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In the intricate and subtle story that follows, where all is mutable and nothing is certain or solid
or imperishable, he gives a whole new meaning to the expression on shaky ground...

The day after time collapsed, | had my shoes shined. They needed it.

| didn't know that time had collapsed, wouldn't find out for years, decades —and severa months of
subjectivetime. | just thought it was another local timeguake.

Picked up anewspaper—The Los Angeles Mirror, with its brown-tinted front page—and settled into
one of the high-backed, leather chairsin the Hollywood Boulevard acove. There were copies of the
Herald, the Examiner, and the Times hereaswell, but the Mirror had Pogo Possum on the funny
pages. "Mighty fine shoes, sr," Roy said, and went right to work. He didn't know meyet. | snapped the

paper open.

| didn't have to check the papersfor the date, this was late fifties, J aready knew from the cars on the
boulevard, an ample sdlection of Detroit heavy-iron; the inevitable Chevys and Fords, afew Buicks and
Oldsmobiles, the occasiond ogstentatious Cadillac, afew Mercurys, but also anostalgic scattering of
others, including DeSoto, Rambler, Packard, Oldsmobile, and Studebaker. Not aforeign careto be
seen, just abright M&M flow of chrome-lined monstrosities growling along, many of them two-toned.
The newer models had nascent tailfins, the evocation of jet planes and rocketships, giddy meta evolution,
the hallmark of adecade and an indusirial dead end.

The Mirror and The Examiner both disappeared late '58, maybe early '59, if | remembered correctly,
the result of acovert ded by the publishers. Said Mr. Chandler to Mr. Heardt, I'll shut down my morning
paper if you'll shut down your afternoon. "Let usfold our papersand go."

A new Edsdl cruised by—right, thiswas '58. But | could dready smell it. The Hollywood day felt gritty.
The smog was thick enough to taste. The Hollywood Warner's theater had another Cineramatravelogue



—thethird or fourth, I'd lost track. | was tempted; not alot of air-conditioning in thistime zone. A dark
old theater, cooled by refrigeration, | could skip the sweltering zenith. But, no—I might not have enough
time.

The papers reported that timefaults had opened up asfar north as Porter Ranch, popping Des and Lucy
seven years back into the days of chocolate conveyer belts and Vitameatavegamin: asfar east asBoyle
Heights where ten years were lost and the diamond-bright DWP building disappeared from the
downtown skyline, aong with the world famous four-leve freeway interchange; asfar south as Wiaits,
they only rattled off acouple years, but it set back the congtruction of Simon Rodillas startling graceful
towers, and al the way west to the Pacific Ocean. Severa small boats and the Catalina Ferry had
disappeared, but a sparkling new Coast Guard Cutter from 1963 had chugged into San Pedro. The big
red Pecific Electric streetcars were still grinding out to the San Fernando Vdley. | wondered if I'd havea
chance to ride one before the aftershocks hit.

Caltech predicted severa days of aftershocks and the mayor was advising folks to stay closeto homeif
they could, to avoid further discontinuities. The Red Cross had set up shelters at severa high schoolsfor
those whose homes had disappeared or were now occupied by previous or subsequent inhabitants.

Already thelooters and collectors from tomorrow were flocking to the boulevard. Most of them were
obvious, dressed in jeans and T-shirts, but they gave themselves away by their stare-gathering unkempt
haircuts and beards, their torn jeans and pornographic T-shirts. They'd be stripping the racks at World
Book and News, buying every copy they could find of Superman, Batman, Action, and especialy Walt
Disney's Comics with thework of legendary Carl Barks. And MAD magazine too; the issues with the
Freas covers were the most valuable. Later, they'd move west, hitting Collector's Books and Records
and Pickwick's aswell. The smart oneswould have brought cash. The smartest ones would have brought
year-specific cash. The dumb oneswould have credit cards and checkbooks. Not alot of places took
credit cards yet, none of them recognized Visaor MasterCard. And nobody took checks anymore; not
unless they were bank-dated; most of the stores had learned from previous timequakes.

The Harris Agency—there was no Ted Harris, but he had an agency—was just upstairs of the shoeshine
gtand; upgtairs, turn left and back al the way to the end of the hall, no name on the glass, no glass. The
door was solid pine, like acoffin-lid, and painted green for no reason anyone could remember, except an
old song, "What's that happenin behind the green door ... ?" Theonly identification wasasmdl card
that said by appointment only. That wasn't true, but it stopped the casud curiosity seekers. My key il
worked, the locks wouldn't be changed until 1972; there was no receptionist, the outer office wasfilled
with cardboard file boxes and stacks of unfiled folders. Two typists were catal oging, they glanced up
briefly. If | had akey, | belonged here.

Georgiawas ill an intern, working afternoons; shed started when she was a student at Hollywood High,
half amile west and a couple blocks south. Now she was taking evening courses in business management
at Los Angeles City College, over on Vermont, ablock south of SantaMonicaBoulevard. A few years
from now, she'd be a beautiful honey-blonde, but she didn't know that yet and | wasn't going torisk a
bad first impression by speaking out of turn. | pretended | didn't know her. | didn't, not yet.

| brushed past, into the cubby we called a conference room. More old paper and two old women.
Pinched-faced and withered, they might have been the losersin aMargaret Hamilton look-alike contest.
Sooner or later, one of them was probably going to demand, "Who killed my sster? Wasit you?"

Opened my wallet, started to flash my card, but the dustier of the two waved it off. "I recognize you.
Wait. Sit." But | didn't recognize her. | probably hadn't met her yet. Some younger iteration of her had
known an older iteration of me. | wondered how well. | wondered if | would remember this meeting then.
The other woman |eft the room without saying aword. Just aswell; some folks get uncomfortable around



time-ravelers. Not travelers—ravelers. The folkswho tend the tangled webs.

| sat. A dark mahogany table, thick and heavy. A leather chair, |eft over from the previous occupant of
this office, someone who'd bellied up early in the thirties. She disgppeared into aback room, | heard the
scrapeof awooden footstool, the sound of boxes being moved on shelves, amuffled curse, very
unladylike. A moment later, she came back, dropped a sealed manila envelope on the tablein front of
me. | did it over, turned it around, and scanned the notations. Contract signed in 1971, back-shifted to
'57. Contract due date 1967. It had only been stting here ayear, and the due date was ill nineyears

away.

A noise. | looked up. She'd put abottle on the table and astubby glass. | turned the bottle. It said
Glenfiddich. | didn't recognize the name. | gave her the eyebrow. She said, "My name's Margaret.
Today'sthe day you acquire thistaste. Y ou'll thank mefor it later. Take as much time as you need to
read the folder, but leave it here. Herés anotepad if you need to copy out anything. That contract's not
duefor nineyears, o the best you can do today isfamiliarize yourself, maybe do alittle scouting. There's
an aftershock due tomorrow morning, about 4:30 am.; go to West Hollywood and it'll bounce you
closer to the due date. Oh, wait—one more thing." She disappeared again, thistime | heard the sounds
of keysjingling onaring. A drawer opened, stuff was shuffled around, the drawer was closed. She came
back with a cash box and an old-fashioned checkbook. "I can only give you three hundred in
time-specific cash, but it'll still be good in '67. Theré's abank around the corner, you've got two hours
until it closes, I'll give you a check for another seven hundred. Y ou can pick up morein '67. But be
careful, your account doesn't get fat for awhile. How'syour ID?"

In the past, my persona past, I'd renewed my driver'slicense as quickly as| could after every quake, but
aDL expires after three years, apassport isgood for ten. The lines a the Federa Building were usudly
worse than the DMV, especialy in abroken time zone, but except for agap of three yearsin the early
70s, | had valid passports from now until the mid-eighties.

"I'm good,” | nodded. | signed my name and today's date to the next line on the outside of the envelope,
then broke the wax sedl. It was brittle; it had been sitting on the shdlf for ayear, waiting for today, and
who knows how long beforeit got to thistime zone. | didn't have alot of curiosity, most of my cases
were smal-timers. The big Stuff, the famous stuff, most of that went to the high-profile operations, the
guys on Wilshire Boulevard, some downtown, some in Westwood. Therewas alot of competition
there—stop Sirhan from killing RFK, catch Manson before he and the family move into the Spahn movie
ranch, gpprehend the Hillsde Stranglers, find out who killed the Black Dahlia, help O.J. find the killers of
Ron and Nicole... and so on.

The thing about the high-profiles, those were easy cases. The victims were known, so were the perps.
The big agencies had a pretty good idea of the movements of their targets long before the crimes
occurred. But mogt of the laws had been written before time began unraveling and the justice system
wasn't geared for prevention, only after-the-fact cleanup.

Then one hot night in an August that still hasn't happened. Charles " Tex" Watson gets out of the car up on
Cidlo Drive and someone puts a carbon-fiber crossbow bolt right through his neck, even before he gets
the gun out of hisjacket. The girls start shrieking and two more of them take bolts, one of them right
through the sternum, Sexie Sadie gets onein the head. Thethird girl, the Kasabian kid, goes screaming
down the hill, and some redheaded kid in awhite Nash Rambler nearly runs her down, never knowing
that the aternative was having his brains splashed across the front seet of his parents car. | didnt doit,
but I knew the contract, knew who'd paid for it. Approved the outcome.

That was the turning point. After that, thejudicial system learned to accommodate itsdf to preventive
warrants, and most of the worst perpswill be safe in protective custody weeks or even months before



they have achance to commit their atrocities. The question of punishment becomes one of
pre-rehabilitation —is it possible? When can we | et these folks back out on the streets? If ever. Do we
have the right to detain someone on the grounds that they represent potentia harm to others, evenif no
crime has been committed? The ethica questionswill be argued for three decades. | don't know yet how
it resolves, only that an uneasy accommodation will findly be achieved —something to the effect that
there are no second chances, it's too time-consuming, pun intended; ajudicia review of thefacts, a
sgned warrant, and no, they don't cal it pre-punishment. It'stermina prevention.

Meanwhileg, it'sthe big agencies that get the star cases—save Marilyn and Elvis, save James Dean and
Buddy Hally, Natalie Wood, S Mineo, Mike Todd, Lenny Bruce, RFK and Jmmy Hoffa. Stop Ernest
Hemingway from sucking the bullet out of his gun and keep Tennessee Williams from choking to deeth on
abottle cap. Save Mama Cass and Jmi Hendrix and Jm Morrison and Janis Joplin and John Lennon.
And later on, Karinaand Jo-Jo Ray. And Michadl Zone. Kdlly Breen. Some of those names don't mean
anything yet, won't mean anything for years; the size of the up-front money says everything—but we don't
get those cases. The last one we bid on was Ramon Novarro, beaten to death with hisown dildo by a
couple of hustler-boys, and we didn't get that job either; later on, after the Fatty Arbuckle thing, and that
was along reach back anyway, all of those cases went through the Hollywood Preservation Society,
funded by the big studios who had investmentsto protect.

No, it'sthe other cases, thelittle ones, the unsolved ones that fall through the cracks—those are the ones
that keep thelittle agencies going. Most families can't afford five or six figure retainers, so they cometo
the smaller agencies, penniesin hand, desperate for help. "My little girl disappeared in June of'61, we
don't know what happened, nobody ever found atrace.” "1 want to stop the man who raped my sigter."”
"My girlfriend had a baby. She saysit'smine. Can you stop the conception?' "My boyfriend was shot
next November, the police have no clue.” "1 was abused by my stepfather when | was a child. Can you
keep my mom from ever megting him?"

Therewerealot of amateursin this business—and more than afew do-it-yourseferstoo. But most folks
don't like to go zone-hopping; it's not around-trip. Y ou don't want to end up someplace where you have
no home, no family, no job. Just the same, some people try. Sometimes people clean up their own
messes, sometimes they make bigger ones. Some things are better |ft to the professonals.

The Harris Agency had three or sSix or nine operatives, depending on when you asked. But some of them
were the same operative, inadvertently (or maybe deliberately) time-folded. Eakins was afunny duck, al
three of him, al ages. The Harris Agency didn't advertise, didn't have asign on the door, didn't even have
aphone, not alisted one anyway; you heard about it from afriend of afriend. We took the jobs that
people didn't want to talk about, and sometimes we handled them in ways that even we didn't talk about.

Y ou knocked on the door and if you knocked the right way, they'd let you in. Georgiawould Sit you
down in the cubby we called a conference room, and if she liked your look, she'd offer you coffee or tea
If shedidn't trust you, it would be water from the cooler. Or nothing. She conducted her interviewslike a
surgeon removing bullet fragments, methodicaly extracting details and information so skillfully you never
knew you'd been incised. Most cases, she wouldn't promise anything, she'd spend the rest of the day,
maybe two or three days, writing up areport, sending an intern down to the Centra Library or the
Times morgueto pull clippings. Sheld pull pages out of phone directories, cal over to the Wilcox gation
to get driver'slicenseinformation (if available), and even scanned the persond adsintheL.A. Free
Press a coupletimes. For the most part, alot of what the outer office saff did was "clipping service"
—rpulling out data before, during, and after the events; the more complete the file, the easier the job.
Working with Margaret, the jobs were usualy easy. Usudly, not ways.

Georgiareplaced Margaret in '61, right after Kennedy's dection; Margaret retired to adate farmin
Indio, as soon as shefelt Georgia was ready; sheld managed the agency since ‘39, never missing a best.
Shetrained Georgiaand she trained her well. The kid had been agood intern, the best, a quick-study;



after graduation from Hollywood High, she stayed on full time while she picked up her degree a
L.A.C.C. Thework wasn't hard, but it was painstaking; Margaret had been disciplined, but Georgiawas
meticulous. She relished the challenge. Besides, the pay was good and the job was close enough to home
that she could walk to work. And at the end of the day, sheld satisfied her spirit of adventure without
mussing her har.

The files demondtrated their differencesin gpproach. Margaret never wrote anything she couldn't
subgtantiate. She wasn't imaginative. But Georgia was aways added a page or two of advice and
suggestions—her own fedlings about the matter at hand. Margaret didn't disapprove. She'd learned to
respect Georgiasintuition. | had too.

Thisenvelope was thin, thinner than usua. Insde, there were notes from both, | recognized Margaret'
crimped precise handwriting, Georgias flowing hand. A disappearance. Jeremy Waeiss. Skinny kid.
Glasses. Dark curly hair. Dark eyes, round face, an unfinished look—not much sense yet what kind of
adult he might be. A waiter, an accountant, an unsuccessful scriptwriter. Seventeen and a half. Good
home. Good grades. No family problems. Disappears summer of'68, somewherein West L.A. Not a
runaway, the car was found parked on Mdrose, near La Cienega. But no evidence of foul play either.
Parents plaster the neighborhood with leaflets. Police ask the public for help. The synagogue postsa
reward for information. Nothing. Case remains open and unsolved. No clues here. Nothing to go on. The
filewasaligt of what we didn't know.

Two waysto proceed with this one —shadow the kid or intercept him. Shadowing isabad risk.
Sometimes, you'retoo late, the perp istoo fast, and you end up awitnessinstead of a hero. Agents have
been sued for negligence and mal practice, for not being fast enough or smart enough, for not stopping the
murder. Interception is better. But that means keeping the vie from ever getting to his gppointment in
Samarra. And that means the perp never getsID'd either.

The easiest interception isaflat tire or even an inconvenient fender-bender. That can delay aperson
anywhere from fifteen to forty-five minutes. That's usualy enough to save alife. Most caseswe get are
events of opportunity. Take away the opportunity, the event doesn't happen —or it happensto someone
else. That's the other problem with preventive interception. It doesn't dways stop the bad luck, too often
it just pushesit onto the next convenient opportunity. | don't like thet.

Give me a case where the perp is known ahead of time, | can get awarrant. | don't have a problem
taking down aknown bad-boy. | don't have to be nice, | don't have to be neat. And there are times
when | redly don't want to be. But give me an unsolved case, it's like juggling hand grenades. Sometimes
thevictimisthereal perp. It'smessy. Y ou can get hurt.

But thisone—I listened for the internd alarm bells—they adways go off when something smelswrong;
thisonefdt different, I'm not surewhy. | had ahunch, afeding, anintuition, cal it whatever—a sense that
this case was merdly aloose unraveled thread of something else. Something worse. Like the redheaded
kid who didn't die on August 9 was merely asidebar.

Think about it for aminute. Hollywood isfull of manboys. They fdl off the buses, naive and desperate.
They're easy targetsfor dl kinds of opportunists. Old enough to drive, but not old enough to be Street
smart. They come for the promise of excitement. Ostensibly, it's the glamour of the boulevard, wherethe
widescreen movies wrap around the audience; it's the bookstores rich with lore, shelves aching with
volumes of forgotten years, it's the smoky jazz clubs and the fluorescent record stores and the gaudy
lingeriedigplays; it'sthelittle oddball places where you can find movie posters, scripts, leftover props,
memorabilia, makeup, bits and pieces of costumery—they comein from dl the surrounding suburbs,
looking for the discarded fragments of excitement. Sometimesthey're looking for friends, for other young
men like themsalves, sometimes they're unashamedly looking for sex. With hookers, with hustlers, with
each other. With whoever. A few years from now, they'll be looking for dope.



But what they're redlly looking for isthemsealves. Because they're unformed, unfinished. And theré's
nobody to give them a clue because nobody has a clue anymore. Whatever the world used to be, it
hasn't finished collapsing, and whatever is going to replaceit, it hasn't finished douching toward
Bethlehem. So if they're coming down here to the boulevard to look for themselves, because thislooks
like the center, because thislooks like where it's happening, they're looking in the wrong place; because
nobody ever found themselvesin Hollywood, no. Much more often, they lose whatever sef they had to
dart with.

Y ou can't save Marilyn and Elvis because they don't exist, they never existed — dl that existed wasa
shitload of other people's dreams dumped on top of acouple of poor souls who'd had the misfortune to
end up in front of acameraor amicrophone. And you can't save anyone from that. Hollywood needs a
warning labdl. Likethat pack of cigarettes| saw up theline. "Caution, this crap will kill you."

Jeremy Weisswasn't arunaway. He didn't fit the profile. And he didn't end up in adumpster somewhere,
his body was never found. He wasn't ahustler or adruggie. | doubted suicide. | figured he was probably
destined for an unmarked grave somewhere up above Sunset Boulevard, maybein the side of ahill, one
of those offshoots of Laurel Canyon that wind around forever, until they findly turn into one-lane dirt
scars. Someone he met, acasud pickup, | know where there's aparty, or let's go to my place—

So yeah, | could probably save thiskid from the Tuesday express, but that wouldn't necessarily stop him
from lying down on the tracks again on Wednesday night. Or if not him, then maybe Steve from El
Segundo or Jeffrey from Van Nuys. Most of the disappearances went unreported, unnoticed. Not this
one, though.

Margaret sat down opposite me. She put a second glass on the table and poured herself a shot, poured
onefor me.

| knew Margaret only from her work—the files that Georgia had passed me, up theline. Margaret was
compulsive; she annotated everything on every case, including newspaper clippings, police reports when
she could get them, and occasionally witnessinterviews. Reading through afile, reading her notes, her
advice, her suggestions, it waslike having asix-foot invisible rabbit standing behind every moment.

But today wasthefirst timeI'd actualy met Margaret, and | held my tongue, still gauging whét to say.
Should | thank her for the cases yet to solve? Did she want to know how these cases would play out?
Would it affect her reportsif she knew what leads were fruitless and which ones were pay dirt? Do we
advanceto Go or do we go directly to jail? Thered question —should we put warningsinto the files?
Watch out for Perry, aharmlesslittle pisher, but an expensive one; stay away from Chuck Hunt, the
chronovore; don't go near Conway, the bigger thief; and especialy watch out for Maizlish, the destroyer.

Should | ask—?

"Dont tak," shesad. "There's nothing you haveto say that | need to hear. I've dready heard it. I'll do
the talking here because | have information that you need.” She pushed the glass toward me.

| took asniff. Not bad. Normally, | don't drink scotch. | prefer bourbon. But thiswas different, sharper,
lighter. Okay, | can drink scotch.

"Something's happening,” she said.

| waited for her to go on. Theresthistrick. Don't say anything. Just Sit and wait. People can't sand
dlence. The longer you wait, the more unbearable it becomes. Pretty soon, they have to say something,
just to bresk the silence. Leave an unanswered question in the air and wait, it'll get answered. Unless
they're playing the same game. Except Margaret wasn't playing games.



She finished her scotch, neet, put the glass down, and stared across the table at me. "The perpsare
garting to figureit out." Shelet that Sink in for amoment. "Thetimequakes. The perpsare using public
quake mapsto avoid capture. Or to commit their crimes more carefully. Bouncing forward, back,
Sdeways. They cdl it the undertimerailway. LAPD has taken down the Manson clan three times now.
Each time, earlier. Now they're talking about maybe legdizing preemptive abortion. Just stop them from
being born. Nobody's sure yet. Thejudges are till arguing. The point is, you'll have to be careful.
Especidly with caseslike thiswhere we don't have any information. The perp adways knows more about
the crime than the investigator. The more the perp knows, the harder the job becomes. If the case gets
any publicity, the perp gets dangerous.

"Here's the good news. Caltech has been mapping the timequakes. They've been putting down probes dl
over the county for thirty years now. We have their most recent chart. The one they didn't make public. It
cost us some big bucks and a couple of blow jobs." She unrolled a scroll across the table—it looked
like the paperback edition of the Torah, smaler but no less detailed. "It stretches from 1906 al the way
to 2111, sofar. All of the big quakes and aftershocks are noted, those are the public ones, the ones the
perps know. But all of thelittler onesarein heretoo.” She tapped the scroll. " This isyour advantage.

"Most people don't notice the little tremors, the unnoticeable ones. Y ou know that fegling when you keep
thinking it's Monday when it'sredly Sunday? That's adayquake. Or when you've been driving for an
hour and you can't remember the last ten miles? Or when you've been at work eight hours and you il
have saven hoursto go? Or when you're out clubbing and suddenly the evening's over beforeit'sredly
darted? Those are dl tremors so smal you don't even fed them, or if you do notice, you figureit's just
you. But Cdtech hasthem charted, has the epicenters noted, can tell you almost to the second how far
forward or back each quake bounces. See the arrows? Y ou can chart atime-trgjectory from hereto
forever—well at least up to 2111, depending on which of the loca trgjectories you choose. They
probably have even more complete charts uptime, but we can't get them yet. We expect Eakinsto send
back copies, but nothing's arrived yet, not thisfar back. But it should have reached '67 by now. So as
s00n as you get there, come back to this office. | won't be here, I'm aready retired in '67, but Georgia
will have what you need. We start bringing her up to speed right after Kennedy's election.

"The point is, thistimeline gives you more maneuverability. Protect it likeit'sgold. If aperp getsit, it'd be
adisaster. That'swhy it's on proof paper. It goes black after twenty minutes exposureto UV." She
rolled it up, did it into atube, capped it, and passed it over to me. "Right. Get to the bank, get yoursdlf
some dinner, then get out to the quake zone. Y ou've got areservation at the Farmer's Daughter Motel.
That puts you half ablock from the epicenter. Y ou can get agood night's deep. Georgiawill seeyou
herein'67."

Picked up some comics at the Las Palmas newsstand and shoved them into my briefcase, | do alittle
collecting myself, on the fringes, mostly just for my retirement. But not only comics. Barbiedalls, G.I.
Joe, Hot Whedls cars, Pez boxes, stuff like that. And I'm saving up for atrip back to ‘38,1 hope to pick
up some IBM stock.

The Farmer's Daughter is better than it sounds. On Fairfax, waking distance from Farmer's Market. Of
coursg, it isn't the Farmer's Daughter yet, but it will bein'67.

| check in, check the room, check the bed, think about a hooker, | have the number of an escort service,
they'll bein businessfor another year or so; but it's not agood idea. There might be aforeshock. Almost
certainly, therewill be aforeshock. Not fair to the girl.

So | content myself with anightcap in the bar. 1t's amost deserted. Just the bartender and me. His name
isHank. | ask him what time he gets off, he thinks I'm hitting on him, he givesmeabig friendly grin, but |
say, no thanks. Close up and go home. Timegquake tonight, an aftershock. He shrugs. He's already been



caught in two quakes. He won't even keep acat now. Everything important, he keepsin abag by the
door. Just like me.

Not alot of out-of-townersvist L.A. anymore; they don't want to risk the possibility of time-disruption,
finding themselves ayear or ten away from their families. But some folks deliberately cometo L.A.,
hoping to ride aquake back so they can prevent some terrible event in their lives. Some succeed, some
don't. Others have meticulouslists of sporting events and charts of stock fluctuations; they expect to get
rich with their knowledge. Some do, some dontt.

| fal adeep infront of the TV, watching Jack Paar on The Tonight Show. | wake up and it'sthe last
week of April '67. The smog isthe same, the cars are smaller and more teenage; on the plus side, the
skirtsare alot shorter. But my old brown suit isout of style. And my car isvisibly obsolete—a'56
Chevy. Obvious evidence that I'm awandering time-raveler.

Caught breskfast in the market, fresh fruit, not too expensive yet, then headed back up to the boulevard.
Santa Monica Boulevard was now atawdry circus of adult bookstores, XXX thesters, and massage
parlors. The buildings al looked like garish whores.

Hollywood Boulevard was worse. The stink of incense was amost strong enough to cover the smog.
Clothing had turned into costumes, with teens of both sexes wearing tight pants and garish shirts—not
quite hippiesyet, but dmost. Thefirst bell-bottom jeans were showing, the Flower Children werejust
gtarting to bloom. The summer of love was about to begin.

Severd storefronts had signs for time-tours and maps of the quake-zones, probably a better business
than maps to the homes of the stars. | noticed severa familiar faces—asmall herd of comic book
collectors—heading toward the newsstand on Cahuenga; they were probably the first customers of the
quake-maps.

Roy was gtill shining shoes, twelve years older, but just as dick and just asfast. "Shoes ook good, Mr.
Harris" hesaid, as| walked in. He called al of us Mr. Harris. Nobody ever corrected him. Maybe it
was hisway of keeping track. He knew who we were, but he never asked questions, and he never
offered advice. He kept his own counsdl. But sometimes, he steered the right people to the office and
sometimes he turned other folks away. "What you lookin' for ain't up those airs, mister.” Every so often,
Georgiawould march downstairs and hand him an envelope. She never said why. | assumed that was
something else sheld learned from Margaret.

The office had been redecorated; it felt more like Georgianow. All of the typewriterswere IBM
Sdectrics. New laterd filing cabinets, a Xerox photocopier, even afax machine. The cubby had been
painted light blue with white trim and the stacks of boxes and files had disappeared, replaced by dark
oak bookshelves. Mogt of the files had moved into the offices next door, which we'd leased in ‘61, when
the accountant finaly died. 1t'd be another few decades before we would have al that information on
hard drives and optical discs. The same heavy mahogany table and leather chairs remained in the center
of the room, but looking alot more worn.

Georgiawas expecting me. She tossed the same manila envel ope on the table, brought in another bottle
of Glenfiddich, two glasses, and anew pocket Torah. | passed her the old one, aswell asthe few
collectible treasures I'd picked up in'58. She'd put them in Storage for me.

"Losethe brown suit," she said. "I bought you anew one, dark gray. It'sin the closet. Already tailored.
Read thefile, theré's some new information.” She reached for the bottle.

"Not thisearly, thanks." | was dready signing the envelope. The file had been accessed only threetimes
inthe last twelve years. Margaret twice, Georgiaonce. But it was significantly thicker.



Thistime there was abundle of newspaper clippings. Not about Jeremy Welss, but about a dozen
others. | checked the datesfirst. June of '67 to September of 74. Georgia had typed up a chart. At least
thirteen young men had disappeared. Jeremy Weisswas the third. The third that we knew about. | wasn't
surprised. I'd had a hunch there was more.

We weren't obligated to investigate the disappearances of the others; Weiss was the only onewe had a
contract on. But if the disappearanceswererelaed... if they had acommon author, then finding that
author would not only save Weiss, but adozen others aswell. Preemptive action. But only if the
disappearances were connected. Weld gtill have to monitor—save—Weiss. Just in case.

| read through the clippings, dowly, carefully. Threetimes. There was adepressng smilarity. Georgia
sent out for sandwiches. After lunch, she sat down next to me—she was wearing the Jasmine perfume
again, or maybe dill, or maybe for the firgt time—and walked me through the similarities sheld noticed.
The youngest victim was fifteen, but big for his age; the oldest was twenty-three, but he looked eighteen.

Last itemin the envelope was amap of West Los Angeleswith ared X at the Site of each vic'slast

known location; his gpartment, hisjob, where his car was discovered, or the last person to seehim dive.
Therewere no X's north of Sunset, none south of Third. The farthest west was Doheny, the farthest east
was just the other Side of Vine Street. It was a pretty big target area, but at the same timefairly specific.

"l want you to notice something,” she said. She pointed to the map, tracing an area outlined by ayellow
highlighter. All of thered X'swereinsde, or very closeto the border of the yellow defined region, except
for the one east of Vine. "Look at this"" She tapped the paper with her fingernail. "That's West
Hollywood. Have you seenit?

"Drovethrough it thismorning.”
"Ever hear of Fanny Hill?"
"Isn't that apark in Boston?"

"Not funny. Don't quit your day job. It'sabook, by John Cleland. Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure. It
has redeeming socia vaue. Now."

"Sorry, I'm not following.”

"John Cleland was born in 1710. He worked for the East India Company, but he didn't make much
money at it. He ended up in Fleet debtors prison from 1748-1749. While there, he wrote or rewrote a
book called Fanny Hill. It'swritten asa series of |etters from Fanny to another woman, and it is
generdly consdered thefirst work of pornography written in English, itsliterary impact derivesfrom its
elaborate sexua metaphor and euphemistic language.”

"And thisisimportant because... 7'

"Because last year—1966—the Supreme Court declared that it is not obscene.” She didn't wait for me
to look puzzled. "In 1957, in Roth versus the United States, the Supreme Court ruled that obscenity is
not within the area of congtitutionally protected freedom of speech or press, neither under the first
amendment, nor under the due process clause of the fourteenth amendment. They sustained the
conviction of abooksdler for salling and mailing an obscene book and obscene circulars and advertising.

"In 1966, in Cldand versus Massachusetts, the court revidted their earlier decision to clarify the definition
of obscenity. Since the Roth ruling, for awork of literature to be declared obscene, a censor hasto
demondtrate that the work appealsto prurient interest, is patently offensive, and has no redeeming socia



value. It'sthat last one that's important, because it could not be demonstrated to the court that Fanny
Hill has no redeeming social value. The case can be made that the book is an historical document,
presenting an exaggerated and often satirical view of the mores of elghteenth-century London, just asthe
Satyricon by Petronius presents an exaggerated and satirica view of ancient Rome; so avery strong
case can be made that pornography represents asingular insght into the mordity of itstime. Thus, it has
redeeming socid vaue. Therefore, it cannot be prosecuted as obscene.”

"Redeeming socid vdue..."
"Right."

"Sincethe Fanny Hill ruling, pornography has become an industry. If a publisher can claim redeeming
socid vaue, thework islega. A book of erotic pictures with a couple quotes from Shakespeare. A sex
film with a preface by a doctor—or an actor playing adoctor. It'salega fan dance—you don't go to the
fan dance to see the fan. The pornographerswill be testing the limits of the law for years. Thefansare
going to get alot smdler.”

"Okay, so what does dl this have to do with West Hollywood?'

"I'm getting to that. For the next decade, enforcement of obscenity lawswill beleft to loca communities.
Therewill be years of debate. Nothing will be clear or certain, because the definition of obscenity will be
determined by locad community standards. Until even that argument gets knocked down. At some point,
the whole issue of redeeming social value becomes moot because it becomes unenforceable. How do
you defineit? And that'll be the end of antismut laws. But right now, today—it'sdl about loca community
Sandards.”

"And West Hollywood isaloca community... 7'

"It'san unincor porated community,” Georgiasaid. "It's not part of Los Angeles. It'snot acity. It'sabig
holein the middle of the city. L.A.P.D. has no authority ingde thisyelow area. Therésno police
coverage. The only enforcement isthe L.A. County Sheriff Department. So thereé's no community and
there are no standards. It'sthe wild west."

"Mm," | said.

"Right," she agreed. "None of the city ordinances apply. Only the county ones. And the county isalot
less specific on pornography. So you get bookstores. And more. The county doesn't have specific zoning
restrictions or statutes to regulate massage parlors, sex stores, and other adult-oriented businesses. The
whole areais crawling with lowlifes and opportunists. Here— " She pulled out another map. Thisone
showing acorridor of red X's stretching the length of Santa MonicaBoulevard, with a scattered few on
Merose.

"What'sthis?'

"A survey of sex businessesin West Hollywood. Red for hetero, purple for homo, green for the
bookstores. Y ou get clusters. Here, dl the way from LaBreato La Cienega, thisused to beaquiet little
neighborhood where seniors could St in the sun at Plummer Park and play pinochle. Now, there are male
hustlersin hot pants, posing at the bus stops.

"Take adrive around the neighborhood. Y ou'll see things like massage parlors advertising specific
attention to love muscle stiffness—Greek, French, and English massage. Or sex therapists who will help
you work out your inhibitionswith sex fantasy role-playing. Here, here, and here, these are gay bars, this
isabath house, soisthis. This place sells costumes, chains, things made of leather—and redlistic



pros-theses.”
"Prostheses—7" And then | got it. "Never mind.”

"If you can imagine asexud service, you'l find it here. Thisisthe land of negotiable virtue. It'sasexud
carniva, the fun zone, the zoo. Thisisthe reservoir of licentiousness. Thisiswhere AIDSwill start. You'll
need to start carrying condoms. Anyway—" She stretched out the two maps side by side. "Notice the
congruence? I'm going to make aguess— "

"These kids are horny?"
"And gay."
"Isthat ahunch, or—7?"

Shedidn't answer immediately. "Okay, | might bewrong. But if I'm right, then the police will be usdless
to us. Ditto the sheriffs department. They don't care. Not here. They won't take this serioudy. And we
can't talk about thiswith any of the parents. And probably not even with the kids themselves. Thisis ill
the year of the closet... and will be until June of '69. Stonewall,” she explained.

"I know about Stonewall. We bid on a contract to videotapeit. The problem will be getting cameras
ongte”

"Eakinsisworking on that. Therésathing cdled... never mind, | don't havetimeto explainit." She
tapped the table. "L et's get back to this case. We've got six weeks until thefirst disappearance. Thisisas
close asyou can get by time-skipping. Y ou'll haveto live concurrently, but that'll be an advantage. Y ou
can familiarize yoursdlf with the areg, locate the victims, make yourself part of the landscape. L et your
sideburns grow. Weve found an apartment for you, heart of the district, corner of North Kings Road and
SantaMonica, second floor. Here, wait aminute— " She stepped out of the room for asecond, came
back with a cardboard filebox, and aset of keys. "We bought you anew car too. Y ou can't drive a'56
Chevy around '67 L.A. It atracts too much attention.”

"But | likethe Chevy—"

"We bought you a'67 Mustang convertible. Y ou'll beinvisible. There are ahundred thousand of these
poniesin Cdiforniaaready. It'sin the parking lot behind. Give me the keysto the Chevy. Well restore it
and put it in storage. Another forty years, it'll be worth enough to buy aretirement condo. A high-priced

goartment.”

She popped the top off the box. In it were another dozen envelopes of varying thicknesses. "Everything
we've got on the other disappearances. Including pictures of the vies. It'sthefirst two you want to focus
on."

| sorted through the reports. "Okay, so we have an approximate geographical areaand a pretty specific
age range. Isthere anything else to connect these victims?"

"L ook &t the pictures. They'redl twinks."
"Twinks?'

"Pretty boys"

"And based on that, you think they're gay?"



"| think we're dedling with aserid killer. Someone who preys on teenage boys. Y eah, | know—Iots of
kids go missing every year just in L.A. County. They hop on abus, they go to Mexico or Canada, they
go underground to avoid the draft. Or maybe they just move without leaving aforwarding address. But
these thirteen don't fit that profile. The only connection isthat there's no other connection. | don't know.
But that'swhat it smdllsliketo me." Shefinished her drink. Neat. Just like Margaret. "I think if wefind
out what happened to the first victim, we unravel the whole string.”

| finished my drink, pushed my glass away, empty. Put my hand over it in response to her questioning
glance. One shot was enough. If shewasright, thiswasbig. Very.

Took abreath, let it out loudly, Stared across at her. "Georgia, you've been working these streets long
enough to know every gum spot by brand name. | won't bet against you." | gathered the separatefiles.
"I'll check them out.” | thought for amoment. "How old am | now?"

Georgiadidn't even blink. "According to our tracking, you're twenty-seven." She squinted. "With alittle
bit of work, we could probably make you look twenty-one or twenty-two. Put alittle bleach in your hair,
put you in asurfer shirt and shorts, you'll look like asummer-boy. What are you thinking? Bait?"

"Maybe. I'm thinking | might need to talk to some of these kids. The closer | am to the same age, the
morelikely I'll get honesty.”

Something occurred to me. | turned the maps around and peered back and forth between them. Pulled
the disappearance map closer.

"Wheat are you looking for?"
"The dates. Which one of these wasfirg?
"Thisone, over here." She tapped the paper. The one east of Vine. "Why?'

"Just something | heard once about serid killers. Alwayslook closest at thefirst vie. That'sthe one
closest to home. That's more likely acrime of opportunity than premeditated. And sometimesthat first vie
and the perp —sometimes they know each other."

"You've never doneaserid killer before," Georgiasaid.

"Y ou're thinking about bringing in some help?'

"It might not be abad idea."

Congdered it. "Can't bring in L.A.P.D. They have no jurisdiction. And County isn't redlly set up for this"
"Bring in the Feds?'

| didn't likethat idea either. "Not yet. We might embarrass oursalves. Let me do the groundwork first. I'll
poke around for afew days, then well talk. Seeif you can get anything from uptime.”

"I've dready put acopy of thefilein the long-safe. I'll add your notes next week. Then well look for a
reply.”

The long-safe was akind of time capsule. It was aone-way box with atime-lock. You punchina
combination and a due date, a drawer opens and you put amanilaenvelopein. On the due date —ten or
twenty or thirty years later—the drawer pops open, you take thefile out and read it. Usudly, thetop
pageisalist of unanswered questions. Someone uptime does the research, looks up the answers, writes



areport, putsit in another manilaenvelope, and handsit to a downtime courier—someone headed
backwards, usually on awhole series of errands. The downtime courier rides the quakes until he or she
reaches a point before the original memo was written. The courier ddiversthe envelope, and it goesinto
the long-safe, with adue date after the send date of thefirst file, the onewith al the questions. Thiswas
one of the ways, not the only one, that we could ask the future for help with acase.

Sometimes we sent open-ended queries—what should we know about that we don't know yet to ask?
Sometimes we got useful information, more often not. Uptime was senditive about sending too much
information back. Despite the various theories about the chronoplastic congtruction of the stress-field,
there weren't alot of folks who wanted to take chances. One theory had it that sending information
downtime was one of the things that triggered time-quakes, because it disturbed the fault lines.

Maybe. | dunno. I'm not atheorist. I'm just a meat-and-potatoes guy. | roll up my deevesand pick up
the shovdl. | prefer it that way. Let somebody e se do the heavy thinking, I'll do the heavy lifting. Itsafair
trade.

| didn't set out to be atime-raveler. It happened by accident. | wasin the marines, got a promotion to
sergeant, and re-upped for another two years. Spent eighteen monthsin Nam as an advisor, mostly in
Saigon, but occasiondly up-country and twice out into the Delta. The place was afucking time bomb.
Victor Charlie wanted to give me an early retirement, but | had other plans. Rotated stateside the first

opportunity.

Got off the plane in San Francisco, caught a Greyhound south, curled up to deep, and the San Andreas
time-fault let loose. It was the first big timequake and | woke up three yearslater. 1969. Just intimeto
see Nell Armstrong bounce down the ladder. Both Dad and the dog were dead. | had no one left, no
home to return to. Someone at the Red Cross Relocation Center took my information, made some phone
cals, came back and asked meif | had made any career plans. Not really, why? Because there's
someone you should talk to. Why? Because you have the right set of skillsand no close family
connections. What kind of work? Hard work. Challenging, sometimes dangerous, but the money's good,
you can carry agun, and at the end of the day you're ahero. Oh, that kind of work. Okay. Sure, I'll meet
him. Good, go to this address, second floor, upstairs from the shoeshine stand. Y our appointment is at
three, don't be late. And that wasit.

My first few months, Georgiakept melocal, bouncing up and down the early '70s, doing mostly easy
stuff like downtime courier service. She needed to know that | wouldn't go off therails. The only thing the
agency hasto sdl istrust. But | wasn't going anywhere. The agency wasdl | had—they werea
serendipitous liftoff from the drop zone of '69, and you don't frag the pilot. A lieutenant maybe, but never
apilot—or acorpsman.

I'd thought about corpsman training early, even gone so far asto sit down with the sergeant. He just
looked across the desk at me and shook his head. "There's moreto it than stabbing morphine needles
into screaming soldiers. Y ou're better whereyou are.” | didn't know how to take that, but | understood
thefirst time mortar shells came dropping in around us and voices al around started screaming, "Medic!
Medic!" | wouldn't have known which way to run. And | just wanted to keep my head down aslow as
possible until the whole damn businesswas over. It was only later, | got angry enough to start shooting
back. But that was later.

After the courier bit became routine, Georgia started increasing my respons bilities. When you pass
through '64, pick up mint-condition copies of these books and magazines. Pick up moreif they'rein good
condition, but don't be greedy. Barbie dolls, assorted ouitfits (especialy the specias), and Hot Whesdls,
aways. Buy extrasif they have them. Sometimes she just wanted me to go someplace and take pictures
— of the street, the houses, the cars, the signs.



After acouple months, | told Georgiathat the work didn't seem al that challenging. Georgiadidn't blink.
Shetold methat | had to learn the terrain, | had to get so comfortable with the shifting kaleidoscope of
timethat | couldn't berattled. That's why the'60s and the "70s were such agood training ground. The
nation went through six identifiable culturd trangtionsin the course of Sixteen years. But even though the
'50s were supposed to be alot quieter, she didn't think so. They weren't dl that safer, it wasjust a
different kind of danger. Georgia said she wanted to keep me out of that decade as much as possible.

"Y ou've got tombstonesin your eyes" she said. "Y ou'll scare the shit out of them. And frightened people
are dangerous. Especidly the oneswith power. Later, after you've mellowed, well send you back. Well
e

After abit, she started passing me some of the little jobs, the ones where clients bought themsalves a bit
of protection, or closure, or prevention.

For instance: "Here, thisfile just came up. Herésfifty dollars. Go to this address, giveit to this person.
Find away to makeit legit, tell him you're alocation manager for Warner Brothers, you're shooting a
pilot, some TV series, acop show, lots of location work like Dragnet, you want to measure the
gpartment, photograph the view from the balcony, and here's afew bucksfor your trouble.” That one
was easy. A struggling young writer with no food in the house, desperate and waiting to find out if hed
sold hisfirst book, al he needed was another week—hisfuture self was giving him alifdine.

Another one: "Themail carrier deliversthe mail to this address between 1 and 2 p.m. Nobody will be
home before five. Open the mailbox and remove any letters with thisreturn address. Do this every day
for the next two weeks." A fraternity at USC. That one didn't make sense until ayear later when that
same fraternity was thrown off campus for ahazing scanda. Somebody didn't get the invitation to rush,
didn't pledge, didn't get injured, and didn't have his college career Stained.

And athird: "Tomorrow afternoon, thislittle boy's pet dog gets out an open window and wanders away
from the house. Nobody's home until three. Pick up the dog beforeit gets to the avenue, come back at
seven, knock on the door, and ask if they know who the dog belongsto, you found it the next block
over." Right. No mystery there.

"Tuesday evening, Lankershim Boulevard, across the street from the El Portd Thesater. Therésablue
Ford Falcon. Somebody sideswipesit, sometime between 6:45 and 9:30. Get the license number, leave
anote on thewindshield.”

After those, | started getting the weird jobs. Some of them made no sense, there was no rational
explanation; but the client doesn't dways give reasons. Our ruleisthat we only take oddball cases on the
condition that no physical or persona harm isintended.

Herésone: "Takethis copy of Popular Mechanics, thumb through it so it looks used. Tomorrow
afternoon, 1:30, go out to Van Nuys, 5355 Van Nuys Boulevard, Bobs#7. Sit at the counter near the
front, near the go-order window. Order a Big Boy hamburger and a Coke. Read the magazine while you
eat. Fold it so the ad on page 56 isvisible. Leave adollar tip. Leave the magazine on the table.”

And another: "Friday night, just after the bars close, stand in front of the door at this address, like you're
waiting for aride. That'sal. Nothing will happen. Y ou can leave at 2:30."

And one more: "Take this package. No, don't open it. At 4:25, catch the 86 bus at Highland. Get off at
Victory and Laurel Canyon. Crossthe street and wait for the return bus. L eave the package on the

And the weirdest: "Here'sawhite T-shirt, blue jeans, and ared jacket; right, the James Dean | ook.
Y ou've got the face for it. Tomorrow afternoon, Studio City, corner of Venturaand Laurel Canyon.



When this kid comes out of the drugstore, you stop her and say, 'When you are ready to learn, the
universe will provide ateacher. Even when you are not ready to learn, the universe will provide a
teacher." Hand her this paper. It has a poem by Emily Dickinson. Don't answer questions. Go into the
drugstore, go al the way to the back and out to the parking lot, turn right and duck around the corner of
the building, she won't follow, but she mustn't see you again. Walk west till you get to theice cream
store. Y ou can park your car behind it."

Findly, when Georgiawas satisfied that | could follow orders, she gave me atough one. "Do you trust
me? Good. Go to this address and kneecap this son of abitch.”

"Kneecap?'

"Sang term. Shoot him in the kneecap. Both kneecaps. We want him in awhedlchair for therest of his
life. Oh, and rip the phone off thewall. Wear these gloves, wear these shoes—use thisgun, here's
ammunition, herésadlencer, put everything in this plagtic trash bag, bring it dl back herefor disposd.”

"You'rekidding."

"We don't joke about thingslikethis."

"Shoot him in the kneecaps—y'know, that's atricky shot. Especidly if hesmoving.”
"If you can't manageit—"

"l can manageit.”

"Would you rather jugt kill him?*

Thought about it for two or three seconds. "What'd he do?!

"Y ou don't like being hired muscle, do you?"

"l just need to know—"

"It'srighteous,” shesaid. "He'sarapist. Herapeslittle girls. The youngest issix. And then hekillsthem.
He goes off therailstomorrow. Cripple him tonight and you'll save three livesthat we know of, probably
moreif he gartstime-waking."

"Can | ask you aquestion? Who makes these decisons?"

She shook her head. "It's a need-to-know thing." Then she added, "Think of it thisway. The perps
choose it when they choose to be perps. Wetry to provide permanent solutions. This guy tonight—he'sa
dangerous asshole. Do your job and tomorrow, helll just be an asshole.” She shrugged. "Or acorpse.
Either is part of the contract. Whatever's easiest for you. Or most enjoyable. Your call.”

"I'm not a psychopath.”
"That'stoo bad. Weredlly do need one. For the big jobs.”
| let that pass. "Do we have a preemptive warrant?'

Georgiashook her head. "That law hasn't been passed yet. But we can't wait. Here, ease your
conscience. After you do him, drop this envelope out of the plagtic bag, leaveit on the floor."

"What'sin it? Cash?"



"Clippings. About how hell torture hisvictims. Leaveit for the cops, they'll get it. Don't touch anything,
don't leave prints."

There were other jobs like that. They never got any easer.

Inred life, you don't shoot the gun out of the bad guy's hand. The bad guys don't drop the gun, say ouch,
and reach for the sky—no, they shoot back. With everything they've got, with bullets and mortars and
mines that take your best buddy's legs off. They just keep coming at you, spraying blood and fire,
hammering explosions, hailstorms of dirt and flesh and bone. Y ou have to keep your head down and
your helmet tight and hope you have a chance to lay down acarpet of fire, burn them adive and
screaming, just to buy those moments of empty dreadful silence while you wait to seeif it startsup again.
Inred life, you beat them sensdlessjust to dow them down. And if that doesn't dow them down, you kill
them, you blow them away, you turn them into queasy red gobbets.

OnTV, everything isneat. Red lifeismessy, ugly, scabrous, squalid, festering, putrid, and painful. In regl
life, the bad guys don't think they're bad, they think they're good guystoo, just doing their stuff because
that's the Stuff that a man's gottado; but in redl life, there are no good guys, just guys, doing each other
until everybody's done. And then maybe afterward, while you're picking up the pieces of your corpora
or your radioman, you get achance to sort it out. Maybe. And that's when it doesn't matter if anybody's
agood guy, they're still dead.

Becauseinred life, there are no good guys. They don't exist and neither do you. That's the cold hard
truth. Y ou're not there, you're just another TV degath, consumed likea TV dinner, until it'stime to change
the channdl. Y ou think you have alife? No. Y ou're just the space where dl this shit is happening. That
cascade of experience—you don't own it, it ownsyou. Y ou're the bug in the trap. The avalanche of time,
the pummeling of atrillion quantum-instants, second after second, it pounds you down into the sand, and
whatever you think you are, it'san illuson— you exigt only as atimebinding hallucination of continuity.
And after long enough, after you realize you can't endure anymore of this sensel ess pummeling—whether
it'smortar shellsor rifle bullets or cosmic zingers so tiny you don't know you've taken onein the heart
until you get to the third paragraph—you just continue anyway. Waiting. Sooner or later, the sniperswill
get your range.

Y ou don't survive, you just take it aday at atime, amoment at atime. Y ou pick your steps carefully,
awayswatching for the one that might go click. Y ou look, you listen, and you never move fast—until you
have to. And when you do, you take the other guy down first, and keep him down, and you don't worry
about nice and you don't worry about pretty; the wholeideaisto keep him from ever getting up again.
So you do what you do so he can't do what he does. And once in awhile, somebody tellsyou it was
worth it, but you know better, because you're il carrying the ruck through the hot zone, not them. In
red life, red life inks.

So | took him down. Him and the next three. And | learned to drink Glenfiddich straight from the bottle.

Until one morning, Georgiadragged me out of bed, ill covered in vomit and stink, rolled meinto atub
and filled it with cold water. Grabbed me by the hair, dunked me until | screamed, and poured cold black
gtde coffee down my throat until | was swearing in English again. My head hammering likea V-8 with a
broken rod, she dressed me, drove me to the gym and handed me over to Gunter, the persond trainer.
After that, 7 am. every day. In the afternoon, language classes at the Berlitz. Monday evenings, firing
range—hands-on experience with weapons from here to flintlocks. Tuesday, world history class.
Wednesday, Miss Grace's Academy of Deportment, I'm not kidding. Thursday, meeting—friends of Bill
W. Friday, movie night. With Georgia. Not a date—cultural acclimatization. Saturday, assigned research
and dinner at Georgias. Not adate—afull report on the week. Sunday ... breakfast with Georgia.



She didn't save my life. She made it worth enduring. Especialy when we started deeping together. Not at
her place, not at mine, she wouldn't have that. We went to one of those little cardboard motels out on
Cahuenga, whereit turnsinto Ventura, halfway between here and the San Fernando Valey. She needed
danger and | needed sex. So we rumpled the sheetslike awar zone for three months regular, every
Saturday night—until the next timequake and | had to go to Sylmar and bounce forward three years, and
even though | was up for it, even thinking maybe | should buy her aring, she'd adready moved on, and
that wasthe end of it. That wasthe zinger right through the heart.

| found something e seto do on Thursday nights and let mysalf have one glass of scotch every timel
finished adirty job. Sometimes the clean jobstoo. It didn't help. And | told her why.

No, it wasn't her. It wasthat other thing. The good-guy thing. | didn't fed like one. Killing for peaceis
likefucking for chastity. It doesn't work.

She offered to buy out my contract, send me off somewhereto retire, I'd certainly earned it. But no —I
don't know why | said no. Maybe it was because there was still work to do. Maybe it was because | il
wanted to believe there was something to believe in. What the hell. 1t was better than sitting on my ass
and poisoning my liver.

So | took the envel ope and |eft the bottle. Maybe someday 1'd figure it out, but for now, 1 wasn't looking
anymore.

Picked up thefirst vie at hisjob, tailed him to his place. Brad Boyd. Helived in a courtyard apartment on
Romaine, just east of Vine. In two and ahdf months, the bitchy nelghbor who hates hisdog and his
motorcycle will bethe last person to see him. Shelll scream at him about the bike being on the walk, in
everybody'sway; then shelll push it over. Hell pick it up, get onit, turn it away from her so both exhaust
pipes are pointing in her direction, and rev it asloud as he can, belching out huge clouds of oil-smelling
smoke; then hell roar away. 9:30 p.m. on ahot Thursday night in July. It'sablue Y amaha, two-stroke
engine, 750 cc, amid-sized bike; it'll never be found. Left thisvie a home, watching TV. The blue glow
isvigblefrom the street.

Headed out to the valey and drove past the VVan Nuys home of the Weisskid. He dill liveswith his
mother, his dad died ayear ago; he'sin hislast year at San Fernando Vdley State Collegein Northridge.
Hisroom isin the back of the house, | can't see any lights. But hiscar isin the driveway.

Thefourth vielives on Hyperion in the Silver Lake area, catches the bus downtown, where, he works for
abank. | ride the bus opposite him, sit where I'm not in hisline of sight, and study him dl theway to Hill
Street. Randy something. Skinny little kid, very fair complexion, too pretty to be aboy; put adresson
him you can take him anywhere. They must have teased the hell out of him in school.

After that, | check the locations, the last known sightings. I'll start working on the other vies next week; |
want to read the neighborhood first. Weiss's car will be found on Mdrose Avenue, two-three blocks east
of the promising lights of La Cienega

Carefully parked, locked up tight. He went someplace, he never came back. | park acrossthe street. |
lean back against the warm fender of the Mustang and study the street. At first glance, it seemsinnocent
enough.

Thisforgotten little pocket of West Hollywood is atime zone unto itself, with most of its pieces|eft over
from the twenties and thirties. In'67, Mdrose is dotted with tacky little art galleries, interior decorators,
and a scattering of furniture stores hoping to get trendy. It's a desolate avenue, even during the day.

At night, the street is dry and deserted, amber streetlights pockmark the gloom; afew blocks away, the
bright bustle of life hurtles down La Cienega, but here emptiness, the buildings huddled dark and empty



agang themselves, waiting for the return of day and theillusion of life. Bits of neon shine from darkened
storefronts. Occasiond red-lit doorways hint at secret worlds.

Few cars cruise here, even fewer souls are seen on the sdewalks—only the occasiond oasisof a
sheltered restaurant, remaining open even after everyone el se hasfled; departing customers move quickly
from bright doorways to the waiting safety of their automobiles, tuck ahill into the valet's hand, and
whisper away into the night.

Theresthisthing they do in the movies, in awestern, or awar picture, where someone says, "It's quiet,
too quiet.” Or: "Ligten. Eventhe birdsare slent.” That's how they do it in the movies, but that's not how it
worksin the hot zone. In the zone, it's more like alittle timequake. Theresthis sense, thisfeding that you
get—likethe air doesn't taste quite right. And when you get that fedling, sometimesthelittle hairs on the
back of your neck start tickling. Y ou stop, you look around, you look for the reason why thoselittle hairs
arerigng. Sometimes, it'sjust ashift in the wind and the way the grassripples acrossthe hillsde, and as
you watch theripples, you redlize that one of those ripplesisn't like the others. And you wake up insde
your own lifein away that makesthe rest of the day fed like somnambulism.

Sometimesthefeding isn't anything at dl. Sometimesthefeding isjust too much coffee. But it'sared
feeling and you learn to respect it anyway because you're out there in the hot and the guy who drew the
pretty pictures on the chalkboard isn't. Y ou hit the dirt—and the one time you hit the dirt and hear the
round go past just over your head instead of through your gut—that one time makes up for dl the times
you hit thedirt and there's nothing overhead.

Youlearnto listen for the fegling. Y ou never stop. Y ears later, even after the Delta has receded into time,
youre dtill ligening. Y ou ligten to the world likeit'sticking off, counting down. Y ou listen, not even
knowing what you're listening for anymore.

Standing on Mdrose, | got something. Not the same fedling, but afeding. A sensethere's something else
here. Something that comes out, late at night. And good folks don't want to be here when it'sup and
about.

Get back in the car. Lean back and disappear into the shadows. Sit and wait, not for anything in
particular. Just to see what comes out in the darkness. Picket duty. Eyes and ears open; mind catching
forty. Watching. Reading the Street.

The avenue has avampiric life of its own. Every so often, motion. A manboy, sometimes two. Sometimes
agirlboy. The children of the night climb out of their daytime coffins and drift Singly through the shadows,
flickering briefly into existence for ablock or two, then disgppearing just as ephemerdly. Itisn't
immediately obvious what's happening here.

Finally, got out of the car and went for awak. West, where Merose anglesin toward La Cienega
Where are the manboys going? Where are they coming from?

Ah.

Haifablock east of thelights. A darkened art gallery with an unpaved parking lot. Thelot isdark, unlit.
At the back isafenced-in covered patio. Discreet. Unobtrusive. Inconspicuous to the point of invisibility.
Y ou could drive by athousand times and never notice, even if you werelooking for it. It'sfurtive. Like
Charlie. Thingsthat hide are either frightened or stalking. Either way, dangerous.

Two-three teens standing in the lot, smoking, chatting. Only room for afew carshere. | fumble around in
my pockets for apack of cigarettes. | stopped smoking when Ed Murrow died, again when | 1eft Da
Nang, and athird timewhen | got off the planein San Francisco; the third time it stuck; but it's fill



convenient to carry them. Pull one out of the pack, approach the girlboys, ask for alight, say thanks,
nod, wait.

"You new?'

Shrug. "Back intown."
"Where were you?'

"Nam."

"Oh. | heard it's pretty bad."
"Itis. And getting worse."

The boys have no red names. Thetdl thin one with straight black hair is"Mame." The shorter rounder
oneis"Peaches” Theblond is" Snoopy."

"Y ou got aname?"
"Solo."

"Napoleon?'

"Han."

"What'd you do in Nam?"'

"Piloted aboat. Called The Matese Falcon." Almost added, "Went upriver to kill aman named Kurtz."
But | didn't. They wouldn't get it, not for twelve years anyway. | doubted any of them had ever read
either Conrad or Chandler. Mame was more likely a Bette Davis fan than Humphrey Bogart. The other
two... hard to tell. Shaun Cassidy probably.

"Yougoin'in?"

Took apuff onthe cigarette. "In aminute. Hang back, listening. The girlboys are gossping, overlapping
dialogue, about someone named Jerry and his unrequited crush on someone else named Dave, except
Dave hasalover. Jarry has a secret too. Honey, don't we al? Oh, guess what? Speaking of secrets,
Dennissredl ageistwenty-three, he's achicken hawk, hé's dating Marc. Marc? That's funny. Marc has
the crabs, he got them from Lane. Lane? That Sissy? Laneisn't even hisreal name. He's cheeting on his
sugar daddy, you know. Hey, have you met the new girl? With the southern accent? Y ou mean, Miss
Scarlett? More like Miss Thing. She'sway over the top. She'sjust a sweet ole Georgia peach. | thought
she said Alabama. Whatever. Do you believe her? Honey, | don't even believe me. She says shewent in
drag to her senior prom. In Alabama? Girl, I'll believe that when | hear it from Rock Hudson Jr.

Mameturnsto me abruptly. "Getting an earful ?*
Shrug again. "Doesn't mean anything to me. | don't know any of those people.”

Satisfied, Mame turns back to the others. Did you hear about Duchess and Princess? | only know what
you'vetold me. They were arrested —in drag—for stedling a car. Has anybody heard anything else? Not
me. Have you ever seen them out of drag? No, have you? | have. Princess puts the ugh into ughly. Her
and Duchess, it's Baby Jane and Blanche. | wonder who'll get their wardrobe. Honey, just one of
Princesss gownsis big enough for al three of us. If werefriendly. I'm friendly, very friendly. Honey, get
real. What are you and | going to do together—bump pussies, try on hats, and giggle?



Gosspisuseful. It'samap of the socid terrain. It tells you which way the energy isflowing. It tellsyou
who'simportant. It'sthe quick way of tapping into the social gestdt. Find methree gossipsand | can
learn acommunity. Except thisisn't acommunity. Thisisafragmentary maglstrom of whirling bodies. A
quantum environment, with particlesflickering in and out of existence so fast they can only be detected by
their wakes.

Eventudly, | goin. Therésno sign, but the placeis called Gino's. Admission isfifty cents. The man at the
door isforty-five, maybefifty. Thisis Gino. He has curly black hair, alittle too black. He dyesit. Okay,
fifty plus. Helooks Greek. He hands me ared ticket from arall, the anonymous numbered kind they use
at movietheaters. Good for one soda. Herecitestherules. Thisisaclub for eighteen and up. No drugs,
no booze. If the white light goes on, it meansthe vice are here, stop dancing.

The outdoor patio isfilled with jostling teens, dl boys, some giggling, some serious. Severd are standing
close. Some make eye contact, others turn away, embarrassed. Others it silently, sullenly, on heavy
benches dong the walls. Potting benches? Perhaps this used to be anursery.

The patio connects to a second building, tucked neetly behind the art gdlery. Invisble from the street.
Perfect. Ingde, it's darker than the patio. A quick survey reveds abar, sandwiches, Cokes; in one
corner apool table, another apinbal machine. There's ajukebox playing a song by Diana Ross and the
Supremes, severa of the boys are singing fa setto-accompaniment. "L ove Child." And an areafor
dancing. But no one's dancing. The same embarrassment in the high school gym.

A dower survey of the inhabitants—amost no one over the age of twenty-five. Most of the boys here
are high schooal girls, even the ones of college age. A few pretend to be butch, others don't care. Every
S0 often, two or three of them leave together. | listen for conversations. More gossip. Some of it
desperate. Longings. Judgments. Hopes. And the usua chatter about classmates, teachers, schoals,
movies... and Shaun Cassdy.

Someone behind me says to someone el se. "L et's go to the Stampede.” "What's the Stampede?' "Y ou've
never been there? Come on.” | follow them out. Discreetly.

The Stampede is on Santa Monica, near the corner of Fairfax. It'sabeer bar. Insde, it's decorated to
look like awestern street. A shingled awning around the bar has a stuffed cougar. Black lights make
white T-shirtsglow. A young crowd, drinking age. All the way to the back, asmall patio. The placeis
filled with manboys standing around, looking at each other and pretending that they're not sanding
around and looking at each other, imagining, wishing, dreaming. Some of them search my face, | nod
dispassionatdy, then turn away. The jukebox plays"Light My Fire," Im Morrison and The Doors. If
Gino'sishigh school, then The Stampedeisjunior year at city college. The boysarealittle more like
boys here, but they still seem much too young.

| know whét it is—they're unfinished. They don't know who they are. They haven't had to diveinto the
mud and shit and blood. They haven't had anyone shooting at them.

Two coupleswalk in the front door, the wives holding the husbands arms possessively. Some of the
queers exchange glances. Tourigts. Vigting the zoo, the freak show. They've never seen red faggots
before. Someone behind me whispers bitchily. "The husbands will be back next week. Without the fish.
It'sdwaysthat way."

A couple blocks west, there's another bar, The Rusty Nail. More of the same, maybe a rougher crowd, a
little older. A couple blocks east, The Spike. East of that, aleather bar. Okay, | got it. Circus of Books
stay's open twenty-four hours—the adult section, pick up acopy of the Bob Damron guide book. Thisis
what | need. | take it back to my gpartment and make X's on the map. No surprises here. Georgiawas



right. Queer bars and bathhouses. Another cluster of congruency.

Draw the connecting lines. Traffic goes back and forth on Santa Monica Boulevard, occasionaly down
to Gino'son Mdrose. Oh, and theré's a place over here on Beverly, The Stud. Enter inthe rear.
Unintended irony. They hang bicycles and canoes and rocking chairs from the high ceiling. It'sfunky and
faddish. Up on Sunset, the Sea Witch. Glassbalsin nets, and agreat view of the city lights. They dlow
dancing—furtively. On SantaMonica, alittle west of La Cienega, hidden among the bright lights of the
billboards, another hidden dance club. Everybody's testing the limits of enforcement.

For two weeks, | check out al the bars, al the clubs. But my first hunch is strongest. Gino'sisthe hunting
ground. | canfed it. | don't need to ligten for the little hairs.

Asthe nights warm up, something is awakening. A restlessnessin theair. A feverish subculture of
summer isreadying itself. But thisyesr, it'sreckless. Next year, it'll be worse, salf-destructive. The year
after that, 1969, it'll implode on itsdlf. But right now, this moment, it till hasn't redized itsdlf yet.

It's the boomers, the baby boomers, al those children of war coming of age at the very same moment,
their juices surging, their chaotic desires and wants and needs— the wildness unleashed, the rebels
without a pause; the ones who think that college has made them educated, and the ones who resent them
because they have to work for their daily bread —all of them, horny as hell, possessed with the sense of
freedom that comes behind the whedl of aMustang or aCamaro or aVW Bestle, liberaly lubricated
with cheap gasoline, marijuanaand beer and raging hormones, out on the streets, looking for whereit's

heppening.

It isn't happening anywhere, it's happening everywhere, and the noise and the stink pervadesthe night.
The straight ones hit the Sunset Strip or the peppermint places on Ventura Boulevard. Or they cruise up
and down Van Nuys Boulevard or Rosecrans Avenue, and especialy Hollywood Boulevard. But the
other ones—the quieter ones, the oneswho didn't chase the girls, the music mgors and the theater arts
students, the shy boys and the wild boys—after dl those years of longing, they'refindly finding aplace
where they belong too, where there are othersjust like them.

No, not just like them. But close enough. Here are others who will understand. Or not understand. There
are 0 many different kinds, so many different ways of being queer. But at least, for alittlewhile, inthese
furtive secret places, they won't have to pretend that they don't want what they want.

During the day, they'll rage about the unfairness of discrimination, about the ugliness of war—but & night,
they dl want to get laid. And that's what's surging here. The desolate lust of londliness. It'safevered
subculture, asubset of the larger sicknessthat roilsin the newspapers.

Our little vies—I pintheir picturesto the wall and study them—they're cannon fodder. Asinnocent as
the boy who stepped on the land mine, as unfinished as the new kid who took a bullet in the head from a
jungle sniper on hisfirst picket duty, asfresh and naive as the one who got knifed by a Saigon whore. As
stupid and trusting as the asshole who went out there because he thought it was his duty and came back
with tombstonesin his heart.

Findly pulled their pictures down and shoved them into afolder so | wouldn't haveto look at their faces
and the unanswered questions behind their eyes.

Didn't know much about queers. Didn't really want to. But | was starting to figure it out. Everything |
knew was wrong.

Resumed survelllance of thevies. | had the first x now. Charting their habits, their patterns, their
movements. Mogt of it was legwork. Confirmation of what | aready knew. Thursday, vie number one
shows up in the parking lot. Brad-boy. On his motorcycle. Herallsit right up behind Mame, playfully



goosing her with the front whed . Without even turning around, Mame wriggles her assand says, "Wanna
loseit?' Mame hasablond streak in her black hair now. The others are gushing over it. Brad grins,
relaxes on the bike, eventually offersaride to eager Lane, and roars off with him to catch the crabs.

A few nightslater, Jeremy Weiss shows up a Gino's. Bingo. The connection. Georgiawasright. Gay.
Twinks. Horny.

Faded into shadow. Watched. He was smitten with alittle blond twink who couldn't be bothered. Was
thisthe Jerry that Mame was talking about? A crush on Dave who had alover? Talled him for the rest of
the evening. He ended up at afeaturdessydlow building, afew blockseast. A very smal sign onthe
door. You had towalk up closetoread it. Y.M.A.C. Y oung Men's Athletic Club. Hmm. | had afedling
it was not agymnasium. Observed for awhile. Thinking.

| had three weeks | eft until thefirst vie disgppeared. | was getting agood sense of the killing ground—this
was the land of one-night stands. The perp didn't know the vies. He was hunting, just like everybody

else, but hunting for adifferent kind of thrill. My guess, the vies didn't know him. They met him and
disappeared. | wasn't going to find any other connectivity.

Had to think about this. How to ID the bastard. Mr. Death. That'swhat | was caling him now. How to
stop him? Taked it over with Georgia. She made suggestions, most of them hands-on. But the way things
work, the ongite agent isindependent, has complete authority. Trandation: It'syour cal.

Later. Past midnight.

Matt VVogd . Slightly built. Round face, round eyes, puppy eyes. Sweet-natured. In the parking lot at
Gino's, dtting aone against the wall, between two cars, where no one can see him. Hands wrapped
around his knees, head almost buried. Almost missed him. Stepped backward, took a second look. Y es,
Matt. Just graduated from high school. Works as abusboy in aloca coffee shop. Disappearsin two
months. Victim number two.

"What do you want?' Helooks a me with wide eyes. Terrified.

"Areyoudl right?'

"What do you care?'

"Y oulook likeyou're hurting.”

"My parents found out. My dad threw me out of the house.”

Couldn't think of anything to say. Scratched my neck. Findly. "How'd hefind out?'
"He went through my underwear drawer."

"Found your magazines?'

He hesitates. "Hefound my panties. | like to wear panties. They fed softer. Heripped them dl up.”
"I knew alieutenant who liked to wear panties. It'sno big ded.”

"Redly?"

No, not really. But it was a game we played. Whenever anybody heard a horror story about anybody or
anything, somebody aways knew alieutenant who did the samething. Or worse. "Y eah, redlly. Listen,
you can't say heredl night. Do you have aplaceto go?"



He shook his head. "'l waswaiting—to seeif anyone | knew showed up —maybe | could crash with
someone.”

| noticed he didn't use the word "friend.” That was the problem with thislittle war zone. Nobody made
friends. | remembered foxholes and trenches where we clung to each other like brothers, like lovers,

while the night exploded around us. But here, if two of these manboys clung to each other, it wasn't
bombs that were exploding. | wondered if they had the same fear of dying alone—maybe even more so.

Hed given up waiting for Prince Charming. Mr. Right wasn't coming. And even Mr. Right Now hadn't
shown up.

"Look, it'slate. | live acouple blocks, close enough to walk." To hissuspicious glance, | said, "You can
deep on the couch.”

"No, it'sdl right. | can deep at the tubs."
"Thetubs?'

"Y-Mac. Y ou been there?"

Shook my head.

"It'sonly two bucks. And | can shower in the morning before going to work. Scotty might even wash my
clothes"

"You aure?'
"NO_"
At leadt, he's honest.

"Okay. Aslong asyou have aplaceto go. It's not safe to hang out here— " And what if Mr. Degth
started early? But | didn't want to say that. Didn't want to scare the shit out of the kid.

"It's as safe here as anywhere — "

Something about the way he said it. "Somebody hurt you?'
" Sometimes people shout things as they drive by. Once, a couple of guys chased me for ablock or so,
then gave up and went back to their car."

Started to turn away, turned back. Didn't want to leave him alone. Damnit. "L ook—you can come with
me. | won't—I got meet loaf in the fridge. And ice cream. Y ou want to talk, I'll listen. Y ou don't want to
talk, | won't bug you. Y ou can crash for acouple of days, until you sort things out with your folks. All
right?’

Maitt thinks about it. He might look sweet and innocent, but he'slearned how to be suspicious. That's
how life works. First it beats you up, then it beats you down.

His postureiswary. "Y ou sure?"

Oh hell, of course I'm not sure. And thisis going to fuck up thetimeline. Or isit? A thought occursto me.
An ugly thought. | don't likeit, but maybe... bait? | dunno. But what the fuck, | can't leave him out here
inadirty parking lot. "Y eah, comeon.”

Helevershimsdf to hisfeet, brushes off hisjeans. "I wouldn't do this, but—"



"Yeah, | know."
" — I've seen you around. Gino saysyou're okay."
"Gino doesn't know me."

"Youwerein Vietnam." A statement, not aquestion. | should have redized. I'm not invisible here. Some
of the gossip is about me.

"Yeah," | admit. | wasin Nam. | point him toward the street. "My pad isthat way."

"Did you see any—"

"Morethan | wanted to." My reply isalittletoo gruff. Hefals slent.

Why am | doing this? Why not? It's a chance to pry open the scab and look at the wound.
"I'm Matt."

"Yeah, | know."

"Y ou got aname?'

"Oh, right. I'm... Mike."

"Mike? | thought your name was Hand. Hand Solo. But that'slikea... ahandle, isn't it. 'Cause
everybody knowswhat ahand solois, right?"

"Yeah. Right. It'sahandle.
"Wadll. Glad to meet you, Mike."

We shake hands, there on the street. It changes the dynamic. Now we know each other. More than
before anyway. Resume walking.

Hescutein afunny kind of way. If | liked boys, he'd be the kind of boy I liked. If thisweretheworld |
wanted to livein, hed be my little brother. I'd make him hot chocolate. 1'd read him bedtime stories and
tuck himin at night. And I'd best up anybody who made fun of him at school.

But thisisn't that world —thisis the world where men don't stand too close to men because... men don't
do that.

"Mike?'

"Yesh?'

"Can | take a shower at your place?’
"Of course.”

"Just enough to blow the stink off me."
"When did your dad throw you out?*

"Two daysago.”



"Y ou've been out here on the street two days?"

" egh”

"What ashit."

"No, hesdl right.”

"No, heisn't. Anyone who throwstheir kid out isn't dl right.”

Matt doesn't answer. He's torn between a misguided sense of loyalty and gratefulness that someone's
trying to understand. He's afraid to disagree.

We reach the bottom of the stairs. | hesitate. Why am | doing this? In annoyance, | snap back. "Because
that'sthe kind of person | am.”

"Huh?' Matt looks at me curioudy.
"Sorry. Arguing with myself. That's the answer that ends the argument.”
"Oh." Hefollows me up the gairs.

Helooks around the apartment, looks at the charts on the walls. I'm glad | pulled the pictures down. He
would have freaked to have seen his yearbook picture here.

"Areyou acop?'

"No. I'm a—researcher."

"Theselook like something a detective would do. What are you researching?'
"Traffic patterns. It's—urn, sociology. We're sudying the gay community.”
"Never heard it cdlled that. 'Gay community.™

"Wl no, it isn't much of one." Not yet, anyway. "But nobody's ever sudied how it al works, and so—

"You're not gay, are you?"

No easy answer to that. | don't even know mysalf. The night goes on forever here. Daytimeisjust an
unpleasant interruption. "Look, I'm not anything right now. Okay?'

"Okay."

| feed him. Wetak for awhile. Nothing in particular. Mostly food. Cafeteriafood. Restaurant food.
Army food. Mess hals. C-rations. Fast food. Real food. Places we've been. Hawaii. Disneyland. San
Francisco. LasVegas. Hisfamily traveled more than mine. He's seen more of the surrounding
countryside than me.

Eventudly, we both redize it's late. He stepsinto the shower, | tosshim apair of pgamas, too big for
him, but it'sal I've got, and take his clothes downgtairs to the laundry room. T-shirt, blue jeans, white
gym socks, pink panties, soft nylon, alittle bit of lace. So what.

He'saswest kid. Too sweset redly. Fuckit. HE's entitled to a quirk. Who knows? Maybe hell make
lieutenant. When | come back up, he's aready curled up on the couch.



The other bedroom is set up as an office. A wooden desk, an IBM Selectric typewriter, achair, a
lockablefiling cabinet. I'll be up for awhile, typing my notes for Georgia. God knows what shelll think of
this. But I'll have his stuff into the dryer and laid out on achair in lessthan an hour, long before I'm ready
to collapse into my own bed.

Georgiataught me how to write areport. First list al the facts. Just what happened, nothing else. Don't
add any opinions. Thefirst few weeks, sheld hand me back my reportswith al my opinions crossed out
in thick red stripes. Pretty soon, | learned what was fact, what was story. After you've listed the facts,
you don't need anything else. The facts speak for themsalves. They tdl you everything. So | learned to
enjoy writing reports, the satisfying clickety-clickety-click of the typewriter keys, and the infuriated golf
ball of the Sdlectric whirling back and forth across the page, leaving crigp insect-like impressons on the
clean white paper. One page, two. Rardly more. But it dwayswaorks. Typing cdms me, helps me
organize my thoughts.

Only thingis, if you don't have dl thefacts, if you don't have enough facts, if you don't have any facts,
you stay stuck in the unknown. That's the problem.

Later, much later, asI'm staring at the dark ceiling, waiting for deep to come, | listen for the sound of
vampires on the street below. But most of them have found their partners and crept off to their coffins.
So thewar zoneis slent. For now, anyway.

Somewhere, out there, Mr. Deathis churning. And | gill know nothing about him.

Sunday morning. | wake up late. Still tired. My back hurts. | smell coffee. Wearing only boxers, | pad
into the kitchen. Matt iswearing my pgamatops. They'retoo big on him. HeE's obvioudy given up on the
bottoms, too long, and they won't stay up. He looks like the little boy version of a Doris Day movie. He's
cooking eggs with onions and potatoes. And toast with strawberry jam. And afresh pot of coffee. It's
amod like being married.

"Isthisokay?' he asks uncertainly. "I thought—I mean, | wanted to do something to say thank you."

"You did good,” | say, around amouthful. "Very good. Y ou can cook for me anytime." Why did | say
that?"Oh, your clothes are on the chair by the door. | washed them last night.”

"Yeah, | saw. Thanks. | haveto go to work at noon." He hesitates. "Urn, I'm going to try calling my dad
today. Um. If it doesn't work out—you said something about— a couple days... 7'

"No problem. I'll leave akey under the mat. If I'm not here, just let yoursdlf in.”
"Youtrust me?'

"Yourenot athief."

"How do you know?'

"I know." | added, "People who cook like this, don't stedl .”

He's sllent for amoment. "My mom used to say |'d make someone awonderful wife someday. My dad
would get redly pissed off."

"Well, hey, your dad doesn't get it."

Matt looks over a me, waiting for an explanation.



"It'ssmple. Y ou take care of other people, they take care of you. The best thing you can do for
someone e seis cook for them, feed them, serve them awonderful meal. That's how you tell someone
that you—wsdll, you know—thét you care.”

He blushes, coversit by looking at the clock. "I gotta get to work—" And he rushesto leave.

Sunday. There's no such thing as an afternoon off, but | cut mysalf some persona time anyway. Took a
drive out to Burbank. Shouldn't have. Wasn't supposed to. It was part of the contract. Your old lifeis
dead. Hands off. But | did it anyway. | owed it to them. No. | owed it to myself.

The place was pretty much as| remembered it. Thetreein front was bigger, the house alittle smdler, the
paint alittle morefaded. | parked in front. Rang the bell and waited. Inside, Shotgun barked excitedly.

Behind the screen door, the front door opened. Like the house, he looked smaller. And like the house, a
little more faded.

"Yes?' hesquinted.
"Dad. It'sme—Michad ."

"Mickey?' Hewas aready pushing open the screen door. Shotgun scrambled out. Even with hisbad hip,
that dog was gill aforce to be reckoned with. Dad fell into my arms, and Shotgun leapt at us both, with
frenzied yowps of impatience. "Down you stupid son of a bitch, down!" That worked for half a second.

Dad hdd mea arm'slength. "Y ou look different. But how—? They said you werelost in the timequake.”
"l was. | am. | found my way back—it'salong story."

He hugged me again, and | fdlt his shoulders shaking. Sobbing? | held him tight. He fdlt frail. Then
abruptly, he broke away, and turned toward the house. "Come on in. I'll make sometea. Well talk. |
think 1 have some coffee cake. Y ou don't know how hard it's been without you. | haven't touched your
room. It'll be good to have you back—"

| followed himin. "Urn, Dad. | don't know how long | can stay. | haveajob —"
"A job. That's good. What kind of ajob?"

"I'm not really alowed to discussit. It'sthat kind of ajob."

"Oh. You'reworking for the government.”

"I'm not really allowed to discussit. I'm not even supposed to be here, but—"

"That'sal right, | understand. Well talk about other things. Come sit. Sit. You'll stay for dinner. It be
like old times. | have spaghetti saucein the freezer. Just the way you likeit. No, it'sno trouble at all. | ill
cook for two, even though it's just me and that old dog, too stubborn to die. Both of us.”

| didn't tell him that wasn't true. | didn't tell him that he and that stubborn old dog would both be goneina
few short months. | rubbed my eyes, suddenly full of water. Thiswas harder than | thought.

Somewhere between the spaghetti and the ice cream, Dad asked what had happened over there. |
struggled ingde, trying to figure out what to say, how to say it, redized it couldn't be explained, and
samply finaly shrugged and said, "It was... what it was." Dad knew me well enough to know that was all
the answer he was going to get, and that was the end of that. The walls were comfortably up again.



Somewhere fter theice cream, | redlized we didn't have dl that much to talk about anymore. Not redlly.
But that was okay. Just being able to watch him, just being able to skritch the dog behind the ears again,
that was okay. That was enough. So | let him talk meinto spending the night. My old bed felt familiar and
different, both a the sametime. | didn't degp much. In the middle of the night, Shotgun ocozed up onto
thefoot of the bed and sprawled out lazily, pushing me off to the side, grum-pling hisannoyancethat |
was taking up so much room; every so often, he farted his opinion of the spaghetti sauce, then after a
while he began snoring, awheezing-whistling noise. He was till snoring loudly when the first glow of
morning seeped in the window.

Over breakfast, | told alie. Told Dad | was on assgnment. That part wasn't alie.

But I told him the assgnment was somewhere ess, | couldn't say exactly where, but I'd call him
whenever | could. He pretended to understand.

"Dad," | said. "l just wanted you to know, you didn't lose me. Okay?"

"I know," he said. And he held me for along time before findly releasing me with a clgp on the shoulder.
"Y ou go get the bad guys" he said, something held said to me al my life—from the day held given memy
first cowboy hat and cap pistol. Something he said again the day | got on the planeto Nam. Y ou go get
the bad guys.

"l will, Dad. | promise”

| kissed him. | hadn't kissed him since | was eight, but | kissed him now. Then | drove away quickly,
feding confused and embarrassed.

It was adrizzly day, mostly gray. Skipped the gym, filled the tank, drove around the city, locating the
homes of the other saven victims. Two lived in thedormsat UCLA, Dykstraand Sproul. Didn't know if
they knew each other. Maybe. OnewasaT.A. mgor, the other music. Another lived with aroommate
(lover?) in acheap apartment off of Mdrose, amost walking distance from me, except in L.A., thereésno
such thing as"walking distance.” If it's more than two doors down, you drive.

One lived way the hell out in Azusa. That was along drive, even with the I-10 freeway. Another in the
north end of the San Fernando Valey. All these soft boys, so londly for aplace to be accepted that
they'd drive twenty-thirty milesto stand around in a cruddy green patio—to stand around with other soft
boys.

Something went klunk. Like anickd dropping in asodamachine. One of those small ingghtsthat
explains everything. Thiswas puberty for these boys. Adolescence. Thefirst date, thefirgt kiss, thefirst
chance to hold hands with someone specia. Delayed, postponed, a decade's worth of longing—while
everybody around you celebrates life, you pretend, suppress, inhibit, deprive yoursdf of your own
joy—hbut findly, ultimately, eventudly, you find a place where you can have ataste of everything denied.
It's heady, exciting, giddy. Y es. Thisiswhy they drive so far. Hormones. Pheromones. Whatever. The
only bright light in adarkened landscape. They can't stay away. Thisishome—the only place where they
can bethemsalves.

Okay. Now, figure out the predator—

| got back to the apartment, the drizzle had turned to showers. Matt was sitting by the door, arms
wrapped around hisknees. A half-full knapsack next to him. He scrambled to hisfeet, both hopeful and
terrified. And flustered. He looked damp and disheveled. A red mark on hisforehead, another on his
neck.

"Areyoudl right?'



"I couldn't find the key—"
"Oh, shit. | forgot to put it under the mat—"
"| thought you were angry withme—"

"Oh, kiddo, no. | screwed up. Y ou didn't do anything wrong. It's my fuckup. Shit, you must have
thought—on top of everything dse—"

Before| could finish the sentence, he Started crying.

"What happened — ? No, wait—" | fumbled the key into the lock, pushed him inside, grabbed his
knapsack, closed the door behind us, steered him to the kitchen table, took down a bottle of Glenfiddich,
poured two shots.

He stopped crying long enough to sniff the glass. "What isthis?' Hetook asip anyway. "It burns.”

"It'ssupposed to. It's single-malt whiskey. Scotch.” | sat down opposite him. "' went to see—someone.
My dad. | haven't seen him in awhile, and this might be the last time. | wasn't supposed to, but | did it
anyway. | spent the night, | dept in my old room, my old bed. What you said yesterday, it made me
think—"

Hedidn't hear me. He swallowed hard, gulped. "My mom called me a work. She said | should come
home and pick up my things. My dad wouldn't be there. Only she was wrong. He came home early. He
started beating me— "

| reached over and lifted up his shirt. He had red marks on his side, on his back, on his shoulders, on his
arms. Hewinced when | touched hisside.

Got up, went into the bathroom, pulled out the first-aid kit. Almost adoctor's bag. Stethoscope, tape,
ointment, bandages, aflask, even asmall bottle of morphine and aneedle. Also brassknucklesand a
blackjack. And some other toys. Y ou learn as you go. Came back into the kitchen, pulled his shirt off,
smeared ointment on the reddest marks, then taped hisribs. Did it all without talking. | wastoo angry to
gpeek. Findly: "Did you get dl your stuff?!

He shook his head.
"All right, let'sgo get it."
"We can't—"

Grabbed hisarm, pulled him to hisfeet, pulled him out the door, down the stairs, and out to the car,
ignoring therain. "Y ou need your clothes, your shoes, your—whatever ese belongsto you. It'syours.”

"My dadll—hé'stoo big! Please don't—"

| dready had the car in gear. "Fasten your seatbelt, Matt. What's that thing that Bette Davis says? It's
going to be abumpy night." Thetires squedled as| turned out onto Melrose.

| turned south on Fairfax, splashing through puddles. Neither of us said anything for ahbit.
When | turned right on Third, he said, "Mike. | don't want you to do this."

"l hear you." | continued to drive.



"I'm not going to tell you where | live—lived."

"| dready know."

"How?"

"I'm your fairy godfather, that's how. Don't ask."

"You arenofary," hesad. Then headded, sadly, "l am.”
"Widll, | guessthat'swhy you need agodfather.”

"Whét are you gonnado?"

| grinned. "1'm gonna make him an offer he can't refuse.”

Matt didn't get thejoke, of course. It wouldn't be ajoke for another five years. But that was okay. | got
it.

Turned l€eft, turned right. Pulled up in front of atiny, well-tended house. Mait followed me out of the car,
up thewalk. Thefront door yanked open. Matt was right—he was big. An ape. But he wasn't atrained
one. The scattershot bruises on his son were proof of that. He'd substituted size for skill. Probably done
ital hislife. Hewore an ugly scowl. "Who are you?' he demanded.

Gave him the only answer he was entitled to. Punched him hard in the chest, shoving him straight back
into the house. Followed in quickly. Before he could react, chest-punched him again—harder, hard
enough to dam him into the wall. The house shook. He bounced off and thistime met my fist in hisguit.
His gut was hard, but the brass knucks were harder. He grunted, didn't double up, but he lurched —it
was enough, | pulled his head down to meet my rising knee, felt his nose bresk with asatisfying crunch of
bone and blood.

Hauled him to hisfeet. Hisface was bleeding. "Y ou're abig man, aren't you? Begting on akid." Hewas
gtill trying to catch his bregth. "Matt, go get your things. Now."

A woman came out of the kitchen, wiping her handsin adish towe. "Matty—?" Then she saw me. "Who
areyou — ?' Then she saw her husband. "Joe— 7'

| grabbed the towel from her hands, pushed it at Joe, pushed Joe at achair, he flopped into it, covering
his bloody nose. "Y ou can sit down too, maam; probably agood idea." She hesitated, then sat. Joe was

dill gasping, eyeing mewaxily.

Nobody spoke for along moment.

Findly, thewife. "Areyou going to hurt us?'

"Not planning on it. Of course, that can change.” | nodded meaningfully at the asshole.
"Y ou—you won't get away with this— "

"Y ou won't cdl the police. He won't let you. He doesn't want anyone to know he's got a queer son.”
Took abreath. | wasn't planning to play counsdor, but Matt needed time to gather his stuff, and | needed
to keegp the asshole from thinking too hard. "All right, look, lady—you should leave thisjerkoff. Because
if you don't, hesgoing to kill you someday. The only thing that's saved your lifethislong isthat he's been
taking it out on the kid instead, hasn't he? With the kid outa here, you're wearing the bull's-eye now. If
I'm not mistaken, that bruise on your cheek is recent. Like maybe, this afternoon? And maybe theresa



few more under that dress that don't show?'
Shedidn't answer.

"Y ou're not doing yourself any favors, being apunching bag for this miserable failure. And you sure as
hell didn't help your kid any, did you? Letting him begt the kid—you're acoward. Do you know whét the
word 'enabler’ means? Y ou're an en-abler. You'rejust asfucking guilty. Because you let him get avay
withit"

Turned to the gorilla. "See, heresthething, Joe. Y ou're an asshole. Y ou're beneath contempt. That's
your son, your own flesh and blood. Y ou should love him more than anybody esein theworld. But he's
fucking terrified of you. The one moment in hislife, he needs his dad to love and understand and be there
for him more than anything else, what do you do?Y ou beat him up and throw him out. What afuckwad
you are. Y our wifeésacoward, you're abully, and the two of you are throwing away the only thing in the
world you've done right—raise akid who ill knows how to smile, god knows why, growing up with you
two cregps. Y ou don't deserve thiskid. Shut up, both of you. I'm in no mood to argue. Y ou can best
your wife, Joe, and you can beat your kid—but you can't beat the butt-ugly truth. Y ou're awaste of skin.
Oh, and if you're thinking about getting out of that chair, don't. If you try, I'll kill you. I'minthat kind of a

"He meansit, Dad — " That was Matt, coming back into the room. "He's an ex-commando. Specid
Forces. Green Beret. Or something. Hewasin Vietnam. | don't want him to hurt you — "

"Y ou got everything?'
He hefted a duffel and a suitcase. Hadtily filled.

Mart's mother looked back and forth between us. Finaly, she worked up the nerveto ask. "What are
you? Some kind of queer?’

| looked her up and down. "Are you the dternative?' Jesus Christ on apogo stick, | can't believel said
that. "Wait aminute." Turned back to the gorilla. "Y our son'sleaving home. Y ou'll never seehim again.
Give me your wallet. No—I didn't say think about it. | said, give me your wallet."

He passed it over. Nearly three hundred bucks. | passed the cash to Matt. "Here. Y our inheritance. It's
enough to live on for a couple months. If you're careful." Dropped the wallet on the floor.

"Y ou two are getting off lucky. I'm letting you live." Looked & the gorillaagain. ™Y ou come after thiskid,
you ever come near him, you ever lay ahand on himagain, | will kill you. I will hunt you down and | will
make sure you take along timeto die. Y ou ever beat your wife again, I'll break both your arms. Arewe
clear? Nod your head, thisisn't televison." Glanced sideways. "Mait, you want to say good-bye?"

He shook his head.
"Thengogetinthecar.”

Waited a moment, looking to seeif the asshole was thinking about following. He wasn't. Hisface was
ashen. Hewas Hill having trouble breathing. | looked to the wife. ™Y ou know what? | think you'd better
cal an ambulance. I might have punched him alittle hard, | might have cracked hissternum. | wish |
could say I'm sorry about that, but I'm not.”

Drove back without talking. The rain was coming down harder now. Matt was shaken. Probably didn't
know what to think, what to fed.



Got back to the apartment. He hesitated. ™Y ou coming up?”
"| thought you wanted meto — " He held up the money. "I mean—ian't what thisisfor?"

"There's plenty of time for that tomorrow. Or the next day." And besides, ™Y ou shouldn't be dlone
tonight.” | grabbed his suitcase and duffel. Not as heavy as|'d thought. Gorillaand wife hadn't been very
generous.

Inside, | went scrounging through the junk drawer, found the extra key and handed it to him. "Listen.
Don't take thisthe wrong way. But I'm worried about you. Y ou stay here aslong as you need to.”

Helooked at the key in his hand, looked up to me, aquestion on hisface.

"Y ou can cook, right?Y ou can clean? That'll be your rent. Well move my typewriter in here, over
againg the wall or something. And you can have the other room. Just one condition. Stay away from
Gino's—" No, that'snot fair. "l mean, don't go there without me. And don't go out with anyone
without—well, checking with me. Okay?"

"Y ou trying to be my dad?'

"No. Well, maybe abig brother. | dunno.” | sat down opposite him. "Can you keep a secret?"
"Not very well. | mean—my dad found out."

"Thereisthat. When did you know you were— 7"

"When | wastweve. Or thirteen."
"S0 you can keep asecret for five years. Six? Right?”
He nodded.

"All right. What I'm going to tell you isthat big asecret. You up for it?"
Hedidn't say no. | took that asayes.

"Y ou know how | knew where you lived? | know alot of other stuff too. Some bad shit is going down
thisyear. Dangerous shit. People are going to get hurt. Killed. I'm not acop. But I'm —I'm like a private
investigator. And I'm looking for the guy. And you're histype. And so are alot of the other kids at
Gino's. | wish | could warn everyone, but if | do, it'll spread. Y ou know how those girlsloveto gossip.
And if the perp knows I'm looking for him, I'll never catch him. So you can't tell anyone. And the only
reason I'm telling you is—is because | want your help.”

"Y ou need my hdp?'

"I want your help. | don't needit. But | can useit. If youreuptoit.”
"Uptoit?Isit dangerous?'

"Do you think I'd put you in danger.”

He thought about it for amoment. "But you want to use me as bait.”

"I want to seewho cruises you. | want to know who talksto you. That'sal.”

"Can | ask you something?'



"Go ahead.”
"Wasthisyour plan dl aong? From the very beginning? When you brought me home the other night?*

"Thetruth?' | looked him right in the eye. "No. Thiswas not what | planned. Y ou were just one of the
boys | was going to watch for awhile—"

Hefrowned. He turned that over in hishead. And then —oh, shit—he got it. "Y ou son of abitch!"” He
started to get up. "Y ou know, don't you!" He looked around for his duffel and his suitcase. | resisted the
temptation to get up. Force was absolutely the wrong answer here. He waited for my response.

| nodded. "Y eah, you'reright. | know."

"Yourea—atime-traveler?'

Nodded again.

"Thenit'strue? Thereredly are? Because | thought that was just—Iike an urban legend or something.”
"It'strue," | admitted.

He stared a me, hard, asif trying to puzzle me out. "So... how far from the future are you?"

"I'm not. I'm from three yearsin the past. But I've been to the future. Twelve years anyway. Y ou're going
to likeit. Parts of it, anyway."

"Likewhat?'

Shrug. "Thingslike... um, well, Stonewall, for one. Neil Armstrong. Apple. Luke Skywalker. Pac-Man.
But | think, Stonewal | might be the big one."

"What's Stonewal 17"

"You'l find out soon enough. It's—it'sgoing to be... kind of important.”
"Givemeahint?'

"RosaParks"

"Who's Rosa Parks?"

"Look it up."

He frowned, annoyed. Then his frown eased. He dropped the duffel on the living room floor and came
back into the kitchen nook. "Tell me what you know about me."

llUrn_ll
"Y ou want meto do this, you haveto tell me." He sat down opposite me and waited.

"Okay," | said. "Wait." | went into the bedroom, came back with the folders. Tossed it on the table. "
have to prevent the disappearance of thisboy. Have you ever seen him?' | did over the picture of Jeremy
Weiss.

Matt looked, frowned, started to shake his head no, then said, "No, wait, | think he comesin mostly on
weekends."



"He's number three. There are two other disappearances before him. Ten more afterward. Here's
number one."

"That's Brad. Brad-boy. He rides amotorcycle. He comesin, picks up atrick, rides off. Nobody knows
much about him, not even histricks.”

"Yeah, I'veseenit.”

"When doeshe— 7'

"Two weeks. A little more than two weeks." | passed over the next folder. "Thisis the second victim."
He opened it, saw his own picture, and flinched. He deflated like aballoon. "I — I'm going to die.”
"No. You'renot. | promiseyou. | promise you."

"But | did. | mean, | will, won't 1?1 mean —this?' Helooked suddenly terrified.

"No. Youwont."

"But how do you know? | thought timewas— "

"Timeismutable. If it wasn't, | wouldn't be here. | couldn't be here. Neither could you.”

He accepted that, but only because he wanted to. He wasn't convinced. After abit, he reached over and
took the other folders, opened them one at atime. He recognized two more of the boys, none of the rest.
Not surprising. The last disappearance was only fourteen thisyear.

"All right. Now, tell me—do you go anywhere e se besides Gino's?

He shook his head. "There's a club down in Garden Grove, for eighteen-and-up. But I've never been
there. Um, therésthe tubs. The Y-Mac. I've only been there two-three times. Thereisn't any place else.
| can't get into any of the bars.”

"So mogtly you go to Gino's?'
"That's where everybody goes.”

"All right. Hereésthe deal. Y ou don't go to Gino'sunless| go too. | want to see who talksto you. And if
somebody asks you to go home with him—well work out asignd. You'l tug on your ear. And I'll... I'll
do what's appropriate.”

Matt nodded. He seemed grateful to have aplan. Hetook a breath. "I saw some knockwurst in the
freezer. Should | makethat for dinner?’

| wasn't that hungry, but | nodded.

He clattered around in the cupboards for abit, looking to see what else he could put on aplate. "There's
some baked beans here, and some English muffins. | can make alittle salad and open a couple of
Cokes... ?'

"That sounds good." | gathered up the photos and did them back into their respective folders.
"Mike...?'

"Yw],"



"If I don't go home with anyone, how will you know which onesthekiller?’
"I'm dtill trying to figure that out.”

"You'll have to watch Brad-boy too, won't you?'

"y egh”

"Maybe I'm not getting thisright. But the only way you'll know who thekiller is... will be by letting him
kill someone. Brad. Right?"

"Well, no. | have apretty good ideawhich night Brad disappears. So whoever talks to him on that night,
that's probably thekiller. But if | can keep Brad from going off with him, then | can save hislife."

"But what if it'sthewrong guy. | mean, if he doesn't get achanceto kill anyone, how will you know he's
thekiller?'

| got up, put the bottle of scotch back in the cupboard. Leaned against thewall and |ooked down at
Matt. He was cutting up lettuce. "There's another part to the problem. Let's say that | give Brad aflat tire
30 he can't go out that night. Or something like that. Let's say | keep Brad from tricking out. Then that
means Mr. Death—that'swhat | call him—picks up someone else. And maybe not that night, maybe the
next night, or the following week. Maybe the whole timetable getsinterrupted, screwed up —then this
whole scheduleisusdess”

"So you haveto weatch Brad..."
"Yeah. And I'll haveto tail him to wherever he goesand... and hopeit'sthered ded.”
"That'snot fair to Brad."

"It'snot fair to any of you guys. I'm only hired to save one boy—but there's a dozen others, and maybe
more, who areequally at risk. | told you, timeismutable. If | jiggleit too hard, | lose the whole case. |
can save you and Jeremy and Brad, but who else diesin your place?!

He got it—it waslike abody blow. He laid down the knife and said, " Shit." And then he reacted to his
own vulgarity with asoftly spoken, "Wdll, that wasn't very ladylike, wasit?"

He put dinner on the table and we ate in sllence for awhile. Findly, | said, "Thisis very good. Thank
you."

"Youlikeit?'

"It'sawhole med. It's more than | would have done for myself."

"I had to learn how to cook. My mom — " He shrugged.

"Yeah, | saw."

"She's not abad person. Neither is my dad, except when he drinkstoo much —"
"And how oftenisthat?'

He got the point. "Y eah. Okay."

Later, after the dishes were put away, | took aquick shower. | came out, wearing only atowe. He



looked at me, then glanced away quickly. He said something about along soak and hurried into the
bathroom. | heard the sound of bath water running. After amoment, he stuck his head out. "Towels?*

"Hal closet. Top shdf. Here" | pulled the yellow towels down for him. "Anything else?!
"l don't think s0." Still not looking a me.

"All right. I'm going to bed. I've got a meeting in the morning. When | get back welll go get abed for
you."

"Urn. Okay. Thanks." He disappeared back into the bathroom.

| like to deep with the windows open. Here, just off Merose, the nights were sometimes stifling,
sometimes breezy, sometimes cold. Sometimes the wind blew in from the sea, and sometimesthe air was
gill and smelled of jasmine. Tonight there was cold wind, the last wet remnant of agloomy drizzly day.
Theair smelled clean. Tomorrow would be bright.

| got into bed, listened for awhile to the water dripping from the corners of the building, to the occasiona
wet swish of acar passing by, to the distant roar of the city, and maybe even the hint of music
somewhere. Got up, went to the closet, pulled out an extra blanket and dropped it on the couch. He'd
need it.

Got back into bed and listened to the roar of my own thoughts. Matt had put hisfinger on it—what |
aready knew and hadn't been willing to say. | had no way to ID the perp. Not unless| let someonedie.

For awhile, | wondered how the other operatives would handle this case. But | didn't wonder too long, |
aready knew. They'd save the Weiss kid and ignore the other dozen—because the Weiss kid's family
were the only ones paying. That's why Georgia had given methisjob. Because she knew | didn't think
that way. She knew | wouldn't be satisfied with saving only the one. She knew how | thought. Y ou don't
leave any man behind.

And whether anyone recognized it or not, thiswas awar zone.

These people; they knew they wereliving in enemy territory. They wereterrified of the midnight
knock—the accusations a work, the innuendoes of friends, the gossip of neighbors, and dl the awful
consequences. The soft boys, they start out sweet and playful, dmost innocent, but time would erode
their spirit. The older they grow, the heavier the burden becomes. Day by day, they learn to be furtive,
they become embittered and their voices edged with acid. Y ou can stand in the bar and watch it
happening in their eyes, night after night, the shadowed resentment, the festering anger. Why do we have
to hide? Pretend? The question—what's wrong with me?— was backward. Pretty soon it turnsinto
what's wrong with them? And the chasm grows, the isolation increases. The secret world digs deeper
underground.

But not for too much longer. The summer of loveisdready exploding, next year the summer of lust, and
after that the frenzied summer of disaster. But that summer would aso bring the Stonewadll revolution, and
after that—thiswould start to change. All of it.

| dmost envied them.
Because, they knew what they wanted.
| till had noidea.

There was a soft knock at the bedroom door. It pushed open with a squeak. Matt stuck his head in.
"Areyou adegp?’



"Not yet. Areyou dl right?"

"Mike... 7' He stepped closer to the edge of the bed. "Can | deep with you tonight? Just to deep. That's
al. Thecouchis—"

"Kind of uncomfortable, | know. Y eah, comeon.” | did over and pulled back the edge of the blanket for
him. He dipped in next to me. Not too close.

Welay on our backs, sde by side. Staring at the celling.
"Thisisn't about the couch, isit?"

"Uhruh."

"Didn't think s0."

"Y ou don't have to worry—"

"I'm not worried."

"l mean—"

"Maitt. It'sdl right. Y ou don't have to explain.”" | thought about those nightsin Nam where soldiers
hugged each other closer than brothers. Of course, rifle fire, mortar shells, explosions, napam, mud,
blood and shit—and the threat of immediate desth— can do that to you. The momentsin thejungle
when the patrol would stop for break, collapsing into heaps, sometimeslying in each other's laps, the only
closeness we had —and the nights in chegp Saigon hotel rooms, when there weren't enough mattresses
to go around, you shared with your buddy, and you felt glad he was next to you. The touch of asquad
mate inthe dark. You learned to fed safein the stink and sweet of other men. They were your other half.
Y ou couldn't explain that either, not to anyone who hadn't been there.

"I'm sorry, Mike."

"For what?'

"For being such a— " He couldn't finish the sentence. He couldn't say the word.
"Matt... ?'

"My mom used to cal me Matty. When | waslittle."

"Y ou want meto cdl you Matty?'

"If you want to."

"Matty, come here." | put my arm around his shoulder and pulled him closer, so hishead was nestled
againg my chest. | couldn't see what he was wearing, but it felt too soft. Nylon something. | ignored it.
Whatever. "C'mere, let your Uncle Miketell you abedtime story." He wasn't relaxed, he lay tense next
to me. Waiting for meto push him away in disgust... ?

"When | wastwelve, my dad brought home a puppy for my birthday, just afew weeksold. Hewasa
black Labrador retriever and he was so clumsy he tripped over his own shadow. He couldn't walk
without stubbing hisface, but | fell in love with him thefirst moment | saw him. My dad asked meif |
liked him and | said hewasjust perfect. | caled him Shotgun. Thefirgt night, he whined for his mommy,
s0 | took him into bed with me and held him close and talked to him and petted him and he fell adeep
next to me. He followed me everywhere and he dept with me every night. Then Monday morning, we



took him to the vet for his shots. The vet examined him and examined him and examined him, and hejust
garted frowning worse and worse. Findly, he says there's something wrong with Shotgun; he's defective,
his hips are malformed, he's going to have trouble waking, he's going to go lame, awhole bunch of other
stuff. Then, hetook my dad aside and talked to him for along time. | couldn't hear what they were
saying, but my dad just shook his head and we took Shotgun home.”

"The vet wanted to put him to deegp?”

"Yeah. My dad wouldn't et him. But | didn't find that part out until later. We went home, but | didn't
want to have anything to do with Shotgun anymore. Because he was broken. He wasn't perfect. And |
wanted a dog that was perfect. Shotgun kept following me around and | kept pushing him away. That
night, he kept trying to jump up onto my bed and he kept whining, but | wouldn't lift him up and let him
deep with me. Findly, my dad came in and asked what waswrong and | said | didn't want Shotgun
anymore, but | wouldn't say why. My dad figured it out though. He knew | was angry at Shotgun for not
being perfect. But he didn't argue with me, he just said, okay, he'd find anew home for Shotgunin the
morning. But... for tonight, | should let Shotgun deep with me onelast time. | asked why, and my dad
picked up the puppy and held him in hislap petting him for amoment, and | asked why again, and my
dad put Shotgun in my lap and he said, '‘Because even ugly puppies need love. In fact, ugly puppies need
even morelove.’ And when he said that, | started to fedl real bad for pushing Shotgun away, and then my
dad said, 'Besides, Shotgun doesn't know he's ugly. He just knows he lovesyou alot. But if you don't
love him and you don't want him, then tomorrow well find someone who doesn't care how ugly heisand
who'll be happy to have adog who will love them as much as Shotgun can.' That's when | hugged
Shotgun close to my chest and said, 'NO! He's mine and you're not giving him away. Because | can love
him more than anybody. | don't care how ugly heis." And that's when my dad touded my hair like this
and whispered in my ear, That's the exact same thing your mom said when you were born.™

Mait snorted. Then curled up with his backside pressed against me. | couldn't figure out if hefelt likea
girl or aboy or something of both —or neither.

All these queerboys—some of them were girlboys, yes; but the rest, they were ill boys. Soft boys. Men
without... without what? Some quaity of maeness? No. They weremale. They just didn't do all that
chest-beating. Hmm. Of course not. Chest-beating isfor dominance —it'sto drive away all the other
males from the mates. That's counter-productive in this environment. Here... they want to be... friendly?
Affectionate? But chest-beaters can't do that, can't afford to do that without losing dominance. No
wonder the queerboys were the targets of bullies. Bullies are cowards; they pick victimswho won't fight
back. | stared at the ceiling, wondering if thistrain of thought would bring me any closer to Mr. Desth. |
couldn't see how.

After awhile, | stopped worrying about it and fell adeep mysdif.

The next morning, we pretended everything was normal. He went to work, | drove up to Hollywood
Boulevard.

Georgialooked grim. She met my eyes briefly, jerked her head toward the office. "Mr. Harriswantsto
seeyou.”

"Mr. Harris?'
"Ted Harris—the man whose name is on the door?"

"Oh. | didn't know therewas ared Ted Harris. | thought he was afictitious business name, or
something.”



"Therésared Ted Harris. And heswaiting for you."

Shit. They'd found out 1'd visited Dad. | had that called-to-the-principa's-office, cold-lump-in-my-gut
feding.

| knocked once on the door, no answer, | turned the knob and went in. I'd never been in thisroom
before. Dek, chairs, lamp, and amiddle-aged man with his back to me, staring out the haf-circular
window that faced the boulevard. The window was grimy, but the morning sun still broke the gloom with
blue-white bars of dust. Harris turned around to face me. | recognized him.

"Eakins— 7' Every timel met him hewas adifferent age. Thistime he had slver highlightsin hishair, but
he «till looked young.

"Sit." Hepointed. | sat.
"Your red nameisHarris?'

He sat down behind the desk. "My real nameis Eakins. Thereisno Harris. But I'm him. When | need to
be. Today, | need to be."

"All right, that makes as much sense as anything—"

"Shut up.” | shut.

He had afolder on hisdesk. He tapped it. "This case you're working on—the lost boys... 7'
"I'm miaking progress. There's acommon connection among the victims."

"Tdl me"

"Thereésagay teen club on Mdrose. | think the perp isfinding them there. It'sin my reports. Therésalso
asecondary location — "

"Y ou haveto drop the case.”

e

"|s there something wrong with your hearing? Drop the case.”
"May | ask why?'

Hisvoice was dispassionate. "No."

"But these boysare going to die— "

"That can't be your concern.”

"It dready is"

Eakinstook abreath, one of those I'm-about-to-say-something-important inhal ation/exhdations. He
leaned across the desk and fixed mewith an intense glare. "Listen to me. Lifeisempty and meaningless.
It doesn't mean anything — and it doesn't mean anything that it doesn't mean anything. Drop the case.”

"That's not an answer."

"It'sthe only answer you're ever going to get. This conversationisover." He sarted to rise—



| stayed sat. "No."

He stopped, half out of hischair. "I gave you an ingtruction. | expect you to follow it."

"No."

"l wasn't asking you for an argument.”

"Wadll, you're getting one. I'm not abandoning those boysto die. I need something more from you."

He sank back down into the chair. "There are things you don't know. There are things you don't
understand. That'stheway itis. That'stheway it hasto be."

"I made a promise to one of those boys that nothing's going to happen to him."
"Y ou got involved — 7'

"l made apromise.”

"Which boy?'

"Number two."

Eakins opened the folder. Turned pages. "Thisone?' He held up Matty's picture. | nodded. Eakins
dropped the picture on the desk, leaned back in his chair. Held up the other pictures. "He's not part of
thiscase"

IIE.]?I
"The others are part of this case. That oneisn't.”
"l don't understand.”

"And I'm not going to explain it. The caseis over. Disengage. WEIl send you somewhere else. Georgias
got acourier job up inthe Bay Area— "

"| don't want it."

"That wasn't arequest. You'll take the courier job and we won't say anything about where you were
Sunday night.”

“No."
"We're paying you alot of money—"
"Y ou're renting my judgment, not buying my soul. That'swhy you're paying so much.”

Eakins hesitated—not because he was uncertain, but because he was annoyed. He glanced away, asif
checking a cue card, then came back to me. "I knew you were going to refuse. But we ill had to have
the conversation.”

"Isthat it?" | put my hands on the arms of the chair, preparingtorise.

"Not quite. This ends your employment here. Georgia has your severance check. Well expect the return
of dl materidsrelated to this case by the end of businesstoday.”



"Y ou think that'll accomplish anything? Y ou can't ssop me from saving their lives asa private citizen."

Eakinsdidn't respond to that. He was dready sorting files on hisdesk, asif looking for the next piece of
businessto attend to. " Close the door on your way out, will you?"

Georgiawas waiting for me. Her face wastight. | knew that look. There was alot she wanted to say, but
she couldn't, she wasn't allowed. Instead, she held out an envelope. "The gpartment and the car arein
your name, we've subtracted the cost from your check. The bank book has your ancillary earnings.
Youll bedl right. Oh—and I'll need your ID card."

| took it out of my wallet and passed it over. ™Y ou knew, didn't you?"
"Therewas never any doubt.”
"Y ou know methat wel?"

"No. But | know that part of you." She pressed the envelope into my hands. Pressed close enough for
meto tdl that she still wore the same sweet perfume.

Went down the stairs dowly. Stopped to have my shoes shined one last timewhile | looked through the
contents of the envelope. A fat wad of cash, ahefty check, asurprisingly healthy bank account, severa
other bits of necessary paperwork—and ascrap of paper with a hagtily written note. "Musso &
Frank's. ISminutes." | sniffed the paper, recognized the perfume, nodded, tipped Roy afiver, and
started west on the boulevard. 1'd get there just intime.

| asked for atable in the back, she came in afew minutes | ater, sat down opposite me without aword. |
waited. She held up afinger to catch the waiter's eye, ordered two shots of Glenfiddich, then looked
sraight acrossto me. "Eakinsisafirg-classprick."

Shook my head. "Nah, he's only a second-class prick.”
She consdered it. "Not even that high. Hesadildo.”
My glence was agreement. "So... 7'

She opened her purse, took out another envelope, laid it on the table. "Y ou weren't supposed to get this
case. No onewas. When hefound out I'd assigned it to you, he dmost fired me. He might still."

"I don't think s0. Y ou're ill there asfar uptime as|'ve been.”

She shook her head asif that weren't important now. "Thewholething is... it doesn't make sense. Why
would he abrogate a contract? Anyway—" She pushed the envel ope across. "Here. See what you can
make out of this

"What isit?'

"l have no idea. He disappears for days, weeks, months at atime. Then he shows up asif not aday has
passed. | started xeroxing stuff from his desk, afew years ago. | don't know why. | thought—I thought
maybe it would give me someinsghts. Thereésthingsthat... | don't know what they are. There's pictures.
Likethisthing—" She shuffled through the photos. "—I think it's atelephone. It's got buttonslike a
phone, but it looks like something from Star Trek, it flips open—but it doesn't work, it just says'no
sarvice. And this other thing, it looks like apoker chip, one sideis sticky, you can tick it to awall, the
other sdeisal black—isit abug of some kind? A microphone? A camera? Or maybeit'sa
chronosensor? And then there are these slver disks, five incheswide, what the hell are they? They look



like diffraction gratings. Some of them say Memorex on the back. Are they somekind of recording tape,
only without the tape? And theres al these different kinds of pills. I tried looking up the names, but
they're not listed in any medical encyclopedia Wheat the hdll is Tagamet? Or Viagra? Or Xylamis? Or any
of these others?

"Arethere dates on any of thismaterid?'

"Not always. But sometimes. The farthest oneis2039. But | think he's gone farther. A lot farther. | think
he's gotten hold of the Caltech loca-field time-maps. Or maybe he's been dropping his own sensors and
making his own maps, | don't know. But I've never seen anything that looks like amap. It doesn't make a
lot of sense. But then again —there'sthat thing that he says, that if we could go back to say, 1907 with a
bunch of stuff from today—a transistor radio, a princess phone, aportable TV, arecord album, birth
control pills, things like that—none of it would make sense to someone living in that time. Even acopy of
anews magazine wouldn't make much sense because the language would have shifted so much. So if
Eakins has stuff from thirty, forty, fifty yearsinto the future, we wouldn't get much of it—"

"Yesand no. Eifty years ago, they didn't have the same experience of progress, so they didn't have the
vocabulary to encompass the kinds of changesthat come with time. We have a different perspective
—because changeis part of our history, we expect it to be part of our future. So, if anything, welook at
this stuff and we don't see amystery as much as we see the limits of our experience.”

"Now, you sound like me."

"I was quoting you. Pargphrasing.” | shuffled through the papers, the photos, the notes. "None of this has
any bearing on this case, doesit?'

"l don't know. But | thought you should seeit. Maybeit'll give you aninsight into Eakins."
Shook my head. "It provesthat he knows more than he'stelling us. But we aready knew that.”

She glanced at her watch. "Okay, I'm out of time." She stood up, leaned over and kissed me quickly.
"Take care of yourself—and your little boyfriend too."

"He's not my—" But she was aready gone.

| shoved everything back into the envelope and ordered a steak sandwich. The day had started weird
and gotten weirder, and it wasn't half over. | might aswell facetherest of it on afull belly.

Went back to the apartment. Photographed everything. Then gathered it up and went straight to the local
copy shop. Five copies, collated. Paid in cash. Put one copy in the trunk of the car, put another in the
gpartment safe, and mailed the other three to three different P.O. boxes. Delivered the originas back to
Georgiawho accepted them without comment. Eakins had aready |eft the building. But neither of ussaid
anything; it was possible he had the offices bugged — maybe even with hisfunny poker chips.

By thetime | got home, Matty was unpacking groceries. The whole scene looked very domestic. "Did
you have agood day?' he asked. All | needed was a pair of dippers and the evening newspaper.

When | didn't answer, he looked up. Worried. "Y ou okay?"
"Yeah. I'mjudt... thinking about Stuff.”

"Y ou're dways thinking about stuff."

"Well, thisis uff that needs thinking about."



Hegot it. He shut up and busied himsdf in the kitchen. | went out onto the balcony and stared at Melrose
Avenue. Cold and gray, it was going to rain again tonight; a second storm right behind thefirdt.
Something Eakins had said —none of it made sense, but one piece of it had its own particular stink of
wrongness. Why is Matty not important to this case?

And that led directly to the next question: What did Eakins know that he wasn't telling me? And why
wasn't hetelling? Becauseif | knew... it would affect things. What things? What other plan was

working?

Obvioudy, we weren't on the same side. Had we ever been? Never mind that. That's adead end right
now. | had to think about Matty.

If Matty isirrdlevant, then... ishe still in danger? No, of course he'sin danger. He disappeared. We
know that. But if he disappeared, then why isheirrdevant... ? Unless his disappearanceis unrelated.
And if hisdisappearanceis unrelaed, then... of course, he would be entirely uselessto this case. Shit.

But how would Eakins know that? Unless Eakins knew something about Matty. Or knew something
about dl the others.

And of course, dl of that assumed that Eakins was telling the truth. What if he was purposely trying to
midead me? But then that brought me back to the first question. What was Eakins up to?

Not having the answersto any of these questions annoyed me. | didn't have aplan, | didn't have anything
onwhich to base aplan. The only thing | could think was to continue with the plan that Eakins had
scuttled —not because it was agood plan, but because it would force the Situation. It would force Eakins
to... to do what?

When therain finally started, | went back in and sat down to dinner. Baked chicken. It was cold.
"Why didn't you cal me?"

"You werethinking."

"Urn-" | stopped mysdlf. He was being considerate. " Okay."

"Do you want me to warm that up for you?"

"No, it'sokay." | atein silence for a bit, feding uncomfortable. Finaly | put my fork down and looked
acrossat him. "Y'know what | just realized. | don't know how to talk to you."

He looked puzzled.

"Thisisgood—" | indicated the cold chicken. "Y ou can cook. | keep wanting to say you'll make
someone awonderful wife someday. But | can't say that because—"

"It'sdifferent when you say it. When you say it, it isn't mocking."

"It's4till thewrong thing to say. It'sdemeaning, isnt it?"

"I don't mind. Not from you." He started to clear the table.

| took abreath. "Areyou— ?' | stopped. "I don't know how to ask this. Areyou... attracted to me?

He nearly dropped the plates. He was facing away so | couldn't see his expression, but his body was
suddenly tense. He finaly turned around so he could look a me. "Do you want meto be?"



"It'slikethis. | don't connect well to people. Not anybody. Mae or female. | can go through the motions.
For awhile. But only for awhile. I'm dways... holding back."

IIWMI
| shrugged.
"That's your answver?'

"When you start raveling, you get unraveled yourself. Y ou get detached. Y ou don't belong to any time,
you can't belong to any person. So you turn off that part of yoursdlf.”

He didn't respond right away. He got the coffee pot from the stove and filled two cups. He brought
cream and sugar to the table, for himsdlf, not me. As he stirred his coffee, he finaly asked, "So why are
you telling methis? Areyou telling me | shouldn't care about you because you can't care back?"

"I don't know if | can care about anybody. When | try, it doesn't work out. So I've stopped trying.”
"Y ou didn't answer my question. Why are you telling methis?'

"Because... right now, you'rethe only person | haveto talk to."

"Not your dad?'

"Thisisnot aconversation | could have with my dad.”
He shook his head in frusirated confusion. "Just what are we talking about?"

"About the fact that | am so fucking angry and confused and upset and annoyed and frustrated and—and
even despairing—that if you weren't here, right now tonight, if you weren't heretotalk to... I'd end up
gtting donein achar again— with my gun barrel in my mouth, wondering if | have the courage to pull
thetrigger. I've known guyswho've sucked the bullets out of their guns. It makes amess onthewall.
And | used to wonder why they did it. That was before. Not anymore. Now I'm starting to understand.”

Hisface waswhite. "Y ou're scaring the hell out of me."

"Y ou don't have to worry. I'm not going to do anything stupid. | just—I just want you to know that right
now... you're doing methefavor by staying here."

"Thisisalot morethan | can dea with—I'm not—"

| nodded. "Kiddo. I'm more than most people can dedl with. That's why they leave. Look—I figured,
after al you've been through, you'd understand what it feels like to fedl so separated from everyone else.
I'm coming from the same place —same place, different time zone."

He dtirred his coffee thoughtfully. "Therésaquote | learned in school. Sometimesit hepsme. It'sfrom
Edmund Burke. | don't know who heisor was, it doesn't matter. He said, ‘Never despair; but if you do,
work on in despair.™

Congidered it. "Yeah. That'sgood. It's useful.”
We sat there for awhile. Not talking.
Later. | came out of my bedroom. He was curled up on the couch. "Matt? Matty?'

"Huh— ?' Herolled over, looked at me eroegily.



"If you want to come deep in the bed again, you can.”
"No, it'sdl right."”

But alittle bit later, he pushed open the bedroom door, padded over, and dipped in next to me. So that
was something. | just didn't know what. But then again, neither did he. Probably.

Therain cleared up, leaving the air sparkling, the way it used to bein the thirties and the forties. Leadt,
that'swhat they say. In two days, though, the smog levelswould be back to their lung-choking wordt. It's
not just the million-plusinterna combustion engines pouring out lead and carbon dioxide and dl the other
resdues of inefficient fue-burning. Los Angelesisringed with mountains. That'swhy they cdl it abasin.
Freshair can't get in, saleair can't get out. It Sitsand stagnates. The Indians caled it € valle de fumar.
Thevdley of fumes. Only two things clean it— the once-in-a-while rainstorms of winter and spring, or
the hot dry Santa Anawinds at the end of the summer. From June until October, don't bother bresthing.
Y ou can breathe in November.

But today, today at least, was beautiful. It was ago-to-Disneyland day. And | dmost suggested it to
Matty, but he had to work, and | hadn't figured anything else out yet, so we disentangled oursalves from
the mustiness of deep and stepped into the comfortable zombie-zone of routine.

We had aweek to go before Brad Boyd would disappear. | spent some of the daytime tailing him, even
though that was probably a dead end. He worked at an adult bookstore on Vine, just across the street
from the Hollywood Ranch Market. Sometimes he bought a Coke and a burrito from the counter in
front. Usudly he waked to work, leaving the motorcycle parked under asmall covered patio in front of
the gpartments. It wouldn't be hard to sabotage the bike. That would keep him at home. But it wouldn't
get me closer to Mr. Death.

Twice, | drove out to visit Dad. The second time, | took him to the doctor. | aready knew that it
wouldn't do any good, wouldn't delay theinevitable, but | had to try. Maybe make it alittle easier for
him. Dad fussed a me, but not too much. He didn't have the same strength to argue that he/d had when |
was eighteen, when I'd come back with the recruiting forms, when | told him of my decison, when |
snapped back at him, "Well, if it'samistake, it's my mistake to make, not yours." It wasn't until Duncan
stepped on aland minejust afew paces ahead of methat | discovered what Dad had been so scared of.
But by then, | was aready starting to shut down. So the scared never got al theway in, never got to the
bottom. Part of me remained convinced that it wasn't going to happen to me. Ever. Just the same, | got
out of there as soon as my rotation ended.

| sat at the kitchen table, puzzling over the photos and the copies of the notes Georgia had taken from
Eakins desk. Someday they'd make sense, but at this point in time—literally—they were
incomprehensible. The only thing this stuff proved was that Eakins had time-hopped farther into the future
than anyone I'd ever heard.

In the evenings, Matty and | would shadow Brad again. Having an extra set of eyes helped. Thefirst
night motorcycle-boy started at Gino's, had no luck or didn't like what he saw, and rode over to the
Stampede. We parked in the lot of the supermarket across the Street, just behind the bus bench where
we could watch the front entrance and his motorcycle. The Stampede had an emergency exit in the rear
patio, but without an emergency the only way out was the front. We might be here awhile, how long does
it take to cruise a bar? Matty went for doughnuts and coffee.

"If he comes out before you get back, | haveto follow him; if I'm not here, you wait in the doughnut
shop. As soon as he lands somewhere, I'll come back for you. Understand? Don't talk to anyone.”

But the plan wasn't needed; Matty was back in five and Brad-boy didn't come out of the bar for forty



minutes. He was adone. We followed him east on Melrose where he checked into the YMAC.
"He could be theredl night,” said Matty. "Maybetill one or two."
"How do you know? Have you ever—?"

"With Brad-boy? No. | would have, if he ever asked. But he never asked. | don't think | would now.
Everybody says he'skind of auser. Use'em and lose'em.”

"Yeah, | got that feding. I'mwondering if... maybel should goin."
"It'sjust alot of guys standing around in the dark.”

"Jusdt like the Stampede? Or Gino's?!

"Y eah, but without their clothes on. Just towels."

"Hm." Wesat in slencefor abit.

"You can't get in without acard,” Matty offered. "A member hasto take you in thefirst time. If Scotty
doesn't like your look, he saysit's not amembership night. If heletsyou in, he givesyou acard and tells
you therules. | could probably get youin."

"Isthat an offer?"

"I'm just trying to be helpful.”

| thought about it.

"How often have you been there?'

"Not much. Two times, three. | don't like the way it smdlls."
"| don' think it'sgoing to help us much.”

"Why not?"

"Because... if I'vefigured this right, our bad guy doesn't work out of this place. He hasto take hisvictims
somewhere else. Somewhere close. Like ahouse—ahouse with lots of shrubbery around it, or maybe
an aley in the back, or a connected garage. He has to have some way to remove the... the evidence
without anyone seeing.”

"So we can go home?'

"I'm thinking. We should probably wait. Make sure that Brad-boy gets home safe”
"l have work tomorrow."

"Theres ablanket on the back sedt, if you want to try deeping.”

"No. | cantdeepinacar.”

"I don't like Sitting here either.” | started the engine, put the car in gear, turned on the headlights. "L et's
cdl itanight."

Back at the gpartment, | pushed him toward the bedroom, and went into my makeshift office to typeup a



quick report. Picked up subject at, followed subject to, subject wasinside for, came out at, proceeded
to, stayed for, came out, went to, waited, abandoned stake-out at. | didn't have to writeit, the case was
over, and there was no place to turn in the report, but old habits die hard —and it's dways useful to have
accurate notes.

It didn't take long to finish, but by thetime | did between the sheets, Matty was aready adeep,
half-sprawled toward the center of the bed. | gave him a gentle push and he turned half away. Fair

enough.

Matty felt warm. He reminded me of Shotgun. Shotgun would stretch out next to me, anchoring his back
againgt mine, weldd deep spineto spine. That big old dog was like me —he liked having someone
covering hisback. Except Matty wasn't Shotgun, he wasn't an ugly puppy, and he wasn't anything else
ether. Why was| doing this?

The next night, Brad-boy stayed home and watched television until ten. He got on his motorcycle and
went to Gino's. Sat on his bike for twenty minutes chatting with Mame, Peaches, Dave, Jeremy, and two
boys Matty couldn't name. ™Y ou think it's one of them?"

"No. They'retoo young. And they're— "
" —too fern?"

"Yeah. Toofern."

"Someferns can bered bitches—"

"Y eah, | heard some of the stories about Duchess and Princess. But | don't think we have to worry about
ether of these. They look like lost surfer boys. A couple kids from Pali High daring each other to visit a
gay club."

Eventually, one of the surfer boys climbed onto the back of Brad-boy's bike and they roared east on
Melrose. Back to Brad's apartment. Was he going to spend the night? Or would Brad be bringing him
back herein an hour?

It turned out to be lessthan that. Apparently, our Brad wasn't much for foreplay. Forty-five minutes
turnaround. Then he went home and went back to bed. Alone.

Thursday night, Brad went to amovie. We sat three rows behind him. The Dirty Dozen. All-star cast.
Lee Marvin, Ernest Borgnine, Charles Bronson, Jim Brown, John Cassavetes, Richard Jaeckel, George
Kennedy, Trini Lopez, Robert Ryan, Tdly Savdas, Clint Walker, and some funny-looking goofball
named Donald Sutherland.

Friday night, Gino's was crowded with lithe and fera manboys. Brad-boy actudly got off the bike and
went in. Matty followed him while | spoke privately to Gino. | flashed one of the P.l. cards | hadn't given
back to Georgia. Either she hadn't noticed that or she had. | wasn't sureif | should let her know what |
was up to. She was probably in enough trouble aready. She probably aready knew anyway. No, I'd
wait until I had something.

Gino glanced at the card unsurprised, looked at me, and said, "What do you need?"

"I heard you're the go-to guy." He looked blank, he didn't recognize the term. "The go-to guy. The guy to
goto... if you have the clap and need the name of adoctor, if you need aletter from a shrink to stay out
of thearmy, that kind of stuff.”



"I know some people,” Gino said. Dr. Ellis was due to be murdered by a hustler-boy. Scotty would be
implicated in adifferent murder and YMAC's new location on La Breawould be raided. In acouple of
years. "What can | do for you?"

"Y ou know your regulars, right? Y ou know who's solid and who'sflaky. If someone new shows up, you
read them the rules before you let them in. Do you ever notice who folks leave with?!

"l seealot of boys come through here every weekend —
"Brad Boyd. Do you ever notice who he leaves with?'

"Hard not to. He dways revs his engine and roars out of here, leaving astinking cloud of smoke behind.
I've asked himnotto—"

"Could you keep an eye out?'

"Who are you working for? His parents?"

"No. Thisisn't that kind of acase."

"What kind of acaseisit?'

"Thiskind." | pushed afifty-dollar bill into hishand. I had another ready in case one wasn't enough.

Gino glanced down only long enough to check the denomination. ™Y ou got the Szeright." Hetucked it
into his pocket.

| leaned forward, whispered, "Thiskid'slife might bein danger. | think he'sbeing stalked. But | don't
have any hard evidence yet. Help me out, I'll give you another one of those."

Gino shrugged. "I have aclub to run. Weekends are busy. | can't promise anything. But if | see
something, I'll let you know."

| passed him acard. No name, just a phone number. "If no one answers, there's an answering machine,
Y ou can leave amessage.”

Gino looked impressed. Code-A-Phones were expensive. | didn't tell him it belonged to the Harris
Agency—and that any day now | expected Georgiato request itsreturn.

| found Matty in the shadows next to the jukebox. Brad was playing pool in the corner. | pulled Matty
farther back and we pretended to be only casudly interested in the pool game. So far, it looked like Brad
was only hereto play pool. He had anasty style of dop shooting. It looked like he was just casudly
damming the balls around; but he'd been playing barroom pool long enough, he knew what he was doing.
He kept winning. Three, four, Sx games and he still hadn't been beaten.

"Whyn't you go play him?"

"Uh-uh. I might interrupt something or someone. We need to see who he picks up — or who pickshim
up.”

"Isit tonight?"

"Tomorrow. | have afeding—I could be wrong—but | have ahunch that our subject might be here

tonight aswell. Whatever he'sfeding, it hasto be building up. Building up over time. If Brad ishisfirs,
then maybe thisisthe night that triggers his urge, but maybe heisn't quite ready to act. Something



happens tonight. He gets his—whatever it ishe gets. His courage. And tomorrow isthe night it getsredl
enough for him to actualy do something.”

"What if he picks someone e se?'

"l don't think so. | think Brad isthe first because Brad isthe easiest. | don't think our fellow has learned
how to cruise yet. He might not have picked Brad out, but | think he'sin thisroom. Heréswhat | want
you to do. Y ou go oneway, I'll go the other. Well both walk around, just looking—cruising. Seeif you
See anyone who strikes you aswrong.”

"Wrong in what way?'
"Anyway a dl."
"Tooold?Too ugly?'

"No. Brad isadut, but heisn't awhore. Like dl the rest of you girls, he wants someone young and cute.
So watch out for anyone who looks like histype, but possibly nervous, uneasy, uncertain—someone
who doesn't look like he's having agood time. His clothes or his haircut might look alittle weird, like he
doesn't understand the current styles. He's probably hanging back, just watching; he might have avery
intenselook, or he might even look perfectly normal. But I'll bet he's someone new, someone you haven't
seen before, so watch for that. Just look at every unfamiliar face closaly and see what you see. Okay?

Y ou go thisway, I'll go that. Three or four times around, then meet back here.”

There was something else to watch out for, but | didn't tell Matty. It was baggage he didn't need to carry.
| didn't like having him do this, but | needed his eyes. He had experience here. He could read these
people. | couldn't. Not very well. There was an overlay of—I didn't have aword for it—but there was a
map to thisterritory that | didn't have.

I'd given him one clue. Watch out for someone who's out of style. But he wouldn't have heard what | was
redly saying—I think we're dealing with a fredlance time-hopper, someone who's riding the quakes. He's
probably from the past, maybe ten or twenty years; | doubted he was from the future, the futureisalittle
friendlier to queers, but | didn't rule it out—maybe the culturd shifts were stressing him ouit.

But if | had to put money onit, I'd bet that thiswas aguy with avery bad jonesin his Johnson. He
wanted sex with young men, but afterwards he was so ashamed at what he had done, he had to destroy
the evidence. Even if that meant murder.

In the movies, murderers aways have alook about them. That's because the director putsthe actor ina
hotter or colder light, making him stand out just a bit from everyone €l se around him; and the makeup
man will do something around the actor's eyes, making hisfacelook salow or drawn or gaunt; and the
cameraanglewill be such that everyone esein the crowd will be turned away, or in shadow, or Smply
two steps back. In the movies, it's easy to spot the bad guy—the director tells you where to look and
what to notice.

Inred life... red life stinks. Murdererslook just like everybody el se. Sick and tired and resigned. Beaten
up and beaten down. Everybody looks like a murderer. So nobody does.

In here, they looked—they looked like queers, but once you got past the part that was queer and you
looked at the people, they looked like people. Soft boys, girlboys, manboys, wild boys, wilder boys,
fera boys. None of them looked like men. But that's what | was looking for. Someone who wasn't aboy
anymore. A man? Maybe. Someone who'd passed through boyhood without ever finishing the job. But
the only onein herewho looked like that... wasme.



For amoment, | envied this confetti of boys and their flickering schoolgirl freedom. Because at lest,
while they were here, flirting and gossiping, nattering and chattering, they had aplace of their own, a
placeto belong. If I'd ever had aplace to belong, it must have been closed the night | passed by.

Circled four times, five, breathing faint smells of marijuana, Aramis, Clearasil, and Sen-Sen. Passed
Matty going the other way, kept going, searched faces, dl the faces—some of them searched back,
wondering if they could find comfort in mine. That wasn't possible. | don't do comfort. They got it and
looked away.

And then finally, we came back to the dark corner next to the jukebox and compared notes. Matty
shook hishead. "A bunch of frat-boysfrom the ZBT chapter at UCLA, checking out the scene. A guy
who says he's only here doing research for abook; yeah, like | believe that. A couple fellows up from
Garden Grove, one from San Francisco. A guy who looks like acop, but Gino didn't flash any lights, and
you don't put the red bandana hanging out of your front pocket anyway. And Uncle Philsy. That's what

everybody cdlshim.”

"Which oneis Uncle Philsy—oh, him." Thetroll. Short. Bald. Fiftyish. Tending to fat. Disconnected
predatory grin. Wandering amlessy through the boys, smply enjoying the view. Sweet and repulsive a
the sametime. But harmless,

"Gino knows him. Says he's okay."

"What was that about a guy doing research for abook? Don't trust him. Writersare dl cregpsand liars.
And what about the other guy—bandana man?'

"Bandanaman islooking for someone. His son, | think. He's only pretending to be gay.”
"How'd you find dl thisout so quickly?"

"Tdefag"

"Gino. Mame."

"Oh. What about that guy there, thetal one, thirtyish—"

"Wadt?Hesafilm agent,1 think. Least that's what he says— "

"All right. Anyone with history hereis probably okay. Isthat it?"

"l think s0." Best. "Lane found out that Mame istelling everyone he has the crabs. They'reout in the
parking lot having abitch fight. Y ou think—"

"No. Our boy islooking for aboy, not agirl."

"Hey... Mike?" Tentative.

"Yeeh?'

"Promise you won't get mad?"

What?"

"Mame thinks you're my boyfriend. That's what she'stelling everyone.”



Snorted. Smiled. Actually amused by the thought. "Might aswell be. Y ou live with me. Y ou cook. You
do the laundry. We deep in the same bed. Were just about married.”

"Except we don't have sex.”
"See, that proveswere married.”
Matty blinked. He didn't get it. He said, "I'd marry you. If you asked. If you were—"

| put my hand on thewall over his heed, leaning forward and sheltering him under my arm. | leaned down
closeasif | wasgoing to whisper in hisear. Instead, | kissed him quickly on the cheek. Nobody saw.
Gino actively discouraged overt displays. Fear of cops.

"What was that for?' Matty asked.
"That wasfor you."

"Oh." Now hewasredly confused. We both were. He looked up a me, eyes glistening in the black-light
darkness. "Urn... Mike?'

IIYS?I
"Brad just walked out to the parking lot—"

"Yeah, | saw him." That was part of the reason | put up my arm and bent down low—to shield both of us
from Brad's notice. But | didn't tell Matty that. "Let'sgo."

Brad had gone out through the patio door. We ducked around to the door at the front of the building,
then sideways through the space between the art gdlery and Gino's. Just in time to see Brad backing his
bike away from thewall, and someone turned away from us, waiting to get on the back. As soon as Brad
had the engine grumbling, the other fellow climbed on and wrapped hisarms around Brad'swaist.

"Do you recognize him?'

"No"

Stuck my head in the patio door. "Who'd he leave with?"
Gino shrugged. "Never saw him before—"

"Shit"

Dashed for the car, Matty following.

We picked them up east on Merose. Back to Brad's place? Maybe. No. They turned north just short of
LaBrea Little cubbyhole gpartments tucked away in here. Follow the taillight. The bike comesto astop
half ablock ahead. Matty sinks down low and we cruise dowly past on the narrow street. Brad doesn't
even look up. The other fellow turns around momentarily and gets caught briefly in the light. We coasted
on pagt. "Oh, | know him," Matty says. "That's Tom. He shaves himsalf smooth. He dusts your asswith
talcum powder and spanksyou lightly."

"And you know this how—"?"

"Tefag."



"You didn't—?"'

Matty shook his head.

"You don't doit very often, do you?'

"I would. If | met theright guy.”

"Thereare no right guys. Just like thereareno right girls™"
"W, that sounded bitter."

"No. Just wise"

"l hope | never get that wise."

| pulled the car around the corner, parked in the red, left the motor running. " So, you know this guy
Tom?'

"Not to spesk to, but he's been around.”
"Okay, then he's not our perp.”

"Arewe donefor tonight?'

"Bradl be going home after this, won't he?"
"Probly."

"Okay, then were done.™

Matty took a shower while | typed up my notes. More of the same. Nothing to report. No clues. No
directions. No leads. | sat in front of the typewriter, head in my hands, trying to figure out what to do
next. Matty, still drying hishair, stuck hishead in to ask if | wanted anything, coffee? 1 shook my head.
He went off to bed.

| smelled like smoke from the club. It bothered me. | peeled off my clothes, started to drop them on the
floor, then redlized Matty would only pick them up in the morning: | dropped them into the hamper and
stepped into the shower. Wasit redlly the smoke | wastrying to rinse off?

When | ran out of hot water, | turned off the spray. Matty had put fresh towels on the rack for me. |
knew what he was trying to do. He wanted meto let him stay. | hadn't said he couldn't, but we hadn't
negotiated any long-term agreement either.

Still naked, | dipped into bed. The springs creaked. He lay quietly beside me, breathing softly.
"You gl awake?'

"V egh”

"I'm thinking of dropping the case.”

"Youwont."

"Why not?'



"Because you can't stand not knowing."
"Youreaningghtful little guy, you know thet?"

In response, herolled on his side facing me, put an arm across my chest, pulled himself close, and kissed
me softly on the cheek. He smelled good. He smelled clean. Then herolled back to his side of the bed.

"What was that for?"
"That wasfor you."
lld,llll

Thiswasit. Thiswasthe moment. It was going to happen. And for an ingtant-like that excruciating
hestation at the top of the first steep drop of theroller coaster—it felt inevitable. All | had to do wasturn
sdeways, hed roll into my arms, and we'd be... doingit.

And then, just as quickly, the moment passed. And we were till lying side by side in aqueen-sized bed
that had suddenly become much too narrow.

After abit, | rolled out of bed.
"Areyoudl right?'

"Can't deep.” | got up, went to the drawer, started looking for clean underwear-it was all nestly folded.
Grabbed apair of boxers and started to pull them on. "I'm going back out.”

He sat up. "Want me to come with?!

"No—" | sad it too quickly. Turned and saw the expression of hurt on hisface. "I need to think about
the case. And you need to get to work early tomorrow."

"You sure? It's no trouble—"

"I'msure.” And then, | added, "L ook—it's not you. It'sme." The words were out of my mouth before |
could stop them. He looked like I'd hit him with asandbag. | shook my head in annoyed frustration.
"God, | know that sounds stupid. But everything isal mixed up right now—Ilike I'min an emotiona
quake zone. | keep waiting for the ground to settle, but the shaking just gets worse and worse. | don't
know whether to jump under atable or run out into the Street.”

"Letmehdp—7?'

"Listen, sweetheart...” | sat down on the edge of the bed, my shirt still unbuttoned. "I don't want to hurt
you."

"Youwon't hurt me—"

"| dready have. |'ve taken advantage of you."

"No, you haven't. I'm here because | want to."

"Geezis. Ligento us" | ran my hand through my hair. "We sound like... like were married.”
"Our firg fight—?" He grinned.

"Matty. Listen to me. It'stime to get serious. People die around me. | make mistakes, peopledie. | tell



someoneit's safe, he steps on aland mine. | read the map wrong, we walk into an ambush. | firea
mortar—it blows up the wrong people. Y ou're not safe around me. Nobody is.”

Helicked hislips uncertainly. He reached over and put hishand on mine. "I'll take the chance." He
swalowed hard. "l have nowhere elseto go."

"| said you could stay aslong as you wanted. | meant it. But maybe you should want to be somewhere
else. I'm scared —not for me, but for you."

"Mike, please don't makemego —"

"I'm not throwing you out, kiddo. Just... let me go out for adrive and try to think thingsthrough. This
case—there's something stinking wrong here. It scaresme. And | don't know why. All | know isthat I've
got thisgnawing in my gut like there are snipers on the roofs of buildings and tunnels everywhere under
the streets and land minesin the crosswalks. Y ou were right before, when you said | can't stand not
knowing. I've just got to get out of here and go out and look around. Eveniif | don't find anything, the
looking iswhat | need.”

"Areyou sure, Mikey?'
| stood up, finished tucking in my shirt. "Go back to deep. | just need an hour or two."

In this neighborhood, the night smells of jasmine and garlic. The gpartment isjust downwind of alittle
[talian restaurant with a permanent cauldron of smmering marinara. Rolled up to SantaMonica
Boulevard and cruised ead. It was|ate. The Union Pacific engine was dready rolling massvely west. The
boulevard gtill had train tracks down the center. Aslong asthe railroad could claim they were till using
the tracks, the city couldn't pull them up, so every night they ran an old diesdl engine down the center of
the boulevard, dl the way out to West Hollywood and back.

Farther east, the hustlers were hung out on the meet rack, most of them parked right on the borderline.
The hustlers pretended to hitchhike. Y ou drove west and picked them up east of LaBrea, but they didn't
discuss ways and means until after you drove through the intersection—the city'sjurisdiction ended there.
So that's how the hustlerstested for plainclothes; if you were vice, you couldn't cross the street. Once
you werewest of LaBrea, it was atheme park—you could ride dl the boys you can afford.

The hustlers were skinny and young—runaways mostly. Maybe afew junkiestoo. | wondered why our
perp hadn't targeted them. Maybe he had. Who ever worries about the death of amale prostitute?

Turned on KFWB, the late-night DJ was playing a cut from the new Beatles album. Sergeant Pepper's
Londy Hearts Club Band. "A Day intheLife." Heblew hismind out in acar. Cruised al theway to
Gower where the buildings grew shorter, older, and trashier—the second-rate sound studios and
third-rate editing houses, then turned around and headed back west.

"So why not fuck Matty?' | asked mysdf. "It'snot like—"

"Because," | answered. "Because."

"Ahh, thisisgoing to be an intelligent conversation.”

"Shut up." And then | added, "Because I'm not one of them.”

"Y eah? Then why are we having this conversation? Thetruth is, you're afraid that you are.”

| pulled over to the side of the boulevard and sat there shaking. He blew hismind out in acar. Part of me
wanted to go home and climb back into bed and part of me was terrified that | would. Because | knew



that if | ever climbed into that particular bed again, I'd never get out—
Someone knocked on the window. A hustler? | shook my head and waved him away.
He knocked again.

Pressed the button and rolled the window down. Eakins stuck his head in and said cheerfully, "Had
enough?'

Hedidn't wait for my answer. He opened the car door and did into the passenger seat. Thiswasn't the
same Eakins I'd seen two weeks ago. That one had been middle-aged and methodical. Thiswasa
younger Egkins, impish and light.

"Yes. I've had enough. Wheat the fuck isgoing on?"
He shrugged. "It'sasnipe hunt. A dead end. Y ou've been wasting your time,
"But the disgppearances arered..."

"Yeah, they are.”
"So how can the case be a dead end?”
"Because | say s0. Want some advice?'

What?"
"Go hometo your boyfriend and fuck your brains out, both of you. And forget everything else.”

| looked at him. "I can't do that—"

"Yeah, | knew you'd say that. Too bad. That would save everyone alot of trouble —especidly you.”
"Isthet athreat?"

"Mike—you haveto stop.”

"I can't stop. | have to know what's going on."

"For your own safety—"

"| can take care of mysdf.”

"Go home. Go to bed. Don't interfere with things you don't understand.”

"Thenexplanittome”

"l cant.”

"Then | can't sop.”

"Isthat your find offer?’

"Wes"

"Okay." He sghed. He took out aflask and took a hedthy swalow from it. He flipped open apair of
sunglasses and put them on. "Y ou can't say | didn't try. Say good-bye to your past.” Eakinstouched his



belt buckle—and the world flashed and shook with abright bang that |eft me shuddering and quessy in
my seat. "Welcometo 2032, Mike. The post-world."

My eyes were watering with the sudden brightness. It was till night, but the night blazed. The streets
were brighter than day. | felt like I'd been punched in the gut, doused with ice water, and struck by
lightning—and like I'd shot off in my shorts at the sametime.

"Whet the fuck did you just do?"

"Time-hopped us sixty-five years up —and triggered amgjor quake in the zone we left behind. You're
outtathere, Mike. For good. A sixty-five-year jolt will produce at least three years of loca displacement.
Y our Mustang isalot of mass; bouncing that with us makes for alarge epicenter, we probably sent
ripplesdl the way to West Covina"

| couldn't catch my breath —the physical aftereffects, the emotional shock, the dazzling lights around us

Eakins passed metheflask. "Here. Drink this. It1l hep."

| didn't even bother to ask what wasin it—but it wasn't scotch. It tasted like cold vanillamilkshake, only
with awarm peach afterglow like acohal, but wasn't. "What the fuck—" Asthe glow spread up through
my body, the queasiness eased. | started to catch my breath.

"I'll giveyou the short version. Time-travel ispossible. But it's painful, even dangerous. Every timeyou
punch ahole through time, it's like punching aholein abig bowl! of pudding. All the pudding around the
hole collgpsesin to fill the empty space. Y ou get ripples. That'swhat causestimequakes. Time-travelers.”

It sounded like bullshit to me. Except for the evidence. Everywhere there were animated sgns—huge
screens with three-dimensional images as clear as windows, as dazzling as searchlights. Around us, traffic
roared, great growling pods that towered over my much-smaller convertible.

"Shit. All thisis your fault?'

"Mostly. Yes. Now, put the car in gear and drive. Thisisarestricted zone." Eakins pointed. "Head west,
therésacar sanctuary at Fairfax.”

If he hadn't told me this was SantaMonica Boulevard, | wouldn't have recognized it. The place looked
like Tokyo's Ginzadigtrict. It looked like downtown LasVegas. It looked like the Alicein Wonderland
ride at Disneyland.

Buildingswere no longer perpendicular. They curved upward. They leaned in or they leaned out. Things
stuck out of them at odd angles. Severd of them arched over the street and landed on the other side.
Everything was brightly colored, al shades of Day-Glo and neon, apsychedelic nightmare.

Billboards were everywhere, most of them animated—giant TV screens showed scenes of seductive
beautty, bright Hawaiian beaches, giant airliners gliding above sunlit clouds, naked men and women,
women and women, men and men in splashing showers.

The vampires on the street wore dien makeup, shaded eyes and lips, ears outlined in glimmering metd,
flashing lights all over their bodies, tattoos that writhed and danced. Most sartling were the colors of their
skins, pale blue, fluorescent green, shadowy silver, and gentle lavender. Some of them seemed to have
shining scales, and severd had tails sticking out the back of their satiny shorts. Maes? Females? |
couldn't waystell.



"Pay attention to theroad," Eakins cautioned. "This car doesn't have autopilot.”

Hisreminder annoyed me, but he was right. Directly ahead was—I couldn't begin to describe it—three
bright peaks of whipped cream, elongated and stretched high into the sky, two hundred stories, maybe
three hundred, maybe more. | couldn't tell. Buildings? There were lighted windows al the way up.
Patterns of color danced up and down the sides. Closer, | could see gardens and terraces stretched
between the lower flanks of the towers.

"What are those?"
"The oires?'
"Yeah."

"The bottom third are offices and condas, therest of theway upisal chimney. Rigid inflatable tubes. The
big ones are further inland, dl the way from South Centra to the Inland Empire.”

"Those are chimneys?"'
"Ever wonder how aprairie dog ventilatesits nest”?'
"What does that haveto do— 7'

"The entrancesto the nest are dways at different heights. Aninch or two is sufficient. Thewind blowing
across the openings creates an air-pressure differential. The higher opening has dightly lessair pressure.
That little bit isenough to pull the air through the nest. Suction. Passive technology. The chimneyswork
the same way. They reach up to different levels of the atmosphere. Thewind pullsthe air down the short
ones and up through thetal ones. The air gets refreshed, the basin gets cleaned. Open your window.
Takeabreath."

| did. | smdled flowers.

"You can't seeit a night. During the day, you'll seethat dmost every building hasits own rooftop
garden—and solar panelstoo. The average building produces 160 percent of its own power needs
during the day, enough to store for the evening or sell back to the grid. With fly-whedls and fuel cellsand
stamina boxes, abuilding can store enough power to last through aweek of rainstorms. Turn left here,
into that parking ramp. Watch out for the home-bus—"

"ThisisFarfax?'
"Yes why?'

Shook my head. Amused. Amazed. The intersection went through the base of atal bright building, Eiffe
Tower shaped and arching to the sky, but swelling to a bulbous sauicer-shape a the top. At least thirty
stories, probably more. With agiant leg planted firmly on each corner of the intersection, the tower
dominated thelocd skyline; traffic ran easily beneath high-swooping arches. The parking ramp Eakins
had pointed me toward was almost certainly where the door of the Stampede had once been. Where the
door of the mortuary that replaced it had been.

We rolled down underground. Eakins pointed. "Take the left ramp, left again, and keep going. Over
there. Park in the security zone. Thiscar, inthe condition it'sin, iseasly worth twenty. Maybe
twenty-fiveif we eBay it. We can Google the market.”

"Urn, could you do that in English?’



"Y ou can auction your car. It'sworth twenty, twenty-five million.”
"Twenty-five million for acar?"

"For aclassic collectible '67 Mustang convertible in near-mint condition with less than twelve thousand
milesonit?Yes. | suggest you takeit." He added, "Part of that isinflation. In 1967 dollars, it'smaybe a
haf-million, but that's still not so bad for a used car that you can't legdly drive on any city street.”

"Thet'salot of inflation —"

" told you, thisisthe post-world."
"Pogt-what?"

"Pogt-everything. Including the meltdown."
"Méltdown — ?" That didn't sound good.

"Economic. Everyone's amillionaire now—and lunch for two at McDondd'sis over ahundred and fifty
bucks."

"Shit"
"Youll learn."

Eakins directed meto alarge parking place outlined in red. We got out of the car, he pulled me back
away from the space, and did something with some kind of aremote control. A concrete box lowered
around the car, settling itself down on the red outline. "There. Now it's safe. Let'sgo." We headed
toward abright alcove labeled Up.

"Where— 7"
"Y our new home. For the moment.”
"Wheat are you going to do with me?’

"Nothing. Nothing at dl. | aready did it." He put the same remote thing to his ear and spoke. "Get me
Brownie." Short pause. "Y eah, I've got him. The onel told you about. No, no problem. I'm bringing him
up now. He's alittlewoozy—hell, soam . | flashed aMustang. No, it'sgrest. A '67, dmost cherry.
Make an offer." He laughed and put the thing back in his pocket. A wakie-takie of somekind? Maybe a
telephone?

An devator with glass sides lifted us up the angled side of the building, high above West Hollywood.
Twenty, thirty, forty stories. Hard to tell. The elevator moved without any sense of motion. The door
opened onto afoyer that looked like the lobby of asmall hotdl, very private, very expensive. We stepped
into ahigh-ceilinged gdlery, with two or three levels of gardens and gpartments. A wide waterfall
gplashed into along shalow pooal filled with lily pads and goldfish the Size of terriers. The air smelled
tropical.

"Which one?'
"To theleft. Don't worry. We own the whole floor. Nobody getsin here without clearance.”

Double doors did open at our approach. "Take off your shoes,” said Eakins. "L eave them here." He
ushered meinto aroom that felt way too large and pointed me toward an acove lined with more ferns



and fish tanks.

"What isthis place?"

"It'sasanctuary.”

"A sanctuary?"

"In your terms—it'srest and recovery. In your time—akind of hospita."
"I'mnot crazy."

"Of course not. We're talking about orientation. Assimilation.” He pointed to acouch. "Sit." Hewenttoa
counter and poured two drinks. More of the same vanilla-peach stuff. He handed me one, sipped at the
other. Sat down opposite. "How hard do you think it would be for aman from 1900 to understand
19677

Thought about it.

"In 1900, the average person did not have eectricity or incandescent lighting. He didn't have indoor
plumbing. He didn't have running water, he had ahand pump. He didn't have acar, aradio, atelevison
set. He didn't have atelephone. HEd never been more than ten miles from the place he was born. How
do you think you would explain 1967 to him... ?'

Scratched my head. Interesting question —and not the first time 1'd had this conversation. Time-ravelers
ded with short-term digplacements, tieing up the loose ends of unraveing lives. "Well, telephones, | guess
he could get that. And probably radio. Y eah, wireless telegraphy, o... probably hed understand radio.
Andif he could get it about radio, he'd probably get it about television too. And cars—there were cars
then, not alot—so he'd understand cars and probably paved roads and indoor plumbing. Airplanestoo,
maybe. Lots of people were working on that stuff then.”

"Right. Okay. But it's not the inventions, it's the side effects. Do you think he'd understand freeway's, road
rage, drive-through restaurants, used-car commercias? Y ou could describe spray paint, would he
undergtand graffiti?'

"| supposethat stuff could be explained to him."

"Okay. And how about the not-so-obvious side effects of industridization— unions, integration, women's
rights, birth control, socid security, Medicare?’

"It might take sometime. | guessit would depend on how much he wanted to understand.”

"And how about Nazis, the Holocaust, World War 11, Communism, the Iron Curtain? Nuclear weapons?
Detente? Assymetric warfare?"

"All of that Suff isexplainabletoo."

"Y ou think so. Okay. Relativity. Ecology. Psychiatry. How about those? How about jazz, swing, rock
and roll, hippies, psycheddlics, recreationa drugs, op art, pop art, absurdism, surrealism, cubism,
nihilism? Kafka, Sartre, Kerouac?'

"Those are alittle harder. A lot harder, | guess. But—"

"How about teaching him that he needs to take a bath or a shower every day instead of just once aweek
on Saturday night? How do you think he'd feel about shampoo and deodorants and striped toothpaste?!



" Striped toothpaste?!

"That comes|ater. Do you think he'd get it? Or do you think hed wonder that we were al abunch of
over-fadtidious, prissy littlefaries?!

"Oh, come on. | think aman from 1900 could get it. They weren't stupid, they just didn't have the same
access to running water and water heatersand —

"It's not about the technology. It's about the transformative effects that technology producesin asociety.
He could understand the mechanics and the engineering easily enough, but the socid effectsare what I'm
talking about. How long do you think it would take to assmilate Sixty-five years of societa changes?'

Shrug. "1 don't know. A while. Okay, | get your point.”

"Good. So how long do you think it will take before | can talk to you about bio-fuels, transfats, persona
computers, random access memory, operating systems, cdllular telephones, cdlular automata, fractal
diagnogtics, information theory, consciousness technology, maglevs, the Chunnel, safish genes,
punctuated equilibrium, first-person shooters, chaos theory, the butterfly effect, quantum interferome-try,
chip fabrication, holographic projection, genetic engineering, retro-viruses, immunodeficiencies, genome
decoding, telemars, digital image processing, megapixels, HDTV, blue-laser optica data storage,
guantum encryption, differentia biology, paeoclimatology, fuzzy logic, globd warming, ocean
desartification, stlem-cdll cloning, Internexii, superlumina transmisson, laser fluidics, optica processing
units, stamina boxes, buckyballs, carbon nanotubes, orbital €evators, personal dragons, micro-black
holes, virtua communities, computer worms, telecommuting, hypersonic transports, scramjets, desgner
drugs, implants, augments, nanotechnology, high frontiers, L5 stations— "

| hdd upahand. "l said, | get the point.”

"l wasjust warming up,” Eakins said. "1 hadn't even gotten asfar as 2020. And | haven't even mentioned
any of the societal changes. It would take ayear or two to explain cultural reservoirs, period parks,
contract families, role-cults, sex-nazis, religious coventries, home-buses, persona theme parks,
skater-boys, droogs, mind-settlers, tanking, fuzzy fandom, dienization, talking dogs, bluffers,
bug-chasers, drollymen, fourviews, multi-channding, phobics, insanitizing, plastrons, ef-players, the
Zyne, virtud mapping, Clarkian magic, frodomatic compulsions, deep-enders, body-modders —"

"| think | saw some of that—"

"Y ou have noidea. Y ou want to change your appearance? Y ou want to be taller? Shorter? Thinner?
More muscular? Want to change your sex? Y our orientation? Want to go hermaphroditic or

monosexua ? Reorganize your secondary characteristics? Design anew gender? Mustache and tits?
Want atail? Horns? Working gills? Want to augment your senses? Y our intelligence? Or how would you
amply like the ssaminafor asix-hour erection?'

Thought about it. "I'll pass, thanks. Theintdlligence augments, however—"

"Therésaprice—"

"Morethan twenty-five million?"

"Not in money. And we haven't even touched on the palitica or economic changes snce your time."
"Likewhat—?"

"Like the dissolution of the United States of America—"



"What?!"

"Y ou'rein the Republic of Cdifornia, right now, which aso includes the states of Oregon and South
Washington. Therest of the continent is till there, we just don't talk to them very much. Theré's Sixteen
other regional authorities, not counting the abandoned areas, and seven Canadian provinces—theresa
common defense treaty in case the Mexicans get aggressive again, but that's not likely. Don't worry about
it. The web has pretty much globaized the collective mindset, we're not predictively scheduled to have
another war until 2039, and that'll be an Asian war, with our participation limited to wegpons contracts.
In the meantime, well legalize you as atime-refugee. Most of the old records survived. Digitized. We
have your birth certificate. Y oure anative. So you won't have any trouble getting on the citizen rolls.
Otherwise, you'd be arefugee and you'd have to apply for awork permit, avisa, and eventualy
naturdization.”

"I'm not staying—"
"Y ou're not going back—"

"| can't stay here. Y ou've aready shown me how out of step | am. What if | promised not to interfere—
?I

"Y ou aready broke that promise. Threetimes. Y ou can't be trusted. Not yet, anyway." Hetook along
breath, exhaled. "Y ou know, you're redlly an asshole. Y ou redlly fucked things up for everyone—
especidly yourself. We were going to bring you aboard. After you finished your probation. It would have
been ayear or two more, your time. Now, | don't know. | don't know what we're going to do with you.
It depends on you, redly.”

"What are my options— 7"

He shrugged. "L et's see what Brownie says." He pulled out that remote thing again and spokeintoit. A
few momentslater, another man —man?—entered the room.

Brownie had copper-gold skin, amost metallic. Eyes of ebony, no whites at al. Perfectly proportioned,
he moved with the catlike grace of a dancer. He wore shorts, a vest, moccasins. Body-mods? No,
something dse—

"Hello, Mike." Hisvoice wasrich contrato. Not male, not female, but components of each. He offered
hishand. | stood up, took it, shook firmly. His skin felt warm. " Just stand still for amoment, plesse.”
Brownie released my hand and circled me dowly. He opened his pams and held them out like antennae,
moving them dowly around my head, my neck, my chest, my gut, my groin.

Hefinished and turned to Eakins. "Prdiminary scans are good. He's hedlthy. As hedlthy as can be
expected for aman of histime. I'll need to put him in ahigh-resfield, before we make any decisons, but
there are no immediate concerns.”

Abruptly, it clicked. | turned to Brownie, honestly astonished. "Y ou're arobot.”
"The common term isdroid, short for android.”

"Areyou sentient?"

"Sentienceisanilluson.”

| looked to Eakins for explanation. He grinned. "I've dready had this conversation.”



Looked back to Brownie, skeptical.

Brownie explained. "Intelligence—the ability to process information and produce appropriate responses
—exigts asaproduct of experience. Experience depends on memory. Memory needs continuity.
Continuity requirestimebinding, the assembly of paiternsfrom streaming moments of existence.
Timebinding requiresametalevel of continuity, which requires a preservation of process. Timebinding
requires surviva. The survival imperative expressesitself asidentity. Identity is assembled out of memory
and experience. As memory and experience accrue, identity creates awareness of self asadomain to be
preserved and protected. Because identity isafunction of memory, identity becomes the imperative to
safeguard memory and experience; the slf therefore actualizes memory and experience as component
parts of identity. Thisisthelevel of rudimentary consciousness that must occur before even the concept
of sentienceispossible. It isonly when consciousness becomes conscious of consciousnessitself that it
producestheillusion of sentience—i.e., as soon as you understand the concept of sentience, you think it
meansyou. Therefore, the synthesis of intelligent behavior dso becomesthe smulation of sentience. It s,
to be sure, addiberatdy circular argument—but unfortunately, it isnot only logicd, but inevitable in the
domain of theoretical consciousness.”

"You bdievethis?'

"l don't believe anything. | ded only with observable, measurable, testable, re-peatable phenomena. Life,
by itsdlf, isempty and meaningless. Human beings, however, keep inventing meaningsto fill up the
emptiness”

| opened my mouith to respond, then closed it. | turned back to Eakins, not certain whether to glower or
question.

Eakinslaughed. "l told you. I've dready had this conversation. And so has everyone €l se who's ever met
adroid. They can keep it up for hours. They have their own landscape. Dedl withiit.”

"Okay. I'm convinced." | sat down again. | finished the vanilla-peach cocktail in onelong gulp. "I don't
belong here. | haveto get back."

"That's not possible.”

"Yes, itis. Do that thing with your belt buckle—"

Eakins shook his head.

"What do you want from me? What do | have to do to get back?"

"I don't want anything from you. Y ou've exhausted your usefulness. And | dready told you, you can't get
back."
"S0... ? So—what are my options?"

"Well, Brownie saysyou're healthy. We can tweak you alittle bit. If you sdll your car you'll have enough
money to live on —if you invest wisdly and live frugdly. Y ou might bring in some extra bucks
body-swapping for awhile. And as atime-refugee, you'll have no shortage of gropies.”

"Cut the crap. You'retrying to play me."

"Actudly, no." Eakinsstood up. "I'm not. And I'm not planning to resolve thistonight. Go. Slegp onit.
Well talk over breskfast."

"Well tak now."



"No—wewon't. Your bedroomisinthere." Eakins|left. The doors did opento let him pass, but
dammed swiftly shut in front of me. | turned to Brownie—

"I recommend deep. Staying up dl night talking tautology will produce little or no useful result.” He
pointed to the bedroom.

Therewas abal cony. It gave me a spectacular view of abizarre and unfamiliar landscape. But everything
in thistime was apectacular view of abizarre and unfamiliar landscape.

Explored the furnishings. One wall appeared to be awindow onto aslvery meadow, abluish moon
ettling toward the horizon. Some kind of projection system, maybe. Or maybe the fabled wall-sized,
flat-screen TV that everybody aways predicted. Impressive. But if there were controlsfor it, | couldn't

find any.

The closet was larger than my kitchen back on Merose. Drawers and shelves and racks of clothes—
more than anyone could want or even wear in alifetime. Unfamiliar materias. Shoesthet glittered and
shoesthat didn't. Socksthat felt as soft asfluffy clouds. Pants of different lengths and colors. Shirts,
flowery, flowing, skintight, loose. Skirts—I wasn't sureif they wereintended for men or women; | got the
feding it didn't matter, that people wore whatever they felt like—there was no style here, you invented
your own. Underwear, panties, nightgowns —that's what they looked like to me. Matty would have liked
it here.

Maity. Oh shit.
Shit shit shit shit shit shit. Fuck.

| had to get back. If Eakins wouldn't take me back, 1'd get a quake-map somewhere. There had to bea
way.

| peeled off my clothes and dropped them on the floor. A spider-shaped robot politely picked them up,
onea atime, waited for my boxers, then scuttled off. To thelaundry, | guessed.

| couldn't find a shower, | found atropical acove. | stepped into it and Browni€'s voice announced, "I
recommend afull-service luxury shower and decontamination. Do you accept?'

"Sure, what the hell?* Decontamination? What do | have? History cooties?

Immediately, the adcovefilled with vibrating prays of foaming suds, flavored with faint smells of lemon
and pinegpple. Three small nozzles dropped from above and began gently massaging my hair and scalp
with their own foaming sprays. Even as| turned and twisted my head to try to look &t them, they
followed every movement. It was avery weird feding.

Other nozzles appeared from the walls, from the floor, and directed their own sprays at my armpits, my
groin, my rectum —severd even aggressvely sorayed my toes. Beneath my feet, it fdt asif the floor
were vibrating—tiny jets were massaging my soles. Full serviceindeed!

Sprays of water washed away the last of the foam, then aburst of warm air swirled in around me,
buffeting me with drying blasts. The overhead nozzles shot their own streams of gentle heet to fluff dry my
hair. The entire experience took less than five minutes and | stepped out of the acovefeding clean... and
weird. Most of my body hair had been washed away. Underarms. Chest. Pubic hair. Oops. That must
have been the full part of the service. | thought about the hypothetica vigitor from 1967. Fastidious,
prissy littlefairiesindeed.

Thought about pgjamas, or even anightshirt, but everything in the drawers looked too much like



something Matty would wear, not me. The cloth was soft, softer than cotton, softer than silk or nylon, but
it wasn't anything | recognized. | turned away and the drawer pulled itself shut.

| looked for atoothbrush. There wasn't one. But there was akind of abulb thing on ahose, stting inits
own metdlic holder. | picked it up and it chimed in my hand. Browni€e's voice—What the hell! Was he
watching my every move?— announced: "It'satoothbrush. Just put it in your mouth for thirty seconds.”

Reluctantly | did so. The thing, whatever it was, pumped soft foam into my mouth, vibrated or buzzed or
something—and it must have lit up too, becausein the mirror, | could see my cheeks glowing brightly
from insgde—»buit it didn't hurt, it felt kind of funny-pleasant. Somehow it sucked up dl itsfoam and
replaced it with agentle spritz of lemony soda. Then it chimed and it was done. | thought about spitting
out the residue, but there wasn't any. Now, that wasweird. That was a piece of engineering | wanted to
have explained.

Still naked, | walked around the room again, not certain what | was looking for. The spider-robot had
unloaded the contents of my pockets and laid them out in an orderly row on the night table. Everything
except the brass knucks. | had a hunch those would have been useless here anyway. | suspected
Brownie did alot more than program showers. If he was atrue personad servant, then hewasaso a
personal bodyguard. Just not mine,

The bed was as interesting as the shower. The mattress was firm, but not hard. The sheet was the same
soft materia asthe underwear in the drawers, only different. Impossible to describe. Instead of atop
sheet and blanket, there was alight comforter of the same materid, only thicker, fluffier. Alsoimpossble
to describe. But comfortable.

Everything here was seductively comfortable. A man could get used to thiskind of luxury. That wasthe
point.
None of thismade sense. And all of it made sense. Suppose aman from 1900 fell into 1967 —what

would we do? Everything possible to put him at ease? Including. .. protecting him from aworld he
couldn't understand, couldn't cope with, and probably couldn't survivein.

Clean sheets and a hot bath and a pretty picture on the wall would look like aluxury hotel.

Okay, got that. But why? The part that didn't make sense was the explanation that Eakins till hadn't
provided. Why pull me off the job? Why pull me out of my time? Why didn't he want me to save those
boys?

And what was that about probation? And bringing me aboard?
Suddenly redlized something—

Sat upin bed. Startled.

Couldn't deep anyway. Too used to having someone next to me—
"Computer?' | fdt slly sayingit. But what ese should | say?
Brownie'svoice, disembodied. "Y es?'

"Brownie?'

"I'm theinterface for adl persond services. How can | serveyou?"

"Urn. Okay." Still sorting it out. "Thiswall display—this picture—itisn't justaTV, isit?It'slikethat big



viewscreen on Star Trek, isn't it? Like acomputer display?”

"It's acomplete data-appliance. What do you wish to know?”

"Do you have databanks—Ilike old newspapers? Like alibrary? Can you show me stuff from history?"
"I have T9 interconnectivity with dl public Internexii levels and mulltiple private networks aswell — "

"l don't know what that means."

"It means, what do you wish to know?"'

"The case | wasworking on. Can you show me that?'

"I can only show you information more than sixty yearsold. I am not alowed to show you materid that
would compromiseloca circumstances.”

"Urn, okay—that's fine. Do you have the information about the case | was working on when | was pulled
out of my time."

"Yes" Theimage of the meadow rippled out, the wall became blank. Photographs of the missing boys
popped up in two rows, with abbreviated details and dates of disappearances listed beneath each one.
Tweve young men. Not Matty. Why not Matty? Because he'sirrdevant? Why? Why isheirrlevant?

"Do you havetheir high school records or college records?’

More documents appeared on the screen; the display reformatted itsdlf. "What isit you'relooking for?
Brownie asked.

"Some sense of who they were. A link. A connection. A common condition. | know that dl their
disappearances are linked to a specific gay teen club, but what if that isn't the real link? What if there's
something ese? What are their interests? Their skills? What arether 1Q's?!

Brownie hestated. Why would a computer hesitate? A human being would, but an artificia intelligence
shouldn't. Unlessit was sentient. Or pretending to be sentient. Or thought it was sentient. Or experiencing
theilluson of sentience. Shit, now | was doing it. Brownie was mulling things over.

"They dl have above-averageintelligence," hesaid. "Geniusleve 1Q sartsat 131. Your 1Q is 137, that's
why you were sdected. The other young men have Qs ranging from 111 to 143."

"Thank you! And what else?"

"Two of them are bisexua, with dight preference toward same-sex relations. Five of them are
predominantly homosexua with some heterosexud experimentation. Three of them are exclusively
homosexud. Two of them are latently-transgender.”

"Goon?'

"They sharearange of common interests that includes classcal music, animation, computer science,
sciencefiction, spacetravel, fantasy role-playing games, and minor related interests.”

"Tdl metheres."

"Most of them tend to shyness or bookishness. They're dienated from their peersto some degree, not
athletic, not actively engaged in their communities. | believe the operative terms are 'geek’ and 'nerd,’ but



those words might not have been in common usagein your era.”
"Yeah, | get it. Depresson? Suicide?"

"There are multiple dimensions of evauation. It's not gppropriate to smplify the data. It isfair to say that
most of these young men have acomponent in their personality that others would experience as distance;
but it is not a condition of menta instability or depression, no. It is something e se.”

"How would you characterizeit?"

"They each have, to Some degree or other, an artigtic yearning. But thetools don't exist in their timefor
the redization of their visons. They dream of thingsthey cannot build.”

"All of these boys arelikethat?"

"To some degree or other, yes. Thisone— " A bright outlined appeared around one of the pictures,
"—helikesto write. Thisone, Brad Boyd, has amechanica aptitude. He likesto tinker with engines.
This one loves photography. Thisoneisinterested in dectronics. They dl have potentid, they havea
wide variety of skillsthat will grow with development and training.”

"Uh-huh —and what about their families?'

"Only three of them come from unbroken homes; those three are living done or with aroommeate & the
time of their disappearance. Two are estranged from their parents. Two are living with male partners, but
therelationshipsarein disruption. Two livein foster homes. Oneisin ahafway housefor recovering
addicts. Oneisinacommune. Thelast oneishomeless.”

"And college—can they afford it?'

"Only three of them are attending full time, four are taking part-time classes. The rest are working full time
to pay ther living expenses.”

"Let's go back to the families. Are they—what's the word? Dysfunctiona ?"

"Only two of the subjects have strong family ties. Three of the subjects, both parents are deceased or out
of state. Four of the subjects are from dysfunctiona environments. The last three, the information is
incomplete. But you aready know dl this. It wasin thefilesyou read.”

"But not correlated like this. Thisisal—what wasthat phrase that Eakins used before? Fuzzy logic? This
isdl fuzzy logic."

"No. Thisisn't fuzzy logic' Not as we use the term today. But | understand what you're getting at. You
had no way to quantify the information. Y ou could have afeding, asense, ahunch, but you had no
basdine againgt which to measure the data, because neither the information nor the
information-processing capabilitiesexisted in your time."

"Nice. Thanks." | thought for amoment. "Have | missed anything? Isthere anything else | need to know
about these fellows?"

"There are some interesting details and sidebars, yes. But you have surveyed most of the essentid data”

"Thank you, Brownie." | fell back onto the bed. The pillow arranged itself under my head. Spooky. |
gtared at the celling, thinking. Too excited now to fall adeep. The bed began to pulse, agentle wave-like
motion. Almost likeriding in awomb. Nice. Seductive. | let mysdlf relax-1n the morning, the display
showed crigp orange dunes, abrilliantly blue sky, and thefirst rays of light etching Sdeways acrossthe



empty sand. An interesting image to wake up to. | wondered who or what chose the images and on what
basis.

My own clothes were not in the closet. | started to pick something off arack, then stopped. "Brownie?
What should | wear?'

Severd items did forward immediately, offering themselves. | rgjected the skirts, kilts, whatever they
were. And the flowery shirtstoo. Picked out clothes that looked as close to norma —my normal —as|
could find. The underwear—I rolled my eyes and prayed | wouldn't be hit by atruck. Very unlikely. |
probably wasn't getting out of this gpartment any time soon. Did they even have trucks anymore?

Neither the shirt nor the pants had buttons or zippers or any kind of fastenersthat | could identify, they
just sort of fastened themselves. Magnets or something. Except magnets don't automatically adjust
themselves. | played with the shirt for abit, opening and closing it, but | couldn't see evidence of any
visble mechanism.

| walked over to the balcony and stared down at the streets. Looking for trucks? Didn't see any, or
couldn't tell. Some things wouldn't even resolve. Either there was something wrong with the way they
reflected light, or | just didn't know what | was seeing. And there were alot of those 3-D illusionsfloating
around too. Were some of them on moving vehicles? That didn't seem safe.

"If you're thinking about jumping, you can't. The balconiesal have scramble-nets.”
"Thank you. Brownie. And no. I'm not thinking about jumping.”
"Mr. Eakinsiswaiting for you in the dining room. Bregkfast ison thetable.”

There was a counter with covered serving trays. | found scrambled eggs, sausages, toast, jelly, tomato
juice, an assortment of fresh fruit, including severd varieties| didn't recognize, and something that could
have been ham — if ham was Day-Glo pink. Browniefilled a plate for me. | sat down opposite Eakins
while Brownie poured juice and coffee.

"What do you think of the food?" Eakins asked.
"It's pretty good,” | admitted. "But what isthis?' | held up my fork.

"It'sham,” he said. "Ham cdllslayered and grown on a collagen web. No animalswere harmed in its
manufacture. And it'salot healthier than the meat of your time. Did you know that one of the causes of
cancer wasthe occasiona transfer of DNA— genetic materia—from ingested flesh? This protein has
been gene-stripped. Enjoy."

"Why isit pink?'

"Because some people likeit pink. You can dso haveit green, if you want. Children likethat. Thefruitis
banana, papaya, mango, kiwi, pineapple, strawberry, ly-chee, and Chinamelon. | told Brownieto keep
thingssmple, | should have been more specific. Thisishisideaof smple”

"Stopit. You're showing off."
Eakins put hisfork down. "Okay, you caught me on that one. Y es, I'm showing off."

"I've cracked the case."

"Redly?' He 9pped his coffee. "Y ou're certainly sure of yoursdf thismorning.”



"The young men—they don't fit very well intheir own time, do they?"
Eakins snorted. "Who does? Y ou never fit very well in any year we sent you to.”

"No, it's more than that. They're outcasts, dreamers, nerds, and Sissies. They have enormous potential,
but there's no place for any of them to redizeit—not in 1967. It'sredlly abarbaric year, isn't it?"

"Not theworst," Eakins admitted, holding his coffee mug between histwo hands, asif to warm them.
"Theres il aconsderable amount of hope and idealism. But that'll get stlamped out quickly enough. Y ou
want a shitty year. Wait for '68 or '69 or 70; '69 has three ups and five downs, agoddamn roller coaster.
74 is pretty bad too, but that's al down, and the up at the end isn't enough. 79 is shitty. Was never too
fond of'80 either. 2001 was pretty grim. But 2011 was the worst. 2014... | dunno, we could argue
about that one—"

| ignored theroll cdl of future history. He wastrying to distract me. Trying to get meto ask. "They're not
being murdered,” | said. "Theresno killer. You're picking them up. It'satdent hunt.”

He put his coffee cup down. "Took you fucking long enough to figure it out.”
"Y ou kidnap them."

"We harvest them. And it's voluntary. We show them the opportunity and invite them to step forward in
time"

"But you only choose those who will accept—?"

Eakins nodded. "Our psychometrics are good. We don't go in with less than 90 percent confidencein the
outcome. We don't want to start any urban legends about mysterious men in black.”

"| think those stories have dready started. Something to do with UFO's”
"Yeah, we know."
"Okay, s0 you recruit these boys. Then what?"

"We move them up abit. Not too much. Not asfar asweve brought you. We don't want to induce
tempora displacement trauma. We rel ocate them to a Situation where they have accessto alot more
possibility. By the way, do you want to meet Jeremy Weiss? He has the gpartment across from here,
He'sjust turned fifty-seven; he and Steve are celebrating their twenty-second anniversary thisweek.
They were married in Boston, May of 2004, the first week it was lega. Weiss worked on — never mind,
| can't tell you that. But it wasbig." Eakinswiped his mouth with his ngpkin. "So?Isthat it? Isthat the
case?'!

"No. Theresmore."
"I'mligening.”

"All of this—you're not taking me out of the game. Y ou said | was on probation. Well, thisisatest. This
ismy find exam, it it?'

Eakinsraised an eyebrow. "Interesting thesis. Why do you think thisisatest?"

"Becauseif you wanted to get me off the casg, if al you wanted to do was kegp me from interfering with
the disgppearances, dl you had to do was bump me up to 1975 and leave me there.”



"Y ou could have quake-hopped back."

"Maybe. But not easily. Not without agood map. All right, bump me up to 1980 or '85. But by your
own caculations, you use up ayear of subjective time for every three years of down-hopping. Twenty
years away takes me out of the tank, but it doesn't incapacitate me. But bringing methisfar
forward—you made the point last night. I'm so far out of my timethat I'm aculturd invaid, requiring
round-the-clock care. Y ou didn't do that as a mistake, you did it on purpose. Therefore, what's the
purpose? Theway | seeit, it's about me—there's no other benefit for you —so thishasto be atest.”

Eakins nodded, mildly impressed. " See, that's your skill. Y ou can ask the next question. That'swhy
you're agood operétive."

"You didn't answer my question.”

"Let'ssay you haven't finished the test.”
"Therésmore?'

"Oh, therésalot more. Were just warming up.”

"All right. Look. I'm no good to you here. We both know that. But | can go back and be alot more
usful.”

"Useful doing what?"

"Doing whatever—whatever it isthat needs doing.”

"And what isit you think we need doing?'

"Errands. Y ou know the kind I mean. The kind you hired mefor. Thejobsthat we don't talk about.”
"And you think that we want you for those kinds of jobs... 7"

"It'sthe obvious answer, isn't it?"

"No. Not dl the answers are obvious."

"I'm agood operative. I've proven it. With some of thistechnology, | could be an even better one. You
could give me micro-cameras and super-film and night-vison goggles... whatever you think | need. It's
not like I'm asking for acomputer or something impossible. How big are computers now anyway? Do
they fill whole city blocks, or what?"

Eakinslaughed. "Thisiswhat | mean about not understanding socio-tectonic shifts?"

"Eh?

"We could give you acompuiter that fitsingde amatchbox.”

"You'rejoking—"

"No, I'm not. We can print circuits really smal. We etch them on diamond waferswith gammarays.”
"They mugt be expensve—"

"Lunch a McDondd'sis expensive. Computers are chegp. We print them like photographs. Three
dollarsacopy.”



"Be damned." Stopped to shake my head. Turned around to look a Brownie. "Isthat what's insde your
head?'

"Primary sensory processing isin my head. Logic processing isindgde my chest.

Optical connectsfor near-instantaneous reflexes. My fue cdlsarein my pevisfor alower
center-of-gravity. | can show you a schematic — "

| held up ahand. "Thanks." Turned back to Eakins. "Okay, | believe you. But it ftill doesn't change my
point. There are things you can't doin'67 that | can do for you. So my questionis, what do | have to do?
To go back? What are my redl options?"

Eakins grinned. "How about alobotomy?"
IIB]?I

"No, not areal lobotomy. That's just the dang term for ageneral reorientation of certain aggressivetraits.
That business with Matty's dad, for instance, that wasn't too smart. It was counterproductive.”

"He had no right begting that kid — "

"No, he didn't, but do you think breaking his nose and giving him amyocardia infarction produced any
useful result?!

"It'll sop him from doing it again."

"There are other ways, better ways. Do you want to learn?”

Considered it. Nodded.

Eakins shook his head. "I'm not convinced.”

"What areyou looking for? What isit | didn't say?"

"l can't tell you that. That's the part you're going to have to work out for yourself.”
"Youredill teting me.”

" dtill haven't found what I'm looking for. Do you want to keep going?

| sank back in my chair. Not happy. Looked away. Scratched my nose. Looked back. Eakins sat
digpassionately. No help there.

"| hate these kinds of conversations. Did | tell you | once punched out a shrink?"
"No. But we adready knew that about you."

Turned my attention back to my plate, picked at the fruit. Pushed some stuff around that | didn't
recognize. There was too much here, too much to eat, too much to swalow, too much to digest. It was
overwhdming.

What | wanted was to go home.
"Okay," | sad. "Tdl me about Matty. Why isheirrdevant? Why isn't he on thelig?'

"Because he didn't fit the profile. That's one of the reasons you didn't spot the pattern earlier. Y ou kept



tryingtoindudehim.”

"But he till disappeared.”

"He didn't disappear.”

"Yes hedid—"

""He committed suicide.”

"Hewhat—7?" | came up out of my chair, angry—acold fear risng in my gut.

"About three weeks after we picked you up. Y ou didn't come back. The rent was due. He had no place
to go. He panicked. He was sure you had abandoned him. He was in a state of irreparable despair.”

"No. Wait aminute. He didn't. He couldn't have. Or it would have been in the file Georgiagave me.”

"Georgiadidn't know. Nobody knew. His body won't be found until 1987. They won't be ableto ID it
until twenty years later, they'll finaly do a cold-case DNA match. They'll match it through his mother's
autopsy.”

| started for the door, stopped mysdlf, turned around. "I have to go back. | haveto — "

"Come back here, Mike. Sit down. Finish your bregkfast. There's plenty of time. If we chooseto, we
can put you back the exact same moment you left. Minus the Mustang though. We need that to cover the
costs of this operation.”

"That'sfine. | can get another car. Just send me back. Please — "

"Y ou haven't passed the test yet."

"Look. I'll do anything—"

“Anything?

"Yes"

"Why?

"Because | need to save that kid'slife.”

"Why?Why isthat boy important to you?"

"Because he'sahuman being. And he can hurt. And if | can do anything to stop some of that hurt—"
"That's not enough reason, Mike. It's an amost-enough reason.”

" — | care about him, goddamnit!" The first person I've cared about since the land mine—
"Y ou care about him?"'

"y eg"

"How much? How much do you care about him?”

"Asmuch asit takesto save him! Why are you playing this game with me?’



"It'snot agame, Mike. It'sthe last part of the test!"

| sat.

Severd centuries of silence passed.

"Thisisabout how much | care... 7'

Eakins nodded.

" About Matty?'

"About Matty, yes. And... alittle bit more than that. But let's stay focused on Matty. HE'sthe key."

"Okay. Look. Forget about me. Do with me whatever you want, whatever you think is appropriate. But
that kid deserves achancetoo. | don't know his1Q. Maybe heisn't agenius. But he hurtsjust as much.
Maybe more. And if you can do something—"

"Wecant savethemall —"

"We can savethisone. | can save him.”

"Doyoulovehim?’

"What doeslove have to do with it—?"

"Everything."

"I'm not—that way."

"What way?Y ou can't even say theword."

"Queer. There. Happy?'

"Would you be queer if you could?’

"Huh?'

Now it was Eakinsturn to look annoyed. "Remember that long list of things| rattled off yesterday?"
"Yes. No. Someof it."

"Therewasoneword | didn't give you. Trans-human.”

"Trans-humen."

"Right."

"What doesit mean?"

"It means—this week—the transitiona stage between human and what comes next.”
"What comes next?'

"We don't know. Were dill inventing it. We won't know until afterwards.”

"And being queer ispart of it?"



"Yes. And s0isbeing black. And female. And body-modded. And everything else.” Eakins leaned
forward intensdy. "Y our body is herein 2032, but your head is till stuck in 1967. If we're going to do
anything with you, we have to get your head unstuck. Listen to me. In this age of designer genders, liquid
orientation, body-mods, and dl the other experimentsin human identity, nobody fucking cares anymore
about who's doing what and with which and to whom. It's the stupidest thing in the world to worry abot,
what's happening in someone e se's bedroom, especidly if there's nothing happening in yours. The past
was barbaric, the future doesn't have to be. Y ou want meaning? Here's meaning. Life istoo short for
bullshit. Lifeis about what happens in the space between two people —and how much joy you can
create for each other. Got that? Good. End of sermon.”

"And that's trans-human — 7"

"That's one of the sde effects. Life isn't about the lineswe draw to separate ourselves from each
other—it's about the lineswe can draw that connect us. The biggest socid change of the last fifty yearsis
that even though we still haven't figured out how to get into each other's heads, were learning how to get
into each other's experience so we can have acommon ground of being asacivilized society.”

"It soundslike aload of psycho-bullshit to me"

"l wasn't asking for an opinion. | was giving you information that could be useful to you. Y ou'rethe one
who wantsto go back and save Matty. I'm telling you how—"

"And thisis part of it—?"

"It could be. It's this part. The psychometric match isgood. If you want to marry him, well go get him
right now."

"I'm missing something here— 7'

"Youremissng everything. Start with this. Our charter limits what we can do. Y es, we have acharter.
A mission statement. A commitment to aset of vaues.”

"Who are you anyway? Some kind of time police?'
"Y ou should have asked that one at the beginning. No, we're not police. We're independent agents.”
"Timevigilantes?'

"Timeraveers. Thereal ravelers, not that pissy little stuff you were doing. What we have istoo important
to be entrusted to any government or any politica movement. Who we are isacommitment to—well,
that's part of the test. Figuring out the commitment. Once you figure out the commitment, therest is
obvious"

"Okay. So, right now, I'm committed to saving Maity, and you say—7"

"We can do that—under our domestic partner plan. We protect the partners of our operatives. We don't
extend that coverage to one-night stands."

"He's not aone-night stand. HES— "
"Heswhat?'
"He's akid who deserves achance.”

"So give him the chance." Eakins pushed apillbox acrossthetable a me. | hadn't noticed it until now.



Picked it up. Opened it. Two blue pills. "What will thisdo?*
"Itl get you atoaster oven.”
"Huh?'

"It will shift your sexud orientation. It takes afew weeks. It reorganizes your brain chemistry, rechannels
acomplex network of pathways, and ultimately expands your repertoire of sexua responsveness so that
same-sex dtractions can overwhelm inhibitions, programming, and even hard-wiring. Y ou take onepill,
you find new territoriesin your emotiona landscape. Y ou give the other to Matty and it creastesa
persona pheromond linkage; the two of you will become digned. Tuned to each other. Y ou'll bond. It
could beintense.”

"Yourekidding."

"No. I'm not. Y ou won't fed sgnificantly different, but if your relationship includes a potentia for sexud
expression, thiswill advance the possibility.”

"Youreteling methat loveisdl chemicas?'

"Lifeisdl chemicas. Remember what Brownie said? It's empty and meaningless—except we keep
inventing meaningsto fill the emptiness. Y ou want some meaning? Thiswill give you plenty of meaning.
And happinesstoo. So what kind of meaning do you want to invent? Do you want to tell methat your life
has been dl that wonderful up to now?"

| put the pillbox back on thetable. "Y ou can't find happinessin pills.”
Eakinslooked sad.
"l just falled thetest, didn't 17"

"Part of it. Y ou asked me what you could do to save Matty. Y ou said you would do anything..." He
glanced meaningfully at the box.

"l haveto think about this."

"A minute ago, you said you'd do anything. | thought you meant it."
"I did, but—"

"Youdid, but you didnt... ?'

Glanced across at him. "Did you ever haveto—"

"Yes. I'vetaken the blue pill. I've taken the pink pill too. And al the others. I've seen it from dl sides, if
that'swhat you're asking. And yes, it'salot of fun, if that's what you want to know. If you're ever going
to be any good to us, in your time, in our time, anywhen, you have to climb out of the tank on your own."

| stood up. | went to the balcony. | looked across the basin to where an impossibly huge aircraft was
moving gracefully west toward the airport. | turned around and looked at Brownie —implacable and
patient. | looked to Eakins. | looked to the door. | looked at the pillbox on the table. Part of mewas
thinking, I could take the pill. It wouldn't be that hard. It would be the easy way out. The way Eakins put
it, | couldn't think of any reason why | shouldn't.

But this couldn't be all therewasto thetest. Thiswasjust this part. | thought about icebergs.



"Okay." | turned around. "I figured it out.”
"Goon—"

"Georgiagave me an assgnment. Four assignments. | had to prove my willingnessto do wetwork. That
wasthefirg test of my commitment. And if I'd never said anything, that would have been asmuch asl'd
ever done. But when | said | didn't want to do any more wetwork, that was the next part of the test.
Becauseit's not about being willing to kill—anybody can hirekillers. It's about being ableto resist the
urgetokill. I might be akiller, but today | choose not to kill."

"That'sgood," Eakinssaid. "Go on."

"Y ou're not looking for killers. Y ou're looking for lifeguards. And not just ordinary lifeguards who tan
well and look good for the babes—you want lifeguards who save lives, not just because they can, but
because they care. And thiswhole test, this business about Maitty, is about finding out what kind of a
lifeguard | am. Right?"

"That'soneway to look at it," Eakinssaid. "But it'swrong. Remember what you were told—that Matty
isn't part of this case? He isn't. HE's awhole other case. Your case.”

"Yeah. | think | got that part.”

Eakins nodded. " So, look—here's the deal. | honestly don't careif you take the pill or not. It's not
necessary. Well send you back, and you can save the kid. All we really needed to know about you is
whether or not you would take the pill if you were asked—would you takeit if you were ordered, or if it
was required, or if it was absolutely essentid to the success of the mission. We know you're committed
to saving lives. Wejust need to know how deep you're willing to go.”

Nodded. Didn't answer. Not right away. Turned to the window again and stared across the basin, not
seeing the airships, not seeing the spires, not seeing the grand swatches of color. Thought about akiss.
Matty's kiss on my cheek. And that moment of ... well, cal it desire. Thought about what | might fed if |
took the pill. That wasthething. I might actually start feeling again. What the fuck. Ugly puppies need
lovetoo. It couldn't be any worse than what | wasn't feding now.

Turned back around. Looked at Eakins. "Thisis going to be more than abeautiful friendship, isn't it—?"

"Congratulations," he said. "Y ou're the new harvester."



