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“Can you tell nme where | can find the devil?”
“Wiy do you wish to find the devil?”

“Because maybe the devil can tell ne about
God.”

- The Seventh Seal

“I was born way down in Loui siana.
| love the way it sounds.

Cause that’s ny hone.

| * m goi ng back to Loui si ana.

|’ m goi ng back to settle down.”

- Loui siana, Percy Mayfield

“.the king’ s son calls ne the “dark one”
.Lf he calls nme again

L will gowwth him”

- sephardic verse
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| had a dreamlast night that | held you

And you still seened as handsone to ne.
But when | awoke | found you m ssin'.
It's just another crazy dreamfor ne.

Crazy dreans linger on as | face an enpty
dawn.

Wth no end to it all can | see.

For |1've surely reached the end.

Lost your love to a friend.

Just anot her crazy dream for ne.

Once you were mne and we were so happy.

| never thought that the end soon woul d be.
But now that you're gone, and |I'm so

| onesone.

It's just another crazy dreamfor ne.

“Crazy Dreant Patsy dine
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Entry. Andrea Ransey’s Dreanbook (Undated)

“There are no futures. There are only streans of

endl ess possibilities that collapse into one present as
we rush head long into them But even the present is
an illusion, slipping fromour grasp as we reach for
it, becom ng the past.

It is only the past that truly exists.

The past that scars our mnds with nenory.

Wth reverberations that dictate our |ives.

Wth traces that haunt our eyes till death”.
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Nort h Dakota, Wnter, Now
Dear Mot her
This is the last time | shall wite you. You know the

reasons why and so there is no need for ne to repeat

them here. | never was much for witing anyway. | wll
not call, as you know | abhor that obnoxi ous synbol of
nodernity they call the telephone. | will not email, as
you have no conputer. | amnot really witing this.

They do not |et me have pencils...

“Super Max”, the U S. Maximum Facility at
Bottineau, North Dakota, is considered to be the nost
secure prison in the world. It is the “end of the |line”
for Arerica s nost heinous crimnals; crimnals whose
deeds are the fuel that drives lurid, true crine
paper backs and tabl oid cover stories, crinmes that open
nightly news prograns, inmages that will infect the

m nds of the norbid for decades to cone.

Lt is quiet and cool in ny cell. I lie on ny cot and
close ny eyes and | dreamthat | amw th you, that | am
hol di ng you. That | am ki ssing your sweet, sweet face.
Ki ssing away your tears. Kissing away your SOrrow.

Ki ssing away your fears. Protecting you as | have

al ways done and always will. | mss Papa. Has he
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wandered far this time? He will come back. He al ways

does. | mss the stern Niobe. | mss the twins. But
nost of all, I mss the little one, our darkling
sparrow. So frail, so bone thin, so lost in her own

shadows. Especially now that | am not there.

And of course | mss the woman | woul d nmake ny wfe...

Super Max is a one hundred and sixty mllion

dol lar, state-of-the-art, high-tech fortress of steel,
concrete, and barbed wire. Those who cone here, cone
for life. Even death does not bring freedom The prison
has its own cenetery and that is where its dead are
buried. A neasure that prevents thrill-seekers from
turning their graves into shrines, and souvenir hunters
fromdigging up the remains. For there are those who
consider the inmates of Super Max, to be gods. O the

fl esh and bl ood i ncarnations of Satan hinself.

.Time is very different here nother. In Twilight the
wnters are mld and calm Here, the wind hows so
loudly I can hear it through the thick walls. It sounds
li ke a chorus of the damed, pleading for salvation.
Here, it is neither day nor night. Here, a single |ight
shines down from a caged recess high above ne. The

| evel of the Iight never changes. It never goes out.
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There is no clock. There is no calendar. | neasure tine
in weekly sessions. Qutside ny door | can hear the
sound of guards wal king. Mst often al one, but
sonetinmes in pairs. Wien they walk in pairs, | know
that when they return, they will have becone a trio.
Usual Iy they are acconpanied only by silence. But

soneti mes, depending on who they are escorting, there
is idle chatter or strange babbling, |ike a preacher
speaking in tongues. At tines there is cursing. Rarely,
but it does happen, there is scuffling and scream ng.
When the two pairs stop outside nmy door | listen to the
| ocks being released and mark of f anot her week. Anot her

week away fromyou and those | |ove and nust protect.

At Super Max, inmates are confined to their cells
for a mninmumof 22 hours of every day. They are
al l oned one half hour personal tinme to shower and shave
with a creamhair renover, half an hour to exercise or
take a book fromthe library, one hour to dictate
letters to | oved ones. They are not allowed to wite,
they are not allowed to have pens, pencils or even
crayons - a Crayola through the eardrumis as |ethal as

a screwdriver, and really, all in all, nore satisfying.

You asked, again, if you could visit. Mdther, your
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health would not wthstand the trip. It is too far and

too dismal. | could not tolerate seeing you, wthout
being able to touch you. | could not tolerate you
seeing me in restraints. | could not tol erate having

you watch them | ead ne away, as they did that day in
the courtroom Nobody conmes here to visit, Mdther. No
one save the |l awers and the psychol ogi sts ever nake
the journey. You would sink into msery the nonment your
ki nd eyes beheld what they have done to the earth
around the prison. | only saw it once, when they
brought nme in, but it is still clearly etched in ny

m nd. They take you down a long dirt road that ranbles
through mle after mle of desolate flat |ands. Not a
single tree stands. There is no grass. There are no
shrubs. There is only dead earth, sprayed every nonth
with a deforestation chem cal first used in Vietnam and

perfected since...

Driving toward Super Max, even before the prison
itself is visible, one can see the 25-foot fences
crowned with twisted | oops of razor wire that nove in a
slow spiral, encasing the prison in a franmework
nautilus shell. They see five guard towers and the
guards with their high-powered rifles, outfitted with

ni ght vision scopes. They see the walls of Super Mx
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reinforced with seven | ayers of steel and cenent. To
enter, one nust pass through a series of detectors.
Hands are stanped with a secret code in ultraviolet
dye. Retinas are scanned. No one goes anywhere w t hout
an arnmed guard at their side. Not even the | awers are
left alone with their clients. They are assi gned guards
whom congress has granted authority to be present

t hroughout, ordered to hear nothing and renenber | ess.

..Mot her, how nmuch nore can | tell you about her? | know
that you wll | ove her when you neet her. | have tried
to describe her to you before, but words fail beyond
what | have already witten. She rem nds nme so nmuch of
you. She is tall and slender and beautiful. Her eyes
are kind and her skin is soft. But underneath there is
a core of steel that would break, |ong before it would
bend. You will understand when you neet her. And again,

when you do, you will love her as | |ove her...

There are 142 cells in Super Max. Each cel
measures six feet wide by eight feet |ong by twelve
feet high. Furnishings are stark. There is a cot. There
is no sink or toilet. If the inmate of a cell wishes to
urinate or defecate, he nmust call a guard and wait. If

said inmate decides not to wait, he can use the drain
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in the center of the floor. The cell will not be

cl eaned for 24 hours.

Every cell in Super Max is occupi ed.

Clive Euxideos existed in cell 47. It was his
worl d and had been for nearly five years. The walls
bore the markings of previous inmates, but not of him
Clive did not make his mark on walls. Cive made his
mark on flesh. He has been, it could be said, a nodel
prisoner. He takes his daily shower and shave. He uses
his exercise tinme. He eats his neals peacefully and
returns the plastic trays without incident. He nakes
the weekly walk to and fromhis session w thout
trouble. He only speaks when spoken to, and as he is
sel dom spoken to outside of session, he sel dom speaks.
Clive believes that it is good, not to have to speak.
It is good to be | ocked up for 22 hours of every day.

The solitude gives himtine to think.

And t hi nk he does.

He t hi nks about the world outside the walls. He

thinks of his famly. He thinks about the worthl ess

fl otsam of society that wal ks the I and and how t hey
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shoul d not.

Clive sees hinself as an avengi ng angel, scouring
the dark lands without, granting life to those who
deserve it, taking life fromthose who do not. To date,
Clive has taken life frommany who di d not deserve that
precious gift. They had been doctors and | awers,
trailer park trash and street corner scum In no case
had he stal ked them There was no need. They found him
They found himin bars and night clubs. They found him
t hrough tel evision news broadcasts and newspaper
headl i nes. They found himin novie theatres and concert
halls. He'd rid the world of a | awer who' d secured the
release of a child nolester, a doctor who' d gotten away
with a hit and run that killed a young boy, a crack-
dealing pinp who'd used a pipe to cave in the right
side of one his whore's faces and the woman refused to
testify against him He'd al so taken out a man whose
pasley tie clashed wth his chocolate brown suit and a
woman whose constant cell phone yammering through a
screening of “The Bicycle Thief” marked her as a

philistine of the nost |outish order.

.l remenber little things. | renmenber what the

garden use to be. | see an enornous turquoise sky
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hol ding three small clouds. | see you and N obe, in the
garden, bent happily to your work in the early
springtine rose beds. You both wear |arge, floppy hats
that protect your skin fromthe sun. The early March
wind tries relentlessly, but unsuccessfully to tear
those hats from your heads and carry them away. The
beds are barren but you and N obe know what prom se the
early shoots hold. Soon those shoots will becone highly
scented bushes in colors running fromwhite, to al
shades of pink, to a dark velvet ruby. In the height of
sunmer, sonme of the bloons will be as w de as a dinner
pl ate, and wouldn’t you love to sup off themif you
only could? I watch fromthe veranda as you and N obe
root out the ants, and dig the dirt, and add the nul ch,
and then a thick |ayer of cypress around the base of

t he bushes. You then trimoff the dead wood and prick
your fingers on a thorn saved fromthe year before and

do your dance. How | |ove to watch you dance...

Before he was captured, Clive visited the Hall of
Records in Devil’s Lake, North Dakota. Cive did not
know t hat he was going to be captured. In fact, he
hi ghly doubted it. But Cive was not one to | eave

anything to chance, and as he was passing through North
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Dakota anyway, he figured why not. If he was captured,
he woul d eventually be inprisoned at Super Max. O that

he had no doubt.

He made eye contact with the cops manning the
metal detector and remarked on the weather. He stopped
at the information booth and asked the anci ent wonan
who' d spent nost of her adult life working there, where
the public records departnent was. She directed himup
a wde marble staircase and down a | ong narrow hal
with cracked walls, to a vaulted roomfilled with row
upon row of wooden file cabinets. The roomfelt of age
and snell ed of water damage. There, Cive requested a
copy of the floor plans for the Super Max. A copy of
the blueprints for every structure built in North
Dakota is on file in the hall of records. Cive paid
the copying fee and took the blueprints with himto
study and nenorize. One interesting thing about Cive
Euxi deos is that he had a knack for renmenbering. He was
able to take a “snapshot” of anything he saw or read
and then later, could call that snapshot back up at
whim projecting it onto the big screen tel evision
mount ed inside his skull. Then he would sit back (in
the easy chair that was his brain) and study the

snapshot at his |eisure.
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After careful study of the Super Max bl ueprint,
Clive realized that, contrary to popul ar belief, the
facility was not escape proof. The penitentiary design
experts had not thought of everything. There were at
| east two possible escape routes. One was very nasty,
but offered the greatest chance for success. The other
was | ess nasty, and really, less risky at least in
terms of injury, but the potential for success was al so
far less. Cive, never one to avoid nastiness, decided

upon the forner.

| have nothing left to wite. Nothing happens here.
Not hi ng changes. | have ny nenories and | enbrace them

awake or asleep. | listen.

And so it was that one night, deep into a North
Dakota winter, with the world outside being ravaged by
a howing snowstorm Cive Euxi deos escaped fromthe
escape proof U S. Maxinmum Facility at Bottineau, North

Dakota and vani shed into the swirling night.

In closing Mother, | only ask that you | ook to the
garden when the wi nd changes.. Qur garden, once so

carefully tended and |ush and fragrant, now fall ow and
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dark. The garden with the fountain that once bubbl ed
gaily, that now stands dry as the bones of the one it
took. Look to the garden when the w nd changes not her,

and call nmy nane.

Yours Eternally,

Cive

16
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Andr ea Ransey
Razor Bl ade Regrets
10 Years Before

It had happened agai n.

She awoke to bl ood stains on the sheets
and on the carpet. Blood crusted under her
fingernails, and the taste of it in her
nmout h. She awoke to anot her apartnent ruined.
To splintered furniture. To shattered
mrrors. There was a large cast-iron
candl estick buried deep in the ruins of what
had been a new stereo. She wondered, ‘Wat

song was playing when | did that?
The alarm cl ock flashed 12: 00 at her.

She dared to throw back the sheet and

| ook at herself.
Ch God. Oh sweet |lord Jesus.

He held no answers for her. No soft
enbrace. No refuge or salvation. God had gone
mad, countless light centuries before. H's
son had turned H s back on the world of nen.
This, she believed. Believed with all her

heart.
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Andrea Ransey, twenty-sonething and
| ooki ng ol der, stunbled Iight-headed out of
her bed of red sheets. On | egs that
threatened to crunble beneath her with every
step, she nade her way to the bathroom
turned on the harsh fluorescent |ight and saw
what she had done to herself the night

bef or e.

That she had not bleed to death in her
sleep, was in and of itself, a mnor mracle,
so perhaps she woul d have to reassess her
concepts of God. O maybe it was that God
only had eyes for fools and lunatics, and she
was | ong one, quickly becom ng the other, and

therefore worth special attention.

VWhat had happened | ast ni ght? She fought
to gather the fragnents of nmenory that noved
elusively in the shadows filling her head.
But just as she thought one was wi thin grasp,
just as she thought a piece of the tapestry
was becom ng clear, it fell back, was
swal | oned by darkness, and drowned in the

al cohol haze.
Ah...al cohol .

For once, her shift had ended on ti me.
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Qut of the patrol car, into the station,
paperwork filled out and filed, uniform
jamed in her |ocker, civilian wear thrown
on, not even tinme for a shower because the
need to get a drink into her was strong, so
strong she could taste it already, feel that
sl ow, steady burn all the way down her
throat, exploding into a hot blossomin the
center of her stomach, that wonderful

nunbness spreadi ng...

Where had she gone? Dennay’ s? The Locker
Roonf? Maybe the G een Lounge on the city’s
East Side, dark and snoky, old jazz nusicians
gathered in the far corner under a bl ue
light, playing standards to a scattering of
appl ause fromrunny-eyed ol d drunkards with
| oud jackets and barflies wth too much
makeup and not enough tinme. O the first
pl ace she saw i n whatever direction she had

t aken?

O did she go to the liquor store?
Bought a fifth of whatever was strong and
cheap, nmaybe two bottles, possibly three.
Gone hone and put on sone nusic, dark

depressing nusic, or maybe Patsy dine

19
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programmed to rotate, to play over and over
and over again. Patsy Cine going crazy going

to pieces wal king after m dni ght.

And sonmewhere after m dni ght, working
t he second bottle, the feeling welling up
inside, a feeling that if she didn't let it
out, would force its way out, explode out of
her in a terrible nessy roar, tearing her
apart, turning her into a whirling dervish,
spilling entrails, coating the walls, killing

her in a mad rush of agony.

So she starts crying, bites her lip to
stop, feels canine teeth pierce flesh...warm
bl ood runs down her chin ...drips off...quarter
si zed droplets on the floor on the carpet...
the feeling com ng stronger now, refusing to

be placated by such a weak offering.

She stands in her bedroomin front of
the full-length mrror, recently purchased
after the destruction of the last, and which
one is this? How many purchased for this
apartnent al one? She stares at the inmage in
the mrror and it is |like |ooking at an inage

on a novi e screen...

that isn't her, isn't her...
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..or like | ooking at a ghost, not real.
She takes her shirt off, then her pants, then
bra and panties and stands in white socks
i ke sone | echer, |acking only the handl ebar
nmust ache, staring at the her that isn't her
and hating what she sees. Not just hate, but

fear and frustration and di sgust and regret.

And suddenly there is a razor blade in
her hand. She wonders where it came from..
t hi nki ng she threw all the razors out the
| ast tine...thought she did but she nmust have
hi dden one...put one away in reserve for just
such an occasion...and then she renenbers that
the one who does the cutting is not the one
who is cut. She | ooks back at the image in
the mrror and their eyes neet and the inage
smles with a nouth filled with razor bl ades

and she knows she is goi ng nad.
Bl ood dri ppi ng down her arm

She rubs a cap of bourbon into the
wound. Cuts again. Rubs. Cuts. Rubs. Cuts.
Adding fresh red lines to the existing white
scars like runic synbols, |ike Mesopotam an
clay tablets, telling a tale that only the

trained eye can read, an eye well versed in
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t he al phabet of cutting- the |anguage of the
razor, the poetry of pain, the song of the

sangui ne.

Sonewhere deep in the third fifth of
bourbon. Still naked. Body nore red than
pi nk, wounds begi nning to seal, teased back
open to bl eed anew. Taking the very tip of
t he edge of a blade and carefully nicking the
fl esh around her nipples, form ng hal os, then
bringing the razor to her forehead and
feeling steel touch flesh but not cutting.
No...t hat woul d be showing and telling too
much... but thinking about it...visualizing it...
the red X carved into the mddle of her
forehead. No Manson freak. No, that woul dn’t
be the point. Only crossing out the third
eye, cutting out the nenory, stopping it from
ever returning to infect the nmeat of her

br ai n.
Much, much | ater

Soneone pounding on the door. O is that
her brain pounding on the box of her skull?
The music | oud. No, beyond |oud. Bone
fracturing, eardrumrupturing |loud, and an

angry voice screamng ‘turn it down turn it

22
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down what are you doing in there |I'Il cal

the police you stupid bitch’. And sonewhere
in the rage she grabs the brass candl e stick
and smashes the stereo to silence and screans
‘There, are you satisfied nowis that quiet
enough for you cocksucker’ and shouting

epi taphs, the door beater goes away and the

COpsS never cone.

The mrror is in pieces. Al those
| ovel y shards speaking to her. ‘Pick nme up,
| ook at ny edge. Ch how lovely the lines we
woul d make, how deep and how much bl ood’ . It
is only because she is two or was it three
bottl es drunk, that she can refuse the broken

siren’s call

The sun cones up, shattering the
horizon and turning it hot blood red to go
wi th her dark, purple, bruised flesh. She
stares at the edge of sun, and contenpl ates
watching it rise swollen into the sky...
watching it until the brilliant Iight burns
her eyes out...and she would fall into the

enbrace of darkness forever.
But she does not.

Sonehow, she nmakes it to her bed.
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Pl unmeting onto tw sted sheets and | unpy
mattress, and alnost instantly, she is pulled
down into a vortex of spinning mrrors and

razor bl ade regrets.

24
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Lost Hi ghways. Wnter

There are stretches of asphalt known as
| ost hi ghways. Before the intrastates and
interstates, before thruways and hi ghways and
ten | anes of bunper to bunper, all traveling
at ninety mles an hour, twenty four/seven,
there were ordinary roads that connected one
end of a state to another, that |inked one
community to anot her. Roads that passed
t hrough towns not found on any map. Through
mles of forest or nmountains or farmn and.
Roads upon which you could travel for hours
wi t hout seeing another |iving human bei ng.
M|l es marked off by tel ephone poles and
electric lines punctuated with starlings, oi
slick sheen of feather, black beady eyes

wat chi ng.

These were roads sel domtravel ed by any
but natives, and not even they passed over
the ruts that often. Roads bl ack as Satan’s
asshol e at night. Roads you did not want to

break down on

Most of these roads are gone, or can no
| onger be reached. But a few still exist. And

are still used by those who know about them

25
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There is a two-1ane blacktop that tears
strai ght through North Dakota, running
parallel to the Canadi an border. The
scattering of markers call it Rural Route 4,
but you won’'t find it on any road nap
publ i shed after 1947, and damm few before
then. It begins sonmewhere outside the town of
Neche and ends where North Dakota becones

Mont ana.

In the sumrer it shimrers |ike illusion,
in winter a steady north wi nd keeps it clear
of snow, but glazed and dangerous. Along its
I ength, the closest town after the |ast one,
is never less than 52 mles away. It is
typically silent here, except for that w nd,
except for a caw of crow, a flutter of w ng,

t he nechani cal whir of cicada.

Sumrer however is nonths away. Today the
wi nd drives frozen pellets of snow drifts
shel l acked in ice. The sound is |ike snakes
slithering through dry grass. The sun is a
heat| ess snmear behind a haze of torn and

twi sted cl ouds.

Anot her sound. One that does not go with

the cold, brittle, sub-zero world. A wonan’s
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voi ce. Singing.

Patsy Cine’'s “I Go To Pieces” on a

radio, faint in the distance, grow ng | ouder.

A tractor-trailer roars into view The
w nd scoops up snow and throws it over the

world |ike a shroud, obscuring everything.

From under the whiteness, Patsy dine
and the sound of tractor-trailer brakes

| ocki ng...seeking friction...finding nothing.

The sound of a horrendous crash is

muf fl ed by the w nding sheet of snow.

Then all is silent save for the haunted

voi ce of Patsy Cline...falling to pieces.

27
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Rick Gl bert

Inside the thin netal shell of his Ford
F150, Rick Glbert listens to the sanme radio
station he's listened to since he was five

years ol d.
Yest erday, he turned 47.

A final strumof the guitar. The note
fades and is replaced by a conmmercial for
fertilizer, the huckster’s words becom ng so
much background noi se. The nood, so carefully
constructed by the song, vanishes. A gust of
wind throws a wall of white across the road
ahead. Rick slows, boot gingerly touching the
brake, he feels tire against asphalt and is
glad for that. Nothing worse than black ice
and there tends to be plenty of it on this

road, at this tine of year
VWhat can be said about Rick G| bert?

Smal | town boy grown into small town
man. Sinple. Easy going. Good looking in a
rugged, w nd-scraped sort of way. Crows-feet
spread out fromthe corners of his eyes |ike
fl esh col ored gl ass cracki ng under pressure.

Hi s short, cropped hair is nore salt than
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pepper. Hi s sonmewhat scruffy beard, the sane.
A quick smle. Cear, bright eyes behind
which lie nenories of a woman he | oved and

| ost and anot her woman he | oved and | et get
away. No children, but a great big Irish
Setter naned Clyde. He rolled out of bed
every norning at 5:15 a.m and fell back in
each night at 10:00 p.m He |oved Ben &
Jerry’s ice cream- especially Chunky Monkey,

and war m Canadi an beer.

He is a part-tine |lineman for the
county. Checking the wres, |oose or down,
ice encased or frayed. Mark it in his book

and hope repairs can wait for the spring.

The snow clears. A tractor-trailer, on
its side and off the road, cones into view
Wt hout thinking, R ck slans on the brake,

and inmedi ately regrets it.
Stupid stupid stupid.

The pi ck-up skids, and the back-end
threatens to cone around. Rick fights to
keep control. ‘Don’t need this’, he thinks
as he throws the steering wheel into each

wong turn the truck wants to take. Finally,
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he gains control and the pick-up stutters to

a halt on the shoul der.

Ri ck’s daddy was a truck driving man.
Fl atbed tractor-trailer, hauling everything
fromscrap netal to one tine, two arny tanks
traveling from Loui siana to Sout hern
California and back again. ‘Lonely out
there’, the old man would say. ‘Big |land we
live in, people got no idea how big. And
Texas is the loneliest and the biggest. You
| ook at the map and you think, hell, | can
make it across this state eight, ten hours
tops. Two days later you re still driving
t hrough. Lots of nothing in Texas. Especially
the southern part. Nothing but desert and sky
and a single Mexican radio station fading in

and out .’

Ri ck junps out of the pick-up. H's body
stiffens instantly against the bitter chill.
The wind howl s out of Canada, cold as the
inner nost ring of Hell. Tears that spring to
his eyes, quickly turn to crystal. He
i mgi nes he can hear themfall, catching the
dead sun as they do, |anding wthout sound in

the snow. A man m ght |ast an hour out here
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at best.
M ght .

He wonders how |l ong the tractor has laid
there li ke sonme great netal beast, sone
prehi storic creature turned nmechanical, that
still laid dowmn to die. Inside the cab, the
radio is playing. ‘Hank Wllianms’, Rick
t hi nks, but can’t renmenber the nane of the

tune. The haunting yodel caresses the w nd.

Ri ck gathers his great coat around him
and fights through thigh-high snowto the
tractor. Faint wi sps of steam escape from
under the hood, w sps that once beyond the
protection of the truck are grabbed by the

wi nd and savagely torn apart.

“Hel | 0? Hell o! You okay buddy? Anybody
in there?” R ck shouts, doubting he can be

heard above the w nd.

He clinbs up onto the cab. There’s
still sone heat radiating frominside and
t hat gives him hope that what he'll find
inside is a live body. Bruised and battered,
but alive. Rick leans in through the open

wi ndow. Odd snell there... |like bad neat.
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“Hey buddy..”

A massi ve hand expl odes out of the cab

and grabs Rick by the throat.
Tw st s.

The sound of bone snapping is sharp,

like stepping on brittle ice.

Rick’s body hits the snow with a soft
t hud, arns splayed, and |legs apart, as if he
had just laid down to make a snow angel. His
eyes are open. The wind freezes them and t hey
cloud over. Later, the wind will die and snow
will fall, filling his nmouth and burying him
W t hout benefit of clergy, in swirls of

whi t e.

Clive Euxideos clinbs out of the cab and
junps down. He stands over six feet tall, and
wei ghs over 325 pounds. The weight is al
muscle. His eyes are so pale, they are al nost
wi thout color. His lips are full and sensual.
He spots the pickup truck and nods, as if in
agreenent to a coment not heard. He | ooks at
the body of Rick Glbert. There is love in
his gaze, like that of a nother toward her

newbor n babe.
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The sane freakishly |arge hand that
snapped Rick Gl bert’s neck, carefully,

tenderly, closes Rick’s eyes.
“Sl eep” whispers dive.

Clive turns away fromthe body and
follows the path created by Rick, back to the
road. He clinbs into the running pick-up and
the first thing he notices is the tape
player. He lifts the center armrest
revealing a small, but carefully | abeled
sel ection of honme-nmade tapes. Al classic
country, none of that post-seventies Vegas
pop-country-crossover crap that Cive abhors.

And bonus - The Best of Patsy C i ne.

Clive smles. It’s a frightening sight.
H's teeth are huge. In juvie and in prison
(except Super Max where he was never within
range of other inmates) he used them often,
to mark what was his. In the real world, at a
bar, he once used themto tear the throat out
of a stranger who believed he was nore of a
man than he turned out to be. Cive can still
remenber the salty, netallic taste of the
man’ s bl ood and the bitter taste of flesh

soaked in cheap aftershave.
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Clive shoves the tape into the player.
“Sweet Dreans” plays. Cive, hunm ng the
lyrics, puts the pickup into gear, U-turns

and heads hone.
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Sonmewhere in Upstate New York, Sumrer
An i npossible sun blazes lowin a wasted sky.

Upstate New York had once agai n gone
fromdead of winter to dog days of summer
w t hout benefit of spring. Monday had been
[ight snow in the norning with an afternoon
hi gh of 42; Tuesday had been 87 as the |ow,
swol I en creeks overflow ng their banks, and a

nasty humdity.

It had been a June of brutally hot days
and sticky, sleepless nights..of brown | awns
and power shortages...frayed nerves and road
rage..record donestic violence and random acts

of vi ol ence.

‘“Killing weather’, the cops call it, and

had the bodies to prove it.
Wel cone to gl obal warm ng.

The city sweats. Everywhere. Even in the
so-cal | ed Cobbl estone district, where old
sl aught er houses once hone to rats and
junki es, are now being devel oped i nto hones
for trendy neo-urbanites. In one as yet
ungentrified corner, a gang of kids rap while

pl ayi ng basketball in the street, using a
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battered trash can lashed to a streetlight
for a hoop. Each tinme the basketball hits the
asphalt, the sound is like a fist striking

fl esh.

A nearby tenenment carved of rotted stone
and waiting for the wecking ball, offers
single roons with a toilet down the hall. In
one particular room although it could be any
of them dying sunlight creeps through filthy
blinds. The sunlight turns the slow float of
dust notes into a chaotic dance before
striking the wooden floor where it sputters
and flares. The floor | ooks as if soneone
tried repeatedly to ice-skate across it. An
asthmatic air-conditioner coughs. The walls
are nicotine stained. There is a bookshelf
made of two by fours and cinder blocks. It
hol ds a diverse sel ection of books- physics
and eastern art, firearns and sexuality,

abnor mal physi ol ogy and body nodification.

The sound of the basketball hitting the
street joins the sound of a clock ticking.
O herwise, the roomis silent. Next to a
narrow bed, is a night stand with an open

prescription vial and a cell phone.
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On the bed...

Andrea Ransey. Late thirties? Early
forty-sonething? Pal e skin, and near-perfect
oval face. Her upper lipis marked with a
smal | scar. She stares w thout blinking, mnd
divorced fromthe slowrise and fall of her
chest. An athletic body is clothed neanly in
boxers and a wi fe-beater T-shirt. Her hands
are manni sh, fingernails chewed painfully
short. Her feet are slender, toenails painted
what her nother would have call ed “whore

red”.

Her neck is long. Her face was once
pretty. Not that she is unattractive now - do
sonething with the hair, a dab of nake-up, a
bit of care. But life has slapped Andrea
across the face too many tines for her to
care nmuch about outward appearance. There’'s
no one she feels a need to inpress. You can
see it in her eyes. Gay |like the stone used

for cheap grave markers, and just as cold.

Except for her face and neck, hands and
feet, her entire body is criss-crossed with
fine white lines, left behind by razor bl ade

edges. Her body is wapped in a cobweb of
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scar tissue, the result of twenty odd years
of cutting, the rem nders of inner denons
scream ng for rel ease, souvenirs of a |ong
downward spiral into madness. She has not cut
herself in five years, but a day does not go
by that she does not yearn for the painfu

rel ease, the awesone sense of revel ati on when
the flesh parts like tiny |ipless nouths that

speak i n bl ood.

She dreans of cutting. O kissing razor
bl ades, the tip of her tongue running over
thin steel edges. The taste of netal and
bl ood fill her nmouth with an electric
bitterness and her body with
i ndi stingui shabl e sensations of pleasure and
pain. She dreans that her fingernails becone
razored and she slices them across her
cheeks, down her throat, circling her

breasts...

Whi ch is why she keeps her fingernails

So very, very short.

She holds her right hand tight wth her
left, staring at it with intense
concentration. Slowy, as if anticipating its

i ndependence, Andrea rel eases her right hand.
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For a nmoment her right hand remains
still. Then - a trenmor noves across her
flesh. It becones a pronounced shake that
grows to a spasm The flesh seens to ripple
as if it were liquid. Andrea lifts herself
out of bed, grabs the pills and swall ows two,

dry.

The clock on the wall vibrates with each
tick. A group of people are standi ng outside
t he door, whispering. Somewhere soneone is
bei ng beaten with a bare fist. The nurky
gl ass that protects the face of the clock,
curves the reflection of the window A
featurel ess face, with its baleful fish eye
is pressed against the curved gl ass,

threateni ng to escape.
The pills kick in.

Andrea studi es her right hand. The
shaki ng has stopped. Al she can hear is the
sound of the clock and the sound of the

basket bal | .

The cell phone chinmes. She picks it up,
recogni zes the nunber displayed, and presses

“tal k”.
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“Yeah?”

She listens. On the other end a voice

i ke splintered wood.

“Where? Were the hell’s that? Yeah.

CGot it.”

She wites a single word on a coffee
stai ned yell ow pad. She wites using |arge
block letters, like a child first learning to

spel | .

Andrea presses “off”, then reaches
under her pillow and renoves her G ock C18.
The powerful handgun featured sem and fully
automatic nodes of fire. She ejects the clip
and checks to nmake sure it is fully | oaded.
It is. But then she knew it would be. 9mm
hal | ow poi nt dum duns, bullets that do not
pass through bodi es but expanded upon i npact,
provi di ng the maxi num car nage possi bl e. She
slaps the clip back in, and jacks a bullet

into the chanber.
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Vi r gi

The worl d noves past the train w ndow
like a filmstrip running horizontally. The
ur ban decay of downt own, becones rows of
subur ban, pseudo-Victorian ranch houses and
then faded farns and fields spiked with corn
harvest nenories. Flat |and becones rolling
hills, dotted with the occasional m serable

| ooking cow, tail lashing at flies.

Andrea sits in an enpty passenger car, a
folder in her Iap and her feet up on the seat
opposite. Waring jeans and a flannel shirt
and an age cracked | eat her jacket. She wants
a cigarette but doesn’'t want to get up and
make the short trip to the snoking car. Then
she renmenbers she quit snoking nonths ago.

But she still wants one.

| nst ead, she | ooks through her
reflection, staring through her own eyes to
the worl d beyond. Her reflection gazes back
at her expectantly, Iike a ghost seeking

answer s.

‘“What do you want ne to say? she asks

her reflection.
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‘“What do you want ne to tell you?

‘“What can | tell you that you don’t

al ready know?’

When she realizes she hasn’t had a
t hought for fifteen m nutes, she opens the

f ol der.

Clive Euxideos stares at her fromthe
gl ossy 8x10. A strange holl owness fornms in
her stomach, like a cresting before that
first plunge down the roller coaster
Fear ..exci tenment ..nunger. A feeling like that
suspended, eternal nonent before a first

t ouch.

In her mnd she replays the conversation
she had with Virgil, earlier that norning.
Virgil runs the agency Andrea works for. They
came to her soon after Clive was sent to

prison, and offered her a job.
“What kind of job? she asked.
They told her.

‘What makes you think 1'd be interested
in sonething like that? she asked. *‘Wuy

woul d you even consi der ne?

‘“You fit the profile,’” they said.
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She didn’t understand. She was an
al coholic. She cut herself. She' d been kicked
off the police force. She was a razor bl ade

away fromkilling herself.
She accepted the job.
And found she was very good at it.

Virgil was her only contact. Andrea knew
little about the agency, except that there
was sone connection to the governnent. She
knew they kept a low profile and were
certainly never nentioned in the news. She
knew that if she said anything about themto

anyone, they would kill her.

She was sent a check once a nonth to
cover her living expenses and as her expenses
were few, she invested what renmai ned. They
| eft her alone unless there was an
assignnment, and when there was, she was
expected to follow their instructions to the
letter, which she did. She figured that in a
few years she could retire - assum ng she was

allowed to retire.
Did she want to retire?

And do what ?
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Buy a house in the country? Travel the

wor | d?

She had no needs great or small, to
satiate. No dreans to obtain. No goals to
reach. Living soneplace where she woul d be
| eft alone, was the closest she could cone.
Sonepl ace where no one would talk to her.

VWere the world did not exist.

But did she really want to be | eft al one
with her thoughts and nenories? Alone with

her past?
Sui ci de seened a better option.
Barrel in nouth.
Pull the trigger.

The past and all nenory of it vapori zed
in an explosion of bullet and brain and bl ood

and bone.

It really did seemthe only |ogica

endi ng.

She had no doubt, that when the tine
canme, she would have no problem pulling the

trigger. So why not just do it now?

Because you never really knew what was
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goi ng to happen next. Because, despite it

all, there was al ways hope. Wasn't there?

She coul d al nost nake hersel f believe

it. Sonetines.

Virgil’s office was dark | eather and
dar ker wood, wth a single small w ndow
shrouded in thick velvet curtains. A lanp
turned | ow, barely outlined the desk piled
high with police reports and maps. The air
was heavy with an uneasy aroma of sage and
vanilla. Virgil, in dark suit and dark
gl asses, lurked behind his desk. He had skin
so pale it alnost glowed, and pitted, |unar

surface cheeks.

Her m nd zi gzagged fromthe agency, to
office, to their neeting, once nore. Virgi
tosses the folder on the desk. Only once had
their fingers touched when he handed her
anything. Andrea recalled briefly, it was
i ke touching a corpse one week in the | ake,
bl oated and nasty soft with skin Iike tissue
t hat sloughed off as they pulled it fromthe
wat er. She could not hide the | ook of disgust
on her face. Virgil sawit, and never forgot

or forgave the slight.
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“Clive Euxideos,” Virgil announces, and

waits for a reaction.

Andrea ignores the slight trace of
nockery that edges his snotty voice. She
refuses to give anything away. Virgil seens

di sappoi nted, but continues.

“He escaped. Yes, from Super Max. Don’t
ask how. It doesn't matter. He stole a
tractor-trailer and wecked it sonewhere in
North Dakota. Killed a good Samaritan stupid
enough to stop and help. Stole the

Samaritan’s pick-up truck and vani shed...”

Andrea turns the page and is | ooking at

a norgue photograph of Rick Gl bert.

“After what happened in upstate New York
| ast year, the day of coddling crimnals is
over. Ch, we still need to appease the
bl eedi ng hearts. Can’t have them swayi ng

public opinion.” Virgil’s nouth tw sted.

“Anmericans are so nanby-panby. So w shy-
washy. Al ways bl oody forgiving. Bloody stupid
is nmore like it. You think everybody has sone
good in them Everybody can be saved, cured,

rehabilitated. Christ, what a joke.”
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“Can we get to the point?” Andrea said.
Virgil waved his hand.

“Right. W want him dead. He had his
trial, and a chance to live out his days in
maxi mum security. Had an hour a day out for
fresh air and exercise, three hots and a cot.
Even soft toilet paper to wipe his bottom
What nore could he ask for? He should have

been executed, but don’t get ne started on

that.”
“Wuldn't think of it.” Andrea said.
“Right. So what does he do? He escapes,
the ungrateful bastard. Well, we’ve seen

where the toast lands, and it’'s not butter-
side up. W want himdead. And who better to
pull the trigger, or twst the blade, than
you? Its alnost...well no, it is, poetry. |

recommended you, by the way.”
“You're too kind.”

Virgil smled. Hs teeth woul d have not

been out of place on a bear trap.

Back on the train, Andrea turns the
page to a map of Anmerica. A highlighted |ine

| eads from near where the northern border of
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North Dakota mrrors Canada, straight south
to Loui siana. The distance frompoint Ato
point Bis 1,617.1 mles. Taking the
straightest route, total drive time is 35
hours, 54 m nutes. But of course, Cive

didn’t go that way.

Andrea | ooks out the train w ndow,

wat ching the world fl ow by.

Virgil’s voice disrupts her non-study of
the world around her. “The official theory is
that Clive crossed the border into Mnitoba.
The FBI boys and the Royal Canadi an Mount eds
have joined forces to pursue that. W know

differently.”

Andrea turns a page. A photo, this tinme
of a tall, gray-haired wonman whose |long, thin
i mbs give her an arachnid quality. The woman
woul d not | ook out of place sitting in the
center of a web. Her carefully scul pted face
holds a pair of w dely spaced, perfectly oval
eyes. Yet for all the strangeness of her

features, she is conpellingly beautiful
Clynmenestra. Cive's nother

Virgil speaks again. “W know that Cive
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is going home. W don’t know when he will get
there, but we have no doubt that he will. W
don’'t think he’ll kill anybody al ong the way,
but you never know. |If the lust conmes upon

him the need...then he mght. O it may just

be the easiest thing to do.”

“Wiy did you wait so long to call ne?”

Andr ea asked.

Virgil’s eye jerked away. He pretended
interest in sone paper on his desk. She could
see his nental wheels turning. She expected
himto lie to her and was surprised when he
didn't.

“We wanted to give the official channels
of | aw enforcenent a chance to do whatever it
is they do, and fail at it, and be forced to
di vert resources to other crinmes. Also to
give this high profile event a chance to die
down. To nove from page one to page twenty,
to go fromopening the evening news to no
mention at all. Can’t have our people out in
the field when the field is filled with eyes
wat ching. Politics Andrea, it’'s all politics.

And timng.”

Virgil shrugged. “How can we expect you
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to kill the man under a spotlight?”

Andrea turns another page. A photo of a

hard | ooki ng woman, with raven bl ack hair.

“When Clive eventually returns to

Twlight to see his famly, you' |l be there.”

She returns fromthe office in her mnd,
to the train, and its endless clicking
wheel s. A shadow falls across Andrea. She
cl oses the portfolio, and | ooks up. Standing
over her is Orson Wlles in “Touch of Evil”
only seedier, sonething she woul d have never
have i magi ned was possi ble. The suit was

better though.

Orson Welles gestures toward the enpty

seat opposite her. “May |?”

Bef ore Andrea can speak, Orson Wl les
sits. The first thing she notices, is that he
uses sone spray-on hair product to cover his
creeping baldness. It’s as if he applied
bl ack lacquer to his skull. It is not an

attractive sight.
“l know you,” he says.
“No,” says Andrea, “you don't.”

“I"'mcertain, that | do. Yes. That
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fund raiser at the Pall adiumin London, two

years ago.”
“Never been.”

“How amazi ng. She | ooked just Iike

you.
“WAasn’ t.”

Orson Welles extends his hand. His
fingers are puffy and one of them sports a

chunky gold ring that is beyond vul gar.

“I"’'m Henry Bennings,” smles Oson

Welles, “lI do surgical supplies.”

Andrea makes no nove to take his hand.
She continues to stare into his eyes w thout
bl i nking. Finally, Henry blinks, several

tinmes. Rapidly.
“Is that so?” said Andrea.

Henry sits back and crosses his |egs,
flashing a hairless, grub-white ankle. He

pulls at his trouser.

“Yes. And I'’mvery good at it, if | do
say so nyself. Very successful. Made over
300k | ast year, and | plan on making nore

this year.”
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“Good for you.”
“Good for ne and good for ny friends.”

“I't’s good to have friends.”

“Yes, | think so too. It’s very good
to have friends. | treat ny friends very
well, and special friends get special
treatnent.”

“Do they now?”
“Oh yes.”

Benni ngs | eans forward and puts his hand
on Andrea’s knee. She does not tense, or pul
away, or even blink. Henry takes the |ack of

rejection as acceptance, and |eans cl oser.
“Yes. Very, very special.”

Andrea thinks ‘Does that approach
actually work for this guy? She can't
possibly be the first he’s tried it on. Has
anyone ever fallen for his lines? She can’'t

i magi ne why they woul d.

Andrea noves her face towards his,
slowy, deliberately, seductively. Her shirt
falls forward, the unbuttoned top revealing

the swell of her breasts, the cups of her bra



Williams - Twilight

just covering her nipples.

Benni ngs’s eyes get very wide. He can’t
stop hinself fromlooking, fromstaring. H's
eyes dart from Andrea’s breasts to her face,
as he smles and swall ows. Andrea returns the
sm | e and noves her hand very slowy toward
Benning’s crotch. H's entire body stiffens

at her touch.

A swtchblade is in Andrea’s hand, the
needl e tip touching Bennings right nut. Hi's
smle is sucked back into his nmouth as his
eyes get even w der. Beads of sweat that

stink of fear, break out on his forehead.

Andrea whi spers in his hair clogged ear.
“I'f you don’t get away fromnme 1’1l cut your
bal | sack open and shove your nuts up your

asshol e.”

The swi tchbl ade vani shes up her sl eeve,
and she sits back with a strange little smle
on her face. A certain glaze to her eyes. If
a snake had eyelids it would [ ook |ike this,
or wwsh it did. She already knows where she
will hide the body. It wll be nonths before

it is found. If ever.
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Andrea crosses her |egs, opens the
portfolio, and continues readi ng where she
left off. As far as she is concerned,

Benni ngs does not exi st.

Benni ngs, blinking and gaspi ng, staggers
to his feet. He alnost vomts with fear

Covering his nmouth, he flees the car.

Andrea flips through the file. The
phot ograph of the hard-faced wonan. Virgi

had said ‘Cive s sister, N obe.

The nmenory of the beautiful woman N obe
had been, still lurked beneath the hard face
and cold glare of the woman in the
phot ogr aph...t he woman Ni obe had becone. Her
face was a mask carved by drink and one ni ght
stands..bitter disappointnent and teeth-
clenched rage at a world that attacked and
woul d not stop... things had happened beneath
the skin...terrible things were reflected in

her eyes and in the set of her w de nouth.

‘“Ni obe’s children. Twins. Juvenal and

Juveni a.’

There was only a phot ograph of Juvenal,

the nmale half of the twins. He had skin that
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coul d have been wax. Not Tussaud quality, but
cheap, nmass-produced wax used for holiday
novelties sold at the dollar store. H's
Adami s apple jutted over stooped shoul ders
ending in long arnms w thout nuscle. Juvenal
had cheekbones supernodels woul d chew their
right arnms off for, but which on himonly
added to the grotesque, and drew attention to
t he disquieting distance in his gaze. He was
the kid all the other kids wanted to punch
and ki ck because they knew they coul d,
because they knew he woul d do not hi ng but
take it. Because they knew even the teachers
woul d pretend to be | ooking at sonething

el se.

A photocopy of a letter Cive wote,

just before his escape.
“...in which he tells his nother...”

...letters intercepted and read by the
staff at Super Max before being forwarded to

hi s not her.

“..he mentions you in several of his
letters. He tells his nother you are his
girlfriend. No strike that, you are his

fiancée. You nust have been very, very
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good.” Virgil’'s chuckle was not a pl easant
sound. It lingered in her ears, still.

“That’ s your in.”

Andrea closes the file and once again

stares out the w ndow.

Dawn is com ng as she approaches

Twi | i ght .
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Facts about Loui siana

These are things you should know about

Loui si ana.

Seven percent of the population are
under five years of age. Twenty seven percent
are under eighteen. El even percent are over
sixty five. Over fifty percent are fenale.
Over 63 percent are white. The nedi um
househol d i nconme is $32,000. Twenty percent
of the population Iive bel ow the poverty
| evel .

In the year that Cive Euxi deos was
captured, tried, convicted and sent to
prison, Louisiana had an estimated popul ation
of 4,468,976 which ranked the state 22nd in
popul ati on. For that year, the State of
Loui siana had a total Crinme Index of 5,422.8
reported incidents per 100,000 people, giving
it the 4th highest total Crinme Index in the

country.

For Violent Crinme, Louisiana had a
reported incident rate of 681.1 per 100, 000
peopl e, the 7th highest occurrence for

Violent Crine anong the states.
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There were 11.2 nmurders per 100, 000
peopl e, giving the state the redoubtable

honor of Anerica s highest rate for Murder.

Loui siana’s 33.5 reported Forced Rapes
per 100, 000 people, ranked a lowy 21st
pl ace. The conclusion that could be drawn
fromthat, was that crimnals in Louisiana

woul d rather kill than fuck

The town of Twi light, population 76,
was | ocated in southwestern Loui siana.
Sout hwestern Loui siana is hot and hum d. The
insects are big and the plant life is
bi gger. What they call “japanese
nmosquitoes” in the north, they call “gnats”
i n southwestern Louisiana. Sago pal ns grow
10 feet tall and 15 feet w de. Banana trees
tower above roof |ines. Elephant Ears grow
wi | d al ong the bayous. Vines snare
everyt hing and anything that doesn’t nove.
Twi light sits on the eastern edge of
Ki satchie National Forest, the only national

forest in Louisiana. It is spread across the
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piney hills and hardwood bottons of seven
central and northern Loui siana pari shes,
covering 300,000 plus acres. The woods are
overgrown, thick and tangled. The tinber,
bushes, and grass are crunchy fromthe
drought. Five years of bone dry summers and
rainy seasons w thout rain had turned

Ki satchie into kindling waiting for the

mat ch. The match had not yet cone, but nost
believed it would. It was only a matter of
time before heat |ightning struck, or sone
idiot tossed a cigarette out the w ndow of
their pickup. And if that happened, and the
wind was blowng in the right direction, a
Bible’'s worth of prayers would not save the

town of Twi light.
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Wel come to Twi light, July

The train | eaves a station that should have
been torn down decades ago. The sound of its

wheel s fades slowy.

Andrea stands al one on the platform
duffel bag at her feet. A ticket kiosk stands
shuttered and | ong unused. Everything is
lifeless and still. The air is thick, alnost

clotted, and the silence is oppressive.

Andrea steps to the edge of the platform
and | ooks down to see her reflection in an
oily pool of water. The inmage ripples,

di storting her beyond recognition.

A dead animal |ays next to the payphone
on the other side of the road opposite the
pl atform The pal e wooden steps groan under
Andrea’s wei ght as she | eaves the platform
She crosses the road to the phone and dust
puffs wth each step she takes. The snell of
the roadkill is pungent and sweet. Two wasps
buzz the carcass. Andrea takes the phone off

the hook and finds the cable is severed.

She sl ans the phone back into its

cradl e, hoists her duffel bag and wal ks.
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A bullet-riddled bus stop sign reads
‘ Monday, Wednesday, Saturday 11:00.’ Andrea
| ooks at her watch. She frowns, drops her

duffel bag to the ground and waits.

She waited for over an hour,
entertaining herself by watching insects.
Butterflies flitted fromone stand of purple-
fl onered weed to another. Ants noved in
pur poseful, yet chaotic starts and stops.

Cl ouds of gnats forned, m |l ed about,
di ssi pated, then formed again - weaving
patterns that seenmed to repeat thenselves, as

if secret insect nessages were being sent.

Sonet hing on the ground at her feet,
fluttered. A noth, pale powdery white. For
sone reason it drew her. Staring down, seeing
its wings were torn and tattered, she gently
took it in hand and brought it to her face.

It continued to flutter, off and on, not

knowi ng it was no | onger capable of flight.

“What happened to you,” she whispered,

“that your wngs are so tattered?”

It crawl ed across her palm up her
finger, and then fluttered to her shirt and

clung there. Antenna lifting and falling.
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Sensi ng what, she wondered, |ooking for what?

Ti me passed. She gently took hold of the
moth’s wings and placed it on the ground. It
crawl ed about, but one of its |legs was no
| onger working and she realized it was dying.
When it stopped noving at all, Andrea sl ung
her bag over her shoul der and started

wal ki ng.

The road was dusty, rutted and cl ustered
with stone. Tall trees lined both sides,
Spani sh noss hanging fromtheir tw sted |inbs

like flesh falling off old bone.

Ahead, was a weather-worn sign.’
Twi light Pop. 731. 25 Mles.’ Under this:
‘“Wel conme Stranger and Sit A Spell.’” Only Sit

has been crossed out and replaced with Shit.

She passed a church that appeared
abandoned. Its mournful shape was wrapped in
t hi ck, shaggy brown vine that rem nded her of
the legs of a tarantula. Yet its el egant
stai ned gl ass wi ndows had been barely touched
by vandals. A large, circular cycl opean
wi ndow had been set in the steeple, keeping

wat ch on the surroundi ng countrysi de.
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She hears the sound of a car engine
idling, and a | ounge tune fromback in the
days when | oungi ng was serious, rather than
canp.

Andrea cones around the bend. A huge
O ds 88, vile orange in color with a bl ood-
red interior and enornous chronme bunpers, is
parked on the side of the road near a dirt
drive. Far up the drive, barely visible, sits
a house that appears as enpty as the church.
For a nonent, she thought she heard a child
cry out, but when she tried to pinpoint the

sound it was gone.

Andrea cautiously approached the
driver’s side. At the wheel sat an old man -
no - beyond old. Ancient. Strands of spider
silk-like hair fell across his strangely
dented scal p. H's nose was | ong and hooked,
hi s checks concave and thick wth coarse
white stubble. He appeared to be sl eeping,
but when she stuck her head in through the
open wi ndow, she knew i nmedi ately that he was

dead.

Hi s nmouth was open, and his tongue was

gray. \What teeth he had were few, and those
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t hat remai ned were brown from decades
(centuries?) of tobacco use and a general
di sregard for even the basics of dental

hygi ene.

Andrea jerked back as a wasp exited the
open nouth, hovered in front of her face for
a few nmonents, its mandi bl es working sone

strange bit of noisture, then buzzed off.

She quickly surveys the area. No one is
around. In a single nove, she opens the
door, pushes the body over, and gets behind

t he wheel ...

“Hope you don’t m nd grandpa, but
obvi ously, your traveling days are done and

nmy feet are killing ne.”
...and drives to town.

Just outside of town, Andrea pulls off
onto a side road and parks the car. She
positions the old man back behind the wheel.
She gently runs her fingers through his thin

hai r.
“Thanks for the ride grandpa.”

She ki sses his forehead. The flesh is

cold and runpl ed beneath her lips. “Sleep
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wel |l .” Andrea whispers, and neans it. Then

she wal ks into town.

Twi light is beyond sleepy. It is
comat ose. A m shmash of buildings built
between the late 1890's and the early 50's. A
pl ace nore nmenory than real. It should be

sepi a toned.

The majority of shop wi ndows are pasted
over with newspapers that are dog-piss yellow
with age, mainly the front page of the
Twi |'i ght Chronicle. A photograph of Cive
Euxi deos, originally stark black and white,
now bl eached pal e shades of gray, staring
straight into the eye of the canera, staring
straight into her eyes..cal mand undi st ur bed.
The headline in tall, thick, shouting

|l etters:
CAPTURED

Andrea stops outside a barbershop. A
W d-Root hair tonic sign behind the fly-
specked picture w ndow catches her eye. She
didn’t know they still nade the stuff. She
| ooks through the streaked glass and into her

past .
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Andrea, seven years old, walks into a
bar ber shop. The place is crowded with ol der
men, and filled with their chatter. It snells
of boiled coffee, stale cigar snoke, worn
| eat her, and the odor of old flesh just
barely out of death’s reach but getting
closer with every passing second. The buzz of
nonsense conversations keeps silence at bay.
She makes out bits about farm ng and fishing
and the girl wearing the bikini on the

cal endar .

The | one barber is cutting what passes
for the hair of one of the old nen. Scissor
bl ades flash through the sparse cloud-white
fuzz. Large patches of dry flesh fall Iike

snow in the | and of the dead.
The barber is her father.

“Hey, hey, who's this little beauty?”
says one of the old nmen. There is a square
brown scab on the |eft side of his nose that
draws her eyes. ‘Not polite to stare’ Andrea

t hi nks and qui ckly | ooks away.

Andrea’ s father shakes a generous dol |l op
of WIld-Root hair tonic into his hand and

works it into the old nman’s hair remmants.
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Her father is tall, dark, and greasy, with a
built-in sneer that told the world he knew
the real deal, when in fact he knew not hi ng.
He snelled of electric razor oil and bl ue

anti septi c.

“I think your girlfriend is here,

Cl aude.” says another old man.

Andrea’ s Father sees her, smles, w pes

hi s hands and reaches for her.

“Hey, doll face!” Andrea’ s Father picks
her up and hugs her tightly. “Andrea,” he

coos, “ny little Andrea.”
The old men nod and snil e.

Andrea | ooks over her Father’s shoul der
and sees, in the mrror that l[ines the wall,
a child wearing her face. Their eyes neet and
she sees that there is fear in the mrror
Andrea’s eyes. The feel of her father’s hands
on her body makes her flesh crawl, and fills
her wwth a terror that makes her want to
scream But she doesn’t scream There can be

no scream ng
“Mss? My | help you?”

Andrea snaps back to reality. The
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Barber is eyeing her, wiping his hands on a
towel. Her father is gone. She is no | onger

seven years ol d.
“M ss?” the Barber asks.

“Sorry. | was just... Is there sonewhere

| can get a bite to eat? Maybe a roon®?”

The Barber, thinking, surveys the town,

as if seeing it for the first tine.

“Well...1 don’t know about the room
There’s a hotel up the interstate a ways,
but, as for sonething to eat, the café cl osed
two years ago. | guess there’s al ways

Sanctuary.”
“Sanctuary?” asks Andrea
The Barber nods and points.
“Sanctuary. Across the street.”

Andr ea shades her eyes and follows the

Bar ber’s pointing finger.

Over a building that wouldn’t be out of
pl ace in a John Ford western, hangs a red and

bl ack sign that is conpletely out of place.
The sign reads: Sanctuary.

The Barber continues to eye her.
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“Thanks.” sai d Andrea.

She wal ks across the street,
Barber’s eyes on her all the way,

Sanct uary.

feeling the

and enters
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Sanct uary

Andrea waits for her eyes to adjust, and

| ooks ar ound.

Luckless flies are drowning in bow s of
sugar water. A |lone drunk slunps over a
tabl e. The screami ng décor is a blend of WIld
West saloon and Italian chrone and gl ass that
meshes so badly, it threatens to self-

destruct.

The | ow nusic on the jukebox is
sonet hi ng by Johnny Cash, she thinks.
Sonmet hing fromthat record of hymms he did,

years and years ago.

O herwi se and except for the bartender,

Sanctuary is enpty.

The bartender smles at Andrea. H s
square jaw | ooks good on a tall, |anky body.
The eyes are young, but the face, isn't.
Under one rolled up sleeve, a hint of tattoo
or maybe a fading bruise. She can’'t tell. He
feels her eyes on his armand self-
consciously rubs the spot, then pulls his

sl eeve down, just enough to cover the mark.

“Morning ma’ am Wat can | do you for?”
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he asks.

Andrea takes a seat. “You can do ne a
shot and a draft, and hopefully you can do ne

sonething hot to eat. |’'mstarving.”

“Well the shot and the draft ain’t no
probl em but the eats, | don’t know. | can
make you a sandwi ch? Sour dill on the side.”

t he bartender said.
“That’ Il do it,” Andrea said.

“What ki nd of shot and a draft you

want ?”
“Jack and what ever.”

“We got a |ocal brew here on tap. N ce,

if you |ike sonething dark and bitter.”
“Story of ny life.”
“Pardon?”
“Sounds good.”

The bartender nods and gets to fixing
the drinks. Andrea notices w th approval that
hi s expression never changed, not even when
she ordered the shot of Jack Daniels. A good
bart ender, she thinks. Serve the drinks and

keep your thoughts to yourself.
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“So, where you heading to? Atlanta?
N orl eans? Port Charl es? Jacksonville?” he
asks, pouring the shot and setting it in

front of her without spilling a drop.

“Who said | was headi ng anywhere?”

Andr ea sai d.

He places the draft in front of her. No
coaster. She appreciates that as well. “Well,
you ain’t fromaround here and | can tell you
that no one who ain’t from around here stays

around here nore than they have to.”

He pulls a | oaf of dark bread out from
under the bar, then digs cold cuts out of a

smal | refrigerator.

“l bet. Actually, naybe you can help

me.” Andrea said.
“lI can try. Mistard?”
“Yeah.”

He sets the sandwi ch down. “So what can

| help you with?”
“I"m | ooking for the Euxideos.”

He stops what he’'s doing. Mouth tw sted

wi th disgust, his grip tightens on the knife
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he was using to spread the nmustard. “Wy

don't y'all leave themfol ks al one?”

Andrea rai ses an eyebrow. “What’'s eating

your ass?

"*Those good peopl e have been through
enough, w thout you reporters poking your

noses in here.”
“I"'ma friend of the famly.”

Hi s eyes narrow. “Euxideos ain’'t got no

friends.”

Andrea, holding his glare, pulls out her
wal | et and sl aps down a twenty. “Keep the

change.”

She tosses back the shot. She knows she
shouldn’t but it burns good, all the way
down, explodes into liquid fire in her
stomach. The world is suddenly coated in a
cal mwarnth. She takes the draft and sandw ch

to a table.

The bartender picks up the twenty,
holding it as if it were a slice of rotted
meat. He nmakes change and takes it to Andrea,
laying it on the table. “That’s too nuch

tip,” he says.
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Andrea takes a bite of her sandw ch and

chews thoughtfully, ignoring the noney.

He stands there, waiting, “You' re really

a friend of the famly?” he asks finally.
“I really am” Andrea answers.

“Lookie here, I'msorry. |It’s just
t hat ...t hose poor people. That son of theirs.

But you nmust know all that. Who doesn't?”
Andrea nods. “Too well.”

“But you don’t know where they live?”

he asked.

“l1”ve never been to town. All |’ve got

is the address.”

“They don’t live in town. Their place
is just outside, about a mle south. Just
stay on the main road out. Wich shouldn’'t
be too hard to do, since it’s the only road

out .

Andrea slides the change back toward

him “Thanks. You earned the tip.”

“Thanki e,” he extends his hand. “Nane’s

Bl ake.”

Andrea takes his hand. It is warm and
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rough. A man’ s hand.
“I"'m..”

The Drunk lifts his head. It’s Juvenal
Euxi deos, with glassy, alcohol-flanmed eyes
rolling wildly, a trickle of dried drool
trailing out of one corner of his nouth, and
right cheek inprinted by the buttons on his

shirt sl eeve.

“Babies full of rabies that’s what they

are!” Juvenal shouts, “The dammed...”

H s words drop to a drunken munbl e and
his head falls forward, striking the table
with a |l oud bang. The enpty gl ass topples,

falls, and shatters when it | ands.

“You shut yer nouth! You shut yer nouth

about your own, Juvenal!” Bl ake jabs a finger
at Juvenal
Juvenal lifts his head, and tries to

focus on Andrea, but can’'t. He begins to sing

“Nine Bullets” by The Driveby Truckers.

“Nine bullets in ny roommte’s gun, and

l’mgoing to find a use for every one.”

Hi s singing voice is surprisingly deep
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and ri ch.

Andrea wal ks over to Juvenal and
i ntroduces herself. Sonething flickers behind
his drink-dulled eyes. He knows who she is.
He staggers to his feet and she can snell the
al cohol sweating out of him She doesn’t even
want to think about how nuch he has had to
drink, to snell like that. She doesn’t even
want to think about how nuch Iike him she
used to be. Could still be, with very little

effort.

“Oh,” says Juvenal staring at Andrea
i ke she had just dropped out of the sky to
t he acconpani nent of an angelic chorus and
the wall crunmbling blare of a trunpet. “Onh

Lordy. Ain"t we been waiting for you.”
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Driving with Juvenal

Juvenal 's car, an old Volvo cancerous with
rust and splotchy with primer, reeked of
stal e beer and gym | ockers in desperate need

of a cleaning.

Juvenal was driving, was sonehow
managi ng to steer a relatively straight
course on the rutted dirt road, while
gesturing wildly with both hands, pointing
out what he considered inportant |andmarks
along the way. His eyes frequently | eave the
road as he checks Andrea out, rolling up and
down her body, snapping nental photos of
anatony that he stores away for future

fant asy.
He points out the abandoned church.

“That was the Southern Christian First
and Last Church of the Holy Wunds of Jesus
Christ Qur Savior.” he told her, “Not used

anynore” he added w t hout needing to.

“You're kidding,” said Andrea, referring

to the nane.

Juvenal shook his head. “No, that’'s it,

all right.”
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“I mean the name.”

“Ch, that. Christians.” Juvenal
shrugged, as if to say - what are you going

to do?

A large black bird - a crow? - expl odes
out of the steeple carrying sonething snal
and pink and fetal-like, in its sharp beak.
It shoots into the sky like an ebon mssile

and i s gone.
“Why is it enpty?” Andrea asks.

“Mnister cut his own throat.” Juvenal

said. Very, very, matter of factly.

“Sonme of the congregation still kicking
around t hough. They found them a new
preacher. A hell fire and brinstone type.

They do roadside sernons and protest stuff.”
“What kind of stuff?”
“Any stuff. Doesn’t matter nuch.”

They pass the train station. A circus
train has pulled in. The cars are straight
out of sonme 1920s phot ograph, but where once
brightly garish, they have faded to
nmonochronme nmenory. A dwarf stands on the edge

of the platform alnost exactly where Andrea
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stood. He is | ooking down at his reflection
in the puddle. As the car passes, he |ooks
up and their eyes neet. The dwarf opens his
mouth to show | ong cani nes and rubs his

crotch. Andrea | ooks away.
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EUXI DECS FAM LY HOVE

Juvenal turned off the main route and onto a
narrow road that appeared to stretch straight
on to infinity. Two hundred year old trees
the color of pale ash stood |Iike sentinels on
either side. They threw their |linbs at each
other to forma dense and tangl ed canopy

t hrough which only slivers of sky could be

seen.

Andrea wat ched the play of shadow and
sunlight across the hood of the car, barely
listening as Juvenal prattled on about what
she did not know and cared | ess. Then the
road took a sudden turn and a house cane into

Vi ew.

The Vol vo skids to a rock-spraying halt
in front of the house where the Euxi deos

i ved.

Juvenal falls out of the driver’s door
and staggers as fast as he can, to the front
door. Andrea gets out and | eans on the door,
wat chi ng Juvenal stunble, fall, get up, turn
towards her to wave wldly, nearly fal

again, turn again, and crash into the stairs
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| eading to the front porch

She gazes at the house and realizes she
has seen it before. In the pages of a
magazi ne or in a dream..she can’t renenber.
But she has seen it. She has witten about it

in her dream book.

“l had seen this house before. Locked
in fevered dreans of childhood ill ness.
Sunken in past grandeur. Wsteria vines
clutched the mansion, holding it together
with a wooden desperation. Inside, every
roomwould be latticed with yell ow sl ashes
filled wwth dust notes. At night it would
stand dressed in flowng eternal black, as if
wr apped in | oose shadows. There would be

furtive novenent behind gray |ace.”

The house is tall and narrow. It is
highly ornate, a prine exanple of what the
french architects of the tinme ternmed horror
vacui -- the fear of unadorned surfaces. Her
gaze drifted over the structure, filing away
in her mnd the dornmer wi ndows that projected
i ke eyebrows fromthe roof, and rounded

cornices at the top and base of its roof.



Williams - Twilight

Brackets held up the eaves, bal conies

under scored the bay wi ndows, and a | arge
cupola with room enough for a small office,
hunkered under the patterned slate on roof.
It had all the classical pedinents, right
down to paired columms, and tall w ndows, al
around the first story.

Wth its tall mansard roof and w ought
iron cresting, the house towered over her.
The cl oser she cane to it, the nore it | ooned
until, nearly at the stairs to the porch, a
smal | burst of fear opened in the pit of her
stomach and she thought it was going to fall,
and the entire building would cone crashing
down on her head.

Juvenal , still sprawl ed on the steps,
stares at her with wi de-eyed wonder. He calls
into the house.

“Gand mama! Grand mama!” Hi s eyes never
| eave Andrea. “Oh Lordy. Wit till they see

you. Cive' s letters don’'t do justice.”

Andrea wal ks the stone path to the

por ch.

The door opens and C ynenestra Euxi deos

steps into the sunlight. She stands tall and

82



Williams - Twilight

regal, like a G eek goddess aged with extrene
grace. Her eyes are pale blue. They roll over
Andrea from head to toe and back agai n.

Andrea can feel the force of that gaze, right

down to her soul

Juvenal’s head snaps back and forth
bet ween O ynenestra and Andrea as if his neck
was made of rubber. He scurries out of the

way.

Their eyes | ocked, Andrea slowy nounts
the stairs, stopping an armis length from
Cl ynmenestra. The two wonen take each other’s
measure. ‘This is the strongest wonman | have
ever net,’ thought Andrea. ‘This is who |

could be, when and if | survive this life'.

Suddenly and w thout a word, C ynenestra
gathers Andrea in her arnms, pulling her
cl ose, cheek-to-cheek and heart-to-heart.
Andrea doesn’t know what to do...how to react.

She decides to do nothing at all.

Cl ynmenestra speaks with a voice that is
still strong but has been accented with age
and defeat and sorrow. “Ch ny child, oh ny
poor darling girl. How much you ve gone

t hrough. How nmuch we have all gone through.”
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Andrea | ooks over Clynenestra’s
shoul der. Niobe is standing in the doorway,
arnms tightly crossed over her chest, glaring.
As if know ng that her daughter is behind her
wat chi ng, dynenestra pulls back,

reluctantly.

“He told ne you were beautiful, but...not
like this. Not this beautiful.”

Clynenestra’s eyes msted, |lips trenbling.

Juvenal “guffaws”. That's exactly how it

sounded. “dive sure can pick ‘em”

Clynmenestra fixes Juvenal with a stare
that could shatter granite. Juvenal jerks as
if struck. “This is your Uncle s fiancée.

You wil|l show sone respect!”

Juvenal folds in upon hinself in an
effort to get away fromthat stare, but it
fixes himlike a needle through an insect. He

can only munble into his lap. “Sorry. Sorry.”

Clynmenestra’ s attention returns to
Andrea. “OCh, where are ny manners? \Were’'s
my head? Wuld you like sone tea? Iced tea?
O a julep perhaps? Wuld you |ike sonething

to eat? You nust be starved after your |ong
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journey. W use to have a cook

but...Juvenal, where’'s your sister?”

Juvenal gets to his feet, goes to the
front door and sticks his head in. “Juvenial”

he shouts.

Clynenestra lifts her eyes to heaven. *“I
coul d have done that boy! Fetch her, and

have her fix our guest sonething.”

She | ooks back at Andrea, eyebrow raised

i n question.
“Tea woul d be fine,” Andrea says.
“Tea.” Clynenestra tells Juvenal.

Ni obe conmes forward, as if sonething had
been hol ding her back all this time and only
now has she managed to break free. She fixes
Andrea with a glare that is pure hatred. Her
voice is a forced hiss. Wrds forned of spit.

“@est? You don’t even know who she is!”

Clynmenestra turns to N obe with novenent
that is both slow notion and whi p-quick at
the sanme tine. She speaks in kind, but there
is a power behind her hiss that again feels

i ke a physical blow.

“This is your brother’s intended!”
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But N obe has spent her |ife enduring
t hese verbal assaults. She stands her ground,
her eyes never |eaving Andrea for a second.
“How do you know that? Sone one just wal ks in
off the street, gives you a nane! She could

be a reporter! A fed! A bounty hunter!”

Juvenal |aughs. It is an unpl easant
sound. At first, the edge of hysteria it
carries makes Andrea think he is crying,
speaki ng through a nenbrane of fear. But she
sees none of that on his face, only a nocking
bemusenent. “A bounty hunter! You' re crazy
mama. You ever see a bounty hunter | ooks

li ke she does?”

Clynenestra directs her attention back
to Juvenal who cowers |like a dog about to be
ki cked, a dog that has been kicked many, many
ti mes before. She does not strike him
however, but instead speaks very slowy, each
word carefully chosen as if rehearsed just
for this occasion. As if she were talking to

sone idiot child.

“Juvenal . You m ght be grown but you
are not amn. And | wll lay into you with

a hickory swwtch if you don't mnd nme. Now,
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go find your sister.”

Juvenal hurries off, stealing glances at

Andrea as he does.

Ni obe steps in front of Andrea, glaring.
Eyes | ock. Neither blinks for what seens

f orever.

Andrea smles. “l could show you ny

driver’s |license.”

Ni obe snorts then turns her head and
spits. “Hell, that don’t prove nothing. When
| was thirteen | had a driver’s |icense that
said | was twenty one! All that proves, is
you know how to get around and get what you
need, to get things done. That’'s all that

proves.”

Andrea considers this. “l could send for

my birth certificate,” she offers.

Ni obe snorts again, but does not spit.

“Yeah like that can’t be phony-ied up.”

“That is enough, N obe,” says

Clynmenestra. “She is a guest in our house
and | will not have you casting aspersions on
her.”

Ni obe continues to glare at Andrea,
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t aki ng her neasure as her nother did, but not
seeing the sane things. Not wanting to see
the sane things. A tenple vein throbs and her
mout h works |ike she’'s trying to chew

sonet hi ng god-awful vile.

“I”’mwat ching you,” N obe says and

storns off.

Cl ynmenestra sighs. “1 nust apol ogi ze for
my daughter. She...we are all, under nuch
di stress.”

“l understand,” Andrea replies.

Cl ynmenestra gi ves Andrea anot her once
over. Not like the first time. This

time.sexual ? “Yes. You are lovely.”

“Thank you,” Andrea said. \Wat el se

coul d she say?
“Where are your bags?”

“I'n the car.”

“Juvenal ,” says Cynenestra, “GCet
Clive s intended’ s bags out of the car and

take themup to the guest room”

Juvenal energes fromthe shadows behind

t he doorway, smling sheepishly. He hurries
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past .

Andrea wonders ‘ how did she know he was

t here?
“Yes, Grand Mama,” he says.

“Ch, but... I can find a place in town.
|’ msure there’s a hotel up the road,” said

Andr ea.

“Nonsense child,” adnonishes
Clynmenestra. “You are part of our famly. |
wi Il not have you staying at sone vul gar
establishnment in town, or at that roadhouse
on the interstate. Certainly not on a

hol i day weekend! No, you will stay with us.”
“Thank you. | appreciate that.”

Cl ynmenestra touches Andrea’ s face. Once
nmore her pale blue eyes peer into Andrea’s,
probi ng deeply, |ooking for an understandi ng.
She seens satisfied with what she finds. “You

are one of us.”

“Gabba gabba, one of us”. The line from
t he novi e Freaks suddenly runs through
Andrea’s head. A group of circus freaks
assenbl ed around a table, having a party,

wel com ng the intended bride of the mdget, a
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normal sized wonman after his noney.
Gabba gabba i ndeed.

Cl ynmenestra | ooks past Andrea. Juvenal
is standing at the foot of the stairs, single

bag in hand. “Is that it?” she asks.
“I travel light,” Andrea said.

Juvenal continues to eye Andrea,

stupidly.
“Juvenal !'” d ynenestra hissed.

Juvenal hurries the bag into the house
where he is swal |l owed once again by the

shadows.

Cl ynmenestra turns. “Cone,” she says, and

| eads Andrea into the house.

Li ke the outside, the interior is
ornate, and strangely baroque. Magnificent,

if dulled with age.
“Ch, this is wonderful.” Andrea said.

“Darling, it was,” Cytemestra said,
“But time and neglect are taking their due.
| have lived here all ny life, as did ny
not her before ne and her nother before her.

There was noney once. Mney for caretakers
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and groundskeepers. It’s all gone now, to
| awers and lawsuits. Now, there’'s a few
properties and stocks, enough to slow the

decay, but not to stop it.”

They passed a nassive archway that
opened into what had been an el egant
ballroom It was a long, dark roomwth a
hi gh ceiling. The shuttered w ndows that ran
fromceiling to floor on one side of the room
admtted only the faintest trickle of

sunl i ght.

There was sonet hi ng about the roomthat
caused Andrea to stop and stare. In the brief
moment it took to blink, for the Iids of her
eyes to lower and return, the ballroom was
suddenly alive with sound and color. G and
danes wearing gowns that were decorated |ike
weddi ng cakes pronenaded with fine gentl enen
in gray suits that fit |like gloves. There was
a table laden with delicacies. A quartet of
negro nusicians dressed in red jackets, black
pants and white shoes played a slow waltz and
t he dancers noved to the sound in perfect

sync and refined rhythm

“Dear ?”
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Her vision ratcheted back to reality.
The bal l room was enpty once again. The only
sound echoing in the void, was the |onely
ticking of a massive grandfather clock that
had | ong since counted the tines of fancy

parties.
“Dear ?”

Clynmenestra’ s hand is on her arm
fingertips |ike cold steel probes pressing
into her flesh, nails neatly trimred but
yellow with age and strangely rippled Iike
old glass. Andrea | ooks fromC ytemmestra’s
hand to her pale eyes and sees the concern

t here.
“Ghosts?” C ynenestra asked.
“Pardon?” Andrea said.

“This house is thick with them”
Cl ynmenestra answered, and continued to | ead

Andrea toward the back of the house.

“Oh...renenbering the balls we had, once

upon a time. Such grand tines they were, too.

Back then, all the nmen were gentlenen, and
all the wonen were |adies. W were all so

el egant, but that was oh, so |ong ago. There
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are no southern gentlenen anynore. And even

f ewer southern | adies.”

They stepped out onto a w de veranda
overl ooking a | awn of sun-bl eached grass and
thriving, dark green weeds. \Were the | awn
abruptly ended, stood the renmains of a |ong-
negl ect ed garden. Di shevel ed stone paths
snaked t hrough the ruins of rose bushes gone
wld, and trellises threatening to coll apse
into piles of discolored wioden slats. A
| arge fountain nmade of concrete, stood in the
center of the garden, childish faces
clustering around the rimBeyond that, a
field of tall dried grasses and gangly weeds,
erupted. Perhaps half a mle further, wooded
hills began to roll. Then, a flash...so
brilliant, so intense, that Andrea gasped,
thinking...this is it, this is the grand nal
she had been warned woul d soneday surely
come, throwing her to the floor. She would
lay there, with a wild unblinking stare,
limbs | ocked, m nd scream ng in rage and
horror but unable to command a body gone
haywi re, thick foam sl oppi ng out between

cl enched teeth, foamtinged with blood froma
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bitten tongue.

But it was only heat |ightning, followed
by a |l ow runbl e of thunder. Andrea scanned

the sky. It was hazy but devoid of clouds.
“Rai n?” Andrea asked.
Cl ynmenestra shook her head.

“There is no comng of rain in the air.
There has not been rain for three years now,
and very little for the two years before
that. Everything is so dry. The Kisatchie is
i ke bone. Kindling waiting for a match. One
good lightning strike is all it would take to
start an inferno. One good strike. Then only
a shift in the wind, to bring the flanmes to
us. Well...the town will go first. There’'s

sone small pleasure to be taken in that.”

There was an edge to Cynenestra’s voice
that told Andrea, regardless of how refined
this woman m ght appear or act, regardl ess of
how regal and cultured, deep within was a
stone-col d core that nmade her capabl e of
terrible violence and exacting retribution.
She would not |like to be soneone O ynenestra

consi dered an eneny, or believed had done

94



Williams - Twilight

her, or one of hers, wong.
Was this where Clive got it?

Were those flames noving in
Clynmenestra s eyes? No, it was just a trick
of the light, an arc of sun. Or a scythe.

Sl ashi ng.

Cl ynmenestra | ooked away fromthe horizon
and focused on Andrea. The edge her voice had
taken, was gone. “lI’msorry. | shouldn't talk
like that. | fear the Lord as nmuch as | |ove
him and such words are not those that would

have passed our Saviour’'s lips.”

Clynmenestra smled and Andrea resisted
the inpulse to jerk back. Up close,
Clynmenestra’s long teeth | ooked as if she had
painted themw th white-out. Andrea’s m nd
dredged up the vision of nothers eating their
babi es, gleefully chewing with too-white
teeth on little bones that snapped and
cracked as they oozed their store of rich,

dar k-red marrow.

“Still,” continued Cynenestra, “it
hurts what they did to us. They way that they

visited the sins of the son upon the nother.”
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Clynenestra turns from her thoughts and
once agai n nmakes Andrea her focus. “WAs the
trip long?” she asks. “OF course it was, what

tripisnt?”

The screen door opens and Juveni a creeps
onto the veranda carrying a tea tray. Creeps.
Yes, that is the word that cones to Andrea’s
m nd as she watches Juvenal’s sister nove. It
is the notion of sonmeone who does not want to
be noticed. Because to be noticed may bring
unwanted attention. May bring pain. My bring

hum | ati on.

But that may have been exactly what she

want ed.

Juveni a’s death bl ack hair obscures her
face, so Andrea studies the body. Small,
perfectly round breasts are encased in tight,
thin fabric, the permanently engorged ni pples
threatening to erupt through the material.

Low sl ung ass bound in low riding jeans.

To nove |ike that, to nove in a way
meant to avoid attention, yet to dress I|ike
that..to dress in a way that could do nothing
but draw the roving eye...it was di chot onous.

It made no sense. Notice me. Please don't
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notice ne. Touch ne, please don’t touch ne.
Hunger for ne, please don’t hunger for ne.

Hurt me, please don’t hurt ne.
Pl ease don’t hurt ne.

Juveni a places the tray on a w cker
table. On it are a snall tea pot and two
cups, along wth an assortnent of small

careful ly prepared sandw ches.

“My granddaughter,” says C ynenestra.
“Juveni a. Cone here, dear. Say hello to our

guest . ”

Andr ea hol ds her hand out. Juveni a shies

away.

“Juveni a | acks her brother’s boi sterous
qualities. Shy. O course she can be quite
fierce if the need arises, can’t you

Juveni a?”

There is a nocking undertone to
Clynmenestra’ s words, sonme nessage rel ayed
that only she and Juveni a understood. Behind
the veil of black hair, Andrea can see that
Juvenia alnost smles. O is it a grinmace?

Death’s head rictus? It’s inpossible to tell.

“Say hello Juvenia, to your uncle’s
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fiancée.”

Juveni a speaks wi thout | ooking at
Andrea. She nunbl es sonething that m ght be
“Pl eased to neet you” or perhaps “Persimons

meat jew'.

Andrea assunes the fornmer. “Pleased to
meet you Juvenia,” she says. “Clive told ne a

| ot about you.”

Juveni a gingerly pulls back her hair
t hen, hooking long pale fingers into it,
reveal ing the sane pale blue eyes as her
grandnot her, but these younger ones are
surrounded by snears of vibrant red eye
shadow. Her face is flaw ess, the snmooth
dol |l -li ke skin nearly as translucent as skim
mlk. Full Iips underline a narrow nose,
pl aced neatly by the hand of God, between
cheekbones the same as the brother’s, but
here they work. Unfortunately, she al so has
the sanme distance in her gaze, perhaps
further. Even looking directly at her, Andrea
felt as if Juvenia were | ooking through her
toward sonme point far, far away...a point only

she coul d see.

Were the boys would want to beat up her
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brot her, they would want to rape Juveni a. She
exuded an aura of sexual victimso strong,

even Andrea felt its pull

Juveni a drops her gaze as if struck,
turns and hurries away. Her top is scooped
low in the back. There is the tattoo of a

gol den carp between her shoul der bl ades.

They both watch until she too, is

swal | oned by the shadows of the house.

“The child isn't.” Cdynenestra starts to
say sonething, then stops. She | ooks pai ned,
sone deep rooted gnawi ng working its way

t hrough her heart.

She exhal es | oudly through her nostrils
and continues. “Well. She just isn't. Never
was. Not retarded m nd you, just not right.
Just ...she doesn’t understand the world, |ike
the rest of us do. | renenber, one year for
Chri stmas, we bought her a dish of bright red
bath oil beads. She was nine. Before anyone
could do anything, she had put one in her
nmouth and swal lowed it. Later, she cried and
bubbl es popped fromher |ips and nostrils. W
| aughed at her. But we kept a better eye on

her ever since. No telling what she’'d put in
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her nouth next.”

Clynenestra falls silent, thinking back
on that tinme, and perhaps others. Andrea
wai ted. A slight wind cane up, did nothing
nore than nove the hot air about, then was
gone. Cynenestra jerked as if com ng out of
a dreamof falling, and blinking rapidly,

gestured towards the tea and sandw ches.
“Please sit. Eat.”

Ti me passes and the dregs of mnt tea
are now cool. Sandw ch crunbs fall victimto
anot her breeze blowing the tall wldflowers
t hat populate the land. A cicada buzzes
harshly, but not for very long. The silence
is confortable, and Andrea sits back
wat ching curls of snoke rise in the distance,

touchi ng the sky |ike snakes nade of fog.

Suddenly C ynenestra speaks, breaking
the silence so unexpectedly that Andrea

nearly junps. Her voice is |ow and intense.

“So tell me Andrea. How did you neet ny
Cive? Mre inportantly, how did you fall in

| ove with hinf”

She has anticipated this question and is
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ready wwth her answer. It is not an answer
she has had to spend nuch tinme thinking
about, because it contains nore truth that
fiction, and even the fiction contains nore

truth than she cares to admt.

Andrea slowy turns her gaze fromthe
snoke, to Clynenestra. At the end of that
nmotion, it is not Clynenestra she is | ooking
at, but a filmthat has played behind her

eyes for five years.

She begins. “I nmet himat a dance..
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Last Call at WIllie' s Wt Whistle

Andrea Ransey, stupid drunk, is sl unped
over a table, an enpty glass in front of her.
Her hair is |longer and darker. She wears a
flannel shirt and faded jeans, her feet

encased in road-rui ned bi ker boots.

A lurid neon sign buzzes, flickers and
pai nts everything blood red, even the gouged,
darkly stained hardwood floor. A sour faced
bartender switches his attention fromthe
gane on ESPN to the clock on the wall, and
occasionally, to Andrea. Wen his gaze falls
on Andrea, his face sours even nore, as if he
were swall owi ng bile. Andrea doesn’t notice
and if she did, she wouldn’t care. The only
thing that matters is what is in her glass.
But the glass is enpty and so nust be filled.
She doubts the bartender will cone over to
check if she needs anything, so she has to
get up and order another herself. She is not
sure she can get up. She is not sure that if
she does get up, she can nake it across the
mle |l ong expanse of dance floor. She is not
sure that if she survives that journey, she

wll be able to slur out the words carefully
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enough, so the bartender will understand

t hem
What was she doi ng?

Soneone is talking. There is nobody but
her and the bartender and he isn’'t talking.
Is she talking to herself? No, the voice is

different...ol der.

“My Cive |oves to dance. There used to
be dances every Saturday in town, and he
woul d al ways be there. Al the | adies would
want to dance with him Oh, he was such a

dandy such a Johnnie. He never took a

| esson, either. It just cane naturally. He
told nme once, ‘manma, | just feel the nusic
and let it take ne where it wants to go.” He

especially liked Patsy Cine.”

There is bourbon in her glass once
again. Andrea | ooks up. The bartender | ooks
away. Andrea wonders - did he bring it? Dd
she get it? She can’t renenber. She wants a
cigarette, and fishes in her jacket for the
pack. Finds a wad of crunpled bills. Is there
still time to get to the liquor store and

purchase a bottle to get her through the rest
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of the night and drive her into sleep? She
checks her wist for the tinme, but her watch
is gone. Did she leave it at the apartnent?
Did she lose it? Did she ever have one? She
tries to see the clock on the far wall, but

it is a blur.

She hears the sound of coins being fed
into a jukebox, as buttons are pushed, and
Patsy Cine’'s “Sweet Dreans (O You)” starts

to play.
A shadow falls across Andrea.
“Whuld you |i ke to dance?”

She | ooks up. Her eyes, narrow and
mean, travel up the shadow s body. A big
man, al nost frighteningly so. Foot bal
pl ayer ? Rugby? Professional westler? Her
eyes cone to the face, roundi sh head, close-
cropped hair, eyes |ike the angel who
wel conmes you into heaven, nust own. Those
eyes are all she needs to know about this
man. She will go home with himtonight. She

woul d spend the rest of her life with him

She pl aces her hand into his. Her hand

| ooks so small, so childlike conpared to his.
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H s hand cl oses around hers and she can feel

t he power radiating out of it and she
realizes that if he wanted to, he could crush
her hand as if it were that of a porcelain
figurine. Crush it to bone white dust that he

woul d then inhale |ike sonme strange new drug.

I nstead, the hand is warm.. soft..
tender... gentle...He carefully brings her to
her feet and then his armis around her wai st
and they are dancing, close and sl ow, out
onto the dance floor with the I ow, sad noan
of Patsy Cine noving around them|ike a sl ow

whirlwi nd of hurt.

“I was there with friends,” Andrea tells
Cl ynenestra, “but when | saw Cive, it was
like, like...] don’t know. He was all the way
across the room but it was |like he touched
me with his eyes. Touched ne and asked ne to
dance, and there was no one else in the room

except himand ne and the song.”

The bar is suddenly filled with |ight.

Patsy Cline’'s voice dies in md-word.

“Last call is over,” hollers the

bartender, “and | don’t care where you go,
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but you can’t stay here.”

Clive turns, very slowy. He speaks to
the bartender in a low, soft, cultured voice.
A voice that should not belong to a nan who
| ooks like dive does. “Qur song was not

over.”

As |ow, soft, and cultured as it is,
there is also an edge to that voice. There is
vi ol ence prom sed, if the words are not
heeded. As big as the bartender is, and he is
nearly as large as Clive, fear enters his
eyes. The kind of fear a trapped ani mal m ght
feel just before, overwhelned, it |ies down
to die. The bartender considers the basebal
bat under the bar and i mgi nes the basebal
bat broken in half and the nost jagged end

sticking out of one of his orifices.

The bartender turns down the |ights and
turns on the jukebox. Patsy dine warbles up
to speed and once again her voice caresses

t he beer-tinged air.

Andrea and Cive finish their dance. As
the |l ast note fades, they wal k out of the bar
and into a parking lot enpty save for

Andrea’s car. A huge halogen light nailed to
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a tel ephone pole blasts harsh |ight over

ever yt hi ng.

Andrea, falls into a sitting position.
The sound of the bar door |ocking is sharp,
| oud, and final. dive watches Andrea as if

waiting for some sign.

The hal ogen goes out. The parking | ot
pl unges into darkness. A thousand stars burst

out of the deep indigo sky.

“Can’t stay here.” says Andrea, words
sliding out of her nouth |ike grease.
“Asshol e.” She digs her car keys out of her
jacket, tries to stand, fails and sits back

down with a thunp.

“You can’t drive like that,” says

Cive.

Andr ea shoves her keys at him “You,”

she says, “Do.”

“You want ne to drive you hone?” dive

asks.
“Don’t you want to?”

She searches for his face but it is |ost
in the darkness of the parking | ot and her

own drunken haze.
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Clive takes the keys from her, the touch
of his fingers bringing an electric shock.
She wants to feel those fingers on her body.

Everywhere on her body. Exploring. Finding.
“I do want to,” Cive said. And he did.
“We danced all night...”

He pull ed back the bl ankets and sheet
and laid her on her bed, undressing her with
all the gentle and careful attention that a

| ovi ng not her woul d show her first born.

He fol ded her flannel shirt and faded
j eans neatly, and placed themon top of the

dr esser.

He gently placed the bl anket over her
still formand then brushed back the hair
that had fallen across her face. Her eyes
flickered, then opened, and she was once
agai n gazing deep into those |oving eyes.

And then she was touching his face. H's skin
was soft, so incredibly velvet soft. Then she
was | eading his face to hers and her |ips
were neeting his, and his lips like his
flesh, were soft |like perfect pillows and it

was |ike being kissed for the first time. Her
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stomach felt hollow yet full and a wonderfu
electric tingle was running throughout her

l'i nbs.

Her lips parted at the probing of his
tongue while his hands were novi ng down her

cheeks...to her throat...to her breasts.

Then suddenly he was gone and she cried
out as the cool ness of the room swept away
the warnth his body had provi ded. She feared
he was | eaving but no, he was turning out the
light and the nonent the |ight went out the
roomwas filled with the tranquil blue of the

noon.

She sat up, watching as he stopped at
the end of her bed. Wile he undressed, his
eyes never left her face. Then he was in bed
next to her and reaching for her as she
reached for him Once again their |ips
touched and their tongues duel ed and he was
touchi ng her in ways she had never been
touched before, with a | oving tenderness

unl i ke anything she had ever experienced.

He ran his fingertips along the ridges
of her scars, tracing the network of her

insanity. He followed these nenories of pain
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with his tongue, finding his way al ong the
routes of her darkness, fascinated by the
path and the know edge of her that it

af forded him

He entered her slowy and she gasped
with the sheer, incredible pleasure of his
| ove-making. H's thrusts were |ong and
measured and unhurried. She | ocked her ankles
behind his | ower back and pushed herself hard
agai nst him driving himdeeper, neeting his
every novenent with one of her own. Wen she
climaxed, it left her feeling as if her bones
had turned to liquid and there was no way she
coul d ever cone |ike that again, because then
her flesh would also nelt and she woul d cease
to exist. But suddenly, there it was, and she

was com ng agai n.

When her body stopped shuddering after
the fifth time, she pleaded with himto
finish, because if she cane again |like that

she’d go blind or die or...

Suddenly dive’ s hands were around her
throat and he was strangling her. Her eyes
| ocked with his and it did not surprise her

that his eyes had not changed. They were
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still the sanme, still loving and caring and

calm
But he was killing her.

She reached under her pillow and pulled
out her revolver, an old snub nose she
carried for spare, and pulled the trigger.
The bullet tore through dive's side. He nade
a noi se that was nore surprise than pain and
wi th bl ood pouring out of his wound toppled

off the bed and fell to the fl oor.

Now nore sober than she had been in
years, Andrea was on her feet, gun in hand
and Clive was starting to rise. She whi pped
the gun across the side of his head and the
bl ow sent a wave of nunbness riding up her
armall the way to her shoulder. Cdive
slamed into the side of the bed but
continued trying to get to his feet. She
drove the gun across his face in a w cked
backhand that sneared his nose across his
ri ght cheek, and dark blood jetted out of

both nostrils to splatter the creamrug.
“You son of a bitch.”

Clive is still trying to stand, but
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pauses to stare at the blood as if he has
never seen its |like before. He gazes up at

Andrea in wonder. He says:

“l only sought to give you what you

want ed. ”

Andrea puts the gun to his forehead and

cocks the hammer.

The door breaks down, the lights bl ast
on and nen wearing FBlI w ndbreakers rush in.
A wall of guns are pointed at her, a wave of

white noise, of yelling.
“FBI! Drop the weapon! Drop it!”

Andrea drops her gun and puts her hands
behi nd her head. She is suddenly very aware,
that she is naked. That the markings on her
body are clearly visible for all to see. Her
secret made known to those who had no right

to see...who woul d never under st and.

She | ooks down at Cive and d i ve,

kneeling in front of her, is smling.

H s blue eyes are filled wth love...

and under st andi ng.

“Morning cane and we wat ched the sun

rise.”
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W apped in a blanket, throat sore, head
t hr obbi ng, Andrea sat on a chair in her
l[iving roomstaring into space. Early
nmorni ng sunlight filtered through the blinds,
col orl ess ribbons speckled with dust notes.
Qutside, there are nei ghbors and reporters.
Inside, a small arny of CSI types go over
everything in her apartnment with the

proverbial fine tooth conb.

An FBI agent approaches her. He holds a
wal l et in his hand, she realizes it is hers.
She refuses to carry a purse. The agent is
young, probably late twenties, but with the
kind of face that will keep him decades
younger than his actual chronol ogical years,
far into his life. She hates himfor that,
but takes confort in the fact that when age

finally hits him it will hit himhard.

The agent is |ooking at her as if she
wer e sonet hi ng he had unexpectedly
di scovered by lifting a rock or digging in

dirt. He was talking to her.

“How coul d you not know it was hin?” he
asked, “How could you not have recognized his

face? Don’t you watch the news? Read the
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Andrea | ooked away. There was not hing

to say.

The FBI agent opens the wallet,
revealing Andrea’ s police badge and I D card.
He freezes and she can feel the shock and
surprise radiating fromhis body |ike heat

of f a sick dog.

His voice is a strained whisper. “You're

a cop?”

Andrea forces herself to | ook at him

“Not anynore.”

It was the final straw they needed to
throw her out. Not even the union could save
her job now, and in truth, she didn't want

t hem t o.

Menori es...she sees herself standing
before a police tribunal. A row of police
officers, all older, all nmen, all in crisp,
fresh starched, fresh pressed uniforns stare
at her with thinly veiled disgust. One is
standi ng and reading froma sheet of paper he
holds in his hand. Andrea is barely

l[istening. It doesn’'t matter what the words
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bei ng spoken, are. Nothing matters anynore.

Not hing at all.

“...dereliction of duty, conduct

unbecom ng an officer of the law ...”

In the novies this is where she woul d
| ay her service revolver on the tabl e,
al ongsi de her badge and I D. But they already
have those things, all taken by the FBI weeks
before. Here is where she would stand and
face her superiors and nake sonme grand, self-
justifying speech that woul d make her ri ght

and themwong. But in the real world...
“...termnated.”

She sees herself wal king down the | ong
hal |l way that ran the length of the station
she worked out of. She does not blink, does
not react to the snickers, the whispers, the

snorts.

She wal ks out. And anot her fragnment of

her life cones to an end.

She gets into her car and drives to Hyde
Park where she sits in the car, in the |ot,
| ooki ng out the windshield at famlies

pi cni cki ng, and coupl es wal ki ng hand i n hand.
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A flotilla of ducks drift in the creek. A
young girl tosses breadcrunmbs on the grass
and suddenly a nob of seagulls appear,

scream ng as they fight over them

Silence. Then she pounds the steering
wheel and screans in rage and pain - the cry

of the dammed. Her tears nelt the worl d.

She was back on the veranda, a trickle
of sweat flow ng between her shoul der bl ades.
A flock of black birds swirls over the field,
twsts and is gone. Andrea says, “It was the

nost romantic night of ny life.”

The two wonen sit in silence. Andrea
remenbering the reality, dynenestra
visualizing the story told. This tinme Andrea

breaks the sil ence.

“Have you heard from hi n?” Andrea asked,

“I mean since...”

Cl ynmenestra shakes her head once. *“No.
But | know he’s comng, even if it neans
goi ng back to prison. He will want to see
his nother first, and he will want to see

you.

“What did he tell you about ne?”
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“Only that he had net you. And that he

| oved you.”
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dive's Room

A smal|l bedroom A single bed.
Neocl assic art on the walls. A phonograph
and sone records. A dresser and a closet. A
si ngl e wooden hanger. A table with antique

medi cal equi pment .

The door opened and Andrea entered.
This, Cive’'s room was now her roomfor as
|l ong as she wished it to be. Her bag was on
the floor at the foot of the bed where
Juvenal had placed it. She noticed that it
has been opened, that her bel ongi ngs had been
gone through, that Juvenal had tried to nmake
it appear as if he had not gone through them
A pair of her panties were m ssing however,

and she wasn’t sure how that nade her feel

“I's everything to your |iking Andrea?”

Cl ynmenestra call ed.

Andrea wal ked to the head of the
staircase. Cynenestra stood at the bottom
She no | onger clinbed stairs she told Andrea.
She was too old and frail, too afraid of
falling. Andrea said nothing, even though

there was no trace of frailty about the woman
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at all, nor any trace of fear.

“I't’s perfect, Ms. Euxideos.” Andrea

sai d.

Cl ynenestra rai sed an adnoni shi ng
finger.

Was that an extra joint? No, trick of

i ght and shadow.

“You call ne ‘nmother’, Andrea. And I

will call you ‘daughter’.” dynenestra said.

It is not a request or a suggestion. It

is a fact stated.

“Thank you.” Andrea said, although she

was not sure why. “Thank you, nother.”

Ni obe conmes in from outside, and pauses
at the foot of the stairs. She glares up at
Andrea and wal ks off. Cynenestra foll ows
her. As Andrea closes the door to Cive's

room..
Her room

Ni obe begins to shout.
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The Shower

There is a bathroomright next to Cdive's
room It is narrow and spartan, a nan’s

bat hroom There is no tub, just a shower
stall. In the nedicine cabinet, Andrea finds
expensive m !l ed soaps and shavi ng products.
Andrea runs her fingertips over the shaving
brush’s bristles. They are stiff, yet soft at
the sanme tine. She opens a small vial of sone
oil and cautiously sniffs. It snells |ike

Clive did that night he...

..made love to her as if she were the
only wonman in the world.tried to kill her and

she shot him

She picks up a straight razor and her
reflection is torn apart in the shiny netal
of the handle, but perfectly fornmed in the
surface of the blade. She resists the urge to
run her thunmb al ong the bl ade. She can tel

it is well-honed and bl ood hungry sharp.

Andrea uses the toilet, then decides to
shower. She renoves her robe and hangs it on
the back of the door. In the mrror she

catches a glinpse of her back, of the



Williams - Twilight 121

unmar ked white flesh, the only expanse of her
fl esh other than her hands and feet and face

that is not marked by the razor’s kiss.

She turns on the shower. The hot is near
scal ding, and her hand twsts a tap to add a
touch of cold. She stands before the mrror
wat chi ng her reflection fade as the bathroom
fills with steamand the mrror clouds over,
until she is but a dim presence behind the

fog. A ghost trapped in mst.

Andrea steps into the shower and the hot
wat er pounds her flesh and heats her bones.
She runs her hand through the matrix of scars
bet ween her breasts and across her stonach,
then finds her clitoris and gently rubs until

she shudders.

Steamrises to the vent in the ceiling
where a pair of eyes catch the light, and

gl eam
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In The Attic

Juvenal 's eyes track ever ridge of every scar

on Andrea’ s body.

He kneel s, hunched over the vent, pants
around knees, cock in hand, punping
furiously. Steam snakes up fromthe bathroom
bel ow, and tw sts around Juvenal’s face,

striped with white |light and bl ack shadow.

After he cones, he lays on his side in
t he dark, hot attic, one hand between his
sticky thighs, one hand out, a finger tracing
scars in the dust. Dust cakes his fingertip.
He puts his fingertip into his nmouth and

sucks the dust like it was powdered sugar.



Williams - Twilight 123

AN | SCLATED REST STOP IN CH O

One Week After dive Euxi deos Escaped

A battered pick-up truck that | ooks very much

like the one Rick Glbert once drove...

.very much like the truck he once sat in
outside a girlfriend s house, watching and
waiting for her to come hone and when she
did, she wasn’t alone. And when she went into
t he house, she didn’'t go in alone, and the

man she was with was his best friend...

.l eaves a rest stop on |76 just as a

Ford SWV pulls in.

Janice Brady clinbs out of the SUV and
cones around to the passenger side with
heavy, plodding, world-weary stonps. Angry,
she jerks open the door, grabs her seven year
ol d daughter by the armand extracts her a

bit too roughly.

Janice is in her late twenties. There's
a mean downturn to her |ips that shows how
unhappy she is with [ife. Janice hates her
life. Hates her wi de hi ps and cheesy thighs
and dropping, too | arge breasts. She hates

the man who left her three years ago unaware
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that she drove himout. Life sucks and then
you die. That has becone Janice’' s mantra.
Certainly her life sucks. She expects better,
t hi nks she deserves better, but truth is, she

has never done anything to nake it better.

She is returning hone after spending a
weekend with her parents - a | ong weekend.
She went expecting the worst and got exactly
that. She is enotionally drained and
physi cal |y exhausted. Two days of constant
bi ckering will do that to you. The crushing
wei ght of constant parental di sappointnent
will do that, as well. Three days of enduring
her shrill, psychotic shrew of a nother and
her total control freak of a father, stuck in
a house so thick wth tension it was |ike a

cord around your throat, wll do it.

“l told you to go at the restaurant.”
says Jani ce between cl enched teeth as she
resists hurting the child she holds. But she

wants to. Ch God, yes..she does.

She can feel the slender arns, the
fragil e bone under the thin flesh, and
thinks, *‘Just a bit too nmuch pressure, just

a twist’...and she would be rewarded with the
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sharp, satisfying sound of bone snappi ng,
foll owed by an ear piercing shriek of pain.
She’d alnost like to hear that sound. She

alnost like to inflict that pain.

“l didn’t have to go then,” Cassandra
said. She |l ooks Iike a mniature version of
her nother w thout the nean downturn, wth
the light of a life not yet di med by
di sappoi ntnents, still bright in her eyes.
That will cone |ater, when she sees what life
has in store. Wen her nother does to her

what her grandnother did to Janice.

“No.” says Janice, “OF course not. That

woul d have been too easy.”

Jani ce | ooks about. She suddenly
realizes they are the only ones at the stop.
The parking lot is long and enpty, the far
ends vani shing into utter and conpl ete bl ack.
The scattering of street |anps nearby, shed
light that is a dingy yellow, Iight that
creates nore shadow than it destroys. The
gl obes are speckled with hordes of dead
insects. The picnic area is filled with
dar kness, the woods beyond are shadows etched

agai nst the darker sky. The rest station
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itself looked as if no one had used it in

years.

It was the kind of place where wonen got
raped and nurdered or nurdered then raped, or
worse. It was the sort of place they tell you
to stay away from and when the tel evision
news reports what happened, people sitting in
the safety of their living roons shake their

heads and say:

“What the hell was wong with her?
Didn’t she know not to go into those pl aces

al one?”

But they didn't have a child scream ng
at themfor the past half an hour that she

was going to pee in her pants.
Cassandra dances. “Ma-nee!” she pl eads.

Jani ce nmakes a decision. “All right.”

she says. “Come on. Lets go.”

Jani ce grabs Cassandra’ s hand and yanks
her toward the rest room The child can
barely keep up. She is nore dragged than
wal ks. The door is like the portal to a
dungeon. The thick green paint used on the

door has been repeatedly slashed with knives
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and pens and any object that could be used to

inscribe a nane or curse word or synbol.

Janice throws the door open. The
i ndustrial -sized netal hinges squeal |ike
vermn in vice grips. Her nostrils are
i mredi ately assaulted with the acrid aroma of
uri nal cakes and super strength disinfectant.
The floor is white and black tiles, like a
50’s dinner notif gone bad. The walls are
yell ow and green like a nightmare of 70’s

subur ban desi gner nmal functi on.
The heavy door sw ngs shut behind them

The screans of both nother and child are

| oud and horri bl e.
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A PI CK- UP TRUCK

Clive sits behind the wheel of the pick-up
truck that left the rest stop just as Janice
and Cassandra drove in. He is cruising down
the highway at a steady fifty-seven mles per
hour. He wonders about the woman he saw
getting out of the SUV in his rear view
mrror. He wonders what she was thinking,
pulling into a deserted stop |like that. He
wonders what she will do when she enters the
rest roomand sees what Clive did to the

owner of the truck he is now driving.

He al nost wi shes he could have stayed to
wat ch, to have been the proverbial fly on the
shit-house wall. He’'d have |oved to be able
to see the nother’s face. The brief glinpse
he’d gotten of her as he was | eaving and they
were arriving, told himall he needed to know
about her and her life, and her
di ssatisfaction with it. If she had been
al one, Clive mght have taken a few m nutes
nmore and gi ven her the rel ease she asked for.
But a few m nutes nore was sonething Cive
coul d not spare. And he did not want to hurt

the little girl. There was hope for her. Not
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much. But sone. He wouldn’'t be the one to

extinguish that flane.

Maybe when the woman saw what old dive
had left in the rest room she’d reconsider,
and realize that being alive was better than
bei ng dead. For nost people, anyway. He does
feel a pang of regret for the child though.
He woul d not have her sl unber broken by

ni ght mares, but what el se could he have done?

Clive shifts. He is getting tired of the
road and wants to go hone. That desire drives
hi m harder than any of the others. He reaches
for the radio, but there is none. |nstead,
there is an 8-track tape player. He hasn't
seen one of those since he was a boy. There
are several Country & Western 8-tracks on the
passenger seat. Johnny Cash. Merl e Haggard.
He finds a ‘Best O’ collection by Patsy
Cine, smles, and plugs it in. “Valkin’

After Mdnight” plays. There is a bobbl e-head
Jesus on the dashboard, made of plastic and
wearing a flowing white robe with his arns
out and palns held up as if testing for rain.
H s head wobbles fromside to side with the

vi brations of the road. There is a digital
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clock set into his chest where his bl eeding

heart should have been. It reads: 12:01.
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STRANCGE

The sun is setting. It streaks the horizon
with crinmson. Fireflies appear as if by magic

across the road and in the cenetery.

Andrea is in dive' s room Looking. She
sits on the bed and runs her hands over the
bl anket. She feels between the mattresses and
under the box spring. She opens the drawers
carefully and feels around inside, |ooking
for false bottons, seeking clues to what

makes Clive click

She opens the record player and finds an
old 45 ready to play. Patsy Cine’ s “Sweet
Dreans (O You)”. It brings a smle to
Andrea. She renenbers her chil dhood record
pl ayer, sonething |ike this one. Wo had
given that to her? Her father? Maybe. She
couldn’t recall. He had a collection of 45s,
a mx of country, early rock and sone | ounge.
She renenbered listening to Teresa Brewer.
“Put another nickel in, in the nickel odeon,
all I want is loving you and nusic nusic
nmusi c.’” God, how could she renenber that? Wy
woul d she renenber that? She turns on the

record player. The knob makes a soft click
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and he record begins to revolve. Andrea lifts
the arm (there is a penny taped to the armto
keep the record from skipping) and gently

pl aces the needle into the record’ s groove.

Musi c swells and Patsy begins to sing.

On the veranda, C ynenestra stares out
at the world. She hears the nusic and a sob
catches in her throat. She rubs her throat
and her hand noves down across her breast and

her stonach and she shudders.

In front of the house, Juvenal stands on
the porch, listens, and smles. He hasn't
heard that old record since Uncle Cive left.
He turns and N obe is standing in the doorway

glaring at him

“VWhat the hell is wong wth you boy?”
she jerks her head in the direction of the
musi c, “What are you doing bringing that into

t hi s house?”

“Ch. |I'msorry, nmother. | forgot how
we only associate with the creme de | a crene,
now. H gh society. ‘Specially after Cive

but chered all those nurses...”

Ni obe sl aps Juvenal across the face. His
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head rocks on his neck and tears swanp his
eyes but do not spill. He's been hit harder.
Much harder. He rubs his cheek, staring at
his nother with a | ook that conbi nes cont enpt

with total disinterest in her very existence.
“You don’t know who she is,” N obe said.

“So what ?” Juvenal spits back, and wal ks

away.

Ni obe screans after him “Were are you

goi ng?”

Juvenal turns, does a little soft-shoe

in the dirt, and |l aughs. “Sanctuary!”

Looking for a place to hide her gun,
Andrea considers the closet but thinks better
of it. She notices a vent in the wall. She
checks the screws and one is | oose. She works
that out wth her fingers, then renoves the
others with her sw tchbl ade. Never |eave hone
wi t hout one. She renoves the vent and reaches
inside. Feeling. She pulls out a small
photo al bum It wears a thick coat of dust.

It has been a long tinme since anyone | ooked

t hrough its pages.

Wiy was it put in there?
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She places her gun in the vent, replaces
the cover and tightens the screws just enough

to hold it on.

Andrea sits on the bed and opens the
al bum It holds photographs of the famly
with Cive. O little N obe standing hand in
hand with a teenaged dive, |ooking up at
hi m beam ng. Photographs of people whom she
had no idea were. Faded photos that could be
fromthe GCvil War era. The Euxideos famly

hi story, in image.

A voi ce comes out of the vent. Singing
in athin yet nelodic tone. “The bl ack goes
on the wall. The black goes on the wall.

The bl ack goes on the wall ..
Andrea listens. Wiat is that?

“The bl ack goes on the wall. The

bl ack...”

Andrea follows the sound of the voice to
a roomat the end of the hall. The door is
slightly opened on a roomthat is small, but
nicely decorated. A bed, a snmall desk, a
dresser, a bookcase. Frills and other

fem ni ne stuff.
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A girl, perhaps seven years old, sits on
t he edge of the bed, head bowed, |ong
straight hair black as the center of
m dni ght, draped over her face. There is
sonet hing in her hands, which westle in her

|l ap as they nmanipulate it.

Andr ea steps back, and the fl oorboards

cr eak.

The girl, suddenly aware that soneone is
wat chi ng, gat hers whatever was in her hands,

and junps into bed. “Sleeping,” she says.

Andrea enters the room “l'msorry. |

heard singing.”

The girl lifts her head and stares at
Andrea. She made Andrea think of those bl ack
vel vet paintings of children with enornous
eyes, w de open and tear-filled, projecting a
sort of heart warm ng sorrow that was both
endearing and creepy as hell at the sane
time. She thought of faerie folk | egends and
wondered if people who | ooked like this child

were the source.
“Who are you?” asked the child.

“I"'m..” Andrea started to say.
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“I"m Eppie.” The child announced.

The girl sat up. Immedi ately, Andrea
coul d see how inpossibly frail she was. She
| ooked as if a good strong wi nd woul d not
nmerely blow her over, but shatter her to
fragnents or tear her to shreds. Andrea
i magi ned tattered pieces of the child strung
over barbed wire, flapping in the breeze with

a corpse’s | anguid wave.
“Eppi €?” Andrea said.

“It’s short for |phegenia but nobody

calls me that.” Eppie said.
“Your nmother is Juvenia.”

Eppi e nodded, then tilted her head to
one side, considering. Cive did that. In the
parking |lot of the Wet Wiistle. At the foot
of her bed. Andrea felt his hands on her body

and shi ver ed.

“You’ re not suppose to sneak up on

people,” said Eppie. “Are you col d?.”

“No, I'mfine. I"'msorry. | heard
soneone singing and | wanted to see who it

was. "

“t was ne.”
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“Yes it was. That was an interesting

song. Are there any other words?”

“Yes. But | don’'t know them” She tilted
her head to the other side. “Do you know ny

G and-Uncle dive?”
“I"'mhis fiancée.”

Eppi e gasped and sl apped bot h hands over
her nouth. Her eyes becane w der, not

sonet hi ng Andrea woul d have believed

possi bl e.
“Real | y?”
“Real ly.”

Eppie crawls to the end of the bed and

stares at Andrea. “You're pretty.”
“Thank you. So are you.” Andrea sm |l ed.
“Why are you here?”
“I"'mwaiting for Cive.”

Eppie’ s lips parted, stunned. “He's

com ng hone?” she asked.

“Yes. At least | think so.” She
hesitated only fractionally. How nuch could

this child know?

“When?” There was such hope in her eyes.



Williams - Twilight 138

“I don’t know. | think soon,” Andrea

replied.

Eppi e | ooked at her book case. She began
to pick at her blanket, rolling tiny balls of
fluff between forefinger and thunb. “lI mss
him He use to read ne to sleep.” Eppie

si ghed.
“Did he now?”

Eppi e nodded vigorously. “Yes. Every
night. Every. Now, sonetines mama reads to
me. But she don’t read so good. So well |
mean. Sonetinmes, Gandma N obe. Mostly

nobody.” Eppie finished sadly.

“What did Cive read to you?” Andrea

asked.

Eppi e pointed her chin toward the book

case. “One of ny stories.”
“Wuld you like me to read you a story?”
“I would like that.” Eppie beaned.

Andrea wal ked to the bookcase. “Anything

speci al ?”
“The bl ue one.” Eppie said.

Andrea finds a slender blue volune. It
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is a collection of poens. Eppie is under the
covers, waiting. She pats the bed next to

her. Andrea sits.
“Whi ch one should | read?”
“I' like all of them” Eppie said.

Andr ea opens the book, and turns a few
pages. “My daddy cones to pick ne up

tonorrow. ”
“Ch, that nust be nice.” Andrea replied.

Dar kness filled Eppie’'s face. “I don't
want ny daddy to come tonorrow to pick ne
up.” she said, voice low, not wanting to be

hear d.

Andrea felt bile rise and burn the back
of her throat. “You don’t want your daddy to

pi ck you up?”

Eppi e shook her head, violently. “He
gets ne every other weekend. At least that’s
what he’s supposed to do. But he doesn’t. He
only gets ne once a nonth or sonetinmes |ess.
But that’s all right. 1°d rather | never saw

hi m again. Ever.”

Andrea could feel the hair on her arns

rise. “Why do you say that?”
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“I don't like him” Eppie said, voice

flat and final.
“Eppie, why don’t you like your father?”

Eppi e | ooked away, her hands busily
pi cking at the bl anket, her gaze fixed on
sonme dark distance, growi ng closer. “1’m not
supposed to tell,” she whispered so | ow,

Andrea had to |l ean forward to hear.

Andrea resisted the urge to place her
hand on the child's arm This was none of
her busi ness. Not her concern. “Does he hurt

you Eppi e?” Andrea asked.

Eppi e | ooked at Andrea, with a face gone
bl ank, an unreadabl e mask. Andrea cursed
herself for being so blunt. O course the
child wouldn’t tell her. How many tinmes had

she been told not to?

Eppi e gestured toward the book, changing

the subject. “You said you' d read.”

“Yes. Yes | did.” Andrea agreed. She
opened t he book and began to read from a

random page.

“I"ve traveled many mles said the

master to the dane. Yet for all those nmany
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mles, all those mles | ooked the sane...”
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THE FI RST CUT

She renmenbered it as being the first tinme she

cut hersel f.

It was not a whole nenory. It was bits
and pieces, as were so many of her nenories,
even the nobst recent ones. It was fragnents
t hat appeared out of hot, angry white fl ashes
that filled the world with an overexposed,
bl own- out haze and | eft her exhausted and
trenmbling. Years of drugs and al cohol had
done that, she supposed. It certainly hadn’t

hel ped.

She was fourteen, fifteen, sixteen? She
remenbered a note being passed in the
classroom WMath? English? She could see the
face of the teacher and thought her nane was
Ms. McQ@uiness and if that was right, then she
was in the ninth grade and she was fifteen.
The note wasn’t supposed to go to her, but it
had been delivered into her hand either by
accident or out of meanness. She read it. The
note said that her boyfriend whom she | oved,
| oved, loved with a crazy all consum ng
passion reserved only for adol escents, was

going to dunp her and was al ready goi ng out
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w th sonebody el se. Her stomach went hol | ow
and her chest filled with thick pain. She
could feel the burning eyes of those who

al ready knew, who had al ready read the note,
who knew before her. She felt her face go hot
wi th shanme and anger and then she was hone,
in a house that was not honme...w th people who
wer e keeping her, getting paid to keep her,
but not enough they so often told her...not
enough noney to have to put up wth her, and
with her bullshit. Then she was in the

bat hroom and the door was | ocked, sonething
she wasn’t suppose to do. Waves of deeply
rooted pain swelled inside her, crashing

agai nst the inner walls of her being, and she
knew she had to relieve the pressure or she
woul d expl ode in gouts of torn flesh and
liquid. She took the safety pin that had

al ways been in the nedicine cabinet, its
rusted nmetal like dried blood, and she carved
a single word into the delicate flesh of her
arm The relief that cane fromthat single
act of violation was nearly overwhel m ng,
filling her eyes with tears of thankful ness.

In a few seconds the red letters began to
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form standing out in bright red. The word
reflected perfectly how she felt and what she

want ed to be.

Dead.
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SANCTUARY FRI DAY NI GHT

The bar snells of snoke. There is a
haze, but Juvenal isn’'t sure if it’s fromthe
cigarettes dangling fromthe slack, w de
i pped nouths of the Dante Brothers, or the

liquor filling his own eyes or both.

Juvenal sits at the bar, hunched over a
gl ass of whiskey. He has | ost count of the
nunber he’'s had. A twenty and a coupl e of
crunpl ed ones are scattered in front of him
He believes he came with fifty, but couldn’t

swear to that.

Behi nd the bar, Bl ake eyes the clock and
wonders if this night will be the night
peopl e start returning to toss a few back
bef ore headi ng honme. Ri ght now however, his
only other custoners are the Dante brothers,
Earl, Mtch and Randy. Any other tine he
woul d rat her not have them but their noney
was good and every cent counted. It didn't

matter who was spending it.

The Dante Brothers could have been
triplets, so closely did they resenbl e one

another. But if the core of the runor was
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true, then they each had a different father.

And no one, was sure they could claim

t he sane not her either.

Their considerable girth had been fed by
di nners of thick, coarse bread deep-fried in
chi cken fat and used to sop up ham dri ppi ngs.
They all chai n-snoked hand-rolled spiffs nade
of wild tobacco wapped in newspaper. ‘Lung
melters’, they called them You could get

cancer just | ooking at one of those things.

They sat at their table, three hours of
cheap drinks under their belts. Before
stunbling in, they d already polished off a
jug of ‘shine they’'d purchased from “Runni ng
Elk”, an old hippie with a knack for brew ng
prem um hone- made hooch and growi ng strange

mushr oons.

The brothers lived in a shack in the
swanp, and poached gators. They sold the neat
to swanp fol k and any one el se who didn't
care one way or the other about no USDA
i nspection stanp. That, and bl ack nmarket

souvenirs.

Sone say they lived with their nother
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O hers say their nother was |ong dead. A few
w se ones think both schools of thought may

be right.

The brothers drink, shoot glances at

Juvenal , and sni cker.

Mtch, the ol dest, has pale eyes like a
snake’s. One nostril is larger than the
other. He wasn’'t born that way, but an insect
bite got infected and the flesh turned bl ack
and crusted over and when he picked the
crust, it fell off, taking a crescent of
flesh with it. He kept the bit of dead bl ack
flesh in a small nmason jar with a rusted |id,

hi dden in one of their butcher sheds.

Mtch is the best |ooking of the trio.
He | eans over to the brother next to himand
says: “Hey, | got a riddle for you. How can

your father be your brother?”

Randy pl ays along, or plays dunb, which
is the nore likely choice. *“I don’t know.

How can your father be your brother?”

Mtch snorts. “You fool! When he's

screwi ng your nother!”

The brothers erupt into how s of
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| aughter. Bl ake cl eans a gl ass and | ooks at
Juvenal . Juvenal tenses, but ignores the
brothers. He finishes his drink and pushes it

across to Bl ake.

“Ht me,” says Juvenal. “Ht nme with
your rhythm stick, two sone thing, sone

thing, click click click.”

Bl ake eyes the enpty glass, then the
brot hers, then Juvenal. “I think you should

go hone Juv.”

Juvenal considers this. “I didn't ask
you what you thought Bl ake. Now be a good

bartender and hit nme.”

Rel uctantly, Bl ake pours Juvenal another

drink. “I think this is your last, Juv.”

“Stop thinking, Blake. You Il give

yoursel f a headache.”

Mtch's slurred voice pipes up “We al

know how cl ose twi ns can be.”
Juvenal 's grip tightens on his gl ass.

“Especially when one’s a boy and one’s a

girl.” Randy sniggers.

Earl nudges the other two. “Cl ose as
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br ot her and not her ?”

M tch belches. “Shit! C oser than that!”

Their | aughter is raucous.

“Whol e not herfucking | oad of nother
fuckers. Sister fuckers,” Randy pronounces
with the righteous solemity of a drunken

bi got .

Mtch ponders the suggestion, then adds
his own. “Probably brother fuckers and father

fuckers too!”

“Babies full of rabies!” Earl choruses.
“ *Course none of them as fucking cracked as
t hat psycho son of a bitch they |ocked up in

Dakot a. ”

Mtch slavers over his glass. “Betcha
sone big old buck nigger fucked himup the

ass the whole tine he was there!”

Juvenal drains the whiskey and starts to

gets up.

Bl ake grabs his wist. “Juv. Just wal k

out the door, man. Just wal k.”

Juvenal throws Bl ake’s hand off, turns
and wal ks toward the brothers. Bl ake grabs

t he phone. He wonders how badly Juvenal w |
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Juvenal stops within a thrown fist of

the Dante Brother’'s table.

The brothers stand. They forma wall of
ass-kicking neat. Three pairs of eyes cracked

red wwth drink, lock with Juvenal’s.
“You want sonet hing, bitch?” Randy asks.

Juvenal sneers. “I hear the three of you
| ay down together in the living roomand give

each other a circle blow job,”

Juvenal is brutally beaten to the fl oor.

150
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Andrea at Seven

Qutside, the black sky was hung with
pi npricks of wavering crystal. The air stood
still and frigid. The world was hushed, as if

waiting silent, in fear.

Andrea lived in a nei ghborhood where
nor e houses were abandoned than occupi ed.
Houses with patchy, weed filled sumer |awns,
cracked sidewal ks, and cars on ci nder bl ocks.
Where trash never seened to get picked up
Where graffiti was scrawl ed across every

avai l able surface like literary cancer.

I n just anot her desperate | ooking house,
inaliving roomthat snelled of cat piss and
cheap cigarettes and hate and despair, seven
year ol d Andrea Ransey gently rocked a broken
doll she had found in a nei ghbor’s garbage.
The body is cloth, but the head is nade of
sonme hard stone-like material. The doll had
one eye. Soneone had practiced hair cutting
on it with horrific results. Its body was
crisscrossed wth red marker, |ike a penitent
whi pped to ribbons. But Andrea loved it and

sang to it in a low soft voice.
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“Rock you, rock you little snake, | wll

keep you safe and warm..”

Andrea’s Mot her, body |ike an assenbl age
of wires pulled taut, novenents |i ke m ssing
frames of film watches a wavering tel evision
screen. It is like view ng i mages through a
wi ndow of rippling water. |nmages grabbed from
the cold air and delivered to the tel evision
by an old antenna found on the side of a road

and nailed to the roof.
“Andr eal”

H's bellowng is harsh. He's been
drinking since that norning, and they both
knew t hat one of two things coul d happen,
today. If there was a God, he woul d pass out.
|f there was no God, he would call for

Andr ea.
Andrea now knows that there is no God.

She sings | ouder, pretending not to
hear. Her nother stiffens, and begins to
rock, a strange novenent |ike that of a
spastic bird, pecking at seeds. Her eyes
dart, seeking an escape that is not there,

seeking a hole she could clinb into and never

152
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conme out of. Her fingers, with their swollen
knuckl es, craw in her lap |ike spiders dying

of poi son.
Agai n.
“Andrea! You get up here, girl!”

She sings |ouder still. Her nother
reaches out and places her cold, dry fingers

agai nst Andrea’s lips, stopping the sound.
“Andrea! You mnd ne!”

Her father stonps down the stairs. He
stops at the foot and stands, glaring. H's
gross belly tests the [imts of the stained
w fe-beater he has pulled across it. He hol ds
a wde, |leather belt that is cracked and
sweat marked. The buckle is heavy and
metallic. Spindly, hairy |legs protrude from
of f-white boxers that do little to hide his

erecti on.

Andrea stands and slowy turns to face
hi m

H's mouth twi sts. She can snell his
breath from where she stands. Cheap hooch and

teeth that had not seen toothbrush or fl oss

in weeks. Since the health authorities closed
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down his barbershop he hasn’t seen a need to

bot her.

“CGet upstairs girl,” her father says,

and strokes the belt.

She risks a glance at her nother, who
continues to rock, and stare at the
tel evision. None of this is happening.
Not hi ng ever happens outside the tunnel
vision that links her to the worlds that

exist wwthin the confines of the screen.

Her father smrks. H's black eyes
glitter with rodent intelligence. “That
usel ess bitch ain’t gonna help you any. You
shoul d know that by now. Now you just get
your little ass upstairs girl and maybe |

won’t beat your mama tonight.”

Andrea bows her head. She cringes as she
noves past him but the expected bl ow does
not conme. Not then. Not yet. She wal ks slowy
up the stairs, dropping her doll at the top.
It hits the landing with a dull thud. A

splinter of wood junps.

Andrea’ s father glares at her nother;

his eyes drilling holes in the back of her
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head. She sinks deeper into herself.

Pl ease don’'t see ne please don’t see ne

pl ease don’'t see ne pl ease...

He turns to go upstairs. The step
creaks under his foot. Andrea’s Mdother is

visibly relieved.

Didn't see ne didn't see ne didn't see

me didn't see ne didn't...

Wt hout warning, Andrea’s Father rushes
at her and delivers a crushing blowto the
back of her head. Andrea’s Mdther flies off
t he couch and slans face first into the rug.
Her nose crunches and bl ood spurts. She
screans. He is whipping her with the belt
again and again and again, teeth cl enched,

the rage upon him driving his arm

Andrea stands frozen at the top of the
stairs. Each tinme the belt strikes flesh, she
feels nore and nore hel pl ess, nore and nore

powerl ess. WIIl this nightmare never end?
Not until soneone dies.

She can’t hold it back any | onger. “You

| eave ny nmama al one!”
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Her hands, as if acting on their own,
cover her mouth. But it is too |late. She
w shes she could reach out and grab the words
and pull them back into her nmouth. Suck them

back into her |ungs.
The beating stops.

“What did | tell you, girl!” Andrea’s

f at her bel | ows.

He stonps to the foot of the stairs, and
eyeballs her. “You get into the bedroom you
little whore and get your pants off or you'll
get worse than this.” Andrea’ s father grabs
his cock and squeezes it. Andrea doesn’'t

blink. “You | eave ny mama al one.”

Andrea’s father laughs. “Oh, 1'Il |eave
her alone. ‘Til I'’mdone with your little
ass. Then maybe, if | ain't too tired, if |
ain't too drained, she'll get sone too. You
hear ne, Maureen?” He twists his head toward
his wife, “Maybe you gonna get sone too. |If
| can cut through the cobwebs cl oggi ng your

dried up old snatch!”

Andrea screans “You touch her and |1

tell!”
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Hi s head whi ps back to Andrea. He speaks
t hrough teeth clenched so hard Andrea can
hear themcrack. “You little bitch. You
won’t say anything!” He stonps up the stairs,
comng at her like a train. “I’m gonna beat
you like a blues piano in a jazz bar, you

little fuckhole!”

Defiant, she stands her ground. Andrea

w Il not | ook away.
Andrea’s father raises the belt.

The doll is in her hand. She does not
remenber picking it up. Andrea sw ngs the
doll with all the strength in her little
body, and its hard, rock-like head strikes
her father across the cheek and tenple with
the satisfying sound of bone cracking. H's
eyes go wide with pain and surprise and rage

and fear.

Andrea’ s Fat her topples down the stairs,
crashing through the side railing, and sl ans
onto the living roomfloor. H's head smashes

agai nst the floor, rebounds, smashes again.

Hi s wi de-open eyes glaze, like tine

| apse i mages of a pond freezing over.
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Andrea descends the stairs. She studies
her father’s still body. His head is tw sted
in away that would be very painful if he
were alive. She cautiously wal ks around her

father and goes to confort her nother.

She is kneeling on the worn, oval braid
rug, arns | ocked around herself, stil
rocking, lips pressed so tightly they turn
white, as they trenble with nurnmured words
Andrea cannot make out. She is staring at her
dead husband, breathing through her damaged

nose, the air rushing in, rushing out.

Andrea reaches for her nother. “lIt’s al

right mama. It’s all right. 1t’s over now”

Her nother jerks away as if Andrea’s
touch was death and begins to scream the
gapi ng maw of her nouth filled with brown,

cracked teeth.
Andr ea jerks awake.

The scream fades to silence. She sits up
in bed, rocking for confort. Slowy she stops
rocking and wi pes the cold sweat off her
forehead wth the palmof her hand. It is

nmor ni ng, and sunlight filters through the
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| inen curtain.
Qutside, Eppie is scream ng

Andrea | eaps to the window. A man pulls
a struggling Eppie toward a dusty pick-up
truck. Juvenia stands there, not noving, her

head bowed.

“Don’t wanna go! Don’t wanna go!”

screans Eppi e.

This is not ny problem This is not why
|’mhere. I"mhere to wait. That is all | am
here to do, not to interfere. Not to get

involved with the problens of this famly.

The man is shouting at Juvenia. “This is
your fault! Wat kind of |ies you been
putting in her head! Huh? Whsat kind of

l[ies?”

H's grip |l oosens for just a nonment, but
it is all Eppie needs. She breaks free and
runs behind her nother. He grabs for her but

m sses. “Get back here you little...”

Juveni a noves to block him Surprised,
he steps back, but not for long. An evil glint
cones into his dark eyes. “Ch, now what do we

have here? You think you' re going to keep ne
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frommy child? You think you're all of a
sudden going to stand up to ne, you pathetic

pi ece of shit white trash? Huh?”

“lI don” want you comn’ ‘round here no

nmore.” Juveni a said.

He | aughs. “That’s the nost words |

heard you say, since | fucked you.”
“I mean it.”

“Really? And how are you going to stop
me, huh? What are you going to do, huh? You
gonna rai se your hand to ne, huh? You gonna

do like dive do?”

W t hout warning, the man pushes Juveni a.
She falls back, nearly toppling into Eppie.

Wth a cry, Eppie runs for the house.
“Grand mama! Grand mama!”

The man is in Juvenia s face, his eyes
wild, his teeth clenched, but not hard enough
to hold back the reek of bad breath.H s face
is pitted, especially so on the right side.
Growi ng up he would have been called “Pizza
Face” or “Zits”. This m ght account for sone
of his neanness, but the core was al ways

t here. Today, behind his back, he is
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ni cknaned “Moon”.

“You want to fuck with nme, huh? You
t hink you can stand up to ne, huh? Huh,
bitch?” H's words are spit. They | eave dots
of foam on Juvenia s face. He pushes her
again, harder. She cries out, and staggers

back.
“You get in that fucking house...”

He sl ans her again, harder. She is

weepi ng.
“And you get that fucking child...”

Sl ans her again. She is crying, body
shuddering, tears streaking down her |ong

thin face
“And you bring her to ne...”
Sl am
“And you do it now”

He drives both fists into her chest.
Juvenia is slammed to the ground, the air
knocked out of her. The man stonps around

her and toward t he house.

“Eppie! You get your ass out here,

girl!”
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Juveni a grabs his leg. He turns and
raises his fist to hamrer her down. Andrea
grabs his wist and he turns on her,

snarl i ng.
“Who the fuck are you?”

Andrea head butts the man straight in
the face. He cries out, and staggers
backward, both hands cupped over his face,
bl ood gushi ng between his fingers fromthe

mashed nose.

The dry, dusty earth greedily sucks the

red drops.

Andrea speaks calnmy and carefully,
maki ng sure he hears and understands every
word. “Cet out of here. O | wll kill
you. "Juveni a, eyes wide, fingers in nouth, a
strange sound buil ding deep in her throat,

retreats.

The man pulls his hand away from his
face. Hs eyes shine behind a face slick with
bl ood. He | ooks at the bl ood that coats his
hand, then | ooks at Andrea. He can barely
conprehend what has just happened. So he

reacts in the only way he knows how. He how s
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with fury and charges her.

Andrea had never killed a man with her
bare hands. That she could if she wanted to,
there was no doubt. She realized, as this man
was charging at her, that he was Eppie’'s
father. She realized that he deserved to die.
But his death deserved to be a sl ow and
agoni zi ng one. She believed that she could
torture this man to death and not | ose a
mnute’' s sleep over the act. But she was not

here to do that.

He canme at her swinging |ike the barroom
brawl er he pretended to be. But there was no
skill toit. She easily ducked the bl ow and
thrust her hand forward, jamm ng four stiff
fingers into his gut right above the navel.
Hi s nmout h opened and gushed bad breath before
snappi ng shut |ike a jackknife. Andrea jerked
away, and in the sane notion, finished him
off with a backhand that tore the corner of
his nouth and sent a thread of bl ood gl eam ng

into the air.

Monments | ater, Eppie’'s father laid in
the dirt, torn and bl oody. A bully since

grade school, he wasn’t use to losing fights.
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Certainly not to a wonan.

Andrea stands over himand once again
speaks calmy and carefully. “Get out of

here, and don’t ever cone back.”

She steps back and Eppie’ s father
staggers to his feet. For a split second he
consi ders havi ng anot her go, but instead,
turns and linps as quickly as he can back to
his truck. He points at her with a strangely
tw sted finger. “You just nade yourself a

world of trouble bitch!”

He junps into his pick-up. It starts
with a bell ow of black exhaust. He shoves it
into drive, stonps the gas and is gone in
cl oud of dust. Andrea turns. Cynenestra is

wat chi ng her. N obe is conforting Juveni a.

“l thank you for protecting ny
granddaughter,” said Cynenestra, *“but
pl ease, no nore violence. There’s been far

too much of that around here.”

Bef ore Andrea can speak, Cynenestra
turns and vani shes into the house. Juvenia

foll ows. Andrea and N obe eye each other.

“Who the hell do you think you are?”
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Ni obe sai d.

Andrea wonders if she has heard right?

“Excuse me?”

“You heard ne. That man was Eppie’s
father. You got no right doing what you just

did.”

“Are you insane? He was beating

Juveni a.”
“That’s the bed she choose to lay in.”
“And what choi ce was Eppie given?”

Ni obe | ooks away. “You ve made yoursel f

a bad eneny.”

“I"l'l live. Christ, get a restraining
order on that psycho bastard...” Andrea

realizes what she just said, and | ooks away.
“He’s the deputy sheriff.” N obe said.
“He’ s what ?”

“I't would be better if you don’t

interfere again.”

“What woul d you like nme to do? Stand
around and let himdrag Eppie off? Stand
around li ke the ot of you, do? Do you know

what he’'s doing to that child..?”
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“Children say all kinds of things.
Eppie, nore than others. She is her nother’s

child in many ways.”

“What ? What the hell does that nmean?
That she’s |lying? That when he takes her they

go and have ice cream and cooki es?”

“And what do you know? \What have you

seen? Do you have proof?”
“I know what | just saw..”

“What did you see? You saw Eppie’s
father trying to get her into his truck while
she was throw ng a tantrum because she didn’t
want to go. Because her nother lets her do
what ever she wants to do, and her father does
not. You saw her nother getting between a man
and his child. | don’t know what you peopl e
do up North, dive's beloved, but down here,

nobody gets between a father and his child.”
“What is wong wth you peopl e?”

Ni obe sneered. “You tell us. You' re the

one cone here for Cive.”

Andr ea backs off and changes the

subj ect. “Have you seen Juvenal around?”

“He didn’t cone hone | ast night,” N obe
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shrugs.

“Oh. | was hoping to catch aride into

town. | suppose | could walk.”
“l suppose you could.”

An insect sounds, a silvery shimrer the

li kes of which Andrea has never heard before.

Ni obe speaks again, flatly. “He never
did nothing, long as dive was around. He
| ooked though. H's eyes were all over that
child, and not like a father’s eyes, either.
Li ke a hungry dog | ooki ng through a w ndow at
meat. But he never did nothing till dive got

put away.”

“Clive’s not put away any nore,” said

Andr ea.
“He don’t believe Clive is com ng back.”
“He’s a fool.”
“You think dive is com ng back?”
“Don’t you?”

Ni obe says nothing. She turns and enters
t he house. Andrea, feeling frustrated, |ooks
up at the gray sky. She wal ks to the road,

then turns to | ook at the house. Eppie is
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| ooking out Cive s bedroomw ndow. Their
eyes neet. Eppie steps away fromthe gl ass,

i s absorbed by the darkness, and is gone.
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The Late Ann Marie Kaspersak

Ann Mari e Kaspersak was at | east 45 years
old. She would not admt to being older, had
certainly clained to be younger, but four and
a half decades of life was a fairly decent

and cl ose enough approxi mati on.

Her face was puffy and her body was
[ umpy in unattractive ways that owed
everything to hard drinking, heavy cigarette
snoki ng, and a diet of sugars and starches.
She had bl ack, beady, rat eyes and wore a
horrid perfunme she had purchased at a yard
sale, years earlier. The cloudy, anber fluid
cane in a large industrial sized vat-Iike

bottle. Its pungent aroma woul d gag a naggot.

She wore a pile of bleach-damged hair
t hat appeared to have expl oded out of the top
her head. She had pai nted dark swatches of
rouge across each cheek and a vile, bubble

gum pi nk shade of lipstick on her nouth.

She wore a bl ack sweater bejeweled with
sequi ns and beads, and a pair of tight clam
diggers that nolded to a butt dinpled with

cellulite. The cheeks of her ass sl opped over
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the sides of the bar stool she sat on |ike
the ears of a hound dog, or really scary

fl apj acks. Her toenails were the sane col or
as her lips. Her rough heels hung over the

backs of her gold sandal s.

She was sitting at one end of a |ong bar
in a dive nanmed the Blue Mnkey. The Bl ue
Monkey in question, was a ratty, old stuffed
toy. The original owner, a crusty, seafaring
old gent who swore his nane was Karl Mar X,
had won it at a carnival in Madrid in 1956
put in a bird cage and hung it over the
center of the bar. Karl had drunk hinself to
deat h, but the new owner |iked the name and
t he nonkey, and so, kept both. The Bl ue
Monkey had endured spitballs, bottle caps,
flicked cigarette butts, and a severe
infestation of noths, but continued to hold
court in his cage, gazing down with dull,
strangely sad gl ass eyes, watching the dregs
of humanity working toward joining the

ori gi nal owner.

Ann Mari e Kaspersak sl apped the bar. Her
rings gouged the rough wood and her bracelets

jangled with the flat sound of tin.
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“Gve ne the usual, Saml am Ann Marie
just got paid, it’s Friday night and she’s
gonna get |lay down a rug before you scratch

t he woodwor k!”

She cackl ed, a sound |ike the sl ow
whirling of blades chopping sonmething hard in

a bl ender.

The bartender rolled his eyes and m xed
her another drink. *‘Crazy skank,’ he thought.
But business was business. He'd |earned to
serve her fast and strong, for the sooner she

passed out the better for all.

Ann Mari e Kaspersak | ooked around to see
i f anyone had caught her “witty” remark. But
the bar, at only eleven a.m on a Tuesday,

was enpty.
Only it wasn't.

She did not see Clive Euxideos sitting
alone in a booth, obscured in shadow. But

Cive saw her.

He could see very clearly the words
“kill me” on her forehead. To him they
gl owed |i ke hot enbers burning through an

outer layer of cold, gray ash.
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In Cdive's world there were two types of
peopl e who had to die. There were those who
had to die so as to nove Clive's agenda
forward. These included the driver of the
tractor trailer, Rick Glbert, and the woman
at the rest stop. He had killed them because
he needed what they had. He had killed them
as quickly and as painlessly as he possibly
coul d. He had taken special care to close
their eyes. He had even said a little Acadi an
prayer for them He was sorry that he had to
send those good people to God before their
time, but a man had to do, what a man had to
do. He wished he had lentils to | eave by
their sides, but there just never seened to

be enough ti ne.

Then there were the others. People |ike
Ann Mari e Kaspersak. People who deserved to
di e. People who deserved to die as painfully

as they coul d.

Ann Marie Kaspersak’s drink arrived.
She sips and smacks her lips loudly, like a
whore who had just enjoyed sucking a

particularly tasty dick.

“Now that’s what |’ mtal king about,
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beechnut gumya!” she crows.

She pulls out a cigarette, and turns to
| ook around the bar once again, this tine
| ooki ng for soneone to give her a light. Once

agai n, she sees no one.

Di sappoi nted, Ann Mari e Kaspersak turns
back to her drink and reaches for her

lighter. Only the lighter is gone.

“Where in the frick.” her upper lip

curls like a nongrel ready to snap.

A hand appears, holding her |ighter.
Clicks. Blue flane flickers. Ann Marie
Kaspersak | eans forward, thrusts the end of
her cigarette into the flanme, and inhal es

deeply.

She turns toward the hol der of the
lighter, blowi ng a dense cloud of snoke out

of the side of her nouth.
Cive smles.

Ann Mari e Kaspersak smles back. There
is lipstick on one of her canines, and tiny
hairs at the corner of her nouth. There is a
| ow cunning in her eyes. Ann Marie Kaspersak

isnt smart, but she knows what guys I|ike.
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And she knows how to give it to them and
make them want nore and once they want nore,
she knows how to make their lives hell on

Earth, or a reasonable facsimle thereof.

“Thanks, honey. You're a real gentle-
man. Scholar too, | bet.” She winkles her
nose. It is not the endearing sight she
believes it to be. dive thinks of Bew tched

on Crack.
“My nane’s Cive.”

She eyes himup and down. Ni ce package.
“Yeah? Mne’'s Reba.” she lies, “Like the

si nger.”

“Lovely.” says Cive, “Actually Reba is
a short form of Rebecca, a Hebrew nane

meani ng troth or peacenmaker.”

“Aln’t you the smart one? Don’t know

about no heebi e name, but...truth?”
“Troth.”

Ann Marie Kaspersak didn’t know what
“troth” neant, but then, she didn't care

either. “What’'s dive nean then?”

“]diff dweller.”
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Ann Mari e Kaspersak squeal ed. It was not
a pleasant sound, nore |like a guinea pig in
heat, being stepped on. “Ain’t you the snart

one?”

She digs a bit of tobacco out the corner
of her mouth, wipes it on the bar, and downs
her drink. She w pes her nouth with the back
of her hand and tries to belch discreetly,
but fails. She |leans forward and her
sweater’s scoop neck falls away. She is not
wearing a bra. Cive can see her breasts and
t hi nks of slugs wearing pale pink caps. It is
then and there, that he decides that Ann
Mari e Kaspersak needs to die. He had only
stopped in for a quick bite before noving on.
He’ d stopped with no intention of doing
anyt hing to anyone, but Anne Mari e Kaspersak,
i ke so many before her, had cone to him had
called to him had nmade her need for death so
very crystal clear. He could not ignore the

si gns.

“You gonna buy a drink for the | ady,
sailor?” Ann Marie bats her eyes, |ashes
clunped with nmascara old and new. Clive is

t hi nki ng. ‘ Yes. No doubt about it. She has to
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Slow nusic is playing on the jukebox.

“Let’s dance,” he invites. “There will be

plenty of time for drinks later.”

Ann Mari e Kaspersak shrugs. \Watever.

“I't’s your dine, sweetheart.”

She doesn’t dance well. That she is
drunk, doesn’'t help. Cdive doesn’t |ike her
perfume, either. It offends his nostrils. Yet
as bad as the stench of the perfune is, the
under | yi ng odor of a body not well acquainted
wi th soap and washcl oth, can al so be
detected. Bl ack marks keep adding up on the
mental score card that Cive keeps. He
doesn’t like the feel of her chicken flesh
skin.He doesn’t like the snell of her breath
- beer and tobacco and whatever she ate | ast.
He doesn’t |ike her |augh and the way she
t hrows back her head and opens her nouth
wi de. He can see all her cheap fillings, and
there are a lot of cheap fillings, all dark

silver gray.
“So Wong” is the next song.

Ann Mari e Kaspersak purses her lips and



Williams - Twilight 177

bl ows a raspberry. “1 hate Patsy Cine.”
Ch. She had to die.
And | ater on, she did.

Ann Marie’s eyes are open wide with
terror. She is tied to a kitchen chair with
the silver duct tape Cive found in one of
the kitchen drawers. That sane silver tape is
pl aced tight over her mouth. She struggl es,

but there is no escape.

Clive appears, dressed in a robe. It is
her robe. It is silk and bright baby pink
with a fuzzy collar and fuzzy cuffs dyed a
slightly darker shade. He is naked
underneat h. Under different circunstances,

the | ook woul d be funny, hilarious even.

Clive holds a large staple-renover in
hi s hand. Like the duct tape, he found it in
one of the kitchen drawers. It is a rather
nasty | ooking thing, |like the head of sone
alien alligator with steel jaws that end in
four deadly spi kes. When he works it, it

makes a sound that goes ‘click, click.

“Staple renovers,” said dive, "“always

remnd ne of the skull of some particularly
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vi cious prehistoric reptile.”

Ann Mari e Kaspersak struggles, nore

franti c now.

Clive noves closer. Hs bare feet nake
sucki ng sounds as he wal ks across the sticky
tile floor. He wonders when the last tine
this floor was washed? Ever? It wll

certainly need to be washed when he' s done.
Cick-click.

“Followi ng that [ine of thought, you are
a particularly loud and vul gar woman. |
really amin a hurry to get to where | am

goi ng, but this needs to be done.”
Cick-click.

He noves cl oser, and her eyes | ock on
the staple renmover in his hand. She has
never thought about what it nmeans to be a

staple. Now, she does.
dick-click.
Clive stands over her.

Ann Mari e Kaspersak appears to be having
sone sort of seizure. The tape is actually

tearing in spots, so great is her effort to
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escape the shiny jaws of the staple renover

Clive apologizes. “I'mafraid this is

going to hurt, really, really badly.

dick-click.
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Crcles
“Who is your father?”

A circle of children around her, nasty
eyed, slope headed mi screants, jeering at her
with hatred |l earned in | essons well from
i gnorant parents, spitting their singsong

wor ds at her.
“Who is your nother?”

Curled in a ball in the center of their
mal i ci ous uni verse. Hands over ears, eyes
cl osed, shutting out the twi sted faces, the

nmocki ng wor ds.
“Don’t know, don’t know, don’t know, do you!”

Tears squeeze out between her tight so
tight eyelids, run down her thin face, gather

in the parched school yard dust.

Eppi e think: soneday | wll be bigger.
Soneday | will cone back and find them Sone

day.

Soneday | will kill themall.
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Carni val s and Baptists

Andrea, needing to clear her head,
wal ked toward town. She could feel the dirt
road through the soles of her shoes, feel
i ndi vi dual stones, gains of sand, even the
dust. The light was unnaturally bright, as if
the world were overexposed. Her eyes burned.
She could feel fingers probing her sockets,
seeking firmgrip, wanting to squeeze, to
pop, to spill yellow matter custard down her

cheeks, flow ng around her scream ng nout h.

A cicada. The sound is like that of a
hi gh- speed dental drill. It bores through her
skull and buries itself deep in her brain.
The sun fills the sky, the light sears her
eyes. Andrea noans, clutches her head, |egs
buckling. On her knees, hand barely under
control, she drags two pills out of her
pocket, sonmehow finds her nmouth and dry-

swal | ows them

Eventually, the light recedes, and the

sound of the cicada fades.

To be replaced by a cacophony of

hamreri ng, yelling, what sounds |ike an
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el ephant trunpeting, and the harsh,

sancti nmoni ous rhythm of preaching.

Andrea rounds a bend in the road. In an
open field, a carnival/sideshow is being
erected. Standing at the edge of the road
where dust neets rocky shoul der, is Del mar
Rouse, a Preacher. Wth Bible in hand, he
rants to the flock that surrounds him H's
voice is like cat claws through nylon. There
is an intensity in his eyes that mmcs the
fevered madness of one who believes w thout
gquestion, and with utter conviction. For him
the world is only six thousand years ol d.

Di nosaurs wal ked the gardens of Eden. And
only those who follow Christ are saved. For
the rest, good as people as they may be,

there is an eternity of hellfire burning.

Del mar is surrounded by a group of
hol | ow eyed nmen and wonen. The wonen wear
| ace handkerchi efs on their heads. The nen
wear closely shaved heads with strange side
burns. There is not an attractive one in the

bunch.

Sout herners really need to stop marrying

their relatives Andrea thought. Del mar shakes
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his fist at the carni val

“Hell, which is also called a | ake of
fire and brinstone, will be material fire,
and will tornment the bodies of the dammed,
whet her men or devils, the solid bodies of
t he one, and the aerial bodies of the

others...”

A group of carnies taking a break, hoot

and | augh. Del mar shouts down their taunts.

“O, if only nen have bodies as well as
souls, still the evil spirits, even w thout
bodies, wll be so connected to the fires as
to receive pain without bestowng life. One

fire certainly shall be the Iot of both!”

A tall, angular woman, the only woman
anong the carnie group, lifts her skirt. She
is wearing a narrow swatch of cloth that

hides little.

“l got your hellfire for you, Shaman!”
she calls while delivering an i npronptu bunp
and grind.

A collective gasp rises out of the
Preacher’s group. The wonen avert their eyes

and the nmen follow suit, only a bit slower.
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The Preacher is the only one who does not
| ook away. His face fills with red and a vein
throbs fiercely across his tenple,

threatening to burst.
Del mar hi sses, “Whore of Babylon!”

Andr ea speaks, not sure why she bot hers.
“It’s just a circus, Preacher.” He rounds on
her, as do his flock. Wi is this stranger,

t hey wonder...this woman conme down the road?
| s she one of the circus fol k? She obviously
doesn’t cone from around here. Perhaps she is

a potential convert?

“That is what they would have you
believe. But it is really a three-ring den
of iniquity! A whore s nest of sin and

tenptation,” Delmar tells her.

Andrea nods. There isn’t nmuch you can
say to sonething like that. “Well, you have a
good day Preacher,” she says, and continues

toward town.

He calls after her, “Only those who turn
their eyes away, wal k the high-wre of
morality!” Then the Preacher and his

congregation focus their attention on the
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field and its busy hive of workers, once

nor e.

A banner is erected: Teiresias & Mire's

Caval cade of Illusions and Peculiarities.
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SANCTUARY

The town was enpty, its store fronts
shuttered. O was that shuddered? There's
sonething wong with the stone used to build
nost of these structures. It |ooks as if
sonet hi ng has been gnawing at them as if
they' re being eaten by tinme. Wuere the
destruction is the worst, a black substance
| eaks out of the stone in thin sheets that

stain and highlight the decay.

A crow conpl ai ned whil e dancing on the

edge of a roof top.

Bl ake was sweepi ng broken glass into a
dust bi n when Andrea entered. He | ooks up, the
scow on his face turning into welcone snle
when he sees who it is. Blake has an easy
smle, the kind of smle that nmakes you want
himfor a friend. The kind of smle that
makes wonen think, ‘this guy would nmake a

great boyfriend and an even better husband’ .

“Morning,” Bl ake says. He props the
broom agai nst the wall and wi pes his hands on

his snmock. “You're up early.”

Andrea | ooks at the broken glass and
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the dark stain of recently spilled blood. “So

are you.”

Bl ake shrugs. “A barkeep’s job is never
done. Sonetines the farners cone in for an
early pick me up. | can’t afford to | ose the

price of a shot and a beer.”
“Busi ness that bad?”

“Case you ain’t noticed, this town ain't

exactly boom ng.”

“l noticed. Hey, can | get a glass of
wat er ?” Andrea w pes her forehead with her

sl eeve.
“Sure can.”

Bl ake goes behi nd the bar and pours
Andrea a glass of water. He hands it to her
and the tips of their fingers touch, lightly.
A pleasant tingle rides through Bl ake’s
stomach. If Andrea feels the sanme, she
doesn’t show it. She takes the glass of water
and gulps it down. She shoves the glass back
at Bl ake who refills it and watches Andrea
gulp down that as well. H's eyes trace the
soft undul ati ons of her throat. She hands the

gl ass back again and w pes her nouth on the
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back of her hand.
“Thanks.” Andrea sai d.
“Man, you were thirsty.” Bl ake said.
“Long wal k.”

Bl ake | ooks surprised. “You wal ked al

the way fromthe Euxi deos?”

“How d you know I was com ng from

t her e?”

“Juvenal told ne. That you were staying

there, | nean.”

“Yeah. Bit of a hike, but | can use the

exercise.”

Bl ake gives her a sidelong glance. “Not

as far as | can see.”

This time she feels that tingle. “Ws

that a pass?”

Andrea had never seen a person turn so

pal e so quickly.
This is dive Euxideos’ wonman!

Hands held in front of him Bl ake backs
away. “No. No, it wasn’t. No, ma’am Never

crossed ny mnd. Sorry. Sorry.”



Williams - Twilight 189

Andrea reaches for him “Hey, hey. |

was just kidding. Relax.”

Bl ake turns, all cold and business only.

“l got to finish cleaning up.”

He grabs his broom and goes back to
sweepi ng glass. She notices a chair with a

broken | eg. Sonething wasn't right.
“You said you tal ked to Juvenal ?”
“He was in here last night.”
“He didn’t come hone.”

Bl ake says not hing but the way he
stands, changes. It is alnbst as if he were

ducki ng a bl ow.

“Sonet hi ng happen here | ast night Bl ake?

To Juvenal ?”

Bl ake stops sweeping and forces hinself
to |l ook at Andrea. There is real fear in his
eyes. “Juvenal got into it with three
rednecks. | managed to get themto back off,
but...well, they got their licks in first. |
cl eaned himup best | could. He s sleeping
it off in the back. He didn’'t want anyone to

know. He nmade ne prom se not to tell..”
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“Where i s he?”

Bl ake gestures. “Storage room back

t here..

Andrea finds Juvenal passed out on a
cot, surrounded by cases of beer and whi skey.
There’s an old easy chair and a m snmat ched
stand with a banker’s | anp, and sone books.
There’'s a radio fromthe fifties. She
realizes that this is where Blake lives. This
is where he sleeps, sits and reads, and
listens to the radio when the bar isn’t open.
When he isn’t cleaning up blood and vomt, or

nmoppi ng the urine splattered bat hroom fl oors.

It is the saddest room Andrea has ever
seen in her life. What it tells her about
Bl ake and about his life, is nore than she

wants to know.

She gently touches Juvenal’s face. It is
brui sed and swollen. Rage fills her. She
wants to find whoever did this and make them
hurt. She wants themto be bruised and
swol  en, and to know what it feels Iike to be

t hat way.

Andrea goes back into the bar. Blake is
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kept himfrom col |l apsi ng.
“Who did that to hinP”

“The Dante brothers. Backwoods trash.
They were drinking...he was drinking. They

got nout hy, he got stupid.”
“And they kicked his ass.”
“But good.” Bl ake nods.
Andrea’ s hands clench into fists.

“What is it with this famly? Wo nmade

themthe poster child for bad shit?”

The Barber bursts into the bar. He
bl i nks rapidly, |ooking from Andrea to Bl ake,

as if not sure who he shoul d address.
“What's wrong?” asks Bl ake.
“They found Papa Catallus.”

Bl ake snorts. “About tine. Wiere' d that

old coot wander off to this tine?”

“Heaven or Hell,” said the Barber, “He’s

dead.”

191
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OLD MAN FOUND DEAD IN AN OLDS 88

As if they had been lurking in the shadows of
Twilight, just waiting for their cue before
stepping out, a crowd of townspeople gather
to whi sper around the A ds 88. A sheriff’s
car and an anci ent anbul ance flash their
[ights. A deputy noved between the crowd and
the car |ike a caged animal waiting for
sonmeone to stick their hands through the bars

so it could tear them of f.

Juvenal , stiff with pain, eyes wde and
sober, hobbles toward the crowd. Bl ake and
Andrea follow a respectful distance behind
hi m

Juvenal calls, his voice clotted with

dread. “Papa? Papa?”

The crowd reluctantly parts. No one
wants to give up their view ng space to what
may be the spectacle of the year. Yet,
perhaps better is to conme. No telling what an

Euxi deos m ght do.

Juvenal freezes when he sees the
anbul ance attendants preparing to lift the

sheet covered body onto the gurney. *Papa?”
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he repeats, sounding very snmall, very young,
and very al one. He staggers forward. The
Sheriff stops Juvenal wth a gesture, and
eyes himcarefully, taking in the battered
face and the snmell of whiskey. The Sheriff is
a large, thick man with a face |ike a shovel
He nods at the attendants and wal ks back to
the car, jotting notes on a snmall pad. One of
the attendents pulls back the sheet,

reveal i ng the sunken face of the old man.

“Papa!” Juvenal’s arns shot out as if
they were trying to rip thensel ves out of the
sockets. H's hands clawed the air, grasping
for sonmething they desperately needed but
coul d never have. H's cry was one of angui sh
and i nmense sorrow that tore bits of his sou
away as it burst fromhis lungs and carried
the single word out of his nmouth. Then it was
as if Juvenal were sone strange man-shaped
bal | oon, and soneone had let the air out. He

was crunbling into hinself.

As Juvenal sank to his knees, Andrea
rushed to take hold of him She had never
heard a sound of sorrow |li ke that before. I|f

she was one to pray, she would have prayed to
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never hear its |like again. She had never
known her own grandparents. Had never known
the I ove of an adult figure. She wondered
what it nust be like to | ove soneone so nuch
that their death could cause such heartache.
She longed to feel that pain. To understand
that depth of sorrow. To be so connected to
soneone that the breaking of that connection

was |i ke death itsel f.

The deputy junped between her and

Juvenal .

It was Eppie’s father, the black eye
Andrea had given him hidden behind cheap,
imtation Ray-Bans. He smled. Like a rabid
animal smles. There was sonething dark

between two of his teeth.

“Well, well, well. Knew |’d be seeing

you, but didn't think it’d be this soon.”
“Shit’, thought Andrea. ‘Shit’.
“Hey, Paul.” Bl ake was at Andrea’ s side.

Eppi e’ s father does not shift his gaze
fromAndrea’s face. “Hey nothing,” he says,

“Let ne see sone identification. Mss.”

Bl ake has no idea what is going on, but
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that there is sonething between Andrea and
Eppie’'s father, sonething that is definitely

not good, is easy to see. “Wiat’s goi ng on?”

Now, the deputy’'s gaze shifts. He fixes
Blake with a cold, hard, challenging stare.
“You just stick to watering down the whiskey
Bl ake, and back off. M and this little |ady

got sone unfini shed business.”
Bl ake doesn’t understand. “Unfinished..

Andrea waves Bl ake, off. “It’s alright.”
She digs her wallet out of her back pocket,
removes her ID, hands it to Eppie’'s father.

“Here.”

He snatches it out of her hand, brings
the ID close to his face, scrutinizes it. It
is a fake, but the best fake noney can buy.
Andrea has no worries that this backwoods cop

IS going to suspect anything.

“Northern girl, huh? You got sone
business in town? You got sone reason for
bei ng here? You get tired of fucking niggers
up north?”

“Misiting.”

“Misiting? Visiting who? The Euxi deos?
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You ain't no famly.”
“Hey! What’'s wth you?” asks Bl ake.

Bl ake has known this man all his life,
and knows what he is like. It’s no secret
t hat he becanme a deputy for the sol e purpose
of continuing to make life hell for those
whose |ives he’d nmade hell, back in high
school. He knows what that edge in his voice

means. That dead stare.

“| said back the fuck off, Bl ake. Me

and her. GCGot it?”

Bl ake backs off. Wat choi ce does he

have?

Andrea stares Eppie’ s father straight in

the eye. “I’m dive Euxideos’ fiancée.”

The world went silent. Every eye |left
the crunbled formof Juvenal and fixed itself
on Andrea. It was |ike a swell of fear and
| oat hi ng, pouring out of them falling upon
her. Eppie’s father’s face twisted, as if

he’d eaten a nout hful of roadkill.

“What kind of wonman would admt to a

thing |ike that?”

“Deputy, what’s going on here?” It was
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the sheriff.

As the deputy spoke, his eyes never |eft
Andrea’ s face. “You hear what she said

Sheriff? You hear what she is?”

The Sheriff eyes Andrea with open
di sgust. “I heard. But we’'re conducting an
i nvestigation here deputy, and |I think that’s
alittle nore inportant than whatever
probl enms you m ght have with this here

woman. ”

“I just don't like strangers in ny town.
Especially ones with connections to the

Euxi deos,” Eppi e’ s Father said.

Bl ake, knows better, and still can’'t
stop hinself. “Seens to nme you got your own

connection to the Euxi deos.”

Eppi e’ s father noves at Blake. “Is that

right? Your sheet clean, drink slinger?”

Now his eyes shift, |ike ball bearings
sliding through [ubricant. Eppie’ s father
fixes Blake with a look that tells himthat
soneday, sone |ate night, on sone dark enpty
back road, Blake will be standing over the

engi ne of his dead car and red light wll
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fill the world. Eppie’'s father wll then get
out of his patrol car and his hand will be on
a gun that isn't his service revolver.
Instead, it will be sone Saturday night
speci al he picked up from sone two-bit crook
and in the chanber will be a bullet with the

nane ‘Blake’, on it.

“That’s enough!” barks the Sheriff,
“You're creating a scene, Deputy! Gve the
woman back her ID and get this crowd

di spersed.”

Eppi e’ s Father doesn’t want to, but he

does. “Yes, sir.”

Eppi e’ s Father shoves the ID at Andrea.
Calmy and slowy, she takes it. Their
fingertips touch and she smles and bats her
eyes. The rage and hate that fills Eppie’s
father is so thick he can taste it. But there
is nothing he can do about it. Not right now.

But later...He turns and plows into the crowd.

“All right people, show s over. You

all seen dead beforel!”

Papa Catallus is |loaded into the

anbul ance. One of the attendants gl ances at
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Juvenal .

“You com ng?” his disinterest in
Juvenal s response is painfully evident. They
wat ch as Juvenal struggles to clinb into the
anbul ance. H's battered linbs protesting in
pain. They do nothing to hel p. He manages to
get in and slunps on a stool bolted to the
floor next to the gurney. He is |ost,
det ached. Nunb. The attendants slamthe doors
cl ose, go around to the cab, and the
anbul ance drives off. There is no need for

the siren.

The sheriff leans into his patrol car
and grabs the m crophone. He speaks, |istens
to the garble that comes out of the snal
speaker, acknow edges and hangs up. He turns,

eyes Andrea, and anbl es over.

“What are you doing in town, mss?” he
asks. His breath snells |ike stale coffee and

candy m nts.

“Like | told your deputy Sheriff, I’'m

visiting the famly,” Andrea said

“No | aw against that is there, Sheriff?”

Bl ake asks.
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The sheriff flicks his eyes at Bl ake.
“You got an interest here Bl ake?”

“Just saying..\We're..well, we're

friends.”

“Yeah? Well, you know what happens to

friends of the Euxideos don’'t you Bl ake?”

Andrea has had enough. “Look | don’t

know what's wong with you people...”

The Sheriff sputters, choking with anger
and bew | dernent, “What’s wong with us?
You' re the one engaged to that...Christ, is
there a word for what he is? You look |ike a
decent sort of woman. \Wat the hell could
attract you to sonething like Cdive

Euxi deos?”
“He’'s one hell of a dancer.”

The Sheriff | ooks about ready to bl ow a
gasket. If there weren’'t w tnesses, he m ght
just, mght mnd you, backhand her sni ppy
little Yankee nouth so hard her head woul d
nmeet her body in the m ddl e of next week. He
| eans in close, so close she can count the

pores on his nose.

“Get out of ny sight. And watch your
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step. | don’'t know what happened between you
and ny deputy. | know he didn’t get that

eye, opening the door. Knowi ng him he
deserved whatever he got. But you watch
yourself, girlie. 1 don’t put up wth no

shit. Ask Bl ake. He knows.”

The Sheriff returns to his car, grabbing
Eppie’'s father on the way, and they both

drive off.

Andrea watches them go. “Nothing like
sout hern hospitality.” She turns to Bl ake.
“Can you take ne back to the house? | better

| et them know what’s happened here.”

“Yes, ma’am” Bl ake takes off his
gl asses and rubs his eyes. “And | don’t do

that, you know.”
“Do what ?” Andrea asked.

“Wat er down the whiskey,” Bl ake replies.
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Waki ng Papa Catal | us

A week passed. The coroner exam ned and
finally rel eased the body of Papa Catall us.
The funeral hone powdered and airbrushed him
to perfection. A jazz band was hired straight
out of New Oleans to | ead the funeral

parade, and usher nourners to the wake.

“And where you getting the noney for al
this ponp and freaking circunstance?”

screaned Ni obe, drunk on funeral eve.

“It’s rainy day noney,” said
Clynenestra, “and could there be a day nore

filled with rain?”

Figuratively speaking of course. In
reality, the weather was as dry as Papa’s
bones woul d soon be. The air refused to nove,
stuck in place by dog breath humdity that
was | i ke breathing soup. At the head of the
procession, the jazz band, slowy and
solemly, |leads the way, playing a riff on
Jelly Roll Morton’s “Dead Man’s Blues”. A
bl ack, horse-drawn hearse follows, bearing
Papa Catal |l us, | ooking not a day over 107.

Behind him wal king, the famly in black
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deeper than any bl ack Andrea ha ever seen in
her life. Like fabric woven fromthe center
of mdnight. Behind themis a strange little
cluster of old nen. Papa Catallus’ posse.
“Cut-throat” card players and noonshi ne

dri nkers.

Andrea wal ks to the right of
Clynmenestra, at her insistence. She is
wearing a black gown that bel onged to N obe,
fifty pounds ago. It nolds itself to Andrea’s
curves and except for the veil that covers
her face |ike black spider web, she could
just as well be going to a swanky cocktai
party. The tough part is the heels, which she
hasn’t worn in a long tinme but has to admt,

t hey nmake her |egs | ook damm good.

“I"’mnot a nenber of the famly,” she

said, “I don’t feel | have a right.”

“You are famly,” said Cynenestra
“Maybe not by bl ood or marriage, but by
choice. And we don’'t often get to choose our

famly. Too bad.”
“1 don’t know.”

“I do. And | want you by ny side. It
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woul d make ne happy.”

They nove past the carnival, and the
wor kers stop what they are doing. Those that
wear hats renove them Al bow their heads as
if they had known Papa Catallus their entre
lives and could feel the void his death had
ripped in the fabric of the world. Somewhere,
behind the tents and stalls, an animal wails.

The sound is terrible indeed.

Qut si de the house of Euxideos, the jazz
band stops. A final note echoes briefly,
before fading to silence. The ushers, in
their thick black suits with | ong narrow
tails and spotless white gl oves, renove the
casket fromthe hearse and carry it up the
wal k and through the front door. The door is
framed with black silk so weightl ess, that
even in the absence of a breeze, it still
moves. It ripples as the ushers enter,
undul ating li ke a giant black nenbrane, |ike

a shadow al i ve.

Andrea hel ps Cynenestra up the stairs.
Ni obe hovers nearly, scowing. Juvenal holds
the armof Juvenia gingerly, as if she were

sonet hing he did not want to touch. Wth her
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hai r done up and pushed under a w de brim
hat, the only thing that distinguishes their
faces is the hint of rouge on Juvenia’'s
cheeks. Even then, you wouldn't be sure

wi thout | ooking to see that one was wearing a

suit, while the other was wearing a dress.

Last conme the old nen. They are figures
frozen in tinme, somehow detached fromthe
tintype they were enbedded in, conme back to
life for one last night of drink and
remenbrance and |ife. Andrea is not certain
she did not see sone of themin the Gvil Wr
phot ographs in the photo book she found in

t he vent.

I nside, every mrror and clock in the
house has been draped with the sanme bl ack

si | k.

In the ballroom there are |lotus flowers
and weaths of intertw ned vines, hacked from
the swanp. A table is laden with crayfish and
gunbo and po’ boys, beans and rice and an
assortnment of Creole finger foods. A very
tall black man wearing a grave expression and
an exceptionally tall steam pipe hat, stands

behind a portable bar, fixing drinks.



Williams - Twilight 206

Andrea watches the tall black man for a
long tinme, and not once does she see him

bl i nk.

Papa Catal | us has been propped in a
| arge, carved oak chair. The guest of honor,
there in spirit. Around him hanging fromthe
chair, charm bags and chi cken feet dipped in
purple paint. Candles that | ook to be made of
bl ue glass burn, throwng a rippling cloud of

light that snells of hot cinnanon and cl oves.

Juvenal appears at her side, drink in
hand, not his first of the day. Not his

second either.

“Hoodoo dat voodoo,” he says and | aughs,

but the laugh is distant and hol | ow
“What does that nean?” Andrea asked.

“Da voodoo,” says Juvenal and points to
t he charm bags and chicken feet. “Dat nojo

wor ki ng dere.”
“lI don’t get it.”

“Me neither. It’'s all voodoo to ne.” He

turns and abruptly and staggers off, singing.

“M st er Hoodoo, voodoo you think you

are, m ster hoodoo..”
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The jazz band set up on the stage. They
are playing what sounds like an Irish jig,
sl owed down by at least half. If used as the
soundtrack for a film depending on the
action, it could be either funny, or it could
be extrenely frightening. Andrea could
envision Jim Carey doing a pratfall, or

Hanni bal Lecter feasting on entrails.

Eppie is at her side, |ooking strange in
her flow ng black gown. A child straight out

of the Adamis Famly.

Andrea started to speak. “I renenber

when ny Grandfather died...”

Only it hadn’t been her grandfather. It
had been sone old man who lived with the
peopl e she was staying with one summer. She’d
pret ended he was her grandfather. He spent
his days sitting in his easy chair by the
wi ndow, wat ching golf and Canadi an
tel evision. She could not renmenber him
speaking a single word to her. One day he
wasn’t there. Sonebody told her that he had

di ed.

“I don’t want to talk right now

Andrea.” Eppie said.
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Andrea is surprised. “Ch. That’s al

right. 1.7

Eppi e was al ready novi ng away. She
appeared to flow rather than wal k, her
nmour ni ng gown maki ng a faint shushing sound
as it trailed along the floor, the wod so

hi ghly polished, it seened bottonl ess.

Andrea said, nore to herself than Eppi e,

“l understand.”
She didn't.

Juvenal, two drinks in hand, returns.
H's eyes swmin their sockets. They are
faintly yellow and runny. Unfocused. How nuch

has he had to drink already, today?

“You don’t have a drink,” he adnmoni shes
her. “This is a wake. You nust have a dri nk.
It’s a rule. Everybody knows that. It’s

witten sonewhere.”
“I don’t drink.”

Juvenal considers this. “That’s not
right,” he says and wanders off to ponder her

response.

She studies Papa Catallus’ face. Heat

and insects had left their mark, but the
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funeral home did a good job of masking the
damage. The decay had been nmade to | ook |ike
age spots, the insect marks nade to | ook |ike

ravages of tine, rather than mandi bl es.

The band | aunches into a nore upbeat
nunber but the sound is strange. It is like a
radi o broadcast fromthe past, |ike audio
signals derived fromnenory. They sound nore
like a scratchy old 78 record than a live

band.

“Didn’t he ranble....he ranbled, Ranbled al
around.... in and out of town. Didn't he
ranble....didn’'t he ranble, He ranbled till the
but cher cut hi m down.”

Now Ni obe was by her side, a tall gl ass
in her hand that was filled to the rimwth

sone clear liquid. No ice.

“Where did you neet hinP” N obe said,

| ooki ng at her grandfather and not Andrea.
“Who?” Andrea asked.

“Who. Wio do you think? M brother.

Where did you neet hin®”
“At a dance. In Chicago.”

“He never nentioned you to ne.”
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“Your not her knew about ne.”
“My not her knows everything.”

“Hs feet was in the market place..his head
was in the street..Lady pass him by,
said..l ook at the market neat. He grabbed her
pocket book..and said | w sh you well. She
pulled out a forty-five.said I’ m head of
personnel .”

Ni obe finally | ooked at her. “I stil

don’t know who you are. O what you're up
to. But thank you, for doing what you did.

For Eppie | nean.”
“What's the story there?”

“Stupid kid. That’s really all she was,
when he...seduced her. *‘Seduced her.’ How
utterly polite. Got her drunk, fucked her
like a rabbit, and knocked her up nore I|ike

it. ‘Course she was old enough. Just.”

“I'sn’t there anything you can do about

him..”

“Like what? He's the |law and we're...

we're what we are.”

“Does dive know?”
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“I't didn't start till Cive was gone.”
“Didn’t he ramble...i said he rambl ed, Ranbl ed al
around...in and out of town. Didn't he ranble...oh

didn't he ranble, He ranmbled till the butcher shot

hi m down”

“He slipped into the cat house..mde |ove to the
stabl e. Madam caught himcold..said I'lIl pay you
when | be able. Six nonths had passed ..and she
stood all she could stand..She said buddy when |I’'m
through with you. O e groundhog gonna be shakin

yo’ hand.”

“And didn’t he ranble...he ranmbled. Ranbl ed al
around...in and out of town. Ch didn't he
ranble...... he ranmbl ed. You know he ranbled...till

t he butcher...cut himdown.”

“You think Cive would really cone back here?”
asked Ni obe.

“You think dive would really go to Canada?” Andrea
count er ed.

“Everyone el se does.”

m not everyone el se.”
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“No. You sure aren't.”

“I said he ranbled..lord... till the butcher shot
hi m down..!

The song ended. The old nen | eaped to their feet
(so to speak),
and appl auded wi | dly.

“Nothing like a jazz funeral.” Said N obe.

“No, there sure isn't.” said Andrea.

Later. Music plays. People dance.
Al cohol goes down fast.

The sun was setting. Sonetime during the
festivities, Blake had arrived. He wore a
chocol ate brown suit that nmade him stand out
i ke the proverbial sore thunmb, like a turd

in a cistern of crystal clear water.

Sonmehow or other, he had joined up with
Papa’ s gang of old cronies. They had gat hered
near the body, drinks in hand, enpty bottles
at their feet. So many, you'd think all would
be on their backs snoring, but they just kept
knocki ng ‘em back |i ke so much soda water
and snoking roll yer owns that reeked of

bitter clove with an underbelly of sage.

“He was so cheap..” began one.
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“.that when he went to sleep at night he

tied a bag over his nouth,” finished another.
“And why did he do that?” Bl ake asked.

“So he wouldn’t | ose any breath while he

was asl eep!”

The old nen cackled wldly. Wasn't it
just the funniest damm thing you ever heard
in your whole damm life, wasn't it just

t hough?

Anot her piped in. “And he plugged up
his arsehole so he wouldn’t | ose wind on the

ot her end!”

More how s of aged | aughter. One hoisted
his drink without | osing a drop. “To

Catallus!” he call ed.

“To Catallus!” they roared, all hoisting
their cups, none spilling a single drop of

t he precious fluid.

They all poured back their whiskeys
w t hout hesitation. Al except for Bl ake, who
had to stop and gasp for air before managi ng
to finish. Another bottle appeared out of
nowhere, and everyone’s glass was full once

again. An attenpt is made to refill Bl ake’s,
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but he waves it off.

“You can’t stand on one leg,” said one

of the old nen.

“You' re falling behind, boy!” said

anot her.

“Can’t hold your |iquor Blake?” teased a
third, “Wat kind of bartender are you

anyway?”

“And you know,” said a fourth, “that
Catal l us was so cheap, he hated to throw out

t he bathwater after bathing in it!”
“Said to save it for soup!”

“He woul dn’t stake you the chance to

starve, if you asked himfor it!”

One old man sl aps Bl ake on the back.

“Ha! Staked! Steak! Starve!l Get it?”
Bl ake coughs. “I got it. | got it.”
“He gets it!” howl ed the old man.
Anot her drink is hoisted. “To Catallus!”
“To Catal lus!”

There are refills all around, and
everyone drinks. Bl ake al nost gags. The

group steps back as one.
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“He’s gonna | ose his supper boys!”
“No. |'m okay,” says Bl ake.

“You know, the last tinme old Catallus
had his hair cut, he also had a manicure.
And he took hair and nails honme in a bag with
him?”

“Hah! The ot her day, we was wal ki ng
down the road and a buzzard fl ew down and

made off with his lunch!”
“What happened?”

“He baw ed |i ke a baby! Then went to
the judge and tried to get the buzzard

subpoenaed!”
“To Catallus!”

“To Catallus!” Drinks are tossed back

and a new bottle appears to do refill duty.

“Dammati on, but that old stick was so

stingy he actually told nme he couldn’t afford

to speak!”
“To Catallus!”
“To Catallus!”

Bl ake dri nks, retches, and hurries

outside. The old nmen | augh and catcall.



Williams - Twilight 216

“These kids. Can’t hold their liquor to

hol l er.”
“Damm tel evisions what’'s doing it.”
“Tel evi si on?”

“That and that internet thingy.”



Williams - Twilight 217

On the Ver anda

Andrea, needing a breath of fresh air, found
Cl ynmenestra standi ng on the back porch. In
the distance - the underbelly of the night
sky shimmered with the setting sun. Andrea
joined her at the railing. In the darkness
that covered the field, clusters of fireflies

danced in stuttering chaos.
“How you hol di ng up?” Andrea said.

Cl ynmenestra takes her hand. “1’mfine,
nmy dear. Crazy old man was al ways wanderi ng.
G ow ng up, we never knew when he’ d be hone.
That ranbling song they played. That's al

about ny father.”

Andrea | ooks toward the hills and sees a
thin tendril of snoke rise black against the
red sky. “Hope that’s not your forest

starting to burn,”

Afirefly lands on the rail between them

wearing its spectral gl ow

“I wish they were sparks,” said
Clynenestra, referring to the firefly. “I
wi sh they would drift fromthe sky in nunbers

i ke the plague, and fill the forest and set
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it ablaze.”
There wasn’t anything to say to that.

“Can | get you a drink? Tea?” Andrea

sai d.

Clynmenestra lifted her hand as if to
swat the firefly. It darted away, and instead

Cl ynmenestra patted Andrea’ s hand softly.

“No darling. I'"'mfine. But, if you
coul d, please check on Eppie for nme. She

| oved her Papa.”
“Certainly.”

Andrea turned and went back in the
house. Clynenestra continued to stare at the
shifting hues of red as the sun set and the

ni ght cl osed in.

| f she had the power, if the fireflies
were like living enbers, she would fill her
fists with them and endure the burning of her
flesh to carry themto the forest, to throw
theminto the brush. If sonmehow she coul d
summon the lightning to strike, and nake
fl ames grow and cause the wind to rise, she
woul d hand Eppie to Andrea and tell her to

run as far and as fast as she coul d. Wen she
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was certain they were both gone, she would
call forth the flame to consunme Twilight in a

crimson hol ocaust that would do Hell proud.
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Lentils for the Dead

Eppie lay fetal, on her bed. Her eyes were
cl osed, her breathing slow and shallow. The
snmel |l of incense was strong here, far
stronger even, than in the ballroom Andrea
i nhal ed and could taste anise at the back of
her throat. She thought, ‘this can not be

good for the child.’

She opened the wi ndow wi t hout making a
sound. The rope and pull ey nmechanism as old
as it appeared, was surprisingly well
mai nt ai ned. A night chorus entered the room
A crackle of crickets sawing, the piercing
call of sone night bird, the stealthy

novenent of a predator.

Andrea stood over Eppie, her eyes taking
in the child s inpossibly delicate features,
and whi sper-fine hair, shining like threads
of black glass. Her eyelids were the col or of
a fading bruise, and a network of bl uish
veins pul sed slowy beneath her transl ucent

ski n.

How | ong Andrea stood there, she would

never be able to say, but the whole while,
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her eyes never left the child. She wanted to
burn the image of the child into her mnd. To
be able to conjure up that inmage on nights
that were cold and dark and | onely, beyond
despair. As Andrea turned to | eave, sonething

glittered on Eppie’ s cheek.
A single tear.

Andrea reached out and carefully touched
the tear. It flowed from Eppie’ s cheek to her
fingertip like a thing alive, seeking sone
new source of nourishnment. Eppie nurnured,
but otherw se did not stir. Andrea brought
the tear to her face. Her reflection wavered
over the curved surface. She brought the tear

to her lips and tasted salt and sorrow

Andrea noticed a corner of black
mat eri al protruding fromunder Eppie’s

pillow She carefully worked it out.

It was a doll that has been made to | ook
i ke Eppie’ s father, an assenbl age of the
m smat ched parts of other dolls. A body that
once bel onged to a Barbie who had cone too
close to an open flame. The right armtorn
froma G1. Joe. The legs were fabric, their

thighs stuffed into the Barbie’ s hip holes.
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The porcel ain head, freakishly small conpared
to the rest of the body, had its original
features scraped off, and an approxi mati on of
Eppie’'s father’s face painted on, using a
marker. A thick black “X’* had been sl ashed
across each eye. Andrea was inpressed by the
skill shown in the creation of the face. She
is not sure that Eppie could have drawn it.
Uneasy, Andrea carefully puts the doll back
and as silently as she entered, |eaves the

room

Juvenia was waiting for her at the top
of the stairs. Even out of the shadows she
appeared to be lurking, a future ghost

wai ting for death.

“Poppopj ubal sear,” Juvenia said. O

“Papa Jubel is here.”
Juveni a took Andrea by the hand.
“Who?” asked Andrea.

“Papa Catallus’ brother.” Juvenia said
slowy and clearly, as if speaking to an
idiot child. GCh, thought Andrea, you can

articul at e.

They descend the stairs and enter the



Williams - Twilight 223

bal | room The rest of the wake attendees

stood in tw lines, formng a path to the
body of Papa Catallus. Juvenia positioned
Andrea at the end of the right side |line,
then took her place at the end of the

opposite line.
Andr ea wondered: ‘Ckay, now what?’

The front door opened. An old man who
may have been born around the sane tinme as
God, entered. His face was |ike leather left
out in arainstorm then dried, badly. H's
eyes were clouded as if a spider had woven
exquisitely fine webs across them Yet his
vi sion was obviously uninpaired. He is slow
and stooped, and it takes himwhat seens |ike
hours to reach the ballroomentrance. Behind
hi m wal ked a Tall Black Man whose fl esh was
so dark it swallowed |ight, whose |inbs were
so long they seened to have extra joints. Ws
it the sanme Tall Black Man who had been
serving bar? Andrea thought it m ght be, but
wasn’t sure. The bar stood unattended, pushed

back against a far wall.

At the entrance, the Tall Black Man t ook

hol d of Papa Jubel’s armand | ead himto Papa



Williams - Twilight 224

Catal l us, then stepped aside. Papa Jubel
stood notionl ess, studying the body of his

br ot her.

The room was silent. The house that
surrounded them even nore so. Qut in the
wor |l d, the chorus of night had gone quiet as

if out of respect.
“A plate.” Papa Jubel said.

Hi s voice was |ike the final gust of
wi nd before the end of a storm A renenbrance

of power and fury.

The Tall Black Man wal ked to the buffet
table and retrieved a plate. He laid the
plate at the feet of Papa Catallus, in a
notion that rem nded Andrea of those nonster

cranes used to build skyscrapers.

Papa Jubel addressed his brother. “Dear
brother, | have cone many mles, through
strange |l ands, to see you one last tine. Yet
what | see before ne is but a poor, sad
menory of what you were oh brother. And
have cone too |late. You cannot hear nme now.
So alone, | nust speak to what remains of

you, this which was once your body, and
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expect no answer.”

Wth the help of the Tall Black Man,

Papa Jubel kneels.

He renmoved a handful of lentils fromhis
pocket and scattered them across the plate.
The sound was |ike heavy rain on a sheet

met al roof.

Clynmenestra filled her handkerchief with

SOrr ow.

“So | shall performthis ancient ritual
over your remains, weeping, this plate of
lentils for dead nmen to feast upon, wet with
my tears. Ch brother, here’'s ny greeting,
here’s ny hand forever wel com ng you, and |

forever sayi ng goodbye. .. goodbye.”

The Tall Black Man hel ped Papa Jubel to
his feet and without a word, they turned,
wal ked out of the ballroom wal ked out of the

house, and into the arnms of the night.

As if that was the cue they were waiting

for, everyone but the famly foll owed.

Juvenal was the first to speak, his
voi ce harsh with sorrow. “So. That's it.

Not hing I eft but the reading of the wll.
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That shoul dn’t take long.”

“That will be enough Juvenal ,” said

Cl ynenestr a.

Juvenal giggled. He was obviously very,
very drunk. “You made a funny G andnother. A

pun. A bon not. A.’

“Enough, you drunken fool!” hissed

Ni obe. “Don’t you ever know when to shut up?”

Juvenal arched his neck and | ooked down
his nose at his nother. “Yes. | am drunk.
And a fool. But | was one before | was the
ot her.” Wthout another word, he wal ked to
the bar and grabbed a bottle. It was enpty.

He peered into it, his face sad.

“Enpty,” he said, and staggered out of

the room

“Where are you goi ng Juvenal ?”

Cl ynmenestra call ed.

“To get drunker and nore foolish.”
Juvenal called back, and lurched into the
ni ght where, as if in greeting, the chorus

started up again.

“I better stop him before he hurts

hinself,” said Andrea, when it becane obvi ous
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nobody el se was goi ng to.

Ni obe snorted. “You can try,” she said,
and wal ked away in disgust. “Boy’ s as usel ess
as a glass eye. Tit on a bull. Dick on a

mul e.”

Cl ynmenestra pretended not to hear.
| nstead, she went quietly to her room where
for the rest of the night, she stared at a

phot ogr aph of her father.
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Euxi deos Fam |y Cenetery

Qutside the air was sticky, the chorus of
i nsects | ouder than Andrea had ever heard,
before. It was as if her skull had been

packed with crickets.

Bl ake was sl unped on the stairs, hunched
over, el bows on knees, head in hands,

noani ng.
“Make them shut up,” Bl ake npaned.

“You' re not nmuch of a drinker for a

bart ender.”

“So |'ve been told,” Blake said. He
bel ched softly, the taste sour, “Actually,

|’ m not nmuch of anything, really.”

Andrea ignored the comment and | ooked
about. Juvenal was nowhere in sight. “Did you

see which way Juvenal went?”

Bl ake tried to point wwth his chin,
noaned, and gestured vaguely with his hand,

toward t he road.
“That way,” Bl ake sai d.

“Thanks. Get sone sleep.” Andrea said,

and hurried after Juvenal.
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Bl ake wat ched her | eave the illum nation
cast by the house lights, and then watched

t he ni ght swal |l ow her.

Sure, worry about him |'mjust dying

here.

She heard Juvenal before she saw him
Hi s drunken shuffle over | oose stone obvi ous
enough to be fake, although she didn't

believe that it was.

“Hey Juvenal ,” called Andrea, “Were are

you goi ng?”

Juvenal stopped, turned, alnost fell,
but sonmehow managed to stay on his feet. He
had to think very hard before comng up with

an answer.

“I"’'mgoing into town to get a drink,” he
announced, carefully, “To honor ny

grandf ather’s nenory.”

“You go into town, and all you' re going
to get is another beating,” Andrea said, “not

much honor in that.”

Juvenal spat. “Ch, thank you. Thank you
for bringing that up. Thank you for

reinforcing ny masculinity. Thank you for
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rem nding me where | sit, in this matriarcha
universe | inhabit. Did || say matriarchal ?
| meant m serable. WMatriarchal, m serible,

what's the difference?”

“What you shoul d be doing is staying
here, wwth your famly. They need you.”
Andr ea cal cul ated her chances of w nning the
argunment. Juvenal’s nouth twi sted bitterly.
“They don’t need anything! Eppie has
Juveni a. Juvenia has Eppie. M nother has

her hatred. M grandnother has her ghosts.”
“And what do you have Juv?”’

Hi s body slunped. “I have nothing. |

have nobody.”

He staggered to her. The waves of
al cohol that radiated from his body, that
rode his every exhal ed breath, were strong
enough to drive her back, |ike a physical

bl ow.

Had she ever drank that nuch? Had she

ever been that drunk? Yes. She had.

“You nust have really | oved your

gr andf at her.”

Junvel nodded slowy and stared at the
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road. “He brought nme up. He protected ne. He
taught nme how to hunt and fish and trap.
Vell, he tried. | was never very good at any
of that sort of thing. I know | nust have

di sappoi nted himbut, he never let on that |
did. And he certainly never |loved ne |less for

my failings.”

Juvenal stopped. He | ooked at her and
his eyes were filled with tears. “Are you

really in love with hin®”
“I'n love with who?” Andrea asked.

“Wth divel W the hell are we
tal ki ng about ?” Juvenal shouted. He spun
around, eyes searching the bl ackness of space
above themas if the answer m ght be hi dden
there. “How can that be?” he demanded to
know. He brought his face back down | evel
with hers, but his eyes continued to roll in
their sockets. Wth effort, he got them under
control and fixed her with as steady a stare

as he could hol d.

“How can you |l ove hin? He s a nass
murderer. He kills people, nostly inreally
nasty ways. He is going to get caught. If

he lets themtake himalive, and | highly
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doubt he is going to let themdo that, then
he will spend the rest of his life in prison.
O maybe they will reverse the |ife w thout
parol e decision, and give himthat |etha

i njection they should have gi ven hi m when

t hey had the chance. You don’t stick a rabid
dog in a cage. You put it down. | nean, think
about it. You and Cive. Were' s the future
inthat? Were' s the basis for a long-term
rel ati onship? There ain’t no long termto

Cive.”

He seened to see Andrea’'s face for the
first tinme, and with sone surprise, said
“You' re very beautiful. What’'s that nick on

your |ip?”
“Shavi ng accident.” Andrea repli ed.
“Huh?”

“Look Juvenal ...you’'re very drunk. Let’s

just go hone and get sone sleep.”

“No, | don’t want to go hone. 1’1l make
you a deal. | won’t go into town if you conme
wth ne.”

“Conme with you, where?”

“Place | go when | want to think. Wen
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| want to be even nore alone than | usually

am ”

“That’ s pretty nelodramatic, Juvenal.

Who wites your material ?”

Juvenal | ooked hurt. Andrea softened.
“Sorry. Al right, but just for a bit. It’s

been a long day and I 'mtried.”

W t hout another word, Juvenal stunbled
pas her and started through the field.
Shaki ng her head, Andrea followed. The tal
dry grass crackled as they noved through it.
Ghats rose in clouds that buzzed around their
heads. Rather than go silent at their

passage, the night chorus grew | ouder still.

“Where are we going?” said Andrea and an
insect imediately flew into her nouth. She

spat .
“Journey’s end,” said Juvenal.

“Yeah, it better end soon.” Andrea dug

anot her insect out of her nose. “Christ.”

As they approached their destination, a
flickering light, lowto the ground, appeared
and vani shed. Near the tree line, tw stone

nmonoliths rose. An arch of wought iron with
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ends anchored at the tops of the nonoliths,
bore the name EUXIDECS. It was the famly

cenetery. The city of the dead.

Juvenal entered w thout hesitation.
Andrea reluctantly followed. Ceneteries were
not her favorite places. Al that hope of a
better world beyond, depressed her. She
didn't believe there was a better |life. She
bel i eved you died and you rotted. You fed the
mul titudes of insects that burrowed through
the Earth. You went fromtop of the food
chain to the bottom Your nenory faded from
t hose who survived, and once they died, so

did that fragnment of renenbered existence.

Movi ng t hrough the rows, Andrea wondered
how many generati ons of Euxi deos were buried
here. She couldn’t tell, but the nunber had
to stretch back through dozens of

gener ati ons.

“We don’t bury our dead in the ground,”
said Juvenal. “Round here, digging a six-foot
hole to bury the dead is folly. The hole’ll
fill tothe brimwth water before you' re
hal f way through. Hell, in the old days, when

they still used to try, a coffin would fl oat
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when placed in the grave, so they drilled

| arge holes into the bottons. It let the
water in, and forced the coffin to sink. |1’ve
heard tales of coffins floating through the
streets when the rains cane. So, that’s why
we bury our dead above ground. What’s that
song? ‘Bury ne in a shallow grave, so | can
feel the rain on ny face ?”

In the center stood a nonstrous
menorial, like a small cathedral, swathed in
shadow. Juvenal was |eading her toward it.
The ot her tonbs spread out fromthe nmenori al
laid out on a grid, form ng narrow wal kways
i ke spokes on a wheel. The cl oser they got,
the ol der the surroundi ng tonbs becane. They
were strewn with beads, voodoo relics and
graffito. Nearly every tonb had a smal
| antern that contained a pale, wavering
[ ight. Andrea wondered whose job it was to
keep themlit. On many of the markers, tine
and weat her had worn away the nanes and
dates, |eaving only bone white stone,
crunbling. The last |egible date Andrea could

make out, was 1832.

As they canme closer to the nonunent, the
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nore it | oonmed. \Woever the architect had
been, he was either a genius or a nadnan. The
lines of the nonunent were not straight, yet
appeared to be. O was it the other way
around? Li ke the house of the Euxideos, the
structure looked as if it were going to fall.
Andrea thought, ‘W are going to cone to the
foot of the nmonunment and it is going to
finally topple with age, crushing both of us
to death.” But |like the house, this too was

illusion.

“My office,” Juvenal gestured and

bowed.
“It’s...grotesque,” said Andrea.

At each corner, positioned north, south,
east, and west, stood the statue of a
di fferent woman, obviously carved by a
master. Each would be incredibly life-Iike,
even in the light of day, and were even nore
so, inthe dimillumnation and flickering

shadows of night.

A mar bl e bench was placed in front of
t he nonunent, positioned so that those who
sat, were offered an unobstructed view of the

interior. Juvenal sat. Then gestured for
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Andrea to do the sane.

Here, she could see into the center of
t he nonunent. Under the vaulted ceiling,
stood the huge marble statue of a stern
patriarch in Biblical garb. A man with the

face of Cive Euxideos.

“H eronynus Euxi deos,” Juvenal said,
“The founder of the proud |ineage to which
belong. And his four wves. Actually five.
He married one of them tw ce. Don't renmenber
whi ch. Maybe the one facing south. He lived
with two of “emat the sane tinme. | believe
he was married to the one facing north, and
she let the one facing east, live in the

carriage house. That’s gone now. Used to

stand behind the garden. | don’t renenber
their nanes, but he outlived themall. Now,
they all lay together again...noldering ...

juices intermngled...just like they did while

alive.”

It was an i nage Andrea woul d rat her not
have enbedded in her brain. “Lovely.” Her
voi ce was flat. She glanced at Juvenal, chin
buried deep in his chest. Sl eeping?

Suddenly, he jerked forward and vom ted.
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Andr ea shook her head and wal ked away to
gi ve himsone privacy. She | ooks around,
trying to avoid the gaze of the statue whose
stern features bore too close a resenbl ance
to dive for her liking. She notices a tonb
t hat appears to be new. Myving closer, she
saw that it was a mniature of the house,
surrounded by a wought iron fence. It was

the current famly’'s plot...waiting.

Cl oser still, she read the nanes carved
into the white stone, stone that caught the
lantern light and sparkled as if encrusted
wi th dianmonds. Cynenestra. Cive. Niobe.

Juvenal , Juveni a and another on the bottom..
Andrea squats and reads. Jocasta.
“My older sister.”

Juvenal is behind her. There is vomt on
his chin and his shirt is wet. Andrea tries
not to look at it. She would rather not know

what Juvenal had for dinner that day.

“Grand mama says it happened while dive
was wat ching her. She drowned in the
fountain. That’s why it’s drained. That's

when they stopped planting. Garden use to be
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beauti ful .”

A terrible thought crosses Andrea’s

mnd. “You don’t think Cive...”

Juvenal shakes his head violently.

“Cive don’t kill his own. | give himthat.”

(beat) “1 hope | never have to know what

it’s like to lose a child.”

Andrea runs her fingertips over the
name. “I never will,” she whispers to

hersel f.
She stands up. “We should go.”

Juvenal | ooks stricken. “Please... don't

go. Stay with ne. Sit a spell.”
“I"'msure the others are worried.”

“I"’msure they don’t even know we’'re

gone.”

Andrea sighs. “Just a bit longer. It’s
getting colder.” A wave of goosebunps rippled

over her skin.

They wal ked (Andrea wal ked, Juvenal
st aggered) back to the bench. WAas that the
sun com ng up? No. It was the noon, nonstrous

and full, ready to crash into the Earth as
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t hey wat ched.

“So, what do you do out here?” asked

Andrea, “Besides get creeped out?”
“l don’t get creeped out. | think.”
“Yeah? \What do you think about?”
“Life.”
“I'n general ?”
“Mne, in particular.”

Juvenal noved closer. Andrea tensed,
t hankful there was no breeze and that she was

not standi ng down w nd.

“Ni obe thinks you're a witer fromone
of those people nmagazines. O true crine.
O maybe sone reality program” He | aughed
bitterly. “Reality. Jesus. |If they only

knew. ”

Andrea sighed and rubbed her tenples.

“I"'mhere to wait for dive.”

Juvenal's face twisted with rage and
sorrow and hate and a ganmut of enotions
Andrea could not read. “Cive s never going
to come. They got cops everywhere. They got

roadbl ocks everywhere. They got helicopters
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circling. They got his face plastered all
over the newspapers and post offices,
everywhere. You know what? You know what ?
He’s hiding. He' s holed up sonewhere and the
noment he pokes his head out, soneone’s going
to blowit off. They're going to track him
down and when they find himthey re going to

shoot himdead |ike the rabid dog he is!”
Andrea got up. “l1’m going back.”

Juvenal grabbed her arm She pulled

free, balling her fists.

“Pl ease. | don’t have nuch. Never did,
never will. But | could do better, | know I
coul d. If | had a reason. | never had a

reason before. Never needed to do
anyt hing...never wanted to do anything. But

| could. | can. | will. If you' re there.”
“Juvenal ...” Andrea took a step back

He cut her off. “Everything happens for
a reason. You net Cive. You canme down here
to wait for him But really, you canme down
here for another reason. You cane down here
for me, because you're ny reason. You're

what | need to change ny life. You' re that
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part of nme that’'s been mssing for all these

years, that |last piece of the puzzle. You

fill the void inside ne.”
“Juvenal ...” Andrea war ned.
“I love you,” Juvenal cried, desperation

dripping from each word.

Andrea rolled her eyes. “You don't even
know ne. Look, let nme take you hone. You'll
go to bed, and go to sleep. Wen you wake
up, you' Il feel foolish, but all this wll

have passed, and been forgotten.”

Agai n Juvenal grabbed for her. This tine
he made the m stake of trying to kiss her.
She pulled her armfree while shoving him
away with her other hand. He staggered

backwar d.
“Juvenal. Stop it.”
He canme at her again
“Juvenal . Don’t.” she warned.

He refused to stop. H's eyes were
rolling in his head, as he rubbed his

crotch. H s erection was obvi ous.

Andr ea ki cked hi m between the | egs.
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Juvenal , scream ng, dropped to the ground,

clutching at his testicles, rolling and

vomting. Eventually, his stomach enptied, he

curled into a ball, trenbling and noani ng,

|l ost in a deep, alcohol haze wapped around a

core of pain. Andrea felt a pang of synpathy.
“I"msorry Juvenal .” She reached out to

touch him

Snarling he sat up and sl apped away her

hand. “Get away from ne, you fuckhol e!”

The word was |ike a physical blow
Andrea jerked and sonehow found the self-
control to sinply turn and wal k away. But the
urge, the al nost overpowering inpulse, was to
| aunch herself at Juvenal and pound his head
agai nst the granite steps of the nonunent,
again and again and again, until it cracked...
shattered...smashed open |ike an eggshell and
his brains spilled out in great abstract
gouts of black and red, |ike cranberries

bl ended wi th m dni ght.

Juvenal struggled to his knees, tears
stream ng down his face to blend with the
glistening snot that ran over his vomt-

slicked chin. “Wait! Conme back! [|’'msorry!
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Ch good Christ, I'’msorry!” he npaned as she

wal ked away.

When he could no | onger hear her
f oot steps noving through the dry weeds,
Juvenal pressed his face against the cool
earth. He closed his eyes and al nost
i mredi ately began to dream of worns ri sing
fromthe dirt, tiny nouths working to burrow

into his fl esh.
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Ni ght Cap wth N obe

Bl ake was crunbl ed on the porch,
shivering, and snoring |oudly. Andrea
consi dered waking him then decided not to.
She had managed to swall ow the better part of
the rage she felt toward Juvenal, but enough
was still surging through her body to make
her think better of. She did not want to have
to deal with another drunk. She was not sure
what she woul d do. Sonmebody m ght get
crippled. Sonebody m ght get dead. It would
be a shane if that sonebody ended up being a
nice guy |ike Blake, just because sone ot her

i di ot had pissed her off.

Andrea entered the house. The air was
still thick with the pungent odor of funera
i ncense. One of Papa Catallus’ cronies sat
slunped in a w cker chair, open nouth
reveal ing a random scattering of teeth, chest
rising and falling, his inhale a shril
whi sper, his exhale a phl egm cl ogged wheeze.
Gazing at the body of Papa Catallus had this

one visualized the shade of his own future?

Time passed. Standing in the vestibul e,

listening to the silence of the house, Andrea
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realized that she had never felt nore at

home, nore at peace, at any other tine in her

life. Despite the incident with Juvenal.

Despite the real reason she was here. There

was sonet hing inviting about the house...

sonething attractive about the famly of

Euxi deos...sonet hing conforting, despite al

t heir denons.
She felt |ike
She felt |ike

VWhat did that

she was?

She wi ped her
hand. It canme away
She was bone weary
entered the parlor
to Papa Catall us.

funeral hone woul d

famly.
she bel onged.

say about how screwed up

eyes with the back of her
wet. Tired. Just tired.
and needed to sl eep. She
to pay her |ast respects
In the norning, the

cone and take the body.

Eppi e was sleeping at his feet. She was

wearing only a thin nightgown that draped her

sl ender body |ike a shroud. As Andrea neared,

Eppi e shuddered and reached out, fingers

clawing at sonething in a dream She called

out a word Andrea did not recogni ze, and

246
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trenbl ed

Andrea knelt down and reached for Eppie.
Her hand canme away wet. It was urine. Andrea
gathered Eppie in her arns and |ifted her.

Eppie, still asleep, cried out again.

“I't’s all right baby,” whispered Andrea,

“I't’s all right. 1"mhere.”

She carried Eppie upstairs to the
bat hroom and sat her on the toilet while she
drew a bath. Hovering sonewhere between sl eep
and that first nonment of wakeful ness, the
child swayed as if drunk. Keeping a eye on
the water | evel, Andrea undressed Eppi e,
marvel i ng at the bl oodl ess skin, the delicate
limbs. She gently placed the child in the
tub. Eppie’'s eyes flickered briefly when her
feet first touched the water, but she

remai ned nore asl eep than awake.

Andrea cleaned her with a | arge yell ow
sponge, working gently, as she would a new
born or sonme incredibly fragile heirloom
Sonet hi ng that could never be replaced. One
wrong nove, one application of too much
pressure, and it would shatter into mllions

of pieces that could never again be gathered
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into a whol e of any val ue.

Fi ni shed, Andrea w apped Eppie in a
towel and carried the child to her bedroom
There, she found a warner ni ghtgown and
dressed her, and put her to bed. Eppie
si ghed, murnured sonething, and rolled onto
her side, snoring faintly. Standing over her,
tears cane to Andrea’ s eyes. She fought them

back, and went downstairs.

Andrea found N obe at the kitchen table.
Ni obe has a bottle of Jack Daniels in one
hand, a glass in the other. She is wearing a
ni ght gown bl eached to near transparency. That
she wears nothing underneath is blatantly

obvi ous. Andrea maintai ns eye contact.

Ni obe eyes Andrea up and down. “What are

you doi ng up?”
“Ni ght mares” says Andrea.

“Lot of that around here,” says N obe,,
pouring herself a drink. \Wiskey neat into a
plastic tunbler. There were silver flecks
like finely chopped tinsel in the tunbler and
they drifted in the fluid as the tunbler

moved.
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“You |like to fuck?” N obe wonder ed.

“l can honestly say, no woman has ever
asked ne that question before,” Andrea

replied wyly.

Ni obe snorted. “lI ain’'t gay. Not saying

| don’t like wonen, but | |ike nen, too.”

“I wasn’t inplying anything,” Andrea

sai d.

Ni obe scratched her forehead. A rain of

tiny flakes drifted past her eye. “So0?”

Andrea | eaned agai nst the counter.

“Yeah, | like it.”
“When’ d you lose it?” N obe asked.
Andrea rai sed an eyebrow.
“We're getting mghty personal here.”

“l don’t have a problemwth that, do
you?” Ni obe took a | arge swallow of her

dri nk.

“l guess not,” Andrea shrugged. “l was

si xteen. He was fourteen.”

Ni obe nodded, as if that was what she
t hought had happened. “Ah. Younger man.”

Ni obe sai d.

249
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“Yeah.” Andrea said.

“Thi ng about younger is, they can get it

up nore than once a night.”

“Yeah, but they cone faster too.
Usually, too fast. O der nen, sone ol der nen,
t hose who' ve had sone training, |ast

| onger.”
“It’s a trade off. You want a drink?”

“Sure. | prefer older. They know nore.
Know what wor ks and what doesn’t. Sone of
t hem do, any ways. Those who took the tine to

listen and learn.”

“l don’t know. Younger nen. | like to
show t hem what to do. Show them what | |ike.
Where’' d it happen? lIce?” N obe reached an arm

back to the fridge.
“No ice.” Andrea said.

Andr ea t hought back. How many years had
it been? Too many. Who had she been staying
with then? A relative? Sonme foster famly?
She couldn’t renenber. But she coul d renmenber
his face. The image was a clear as a spring

nor ni ng.

“I'n a basenent. | was ski pping school.
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He was with two of his friends, and they

wanted nme. But | picked him”
“Good. Ice ruins a drink. Wy hinP”

“He was...quiet. He wasn’t |ike the other
two, like sonme dog in heat that woul dn't stop
sniffing. And he had great eyes. Real deep

bl ue.”
“Any good?”
“It was fast.”

Ni obe handed Andrea her drink. “Yeah the
first tinme should be good, but it seens |ike
it never is, |least according to the stories
| " ve heard, and of course, personal

experience. Did you ever do him agai n?”

Andrea | ooked into her drink. Swirled it
gently. “He noved. | saw hi magain, years

|ater. W tal ked, but nothi ng happened.”

Ni obe funbled a cigarette out of a pack.

“Did you want sonething to happen?”

“I wouldn’t have mnded. He still had

those eyes.” Andrea said regretfully.

And she was | ooking into them Only,

they weren't the eyes she thought she
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remenbered. They were pale. They were
Clive’s.
“What's the best you ever had?” Ni obe

asked.

Andrea answered wi thout hesitation.

“Your brother.”

Ni obe nade a face and squinted at
Andrea. “Bullshit. Really? No. Don't tell ne.

Yuck.”

“Yeah. He..he's...Most guys, all guys,
even the ones that know what they’ re doing,
ultimately they’'re in it for thenselves, no
pun i ntended. Getting off, that’'s the goal.
But Cdive...he didn’t care if he got off or
not. He was focused on nme, on ny needs, on ny
feelings. On making sure that | got mne.”

Andrea smled. “Again and again and again..

Ni obe’s face twisted with di sgust as she
waved her hands. “All right, | get the

picture. Not that |I want it.”
Andr ea | aughed.

Ni obe contenpl ated her near enpty

tumbler. “l need to find a man |like that.”

Andrea stared out the wi ndow. The world
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beyond the glass was pitch black. Al she saw
was her reflection, half a ghost etched in

t he night, |ooking back at her. The sane
ghost that had watched her on the train. Yet

not the sane.
“There are no other nen like that.”

She finished her drink. Ni obe waved the

bottl e at her.
“ Anot her ?”

“Never been known to turn down a second

date with M. Daniels.”

“Yeah, Jack is the man. Strong and
brown, burns all the way down and warns you

up sonething fierce.”
“Now, why can’t all nen be like that.”
“Yeah.”

Andrea hands Ni obe her gl ass. Ni obe

pours to the rim
“That’s one serious drink.” Andrea said.
“Can’t dance wth one |l eg.” N obe said.
“Or kick ass.”

“Good point. At least | think it is.

Sounds good with a buzz on, at any rate.”
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Ni obe |ifts her glass. Some slops over
the rim spilling on her wist and the fl oor.
She doesn’t notice or el se she doesn't care.

She is already |ong drunk. “Cheers.”

“Back at you.” Andrea drinks half of the

gl ass.

Ni obe wat ches appreciatively. *“You ve
done this before. Wit a mnute, | thought

you said you didn’t drink?”
“I lied.”

“Yeah?” Again, N obe eyes Andrea up and

down. “Wiat el se you |ying about?”
“Less than you probably think.”
“Who are you?”
“I"ve already told you who I am”

“lI know what you told ne, told us, but

who are you, really?”

Andr ea | ooks out the w ndow pretending

interest in the night sky. N obe sighed.

“You like Eppie.” It is a statenment, not

a question.

“She’'s a beautiful child. There's a lot

of pain in her life.” Andrea watches the
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gol den whirl pool in her glass, as she gently

swirls her drink.
“I'n all our lives.”

Andrea shook her head. “Adults can take
care of thenselves, or should be able to.
Children are different. They don’'t ask to be
brought into this world, they just ask to be
|l oved. And love is what they should be

given. Not pain. Not hate. Not violence.”

Ni obe snorts. Finishes her drink.
Reaches for the bottle and ni sses. She tries

agai n. Success.

“And where did you say you were fronf
Maybe you better sprinkle sonme fairy dust on
yourself and fly back. *Cause wherever
you're from it ain't here. Cause here’s

where the trolls live.”
“What is that supposed to nean?”

Now Ni obe stares out the w ndow,

focusi ng on sonething beyond t he darkness.

“When | was Eppie’ s age, | was afraid of
dark places. ‘Course, all children are, but
| was particularly afraid of the dark pl aces

between the light places. | called those the
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i n-between places. The places where the
trolls lived. Wen | got older, | started

readi ng up on quant um physics.”

Andr ea | ooked surprised. Sonehow she
didn’t see N obe as the academ c type. N obe

caught it.

“Why that |ook? | may be southern, but
| ain’t stupid. You know, black holes are
menories of stars? Stars that have died and
been sucked down by gravity? And in the
center of that hole is the vani shing point,
the pl ace where everything we know ceases to
make sense and cones to an end. Twlight is
like that. 1t’s both an in-between place and
a vanishing point. 1It’s where everything
cones to an end. And there’'s no escaping it.

And its full of fucking trolls.”

Andrea holds out her glass. Niobe fills

it. “I guess I'mfromthere too.”

Ni obe tips her drink fromside to side.

“I want hi mdead.”
“Do you?”

“He destroyed this famly. W had a

name once...noney.respect. Now, we have
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shit. M nother...what you see is a ghost, a
specter. Nothing |like what she used to be.
He drained her, like a god dam vanpire,
sucked the life right out of her. People used
to get out of our way. Now they spit. They
used to say “Yes, Ms. Euxideos”. Now they
sneer. ‘Look at that bitch, sister of that
fucking lunatic. Wole famly is as crazy as
shit house rats. Wiole famly in the sane
bed, fucking like rabid mnks. Whole famly
ought to be run out of town..nurdered in
their beds. Even the little one, before she
turns, before she picks up a razor and does

like Cdive do’'. Fuck.”

Ni obe drains her drink and pours
another. “I want himdead. | want to see him
bleed. And if you' re not here to do it, then

I will.”
“Cthers have tried.”

Ni obe’ s el bow rested on the table. She
had a | arge steak knife in her hand, the tip

inches from Andrea, who stared at it calnly.

“You should put that away before soneone

gets hurt.”
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“Oh soneone’s going to get hurt, that’s

for sure. Soneone’s going to die!”
“Can | finish ny drink first?”

Ni obe puts the knife down, then. *“I

wasn’t tal king about you.”
“I know.”

“Eppie’s the one | worry about. Wat is
all this doing to her? W can’'t send her to
school anynore with the kids tornenting her,
and the teachers ain't no better. She’'s got
no friends. And that nother of hers. She's
nmy daughter, but Christ...she’s worthl ess as
cat snot. And that rat bastard father..

Ni obe picks up the bottle and heads for the

door. “I’mgoing for a walk.”
“Need conpany?”

Ni obe considers the offer. “Tell ne who

you are.”

“I"’'mnot a reporter. | can tell you

that.”
“You ain’t his fiancée either.”
“We have danced.”

“Real | y?”
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“Real ly.”

Ni obe ponders the contents of her gl ass

once nore.
Andrea waits

When N obe | ooks up again, there are
tears in her eyes. “l got to go and visit
sonme old relatives. | guess |I'd rather do it

al one. But thanks for the offer.”
“Ckay,” said Andrea
“You need a top off before | go?”
“l” m good.”

Ni obe | eaves, stunbling out into the

dar kness.

Andrea starts to finish her drink
Stops. Eyes it. It calls to her. But no,
that is not the siren’s song of the al cohol,
the al cohol is only the curtain behind which
the real singer sings. The netal waits behind
the mask. Drink, drink and when you have
drunk enough, pull back the curtain to reveal
the prize behind. See how the prize shines?
See the way it catches the light? Isn't it
beautiful? Isn’t it what you want? Can’t you

feel it? The thin sharp edge agai nst that
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thin soft surface of flesh? Pick it up. o
ahead. Don’t be shy. Don't be afraid. W are,
after all, old friends, are we not? Wl
acquai nted. Very, very well acquainted. You
know you want to. You know how good it feels.
How good that first cut. How good that

r el ease.

Andrea pours the drink down the drain
and | eaves the kitchen, turning out the

li ght .
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ANDREA" S ROOM

Clive Euxideos noves through Andrea

Cobbl estone District room Fragnments of

yel l ow streetlight peek through the blinds.
It is not much, but it is all he needs, for
Cive's night vision is like that of a cat’s.
He sees the world quite literally, in shades
of gray, as he has an extrenely rare form of

col or blindness known as naskun or

achr omat opsi a.

From down the hall he can just make out
Patsy Cline’'s “Strange”. O is it a random

bit of old nmenory?

Clive stops. He inhales slowy and
deeply, drawing the lingering essence of
Andrea into his nostrils. He snells the
shanpoo she washed her hair with. The |otion
she anointed her flesh with. The deodor ant
she glides over her arnpits. The | acquer she
uses to pretty her toenails. It is a heady

brew and it nakes himthrob with desire.

He wal ks to the bookcase and runs his
fingers over the titles: philosophy, nedieval

hi story, Asian erotic art. Mst, he has read
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himsel f. He would |like to discuss themwth
her, when they neet again. And they will. But

will there be tinme?

He continues to nove about the room
stroking this, touching that, circling to the
bed. When he gets to the bed, he reaches
towards it as if noving in slow notion,
teasing hinself, building anticipation until
t he point of contact. When his fingertips
touch the sheet, it’'s as if sone strange new
electricity leaps fromfabric to flesh and
runs up his armto his brain. H's eyes gl aze
and his nouth opens. The sheet wears her
essence |like a ghost, and he is grateful that
she had not washed it before |eaving,
grateful that she had not washed it in sone

tine.

Clive gathers the sheet in his nmassive
hands and brings the cool, worn, Andrea-
saturated fabric to his face, inhaling wwth a
dying man’s | ast desperate gasp. There is
much, there. The col d-hot sweat of waking
fromnightmares too horrid to tell. The salty
sweat of days and nights too hot to nove. The

wet throb of nmsturbation.



Williams - Twilight 263

Fl ash.
Wllie' s Wet Wi stle.

Cive and Andrea dance. The bartender
w pes a gl ass and wat ches them and then the
cl ock. Patsy Cine on the jukebox. “She's
Got You”. Andrea drunkenly mangl es the
words. Normally, that would enrage dive, but
sonehow, for sone reason, when this wonman
does it, it does not chaff. It is al nost
endearing, like a very young child who has
only recently learned to talk, attenpting to

sing a song they have not quite | earned.
“You |ike Patsy?” he asks.

She manages to lift her head off his
chest and | ooks at himw th unfocused eyes
and he sees such sorrow, such overwhel m ng
pai n behind those eyes that it forns an ache
in his heart. What have these eyes seen? \Wat

has this wonan endur ed?

“How can anyone not |ike Patsy O ine?
You have to be an asshole not to |ike Patsy
Cline.” Her frown turns to a smle. “Your
terpsichorean abilities are nothing short of

wonder ful .”
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Clive smles. “Thank you. You're quite

a dancer yourself.”

Andrea’s surprise is obvious. “You know
what terpsichorean neans. | like that. |

i ke you.”

Andrea sinks her face onto Cive's chest
and begi ns once again, to mangle the words to
the song. dive pulls her closer. He |ikes
the feel of this woman. There is the fem nine
softness that all wonmen shoul d have, but
al so, just below the surface, there is tight
muscl e and even deeper. there is an inner
strength that is like a core of steel. This
woman is a survivor. This woman has survived
much. At the sane tine, he feels in her
bones, a world-weariness, a sense that she is
tired of struggling, tried of waking up
scream ng, tired of constant disappointnent.
A fighter who is tired of fighting. It is
confusing, and he is not sure that what he
had pl anned on doing to her, is what he wll

do.
The jukebox shuts off m d-tune.

Andrea continues to sing. Cive turns

his attention to the bartender, |ike a snake
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casual ly aware of new prey. Their eyes neet.
The bartender is big, but not as big as
Clive. The bartender thinks, at this nonent
intinme, that he could possibly take Cdive,
certain he could with the baseball bat hiding
behind the bar in hand. He is conpletely

wWr ong.

“Last call’s over and done. W're

cl osed.”

Clive stares at the bartender. He
stares for a very long tine. He sees the
bartender’s brain turning, eyes flicking
qui ckly to under the bar, to the basebal

bat. Cal cul ati ng.

He nakes the right decision. “Ckay,
finish your song. There’'s |aws, you know. |
got to close, when | got to close, you know.

Lose ny license..!

The bartender nunbles to hinmself as he
snaps a switch and Patsy Cline warbles up to
speed. The song plays. dive and Andrea

finish their dance.
Fast forward through the end of the song.

Andrea staggers out of the bar. dive,
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sober, behind her. Andrea alnost falls.

Clive grabs her, but she pulls away.
“l can stand on ny own...”

She falls against a car. Laughs. dive
tilts his head to one side, watching her |ike
an inquistive dog. Andrea is staring down at
her feet. One of her shoes is mssing. Dd
she lose it while dancing? Cive doesn't

know.

“Man, | ain't been this drunk since...”
She alnost falls forward, rights herself,
falls back against the car. “...yesterday.”
Andrea renenbers Cive. “Hey. You. \ere

you wanna go? Wat you wanna do?”

Clive makes his decision. “I’ve enjoyed
our evening i mensely, but | think you should

go hone. It’'s late.”

Andrea sneers. It twsts her lip and
Clive resists the urge to reach out and tw st
it back the way it was. He fears he would
tw st too hard. He fears he would tw st her

lip off her face.

“Late?” Andrea nearly chokes on the

word, “ My ass is late. It’s early.
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It’s...” Andrea |ooks at her wist. There use
to be a watch there. She is certain of it.
She eyes the position of the stars, realizes
the time. “Oh,” she said, “so that’s why we

got kicked out.”

The bar lights go out. The parking | ot
i ght goes out. In the darkness, Andrea
noves closer to Cive. “You got a place?” she

asks.

He inhales and tastes her scent. It |ays
on the back of his throat and di ssol ves

slowy. “1 think you should go hone.”
“I"'mtoo drunk to drive.”
Clive smles, “I don't have a car.”

Andrea di gs her keys out of her pocket
and half hands, half throws themat dive.
Hi s arm shoots out |ike a cobra striking,

gr abbi ng the keys.
“Take nme hone?” Andrea asks.

Clive considers this. He noves the keys
about in his hand. A car key. A door key. A
| ocker key. A sinple netal ring. No fobs. No
pi ctures. No supermarket or video store bar-

coded bits of plastic. Function, and nothing
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but .

“1I"1l take you hone.” Cive said.

Andrea tries to stand and starts to
fall. dive catches her, and pulls her close.

In a notion so quick it takes him by surprise
and Clive is never taken by surprise, Andrea
ki sses him She steps back, and appears
stunned as she touches her lips, as if there
were sonet hing on them sonething sweet and

wonder f ul .

“Damm. You got the softest lips. Like

butterfly w ngs.”

Clive helps Andrea into her roomand to
her bed. It is not the Cobbl estone room but
anot her, not as nice. The last drink has
ki cked in. He nore carries her, than she
wal ks. At the foot of the bed she throws her
arnms around his neck and once again he is
surprised at how quickly she can nove, even
shit-faced drunk, and he wonders how qui ckly
she could nove if fully sober and anger ed.

That, he thinks, would be sonething to see.

She says sonething that sounds |ike

“what sha gonna dot ony bababoy” but is
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supposed to be “Wiat are you going to do to

me you bad, bad boy?”

Cive kisses her forehead and strokes

her hair. “Shhhh.”

He carefully renpbves Andrea’ s jacket,
then | ays her down, renoving her boots and

socks, smling at her painted toes.

Andrea begins to snore gently. Cive
carefully renoves her pants and bl ouse. He
stands for a very long tinme, carefully
studyi ng the scars her body wears. He knows
what they are and what they represent, and
the smal|l ache that she placed in his heart,

gr ows.

He folds the garnments neatly and pl aces
them on her dresser. He | ooks around the
room It’s not much, but it is neat and
clean. He notices that there are no mrrors

or artwork. But there are stacks of books.

Andrea murmurs, and Cive noves to the
foot of the bed. Again, he watches her. She
continues to murnur. The words
unintelligible, but the tone and pitch

suggesting anger, fear, disgust, and hatred.
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He wonders what visions play across her m nd.
They cannot be pleasant. He notices a vial on
the nightstand and picks it up. It is

medi cation for a neurol ogical disorder.

Sel dom fatal of itself, he knows, but those
afflicted often end up with no control over
their bodies. Their thoughts becone

di sconnected, junbled, clarity fragnented by
i ncreasing |levels of denentia. Synptons
simlar to Al zheiner’s di sease. The drinking
will only make it worse. Doesn’t she know
that? He knows she does. Saddened, he turns
to |l eave. Makes his way silently across the

room Hi s hand touches the doorknob.
“Please. Don’'t go. Don't |eave ne.”

He turns back. Andrea is sitting up.
Reaching for him “You need to sleep”, dive
jerks his chin at the vial, “And you

shoul dn’t drink while taking those.”

“Pl ease,” she says, “l don’t want to

wake up al one.”

Clive studies her face, and cones to a
decision. He turns off the |ight before
undressi ng. Naked, he slides into Andrea’s

bed and begins to trace the scars that track



Williams - Twilight 271

her body. “There’s been so much sadness in

your life. So nuch pain. | can help.”

They are both naked, now. Cive gently
caresses Andrea’ s nipples. They are pale
pi nk, al nost bl oodl ess, and still instantly

har d.
“So beautiful.”
He kisses her stomach.
“So beautiful.”
Her inner thighs. Trails like a razor.
“So beautiful.”
Lower .

Andrea grasps the bedpost, twi sts, cries

out in pleasure.

Cive waps his hands around Andrea’s
throat. Time to take away the pain. Tine to
make it all go away. It is the |east he can

do for this beautiful, tragic woman.
A gun expl odes.

Clive jerks into the present. He let’s
go of the sheets and they drift onto Andrea’s
bed Ii ke a ghost consuned by sunlight. He

touches his side where Andrea’s bull et gouged
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the flesh. The raised ridge of scar tissue

feels |ike her.

From the nightstand he picks up a
notepad. He runs his fingers over the top
sheet of paper, feeling the indent. He tears
off the sheet and holds it up to the w ndow.

There is a single word:

“Twilight.’
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Tomat o Soup
Andrea, Eight Years Ad

..and the foster parent, the guardi an person,
t he not her who wasn’t her nother, would

shri ek...
“Eat it while it’s hot!”

.that daily bowl of tomato soup, five cans
for a dollar, six when on sale, like a

caul dron of bl ood bubbling and steam ng, and
if she didn't take a spoonful then and there,
if she didn't endure that searing pain across
her tongue, she m ght wear that bow of soup.
That bow of soup mght just get tossed in
her face, into her eyes, and she’ d go blind.
And then what would the foster nother, the
not her who wasn’t her nother, do to her? So
she ate it, and endured the pain wth tears
runni ng down her cheeks, her little body
gquaking with fear. And the foster nother, the
nmot her who WAS NOT HER MOTHER, sm|ing and
noddi ng and sayi ng over and over, ‘isn’'t that

good, isn’'t that good soup, isn't it good..’
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Dream of Broken Dol |s
Andrea sl eeps. And dreans.

She wanders through a house that is
sonetimes the house of Euxi deos, and
sonetinmes the house of her father, and
sonetinmes an inpossible fusion of all the
pl aces she had ever lived in her life, the
proj ect housing and no-tell notels and single
roons wwth the bathroomup the hall and to
your right. She can hear rats scurry and
roaches chitter. She can snell the pungent

odor of bug spray and urine.

She is wapped in a gauze-like fabric
that is nearly translucent. Her body is
naked, underneath. This bothers her.and yet

it does not.

The wal ls are cracked. The cracks are
deep and dark, and al though she cannot see
into their darkness, she knows there are
things noving in that darkness...things it is
best she does not see, things she does not
want to think about, things that, it would be

better, never suspect she can see them

Papers are bl own across her path by a
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phantom wi nd. They are old and brown, and
crackl e li ke dead | eaves. They are scraw ed
wi th words of passion. Voices read the words

in lusty whispers.

She enters a bedroomthat is Cive's
bedroom..that is the bedroom her father raped
her in...that is her roomin the flophouse.
She opens a huge wi ndow barely contai ned by
the wall that supports it, revealing a
| andscape that goes on forever, under a sky
the color of solder. Dark clouds form and

i ghtning flashes.

The scent of ozone |aces the still,
brittle air...air upon which the sun beat,
hammering at it like liquid gold. Far in the
di stance, the flat |and clashed with a dark
mrror imge of thunderheads. Lightning

strobes within that darkness.

Andrea turns fromthe wi ndow and she is

in achilds room

A broken china doll with a cracked face
stares at her, with its one remaining
eyeball. Flane dances over the surface of

the eye like red tears.
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She turns and finds herself in the
center of the room surrounded by broken
dolls, many with pins sticking out of them

and many with their |ips sewn shut.

She picks one up and it is Eppie’ s doll ...
it is the doll she found in the neighbor’s
garbage...it is the doll she hit her father
wth...it is her father’s body with his face

turned one way and his body turned the other.

A broken child s doll. No. Achild s
broken doll. There was a difference. A crack
ran across the face, across an eye socket
enpty and filled with darkness. The
remai ni ng gl ass eye gazed unseei ng, at
nothing. The linbs of the dolls | ooked as if
soneone had tried to pull themout of their
potbellied torsos. There was sonething
bitter and viol ent about the image that
caused the taste of netal to flood the back

of her nouth.

Andrea turns and Eppie, doll-Ilike and
broken, is floating in md-air in front of
her. She stifles a cry and reaches for
Eppi e. Wien her hand touches Eppie’'s, there

is the sizzle of flesh burning and the snell
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of phosphorus.

Andrea jolts awake. The sound of a

rifle fades into the di stance.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, the
house silent around her, she felt as if she
were still locked in that dream Taunted by
feelings of dom nation and forced
acqui escence. Inmages flee into the darkness
of lost nenory as she tries to recal

speci fics.

Andrea isn’'t sure if the noise was part
of the dream or heat thunder, or what. She
goes to the wi ndow and | ooks out at the early

nmor ni ng. And hears another rifle shot.
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Andrea and Eppie Go Crawdaddi n’

Andrea stared out the w ndow, watching the
sky lightened with the rise of the sun,
watching the field give birth to birds and

i nsects. Sonet hing, she wasn’t sure what,
scurried across the road and vani shed into a

hole. A floorboard creaks and she turns.

Eppi e, dressed, was peeking into her

room
“Good norning,” Andrea said.

Eppi e entered and sat on the bed. The
mattress barely gave, so slight was the

child s presence. Were her bones hol | ow?

Toget her they | ooked at the world

out si de the w ndow.
“You're the only one up,” Eppie said.
“I's that so?” Andrea sm | ed.
“I't’'s very early.”
“I's it now? Wy are you awake then?”

Eppi €' s eyes got bigger. Andrea woul dn’t

have believed it possible.
“l”m going crawdaddin’.”

“Crawdaddi n? Wat's that?”
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Eppie tilted her head, as if Andrea, not
havi ng heard of crawdaddin’, was just the
strangest thing. “Ain’t you never hear of

crawdaddi n’ ?”

“l don’t think so.” Andrea said,
“Suppose you tell ne what crawdaddin’ is,

that you got to get up so early for it?”

“That’s easy. You got’s to get up early

to gets the craw dads.”

Eppi e giggled hysterically. It was the
first tinme Andrea had heard the child |augh
The sound was sonet hi ng she could only
descri be as happy crystal, |like a beautiful
clear chinme of joyous enotion. She wanted to
hear that sound agai n. She thought of jokes
she mght tell, of funny faces she m ght

make, of stories with happy endings.

Eppi e | eaned forward. “You want to go

wth me?”
Andrea sm | ed agai n.
“I would love to go with you.”

Andrea heard the stream before she saw
it. The sound was a gentle nurnur that ebbed

and fl owed, that bubbl ed and hushed. The wal k
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t ook | onger than she thought it would, and
she wondered if the rest of the famly knew
t hat Eppie canme here, and if they knew how

far fromthe house it was.

“Al nost there,” chirped Eppie, *alnost

t here.”

They stopped at the edge of the rocky
sl ope. The water caught the sun when it
peeked out from between clunps of cloud and
tore it into a nosaic of golden |ight that

shi mmered and teased.
“It's beautiful,” said Andrea.

Eppi e slipped her hand into Andrea s and
| ead her down the slope to the edge of the
stream She was carrying a plastic pail in
her other hand. The water noved slowy near
the streami s edges, but progressively faster
toward its center. It was not w de, but
al t hough they could see the bottom near the
edges, the center was bl ack. Wterbugs noved
frantically on the surface. Eppie carefully
surveyed the waters, |ooking here, then

t here.

“So,” said Andrea, “how exactly do we go
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about doing this crawdaddin’ thing?”

“Just watch ne,” said Eppie. She sat
down and renoved her shoes, then rolled up

her pants. Andrea wat ched.

“Cotta take your shoes off first.” Eppie

sai d.

Andrea slipped off her shoes. Eppie eyed
Andrea’ s toes, then gave Andrea a sideways

gl ance. “Those sure are sone pretty toes.”
“Thank you,” said Andrea.

Eppi e entered the water. Andrea
foll owed. The nonent her feet touched the

wat er she yelped. “It’s freezing!”

Eppi e nodded. “Clive says the water
cones straight up out of the ground, mles
away. That’s why its so cold. He was gonna

show ne, but we never got around to it.”

Enmotion caught in the child s throat.
She turned her attention to the water and
began noving slowy through it, staring

intently.

“Cones right out of the Antarctic from

the feel of it,” muttered Andrea.
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“You'll get used to it.”
“Catch a damm pneunonia first.”

Eppi e gave Andrea the big eyes. “You

want to do this or not?” she demanded.
“I"’'mcomng, |"mcomng.” Andrea sighed.

W ncing every step of the way, and
wonderi ng how Eppi e coul d be so nonchal ant
about the cold, Andrea worked her way through

the water to stand next to Eppie.
“Now what ?”

“You gotta find a good rock.” Eppie

pr onounced.
“A good rock?”
Eppi e pointed. “Like that one.”

She waded to a | arge, saucer-shaped rock
and squatted next to it, eyes narrowed,
| ooki ng for sonething. Her feet had stirred
up the silt. To Andrea it | ooked no different
t han any of the other water-polished rocks

around t hem

“You gotta wait till the water clears.
You gotta sit real quiet |ike, so you don't

scare the crawdads.” Eppie said.
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Andrea realized she could no | onger fee
her toes. “Geez,” she said, “I’'d hate to do

that.”

The water cleared quickly. Eppie
carefully reached into the water and slowy
lifted the edge of the rock. “Look,” she

whi sper ed.

Andr ea | ooked, frowned, |ooked cl oser.
What was she suppose to be | ooking at? Ah.
There was a small, clawed creature |urking

under the rock. “It’s Iike a baby |obster.”

“l guess,” Eppie shrugged. She really
didn’t think so at all, but was too polite to

say.

They both continued to stare at the
crustacean. Its beady bl ack eyes regarded

them wi t hout interest.
“So,"” said Andrea, “now what?”

“First you put your one hand in front of
it, where it can see it. You don’'t want to
do it too fast or you'll scare it right off.
You want to just make it a little nervous, is
all. Then you take your other hand and put

it behind the rock, like this.”
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Eppi e showed Andrea what she neant.
Andr ea doubted she could get her body to

tw st that way. “That |ooks pretty awkward.”

“Yeah, well, I'"’mat that age, or so
they tell ne.” Andrea, surprised, chuckl ed,
then realized Eppie was straight-faced

serious. “Do they, now?” she said solemmly.

“Yeah,” Eppie replied. “Ckay. Now wat ch.
|’ mgoing to nove ny one hand cl oser and

cl oser and...”

The crawdad j erked backwards and ri ght
into Eppie’s waiting hand. Squealing with
del i ght, Eppi e scooped the crawdad out of the
wat er and dropped it into the pail wth one
fluid nmotion. She began to junp up and down
shouting triunphantly. “Gotcha!” Eppie

cr owed.

She held the pail out toward Andrea who
| ooked in and confirnmed that, yes indeed, the
crawdad had been captured. It waved its tiny
claws at her in what it surely believed was a

menaci ng manner .
“Now what ?” Andrea asked.

“Your turn.” Eppie announced.



Williams - Twilight 285

“Sure,” said Andrea, “l can do that.”

How hard could it be?

Andrea | ooked around for a “good” rock,
m m cki ng Eppie as closely as she coul d.
Eppi e watched, |ike a coach checking the form

of a new athlete. “This one?”
Eppi e shook her head. “Nope.”
“How about this one?”
“Nope.”

Andrea found another rock that she
t hought m ght work. Hell .how woul d she know?
It was a big rock wth some nbss wavi ng on
it. But hell, they were all big rocks with

noss wavi ng on them
“Thi s one?” she asked Eppi e.

Eppi e waded to her side, eyed the rock

and nodded. *Looks good.”

Andrea squatted. Wen her butt hit the
cold water she shrieked and junped. Eppie
roared with laughter. “Christ! | just got

goosed by Frosty the Snow Pervert!”

Eppie, stifling giggles, gestured at the

rock. “Go on, you big baby.”
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Andrea sniffed in her best imtation of
an indignant grand danme. “There’s no need to

be rude.”
“C nmon. Get the crawdad.”

“All right,” said Andrea, “Just hold

on.”

She squatted again, slowy. Despite
being ready for the cold, it still caused her
to grimce. She peered through the crystal
water at the rock. Slowy, she lifted the
edge. Two tiny black eyes stared up at her.

“l see one,” she whi spered.

“Ckay, now take your other hand...”

Andrea waved her off. “l can handle it.”

Eppi e shrugged and pretended interest in
sonething on the streanis edge. “If you say

so.”

Andrea placed one hand in front of the
crawdad, then slowly placed her other behind
it.

Eppi e | eaned forward. Andrea | ooked up
and their eyes neet. Eppie smled. Andrea
smled, then turned her attention back to

capturing their prey.
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Andrea noves one hand forward. The
crawdad shoots backward - right into her
wai ting hand. She junps up, hollering. “I

got it! | got it! | got it!”

Eppi e beaned, “You sure did! Hey,

you' re good at this.”

Andrea brings her closed hand to her
face. She can feel it w ggling against her

palm The feeling is strange, alien.

“Let’s take a closer look at this little

bugger.”

“lI don’t know if you should do that.”

Eppi e war ned.

Andr ea opened her hand. The crawfish
sat on her palm calmy staring at her with

its beady bl ack eyes.
“I wouldn't...”

Suddenly the crawfish jerked, shooting
like a rocket at Andrea’'s face. She screaned
and staggered backwards, tw sting as she
fell. The crawfi sh dropped into the water
with a plonk, as Eppie | aughed so hard, she

doubl ed over, clutching her sides.

“Ch, oh, that is the funniest thing
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ever saw in ny whole life!” Eppie nmanaged

bet ween shrieks of |aughter.

Andrea, drenched, sputters. “Oh, so you

think that’s funny?”

Andr ea began spl ashing water at Eppie.
Eppie returned fire. Soon, they were both

drenched and convul sed with | aughter.

It felt good to laugh. It was a sound
Andrea was not used to hearing cone out of
her nouth. It was a feeling she had
forgotten. She never wanted to forget it

agai n.
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Eppi e’ s Fat her

On the roadsi de, Eppie’s Father watches
fromhis truck. There's a foul, |oathsone
hate, churning his guts. H's fingers crawl up
the handl e of his revolver and he i nagi nes
taking it out of the holster and making his
way to the water’s edge and pressing the cold
steel against the bitch's forehead, right
bet ween her eyes. He wants to see the fear in
her eyes, wants to hear the scream bursting
from her whore of a nouth before he pulls the
trigger and the sound of her screamis
replaced with the sound of her brain and the

back of her skull, splashing into the water.

He imagines all this and it makes him so
hard, he has to stroke hinself through his
trousers. His lips twst, he jerks the shift

into drive, and roars off.

Eppi e conti nues to | augh and spl ash, but
Andrea is listening intently to the sound of

t he truck, fading.
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Fairies

Morning nelted into afternoon. Fitful
sunlight scatters across the surface of the
water as it flows around reeds standing
straight and tall. Dragonflies flit from one
to the next, twisting in the still air,
dancing an aerial ballet of strange

geonetries only they understand.

A sound that Andrea woul d one day
descri be as shimering, slides out of the
silence, then is gone. Noting her puzzled

face, Eppie says “Fairies.”

Wt hout thinking Andrea replies “There

are no fairies.”

She wanted to pull the words back into
her mouth, but of course, could not. Eppie

appeared unperturbed by Andrea’ s disbelief.

“Grand-Uncle Cive says that only the
blind can see fairies. And only the deaf can

hear them"”

“So,” wonders Andrea, “only people

wi t hout fingers can touch thenf”

Eppi e eyed Andrea up and down. “That’'s a

funny ki nd of thought.”
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They | ay side by side, on the bank of
the stream Their pail was full of crawdads,
and their clothes were nearly dry. The stream
sang thema liquid lullaby. Eppie propped

herself on an el bow.

“Did you know that if you got a tapeworm
in your belly, it will conme out at night
while you' re sleeping and lick the salt off

your |ips?”

Andr ea opened her eyes and | ooked at the

child. “That is not a nice story.”

Eppi e picked up a pebble and threw it

into the stream “Can | ask you sonet hi ng?”

Andrea sat up. “You can ask ne

anyt hing.”

Eppi e pi cked up anot her pebble and
turned it over in her hand. It was oval and
snooth and gray, and there were bits of white

fossil enbedded in it. “Do you dreanf”

‘“Way woul d you ask that?’ Andrea
t hought. “1 think nost everybody dreans,

Eppie.”

Eppi e pl aced the pebbl e back where she

had picked it up from Exactly where she had
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picked it up from “I dreamed | was in heaven

once.”
“Real | y?”

Eppi e stared at the stream but that was
not what she was seeing. “G andmanma
Cl ynmenestra says you should tell dreans to

make t hem cone true.”

“l never heard that before,” Andrea
pondered the idea. “I thought you shoul dn’t

tell, if you wanted your dreamto cone true.”

Eppi e slide her pal macross her nose.

“That’s wi shes. We're tal king about dreans.”
“Right. Sorry.”

“Should | tell you ny drean®?” asked

Eppi e.

Andrea picked up a stone. It too, was
filled wwth small fossils. “If you d |ike

to.”

Eppi e scratched her nose, then exam ned

her nails. “lI was alone,” she said, “and |
was all in white. | was |ooking around and |
said, ‘this is nice.’” Except ‘nice’ wasn't

the word I neant. A voice said, ‘that’s not

the word.” | turned and saw sonebody and |
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asked, ‘is this heaven?” And the person
smled, but not like it was funny or nothing,
i ke they knew sonmething | didn't. So |
asked, ‘are you God?” And they smled nore.

And that was it.”

Andrea scratched her own nose but did
not exam ne her nails. “Can | ask you

sonet hi ng?”
“Yes.” Eppie said.

“I's anyone nmeki ng you do sonething you

don’'t want to do?”

Eppi e | ooked away and her body
stiffened. She began to tug at a clunp of
grass. “What do you nmean?” Her voice was | ow

and di st ant.

Andrea swallowed. This isn’t ny place
she thought. This isn’t for nme to say. This
isn't a subject | should be talking to this

child about. But if not ne, then who?

“I mean... Eppie, when | was little,
your age, sonebody made ne do things that I
didn’t want to do. And this person was an
adult. This person told ne not to tel

anyone what he had done, or what we were
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doing. That it was a secret. And that if |
told, he would hurt sonmeone | |oved. Hurt
themreal bad. |s soneone telling you

sonething |like that, Eppie?”
The silence was long and telling.

In the stream a fish junps. Silver
scales catch the sun and flash like a mrror
throwing light across their faces. Then the

fish was gone with a satisfying splash
“Eppi e?”

“I't’s getting |ate,” Eppie observed. “W

better get hone.”

“Sure.” Andrea said and said nothing

else for a long while after.
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SHERI FF' S OFFI CE

The office is dark. Eppie’'s Father works at
an ancient PC. He types the name that was on
Andrea’s fake driver’s license, into the

dat abase and hits enter.
He waits.

Phone nodem What are you going to do?
Need one of them DSL or T1 lines. Like
that’ Il happen in a mllion years. Dam town

just got cable only the other year.

Fricki ng backwat er. Shoul d have gone to
Chi cago when | could have. Shoul d have said
‘F off Twilight.’” Shoul da, coul da, but did

ya?
No.

The words ‘ NO RECORD appear on the
screen. He enters a few nore comands.
Andrea’s fake driver’s |license cones up and
he frowns. Eppi e’ s father was nean and cr uel
and basically, just down-right evil. He'd
been a school yard bully who' d gotten the
shit beaten out of himat hone by father and
brothers, then turned that hurt and hate,

three-fold on his class mates. He didn't
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drink or snoke. Didn’t have a single person
he would call ‘friend, and didn't care. He
becane a cop because it gave himthe best
chance of legally kicking the shit out of

ot hers, of keeping his position as al pha male
in the dw ndling pack that was the nmale

citizens of Tw light.

But he wasn’t stupid. And he possessed
the sane feature that all good cops - evil or
not - possessed. He just knew when sonet hing
wasn’t right. Driving past a qui et |ooking
storefront while making his rounds, he would
know t hat soneone had broken in and m ght
just be in there now He would see soneone
wal ki ng down the street and he woul d sl ow
down and eye them carefully, because he knew
t hey had either done sonething they shoul dn’t

have, or were planning on doing it.
He just knew.

Sanme as he knew there was sonet hi ng
wong wth this whole set-up. The driver’s
license was real. He'd seen sone of the best
fakes there were and this wasn’t one of them
It was real. And yet it was wong. Nothing he

could prove in a court of law, nothing he
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could take to the sheriff and point to and
say, ‘hey, let’s drag this bitch in and find
out what the real story is.’” But he could
feel it, like a worm burrowi ng through his

guts.
Wong, wong, w ong.

He calls up his e-mail and pecks out a

message.
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Heading Home with a Pail Full of Crawfish

Andrea wondered where the day had gone.
They’ d | eft the house barely past sunrise,

and now dusk was | oom ng.

They wal ked sl owWy back hone, each with
a hand holding the pail now a bit over half
full with crawdads, savoring the silence and

monment .

Andrea had expected they would set the
creatures free at the end of the day, but
when she suggested doi ng so, Eppie had | ooked
at her with an expression that m ght have
been sheer horror, or m ght have been sheer
bew | der mrent over how anyone coul d suggest

such utter stupidity.

“But, what are we going to do with

t henf?”

“Why, boil themup and eat them” Eppie

sai d.
“Eat then®”

The sun was near setting. Clusters of
fireflies were already flashing over the tal
grasses on either side of the road. A hot

breeze appeared out of nowhere, kicking up a
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tiny dustdevil that spun, threw grit, and
di ed. The sound of crickets was acconpani ed

by the sound of their shoes crunching gravel.
“You |l ove Clive?” asked Eppi e.
“Yes,” said Andrea, “Very nuch.”

Eppi e stuck her finger in her nose, dug
around, pulled sonething out, examned it and

flicked it away.
“That’ s nasty,” said Andrea.

“Yes,” agreed Eppie, flicking the
t hought off, as well. “I love him too. He
used to read ne stories. He read nme stories
all the tinme. | told you that, right?
Nobody can read a story like Uncle dive. He
acted out all the parts, and did different
voices for all of them He would be the king
and put on a Burger King crown or he would be
a superhero and put on a towel and pick ne up

and fly nme around the house.”
(beat)
“I' mss him?”

“I't sounds |ike he | oved you very much

t 0o.”



Williams - Twilight 300

“Peopl e say he’s very bad. How can he
be very bad when he reads stories so good?
They try not to let nme hear, but sonetines |
hear what they say on the news, or see stuff
about it in the newspapers. And of course,
the kids at school, they' re nmean. They say
mean things. It makes ne feel bad. That's

why | don’t have to go no nore.”

Andrea feels unconfortable. She starts
to speak, and is halted by the vibration of

her cell phone.
“What's that?” Eppie asked.
“My cell phone.” Andrea said.
“Ch. | thought you farted.” Eppie said.

On the cell phone, a digital buffalo or
maybe it was an armadill o, she could never
tell, ran across the screen. The caller’s
phone nunber appeared and blinked. It was
Virgil.

“This is kind of private, Eppie. Can you

sit down and et me wal k on ahead a bit?”

Eppi e shrugged. “Sure.” Then she sits on
the side of the road, the pail of crayfish

bet ween her bony knees. Andrea wal ks away
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qui ckly, thunmbing the phone button. *Yeah?”

“Andrea,” Virgil said, “how are you

dear ?”

Eppi e picks up two of the crawfish, one

in each hand, and uses them as puppets.

Crawfi sh One: Hel p me daddy, help ne! |
don't like it in the pail. It’s snelly and

nasty! And pi nk!

Crawfi sh Two: You shut up you dirty
crawfish girl! You re bad and your underwear
is dirty and you are going to get a beating

and burn in hell!

“What do you want ?” Andrea denanded,

sott o-voi ce.
“Where are you dear?”

“Where the hell do you think I an®
Where you sent ne. West butt-fuck
Loui si ana.” She was shocked at how easily she

slid back into her old persona.

Real persona? A tough as nails, hard-
core bitch. Was that her real self? She
qui ckly gl anced back to see if Eppie had

heard, but she was busy playing with the
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crawfi sh.

“I's that anywhere near rimjob?” Virgi

asked.

“Yeah, and blow job is right up the
fucking street.” Andrea snarled. She
realized she was angrier than she had been in
along tinme. Furious at this ponpous ass for
i ntrudi ng on her day. For ruining what had

been one of nost wonderful days of her life.

“What do you want?” Virgil asked,

patiently.
“What ? You called ne, wad.”

“Oh yes. | was, preoccupied. They | ost

track of Cdive, near Koshkonong, M ssouri.”
“What do you nmean they ‘lost’ hinP”

“Exactly that. Gone. Vani shed. Trai

cold as your nipples.”
“Jesus Christ. How | ong ago?”
“Two days.”
“So, he could be here.”
“He could be.”

“Why wasn’t | told sooner?”
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“You' re being told now.”
“Ri ght.”

“And how are things there in the

bustling netropolis of Tw light?”

“BEverything’'s fine. The night-life is
exquisite. We catch fireflies in jars and

watch their lights go out as they die.”

“How quaint. And it appears that the

Euxi deos have accepted you with open arns.”
“Hook, line and sinker.”
“Do you need us to send any backup?”’
“l can handle this”
“And your gun is | oaded?”
“Locked and | oaded.”
“Wth the dum duns?”
“Of course.”

“WIlIl you make himsuffer? WIIl you save

t he head shot for |ast?”

Andrea turns off the phone and resists
the urge to throwit as far fromher as she
could. She turns and Eppie is standing right

there, staring at her, eyes w de and
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gleam ng. “You won’t let themhurt ny dive

wll you?”

Had she heard? No. Andrea had not
mentioned Clive by nanme. She squats so that
she is face to face with Eppie. “No one’s
going to hurt your uncle, Eppie, not wwth nme

around.”

Eppi e stared at Andrea for an
unconfortably long tinme, studying her face,
| ooking for the truth of that statenent.

Looking for the lie.

A bat rushed overhead, with the sound of

beati ng | eat her.
“Cetting late,” Eppie said.

They start back. Along the way, Andrea
takes the full |oad of the bucket. Eppie
slips her hand into Andrea’ s free hand.

Andr ea squeezes Eppie’s hand, tight.
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Love Letter From Cive (excerpt)

.sonmeday | want to really give nyself to you
with all the passion that | feel. | want to
fill you wwth my passion. I want to fuck you

with ny feelings..
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PAPA JUBEL IS NOT HAPPY

The famly had gathered in the sitting room
around an ornate table carved of black oak.
Papa Jubel sat at the head. The tall bl ack
man stood i mmobile at this left side, face
carved of nmahogany and just as enotive. He
wears a stove-pipe hat wwth a band of woven

swanp reeds decorated with crocodile teeth.

In a | eather chair off to one side and
nearly lost in shadow, the famly | awer sat,
doing his best to fade into the background
and not be noticed. He is tall and angul ar,
with a baby’'s face trying to appear worldly
and wi se, but failing mserably. The man
could pass for H P. Lovecraft. He crosses
and uncrosses his legs fromtine to tinme, but

does not speak.

Papa Jubel slans his fist down, face
suffused with thick, dark veins throbbing

under the thin flesh that covers his tenples.

Juvenal junps, pretends he didn' t, hopes

nobody saw. Everybody did, but nobody cared.

“And | tell you, I won’'t have it! The

body is a tenple. The body houses the soul,
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and even when the soul is gone, the body
deserves respect. It deserves the decency of
a good Christian burial and it deserves the

decency of ritual and rite!”

Papa Jubel stabs a gnarled finger in the
direction of the cenetery. “There are nine
generations of Euxideos asleep in that holy

ground. The circle shall not be broken!”
“But Papa Jubel...” says N obe.

Papa Jubel rounds on her. “You have no
say here! | was his brother. | amthe

ol dest. The say is mne!”

Cl ynenestra rai ses her hand, palmtoward
Papa Jubel. There are faint markings on the
creased fl esh. Nunbers perhaps. Strange

signs. “lI have to agree with you Uncle.”

Papa Jubel nods. “Well, at |ast soneone

here’s tal king sone sense.”

Clynmenestra slowy | ooks around the
table, taking in the faces of each famly
menber. “1 have to say, it al nost nakes ne
physically ill when I think of ny poor
father’s body being fed to the flames, his

ashes scattered to the winds, his nenory with
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t hem”

Papa Jubel nodded again. His

t hought s..” ..Exactly.”

Cl ynenestra now fi xes Papa Jubel wth
her own hard, unblinking stare. “But | |ove
my father. And | honor himand | obey him
And even in death | will continue to do so.

| will honor his wishes to be cremated...”

“I' wll not hear this!” he screans and
saliva blows fromhis nmouth in a fine m st
It rains upon Cynenestra’ s face, but she
does not react. She does not blink. She
continues to stare, defiantly. “I wll obey
his final words and take his ashes to OmM

Creek and let the wind take them..”

Paper Jubel is on his feet. “I won't

hear it! | won't stand for it!”

The Lawyer clears his throat and speaks.
“I"'mafraid sir that the will is very, very

clear on the matter”.

The Tall Black Man turns and fixes the
lawer with a stare that feels like a

physi cal blow. The |lawer twists to avoid it.

Papa Jubel turns on the |awer. “I have
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| awyers too. Better than you! W’I| see

what's clear and what isn't!”

Cl ynmenestra reaches for Papa Jubel. He
jerks away, as if her touch were sure death

“Pl ease, Papa Jubel, this isn't the tine...”

Papa Jubel stands. H s eyes are
terrible, indeed. H's upper lip twsts in

di sgust, revealing darkly stained teeth.

“What w etched i ncubus took your
father’s formand spilled its vile seed into
your nother that she should give spawn to
such denons as you? And the rest of you?!
Dear god the horror our once proud nane has
had to bear! The scandal! The shane!” Papa
Jubel slowy rolls his gaze over everyone in
the room “You all disgust nme. You are al

dead to ne.”

Wthout a word, the Tall Bl ack Mun
gently waps his large thin hand around Papa
Jubel’s arm and | eads hi m out of the room

The silence is deep and thick.

Juvenal, of course, is the first to

speak. “Well. That could have gone better.”

Ni obe sl aps at his arm and hisses “You
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are the dregs.”

The | awer stands, wanting nothing nore
than to be on his way. He addresses
G ynenestra. “Wat would you have ne do,

ma’ anf”

Cl ynenestra suddenly felt tired, very
tired indeed. “As you said. The wll is quite
clear. Do as ny father instructed. Make the

arrangenents.”
“They’ ve al ready been nmade, ma’ am”

Cl ynmenestra cl oses her eyes, feels them

burn behind the lids. “Well, then..

Andrea and Eppie enter just as Papa
Jubel and The Tall Black Man exit. Andrea and
the Tall Black Man | ock eyes. The world goes
strangely, unnaturally silent. The Tall Bl ack
Man's eyes seemto flash as if they were

silvered mrrors.
The door cl oses behind them
Andrea blinks rapidly.

Eppi e gazes up at her, concerned. “You

all right?”

“Yes. I"’mfine.”
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Eppi e | ooks about nervously. She lifts a
crooked finger and notions for Andrea to cone
cl oser. Andrea bends down as Eppie’s |ips

whi sper the word, “Zonbi.”
Andrea frowns, “What?”
“Don't | ook at their eyes.”

The famly exits the sitting room N obe
speaks to Eppie. “Ilphegenia, get upstairs and

put out your nourning clothes for tonorrow.”

“Yes grandmanma Ni obe.” Head bowed,

Eppie hurries up the stairs.
Andrea rai ses a questioning eyebrow.
“Fam |y di sagreenent,” says Juvenal.
“Juvenal !'” N obe snarls.
“Sorry.”

Cl ynenestra speaks, finally. “M father
w shed to be cremated and his ashes
scattered. Papa Jubel believes it is
sacrilege, but there is little he can do.
must honor ny father. But in doing so, |
| ose yet another nenber of ny famly.” She

pauses, and turns her words on hersel f. *“Wy
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are there no right decisions?”



Williams - Twilight 313

A FEW WORDS ON THE SUBJECT OF CRENMATI ON

For an average size adult, cremation
takes fromtwo to three hours at a normnal
operating tenperature of between 1,500
and 2,000 degrees Farenheit. After
cremation is conplete, all organic bone
fragnents as well as non-consuned net al
itenms are swept into the back of

t hecremati on chanber and into a stainless
steel cooling pan. Al non-consuned
itens, |like netal fromclothing, hip
joints, and bridge work, are separated
fromthe cremated remains. This
separation is acconplished through visual
i nspection, as well as using a strong
magnet for smaller and mnute, netallic
objects. Itens such as dental gold and
silver are non-recoverable, and are
commingled in with the cremated renains.
Remai ni ng bone fragments are then
processed in a nmachine to a consi stent
size, and placed into a tenporary or
permanent urn, selected by the famly.
There are nunmerous ways to scatter the

ashes. For those who were | overs of
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wat er, remains may be placed in a bio-
degradabl e urn that gently cradles the
departed all the way down into the
ocean's depths, where it safely

di ssol ves. For the nountain |over, ashes
can be scattered in the Sierra Nevada
Mount ai ns where the service promses to
find that “special resting place under

t he oaks, pines and cedars”. There is
even a service that wll stick your
remains in a fireworks rocket, sending it
up to scatter said remains in a burst of
techni col or enchantnent. The final inmage
you will | eave your nmourners with, is
that of the dearly departed as a Fourth

of July, pyrotechnic wonder.
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THE DAY THEY CREMATED PAPA CATALLUS
That norning they cremated Papa Catall us.

The sky above was devoid of bird or
cloud. The trees seened to sag as if they
were made of wax and were nelting into
strange new shapes. The air was clotted with
hum dity. Andrea thought: This is what it

must feel like trying to breathe in the wonb.

Not wanting to be away fromthe house,
Andrea feigned cranps. C ynenestra had
Juvenia fix a pot of mnt tea before the
famly left for the cerenony. Andrea poured
sone tea into her cup, sw shed it around,
then poured it and the rest of the pot into

the toilet.

She broke down her G ock, cleaned it,
and checked the nmechani sm She took out a
bull et and ran her fingertip over the “x”
etched across the head. The bullet would
expl ode upon contact, ripping through flesh
and organs and dependi ng upon where it hit,

detaching |i nbs.
“Sweet Dreans” plays on the phonograph.

Andrea |l ays on her bed in t-shirt and
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panties, staring at the ceiling. It is too
hot to nove. She dabs at her neck wth a wad
of tissue. Disgusted, she throws the tissue

away and gets up.

She goes to the door and peeks out. The
house is silent. A short trip to the kitchen
gets her a plastic bag, and she wraps her gun
init.

Then she goes into the bathroom and
turns on the shower. Cool water runs over her
body, washing away the heat and dust and
sweat. As she dries off, there is a sound
above her. She freezes, and notices pale
Iight visible above the ceiling vent.

W apped in her towel, Andrea exits the
bat hroom and finds the attic door, with its
narrow tw sting staircase that |eads upwards.

The ceiling is vaulted, the space
under neat h packed with old chests and
furniture. Andrea noves into the attic,
listening, watching, ready. Standing over the
vent, she sees that it offers a perfect view
into the bathroom and the shower stall. She
squats down and notices the wads of tissue,

and the stains on the floor. Her lips cur
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with distaste. “Get a life Juvenal .”

Wen the boy returns fromthe cerenony,
she will have to take him aside and have a
little talk with himabout privacy and

per sonal space.

St acks of phot ographs w apped in bl ack
ri bbon, sit on a seaman’s chest. Andrea
shuffles through decades of images. The
house, people, parties... everyone happy.
Faces bright with smles. Eyes sparkling with
al cohol . Most of the photographs are bl ack
and white, edges brown and crisp wth age. A
handful were color that had faded to drab
pastel tones, nore renenbrance of color than
the real thing. All were water stained. O,
at | east Andrea thought it was water.

Anot her stack, all of dynenestra when
she was young. Cassically beautiful, with
hi gh cheekbones, upswept hair and know ng
eyes. She stands with a series of different
men, all handsone and wel| dressed, but none
her equal. They m ght as well not even be
there, the imge of C ynenestra so overpowers

t hem

Andrea does not know why she does it,
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but she opens the chest. The odor of danp and
dust and age, creeps into her nostrils and
she pulls at her nose to work it out. The
chest is filled with bundles of yell owed
letters, tied with fragile |lace that nearly

crunmbl es when she unties it.

Agai n, not know ng why, Andrea begins to
read the letters. They are love letters, al
witten in the sane hand, an elegant, fluid

scraw .
Dear est Bel oved,

| awoke with the taste of your lips, your

fl esh, your touch, in ny nouth. |I awoke with
the aroma of you in ny nostrils. You were
still sleeping, deep and silent. The sun was
rising, sumrer hot and bright. | sat at ny
desk and wat ched you, no, studied you. My
eyes lingering over every inch of your

exqui site body. It was already wet there,
where ny hand reached. | imagined it was your
hand, the wi de palns, the long fingers, the
carefully, perfectly grooned nails. The fl esh
soft. My body responds i medi ately, responds

as it would if it were your hand, and it is
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your hand, though you lie deep in sleep
across ny bed, half a roomaway, note-filled
shaft of sunlight cutting through the open

wi ndow, falling upon your flesh, turning it
gold. | can see the nyriad of small, fine
hairs that cover your body. They catch the
sunlight and turn to gentle threads of soft
copper and | noan as | slide ny fingers in
and around the curves and folds of nyself and
t hen nove ny hand, wet, across ny abdonen,
bet ween ny breasts, nipples so hard they
hurt, as if straining to be free fromtheir
pl ace on ny breasts. | bring ny hand to ny
face and inhale deeply ny scent, and you stir
and | can see again your |arge cock, and I
taste nyself on ny fingertips |like sone
strange honey. You say sonething | cannot
hear, but as your lips nove, | can feel them
upon nme and everywhere your |ips touch, ny
flesh is marked by their passing. The marks
that brand ne, that tell nme that | amyours
and you are m ne, now and forever. Once
agai n, ny hand noves down ny body and once

more, my fingers find ny inner core and with
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every touch |I begin to unravel, to cone
apart, to disintegrate into white hot liquid
that you can cup in the pal ns of your hands
and bring to your lips, to sip and savor the
very essence of ny soul. Then |I could stand
it no longer. | wal ked across the room and
as if you knew | was noving closer, you
softly rolled over onto your back, revealing
yourself to me as the sun grew even brighter
the shaft of light nore intense. You were

li ke sone Greek God, cloaked in a garnent
made of pure light, and | parted ny |ips and
took you into ny nouth. Your hands were in ny
hair and your hips were thrusting upward as
you noaned. | took you deeper and deeper,
until you cried out and convul sed, and then
we laid there intertw ned, hoping it would be
forever, while the sunlight faded once again
and ni ght appeared and we both passed into

sl eep.

Andrea lifted her eyes fromthe letter
and in the darkness of the attic, ghosts make

their presence felt.

A much younger C ynenestra, perhaps md
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to late thirties, perhaps early forties, with
a very young nman, perhaps not out of his

teens, in the throes of passion.
FLASH

Shafts of |light come through the attic
vent, falling upon their bodies |Iike bars. He
cups his hand behind her neck and lifts her
face to his and they kiss. Still kissing her,
he lifts her ni ghtgown above her wai st and
her |l egs part. H's hand noves down her
abdonen, and continues |ower, finding her wet

and ready for his touch.
FLASH

Cl ot hes laying around them Both
conpl etely undressed. Their bodies |ike
scul ptures. He noves down her, kissing and
ni ppi ng, then peeling back the snmooth folds
of her sex to work his tongue inside. Ar
expl odes out of her and her back arches and

she works her fingers into his hair.
FLASH

H's mouth clinbs to her belly button,
then to her breasts. H s other hand, wet,

gently noves across a ni pple. She arches
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again and he slides into her effortlessly.

Her nmouth opens and she npans.
FLASH

Li mbs intertwi ned. Massive arns around a
body thin and angul ar, |ike abstract

scul pture.
FLASH

Fl esh hot and sweaty.
FLASH

Mout hs nmesh. Lips nelt and fuse. They
pull apart and the flesh is like taffy,
stretching. It tears with a hideous ripping

sound reveal ing cl enched teeth.
FLASH.

Andrea cries out and falls back. The
vision is gone. Her head throbs,
threatens to crack, to explode, to
spl atter her aching brain against the
stai ned wal |l s.

The light has faded. The day is gone
and the house is still enpty. She can
feel no presence behind the ghosts and
the nmenories. How |l ong had she laid here?

She staggers to her feet and stunbles
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down the stairs to her room where she
dry swallows two pills and the room spins

and goes bl ack.
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Forty-One Years Ago

Clive stood framed in the doorway of his
nmot her’ s bedroom Barely fourteen, he was
al ready a man, barrel-chested with unusually
| arge hands and tragic eyes set wi de apart in

a face surrounded by | ong auburn hair.
The house was silent.

Papa Catal |l us had gone hunting with Papa
Jubel . They woul d be gone for days. Father
was al so gone, perhaps with his other famly
or drunk in sone back alley juke joint over
in Norleans. Cive didn't know which and
cared not at all. The servants had Sundays

of f.

Mot her |lay on her glorious four poster,
canopy bed, linbs thrown about carel essly,
the soft whisper of her breathing telling him
she was fast asleep. The fresh scent of
jasm ne teased his nostrils Iike a nenory of
flowers. She stirred, lips parted and a tiny
poof of air escaped them He watched her
chest rise wth each inhale, breasts pressing
taunt agai nst the sheer material of her

sumrer ni ghtgown. His eyes travel ed down her
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flat belly, along the suggestion of well-
formed thigh under the material, to her
del i cate ankles and | ong, narrow feet. She
has the nost beautiful toes he had ever seen
on a woman, and Clive had | ooked at a | ot of

wonmen’ s toes.

Ti me passed, marked only by
Clynenestra’s breathing and the soft tick of

the clock in the ballroom

Clive now stood at the side of his
mot her’'s bed. From here, he could see out the
narrow floor to ceiling wi ndows that |ooked

out onto the garden and the fields beyond.

He stood |l ess than a foot fromthe edge
of the bed, between his nother’s |legs, |ong
legs formng a perfect V, toes pointed toward

the wall behind him

He reached out, hand trenbling as if
cold, or electrified with sone strange,
unnatural current. Hi s hand stopped, his
fingertips less than the thickness of a book
page from his nother’s right foot. H s eyes
noved fromhis hand to her face, back to his
hand, and the shine of sunlight on the highly

polished fingernail of his index finger.
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Lat er.

It is night, and he’s in his own
bedroom There’'s a 45 on the record pl ayer,
volume turned I ow. Patsy Cdine. Sweet Dreans
(OF You). The revolution of ceiling fan
bl ades barely nove the sluggish air. He threw
the sheet off. The soft cotton, normally so
cool and crisp, now felt wool en and
unpl easantly noist, like forgotten fabric
found in a basenent. He passed his hand
across his chest, feeling the sweat as he
noved | ower, through the dark hair on his
belly that had sprouted there seem ngly
overnight. The hand slid into his underwear,
touching hinself. He was hard in an instant,
the urgent throb of need, pul sing against his

pal m
Wi spers.

He bolted upright. Caught? Wo? ‘It’I]
fall off if you touch it too nuch’, Papa
Catal lus had told himand Papa Jubel |aughing
and singing “and you had to do wacka do wacka

do..

The whi sper is comng fromthe vent.

Clive listens, straining to hear the soft
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voi ce, but cannot make out the words. He
slips quietly out of bed, and feels the wood
fl oor, glass-snooth against his feet. Cive
puts his ear to the vent, trying not to

breath. Sound travels both ways, you know.

Hi s not her i s speaking strangely, her
words wrapped in thick breath, phrases
punctuated with odd breaks, all caught in her
throat. A |low noise that could have been the
grow of a nmountain lion far in the distance,
rises fromthe pit of her being. A vibration
travel s up his body. He does not know what
she is saying or what she is doing, but he
understands the feeling it brings him dive
touches hinself. H's cock rises as if in
greeting. He takes hold of hinself and begins
to punp. Inmages flood his mnd... breasts
taut against fabric... well-formed thigh..
delicate ankles... beautiful toes bathed in
sunlight. H's back arches. Do wacka do wacka

do wacka do.

The door opens. He spins around, al nost

crying out.

She is there, in the doorway. H s nother

wear s the gossaner ni ghtgown, and sonehow he
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can see her as well in the darkness, as if it
were the full light of day. The material is
near translucent where it sticks to her warm
perspiration danp flesh, and before he can
speak, she is pressed against him He cannot
remenber her wal king that distance, but her
warm..soft...oh god, so soft hand is upon him
and he cries out. As he does, she brings her
lips to his and swallows his cries of

pl easur e.
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Ti me passed as tine does. Seconds becane
m nut es becane hours becane days. Days passed

i nto weeks and t he weeks becane a nonth, then

hal f of anot her.

In that tinme, nost of the world forgot
about Cive Euxideos. The Earth revol ved,
continuously spinning day into night. Babies
were born and people died. Politicians |ied
and celebrities changed hair styles. The

medi a reported all with equal gravity.

After six weeks, Andrea found herself
sinking easily into the languid rhythnms of
t he House of Euxi deos. Each day, save Sunday,
she took m d-norning and m d-afternoon tea on
the veranda with Cynenestra. It was al ways
served by Juvenia, who never spoke a word,
and avoi ded eye contact. It was al ways served
at the sane tine, and it |asted exactly one

hour .

In that hour, C ynenestra spoke and
Andrea |istened. She spoke of her past, and
of the way life use to be when she was the

sanme age as Juvenia, and how di fferent things
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were now. Other than during the tea ritual,
Andrea caught only fleeting glinpses of

Cl ynmenestra as she noved between roons, or
turned a corner, or sonetines, in the

di stance, standing like a specter in the
Euxi deos’ fam |y cenetery across the way. It
was as if dynenestra, not yet dead, was
practicing haunting the house and grounds.
Andrea had no doubt that if the house still
st ood one hundred years fromthen, the
fleeting figure of Cynenestra would continue

to be seen.

Ni obe, she saw even | ess of. She heard
her in the norning when the world was still
dark. N obe woul d sl am cupboard doors and
mutter, then slamthe front door and roar off
in her truck. Days m ght go by before she
returned. And when she did, it was |ate at
ni ght and she was stinking drunk. The sounds
of her scream ng epitaphs at her nother or
soneone el se, could be heard through the
vents. Her ranting would inevitably concl ude
with a heart rending wail that dissolved to

angui shed sobs, then silence.

Juvenal , she cane upon now and agai n.
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She had decided not to nmention what she had
found in the attic, but he seenmed to know
sonehow, and so avoi ded her as best as he
could. She would often find himsitting in
the study reading a book, or in the kitchen
dri nking coffee, or going up the stairs to

his room

Andrea often thought that she should say
sonething to him if just ‘good norning or
‘what are you reading’ or anything at all,
but realized she had no interest, not even in
passi ng, and so, she did not. He seened not
to see her, at any rate. As if she were not
there. As if she were the ghost and he

refused to believe in her existence.

He had taken to carrying the urn that
cont ai ned Papa Cattal us’s ashes. N obe raged
at himto put the urn away, but he refused
and she would eventually run out of breath

and wal k away cursing under her breath.

| f not for Eppie, it would be al nost as
if she lived in the house alone, with
Clynenestra’'s teas a visit from sone strange
specter who drifted in fromthe other side of

the grave to chat.
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She felt hazy, |ike she had when she
first started taking her nedication. Wapped
in a cocoon of stale air, her senses nuffled,
her perception of reality seened skewed at

strange angl es.

Andrea canme to understand that tinme was
different here. It was as if, trapped within
the confines of the house, tine had forgotten
how to nove forward, had becone stupid and
meani ngl ess. The great clock in the ballroom
continued to tick, but it was only sound,
like that of the crickets at night or the
crows during the day. The crows. Each day
brought nore. Geat flocks hunched silent in
the trees as darkness fell, exploding into
random flight and choruses of angry | aughter

with the com ng of day.

Sitting in her room | ooking out the
wi ndow, Andrea noticed the dead flies
littering the space between the w ndow | edge
and the outside screen. She took to counting
t hem every norning and found sone snal
pl easure when their nunber increased. One
day, however, there were | ess, and she

wondered if she had m scounted the day before
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or if finally, sonme of the first dead had
succunbed to time after all and crunbled into

dust .

The house was | aced with strange sounds.
Wnd that noaned |ike a young girl in heat.
Rustlings like dry | eaves, or clusters of bat
Wi ngs unfurling in unison. Spiders wove
intricate designs across the front | awn that
the low sun and glittering dew reveal ed each
nmorning. It was all gone after the first cup
of coffee, but while it was there, she would
stand on the front porch gazing down, trying
to make sense of the threads. No matter how
hard she tried, all she saw were the delicate
sil ken strands, interconnecting.but not what

it all neant.
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BLACK BI RDS SI NG NG I N THE DEAD OF NI GHT

She dreant she was standing in a playground
surrounded by a towering fence, and although
there were open gates, she knew they woul d be
cl osed before she could reach them Then the
pl ayground was an anusenent park, and rising
into a sky of black snoke was a slide of
shining netal. But it wasn’t just one. It was
a series of slides placed side by side, and
at the top of each slide was a single child,
agirl, wearing a short pol ka-dot skirt and
knee- hi gh white socks. They were all ready to
go down the slides, but what they didn't

know, what nobody knew, what only she knew
was...t hat sonebody, and it m ght have been
her, she didn't know for sure, but it could
have been...had enbedded razor blades in the
metal all the way down the slides. She ran
toward them shouting a warning, but her |egs
wer e churning through cold nolasses and no
sound would come from her nouth. Then the
carni val opened, and the children plunged
down the slides. The bright, shiny netal
turned red with their blood, and the air

filled wth their screans. And the |ast thing
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she saw before she woke up, were bits of
fl esh on the razor bl ades, and her father,
standi ng under the slides, blood raining on

hi s upturned face.

Andrea jerked into consciousness and the
sound of Eppi e noaning. She junped out of
bed, fully dressed, and with her dock in

her hand, she hurried to Eppie’ s room

Eppie, still asleep, was struggling with
sonme invisible attacker. Andrea slipped her
gun into her wai stband and gathered Eppie in
her arnms. Eppie’'s eyes shot open, w de and

frightened. “No daddy! No...”

Andr ea gat hered her closer, stroking her
hair. It was incredibly soft, |ike goose
down. “It’s all right Eppie. It’s al

right.”

Eppi e clutched Andrea tightly and buried
her face in Andrea’s chest. “Don’t let him
hurt nme,” she whispered, “Don’t let himhurt

ne.”

Andrea ki ssed Eppie’s hair and the taste
of cinnanon haunted her lips. “I won't |et

anyone hurt you.”
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She gently noved Eppie away from her, so
she could see the child s face. She took her

sl eeve and w ped tears from Eppi e’ s cheeks.
“l prom se,” Said Andrea.

Eppi e | ooked over Andrea’s shoul der as
if expecting to see her father standing in
t he doorway, and took a deep, shuddering
breath. “I saw Daddy and he was in nmy roomin
t he shadows, and there was fire and there
were dolls, the dolls of a broken child,
smling, broken faces, |aughing and daddy was

daddy was...”

Andr ea gat hered Eppi e cl ose yet again.
Eppi e’ s father had not cone back to the hosue
since the day Andrea drove himaway. But she
could feel him watching and waiting, and she
feared what woul d happen when her assi gnnent
was conpl eted and she had to | eave. He woul d
return, she had no doubt. She could stop that

from happeni ng. She really coul d.

“Shhh, shhh. Don’t think about it. Let
it fade. Let it go far, far away. Do you

want nme to get your nother?”

Eppi e tightened her grip on Andrea. “No.
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| want you to stay. You.”

Andrea continued to stroke the child's
hair. She could feel the frail little body
grow ng cal ner, but Eppie’'s grip did not
| oosen. “It’s alright now. I’mhere and |

won’'t | eave,” she whi spered.

They sit in silence for what seened |ike
hours. Every time Eppie s eyelids began to

| oner, she would jerk awake.

“It's late,” said Andrea, “You should

sl eep.”
“Scared to sleep,” said Eppie.

“I'f you stay up all night, you Il be

tired all day.”

“Sing ne a song. Please... it wll

hel p,” Eppi e pl eaded.
“l don’t know any songs.”
“Everyone knows a song,” Eppie insisted.

“I can’t think of any I want to sing.

You |ike Blue Oyster Cult? Metallica?”

Eppi e scrunched up her face. “I don’t
know them” Qutside a night bird squawked.

“Do you know Bl ack Bird?”
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Black bird? I don’'t think so. How s it
go?” Eppie huns a few bars of a vaguely

renenbered tune. “Like that.”

Andrea wondered...The Beatl es? “l’ m not

much of a singer, you know.”

“Try.” Andrea thought for a m nute. How
did that song go? She took a breath and in a

| ow, whi spery voice, sang.

“Black bird singing in the dead of
night. Take these broken wngs and learn to
fly. Al your life. You were only waiting

for this nonent to arrive...”

Eppie fell asleep |long before the song

was over.

Andr ea opened her eyes. She had fallen
asl eep as well. She was still hol ding Eppie.
She gently laid the child on her bed. Her
joins protested. They'd becone stiff staying

in one position. For how | ong?

Andrea quietly left the room She stood
on the landing. Listening. Watching. The
house was death silent. She knew death
silent. It was that instant right after a

target took the bullet and died, a silence
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that was so im”Mmense, it echoed forever. But
in the next second, the world returned and

the silence was gone.

A shadow, downstairs on the wall,

movi ng. Sonmeone was in the kitchen.

Andrea pulls her gun and creeps onto the

| anding. Waits. Listens.

The shadow noves again - quickly, |ike

sonmeone not wanting to be noti ced.

Andrea sl owWy noves down the stairs
pl aci ng her feet |ike an angel wal king on

clouds. A stair creaks, |ow.
The shadow freezes.
Andrea waits.
The shadow noves, and is gone.

Andrea hits the floor, rushes the
kitchen, her gun up, ready to pull the

trigger. She charges through the door.
The kitchen was enpty.
Silent.
She edges to the backdoor. Peers out.

Not hi ng.
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The tile fl oor unmarked.
Yet .

Sonmeone had been here. There was no way
she could have inmagined that. No way it had
been sone trick of noonlight and tree. She
could feel the passing of a body through this

space. And yet.
No way. No fricking way.
And yet ...
Not hi ng.
Had it been Cive?
She cl oses her eyes and sniffs the air.
Not hi ng.

Somewhere, the night bird screans.
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Red Neck Scul pture

Air lays against flesh Iike a wool blanket,

i tchy and unconfortable, and unwel cone.

A ring of trees surrounds a clearing, a
natural circle so perfectly forned it
suggests the work of man and machine. But it

was not fornmed by either.

Dew glistens on clunps of long, thick
grass and clusters of fern catching the sun,
flashing and flaring, a star field fallen to
Earth. There is an eerie silence here, as if
the ring of trees prevents the normal sounds
of the woods, the call of birds, the hum of
insects, fromentering. The locals call such
pl aces Druid circles or Indian burial
grounds. There are nore than this one, nost
deep in the dark woods where few dare to
tread. But the clearings have nothing to do
with old religions or indigenous people. They
have to do with tine and sil ence, and what

happens when the Earth itself forgets.

Arifle shot disrupts the woodl and
sil ence. The sound echoes and reverberates,

fading, into the distant hills. Undergrowh
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snaps and crunches under the wei ght of sone

ani mal .

Fromthe edge of the clearing a pheasant
expl odes out of the dense brush and takes to
the air. A hunter energes fromthe woods. He
is big and burly and square of jaw. H's
chicken-fried steak fed and beer | oaded gut
hangs over his belt |ike the head of a baby
whal e. He watches the pheasant go, the | ook
of sorrow and loss in his deep brown eyes, an

enotion only anot her hunter woul d under st and.

“God damm it,” the hunter says under his

br eat h.

The hunter | ooks around, a strange
hol | owness in the pit of his stomach when he
realizes where he is. This is not a
superstitious man, a man given to | endi ng any
credence to tales of woodl and spirits and the
like. He was a man with a bit of |earning
under his belt, for all the good that had

done himin this life. But still...

He thinks of how far back the road and
his truck are, and wonders how long it would
be before soneone noticed he was gone, and

what woul d be I eft when they found his body.
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VWhat the hell you thinking |ike that

for?

He noves past a toppled tree with roots
that spread into a fan. Up close, the roots
and noss and fungi make intricate designs
i ke an ancient chart...li ke forgotten
witings...like sacred synbols that humans can

no | onger read.

He gl ances at his watch, rationalizes
that he’s been out | ong enough and turns to

head back. But first he whistles, then calls
“C nmon Blue!”

H's voice is swall owed by the still ness.
He listens, but hears nothing. Not even the

call of birds.
Then...

Bl ue conmes boundi ng out of the brush and
joins the hunter. The hunter reaches down to
rub the hound’s head. Blue lifts his head to

meet the hunter’s hand, half way.

Dark cl ouds begin to ooze out of the
hori zon. They are an ugly purple, and

swol | en.
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“Looks |ike we mght just get sone rain
after all, huh boy? WelIl, better head back.
You snell |ike hell when you get wet, and
"Il catch hell when you get on the couch

t hat way.”

As they head back, the hunter reaches
into his shirt pocket and feels the Z ppo
lighter sitting there. Gft fromhis wife a
few years back. He no | onger snokes but he
likes the lighter and takes it with hi mnost
everywhere he goes. There is sonething solid
and reassuring about it. Your security
l[ighter his wife jokes. My good | uck charm he

tells her and | aughs.

Suddenly there is a rustle in the tal
grass, and a crack of tw gs under foot. The
birds go silent. Blue freezes, and points

towards a dark stand of trees.

The hunter brings up his gun. “Wat you

got boy?” he whispers, “Wat you got?”

Bl ue begins to whine. The hunter
frowns. Blue never whines. Well, not ‘less he
wants to go outside and take a piss or a
dunp, or when he wants a piece of the cookie

you' re eati ng.
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The dog al nbost sounds...
Afrai d?

“What’s the matter Blue? Wat’'s wong
boy?”
Bl ue backs away. A chill runs up the

hunter’s spine. He can feel the hairs on the

back of his neck and his arns, rise.

That ain’t right. No sir, that ain't

right at all.

VWhat is that sound? The hunter tilts his
head and |istens. There is nmusic comng from
the stand of trees. It sounds |ike Patsy
Cline’'s “I Go To Pieces”. It is Patsy dine’s

“I Go To Pieces”.
VWhat the hell?

Blue lies down and continues to whine,
then abruptly bell ows and runs away. The
hunt er has never seen any dog act like this
before, certainly not Blue. He calls after

t he hound.
“You damm wuss. Get back here. Bl ue!”

The sound of the fleeing dog ends, |ike

a radio having its power button pressed off.
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But the sound of the music continues. Rifle
up and ready, the hunter heads in the

direction of the song. And enters the stand.

It is acircle of tall, thick trees,
centuries old, surrounding tall grass the

col or of dust.

The hunter freezes. He sees the tape
pl ayer and turns it off, then , does a 360
degree swivel. Nothing. At the edge of the
stand, a junble of what |ooks |ike tw sted
driftwood and rags. Puzzl ed, he noves

closer...realizes...

“Jesus Lord Alm ghty Mther Mary and

Joseph..”
The Dante brothers were dead.

Years fromthis nonent, an author wl|
wite a book about Cive Euxideos. In the
book he w Il describe in horrific detail, how
Cive had nmurdered the three brothers who had
beaten Juvenal. They had not di ed quickly..or
intact. They had been gutted |like fish, |inbs
torn and twi sted, |ips sewn shut, eyes gone,
parts renoved and inserted into various

orifices...
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Clive had tied the three brothers
t oget her, back to back, with |ashings of
thick vine. Then he perforned sone surgeries
that were not included in any nedical
t ext book. He had commtted sone serious

nmedi cal mal practice of the surgical Kkind.

He had used what he could find in the
woods- sticks...stones...the jawbone of sone
| ong dead carnivore. A staple renover. He had
done a round-robin, nmoving from one brother
to the next, inflicting just enough pain and
suffering to get them pl eading for death, so
that the other two had a good idea of what
was comng for them Their agony and fear fed
of f of one another, creating a nael strom of
scream ng and bl eeding and stark, raving,

agony-fueled terror.

He had pissed into their eyes before
those gelatin orbs were extracted with his
fingers. He had pissed into their gaping eye
sockets near the end, just before the final

cut.

They were like...a scul pture. Like a

tw sted, bad, world-gone-nmad neat scul pture.

The hunter, eyes wi de, nouth open, vomt
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rising to burn the back of his throat, brings
his rifle up and steps back. Right into
Clive, who cuts his throat. The wound opens

like lips parting, and bl ood fl ows.

The rifle drops to the ground. The
hunter turns to face Cive, nouth opening and
cl osing without sound. Their eyes |lock. The
Hunter’'s eyes are filled with wonder and
guestioning and a slow realization that he is
al ready dead. He puts his hands to his
throat. Blood pours between his fingers as

he sinks to his knees.

Clive watches the hunter die with great
concern. He feels no malice toward this man
and feels sorrow that he has done what he had
to do. ‘Wong place, wong tine,’ thinks

Cive.

“Sorry,” Clive whispered. “Nothing
agai nst you, old hoss, but ny work here...
well, it’s not time. They can’t know |'m

here. Not yet.”

The hunter gurgles and dies. dive
cl oses his eyes and kisses himon the

forehead. “Sleep.”
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Somet hi ng shi ny.

Clive retrieves the Zippo lighter from
the hunter’s shirt pocket. He flicks it, and
a jet of blue-orange flanme dances. dive

smles. The grass is very dry.

349
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PHONE CALL FROM CASSADY

Eppie’s Father sits in a darkened office. The
sheriff has taken the night off. Probably
sprawm ed in his overstuffed easy chair, the
one with the spring poking through the seat

that he doesn’'t seemto notice or mnd...

And maybe he |likes it huh? Maybe ol d
Shrieff likes that sharp, pointy metal spring
gnawi ng at his asshol e. Yeah maybe he j ust

do.

.probably drunk as a skunk. In his boxer
shorts. Drool pooled in the hollow of his

chest between his fat, hairy man-teats.

Eppi e’ s father boots the PC and waits.
When the systemis up, he |aunches the

browser and enters:
ftp://dingleberry:piston@inieslikeithard.com

On the screen: a single zipped file. He
drags the file to his desktop and waits for
it to downl oad. Finished, he double clicks on
the file. It opens. In a few mnutes the
screen is filled with thunbnail images of

naked children. Sonme with adults.

Eppie’'s father is what is known as a
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fixated, or preferential child nolester. He
had no adult sexual orientation. He was not
sexual ly attracted to wonen or nmen -- only to
children. Every week or so he is emailed a
new ftp address with | ogin and password. Each
week or so he downl oads the zipped file,
opens it, and extracts the imges he finds
within. Sonmetinmes the images are of children
he has seen before. Many tines they are
i mges of new. Sonme are younger than others
but none are older than twelve. There are
boys and there are girls. There are white and
bl ack and hi spani c and the occasi onal asi an.
They have one thing in common. They all | ook
terrified and confused.

Eppie’'s father saves the inages to a
di sk, slips the disk into his shirt pocket,
and turns off the conputer.

The phone rings. It is Cassady, a good
ol d boy cop-friend of Eppie's father, who'd

made the nove and gone to work in Chicago.

It had been cl ose enough to ten years,
but Cassady still hadn’'t conpletely lost his
accent. It came back even stronger when

tal king to sonebody from “down there.”
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“Hey Hanmbone. \What the hell you still
doi ng down there in ass-w pe Loui siana? When

you com ng up here where the big boys play?”

Eppi e’ s father |aughed. “Shit. An't no

ass-w pe here. Mre like fist-fuck.”

“l hear that. | tell you what, sure
was surprised to get that email from you

Didn't know they had conputers down there.”

“Hel |, we got indoor toilets and

everyt hi ng now.”

“No kidding? So anyway, that driver’s

license you sent up...”
“What you find?”

“Shit, you hayseeds as blind as you are
stupid? | nean, sure, the hair’s different
and the eyes, maybe contacts...who knows. But,

still...sure as shittn', it's her.”
“Who is she? Wo is the bitch, really?”

“Qpen your eyes, Spanky. That’s that
stupi d-ass fenmal e cop got that fucked by
Clive Euxideos. Got her ass booted off the
force for that shit. Course there was lots
of other stuff going on before...she was on

probation and all ...drinking problem | heard,
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but that...man, that Cdive hookup thing was

the | ast straw Heard she had sonme kind of

nervous breakdown di sorder thing after

that...”

You. . .

“Son of a bitch, son of a bitch.”

“What’s all this about anyway, old son?

“I"l'l tell you later.”
Eppi e’ s father hung up.

That bitch. That little fuck hole. And

soneone |ike that was going to stand between

hi m and his daughter? He’'d shoot her dead

first.

Shoot .

Her .

Dead.

353
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AVISIT

Evening comng in fast. Andrea in her bedroom

cl eaning her gun. Her cell phone vibrates.
“Yeah?”

(beat)
“What do you want ?”

(beat)
“You’' re what ?”

(beat)

“You better have a good reason for being

here.”

Hurrying down the road, |ips clanped
tightly, she feels the bl ood poundi ng behind
her eyes.feels the need to smash sonet hi ng,

or soneone.
A sound. Behi nd her.

Soneone is follow ng, has been
foll owi ng, since she left the house. She
passes into the shadows of trees and waits,
her swi tchbl ade dropping fromher shirtsleeve
into the palmof her hand. There is a silent

snick as it opens.

A figure separates itself fromthe
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surroundi ng darkness. Realizing it has | ost

sight of her, it begins to run.

Andrea erupts out of the shadow, and
with a full forearm smash across the side of
the head, the figure is slammed to the road.
Her swi tchbl ade catches the noonlight and

gl eans. The bl ade stops a scant inch from..

“Mirgil,” says Andrea. ..and renoves the

bl ade fromVirgil’s carotid artery.

Andrea backs off. Virgil slowy gets to
his feet, gathering the shreds of his

dignity, brushing road dust fromhis jacket.

“Do you know how nmuch this suit cost?”

he asks.

“You stupid son of a bitch. Wat are

you doi ng sneaking up on ne like that?”

Virgil straightens his sleeves and rubs
his throat. He swall ows and w nces. *“I

bel i eve you’' ve cracked ny larynx.”

“I alnost killed you. You stupid son of

“Yes, yes, ny nother was not the best
sort. Bit of tart, really. Wth a fondness

for gin and bitters. Nasty. | can still snell
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her breath when she tried to kiss me.”

“What are you doing here? Were the
hell do you get off calling nme out of the

bl ue, showing up like this..
“Do you know who Rat chet Dunont is?”

“Huh? He’'s Eppie’ s father...the deputy
sheriff.An asshole. A child nolester who
wears a badge. The only reason he’s alive, is

that Cive has to go first.”
“He’ s been making inquiries about you.”

“You didn't cone down here to tell ne

that.”

“No. | cane to check out the situation
first hand.”

“There’s nothing to check out.”

“There’s those who are worried that you
may be going native. |I’ve called. |I’'ve left

messages on your service.”

“I"’m busy. 1’mdoing ny job. Wen he
shows, 1'Il be ready. You go back and tel

whoever the hell you report to, that.”
“And the famly?”

“What about the famly?”
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“They mean nothing to you?”
“Not hi ng.”

“Not even the little one? What’'s her

name? | pecac?”
“Eppie.”

“Eppie. Poor little abused Eppie.

Daddy’s girl isn't she?”
“Shut. Your. Mouth.”

Virgil eyes Andrea. Considers speaking,
and decides against it. He is a smart nman
after all. Seconds tick by, with no
grandf ather clock to mark them *“How rnuch

| onger do you think?”

Andrea surveys the dark field. “He's
close. | can feel him A week? | don't know.
It’ll take as long as it takes. | can't
bel i eve you cane down here. Are you trying to
bl ow ny cover? Go hone. Sit in your office
and diddle call girls. I'll let you know when

" mthrough. Wy are you here, anyways?”
“There’s been a slight change of plans.”
“What does that nean?”

“First, whether you like it or not, I'm
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going to be around until this is over. Cal

it quality assurance.”

“Fine. Mkes no difference to ne, but
I’11 tell you this-stay out of ny way. Don’t
get between ne and him | wll shoot through

you to get him”

“Ah, well, that’'s the second part. You
see, nuch as it pains ne to have to say this,
our Mster Euxideos is no longer on the hit

[ist.”
“What are you tal king about?”

“We want himalive, not dead. Not mangl ed

or nutilated or dying. But alive, and whole.”
“He will not be taken alive.”

“You are not here to avenge your | oss of
face. You' re here to do a job, as you said.
Well, the paraneters of that job have
changed. If you can’t deal with that, then it
is you who need to go honme. And it is ne who

will do what remains to be done.”
“I'f | see him | will kill him”

Virgil shook his head and chuckl ed.
“Why? What are you | ooking for Andrea? A

sense of closure? You fucked up one career,
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are you going to fuck up another? You don’t

bring himin alive, and you'll get nore than
a fuck up, youll get a bullet in the back of
t he head.”

“Don’'t threaten ne.’

"I amnot threatening you, Andrea. | am

telling you.”

“You don’t get it, do you? Wat
happened between nme and Cive was just the
bottom of a | ong downward spiral | was
already on. This isn’t about ne. |It’s about
them It’s about famly. |It’s about what
he’s done to them and what he’s still doing
to them and what he' Il continue to do unless
sonmeone stops him They need hel p. They

need to be saved. And | can save them"”

Virgil rolls his eyes up one side of
Andrea and down the other. “And who' s goi ng

to save you Andrea dear?”

She has no answer to that, because quite
sinply, the question had not occurred to her.
“Stay out of nmy way.” Andrea turns her back

on Virgil and wal ks away.

St ops.
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Sl unps.
Turns back to him
“I want to be the one who gets him”

“l understand,” Virgil said, “I really
do. And that’'s what | told them That you
were the one for the job. That you could be
trusted to do what needed to be done.

Because, let’'s face it Andrea, deep down
inside, you' re a girl scout. You only want to
do the right thing. So please, do the right

thing this tine.”
“He won’t go wthout a fight.”

Virgil pauses to consider. A hint of

smle turns his |ips.

“l suppose if you blow his kneecaps off,
they can deal with that. Just keep your

bullets out of his brain.”
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CARNI VALS AND WH TE TRASH

“LAST DAY” a banner proclained. It had been
draped over the Teiresias and Mire’'s

Caval cade of Illusions and Peculiarities
banner. Andrea had never known a carnival to
stay in one place for so | ong. She thought

t hat perhaps they had set up sone sort of
per manent residence. Louisiana s version of
Di sney Wrld. Disney on crack. Wite trash

Wor | d.

A wal |l of pickup trucks |ine the road.
The air had changed. It felt charged with
sone strange electricity that sent cats
pounci ng on phantom prey, then scream ng as
if in heat. Her mnd was filled with a
chaotic swirling of thoughts. Kill dive.
Don't kill Cive. Maimddive. The netrics of
her assi gnment had changed dramatical ly. Wy
did they want himalive? Wiat did it matter
to her? How could she bring himin alive? How
could their confrontation not end in one of
t hem dead? She needed tine to understand, to
think, to plan. So lost in thought, so
focused within, she only realized she had

entered the carnival grounds when she stepped
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on a corn dog.

Andr ea shoul dered through a crowd of
sl ovenly men wth unshaven jow s, whose
bellies, distended by deep-fried fat, hang
i ke the heads of enornous slugs over their
j eans. They were wth wonen whose | ard asses
tested the stretching capabilities of
spandex, whose faces wore | ayers of thick
make-up that transfornmed theminto denonic
Kabuki actors on crack. Mst were surrounded
by clusters of thenselves in mniature, and
for Andrea, it only reaffirmed her belief
t hat reproduction should not be a right, but
a licensed privilege. They shoveled fistfuls
of popcorn shellacked wth a dark glaze, and
deep-fried tw nkies on popsicle sticks and
brown corn dogs slathered with fluorescent
mustard, into their thick-1ipped nouths. They
grasped paper cones topped with balls of
shaved, colored ice that nelted before they
could finish it, coating their hands in

trails of sticky blue, red and green.

In the twi sted channel s that ran between
the food stalls, gam ng booths, rides and

attractions, the air was hot and heavy. It
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was a masma thick with the stench of diese
fuel deep fryers, body odor, and vomt
churned by rides like the Spin-O Matic or the
Thrill-A-Rama or the Salt and Pepper. C ouds
of insects swarmneon |lights that epitom ze
“lurid .

She’ d seen these faces before, at the
countl ess carnivals her father had dragged
her to. He |loved the crowds, the snells, the

ri des and the grease-infused foods.

She wondered - ‘Does the carnival truck
themin? Wiy are these peopl e here? Wat

draws t hent?’

Andr ea passed rundown boot hs hol di ng
ri gged ganes of chance. The prizes, even
those on the top shelves, were cheap and
tattered. Stuffed animls that appeared to
have been dunped on the side of the road as
garbage, after laying in sone basenent for

years. Their dead eyes staring at nothing.

“And why are you here? she asked
hersel f. Just passing through? On your way to
where? Burning off your anger at Virgil’'s

visit?
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The carnies, despite | ooking so
sinister, so wong, were even sadder than the
prizes, even nore pathetic. They gazed at the
steady flow of rubes, contenpt in their eyes,
and sneers in their voices. Calling ‘three
balls for a quarter three shots for fifty
cents three tries for a buck wwin a prize for
the little lady for the girlfriend for the
mai n squeeze ¢’ non and show her what a nman
you are fine specinen of a nman big man hot

shot show ‘em show ‘em show ‘em’

It was beyond obvious, that there was
sonet hi ng physically or nmentally wong with
every one them Heads that were too small for
the bodies that held them or eyes too close

t oget her.

A flash of light. Andrea along w th nost
of the crowd | ooked up. Knives of |ightning
carved jagged white |light across the dark
sky. Is this it? Is this the long awaited

rain?
No. Just nore heat |ightning.

Andrea passed a tent. A stray w nd
fluttered the flap and inside the dark

confines of the tent she saw, or thought she
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saw, two nmen in clown makeup. Their pants
were down around their ankles, skinny |egs
bent, one hunched over, fingers touching the
sawdust covered floor, the other standing
behi nd, gl oved hands graspi ng bony hips, and
grinding away. They both | ook up as the flap
waves and their eyes neet Andrea’s. They are
smling...l eering...and she is the one who

| ooks away.

At a gazebo, a quartet in black face and
red suits with silver buttons plays a dirge
version of sone pop tune. Sonething by Burt

Bachar ach?

She will take himalive, if she can, but

it won't be easy. Then again, would killing
himreally be easier? ‘I need to be alone to
think. I need to go hone,’ she tells herself.

Honme to Eppie and Ni obe and C ynenestra.
Home to her room and her bed.

The bed where Cive once lay. The bed
where she now | ay, imagining her body sinking

into his, becom ng one.

She turns to go back the way she cane,

but is caught in the crowmd. Andrea fights to
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get through the crush that has suddenly
becone thicker, a wall of grease-fueled fat,
deni m and spandex. It’s like trying to swm
t hrough a m ndl ess herd, hypnotized by the
bright lights and spinning rides, al
shuffling along in one direction for no
reason other than that is the direction

everybody else is going in.

She steps on a sandal ed toe. Soneone
curses. She twsts to apologize and a
shoul der strikes hers. Nearby, a child is
screamng for its nother. Bell ow ng piggy
| aughter that finds pain and suffering the

pi nnacl e of hilarity.

She feels fingertips graze the back of
her neck. The touch burns. Only one man’s

touch has ever burned |ike that.
“Clive.” Andrea jerks around.

Clive brushes by her. Like her, noving
against the flow Unlike her, for him the

crowd parts.
He whi spers as he passes. “Andrea.”

Andrea whirls, panicked. Turns again,

and sees the back of Cdive's head being
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swal | oned by the crowd. She reaches for her
gun and feels the hard reassurance of the

handl e. But there are too many peopl e.
She fights to foll ow

Brief glinpses of the back of dive.
Again, the crowmd parts for him then closes
tightly, as if it had never opened.as if he

had never passed.

Anger buil di ng, she pushes forward,
j abbi ng el bows, stepping on toes, and not
caring. There are shrieks of indignation,

nore curses, and a stinging slap on the arm
Then...

She is at the back of the carnival, the
white trash festival behind her, the dark of
the field and woods in front of her.
Fireflies burn, speaking their secret

| anguage of illum nation.

Clive is nowhere to be seen. Andrea
turns wildly. Wiere is he? Is that dive
vani shing around a tent? She catches up and

grabs him
Gun out.

Turns him
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It isn't dive.

The tall, broad-shoul dered man stared at
her wwth |arge yell ow eyes that were dull and
unconpr ehendi ng. The right side of his head
was dented as if sonmeone had swing a basebal
bat into it. H's nmouth hung open and she
could see his tongue, |like a worm swol | en

with di sease, twisting in agony inside.
Andr ea backed away. “Sorry. Sorry.”

O course. How could it have been hinf
Surely one of the townies would of noticed.

Sent up an alarm How could they not?

The rustle of | eaves nmakes her | ook up.
A withered tree stands before her. Mss nore
brown than green, hanging fromits branches.

A southern wind rattles the dull | eaves.
Then, the wi nd stopped.
Everyt hi ng st opped.

There is a dead calm that tinme
measured in mlliseconds when the world goes
silent. Then a cold wi nd began to nove in

fromthe north

In the crowd, that shifting pack of

i nbred rubes, heads jerk up |ike deer sensing
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danger. They point dirty-nailed, greasy
fingers and utter | ow nobans, ‘what the

fucks’, and a few screans.

In the distance, flanes appear, grow,
shift, and lick the night sky like the
t ongues of dragons. The sky recoils and
spasns. Dense, choking snoke rolls across the

carni val grounds.

The crowd breaks, the herd running for
their trucks, tearing at each other to be

first, tranpling their own in blind panic.

The forest is burning. The flanmes are

com ng this way.

Andrea whi spers “Oh, Christ.”
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MOTHER AND CHI LD REUNI ON

Cl ynenestra stood on the veranda, watching
the fire nove towards the house. The fl anes
dance in her eyes, as do the enbers that

expl ode and fl ee.

She knew she should turn, should run,
but she felt weightless, and so was afraid to
let go of the railing for letting go would
send her soaring into the black sky,
follow ng the paths of the enbers, never to

return.

“And what,’ she thought, ‘would be wong

with that?
Wuld that not be |i ke death?

She | onged for death...but first, to feel
his cool enbrace and hard body agai nst hers.
To feel his tender |ips one nore tine,
pressed to hers, inhaling as she exhal ed,

sucki ng her essence down into his own being.

A knot explodes in a fountain of sparks
that rains down upon the flickering ground. A
hot breeze tests the barrier of flesh that is

her face.

“NMbt her.”
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Cl ynmenestra presses the back of her hand
agai nst her lips. The skin is parchnment dry.
Tears fl ood her eyes, and extinguish the

flane.

Clive appears in the distance, wal king
t hrough the ruined garden, toward her. Wth a
sound that could have been fear, that could
have been relief, that m ght have been
passi on |long restrai ned and now given flight,

Clynmenestra hurried to him

They enbrace. H s nmassive arns gat her
her to him She buries her face in his chest
and the sorrow bursts fromher. He can feel
his breastbone vibrating in synpathy with her
sobs. He can feel her tears soak through the
fabric of his shirt and stain his flesh. He

caresses her hair with long, careful strokes.

“Let it out nother. Let it all out,” he

whi spers into her hair.

She lifts her tear-streaked face from
his chest and he is | ooking down at her. She
falls asleep at night with the nmenory of
t hose eyes, and awakens from nightmares to

t he sanme i mage
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Cl ynmenestra touches his face with a
trenmbling hand and thinks * How snooth his
cheek is, despite all.” Notices the contrast
bet ween the back of her hand and his snpoth
skin and ‘How old ny flesh has becone... how
full of life | once was...how full of juice...

how | have been sucked dry by tine.’

“My dearest,” she whispers, “MWy

bel oved.”

He lowers his lips to hers and they
kiss. H's hands slide down her back. He can
feel the nubs of her spine through the thin
mat eri al of her nightgown, |like a string of

beads under ti ssue.

There is an athanme in dynenestra’ s
hand, a knife used in magic cerenonies and
rituals. It has a very short, ivory handle
with silver inlay, and a very |long, very

sharp, curved bl ade.

She reluctantly renmoves her |ips from
his and stares into his eyes. There is
sonething in her eyes, a | ook he has not seen
before. His eyes narrow as if trying to see
better, as if trying to understand sonet hi ng

that is not clear.
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“No nore ny dearest,” she whispers, “No
nore grief. No nore pain. No nore of this

life.”

She drives the athanme into his side.
There is pain, but it is nothing he cannot
deal with. H's only reaction is to grunt,

nmore with surprise than anything el se.

Still looking deep into his nother’s
eyes, still looking for neaning and reason,
his right hand | eaves its resting place on
the small of her back and cl anps around the
back of her neck. Their eyes still |ocked, he
twists his wist and her neck breaks wth the
sound a baby bird fallen fromits nest nakes,
striking pavenent. The flanmes vani she from

her eyes.

Clive lowers Cynenestra to the ground.
Her face is peaceful. He carefully renoves
the athanme fromhis side and casts it away.
The wound is deep, but nothing vital was
touched. He will keep it clean and it wl|
heal and he will add yet another scar to his
collection. He reaches into the pocket of his
j acket and renoves a handful of lentils that

he places in a small pile on the ground near
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Cl ynmenestra’ s head.

He thinks of Andrea and that makes him
smle. “I'"mglad you got to neet her nother.
|’ m glad you |l ove her,” Cdive says, then he

turns and wal ks back toward the i nferno.



Williams - Twilight 375

SANCTUARY AND ASHES

The bar is full up tonight. No speci al

reason. It’s not Saturday...it’s not the night
before a holiday...it’s not the first of the
month or the fifteenth. It’s just one of

t hose days when, for whatever reason,
everyone deci des that heading out to the

| ocal bar for a drink or two, m ght not be
such a bad idea. The jukebox is humm ng. The
noi se level is fueled by two drinks, going on

t hr ee.

No one at the bar is aware that a fire
is burning, and the flanmes are comng their

way.

Juvenal wal ks in, cradling the deep
green cremation urn in his arns. It is the
first tinme he has been in the bar since he

was beaten by the Dante Brothers.

The bar goes silent. Juvenal wal ks
through the stillness as if unaware that
every eyeball in the place was fixed on him
He coul d have been the only one there. As he

sits at the bar, he thunps the urn down.

Bl ake stares, then | eans forward,
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hi ssing “Are you out of your mnd comng in

her e?”

Juvenal | ooks at Bl ake with eyes that
are as red as blood fromthe throat of a
fresh-butchered hog. “1’'Il have a shot and a

beer. And ny grandfather will have the

sane.”

“You need to | eave Juvenal .”

“Fast El k” Barragon is standi ng over
Juvenal . “Fast ElIk” runs the bait shop on the

edge of the swanp. He al so brews up a nean
tub of white ‘shine’, when he’'s short of
cash. The Dante brothers were his best
custoners. He puts his lips very close to
Juvenal's ear. “l got three friends gone
m ssi ng Euxi deos. You know anyt hi ng about

t hat ?”

Juvenal turns, very slowy, on his bar
stool, to face Fast El k. “And how woul d |

know where your friends m ght be?”

Fast Elk thrusts his face into
Juvenal’s. His eyes are wi de and crazed,
cracked with red veins fromdrink, his brown

teeth clenched tight enough to splinter. He
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screans “’ Cause you fuckers know where al
the bodies are. You bunch of crazed nother

fuckers....”

Juvenal grabs the urn and smashes it
into Fast El ks’ face. The urn expl odes,
scattering shards of porcelain, a cloud of
Papa Catal lus’ ashes, and bits of charred
bone. Fast Elk hits the floor, face slashed

and bl oody, caked in ash.
A riot erupts.

Juvenal goes down under a hail of fists
and feet. Bl ake grabs the phone and tries to
call the sheriff but the flanmes have al ready
eaten the phone lines and all he hears is a

strange, deep silence.
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Eppi e Gone

Andrea stood over Clynenestra, in the garden
The strange new angl e of her neck, pulled
i ke hand bl own gl ass gone terribly wong,
tells her all she needs to know. Her pale
eyes stare at nothing. Cive had not closed

them so Andrea did.

‘There does not need to be a heaven,
she thought. ‘Those who have suffered are
rewarded by death.’ Death is the rel ease.
Death is the end to all pain and sorrow and
grief. And was that not what salvation was
after all? The end to all that? But Hell ...
there was a need for Hell. There was a need
for just and terrible punishnent for those
who brought pain, sorrow and grief. Andrea
prayed there was a Hell. And feared that

t here was not.

Gun out, Andrea enters the house. She
finds Juvenia spraw ed on the floor at the

foot of the staircase.

Juvenia lifts her head at the sound of
Andrea’s footsteps. Her lipis split. A

handpri nt blazed on the flesh of her right
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cheek, swollen and red, noving towards

pur pl e.

Andrea felt a rage unlike any she had
ever felt before, flooding her senses. She
gr abbed Juvenia by the arns and resisted the
urge to fling the woman from her, repul sed by
the noist, clammy feel of her flesh, the
flesh of a body five days in the water,
tissue thin. She inmagi ned her fingers tearing
t hrough that fragile nenbrane of flesh
sinking deep into the spongy neat beneath,
into nuscle gone near |liquid and bone ready
to dissolve. Flesh |like this, bel onged on
sone bonel ess, deep-sea life form not a

human bei ng.

From where Andrea stood, she could see
Eppi e’ s bedroom door was open and the room

was enpty.

A cold, hollow fear gnaws her soul

“Where' s Eppi e?”

Juveni a’s nouth opens. C oses. Opens
again. She tries to breathe and cannot.
Andrea shakes her. Wants only to strike her,
again and again, bloody that stupid fish

gapi ng nout h, mash those |lips to pulp.
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Way didn't you protect her?
“Tell me!”

Juveni a croaks “Her father took her.

Couldn’t stop him Couldn't...”
“Where did he take her?”

“l don’t know. Probably his place. By

the old church. He said.he said..”

Now Andrea did fling her to the floor.
Juvenia cries out and reaches for Andrea,

but Andrea is already out the door.
“.he said | was nice and | was pretty..”

Juveni a staggers to her feet and |inps
toward the open door. Her eyes burn with
tears of fear and shane. Ri bbons of snot run
fromher nostrils, adding to the salty taste

of blood on her Iips.

“..he said he liked ne better than al

the girls..”

Her hands, |i ke spiders, crawl crazy
over her body, gripping, grabbing, and
digging as if seeking entry. She noans. “He
said he was going do to her what he use to do

to ne..use to do to ne.do to nme..
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Juvenia' s frantic actions stop. Her eyes
bul ge, as if pushed frombehind, as if sone
terrible pressure were building in her skull.
She rai ses her hands to her face, fingers
curled. She stares at them as if they were
t he hands of sone ravenous beast and not her

own.
Then. ..

Juvenia screans |like Hell’'s own were
ri pping her guts out, and she feverishly
claws at her face. Swathes of flesh cur

under her fingernails.

“And | liked it! | |iked what he done to

me. God help me, | liked it!”
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Eppi e’ s Fat her

Andrea drove |ike a woman possessed. Thi ck,
gray- bl ack snoke roiled across the road,
obscuring the world. On either side, trees
snol dered, then burst into flane. Spanish
noss, burning, thrown into a frenzy by
superheated air, flailed |ike scarecrow arns.
Fl ocks of screamng crows filled the black

sky.

Andrea sl amred on the brakes and was out
of the car and running at the house before
t he engi ne died. The house outside of which,

she had found the body of Papa Catall us.

The fire was heading directly for the
house. It noved like liquid, a furious,

consumng flow It was only a breath away.

The door was open. Gun thrust in front
of her, Andrea charged in, ready to pull the
trigger..wanting to pull the trigger...know ng
that she would pull the trigger no matter
what she found. The curved, cool netal of the
trigger grew hot and itchy beneath her
finger, burning with sex stroke need. She

woul d not | et Eppie be hurt again... would
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not stand for it... would avenge the hurt

al ready done.

She noved through roons inhabited by
stark, Goodwi |l rejected furniture. No, it
wasn’t even that good. Who lived here with

bare walls and bare fl oors?
No person |ived here.
She found the conputer room
A nonster |ived here.

A nonster who needed Hell brought to
him who would not have to wait for death to
conme. She would bring himHell..wuld give

hima sneak preview of his eternity.

She kicked in a door. It was enpty, as
was the next, and the one after that. The
bat hr oon?? Thr ough t he narrow wi ndow over the
tub, a wall of flame rose into the night. The

paint on the walls began to blister.
“Eppi e!”
Hysterical sobbing.
Upstairs.

Andrea took the stairs in giant |eaps. A

fl am ng branch crashes through the w ndow on
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the | andi ng, showering the interior with

gl ass and fl ane.
“Eppi e!”

Sonet hi ng sl ans agai nst the roof. Thi ck,
choki ng snmoke begins to fill the house, and

the paint turns bl ack.
Andr ea ki cks open a bedroom door.

Eppie is curled on the cigarette-scarred
floor at the end of a bed holding only a

| unpy stained mattress and thin worn bl anket.

Never mnd that, ook at the child, | ook

at the child!
Eppie’s dress is torn. Fingertip-shaped

brui ses are already form ng on her forearns.

Her father is nowhere in sight.
Where is that bastard?
Focus on Eppi e!

She kneel s beside the child, carefully
reaches out, cups her chin gently and lifts

her head.

The small nmouth is bloodied, a man’s
handprint clearly etched on her right cheek,

mrroring the one worn by Juveni a. Her eyes

384



Williams - Twilight 385

are dull, unfocused, the pupils strangely
large. Did he drug her? Did the bastard drug

her ?
“Eppi e?”

Eppi e seens to notice Andrea for the
first time. But |ooks at and through her at
the sane tine, as if seeing her froma great
di stance. The words, when they cone, are

sl urred.
“All...right.”
“Where i s he?”

Eppie pulls away. Told not to tell. Not

ever to tell

Sonet hi ng el se crashes into the house
and it trenbles down to the foundation. Eppie

j unps and whi npers.

Forget him Pick up the child and get

out .

How coul d he | eave her here |like this?
He nust have seen the fire comng. Dd he
| eave her here to die? For the flames to

consune the evidence of his guilt?

She would find him She would kill him
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Andrea gat hered Eppie in her arnms and
was agai n amazed at how |light the child was...
how bird thin...how cl ose to non-existent.
Like a barely held nmenory...a ghost. She
st ands, hol ding Eppie close, feeling her

heart banging to get out.

Eppie’'s lips at her ear. “The closet,”

she whi spers.

Andrea, noving in nolasses tinme, puts
Eppi e back down on the floor and turns, gun
in hand. Hiding? The bastard is hiding?
Silently, she takes hold of the knob and

throws the door open. Eppie screans.

In the book that will be witten about
Clive Euxideos and his nmurders, the book that
is considered to be the one book about Cive
Euxi deos that nust be read, the death of
| pegheni a Euxi deos-Dunont’s father, rates
close to five pages. It is a very clinica
description, based on eyew tness accounts and

the forensic pathol ogist’s report.

Eppi e’ s father was hanging in the
cl oset. The back of his skull had been neatly
pi erced by a nmetal hook bolted to the inside

of the door, the one that he used to hang his
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r obe.

He had not been dead when the back of
hi s head had been pushed onto the hook. But
he thanked God when he felt the dull netal
ball at the tip of the hook crack through his
skull and enter his brain. Anything to stop

t he pain.
The horri bl e, hideous pain.

Clive had found Eppie s father pushing
his daughter’s face into his |lap. Eppie’'s

f at her was naked.

Clive hit hima glancing bl ow where the
back of the skull net the spine, and he went

down |li ke the sack of shit that he was.

Eppi e noved to enbrace Cive. He held
out his hand, stopping her. He sat her down

and squat ed.

“l want you to close your eyes dearest
one. | want you to close themas tight as you
can. Tighter than you have ever closed them
before. Do not open them no matter what. And
| want you to put your hands over your ears
and I want you to sing your favorite song.

The one about the black bird. Can you do that
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for me?”
Eppi e nodded.

“And | want you to do keep your eyes
cl osed and your hands over your ears and that
song on your lips until | kiss you on the

forehead. Can you do that for ne?”
Agai n, Eppi e nodded.

“Show nme how good you can do what |

asked.”

Eppi e cl osed her eyes and put her hands
over ears and softly began to sing

“Bl ackbird”.
“Sing | ouder Eppie.”
Eppi e sang | ouder.
“Just a bit nore.”
She did as she was told.

Clive turned back to the father. He
bound Eppie’'s father’s hands to the top of
t he door frame, his feet to the base, and
then he sl apped the bastard’ s face until his
eyes fluttered open. Wien he saw dive
staring at himhe opened his nmouth to scream

When he did, dive pulled a |large staple
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remover fromhis pocket and went to work.

It takes a long tinme to skin a human
bei ng, especially using a staple renover as
your primary instrument. Cive had picked up
the staple renmover froman Ofice Depot he' d
chanced upon, after the one he’d used on Ann
Mari e Kaspersak had broken while he was using
it on her. He liked to think of this new
staple renmover as the large, industrial-sized
nmodel . It was the Tyrannosaurus rex to the

previ ous nodel’s raptor.

Clive had practiced and he had gotten
very good at it in a very short period of
time.

It did not seemlike a very short period
of time to Eppie’'s father. It seemed nore
like eternity. More like Hell. He screaned so
hard, his vocal cords ruptured and then al
he could do was noban, with a horrible, liquid

sound.
But it was enough.

Andr ea stepped back and wi thout a word,

wi t hout reaction, closed the door.

Eppie lay on the floor now, curled once
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again into fetal form breathing rapidly,
harshly. Andrea gathered the child in her

arns and turned to the door.

Ni obe was in the doorway, steak knife in
hand, face streaked wth snmoke. “l wasn’t

going to let himhurt her again.”

“We have to get out of here.” Andrea
w pes her face on her shoulder. The heat is

gr ow ng.

Qutside, at the car, N obe watches the
roof of the house burn, tongues of flanme
working at the sides. “Burn in Hell,
fucker.” she hisses. Andrea | ays Eppi e across
t he back seat. She takes a tissue and
carefully wipes the child s tears, dabs the

bl ood from her Iip.

Andrea speaks slowy and softly. “I have
to find Cive, Eppie. That’s why |I'’m here.

Pl ease tell ne where he is.”

Eppi e | ooks at her and the sorrow that
fills the child s eyes, breaks Andrea’s
heart. “Church,” Eppie says and the sound is
nore |i ke glass crunching underfoot, than a

word. Andrea stands. She hates letting the
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child go...hates the enpty feeling in her
arnms...the col d space where the warnth of
Eppi e radi ated...t he hol |l owness that now fills

her chest.

She turns to Ni obe. “Take her as far

away fromthis as you can.”

Ni obe nods. “W’re already gone. | got
sone noney put away. W'll be all right.” She
slides behind the wheel, starts the car,
pl aces her hand on Andrea’s. “Thank you.” And

they drove off into the night.

Andrea turns back toward the house. It
is engulfed, the flames growing brighter and
brighter. She stares, unable to tear her eyes
away. The white noise.. hiss of the flanes...

a flickering, hypnotic dance.
Suddenl y.

Pain. It ripples Iike a stone cast into
oil and the world becones like old novie film
projected at 10X speed, jerky, staccato...
flashing. Each ripple is a wave of agony that
screans in her eyes, and races around her
brain. The world becones overexposed, washed-

out, then blinding white. The sound of the
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fire in her ears is |ike being jamed
between two cell shattering drills that
burrow i nto her head. Her gun falls from her
grasp and she drops to her knees, right hand
jerking wldly. She fights to make the |eft
do what it has to do, to funble the vial of

pills out of her pocket.
The vial is enpty.

Ch god what happened to the pills...where
are the pills...did | take all the pills...
couldn’t have taken all the pills...where are

t hey...where are they.are they..oh God...

Andrea crushes the vial. She grabs her
right hand with her left and through sheer
wll, stops the shaking, quiets the shriek of
drills, forces the world to shade back into

sone senbl ance of form and col or.

She picks up her gun. It is heavy. The
effort causes beads of sweat to break out on

her forehead. Her linbs tingle as if asl eep.

Upright now, she | ooks around. The world
seens very intangi ble, her connection to it
broken, as if she existed in a dinension

beneath this one. As if she were passing
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t hrough i1l usion.

Her phone rang. Wthout thinking she
t hunbed the ‘on’ button, brought it to her

ear.
“Hell o Andrea,” dive said.

She said nothing but her mnd raced. How
did he get this nunber? Nobody had this

nunber.
“You found the nol ester?”

“Yes,” she managed to say. Her throat

felt parched.

“I alnost left himfor you. Al nost. But

| got carried away.”

“You did that to himin front of the

chil d?”
“l spared her as nuch as | could.”
“You're insane.”

He chuckl ed. “And the sky is blue and

the grass is green.”
“Where are you?”
“Didn't Eppie tell you?”

“The church.”

393
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“Yes, the church.”

Through the snoke she could see the
church. It was surrounded by flanme but as yet
untouched, as if the flame were paying

homage.
Was he really in there?
Sonehow, she knew he was.

Like calls to like? She could feel him
The way she had felt himin the Wt Wistle.
Drawn, |ike honey bee to flower, like noth to

flame, like flies to shit.

Andrea had not set foot in a church in a
very long time. She wondered if she could
remenber how to recite the Hail Mry. She
wondered what ring of Hell was reserved for

t hose who killed in church.
“I’"’mgoing to kill you dive,” she said.
“You |l ove me too nmuch to kill ne.”
“I have thirty bullets.”

Hi s | aughter runbled softly, again.

“Cone to ne Andrea. Let’s dance.”
The phone went dead.

She checked her gun. One clip in, the
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spare in her pocket. Her head continued to
throb, a slow, steady jackhamer thud,
carving a notch in her tenples. She could
feel the veins testing the limts of the

fl esh that covered them threatening to burst
t hrough. Her gun weighed less than it had
just nonents before. Her strength was
returning, at |east to sone degree, but

hol di ng the gun steady was still a problem

Andr ea i nhal ed deeply and headed toward

t he church.
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THE CHURCH

Fl ane consuned the tine-gnarled trees
and dry, clotted underbrush |ike rage
feasting to satiate a |ong-denied hunger. It
snarl ed and cackl ed, crisping col onies of
termtes and roasting snall animals too
sl uggi sh to escape. Knots expl oded, throw ng
|l egions of fire gnats into a sky cancerous

wi th churning bl ack.

Andrea stood outside the church, gazing
into its confines. The doors were gone and
soneone with a fair anount of artistic
tal ent had spray painted the white washed
wal | around the frame into the senbl ance of a
mouth. It was an ol d whore’s nouth, gaping,
open wi de, waiting to accept strange new body

parts.

The foyer was | ost in darkness. Was
Clive in there? Was he standing inside at
the edge of the frane, waiting for her with
armraised, ready to end all this with one
crushing blow? O one slash of the bl ade? No.
That was not Cive' s way. That would be too...
easy. Cive would want this to last, to give

it depth and substance. to nake their final
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dance the stuff of songs and books and fil ns...

and maybe even | egend.

Beyond, she could see into the church
proper. The flames outside the stained gl ass
t hrew kal ei doscopi ¢ shafts of rainbow Iight
t hrough the snoke, forging a slow strobe of

gray and faded hal | uci nogeni ¢ col or.

Andrea wondered ‘Is that real or is that
nmy brain? Was there a synapse msfiring, in
dire need of the drug that kept them from
short-circuiting, fromsending her into a

scream ng schi zophrenic Hel |l ?

She took a step forward. And heard gl ass

shatter.

Virgil fell fromthe sky. He had been
t hrown through the circular stained gl ass
wi ndow, nmounted cycl opean in the steeple.
Andrea junped back as the shards of thick
col ored gl ass expl oded agai nst the concrete

stairs like rock candy rain.
Virgil did not shatter.

He made a |l oud, liquid sound and j agged
edges of broken bone tore through his flesh.

Hi s head burst |ike an over ripe nelon,
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spilling a hideous m xture of bright red and
t he deepest bl ack. Eyes open, his body
tw tched violently as nerve endings, trying

to make sense of it all, msfired.
Then he was still.

Andrea w ped sonet hing thick and
gel atinous from her face, stepped over the
body, cl osed her eyes and wal ked into the

chur ch.

One thing all cops dread is going from
light to dark, or dark to light. For in that
split second, you are blind...defensel ess...
not hing nore than a target waiting for the
bul l et. Andrea plunged into that nonment, into
the nmouth, hol ding her breath she thrust her
gun left then right, ears straining to hear

the slightest sound.

Then she was in the church, eyes
snappi ng open. Was she al one? Andrea | ooks
around, her gaze passing over a dry, stone

ci stern.

No, she was not alone. Cive was here.
She could feel him feel his presence, |like

sone pungent nusk. It filled the church and
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filled her nostrils, saturating her senses.
The dark one had call ed her nane and she had

cone.
Stairway to the steeple on the right.

Body pressed close to the wall, she
moves to the stairwell and slowy, advances
upward. At the top she pauses, and listens to

the rustling.

Deep breath. The cool netal of the

trigger, burning.
Kill him Kill him Kill him

Andrea | eaps onto the bal cony, spins and
fires three tines at a figure standing there.
The body col |l apses to the floor. It is not
Clive. Standing over the body she realizes he
has been | ong dead and it was not her bullets
that took his life. She had no idea who the
poor wetch was... no idea it was the hunter
fromthe woods... no idea what he had been in
life. Al she knew was that in death, his |ot

had been to make her waste bull ets.

‘Who are you,’ she wondered. ‘Wat did

you do in life to deserve this fate?

Andrea studi es the shadows, then goes to
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t he edge of the bal cony, | ooks out over the
church. A scattering of pews is visible

t hrough the thickening churn of snoke. There
is a dancing chaos of stained glass |ight
driven by the flanmes. It flickers and flashes
on the altar wwth a huge cross bolted to the
wal | behind it. Christ hangs fromthat cross.
H's legs are missing but his feet remained,
firmy nailed. H's eyes upturned, beseeching,
ask for an end to two thousands years of

agony.

Andrea notices the doors on either side
of the altar that lead to the preparation
room She turns and heads back down the

stairwel .

The snoke becones denser as she noves
t hrough the church. Andrea kicks open a door
and wal ks into a short, curved corridor,
hugging the wall with her shoul der, heading

toward the door at the opposite end.

She passes through it, to the
acconpani ment of a sharp crack that draws her
eyes up. The ceiling is snoldering, turning
bl ack as she watches. Any nonent now, fl anes

wi |l break through, licking along the ceiling
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i ke i nsect tongues.
Andr ea | ooks down.

The floor is covered in ash, dotted with
footprints | eading to another half-open door.
Sonething glitters in the crack of the door.

An unbl i nki ng eye, wat ching.

Andrea fires three tines through the

door .
Wod expl odes.
She rushes the door and slans it back.
Not hi ng.

The wal |l behind the door is gouged with

her bullets’ inpact.

What had once been the sacristy i s now
cluttered with old newspapers, broken gl ass,
crude linmericks and cruder draw ngs spray-

pai nted on the walls. The sound of running.

Andrea rushes down a second curved
corridor and dives headfirst through the
door, back into the altar. She hits the floor
inaroll, comng up in a crouch, pulls the
trigger, and sends bullets into every dark

corner.
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St op. Listen.

The only sound, that of her breathing
and the crackling of flames. She quickly
checks her gun, and cal cul ates nunber of
bullets fired. ‘Stop wasting shots,’ she

tells herself
Andr ea st ands.
A cracki ng.

She turns as the huge wooden cross falls

fromthe wall and cones crashi ng down at her.
She noves, but not fast enough.

The end of the cross clips her right
shoul der, tearing it fromthe socket. She
screans. Pain rides the arm down into the
hand whi ch spasns and throws the gun. She
crashes to the floor, holding her shoul der,
t he pain unbelievable. The gun skids across

the marred wood.
Fight it fight it fight it.

Pain triggers synapsis, sparking the
world with flashing white expl osi ons behind
her eyes that drown everything in harsh

brilliance.
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Menmory wells up like blood froma

razor’s slice.

Ri si ng out of the snoke, was her father.
He was wearing his w fe-beater and stained
boxer shorts and within, his erection was
straining. Hs eyes were wild with lust...
boring into her...even in the dark...even with
her eyes closed, she could feel those eyes
tearing into her head as his cock tore into
small, fragile body. She was in her room and
he was standing in the doorway...he was at the
end of the bed and was crawing into her bed...
this time there was a gun in her hand and she
pulled the trigger. H's head erupted in a
mass of bl ood and brain and skull, only...that
isn’t what happened. Oh no, that isn’'t what
happened at all. And even what she renenbered
as having happened, isn’t what really

happened, now was it?

Get out of ny head get the fuck out of

my head!

Daddy didn't die fromfalling down the
stairs, the side of his skull split fromthe
bl ow of the doll. He lived with his neck

br oken, conpletely paralyzed and not her was
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scream ng...scream ng at her ‘Wat did you do,
what did you do to your father? And then

not her was signing the papers that put Andrea
in the hone, while nother stayed at their
home, the real honme not a house, and took
care of father. She bathed him fed him
brushed his teeth and w ped his ass and

Andr ea never, ever, saw either of them again...
woul d kill both of them if she ever saw them

agai n.
CET QUT OF M¥ HEAD

Andrea lurches to her feet, |[|inbs
trenmbling, armnunb, shoulder burning with
pain that tw sts her stomach. The white noise
now full volume, television static frenzy,
everything bl own out, and the world was

consuned by blinding white |ight.

Fadi ng now. Through sheer will she beats

it back.
The gun. Where’s the gun?

So much snpoke, so hard to see. It burns
her eyes, rasps her throat, claws her |ungs.
Tears stream down her face. She tries to

breath as shallowly as possible, running the
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risk of hyperventilating. She narrows her
eyes to slits. It doesn’'t matter, because
there was nothing to see save a wall of

shifting snoke
Movement in the snoke.

She drops to her knees, left hand
frantically sweeping the floor. The gun...
where’ s the goddamm gun? There it is. The
wei ght is strange, the gun awkward, held in

her | eft hand.
Clive is comng at her.
She tw sts, and fires.
Si | ence.
Not hi ng.

Her teeth clanp down and grind as
anot her wave of pain rides through her
shoul der. A sound, like air forced through
cl enched teeth, com ng fromeverywhere and

nowher e.
Gun up.

She wi pes eyes now tearing badly from
snoke. It’s becom ng hard to breathe.

Clive' s voice drifts out of the snoke |ike
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“You are the nost beautiful wonman | have

ever known.”

Andrea scans the snoke searching for the

source of the voice.
“Most beautiful.”
A blur to her right.
Andrea turns, fires.

Cive, behind her, rushes out of the
snoke and sl ans into the back of her head.
Andrea cries out and is thrown forward. Her
shoul der sl aps the floor. Pain explodes once

nore and she screans. Then he is gone.

She did not |ose the gun that tine. D d

not | ose the gun.

Clive s voice, everywhere and nowhere,

com ng out of the snoke, echoing.

“And still she holds her gun. As if it

were part of her. But then...it is, isn't

it?”
Andrea fires.

Clive s hand erupts out of nowhere, and

grabs her wrist.
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Andrea fires.

Clive grabs her by the throat, and pulls

her to him
Andr ea struggl es.
Clive stares straight into her eyes.
She brings her gun to his tenple.
He sm | es.
Andrea pulls the trigger.
The gun is enpty.

Clive whispers “I think about my tongue
tracing your scars..” He pushes Andrea away

and vani shes into the tw sting snoke.

Andrea feels herself rising forever,
t hrough | ayers of snoke. She feels so

tired... so very, very tired.

“Come on Andrea. Tine to finish this

thing. One way or the other.”

She ejects the enpty clip, and jacks in
a new one. This too, seens to take forever to

acconpl i sh

Cive chuckles. “You never were nuch for

smal | talk, were you?”
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Andrea, gun up, noves toward the voice.
Movenent .

She jerks toward the sound, finger
tapping the trigger, but not firing. Ch, no.

This old bitch knew that trick

Somewhere, Cive was singing. “Fifteen

bullets in her gun....and I’mthe target for
every one...”
The acoustics of the church, brilliant

for preaching, making a voice clear even in
the cheap seats, was terrible for trying to

pi npoi nt the source.
A figure | eaps down fromthe bal cony.
Andrea fires into it, repeatedly.

The figure slanms into her, knocking her

to the floor.

She keeps firing, hears the soft,
satisfying sound of flesh exploding, then
sees the decayed face of the hunter, leering
down at her. Foul liquid drips into her eyes,
her nouth. Gaggi ng, Andrea pushes the corpse
of .

Clive is still singing. “She got eight
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bullets left in her gun...and I'’mthe target

for every one...”

Andrea grabs the back of a pew and gets
to her feet. Holding her breath, she listens,

t hem noves back toward the stairwel|.
H\Mrm ”

Andrea whirls around, fear building in

her. She cannot see... can barely breathe.

Cive's calls fromthe stairwell,

inpatient. “Cone on, let’s go.”

Andrea goes to the stairwell, and shoves

the gun in.

Clive s voice comng from ahead of her,
com ng out of the ever-thickening snoke.
“Cnon, c’'non. | got places to go. People to

violate. A wrld to cl eanse.”

Andrea noves slowy up the stairwell.
It is dark, but where it exits onto the
bal cony, the air is filled with dense snoke

that glows with reflected flane.

Behi nd her, a figure rushes through the

snmoke. She turns and fires tw ce.

Cive' s voice, now back on the first
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floor. “Six deadly bullets in the lovely
one’s gun and | amthe target for every

one. ..’

Andrea noves back into the church foyer
There is another door across the way. She

creeps toward it, and enters.

It is aroomfor children to sit out the
sernon, witha |arge plexi-glass w ndow for
separating scream ng babi es and bored,
conplaining children fromthe worshi pping

masses.

The walls were spray-painted with bl ack
graffiti. Arcane synbols. Half faces. Wrds
she had never heard before, that somehow nmade
sense, witten in characters she did not

recogni ze, but coul d neverthel ess read.
Andrea turns.

Sel f - publ i shed sex magazi nes on old
wooden school desks. Chil dren, naked...sone
younger than Eppie...staring out from

phot ocopi ed pages.
Andrea turns 90 degrees.

A bl ackboard with chal k drawi ngs of sex

organs. There are | ong needl es through nost
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of them

Andrea turns, and conpl etes the

rotation.

Al l she can see through the scratched
Pl exi - gl ass w ndows | ooking into the church,

is snoke and enbers and fl ane.

“Where are you?” she calls out. But

gets no answer.
“Finish this!” she shouts.

“l said finish this!” Her screamri ses

above the fury of the flanes.

On the other side of the Plexi-glass,
Cive is running between the pews, directly
toward the window like a bullet nade of flesh

and nuscl e and bl ood and bone.
Movenent at the corner of her eye.

Andrea jerks toward it and brings up her
gun. Cive crashes through the plexi-glass.
ad, it shatters like thinice in winter.

Let hal shards, rain. One slashes her cheek.

Andrea, face on fire, falls back
pulling the trigger again and again and
again. Clive spins in mdair, backhandi ng

Andrea across the face. The blowis so
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powerful, her feet |eave the floor. Her head
slams into the blackboard, and cracks the
slate. Light expl odes behind her eyes. The
roar of the fire becones the screans of the

damed.

Clive hits the floor in a crouch. H's
eyes catch the flanme and it dances in their

dar k dept hs.
Andrea tries to focus, can't focus.
Clive straightens.

Andrea rolls on to her side, tries to
get up, can't. Can’t do nothing. Beaten.

Spent .

Clive sings. “No nasty bullets left in
her gun...now s the tine for Cive to have

his fun.”

Clive grabs a shard of Plexi-glass. The
edge is nuch thicker than what he is used to,
much | ess sharp. But Cive is an old dog who
likes to learn new tricks. The staple renover
is still in his pocket but, you know...been
there, done that, right? Owward and upward.

Never | ook back.

He runs his thunb over the edge. Bl ood
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wells. That surprises him “Dully sharp. |Is

that a contradiction?”

Andrea rocks on the floor, npaning. He
t akes the sound as consensus. “Good,” he

smles, “There’s nore com ng.”

Andrea w pes at her eyes. She can't get
enough oxygen. Cive tries to be hel pful.

“Slow, even, breaths. That's the way.”
He cones cl oser

Andrea scurries in retreat, until her
back hits the wall. She tries to focus but
the world swins behind liquid. It is like
trying to see through spectacles made of old

glass, |ike sheets of thick oil.

Clive regards her calmy, kindly. Like a
patient father watching his young child
di scover the world. “Trapped is not a good
feeling. But it’s how!l felt the whole tine
| was at Max. The doctors, they just kept
poki ng and prodding nme, trying to figure out
what made nme tick. Stupid bastards. As if
they could find answers by reading a chart.
As if there are any answers. No. No answers.

Only questions.”
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Clive kneels and takes her face in one
hand. She gasps, flinches, tries to pul
away, but the back of her head strikes the
wal | behind her. Cive's grip turns into a
vise. H's face runs and nelts. \Wen he
speaks, his nouth snears across his chin and
cheek, and the sound is like slow w nd

t hrough narrow trees.

He brings the plexi-glass shard to her
cheek. Its edge catches flanme and filters
dul | rainbows. “W’ve got unfinished

busi ness.”

She feels cold pressure agai nst her
fl esh. The edge seeking entrance. The edge
whi spering to her in that voice only she
knew. Beggi ng favor. ‘You renenber nme, don’t
you Andrea? You renmenber granting me entrance
oh so |l ong ago? You thought you' d forgotten

but you never did. Flesh never forgets.

Bl ood wells around the edge of the
shard. Andrea gasps. It is not a sound of

pai n.
“No. Too Pretty. Let’'s do this right.”

He drops the shard and Andrea npans,



Williams - Twilight 415

denied the rel ease of climxing. Wth one
qui ck novenent, Clive' s hands went around her
throat and started to squeeze. Andrea felt as
if her head was going to pop off, but their
eyes net, and suddenly the veil was lifted.
She could see with frightening clarity, and
there was such incredible softness in his
gaze, a wonderful, sad kindness, and she felt
herself drawn into that gaze, felt the pain
fade as it had the first time with him..

al one...in her bedroom Then the pain was gone
and she felt a tranquil warnth. Suddenly, her
lips were formng a smle. She saw death in
Clive s eyes, but not sone fierce, skeletal
reaper cone to tear her unwilling soul from
its cage of flesh and nuscle and vein and
bone. It was a caressing, soft death,
carrying prom ses of no nore pain, no nore
tears, no nore having to endure this horror
called Iife. And she wanted to take his hand,
for there really was no need to fear the

r eaper.

She drove the shard between Cdive's
ribs, piercing his heart. She tw sted her

wrist and the Pl exi-glass snapped, its edge
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slicing off her baby finger and rel easing a

j et of blood.

Clive inhal ed deeply, then exhal ed
blood. It spilled over his |lower I|ip,
dribbling a series of twisting threads down
his chin that becane rivulets, then a great
gush that splashed her neck and chest, al

hot and sticky and al nost sweet-snelling.

Hi s eyes closed then, his hands falling
fromher throat. The massive body shuddered,
a long powerful spasm nore orgasmthan death
rattle. Cive toppled off her, his body
hitting the floor like a wall collapsing. He
lay on his back...eyes open... not quite

dead... not yet.

Andrea tore one of the sleeves off her
shirt, then tore a strip off that and w apped
her hand as best as she could. She found her
severed finger and wapped that and put it in

her pocket. Maybe they could reattach it.

In the church proper, the roof dropped
into the pews with a terrible crash. The

walls soon to foll ow

Above her.
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The ceiling explodes in a sheet of
flame. Enbers shower down around them
Andrea flees. Cive stares at the enbers as
if they were the nost beautiful things he had
ever seen. It is alnost as if the enbers are
trying to enter his body, sparks of life
seeking to return. The enbers fell on Cive's
open eyes and made soft sizzling sounds as

they did.

Qutside, it began to rain.
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TW LI GHT

If the fire had burned through the parish of
Twi light existed with all the intensity of a
Bi bl i cal hol ocaust, the rain that followed
woul d have done Noah proud. The fl anmes, as
ravenous as they were, the underbrush, as

parched as it was, were no match

Andrea staggered toward town. Dust had
turned the road to nmud. It pulled at her feet
i ke nightmare. Her shoul der burned. The
stunp of her severed finger itched. She felt
like crying but was not entirely sure why.
Regardl ess, she refused to let a single tear

escape.

Now, with the sun com ng up, with the
rain stopped, snow was falling through fog,
only it wasn’t snow. It was bone white ash,
and it wasn’'t fog, either. It was thick, gray
snoke. And when the snoke cl eared, the ash
continued to fall Iike fragnents of noth

W ngs.

Andrea wal ked past the train station. It

had seen no fl ame.

The house of Euxi deos had not fared as
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wel | . What remai ned, was bl ack tinbers,
haphazardly spread, stark against the pale

sky...surrounded by ash.

The cenetery was untouched, yet al
around it the ground was bl ackened. Corpses
of trees thrust out of the scorched earth,
like splintered fangs turned to charcoal.
Ohers lay fallen Iike the charred bones of

sone i nmense beast.

She found Juvenal sitting at the
mausol eum Hair nussed. Face streaked.
Clothes dirty. His eyes are red and swol | en
and wet, but whether from snoke or from
crying, or fromboth, she didn’t know and
cared even less. She felt |ike bitch-
sl appi ng himacross the back of the head,
telling himto wi pe his nose and suck it up.
She didn’t, only because her sl apping hand
hurt too damm nuch, being the one ‘sans’
pi nky.

He stared at her for what seened a very
long tine, as if he didn’t recognize her, as
if she were sonme | ong dead acquai ntance
suddenly returned fromthe spirit world and

he didn’t know if he should | augh with joy or



Williams - Twilight

screamwth fear, if he should junp with glee
or junp and run for his life. After a few

nmoments, his brain unl ocked and he spoke.
“I's he...?”
“Yes.”

Juvenal 's face crunbles. “G andmama..” he

nmoaned i nto his hands.

“Eppi e? N obe?” Andrea asked to nake

sure.
“CGone.”
“Your sister?”
“Wth them”

Andr ea nodded. Good. She hoped that
Ni obe had the sense to take themall as far
as they could possibly go. She believed N obe

had t hat sense.

Juvenal sniffled and wi ped his nose with
his sleeve, leaving a swath of black that ran

fromhis nostrils across his cheek.

“Well, then.” he said. “You'll be

| eavi ng.”

Andr ea nodded again. “Nothing to keep ne

here.”

420
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“Was there ever?”

“Not hing to keep you here either,” she

sai d.

Juvenal shook his head. “It’s there.

You just can't see it.”

“All | see is death,” she told him
“Your famly is gone. Your house is gone. |

can’'t imagine there’'s nuch left of town.”

Juvenal stuck his chin out like a
defiant child. “W can rebuild. | can help.

| can do that.”

Andrea coul dn’t believe what she had
just heard. “After what they did to you? The

way they treated all of you?”

“They had reason. Now, with dive
gone, maybe we can all get on with our Ilives.

Even you.”
“Yes,” said Andrea, “Even ne.”
She went into town to see what was |left.

She wal ked past the carnival grounds.
The earth where the m dway had stood, was
bl ackened. The heat had tw sted the netal

rides into strange and al nost fanciful
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shapes. Carnies stood about like the living
dead, waiting for soneone to tell them what
to do. The dwarf staggered drunkenly across
the road in front of her, calling for soneone

named Br owni ng.

In town, fire fighters mlled about,
exhausted and not | ooking nuch better than
the town they had tried to save. Shell -
shocked | ocal s took stock of their |osses. A
| one dog sat in the center of the street,
howing. It was the nost despairing sound

Andrea had ever heard in her life.

She stopped at what had been the
bar bershop. Only the front of the building
remai ned. Across the street, Bl ake was
sweepi ng ashes outside of Sanctuary. It was

one of the few buil dings untouched.

Andrea called to him but he pretended

not to hear and qui ckly went inside.
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CODA: Entry. Andrea Ransey’s Dreanbook
Leaving Twi | ight.

As it had for five billion years, the
world rotated into night. The sky, w thout
nmoon or stars, was an ebony arch w t hout

dept h.

A train pulls out of a dilapidated
station illum nated by a single yellow |ight.
On the train, Andrea stares out the w ndow of
her dark conpartnent. Later, she would wite

in her journal.

“Leaving now. Watching Twilight fade.
Leavi ng behi nd what has al ready becone hard
menory. Moving forward into nights that new
ni ght mares may yet shatter. Wen | was
younger, | thought, ‘what sort of God would
create a being that bled for a week froma
wound between its |legs, but didn't die? Wat
sort of God would allow innocents to be born
into lives of hate and fear and abuse, then
allow themto perpetuate the |ine? Later
added to that |ist, wondering what sort of
God woul d all ow an abom nation like Cive

Euxi deos or Eppie’s father or nmy own father,
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to wal k the Earth? The answer is obvious.
Only a nmad God. A god driven insane by the
count| ess eons of darkness it was forced to
endure before realizing it had only to utter
four sinple words... ‘let there be light.’
And in that light, | see what m ght be a
future. And | can alnost believe...that it

could be mne.”



