
him At least, it kept himout of trouble; for now..

Roger called. She broke into a broad snile. "Wll, what a surprise.”

"I wanted to thank you for coming canmping with us."



"I had a wonderful tine. Kippy did too."
"Maybe you'd like to do it again sometine?"

"I think we have no choice. Kippy has already set up a canping part in his
cl oset.”

"I was thinking about you today."

"You have crossed ny nmind once or tw ce too, Roger."

"That has kind of a warmtone, the way you say that."
"Sounds kind of warmto ne too. Make nore calls like this."
He | aughed. "Let's plan sonething soon."

After they had rung off, she sat back with a warm and fuzzy feeling. And then
it turned into a warm and scary feeling. Wiat if (a thousand things)? After

Ki ppy was asl eep, Shane sat in the living roomw th a nug of hot chocol ate.
She was unable to sleep yet, and the old Burtongal e book from Father Law ence
| ay open by the TV. She picked it up and flipped idly through. Wat if,
somehow, he too could not handl e someone with a special child...? O if she
wasn't educated enough? O...?

Wal | ace Burtongale |, she read, had abruptly ended his expl orations and
settled in San Tonas to be a prominent citizen in this and that. He had taken
a rudi mentary botani cal garden and expanded it into what would, by CGvil War
times, be one of the |eading zool ogi cal gardens west of the M ssissippi River.
She found a brittle newsclipping someone had | ong ago inserted, brown wth
age. Startled, she read: CH CAGO (Hearst News Service)--The annual Congress of
Zool ogi cal Associations ended today with an award cerenony at the Shawnee
Gardens Lodge. Participants, recently returned fromthe War with Spain, noted
the unfortunate death recently of a prom nent nenmber who will be sorely

m ssed. \Wallace Burtongal e of San Tormas, California, passed away while
residing at St. Elizabeth's Hospital in Washington. Dr. Burtongale, who was so
active in zoological affairs, had been suffering froma state of conplete
ment al and physi cal exhaustion resulting fromhis arduous travels in Africa.
Members of the famly indignhantly denied runors that Dr. Burtongale's sanity
had been affected by his

The clippling ended there, the rest lost in tine and eternity. But sonmeone had
witten long ago in fountain pen or quill (the forked nib's quick strokes were
evident:) "Went insane!" and this was underlined. Shane studied the truncated
article, wondering if Father Lawence were aware of it.

Heari ng a sound outside her wi ndow, she folded the book away and rose. Looking
out the wi ndow, she saw a shadowy figure crossing the foggy street to a parked
van glistening with condensation. Her heart |ub-itty-dubbed, m ssing a beat or
two. The nman, whose features she could not make out, opened the rear door of
the van and got in.

Heart pounding, she stared at the van. A glow seened to emanate around it.
Terror rose in her soul. Wat if Roger cane to think she was crazy? She had
not really let himin on the things that were going on inside of her. She
stared at the van, feeling angry (a snowy nmountain cabin: what was this

t hought ?) and the van just sat there, shaped like a | oaf, unnoving, perspiring
with fog droplets. If she could SEE the man, then she'd remenber WHO the third
man was with themthe night Charlie Best was killed. Inpulsively, she threw
her robe on and ran outside on bare feet. Wt concrete and grass felt icy cold



to her bare feet. In the drizzle, as she ran into the street, she saw two
bl ood-red taillight swirls as the nysterious van slipped into the night.

Wal | ace Burtongal e unhappily stepped fromhis office, |ocked the door, and
wal ked toward the rear utility lot in the zoo. What if the ship flew away?
What then of the Burtongal es?

The full nmpon rode on a raft of cl ouds.

Wth a soft whine, the cart carried Wallace out of the utility parking lot. He
drove to the maintenance parking |lot which |lay deserted and padl ocked in
nmoonl i ght. Wallace found the air/sea container from Japan, just arrived that
af t er noon.

The seals took a few minutes; he did not have the right cutters. The doors
swung open easily and he began | oadi ng box after box of generic computer

equi prent onto his cart. As he worked, he thought about the nightmare his life
was.

He drove to the pagoda. A familiar feeling of well-being wapped itself around
himlike a narcotic, overlaying his depression, as he entered. A light of

i ndeterm nate col or oozed out of the walls, like blots on a photograph. One
second its tinge was greenish, the next second it mght be bluish or white, or
even flicker off for a nonent.

The Pilot had lived in the back of his mind for as |ong as he coul d renenber.
The secret know edge was passed down through the generations fromMss Polly
to Mss Polly. The senior man carried the Pilot and when he died it went to
his son, in whomthe seed of the Pilot was already planted. But the M ss
Pol | ys had Know edge about what had been brought from Africa so | ong ago. The
Pilot did not speak words to Wallace. It spoke Feelings. It had al ways been
that way, and he never questioned it, though he knew he was Different From

O her People. That had been drilled into himsince childhood, as it had been
drilled into Glbert; and You Did Not Tell Anyone. The Pilot wel coned Wl l ace
toits sickly radiation. WEAREGROWI NGSTRONGERIit thought in
his headf WEAREPUTTI NGTHESHI PBACKTOGETHER..

Wal | ace stepped forth carrying the first of tonight's |aptops, and the Pil ot
was pl eased. Already the few he had brought were tied together and glowi ng. It
was a faint glow, for the screens were turned dimas possible. Wat the Pil ot
needed nost were the chips and the data buses inside. Already, conductor had
seem ngly grown out of the air--bits of wire, patches of crystal or quartz
like sores, scraps of cloth with nmetallic threads woven in, anything that
could carry a faint pulse. And there was a little throbbing, |ike a nachine,
a-thunmp a-thunmp a-thunp, or a little heart that woul d grow bi gger and

bi gger. ..

On command, Wall ace poured out the plastic peanuts. A wi nd kicked up inside

t he pagoda. The dessicant light flickered. Power was marshalled from

el sewhere. The peanuts began to trenble. They levitated ever so slightly. And
then, with only the faintest whisper of a whoosh, they skittered away to

di sappear in the licorice darkness anong the punps and ot her machi nes. There
wer e expl osive sounds, |ike popcorn popping, and Wal |l ace hunkered down,
covering his face. He peered between his fingers and saw the nobst amazi ng
sight. The styro fornms lifted into the air and then expl oded. A light grew

i nsi de the pagoda as energy was marshal ed from ot her places. Lines began to
appear on the walls, like fishnet, only made of styrofoamnelted to a chew ng
gum consi stency and then sprayed onto the cold stone. And even as this went
on, netallic threads began to snake through the styro lines. The Pilot was
rebuil di ng his ship.



Five, six nore times Wallace made the trip. In the end, all that was |left was
a tall stack of flattened cardboard boxes near the pagoda. The mai nt enance
crew in the norning could be ordered to retrieve themand they would ask no
undue questions. Reluctantly, |like an addict coming out of a fix, Wallace
backed out of the pagoda when his work was done. He stole one nore gl ance

i nside. The glow in the pagoda was nore pronounced now, because there was nore
conducting lineage. And even with their screens dinmed, the |aptops all faced
toward the darkness anong the punps, like a classroomfull of obedient

chil dren.

As Wl | ace stunbl ed toward the golf cart, the depression hit again. For he
knew t hat once the ship was reassenbl ed, the Burtongal es woul d not be needed
any longer. And the Pilot would have no nercy on them

Al'l day Tuesday, Shane was bothered by a sense of anxiety. She tried to review
her life and found that everything was such a ness, it was hard to sort
anything out. She wanted to put things in places--Kippy (ok) here; Mother
(status quo) there; job (a dreadful feeling in the stomach) here; love life
(ah, maybe a glimrer of sonething positive?) there; Cold Thing (ooohh where
aaaarre youuuu?) here.... but when she got to that set of hidden doors, one of
whi ch had been unl ocked by the tooth, she found that her nmind wanted to knock
down all the order she had just struggled to create. Knock it down |ike
swatting a house of cards. Wy?

Dr. Stanislaus, that evening, said: "How do you feel ?"
"Terrible."

He nodded. "You did extrenmely well |ast week. Have you renenbered anything
nor e?"

"I was hoping there isn't anything nore," she said.

"Maybe there isn't,’'
sure?"

he agreed. "What do you say we go in and find out for

"What do you nean?"

"Hypnosis."

She shrank back, afraid.

"If there is sonething el se you are hiding fromyourself it's all in there
already and all we have to do is face it. It's the only way to nake it go away
once and for all."

"WIl it," she asked nmiserably, "go away if | face it?"

He had her lie back and | ed her through a few yoga rel axati on exerci ses. \Wen

she was very still, just a mind floating in a body in a roomof neutral light,
his voi ce sounded quietly like distant commands in a spaceship: "W are going
togoinalittle deeper now, and I will be with you the whole way..." He had

her inmagi ne wal king down a long aisle in a great big school room to a black
board. She took chalk in one hand and eraser in the other hand. Then

beginning with the capital letter A, she was to wite first the capital letter
and then the small letter. Then she was to wite the next capital (B) but not
before erasing the last capital (A). Then she was to wite the next |ower case
(b) but first erase (a). Before witing C, she nmust erase B. And before
witing ¢, she was to erase b. And before witing D, she was to erase C. .



Sonmewhere between J and K, or was it K and L?, she stepped through sone sort
of door or sank through sone ice or floated up through a ceiling..

Where are you? Dr. Stanislaus asked

"I"'min a cellar.” She snelled nustiness all around, danp sand fouled wth
rodent turds; she tasted blood on her lip and felt the deep fear in her gut.

Tell ne about the cellar, Dr. Stanislaus said

But she was too nunb to talk, too rmuch afraid. Frank's hard, strong fist was
on her torn blouse collar. In his other hand, shiny and nerciless..

Tell me about the cellar. Are you al one?

"Ch God no." She sobbed, she wriggled, she cried out and rai sed her hands.
"Frank has a gun. He already hit me with it. And he says he'll shoot ne."

Your husband Frank? canme the di stant voi ce.

"Yes! Yes! Wiay did | forget this? He's insane! And |I'mtoo young to know any
better. | thought | Ioved him"

What did you do that made him so angry?

"I... I... 1 said | was going to the police."
Why ?

"Because... Because... of the baby."

What baby?

"l don't know," she wail ed.

Was it Kippy?

"Yes... No... Another baby."

Try to renenber. Reach for it.

"A baby!" she wailed. "A dead baby!" Shane sat straight up and screaned. It
was pitch dark. She held her hands over her nouth.

...Please hang on. Hang in there..

"No NO NO NO " she screanmed. The dead baby was in her arms. Mbel Stork
smled, a dirty evil smle glad at her pain and shock
"N-n-n-n-n-n-00O0O0O0OO0O0o0-0-0-0!'" she screanmed beating her fists against

t he wooden beans in the cabin, the white cabin, the white cabin, where the air
was so suffocating..

Dr. Stanislaus's voice floated over like an old true dog: You are quite safe.
W are close to where we need to be but now you have to nmake the decision. Do
you want to go on?

kay, then I'Il lead you out and then we'll talk about it and maybe you'l



want to try again some other time. Push it all away, please. Just push. It
will nove away.

She pushed, and sure enough she was out in the snow and then in the sunshine,
rising like a balloon... but she did not feel good; she renenbered catechi sm
and | ooked down at the state of her mnd and it was |like having a dirty soul

it was like realizing for the first time that you really need a bath..

"STOP," she said, "STOP. | want to go in. | want to get this over with. | need
to know. "

Very well. Can you pull it all back?

She tried. "No, not quite."

Very well. Let yourself sink down. Go back down. Go back in.

Li ke a stone, she sank back into those painful waters.

Why was Frank threatening you?

"Because..."(she saw vividly: Frank's old car)"we were driving up to the
nount ai n shack to see..."

Whont?
"I can't tell or he'll kill nme."

Frank is dead. He can't hurt you

"Maybe the other one will"(that face... who?)"the one whose nanme |'m never
supposed to nention. He might kill Kippy." Try working around it.

"W were driving to a nmountain shack to deliver sonething in a coffin"(Attila
| aboring al ong behind themin the rented Haul -a-Wy)"and col | ect noney."

Ki ppy was with you?
"Yes."
Was there a dead person in the coffin?

"Urmm .. " (dead person?)"...no. Not a person. A thing, Black, that's all |
remenber. "

A black thing. You sawit?

"Yes" (bl ack; half nelted; rock?)"it had no shape but it shone a little.

Ckay nove on

"Frank and Attila"(breath com ng in steamy rags, snow on jeans, | eather
jackets, CCCCold up here!)"go around the front and | follow holding Kippy. A
wooden door opens and we go into sone kind of kitchen. It snells weird |like
food with all the wong spices. And there are weird things on the walls. Devil
things. I"'mthinking this dude is really weird, man, but we can live for a
hal f a year on the noney we'll get fromhim™

Thi s dude is who, the one you can't nane?

"Yes the guys sit down at this table. Frank and Attila wear guns under



their"(thick leather, hard oily snelly)"jackets. | suppose the other man was
too. Then Ki ppy shit his diaper. Frank turns around"(snarling, eyes lit with
anger)"li ke Get that asshole out of here.™
Why did you go al ong? And why take Kippy?

"W had no heat in the cabin and Ki ppy had bronchitis."

Ch.

"Yes so this guy points to a door. | go through there"(cooking? what snells
like that?)"and this big lady"( )" points to a table where there are diapers
and things. Cool, | think they have sonme kind of nursery here. Funny, you

don't hear any babies."
Ch God.

Shane drew a deep shuddering breath. "So | start changing Kippy. Then as I'm

| ooki ng for powder, this woman picks Kippy up like she's going to rock him |
turn my back for one minute and when | turn around she's GONE. Kippy cries.
heard himoutside and | flew out the back door. The woman was wal ki ng away
fast, and ME AFTER HER. She gets to this car. Some people get out and hand her
a bundl e. Suddenly there are two bundles. Two babies" (G MVE MY BABY OR |'LL
KILL YOQU BI TCH) "she turns and hands me this baby and right away | knew

somet hing was wong. It was dead"(where are ny sobs today? who weeps for this
poor soul, this little flower?)"l peeked to make sure, there was no life, no
ki ck no noverent, neanwhile Kippy was wailing and these people this man and
worman got into the car with hinf (SCREAM NG G VE ME MY BABY OR My HUSBAND W LL
KILL YOU AND TORTURE YOU | WLL REMEMBER YOUR LI CENSE PLATES)"All | had to do
is threaten themw th Frank and the woman roll ed her w ndow down"(a | ook

wi Il never forget: absolute, cold, disdain: Is it really necessary to carry on
like that? G MME MY BABY OR YOU DIE, WTCH. At that a smile fogged the gl ass
of her face, faintly.)"The husband was waving for her to hand over Kippy. |I'm
still standing there hol ding the dead baby. Hi s name was, OH GOD'(Stevie; a
little name stitched into his nightie; weeks old?)"

Take a few seconds. Pause, get your breath. Only go on if you can. | can
al ways bring you out right away.

Shane took a deep breath. "I can't stop now'(There was a faint glitter between
the ice-white eyelids, tiny slivers dead eyes a nessage: don't let themtake
your baby too)"No, | have to go on. | MJST. For a second | thought it's al

over and this WOMAN was just smiling at me, a real ice queen, holding

Ki ppy" (li ke sonething she had decided she did not want to buy at a sale)"

Can you recall who any of these people were?

(No)"No, but | wouldn't tell you if | did. Frank said he'd kill ne and Ki ppy
too"(the gun the cellar the blood but I didn't care | was just so glad to
still have ny baby |I'd do ANYTHI NG ANYTHI NG "Fi nal | y she handed Ki ppy back to
me" (Real |y, dear, don't carry on)"she said not to carry on but the husband
yel | ed somet hing, W don't want any trouble, and he gunned his car and they
flew out of there"

The license plate..
"No chance. | ran back past the house and got into Frank's car. | |ocked the

doors and pulled out the other gun he kept under the seat. But nothing nore
happened. "



What happened to the dead baby?

"l don't know. The woman took himfromnme. Al | renenber is Frank hit ne. |
said | was going to the cops. Wen we got back to our cabin he took ne down
into the under-shed and said he would kill nme if | blewit for all of us.

prom sed never to tell."

I think we need to back out. W' ve done enough for tonight, don't you think?
"Doctor..."

Yes?

"I think they ate the baby."

Push it away. Let it go. Cone back up. It's over.

Dr. Stanislaus noved to help her but she was qui cker. Somehow, the sweet-salty
cooki ng-snell remained in her nostrils. She ran for the john and vomted,

vom ted, until her head felt like splitting and her jaw ached. Coughi ng yel |l ow
stinging slinme, wping ropes of dinner that dangled fromher nose into the

whi spering potty that snelled of enotionally disturbed people's urine, she
groaned between attacks. Dr. Stanislaus handed her fresh cl ean warm soaked
towel s and she got herself cleaned up. She rel eased her grip on the cold
slippery bow edge and washed her hands and face at the sink

"Wio was the other man?" he asked.

"I can't quite pull it in."
"Is it a man?"

"Yes."

"dd or young?"

"Young. Back then, anyway.

"White, Black, Hispanic?"

"White."
"See, you renenber a lot. It's all there, waiting to be pulled out. | could
call Lara right now and they'd have a police sketch artist here..." He | ooked

at his watch. "No, by the tine we got that all set up you'd be beyond this
hypnosis. Let's let it go until next Tuesday."

She rose, ready to leave. "And find out who those people are, stop themfrom
taking any nore..." She ran outside, unable to say the word. Babies.

"Mom vyou've been acting weird lately." Kippy lifted the bow and slurped the

rest of his cereal and m | k. She stabbed a sausage with her fork. "I'msorry,
sweet heart. 1've been seeing my shrink about sone old things, and 1'lIl tel

you sone of it one day. Please trust me, |I'mgoing to keep ny cool."

Ki ppy folded his hands on the table. "I will help you all | can.” She laid her

hands over his. "That's awful sweet of you. What you can do to help ne is to
keep your room neat and do your honework and be the good boy you have al ways
been. "



He squeezed her hands. "I love you, Mom" She felt hollow, a tree wounded by
lightning, but things would be okay if only she hung on. "I |ove you very
much, Kippy."

Wednesday at work: Fires, murders, accidents, mankind at work. She went

t hrough the notions as best she could. She sat in nmeetings and smiled and
nobody knew how she felt just now At tines she seened to slip back under
hypnosis and tell Dr. Stanislaus: "I'mpacking all these little pieces of

pai nful nmenory and stacking them by the door for the mail man. | amgoing to
mail themto Tinbuktoo." And he would say: "Good girl, Mss No Name. Keep
working at it. Push it away. Push!"”

She stopped in to see Jules. "How is Matilda?"

Jul es | ooked gray. "Sane, Shane. Perry doesn't nove from her bedside. You | ook
ki nda frazzl ed yoursel f."

"You noticed."

"Same ol d vinegar." Shaky fingers fiddled with a pipe stem

She took Kippy to Mother's house, where he was to do his homework and then
wat ch a space novie. She nmet Vic in a dark, drafty bar and they sat far apart
in a booth nursing steany coffees. "Vic, |'ve been seeing Dr. Stanislaus."

"1 know. "

"You' ve been watching nme like a hawk, haven't you?"

Vic | ooked sonber. "Yes."

"You never quit working that case, have you?"

"No. "

"I should be mad at you for snooping on nme, but |I'mnot."

Vic put a bottle cap on the table. A d Woffentooth or whatever. "Wen | saw
you put the whiskey bottle outside Hale's place and drive away, | knew you
were on the track."

"When did you know | was starting to relive the past?"

"When you said you were going to see Doc Stanislaus."

"You all worked together, huh?"

Vic stirred his coffee thoughtfully. "Maybe if you remenber it all, you'll be
heal ed. About the other day."

"Yes," she said. "Why?" Why had he beaten those nen?
He stirred. "I've been after this Satanic ring for years. There is a
connection to the Jungle, but | don't know what. | showed you the altar

right? You don't know how many tinmes |'ve been close, but they are so well
organi zed, they always nanage to cover their trail."

"Why do they do it?" She nmeant the satanists, and she knew he knew t hat was
who she neant. She thought of the well-dressed couple and shuddered. W don't
want any trouble. She felt sick.



He shrugged. "Maybe sone of themreally believe in all that hokey. Mst of
them are too shallow to know any better. They're in it for the thrill. They
are so dead inside that it's the only way they get their rocks off."

"I wish |l could tell you where that cabin was, Vic."

He considered that. "The PD and some ot her agenci es covered big swatches of
those nountain ten years ago. W knew from M ss Tenple that there was
somet hi ng--you were closed up tight as a clam-"

"Frank threatened me."

"--1 figured as much, even back then."

"That baby's nane was Stevie."

"Let it go, Shane. He's been dead ten years. The world is hell. W have net
Satan, and he is People.”

"I recogni zed one of the people, Vic."

He | ooked startl ed. "Wat?"

"Mabel Stork."
"Holy shit." He stubbed his cigarette out. "Shane, they've still got Mabel in
county detention. | mght be able to get her out. Make a deal with her."

"Il come al ong."
"No you won't."
"Yes | will."

He gave her a long stare. "I guess, Shane, you're part of this whether | I|ike
it or not. You' ve been part of it fromthe start, w thout you even know ng."

She nodded. "To the bitter end, buddy boy."

In three short days since Shane's camping trip with Roger, the rainy weather
in the nountains had turned icy cold. The snow | evel had descended to three
thousand feet at night. A black fog roiled in serpentines along State 495 as
Vic's car runbl ed al ong on blocky snow tires. Night fell early.

"The roads are still clear,"” Vic said, "otherwise | wouldn't even try this.
There's nmore snow forecast for tonorrow, so we nmight just luck out this
eveni ng. "

In the back, separated by thick plastic shield, sat Mabel Stork. Shane,
nmorbidly curious, stared into Mabel's face, trying to redi scover that dirty
gleamin the eyes, the nean grin, but Mabel was a bl ank.

"She's been around the bend a couple of times no doubt," Vic said. "Probably
been on her way down hill for years."

"And Evvi e?"

Vi c shrugged. "Poor kid. She'll get farmed out to a foster hone."



Mabel 's fist smashed agai nst the plastic. Rage was in her eyes.
"Yeah, you can hear ne really good when you want to," Vic said as though he
were speaking to a caged animal that would bite if rel eased.

God, Shane thought, Hard Vic. What had she, however briefly, seen in hinP
"Maybe this wasn't such a good idea," Shane said. She felt scared.

"I got us a one-tinme deal with old Mabel back there, Shane. Gve it a chance,
okay? If she helps us find what we're after, | let her go." He gave her a
Look. "Shane, deals are cut all the tine. It's how things get done."

Shane sat back miserably and |l et the achy fabric of the past envel op her. Once
he got off of State 495 and started crawling up and down hilly curvy little
mount ai n bl acktops rined with thin snow, she was utterly |ost.

Mabel 's fist snmashed the plastic again.
"G ve her sone coffee," Vic said indicating a thernpbs. Shane passed a dented

steel cup through a slot in the plastic and Mabel's hard fingers took it. Was
there a | ook of snoldering recognition in the woman's eyes, an enber pile of

hel l'ish light?

Shane poured herself and Vic styro cups of coffee. The bitter aroma was
conforting. "Vic, does this have anything to do with the Burtongal es?"

"Why do you ask?" Hi s gaze, scanning the night, was opaque.

"Everything lately seens to.'
the surface.

She sl urped hot coffee, w nced, and bl ew over

At seven o'clock Vic shut the engine off. The hood banged, cooling. Snowy
gritted lightly against the wi ndows. The wind had a |lame how in its throat.
Shane pull ed her coat tight, staring at shapes noving in the darkness like nen
carryi ng burdens: The pines, waving their boughs. The sky was a m | ky gl ow
above the lightless skyline of trees.

Vi c opened his door. "You can stay in the car if you want to," he told Shane.
"Not me, |'mnot noving an inch fromyou."

Vic pressed sonething hard and warminto her hand. She | ooked down and saw
that she held a heavy revolver. Vic rattled his shotgun | oose. Wth flashlight
i n hand, shotgun on el bow, he stepped outside. "Easy, Mbel old girl," Vic
sai d unl ocki ng the back door

Mabel , bundl ed in clean though castoff charity clothing, bounced out like a
ball. Shane tried to keep Vic between her and Mabel as they trudged uphill on
crunchy snow pack. The revolver, no |longer warnmed by Vic's flesh, drew the
cold to it.

Somewhere, a hound or a wolf keened, hills and valleys of sound on Shane's
spi ne. The keening was taken up by other canids farther away, in a relay of
war ni ngs. Suddenly, Shane remenbered the curve in the road where Attila had
parked the truck with the [???] init. "This is the place," she whispered to
Vic, who did not answer. "I think," she added. Mabel stood stockstill.

And then Shane recogni zed the sloping roof, lacy with snow. The blunt chi nmey.
"This is definitely the place."



Vic sniffed. "Someone had a fire going in there not too |ong ago."

"Vic," Shane whispered, but he ignored her. She wondered why he hadn't cuffed
Mabel . Mabel watched, hare-like, still.

Vic turned the flashlight on. He was all concentration. He approached the worn
bl acki sh wood door, shotgun still cradl ed. Shane foll owed, holding the
revol ver. Her hands shook as she held it pointed at the ground before her

Vic gave the door a kick. On the second try, its |lock snapped and it swung
open. The flashlight stabbed inside: The famliar table, the stone fireplace,
t he door |eading to..

Vic sniffed again, backed away. He trudged silently through calf-deep drifts

out si de. They went around the back. There, Shane put together a vague menory

of the nightnmare | andscape where Ki ppy had nearly been taken from her so | ong
ago.

Vic kicked in the back door. The flashlight beam pi cked around inside. Anot her
hearth. A long shelf (for diapers?). A rusty cooking pot. "Place | ooks
abandoned, " he said quietly. He sniffed carefully. "There's been a fire here
recently. A hunter mght have stopped in the |last few days, nmade a fire, then
nmoved on." He stepped closer to the entrance.

A kind of hypnosis drew Shane al ongsi de him There: this had been where she
had | aid Ki ppy down. There on that bench where toni ght snow tw nkl ed, having
fallen through a hole in the roof. The place was glacial inside. Dead.

The flashlight beam neandered up and down stone walls hung with daggers of
i ce. Meandered back and forth, and finally cane to rest on sone Things on the
mant el pi ece.

"I"l'l be dammed," Vic said.

Shane drew a deep breath, [ooking at a picture of herself. It was a picture of
Shane, ten years younger. Smiling |ike the sun. There were other pictures:
Shane and Frank, he holding her in one armand a rifle in the other, and

| ooki ng cocky woodsy nean. Attila and Frank on their notorcycles on a sunmer
aft ernoon. And anot her person. A tall man with a beard, holding a baby. Kippy?
Shane took the flashlight, ainmed its beam stepped cl oser

"You know what ?" Vic said. "Sonmeone has built an altar to you."

"CGet out." But the evidence of her vision betrayed the common sense of her
m nd. Yes, there anong carefully garl anded pi ne boughs, was somebody's altar
to the past. Wth dreadful fascination, she shone the beamdirectly into the
face of the man hol di ng her baby. Those dinples. That beard. Those crazed
hungry eyes. ..

Soneone screaned

As if in slow notion, Shane and Vic turned.

Anot her scream

The flashlight beam di pped, then rose again.

Shone directly into the face of Mabel Stork. She was running, a bundle (how

could she nove so fast?) of clothing hurtling at themlike a nissile. Her eyes
were black with hate. Her teeth were bared like a zoo animal's. Her cap fel



of f, and stringy gray hair fluttered sweatily. A rusty ax, forgotten by sone
wood- choppi ng canper, waved over her head as she raced directly at Shane.

POOOOMMM..
went the shotgun, jerking in Vic's arm

Mabel faltered. The black rage in her eyes nelted into confusion. Then she
canme again, ax Sw ngi ng.

POOOOMMM..

t he shot gun t hundered again, blow ng her out the door and into the snow. Vic
ran after her, stood over her aimng the shotgun at her head, but Mbel was
dead still in the snow

"Jesus Christ," Shane said. Her heart fluttered, and she was seeing in waves
of black and white. She felt faint.

"Easy," Vic said, stepping back into the ruin.

"That's him" Shane said in a voice that was little nore than a strangled

whi sper. She pointed to the picture of the nan hol di ng baby Ki ppy. In the

pi cture, she recogni zed the hearth of Frank's cabin, mles fromhere, Frank's
shack, long since fallen down and reverted to the forest. "That's the third
man who hel ped kill Charlie Best."

Vic shined the light close. "G lbert Burtongale," he said. "I thought so al
al ong, but | never could prove it." He turned warily, scenting |ike a hound.
"He was here not too long ago. This stuff is fresh. He nust cherish those
menories. Did you let himsleep with you?"

"Fuck you," Shane said.

"Well?" Vic's eyes glittered coldly, and the shotgun hovered in his hands.

"No, you asshole. | hated him Besides, Frank would have killed both of us if

| had." How it all cane back to her: "W were cold and hungry and al ong cones
this rich kid asshole. W et himstay with us and for a couple of weeks he
paid for coal and food. His eyes were on ne all the time, and | think Frank
was about to cripple him Then he came across with this idea. Frank and Attila
were supposed to pull a big job for him Sonething he wanted. So they let him
stay some nore." Shane grew angrier by the second. "He used to FONDLE me with
his EYES. | couldn't STAND it. He wanted to ball me in the worst way. But then
everyone wanted to. You too, Vic. You tried to nake a deal with me too after
Frank was Kkilled."

Vic |l owered the shotgun. There was no denial in his eyes. "That was a | ong
time ago," he said. "You were wild and sweet. Could you bl amre ne?"

Qut si de, Mabel Stork's bluish face was already frosting over. Her hands were
fol ded together oddly, as if in final prayer

Vic said: "Mabel was one of ny dead ends. Mabel Stork was a nurse, |ong ago,
down the coast near L.A. She left her job right about the time a baby naned
Stevi e Koeni g disappeared fromthe maternity ward. Mabel was an Pl CU nurse, so
we never did pin anything on her. But other babies had di sappeared in town,

i ncluding two of her own. She split when things got hot. Her m nd was going, |
t hi nk, and she wound up in the Jungle with her one baby that she kept. Evvie.
Cone on, I"'mgoing to take you home. And |I'mgoing to |l ook for G bert



Burtongal e." He wal ked around t he body, one foot nounding snow over it like a
grave. Then he headed for the car

Shane trailed along on the crunchy snow. "You're the Burtongal es’ pocket cop
arent' you? You've covered for them and they' ve covered for G lbert and
meanwhi | e you got yourself pronoted to |ieutenant."

"Shut up," he told her

"How much | onger are you going to cover for thenP"

"I told you I'"'mgoing after G lbert."’
don't want to testify."

He stopped. "Unless, of course, you

She stood frozen. "Damm you, Vic. You know |I'mafraid for Kippy."

"Ckay," he said, "well then don't holler at ne if you' re going to keep
covering up for Frank and Attila and G | bert yourself."

They descended fromthe nmountains, into the warnmer, wetter coastal climte. It
was drizzling in San Tormas. At her apartnent door, Vic said: "You can't run
fromhim'

She sorted her thoughts. "I HAVE noticed a van hangi ng around the
nei ghbor hood. . . "

"He owns one. | checked."

"And | HAVE been bunping into him and he HAS been meki ng t hose sl eazy

comments... Ch God, Vic, | need protection."
"I could put a lot of heat in here, but it would tip himoff. | don't want to
scare himaway, | want to draw himin."

"You are not going to use ne and my son as bait."

"Let's nake a deal. You nmove in with your nother a couple of days. | put
detectives in here to wait for him"

"What on earth does he want from ne?" she wail ed.

Vic stuck out a finger, catching a small white thing |like a feather drifting
through the air. He examned it briefly (a cinder? a snowflake?) then flicked
it away. "G lbert is insane, and he's stuck on you. Not only that, he's
uncanny, Shane. | kind of figure"(his eyes had a strange glint, something
outdoorsy and wild to them"G | bert foll owed us and saw us at his shrine."

Shane packed a few things. She wanted to take a I ong hot soak in the tub to
wash away pathetic Mabel, the shack, nmost of all her strange sick satisfaction
at seeing Mabel neet justice. Am | beconming like Vic? There was a phone
message from Roger: "Please call." She started a pan of soup while she dial ed.
She drew the drapes over the curtains and turned on a | anp.

"Hel | 0?" Roger said.
"Hi, it's me," she said unbuttoning her blouse, cradling the portabl e phone
under her chin. The sound of his voice, so strong and cal m and sane, nade her

snmile. Mabel kept coming, kept getting shot. Shane shut it out |ike bad video.

"Ch H M, " Roger said.



She tugged off first one sleeve, then the other. It was cold in the apartnment,
and her nipples hardened under the flimsy bra. "lIt's good to hear a friendly
voi ce. "

"Amen, " Roger said.

She dropped her wet jeans. "I'Il tell you about it some tine." The tea kettle
whi stl ed and the nicrowave dinged.

" Shane?"
"Ynf ?" She had a nout hful of nushroom bits and crackers.

"I called to ask you to dinner tonorrow night. Think you can cone? And bring
Ki ppy?"

The house on Miul berry Street was buttoned up tight. Rain |lashed its w ndows.
Wnd tore at the trees outside, banging |linbs against the walls. \Wat about
the Cold Thing? She sat on a third floor potty with a crossword puzzle and
shivered. The seat was cold and rmade her bottons goosepinply. Qutside, rain
splattered endl essly on concrete by the trashcans. When she was a little girl
she'd come up here when Daddy was hone fromhis sales trips and the downstairs
bat hroom was busy. It had been a happy, secure feeling. After Daddy died and

t hi ngs got dark, she'd cone up here and be alone, trying to pretend that Daddy
was really hone again downstairs. Then Mdther had called her a lunatic. Then
she'd started dating and sl eeping with guys and nmet Frank...old, old, old

hi story. Cold. She hoped that now Evvie would be free and have a happy and
safe life. And even the Cold Thing (it was still there, yes) slunbered; no, it
was too busy el sewhere to bother with her

Al one after Kippy and Mother had gone to their beds, Shane wi shed Roger were
with her. She'd liked the way he'd held her and she meant to ask hi m again.
She slipped between the cold sheets and cuddled in a ball, hands between her
thi ghs. She was still tense fromthe evening' s unbelievable horror. Gadually,
her own warnth massaged her. She thought about Roger. She reached down and
touched her hair sleepily, then noticed wetness. Her finger noved sleepily.
She sighed. Well-lubricated, her fingertip noved up and down, slowy, the
pressure each way on her clitoris causing a wave of arousal to nove through
her gut. Another stormfront was noving in. She yawned. It was that time of
year, and good to be indoors with a fire and a book if you couldn't be in
someone's arns. Yawn! \Wose arns? Dinner with... Rain spattered against the
wi ndow in slow rhythms. Warm i ke a hanster in its burrow, finger beconing

| eaden with sl eepiness, she rose to a small climax (woke herself with a faint
cry) then tunbled wetly down the hill into sleep

An ow glided over the night zoo, using a brief respite between rain showers
to hunt for a nouse. Lightning flashed drily, illum ning heavy wet tree crowns
and slick roads.

Wal | ace Burtongal e | ocked his office door behind himand wal ked across the
dar k, whispering floor under the | esser done of Admin 1 & 2. Qut into the

ni ght, holding his yellow slicker tight. Awing fluttered behind him and he
junped; just an ow! He | oaded boxes of conputer equi pment. The cardboard grew
soggy as new rain started to fall, but no matter; these conputers were needed
only for their innards.

The cart crunched over gravel. Its single headlight threw a wavering f oot bal
of light through flogging rain drops. Besides a glass or two of brandy,
another spirit (the Pilot) filled himand he felt the Pilot's sense of



pur pose.

Wal | ace snelled the danp | oam enjoying it through his fear. Approaching the
Pagoda, he noted noted that the Waite Stuff stretched |ike waterproof thread
al ong the paths, droplets beading on its nmeerschaumli ke surface. It was as
t hough sone power conpany of spirits was laying lines for a new city (or
ship), and their logic was inconmprehensible to humans. The narrower strands
resenbl ed the weavings of a spider. The thicker strands | ooked like nmelted
candy or foamtossed by the tide in |unpy ropes. He heard the flutter of wing
again. The closer he got to the Pagoda, the thicker the strands becane. By
tormorrow, enployees would be reporting it. He considered closing the zoo on
some pretext; then laughed silently into the stream ng wi nd because soon he
woul d be free, one way or the other. Nothing would stop the ship.

The hard foamwas so thick around the Pagoda that Wallace had to | eave the
cart fifty feet away. He wal ked over queasy slopes of dried foam carrying box
after box to the door.

The padl ock, rimed white, resisted at first, then yielded as a surge of warnth
struck it fromthe growi ng power in the Pagoda. The door swung silently open
Wal | ace shielded his eyes in the glare. Thunpa, Thunmpa, went the earth deep
down and echoes rose through the well of machinery. Dozens of conputer screens
tilted toward himlike faces trapped in white cow s of foam

GOOD, saidthe Pilot, YOUHAVEDONEWEL L...

Wal | ace opened the boxes he had newy brought. As he tossed aside the

st yrof oam packing materials, the existing foam began to bubble Iike acid,
absorbing the new stuff. On a wall conduit, an ow watched as, one by one,
Wal | ace took out about thirty black boxes w th high-powered conputer chip
arrays and |l eaned forward to deliver theminto the foam

Thunpa, thunpa, Thunpa, thunpa..

The machinery in the earth (or was it a pounding heart?) seened glad to get
the new food. The bl ack boxes sinking into the foam contained untol d gi gabytes
of processing capability. The bl ack boxes di sappeared in fits and gobbl es as
the foam made a mouth around each

NOW the Pilot said, followed by a pause that m ght have been an electronic
nmegaburp, ALLSWI TCHESAREONANDWECANPOWERUP. THI
SI SAGLORI OUSMOMENT..

"I want to be free," Wall ace said.

It |aughed.

"No!" Wallace said. Having done this |ast task, he was al one and terror
gripped him He was a little boy and he did not know where his nother was.

Wal | ace heard a scream a flutter. The ow keeled over, fell with a plop
stiff before it hit, and the foam gobbled it. Suddenly, roomfilled with ow s.
Wal | ace screaned as they flewinto his face with vicious beaks and round

yel low eyes. He tried to get up, but they were big. They wei ghed his arns
down. He felt pain, disenbodi ed sonehow (shock?) as they tore open the
arteries in his neck..

Whi te foam bubbl ed. Thunpa, thunpa, Thunpa, thunpa went the nachinery in the
earth, stronger and | ouder every mnute. Crunch, munch, crunch, munch, went
the foamas it sucked in Wallace's earthly remai ns chunk by chunk as a dog



gobbles its food.

Wal | ace Burtongal e wal ked down a long ranp into the sea. He heard singing, saw
bri ght undefined light all around. He | ooked down and saw that he was Col d

Bl ue. Faces floated all around. His fathers welcomed him And all the Aunt
Pol | ys who had kept things together over the past century...

THUMPA THUMPA THUMPA THUMPA went the earth, and his heart with it, as he
wal ked down the long corridor to his destiny and the destiny of an entire
world. To the ship in the sea

On Thursday norni ng, Shane went to Jules's office. "I want to be put back on
obits."
Jules threw up his hands. "Aw Shane, no way. Perry is still out taking care of

Matil da. | don't have anybody el se."

"Jules, my son and | are in danger. | may just |eave town."

"Let's conpromise. |I'Il honcho the police beat for now You just do the leg
wor k, especially the Daily Log. You stay away fromthis zoo story and anyt hi ng
related to it. After all this blows over, we'll take a fresh | ook at things,
huh?"

Roger stopped by in his Porsche and took Shane to |unch. They bought

sandwi ches at a seaside deli and ate with the top down on a sandy road

overl ooki ng curling breakers. He said: "I don't know what's going on. Wllace
hasn't shown his face in tw days. Mss Polly calls just about every hour

besi de hersel f."

"There's bad news in this town, Roger. Let's run away."

"Toget her?" Hi s eyes teased.

"I don't know," she teased back. "1'll have to check ny social cal endar."
(Whi ch was enpty, but he woul dn't know).

He bit into his sandwich. "Still com ng to dinner today?"
She crunched on a pickle. "Qur hot date at the zoo?"

He wi nked. "I like that little, what did Perry call it, chili pepper about
you. "

"Jal apeno." She kicked off her shoes.

"I bet behind that vanilla goddess you're just a kitten."

She stood up on the seat, |ooking out through the sunroof. A beautiful view of
the sea. "Right," she admitted. "A lost one." She held her dress against her

l egs with one hand so he would not be enbarrassed by (what was it today?) her
bubbl e-gum col ored briefies. She liked this man; he appeared to go for el bow
room when pi nched. No Howard Poodl e, he; nor Pinscher Lara. |Inspired, she
asked: "Do you like dogs?"

"I have two dogs."

" Pood| es?"

"Be real ."



"Pi nschers?"
"We've got an English sheep dog and a | abrador retr--."
"\Whoopee! " (He | ooked puzzl ed)"Wat's for dinner?"

That evening, Shane and Kippy drove to Chatfield s house. "How quickly it gets
dark out now, " she said as she pulled into the driveway. "Are you okay,

Ki ppy?" Ki ppy sat beside her, still in his school uniform hair neatly conbed
with tap water. He | ooked full of anticipation, and Shane wondered if it was
nore for Rudy or Elisa. "Do you think they' re hone, Mn?" he breathed, |ooking
ready to feel hurt.

How odd; she felt a nunb excitenent, alnost fear, as she regarded the dark
house. It was shuttered and | ooked closed in upon itself. Pines and junipers
clustered |ike snmudges. Shane felt like an intruder wal king to the door

Then: Somepl ace deep inside the house, colors noved. She saw big steel letters
spin, recogni zed the conputer-ani mated | ogo of the Evening News. A porch |ight
flicked on, Iike an orange dropped in water. A screen door shook. A dog barked
huskily and his echo fell |ike axe strokes on nei ghboring shutters.

"You | ook like a pair of orphans," Roger Chatfield said.

Shane burst into a smle. "I feel |ike one!"

Bumpi ng the screen door open with his shoulder, Roger lifted in their bags.
Ki ppy sidl ed past Roger. Shane and Roger stole a quick kiss, a dry brush of

upper lips.

Rudy, in oversized bat hrobe and cl unpy cowboy boots, and Elisa (wearing
makeup! Shane gasped) in neatly ironed jeans and shirt, crowded around Ki ppy.
"Just in tine for dinner,"”
shirt.

Roger said. He wore shorts, sandals, and terrycloth

The dog was Wbofer, an English sheep dog who seermed to navi gate by sonar
because of the hair over his eyes. He | ooked |like an explosion in a nop
factory as he attacked Shane in turning notions. "Get Wofer outside," Roger
ordered, and Elisa canme for the dog. Wofer's tongue hung out of the shag as
she dragged hi m away skidding. He made no effort to help, but sat staring at
Shane.

"That's Tweeter in there," Roger said, and Shane dinmy perceived another dog
face through several |ayers of glass doors and wi ndows. "She's a black | ab
She' s staying outside because she nissed her flea dip this nmorning. Now we'll
have to get them both di pped again." Roger flopflopped back to the stove,
armed with a spatul a.

"Can | hel p?" she asked. CGetting a blank |ook fromhim and | ooking around,
she set the table. Everything was in the wong place (heavy plates up high
little plates down | ow) but she kept a zipped |lip. Roger was a good cook. She
pushed up cl ose behind him touching her hand to his side. She inhaled deeply:
Oni ony burgers, garlicky tomatoes, parsleyed mashed potato | eftovers browning,
candi ed carrot logs. He freed one armand cranked it gently around her neck
pul ling her face to his ribs. She pushed away. "Later. The kids..." Inwardly
she longed for Later.

He held the pan over the stove en riposte, spatula curled over the back of his



head, and said: "Let zem eat boi gahs."

At the dinner table, everyone was smles and jokes. Steany rolls were passed,
butter was daubed on, forks and knives swi shed. Rudy and Elisa had pl aced

Ki ppy between them and were passing everything to him "Seen that stuff
floating around outside?" Rudy asked with a full nouth.

"Looks |ike snow, " Elisa said.
"Looks like styro snow," Kippy said, "fake Christmas stuff."

There was, it turned out, Al npst Later before there was Later. Al nost Later
was in the den watching a Peanuts special. Rudy and Elisa sat on the floor

Ki ppy between them They had a thick nest nmade of fol ded bl ankets, and a | arge
conforter to keep themwarm Wofer and Tweeter had food and water and yel ped
i nnocently in their sleep behind the house. Shane and Roger sat at opposite
ends of a long hard | eather couch. Small flanes licked in the fireplace but

t he den was cavernous and chilly.

"(Ggggag, " she said, wapping her arnms around herself. He brought her a
bl anket, whi ch warned her. The Peanuts special was sweet and silly and warm

By the end of the Al nost Later, Elisa kissed everyone goodni ght and drifted
off to sleep. Rudy gradually keel ed over and Roger carried himoff to bed.
Shane used the renote to turn off the tv. Kippy crawl ed over and put his head
in her |ap.

"You mght as well stay over," Roger said bringing pillows.
"Better go brush your teeth,"” she told Kippy, too tired to make a pretense of
protesting his offer.

Ki ppy gathered his crutches and rose. Did he know?she wondered. Once or tw ce
early on with Howard Berger, Kippy had gotten this look. "I'll show you where
the bathroomis," Roger said starting to rise. But Kippy pushed Roger back
onto the couch. Kippy laid his head on Roger's chest and enbraced him
silently. Roger hugged Ki ppy, rubbing his hair. So that's why he was so

anxi ous outsi de, Shane thought guiltily. The boy needs..

After all three kids were in bed--Kippy in Rudy's roomw th Rudy, Elisa al one
i n hers--Shane and Roger sat on the couch. Now it was Later. "Thisis v ery
y cosy, Roger." She shivered deliciously as rain prattled on w ndows.

He rose. "Want to watch a novie?"
"Sure." Oh god, she thought, here cone the Swedish three-way flicks. Here cone
the I ove aids. Here cone the hot wet npoist sucking... if he's like that, I'm

outta here!

The VCR whirred softly. Alfred Hitchcock's North by Northwest. "Ch God," she
said neltingly, "ny favorite nmovie of all tine."

He unfol ded nore bl ankets. "I hoped you'd like it."

"Too bad we don't have any popcorn.”

Sonething in the kitchen made chortling noises. Then: Ding ding ding. A salty
buttery snmell spread. He brought a tray and a large bow. "It's low salt, hope

you don't mind"("Roger!") "The cans are root beer."("Ch Roger!")"Hope you
don't mind. | cannot imagine a novie w thout popcorn and root beer"("Ch Roger



it's wonderful!"). He put some bl anket around her. He w apped the rest around
hi nmsel f.

"Mmmm .." she said. She wel comed his strong, hard body next to her. It got
warm (finally) and she stopped shivering. Toot toot, beep beep went the
Manhattan traffic of 1959. She rested her cheek on his terrycloth shoulder. It
got warner. By the tinme a confused Cary Grant was standing in the United

Nati ons hol ding a knife and being framed for the nmurder of the diplomat at his
feet, Shane and Roger were spooni ng. She wrapped one arm around hi m and

wat ched, just eyeballs |ooking over his neck. It was then ten of ten

There was a distant thunp. She junped, tightening her grip on him "Wat was
t hat ?"

"Rel ax. This house has nmany thunps, and | know themall. That's the oak branch
hitting the north eaves. That means the wind is over thirty mles per hour
I'd better go check all the w ndows."

"Stay," she said. He did.

Eva Marie Saint was just seducing Cary Grant on the train. The pull man
conpartnent | ooked cozy and private. Roger and Shane tw ned tongues,

expl oring. H s hand caressed her shoul der, the long firm curve of her waist,
the sharp edge of her hip, the fullness of her buttock and thigh. Hi s tongue
flicked gently in her nouth, and hers flicked back hungrily. Her hands

expl ored the snoot hness of his back, the cordedness of his rnuscles, the flat
of his belly. It got suffocatingly hot under the blanket and they threw it
of f. She threw her chin back and nmoaned. Her hands |ocked in his hair. He
opened her bl ouse, used his teeth to slide her bra aside, kiss her ful
breasts. She noaned. Her thick nipples puckered hard. She felt his tongue
sliding in the soft valley of her belly button. She reached down wi th both
hands, grabbed his belt, and undid it. dickety click, clackety clack. The
1959 train chattered toward the nountains. Clickety click, clackety clack
Their breath rushed in and out in tandem She threw her arnms back and wail ed
softly, listening to the patter of the rain and the sl apping of his hard body
agai nst her soft body. The 1959 train chattered into a |ong dark tunnel. They
cane together, crying out and reaching for each other with lips and fingers
and ni pples while his chuffing rhythm broke in climax.

It grewsilent in the house. Overhead, rain pong ponged on the roof. They |ay
together for a long tine. She stroked his hair gently while he lay with his
cheek on her belly.

"You sound |ike a fish," she nurnured.

"Love your belly," he said kissing it.

She hugged himand pressed a kiss on the rimof his ear.

He crawmled up. "I may be in | love with you."

She touched a fingertip to his nose.

Breakfast at the Chatfield home was a quiet mlling of sleepy bodies around

t he kitchen serving counter while Roger cooked. Later, Roger and Shane found a
few nonents alone in the hallway while the kids waited in the driveway. "I'l

take Rudy and Elisa to school with Kippy," she offered.

He ki ssed her. "Ckay. Wen do | see you agai n?"



She wrapped her arnms around his neck and laid her cheek against his chest.
"When you like."

"This evening."

"Yes!" They | ooked into each other's eyes. "I'Il talk with Kippy," Shane said.

"I"ll talk with Rudy and Elisa," he said. "You two could spend a week." Hi s
eyes lit up. "That's it! You can't go home yet. You don't want to stay at your
nmot her's. You don't have a friend who could... Say, it's perfect. W'll take
advant age. . . "

"What about the danger?" she asked.

"I"ll get us under surveillance. I'Il have all the |ocks changed. And we'll
put you in the spare bedroom next to Elisa."

After dropping off the kids and picking up the nmorning PD pouch, Shane arrived
at the City Room Jules, |ooking gray and swanped, accepted the photos and
press releases with barely a nod. He was hunched over his term nal, |aboring
on a story about the di sappearance of a zoo enpl oyee naned Johnny Gep

"Jules, can we talk for a monent?"

"Sure." He | ooked up reluctantly.

"I"mnot sure how to begin, but here goes. Sonebody has been sendi ng ne news
clippings."” She laid the envel ope on his desk. "It's gotten too scary.
Sonebody wants ne to be involved, and | don't want to be."

Jul es frowned as he pored over the clippings.

"Jules, it wasn't you, was it?"

He | ooked up. Laughed. "Are you kidding? It's all | can do to keep nyself, not
to nmention you, out of trouble."

"I figure if | pass these things along to you, you'll know what to do with
them |'mjust curious about one thing. How cone you knew about Wz getting
killed?"

H s expression was pained. "She was a white witch. | didn't take it seriously
at the tinme. | was trying to give her a crack at police, same as you. It was

Mart WIllow s wish. She had me take her to the Bishop, then the zoo."
"She did seema bit weird," Shane agreed.

"If anyone owes it to stick his neck out now, it's ne."

"You were just being a chauffeur."

"I was her supervisor."

Shane rubbed Jul es's shoul der.

Shane took Kippy to a deli near St. Andrew s for lunch. "Kippy, did you enjoy
yoursel f yesterday eveni ng?"

"Yes, | sure did."



"You know that we're supposed to stay away fromour apartment for a few days
because of that horrible Glbert. Wuld you rather stay at Gandnma's or at
Rudy' s?"

H s eyes grew wide. "Ww, let's stay at Rudy's."

"Ckay," she said feeling glad inside. "Dr. Chat-- Roger and | are getting to
be good friends, and..."

"You guys are lovers, huh?"
She felt her cheeks gl ow.

Ki ppy | aughed. "Mom cone on, it's just like the nmovies. You two are |ike
| ovesi ck sheep. "

"That's | anbs, Kippy." They ate quietly, and she wondered at what age she had
known what |overs were. O did.

On her way back to the paper froma false alarmfire, she stopped on Mil berry
Street. Mther seened different sonehow. "Hell o Mary Shane, dear. So nice of
you to drop in." Mdther and daughter sat in the sunny sewi ng roomand ate

sal ads. Mdther had that new bright |ook, |ike someone converting to a very
strict religion.

"Haven't heard fromyou in over a week, Mother."
finger with a smack.

Shane |icked mayo from one

"Ch yes, well |'ve been busy and | figure you've been occupied." Mther's
t easpoon went ding-a-ling-a-ling in her coffee cup. "Have to | eave you young
peopl e your own way, you know "

Shane shook her head. This, fromher nother? "I just cane froma fire." She
used fork and toast to heap eggs, ham cheese, and romaine into a vinegary
| oad.

"Ch how exciting. Have you been pronoted?"

Mouth full of salad, she said: "lIt's up in the air."

Di ng-a-ling-a-1ing, went the spoon like a train bell, and Mther did not even
correct her about talking with her nmouth full

"Mot her, are you.. okay?"

"Why of course, dear. Never felt better.”

Shane left feeling bewi | dered. As she drove away, she gave a |last glance. Sure
enough, Mot her had picked up and garden hose and was smiling and wavi ng. WAs
there an extra brightness about the house?

She called Vic before |l eaving the office.

"Nothing yet," Vic told her. "lI've had people in your place for two and a hal f
days and our man hasn't shown up. How s life at Mother's?" H's tone told her
he knew.

"Ch dry up. | sure wish you'd catch this SOB so Kippy and | can nove back in."

VWhat am | saying? 1'd die if there weren't this excuse to spend a week with
Suddenly she felt abashed that strange nen were in her place, perhaps



| ooki ng in her underwear drawer and who knew what el se.

Vic said slyly: "Roger Chatfield contacted nme this norning. Very, very
confidential. He wants a surveillance unit near his house, but he does NOT, |
repeat NOT, want Mss Polly to know. "

"Ch? Vic, you have such a way of always making things awful. Yes, | stayed at
Roger's house | ast night."

"Relax, I'mjust teasing," Vic said. "I was a bit pissed, is all, that | had
two guys by your nother's house |last night and you weren't even there."

"So? If he's stalking me, he could think | was there."

"I"'mpulling the two guys fromyour nother's to Roger's. W don't have
hundreds of people."

"I never expected you did," she bit back. "Vic, just catch the fucking guy and
stop giving ne a hard tinme." She hung up on him What a pain.

The phone rang. "One nore thing, Shane. Don't get too cocky. |I'm|looking for
at least two mssing persons, including Wallace Burtongal e and a guard from
the zoo. Glbert's out there and when he's ready he'll cone after you." This
time, Vic hung up on her.

Roger slipped the door shut after the kids were asleep and took Shane in his
arnms. She pressed against him H's hands roved down the slide of her back and
rested on her buttocks. She stood on tiptoe and kissed him

He said: "I waited for this nmonent all evening. Just to be alone with you. To
hold you." He slipped into bed while she | ooked for a bat hroom

The master bedroomwas a |ong, narrow, |owceilinged roomwth sone of the
qualities of an attic. It was a pleasant room brightly paneled in maple.
Paddi ng nakedly about, she found |ots of closet space; a lot of it enpty but,
fromclues like a tipped over white shoe, probably Susan's; how sad. In a
closet, in a chest marked "Susan Burtongal e,” she found sone hi gh schoo
pictures of a sweet, pretty blonde with serious eyes who vaguely | ooked Iike a
Rudy wi thout the blare and the porcupine quills. Feeling |ike an intruder, she
et a plastic-wapped yearbook slip away after a brief glance. The trunk was
full of things a nagician would use to entertain: A top hat, a black wand, a
tangle of silk kerchiefs in all colors, a bag of dice, packs of playing cards,
a picture of young Susan dressed up in front of an audience just as she lifted
her hat and bowed; how poi sed, Shane thought; how sad. She closed the trunk
shut the closet door. Lots of mrrors. She turned this way and that,

i nspecting her figure. Still firm Jiggly breasts. Roger |lay naked into the

ki ng-si ze bed wat chi ng her. She peeked into the bathroom Holy Mses, it was
as big as her bedroom at home and all done in honey col ored marble and bl ue
and white tiles. She tiptoed in to pee. An oversized bathtub, like sone king's
sar cophagus, stood in the mddle. A shower enclosure was in one corner. Two
sinks with mrrors on a wall. A door |ed--she dabbed, flushed, and tiptoed
on--into another room There was a doubl e sauna, now col d; probably part
steany room and part dry room when hot. "The whirl pool spa is outside," Roger
holl ered. "In the garden. Seats twelve."

"Wonderful ," she said and her voice echoed anong the tiles. She slid into bed
and wel comed his warnth. The bed had a three-tier headboard with book racks;
stereo controls; w ne rack now enpty save for three dangling gl asses; a caddy
for last-m nute renoval of watches, rings, wallets, earrings. Rain pattered
and splattered outside. It peppered the wi ndow panes while they made | ong



| ove. Satisfied and sl eepy, they cuddl ed together. The clock in the darkness
shone: Four a.m

G oan.

The house was dark. And silent. Starlight showered photons that collided
exploding with their ghosts in waxy wood fl oors.

A floor board creaked, and Ki ppy, who had been half asl eep, opened his eyes

wi de. He was thinking about his Mom and Roger. Kippy wi shed Roger made her
happy. He knew how stubborn she could be, however, and what he |iked about
Roger was he did not try to make her be soneone other than she was. Howard
Berger had nade her unconfortable, and she'd tried to fake it pretty well. In
the end, Kippy was glad to be rid of Howard. Roger was different. He was neat.
So far. Again the floor board creaked. Kippy half sat up and |istened. Someone
was breathing in the hallway outside. Kippy reached for the baseball bat on
the floor. "Hey!" A forced whisper

Ki ppy rolled up his eyes. "What do you want, Rudy?"

"Hey, I'mon the shell with Jeremy." Shell meant conputer
"You' re supposed to be in bed."

"We're doing a game. | thought you'd want to get in."

"Rudy, ny Momwould kill me if she knew | was back on that."

Rudy drifted into the room his pale skin and strai ght upstanding hair
transfigured to silver. "They're asleep.”

"Have you been watching then?" Kippy sat up, angry.

"No, listening. They were horsing around upstairs but now ny Dad's in his bed
and she's in the guest bedroomby Elisa."

"Rudy, you're a sneak."

"You're no fun. | thought having a brother would be fun."

Kippy bit his Iip. Momhadn't really said it, but he and she rnust be ki nda
careful because it wasn't their house. Roger nust |like her a lot to have her
and Ki ppy stay here.

"Come down for a minute. O pack your crap and go hone."

"I can't, asshole. Your Dad's keeping us here. You think | want to hang around
your crunmy house? And with YOU?"

Rudy shuffled to the door. "Chill out."

"I hope your dad's asleep,” Kippy grow ed as he used a crutch tip to slide his
slippers close in the dark

"He's cutting Z's," Rudy said.

"Ckay." Kippy used his wooden crutches, that didn't nake any clicking sounds,

and they went down the stairs one creaky step at a time. M. Chatfield turned
over in his sleep with a loud groan, and the two boys froze on the stairs. But
he resuned snoring, and they tip-tip-tipped down to the first floor hall.



Elisa's door was closed, and the boys assunmed she nust be asl eep. You could
tell, Rudy had already inforned Kippy; if her light was on, she was readi ng or
doi ng homework or maybe jabbering on the phone with her million girlfriends;
if her nightlight cast its pissy stain under the door, then she was asl eep

Ki ppy foll owed Rudy al ong the dark corridor. A fewtimes the rubber tip of his
crutch squeaked on the floor, and both boys froze and |i stened.

Not hi ng. Qutside, w nd soughed nervously in tree branches. Inside, a

fl oorboard creaked, a snore filtered around, a dog snuffled in his or her

sl eep. "Here," Rudy whi spered. He pushed open a door Kippy had not known

exi sted. There were doors leading to broomclosets, preserve closets, storage
closets, piled roons of books and chairs and sheets. But this was an unused
roomfilled with old dust. An electric bulb hanging fromthe ceiling cast a
fuzzball of 40 watt light. The room snelled of mldew and rat droppings. Three
ol d wooden chairs stood in no discernible order. On an ot herw se bare table
stood a glowi ng conputer terminal. The termi nal was plugged into the rooms
only electrical socket; it processed data using a single line to a hole in the
floor. "Whew, " Kippy said, "what is this place?"

Rudy | ooked proud. "It used to be a storage room years ago. The door was
| ocked and nail ed shut when Lees and | were babies so we wouldn't go in here.
| just pulled the nails out and Dad doesn't know a thing."

Kippy felt a twinge of fear at making M. Chatfield mad and maybe screw ng
things up for Mom "W shouldn't be here, Rudy."

"I live here, | know the rules. You do what | say."

"I don't know." Kippy |ooked up at the ceiling, where spiders hung. "Were'd
you get the conputer?"

"Well, | couldn't use the one in nmy roomor Dad woul d get suspicious. Then
Jereny told nme howto fix up this old black and white tv set that was in the
attic. It's sinple. Al the input and output is done through Dad's system but
since his is linked to the research institute at the zoo, the processing is
done on their system Doesn't use nuch power; nobody will ever know "

"Didn't know you were such a conputer nerd," Kippy said. Rudy | ooked proud.
Just then the steady white light on the screen flickered. Letters in |large
pi ca type began to scroll out, and Ki ppy read: "Captain Col orado calling the
Space Cadets!"

"Ch no," Kippy said, "that's how we got into trouble before."

"Yeah, Jereny told nme all about that," Rudy said running his fingers over the
keyboard like a maestro. "This is different. It's all cleaned up now This is
the real $89.98 Captain Colorado Gane froma store, not the screwy one."

Ki ppy inched forward for a closer |ook. Al ready, enemy fighter ships were
massi ng around Altair. Kippy licked his lips. "Mwve your battle station
around, " he said.

"I"'mtrying to nove all five of them" Rudy said busily. He was working two
joysticks and a keyboard all at once. The keyboard clicked, |ike careful
footsteps. Rudy's tongue was between his lips with concentration. Two of the
eneny fighters were slowy peeling away.

"Careful ,"” Kippy said, "they're going around behind Altair. They'll cone out
at your back."



"I can only do so nuch at once," Rudy protested.

Kippy slid a chair next to Rudy's. They manipul ated the joysticks and nade
adjustments on the keyboard. A faint draft stirred through the room bringing
with it white specks no bigger than sugar grains.

"It is about tine," Glbert told his father's head.

The head stared back in shock

Glbert smled in the sem -darkness of the Burtongal e Buil di ng, where crue
gryphons perched on the high spires under inky clouds throwing a pelting rain.
He rifled through his Dad's phone list. "You old fool," he nuttered, "you

al nrost gave the ganme away before |I could get nmy dear sweet girl." Rain rattled
on the green copper roof of the spire as Glbert dialed the newspaper. The

ni ght operator answered, sounding tired because it was near norning, and her
daytime relief would soon be there.

"This is Wallace Burtongal e," he said.

"Ch yessir!" the woman said in a suddenly awake voi ce.

"Pl ease ensure that the follow ng nessage is put on the desk of Shane
MacLenore in the Obit Section of the City Room Are you ready?"

"Yes! Yessir!"

"M ss MaclLenore," Glbert dictated, "I regret recent events and wish to help
you with a story. Please cone to see me this norning in Room XV, East Tower of
t he Burtongal e Building. Just come right up when you are ready. | will be
waiting for you." He thanked and hung up, thinking of how he would touch her
How she would feel to his fingertips. | will be waiting for you

Monday while it was still dark, a rain stormrolled in fromthe Pacific,

coating San Tomas Peninsula in smoky gray clouds. Traffic was sl ow as Shane
took Kippy to school. Cars had their lights on. The statues in the school yard
| ooked pal e, nout hs oooed, cheeks hollowed, in outrage at being wet and col d.

At the paper, Shane borrowed a bl ower and dried her curls in the | adies' room
Nine a.m, tine to make the run several blocks over to the PD. Should she
drive her car? Wal king was out of the question, because rain was beating down.
More clouds nmoved in and it got darker.

As she put on |ight makeup, she noticed Jules in his fishbow office. Jules
was | ooking at a piece of paper, which he stuffed into his pocket with an
upset | ook. A monent |ater he was on his way out. He wore a hat that shadowed
his face. The collar of his raincoat was up. He al nost took the door with him

"Jules!" she called, thinking to get a ride. But he did not hear. She chased
hi m down corridors while putting on her raincoat. She started to worry, and

did not call again. She ran down the crowded main stairway ten steps behind

him buttoning the nylon rain helnmet (Andre Feuille, very in) that made her

| ook |i ke one of Kippy's space |adies.

Shoul ders hunched, Jul es shanbl ed al ong the spattering sidewal k. Shane
phoonmphed her unbrella open and followed. It rained so hard she thought the
unbrella fabric would tear. Jules |ooked like a soggy mushroom stub, wal ki ng,
holy crap, he wasn't getting into his car, he was sl oshing through the puddl es
like a robot. Shane bounced over the puddles, flew around pedestrians and
trashcans, risked death by speedi ng bunper and angry horn, as she foll owed



him and gradually his direction becane evident.

Loonmi ng ahead in the m st was the Burtongal e Buil ding, and Jul es headed
straight for its Gothic maw. Shane renenbered her phone calls, and the ensuing
wr eckage of her car, and felt a twinge of fear. But if Jules were in trouble,
she nust help him

The Burtongal e Building was a brick and marble relic of the 1890's. A block
large, it resenbled a brick standing on end, twelve stories high. On top were
pointy spires sheathed in green copper. Shreds of fog drifted fromdark w ndow
to dark wi ndow. Some of the wi ndows were round, like eyes. At each third story
was a ring of marble, done no doubt by the same scul ptors who' d cobbl ed
together the courtyard at St. Andrew s. Arnored angels with swords stood ready
to defend Burtongal edom Gargoyles squatted, cheeks in hands, and projectile
vom ted fresh rainwater. Cherub babies floated in heaven offering lilies to

G eek-1ooking | adi es. These | adi es had plunp asses, wore nightshirts, and

| ooked |i ke they were high; the Mises, Shane recognized as she got cl oser

Each nmuse stood on a gl obe wapped in a ribbon, and you coul d nake out nanes
on the ribbons: Cdio/H story; Erato/Love; Urania/Astronony; what went on in
those ol d Greeks' mi nds? Shane wondered; or for that matter in the dotty Bur
tongal es of a century ago. Then: Over the entrance was a bigger figure, a
worman with a shroud over her head, and her head sunk into her palns, invisible
but tortured face cl anped between banana-sized fingers: Menory, it said
simply, as though that spoke for itself. Shane thought of her ordeals at Dr.
Stani sl aus's. Rainwater (tears?) waterfalled from Menory's fingertips. The
heavy brass door pinched shut after Jules.

Shane spl ashed up the stairs and entered the past century; well sort of,
except for the newsstand in the corner selling lotto tickets, OfRoad Thrills
Magazi ne, UCST pennants, and Cruel Death rock posters. The newsstand was the
only genui ne source of custard-yellow, honey, Momlike light. The rest of the
pl ace was |ike a gelotype of a Depression rail termnus; a black and white
stipple of milling murnuring figures whose cigarette snmoke rose into a bl uish
haze under watery skylights. Jules was nowhere in sight. Shane went to the
receptionist in the mddle of the |obby. She recognized the whispers there
fromher earlier phone conversations; all the whispers converged here, a
world's worth, from nmen and wonen pouring up and down the stair cases and
across the vast floor. The reception podi umwas wonanned by three elderly
ladies. "I'mlooking for M. Loonis," she whispered. Her voice seened to have
turned itself down to Low

"I can't hear you darling,"” withed a lipsticked mouth amid winkled putty.
She cleared her throat. "M. Loomis."

The wonan pointed to the east stairway. Shane ran and just caught sight of

Jul es's hunched figure before it di sappeared around a turn. Shane ran after
him Up, up, up. Around, around, around, dizzyingly, dodging bodies. Feet

rattl ed on peanut-brittle marble. As she went up, the bodi es becane fewer and
then it got quiet. She slowed, listening. Heard a squeak of wet shoe | eather
The slam of a netal elevator cage. The whine of an engine, shudder of a greasy
cable. She ran up; the stairs continued; but the el evator door opened on the
stairwell, seem ngly w thout sense, between floors. PRIVATE, a sign read. A
brass pointer above the door, black with age, noved across a spectrum from
X1l to XIVto XV and stopped at XVI. There were (she worked the Roman
nunerals in her mnd) sixteen floors? Not twelve? The el evator runbled. The
poi nter dropped back down to Xl Il and stopped. A few nen and wonen in
raincoats (dry; out for early lunch?) wal ked down the stairs giving her
curious | ooks. Sh e banged on the elevator door. The lift runbled open, a worn
wooden box with a plain seat and a bare bulb, 25 watt. She pushed open the



accordi on gate and entered. The door runbled shut; the accordi on gate snapped
shut. She regarded the four knobs marked X1 XIV XV XVl and hesitated. Go
right up to Xvl, as Jules had? She was chi cken. Ckay, conprom se. She pushed
XIV. Snooth as a turnip in a disposal, the elevator runbled up about ten feet
and stopped. The door opened.

She stared through the accordi on gate and gasped. Across a cigarette-snelling
corridor with Art Deco pictures were a row of high, narrow wi ndows. The

wi ndows and their wall tilted i nward and were slightly curved; she understood
why, inmedi ately: She was in one of the spires above the building! An elderly
man, so white he m ght never have seen light of day, trudged by. Shane froze,
terrified that she m ght be noticed and tossed; worse yet, |lose her job at the
paper. The al bino-1ike gent wore a baggy dark suit and carried some hoary

| edger under one arm Hi s eyes had a vacant |ook; did sixty years in the spire
of the Burtongal e Building do that to you?

Shane pressed XVI; hell with it; go all the way. The el evator runbled up ten
twenty feet and stopped. The door runbl ed open, and agai n Shane gasped.

Several men in fatigues stopped what they were doing and stared back at her
She recogni zed Air Force fromthe wavy upside-down white on blue chevrons with
the star in the middle on each man's arm patch. Several had no arm patch but
little shiny | apel bars; those nmust be officers. It was cold up here in the

| ast teeny story before the spire turned into a pencil point. That was because
the wi ndows were wi de open and you could see across niles of turbul ent

charcoal clouds, and a rai nbow far away, and piled high white nountains of
cloud. Gulls screaned as they flew by. The airnmen had set up an array of

i nstruments. She saw gl owi ng screens, radar blips, sine waves. She saw

tel escopes ainmed at the earth, the sky, and the sea. She saw that the nen
stood ankl e-deep in lava flows of wire and cable in every col or

"Who are you?" one man asked. "Restricted area," another said. Athird started
for the cage. Shane pressed XV and the door runbled shut; the man got his arm
out just in time. She heard shouting above as the elevator slid down a story
and st opped.

The door runbl ed open and agai n Shane gasped. Jules lay in a pool of blood,
crunpled on an oriental rug in the mddle of a still-small, but l[arger than
XVlI, room She tore open the accordion gate and ran to the body. "My Cod.

Jul es!" She knelt by his side. There was bl ood on his head. He | ooked pal e and
did not seemto be breathing. Nearby lay a fireplace poker, its pointy end
gory. A tuft of Jules's hair was stuck to it. In adrenaline slow notion she
touched his carotid pul se while her other hand reached for a phone on a wood
and | eat her desk beside two jars, each of which held a human head in it.
"Hell 0? Hell 0?" (No pul se).

"This is the main desk," a |ady pronounced.

"I"'min the east spire on floor fifteen. There is a man here who is dead or
dyi ng. Get help up here.”

"That area is off limts," the |ady intoned.

"WIl you have nercy and just send the police, you cow?"

"Someone will be up shortly to aid you."
No pul se; no... She rolled himover, opened his raincoat, and started CPR He
had eaten onions with breakfast. She was still punping furiously when

anbul ance attendants rushed in carrying a first air box between them Jules
noaned. He opened his eyes, |ooked at her, and whispered: "Sorry..."



She shrieked. "Jules! | thought you were dead."

"I thought OUCH'(he touched his gash; through pooling blood, anong islands
clots, the white of his skull showed)"l thought | was dead for sure."

"What were you doi ng here?"

"Shush, lady," said one of the attendants, "this guy's in and out of shock
| ooks like." Jules's lips were blue indeed, and his eyes gl azed. He touched
her shoul der urgently, lips trenbling. "Shane... |'msorry"(why,
Jules?)"really really sorry, didn't think...it would go this way. Ask Vic.
Forgive..."(Jules!) He slunped backwards.

"Qut of the way!" the men said. They wapped Jules in blankets, placed himon
a stretcher, oxygen mask on his waxy face, and carried himout. "He'll be
okay," the men assured her as the door closed. There wasn't roomfor her, so
she waited in the small room Her knees knocked together, and she | ooked
around for a place to sit, maybe some water to drink. Sure enough, there was a
ki nd of ancient wet bar. She filled a heavy, fluted glass with tap water and
si pped. Only then did she have the time, the presence of mnd, or the courage
to look. Two gallon conpote jars sat side by side, wi de-nmouths w th rubber
seal and clanped glass Iid. She regarded the faces with revul sion and pity.
The first was that of a white-haired old nan. Hi s blue eyes were w de open
flat; lifeless Iike those of fish on ice at the store. H's nmouth was slightly
open, a bit nore on one side or the other, as if he were about to remark about
some subject of great surprise. She renenbered Vic Lara's |ecture about dead
peopl e' s expressions and was not so sure. The other was a younger head. Its
eyes were closed and | ooked as though he'd gone down with a pair of shiners.
The nouth was cl osed, perhaps in a last sob. She recognized the Viking hair,

t he beard stubble, the herpes sore on the chin: Christopher Marlowe, Monboy's
pal fromthe Jungle.

She stared at the enigmatic, silent heads. They were unable to tell her
anyt hi ng, so she backed away for an overvi ew of the place: Someone's office.
Opposite the elevator shaft, a cold fireplace. The poker hol der lay tipped
over the rug. Light filtered in through four stained-glass portholes; the

pi ctures were of grinning naughty 1890's girls, but the light was the col or of
beer from narrow, shuttered windows in the inward tilting walls. She snapped
open one venetian blind and | ooked down upon the street far below, dizzying. A
gul | streaked past. Walking to the desk, she found a pile of news clippings.
Burtongal e, they all seened to say. So this was where the Mad dipper had been
preparing those packets she was getting. "Hudson's Auto Body, 13051 State
Route 495," read a yellow copy of the receipt for her car. And in a shoebox
were several license plates. She | ooked through them WARNED2. WARNEDS3.

URDEAD. Soneone here had bats in the belfry, and it wasn't her. She pulled a
packet of state DW vehicle registration certificates out of the shoebox. She
| ooked through them and a pang shot through her: Frank MacLenore, each said.
Application for Vehicle Registration Approved. Each of them .. yes of course,
the car had been Frank's at one tine.

The el evator door opened, and she whirled, clutching the papers to her belly
but they fell on the floor. Vic cane out of the elevator. He was just snapping
the security snap on his hol ster. Wien he saw her he stopped; his |ong coat
fell shut, hiding the gun. His eyes took in the jars on the desk, but focused
on her, on the papers at her feet.

"Vic, | think you guys have sonme explaining to do. Wiy all this?" She waved a
hand over the desk. "Wy the G Joes upstairs? Wiy Jules here on the carpet?
Why Wal | ace Burtongal e and Christopher Marlowe in aspic?"



"Easy, easy," he said raising his hands and comi ng cl oser

"Don't easy ne," she said in a low, furious voice. "Just tell me the truth,
okay? Why the DW? Don't mess with my |ife any |onger."

Vic scratched his head. "Let's have coffee."

Secure in a nook at Vogel mann's, with coffee and dani sh, Shane accused: "Jul es
told me to ask you."

Hs fingers were snmeared with butter and he licked them "Shane, you're gonna
think I'"'mnuts but here goes. You know those pl anes you' ve been seei ng? Quys
i n vans?"(she nodded)"The governnent's been in town for the |last three nonths
or so investigating strange magnetic forces. The Navy and the Air Force are
both especially interested, because they have sone ultra-secret |ow frequency
conmuni cati ons equi pnent. Suddenly they started getting weird signals,
interfering with their own. All over the world they got these signals, and
they track themdown to little old San Tonas here. So they bring in the vans
and the planes and the little guys with the thick glasses and curly hair, and
before you know it we have ourselves a circus going on. Meanwhile, we've got
peopl e dying at the zoo, as you di scovered. They were dying from sinple heart
failure up til three nonths ago, but then it changed; people dropping in
comas. And nmeanwhile Glbert's friends with the cloven hooves are stepping up
their parties around town. | wonder who brought the two heads up for review
I"mstill mssing a few pieces of the puzzle, but yes, 1'd say it's probably
all tied together. Your buddy fromthe zoo is part of it too."

"Roger?" She felt all color drain fromher face. She saw Vic's satisfaction
and hated himnore than ever. "\Wat does Roger have to do with all this?"

"They all know, Shane. Chatfield, the Bishop, the Burtongales..."

"Know what ?"

He | ooked at her with eyes like steel marbles. "I'mgonna tell you this, and
if you breathe a word to anyone, |'mgoing to nevernind your salsa or peppers
or whatever, |'m gonna nake tiger snacks out of you. They all know, Shane, and

| guess you have a right to know. There is an alien space ship buried
somewhere around here, or in the ocean, and the government is quietly going
nuts trying to find it."

She | aughed. He gripped her wist. "Quch."

"Sorry." He let go. "There are signals com ng fromsomewhere in the ground or
the sea in our little town, and they are full of chatter. But it's not
American chatter and it's not Russian. It's data, it's analog, it's real-tine,
al nost |ike"(he paused, straining his nmenory and understandi ng)"al nost |ike
tests you run when you're putting together a very conplex thing |like a space
shuttle. O fixing it."

"The government thinks it's aliens,” she intoned in a you-got-me-now voi ce.
Her m nd mega- processed, trying to renmenber any aliens she m ght have seen
lately. The little old man with the | edger? "How about you, Vic? Are you a
Marti an?"

He brushed her flippancy aside. "Shane..."

"And who cl obbered Jul es just now?"



Vic | ooked contrite. "I talked himinto this."

"This had better be good, Vic."

He raised his arns in a Wof innocence. "The situation just arose and a quick
deci si on was needed. Jules called ne and said he had been handed a strange
note that came in to the night operator. Wllace Burtongal e asked you to stop

by his office this nmorning. Jules was worri ed about you. He knew you'd been
getting clippings fromsomeone."

"Wal | ace?"

"Who knows; depends on how |l ong he's been pickled. | traced the clips through
t he conpany nessenger service. They were coming fromup there on Ex-Vee East."

"What i s Ex-Vee East, Vic?"

"This room Wallace Burtongale's private office as corporate chairnman of
Burtongale Inc."

"Whi ch owns American Canoga | nsurance and Kane Ki ng Kahn Attorneys, anong
ot her things?"

"Ch you are sharp, Shane. That's why Wallace tried to reach you."

"The old fart in the jar?"

"The very one. Maybe you can get Roger Dodger to explain that to you. Oh by
the way, while | ooking for Wallace, | passed by your favorite building at the
zoo."

"Roger's office?"

"Ch sly wit. No, the Pagoda"(she rai sed her eyebrows)"which is now about
drowni ng in some kind of white shit that the government boys are flipping
their lids trying to anal yze. Has Rodger Dodger told you any of this?"
"Stop calling himnanmes. No."

"Then he's a secretive fella, and you'd better watch yourself."

"Thanks," she said bitterly.

Vic said: "I suggested that we | et you cone here"("Vic, you prick!")"sorry,
and ne of course hot on your pretty little heels"("you son of a bitch!" she
banged her fist on the table)"sorry again, and Jul es agreed. Then, give him

credit, he changed his m nd and decided to go there hinmself."

"Expecting what?" she said, a hot tear in each eye was she snapped her purse
shut and turned to get up

"Well, one person cones to mnd"(G|bert, she thought) "although thanks to
Jul es' s humani smwe may never know. "

"You were in on the license plate scam" she said. "And my car getting
stripped. You and Wall ace."

He nade a Wwith his arnms again. "For your own good. He was a good nman in his
way. He knew about Gl bert's passion for you. He wanted to neet with you; warn
you. "



"Are you sure?"
Vic shrugged. "It's the best | can conme up with."

"You filed for several registrations in Frank's nane, using your connections
with the DW, and you were going to give ne..." She frowned. "Did you have
anything to do with the conputer that night?"

He | ooked baffl ed. "Huh?"

"The second warning," she said. He shook his head. "Vic, |'mreally pissed at
you." She told himabout Kippy nearly being a wol f and snarling at her and she
dousi ng the breaker to snap hi m back

Vic | ooked increasingly alarned. "Shane, keep himaway from any el ectronic
stuff |ike conmputers, okay? Sonething is acting out there, maybe trying to
cover all San Tomas with a grid of wires in this foany stuff, maybe trying to
signal to outer space, or who knows what ?"

"So you never did give ne a second warning," she said.

"No. | was about to, but I couldn't find the right tinme. You' re always zipping
around in your car, trying to solve things the whole government can't seemto
pi ece together."” He stirred his coffee, his face aglow with refl ectiveness.
"Did you know? All the Burtongale nen go nuts about age sixty. Glbert sinmply
started earlier.”

Shane rose. She took a deep breath. "So long, Vic."

He | ooked apol ogetic. There was one thing about his | ook that gave her
satisfaction; it was one she'd seen in several nmen she'd wal ked away from a
| ook of undying regret that he would never, ever know what she was |ike

bet ween the sheets.

She called the hospital before | eaving the office. Jules was going to be
rel eased that evening, they said; did she want to be connected through to hin®
She hung up.

She picked up Kippy ("Mom are you okay?" "Yes, darling, |'mjust very angry

at a few people right now" "At me?" "No, darling, |I'mvery happy with you."
"That's a relief. | thought Sister Sincere called you." "About what?" "I broke
a window. It was an accident. | was just--" "Kippy, zip your lip and tell ne

tomorrow. | don't want to hear any nore today, okay?")

The rainstormlet up. The sky was pearly. The streets were drying. Roger saw
her drive up. He stepped out, wiping his hands with a dishcloth. "Barbecued
beef," he started to say.

"Roger, you level with ne right now or You-And-I is history."
He pal ed, his joy shaken

She told himthe day's events, down to Vic's insinuations. "I have been used,
and | amtired of it. Roger, if all this"(she waved her arns at the house, at
the sky, at the earth)"has been another pathetic effort to use ne sonehow, to
lure aliens out of the earth or spaceshi ps or whatever, |I'mgoing to | ock you
inaroomwth Vic Lara for two weeks and not feed either one of you"(she said
the next with her fists balled, chin forward, standing on the balls of her
feet) "ANDSEEHOWLONGYOUL AST!I!"(she paused for breath)



"Furthermore | will pack ny son in the car and | eave here, never to speak to
you again!"

He | ooped the dishtowel over his neck and hung his fists fromits ends.

"Shane, | figured if | told you half of what's been going on you'd think | was
nuts and you'd leave ne. | love you, and | don't want to | ose you. The

ki ds"(she saw three pale blobs with raisin eyes hovering in a shadowy

wi ndow) "all |ove you. For the first time, Rudy and El i sa have sonebody who
tucks themin, | nean other than ne, a nmonmy person, and Ki ppy has sonmeone, a
daddy person, he can sit next to and watch tv and ask those endl ess questions
boys ask." He added in a faint voice: "Please." She deliberated silently for a
m nute. "Please?"

She flewinto his arms. "I believe you."
"I guess," Roger said, "l'd better call Mss Polly and tell her about Wll ace,
if Vic hasn't already."

Jul es wobbl ed out of his office. There was a bi g bandage around his head.
"Shane, talk to me. I'msorry."

"Jules," she said, "pissed off is not the word for how !l feel."

"COkay," he owned up

"I made up ny mind last night. Life is too short. I"'mtired of the way
everything works or doesn't work. I'mgoing to be a reporter for real. I'm
j ust warning you."

He | ooked into his nental files. "You're right. You have been kept unfairly
dangling. "

"How about, |'ve been used."

"Yes," he said neekly.

"You go in your office and stay there," she said. "I will bring you a story."

He | eft, and she word-processed: "A series of unexplained deaths in recent
weeks at the Burtongal e Menorial Zoo has police officials puzzled. Among the
prime suspects currently being sought for questioning is 40-year-old G| bert
Burtongale, a drifter of no certain address..."

She backed up and del eted that paragraph, replacing it with: "No suspects have
thus far been officially naned."

She paused and t hought about her life, her career, Kippy's nmedical coverage.
Then she typed on:

"Police and U S. Governnent officials have been investigating nysterious waves
from San Tomas. An unnamed city official theorizes there is a connection

bet ween the nmurders and the puzzling appearance of a dry snowy-| ooki ng
substance all over the city. The latest victimmy be"(Shane MacLenore, she
was tenpted to type, then decided she night be a victimbut not the
|atest)"Dr. WAllace Burtongale VI, curator of the San Tonmas Zoo."

She paused for breath, as though she had been shouting. She | ooked through the
whit e pages of the phone book. Then she dial ed the Burtongal e residence at
Nurmmber One Canoga Avenue on a hill overl ooki ng the ocean



"Hel | o?" the woman with a British accent answered.

"Hi. This is Shane MacLenore. |'mthe police reporter for the Herald. 1'd Iike
to speak with Mss Polly."

The wonman said: "I'msorry, that's just not possible."
"Pl ease. "
"I"'mafraid that will not be possible." Soneone nearby whi spered

aut horitatively, Shane heard.
"Who are you?" Shane asked, vaguely remenbering.

"I"'mMss Strather, the House Manager. \Wat they used to call the Butler. As
in The Butler Did It."

"Did you?"
M ss Strather |aughed. "No."
"Maybe G lbert will be in later.”

"I sincerely doubt it, Mss MaclLenore. He doesn't come around nuch, |I'm
afraid.”

"I"'mdoing a megastory here, Mss Strather, and | don't know quite where to
begin or stop. But | assure you |l will get sonething with a begi nning, mddle,
and end down on paper giving the who, what, where, when, why, and possibly the
how. "

"Ch dear..." The next monment, M ss Strather evidently had the phone taken out
of her hand. Afirm old-old |ady's voice cane on: "Who is this?"

"Shane MaclLenore, Herald. Police Reporter.”
"What are you cal ling about?"
"Who is this?"

"Polly Burtongal e, young lady, and |I'll have you know there's a standing rule,
no calls unless they go through Martin WIlow "

Shane swal |l owed. "He's not here."

"Why don't you wait until he gets back."

"Mss Polly, people are dying in town. Your grandson is after nme and may want
to kill me. Your son is dead. There is a whole ot going on, and I'd like to
bring it all out into the open.™

There was a silence. "How do you spell your nane?"

Shane was tenpted to either hang up or else spell ma-r-z-i-p-a-n, but she
diligently spelled out her real nane.

"Thank you. | have no comrent at this time, but sonebody will get back to
you. "

"I"'mso grateful."



The click and busy signal hurt Shane's ear. Shane hung the receiver up and put
her head in her arns.

"Pardon," Spike said.
"What ?" she said into her el bow, voice nuffl ed.

He slipped a clipping before her. It was an itemfromthe cl assifieds.
Thi nki ng of a career change?

"Thanks," she said. "I'll hang on to this." She resuned typing. An hour |ater
she marched into Jules's office. "Jules, | forgive you because you tried to
protect ne. You were not using me like the nonster Vic Lara. Here is the
story. Print it or | resign. Fire me, | don't give arat's ass.”

H s face turned white and his eyebrows rose to his hairline. "Ckay," he said,
"this is your story." He | ooked as though he were hol ding a grenade.

"I wote the truth. You can toss it, edit it, publish it, whatever. By the
way, | called Mss Polly."

He wi nced back as though hit by a steel ball. "Ow Shane, you really know how
to go all the way. What did she say?"

"No comment. But someone will get back to ne."

Jul es had his pipe apart on the desk. He put the story anong the pieces and
regarded it as though it might give himcholera. "I will not place this on the
desk of M. WIllow " he stated, "because M. WIllowis not here. Thus it goes
to the conpositor on ny say-so. You nmight as well go find a cardboard box,
because | suspect you will be packing. Are you sure you want to go through
with this?"

Her legs felt Iike rubber. "No." She heard a quaver, and it was in her own

voi ce. "Something has to give, Jules." She knew she coul d not take nuch nore.
Her wagon was coming apart at the axles. "Publish it."

"Ckay," he said. She noted sonme enpty cardboard boxes in the hall next to his
of fice.

That evening, she sat on the couch in Dr. Stanislaus's office. "How do you
feel ?" asked the doctor, scrupulously avoiding use of her nane.

"Pretty good." She | ooked up and dammed if it didn't seem as though the
ceiling was swirly gray again.

"No nore nental intrusions?"
"Down to a dull roar."
"How i s your love |ife?"

She told Dr. Stanislaus about Roger Chatfield ("Not a pinscher, not a poodle
maybe a shepherd. ")

"Ah. Function is inportant. A shepherd, you said?"

"Maybe one with a tail at each end and no head."



"Hurmor! Splendid. W are maki ng progress. These are the creative nonments.
Wyul d bei ng shepherded nake you feel good?"

She felt enbarrassed. "Now | know what | like in a man. \Were there's snoke
there's got to be fire. There definitely has to be fire in nmy man. That's why
| like the Dal mati an type. Lots of spots, a red hat, boots made to run, a
partying animal."

"I's a Dal matian just fun?"
"1've never had one."

"No, but do you imagine it would be a just for fun animal ? O do you see sone
utility? Could he be coming to the rescue? Could he be supportive? Be both
shepherd and Dal mati an?"

She | aughed. "I honestly don't know, Doctor. You may be weirder than I am"
But she understood his efforts to engage the dark underbelly of her mind with
shapes and concepts you could play with in the light. If he was anused, he did
not show it. "Next week then, same tinme?"

"Ckay, but... Dr. Stanislaus?"
"Yes?"
"Are you from outer space?"

Pause. "The patient exhibits hunor.'’
nervously.

Dry voice. He tapped his nicrophone

"I keep thinking | see faces up there," Shane said pointing into the gray
mst. Dr. Stanislaus stared at her. Slowy, he said: "The patient's keen
perceptions mar continuation of the experinent."

"We're on the Enterprise, right, and any mnute now M. Spock is going to step
out and meke that face, right?"

"We should switch to Plan B," Dr. Stanislaus said. Shane gaped. There was a
sound like a switch being thrown. The ceiling changed colors. Now it was clear
glass. A plain lenony light bulb shone through. And several faces were | ooking
down at them They were Zorillian faces, horrid distortions of the human
physi ol ogy rendered by years of living close to the nuclear furnaces of
Fermaria. A door opened in the wall, and two nmen in business suits stepped
out. As they entered the subdued but normal and restful |ight of the treatnent
room their features lost that alien | ook and assuned nore of a U S
Government | ook, which was nearly as grotesque, but nowhere near as efficient
as the maniacal Zorillians. (Hell, when had she read that novel ? She nust have
been twelve. And maybe it wasn't Zorillians but Floridians. But who cared?).
"I"'msorry to startle you," Dr. Stanislaus said, "but you were too clever for
us. Now | see no alternative but tolet you in on our little secret. Meet Dr.
Wiite and Dr. Black of the Centers for Disease Control."

"I don't believe it," Shane said as they bent politely to shake her hand.

"They really do work for the U S. Government," Dr. Stanislaus assured her
"No, | nean the names."

Dr. Black, a white nman, shook her hand. He had a I ong neck with a big adans



apple, and a small crewcut head. He had a face like a boy, with no beard
shadow, though the winkles put himin his early forties.

Dr. Wite shook her hand. He was, indeed, a very dark-skinned black man with
t hi ck cheeks, stout shoul ders, and twi nkling brown eyes. H s hair was a

cl ose-cropped shiny mat. He smelled of expensive nusky perfune, as though he
wanted to go danci ng.

Shane cl apped her hand to her forehead. "You know, of all the places to
finally at last lose the last remants of your cotton picking sanity, why does
it have to be in ny shrink's office?" But she was secretly glad governnent al

t hi ngs were bei ng done.

Dr. Black said: "We're here to investigate."
"I met your Air Force counterparts yesterday," she said.

They exchanged | ooks. "So we heard."
"What we should tell you," Dr. Stanislaus said. "You are not the only one
Thi s phenomenon, whatever it is, seens to involve tel epathy. The San Tonas
Associ ati on of Psychol ogi sts has recorded at |least forty cases of patients
wi th mani festations such as yours in town in the |ast few weeks."

Shane said: "I'd better call the exorcist and see how business is on the other
side of the Great Debate."

Dr. Black said: "W know of at |east ten people who claimthey have sonething
like an eel living in their brain. Sonetinmes it's a fish. Sometines a kind of
underwat er di nosaur. Always in the brain and underwater."

Dr. Wiite cut in: "Lately, we've been getting two or three octopuses with a
sun's face..."

Shane squeal ed, covered her mouth. "Me too!™
"...and one parrot," Dr. Black said
"Did he have a broken w ng?" she asked.

"No." Dr. Black |ooked at her. "We are |looking at all the angles. For exanple
does the perception of underwater translate into some sort of pressure on a
certain part of the brain? Does the fact that it's in multiple patients mean
it's an epidenmic, perhaps a virus that goes to a certain spot and sits there
causi ng edemn, etcetera, etcetera."

Dr. Stanislaus said: "So you see, you are not alone.”

"Also," Dr. Wiite said, "we need to find out why people all over San Tonmas are
dropping into this coma. Perfectly healthy people, nost of them it is as
though a part of their mnd has left their body and gone for a walk

somepl ace. "

"You should feel good too," Dr. Black said, "to know that you are advancing
the cause of science.”

Next day at work, Shane stopped to chat with Jules. He | ooked glum And grim
And tired. "Shane, Shane, Shane," he said. He'd apparently given up on the
pipe. Its pieces lay on a ceramc tray on the bookshel f. "Good job on the
story. | want you to do a follow up today."



"Thanks. Jules, | can't believe you re going along with me on this." Her story
was on Page One under her byline. She'd copped ten copies of the paper

pl anned to frame one. Her first page one byline. Jules gul ped black coffee. "I
haven't heard from Mart yet, but it will be quite interesting."

In the afternoon she thought about Evvie. Now there was a poor kid with not a
soul in the world. She called the City, got the runaround, called the County,
and eventually learned that Evvie Stork had run away. She phoned: "Vic, where
could she have gone? To the Jungl e? To Moonboy? Wat if the Satanists get her?
Even Moonboy was scared of them™

"Al'l right," Vic said. "I'll do sone checking. Still nad?"

"Yes. Call me if you hear anything." She hung up

She sat with her hands over her eyes, remenbering the baby Stevie, and
considering joining the police so she could becone a detective and work on

sat ani sm cases. She took off early and stopped by to see Father Law ence. Sane
drill; she accepted the Eucharist and felt okay. | amnot to blame for the
hell in the world. "Father, | amworried about Mabel's daughter Evvie. She ran
away from detention. She could be in the Jungle and I'mafraid Glbert and his
cromd mi ght get her."

The priest nodded. "The Devil's work is never done." He held a sacred host in

his pal mand | ooked lovingly at it. "I understand what old Johnathan Smith was
trying to do. | wish | had his courage. I'd like to face Satan hol di ng one of
t hese. "

"Father, the girl--2?"
"Ch yes. Well, you might call Mss Polly. They have--"
"M ss Polly?" She laughed. "I tried that already."

"You don't know how involved Mss Polly is in causes. Especially children. As
you | earn nore about the Burtongal es, you might see how hurt Mss Polly has
been in life."

"Do you know her?" Shane asked.
He smiled faintly. "Seal of the Confessional."
"My God," Shane said, "then you KNOW"

He turned his face away, old, pale, illumned by faith and furrowed with a
lifetime of listening to the best and worst of humanki nd. Shane was

dunbf ounded. She knew she woul d never get the information out of him She
wondered if Vic had already stood just as stym ed outside this |ocked door
that hid nmany of the answers she was |ooking for. Did the Bishop know? Did the
Vati can? Was that why Mil cahy was so inpenetrable? "Father," she said, "there
is still Evvie. She has nobody to turn to."

He scribbled a phone nunber down. "That's Mss Polly's charity. It's called
Li beri, which neans 'children' in Latin. Gve thema call. They may still be
open. "

Shane gl anced at her watch. Roger picked the kids up in the evening. How nice
to have someone to share things in life. She used Father's kitchen phone.



A British voice answered. "This is Camlla."

Shane did a double take. "M ss Strather. Shane MacLenore."

"Ch yes," Mss Strather said. "I have no coment."

"No, no, I"'mcalling about something entirely different. A young girl. Evvie
Stork."

Canmi ||l a paused. "I've heard her nother is, er, mssing."

"Yes." Shane resisted the urge to tell her she'd seen Mabel die. "I heard

Evvie ran away and | was worried about her
"I share your concern. Could you stop by?"

Shortly, Shane entered a new concrete building not far from Ki ppy's school
The stairwell still had a faint sour odor of line, and the steel handrail was
painted red. Liberi. Mments |ater, Shane sat in a book-junbled office.

A graceful, willow woman, md-thirties, entered and offered her hand. She had
an English accent. "M ss MaclLenore?" M ss Strather was unexpectedly
attractive. A head taller than Shane, she had silky hair and a narrow

cl ear-skinned face. She had that gap between her upper front teeth, and the
tip of her tongue kept bunping against it as she spoke, alnmpst but not quite a
lisp. She had bright blue eyes and noved graceful ly.

"I thought you were the, um Butler," Shane said.

Cam |l a laughed. "I enjoy doing a little volunteer work in a good cause, and
M ss Polly approves.”

"So you manage estates.”
"An interesting profession, at least |I think so."

Shane was full of questions. "Any kids of your own? Hope |'m not being too
f orwar d?"

Cam|la smled opaquely. "This volunteer work fills a few holl ow spots in ny
ot herwi se busy life."

"About Evvie."

"Yes," Camilla said shuffling papers awkwardly. "Well, we did have a contact
with Mabel Stork earlier this year. We sheltered Mabel and Evvie at our Canoga
West M ssion. | | ooked that up while you were on your way here. I'mafraid we
haven't heard anything nore fromthem but 1'll put out a few feelers." She

| unped her papers in a pile and | ooked enbarrassed. "I wanted to neet you

because | wondered who you were that you could cause such a commotion."

Shane said: "I'll bet Mss Polly has a picture of ne and throws darts at it."
Canm |l a | aughed. "Hardly. She does not confide nuch at all, but | have a
feeling she sort of admires you. But be careful. She is a powerful, arbitrary
worman, and right now she is grieving."

"About Wall ace."

"And G lbert," Camilla said. "Her son and her grandson."



Shane realized. "The poor woman."

"I'"l'l see what we can do to |ocate Evvie," Camlla said.

"Yes," Shane said. "Maybe we can get Evvie into a nice honme, huh? | nentioned
it to Vic Lara and he said he'd ook for her too. He has plenty of contacts."

"Ah yes," Camlla said, "the fanous Detective. Wat do you think of hinP"

"He's a tough bird," Shane said innocently. "Well, Canilla, |'ve got to be
rolling." She rose and of fered her hand.

Canmlla had the sweetest little smle. "Maybe we could have |unch sonetine,
Shane. "

A possible new friend? "I'd like that," Shane said.

At Roger's house, she found Vic's car in the driveway and noticed an unmarked
car with governnent plates at the curb. Two sil houettes sat in the government
car. Vic was just comng out. "Ch, Shane. Good timng. See that car up the
street? That's two detectives who are going to be keeping razor eyes on you. |
told Roger all the rules. You let them know every tine you | eave the house.
You keep the place |locked up tight. You call those guys"(he handed her a

busi ness card with a phone nunber inked on it)"on their car phone and they'l
be in there in no tinme flat. CGot that?"

That eveni ng, Shane was brushing her teeth in the first floor bathroom when
somebody knocked. Elisa? Brush and foamin teeth, Shane opened the door

Ki ppy. "Wha-?" she asked and bubbl es bl ew out of her nouth.

"Mom " Low voi ce.

"Ywhea." She brushed, spat, ran water.

"Are you going to marry hin®"

She rinsed her nouth, then the brush. "Kippy, it's too early to tell."

"I'f you do, can | have ny own roon? Rudy snores. He farts too, and the whole
roomsnells."”

She towel | ed her face, enjoying a lilac snell. "Darling, if that day cones,
you'll have your own room | promse.”

"Meanwhil e," Ki ppy asked, "are we goi ng back home soon?"
She frowned. "Don't you like it here anynore?"
"I do. But it's just not honme, you know?"

She knelt down and shook his pajama | apels. "You getting along all right with
Rudy?"

"He's got a great conputer, and we're working on stuff."
Mermories of shareware flitted into her mind. "No nore funny stuff, got it?"

"No Mom" Low voice. "Ckay, well, goodnight."



"We' || be back in our place soon, |I promse."
"Not before | get to know Rudy's conputer, okay?"

During the night, after making | ove with Roger and after they both fel
exhaustedl y asl eep, she had a mld nightmare. She was sonewhere under

under... what? water? ground? A dark face stared at her; a jackal? with
antlers or something? Wz stood sonepl ace on a far |edge, reaching out to her
nmout hi ng wor ds Shane coul d not understand. She woul d point up, then down, then
hol d out her hand. There were other faces and bodies, too. Alot of strangers
crowded around her. Was this an el evator? Across the void were the ones she
longed to talk to: Wz, Harleigh Hal e, Johnathan Smith, Frank MacLenore (he
was doi ng the sane thing Wz was, pointing, waving, holding out sonething).

She woke with a strangled cry and sat up. Rubbed her eyes and listened to the
rain. Roger's steady breathing drove the toothache of fear away. Just a
dream .. She flopped down, pulled the cover up, and went back to sleep

In the norning, all the noise three children and two dogs coul d nmake, they
made. Shane felt kind of housy-happy peaceful presiding over breakfast. Kippy
and Rudy argued over toothpaste, which Shane resolved. Elisa was mad at Shane
for using Susan's old hair curler, which Roger resolved; Elisa shortly cane
with a contrite face and ki ssed Shane's cheek. And so it went. "Don't you

t hi nk you ought to take a day off?" Shane suggested, rubbing his back while
Roger cooked. She would |ike nothing better than to spend the day in bed with
hi m

The chil dren wat ched. They all knew.

"I"d love to," Roger said, "but you have no idea of the work |'ve got sitting
there. Especially now we've got lab results coming in on the dead animals."

Shane filled the plates of the children passing cafeteria style. "Wat an
organi zation you've built here," she | aughed.

"Yeah," he said over his shoulder, "I missed nmy calling. | should have studied
restaurant managenent." Later, he | ooked wonderful in his dark suit and
raincoat. He carried a briefcase and unbrella. And on the arm panel inside his
| uxurious Porsche lay a pair of |eather gloves. She leaned in and sniffed the
| eather. "Ch, scrunptious.”

He gave her his direct |ook. "I love to hear you | augh."
"What do you nean?"

He reached out and put his arm around her neck. He pulled her face cl ose and
whi spered: "I nean you beam ng and handi ng out pancakes, naked under t hat
robe, and your laughter just tinkling in that old kitchen. Nobody has | aughed
like that in there for along tine."

She kissed his tenple. "I'Il tinkle in your kitchen as long as you'd like."

He roared off, nearly running over a trash can, and she | aughed. He | ooked
sheepi sh and she waved, doubling over. He peel ed away grinning.

When she wal ked into the newspaper office, she knew i medi ately sonet hi ng was
wrong. Jules's office had a peculiar enpty |ook. Ch Jesus, she thought as she
wal ked with | eaden feet to her desk. There it was, a note: "See ne. Mart
WIIlow"



"Yes?" Her voice was a whisper, her knuckle a feather on his door frane. He
turned his red faced toward her. It took hima nmonent to finish what he was
doi ng and speak. "Sit down."

Her pul se pounded in her ears. She could barely hear him And the world was
aswim "Coffee?" He pointed to the full service counter in the wall of his

of fice. She shook her head. The individual hairs on the back of his neck

| ooked like quills on a pig. "M ss MacLenore, overall you' ve done a good job
here, even if you have been late a ot and so on, | think Jules has discussed
all that with you." He slid a sheet of paper before her. Her blurry eyes could
only make out that it was a letter, but she couldn't read it. "Jules is no

| onger a nmenber of the staff. He was asked to nove to the editorial side
directly under ne and refused. So he was term nated."” He paused to let that
sink in. "As a consequence, we are nmaking sone ot her reassignnments. You will
no | onger be working the police beat."

Shane had seen it coming, the mnute she'd seen Jules's enpty office. That

ki ck had been headed her way for a long tine. "I considered putting you back
on the obit desk, but then our Ethiopian friend has that under conplete
control. So I rmust informyou, Mss MaclLenore, that | amtermnating you

ef fective right now "

A cold surge of adrenalin shot through her. She was nunb, and it felt as
t hough her life were draining away through her | egs.

"You will have two weeks' notice pay, plus two weeks' severance pay, plus
what ever benefits the paper owes you. You can see the personnel people on your
way out to arrange all that." He rose and extended a pink hand.

She rose on shaky | egs, backed away. Lots of things she wanted to say, but
couldn't think of any just then. Floating out of his office like a dead log in
wat er, she heard herself say: "I saw the first kick com ng for years, but I
conpletely m ssed the second one. Good work, M. WI|ow Hope you becone human
some day."

She drove to the apartment in a daze. Roger had given her a house key, but she
wanted to be al one. Soneone had pil ed bags of blossons on her doorstep. Ch
Jesus now what ? Someone el se had begun sweeping the ness up and evidently left
in disgust. A broom a dust pan, and a trash bag stood nearby. Pink/white rose
petals made a tongue fromthe mouth of the bag to the cenent. She wal ked

t hrashing through the beautiful mess and unl ocked the door. Inside, just under
t he door, she found a slip of paper. Sonmeone had printed in ballpoint: Wite
Wtches WIl Help You, Don't Fear. She left the note on the coffee table,
overwhel med, and went into the bedroom She |eft her good clothes on the bed,
and | ay down. Unable to nap or even think clearly, she dressed in jeans, crew
socks, running shoes, t-shirt, and sweatshirt with hood. She felt as though
someone had ripped a hole in her

She sat by the sea in her Mistang, and felt |ow

Her hands gripped the steering wheel as though she and O d Bessie were doing
ni nety, but they were just parked at the beach and goi ng nowhere. Definitely
goi ng no place. How am | going to face Mother? Here | was enpl oyed and proud
of nyself (didn't know it even) and now |'mout on the street. How am | going
to face Ki ppy? He depends on nme for nedical coverage, not to mention little

things like food, shelter, etc. How am | going to... she |owered her face onto
her knuckles... face Roger Chatfield? Here at | east | was working at something
noderately intellectual like witing, even if it was obits, and now | don't

even have that. She stepped out of the car, slanmed the door shut, and wal ked
toward the sea with her hands in her pockets. Qulls screaned and she watched



them fight over food. They rem nded her of Mart WIlow, the Mart WI | ows of
the world, tearing each other to pieces over crunbs. A gray giant with
hornshel | beak was bruising a little white gull and it backed away with eyes
hungry and feathers awy. She tossed a pebble at the gray gull and he backed
away viciously screaming at her, threatening with his wings. "Right, Mrt,"
she said.

It was cold at the rimof the world. A drab color poor day |like inside a glass
marbl e on a dark shelf. The sea crashed in, rugs and carpets of it unrolling.
A few hardy surfers in black wetsuits braved the el ements. Their heads and
spread arns rode on the water. She could see now that the earth was truly
round. As she stood on the danp sand, she alnost had to | ook up to see the
surfers. Fascinated, she stared at them nounting wave after wave, while the
noi se of the sea and the gulls garbled into a single drone. The Cold Thing
stirred. Sluggishly.

COMEHERE. .. it said in the back of her m nd where there were no waves,
only a standi ng pool ..

COMEHERE. .. it repeated drowsily and she wal ked forward. L ET MEL O
OKATYOU...

... And she stopped when she felt the cold water around her ankles. She | ooked
down. Qulls cawed, wheeling, and the sea pounded but her head was clear again.
She shrieked and junped out. Her pants, her shoes, her socks were soaked. The

i cy seawat er shocked her tender |abia. Snapped her out of this suicidal

reverie. She screaned nentally at the hidden eel: "I may be down right now but
I"mgetting right up again. I'min |love and nothing is going to take that away
fromnel"

The eel backed away puzzled | eaving her mnd enpty except for the nmenory of
its presence that was |ike a throbbing wound needing to heal. She bought
aspirin and coffee at a MegRX and drove to the apartment. Again the waiting
bl ossoms, growi ng soggier in a changing wi nd that brought stabbing rain

dr ops.

Next day, still shell shocked, Shane drove the kids to school. They trooped
into the marbl e garden of saints at St. Andrew s. Kids buzzed around each
other like ions. She drove home to Roger's house. Hone? Roger had been
regretful, actually very supportive, a real shepherd. Could her life really be
changi ng gears like this? Hard to believe. Free of work-a-day, she gingerly
tried to nmake a housew fe of herself, maybe a super-Mom On inpul se, she
stopped at a supermarket. Scary business, the Mary in her said; what if he
kicks me out? What if he turns out to be a secret pederast or sonething and
have to | eave hin? And now out of work? Take a chance, the tine is ripe, the
Shane in her said. Wio dares wins.

She bought a pile of stuff, including fifty pounds of dry dog food and a case
of wet dog food in cans. Pushing the cart around, she planned sone neals for
this (her?) new famly

Arriving hone, she loved the gray sky, the chill air snelling of earth and
weeds and water, that rem nded her of soneplace faraway and good. Everything
requi red |l earning. Qpening the bal ky screen door, hassling with a pile of keys
to get through the heavy wooden front door, backing the car down the |ong
drive and around the back to the kitchen entrance. Keeping the dogs tied up
(they were all mud and paws, barking happily to be played with) while she
brought in the groceries. Then she had to |l earn the stove. And the washer and
drier. And the airconditioner/heater. Everything in the house was ol d but
solid. Everything worked well according to the engineering of forty years ago.



"Wof er and Tweeter, your dishes are big as kiddy pools,"” she told the dogs,
renmenberi ng Ki ppy' s wadi ng pool when he was three. She stood bravely in the
muddy yard while rain slatted down and tried to figure out how a 5' 4" wonan
wei ghi ng 115 pounds could tilt a fifty pound bag of dry dog food into a
twenty-foot w de dish without slipping a disk or slipping and | anding face
first in the nmud. The latter of which happened. Finally she had the dog food
runbling into the dishes, and the dogs threw thensel ves happily sl obbering
over it.

She took off her nuddy clothes inside and w apped Roger's bat hrobe around
hersel f. She waded through a week's worth of Chatfield |laundry and eventual |y
figured out the washer. A load of clothes in the drier (Roger!) had lain for
days and now snelled |like |inburger cheese. Peeyoo! she held her nose. Wile
the laundry runbl ed and tunbl ed, she went into the kitchen and put everything
she'd bought away. In the process, she sponged the shelves of thick nmasmas of
crud on them They needed relining with fresh bright shel ving paper, she

deci ded.

She was on her hands and knees, with dishevel ed hair and streaked cheeks, the
bat hrobe spotted with soapy dirty water, when Roger tronmped in at |lunch tine.
"You still in your bathrobe?" he asked, |ooking at the clock

She nade a grow i ng face and knotted her fists at him

"You' re playing dog," he guessed.

She stormed up and kicked his shin with her bare foot. "Bathrobe nmy el bow,
|'ve been cleaning and and | aundering and and..."

"Easy." He captured her kicking and dirty and carried her into the living
room "I saw all the grocery bags and the nops and soaps and buckets. Do you
know t here's soapy foam running down the driveway and out the gutter for a
bl ock and a half?" He maul ed her neck with his lips. He started to pull open
the bathrobe to kiss her caranels.

She stopped him "Roger Chatfield, you take off your nuddy shoes and | eave
t hem out si de. Then you march up to bed and get sone rest."

He hugged her. "You sound like a wife."

She hel d her bat hrobe closed. "You need a wife, Roger. Your shelves are ful
of crud. The laundry is all mldewed and piled to the ceiling..." She pushed,
and he went upstairs.

By the time she padded up the stairs, he was sound asleep. She crawed in
beside himand fell asleep in his warnth. They awoke together at sone
indetermnate tinme, a twilight while gray |light oozed in the wi ndow |like
chrone and the shutters made dusty slats of shade. "What time is it?" he
nmur mur ed.

"Two. "

"Ch ny Cod."

"You needed your sleep, darling.”

"When you call ne that | feel like melting."

"Did | say that? You nake ne nelt, Roger."



"Mmmmmm . .." They nmade | ong | azy love, rolling and sighing, nuzzling and
ki ssing, and afterward they lay side by side listening to the rain. "I |ove
you, Shane."

"I love you, Roger."

"There hasn't been anyone in ny life |ike you, ever."

She murnured: "Susan was a beautiful wonman."

"Yes she was. | loved her, and | still love her nmenory. But | loved her in a
different way than you. She was a Burtongal e; picture a younger Patricia. Sane
poi se, reserve, clever conversation. You are, well, hotter. WIlder. Mre
romantic. | want to keep you."

"I want to keep you, Roger."
"Mean it?"

"Honest." She kept one hal f-aware pal m cupped around his privates, and they
nearly fell asleep together again. But he had to go. He was charged wth
energy. Regretfully, she sat wapped in a blanket while he donned cords and
dark T-shirt around his tanned wiry body. Slipped heavy gold watch over hairy
wrist. Arched back while pulling on heavy white socks over even toes. Stepped
into runni ng shoes. Buckled zoo belt. Sweater. Wndbreaker. "You |l ook like a
woodsman, " she said. "I could bite you."

"Ch | nearly forgot," he said. He pulled a sandwi ch baggie fromhis pants
pocket .

"Yuck," she said. Several dead bugs were inside. She shivered. They were huge.
"What are those Things?"

"Spiders,"” he said holding the baggie up to the chronmey daylight.

"Arg." She saw husks, dried liquid, broken legs like wires, brown fur al
j unbl ed toget her.

He sat on the edge of the bed. "Think. Andy the bear died the sanme tine
Johnathan Smith was ripped apart. Lilly the jaguar died the same night Wz

di sappeared, and the ME |later deternmined Wz had been maul ed by sonething Iike
a big cat."

"You think the jaguar killed her?" Shane asked.

"There are a |l ot of |oose ends yet, but sonething has to make sense in all of
this."

"Wz wound up outside the zoo, and the jaguar was dead in its enclosure."

"Precisely," he said. There was an om nous glint in his eyes. "Wiat's the
connection? Is it people? Science? or sonething supernatural ? The whol e
situation is nuts, Shane. W have a dead gorilla. Mst |oving beast you could

i magi ne. Suppose now you get the gorilla to kill soneone..."
"But whon?" she asked.

"Whom are we nissing?" he asked.



"Christopher Marlow. The head in the jar."

"Ckay, maybe he got killed the sanme ni ght Adol ph got killed. But let's fast
forward. Now it's a couple of nights ago, and our white rhino dies. Suppose
again there's a dead hunman invol ved."

"Wio this tinme?"

"One of our zoo security guards is mssing, disappeared while on his clock
rounds the sane night the rhino died. The unarmed parking lot variety. Steady
man, been with the zoo a million years, never any trouble. Mssing a few days
now. "

"Does Vic Lara know all this?"

"OfF course. W reported the guard m ssing."

"WAs Lara suprised?”

"I don't know. "

"I wonder if Lara is killing people."

"Anything is possible, Shane. Remenber George Washington was killed by the
spi ders, but not a single spider was found?"

"You nmean J. W Washi ngton." Wi sk whi sk, snap snap

"You knew hi n?" Roger asked in surprise.

"I met himbriefly. I had an attack by the pagoda and he canme to the rescue.”
"The pagoda?" Roger frowned. "Hmmm interesting. That's covered with Wite
Stuff. Anyway, this norning | was thinking. It's the reverse of the gorilla
situation. There we have a dead animal, the gorilla, but no human body. Here
we have a dead human, but no dead spiders. Unless..."

She hel ped: "You went into the whatchamacallit..."

"The insectary,'
table by table."

he said, "and | started conbing through the cells one by one,

"Sounds creepy," she said.

"It was, sort of. I|'ve never been a big entonology man. | was alone in there
and it was sort of dark because of the weather outside. Things kept popping
and crackling, and | kept thinking a big tarantula would crawl up ny back any
second. "

"Gawd-rrrr," she said making fists and shivering.

"I found these." He waved the baggy, making broken | egs dance. "Janmed behi nd
some cardboard dividers as if they'd been trying to get out. Dried up, broken
dead as doornails."

"That would seemto confirmyour hypothesis."

He | ooked at her. "Maybe. If we can find the bodies connected to the deaths of
the rhino and the gorilla, we may have a case."



"We, Sherl ock?"

"I me nyself, Watson. You by distant safe consultation."

"Thanks. | loathe spiders. Al aninmals have their place but if | see a
tarantula in the wild I just scream If | scream wll you come and rescue
ne?"

"I will always rescue you, even when you don't need it."

"Don't underestimte how much a wonan may need it."

"I"ll be back to rescue you just as soon as | finish this piece of business at
the zoo," he said.

"What's that?"

"There is a huge boul der down al ong one of the nmain drags. Not sonething you'd
noti ce much, but one of the guards comrented that there m ght have been an
eart hquake because he was sure the thing had shifted position about twenty
feet."”

"A huge boul der ?"

"We're tal king about fifty tons, Shane, at least. | went there and | ooked at

it and | didn't tell anyone, you're the first person |I've told, but his tine
clock was lying there--with the strap going partly under the boul der. And then
I noticed a very faint snell; |ike a graveyard."

"Pooo." She held her nose.

"Yeah. If he's under there, then we've tied another pair of |oose ends sort of
hal fway together. W' ve got guard and rhino. Then all we need is to find the
rest of Christopher Marlowe and see if he's got gorilla marks on his neck or
somet hi ng. "

She checked the clock. "I'lIl pick up the kids. Bye, Roger."

He cane up behind and gave her a hug. "Bye darling," he said. "I haven't said
that to anyone in years."

She turned and ki ssed himtenderly. "Take care of yourself, baby. |I've never
ever called anyone darling in nmy life. I don't want to | ose you, darling,
okay? Come back to nme, please. Darling, darling, darling." She nipped his nose
with her lips.

"I promise," he said and strode out with a jaunty, happy expression

The sunken marbl e garden of St. Andrew s | ooked nel ancholy, drowned in rain as
children trooped out and were whi sked away | eaving only a | onely echoing
enptiness. Like nmy heart always was, she thought as the children clanbered in,
and realized how nuch it would hurt if she | ost Roger now.

Di nner was over. The kids were in the den, chins in hands, elbows on their

t hi ck bl anket, watching a Disney novie. Roger rolled in late. He | ooked w ung
out. He took her in his arns and squeezed with an extra di nensi on of nervous
energy. "I was right," he said. "W found the poor guy underneath. Had to
bring in an industrial crane to lift the boulder. Johnny Gep, flat as a
pancake. Some incredible force lifted that rock and turned it over. Fifty
tons. Turned it like a pebble.” She sat with himwhile he ate in the kitchen



"Wal | ace's body was found in the tanks under the Pagoda. Workers had hel

di gging through all that white stuff. He'd been maul ed by birds. And there was
a dead oW, not that it's proof of anything. Still, Vic Lara may have
somet hi ng about about his aliens.”

Jules and Patricia stopped over on Friday eveni ng. Shane wel comed them at the
t hreshhol d, feeling a sense of famly. The house had the snell of the
Chatfields, a mx of dog and kid and | aundry-once-a-week. But al so of
fireplace and dinner table and popcorn in the den. | never had any of that,
the little girl inside said wistfully. Kippy, Elisa, and Rudy were playing
Monopoly near the fireplace while cartoons spun unwat ched.

Roger and Jules were sitting in the kitchen drinking serious booze. Jules

| ooked shrivel ed and unshaven; she alnost felt like giving hima bath, he

| ooked so nuch |ike a nmuddy sheepdog. He seened to be drinking lately. Wofer
and Tweeter were barking and pawi ng for her attention. An ol der bl onde woman,
still tall and attractive though the hair color rnust be rinse, stood behind
Jul es. Roger introduced her: "Patricia Burtongale Looms, Jules's wife." Jules
was flushed and unshaven. He raised his glass, pushing aside Patricia's
objecting hand. "I drink to the great Mart WIllow, " Jules said. "The
son' f' bitch." Down went the whiskey, and Jules had a coughi ng spasm

"You are making a scene," Patricia said prinly.

"It's about time," Jules said. He drank a glass of water. The kids were put to
bed. Jules | ooked like a freight train had hit him but he dropped sugar cubes
in his coffee and stirred and seemed determined to hang in there. "You two

bel ong together," Jules said. Patricia tried to sshh him but he nmade a face
and she backed off. "Patricia, you Burtongal es are al ways so correct and
reserved," he said, "but sonetinmes, honey, you just have to open your fly and
let it all hang out. There, now don't | ook shocked, |'mjust being
figurative."

She crossed her arnms. "You know damm right well | don't agree with much ny
fam |y says or does and that's why we never get invited to anything. |'ve been
on your side for thirty-five years, so don't go giving ne any |ectures now, do
you hear?"

"Aw, honey, I'msorry." He hugged her sloppily and she patted his back. "I'm
upset because once again the old barra-, | nmean lady has stuck it to a couple
of nortals and here we are. This poor little kid over here's got a crippled
son" (Shane felt her cheeks flush)"and a nout hy nother and Christ all who
knows what else to contend with, and it bothers ne. Shane, | |ove you, do you
hear? No, | don't nean like that for cryin' out loud. | nean |ike a daughter
My darling and | tried and tried, you know, bless her soul, but we just never
had any children. Ain't that the pits? |I'd be mghty proud to have a girl like
you as a daughter. You're pretty, you' ve got spunk, you' ve got that fresh
honest approach. Ch what a fool WIllowis. Wat fools the Burtongal es are.
You'd make a great reporter. 1'd a let Perry take you out there and whup you
around and sl ap you into shape and we could' a sent you to the bigtinme and been
proud'a ya. So what do we get instead? Coverups! Hush hush! | tried to bl ow
the Iid off, Roger, but | couldn't make it to first base past the old battle
ax. Your nother, Patricia, pardon ne. Shane, | just wanted you to know a few
things. S not fair."

Roger cleared his throat. "W're marry-ins, aren't we?"
"Where to begi n?" Jul es rubbed his hands together, took a deep breath, slapped

hi s hands together. "Wen you marry into the Burtongale famly, the rules of
t he gane qui ckly becone clear. Mss Polly runs the show Everyone junps when



M ss Polly says junp. They ask how high on the way up. My dear, I'mgoing to
ask you to forgive ne for anything | say that may hurt your feelings."

Patricia blinked. She said in a clear (was there however a trenble?) voice:
"It's all been said a thousand times between us so go ahead, there won't be
any surprises."

"When | married into this famly,"” Jules said, "I was a hot young journalism
student just out of Colunmbia with everything going for me. That was when
Kennedy was president and it seened the sky had no limt. | worked on the New

York Tines for a year and net Patricia at a fancy dinner. One thing led to
anot her and we canme out here. At the tinme it seened the best of all worlds--in
love with a beautiful woman and her famly just happens to own a newspaper! |
became city editor ten years later, and by gosh, here | amtwenty-sonme years
later, still city editor but for a day or less."

Patricia patted his hand.

"I'"'m okay, honey. Actually in a way it's a relief. Now | see the biggest

m stake of my life clearly. And that was staying in this town. You and

shoul d have packed up years ago and gone who the hell cares where, even a hick
town and ne as hick reporter. Finally I"'mfree. Polly has nothing left to hold
over me. And that's probably why I"'mgoing to blab it all tonight. And yes, ny
| ove, there are sone things | have NOT told you. The Burtongale line is com ng
to an end. The Burtongal es were a good institution in their time. They were

vi gorous peopl e. Tough, ruthless. They built this town out of nothing but sone
pi ne trees overl ooking the ocean. But that was over a hundred years ago. Now
their blood is tired, and there aren't any strong ones left. Ever since people
renenber, there's always been a Mss Polly and a Wall ace Burtongal e. There
have been, to be exact, six Mss Pollys and five Wallaces. Isn't that odd

t hough, a family pattern? A strong nother, a vigorous only son, and a swar m of
beautiful daughters to rope in the best outside tal ent avail abl e. Sounds

al nrost |ike some kind of genetic engineering. But the best engineering runs
out. Coes flat. Goes bust. Just think for a nonment. Patricia and | have no
children. Janine and Mart have sons; no Mss Polly there. The |late Wl l ace,
who is sixty, and Margery, had only one son Glbert. And guess what? G| bert
was a high school dropout, a druggie, and alcoholic with a history of violent
arrests. That's it, folks, |like the cartoon pig says. There won't be anot her
Wal | ace. End of the Iine. Wiy do you think Mss Polly is such a tyrant? She
stays alive because she knows she is the |ast Burtongale matriarch. And her
son Wallace was the last real Burtongal e man--educated, powerful, intelligent,
above vices |ike dope and booze. The two of them are hol ding the scene

toget her. Do you know why M ss Polly brought in Mart WI Il ow? Because this was
the first generation in a hundred years when there wasn't a strong Burtongal e
man or worman to run the paper! Mart was a washout froma mdwestern rag where
he pi ssed everyone off, but Mss Polly thought he was stronger than | and so
she made himthe naster of the ship. Again, twenty years ago. | always figured
he'd eventually nove on up and out, but |'ve always been a terrible guesser
Mart has one quality. He kisses ass. No, he has two qualities. He would stab
his own nother for a nickel. He had Mss Polly hornswoogl ed and she wor shi ps
the ground that pig wal ks on. And now to the sixty-four dollar question

Shane. Wiy does he hate you so nuch? The answer is sinple." Jules |ooked a

m xture of surprised that she didn't already know and realizing that of course
how coul d she. "He hates you because you're good at what you do, which he
isn't; because you have that inner poise and springiness that he doesn't;
because you have integrity, which he can't afford to have; and because you
snmle too much and nust be happy, which he's never been. Get it? He's a

m serabl e sycophant, caught in a position he can't handl e, and he defends
hinsel f by getting rid of people who m ght one day be a threat."



Shane | aughed. "Me? One day?"

Jul es raised his shoulders and made A Significant Face. "Don't knock yoursel f.
I could have been exec editor, and you could one day have becone one of the
first women city editors in this part of the state."

Rai n splattered against the wi ndows. The oak tree bunped its branch agai nst
the eaves. The roof rattled and pattered.

Patricia slapped her knees. "Well, it's late and I'mgetting tired. You' ve
said the truth.”

"May | add deferently,” Jules said, "the last flickering candl e of Burtongal e
strength, integrity, and nobility shines here beside nme." d asses were put in
the sink. Coats were gotten. Unbrellas were popped open

A cold, damp winter wind of the sea stirred through San Tomas Peni nsul a a day
or two later. "They're gone,"” Rudy whispered in the | eaded bay w ndow pane.

Ki ppy heard the purr of the departing Porsche. H s Momand this man were goi ng
off on a big Saturday night date and they were very happy. |If Mom and Roger
got married, then Rudy, Kippy, and Elisa would beconme brothers and sister.

Ki ppy al so knew what it probably nmeant. Hi s nother woul d have nore babies. In
a way it was wonderful, because he'd never wanted to be an only child. Now it
was becoming a reality, and scary. Elisa seenmed pretty cool, but Rudy was such
a brat; would he, Kippy, really want to live with these people forever?

"C ron," Rudy baw ed. "Let's go. W can catch Captain Col orado for a coupla
hours."

Elisa glared after her brother. "You're going to have a brain henorrhage wth
all those computer ganes!"

"Il just go watch for a while," Kippy said, drawn to the conputer gane
wi thout really wanting to be, and not wanting to offend Elisa. To his
surprise, she followed him

Rudy tore the nails out of the door, left it banging wi de open. What if they
cone back early for some reason, Kippy wondered. Mom woul d be di spleased. H s
school work was getting sloppy and Sister would send nasty notes hone, but he
just couldn't seemto sunmmon the concentration

"Ww, " Rudy said. "Look." Captain Col orado enmerged froma welter of computer
graphi cs and music. He vaguely resenbl ed a younger version of that crabby,
weird old M. Wallace Burtongal e who had been Roger's boss at the zoo. "H

ki ds, wel come to another evening of fun, danger, and excitenent!" Kippy
frowned. This was al nost |ike when he and Jereny had | oaded in the bootl eg
gane Jereny had purchased froma street kid... Kippy began to sweat. There it
was again, the feeling of being sucked in and unable to stop. He could see it
too in the rapt eyes and glistening foreheads of Rudy and Eli sa.

"This time, kids," Captain Colorado said, "let's go on a different kind of
tour, deep, deep into the galaxy..." A portrait of space emerged on the
screen. The light bulb above went out with a pop. Stars swirled in
unbel i evabl e glory. The three children gasped at the beauty. A galaxy swirled
like a stormcloud on a sunny day; |like a top made of glass and sprinkled with
shiny fl akes. Captain Col orado said: "Qur ship is snagged on a reef, so to
speak; snagged on a star, or nore properly, on a world." The kids gasped
again. A giant opal appeared against the black velvet display of the solar
systemwith its single nubbin of starlight. "Earth is the name of that world,
and our m ssion, Space Cadets, is to liberate the ship and its cargo so the



journey can continue. So let us go in..."

The surface drew cl oser. Kippy saw a white cloud ring around a blue Pacific
atoll; sumrer vegetation in the winkled and tw sty spine of the Andes; and
then the east-southeastward | ooking gorilla skull that was the continent of
Africa. "...as our dear captain and his brave crew did so many eons ago. Let
us try, sonehow, to find our ship and its people, save our cargo of a mllion
soul s, and either settle here, or else nove on!" The nusic flared in marti al
gl ory. Then the screen went bl ank

"What was he tal ki ng about ?" Rudy asked.

"I don't know," Kippy said, "are you sure this is a game we ought to be
pl ayi ng?"

"I'f you ask ne," Elisa said, "we're getting into trouble."
The words unrolled in pica: Hey, are you guys in? --Jer

Eli sa sat down and pecked on the keyboard: H, Cadet. Yes, we're along for the
ride. Are you Captain Col orado?

Answer: Are you kidding? | don't know who's doing this or how. |'m scared but
| can't put it down. That you, Elisa?

Ki ppy frowned jeal ously.
Yes, this is Elisa. So where does the gane take us next?

As if in answer, the screen flickered a couple of times. Then there was a
clear color TV image of... "Fish," Rudy said curiously.

"Ch | ook at that one," Elisa said bending close as though peering into an
aquari um

Ki ppy | ooked closely and saw several bright yellow fish circling. "I've seen
those before," he said. But where?

She gave him a questioning | ook. Her cheek was next to his, and he saw a
flurry of shyness or enbarrassnent in her white eyes, a flush in her tan skin.
"Where?" she said with a tremor and a chal l enge in her voice.

"At the Marine Aquariumin the zoo," Kippy said. "Those are sonme kind of fish
that live off the coast here. But that's not a picture of the Marine
Aquarium"

"Ch yeah? How do you know?" she sassed.

"Because there is a tangle of junk behind those fish, and the walls in the
Marine Aquarium are bright blue and clean. That water's murky."

El i sa said sharply, wanking Kippy's ear (dunb girls!) so that he pulled
qui ckly away: "Ckay, Captain Col orado, Jereny, or whoever you are, take it
away! Like, make it happen!”

Y OU ... sonething whispered in their inds. HAVEYOUCOME

AN
RESCUEUS?

K
S

"Yes," Elisa said and Ki ppy wi shed she would shut up



WEAREHAPPY... ]l THASBEENALONGLONGTI! ME .. Rudy
brayed: "Yeah, baby! Captain Colorado to the rescue!™

LETUSREACHOUTANDPERCEI VEYOU.. Hisa screamed and
hel d her ears. Rudy flew back, banging into Ki ppy. And Ki ppy bl acked out,
feeling as though cold water had been poured over him

Shane found Roger was the nbst wonderful, romantic man she'd ever net. First,
he took her to the Omi Mart Mall in the northern part of town. There, they
stroll ed among pl ashing fountains and twittering birds. They | ooked at china
ware, at silver dinner services, at furniture and |lanps. The nusic was jazzy
and stylish. Od band tunes poured out of furniture-radios |like creaminto
coffee. He took her to Martel evich, the store with the score. She peered

t hrough the sinuously w nding and unwi nding threads of light am d pearl and
crystal in the display wi ndow. "Just think of the noney..."

He whi spered while ni pping her earlobe: "Don't worry. Camilla Strather

vol unteered sonme funds Mss Polly had set aside. As a kind of apol ogy, |

guess, or who knows." In a back room while Roger went for a stroll, an ol der
lady with half-lenses, and two thin girls in shapel ess dresses, fussed over
her. An understated black md-calf dress, white silk bl ouse engorged with | ace
and pearl, a black velvet bow tie, black toreador jacket, and weird | ooking

bl ack hat (a hockey puck, designed to ride raffishly over her forehead,
falling out of bal ance, and therefore enphasizing the graceful penned |ine of
her jaw and chin in counterbal ance). Then, sone initial neasurenments for a
weddi ng dress... She twirled in the mrrors, glowing. Her lips sparkled. Her
cheeks had a pink flush. Her eyes carouseled with joy and light. White Stuff

ki cked up, mnute flakes settling just as quickly; everyone was used to it and
ignored it anynore.

Roger had gone down-nmall and picked out a fresh suit for hinself. Wiile it was
being tailored, he picked up colas and a tub of popcorn. They sat together and
wat ched shoppers. She was happy to sit quietly beside him Their bodies
pressed together in unobtrusive places, adding always that oneness, that

awar eness of the precious other. If |I should I ose you now. .. Sonething was
still out there in the barrier reefs of her nind, a spark of the eternal and
uncaring, like a nosquito swarm of stars and what value human life in that icy
scal e? ...But she pushed all such thoughts aside and slipped her armthrough
his. He wore a new dark-blue suit, powder blue shirt, and silk tie (stitches
green and white, spare, upon a background royal blue); and unbroken nahogany
Wi ngti ps which, he confessed, bit at the sides of his feet. As they stepped
out of Martel evich, people turned to | ook. A nakeover |ady had been sent in
fromFarber's up the mall; in a half hour she'd nmade a novie star of Shane.
Shane eyed herself in the nmirror, touched her cheeks, hung a glossy lip in

di sbelief. H s eyebrows formed hi gh arches and his eyes | ooked pl eased.
Colantoni's for dinner: In the dimreddish glow, waiters in |linen uniforns
nmoved sl ow y. The busboys wore all white; the waiters wore white ei senhower
jackets but black trousers and shoes; the captains wore all black; the maitre
d" wore black tails. Al buttons were brass, polished to a golden hue.

Qut si de, through the huge plate wi ndows, dusk fell. The sky was a gorgeous
swirl of confetti. Night fell, and on the sea channel the distant |ights of
San Tomas Peninsula glittered. Ships, their masts crusted with lights, swept
silently past.

Musi c kicked in: Jazz piano (soft, rippling); snare druns; thunping bass;

doodling clarinet. Shane floated through it all like a lazy trout pushed by a
drowsy summer afternoon stream They joked and hel d hands over crab and shrinp
salad in lenmon dill in a bed of lettuce and parsley on a silver plate. They

ate fresh | obster boiled on the spot to crunbly white consistency and di pped



in mushroomgarlic butter. Speckled potatoes, a noodle and egg twirl with
caviar, and fresh fruit cup conplenented the | obster. Desert was ice cream
chocom nt cooki e, and chamnpagne.

Roger excused hinself briefly and returned wearing his old but very
presentable brown | oafers. G ddy with chanpagne, they made their way upstairs
to the dance floor. Lines of light pulsed in the bl ond hardwood fl oor. Shane
rested her forehead on Roger's shoul der and they swayed to a sl ow rock tune.
They threw each other around to the nerry waves of swi ng. They marched back
and forth and broke up | aughi ng because neither really knew how to tango..
Rerrrummm rrrrrummm they went | aughing giddily, first one way, then the
other...Rrrrummmm rrrrrunmmm in one direction they put their cheeks

toget her and stared into space... Rrrrrummmm rrrruunmmm in the other
direction she threw herself on her back in his arns while he stared into her
eyes. ..

Afterwards they went for a long wal k down a deserted beach. The lights of San
Tomas glittered i nnocently across the bay.

And on the way back she told him "This has been the happi est evening of ny
life."

H s eyes told her he was scared but happy.

Arriving hone, they tripped | aughing and then shishing through the doorway. As
Shane ki cked of f her shoes, she noticed: "Hey, look at all this Wite Stuff."
There were big flakes |like goose feathers drifting around the room

"Ah," he said dismssingly, "I'll vacuumin the norning."

Shane stole down the hall and checked the boys. Rudy had a piece of Wite
Stuff stuck in his hair. She brushed it aside with the wy observation that if
there were White Stuff or Purple Stuff or Any Kind of Stuff near, Rudy would
wind up with some in his quills. She kissed his forehead and noticed he seened
hot .

Then she checked on Ki ppy. He was snoring as though he'd been choppi ng wood
all day, and |l ay sprawl ed. She pushed his legs (two cinnanon sticks, one
slightly thicker than the other, one knee full-sized and the ot her al ways
struggling to keep up in growth) together and pulled the cover over him

Ki ssing him she noticed his hair was danp and he was hot. She felt his
forehead and frowned. Were these kids brew ng sonet hi ng?

El i sa always slept cool. Hardly noved. Her nahogany hair lay as if sonmeone had
arranged it. Her big puppy hands lay by her cheeks, fingers lightly curled.
Yes, she too snored with open mouth and felt warm Wat was going on here?

By the time Shane got to bed, Roger was snoring |oudly.

"Party animal,’
went to sl eep.

she said and kissed his left nipple. Then she turned over and

In the norning, Shane took the kids to school

On the way home she stopped to see Jules and Patricia. Jules | ooked deathly
pale, still stretched on the sofa. "He's been under a | ot of pressure,”
Patricia said. "He's been drinking nore."

"He drinks a | ot, huh?"



After a pause, she said: "lI'mafraid we both do. Drink nore than we shoul d.
But he's been slugging it down."

"I's that one of the reasons you' ve decided to nove?"

"He told you that?" She sounded as though another [ayer of Burtongal e pretense
had been painfully torn off of her |ike a bandage froma sore.

"Yes. And | don't blane you."

"Thank you," Patricia breathed. Shane felt there was a pathetic quality about
her 1ike someone asking pernission to be hunman.

Shane relished her brief role as wife and nulti-nother. Kippy got his own room
after Roger and Shane cl eaned out a ness of dusty bric-a-brac-- and found out,
fromsome objects in a dresser-- that Wallace Burtongale Il had ronped there
as a toddler in the 1890's. Shane carefully set the objects aside as possible
bar gai ning chips with Mss Polly.

She was having nore dreans than she'd ever had before. Was it Roger's cooki ng?
Al this juicy sex they were having? The dreanms were not pleasant, but they
left no nightnmare ketones, no strangled cries that Roger could comrent on, but
then he was a heavy sleeper. Always, in the dreans, she seermed to be wal ki ng
along a corridor. Sonetinmes it was a narrow corridor and there were incredible
beasts behind the cl osed doors. Sonetimes she even glinpsed them ants big as
cows; giant nollusk things floating in brine with only their antennae and the
tips of their shells show ng; three-legged sea horses floating on pegasus

wi ngs; they would notice her, sonetinmes, but they never nade a nove toward
her. Gther tines, it was not a corridor but a wal kway in a great open space.

Li ke a scaffold around the fiftieth floor of some huge building. Usually it
either | ooked like the surrounding air was thick with gray fog, or else it

| ooked as though they were underwater, for huge fish swam by.

(Wz's face seenmed to stare at her through a |l ot of water).

Once, it was none of the above, but like floating on your back in the pool at
night with all the lights off, and with thousands of fireflies overhead. Only
these fireflies did not wink out; they were stars, and that was the cosnic
sea, the dimenber of her sleep-mnd was sure. She awoke fromthis one with a
slight cry. She lay listening to the soft rain, and Roger's snores, and
wonder ed why she had the lingering feeling that sonmething terrible was about

t o happen.

The sea was slightly choppy.

A ship, a tuna boat, big and gray, strained under full power toward the open
sea.

The norning sun glinted on its port holes and deck hatches.

Wt hout warning, the sea began to roil in spots. Puppets of foamreared up
The foam seened to replicate itself, growing |larger, bobbing to the surface
The crew scranbled to their posts, pointing, yelling, wondering if they had
run aground or fouled a sub

Li ke an iceberg, a giant fist of Wite Stuff rose out of the sea, closed
around the boat, and pulled her down.

Wthin monents, nothing was left but the enpty sea. Choppy in places fromthe
desert wind. Wth odd flecks of white, like nelting styrofoam floating..



In the norning, after dropping the kids off at school, Shane decided to stop
by her apartnment and pick up her bathrobe and a few things.

Sonet hi ng was not quite right, she saw as she drove down her street. The
street was the sane, but sonmehow | ooked different, as if she'd been away for a
long tinme. Then she realized what it was. She wasn't quite the same person
she'd been before this relationship with Roger Chatfield. So she m ght as well
have been away for years. And, she inmagi ned, the apartnment woul d probably seem
small and tawdry after she'd started getting used to the big house. But it was
still her true hone. Mustn't forget that. Mustn't let go too much, not set
nmysel f up to get hurt, in case he..

Sonet hi ng el se was wong. Wat? Water dripped fromthe green tree crowns. Here
and there, old fol ks were doddering along on their canes. There: White stuff

al ong the tel ephone wires. She stared up at the wires. It |ooked like snow,

no, shaving cream no, maybe..

Pulling up at the curb of her nother's apartment buil ding, she saw sone of the
stuff lying on the little grassy patch on the sidewal k. She touched it
hesitantly. Plastic? It was dry and neutral. She picked a piece up and snelled
it. Faint plastic snmell. Styrofoam That was it. Styrofoam Mybe sone kids
had pl ayed a joke on sonmeone. She | ooked up worried. The white stuff ran

om nously to the roof beams of the apartments. She got her key out as she
pushed through the gate..

...And sl owed down. Her door, which was |ocked, had a rimof white stuff al
around. It was as though a mad pastry chef had sealed all the cracks and
openings. Same with the w ndows.

She had trouble with the lock. Finally she pushed the door open and gasped.
The inside of her precious home had been trashed. Books, papers, notebooks |ay
open. Tables, chairs, |lanps were overturned. A | anp was broken. Trashcans had
been enptied on the floor. Cabinets stood open. Wite Stuff oozed out of the
el ectrical outlets, out of faucets, even the cable tv outlet, and hardened
into styrofoam Wite Stuff ran along the walls and ceilings wherever
electrical wiring was buried; she could tell, because it ran perpendicul ar and
crossed over outlets. And then: Under the sink, the nbodem which she had
stashed after Kippy's wolf msadventure: It was totally encased in Wite
Stuff. Afraid to touch it, she | ooked closely and saw that shiny new wire ran
through the Wiite Stuff. Ran... She stumbled along in her running shoes... ran

into her bedroom nmade a trail |ike something dug by a gopher, and swirled
itself around the tel ephone there. The tv, the radio, the toaster in the
kitchen, a Il the appliances | ooked as though soneone had gutted them She

tried to work the tel ephone answering device, but the wiring inside the
buttons had been | eached out. The picture tube hung out of the tv and seened
to be following her Iike a big eye. Wite Stuff creaked |ike styrofoamas the
screen turned and faced her

She backed away ready to scream

A face appeared on the screen, black and white like an old novie, and snowy as
though it were conming in over rabbit ears. It took her a noment |onger to
recogni ze who it was. "Hello, Shane," Wz said and her glasses slid down her
nose. Her voice cane fuzzy fromthe Wiite Stuff as through a torn speaker

"No," Shane sai d.

"Yes, Shane. Were is the ship?"



"It can't be you," Shane said. "I have your glasses in ny car. And | stood in
t he norgue and | ooked at your bones."

Wz's face changed. The picture faded. Shane screaned.

Her first call was to St. Andrew s, but the receptionist said the students
were all in class. But the news was breaking on radio as Shane drove city
streets, and she was furious that she couldn't be on the city desk. She pitied
Jules, fired just before the story of his lifetime. Wiy had her apartnment been
trashed? No matter, | amlosing ny marbles finally, seeing a dead person on a
broken tv tube.

Confused faces peered fromdoors and wi ndows as Wiite Stuff dangled fromtheir
trees and tel ephone pol es. Shane heard distant sirens. She passed a group of
peopl e clustered around a spot on a corner sidewal k, possibly where sonmeone
had fallen into a coma. The governor was expected to declare an enmergency in
San Tomas County at any minute. What the White Stuff was, nobody knew. End of
the worl d? A ravaged environnent gone nad?

Shane ran up the stairs to Dr. Stanislaus's clinic and yanked on the door
Locked. She peered in through the gl ass panes. The dark corridors were choked
with Wiite Stuff.

Shane stopped on Miulberry Street. She left the car running, went in to see
Mot her. Found Mother in the kitchen stirring coffee. "Hello, Mary Shane
darling."

"H Mther." She noted her nother's transfigured | ook. There were flecks of
White Stuff in Mdther's cobwebby hair, and Shane picked themout. "What has
happened to you?" She suppressed a sob. "To all of us?"

"I have been having the nost wonderful conversation with your father, Mary
Shane. He keeps aski ng about you."

Shane shook Mdther's shoul ders. "He's been dead for al nost twenty years! Stop
it!" Hot coffee spilled on Mdther's arm

"You mustn't be so excited, Mary Shane. Al ways excited. It wears one out." She
didn't seemto notice the steam ng coffee

Shane dabbed furiously. "Sorry, Mther, PLEASE. There is something going the
fuck on all over town. Don't fall apart on nme, | just can't stand another
wei ght on top of all the rest!"”

"Here, here," Mther said and pulled her close. Mther stroked Shane's hair as
Shane fell to her knees and rested her head agai nst Mther's bony | egs, her
rubbery skin, her basketball belly. Mther's fingers ruffled Shane's thick
curls. "I know you don't understand but 1'll tell Daddy hello for--"

"STOP IT!!" Shane balled her fists against her tenples and screamed and popped
up like a cork. She ran to the phone and di al ed Roger's nunber at work. \Wile

t he phone rang, there were a | ow runbling noise. Shane felt the house swayi ng.
Mot her gripped the table with both hands as though trying to steady it. Crash

crash crash went precious crystal bow s and china vases and cerami c figurines

hitting the floor and breaking. "Roger," she shouted when he answered, "do you
have any idea what's goi ng on?"

The phone line was fuzzy. She heard himshouting: "Hello! W just had an
eart hquake. | don't know what's going on, and all the animals are shaken up
There's White Stuff all over the place. You can't get near the Pagoda."



"Roger, I'mgoing to pick the kids up. I'"'mat nmy nother's and sonmething is
wrong with her."

"Bring her along," he yelled. "Meet you at school ."

Mot her smiled broadly. A piece of plaster sat on one shoul der, big enough to
be noticed by a sane person. She had her head cocked and was noddi ng, as

t hough soneone were speaking with her

The streets were jamed with anbul ances, fire engines, and police cars com ng
and goi ng. Every tel ephone conpany truck, every power conpany, cable

tel evision, water conpany vehicle was parked al ong the curb sonmewhere.
Manhol es | ay open, their heavy steel covers dragged aside while crews in
orange jerseys and white hard hats tried to puzzle out and fix the danage.
VWhite Stuff gumed everything up.

Sister Sincere stood like a traffic cop on the front sidewal k. The children
were lined up by classes. The littlest ones huddled in rows of two, holding
hands and | ooki ng scared. Teachers fornmed a skirm sh line.

Rudy, Elisa, and Ki ppy were already breaking fromtheir classes because Roger
had managed to get there before Shane.

Ki ppy pecked a kiss on her forehead. "H Mm"
"Hi, sweetie. ad to see you. Looks like we're all safe.”

"H Dad, H Shane," Rudy blared. "The earthquake threw all the books off their
shel ves. "

"Nobody was hurt," Elisa said.

Power was out. Roger's house was dark and cold. He brought in | oads of
firewood fromthe yard. The dogs barked and junped. "Poor guys," Shane said.
"The quake rust have spooked them " She picked cottony wi sps of Wite Stuff
fromtheir fur. "What IS this crap?"

Mot her's eyes were bright. "It's insulation, dear. They're bl ow ng the
ceiling. It's going to be real warmduring the winter and nice and cool during
the summers, you'll see.”

Shane sat down and put an arm around her nother's shoul der. "Mnmy," she said
(first time in yea how many decades she'd called Mther that), "Mmy, |ook at
me. They blew the ceiling twenty years ago. Renmenber? Daddy was hone from work
to make sure they did everything right."

Mot her clutched (her hand was cold like a claw) Shane's hand. "W will see
your father really soon."

The power was still out when darkness fell. That was when the kids stopped
havi ng fun. Things started getting creepy. It was the first touch of
desperati on.

Fire crackled powerfully in the huge hearth. Shane cooked some soup on the
fire. There was sone stale bread to warm up. Nobody was very hungry. Roger had
found batteries and the radi o now donminated their attentions:

"...new reports of a tidal wave traveling up the coast. The Qut at sea the
ei ghty-foot boat "Fishy Tails" with thirteen people on board sent out a brief



and choppy distress signal earlier today, then fell silent. Search planes went
out from Bl ue Harbor, but Coast Guard officials say the boat has not been

| ocated. Local marina officials say the ship was skippered by a seasoned
fisherman and skipper. Unofficial sources have told KSTC Radi o News that they
bel i eve the boat has di sappeared at sea in connection with the nysterious
White Stuff that has been raining in San Tomas. KSTC s Angel a Mbor ehead has
nor e:

"Chuck, 1've been speaking with University of California at San Tonas

net eor ol ogi st Vernon LeGier. He says that the flaky or fluffy white material
we' ve been seeing nost closely resenbles volcanic ash in that it gets into
everything, but he says there is really no cl ose conparison. The White Stuff,
as everyone is calling it, resenbles the stuff of which insects build their
cocoons. It seens to be a derivative of common silica, sonehow formed from
common soil, sand, or even rocks. The stuff may actually be com ng up out of
the earth itself |ike some kind of 'toothpaste.' There have been severa

wi t nesses who claimto have seen the stuff extruding from sewer pipes,
underground el ectrical conduits, and the like."

"Thanks, Angela. The Mayor persuaded the CGovernor this afternoon to declare
San Tomas a disaster area and ask for federal assistance. Between the

eart hquake, which was 5.5 on the Richter scale and really shook things up but
didn't hurt as nuch as scare people, and this White Stuff falling, and people
still keeling over on the streets, nobody knows what is going on, but everyone
i s convinced that something big is happening. The Governor today appeal ed for
cal m and prom sed government authority fromhere to Washi ngton woul d keep
order, prevent looting, and get things back to normal..."

Shane drifted into the kitchen and took a cola (Il ukewarm yuk) fromthe
refrigerator. Sipping, she stepped out into the front driveway and | ooked up
at the stars. It was a hot, dry night and there were lots of stars. There
seened to be an unusual activity of airplanes and helicopters overhead. She

renenbered the Air Force in XVl East, and hoped they would sol ve the nystery
soon.

The phone rang, and she stepped into the kitchen to answer.
"Hell o, pretty little lady."
Her hackles rose. "Wo is this?"

"Remenber ne? Ha ha ha. The Myonboy, is who. | want to speak with you very,
very serious."

"CGCo on."

"I's this the clothing lady fromthe woods by the zoo?"
"Yes. How did you get my nunber?"

"You got a son named Kippy?"

A chill ran through her. "Yes."

"Hi s nane and nunber was in the baby clothes you gave to Mabel Stork for
Evvie. Den de | ady who answer say to call here.™

"There has been nobody at ny apartnent."

"Alady wid a funny voice. Wz, she say."



"Ch God."

"Dass what | say. | need help and | amafraid to go to the hard man, M.
Victor. He conme in here and beat up ny soldiers.”

"What could | possibly do for you?"

"I been losin' de good troops, Ma'amAdd Friend. Like fust it was Christopher
Mar | owe, gone wi ddout a trace. And now Mabel Stork done di sappeared. W al
afraid down in de woods, Ma'am in dis snow "

"What about the Santeria?"

"What ? Ch, dat garbage. That was sonme passin' through Indios fromBelize. They
| ong gone. W too busy staying alive to dabble in dat. Besides, I-and-1 a
Cod-fearing JahJah man and the rest is good Christians. But dem people--"

It was hard to understand him given the traffic noise and sirens. "Wat
peopl e?"

"The strai ght people, Ma'am O Buddy M ne. The ones, you know, wid the |ong
bl ack cars and the fancy schools. They been here on this spit of |and | onger
than you and I and Santeria."

"Pl ease, Monboy, | have things to do."

"I be to the point den. Sonetimes they come down here, the straight people
sol diers, and they hunt for us like wild beasts. They was here again th' other
ni ght."

"Why do they hunt honel ess peopl e?"
"For the one they worship. The Bad One."

Baby Stevie flashed through her mnd. "Wat can | do to help you? Yes, | would
like to nail those bastards too."

"Then you believe ne. Good. | want you to conme with your buddy the Hard Man
Cone to the A d San Tomas Cenetery behind the Basilica. The strai ght people,
they worship Satan, they be there. | got the skinny fromny troops, dd
Friend. You cone. Bring down Babylon wath. Bring the hard man wit his guns
and flashlights. Make it rain, Lady. Please."

"Gve me your nunber. 1'Il call you back."

First she lay down and thought about it. The agoni zing menory of the dead baby
in her arnms came back. Yes, she wanted to help. Mre than anything el se (aside
from having Ki ppy safe) she wanted to get her hands on the woman in the car
who had brought the baby back and wanted another, |ive one. She wanted that
worman and her worm of a husband ("we don't want any trouble") by the neck with
her bare hands.

Shane | eaf ed through the phone book. Jul es? Perry? Wiom could she find on such
short notice? She thought better of calling Jules, because she was afraid nore
for himthan for herself, about getting himinto trouble. Perry she di sm ssed;
busy with poor Matilda. She called Vic. He answered on his car phone. "Didn't
expect to hear fromyou so soon."

Cut the crap, she thought. "Vic, you need to know something. |I've had a tip



that the satanists are going to nmeet in the cenetery by the basilica tonight
for a black mass."

"Thanks, but |'ve had the sane info. Know what |I'm doing? |I'mon South 15th
Street where all the jewelry stores are and guess what, |I'mthe only cop

avail able to guard the whole street. They've got broken shop w ndows and
sprung doors, and if any of that stuff gets ripped, | get ripped. They ship ne
a new asshole from MegRX. So |I'msorry, but I"'mnot interested right now "
"They mght kill another baby. W've got to stop them™

He yelled: "No! W are stretched thin. I got two guys sitting on your doorstep
and | want you to stay in that house with the doors | ocked."

"Can your two cops go with nme?"

"No. You even suggest that and I'Il pull themoff there."

He hung up. She called Perry at home, got a tired voice. "Huh?"

"Perry! It's ne."

"Shane. Hey, I'mglad to hear your voice."

"How s it goi ng?"

"Ch, still the sane. Matilda is still in a coma. They're turning her twice a
day and I wash her down to prevent bedsores. Keeps me pretty busy. Cotta
exerci se her arns, |egs, and hands so they won't curl up."

"Perry, have you got access to Herald equi pnent ?"

"Yeah, sure. But--"

"I know, | was fired and it's all under |ock and key. Listen, | need you and
need an infrared canera. Can you cone up wth sonething?"

"I dunno, Shane. Awful short notice." He yawned and appeared to be rubbing his
eyes and hair. "There is an infrared service available to the photo lab for

di fferent night shoots. It would nmean renting, though. It would show up on the
Burtongales's tab."

She told himthe reason for her request, and he nmade astoni shed sounds. "So,"

she said, "you could say it was for a good cause based on an anonynous tip. If
we can't shoot '"emw th guns, we'll shoot 'emon film Proof, you know, if it

isn'"t violating their civil rights, maybe..."

"Where and when do | neet you?"
"Thanks, Perry!" She made arrangenents and rang of f. Next she call ed Monboy.
"Vic can't come, but I'mbringing a friend fromthe newspaper." Monboy agreed

to neet them

She cal | ed Fat her Law ence. "Mary Shane, how nice..."

"Father, I've had a tip there's going to be a black mass in the cenetry behind
the basilica tonight. I've called the cops and they're too busy to nmess with
religious stuff tonight. I don't know if you guys can get worked up about it,

seeing as how there's all this other weird stuff going on."



"Mary Shane, dear, I'Il try to get hold of the Bishop. W' ve all been busy at
the hospitals. Watever you do, | beg you, stay home and | ock your doors. W
have been trying to nail those people for a hundred years--"

"A hundred years!"

"--Yes, it's a secret but I'"'mtelling you so you be sure and stay out of
there. They are the worst nurderers.”

"Who are they, Father? Seal of the Confessional ?"

He | aughed drily. "They don't do Confession. Some are proninent people from
San Tormas and fromall over. They network, they are underground, they are very
clever. Don't go near them"

"Thanks." She let the receiver drop. No sense getting the old guy any nore
upset than he already seened. She tried one nore person. "Hello? This is Shane
MacLenore. "

"Ch yes," Camlla Strather said. "How are you? |I'm surprised the phones are
working. Are the lights out where you are?"

"Yes, yes. Camilla, | just wanted to | et you know. There's going to be a black
mass at the cemetery by the basilica. Renenber, | told you |I'mworried about
the children in the Jungle?"

"You want me to go?"

"I'f you want."

"Gve me an hour to make a fewcalls. 1'Il call you."

Shane found Roger sawi ng wood in the back yard. She hugged him "I have to ask
you a favor." He turned the saw off; its grinding wound down |ike a dying
siren. He wi ped sweat and sawdust from his forehead. She told himof her plan
"Honey, you're crazy. You could get killed."

"Perry is big. Moonboy knows how to handl e hinself."

"Shane, Shane," Roger said sitting down hard.

"Roger, You need to stay here with the kids." She saw that she woul d get

nowhere with him "Roger, | love you very nuch. | prom sed | would always be
honest with you; otherwi se | would have just gone out the back w ndow or
something. | may be able to catch the woman | told you about. The Baby?

St evi e?"

"I want you alive and well."

She took his hands. "You have taken risks; renmenber your stories about the
desert ?"

"Yes, but | was single and had no children."
"I"'mgoing to go do this."
"You want to be fanmpbus?" he asked bitterly. "A big story?"

"No," she whispered, "I just want to be with you and have you be proud of ne."



He hugged her. Hi s eyes | ooked wet and she realized he had |ost his w fe and
did not want to | ose Shane.

She squeezed. "I'ma big girl, Roger. 1'll be back."
Canilla never did call back

Shane got into her Miustang and pull ed up al ongsi de the detective car. The two
men inside | ooked alarnmed. "lI'mgoing to the store for a few mnutes," she
sai d.

One flicked a cigarette butt away. "Lady, we're here to watch you and your
kid. You're supposed to stay--"

"I know, and I'mtruly sorry, but | don't have time to explain. You guys
forget about nme, okay? Keep an eye on that house because the son of a bitch
may come after ny son." She left themsitting open-nouthed and peeled off in a
stench of tire rubber.

The Basilica of St. Mary Consol er swam | i ke a breadl oaf above the black tree
crowns. In the parking lot Perry shut the engine off, opened the w ndow
slightly and listened. No choir tonight, Shane thought. Stained gl ass w ndows
| ooked iron in the nmoonlight. Mbonboy notioned for themto foll ow him

"Doesn't anybody guard this place at night?" she whispered.
"Ch they do, they do," Monboy said grinning.

Perry grasped Shane's el bow, and she was glad. No choir. The only mnusic was
the I ow drag of desert-born wind around the gargoyl es and through the sweepi ng
eucal yptus crowns. The noon | ooked down in shock and surprise. Monboy
produced a hair pin fromhis rags and picked the | ock of a small side door

The door swung open with a faint creak. "Come on," Mbonboy said |l eaping into

t he darkness. Shane and Perry | ooked at each other. This was the point of no
return. Perry shrugged and went in first. She clung close behind him hol ding
a handful of his jacket.

The interior of the basilica was quiet as a sunken ship. For a nonent, wth
the small side door open, w nd strayed across the pews. Monboy shut the door
Shane was afraid to clear her throat. The organ pi pes gl eaned high up at one
end, the tabernacle door at the other. The only light on inside was a snall
red sanctuary lanp, little nmore than a pinprick like a cigarette in the dark
The air snelled of incense, burnt beeswax, and floor polish. Something went
creak and Shane junped agai nst Perry's back. Just sonethi ng wooden, settling
in the night, she thought. A rational explanation for everything. "Cone,"
Moonboy said softly. His voice rippled away |i ke a pebble dropped in water.

Shane and Perry foll owed Moonboy toward the back of the basilica. Thunp,
somet hing went right by Shane. She shri eked.

"Only the cat," Monboy said.

A gray nouser perched on a collection box. H s eyes were |ike snoldering
pennies. H's gaze followed them

Perry gripped Shane's hand tightly, and she was glad. "Yeah," Monboy said,
"the mce ain't bad, but there are rats in the walls."

"Ch good God," Shane wail ed. She could deal with something she could see,
could grab in her hands, could upside with a shovel; but the unseen, |urking



unnerved her. Except the Cold Thing. For that she was waiting with open
fingernails.

A doll face smiled sweetly in the shadows. Fingers curled around Shane's arm
The fingers were Perry's and the face was that of the Virgin, holding Jesus in
one arm the other hand raised bl essing. Perry had nail heads of sweat on his
forehead. They went up a narrow wi nding stair case that seemed to thunder
woodenly, even though they tiptoed. Any mnute, Shane thought, a hundred
policemen will conme and arrest us. And maybe it would be a relief.

Up, up into a growing draft of fresh air. Was it the sea or the wi nd she
heard? A wash of full mnoonlight grew brighter with each step. They were in the
bell tower, 60ish feet above ground. Two large bells, one the size of a chair,
the other the size of a table, hung in the room A carillon rack with snaller
bells (pots and pans, Shane thought) was enbedded in the east wall. The room
was unadorned. Plaster had fallen off and lay untouched. Circuit breakers and
ot her unknowabl es of plunbing, heating, and electricity were sunk into the

pl ai n wood beans.

"Over here," Moonboy said. He took themto the north wall and opened a w ndow.
Fi nger over his lips, he pointed down.

"Jesus, " Shane sai d.

"I can't believe it," Perry said.

Moonboy handed them a cheap tel escope, a child' s toy bought at a supernarket.
It had spaceshi ps and saturns on its sides. Magnification was 10X. On Shane's
turn, she | ooked through and saw figures noving in the graveyard.

"I believe," Monboy whispered, "it's what they call in the trade a Bl ack
Mass. "

Shane stared hard. She nade out figures nmoving in a circle, holding hands.
They | ooked l|ike...soldiers?

"Survivalists," Monboy said. "Dem boys believe the end of the world is at
hand. Arnmageddon for Babyl on, and maybe they are right, who knows? Jah and
Satan their final fight. And these boys not Jah's."

Shane saw dark clothing with fl ower weaths, and now t hat Monboy had
mentioned it, she caught the glinmer of rifles and highly polished conbat
boots. Banks of flickering candl es draped the tonbstones |ike a nbpss of |ight.

She nmade out reddish light flickering in black shells or pots. Sonething... a
dog or cat ...lay inertly ...now a figure noved in fromthe circle. A
flashing... what? ...a knife. A brief, strangled cry rose up out of the wllow

trees. Shane handed t he scope to Monboy. "They just butchered a dog or cat."

Moonboy tucked the toy scope away and slipped the wi ndow shut. Holding his
finger over his lips, he tiptoed back down the steps. Ch God, Shane thought,
they' Il hear us runmbling on the steps. They'Il cone and slice us up |ike
celery and carrots in a stew. Once again they were in the silent basilica. The
sanctuary lanp burned like a red eye. The air was thick and stale. A cloud had
shifted and the nmoon bore down |ike an operating roomlight. The stained gl ass
flowed with life. Saints | ooked down with alarned eyes. Fingers were raised in
bl essing, or warning. Leaded |ips seened to be parting, ready to speak. They
all had faces shaped like I enons, like the noon, alnost like aliens. Was it
possi bl e? St. Peter offered a key and seenmed to be nmunbling..

Shane froze, afraid to step outside. "They can't hear us," Monboy said. "I



know t hese woods |ike the pal mof ny hand. Sound don't travel here. How you
think they get away with what they do?" He swung the door shut. She took a
shuddering breath of fresh air.

"You guys on YOH own!" Mdonboy said and his shoes spewed gravel as he made for
t he woods. Shane and Perry luged the infrared canmera and power pack through
t he spooky church up into the bell tower.

Fromthe cenetery bel ow, stray crossw nds brought a snatch of voice, a murnmnur
of song, or was it the wind in the |eaves? "My God," Shane whi spered, and
Perry filmed nervously. Even the whirring of the canera was scary; she
wondered if the right gust of wind could carry it the two hundred feet to
satani st ears. She tried to make out individual faces, but in the dimlight
could not recogni ze anyone. The infrared camera woul d capture details the
police coul d deci pher later. She watched in horrid fascination as the cerenony
wound t hrough its paces, much of it broadly deci pherable as a nockery of the
Mass. The acoustics of the sunken cemetery were such that sound clung within
its walls as though afraid to sail up into the free air. As Shane's eyes
became used to the gloom she was able to nake out scattered bits of detail.
"Perry," she whispered, "they are about..."(she counted)"twenty, sone arned."
The satanists were standing in a circle before a tall figure wearing a dark
cloak. The tall figure had his arms outspread. He wore some sort of... Her
head reeled. She had seen this in a dream sonewhere... Sonme sort of a dark
furry mask... A jackal head? Did its eyes glow red, or was that her

i magi nati on? Her nouth was dry, and she shook like a leaf... The men were bent
over, raising something... A wooden sonmething... A large cross, bottomup... A
snel | of smoke reached her... Pitch... Wre they going to burn a cross?
"Perry," she started to say, through chattering teeth, "I'm|losing ny cool
Maybe we'd better..."

She | ooked over her shoul der, hearing Perry funbling with his canera..

Just intime to see an ax descend on Perry's head with a sickening crack of
bone. Bl ood spattered all over her. She threw herself on her back with a
strangl ed cry. They set upon her, strong nen with cork-bl ackened faces,
conmando caps, and pointing guns. She caught a last glinpse of Perry's stark
dead face, eyes w de open, blood running out of his mouth, blood spattered
over his forehead which Iay on the keyboard.

Organ nusic: A deep, shuddering chord drifting between m nors and
augnmenteds... ...They had hands over her mouth, grasping her arns, pinning
her. She struggl ed, kicked, and a fist landed in her gut, knocking the w nd
out of her. Dazed, she felt herself being lifted. Carried down into the
cenetery like a piece of driftwood.

The smell of pitch, the stink of smoke, were markedly noticeable now She felt
her hair dragging on the ground. Her franme of vision passed sonethi ng burning:
Moonboy; fire, like a candle in a Hallow E en punpkin, burned in the holl ow of
hi s tonguel ess mouth. H's eyes were holl ow and gl owi ng.

The jackal face grinned down at her. ATL AST, it said into her mnd
wi t hout seeming to actually speak words, WEARETOGETHER.

"No!" she screaned through the rough fingers mauling her face.
WEAREGOI NGTOBEUNI TEDFOREVER
She started to scream but a hard oily rag was tied around her head, painfully

tearing her nouth open. Roughly she was tied to the cross, head up. Ch God,
she thought, they are going to burn ne alive.



The jackal -mask (G | bert? she wondered) stepped close and enbraced her. His
breath was foul upon her. Hi s eyes had a deep red glow, |ike blood burning
deeply; was it a reflection of fire, or a fire wwthin? COMEI NTOTHES
HI P...

"Why are you doing this?" she asked trenbling. She heard other voices: "Hey
man, enough is enough." "Just burn the bitch and let's get outta here."
"You're crazy, man." "G lbert, what are you going?" "You can't be serious?"

| AMDEADSERI OUS

"Hey | ook, " someone said, "company." On the horizon, a pair of headlights
crept in and wi nked out. She stared with |onging at some hope, any hope, of
salvation. A long black car had pulled up. Three nen dressed in black got out.
They wore bl ack hats, black suits, black scarves against the raveling w nd.

"Cops?" soneone asked. Shane detected fear and uncertainty anong G lbert's
fol |l oners.

LETTHEMCOMECL OSER the jackal -head thought.

One man threw down his gun. "lI'moutta here." H s footsteps crashed away.
Anot her followed. Glbert's remaining followers closed ranks. She spotted a
few conservatively dressed civilians anong them churchgoers, one woul d have
t hought; worny men wearing gloves and hats; owish wormen in tight coats,

bl ue-rinse permanents, glittering pearly glasses; a tall bald man in gray
suit, who m ght have passed the collection basket on Sundays; severa
hard-faced wonen in long drab coats, furry hats, and thick glasses ("why make
such a big deal out of it?") and several nousy | ooking nmen with sl oping

shoul ders and servile heads ("we don't want any trouble") and these worst of
humans were all shuffling quickly away now. To their dark glossy cars, to
their country estates maybe..

The G| bert jackal whatever's red eyes glowed crazily as it watched the three
men approach. | WANTTOKNOWWHOTHREATENSOURSHI P...

As the three nen approached, Shane nade out their Roman collars now, a tiny

wi nk of white against the otherw se black clothing. She recognized poor old
Fat her Lawence from St. Cosmas. The other two nust have been borrowed from
anot her parish. They | ooked |ike three w ndbl own shadows in the dimlight.
They rem nded her of gunslingers by their steady pace and three-abreast

mar chi ng order, eaching hol ding up a comuni on wafer, other hand cupped

under neat h. These three guys--she couldn't decide if they were gloriously
brave or ludicrously nuts--were crossing this bleak wlderness to confront the
bl ackest evil in the universe. A crazy inage popped into her m nd. Spaghetti
westerns. Or was it seven samurai ? On they wal ked, gunslingers of the spirit
worl d. The wind bl ew their coats up. Their stoles fluttered in the w nd.

Fat her Lawrence stunbl ed once, slightly, but got right back in step. The

waf ers shone |ike pebbles in a straight line.

"Let those stupid notherfuckers cone in here," Glbert said in a voice
strained through cloth, "we'll give thema show. "

As the priests wal ked across the stark playingfield between Jungle and
basilica, Wite Stuff blew between their feet.

THI SWI LLBEENTERTAI NI NGsaidthe Glbert jackal devil,
caressing her breasts.



The ground shook. Earthquake, Shane thought dully as her body was rattled,
tied to the hard wooden cross. Several nore of Glbert's followers deserted
droppi ng their weapons and running wth thuddi ng conbat boots.

Fat her Lawrence was down. The other two priests kept walking, like two toys in
The Nutcracker Suite, holding the hosts instead of wooden guns. Tonbstones in
the cenetery rocked. The ground rolled in waves and Wite Stuff blew up. Al
three priests were down now. Father Lawence had gotten on his knees but had
fallen feebly. Father No.2 was on his knees probing in the grass with his
fingertips--for the fallen host, Shane thought.

The G lbert thing' s eyes glared. She felt its hot breath on her, reeking of
garbage: WA TCHME .. It snatched up a burning pitch pot and ran toward
the priests.

Fat her Lawrence lay linply. Several yards ahead, the other two priests were on
t heir hands and knees, drunkenly wobbling as the ground shook yet once nore.
The new tenblor rattled Shane's body agai nst the wooden cross, jarring her
further. She tasted her own bl ood.

Then: She heard a faint keening, |like a cat neow ng.

The G | bert thing danced around the fallen priests, kicking them stonping
their precious cargo into the ground, |aughing ferociously. She heard their
screans as it poured boiling pitch on them It was alone now Its human
conpani ons had fl ed.

A long black car sailed into view.

Goi ng about 90, Shane thought.

Ared light twirled on its roof.

Its bunpers flashed blue, white, blue, white..

Its siren keened |ike a knife being sharpened on a whetstone. The car turned
from Canoga, missing the driveway into the ball field. It thudded across the
sidewal k. It skidded slightly on the grass, on the Wiite Stuff, then corrected
itself and kept flying.

The G lbert thing raised its hand. It was a large, swi ney-hairy hand with
vicious claws. Fromthe center of the hand, a bluish ray of light flashed. A
ball of light inpacted the police car, putting out a headlight. Still the car
cane. The G lbert thing roared with rage and shot bolt after bolt of Iight
into the three priests, finishing themoff. Then it turned

OH JESUS HELP ME Shane whi npered

ainmed its palm

OH JESUS PLEASE

and fired a ball of cold blue light past her face. The shot nicked the wood so
that splinters stuck in her cheek. G lbert picked up the pot of burning pitch
and ran toward her.

OoH My GOD MY GOD. ..

The madness and rage in his eyes were clearly visible through the jackal nask;
or was it a nmask? He raised the burning pitch high to throwit over her



Tongues of spilled fire bannered over G lbert's shoul der

The police car skidded to a halt in a fan of Wite Stuff. Its door flew open
and out stepped Vic Lara, rifle in hand.

Shane screamed: "Vic! Help."

The G lbert thing drewnear. TOGETHERMYDEAR WEWI LLPER
S H.

Vic knelt to aim
Shane screaned.

Red eyes gl owed hungrily, teeth bared in a grin. She choked as the snoky bl ack
nmess held in his upraised hands descended toward her..

Vi c shot, and echoes sl ammed between the basilica and the hills sonewhere in
the Jungle as the M 16 rock 'n rolled on automati c.

The G lbert thing' s jackal head expl oded as a round entered its skull. Holes
tore through the body, and it began to fall, jerked this way and that, and
flam ng pitch fell backwards on it, enveloped it. It rolled on the ground,
arnms upraised as claws that wilted in the heat..

Vic, holding the snmoking M 16, hopped over the cenetery wall with flying
coattail. A shot rang out. One of the satanists, kneeling behind a grave
stone, had aimed at Vic and missed. He never had another chance.

There were sonme seconds of silence during which Shane, bl oodied and dizzy,
coughed at the smoke rising fromG | bert.

Then Vic erupted fromthe bl ackness anong the tonbstones spraying fans of
flami ng tracer bullets. Shane saw a shadow fly away, a gun slip froma hand.

|l LOVEYOU, the Glbert thing thought, and slithered to a dead stop at
Shane's feet. She | ooked down at it, seeing its blackish, greenish fluid
| eaki ng out, and drew back agai nst her bonds, screaning

A wailing caravan of marked police cars hove into view on Canoga. The |ead car
sl owed. Then, when its driver saw Lara's car, he turned and the other cars
foll owed. Wee! wee! wee! wee! a dozen sirens piped. Red white and blue flashes
illumned the night sky like fireworks. High beam headlights rolled forward in
a wave. Vic cut Shane | oose, and she collapsed in his arms. "Ch God, Vic, they
killed Perry."

He held her tightly as she cried. "Dunb broad. | told you to stay hone."

The ball field swarmed with uniforms. The |ight would have been sufficient to
play a night gane. Abruptly, a stillness descended. The organ music stopped.
They had found Perry.

Shane did an assessnent of herself. Bl oody cheek, aching bones, cuts and
brui ses, a couple of burn marks from spattered pitch. Al so, she felt cold and
wet . She | ooked down and wailed: "I've peed nmy pants!"”

Anmbul ances rolled in. A policeman sprayed Glbert's charred and nelted corpse
with a fire extinguisher. EMI"s in white jackets checked the dead priests.
Pol i cenmen with dogs and shotguns poured into the cenetery. Flashlight beans,
and the thicker beans of police spotlights, played anong the trees and



t ombst ones. Shane t hought of having lost Perry and cried out |loud. "I never
shoul d have cone here. | got Perry killed."

"You bet you should never have," bellowed a powerful voice. Bishop Mil cahy,
dressed in a long silk bathrobe, stood with arms aki nbo. He had a | arge cigar
in his mouth, and his steel rimed glasses glinted sternly. "You were warned
to leave this in conpetent hands. | warned Law ence too!"

"Ch shut up," Shane said wi ping her eyes. "These priests were doi ng what your
church trained themto do. | made a mstake I'lIl always regret, but at |east |
did something."

Bi shop Mul cahy's nouth fell open.

"For a hundred years," she said, "you have sat in your house by the church and
done not hi ng."

"Quiet," Vic said, giving her arma tug. "He's doing the best he can. W al
are."

Mul cahy whi sked his cigar out and cleared his throat. "Young Lady,"
"Runmph! " Red white and blue lights danced in his gl asses.

he said,

"Don't Young Lady ne," she said.

"Young Lady, er, rum" He stared, jamed his cigar back into his nouth, and
stal ked off in a scarf of expensive snoke.

A car rolled in, and Camlla Strather got out. She wal ked up to Vic, put her
arms around him and kissed him Shane stared at them Camilla hel ped Shane
up. "Vic and | recently fell in love."

Vic said: "Shane called nme. Ten minutes later Canmilla called me. Then Fat her
called ne. Finally the bishop called me. Then Camilla called back and said she
t hought you were all going to be out here. You people didn't know how
dangerous these satan-buddies really are. So | said, fuck these jewels, |

can't be sittin' here drinking cold coffee and eating stale donuts while you
guys are all getting killed. I put in an energency call to the centra

swi t chboard and headed out here."

Shane put her hands over her face to wi pe away the tears. "Thanks."

Vic produced a flashlight and waved its beam over the crunpled body by the
cross. "Finally," he said, "I nailed that son of a bitch. Shane, |'mso sorry
it cost us Perry to creamthis piece of dogshit. |I've been after himfor a
long, long time."

Shane | ooked down at Gl bert Burtongale. His lidless eyes, his contorted
(scream ng?smling?) nouth were open in death. EMI's had backed their

anbul ance close. Vic told them "Double-bag this one for me, okay you guys?
He's extra stinky garbage.™

"Vic," Shane said, |looking at Glbert's destroyed but once agai n human
features, "I ampositive he was wearing some kind of mask."

Vic's flashlight beam poked about. "You nust have been nistaken," Vic said,
"there's no mask anywhere around."

Shane rode to the hospital in Vic's car. Canilla sat in the back seat with a
conforting hand on Shane's shoulder. Fromthe ER they called Roger. It was



hard to keep from bl ubbering. "You don't nove an inch fromthose kids. They're
going to slap a few bandages on nme and I'I|l take a cab hone."

She sat on a gurney, sniffling, when Canilla cane in with haunted eyes. "Are
you ready to go home?"

"Yes."

Cam |l a took off her own coat and held it. Shane, shivering, accepted.
"Matil da Stein passed away an hour ago. The nurse said she was in the room
changi ng a bedpan, when Matil da suddenly sort of cried out, sat up with her
eyes wi de open, and then fell backward. She was dead by the time the nurse
dropped the bedpan and got to her side. Matilda died just minutes after Perry
did."

Shane remenbered her dreans of the ship, of the long corridors, that seened to
beckon to her also. "Alnost," she said dreanily, feeling Canilla's hand gently
on her back | eadi ng her outside where Vic waited, "as though he cane to get
her, isn't it? Like he had to go somewhere, and wanted her to cone with him"

PART TWO HEARTBREAKER

The foll owi ng norning, Roger took the kids to school. Shane had bruised ribs,
scrat ches, burn marks, a black eye, and a sprained wist. She also had a big
wound in her soul. She packed Mother's belongings in the trunk of the Mistang
and drove her to Miulberry Street. The house | ooked |like an old | ady who had
just been through a lot. Its doors and wi ndows hung open and fresh air and
sunlight flooded it fromall directions.

Still the Wiite Stuff blew up, blizzards of it. AOd people conplai ned of
respiratory problens; doctors warned of health hazards to the |ungs and eyes.
And the earth itself seened queasy, always a trenor away fromthe next
temblor. The city still wailed with sirens. Here and there, a snoke pillar
rose fromyet another fire

Shane drove by her place, but didn't have the heart to go in. She hoped the
hone owner's insurance woul d cover the massive damage (Wiite Stuff bul ging
fromevery nook). She frowned. Put her foot on the brake pedal. Noticed the
van parked near her house. She left her car running, got out, and strode to

t he van. Soneone painted over the wi ndows, so she could not see inside. She
tried the doors. Locked. Sw nging by annoyedly, as a | ast shot before
returning to her car, she yanked on the rear door handle... ...And it opened.
She al nost | ost her bal ance as nomentum carried her with the door. I|nside was
a maze of electronic gear. A pretty young Air Force blonde in fatigues and
radi o headset was busy twi ddling knobs. A sergeant with gray hair and | ots of
wavy chevrons made an angry face. Touching the large gun on his belt, he
snarl ed and pull ed the door shut, slamming it in her face.

Roger was waiting in his driveway. "Shane, one nore death." She renoved her
sungl asses, checked her shiner in the visor mirror, and squinted at him "M ss
Pol ly," Roger said.

"I don't care right now "

"Camilla wants us there before the estate goes probate."

Shane rel ented. Roger shifted the car through its gears on the winding road to

t he mansi on. The ocean | ooked i nnocent below, little waves like |ace doilies
for afternoon tea. "l hate this town," she said.



"I'f the kids get sonething out of the estate, we can | eave."
"We?" she asked.

He | ooked startled. "Should I nake that maybe?"

The words, you big handsone npose, the words!

"Shane, | knowit's early, but | was wondering if you woul d consi der becom ng
engaged to marry ne." She slid her sungl asses down and stared at himover the
| enses, darkly. Roger |ooked as though he wanted to stop the car and run away.
"OfF course," she said feigning a shrug. It took his face a m nute to change
fromstark rejection to joy. "You woul d?" He stopped in the niddle of the
street and they threw their arns around each other. Cars honked, flow ng
around them

Cam|la Strather said in the sitting room "I found her this norning. She had
gone into Wallace's baby roomand evidently just... went to sleep. Wth

Gl bert and Wall ace gone, she just didn't feel she had anything left to live
for." Jules and Patricia Looms were there; Mart WIllow and his wife; and Walt
Kargis, attorney and |longtine confidant of Mss Polly.

Walt Kargis was in his seventies. He was a slimman, white-haired, with pai ned
eyes. He had a smooth voice |ike warmwater running through |ong pipes. "A
great loss to all of us. | have asked you here, not for the reading of the
will, which will cone later, and you are all remenbered init. Mss Polly and
| had a chat just |last week, alnmost in prenonition | would now say." Kargis
put on his reading gl asses and unfol ded a pi ece of paper. "She wanted nme to
expedite certain matters. For one thing, if you don't already know, Mart
Wllowis termnated at the newspaper effective this hour." He | ooked up
Shane and Jul es exchanged | ooks of amazement. It was quiet in the room Mart
WIllow was turning fromred to purple. "Further, Jules Loom s is appointed
Executive Editor of the Herald, replacing Mss Polly in that position." Jules
rolled his eyes up. Patricia covered her nouth with her hands and gasped. The
attorney sat down.

Cam |l a Strather stepped forth, clasping her hands over her long flat belly.
"M ss Polly seened depressed the | ast few days, and we tried to cheer her up,
but | think she knew her tinme was coming. First" (she pointed to a stack of
faded | eat herbound journals on a side table) "M. Loom s is requested exam ne
the secret diaries of her ancestor, \Wallace Burtongale, who travelled in
Africa during the md 1800's." (Jules nodded his acceptance) "Second and | ast,
M ss MaclLenore, she asks you to handle this." Camilla handed a box to Shane.

I nside was the African statuette Johnathan Smith had died for. "Mss Polly
requests this be returned to the Rev. Smith's Muiseum of Satan back east when
you are done with it."

Jul es had stuffed his pipe, Iit it, and was now puffing contentedly. "And |'m
maki ng you police reporter.”

"I guess I"'mglad," she told Roger, clutching her box and hurrying along with
himto the car. "It'lIl never be the same w hthout Perry though."

Roger drove along the tw sting roads, down toward the sea. She lifted the
statue (it was light) and | ooked underneath. It was holl ow "Look, Roger
there are little wisps of that Wite Stuff in there." She frowned. "It's
al nost as though the Wiite Stuff were comng right out of the wood."

Roger downshifted. "Well 1've got a contact as UC San Tomas who woul d j ust
love to ook at that thing."



She clutched the statuette tightly. "Let's get the story!"

Roger and Shane drove to the UC San Tomas campus. She carried the statuette in
its box. Dr. Vernon LeGier was a m ddl e-aged bl ack man. H s head and beard
were peppered, giving hima mellow and di stingui shed appearance. LeGier had
an easy smle that poked out like the sun after a storm given his usual scow
and the arnor of his personality that had withstood stupidity and prejudice

t hrough a | ong and di stingui shed career. He exam ned the wooden object.
Peering through a magnifying gl ass, he reached for a dental pick.

"What do you think?" Shane could not help asking in the | ab which was sil ent
except for a drip in the sink and the clicking of a defective fluorescent
light. No bubbling test tubes, no blinking conedy conmputers, no weird

assi stants.

LeGier picked up a phone and dialed. "Could you please ask Dr. Stevens to see
me in Lab A? Thank you," he said quietly and hung up. Then he turned to Shane.
"Dr. Stevens is a federal biochem st who just flew in from Washi ngton D.C

What we have here, Mss MaclLenore, is a real curiosity.”

"Ch?" Roger and Shane both said and | eaned forward for an nth | ook, but she at
| east could not see anything nore than before.

"Yes. First, the statue appears to have been holl owed out a long time ago, how
long I won't know until we do sone nore tests. There are minute traces of sone
sort of plaster inside, which |eads ne to believe that the statuette was
filled in.

"Second, there are traces...you can see themunder the |light here" (he held it
under a fluoro, and Shane | eaned real close) "...of some other material. Looks
like old, badly forged, crumbly iron." He pointed with a shaky dental tip, and
there appeared to be dark crunbs in the knife nmarks nmade by whoever had

hol  owed this thing out).

Shane, Roger, and Jules had lunch at the zoo deli. The zoo was al nost
deserted. The pyramid of White Stuff in the mddle, cordoned off with yellow
police tape, |oonmed nmenaci ngly on the nearby horizon. Roger said: "Things are
nutso at the zoo. A lot of the enployees are calling in sick but I know sone
are just scared. Especially with that heart attack rumor going around."

"You're going to get a lot of runors at atine like this,” Jules said. "l've
been reading those old diaries. Shane, I'"'msorry | told you to squel ch your
story."

"Thanks." She nade a nental note to return that book to Father Law ence, then
renmenbered he was gone.

"That old guy Wallace | went to Africa, brought back a bunch of stuff, and
went nuts. His diaries, which | don't think anyone has seen in a hundred years
are full of references to pain in his soul, pain in his head, things talking
in his head. \Watever the denon is or was, it promi sed the Burtongal es great
fortune, but the price was steep. Their sanity. Wallace | finally coul dn't
stand it. He dunped his African statues out at sea."

"I'ncluding the sphinx that talked in his mnd," Shane said.

"Right. But it was too late,’
Devil, it stuck."

Jul es said. "Watever pact he had made with the



Roger said: "Then we have the earthquakes, as though something is trying to
get out of the ground. And the Wiite Stuff--totally unexplai ned."

"There was," Shane said, "sonething else bugging me. | think | remenber

somet hing. The thing in the back of the truck, that got Charlie and Frank and
Attila killed. It was a statue stolen froma rmuseumin Chicago. G lbert called
it a core. That's a conputer term isn't it?"

Jules rolled his eyes up. "You got ne."

Roger nodded. "Core. That's an old termfor main nenory. It was made of iron
rings looped in a lattice. Vern said there had been iron in the statuette. The
sphi nx m ght have had sonme iron in it. So then..."

"There would be a third iron kind of outer space thing floating around
sonewhere in San Tonmas," Shane sai d.

"Yeah, |ike maybe right there," Jules said pointing at the pyram d of Wite
Stuff, which was by now over a hundred feet tall and twi ce as wide at the
base.

Shane shuddered. "A spaceshi p approaches earth | ong ago. Why do spaceshi ps
cone to earth? In the novies, it's usually to col oni ze, take us over. The
spaceship blows up. Its brain somehow survives, though in pieces that try to
find each other. \Wat better tool than an explorer who will stop at nothi ng?"
"Maybe there were nore pieces," Jules said, "but so far we know of only three.
One is the sphinx that got dunped. Two is the rain god, the holl ow wooden
statue of which we have, but the core of which is |ost somewhere here in San
Tomas. The third is the Ivory Coast statue that Frank and Attila and G| bert
stole. The sphinx is in the sea. Sonething is under all that Wite Stuff at

t he Pagoda, one of the statues. And the third piece of the puzzle is stil

m ssing sonmewhere in San Tonas."

Roger and Shane went to his office, |ocked the door, and nmade | ove on the
floor, under the filtered green light that poured through the high w ndows.

Then she drove to the paper. Jules called her into his office. He had been
readi ng ol d books and now he rubbed his eyes. Tones were spread before him

| eat her and canvas bound books that, as bl anks al one, would be worth hundreds
of dollars apiece today. She approached themw th awe, touching with her
fingertips. Crisp (stick and nib?) ink text filled the pages in straight,

wi re-nmesh penmanshi p. "Shane, | want you to start a daily columm on this
situation. Go as nmany pages as you need. Quote anyone, call anyone, do
anything to fill the colum with the kind of crisis information you'll need.

Everything you do is by-line. Oh, and by the way, your salary is doubled. ™

"Thanks," she said, dazzled by the honor, dazed by the turnaround in her
fortunes.

He wi nked. "You get my old office until | can hire a new Managing Editor. |'m
going to throw Mart WIllow s crap out the wi ndow, have his office fum gated,
and then nmove in there nyself."

"Good for you," she told him "Mnd if |I borrow a couple of those giant
books?"

"Be ny guest."

Lugging a pile of mldew tomes, she struggled to her old desk in the obit



section. A group of reporters followed her

"Nice to see you again," Spike said.

"I't's good to be back. Coff." She dropped the books on her desk and dust rose.
She | ooked around. "I didn't expect to see the place again." They crowded the

nor gue area. Spi ke reached under his desk and pulled out a big candy box. "W

all got together and bought some chocol ates to say thanks you. W are all SO0O
glad to be rid of that man." They all cl apped.

"Those are very |l arge books," Spike said when they were al one. As Spi ke packed
up for the day, and the afternoon faded into a gol den sil ence, she read:

...no longer trusting to the sound sense of my faculties, indeed filled with
fear as to what m ght otherw se befall our zoo, our famly, and our town,

resol ved to undo both the progress and the m stakes that had been the
outgrow h of my third African journey. Thus, with a heavy heart, | ordered the
Chi nese workers brought in. Qur magnificent sphinx, brought to California via
the I ndian Ccean at great expense, was to be sunk deep in the Pacific near San
Tomas. The voice in the back of nmy mnd, however, continues to tornment ne. |
fear it is too late. Howlong will | (and God forbid, ny descendants?) have to
suffer the schenes of this thing...?

As she read, her heart pounded. Yes, her mnd cried with alife of its own,
that's what |1've been feeling at the back of my head. Something dropped into
t he ocean | ong ago. .

...COMECLOSER.

feeling the Cold Thing she burst into tears and sl ammed the book shut. Even
with G lbert dead, nothing had changed.

"Are you guys sick?" Shane asked over breakfast. Elisa shook her head. Kippy
shook his head. Rudy shook his head. Heads hung. "This is a first," Roger said
as he joined themwth his own plate. "Usually they wolf down everything in
sight."”

"I think we're all getting the flu," Elisa said dejectedly. Her glance
flickered toward Ki ppy, who glanced up briefly, and Wat secret they were
shari ng? Somet hi ng was goi ng on

"Do you feel that you need to stay in bed?" Roger asked. "This on a Saturday
nor ni ng?"

"The boys could lie in the livingroomand watch cartoons,” Elisa said.

"And you?" Roger asked.
"I have a very inportant project to do on ny conputer,” Elisa said with
gl eam ng eyes. Shane felt a tingle up and down her back. Computer?

The kids ended up going out on the rear lawn to wash the dogs. She checked out
Roger's computer system but found nothing wong. "What are you doi ng?" he
asked, carrying a coffee nmug and the paper

"Not hi ng," she said, joining himin the living room She turned on the
expensi ve German clock radio just softly enough that she could barely hear it,
like a baseball gane in a far roomon a | azy sumer day. KCST anchor Chuck

El der was just reading the ten a.m news: "...Seisnpologists at UCST have
counted over a hundred snmall aftershocks after the tenblors that have rocked



San Tomas and indeed this part of California in the past few days. City

i nspectors are conbing public buildings for cracks, but no significant threats
have been unveiled, thanks to California' s history of strong quake-proofing

| aws. Coast Cuard officials have confirmed that there is a huge iceberg off
the coast of San Tomas, only this ice berg is not made of ice, it's nade of,
you guessed it, White Stuff. Coast Guard and Marine Fisheries boats are on
their way to the area. Reports say that a solid block of Wiite Stuff is
floating or anchored in the water, rising as high as fifty feet in sonme spots;
t he depth of the phenonenon is not known yet. An unmanned canera-bearing
submarine called the Underwater Photo Reconnai ssance Subnersi bl e Robot, or
U-Pho, is being airlifted from Scripps Laboratories in San Di ego. U Pho, you
may remenber, has filned such sea wecks as the Titanic, the Lusitania, and a
| ost Russian space capsule. Scientists at UC San Tomas's Burtongal e Bi ol ogy
Labor at ori es have announced sone prelininary conclusions about the nysterious
White Stuff that has been plaguing this seaside resort for over a week now.
Prof essor Vernon LeGier, speaking with KCST's Angel a Moorehead, had this to
say: '...um the so-called Wiite Stuff appears to be a rather sinple set of
conpounds. It has a light, papery quality, but it's fire resistant. It's got a
crystalline conposition in parts, which leads us to believe that it is
actual | y manuf actured sonmehow |i ke common sand and then bl own or stretched or
t hreaded by sone unknown process into this papery glassy plastic. It's not
styrof oam either. The nost surprising thing is that it's not uniform In sone
parts of town it contains |arge anmounts of cellulose, which is the stuff of
which tree trunks and plants are made. I n other places there is hardly a trace
of cellulose. It appears to ne that someone, sonething, sone force buried in
the earth or hidden in the sea is manufacturing this stuff in different places
and just sinply using whatever materials are at hand..."

Shane nuzzl ed confortably, back agai nst Roger's strong, warm body, and fel
fast asl eep. She dreant an innocent chil dhood dream about Daddy. How she had
| oved him How she would run down the garden path to the gate when he was
getting out of his car after a |ong business trip! Wiat a beautiful dream

Then dogs licked her face, kids junped on the bed, disrupting her dream Roger
chased themall out, and Shane fell into a deep much-needed sl eep, dreani ess.

The Herald came out in the norning with a huge bl ack border on the first page.
The headline, in thick black letters, cried out: HEIRESS DEEDS MANSE TO NUNS
The acconpanying story was witten by Jules. Snaller headlines on the page
read:

POLI CE WRAP MURDER SERI ES. Shane had witten this one, using a | engthy
intervieww th Vic Lara. She kept it straight, mentioning Satani sm but

gl ossing over the last nonents with Glbert; who would believe it? She |eft
off with Vic's shooting of Glbert, and Vic's theory that Gl bert had been
responsible for a lot of the killings around San Tonas.

Bl SHOP MUM ON EXORCI SM5. Jules had witten this one. Bishop Mil cahy said he
m ght make a statenent after a 'reasonable period of sober reflection and
prayer' and after consulting with the Vatican

FEDS VOW CONTI NUED QUAKE Al D, SNOW PROBE. This one, witten by Shane, had
quotes fromDr. Stanislaus as well as Drs. Black and Wite. Vernon LeGier had
proni sed an interview

POLLY BURTONGALE, 88, HElI RESS, TOMN BENEFACTOR. This was Spike's piece, with a
junp to the obit page after a few opening grafs at [ower right of the first

page.

Jul es declared fromhis office door: "This paper is out of the dock and



runni ng on the open sea for the first tine ever."

Privately, when Shane showed himher first two pages, which he liked, he told

her: "1've already had two calls from maj or newspaper chains that m ght be
interested in buying the Herald. | had to beg off, of course, saying Canilla
Strather was appoi nted executrix and we'll have to see how the whol e thing

falls out of Probate. If ever, given what the Burtongal es own."

About mid-nmorning, ten twenty to be exact, Shane had a call from St. Andrew s.
Sister Sincere's voice was |ow and direct. "M ss MacLenore, | don't want to
scare you now, and | think everything will be okay, but | must tell you that
Ki ppy took a fall just now "

"Ch?" She sat bolt upright. "How is he?"

"He is going to be taken to hospital. Hi s |eg may be broken.” No. "M ss
MacLenor e?"

"Il be right there," she said dropping the phone.

When Shane drove up to the school and saw the cream and red ambul ance, she
felt like beginning to cry, only fear dried up her eyes and nade her heart
pound. She found Ki ppy being | oaded onto a kind of chair-stretcher. H's face
was white as paper. He gritted his teeth in pain and stared horrified down at
his leg, which was dressed in white splints and bandages. H s knuckles were
white as he gripped the stainless steel bars.

Shane remenbered to control her tears just |ong enough to get on her knees and
cradled his head. His eyes were wide with pain. He held hinself stiffly,
sucking tortured breaths. "Ch Momy," he said, "it hurts.”

"It's okay," she said, "we're going to the hospital and get it fixed." She
felt her heart breaking.

"Am | going to be all right?" he asked, turning scared eyes toward her. She
squeezed his upper arm feeling the new nuscles there. "You'll be fine," she
sai d.

Sister St. Cyr said: "He was playing basketball with the boys and they say he
twi sted the wong way and went down. They heard the bone snap. Sort of a
poppi hg noi se." Shane stood numbly by the anbul ance, trying to sob but

paral yzed. Her chest heaved, only to fight a huge weight that was descendi ng
on her. Sister St.Cyr reached out and grabbed Shane's |apel and shook roughly.
"Let's get in, Shane, the boy needs to get to hospital." Shane |et herself be
hal f pulled, half pushed into the cold steel jaws of the anbul ance just as the
par amedi ¢ nurse bent close with a hypodermnmic of norphine. In a corner, Sister
St. Cyr sat with eyes closed praying silently. Her pasty white fingers were
kneaded | i ke dough around hard bl ack rosary beads.

Dr. Isaac Boutros, Kippy's doctor of old, showed up quickly at the ER He'd
been on rounds right there in the hospital and he could only stay a mnute.
H s eyes reflected worry and ki ndness as he punped her hands gently. "You'l
see, Mary Shane. Everything will turn out okay. You nust hope and pray. | am
ordering all the necessary tests nowand | will return to see you later."

Shane did pray. Sister St.Cyr left around noon, prom sing Father Drinnan woul d
mention Ki ppy during D spensations at his evening Mass at state prison. He
woul d ask the prisoners to pray for Kippy al so. She pressed the black rosary
into Shane's hand before she left.



Shane hel d Ki ppy's hand under the white tents in the emergency room He felt
warmto her. She called a nurse, and Kippy's tenperature proved to be 101. God
let it be flu. Please..

"I"'mnot real scared just now, " Kippy told her

"I"'mnot either," she lied. "Maybe just a little. Not a lot, though."

"Mt neither," he said. "Not a whole lot. Just alittle."

Bef ore the bone could be set, Kippy had to go through X-Ray Technol ogy. There,
in a semdark of quiet procedure and dull, careful routine, plates slanmed

t hrough the huge nachi nes as exposures were taken. Next, blood tests. Kippy
went through all the needle sticks with a stoic face. Partly, she thought, it
was because he was already doped up. She renenbered the cancer years, and felt
strangely detached. This wasn't the little five year old who'd suffered
through that. And this wasn't his young nother carooning fromcushion to
cushion of life. Those two had triunphed. They had wal ked out of this fucking
pl ace hand in hand and chins up. This was a whole new ball gane. A ten year
old, and his worried thirtyish nother. Only the Doctor was the sanme (Boutros,
Egypti an, Coptic, best bone man between LA and San Franci sco, a Burtongal e
catch. Thanks, Mss Polly).

Then came the specialists. They nodded, they conferred, they pointed to Xrays,
t hey made gestures, they wal ked away and came back. They sipped coffee and
nodded some nore. They generally avoi ded | ooking in Shane's direction; perhaps
(oh I'mkidding nyself) they don't know |I'msitting here around the corner in
a cold draft wishing it was all a joke and we could go home now.

Ki ppy was in the cast room He'd had his I eg set and now t he cast man was
wr appi ng the wet gauze and plaster into place.

Dr. Boutros cane and sat next to her. "Mary Shane, there is a tunmor in his
right tibia. That's the thin little hard bone you feel bel ow your knee to your
ankl e. "

"I's he going to die?" she asked.

"W have to take the leg off."

"He | oves to play basketball," she said dully. She felt Iike a pile of wax
melting in a cruel sun. She felt heavy, |ike a bag of goldfish about to burst.

"Mary Shane," he whisked in his little accent, and she studied the crisp white
hairs around his gold eyegl ass franes, the caring brown eyes behind thick

| enses, the soft cocoa skin furrowed with a thousand horrors and worries, "we
have won the fight once before, together, and we are going to win it again
now. Got that?"

She nodded.

"He will play again. You should go get sonmething to eat,"” he said. "It's six

o' clock." What? How could that be? But he was right. The hospital corridors

gl owed snowblind with too many fluorescent |ights. Evening shift people
trundl ed about in surgical gowns. She went to the cafeteria and forced herself
to eat half a burger and some fries, not tasting anything. A mddle aged man
with a cigarette in one hand and a simlar burger in the other hand was
wol fi ng away; why not hinf? she asked, why not that guy? Wiy ny Ki ppy and not
some ot her kid? Wiy any kid? Wy, God? We pray and pray and what do we get?
She sniffl ed.



"Shane." She turned. Roger, Elisa, and Rudy wal ked in. Roger sent the kids to
get trays and order in the line (which was virtually enpty because di nner was
over but the cafeteria wasn't closed yet). He squeezed her hands. "lI'msorry."

"W beat it once," she said. "Wy is it back?" He started to say sonething.
She bawl ed. He slid around and sat beside her. He held her close and rocked
her. Elisa and Rudy sat quietly.

"Let's all go up to see him" Roger suggested.

The charge nurse dictated hospital rules: Two visitors per patient at a tine
in the roons, or five in the guest room So they sat together with a huge

Mexi can- American famly. Kippy, Rudy, and Elisa put their heads together for a
serious powwow that nmade Shane curious. "\What are you gabbi ng about ?" she
prodded t hem

"Just, um about our roons," Elisa said. "W want Kippy to get honme soon."
Shane sensed sonething awy. But she checked Ki ppy's reaction, and he nodded
as Elisa spoke.

"Well it's nice to know you're wanted at a tinme like this," Shane heard
hersel f bl ather. Roger held her hand, and she thought, last time | didn't have
that either.

She sent Roger and the ki ds home about seven. Kippy had sone pain and she got
the nurse to give himcodei ne, which put himright out. He was in the

pedi atric section, so it was okay for her to spend the night. An LVN brought a
cot, which was placed right next to Kippy's bed for her. She lay down to rest,
pl anning to get up, shower, conmb her hair, maybe drive home and pick up sone
cl othes, but she fell hard asl eep

She had horrid dreans with dead people. Father Lawence, wearing his long

bl ack soutane, was standi ng somepl ace under water, on a netal beam He waved
his arms and his face flexed in driven expressions. H s eyes | ooked desperate.
And the netal beam on which he stood was torn off at one end, nelted like a
bar of sealing wax thrust into fire. Wz stood darkly shaki ng her head. Like,
no, don't something, but what? Grave nen in bright garnents woven of gray
light, like angels neither good nor bad, or maybe both, were carrying a
stretcher deep into a wall, through a doorway w thout exit, and when she

| ooked closely, it was Kippy on the stretcher

A hand shook her. It was the nurse. She had a tray of food for Kippy, in case
he wanted to eat. She rose groggily, shaking her head. Kippy was still lying
on one side. Shane bent over him anxiously. He was still breathing. She pulled
the cover up to his chin. The nurse said: "Doctor Boutros is on the floor. He
asked to see you in the corridor."

Shane found himin a nook between a palmand a picture, reading over sone
procedure sheets. Wen he saw her, he put the papers away and | ooked grave.

"Mary Shane, we were calling you at home this nmorning. |I'mafraid | have nore
bad news. The | ab found sone suspicious white blood cells. | had the
radi ol ogi st go back and check the xrays again. | amindefinitely postponing

the anputation. We think there nay be nore tunors.”

"NO .." She sagged agai nst the wall

"I"'msorry," he said. "I think we have to be very tough just now W wll do
nore tests, and right nowit's not conclusive. But there is a sixty per cent
chance that there is a small tunor in the other |leg, and al so one on the hip



right near the kidney. And what that neans is that there may be the begi nnings
of metastasis. W have to know right away."

"I's he going to die?" she asked.

"That is in God's hands,"” he said. "He is a very, very sick boy."

Shane cal | ed her not her

"Ch hi," came the drawling, dawdly voice.

"Mt her," Shane cried, "Kippy's cancer is back."

"I think you should take himto the doctor then," Mther replied.

"Are you drunk?"

"I"'mknitting," Mther said. "Wuld you like to join ne?"

Shane hung up and cal | ed Roger

"Ch ny God," he said. "I'll do whatever | can." H's words and his tone of

voi ce, however well-intentioned, had a cold finality that enraged her. "He's
not dead yet!" she screaned shrilly and slamred t he phone down. Then she ran
outside to get sone air, pushing aside startled nurses and staring patients
with dark eye hol |l ows.

Shane quit her job at the newspaper. A specialist flown in by the Burtongal e
Estate di scovered yet another tunor, this one in Kippy's brain. Metastasis had
set in. He had less than six nonths to live, Dr. Boutros said. | will die with

hi m Shane t hought to herself.

She took Kippy hone toward the end of the week. It was a sunny day, filled

with bird song and flowers. Kippy seenmed in good spirits. "I'll be playing
basket ball again before you knowit," he told her. He patted her knee. "Don't
worry, |I'Il get through this one okay just like last tine."

That evening, after dinner, they all sat and watched Di sney novies in the den
Shane had the illusion that she'd had a bad dream and now was reality. They
were a famly; how could Kippy die now that he finally had a fam|ly? She went
in the bathroomand cried quietly for a while so nobody would know.

Later, as Kippy was going to bed, she sat by him It was as if they were al one
in the big house, with the wind blowi ng gently outside, and pine boughs
rubbi ng agai nst the house like loving fingers of life, saying how wonderful it
was to be alive

"Mom " he said, hands fol ded on chest, eyes glittering into a ceiling of
t houghts, "I'mnot sure | can take it again. The cheno, | nean.”

"Ki ppy," she said and pressed a hand over his. She knew what he neant. He'd
al ready recei ved nmassive doses of poisons designed to kill the tunors, at the
expense of sickening the healthy body too. It was okay now, but in a few days
he woul d be inmobile, glued to the floor, gasping, vomting glassy fire. She
renenbered it all frombefore. "Kippy, darling, you HAVE to! |I'mgoing to be
with you every second, do you hear? I'mgoing to suffer with you, and we're
going to make it together. You' ve got to! You have a famly now. "

"I"'msorry | yelled at you," Shane told Roger as he held her. They | ay,
dressed in pajanmas, on the bed.



"I understand," he said. Hi s tone told her nore: he would stand by her. But
woul d it be enough? Wuld all the hopes and prayers be enough?

Jules and Patricia visited next day. So did Canmilla. So did Sister St.Cyr.
Sone kids from school came, including the boys who had been pl ayi ng basket bal
with him they brought a basketball and signed their names to it. Several
girls came with their parents and wote hearts and val enti ne nessages on

Ki ppy's cast. Kippy preened in all the attention, but tired easily and had to
go to bed.

Roger swapped Elisa's bedroomon the first floor for Kippy's on the second, so
t hat Ki ppy woul d have easier access to the kitchen

Vic Lara and Camilla Strather stopped by. "W're working hard to get Evvie,"
she said. "Ch, didn't Vic tell you? W're engaged to be married next year."

"That's great," Shane and Roger said.

Vic said: "Shane, |I'msorry your son is so sick."

Shane said: "I wish you had left me to die when Glbert..." Inmediately she
realized that then Ki ppy would have di ed al one, and covered her face and
cried. She felt boxed in. There just was no way out.

Roger went to work, but since the zoo was barely a bl ock away, he could cone
back every two or three hours and check on her, hold her, look in on Kippy,
spend a few fatherly mnutes with Ki ppy. Shane becane isolated in the house.
Even to get groceries, she would send Roger in the evening. The house, the
town, the world, her life seemed to be shutting around her like a dark fist
cl osing. What was there now? Roger and his children, sure, but what could
anything mean to her if she |ost Kippy?

When he was asl eep she wandered around the house. She clutched a torn and
dowdy housecoat around her breasts with cold hands. She had not washed her
hair in days and it resenbled a bird's nest fallen and crunbling around her
face. Sometinmes her face glistened wetly and she would run a wist absently
over it, leaving faint grine. Only when Ki ppy awke did she hurry to the

bat hroom afraid he would scold her, and she would rinse her face with a hot,
wet towel. When she | ooked in the mrror she saw that she was getting thin.
Her eye sockets | ooked huge. There were pale, listless creases in her cheeks
whose function seenmed to be to act as drain spouts. Like the statues at old
St. Cosnas, where vinegar rainwater ran |like tear drops down the faces of
age- bl ackened statuary.

Ki ppy was afraid at night. He would cry for her, and she would run from
Roger's bed to Kippy's. Even Shane worried (and she could see the worry in
Roger's eyes) about Rudy and Elisa. She was beginning to think that perhaps
she ought to nove with Kippy back to the apartnents, perhaps one that hadn't
been trashed with Wiite Stuff, into an environnent he in which would feel nore
famliar.

And the White Stuff continued its reign of terror. At tinmes, water or power,

or both, would be disrupted. For a while, the whole town m ght have no power.
Then, it mght erupt fromclosed faucets, blow ng out old gaskets, and then

settle with a dire gurgling, an ani mal having gorged.

O, the ground m ght shake. Lights would flicker on and off. Cars ran into
fire hydrants. More people collapsed in the infamus San Tomas Conma. Traffic
lights swng back and forth, chinese |anterns, red, anber, green



Dar kness was falling.
Ki ppy was asl eep
Rudy and Elisa were due home from school

Shane wat ched bits and flotsanms of Wihite Stuff trafficking through the halls
and roons. She shuffled to the broom cl oset, got the vacuum cl eaner out, and
began to vacuum Wat was on the floor went into the sucking nouth. Wat was
inthe air seemed to stay teasingly out of reach. Angrily, she tore the brush
of f and, using just the hose, staggered around trying to catch the damm stuff.
She | ugged the heavy, wheeled notor/container with one hand and tried to aim
the hose with the other. She stunbled several tinmes, lunging for a big flake
whi | e being jerked back by the weight of the notor. Darkness was falling. She
reconnected the power cord (it flickered down twice, as if trying to prevent
her) and vengeantly kept after the debris. She followed the trail around a
corner and it thickened. She stopped and rubbed a dirty cheek. What?

This was that dark corridor toward the end of the house where nobody seened to
ever go. There were a few cl oset doors and she pulled them open one by one.
Dust made her cough. There were ol d boxes, old bags, fire hazard, debris she'd
cl ean out once they were married. She |aughed a crazy honk. Married? Dead,
nmore like it. Nothing was going right anynore. Hadn't she al ways known it was
neant to be like this?

Feveri sh images entertai ned her m nd: Take Ki ppy and junmp off the Morgan
Freeway Bridge. Go swinmng in the ocean and slowy sink..

What ? The door at the far end. Wite Stuff seened to be oozing out from under
t he door. She | eaned close to peer inside, but the keyhol e was overfl ow ng
like a beer mug with styro foam But as she | eaned close, a cold breeze fl owed
over her face like a greedy hand. She started back as though soneone or
somet hi ng had touched her. She touched her cheek and then | ooked at her
fingers. A fleck of Wite Stuff dissolved on her finger tip. It snelled of the
sea, of fish, of brine. She rattled the door handle. Locked. No, nail ed.
Panting, grunting with effort, she pulled out the four large, rusty nails
someone had clunsily banged in on either side. She pushed against the door. It
resisted. Wth her body she slamed it, yelling. WWWHHHOOOSSSSSS
HHHHHH.. went a big cloud of White Stuff, and she screanmed because it
canme up around her like a gray body with arnms, with grasping hands, with
reaching fingers... For an instant, in the mddle of that agitated whirling
cloud, she sawthe Glbert thing, a jackal face with five antlers. It grinned
its teeth a fence-work of yellowed ivory. It had three eyes, and they stared
at her with greedy interest.

White Stuff closed around her. Suffocating her. She turned and ran. Stunbl ed,
fell. Wiite Stuff clogged her nouth and nostrils. She clawed it out. Held the
rag hem of her housecoat over her face and staggered forward. Behind her, the
door slammed shut. Wiite Stuff collapsed in a knee-deep pile. Coughing,
sputtering, sobbing, she used a corner of the hemto w pe her lips. She
brushed the crust fromher nostrils. She dabbed one eye, then the other

Rudy and Elisa stood staring at her with dark eyes. She started. They stared
darkly. Their faces had a waxy sheen. "What are you doi ng?" she denanded.

They stared at her.

She was on her side, still sprawl ed. Quickly she gathered herself to her
knees. "You know sonet hi ng about this, don't you?" she shrilled. "You know



somet hi ng about this, admt it!"

Rudy and Elisa, just in fromschool, still in uniform carrying their book
bags, turned and wal ked away.

"You little sneaks!" she shrilled after them She shuffled through the Wite
Stuff and yelled up the bannister: "You goddamlittle sneaks! Come down herel!l

| want to know what you..." but her voice trailed off and she sat on the foot
of the stairs. Her hands dangl ed between her knees and her head lolled. She
reached up and grasped her dirty, scraggly hair. She wanted to scream but she
had al ready done that and her throat hurt. She wanted to cry, but she'd done
that and there were no tears left.

"Mom " Kippy called. "Mom ™ H's voice groped through the stark corridors. GCh
my God, she thought, can't let himsee nme |ooking like this. She dashed into
the bathroomon the first floor and washed her face. Conbed her hair.

"Mb-o 0 o mmm" he bell owed. She pushed open the door to Elisa's former room

and went inside. "Darling..." she started to say.
Ki ppy sat up. Rudy and Elisa, still in school uniform sat on the bed with
him They all made big eyes at her. "Mom" Kippy said, "I think we need to

tell you sornething."

Roger waited in his office as darkness fell. He opened the m ddl e drawer of
his desk and took out the |arge kraft package. The phone rang and he picked
up. "This is Roger Chatfield."

"Roger, this is Dean Mol linger of City University, New York. | amreturning
your call.’

Roger snmiled. "G ad to hear fromyou, Mud."
"It's been a long tine, Roger. How s |ife?"

"Ch..." He westled with the package, and out spilled his resume. "...It's had
its ups and downs."

"Mostly ups, | hope.™
"How about you?"

"Ups and downs." Long ago, they had been |overs. She was a beautiful wonan and
they'd kept in touch, maybe a Christnmas card, a phone call every five years.

"I called a friend at Vernont College in Kaukasin, Vermont. You al ways want ed
to go there."

"Yes." Years ago he'd spent weekeds there with Maud. Chill autumm nights;
crisp stars; gloony trees with fire in their |eaves; hearthfire flickering in
| eaded wi ndows at Kaukasin. .

"They are interested, Roger. Send your resume right away."

"Wonderful. My family and | need a new start."

"l heard about San Tomas. |t nust be dreadful out there."

"Dreadful ? Yes, that's probably the word. | want the position if they offer
somewhere near the right noney."



"I think they'll come in |low but within your range. | think you can jack them
up five grand no problem" After the call, Roger stood, stretched, and sighed.
He di al ed home. Shane answered. He said: "Hi, Honey. | think I"'mgoing to be a
little late. |I think I found sonething..."

"Il fix supper for the kids," she answered. There was a dullness to her

Voi ce.

"I"ll see you in a while," he said and rang of f.

As darkness fell, as the green filtering sunlight fromthe roof gave way to
creeping night, and the electric lights went on, Roger reflected upon the
state of his life. He did not care to stay on at the zoo. He felt betrayed by
t he Burtongal es; by Wallace; by Polly; maybe even by Susan or was it Fate,
snatched away in the prime of her beauty. But | have ny two kids, he thought,
I must not forget that. I amin love with Shane, but where is that going? Her
not her is insane, and now she is breaking up. Poor Kippy. | must think of
Elisa and Rudy. If it is just a matter of Ki ppy being sick, then we can
manage. But if Shane can't take the pressure and if she is going the way of
her nmother, then maybe we'd better step back and give this thing a | ong | ook
Tears welled up in his eyes.

What am | going to do? The only time | ever felt like this was when | buried
Susan. Roger Chatfield got on his knees and baw ed out | oud.

"W have sonmething to tell you,"
direction.

Elisa told Shane with a dark look in Kippy's

Ki ppy took a deep breath. "Mom we got into the conputer ganes again."
Shane sat down. "I don't believe this--"
"W didn't nmean to," Rudy said.

"Shut up,"” Elisa told him "I was doing my homework on the conputer, and
Jereny kept pinging ne with electronic mail nessages. That's how it got
started.”

"I knew you'd be nmad," Kippy said.

Shane picked up the phone and di al ed Anne's nunber. The phone burr, burr...
burr, burr... burr, burred. There was a faint trenmor, making the walls
crackle, and the line went dead. Shane |et the phone slip from her hand and
hel d her aching forehead. She felt overwhel ned. The hand shook, naking her
fingers ding silently against her eyebrow. "Wy?" Shane asked.

The chil dren | ooked down. "Because," Kippy said, "it's Captain Col orado."

"That's make believe!" Shane yell ed.

"Please don't be mad," Kippy said. "I think it's the only way | can save ny
legs. | think only Captain Col orado can save ne."

"Stop that!" she yelled. "Stop it, Kippy. There is sonmething out there in the
sea, and it's evil. It's killing people right and left. It's eating our mnds
and turning us into vegetables |ike your grandnother. Doctor Boutros is going
to do everything he needs to..."

But Ki ppy turned over on his side, facing away fromher, and pulled the
bl anket up to his face.



"Honey..." she started to say, then anger got the best of her. She storned out
into the hall, taking a chair with her. She propped the chair against the
door. The draft fromthe other side was cold and snelled oceanic. Bits of
VWhite Stuff fluffed up Iike idly warning fingers. Shane puffed and groaned,
sliding a heavy dresser into place against the door. Wiy in the hell couldn't
Roger get home and hel p her? The hell with him She pressed the four nails
back into place. Then she piled chairs, a desk, the dresser, books, magazi nes
into place until she had formed a solid wall five feet tall. That would bl ock
them For good nmeasure, she went into the kitchen to get a hammer and nore
nails fromthe odds 'n ends drawer.

Elisa stepped forth fromthe shadows. "Shane?"
Shane knelt down and opened her arns to her

El i sa cane cl oser, but not enough to be held. "Shane, we |ove you but we are
very worried." Elisa's words rained like nails and tacks on Shane's wounded
ears. "W think you shoul d wash yourself and go out nore. Buy sone new

cl othes. W' re ashamed because you | ook terrible."

Shane rose. "You horrid little brat!" She slanmed Elisa with the pal mof her
hand, |eaving a red palmprint on her cheek, and Elisa flew off in silent
shock.

Shane sniffled, rubbing her forefinger on her cheek. She went to the
[ivingroomand dialed Dr. Stanislaus's nunber. The receptionist patched her
right through. "Wat is it?" he asked. Back to no nane.

"I think I have lost ny nind," she said.

"Very well," he said. "Next Tuesday, same tinme?"

"...no tine," she said, letting the receiver rattle into the sw tchhook

Roger stopped crying (feeling sorry for nyself, he chided). He washed his face
in the bathroom and went back to work. Wdrking |late nmeant avoiding to go hone.

The phone rang after dark; Vern LeGier, the neteorologist at UCST. "Roger

i nteresting news. W analyzed the iron residue in the statuette. It's not iron
really, but a very ingenious alloy. The netallurgy people think it's a
[ight-weight ferrous nol ecul e that has sonmehow been bonded wi th sone conpl ex
ceramcs. Apply a current, and this thing lays out a long, |ow nagnetic field
that you coul d detect several buildings away, even on | ow anperage. W are
tal ki ng here probably artifact beyond any technol ogy we have right now. It has
a crystalline structure AND it's a near superconductor!”

"Vern, not ny field."

"Roger, every phone line out of here is buzzing right now with chenistry and
physics types calling their buddies at other universities. This nmay not be the
perfect superconductor, but this is one that works. If we can duplicate it, we
can have an energy efficient world, better conputers..."

"Vern, that sounds very nice."

"Roger, Roger, this particular structure is so perfect it could not have been
manuf actured on this earth..."

"Back to the alien spaceship, Vern? |I thought that's out."



"We are tal king pure space manufactured, zero-g, zero-atnosphere crystal here.
They're still cranking it through the electron nicroscopes, going deeper into
the structure. You're an animal man, right?"

"1've been told that."

"I was watching a flight of birds recently,” LeGier said. "They were flying
along in the famliar V-formation. | | ooked closer and saw that they seened to
drift into a vaguely wave-shaped formation. | wondered to nyself: Could these
birds be setting up the carrier wave, a very |ow frequency brain wave, by
formng the tight VIike an aerial, maintaining it by brain waves? Does our
nmystery material sonmehow tie together human brain waves? Wait! One nore thing.
These little pieces we've been | ooking at are picking up scads of Wite Stuff.
Know what? | think the iron conpound manufactures it."

"But how?" Roger asked.

"Hell if I know. O why. | thought you m ght be interested in hel ping ne
think. Want to neet me? | have an idea."

Roger thought of Shane, of the kids, of... "Sure," he said wearily, "why not?"
Truth was, he could hardly face her anynore.

Vernon LeGier owned a VWbug and drove with a quick, sure hand. "Let's find
sone nore of that dark netallic stuff."”

"I'"'mgane," Roger said.

"I think I know where to |ook."

"Ckay," Roger said, his mind on things at honme. He wanted to get Elisa and
Rudy out of here. He was just putting off going honme and aski ng Shane to nove
out .

"Under the theory that the Wiite Stuff proliferates near this crunbly magnetic
stuff,” Vern said, "we have to find any nore nountains of Wite Stuff. There
is a nountain of Wiite Stuff around the Pagoda, and we've found two objects

i nside, the statue Frank and Attila stole fromthe nmuseum years ago, and the
statuette the theol ogi an brought with him There was anot her piece stolen from
the sane nuseum and Vic Lara thinks it's somewhere in San Tomas. There's a
hill of Wite Stuff up the grade eastward.” As he drove, he ranbled: "I magine,
a conet conmes in. Hits the atnmosphere. Its core blows up. Chunks streak away
as neteorites and expl ode further down..."

"No," Roger said, "nunmber one, conets are not artificial. Nunber two,
expl osi ons woul d destroy your crunbly stuff."

"Right," Vern said. "Ckay, let's revise it. A space ship conmes in, crashes in
the sea out there, and all this Wiite Stuff comes up." He corrected hinself.
"The Air Force would have seen anything conming in, so this would have happened
years ago. There are no Indian | egends, so we can say ages ago..."

"Too much guesswork," Roger renonstrated
"A spaceship,"” Vern said, "is comng to earth. Wiy? who knows. To coll ect
seashells. It explodes. Parts rain dowmn. A nut here, a bolt there, a nelted
circuit board..." He stopped and scratched his head. "That doesn't make sense
sonehow. "



As Vern took the VWeast on Canoga, Wiite Stuff roiled on the streets. There
were al nost no cars out, except an occasional police car or anbul ance headed
to sonme snmall disaster. And lots of fire engines. "My God," Vern said as they
started uphill on the outskirts of town, "l ook back there."

Roger | ooked back, and saw a city in flanes. At |east seven huge pillars of

bl ack snoke were rising fromscattered | ocations. People were dropping like
autumm | eaves in their kitchens, in their reading chairs, in their beds. They
were dropping lit matches, snoldering pipes, burning cigarettes which in turn
caused fires. "Looks kind of like the end of the world," Roger said.

For the next twenty minutes the car chugged up State 495. "Hey hey hey," Vern
said, slow ng abruptly. "Wat have we here?" He halted. A mountain of White
Stuff reared up. A charred sign stuck out of the White Stuff, askew "Harleigh
Hal e, Bookstore/B&W Arts." They got out in the chilly nmountain air |ooking at
this mountain of White Stuff that | ooked |ike a kid' s thene park someone m ght
have dreanmed up. Al it needed were garish signs and |ights. But there were
only the stars above swarming |ike bees.

The mountain of White Stuff was about thirty feet high and made a wavy,
irregul ar cone maybe forty feet in diameter. Bushes, a pear tree, part of a

pi cket fence, an old tire, newspapers, a black book with a gold enbossed title
("atan And You"), even the stiff |legs of a dead jackrabbit stuck out. Roger
tested the White Stuff with his foot. It felt vaguely spongy, |ike soaked
paper. He tried the pick. It was like cutting through hardened cotton candy.
The axe went in and out easily, but the stuff stuck to it. Wthin an hour they
had cut their way straight through the mountain w thout encountering anything
noteworthy. Their feet crunched on the debris of Harleigh Hale' s fornmer

habi tat, the abode of Wnky, as Shane had related to Roger. They sat on a tree
stunp in the starlight next to the nountain and inhaled the night: sharp fresh
wind |ike newy baked bread. A tinge of cow dung from sonmewhere.

"G ves you an appetite," Roger said. Hi s cheeks burned pink. Vern went to his
car and brought back a paper bag. "I forgot to eat today. My wife will kill ne
if she sees it, so let's do lunch."

"Mm " Roger said. Two ham sandwi ches, an apple, a kid box of chocolate chip
cooki es, a box of apple juice. It all went down well. Vern even |l et Roger have
the apple. "Maybe this was a waste of tinme," Vern said afterwards, as they

wal ked around their nountain.

"Wait a minute," Roger said. Sonething drew him Something warm mysterious
exciting. His mdsection felt that youthful flush of anticipation. He felt his
penis swelling. He | aughed. Vern | ooked worried. "Roger. Roger? Roger!"

"Hang on," Roger said. He felt drunk. "What did you put in that apple juice
anyway ?"

"Cone back here," Vern said.

Roger wal ked into the tunnel of White Stuff, feeling like a flea in a cotton
ball. This had to be some kind of kid's story, he thought, a playland. He

| ooked at his hands and they had a faint glow. He got on his knees in the

m ddl e of the tunnel. Vern was shouting sonething. Ignoring Vern, Roger |eaned
cl ose and probed with his fingers. The dry, tenperaturel ess stuff parted
soundl essly as his fingertips crushed it. Like snow wi thout the wet and col d.
Ah...there. Already, delicate crystalline stalactites were building up..

He crushed them forcing his hands in, until he encountered sonethi ng nushy.
And hard. He worked frantically. H's heart pounded, ready to junmp up his neck



He had to had to had to had to..

What he pulled out was a crushed cage. He frowned. The wire cane apart in his
hands and he pulled it away fromthe base. A big cage. A big bird. O course.
W nky. He brushed Wiite Stuff away with his el bow Inside the cage were
Wnky's things. His glass drinking bow. A plastic dish filled with a mxture
of fat, mue, and birdseed. A rotten apple; at the zoo, Roger knew, W nky was
very fond of apples. "Vern!" he called, lifting the flinmsy paper bottom out.
"Vern!"

Vern came running. His feet thrash-thrashed. Hi s face was covered with the
stuff.

Roger felt his skull singing as he lifted the paper bottom away. There, under
a repl aceabl e bottom neant to keep the cage clean, was a black cylinder about
a foot long and of the sanme dianeter as a flashlight.

"Jesus," Vern said, reaching out.

Roger dropped the cage and raised the cylinder up. Mie foaned fromits sides.
"It's the missing core fromthe statuette.”

"Look at that," Vern was sayi ng.

Roger felt his heart patter into his jaw. As he pitched forward face down, he
t hought oh no I'mdying and then his face flopped into a pillow of nue.

I's this heaven or hell?
Roger was underwater.

Crazy.

No really.

He had no troubl e breat hi ng.

He couldn't see, but did not panic. Instead, he pushed through the wall of nue
and there, there, why that was the pagoda in the zoo. Everything was dark
Bubbl es rose in a few places. A light shone fromthe pagoda door. A tall,

sl ender figure waited there. He ran toward her. Susan

She opened her arns to him Her eyes glittered as she spun in a ballerina
dance of joy. Her face... He spun with her until his erection crescendoed into
an aut ononmous ejaculation that filled his lap with seed. How cool she felt.
How bright she | ooked. But it was she. It all cane back to him the tossed
hair; the wink; the serious snmile full of |ove.

Ch how | | ove you

"I love you too, darling. Cone, | have wonderful things to share with you."
She turned and wal ked into the light, into the pagoda, and he foll owed
gl adl y.

Wof er and Tweet er barked and bounced agai nst the door

"Someone feed those fucking aninmal s!" Shane bell owed into the darkness. Fuck
them Let the dogs die. She went upstairs and crawled into bed. She lay for a
long time curled in a fetal position unable to think of anything but Wite
Stuff whirling around her. She longed to take Kippy in her arnms so they could



go together, be free of the cancer and the Wiite Stuff, free of everything
that was tearing the world apart, go down into the sea and die together, but
she was too tired. She was afraid to go see hi mbecause perhaps he too had
turned agai nst her.

Sonetime during the night, the phone rang. Blindly she reached out, grappled
it off its hook, across the sheets w thout noving anything nore than her arm
and to her ear. "M ss MaclLenore?" It was Vernon LeGier and he sounded disnal.

"Yes," she said dully.

"I"'mafraid | have really bad news for you. I was with Roger and | guess it's
my fault. | got himto go with me to | ook for sone... clues... I'"'mafraid he
fell into that coma right before ny eyes. I'mat the hospital wi th himnow

I"'mwaiting for the doctor and..." She let the phone slide away. It retracted
on its spiral cord and fell on the floor. LeGier's voice sounded |ike that of
a person in one of those nmovies where people shrink to flea size: "Hello?..
Hel | 0?" Then the Iine cut off, replaced by a | oud beeping. She shoved a pill ow
over the edge and it | anded on the phone and she could barely hear its

bl eati ng noi ses anynore.

A crash woke her. She sat up. Were was Roger? Then she renmenbered that he was
dead. O in a coma and | ost forever anyway. Soneone screanmed. She staggered
out of bed, adjusting her nightgown strap with one hand and sipping froma

gl ass of stale water with the other. Down the stairs and to that awful
hal | way. She saw the rays of |ight pouring ragged and anemc, |ike a wound

bl ed white, before she even rounded the corner. "Kippy!" she screaned. Al
three children lay lifeless on the floor. Rudy lay with nmouth open, hand on
chest. Dead? Elisa lay spraw ed, nightgown pushed up, White Stuff fluffing on
her knees. Kippy lay on his side, shrivelled | egs |ooking stick-like. "M
baby!" she screaned and fell on her knees. Crawl ed toward him And as she did
so, darkness envel oped her. She choked, falling face down, sinking into..
deat h? or the dreaded coma?

She rose on hands and el bows. Her own face |ay dead between her hands. She
stood and | ooked at her body. It's this coma, she thought. Ch God it got us
all! She saw, past their sprawl ed forms, the shades of three children wal king
away through the forbidden room "Kippy! Elisa! Rudy!" she cried. But the
children did not hear her. Kippy was wrapped in a sheet sitting in a

wheel chair. H s face | ooked pal e and exhausted, his body shrivelled. He | eaned
like an old man (M. Vecci) slunped over one armrail, and Shane thought he
mght fall out. Elisa pushed the wheelchair into a sweltering light. Rudy
clung to Elisa's nightgowmn. Al three children | ooked nmesnerized.

"I blocked that up!" she screamed. But the forbidden door stood w de open, and
a fan of light emanated. As did a cold breeze. As did a tang of the sea. A
faint mal odor, like fish slightly spoilt. "No!" she screaned and chased after
Elisa. It was a long, long path. Inpossibly Iong for this house.

Elisa's hair fluffed lightly in the wind. Shane's feet splashed in water and
she | ooked down, surprised. The floor had turned to beach sand. Chilly water
lined with threads of foam washed in. The tide was turning. Salt water stung a
cut on her foot. No dreaml The kids were already far away. Shane fell down.
Col d wat er soaked her gown and iced her thighs. "Kippy," she cried fromthe
bottom of her soul, "I don't want you to go!" Sobbing, she staggered to her
feet and wal ked further into the sea. The kids had not |ooked back. "Take mne
with you!" she yelled, but the wi nd snatched her words away.

She was wal ki ng through the basilica, only the floor was sea water. Like a
sinking ship, the basilica was tilted forward. Saints with quizzical faces



held out things to her: A key, a lily, a book, a candle, a coin, a baby...
Their faces glowed and their hal oes | ooked |ike space helnets. No hunman had
ever been so buttercup yellow .. Shane slogged on toward the altar, just as
t he ground nmoved, and now she was underwater. .

It was night. The world was underwater. There! The kids were visible. Kippy
| ooked shriveled in his wapping sheet. Rudy hel ped push the wheel chair.
Elisa's eyes glittered for an instant; had she | ooked back?

They were... where? The zoo. They were in the zoo, nmoving toward... The
pagoda. Where J. W Washington had interrupted her Dark Feeling. Wi sk whisk,
snap snhap, she renenbered. Gone. Dead. The pagoda portal was open. Rudy and
Elisa, dripping wet (weren't they col d?) pushed the wheel chair inside. "Wit!
Pl ease wait! I'Il go with you! Don't go in there al one!l™

But they did not | ook back. Elisa's back was the [ ast thing she saw of them
before the Iight swallowed them As she fled toward the pagoda, Shane saw the
sun-decoration smling. The npbssy round concrete-relief happy-face of a
smling sun that had floated toward her mnd before J.W's interruption. Now,
it detached fromthe wall and floated to neet her. WE L COME, it thought
to her. The little rays wi ggled |ike octopus arns.

She ignored it and ran toward the door. The sunlet flew at her and di sappeared
into her. She stunbled over the step and entered the blinding |ight. Thunpa,

t hunpa, thunpa... sang the machinery inside. COME THI SI STHEWA

Y. ..

Wz stepped up to nmeet her. "Hello, Shane." Wz |ooked |ight blue and was
bright. They were somewhere in the sea, deep down. It reninded her of diving
novi es she'd seen. Colorful shiny fish moving in precise unison waved first
one way, then another like a flag fluttering in wind. Reefs were dimy visible
inthe faint light. But there was a structure here underwater. As in a huge
hangar, girders floated up to unguessabl e heights. Crossbeans extended out of
eyesight. Long corridors, endless dotted ceiling lights, stretched in al
directions until they curved out of sight. Lights everywhere shed small
cottonballs of light. There were figures all around. Standing on the girders.
Wal king in the hallways. Floating in mdair or was it mdwater?

Wz reached out her hand and Shane felt its coolness. Wz's face was bright
was though there were a sky-blue light in her skull. "You weren't supposed to
cone. "

"Ki ppy!" Shane cried. "My little baby. He's in here somewhere.™
"You have a lot to |l earn about the ship," Wz said.

Shane ran forward. "VWere is nmy Kippy?" She saw himthen. He was still in the
wheel chair. Slunped and lifeless. A door of light had opened before him

"Ki ppy!" she cried, and the water did not distort her voice. It sounded as

t hough she were in a dry hallway. Rudy and Elisa stood back. Four mal e shapes
stepped out of the door. Churning light threw off blankets of fire like the
sun. The four nen took the wheel chair. Kippy |ooked |ike a husk about to be
thrown on a hay fire.

Shane ran forward. "No!" Wz cried out behind her. She ran anyway. The nen :
Harl ei gh Hale, Charlie Best (battered skull repaired), and two... she did not
have tinme to recogni ze them before the door closed and men and wheel chair were
gone. Shane ran up and threw herself against the door. But there was no door.
It was a solid wall. "Were did they take hin?" she cried but Rudy and Elisa
wer e wal ki ng away.



"Come back here, you murderers!" she screaned running after them She
punmrel l ed Elisa's back with her fists, but hands reached out from everywhere
and stopped her. Wz had a concerned face: "In here, we do what the Captain
says."

Shane sniffled. "Cap- Captain Col orado?"

Wz nodded. She told Shane: "You nust conformor a bad thing will happen to
you." Shane shook Wz's shoulder and it felt |like a slab of bacon fromthe
fridge. "Wz, you never used to talk like that."

Wz said: "This is the ship."
"Where are we?" Shane demanded

"This ship is fromfar away in the universe. Full of life forns to col onize
the earth. Don't anger Captain Col orado."

Shane felt dizzy. "Wiy are we underwater? Wiy are fish swinmng around in
here?" A twi nge of amusenent shifted Wz's |ips and cheeks for the first tine
into a sardonic parody of hunmor. "Fish? Water? You Warm Dulls are al

i magi ni ng things."

"Warm Dul | s? What are you tal king about ?"

"There are three kinds of captives on this ship. First, there are the animals
that are | ocked up and we don't get to see them Then there are the two types
of captives fromearth: The WarmDulls, |ike you, who don't |earn nuch, and
the Cold Brights, like nme, who serve the ship. Look around." Shane did, and
saw t hat sone of the figures standing around were lit with a bright |ight,

i ke blue-white conputer screen glow, and others were rather dull |ooking |ike
(she | ooked at her hands) herself. She turned to Wz, panic gripping her

heart: "Wz, they aren't going to nmake Kippy a Cold Bright, are they?" She had
this intuition: That Warm Dulls were the coma people, who had bodies to go
back to, and the Cold Brights were the souls of the dead, trapped in this

pur gatory.

W z's expression was veil ed. Shane reached out frantically. "Wien will we
know?" But hands grasped her from behind.

"You have other things to do," Wz said. Shane screaned as Cold Bright hands
and bodies propelled her toward a door. It felt |ike being touched by floating
refrigerated pickles.

Sonehow, in this crazy half invisible structure, they were going up a ranp. A
round oven door beckoned at the end of the ranp. Reddish-yellow fire flicked
out. The tongues of sun-thrown flanme nmelted in the water and floated up |like
gasoline slicks. "No!" she screamed but they threw her in.

Elmer's Family Diner. Mary Shane Lull finished peeing in the dark, snelly

| adi es’ room w ped herself with a tissue, and flushed. In shiny black shoes,
white socks, and frilly pink dress, she skipped anong the | egs of grownups and
rej oi ned her parents at the booth. She crawled up into the booth next to
Daddy, who sat opposite Momy. Daddy, big and jolly, was always | aughing. His
eyes were warm and dark. Momrmy was always a little sharp and jeal ous when Mary
Shane showed preference for Daddy. Auntie Lisbet once told Momy it was only
because Daddy was away on sales trips so nmuch, not to make a bi g deal about

it, but Mommy's eyes | ooked hurt and resentful anyway.



"Did everything cone out all right?" Daddy could be so gross, but always so
funny and so loving. She stood up in the booth and hugged him snelling his
aftershave and his scalp through thinning black hair. "I love you," she

whi sper ed.

"Mary Shane,"” Mommy said, "sit down, you'll nmake the seat dirty with your
shoes." Daddy hugged her and said "Aw never nind, her little feet won't do any
harm You're Daddy's little girl, aren't you?"

"Yes," she said, resting her cheek against his neck. Her arms were scissored
over his shoul ders. "Daddy..."

"What, little princess?"

"Prom se you will never |eave ne."

"Me? Leave you?"

"I don't want you to go."

Mommy | ooked concerned. "Wat is she babbling about ?"

"Doris, don't be hard. She's just a little girl." Daddy cooed at her. "Daddy
wi Il never |eave you, sweetheart."

Mommy seethed. "You're away for weeks at a time. | clean her and dress her and
everything, and you come home for a weekened and spoil her rotten.”

"Aw Doris..."

Mary Shane burst out in tears. "You' re not just here for the weekend, are you?
You' re going to stay now, aren't you?"

Hs lips went tut tut. "Well, darling, you know | have to go out and work
hard. Tell you what. Next year |I'll be manager. Then | can work from hone;
"Il never have to go away again."

"That woul d be wonderful,” Moy said showing a flood of relief and joy.
"Yes!" Mary Shane cried happily. "But can't you just stay with us fromright
now on?" He tapped a deck of cards on the table. H's hands were thick and

pi nk. "Just one or two nore trips, Mary Shane darling. I'Il tell you what.
Before | go, we'll plant a nice garden together and whenever you think of us
toget her, you go out and water it, okay?"

"That would be really neat," Mary Shane said.

Suddenly she was was alone in the dark house. Mdther was sobbi ng sonmewhere,
awful sounds |ike wood being ripped, one cut at a time, with a saw. Auntie

Li sbet floated close: "Mary Shane, |I'mafraid sonmething terrible has happened.
Your daddy won't be coming hone today. You see, his plane fell in the ocean
and he is now an angel in heaven."

NO

"...But he will be watching out for you all the tine, every day of your
life..."

NO

"...And one day, when you go to heaven, you will be together again wth



him..
NO

"Honey," Daddy said back in the diner, "you have such a sad little face." He
reached over, picked up a tear fromher cheek, and put it on the tip of his
tongue. "Mm" he said, "could use a little bit nore salt."

"Wayne, stop it," Mdther said.

The waitress came. She put hambergers (still sizzling) down on the white and
bl ue checked cloth. Fries, a big basket full, and a bottle of ketchup. And a
green and white bill with pencil scrawls, that right away began soaki ng up
grease. Afly circled around and | anded by the edge of a ketchup bl ob
"Honey," Daddy said, "I |ove you nore than anyone has ever |oved anyone."

"Ch good, Daddy." She w ped her face and clung to him

"Mary Shane, |et Daddy eat."

"Do you really, Daddy?"

"Yes, | do. Sweetheart, not a minute goes by, in sonme sales neeting in Chicago
or Denver or soneplace, when I'msitting in a roomfull of strangers, that I
don't think of having you and Mommy next to ne like we are all right now "

"WIl you take ne with you when you go, Daddy?"

He | aughed. "Sweetheart, you will go when your plane comes. My plane | eaves
tonight, but | promse I'll wait for you."

"Ch, Daddy." She gl owed inside.

He said: "W will be together forever.'
"And Ki ppy too?" she asked.
"Who?" Momy said.

"Ki ppy," Daddy said, "her son. Just wait and see, Doris. Kippy will be a fine
boy. "

"I guess you're right," Mdther said stirring her coffee with a worn | ook. "One
nore child to | ook after. One nore child."

Wayne grasped Doris's wist. "Darling, | love you so much. I'msorry | didn't
quite make it. The damm pl ane got sonething caught in its fuel intake and
dropped like a brick."

"I understand, Wayne. W understand, don't we, Mary Shane?"

They all |inked hands. "Yes," Mary Shane said. "W understand."

"Good," Daddy said, standing up. He lifted Mary Shane out of his way and put
her on the seat. "I gotta go now " He did a little jig, pulling his baggy
trousers up. He searched in his pockets until his eyebrows rose brightly and

then he put a five dollar bill on the table. He kissed Doris.

"Daddy," Mary Shane cried out. Daddy hugged her agai nst his big warm chest.
"Darling, this is howit will be, forever and ever, once you get off your



plane. Until then, | don't want you to cry and | don't want you to nmiss ne and
| don't want you to give Monmy a hard tine, because soon we'll be together
again."

Mary Shane cried and cried and cried until there were no nore tears. Daddy
hel d her the whole tine. Then he dabbed her cheeks with a napkin. She began to
feel a warm gl ow inside. Daddy unbuttoned her shirt one button. He reached
inside with two fingers that barely fit. For a second, there was a twi nge,

al nrost but not quite a pain, as though he had tweezed somet hing of f the edge
of her heart. Then she felt wonderful. "There!" Daddy said. Dazed at how good
she felt, she | ooked down and saw a little white pebble the size of a pin head
bet ween Daddy's fingers. "There," he said, "you had quite a stone on your
heart." Then he was gone (Cold Bright). The waitress towered beside the table,
apron and notepad agai nst checks. "lIs everything all right?"

Mary Shane beaned up at her. "Ooohhh yes."

Li ke a cork shot fromthe chanpagne bottle, like a leaf swirling in a river,

i ke a bubble rel eased underwat er, Shane floated upward through the

magni ficent interior of the ship. She felt light and airy and wonderful. She
floated to a long dark corridor. Wz reached out her hand. "Hell o, Shane." She
was a Cold Bright, and Shane knew there was no way back for her. "I will take
you to the heart of the ship," Wz said.

They wal ked down a |long corridor that twisted occasionally. It was |ike

wal king in a nuseum On the left and right, spaced ten or nore feet apart,
were dioramas: Mbel Stork and Mbonboy | ooked up from a noonlight dinner of
canned sardi nes and dry bread near the basilica. Harleigh Hale and Charlie
Best paused in the act of dusting books. Harleigh stood on a snall | adder
Charlie was polishing some boxes. Harl eigh waved. "Prom se nme one thing," he
hol | ered. "Take good care of Wnky for me, okay?" Druns pounded and brass

bl ared. Wtch doctors with white paint on dark skin danced around while the
famous man with the white smle raised his index and fore fingers in apostolic
bl essing. (Wz nudged her. "That's Lone, Togo). Another diorana appeared: On a
truck, on a bleak snowy mountain, lay a black slab of stone hazily
representing an African devil god of sone sort.

More dioramas flashed by. They were wal king rapidly into the past. Touareg,

Bl ue People, rode by on canels along the caravan route fromthe Atlas
Mount ai ns in Mdrocco, through the edge of the Sahel, to Ti mbuktoo on the
plains of Mali, and on to the Sudanese Nile. A Portuguese ship sailed by in
search of a better spice route to India. Africa languished inits |ong sleep
Roman sol di ers marched by, escorting a caravan of wild animals for the arena.
Egypti an priests paraded slowy into the tenple of this god in stone, bringing
i ncense and sacrifices.

Faster and faster the dioramas flew by, blurry and unintelligible. Each was
the captured essence of a truth or a nonent in tine where a piece of the
ship's brain had been

"How coul d a ship have a brai n?" Shane asked.

"You mght call it a conmputer,” Wz said.

Shane felt blithe; couldn't remenmber why she'd come to this sunken ship.

"We are |lying comat ose sonewhere, that's how ! figure it," Wz said. "W Cold
Brights are the smartest here, and we're very proud of it."

"Do you see any fish, Wzzie?"



Wz | aughed. "Fish? No. Wy?"

"Just wondering. Never mnd." Poor thing; didn't seemto know she was dead.
They came to a door and the dioranas stopped fleeting past. The |ast dioramm
was of dinosaurs fighting. They had to wal k through it some thirty feet to a
door marked in strange red letters (a stencil from another gal axy?). Inside

the diorana was a rank snell. "Don't be afraid,” Wz said. "Nothing here can
hurt us. It's the ship's way of telling you its story. | have been here nany
tinmes."

It was night in a primtive jungle with huge ferns and tall trees with tiny
crowns. Sonething plashed in a pond on her right; snorted; and she junped.
Ahead, in the brilliant starlight and noonlight, an arnored tank noved in
canoufl age; no not a tank but a lizard splashed with orange, black, and white
pol ygons, with a mask-face and terrible teeth.

"Were dinosaurs brought by the ship?" Shane asked.

Wz shook her head. "This ship carries totally alien Ilife. A whole spectrum
fromcraw ers and swi mers through runners and fliers. They all have either
three of everything (eyes, ears, arns, and so on) or five. Just as we have two
of everything and the aninmals have four."

" Spi ders have eight."

Wz shrugged. "Yes, but the point is it's 99% an even nunber. Always. Wth
this kind, it's always an odd numnber."

Bef ore Shane had tine to reflect how unearthly such a thing must be, the door
slid open and they entered.

"This is the conmand room" Wz said. "This is where they run the ship." She
ushered Shane (fish swi mr ng around unnoticed by any but Shane) into a crowded
ki dney shaped cabin. The walls bulged with shapes she took to be contro

equi pnent .

WE L COME, thought a face in the wall. It was an old, tortured, but quite
human | ooking face with a nouth, a nose, and ot herw se your basic two of
ever yt hi ng.

"Captain Col orado," Shane guessed.

The face | aughed unconfortably. It appeared to be pressed into too snall an
area, and had limted wiggling and twitching room "Bright young | ady. Too bad
you' re not wanted here."

"Why am | not wanted?"

Captain Colorado rolled his eyes up as though she were dunb. "You're blest,
silly girl."

"Who are you real ly?"

He gave her a hurt look. His eyes glittered near tears. "I'm Wl l ace
Burtongal e the First, Lady. Couldn't you guess?"

She shook her head. "Not at first. But now | see the resenbl ance."

"We're all finished, aren't we?"



Bef ore Shane coul d answer, another spot nearby blurred, and Mss Polly's face
appeared. "Hush now, old grandpa ancestor. W will soon be free."

"You must be one of ny descendants," he said marveling. "Yes, | recognize your
m nd. We have touched before, although you woul d not have understood."

"It's okay," Mss Polly told Shane, "don't you worry about a thing, ny dear
Say hello to Canilla and Jul es and Roger and of course to ny darlings Jani ne
and Margery and Patricia. These Cold Brights keep saying they're getting out
of here, but frankly I think we're in for a hell of a long ride."

"That's right," Wallace said. "W are going back to the stars. This is not a
pl ace for us to di sgorge our cargo."

STOPTHAT, another voice said.
As Shane and Dan watched, the wriggling sun detached itself froma far wall
where it had been hidden. It was not smiling now as it smashed close to

Wal | ace and hissed at him

Mss Polly's frightened face wi nked out of existence. Shane wondered if the
Burtongal es were to be trapped in that nightmare wall forever.

But Wallace | aughed. "You can't hurt me, sun. W' ve been cooped up in here for
over a hundred years, and you don't scare ne anynore." As if to reinforce

Wal | ace, five other Wallace faces opened up in the wall. Shane recogni zed the
Wal | ace she'd personally net. And even G| bert was there! They all barked and
yelled in a nmelee at the sun. "Sons!" Wallace | yelled. "Go away. |I'Il handl e

this." The other faces di sappeared, |eaving the wall blank except for the
Wl | ace | caneo.

A voi ce Shane had not yet heard, but which she sonehow recogni zed, burbled up:
"You must not say things that are negative." A hoary |ooking old eel-head
slithered its long nottled neck out from underneath the machi nery, and Shane
could not tell if it was of the ship or of the sea, but she felt a chill of
fright because it was the thing that had nearly lured her to her death in the
pool and later in the waves. The eel seened near hysteria. Shocked, she stared
at the Cold Thing. "W cannot seemto repair the ship, no matter how we try.
You nust not nake jokes, Wallace."

A third voi ce spoke up, and Shane recognized it for the distortion that it
was: "Waak, you oughta give it a rest, Wallace, you gotta big nouth, ya hear?"
It was an underwater Wnky, conplete with colorful feathers and beak. But this
was not the real Wnky; this guy had two intact wi ngs.

"Teresa Wz Kcickiwicz," Wallace | said, "cone close. You too, Mary Shane
Lul | - MacLenore. "

The sunl et and the eel hovered watchfully. The parrot cocked his head.

Wallace | said: "Tell ne if ny guess is correct. The ship is unrepairable.™

Stop it stop it stopit... the eel, the sunlet, and the parrot shrilled
mental | y.
Shane said: "I think you're right, Wallace. What do you think, Wz?"

Wz shook her head slowy.



The apparitions | ooked at Shane expectantly. Wallace waited brightly for her
to support his theory. Sunlet snmiled warmy, hoping Shane would refute
Wallace. "If you want ny opinion," Shane said, feeling like Alice in
Wonder | and, "there is no ship."

BABBLEBABBLEBABBLEBABBLE said all the faces in the wall, appearing
si mul taneously and trying to knock each other aside.

SI LENCE, said the eel, and it was clear he was in charge here. Not a
sound as he extended his bl oated blue-gray body nottled with splotchy growt hs.
It was, Shane thought, like watching a fire hose unwi nd underwat er.

A flight of golden guppies or sonething flashed past. All the guppies turned
at once like a sail being tacked and darted away through the walls. Nobody but
Shane seemed to notice

The eel spoke: "I cannot seemto get the ship repaired. | cannot seemto fee
any of the cargo in their storage bays. Is there a chance the ship was
destroyed on inmpact with the atnosphere? If so, the crew would be very sad. On
t he ot her hand then perhaps that explains why we have been unable to reach the
crew all this long time. They could all be dead as well."

"Who and what exactly are you?" Shane asked.

Wz nudged her sharply, but the eel answered: "W are the brain of the ship,
Mary Shane Lul |l - MacLenmore. W are the programthat feeds the animals, guides
the ship, disciplines the cargo, kills intruders, yes, kills sonme of the
animals if need be to show the others, but we can heal themas well."

"You can?" she asked, not quite renenbering why this was inportant.
"Yes. Do you hurt?" the eel asked.

"No," she said.

"Her son does," Wz interjected.

"Ch?" the eel asked. "W have not killed him have we?"

"I don't know," Wz said. "Not up to the tinme he entered the ship, at |east
you hadn't."

"Then you nmust go quickly and find him" the eel said. "CGo, Mary Shane
Lul | - MacLenore, you are not wanted here. You are blest and nust return to your
pen."

"My pen?" Shane | aughed and rai sed both hands to her nouth. She pictured a cow
mooing in its barn, and | aughed.

"Hurry," Wz said taking her arm "You nust obey.
"Meanwhile," the eel said, "we will nmake a | ast desperate attenpt to contact
the crew who are our masters. They created us and only they can deci de whet her
there is a ship or not."

The sea quaked lightly. Bubbles rose. Fishes darted for cover. Shane | ooked
back briefly before the door slammed shut. The eel, the sunlet, the parrot,
and several Wallaces were watching her |eave. Al |ooked grave.

Two dinosaurs tangled in their diorama. Shane and Wz ran. The di oranas



fl ashed by qui cker and quicker. Then slowed as Wz and Shane returned to their
starting point in md-ship. "Here is where | |eave you," Wz said.

She whirled knowing it was hopel ess. "Wzzie, don't go."

"We all have to go," Wz said. "Don't worry. All this will be over soon. Then
we will go back to our bodies and I'Il buy you lunch at Vogel mann's I|ike

prom sed." Seeing her | ook, Wz nmade a brave grin and said: "Don't worry, |
saw what is in your mnd, but | don't believe it."

Shane wat ched hel plessly as Wz receded and grew snaller, still with that
uneven-toothed snile, and disappeared into a micron. O into nothing? As she

| ooked about, Cold Brights were popping out of existence |ike bulbs going out.
WarmDulls mlled about babbling, holding each other. They rem nded Shane of
pi ctures she'd seen of medi eval nental patients.

"Mary Shane!"

She turned and who was it but Father Lawrence. "Oh Lord am| glad to see you,"
she said | eaned into his enbrace. But he was cold and insubstantial. He was
Col d Bright.

"Mary Shane, little dear," he said. He still wore the black suit and stole in
whi ch he had died near the Basilica that night; and carried his breviary. "
know I will not be going back. Poor Wz, she can't accept it. Can't blanme her,
you know, so young and full of life. But I'"'mold and |I've been waiting for God
to take me for a long time. | can't wait to be reunited with Qur Savior."

"Then there is a God?" she marvell ed.
"Ch yes. He is in here." Father Lawrence pointed to his heart.
"And Satan?" she asked.

He smiled. Pointed to his temple. "That's all up here." He notioned with his
breviary. "Cone, we have a lot to do."

She foll owed himalong a wide corridor. Dull VWarms waited on either side. It
seened people here were largely frozen in place unless interaction was needed.
"You will be very happy,"” Father Law ence said striding ahead.

In a great hall under hushed lights (a travel ternminal? lots of people
hurrying; lots of voices bubbling under the high roof) four men and a boy
stepped out of the crowd. "Kippy!" she cried suddenly renenbering.

He grinned and stretched his arns out.

"My Kippy!" She ran toward him

"Mom " his child voice piped, just this side of adol escent crackle. He was
Dull wWarm and they enbraced. Now she recogni zed the other two nmen, who had
cone with Harleigh Hale and Charlie (head intact) Best: Frank MaclLenore, and
Harold G "Attila" WIlkins. Al four men were Cold Bright. Frank still had
that tough flavor, but he was Cold Bright and subdued. "Hello, Shane. | guess
maybe you're surprised.”

"No, Frank, not anynore."

He gestured. "This is ny boy, huh?"



She nodded.

"He's a fine boy. W hugged each other..."

"...Yeah, we did," Kippy agreed.

"...And | told himl was a damm fool to mss out on him But one day we'll al
be together." He took a deep breath and sighed. "Can't tell you how many tines
|'"ve said to M. Best here how sorry | am about what happened.”

Charlie Best brightly waved a cold hand. "Aw hang it up, Frank. You're a good
poker partner now that we're all together." "Yeah," Frank said. "W'll wait
till the dawn conmes and blows the cigar snoke away." H s eyes met Shane's and
she knew, Frank knew that he wasn't goi ng anywhere but away once the party was
over. "It gets boring after a while," he told her softly. "Take care."

"Dad, " Kippy breathed anxiously.

Frank took his hand. "You hear me now, boy. You be good and do your honework
and stay out of trouble, unlike your old dad here. | |ove you very nuch and do
you know what ?"

Ki ppy sadly shook his head.

Frank rai sed his hand and a shiny chrone bicycle, six inches high, but nodel ed
in perfect detail, appeared init. "See this here bi ke? Wen you conme back to
see ne, this here bike's gonna be waiting for you, life-sized. Hear?"

Kippy's eyes lit up

"You got lots to do, boy, so you run along with your Momrma. Say thanks to
these fine gentlenen here for fixing your legs."

Ki ppy waved over his shoul der: "Thanks."

Charlie Best, Harleigh Hale, and Attila smled and waved. Frank bl ew a kiss,
somet hi ng Shane had only see himdo when he was drunk

The ground shook again. "Hurry," Father Law ence said.

Ki ppy ran on ahead. Shane yelled: "He wasn't kidding. You can really run. Ch
Ki ppy we're going to have so much fun!"

"Yeah," he yelled, "I'mgoing get a bike. I'"mgoing to play basketball and
football and volleyball. I"mgoing to race Rudy and win. |I'mgoing to do
handst ands and sonersaults. |'m going to bounce around on the bed until...
whooppeee! "

The ground quaked.

"Hurry," Father Lawrence said. He wasn't a bit out of breath. His | egs were
long and his stride tired Shane.

"Can't we slow down?" she asked.
"No time. More things to do."
The room nmi ght have been a cocktail lounge in a fancy hotel. Maybe even in the

corner of a ballroom But nobody stood behind the anber bar; nobody to pul
down a tinkling glass, slap in sone ice, and pour a crackling ounce of G and



Marnier. And the furniture was all draped with heavy robes the color of fresh
red lipstick. Romantic nusic throbbed like thick cream The lights were dim
and reddi sh, a sweet pinkish red |like waternel on or depression glass, not a
violent red like Crank's. Shane burst in, not know ng..

... That Roger was dancing with soneone. At first, Shane saw only Roger's broad
back, clad in a tuxedo. Then Shane saw the O her Wnan. She was dressed up as
a magician, in a kind of femnized tuxedo with bulges in the starched shirt
front, where breasts nust be; a delicate waist; and a fullness in the trouser

| egs where a woman's hips and thi ghs would be. She wore a black top hat. Her

bl onde hair ruffled in the underwater current.

Shane stopped. Her heart was pounding in her neck

The O her Woman had her arnms around Roger's back (her hands were blue) and she
and Roger had their eyes closed. The music swelled around them and they clung
to each other in a prom se of foreverness. Then the O her Wnan | ooked over
Roger's shoul der. Shane recogni zed a Cold Bright.

Roger clung to her, but Susan pull ed away.
Shane stood frozen

Susan tap-danced over, waving her black wand. She threw the wand up (drunroll)
and it exploded in falling kerchiefs (applause). She renoved her top hat.
(another drumroll) She waggled her fingers, and white birds flew out.

(appl ause) The birds flew away nelting into the ceiling. Susan threw the hat
away nelting into the wall.

Susan took Shane in her arns and propelled her into a dance. Susan was
surprisingly strong. Shane stunbl ed, but Susan held her upright. Her grip was
firmbut gentle. Around and around they twi rled. Shane grew dreamy and put her
cheek on Susan's shoul der, not m nding the cold. Susan pressed her abdonen
agai nst Shane's. Their venus mounds col lided, and Shane felt a gob of drool on
her |ower lip.

The dance sl owed.

Susan had Shane bent over backwards. Susan |eaned forward as if to kiss her
Shane felt warminsi de and watched Susan's nouth draw near. Susan's bri ght

bl ue nout h opened and Shane dreanily thought she was going to kiss her

Susan's lips distended and for a nmonment as her cheeks grew round, Shane

t hought Susan was going to throw up. Instead, an al abaster size triple-A egg
popped from Susan's nouth. (appl ause) Susan reached up with one hand and
grasped the egg. (drunroll) She jamred the egg between Shane's |egs, pushing
it way up into her. For a mnute she did sonething there, then pulled away
(appl ause). Shane gasped, bendi ng over double. She felt nunb and had this ache
in her gut where the egg had been thrust.

Susan twirled away on tap-dancing feet, around Roger, who tried to catch her
then away toward the wall. Her last act was this: She stopped in md-twirl and
noti oned for Roger to go over to Shane. (flourishes--ta-daaa!--applause) Roger
cl apped politely. Susan curtseyed, then vani shed through the wall.

The nusi c caught a new beat. Roger cried out: "Shane! My God, | thought you
were |losing your mnd." He clattered across the hard shiny dance fl oor

Shane | ooked down at herself. She had sonehow beconme dressed in a white
weddi ng gown that reached to the tips of her white cal fskin punps. She al so
wore el bow | ength white gl oves, she saw as she snoot hed the gown over her fl at



belly and appealing figure. Her boobs gl eaned up at her like two vanilla
i cecream scoops, caranel nipples barely peeking, and she giggl ed.

"Hey," he said, inpressed, "come on, let's cha cha." He took her in his arns.

The cold went away. At opportune nonents during the cha-cha, she clung to him
for warmh. Not, after all, a Cold Bright; whew "Dance me around, Roger
Dodger!" The old sauce was back. Peals of laughter rained fromher nouth. They
did the Monster Mash, making faces at one anot her and dangling their arns.

Then, the music changed; a tango: RRUmmM RRumm they went, back and forth.
RRUnmm RRunm They nmarched al ong. RRUmmM RRumm .. He stopped, and she twirled
in his arnms, landing with her face |l ooking up into his. RRUmm RRunm ..

Then they marched the other way. They stopped, slamred together, stared
faces-together at the far wall. RRUmMm RRUMm .

"Were you going to | eave ne?" she asked

"Yes," he said.

"Everything is going to be better now," she said.

"Yes," he said. "I was a fool. WIIl you still marry nme?"

"Yes." They kissed, and Shane felt woozy fromthe tips of her toes to the
outsi de di aneters of her curls.

"Hurry!" Father Lawrence said fromthe doorway. Rudy and Elisa peered around
the door. "Hey Mom" Kippy yelled, "quit nugging with old Roger and get your
ass in gear. This place is gonna bl ow"

"That's nmostly in novies," Father Lawence said w thout much sternness in his
voi ce. Shane and Roger |inked hands and ran after Father Law ence. Kippy
joined his hand with Shane's and ran quite well, as though he'd been doing it
for nonths.

BEFOREYOUGO.. said the eel's voice

The 'ground' sank beneath them al nost toppling Father Lawence, who had to do
a quick jig to stay upright. Elevatored, they sank through | ayer after |ayer
of girders and lights and staring faces.

...Sank down to the true ocean floor. This was a mulmy plain broken here and
there by a protruding rock. Deep sea bottom scavengers patrolled |ike slow

pl anes. A ray suddenly flapped, sending up dust. Then the ground (ship ground,
not sea ground) they were standing on began to nove magi c-carpet fashion. It
slid silently over rocks and over dropped objects (a bottle, a can, a boot, a
fishing pole, a seat, a toilet ring, a child s shoe, a sunken rowboat, a
bone...)...

Oh, now | ook at that, Shane thought. A sunken airplane. Crusted with al gae and
growm h. A haven for schools of silver fish like pen knives. Daddy's flight. So
t hat was how cone... why she..

N O a voice thought, NOTQUI TE
Ahead, as the magic carpet slowed, were lights. Real lights, poking down

t hrough the iceberg remmants of White Stuff. A submersible, U Pho, shaped |ike
a hot dog pinned in a hamburger bun, strung with lights, hung at an angl e.



Sitting on the ocean bottomnot far fromthe plane was an object so encrusted
that it was hard to nmake out, but Shane vaguely recogni zed a cat face and she
suspected it was the sphinx Wallace | had dunped here over 100 years ago.
U-Pho's Iight cone was directed on the sphinx's crusty form

"Go on, quickly," Father Lawence urged. "W will wait for you." He put his
arnms over Kippy, Rudy, and Elisa's shoul ders. Shane and Roger stepped off
(just a change in textures, a vague shading fromdark green to nuddy green)
and were inside...what?

DEEPSPACE, the eel said sonewhere

Shane and Roger were in the command room agai n where she'd been with Wz.
Roger | ooked around and shook his head with awe. The walls were straight and
there were no Wallaces or Pollys in them Just a lot of white walls and boxes
and square and round shapes like in a furniture warehouse during a white sale.
The ceiling was glass. O whatever passed for glass nillions of years ago
somepl ace far away in the galaxy. Bright crystal shards studded a bl ack
background. No twi nkling here. No atnosphere outside.

"No, it is glass, you are right," soneone said, a face in the reflections
within reflections in glass walls. It shifted constantly. She recogni zed the
five-antlered jackal face fromher dreanms. It was sonething thin, or maybe
half in another dinmension. As it noved, it becane invisible each tine it
turned its head. Then the face would turn again, and it |ooked |ike that denon
agai n.

"Who are you?" Shane asked.
"I am nobody. | am a hol ographic image living inside the ship's brain."
"But the ship's brainis in pieces.”

"I ama piece of |logic enbedded in the core brain, and ny tine to be invoked
has finally cone."

"You are a thing like the eel or the sunlet?"

"No. "

"You are the jackal devil?"

"No. You nmean the analog Pilot. Now gone."

"Then what are you?"

"I amthe logic of ny nmakers. | amwho they were."

The ground trenbl ed.

"There is not a lot of time," it said. "I amyour glinpse of the race who
created this ship. W sent ships like this in all directions of the universe.
W neant to find and col oni ze worl ds not inhabited by thinking creatures. Your
worl d was such a world when we approached. Now, of course, it is against our

law to rel ease what we have. But we cannot get away and | do not know why."

Roger shouted: "Your ship blew up. Everything was destroyed, every living
thing on board including your creator and your cargo."



"That is a valid | ogical domain," the holo said.

"A few pi eces of your computer scattered all over Africa. Sone of themfinally
wer e brought together and have enough el ectromagnetic power to sinulate a
ship. But there is no ship."

"I believe you," the holo said. "It does not matter. We could not rel ease our
whol e worl d's sanpl er of seeds and ani mal s here now anyway because you are
thinking creatures with souls. That is not allowed by the H ghest Authority.”

"The WHAT?" Shane asked.

It ignored her. "Also, we cannot get away, for technical reasons that are not
clear to me because that part of the ship's systens is gone."

Shane realized now The eel...somehow, the sunken chunk of conputer projected
itself as the captured picture of some handy nearby thing, and that happened
to be an eel living near the sphinx. The parrot...well, that was obviously
Wnky, fromthe piece in his cage. The sunlet, now, that neant... the sunlet
had been there on the Pagoda all along. Gl bert had hidden the statue from
Chicago in the underground reservoir, and later the core of the statuette
Johnat han Smith had brought. These had manifested thensel ves via the sunlet
stippl ed on the Pagoda. When Smith had brought his piece, there was enough of
the old ship's brain to attenpt repairs..

"But why not just a peaceful probing? Wiy the killings in the zoo?" Roger
asked.

"The sunlet brain-piece did its work as programmed. W were never a kind race.
W lived to fight, to kill. That is why we were forbidden to share a world
with creatures such as you."

"Why the strings of heart attacks?" Shane asked (remenbering how the Dark
Feel i ng had made her own poor heart beat itself virtually sensel ess during the
attacks).

"Control nechanism Very delicate trigger in organic brain. Very effective in
any ecoculture. We needed sanples. W were constantly sampling the creatures
on this world; that was part of the original program®”

"Why all the people dropping into comas?" Roger asked.

"The eel -pi ece was sanpling. Trying to establish which of the cargo were stil
alive and reachable."

"Can you | eave us a cure for cancer?" Shane demanded. |f they had cured Kippy,
then surely...?

"Hurry," the holo said, ignoring her; she wasn't even sure it had understood

her request. "You and the other living ones will be rel eased to your sl eeping
bodi es. There is a new threat. Any monent now, your kind will intrude on our

peace. "

"And the Cold Brights?" Shane asked with curiosity and concern.

The hol o shrugged, if a being vaguely rem niscent of an ant's front end could
shrug. "...Their souls will go wherever souls go..."

The ground shook, and Roger and Shane held onto each ot her



The vision of the interior of the space ship was gone forever. Father Law ence
was recedi ng. The kids ran across the ocean bottomw thout stirring up sline.
They clung to Roger and Shane. They five | ooked up and watched Cold Brights

wi nk out one by one: Johnathan Smith. Father Law ence (waving or blessing or
both). Harl eigh Hale, Charley Best, Frank MaclLenore, Attila. Monboy, Mabel
Chri stopher Marlowe. Perry, Mitilda. Wz...

"Ch, look," Rudy bl ared.

In a glowi ng cave-like area, like the infirmary at the zoo, were animal Cold
Brights: Adol ph the Gorilla, sitting in a corner holding his head depressed,
so sad; Lilly the Jaguar, curled into a ball and Shane imagined Lilly's nose
| ooked dry; Buster the Rhino, a gray shadow against the wall; where the
spiders and the crocodil e were, Shane could only wonder. One by one, they

wi nked out.

The Dull Warns were all gathered on the ocean bottomas the ship's lights
wi nked out one by one. An old nan with brown teeth the col or of peanuts was
upset, asking everyone where his little granddaughter was.

"Look," Ki ppy shouted. Chains were descending toward the crusted sphinx.
Dowel s of light fromthe submersible were guiding steel clanps into place.
Soneone, the Coast Cuard, Shane supposed, U Pho, was about to raise that old
sphi nx. ..

But as she thought this, it went poof.

It quietly inploded.

It w nked out of existence.

Shane awoke with a start. Her linbs felt nunb and stiff. "Were aml|?"

Jul es Loom s hovered over her. "You're back. My God. | thought we'd | ost al
of you. Roger is babbling in the other room You're in the hospital safe and
sound, all of you."

She reached up. "Ki ppy?"

Jul es' s expression was unreadabl e, and she began to panic. Had it all been a
drean? Jul es shook his head, touched with a great wonder. He said: "I just saw
hi m and Rudy and Elisa. They were | aughing and trying to see who could wal k
the fastest without running. And | think Kippy was wi nning, only they all fel
down in a pile and were | aughing so |loud the guard cane and yelled at them
Ki ppy' s | egs seens conpletely fixed, Shane."

Shane | ay back. "Thank God."

Vern LeGier interrupted in a boom ng voice: "I am SO gl ad you guys are al
back in one piece. The White Stuff is disappearing, blow ng away all over

town. This whol e epi sode appears to be over."

Shane sat up with an effort. "Good. | guess I'lIl go see Chatfield next door
and ask if he wants to tango." Jules | ooked baffled. "An in joke," she said.

EPI LOG Fi ve Years Later
NEW YORK CI TY

"Come in, cone in," said the publisher



"Thanks," Jules said. He put his briefcase on the floor. Then he peel ed of f
his raincoat and placed it, along with the unbrella, on a chair. He sat in the
ot her chair.

The publisher, a tiny man naned Origaki, wore a black nod suit w th baggy
pants, tight jacket, white shirt, and black bolo. H s thick glasses glittered.
" Cof f ee?"

Jul es | oosened his collar. "No thanks. My wife and | stopped at Times Square
and had coffee."” He had put on weight. Hs hair had turned white. And he had
given up the pipe at Patricia's urging.

Origaki said: "I believe I'lIl have a cup. | hope you aren't unhappy with the
rain here in Manhattan." As he poured fragrant coffee, he turned his face
toward the skyline. Sky Scrapers looned in roiling mst. "So," Oigaki said.
He pointed to a brown package on the corner of his vast desk. "W neet the
aut hor of San Tonas Visited."

"That's me," Jules said, leaning forward and tapping his fingertips together
He tried not to betray his anxiety.

Oigaki sat back, totally in charge, and his glasses glinted. "Tell ne, what
makes you wite such an illumnating account of those events five years ago?
Is it the nmoney?"

Jul es shook his head. "Not at all. Wien | announced | ast year that | would be
retiring this past sunmer, the famly got together and decided to |iquidate
our interest in the San Tonas Herald. We are all very confortable, | assure
you. "

"Good," Oigaki said. "Got tired of the business?"
"Sure," Jules said. "After thirty years, | had gone as far as | would ever go.
Executive Editor of a decent size norning paper. And the truth is, after those
events five years ago, nothing anywhere near as interesting ever happened
again."

Origaki laughed. "I can appreciate that. You have tried, what, every other
publ i sher in New York?"

"Wrd gets around,” Jul es observed.

Oi gaki nodded, a shade nore sonber. "I don't mind being last, M. Looms. |
make no secret that we go for glitz and flash. Qur sales are nonunental. The
secret of our success is that we are tinmely, M. Looms. Therefore | wll
unfortunately al so have to decline your book."

Jul es sat back, feeling defeated and yet relieved.

Oigaki said: "If you had conme to ne five years ago..."
"...1 was very busy then," Jules said. "I only wote the book this year. That
is, Shane and | had started it, but events took over and sonmehow we never did
finish it together."

Oigaki smled sadly. "There was a spate of books, sone of them good, others
quite ridiculous. After a year or two, the excitenent died down. After all
there was no proof of anything. Divers found no girders in the sea. No trace
of a ship.



"The broken remains of the old sphinx were there, true, but its guts were nade
of very ordinary crunbly stone with veins of carbon and iron. You can dig it
out of the ground in West Virginia by the truckl oad.

"Then there is the scientific nonograph published by Drs. Stanislaus, Black
and Wite, stating that in their opinion the mental effects witnessed in San
Tomas were a nmenorable but hardly extraterrestrial manifestation of nass
hysteri a.

"You yourself say, in your own book, that Chief of Police Victor Lara has
steadfastly refused to offer an opinion other than four-letter expletives
telling the reporter to leave his office or said reporter will exit via a
wi ndow.

"Then there is the Vatican. They refuse conment. Bishop Mil cahy has been
installed as Archbi shop of San Francisco; he clainms it was all a | ot of
mal ar key. He says there was no Satani sminvolved in the phenonena, only in the
m sgui ded deeds of tw sted souls; and he says the Church has seen effects like
this before: mass hysteria again.

"The vari ous governnment agencies involved are of course not allowed to
comment, though we know the Air Force closed its secret dossier four years
ago.

"Finally, there are the reporter and the assistant zoo curator, both of whom
were extensively quoted in various publications and have had nothing newto
say. They insist they were in a ship, et cetera. W have heard all this before
and I'mafraid it's nothing new There isn't even a trace of this renmarkable
white shaving cream or whatever to be found anywhere in San Tonas; people have
tried."”

Jul es stopped hinmself fromleaving just then. "You can take a potting spade,"”
he said, "go anywhere in San Tomas, and in five mnutes have yourself handfuls
of copper wire. It's all over in the soil!"

"Yes, of course," Origaki said. "Dr. LeGier, who incidentally favors the view
that there were really aliens and a ship, has stated that much of the wire
could be traced back to the Wirld War |l governnent contracting firm of
Herrera Y Hijos, which made millions of feet of wire during the war. So that
proves not hing. "

"I know all that,"” Jules said. "That is why |I concentrated on the human angl e.
On Mary Shane's not her, who never fully regained her sanity, and died shortly
after froma brain aneurysm Did you read that? And Evvie Stork. Vic and

Cam |l a Lara, who took in Perry and Matilda Stein's kids, also adopted Evvie
but she kept running away. Did you read that, huh? How Evvie ran away got into
drugs and after nunmerous rehabs finally hung herself in a police station with
a sock she pulled off a guy in the drunk tank? That Evvie and Doris Lull lie
buried next to Mss Polly in the Burtongal e nortuary? Did you read that? Do
your readers care?"

Oigaki squinted regretfully. "It's old hat, M. Loom s. As you know, M.
Martin WIlow covered all the famly stuff in his rather"(M. Oigaki's tongue
slithered at the thought) "searing intimate famly menmoir."

Jul es sl apped hinmself on the knees and rose. Mart WI I ow, now managi ng editor
of National Business Weekly in Chicago, always nanaged to strike honme one nore
ki ck. "You seemto have covered everything."



Oigaki smled and lit a cigarette. A ball of snoke rolled away. "I'msorry,
but I hope you understand."

Jul es took his package. "lI understand. | was a reporter and an editor for many
years. | probably wouldn't print this either."
Oigaki rang a buzzer and strode to the door. "I want to thank you for

bringing this to my attention.” He offered a hand.

Jul es shook it. "Well, thank you too. For your tine. At |east you gave it sone
t hought. You are well inforned."

Patricia was waiting for himin the marbl ed, slushy |obby that snelled of
coats and shoes. Voices echoed all around as he homed in on her concerned,

| oving face. Her eyes read his disappointnment and were ready to offer sol ace.
Her mouth had a bittersweet smile, ready to pour forth words that woul d warm
himlike a hot drink. She slid her armthrough his. She pressed her stil
firm still curvy body against him "Oh honey, did he say no?"

Jul es nodded. "lI'mgoing to do us all a favor," he said. In passing, he dunped
t he manuscript into a trashcan

"Darling!" she protested.

They wal ked out into the rain, and he opened his unbrella for her. "It's
over," he said.

VERMONT

The rental car knifed through slushy snow. Patricia' s cheeks gl owed as stark
| eafl ess trees flowed by. She had the letter of invitation on her lap. The
return address, witten in Shane's neat, if crabbed penmanshi p, read "Roger
and Mary Chatfield, 94 Hollow Log Lane, Kaukasin, Vt." Shane had stuffed in a
penci |l -drawn map on children's | oosel eaf.

Jul es puckered his |lips and nmade a kissing sound. Patricia slid her arm

t hrough his. Wnter had struck Vermont that very afternoon. Burlington had
been packed with skiers as they drove through. The sky | ooked puffy and gray;
t he tenperature bobbed up slightly, and the air snelled of nore com ng snow
Radi o station WKAU stated The Wiite Stuff was about to conme down.

"The White Stuff,"” Jules chuckl ed. "Renmenber that?"

She shivered. "I try not to."
Jul es | aughed. "Inagine. | was upset nobody will publish ny book. Just think
how cl ose earth cane to being colonized by aliens sixty-five mllion years

ago. There woul d have been no you, no ne, if the three-eyes, the five-foots
had won the race of evolution."

She patted his leg. "Well they lost, so there."

"By a hair," he said. "By a hair. Imagine. They made it all the way across who
knows how many |ight years of space, all the way into our atnosphere, and then
somet hi ng went wrong. Maybe they were coming in a few hundred klicks too fast.
O at the wong angle. Or they net up with a chunk of space rock...BOOM
finished! And the earth turned out to be the planet it is today, even with
Mart Wllow and his kind on it."

She sat up straight and put her arm over his shoul der. "Forget that creep



Look, there's Elisa." It was four p.m and already the | ast wan sunlight was
bei ng | eached away. The sky | eaned swollenly against a big stone house on a
hill. Snoke dribbled fromthe chi mey. Lights were on inside, golden and
honey. Sl eds, skis, and a toboggan | eaned agai nst the house. A child stood
alone in the mddle of the |awn, holding a snowball .

"That can't be Elisa," Jules said. "She's too young."
Patricia squealed. "That's her. That's Julia."

"No," Jules said neaning yes as he pulled the car up beside a pile of freezing
slush. Just then, the house door burst open. Two dogs expl oded onto the | awn.
Peopl e stepped out of the house, and Jules counted them off one by one. He and
Patricia hadn't seen the Chatfields in four years, so this was a shock. Kippy,
15, ran on on long slimlegs. Rudy, 14 and chunky, al nost chubby, puffed out

t he door after Kippy. The two boys tossed a football between them Then a
tall, attractive woman stepped out, with long dark hair, white knit sweater,
and dark corduroys.

"Shane?" Patricia asked.
"Put your glasses on," Jules said. "That's Elisa. Holy cow, she's eighteen and
going to the University of Vernont."

El i sa stepped protectively behind her little sister, who woul d be just over
five now, Jules thought. Looked a lot |ike Susan and Roger, Jul es thought,
beautiful dark skin and big dark eyes. Elisa nade the girl drop her snowbal l
and in the brief tussle that followed, the girl's hood fell back exposing
thick curls. But she was al so Shane's daughter. No wonder the aliens had said
she was 'blest;' they would not harm captive aninmals that were with young, for
it was the ship's mssion to encourage the breeding of life as the ship
streaked anmong the stars.

Elisa took the girl by the hand. Jules and Patricia got out out. "Brr,"
Patricia said, holding her scarf around her neck. Elisa spoke in a mature
voice: "This is our little sister Julia, naned after you, Uncle Jules. Say
hell o, Julia. Say hello."

Jul es squatted and Julia (who had probably been primed for this all day) ran
over. She hugged him She ki ssed himon each cheek. "Hello, Uncle Jules.
Hel o, Aunt Patricia. So nice to see you. Wn't you cone up to the house?"

El i sa kissed Jules and Patricia. They followed Julia up to the house. "Daddy
said he'll be alittle late. He has sone papers to grade, and a few students
to neet."

"How i s your dad?" Jul es asked.

"Fine," Elisa said. "He's a full professor now " As they approached the house,
t he door swung open. There stood Shane, | ooking nore beautiful than Jul es had
ever seen her | ook before. She |ooked a little nore mature, but her face was
still of that nodel-quality beauty. Her lips still had that saucy fun

squi ggle. Her figure, though on the short side, was ripe and shapely as ever
wi t hout being either too much or too little. On Shane's armwas the | atest
addition: Roger Jr., held lovingly. Kippy and Rudy crowded in behind Jul es and
Patricia as the knot of famly forced its way through the door. "Snells
wonderful ," Jules said, sniffing. The interior was all heavy wood and dark
brick and smelled of bread, coffee, and pasta. He | ooked at the conputer, the
stacked books, the kid pictures. He noted the one-w nged parrot, grunpy in his
di sturbed sl eep. He saw the scattered pencils and erasers, the unm stakeabl e



wi t hered plant on a corner desk, and said: "Looks like you're finally The
Aut hor . "

Shane made a wy face. "Well, it's not the crime beat, but |I've had enough of
that to last me a lifetime. |1'meducation and arts stringer for the Kaukasin
Voice (isn't that a SCREAM?) and |'ve been steadily publishing articles in
child care magazi nes."

Patricia took Roger Jr. on her armand cooed: "This one here is another Rudy."
They all | aughed happily, crowding inside.

"Let's keep in the warnth," Shane said. Julia (ruffle!) stepped to the door

Ch how she resenbl ed her parents, thought Jul es, watching his goddaughter

with (drumroll!) Shane's curly hair and Roger's ruddy skin and Susan's steady
eyes (flourish!). Nice touch, Jules thought, renenbering the story of the egg
in the space ship, and Julia's birth six nonths later - (ta-daaaa!) - the baby
of Roger and Susan and Shane: a final goodbye, a gesture of love, a little
touch of Susan's nmagic. (appl ause!)

Julia closed the door.
(end)

Hear t br eaker



