Days Red And Green
by Richard Bowes

1:17P.M.

It was abrisk Sixteenth of March, ina1954 more or lesslike any other. The A-bomb had gone off on
schedule. Ike wasin the White House and Elvis had started oiling his hair.

Agent Jake Stockley, of the Time Rangers, eased atwo- year-old blue and white Ford Mercury sedan
to a stop on a deserted service road near the harbor in Boston. He wore a suit and hat and looked every
inch acop.

Behind agent Stockley, a subway train ran on eevated tracks, ayard engine pulled freight and carsrolled
on the expressway. Before him, hulks of World War Two cargo ships rusted on the sand. Out on the
water atug guided afreighter loaded with United Fruit bananas.

One minute, the only other human visible was an old guy out on a strip of sand, feeding seagulls,
mimicking their cries

The next, aman was striding towards the Mercury. Hewasin his late twenties, the same age as Agent
Stockley, wide shouldered, his overcoat open and billowing, one hand on his hat.

Stockley rolled down the window, turned what had seemed to be aplain silver ring so that araised spird
design could be seen. Holding up his hand casudly he said, "God bless an honest Irish neighborhood
wherelooking like alawman is a perfect disguise. How are you Ed?"

Ed Brown did into the front seet, opened his hand and flashed asmilar ring. "Upstream, when people
see melooking like this, they want to know why I'm dressed up as Dick Tracey."

Stockley looked at the other man. "' Something's different,” he said. "A promotion, maybe. Deputy
Centurion?First in our class!”

"Moretrouble than it'sworth," Brown shrugged. "Nancy sent word you had something to show us."

"Someone to show you," said Stockley. "And | know right where heis." He made afast U-turn and
headed back the way he had come,

Brown glanced around, taking his bearings. "Finding thislocation isone paininthe ass," he said. "Thought
the co-ordinates were off."

"Right on the Main Stream," said Stockley. "Everything just asthe godslikeit. Well, dmost everything.”

"Easy to miss, iswhat | mean," Brown said, gazing at streets lined with wooden three-decker houses.
"See one 1954, you've seen them al. They pulled me off abad '43 for this. Y ou know how wrong stuff
can go that year? We got Miss J. Edgar Hoover in the White House. And that's the normd part.”

They turned onto Dorchester Boulevard and drove past abig brick church and then aschool. The
schoolyard buzzed with life. "Saint Killian's" said Stockley. " Saint Peatrick's Day Pageant tonight. Lindas
init. Shelssx. Infirst grade.”

Helooked at hiswatch, dowed down. "Before Nancy and me hooked up, | thought Rangersraising a
kid was unfair. A kid needsto grow up with one day, one year following the next in the right order. But
Nance aready had Linda, so | got to be adad. And the kid's terrific. Uncanny. Last week, for instance,



she said ajanitor at the school wore acrown. Inssted onit. It'swhy you're here"

"| got dragged eleven years Upstream because of something your kid told you?' Brown asked. ™Y ou and
Nance getting alittle wacky in this backwater, Jakes?"

Stockley grinned. " A couple of daysago, | saw the guy. He's coming up on your left. Take agander at
the onein door."

Ed Brown turned to roll the window down an inch or two. His gaze fdl casudly on aman in workman's
clothes standing just outside the Shannon Bar and Grill. The man's shouldersfilled the doorway. Hisred
curls blazed. His eyes were wide and blue and empty.

"Oh hdll and murder!” Brown said. "Bigger than lifel”
"The Red Man, himsdlf," said Stockley with atight smile. "Nancy wanted you to seethat fird.”
"OK, I've seenit,” Brown replied. "Take meto the boss.”

1:34 P.M.

Thelittle hand was on one and the big hand was near seven. But Lindadidn't notice. Fascinated, she sat
on afolding chair with her feet nowhere near thefloor. On the stage of . Killian's School auditorium,
eighty shamrock-bedecked fourth grade boys and girls sang, "It's A Great Day For The Irish.”

"Handsup inthe air on theword, 'great,” said Sister Amelia Clair from the piano. Sister Amdliawas
Linda's teacher and Linda thought she was as beautiful asthe statuesin the church.

After amoment's pause, the fourth graders began humming "Has Anybody Here Seen Kelly?' and
Marjorie Banion came on stage boo-hooing into an oversized hanky. Marjorie was an eighth grader who
had starred in every school pageant for the previous seven years.

Her eyeswere large, dmost ready to jJump out of her head. Marjorie's mother, with eyesjust asbig as
her child's, stood near the piano ready as dways to mouth the words aong with her daughter. "We
rehearsed thisdl last night!" Lindaheard her whisper loudly to the nun. Marjorie reached the center of
the stage and turned to the audience as a dozen eighth grade boys nearly the size of grown-ups, dressed
in police uniformsthat looked red, marched on.

They wereled by Leo Cdlahan, the tdlest boy in the school even though he smoked. Leo, wearing
sergeant's stripes, asked Marjoriein abig, phony brogue, "Sure, Bridget O'Hynn, what iswrong?'

And shereplied, her brogue even bigger and phonier, "I can't find melittle Tommy Kelly."

"Well find him for you miss!" said the police in unison and the chorus behind them softly sang thefirst
verse of "Has Anybody Here Seen Kely? (K-e-double-l-y)." Asthey did, the police looked al around
when suddenly the sergeant blew awhistle, pointed to the back of the hall and said, "There heis.”

All the eighth grade police sprinted up the center aide and returned bearing on their shoulderslittle Bobby
Wright, who got excused early from school twice aweek to take dance lessons. Bobby and Marjorie of
the Wild Eyes step danced as chorus and cops swayed back and forth humming and findly bursting out
with "When Irish Eyes Are Smiling." And that wasthefirs act finde,

Then, Sister Gertrude George, alittlefire plug of awoman, caled "Two-Gun Gerty" behind her back,
cleared everyone off the stage with agresat flurry of black deeves and clicks from her wooden hand
sgnal. Shetold the children to go outside and play until they were ready to rehearse the second part of



the program.

A few minutes later, Linda Stockley stood in the school yard. The rest of her first grade classwaited for
their parentsto collect them. They wore coats over Dr. Dentons with little balls of cotton sewn on the
flapsfor tails. Many of them till had on bunny ears and sang "Hipitty-hopitty, Easter'son its way,"
bouncing up and down, dazed and runny nosed. A couple of them waved to Linda asthey were led

away.

Unlike them, that night she would wear adress of gold and green. Linda had a speaking part and would
appear at the finale of the pageant.

She watched the young ladies of the fourth grade break out jump ropes. The boys mostly kept their
green plastic derbiesin paper bags and their coats buttoned up to hide foot-wide shamrock ties. They
dunk about trying to fade into the ground.

The girls, though, looked pleased with themselves. Their green hoop skirts stuck out from benesth their
snow jackets. Ropesflicked, saddle shoes flew as they chanted:

In came the doctor

In came the nurse

In came the lady

With the alligator purse

Because Lindawas Sx, impulse seized her legs and she went whirling in afull circle, saw red brick school
and convent, rectory and church sail around her. She ended up facing the rectory and the hedge that ran
around it. In the lesfless twigs was what looked like a pair of beating pearl-colored wings. They gave off
asound liketiny bells.

Linda, wide-eyed, was suddenly aware of being watched. She turned and saw Mr. Clooney.

. Killian's had two janitors and both were from Ireland. Clooney, the chief, was smal and slvery with
bright, little eyes and along crooked nose. Red, the assistant, loomed behind him, grinning, silent. Linda
smiled back. Thekidsdl loved Red.

Clooney beamed down at Linda and none could be so ingratiating as the chief janitor. "Did you see
something unusud, my darling?'

Thelittle girl, looking where she had before, now saw only Marie, the rectory housekeeper, heading up
the back stairs of the priests house. She was going to say, "That lady had wings." Instead she looked
aganandsad, "A littlebird.”

Clooney nodded, his eyes gleaming without warmth, and said asoft voice, "Asyou say, S0itis"
Watching, they saw apigeon flutter away.

Red laughed aoud. Clooney looked around and said, " Get about your businessyou greet galoot.” That
made Lindafed bad. But the big man, seeming not to mind, turned and ambled off.

Clooney consdered the child. She had not awisp of protection, not even an anointed trinket or secret
name that some still had put on them on the dy by grandmothers. Y et there she stood, apebble only he
recognized asajewd. With the gift of Sight and, perhaps, Silent Taking.

No morta would know things so readily apparent to the eye of a Cluricaun. For Clooney was one of
those disreputable cousins of the thrifty Leprechaun. Even among Cluricauns who are given over to drink,
gambling, and fast riding, Clooney was considered shiftless. When, a century before, through hisown



folly, he had found himself ensorcelled, none of them made any protest.

Now Clooney'sindenture was al but up and his rightful nature about to be restored. Animp newly freed
from bondage wouldn't want to come home empty handed. In the way of ablack sheep returning,
Clooney had cast about for a suitably impressive present to bring. Lindawould be agraceful adornment
indeed to the court of the Sidhe.

"Mr. Clooney!" Two-Gun Gerty called from the school door, "“We need to have the rubbish taken out.”

For an ingtant, the little man's eyes flashed. Then hismouth smiled, and he said, "Asyou wish, it shdl be
done, Siger.”

The agdlesslittle man looked around for Red and didn't see him. "Good day to you, miss," hesaid to
Linda and headed across the schoolyard, careful not to step into the chalked hop-scotch lines. Linda
listened asthe girls chanted words as magic as aprayer:

He's dead said the doctor
He's dead said the nurse
He's dead said the lady
With the alligator purse

2:07 P.M.

Nancy Stockley, perfectly in period, wore akerchief and sunglasses as she steered the blue and white
Mercury adong the service road. She was a pert young wife and mother who had taken the car to run
errands and give an old school friend alift.

"Seeing Jake brought it back." Ed sat beside her and drew deep on a Camedl. "Ranger Academy. All of
us kids escaped from bad Times and Places.”

"From one end of the Twentieth Century to the other," she said. "Jake was born in 1905. I'm from 1982.
Y ou were Mr. Inbetween.”

"Y eah, | remember you were so sophisticated. He was afarmer.” Ed looked at the old man who sat on a
chunk of concrete and watched the gulls which ignored him now that he had no food. " Checked that one
out?' he asked.

"Thismorning when | found out you were coming. Hesbamy. Harmless."

Nancy came to a stop where Jake had picked Ed up an hour before. "Now we get down to business,”
shesaid.

"Century Headquarters pulled me off a specid assgnment. | got told to contact '50s Decade Command
concerning an impending crisis. A Minor Defraction was about to become amgjor problem.”

Ed Brown gazed at her casudly as he spoke. "The Decadian, when | got in touch with him, said it had
garted small. More people seeing flying saucers and commies under the bed than normd. Hefigured it
was some naive tel epath sharing her dreams, ajuvenile delinquent discovering he could run amok in the
Time Stream.

"He put his best agent, someonein lineto be a Station Chief, on the case. Let her husband and her settle
down and investigate. For awhile, things got quiet. Then, out of nowhere, the Decadian got reports of
Mg or Variations originating right about Here and Now. At the same moment, the agent tells him she and
her family have been living down the street from the Red Man. The agent, it turnsout, isan old school



chum." Ed Brown waited for Nancy to say something.

"Maybe living here worked out too well," she said. "Linda started first grade. Our cover isthat Jake hasa
confidentid government job. So he'sgone alot. My mother's sick, that's why I'm awvay when | am. It got
S0 cozy we stopped being vigilant.

"The Defraction stabilized. Other things came up. So welet it ride. Then we discovered the Red Man. It
gets better. Y esterday, we took acloselook at the other janitor and noticed he was a Cluricaun.” She
paused and said. "I know we should have spotted them."

Ed sad, "Jake told me that theloca priest, somehow, has the two of them under histhumb.”

"A pastor isaking around here. Monsignor Peatrick Shaey rules over church and rectory, school and
convent. He's got four curates, twenty-four nuns, a housekeeper, a Cluricaun and a hero of the Sidhe
working for him. Quiteaguy.”

Ed Brown looked out at the water and up in the sky. He ground out his butt and prepared to leave.
"Kind of funny, Nance. Y ou'relooking for trouble and it turns out you've been Sitting on it." He wasn't
amiling.

"What wasit they taught us at the Academy about Minor Defractions? Sometimes people have visons.
Massacre their cats. Kill dl the left-handed women. Usudly, that doesn't matter. Then onceinamillion
times you get the scenario where one of the women would have gone on to be Joan of Arc."

"No Joan and you got a Primary Event,”" said Brown. "A mgor shift in the Time Stream. What I'm
hearing isthat we have another Joan Situation on our hands."

"Weé're pulling Lindaout of that pageant tonight. I've got a bad fedling.”

"Y ou dter nothing. Do exactly what you normally would until | tell you differently. Understand?”
"When will we hear?'

Helooked at hiswatch. "I'll be back in one hour. Y our time. I'll bring your orders.

Ed opened the door and got out. Above them, an American Airlines DC3 headed for Logan Airport. A
gpeed boat cut through the harbor waves. He hummed atune, flicked hisring around, ran histhumb aong
the spirals, took two steps, three, and was gone.

For amoment Nancy stared at the empty space where he had been. Then she drove away fast.
2:32P.M.

Lindasat near Sister Amelia Claire and Sister Gertrude George. Noise came from the back of the
auditorium where Red, closdly supervised by Clooney, was hauling away debris. Marjorie Banion of the
adarming eyeswent past trailed by her mother. " She's been up dl night anticipating, Sister," whispered the
mother.

"Try totake anap, Marjorie," said Sister Amelia.
"It will be no use," hissed the mother with great satisfaction and they went away.

"A dog with the look of either of those two would be put down," muttered Sister Gertrude George. Then
sheturned and said, " Stop your noise. We're about to start rehearsals.”



"Asyouwishit, Sster, soit shal be done," said Clooney and yelled a Red, "Cease and desis, you great
lug."

The nun, no taler than Clooney, pursed her lips and nodded, unsmiling and reserved. Degpin thelrish
West Country where she had been born, people referred to fairykind as the Gentry. Everyone madeit a
policy to stay clear of the Gentry and not to ook too closdly at their doings. She found hersdlf following
that rule around Clooney.

On Clooney's part, if witnesses were not about, he would have had Red make the rubbish dance down
to thefiery furnace. Earlier, under Clooney's direction, the big man had waved his hands and made six
hundred and fifty-eight wooden folding chairs snap out of their stacks, march in formation and unfold
themselvesin unison. For Red had powers even he scarcely remembered.

Asit was, Sister Ameiastruck up the tune of "The Kerry Dance" and the curtain rose on seventh graders
singing in their Kelly green clothes. Clooney and Red stopped to watch the second hdf of the pageant.

When the kids reached thelines:

Oh to think of it,
Oh to dream of it,
Fills my heart with tears

Their voicesfell to alow murmur and Mark Hogan, a seventh grade boy, generdly agreed to be destined
for the priesthood, stepped forward and proclaimed to a girl with aloud voice who played his sster,
"Sure, lagt night | had awonderful dream.”

"Saints preserve us, Petrick and what was that dream?' asked the loud young lady.

"I found that | have avocation to be apriest!” Mark said. For the second part of the pageant was nothing
lessthan a celebration of the life of Monsignor Patrick Shaey, whose saint's day and fortieth anniversary
asapriest thiswas.

"Mark, spesk up,” said Sster AmdiaClare. "And with alot morefeding.”
"Sure Patrick, that iswonderful!" said the girl. "And on your saint's day too!"

Therefollowed along silence. It was broken by the voice of Sister Gertrude George backstage. More
commanding than any drill sergeant, Two-Gun Gerty barked, "Soldiers get yourselvesin there!" Half a
dozen eighth graders, dressed in their grand-father's doughboy ouitfits, tumbled on stage.

"British soldierslooking for rebels!” the girl exclaimed. Asluck would haveit, they found one hiding
behind a crowd of people and dragged him away. It was then that Patrick Shaley's father, played by a
boy wearing ahigh green hat with agold buckle on the front, announced that the family would al goto
America, theland of freedom.

"Ah, Patrick, you'll pursue your vocation in the New World, | know you will," said the girl. And the
chorus hummed as Mark Hogan sang "Mingtrd Boy" for no reason other than hishaving avoice of a
purity that aways seemed to surprise him.

What followed was a series of brief scenes, illustrating the high points of Patrick Shadey'slife. Altar boys
pretended to be seminarians, the doughboys sang "Over There," and girls dressed as nuns founded Saint
Killian's Schoal.



At thefinale, Linda came onstage carrying an envelope haf as big as shewas. From the wings, Sister
Gertrude George pointed to the empty chairs and said, "Mongignor will be sitting right in thefirst row in
the center. Now step forward and speak asif he was here.”

Lindadid as she had been told, walked past the big eighth graders and faced the hal. She saw Mr.
Clooney, way at the back, watching with alittle smile as she recited:

To Monsignor Shaley
Our Pastor Dear

To whom God's love
commits us here ..."

Therewasabit more. Then Sister Ameliaat the piano said, "And tonight, you'll come down the steps
and hand him the donation bouquet.” Lindamimed that and Sster Amdliasaid, "Perfect.”

Before she knew it, Lindawasin her coat. She had expected her mother to meet her. But it was her
stepfather who took her hand and held it so hard it dmost hurt.

2:57P.M.

Nancy deviated dightly from Ed Brown's order to do nothing until she heard from him. She had Jake
pick up Linda and she went to the church looking for what Time Rangersreferred to as inter-agency
co-operation. Otherswould cdl it divine intervention.

Votive candlesflickered before the statues. In another time and place, the Archangel Michael and Teresa
of Avilamight have been Mars and Minerva. The otherswould aso once have had different names. No
immortal gave any sign of being present that afternoon.

Elsewhere in the parish, Bacchus was worshipped in adozen bars. There was even asmal bower of
Venus down by the eevated tracks. Nancy had no need for those. Help lay much closer.

In alittle yard between the church and the convent was ashrine. The Virgin Mother had many namesin
many places. Here, she wore ahalo that was a crown and carried the world in one hand as a scepter. A
snake writhed beneath her foot. The Time Ranger held up her spird ring. ™Y our ladyship,” she murmured,
"I am called Nancy Stockley. | servethe Lord Apollo but | request your help. Therésadevil inthe
works." Then she added, and it wasthefirst time she had put thisinto words, "I believe my childisin

The face of the statue flickered. The eyes of the Mother rested on hers.
3:01P.M.

Children collected around Agent Stockley. Not just Linda but kids old enough to walk themselves home:
athird grader wearing his best cowboy ouitfit, alittle girl carrying her angel wings. A boy with agreen
plastic hat. Jake took the hat and stuck it on the back of his own head as they went aong.

They turned the corner of the school and their attention was riveted by the sight of Red stretched out on
the church lawn. The children stopped to look.

"Red hasfallen adeep,” sad Linda
"Red's drunk and passed out,” said an older boy gleefully.

Most other adults would have hurried along and told them this fascinating thing was none of their



business. But Jake stopped and they al got to look at the small man with the crooked smile and mirthless
eyes who crouched to whisper inthe giant's ear.

Clooney gavealittlewink and said, "Ah, he's a genius and descendant of kings, anything at dl ispossble
for him. Even standing on hisown feet." He murmured something to Red and with that, the big man
lurched upright.

Asthey waked away, Linda glanced back and saw that Clooney watched them go. She said,
"Sometimes Mr. Clooney has green skin." A couple of the other kids laughed. But her stepfather |ooked
at her very serioudy indeed.

3:05P.M.

"Yegreat galoot,” said Clooney when they were done. "Do you have an ideaat al about the one who
gave us o insolent astare?”

Red shook his head, smiling.

"Wl follow him and find out,” Clooney commanded. "Keep him away until I've come back into my
powers." And with askip and jump he hurried off. For he had just seen severd long black cars pull into
the rectory driveway.

A quartet of pastors emerged from Buick four doors and Chryder Imperias. They carried golf clubs and
Monsignor Shdey of S. Killian'sled them.

Kidsflooded past, sngly and in clumps. Some clustered around an adult or two. "Good afternoon,
fathers," rolled like achorus.

Insde the rectory, the priests put down their clubsin the hall and trampled to the study and the liquor
cabinet. Shaley cdled, "Marieisthere any ice?' with the air of aman who knowstherewill be. The
housekeeper fairly flew, her hair atangled white nest, her green-as-the-ocean eyes and round face oddly
untouched by time.

"Patrick Michael Shaley, lucky in hishelp and in hischip shots" said ajally little pastor.

The priests sat in the rectory study sipping whiskey and smoking cigars. They dl four had parishes, but
Shdey had the prize.

"It's quite ado they've got planned for you, Pat," one of them told Shaley. "Twenty-five years a pastor.
You'l be able to expand the garage and turn the nun's yard into a putting green on the donations.”

Shaey gave asmall smile and shook his head. Some wondered why he had gone no further. In fact, he
had run to the height of hisambitions. In Kerry, when hewas aboy, the loca pastor was the most
important figure in the world of men, the only world of which people openly spoke.

Outside the window, Jake Stockley went past with Linda. He had on the green plastic hat and sang:

I'ma decent man, | am

And | don't like to shout

But | had a hat when | camein
And I'll have a hat when | go out!

"Many inhabitants are il clad in traditiond native costumes,”" murmured amonsignor with along sad



face.

Good afternoon, monsignori,” Clooney said at the door. His brogue thickened as he spoke. "1 hopethe
afternoon wasn't too chilly for your game.”

"Not at dl, thanks." Monsignor Shadey scarcely glanced Clooney'sway, so confident had habit made
him."A good brisk game." He smiled a the memory.

"The school hdl isdl ready for tonight,” Clooney told Monsignor Shaley. "And | wondered if you had
anything further inmind for usto do."

"Come back in an hour or two, Clooney. We have some businessto go over."
"Asyouwishit, soit shall be" said Clooney and the other pastors marveled at Shaey's good fortune.
411 P.M.

The old man walked away from the water looking back on the gullswho ignored him. Nancy pulled upin
the Ford Mercury and killed the motor, took adrag on her Old Gold.

Ed Brown strode out of Time aminute or two later. He wore the same hat and overcoat as before. By
his stride, though, Nancy knew Ed had been promoted. From a change about the eyes, she knew abit of
time, maybe months, more likely ayear or two, had passed for him.

"No trouble finding the place thistrip," he said as he dipped into the car. " The route down here from the
end of the century stands out like an interstate highway on arocadmap. Y oure Sitting on aPrimary
Event."

Nancy put her cigarette to smolder on the ashtray. "Decadion, | salute you," she said and did that.

Ed nodded. "Nothing wrong with your powers of observation. | got my decade. Not this one, cbvioudly.
I'm further Upstream. Buit they left me on this case. Because I'm older and wiser. Good thing for you."

She offered him a cigarette and alight. "Being able to smoke without fear of arrestisgood,” he said.
"What's agent Stockley doing?"

"Picking up Linda"
"Just like you had intended to do, right?"
"Wedecided ..."

"Y ou decided you'd fucked up your assignment so badly that defying orderswouldn't make abig
difference.” He gazed at her profile and asked, ™Y ou find out anything about our friend Clooney in your
last Sxty minutesor so?"

"Clooney's going to escape." Nancy kept her voice level, watched afreighter float by, drew on her
cigarette and said, "He plans to snatch Lindawhen he does.”

"How'd you learn al this?' Ed asked.

"Interagency intelligence," she replied, knowing he knew what had happened and what might happen and
that he wanted to hear her tell the truth.

"And you want to take the kid far away before Clooney can try anything,” he said.



"Jake and | have it worked out. We can go afew months Downstream and tell Mr. Clooney ..."

"Nancy! What's going to happen hereisn't someripplein the Stream. Theredity existsin which Clooney
snatches your daughter. For reasonsthey didn't tell me, thisisaPrimary Event. A wave gathering Sze as
Time passes. Your kid isimportant.

"Another event must be created. One where he doesn't grab her. We have to make that version of reality
seamless. Unnoticeable. And we have to make it stick. Make that the future that exists Upstream. Y ou
know that, Nance."

Ed'stone changed. A Decadion issued orders. "I'm going to give you the solution | got handed by
Century HQ."

Hetold her what she was going to do and Nancy made no reply. Ed Brown let amoment or two pass.
Then heraised his hand with the palm open so the spiral ring showed.

"I swear by Zeus, the Lord of the Stream and by his son Apollo the bringer of life," hesaid. When
Nancy ill didn't respond, he said it again until sheraised her hand and repeated the words.

"That | will keep the peace and guide the innocent amid the twisting currents ..."
Thusthey recited the Ranger's oath.

"That my kid will be used as bait,” Nancy added at the end. "That my husband will put hislife at
risk while | sit and watch."

"Back at the Academy,” said Ed Brown, "All we talked about was making agent. The rest of it—Station
Chief, Decadion, Centurion—were secret dreams. What | discovered iscommand iseasy. All you gotta
doistel an old friend she needs to place her family in danger.”

"You know," she said. "Jake'sfrom Downstream. Where | came from, they don't make guyslike him. He
loves Lindamorethan | do, | think. Hed lay down hislifefor her. And me"

"I wasn't around when you had the kid," Ed Brown said.

"My firgt assgnment. Bad variation. Mgor damn-wrong Primary Event. It's 1959 and instead of Krushev
and Ike, it's Beriaand Nixon and everyone's a war in the Middle East. We're supposed to make that go
away."

"Before the pyramids get A-bombed. Y eah, we dl get to do somework on that variant.”

"Beirut in particular isthe crossroads of Worldsand Time. Beautiful city. Unlessit gets nuked.
Mediterranean nights. | was eighteen. Aigan was aforeign correspondent. Very foreign. We were
friends. Nothing more. Until one night. I'm not even sure he liked girls. Maybe it was the moonlight.
Maybe the Gods. When | missed my period, | knew what | was supposed to do. But | couldn't. And
Jake, when we got together later, was terrific about it."

Ed Brown opened the car door. "Thisis going to turn out okay, Nancy. I'll be back tonight. At 10:45."
She saw him twist the spird ring. A yard enginerolled down asiding, ahelicopter flew over the water.
Hetook a stride, then another. And was gone. She started the car and drove away fast.

5:35P.M.

When Nancy got home, the kid was taking anap. "The Red Man followed us here," Jaketold her. "He's



waiting down the block.”

"I know," she said. "Our orders are, we're going to let them try to snatch Linda. Centurian command
believes that won't happen." Jake shook his head like he wasn't going along with this. "Honey," Nancy
said. "We haven't got any choice. Now, you need to draw the Red Man away. Like we discussed.”

She kissed him. Jake took a deep bregth, put on his hat and went out. Without looking, he knew Red
wastraling him.

A few minutes|ater, in the Shannon Bar And Grill, Jake studied the big man through the thick smoke.
Red had come into the place shortly after him. On the jukebox, Dennis Day sang "MacNamara's Band."

Next to Agent Stockley, two guystalked. One said, "Thething in Koreawas abitch.”

"I put my money on McCarthy to find the commieswho got usintoit,” said the other. Jake nursed a
'Ganset and watched the big man hoist ashot. Once, their eyes met but the big man's gaze seemed to go
through Jake and through the walls of the Shannon.

Stockley nodded for the bartender to refill Red's glass. When that had been done, he got up and made
hisway over. Jake was large, but he stood a head shorter than Red.

"I've seen your mug before," Jake said. "At apier strikein 1940."
"Did you now?"' Red seemed mildly interested.

"It was abitch of acold night. | was agreen kid working undercover for thefirst time. The picket line
held on by athread. A few dozen guys huddling around fires. The people | work for wanted the strike to
succeed. It was important to them. And | had not ahint of an idea how to make that happen. Y ou
showed up with aflask and afew words. Stood on the line the next morning when the trucks full of scabs
arrived. They saw you and stopped dead. L ater the guystold me the Red-Haired Man was always
around when things got tough.”

Red shook hishead in wonder. "I must have been a brave one."

"Come on, since you're following me," said Jake and got up.

"Suit yoursdlf." The big man drained his drink and went out after the Time Ranger.
6:30 P.M.

In the rectory study, Clooney stood, hat in hand, before the monsignor at his desk. Patrick Shaley drew
deep on hiscigar and sad, "I'll be twenty-five years a pastor tomorrow and you will have been with me
al that time. Starting at old Saint Luke'sin Roxbury. What have you learned in these last thirty years?'

"That it was gambling and atagte for drink, two mutual curses of both our races, that brought meto this
sorry state, your eminence,” said the Cluricaun.

Anidiot | was, Clooney thought to himsdlf. To have made a drunken bet one hundred years ago this day,
with atinker near awell in Donegd, asto which of two spiderswould firgt catch afly initsweb. To have
wagered a century of a Tuatha De Dennan's freedom againgt the soul of atinker! And to have lost! Hed
be alaughing stock when he returned. Unless he brought gifts of precious price.

"But," said the priest, "through the mystery of God's mercy, those very vices have enabled you, asoulless
thing, to serve His ends after your former master donated you to the Church.”



"Yes, your grace. Severd others had owned my services and passed me on oneto the other. The one
before you was agambler, who felt the flames of eterna damnation flickering about his heds. He went to
confession and told the priest how he had won mein apoker game while crossing the Atlantic on an
ocean liner twenty years before. The priest made as one condition for absolution that the gambler turn me
over to the Church in the person of himsdlf."

"And I've no causeto regret it." Shaey had been surprised but not shocked at what the gambler told him.
"You serve mewe| and | have you to thank for Marie herein therectory.”

Enchanting her, Clooney thought to himsdlf, had been no greet affair. Marie was a hedge sprite so
addle-brained sheld flown over an ocean without noticing.

"And, of course, Red."

That, the Cluricaun knew, had been luck. In thisland, barren of their kith and kind, he'd found the
legendary Red-Haired Man, Help of Mortas, adeep in an dleyway like any tramp. Warily, Clooney had
bade him rise. And the hero obeyed meek as could be. Red could give no account of where held been or
how he happened to be there. Clooney himself had stopped wondering abot it.

"So your pledge will do for them too," said Shaey and stood up. Each . Patrick's Day eve, the priest
renewed the oath by which he held the Cluricaun in bondage. The gambler had taught him the ssmple
ritual. Crossin one hand, holy water in the other, he stood up asfierce as Senator McCarthy confronting
acommunist professor.

But thistime, instead of faling prostrate and cowering, Clooney smiled and said, "Don't trouble yourself,
eminence. Over the years, I've grown used to the cross and the holy water. Even hearing my secret name
causes barely aringing in my head. Faith isas diluted asthe beer in thiswondrousland.”

The priest looked irritated the way he did when his car wouldn't start. "I warn you Clooney,” he said.
"Kned down and obey me."

Clooney reached over to the desk and took acigar out of the humidor. "Y ou didn't ask, so the gambler
didn't tell you, that my bondage wasto last a century. The hundred years ended afew minutes ago.”

He waved the priest to be seated. "Foolish man, dl that you wished was done as you wished,” said
Clooney. "Now, what | wish shdl be done."

For awhile Shaey was defiant. But Clooney grew very great and fierce and green skinned. The study
faded away and they stood, the two of them, in awindy cavern with aglow of light that was not
eectricity. No amount of waving crosses or flinging holy water would make al this go away and the
priest grew afraid.

When Clooney said what he intended to do, named the child and the manner of her leaving, Shaley wept
but did not refuse.

7:45P.M.

"I had abad dream," Linda had told Nancy as her mother got her into her dress of gold and green.
"Three great big birds came and took me away. And it was night like now and we flew over the water
and | was scared | would fdl in."

Nancy took adeep breath and said it was just adream. Then she said there was someone she wanted
Lindato see.



The Mother of the World wore acirclet of flowers. Bouquetslay at her feet. Nancy and Lindaknelt
down. For amoment, there was nothing but the honking of horns on the streets, the sound of apiano
being tuned in the school hall. The statue's eyes moved. With aflicker they directed Nancy to step back.
From afew yards away, she heard her daughter say, "My nameis Linda, Holy Mother."

Nancy could not hear her daughter or the Goddess &t all. But after amoment Linda gasped with
excitement and sad, "Y esif my mommy letsme!”

When Nancy looked again, the statue was white stone and nothing more. Linda stood and took her
mother's hand.

"What did She say?' Nancy asked.

" She asked me to show her how Red looked with his crown and how Mr. Clooney is green! She looked
insde me and saw. She asked about my dream. Then She told me what to show Red. And she said
you'd let me stay with her when | get bigger.”

Nothing in Nancy's career with the Rangers had been or would be as hard as keeping a smile on her face
and tearsfrom her eyes that night. For what the Mother said always came to pass and none who visited
her returned to the human world.

For Linda, the air tingled as they walked to the schoal. Kids jerked and giggled like they were pulled by
invisible strings, nuns whirled and snapped their hand Signds. In the schooal, radiators clanked and hissed.

Nancy sat with Lindaright near the piano. Monsignor Shaey appeared looking pae and drawn, likea
man standing at the scaffold.

8:37 P.M.

Jake and Red had walked afair distance down to the water and stopped on the spit of sand wherethe
old man had fed the gulls.

Jake said. "Y ou were an Irish legend. It was always Micks bullshitting about you. What the hell
happened? Why S. Killian's of al places?’

Red looked asif the question puzzled him too. " Clooney's been talking lately about him and me being
Tuatha De Danann, the Old Race. And about our going home."

Jake handed a bottle to Red who unscrewed the cap. "Tailing aman islong, cold work," he said and
drank adeep draught. "Ahh!" he remarked, "These days, I'm forgetting most of what isto come, and I'm
not sure of much of what went before. Momentslikethisit feelslike I've been around along while.
Forever, maybe."

Jake was careful to drink very little. Still, the stars and the moon pulled closer.

After atime, Red said reflectively, "1 remember long ago thinking it wrong that the Irish people had two
setsof lords: the Gentry of the Air, asmy own kind were caled, and the gentry of the land, the British or
whoever. So | lent my help to makethings abit lighter.

"When they crossed the ocean, | followed. And rough timesthey had at firt, strikes and strife and no
friendly hand extended. Lately, though, they found their place and forgot. Oh, they had parades and talk
of the Famine. But somewhere along the way, they commenced being oppressors. And afine work they
make of it too.



"That, | think, waswhere | lost the thread of my own purpose. | took to the comfort of drink and one
day | awokeflat on my back with as ugly a Cluricaun as ever there was sitting on my chest and giving me
orders. And, finding nothing better to do, | obeyed.”

Then the Red-Haired Man began to sing. It was ancient songs at first, ones only he remembered.
Perhaps ones he had made up. When the songs got more familiar, Jake joined him. They sang the one
about moving the garter on the Irish agricultura girl and the one about the wearing of the green and asked
the musica question, "Who Put The OverdlsIn Mrs. Murphy's Chowder?' They sang them to the
crescent moon which paid no mind at dl.

Throughit dl, Jake paid attention to the illuminated hands on hiswatch. At lagt, hesad, "Let me
introduce mysdlf. I'm a Time Ranger, one who serves agod who tries to speak to men and to help them.
We congder you an aly of our Lord."

"Do you how?" Red asked and lay back his head and sang:

Now, Kelly at a passing gent,
Threw a pail of wet cement,

Said Kelly, "Later, when you dry,
You will beareal hard guy.”

Jake looked at hiswatch. It read aquarter to nine. The singing had stopped. He looked up and in the
ingtant of his glance, the Red Man had shambled amost out of sight, heading towards the church and
schooal.

8:45P.M.

The piano banged out "Bridget O'FHynn, Now, Where Have Y ou Been?' Everyone knew thiswas when
Marjorie Banion with taps on her dippers would begin the third phase of her annua hat trick of ballet,
step dance, and tap dancing. The chorus sang:

You've been to see the big parade?
The big parade, me eye!

Clooney, wreathed in smoke, stood at the back of the auditorium. He waved his cigar and Marjorie
Banion, eyeswilder than ever, suddenly began to twirl. She smashed into the chorus knocking half of
them down. The music stopped but she kept spinning. For afew moments kids and nuns shouted and ran
indl directions

Marjorie tipped over the American flag and wrapped hersdf in the curtain before Sister Gertrude George
and half adozen eighth gradersin police uniforms grabbed her.

"Let her get fresh air!" people cried. And Marjorie Banion, eyesrolling in her head, was carried past
them by the eighth graders, dl minustheir hats, and the two biggest nunsin the school.

Her mother followed keening, " She practiced and practiced!”

Sger Amdiaannounced that they would take atwenty minute intermission. Shaey sat right where he
was, staring straight ahead. Linda was wide-eyed, fascinated. Nancy looked around for Jake.

9:21P.M.

Two minutes after everyone had filed back into the auditorium, the Red Man appeared and went in a
back door of the schoal. Right after that Stockley came out of the dark and looked around for him.



But it was Clooney who materidized in apuff of smoke from one of the monsignor's big cigars. He stood
afew feet away from Stockley. "That which you wished to find, you have found.” He spoke with the
warm purr of one who has been at the rectory brandy. "It'll be about Lindathat you're here.”

Stockley stepped forward without hesitation intending to grab the little man and throttle him.

"Ah, well have none of that,” Clooney said and waved his cigar with agreat shower of sparks. Jake
found himsdlf rooted to the ground like atree. A strain of music came from the hal. And with alittle skip
and a hop, the Cluricaun went back into the auditorium.

On stage, Mark Hogan was asked, "Why are you so quiet today of al days, Patrick Shaey?'

Mark was blank eyed asin atrance. He got out hisline, "Oh Peg, | have awonderful secret.” Peg asked
what hisgreat secret was. And he said, "Last night | understood that | have avocationtobe ...", and
began to cluck like a chicken and flap hiselbows like wings. Sister AmdliaClaire sat at the piano,
stunned.

Clooney came down the center aide amiling like awolf and dl eyes were upon him. "Good evening, your
eminence," he said to Shdey, who shrank in hischair. "Thisnight I'm leaving your service. Ad hoc and
good riddance, you pious hypocrite. And I'm taking with me the one thing of valuein thisdisma place.”
With that he snapped hisfingers and the side door opened.

Totherest of the crowd it wasjust Red in ajanitor's outfit. Only Lindasaw the Red-Haired Man with a
slver hemet and shield and aflowing beard. He stopped before the audience. Clooney pointed out Linda
and told him, "It'sher wetake, look dive."

Red turned and stared at the little man asif he had never seen him before. He waved hishand and Time
stood till for everyonein the hall except himself and Linda. He knelt before her. "I'll ask if you'll come
with us, lass. I'll promise you riches and glory, beauty such asticklesthe fancy without end.”

"The Holy Mother said to show you this," said Lindaand held in her mind the picture she had been
shown. In it the Lady stood with her hao crown. The globe was in one hand and the other rested on
Lindas shoulder.

The Red Man rose up. "Under astrong patroness I'm glad to see. Farewell, miss. May dl luck and
power travel with you." Heturned to go.

"Red!" He looked back to her. "Don't let Mr. Clooney be mean to you."

Hegrinned, "Ah, that you'll see change right now.” With alast nod to Linda, he dung the Cluricaun over
his shoulder.

Kicking and yelling, "Put me down, you great baboon!" Clooney was borne out the door. Marie from the
rectory, with her hair undone and down to her shoulders, stood waiting.

Red waved hisarm over the crowd. Asif everyone had taken a deep bregth, life returned to the hal. All
saw the giant janitor holding Clooney under one arm. " Say good-night, boyo,” Red told him. "It'stimeto
take our leave."

"Drunk and disorderly, both of them," someone said with more than alittle envy asthey went out.

In that moment of confusion, with Clooney's spdll faded and no one knowing quite what they had seen,
Siser Amelia Claire gestured and Linda stepped forward with the envelope.



Monsignor Shaley
Our Pastor dear ...

Shesaid that and dl therest in aclear loud voice. She looked right at the pastor who could not meet her
gaze. Many noticed how teary-eyed he appeared as she handed him the donation bouquet.

9:27 P.M.

Enchanted, immobile, Jake passed what could have been moments or forever. His past and future
seemed adream.

Then two figures, one smal and one huge, came out of the School and into the moonlight. The big one
was Red. The other was awoman with wild, white hair. Under hisarm Red held atiny squirming bundle.

Jake's heart beat fast. But then the Red-Haired Man said, " Recant the spell.”
And it was Clooney's voice that replied, "Hell stay in that spot 'til moss grows on him!*

"Ahit'sthat way, isit?" Red shook the Cluricaun so hard his head bobbed. When he stopped, Clooney
made motions and mumbling and Jeke found himsdlf able to move and talk.

"Linda?' he asked.

"She'swdl. And will be with or without thelikes of us," said the Red-Haired Man. "Y ou recalled meto
myself for your own purposes. | count it afavor nonetheless. And in return, I'll rid you of this bundle of
mischief. Farethee well, Agent Stockley.”

With that, the Red-Haired Man stepped out onto the lawn with Marie beside him and put Clooney down
ashedid. Stockley stood asif ill rooted until he heard the beating of wings and saw three greet, silver
geese fly across the moon.

12:05A.M.

Late that night, Nancy and Jake sat in their living room and held each other. "Hewas old,” she said,
telling him about seeing Ed Brown for the third time that day. "Pushing sixty. Eyesthat went right through
me. Used to getting what he wants."

"Centurion," said Jake. "Even when we were kids, we all knew that was going to happen.”
She shook her head. "Beyond that. Tribune, maybe. Redlly distant. Remote.”

"But he was happy with what happened. Y ou got your promotion. Station Chief. More important, the
kidssafe." His amile faded when she got up and moved away from him. "Honey, what's wrong?”*

Thiswas the moment when she was going to tell him how, in order to gain the help of Immortas, you
must lose what you most love. And how the Mother would one day claim their daughter.

Instead a voice from the door froze Nancy where she was.

"Mommy. Daddy. | was afraid you were gone,” Lindasaid. She stood in her yellow pgjamas with blue
ducks on the front.

Jake moved over and picked her up. "Don't worry, honey," he said softly. Nancy said nothing as her
husband told her daughter, ™Y our mother and | are dways here to keep you safe.”



TheEnd



