JUMPER

Steven Gould

For James Gould, soldier, craftsman, sailor, father
and LauraJ. Mixon, engineer, teacher, writer, wife

PART 1:

BEGINNINGS

ONE

Thefirg timewaslikethis,

| was reading when Dad got home. His voice echoed through the house and | cringed.
"Dawy!"

| put the book down and sat up on the bed. "In here, Dad. I'm in my room."

Hisfootsteps on the hallway's oak floor got louder and louder. | felt my head hunching between
my shoulders, then Dad was at the door and raging.

"| thought | told you to mow the lawn today!" He came into the room and towered over me.
"Well! Speak up when | ask you aquestion!™

"I'm gonnado it, Dad. | was just finishing abook."

"Y ou've been home from school for over two hours! I'm sick and tired of you lying around this
house doing nothing!" He leaned close and the whiskey on his breeth made my eyeswater. | flinched
back and he grabbed the back of my neck with fingerslike avise. He shook me. "Y ou're nothing but
alazy brat. I'm going to beat someindustry into you if | havetokill youto doit!"

He pulled meto my feet, till gripping my neck. With his other hand he fumbled for the ornate
rodeo buckle on his belt, then snaked the heavy Western strap out of his pantsloops.

"No, Dad. I'll mow the lawn right now. Honest!"
"Shut up,” he said. He pushed meinto thewadll. | barely got my hands up in time to keep my face

from damming nose-firg into the plaster. He switched hands then, pressng me againg the wall with
hisleft while he took the belt in hisright hand.



| twisted my head dightly, to keep my nose from grinding into the wall, and saw him switch his
grip on the blt, so the heavy silver buckle hung on the end, away from hishand.

| yelled. "Not the buckle, Dad! You promised!”

He ground my faceinto thewall harder. " Shut UP! | didn't hit you near hard enough the last
time." He extended hisarm until he held me againgt thewall at arm'slength and swung the belt back
dowly. Then hisarm jerked forward and the belt sung though the air and my body betrayed me,
squirming away from the impact and...

| was leaning against bookshelves, my neck free of Dad's crushing grip, my body still braced to
receive ablow. | looked around, gasping, my heart till racing. There was no sign of Dad, but this
didn't surprissme.

| wasin thefiction section of the Stanville Public Library and, while knew it aswell asmy own
room, | didn't think my father had ever been insde the building.

That wasthefirg time.

The second timewaslike this.

Thetruck stop was new and busy, anidand of glaring light and hard concretein the night. | went
in the glass doors to the restaurant and took achair at the counter, near the section with the sign that
said, DRIVERSONLY . The clock on thewall read eleven-thirty. | put the rolled-up bundle of stuff
on the floor under my feet and tried to look old.

The middle-aged waitress on the other side of the counter looked skeptical, but she put down a
menu and aglass of water, then said, "' Coffee?"

"Hot tea, please.”
She smiled mechanicaly and left.

The drivers section was hdf full, athick haze of tobacco smoke over it. None of them looked
like the kind of man who'd give methetime of day, much lessalift farther down the road.

The waitress returned with a cup, atea bag, and one of those little metal pitchersfilled with not
very hot water. "What can | get you?' she asked.

"I'll stick with thisfor awhile"

She looked at me steadily for amoment, then totaled the check and laid on the counter. "Cashier
will take it when you'reready. Y ou want anything ese, just let me know."

| didn't know to hold the lid open as| poured the water, so athird of it ended up on the counter.
| mopped it up with napkins from the dispenser and tried not to cry.



"Been on the road long, kid?"

| jerked my head up. A man, sitting in the last seat of the drivers section, waslooking at me. He
was big, both tall and fat, with aroll of skinwhere his shirt neck opened. Hewas smiling and | could
see histeeth were uneven and stained.

"What do you mean?'

He shrugged. "Y our business. Y ou don't look like you've been running long." Hisvoice was
higher-pitched than you'd expect for aman hissize, but kind.

| looked past him, at the door. " About two weeks."
He nodded. "Rough. Y ou running from your parents?'
"My dad. My mom cut out long ago."

He pushed his spoon around the countertop with hisfinger. The naillswere long with grease
crusted under them. "How old are you, kid?"

"Seventeen.”
Helooked at me and raised his eyebrows.

| shrugged my shoulders. "'l don't care what you think. It'strue. | turned seventeen lousy years
old yesterday." Thetears started to come and | blinked hard, got them back under control.

"What you been doing sSince you left home?”

The tea had gotten as dark asit was going to. | pulled the tea bag and spooned sugar into the
cup. "I've been hitching, panhandling alittle, some odd jobs. Last two days| picked
apples—twenty-five centsabushel and dl | could eat. | dso got some clothes out of it."

"Two weeks and you're out of your own clothes dready?"

| gulped down half thetea. "'l only took what | waswearing." All | was wearing when | walked
out of the Stanville Public Library.

"Oh. Wdl, my name's Topper. Topper Robbins. What's yours?”

| gared a him. "Davy," | sad, findly.

"Davy...?"

"Just Davy."

He smiled again. "I understand. Don't have to beat me about the head and shoulders.” He

picked up his spoon and gtirred his coffee. "Well, Davy, I'm driving that PetroChem tanker out there
and I'm headed west in about forty-five minutes. If you're going that way, I'll be glad to giveyou a



ride. Y ou look like you could use some food, though. Why don't you let me buy you amed ?!

Thetears came again then. | was ready for cruelty but not kindness. | blinked hard and said,
"Okay. I'd gppreciate the meadl and theride.”

An hour later | was westbound in the right-hand seat of Topper's rig, drowsing from the heet of
the cab and the full somach. | closed my eyes and pretended to deep, tired of talking. Topper tried
to talk alittle more after that, but stopped. | watched him out of narrowed eyes. He kept turning his
head to look at me when the headlights from oncoming traffic lit the cab'sinterior. | thought | should
fed grateful, but he gave methe creeps.

After awhile| fell adeep for red. | came awake with agtart, unsure of wherel was or even
who. There was atremor running through my mind, areaction to abad dream, barely remembered. |
narrowed my eyes again and my identity and associated memories came back.

Topper wastalking on the CB.

"I'll meet you behind Sam's," he was saying. " Fifteen minutes.”

"Ten-four, Topper. We're on our way."

Topper signed off.

| yawned and sat up. "Jeeze. Did | deep long?”!

"About an hour, Davy." He smiled like thereéd been ajoke. He turned off his CB then and
turned the radio to a country and western station.

| hate country and western.
Ten minutes later hetook an exit for afarm road far from anywhere.
"Y ou can let me out here, Topper.”

"I'm going on kid, just have to meet aguy first. Y ou don't want to hitch in the dark. Nobody!ll
stop. Besides, it lookslikerain.”

He was right. The moon had vanished behind athick overcast and the wind was whipping the
trees around.

"Okay."

He drove down the rura two-lane for awhile, then pulled off the road at a country store with
two gas pumps out front. The store was dark but there was agravel lot out back where two pickups
were parked. Topper pulled the rig up beside them.

"Come on, kid. Want you to meet some guys.”

| didn't move. "That's okay. I'll wait for you here."



"Sorry," hesad. "It'sagainst company policy to pick up riders, but my asswould redly be grass
if 1 [eft you in here and something happened. Be asport.”

| nodded dowly. "Sure. Don't mean to be any trouble.”
Hegrinned again, big. "Notrouble."
| shivered.

To climb down, | had to turn and face the cab, then fed with my feet for the step. A hand guided
my foot to the step and | froze. | looked down. Three men were standing on my side of the truck. |
could hear gravel crunching as Topper waked around the front of therig. | looked at him. Hewas
unbuckling his jeans and pulling down his zipper.

| yelled and scrambled back up to the cab, but strong hands gripped my ankles and knees,
dragging me back down. | grabbed onto the chrome handle by the door with both hands astight as|
could, flailing my legsto try and bresk their grip. Somebody punched mein the ssomach hard and | let
go of the handle, theair in my lungs, and my supper al at once.

"Jesus fucking Christ. He puked dl over me!" Somebody hit meagain as| fell.

They grabbed my arms and carried me over to the open tailgate of a pickup. They dammed me
down on the bed of thetruck. My face hit and | tasted blood. One of them jumped up on the truck
bed and straddled my back, his knees and shins pinning my upper arms, one hand gripping my hair
painfully. | felt somebody e se reach around and unbuckle my belt, then rip my pants and underwear
down. Theair was cold on my butt and upper legs.

A voicesad, "'l wish you'd gotten another girl."
Another voice said, "Who brought the Vasdine?'
"Shit. It'sinthetruck.”

"Wdll... wedon't need it."

Somebody reached between my legs and pawed my genitas; then | felt him spread the cheeks
of my butt and spit. Hiswarm sdiva splattered my bottom and...

| pitched forward, the pressure off my arms and hair, the hands off my bottom. My head banged
into something and | struck out to hit my hand against something which gave. | turned, clutched a my
pants, pulled them up from my knees, while | sobbed for air, my heart pounding and my entire body
sheking.

It was dark, but the air was till and | was alone. | wasn't outside anymore. A patch of moonlight
came through awindow six feet away to shine on bookshelves. | tasted blood again, gingerly touched
my split upper lip. | walked carefully down to the patch of light and looked around.

| pulled abook from the shelf and opened it. The stamp on the insde cover told mewhat |
aready knew. | was back in thefiction section of the Stanville Public Library and | was sure I'd gone



med.

That was the second time.

Thefirst timel ended up in thelibrary, it was open, | wasn't bleeding, my clotheswere clean,
and | just walked away... from that building, from that town, from thet life.

| thought I'd pulled ablank. | thought that whatever my father did to me was so terrible that I'd
smply chosen not to remember it. That I'd only come back to myself after reaching the safety of the

library.

Thethought of pulling ablank was scary, but it wasn't strange to me. Dad pulled blanks dl the
time and 1'd read enough fiction to be familiar with traumarinduced amnesia

| was surprised that the library was closed and dark thistime. | checked thewall clock. It read
two o'clock, an hour and five minutes later than the digital clock in Topper'struck. Jesus Christ. |
shivered in the library's air-conditioning and fumbled at my pants. The zipper was broken but the snap
worked. | buckled the belt an extra notch tight, then pulled my shirt out so it hung over the zipper. My
mouth tasted of blood and vomit.

Thelibrary waslit from without by pa e white moonlight and the yellow glare of mercury
streetlamps. | threaded my way between shelves, chairs, tables to the water fountain and rinsed my
mouth again and again until the taste was gone from my mouth and the bleeding of my lip had

stopped.

In two weeks I'd worked my way over nine hundred miles from my father. In one heartbesat 1'd
undone that, putting mysdlf fifteen minutes away from the house. | sat down on ahard wooden chair
and put my head in my hands. What had | done to deserve this?

There was something | wasn't dedling with. | knew it. Something...

I'msotired. All | want isto rest. | thought of al the snatches of deep I'd had over the last two
weeks, miserable stolen moments on rest-stop benches, in peopl€e's cars, and under bushes like some
animd. | thought of the house, fifteen minutes away, of my bedroom, of my bed.

A wave of irresgtible longing came over me and | found mysalf standing and walking, without
thought, just desire for that bed. | went to the emergency exit at the back, the onewiththe ALARM
WILL SOUND sgn. | figured by the time any darm was answered, | could be well away.

It was chained. | leaned againgt it and hit it very hard, an overhand blow with the flat of my hand.
| drew back, tearsin my eyes, to hit it again but it wasn't there and | pitched forward, off balance and
flailing, into my bed.

| knew it was my bed. | think it was the smell of the room that told mefirst, but the backlit
alarm-clock face on the bedsi de table was the one Mom sent the year after she left and the light from
the back porch light streamed through the window at just theright angle.



For one brief moment | relaxed, utterly and completely, muscle after muscle unknotting. | closed
my eyes and felt exhaustion stedl over mein apapablewave. Then | heard anoiseand | jerked up,
rigid, on the bedspread on my hands and knees. The sound came again. Dad... snoring.

| shuddered. It was strange. It was avery comforting sound. It was home, it was family. It also
meant the son of a bitch was adeep.

| took off my shoes and padded down the hal. The door was haf open and the overhead light
was on. He was sprawled diagonally across the bed, on top of the covers, both shoes and one sock
off, his shirt unbuttoned. There was an empty bottle of scotch tucked in the crook of hisarm. | sighed.

Home sweet home.

| grabbed the bottle neck and pulled it gently from between hisarm and hisside, then setit on
the bedside table. He snored on, oblivious. | took his pants off then, pulling the legs dternately to
work them past hisbutt. They came free abruptly and hiswallet fell from the back pocket. | hung the
pants over the back of achair, then went through the wallet.

He had eighty bucks plushisplagtic. | took three twenties, then started to put it on the dresser,
but stopped. When | folded the wallet, it seemed stiffer than it should, and thicker. | looked closer.
There was a hidden compartment covered by aflap with fake stitching. | got it open and nearly
dropped the wdllet. It wasfull of hundred-dollar bills.

| turned the light off and carried the wallet back to my room, where | counted twenty-two crisp
hundred-dollar bills onto the bed.

| stared down at the money, four rows of five, onerow of two, my eyeswide. My ears were
burning and my stomach suddenly hurt. | went back to Dad's room and stared at him for awhile.

This was the man who took me to the mission and the secondhand stores to buy clothes for
schoal. Thiswas the man who made me take peanut butter and jelly to school every day rather than
part with acrummy ninety cents worth of lunch money. Thiswas the man who beat mewhen I'd
suggested an allowance for doing the yard work.

| picked up the empty scotch bottle and hefted it, shifted my grip to the neck. It was cold,
smooth, and just theright size for my small hands. Theglassdidn't dip or shift as| swung it
experimentally. The glass at the base of the bottle was extra thick where the manufacturer had chosen
to give theimpression of abigger bottle. It looked very strong.

Dad snored away, his mouth open, hisface dack. His skin, pae normaly, looked white as
paper in the overhead light. His forehead, receding, domed, lined, looked egglike, white, fragile. | felt
the base of the bottle with my left hand. It felt more than heavy enough.

Shit.

| put the bottle back down on the table, turned off the light, and went back to my room.

| took notebook paper, cut it dollar-bill-size, and stacked it until it felt asthick asthe pile of
hundreds. It took twenty sheets to match the stiffness of the money—maybe it wasthicker or just



newer. | put the cut paper inthewallet and put it back in the pocket of his dacks.

Then | went to the garage and took down the old leather suitcase, the one Granddad gave me
when heretired, and packed it with my clothes, toiletries, and the leather-bound set of Mark Twain
that Mom left me.

After I'd closed the suitcase, stripped off my dirty clothes, and put on my suit, | just stood
looking around the room, swaying on my feet. If | didn't start moving soon, I'd drop.

There was something el se, something | could use....

| thought of the kitchen, only thirty feet away, down the hall and across the den. Before Mom
left, 1'd loved to Sit in there while she cooked, just talking, telling her stupid jokes. | closed my eyes
and pictured it, tried to fed it.

Theair around me changed, or maybe it was just the noise. | wasin aquiet house, but just the
sound of my breathing reflecting off walls sounded different from room to room.

| wasin thekitchen.

| nodded my head dowly, tiredly. Hysteria seethed benegth the surface, arising bubble that
threatened to undo me. | pushed it down and looked in the refrigerator.

Three six-packs of Schlitz, two cartons of cigarettes, half a pizzain the cardboard ddlivery box.
| shut the door and thought about my room. | tried it with my eyes open, unfocused, picturing the spot
between my desk and the window.

| was there and the room reeled, my eyes and maybe my inner ear just not ready for the change.
| put my hand on thewall and the room stopped moving.

| picked up the suitcase and closed my eyes. | opened them in the library, dark shadows
aternating with silver pools of moonlight. | walked to the front door and looked out at the grass.

Last summer, before school, 1'd come up to the library, check out abook or two, and then
move outside, to the grass under the ems. The wind would ruffle the pages, tug my hair and clothes
around, and | would go into the words, find the cracks between the sentences and the words would
go away, leaving mein the sory, the action, the head of other people. Twice left it too late and got
home after Dad did. He liked supper ready. Only twice, though. Twice was more than enough.

| closed my eyes and the wind pushed my hair and fluttered my tie. The suitcase was heavy and
| had to switch hands several times as | walked the two blocks to the bus station.

Therewas abusfor points east at 5:30 A.M. | bought aticket to New Y ork City for one
hundred and twenty-two dollars and fifty-three cents. The clerk took the two hundreds without
comment, gave me my change, and said | had three hoursto wait.

They were the longest three hours I've ever spent. Every fifteen minutes| got up, dragged the
suitcase to the bathroom, and splashed cold water in my face. Near the end of the wait the furniture
was crawling across the floor, and every movement of the bushes outside the doors was my father,



belt in hand, the buckle razor-edged and about the size of a hubcap.

The buswas five minutes late. The driver slowed my suitcase below, took the first part of my
ticket, and ushered me aboard.

When we passed the tattered city-limitssign, | closed my eyes and dept for six hours.

TWO

When | wastwelve, just before Mom left, we went to New Y ork City for aweek. It wasa
terrible and wonderful trip. Dad wasthere for his company, al his days spent in meetings and business
lunches. Mom and | went to museums, Chinatown, Macy's, Wall Street, and rode the subway dl the
way out to Coney Idand.

At night they fought, over dinner, at the one play we went to, and in the hotel room. Dad wanted
sex and Mom wouldn't, even after | was adeep, because the company was footing the bill for one
room only and | was on arollaway in the corner. Three times during that week he made me get
dressed and go down and wait in the lobby for thirty minuteswhile they did it. The third time, | don't
think they did, though, 'cause Mom was crying in the bathroom when | came back and Dad was
drinking, something he never did in front of my mother. Not usualy.

The next day | saw that Mom had a bruise on her right cheekbone and she walked funny—not
limping on any particular Sde, but likeit hurt to move ether leg.

Two days after we got back from New Y ork, | came home from school and Mom was gone.

Anyway, | redly liked New Y ork. It seemed a good place to start over—a good place to hide.

"I'dlikearoom.”

The place was adive, atransents hotel in Brooklyn, ten blocks from the nearest subway stop.
I'd picked it with the help of the Pakistani cabdriver who drove me from the Port Authority Bus
Termind. Hed stayed there himsdif.

The clerk was an older man, maybe my dad's age, reading aLen Deighton nove through
half-glasses. He lowered the book and tilted his head forward to look at me over the glasses.

"Tooyoung," hesad. "Yourearunaway, I'll bet."
| put ahundred down on the counter, my hand gill onit, like Philip Marlowe,
Helaughed and put hishand onit. | lifted my hand away.

Helooked at it closdly, rubbing it between hisfingers. Then he handed me aregistration card
and sad, "Forty-eight anight, five-buck key deposit, bathroom's down the hall, payment in advance.”



| gave him enough money for aweek. He looked at the other hundreds for amoment, then gave
me the room key and said, "Don't deal here. | don't care what you do away from the hotel, but if | see
anything thet lookslikeaded, I'll turn you mysdif.”

My jaw dropped open and | stared at him. ™Y ou mean drugs?'

"No—candy." Helooked a me again. "Okay. Maybe you don't. But if | see anything like that at
dl, yourehigory."

My facewasred and | felt like I'd done something wrong, even though | hadn't. "I don't do stuff
likethat," | said, sammering.

| hated fedling like that.
Hejust shrugged. "Maybe not. I'm just warning you. And don't bring any tricks here either.”

A memory of rough hands grabbing me and pulling down my pants made me cringe. "l don't do
that either!” | could fed aknot in my throat and tears were dangeroudy close to the surface.

Hejust shrugged again.

| carried my suitcase up six flights of stairsto the room and sat on the narrow bed. The room
was ratty, with pegling wallpaper and the stench of old cigarette smoke, but the door and the door
frame were stedl and the lock seemed new.

The window looked out on an aley, asooty brick wall five feet acrossthe gap. | opened it and
the smell of something rotting drifted in. | stuck my head out and saw bagged garbage below, half of it
torn open and strewn about the aley. When | turned my head to theright | could see athin dice of the
dreet in front of the hotel.

| thought about what the clerk had said and | got mad again, feding smdll, diminished. Why'd he
have to make mefed likethat? | was happy, excited about being in New Y ork, and he jerked me
around like that. Why did people have do that sort of shit?

Wouldn't anything ever work out right?

"l don't care how talented, smart, bright, hardworking, or perfect you are. Y ou don't have ahigh
school diplomaor aGED and we can't hire you. Next!"

"Sure we hire high school kids. Y ou seem pretty bright to me. Just let me have your socid
security number for the W2 and well be al set. Y ou don't have asocid security number? Where you
from, Mars?Y ou come back with asocia security number and I'll give you atry. Next!"



"Thisisthe gpplication for asocia security number. Fill it out and let me see your birth
certificate. Y ou don't have your birth certificate? Get it and come back. No exceptions. Next!"

"I'm sorry, but inthis Sate, if you're under eighteen, you must have parenta permission to take
the GED. If you're under seventeen it takes a court order. Y ou come back with your mother or
father, and a birth certificate or New Y ork driver'slicense, and you can take it. Next!"

Thereisapoint where you have to give up, at least for awhile, and al you want to do is shut
down. | rode the subway back to Brooklyn Heights, and walked numbly in the direction of my hotel.

It was |ate afternoon, heavily overcast, and the dingy, gray street seemed entirely appropriate to
my mood.

God damn them! Why did they have to make mefed solittle? With every interview, every
rejection, I'd fet guiltier and guiltier. Ashamed of something but | didn't know what. | kicked out at a
piece of trash in the gutter and stubbed my toe on the curb. | blinked rapidly, my eyes blurring, the
breath harsh in my throat. | wanted to just crawl into bed and hide.

| took asmall cross street to get over to the avenue the hotel was on. The street was narrow,
meaking it even darker, and there were plastic bags of garbage piled on the sdewaks, up against the
stoops of old brownstone buildings. I didn't know why they called these row houses brownstones;
most of them were painted green or red or yellow. The garbage was piled so high before one building
| had to step out into the street to pass. When | stepped back on the sidewalk, a man stepped out
from a doorway and came toward me.

"Y ou got a subway token to spare? Any change?'

I'd seen lots of panhandlersthat day, mostly around the subway stations. They made me
nervous, but those hungry days hitching away from Dad were dill fresh in my memory. | remembered
peoplewalking past me asif | didn't exist. | dug into my pocket for the sixth time that day while| said,
"Sure

My hand was coming out of the pocket when | heard a noise behind me. | started to look
around and my head exploded.

There was something sticky between my cheek and the cold, gritty surface | waslying on. My
right knee hurt and there was something about the way | was lying that didn't seem right, like I'd been
especidly carelessin going to bed. | tried to open my eyes but my |eft one seemed stuck shut. The
right one looked at arough concrete surface.

A sdewalk.

Memory and pain returned at the sametime. | groaned.



There was the sound of footsteps on the sidewak and | thought about the muggers. | jerked
heavily up onto all fours, my head throbbing like the dickens, my sore knee becoming even more so
as| put weight on it. The sticky stuff on the sidewalk was blood.

Standing seemed impossible so | turned over and sat, my back to arow of garbage cans. |
looked up and saw awoman carrying two grocery bags dowing down as she walked around the giant
pile of garbage bags and saw me.

"My gawd! Areyou okay? What happened to you?"'

I blinked my open eye and put my head in my hands. The effort of Stting up made asharp,
throbbing pain stab at the back of my head.

"l think | was hit from behind." | felt for my front pocket, where I'd been carrying my money.
"And robbed.”

| pulled the lids of my Ieft eye gpart with my fingers. My eye was okay, just stuck shut with
blood. | carefully touched the back of my head. There was alarge lump there, wet. My fingers came
away red.

Grest. | wasin astrange city with no money, no job, no family, and no prospects. That stabbing
pain a the back of my head didn't compare with the hurt of somehow feding | deserved this.

If I'd only been better as akid. Maybe Mom wouldn't have gone, Dad wouldn't drink so
much....

"My agpartment isjust two doors down. I'll call nine-one-one.” The woman didn't wait for a
response. | watched her hurry past, a container of Macein her hand, connected to her key chain. As
shewaked down the sdewalk, she stayed away from the buildings, checking the doorways as she
went by.

Smart. Much smarter than me.

911, That meant police. I'ma minor and a runaway. | have no ID and | don't want my
parents notified.

| thought about my hotel room, till three blocks away. | didn't even fed like standing, much less
walking three more blocks. | knew I'd fed safer there. | thought about my arriva there, of the sted
door with the good lock, of the torn wallpaper. 1t was even paid up for three more days.

| closed my eyesand jumped.

The hotel floor was warmer than the sdewalk and | felt much safer. | edged over to the bed and
pulled mysdf up, dowly and carefully.

| got blood on the pillow but | didn't care.



Around midnight | went down to the bathroom, walking carefully, like my Dad after anight of
drinking. It was empty. | locked the door, then ran abath while | peed.

Inthemirror | looked like something out of adasher movie. Blood had run across my hair from
the scalp wound, matting it and making the light brown stuff black and nasty. The upper |eft sde of my
face had dso lain in the blood where it pooled and it was patchy, flaking off and leaving the skin
undernesth discolored. | shuddered.

If I'd felt well enough to walk back to the hotel, | doubt | would have made it without the police
being caled every block.

| got into the tub, amazed that there was hot water. The last two days it had been tepid at best. |
eased onto my back and lowered the back of my head into the water. There was adight stinging but
the heat felt good. | worked soap into the hair gently, and washed my face. When | sat up, the water
in the tub was brownish red. | rinsed the sogp and residua blood out of my hair with the tub's faucet,
and was drying off when someone tried the door.

"I'mamost done” | said.

A voice from the other sde of the door said loudly, "Well hurry it up, man. Y ou got no right to
be hogging thetailet dl night.”

| scrubbed harder and decided to let the hair dry by itsalf.

There was aloud noise, like someone hit the door with the flat of their hand. "Come
ooooonnnnn. Open the fucking door!"

"I'm getting dressed,” | said.

"Fuck. | don't care about that—let mein, you littlefaggot, so | can pee.”

| got angry. "There are bathrooms on the other floors. Go use one of them!"
There was abrief pause.

"I'm not going to no other bathroom, shithead. And if you don't et mein right now, I'm going to
hurt you real bad."

My jaws hurt and | redlized | was grinding my teeth together. Why can't they leave me alone?
"S0," | findly sad. "Y ou gonnawait there, with afull bladder, or you gonnago find someplaceto

pee?"
"I'm not going anywhere, little fucker, until | carve apiece of your ass."

| heard a splashing sound and yellow liquid began running under the door. | picked up my
clothes and, without dressing, jumped back to my hotel room.

My heart was pounding and | was till angry—"pissed off," you might say. | opened my door a
crack and looked down the hallway to the bathroom.



A tal Anglo, heavily muscled and wearing nothing but jeans, was zipping up his pants. Then he
hit the door again and shook the doorknaob.

From one of the other rooms, someone said, " Shut up aready!"

The man at the bathroom said, "Come and fucking make me!" He continued to pound on the
door while he reached into his back pocket for something. When he brought it out heflicked hiswrist
and something shiny flashed inthe hadl'sdim light.

Jesus Christ.

| still felt scared, but the more | looked down the hdll, the angrier | got. | put my clothes on the
bed and jumped back into the bathroom.

The pounding on the door was deafening. | flinched away from the force of it, then picked up the
trash can from the floor and dumped its few paper towels out onto the floor. Next | filled it with
bloody, soapy water from the tub and propped it above the doorway, on the arm of the
spring-loaded mechanism that closed the door. | studied it critically, my heart till beating, my breath
hard to catch. | shifted it dightly to theright.

Then, one hand on the lock catch, | turned off the light, unlocked the door, and jumped back to
the hotel room.

| opened the door just in time to see him rattle the doorknob, find it wasloose, and push
forcefully into the room. There was adull thud and water splashed out into the hal. In the middle of
that he yelled and dipped on the floor, his head and shoulder coming into view as he dammed down
on hisback. He grabbed at his head with both handsin amanner | could identify with, if not
sympathize. | didn't see where the knife had gone, but he wasn't holding it at the moment.

Other doors opened dowly in the hall and heads cautioudy peered around doorjambs. | shut my
door softly and locked it.

For thefirs timesncel arrived in that hotd, | smiled.

Wil it wastimeto faceit. | wasdifferent. | was not the same as my classmates from Stanville
High Schoal, not unless some of them were keeping a pretty big secret.

| saw severd possibilities.

Thefirst wasthat Dad had redly givenit to methat last time, inducing brain damage or other
traumato the point where | was dreaming the whole mess. Maybe even my mugging wasjust a detall
added by my subconsciousto correlate with the "red” injuries. | could belying inthe St. Mary's
Hospitd intensive care unit back in Stanville, alittle screen going beep, beep, beep over my ill form.
| doubted this, though. Evenin my most terrifying nightmares I've had an awareness of the dream
gate. The stench of the garbage from the alleyway seemed too redl.

The second possibility wasthat I'd done most of the things | remembered and most of the bad



things that had happened to me had. My mind just warped redlity in dealing with the results, giving to
me the more palatable dternative of escape by asngular paranormd ability. This seemed more likely.
Eachtimel'd "jumped" there was afeding of unredlity, of disorientation. This could be my shift into an
irrational psychosis, an adjustment to anasty redlity. On the other hand, it could be the result of every
sense redling as the environment surrounding me changed completely. Hell—the very nature of the
jump could be disorienting.

It wasthisthird possibility thet | distrusted the most. The one that meant | might findly be
someone specid. Not specid in the sense of special education, not specid in the sense of being a
problem child, but unique, with ataent that, if anybody esehad it, they hid. A talent for teleportation.

There, 1'd thought the word. Teleportation.
"Teleportation.”

Aloud it vibrated in the room, aword of terribleimport, aien to norma concepts of redlity,
brought into existence only under speciad circumstances, in the framework of fiction, film, and video.

Andif | was teleporting, then how? Why me? What was it about me that made me ableto
teleport? And could anybody €l se? Isthat what happened to Mom? Did she just teleport away from
us?

Suddenly my stomach went hollow and | began breething rapidly. Jesus Christ! What if Dad
can teleport?

Suddenly the rooms seemed unsafe and | pictured him appearing before me, the belt in hishand,
anywhere, anytime.

Get a grip. I'd never seen him do anything like that. Instead, I'd seen him stumble down the
sreet ahaf mileto the Country Corner, to buy beer when held run out, hardly able to walk or talk. If
he could teleport, surely held have used it then.

| sat on the narrow bed and dressed mysdlf, putting on my most comfortable clothes. With
extreme care, | combed my hair, checking the result in the tiny mirror on thewall. The bump, still large
and aching, looked like a barber's mistake. There was some dight seepage of blood, but it wasn't
redly visblethrough the har.

| wanted some aspirin and | wanted to know if | was crazy. | stood up and thought about the
medicine cabinet in our house. It was funny that | still thought about it as our house. | wonder what
my dad would say about that?

| didn't know what timeit was, other than after midnight. | wondered if Dad was adeep, awake,
or even home. | compromised and thought, instead, of the large oak tree in the corner of the
backyard. It was another place | used to read. It was also aplace | used to go when Mom and Dad
fought, where| couldn't hear the words, even though the volume and anger till carried thet far.

| jJumped and my eyes opened on ayard that needed mowing. I'll bet that pisses him off. |
tried picturing him behind the mower, but | just couldn't. I'd done the lawn since | was leven. He
used to St on the back porch with abeer in his hand and point out the spots | missed.



The house was dark. | moved carefully dong until | could see the driveway. His car wasn't
there. | pictured the bathroom and jumped again.

The light was out. | flipped the switch and took a bottle of ibuprofen from the medicine cabinet.
It was half full. | took abottle of hydrogen peroxide and some gauze pads as well.

| jumped to the kitchen then, because | was hungry and to seeif | till could. Hed bought
groceriessincethe night I'd left for New Y ork. | made mysdlf two ham-and-cheese sandwiches and
put them and the stuff from the bathroom in a paper bag | took from the pantry. Then | carefully
cleaned up, trying to make it no more clean or messy than I'd found it. | drank two glasses of milk,
then washed the glass and put it back in the cabinet.

There was the sound of tiresin the driveway, that old sound of dread and tension. | picked up
the bag and jumped back to the backyard. | didn't turn off the light, because he would have seen it
through the window. | hoped hed think held left it on himsalf, but | doubted it. He used to scream at
me enough for leaving the lights on.

| watched thelights go on down the length of the house—front hall, living room, back halway.
Thelight in hisbedroom went on, then off again. Then the light in my room went on and | saw him
slhouetted in the window, adark outline through the curtains. The light went out then and he waked
back to the kitchen. He checked the back door to seeif it was locked. | could see hisface through
the window, puzzled. He started to open the door and | ducked around the trunk of the oak.

"Davy?' he cdled out, barely raising his voice above conversationd levd. "Are you out there?
| remained perfectly ill.

| heard hisfeet scrape on the back porch and then the door shut again. | peered around the
trunk and saw him through the kitchen window, taking a beer from the refrigerator. | sghed and
jumped to the Stanville Library.

There was a couch with a coffee table in Periodicals that was away from the windows and had
one of thelightsthey left on aboveit. That'swhere | ate my sandwiches, feet propped up, chewing
and staring off into the dark corners. When | was done egting | washed three ibuprofen down at the
water fountain, then used the bathroom.

It was ardlief not having to worry about someone crashing through the door. | soaked afew
gauze pads with hydrogen peroxide and dabbed at the cut on the back of my head. It stung more than
the time before and the pad came away with fresh blood. | winced, but cleaned it asbest | could. |
didn't want to end up in ahospital with an infection.

| bagged the ibuprofen, gauze, and peroxide, then flushed the used gauze down thetoilet. |
jumped, then, back to my hotel room in Brooklyn.

My head hurt and | wastired, but deep was the last thing in the world on my mind.

It wastimeto seewhat | could do.



THREE

In Washington Square Park | appeared before abench that 1'd sat upon two days previoudly.
Therewas aman lying on it, shaking from the cold. He had newspapers tucked around hislegs and
hisfists knotted in the collar of adirty suit jacket, pulling it close around his neck. He opened his eyes,
saw me, and screamed.

| blinked and took a step away from the bench. He sat up, grabbing for his newspapers before
they blew away inthelight breeze. He stared a me, wild-eyed, till shivering.

| jumped back to the hotel room in Brooklyn and took the blanket from the bed, then jumped
back to the park.

He screamed again when | appeared, shrinking back onto the bench. "Leave me done. Leave
me aone. Leave me done." He repested it over and over again.

Moving dowly, | put the blanket on the other end of his bench, then walked away down the
walk to MacDouga Street. When I'd walked fifty feet or so, | looked back at the bench. He'd picked
up the blanket and wrapped it around himself, but he wasn't lying down yet. | wondered if someone
was going to stedl it from him before morning.

As| neared the street, two men, dark figures silhouetted by the streetlights, blocked my path.
| looked over my shoulder so | wouldn't be taken by surprise again.

"Give usyour wallet and your watch." There wasthe gleam of aknifein the streetlight; the other
man hefted alength of something heavy and hard.

"Toolate" | sad. And jumped.

| gppeared in the Stanville Library, back in front of the shelf that went from "Ruedinger, Cathy"
to "Wdls, Martha" | smiled. | hadn't had any particular destination in mind when I'd jumped, only
escape. Every timeI'd jumped from immediate, physical danger, 1'd come here, to the safest haven |
Knew.

| mentally listed al the places I'd teleported to and considered them.

They wered| places|'d frequented before jumping to them, either recently, in the case of
Washington Square and the New Y ork hotel, or repeatedly over along period of time. They were
places| could picturein my mind. | wondered if that wasdl it took.

| went to the card catalog and looked up New Y ork. There was alisting under guidebooks,
Dewey decimal 917.471. Thisled meto the 1986 Foster's Guide to New York City. On page 323
there was a picture of the [ake in Centra Park, in color, with abench and trash can in the foreground,
the Loeb Boathouse to one side.



When Mom and | were touring New Y ork, she wouldn't let us go farther into Centra Park than
the Metropolitan Museum on the park's east sde. She'd heard too many stories of muggers and
rapes, so we didn't get to see the boathouse. 1'd never been there.

| stared at the picture until | could close my eyesand seeit.

| jJumped and opened my eyes.

| hadn't moved. | was still standing in thelibrary.

Hmph.

| flipped the pages and tried the same thing with other places | hadn't been—Bloomingda€'s, the
Bronx Zoo, theinterior of the base of the Statue of Liberty. None of them worked.

Then | hit apicture of the observation deck of the Empire State Building.

"Look, Mom, that's the Chrysler Building and you can see the World Trade Center and...

"Shhhh, Davy. Modulate your voice, please.”

That was Mom's expression, "Modulate your voice." Much kinder than saying " Shut up" or
"Pipe down" or my dad's " Shut your hole." We'd gone there the second day of that trip and stayed up
there an hour. Before | hit the picture | hadn't realized what an impression it made on me. | thought |
only had hazy memoriesof it a best. But now I could remember it clearly.

| jumped and my ears popped, like they do when you take off and land inan airliner. | was
gtanding there, the cold wind off the East River blowing my hair and ruffling the pages of the
guidebook | still held in my hands. It was deserted. | looked down into the book and saw that the
hourswere listed as 9:30 to midnight.

So, | could jump to places 1'd been, which was ardlief in away. If Dad could teleport, he
wouldn't be able to jump into my hotel room in Brooklyn. HEd never been there.

The view was confusing, dl the buildingslit, their actud outlines nebulous and blurring together. |
saw adigtant green floodlit figure and things fell into place. Liberty Idand was south of the Empire
State and | looked down Fifth Avenue toward Greenwich Village and downtown. The twin towers of
the World Trade Center should have clued mein.

| could remember Mom feeding quarters into the mounted telescope so | could see the Statue of
Liberty. We didn't go out to the idand because Mom was queasy on boats.

| felt awave of sorrow. Where had Mom gone?
| jumped, then, back to the library and replaced the guidebook on the shelf.
So, wasit just any place I'd been?

My granddad, my mother'sfather, retired to asmal housein Florida. My mom and | visited only



once, when | was eleven. We were going to go again the next summer, but Mom left in the spring. |
had avague memory of abrightly painted house with whitetile on the roof, and a cand in the back
with boats. | tried to picture the living room but dl | could picture was Granddad in thisindefinite,
generic sort of room. | tried to jump anyway, and it didn't work.

Hmph.

Memory was important, apparently. | had to have a clear picture of the place, gained from
actudly being there.

| thought of another experiment to make.

| jumped.

On Forty-fifth Street there is store after store pecidizing in eectronics. Stereo equipment, video
equipment, computers, eectronic instruments. Everybody was closed when | appeared at the corner
of Fifth Avenue and Forty-fifth, including the vendor of Itdian ice that I'd patronized the day before.

| could seeinto the stores, though, their interiorslit for security or display purposes. There were
stedl bars lowered over most of the windows, secured with massive padlocks, but you could peer
between them.

| stopped before one store with wider bars and better lighting than mogt. | studied the floor, the
walls, theway the shelveswere arranged, the merchandise closest to the window.

| had avery real sense of location. | was here on the sidewalk just six feet from theinsde of the
gtore. | could pictureit clearly in my mind. | looked up the street both ways, closed my eyes, and

jumped.

Two things happened. Fird, | appeared insde the store, inches from hundreds of bright, shiny
electronic toys. Second, within an instant of my appearance, asiren, very loud and strident, went of f
both insde and outside the store, followed by the blinding flash of an eectronic strobe which lit the
interior like abolt of lightning.

Jesud | flinched. Then, dmost without thought, | jumped back to the Stanville Library.
My kneesfelt weak. | sat, quickly, on the floor and shook for over aminute.

What was the matter with me? It was just an dlarm, some sort of motion detector. | didn't have
this reaction when the two thugs in Washington Square accosted me.

| calmed down. That hadn't been so unexpected, so abrupt. | took several deep breaths. | could
probably have stayed there, transferred several VCRs back to my hotel room, before the police
showed up.

What would | do with them? | wouldn't know who to sell them to, not without getting
ripped off or busted. The very thought of dealing with the kind of people who bought stolen goods



made my skin crawl. And what about the store owner? Wouldn't he be hurt? Or would insurance
cover it?| arted feding guilty just picturing it.

Another thought set my heart to beating harder and faster. Maybe that flash was for photos?
Maybe they have closed-circuit TV cameras set up?

| stood up and started pacing across the library, bresthing faster, dmost gasping.

"Sopit!" I findly said to mysdlf, my voiceloud in the quiet building. How the hell are they
going to catch you, even if they had your fingerprints, which they don't? If they did catch you,
what jail would hold you? Hell, no merchandise was stolen, no locks forced, no windows
broken. Who's going to believe there was someone in the store, much less press charges?

Suddenly, like aweight descending on my shoulders, | was exhausted, weaving on my feet. My
head began to ache again, and | wanted to deep.

| jumped to the hotel room and kicked off my shoes. The room was chilly, the radiator barely
warm. | looked at the thin sheets on the bed. Inadequate. | thought about the man in Washington
Square Park. Is he warm enough?

| jumped into the dark interior of my room in my father's house, scooped up the quilt from the
bed, and jumped back to the hotel room.

Then| dept.

It was midday when noise from the street, ahorn | think, woke me. | pulled the quilt higher and
looked at the cheap hotel room.

It was Wednesday, so | thought my dad should be at the office. | stood up, stretched, and
jumped to the bathroom in the house. | listened carefully, then peered around the corner. Nobody. |
jumped to the kitchen and looked out at the driveway. His car wasn't there. | used the bathroom,
then, and had breakfast.

| can't live off my father forever. The thought made my stomach hurt. What was | going to do
about money?

| jumped back to the hotel room and sorted through my clothes for something clean to wear. |
was running out of underwear and al of my sockswere dirty. | consdered going to astore, picking
out asdection of clothing, and then jumping without paying the bill. The ultimate shoplifter.

Real class, Davy. | shook my head violently, gathered up al my dirty clothes, and jumped back
to my father's house.

There—more and more, | wasthinking of it as his house, not ours. | considered that a good
gtep.

W, he had |eft some of his clothesin the washing machine without moving them to the dryer.



From the smdll of the mildew, they'd been there a couple of days. | piled them on the dryer, then
started aload of my clothes.

If it was his house, then why was | there? He owes me at least the odd meal and load of
laundry. | refused to fed guilty for taking anything from him.

Of course, while the washer ran, | paced through the house and felt guilty.

It wasn't the food, or doing laundry. | felt guilty about the twenty-two hundred | took from his
wallet. It was stupid. The man made good money but made me wear secondhand clothes. He drove a
car that cost over twenty thousand dollars but kept me, so he wouldn't have to pay my mom child

support.
And | 4ill fet guilty. Angry, too.

| thought abouit trashing the place, tearing up dl the furniture, and burning his clothes. |
considered coming back tonight, opening his Cadillac's gas tank and lighting it off. Maybe the house
would catch fire, too.

What am | doing? Every minute | stood in that house made me fed angrier. And the angrier |
got, themoreguilty | felt. Thisis not worth it. | jumped to Manhattan and walked through Centra
Park, until 1 wascam again.

After forty minutes, | jumped back to Dad's house, took the clothes out of the washer and put
them in the dryer. Dad's mildewed clothes | put back in the washing machine,

There was something else | needed from the house. | went down the hall to Dad's den—his
"office" | wasn't supposed to go in there, but | was alittle past caring about hisrules and regulations.
| started in the three-drawer filing cabinet, then moved to his desk. By the time the clotheswere
finished drying, | wasfinished, too, but | hadn't found my birth certificate anywhere.

| dammed the last drawer shut, then gathered my dried clothes up and jumped back to the hotel
room.

What am | going to do about money?

| put the clothes on the bed, then jumped to Washington Square, in front of the park bench.
Therewas no sign of the deeper from the night before. Two old women st there, degpin
conversation. They glanced up a me, but kept on talking; | walked down the sdewalk.

I'd tried to get honest work. They wouldn't take me without asocia security number. Most of
them aso wanted proof of citizenship—either abirth certificate or a voter's registration. | had none of
these. | thought about illega diensworking inthe U.S. How did they get around this problem?

They buy fake documents.

Ah. When I'd walked down Broadway in Time's Square, several guys had offered me
everything from drugs to women to little boys. | bet they'd also know about fake IDs.



But | have no money.

| felt very third world, caught in atrap between needing money to make money and no
superpower'sloan in sght. If | didn't pay my hotel bill the next day, | was dso back out on the Street.
I would need some form of debt relief.

The shriek from the Forty-second Street burglar darm seemed less frightening in broad daylight.
| thought about stealing VCRs or TV s and hocking them at pawn shops, then using the money to try
and buy fakeID.

The thought of carrying aVCR into a pawnshop frightened me. | didn't carethat | was
uncatchable. If someone was itchy enough | might take abullet. Perhaps | was being paranoid. If |
stole something worth more? Jewe ry? Go to the museum and rip off paintings? The more expensive
the item, the more chance | had of not making any money from it, getting ripped off or killed.

Maybe the government would hire me?

| shuddered. | read Firestarter by Stephen King. | could imagine being dissected to find out
how I did thisthing. Or drugged so | wouldn't do it—that's how they controlled the father in that
book. Kept him on drugs so he couldn't think straight. | wondered if they aready had people who
could teleport.

Say away from the government. Don't let anyone know what | can do!

Will, then—I guessed I'd have to sted money itsdlf.

The Chemical Bank of New Y ork ison Fifth Avenue. | walked in and asked the guard if there
was a bathroom in the bank. He shook his head.

"Up the street at the Trump Tower. They have arest room in the lobby."
| looked distressed. "L ook, | redlly don't mean to be a problem, but my dad's meeting me here
injust afew moments, and if I'm not here helll kill me, but | really got to pee. Isn't therean

employees rest room somewhere?’

| didn't think he'd buy it, but the lie, plus any mention of my father, was making my distressred.
He looked doubtful and | winced, knowing he was going to send me away.

"Ah, what the hell. See that door there?' He pointed to adoor past thelong line of teller's
windows. "Go through there and straight back. The bathroom is on the right &t the end of the hall. If
anyone gives you aproblem, tell them Kdly sent you.”

| let out alungful of ar. "Thanks, Mr. Kelly. Y ou've saved my life."

| went through the door asif | knew what | was doing. My stomach was churning and | felt sure
that everyone who passed me could read my intentions and knew | wasacriminal.



The vault was two doors before the bathroom. Its huge stedl door hung on hingeslarger than
myself, open, but asmaller door of bars within was shut and aguard sat beforeit, at asmal table. |
paused before him, looking past him to the interior of the vault. He looked up at me.

"Can | help you?' Hisvoice was cold and he stared at me like ahigh school principal looksat a
student without ahall pass.

| sammered, "I'm looking for the bathroom."”

The guard said, "There are no public rest roomsin thisbank.”

"Mr. Kdly said | could use the employees rest room. It'skind of an emergency.”
Heredaxed alittle. "End of the hal then. It's certainly not here.”

| bobbed my head. "Right. Thank you." | walked on. | really hadn't gotten a good enough look. |
went into the bathroom and washed my hands.

On theway back | stopped and said, "That sureisahuge door. Do you know how much it
weighs?' | stepped abit closer.

The guard looked annoyed. "A lot. If you're quite through using the bathroom, | would
gppreciateit if you returned to the lobby!™

| pivoted. "Oh, certainly.” | stared at the door again from my new angle. | saw cartsand atable
up against one of vault'sinterior doors. The carts had canvas bags on them, aswell as stacks of
bundled money. Another step and | glimpsed gray stedl shelves againgt another wall.

Got it!

The guard started to stand up. | looked away from the door and saw hisface color.

"Onmy way," | said. "Thanksfor your directions.”

He growled something, but | walked briskly down the hall. As| walked past the lobby guard, |
smiled. "Thanks, Mr. Kdly." Hewaved and | went out the door.

| spent the rest of the afternoon in the library, back in Stanville, first reading the encyclopedia
entries under Banks, Bank Robberies, Alarm Systems, Safes, Vaults, Time Locks, and
Closed-Circuit Television, then skimming abook on industrid security systemsthat | found in Applied
Technologies.

"David? David Rice?"

| looked up. Mrs. Johnson, my geography teacher from Stanville High School, was waking
toward me. | looked at the clock—school had been out for an hour.



| hadn't been to school in three weeks, ever sincethefirst day | had jumped. | felt my face get
hot and | stood up.

"It redly isyou, David. I'm glad to see you're dl right. Have you gone home then?"

For some reason | was surprised that the school knew I'd run away. | started to agree. It was so
much easier to lie, to say 1'd come back and that I'd be in school tomorrow. | know that'swhat |
would have done amonth before. Take the path of least resistance. Avoid fuss. Say whatever was
necessary to keep people from being mad a me.

| hated for people to be mad at me.

| shook my head. "No, maam. | haven't. And I'm not going to."

She didn't seem shocked or even surprised. "Y our father seems very worried. He came up to
the school and talked to al your classes, asking if anyone had seen you. He's dso put up those
posters... well, you've probably seen them around town."

| blinked, then shrugged. Posters?

"What about school 7' she asked. "What are you going to do about classes? How are you going
to go to college? Or get ajob?’

"I.... I guessI'll have to make other arrangements.” | felt good about not lying to her, but was till
afraid she was going to disapprove of me. "l tried to takethe GED," | said. "But they won't et a
seventeen-year-old take it without parental permission or acourt order.”

Mrs. Johnson licked her lower lip, then asked, "Where are you staying, David? Are you getting
enough to eat?'

"Y es, maam. I'm okay."

Her words seemed chosen very carefully. It dawned on me that she wasn't going to bawl me out
for missing school or for running away. It was asif she wastrying to avoid spooking me—avoid
scaring me off.

"1'm going to phone your father, David. It's my duty. However, if you like we can talk to the
county socia worker. Y ou don't have to go homeif you don't want to." She hesitated and then finally

said, "Does he abuse you, David?'

Thetears camethen, like an anvil falling out of aclear blue sky. | thought | wasfine up until then.
| squeezed my eyes shut, and my shoulders were shaking. | kept quiet, stifling the sobs.

Mrs. Johnson took a step toward me, | think to hug me. | recoiled, stepping back and turning
away, wiping furioudy at my eyeswith my right hand.

She dropped her armsto her side. She looked unhappy.

| took adeep, shuddering breath, then two more, the shakes gradually diminishing. "Sorry," |



sad.
Mrs. Johnson spoke then, softly, carefully. "1 won't cal your father, but only if you come see Mr.
Mendozawith me. Hell know what to do.”

| shook my head. "No. I'm doing okay. | don't want to go see Mr. Mendoza."

She looked even more unhappy. "Please, Davy. It's not safe on the street, even in Stanville,
Ohio. We can protect you from your father."

Oh, yeah? Where were you for the last five years? | shook my head again. Thiswas going
nowhere.

"Doyou Hill driveagray VW, Mrs. Johnson?" | said, looking over her shoulder.
She blinked, surprised by the change of subject. "Yes."
" think somebody jugt hit it."

Sheturned her head quickly. Before she figured out that you couldn't see the parking lot from
where we were standing, | jumped back to the Brooklyn hotel .

God damniit all to hell! | threw the industria-security book across the room, then scrambled to
get it, awave of guilt washing over me, both about getting angry and about mistreating alibrary book.
Books didn't deserve to be abused... did people?

| curled up on the bed and pulled the pillow over my head.

It was dark when | sat up, dazed and uncomprehending, waking in dow, confusing stages. For a
moment | looked around, expecting to find Mrs. Johnson standing over me and telling me many
fascinating facts about western Africa, but | woke up alittle more and the dim light coming through the
thin shade reveded the room, my condition, my state of being.

| stood up and stretched, wondered what time it was, and jumped to the Stanville Library to
look at their wall clock. It was 9:20 P.M. in Ohio, and the samein New Y ork. Timeto get to work.

| jumped to my backyard, behind the oak tree. Dad's car was in the driveway, but the only lights
on werein hisroom, the den, and my room. What's he doing with my room? | felt panic risng, but
forced it down. Ignoreit. You'll be able to get to your room.

The gardening stuff wasin the garage, on ashdlf above the lawn mower. Rakes, shovels, and a
hoe hung on nails across the wall below the shelf. | appeared before this collection and groped past
insecticides, fertilizer, grass seed until my hands closed on the old gardening gloves. | put them on,
then jumped to the front driveway.

Dad's Caddy gleamed in the streetlight, a huge, hulking beast. | walked to the passenger side
and tried the door, gently. It waslocked. | looked in, at the plush upholstery and the gleaming dash. |



could vividly remember the smell of it, thefed of the seats. | closed my eyes and jumped.

The car darm went off with awhooping shriek, but | was expecting it. | opened the glove
compartment and took the flashlight. The porch light came on and the front door started to open. |
jumped to my room.

The darm sounded agreat deal quieter from here, but still unpleasant. | was sure that porch
lights were coming on dl over the neighborhood.

The ski mask was in the bottom drawer of my dresser, buried under severa pairs of too-smdll
long underwear. | found it just asthe car darm stopped. | started to jump, then redized | didn't have
the flashlight in my hand. | looked around the room and saw it on the dresser.

Thefront door shut and | heard footstepsin the hallway. | picked up the flashlight and jumped.

The gloveswere legther, old and giff. They hurt my fingersjust to bend them. The ski mask was
large enough, even though it was four years old. All the stretch was gone and it was pulled out of
shape, but | thought it would work. Positioned right, it covered al of my face except my eyesand the
bridge of my nose. The bottom haf hung loosaly over the rest of my face, but it conceded it.

Ititched like hell.

| jumped.

| appeared in apitch black room with dead air and a smooth floor. | waited amoment before |
turned on the light, stedling mysdlf for the scream of andarm. | wasdso afraid | wasn't in theright
place and didn't want to rush the moment of failure's discovery.

| didn't hear any darms, though, for al | knew, lights could be flashing on a dozen monitor
consoles from the bank all the way to the police station. If there were other teleportersin the world,
wouldn't banks know about them and take measures? Like flooding the vault with poison gaswhen it
was locked? Or booby traps? The air around me turned thick, and the darkness pressed in on me
until 1 thought that perhapsthe very walswere moving in. | flicked the flashlight switch without
conscious volition.

So much money!

The carts I'd seen earlier were stacked high—either with neatly bundled piles of money or with
trays of rolled coins or rough canvas bags with "Chemical Bank of New Y ork" stenciled on their
sgdes. Mot of the shelves held bundled stacks of new bills.

| closed my eyes, suddenly dizzy. By the vault door therewas alight switch. | turned it on and
fluorescent lighting lit the room. There didn't ssemto beany TV camerasin the vault, and | couldn't
see any little boxes on the wall that looked like any of the heat sensors1'd read about that afternoon.
No gasflooded from vents. No booby traps sprang into action.

| turned off the flashlight and went to work.



Thefirgt cart | cameto was obvioudy from the previous day's deposits. The money was
definitely used, though bundled nestly. | picked up astack of one-hundred-dollar bills. The paper
band wrapped around the middle said "$5,000" and was stamped with the Chemical Bank's name.
There was acardboard box on another cart. It wasfilled with packets of one-dollar bills, each packet
holding fifty bills. | tried to estimate how deep the stack went, then shook my head. Count later,
Davy.

| picked up the box and jumped to the hotel room. | dumped it on the bed, then jumped back.

| started at one end and moved to the other. If the packets looked new, | checked to seeif the
billswere in serid-number order. If they were | lft them. If they weren't | put them in the box. When
the box wasfull, | jumped to the hotel room, dumped the contents on the bed, and jumped back.

When | was done with the loose money on the carts, | checked the bags. They seemed to be
transfer deposits from subbranches, dl in used bills. | took al the bags, without checking the contents
of the others. Money was dready spilling off the edges of the bed so | put the bags on the floor, under
the bed.

The sheves held new hills, the range of their serial numbers neatly written on their paper bands. |
left them and took alast ook around. Still no ringing alarms. The door was solidly shut.

It didn't matter. If what | had read about time clocks wastrue, it would take avery specia set of
circumstances to open the door before the next morning, even if darmswere ringing.

For one brief second | considered leaving athank-you note, perhaps even some spray-painted
graffiti, but decided againgt it.

| imagined there would be enough excitement the next morning without that.

| jumped.

FOUR

On Times Square the big electronic billboard said it was eleven o'clock. | blinked. 1'd done the
whole thing in under forty minutes, and that included getting the gloves and the flashlight.

People gtill swarmed the square, young adults mostly, in pairs and groups. Some of them lined
up a movietheaters, othersjust walked aong Broadway |ooking into the stores that were still open.
Therewas afestival atmosphere like the midway of carnival.

| walked into ashop filled with T-shirts, most of them extolling the virtues of New Y ork City.
"Welcometo New Y ork City—Now Leave," said one. | smiled, even though | was trembling and
reaction was making me nauseated.

In my pocket was a packet of twenty-dollar bills, fifty of them. I'd taken off the paper wrapper
and made sure | could pull them out one at atime, but | was still nervous. The back of my head,
where the muggers had hit me, was aching and | kept looking over my shoulder in dmost involuntary



twitches.
Christ, Davy, you're broadcasting victim like crazy. Calm down!

The T-shirt store also sold luggage—cheap nylon bags, duffles, overnighters, sports bags, and
backpacks. That'swhat | really wanted. | picked up one of each kind and color.

The clerk stared at me, then said, "Hey, kid, unless you're going to buy all of those, look at one
a atime, okay?'

| kept on picking up bags and he came around the end of the counter, an angry expression on
hisface. "Didn't you hear me?| said—"

"l heard what you said!" My voice was shrill and loud. The clerk took a step back and blinked. |
took adeep breath, then said in aquieter voice, "I've got twenty bags here. Ring them up.” | walked
over to the counter and put the bags on it.

The clerk still hesitated, so | took some of the twenties out of my jacket pocket—morethan |
meant to, in fact. Probably haf, around five hundred dollars.

"Uh, sure. Sorry | yelled. Y ou know we get some kidsin here who shoplift. I've got to be
careful. Didn't mean nothing by it. I—"

"Fine. Don't worry about it. Just ring it up, please.”
Asherang up each bag, | stuffed them into the largest one, a duffel with ashoulder sirap.

He must have felt bad about misreading me, because he gave me aten-percent discount for
quantity. "So that comesto two twenty-two fifty with tax.”

| counted off twelve twenty-dollar bills, then said something I've dways wanted to say. "Keep
the change.”

Heblinked, then said, "Thanks. Thanks very much."

| walked out the front of the store, turned right, and jumped.

| sorted the money by denomination firgt, piling the packets against the wall opposite the bed. |
had to move the cheap dresser across the door to give meroom, but | didn't mind. | wasfedling
pretty paranoid by now, so | hung the quilt over the window shade, completely blocking the window.

By thetime| cleared the bed and had reached the bagged money, | had two piles of ones over
two feet high, twenty-five packetsto alayer. | didn't stop to figure amountsyet. | continued my
sorting, throwing the empty bank bags on the bed. Once, | jumped to the Stanville Library to check
thetime.

Findly, I finished sorting and stacking. | hadn't figured amounts yet. That would come later.



| gathered the empty bank bags, then, and put my ski mask and gloves back on. It was2 A.M.

| took several deep breaths and tried to keep calm. Nervous exhaustion was setting in, though |
wasn't inthe least deepy. | concentrated on the interior of the vault and jumped, trying at the same
timeto keep the Stanville Library in my mind in case they'd opened the vaullt.

They hadn't.

Jeez, | left the light on. | dropped the bank bags on one of the empty carts and turned to turn
off thelight. Light? Christ! Wher€e's the flashlight? My heartbeat increased and | felt panicin my
throat. Oh, God. | don't need this. | sagged againgt thewall when | saw the flashlight on thefirst cart
I'd emptied. | knew it didn't have my fingerprints but it might have Dad's. And where were you, Mr.
Rice, last Friday night?

Right herein Ohio, of course. But | don't know where my son is....
| picked the flashlight up, turned off the vault's lights, and jumped back to the hotel room.

I'd been hurrying, stacking the money so | could take the bags back before morning. I didn't
want them in my possession. | redized that | could get rid of them anywhere. | could even put bricks
in them and drop them into the East River, but | thought that thered be more confusionif | left themin
thevaullt.

Asif thereisn't going to be enough confusion asit is.

Stll, I'd beenin ahurry, so | hadn't really looked at how much money 1'd stolen. | sat back on
the bed and stared.

Each layer of the pileswasfive packets by five. Call it alittle over afoot dong thewall by two
and ahdf feet out from the wall. There were more ones than any other denomination, three stacks
each over four feet high. There was one stack of fivesjust under two feet high, one stack of tens
about afoot and ahalf high, one stack of twenties about nineinches high, amost one layer of
fifty-dollar bills, and seventeen packets of hundred-dollar bills.

| jumped to the Stanville Library and borrowed a calculator from behind the circulation desk. |
counted the layersand did al my caculaionstwice. | did them more than twiceif the first two times
didn't match.

There were twenty-five packets per layer. That meant there were, for instance, twelve hundred
and fifty dollars per layer of ones and twenty-five thousand dollars per layer of twenties. | had one
hundred and fifty-three layers and six packets of ones, which gave me, in singlesaone... | dropped
the calculator onto my lap and fell back onto the bed shaking.

I had one hundred and ninety-one thousand and four hundred dollarsin one-dollar bills. When
all the calculations were done and redone, | had anine hundred fifty-three thousand and fifty dollars,
not counting the seven hundred and sixty dollarsin my jacket pocket.

Nearly amillion dollars.



Since there were seventeen packets of hundred-dollar bills, | divided the
five-through-hundred-denomination packetsinto seventeen of the nylon bags. This gave me amost
fifty thousand per bag, give or take ayear's salary. Then | stuffed enough one-dollar packetsin each
oneto fill it the rest of theway up. In some bags this added as little as seven hundred dollars. In some
of the bigger bagsit added as much as thirty-two hundred dollars. Then | stuffed the last three bags,
the larger duffels, with one-dollar packets, until they were amost too heavy to pick up. There was il
apileof onestwo feet high. | counted the layers and put it at thirty thousand dollars. Evenwhen |
refilled the cardboard box from the vault there was twenty-five hundred dollars | eft.

Jesus! Where am | going to put this stuff?

From the street outside there was the sound of asiren, an dmost continua noisein New Y ork,
but this one was closer than most. | stopped breathing. When the sound continued past, | drew ina
shuddering breath and cold sweat beaded my forehead. It reminded me how dangerousthis
neighborhood was. It reminded me of the bathroom incident just down the hall and of my mugging.

Herel was, arich man for only an hour, and | was paranoid aready. Money doesn't solve all
problems, | thought. It just makes new ones.

| wondered what time it was. I've got to get a watch! | jumped to the Stanville Library and saw
that it was 3:30 A.M. | put the calculator back behind Circulation and was about to jump back when
| glanced up.

The Stanville Library was built in 1910, alarge granite building with fourteen-foot-high cellings. |
knew this because Ms. Tonovire, the librarian, used to practice her tour on me. When they added
air-conditioning to thelibrary, in 1973, they put in a suspended celling to cover the ductwork. This
was about ten feet high.

I climbed the magazine shelves back in Periodicals and pushed on one of the
foot-and-a-haf-by-three-foot panels. It lifted up and did to one side. It was dark above.

| jJumped back to the hotel room and moved ten of the bags to the top of that duct, spacing them
out to distribute the weight. | also put the box of onesthere.

The hotel room seemed empty without the piles of money or the jumble of filled nylon bags. The
one bag that was left | zipped shut and did under the bed. Then | took off my shoes, turned off the
light, and lay down.

My body wastired but my brain raced, nervous, excited, exalted, guilty. | don't want to get
caught. Don't let me get caught! | shifted, trying to make my body comfortable. My mind wouldn't
stop. | kept hearing noisesin the street and couldn't deep. | tried to reassure mysdlf. How would they
catch you? If you spend the money carefully, you're home free. Besides, they couldn't keep you,
even if they had a clue that you'd doneit.

| rolled over on my side.

The library? What if they decide to clean the tops of shelves? Won't they be suspicious



when they find my footprintsin the dust? | shook my head and tried to burrow deeper into the
pillow.

| tried deep breathing. It didn't work. I tried counting backward from athousand but that
brought up images of the money-stacks and stacks of money. Thefifty or so thousand dollars under
the bed seemed to push at me through the bed, seemed to have a presence that was dmost animate.
Dammit, it's just a bag of paper! | pounded the pillow, pushing and rearranging it, then firmly closed
my eyes.

An interminable amount of timelater, | Sghed, sat up, put my shoes back on, and jumped to the
library.

Only when I'd dusted the top of every shdf in the building and dawn sunlight was coming in the
windows of thelibrary could | put the duster away, jump back to Brooklyn, and fall adeep.

"Well, what kind of watch are you looking for?"

"1 want onethat lets you seewhat timeit isin severa different time zones. It should dso have an
alarm of some kind, be waterproof, and look classy without being pretentious. | want it to look nicein
dressy situations, but | don't want to be hit over the head every time | walk through aquestionable
neighborhood, just because I'm wearing it."

The clerk laughed. He was awearing aclosely trimmed beard and ayarmulke, thelittle circular
hat some Jews wear. It was new to me—I'd only seen them before on TV. He spoke. "Given it some
thought, | see. What was the price range you wanted?'

"Doesn't matter. | just want those features.”

The store was on Forty-seventh Street, ajewelry/eectronics "boutique.” 1'd come here first
thing, jumping to the subway a Grand Centrd Station, then walking the remaining six blocks.

The clerk pulled three different watches out of the case.

"All three of these do what you want—the time zone thing and darms. Thisisthe chegpest—it's
fifty-five ninety-five"

| looked at it. "Not very dressy.”

He nodded, very agreeable. "Y eah. These other two are much classier. This one'—he pointed
at awatch in gold meta with agold and slver metal strap—"listsfor three hundred and seventy. |
think we have it on specid for two ninety-five." He pointed at the other one, adim watch witha
lizard-skin strap. " This one doesn't look as flashy asthe other one, but it's gold-clad silver where this
guy"—he held up the gold-metd-banded watch,—"is anodized dainless sed.”

| prodded the dim watch. "How much?'

He grinned. "Thirteen ninety-six and thirty-five cents."



| blinked. He started to put the expensive watch away. "1 love to watch a customer's eyes when
| tell them that. It's not asif we're up on Fifth Avenue. | don't know why it'seven in the inventory.”

| held up my hand. "I'll takeit."
"Huh. Thisone?' He reached for the flashy gold watch with his other hand.

"No. That one, the fourteen-hundred-dollar job. What's that with tax?' | thought for amoment,
then reached into my right front pocket—that's where I'd put twenty hundred-dollar bills. When |
started counting them out onto the counter, he grabbed his caculator quickly.

Behind him arow of televisons of varying size and shape al showed the same program, an
afternoon soap opera. It ended and a"News Before the Hour" logo came on, then showed the
outsde of the Chemica Bank of New Y ork. | stared. Reporters poked microphones at a grim-faced
man who was reading from a sheet of paper. None of the sets had the volume on.

The clerk noticed and looked over my shoulder. "Oh, the bank robbery. Won't be long before
they get them."

My stomach was hurting and | felt like my kneeswould collapse. | managed to say one word:
Ild.]?l

"A million dollars gone from the vault from the time they closed it to the time they opened it
again? It had to be aninsdejob. If that money wasn't there when they opened the safe then it wasn't
therewhen they closed it.”

"l hadn't heard."

"The news broke at deven-thirty," he said, counting my change out on the counter. " Apparently
atdler tipped the press. There, fifteen hundred and e even fifty-five out of fifteen twenty leaves eight
forty-five." He looked back at the TV. "Whoever did it isgoing to have to hold that money for along
time"

| carefully stowed the change. "Why'sthat?'

"Wl al the employees with access are probably going to be watched like hawks. When they
spend one penny they can't account for, whammo!" He handed me the receipt and warranty card for
the watch. "Y ou need anything else? A nice VCR? A camcorder? Computer?"

All that neat stuff—but | didn't have any placeto put it yet. "Perhapslater.”

"Any time Any timeat dl."

| ate at the Jockey Club in the Ritz Carlton, just south of the park. The bell captain looked at me
funny when | waked through the lobby and down the stairs to the restaurant, but the hostess saw me
to atable and acted like it was apleasure. | picked the most expensve thing on the lunch menu.



While | waited for the food | played with the controls on my watch and watched the other
patrons to see how they were dressed and how they acted in afancy restaurant. There were fresh
flowers on each table and the waiter brought hot rolls and butter automaticaly.

| didn't have much experience in restaurants—not since Mom |eft. Sheld tried to do more than
show me how to eat with my mouth closed, but | was self-conscious.

When thefood came, | only ate hdf of it. There wastoo much of it and | wasn't too hungry. The
news program had upset me, made me paranoid again.

| tried to pay the waiter when he brought the bill, but he gently corrected me. "I can take thisup
to the cashier for you, if you wish, or you can just pay on theway out.”

| said | would do that and thought for amoment how he'd guided me without making mefed
supid. If it had been my father he would have said, "'Pay the cashier, dipshit. Don't you know
anything?' The difference was consderable. | 1eft the waiter atwenty-dollar tip.

Paying for afifty-dollar lunch seemed unred, just as buying the watch earlier seemed agame. It
was like playing with Monopoly money, like playing make-believe.

What would you do, Davy, if you were rich?

I'd be happy. | walked across the street and into Central Park, green and lush, and somehow
alien inthemiddle of dl the concrete and sted.

Well, | cantry.

PART 2:

THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS

FIVE

| met Millie during theintermission of a Broadway reviva of Sweeney Todd, The Demon
Barber of Fleet Sreet. It was my sixthtimeto seeit. After paying thefirst time, | just popped to an
acove at the back of the mezzanine five minutes after eight. The housdlights are off by then and |
would find aseat without any trouble. If it looked like someone arrived late and was headed for my
claimed seat, | would bend down asif to tie my shoe and jump back to the alcove. Then locate
another empty seet.

| don't mind paying, but | often don't decide until after curtain timethat | want to seeit. Then the
box-office attendant will waste my timetrying to get me to buy aticket for another night. Too much
trouble.



Thiswas a Thursday-night show and the crowd was surprisingly heavy. | was pressed against
the bal cony railing drinking overpriced ginger de and watching the lines a the bathrooms.

"And what are you smiling about?'

| jerked my head around. For amoment | thought it was one of the ushers about to evict me as
agate crasher, but it was thiswoman, not much older than me but apparently over twenty-one—at
least, she was drinking champagne.

"Areyou taking to me?"

"Sure. Maybe that's presumptuous of me, but in acrowd this dense, intimacy isaforegone
concdluson.”

"Well, yesitis. My nameis David."

"Millie," she said with avague wave of her hand. She was wearing a dressy blouse and black
dacks. She was pretty, wore owl-like glasses, no makeup, and had her shiny, black hair cut long on
top, then tapering in to the neck. " So what were you smiling about?"

| frowned. "Oh... | guess| wasfeding alittle superior, not having to wait inline. Doesthis
temporary intimacy extend to talking about bathrooms?

She shrugged. "Why not?1'd bein line mysdlf, but | ducked out in thefirst act. I'll probably have
to doit again later. What's your secret? Bladder of iron?"

| turned red. " Something like that."

"Areyou blushing? Wow, | thought teenage maestalked about bodily functions continuoudly.
My brothers certainly do.”

"Itshotin here

"Y eah. Okay. We won't talk about excretory functions anymore. Any other taboo subjects?’
"I'd rather not give you any idess.”

Shelaughed. "Touché. You aloca?'

"Sort of. | travel alot, but thisishome for now."

"I'm not. I'm here for aweek of the touristy stuff. Gotta go back to school in two weeks."
"Wherésthat?"

"Oklahoma State, mgoring in psych.”

| thought for amoment. " Stillwater?"



"Yeah. | guessyou do trave."

"Not to Oklahoma. My grandfather went to school there, back when it was Oklahoma
Agriculturd and Mechanicd "

"Where do you go to school 7'

"l don't. Haven't the gptitude.”

She looked over her glasses at me. "Y ou don't sound particularly stupid.”
| blushed again. "I'm just taking my time."

Thelights began dimming for the second act. Shefinished her champagne and dropped the
plastic glassin the trash. Then she stuck out her hand.

| took it. She pumped it twice firmly and said, "Nicetalking to you, David. Enjoy the rest of the

"Youtoo, Millie"

| cried during the second act. Sweeney's wife, who's had her child stolen away from her and has
been driven mad by rape, is revealed to be the mad, dissolute street beggar/prostitute, but only after
Sweeney kills her when she witnesses the murder of her rapist, Judge Turpin.

Thefirst time | saw thisscenel decided | didn't likeit. | went away, in fact, with avery negative
impression of the show. It was only after | found myself examining the face of every bag lady on the
Street to seeif she was my mother that | redlized why | didn't like the scene.

Stll, I didn't stop looking at bag ladies and, after awhile, | sarted returning to Swveeney Todd.

| skipped the finale and jumped to Grand Centrd Termind. It's one of the places you can find a
cab late at night. | stuck my hand out and this black man, perhaps twenty-five and raggedly dressed,
jumped out in the street. "Cab? Y ou need acab? I'll get you acab.”

| could have walked to the regulated taxi stand on the Vanderbilt Avenue side, but what the
heck. | nodded.

He stuck a chrome police whigtlein histeeth and blew it, two sharp piercing blasts. Down the
block acab pulled over two lanes and pulled up. The black guy held the door for me. | handed him a
bill.

"Hey, man. Two dollarsto get acab. Two dollars.”

"That'saten."

He stepped back, surprised. "Oh. Y eah. Thanks, man.”



| had the cabbie go back across Forty-fifth to the theater where Sveeney was showing and had
him park it on the curb. | stood on the sdewalk, onefoot till in the cab, and fended off people who
wanted the cab. "I'm picking someone up. This cab istaken. I've already got this cab. Sorry. No, |
don't want to share this cab. I'm waiting for someone. Go away."

| was beginning to question this endeavor when Milliefindly appeared, looking very New Y ork
with her purse around one shoulder and her neck, her face very determined and purposeful.

"Millig"

Sheturned, surprise on her face. "David. How did you get acab?'

| waved my hands and shrugged. "Magic. Let me giveyou alift.”

She came closer. ™Y ou don't know which way I'm going.”

II&:I

"I'm gaying downinthe Village"

"Close enough for government work. Get in." | held the door for her and told the driver,
"Sheridan Square." | frowned. Close enough for government work. My dad used that phrase. |
wondered what other things| did that were like my father.

Milliefrowned. "Whereisthat?'

"It'sin the heart of the Village. It's aso near someredly great restaurants. Y ou hungry?*

"What isthis? | thought we were just sharing ataxi.” She was smiling, though. "How muchisthe
fare going to be? | was going to take the subway back. | didn't exactly budget for acab. I'd heard
how impossibleit isto get one after the theaterslet out.”

"Wedll, it'strue. It fet like planet of the zombie taxi-seekersthere while | waited for you."

"Y ou were waiting for me?" She looked nervous for amoment. "My mother told me not to talk
to strangers. How much isthe cab going to be?"

"Forget the cab. | offered alift, not half ataxi. And I'm good for something to egt if you want."

"Hmmm. Just how old are you, David?'

| blushed and looked a my watch. "In forty-seven minutes I'll be eighteen.” | looked away from
her, a the passing lights and sdewalks. | remembered the events surrounding my seventeenth birthday
and shuddered.

"Oh. Well happy almost birthday." She stared ahead. "Y ou act older than that. Y ou dress
awfully nice and you don't talk that young."

| shrugged. "I read agreat dedl... and | can afford to dresslike this."



"Y ou must have somejob."

| wondered what | was doing in this cab with thiswoman. Lonely. "I don't have ajob, Millie. |
don't need one."

"Y our parents are that rich?'

| thought about Dad, the skinflint, with his Cadillac and his bottle. "My dad does dl right, but |
don't take anything from him. | have my own money—banking interests.”

"Y ou don't go to school and you don't work? What do you do?"
| smiled without humor. "l read alot.”

"You sad that."

"Wdl...it'strue”

She looked out the window on the other side of the cab. Both her hands clutched tightly around
her purse. Findly she turned back and said, "'| ate before the show, but some cappuccino or espresso
at one of those sdewalk caféswould be nice."

A couple of days after the bank robbery, when my nerves had settled somewhat, | moved into
the Gramercy Park hotdl. Thiswas nice for awhile, but the atmosphere of the hotel and the size of the
room got to me after amonth.

| started looking for an apartment in the Village, fird, but, even though | could afford things
there, most of the places wanted references and ID and bank accounts—stuff | didn't have. Finaly |
found aplacein East Hatbush for half the money with half the hasde. | got ayear'slease and paid the
landlord in postal money ordersfor the deposit and three months rent.

He seemed happy.

Shortly after | moved in, | did some minor repairs, added iron brackets on both sides of the
doorsto hold two-by-four drop bars, and walled up awak-in closet off the hal. When | was done, it
was just another blank wall, aroom without an entrance.

Except to me, that is.

And, except for the odd pounding, which | was careful to do during the day while my downgtairs
neighbors were at work, nobody was the wiser since I'd jumped the materias directly into the
apartment from alumberyard in Y onkers. Nobody saw me carry the lengths of two-by-fours or
Shestrock into the gpartment.

| moved the money from the library after that, tacking it nestly on the shelvesin the hidden
closet and devoting an entire week to replacing the Chemical Bank paper straps with rubber bands
and then burning the paper strapsin the kitchen sink.



Beforethat, | just knew that | was going to show up at the library and find a policeman waiting
for me. Now theworst | feared was the landlord coming in and wondering what 1'd done with the
clost.

Covering thewall so cleanly redlly did something for me. It wasn't something | bought with
money. It wasn't something someone esedid for me. It left mefeding good about mysdif.

| resolved to do more work with my handsin the future.

To furnish the gpartment | bought only furniturethat | could lift. If something wastoo big for me
tolift, it had to break apart into liftable pieces. That way | could jump them directly to the gpartment.

Most of my furniture purchases were bookshelves. Most of my other purchases were books.

Milliewasin town for four more days. Shelet mefollow her through severd traditional New
Y ork sghts—the Bronx Zoo, the Metropolitan Museum, the Empire State Building. | took her to see
two more Broadway shows and to adinner a Tavern on the Green. She accepted them reluctantly.

"You'reredly sweet, David, but you're three and a half years younger than me. | don't like you
spending money on me under false pretenses.”

Wewerewalking in Central Park across the Sheep Meadow on our way to the mall. Kites,
bright daubs of flitting pigment, tried to paint the Sky. Bicyclisiswent by in clumps on the sidewak on
the other sde of the fence.

"What'sfalse about it? First of dl, | am not trying to create an implicit contract between the two
of us. | havethismoney and | like spending time with you. The only thing | expect fromitisthetime
itself. Timethat I'm not done. | wouldn't mind something else, but | don't expect to buy it.

"And thisagething isacrock of sexist shit. I'm surprised a you."
Shefrowned. "What's sexist about it?"

"If | were three years older than you, romantic involvement would be possible, even probable.
Have you ever dated someone that much older than you?”'

She blushed.

| went on. "1 think it's acceptable in society because older men have accumulated more worldly
goods. Therefore they make better suitors. Perhaps that's the original reason. Perhapsit'sthat dpha
male crap. Older bulls have survived longer, making their genesworth coveting. Aren't you above
those outdated factors? Are you going to let amaeidea of what and who you should be make your
choicesfor you?'

"Givemeabreak, David!"

| shrugged. "If you don't want to spend the time with me for other reasons, just say so. Just don't



usethat agething." | stared down at my feet and said in aquieter voice, "1 have to put up with enough
shit because of my age.”

Shedidn't say anything for along time, until we were walking past the fountain café. My ears
started to burn and | was mad at myself—almost ashamed for some reason. | wished I'd kept my
mouth shut.

"It'snot particularly fair, isit,” she said, findly. "We get this conditioning, thismind-st. It's
pumped into usfrom the timewe'relittle kids." She stopped walking when we were back on the
sdewalk, and sat on anearby bench. "Let metry it another way. It'snot fair to get involved with you,
not for either of us, when I'm flying back to Stillwater tomorrow.”

| shrugged. "I dready travel agreat ded. OSU isn't that far out of the way."

She shook her head. "'l just don't know."

"Comeon." | grabbed her hand and pulled her up. "I'll buy you an Itdianice.”

Shelaughed. "No. I'll buy you an Itdianice. My budget will stretch that far.” She held onto my
hand after shewas up. "And I'll try to keep an open mind about things.”

"What sort of things?”

"Things Jugt things. Shut up. And quit smiling.”

It wasn't until after | got the gpartment that | went back to Dad's house. While | was staying in
the Gramercy Park, | had the hotel do my laundry and | ate room serviceif | didn't want to go out, so
| had less reason than usua to jump back to Stanville.

My second day in the gpartment, though, | needed a hammer and anail to hang aframed print
I'd bought in the Village. | could have jumped to astore, but | wanted to hang it right then.

| jumped directly to Dad's garage and rummaged through the shelves for anail. I'd found one
and was picking up the hammer when | heard footsteps. | glanced out the garage door windows and
saw thetop of Dad's car.

Oh. It's Saturday.

The door from the kitchen started to open and | jumped back to my apartment.

I hit my thumb twice while pounding in the nail for the picture. Then, when | hungiit, | found that
I'd put it too low and had it to do dl over again, including hitting my thumb.

Damn him, anyway!

| jumped back to the garage, threw the hammer down on the workbench with aloud clatter, and
jumped back to the gpartment.



Serve himright, | thought, to come running back in again and find nothing.

The next week | jumped to the house and, after determining he wasn't home, did aload of
laundry. While the washer ran | walked through the house, seeing what was changed.

The house was much negater than when I'd done laundry four weeks previoudy. | wondered if he
had hired someone since | wasn't there anymore to do the housework. His room was not quite as
neat, socks and shirtsthrown inapileinthe corner. A pair of dacks hung crookedly over the back of
achair. | remembered finding Dad'swallet when I'd pulled apair of pants like those off him. That was
when 1'd found the hundred dollar hills.

The back of my head throbbed, as usua, when | remembered that money. Most of that money
had been taken from me when | was mugged in Brooklyn. | felt atwinge of guilt.

Hell.

It took me lessthan half a minute to jump back to my money closet, pull twenty-two
hundred-dollar bills, and jump back. The money made a nice pattern on his bedspread, five rows of
four, with asingle hundred dollar bill for each sde.

| thought about him coming back into the house and finding them there, laid out. | savored the
surprise, the shock, and thought about the language he'd use.

When | took the clothes out of the dryer, | resolved to find some other place to do my laundry. |
liked the fedling of being out of debt to him.

The only things| would take from the house from now on, | resolved, would be things from my
room, things that belonged to me. Nothing €lse from him. Not a solitary thing.

| started looking for other jJumpersin the places | was most comfortable—libraries. My sources
were books | used to laugh at, shelved in the occult/ESP section. There wasn't much | could credit as
anything more than folklore, but | found myself reading them with a desperate intensity.

Therewere an awful lot of booksin the "woo-woo" section of thelibrary: pretty bizarre
suff—rains of frogs, circlesin whest fields, hauntings, prophets, people with past lives, mind readers,
spoon benders, dowsers, and UFOs.

There weren't very many teleports.

I moved from the Stanville Library to the New Y ork Public Library's research branch, the one
with the lions out front. There was more stuff, but lord, the evidence wasn't very convincing.
Wel—actudly, what evidence?

My talent seemsto be documentable. It's repeatable. It's verifiable.

| think.



To behonest, | only knew that | could repeet it. | knew that my experience seemed repeatable.
| hadn't performed it severa times before unbiased witnesses. And | wasn't about to, either.

The only objective evidence | could point to, was the bank robbery. It made the paper, after all.
Maybe my hunt for other teleports should pursue reports of unsolved crimes?

Right, Davy. How does that help you find other teleports? It doesn't even guarantee that
there are other teleports, just unsolved crimes.

| dropped the search for awhile, discouraged, and instead thought about why.
Why could | teleport? Not how. Why? What was it about me?

Could everybody teleport if they were put in a desperate enough position? | couldn't believe
that. Too many people were put in those positions and they just endured, suffered, or broke.

If they escaped the Situation it was by ordinary means, often—like my encounter with
Topper—running from the frying pan into the fire. Still, maybe there were afew who escaped my

way.

Again, why me?Wasit genetic? The thought that perhaps Dad could teleport made my blood
run cold, made melook in dark corners and behind my back. Rationaly | doubted it. There were too
many times held have jumped if he could. But no matter how many times| told mysdlf that, the gut
feding dill remained.

Could Mom teleport? Is that what she did? Jump away from Dad, like | did? Why didn't she
take me? If she could teleport, why didn't she come back for me?

And if she couldn't teleport, what happened to her?

All my life, I'd wondered if | was some sort of alien—some sort of strange changeling. Among
other things, it would explain why Dad treated me the way he did.

According to many of the more extreme books, the government was actively covering up al this
information—conceding evidence, muffling witnesses, and manufacturing spurious dterndive
explanations.

This behavior reminded me of Dad. Facts congtantly shifted around our house. Permissions
changed, events mutated, and memories faded. | often wondered if | was crazy or hewas.

| didn't think I was an dien, though... but | wasn't sure.

My landlord gave me afunny look when | asked if | could pay him the monthly rent in cash.

"Cash?Hédll, no. Those postal orders are bad enough. Why don't you get a bank account? |
thought it was strange when you paid with those postal orders, but | put it down to you being new in
town. Y ou want to have the IRS down on me?"



| shook my head. "No."

He narrowed hiseyes. "The IRS really frowns on large cash transactions. | wouldn't want to
think there's something funny about your income.”

| shook my head. "No. | just have alot of cash left over from atrip | took." My earswere
burning and my stomach felt funny.

Later intheday | gave my landlord another postal money order for the rent, but | could see him
thinking about it.

A woman on the phone told me that to open an account with her bank | would need adriver's
license and a Socia Security number. | had neither. Even talking to her | had to use a public phone. |
was afraid to try and get a phone without 1.D.

| put athousand dollarsin my pocket and jumped to Manhattan, west of Times Square, where
the adult bookstores and porno theaters line Forty-second Street and Eighth Avenue. In two hours|
was offered drugs, girls, boys, and children. When one of them said they could provide adriver's
licensg, it was only to lure me down an dleyway, so they could "jump” me. | jumped first and quit
trying for the day.

The Stanville Public Library isjust off the downtown district, a three-block-by-two-block area
of public buildings, restaurants, and dying stores. The Wa-Mart a the edge of town and the big mdll
twenty miles away in Waverly were taking the downtown business.

| walked dong Main Street and thought about how different this stupid little town was from New
York City.

The boarded-up front of the Royae movie theater had graffiti on the plywood, but the message
was"StdlionsRule!” In New Y ork the graffiti on theaters was obscene or angry, not high school
ahletic bragging. On the other hand, there were over fifty movie theatersin the midtown section of
Manhattan and that didn't count the porno houses. Here in Stanville the only theater was closed, done
in by the video business. If people wanted areal movie theater, they had to drive to the sixplex in
Waverly.

It was pointless to compare restaurants, but the variety and range of them hit home when | came
to the Dairy Queen. It was brick with high glass windows and bright fluorescent lighting. It had dl the
atmosphere and charm of adoctor's examining room. | thought of seven spotsin Greenwich Village
that would serve me anything from gourmet ice cream to "tofutti” to frozen yogurt to Bavarian cream
pie. | could be at any of themin the blink of an eye.

"I'd likeasmdl dip cone, please.”
| didn't know the elderly woman behind the counter, but Robert Werner, who used to bein

biology classwith me, wasflipping burgers. He looked up from the grill, saw me, and frowned, asif |
was familiar but he couldn't place me. It had been over ayear, but it hurt that he didn't recognize me.



"That will be seventy-three cents."

| paid. Inthe Villageit would have been considerably more. As| walked back to one of the
plastic laminated booths | saw mysdlf in the mirror that ran aong the back wall. No wonder Robert
couldn't place me.

| was wearing dacks from Bergdorf's, ashirt I'd gotten from some snotty clerk on Madison
Avenue, and shoes from Saks Fifth Avenue. My hair was cut negtly, dightly punkoid, far different
from the untrimmed mess I'd worn ayear before. Then | would have been wearing worn, ill-fitting
jeans, shirtswith clashing patterns, and three-year-old tennis shoes. There would have been holesin
the socks.

| stared for amoment, aghostly overlay of that earlier, awvkward me causing meto shudder. |
sat down, facing away from the mirror, and ate my ice cream.

Robert came out from the kitchen to bus atable near me. Helooked a me again, sill puzzled.
What the hell.

"How'sit going, Robert?

He smiled and shrugged. "Okay. How about you? Long time no see.”

Hedlill didn't placeme.

| laughed. "Y ou might say that. Not for over ayear.”

"That would have been &...?" He paused, asif remembering, inviting metofill in the blank.

| grinned. "Y ou're going to have to remember dl on your own. I won't help you."

He glared then. "Okay. Dammit. | know you, but where from? Give me a bregk!"

| shook my head and nibbled on my cone.

Heturned to finish bussing the table, then straightened up suddenly. "Davy? Chrigt, Davy Ricel"
"Bingo."

"| thought you did amilk carton.”

| grimeced. "Poeticaly put.”

"Did you go back home?'

"No!" | blinked, surprised a the forcein my voice. More softly | said, "No, | didn't. I'm just
seeing the old hometown.”

"Oh." He put hishandsin his pockets. "Wdll, you look redlly good. Redlly different.”



“I'mdoingdl right. I..." | shrugged.

"Where are you living now?"

| sarted to lie, to tell him something mideading, but it seemed petty. "1'd rather not say.”
Hefrowned. "Oh. Isyour dad il putting those posters up?”

"Chrig, | hope not.”

He started wiping the table. "Y ou going to be here on Saturday? There's a party at Sue
Kimmd's"

| felt my faceturning red. "I was never in with those guys. Half of them are college kids. They
wouldn't want methere.”

He shrugged. "I don't know. Hell, maybe they think too much about clothes and things. They
only invited me because my sster's closeto Sue. Y ou look morelike you'd fit in now than | do. If you
want to go with me, I'll vouch for you."

Christ, I must've changed a lot.

"Don't you have a date?'

"Nah. Nothing definite. Trish McMillan will be there and we sort of have thisthing, but it'snot a
date"

"It'snice of you, Robert. Y ou don't really owe me anything like that."

Heblinked. "WdL... it'snot like | hang out with ahigh-class group. Maybe you'll add something
tomy image.”

"Well... I'd liketo. Y ou working here al week?'

"Y eah, even Saturday until Sx. That old college-fund grind.”

"When do you think you'l be ready to go?'

"Eight, maybe."

"Youdriving?'

He pointed out into the parking lot. "Y eah, that old clunker's mine."

| took adeep breath. | didn't want to go to his house. | didn't know what his parents would say
to me or about me to Dad. The thought of going to that party, though... that really tempted me.

"Could you pick me up here?’

"Sure. Eight sharp, Saturday night.”



| spent sometime that evening talking to Millie on the phone. It was frugtrating because | kept
having to put quartersin the pay phone.

" S0, how's school so far?!

"Okay. Haven't redlly had to struggle yet. It'sjust the firgt month.”

A recorded message asked me to add more money. | shoved several quartersin. Millie laughed.

"You redly need to get a phone.”

"I'mworking onit. Getting aphonein New York... I'll cal you with the number when | get it."

"Okay."

| was standing at the phonesin the back [obby of the Grand Hyait by Grand Central, asmal
mountain of quarters on the ledgein front of me. People swept past, going to the bathrooms.
Occasondly aHyatt security man in asuit would roust nonguests out of the bathroom. They were
usualy black, poorly dressed, and carrying plagtic bagsfilled with miscellaneous belongings.

For some reason it bothered me that the security guard was black, too.

"What did you say?'

Milliewasindignant. "I said thereés a party I've been invited to in two weeks. | don't want to go
because Mark will be there."

"Mark'syour old boyfriend?"
"Yegh. Only hethinksI'm il involved with him."
"How'sthat? | thought you didn't return hiscalsor let him in your apartment.”

"l don't. HE'samazing. Oblivious. And the sonofabitch keepsit up even though | know he's
dating someonedse"

"Hmmm. Y ou sound like you'd redlly like to go to this party.”

"Wdl. Shit. | don't want to make decisions based on avoiding or seeing him. It pisses me off."
"I could—"

The recording had me put more money in.

"What did you say, David?'



"1 could go with you if you like."

"Getreal. Yourein New York."

"Sure. Now. In two weeks | could bein Stillwater."

Shewas quiet for amoment. "Well, it would be nice. I'll believeit when | seeit, though.”
"Hey! Count on it. Will you pick me up at the airport? Or should | take ataxi?"

"Chrigt! A taxi won't run sixty milesto Stillwater. I'll come get you, but it will have to be after
clases"

"Okay."

"What, you mean it?"

IIYall

Shewas quiet again. "Well, okay then. Let me know."

That took care of my next two Saturday nights. | said good-bye and hung up. The security guard
came out of the rest room following closely behind another street person. | swept the rest of the
quarters off the ledge and dropped them in one of this guy's plastic bags. He looked at me, Sartled
and, perhaps, alittle frightened. The security man glowered at me.

| walked around the corner and jumped away.

Leo Pasquae was abellboy at the Gramercy Park, the nice hotdl I'd stayed at before | got my
gpartment. He was the winner in the hotel-staff dominance due over who waited on me.

I tipwdl.

"Hey, Mr. Rice. Niceto seeyou."

| nodded. "Hello, Leo."

"Areyou back with us? What room?"

| shook my head. "No. I've got an apartment now. | could use your help with something,
though."

Helooked around at the bell captain, then tilted his head to the elevator. "L et's ride up to ten.”

"Okay."



On the tenth floor he led me down the hall and opened aroom with a passkey. "Comeonin," he
sad.

The room was asuite. He opened a door and we waked out onto alarge balcony, dmost a
terrace. The afternoon was pleasant, warm without being muggy. The traffic noise rose up from
Lexington Avenuein waves, dmost like surf. Buildings rose around us like mountain liffs.

"What do you need, David? Girls? Something in arecreationa drug?'

| took the money out of my pocket and counted out five hundred-dollar bills. | gavethemto him
and hdd the remaining five hundred in my other hand where they were il visible.

"Down payment. The rest you get on ddlivery.”
Helicked hislips. "Ddivery of what?"

It was my turn to hesitate. "1 want aNew Y ork State driver's license good enough to pass a
police check."

"Hell, man. Y ou can buy afake driver'slicense for less than ahundred... agood one for under
two-fifty."

| shook my head. "Y our money isjust afinder'sfee, Leo. I'm not paying for afake D with this
thousand. I'm paying to be hooked up with an expert. | expect to pay for his services mysdlf.”

Leoraised hiseyebrows and licked hislipsagain. "All of the thousand is mine, though?"

"If you come up with the product. But if it's hackwork, if it's no good, forget the second five
hundred. Find me awizard and the rest of the money isyours. Can you do it?!

He rubbed the bills between hisfingers, feding the texture of the paper. "Y eah. I'm pretty sure. |
don't know anyone directly, but | know alot of illegaswith redly good papers. Y ou got anumber |
can reach you at?'

| smiled. "No."

Ilcmlll

| shook my head. "I don't have aphone. I'll check back. When will you know something?”

Hefolded the money carefully and put it in his pocket. “Try metomorrow."

| paid a homeess man twenty dollars plus cost to go into aliquor store and buy amagnum of
their more expensve champagne. He came out with the large bottle in one hand and ajug of wine
under his other arm.

"Here, kid. Have ahdl of atime. | certainly intend to."



| thought of Dad. | considered taking this guy's wine away from him, grabbing it and jumping
before he could do anything. Instead | said "Thank you" politely and jumped back to my apartment as
soon as held turned away.

The champagne barely fit in thetiny refrigerator lying down, but not standing, and even then it
bumped against the door. | leaned achair against the door to keep it shut.

| spent the next two hours up on Fifth Avenue, buying clothes and shoes. A few of the clerks
even remembered me. After that | went to my hairstylist in the Village and got a haircut.

You don't even like those people, Davy. Why all the fuss?

| shaved carefully, scraping the few whiskers from my face with only afew nicks. | resolved to
buy an eectric razor. Hope the bleeding stops before tonight. Thefacein the mirror wasa
stranger's, quiet and calm. There was no trace of the shaky stomach or the pounding heart. | wiped at
thetiny bright beads of blood with adamp finger, smearing them.

Hdll.

| till had three hours before the party, but | didn't want to read or deep or watch the tube. |
dressed in some of the old, comfortable clothes, the ones | brought with meto New Y ork, and
jumped to the backyard of Dad's house.

The car wasn't there. | jumped to my room.

Therewasathin film of dust on the desk and windowsll. There wasthe faint smell of mildew. |
tried to open the door to the hdl, but the door was stuck. | pulled harder, but it wouldn't budge.

| jumped to the hallway.

Therewas a bright, shiny padlock hasp screwed into the wood on the door and frame. A large
brass padlock held it secure. | scratched my head. What on earth?

| walked down the hall to the kitchen and found the note on the refrigerator.

Davy,

What do you want? Why don't you just come home? | promise not to hit you anymore. I'm
sorry about that. Sometimes my temper gets the better of me. | wish you wouldn't keep coming into
the house unless you're coming home for good. It scares me. | might mistake you for aburglar and
accidentally shoot you. Just come home, okay?

Dad

It was held to the refrigerator by amagnet 1'd decorated in elementary school, aclay blobin
green and blue. | dipped the note out and crumpled it into alittle ball.

More promises. Well, there's been enough broken promisesin the past. Asan afterthought |
uncrumpled one corner of the note and stuck it back under the magnet. It hung there, aball of paper



held to the refrigerator by the blob of colored clay.
Let's see what he thinks of that.
| was angry and my head hurt. Why do | keep coming back here? | picked up the flour canister

from the counter. It was alarge glass jar with awooden top. | tossed it up, high above thefloor. It
dowed, just below the ceiling, hung there, and then dropped. Beforeit hit thefloor | jumped.

SX

"Chrigt, where do you get your clothes?!

| shrugged instead of answering and climbed into Robert's car. The springs creaked and | had to
dam the door twice before it would catch. | put the champagne bottle on the seat between us, awhite
ribbon tied around its neck.

Robert eased out of the parking lot gingerly, the springs rocking excessively aswe went over the
gutter. "Shocks are shot,” he said. "But it'sugly.”

"Great. How many people are going to be &t this party?*

Hewaved hisfree hand. "Oh, fifty, ahundred, who knows. They got band for it, | think. She can
affordit.”

"What will her parents be doing?'

"They'reout of date.”

Good.

We had to park half ablock down the street because of the accumulated cars. Therewasa
crowd of Stanville High football players standing around the front door, beer cans and cigarettesin
hand and mouth. We threaded our way between them.

One of them cadled out, "Who's your date, Robert?"

Robert just kept on walking like he hadn't heard, but | saw his neck turn red. | paused at the
door and looked around. They were all grinning. The one who spoke was Kevin Giamotti, who used
to extort lunch money from mein junior high. I looked at him, my stomach knotting for asecond, my
heart beating faster.

Christ, he'sjust a kid!

| shook my head and started to laugh. Compared to those guysin the dley near Times Square,
Kevin was ababy. And I'd been scared of him? It seemed ridiculous.

Kevin stopped grinning. "What?' He started to frown.



"Nothing," | said, waving my hand. "Absolutely nothing." | turned, laughing even harder, dmost
uncontrollably, and went into the house,

Sue Kimméd stood at the end of the hall talking with a couple who seemed far moreinterested in
touching each other than listening to her.

"Youtwoin heat or what?' shesaid. "The bar'sin the living room. If you're going to drink, give
your keysto Tommy. He's behind the bar."

The couple moved on, joined permanently at hip and lip.
"Hdllo, Robert. Who'sthis?’

Robert opened hismouth and | said quickly, "I'm David." | brought the bottle from behind me
and presented it with adight bow. " So nice of you to let me come.”

She raised her eyebrows and took the bottle. "The pleasure, Miss Dodlittle, isal mine, I'm sure.
Bollinger? They don't sall thisaround here. Folks around here think Andre'sis hot shit." She touched
the bow and ran her finger down the condensation on the bottle. "Where did you get it?"

| swalowed and sad, "My refrigerator.”

Shelaughed. "Subtle. Wéll, | shan't stare down the horse's mouth any longer.” Shelooked at
Robert. "Trish was looking for you. She's out on the patio.”

"Thanks, Sue." Heturned to me, "Y ou want to meet Trish?"

| started to say something but Sue Kimme said, "I'll bring him dong in aminute. After we open
this"

| found mysdlf being gently steered down the hall and into alarge room crowded with men and
women my age or older. The temperature was severd degrees higher than in the halway. | loosened
my tie and followed as Sue pushed her way through the crowd, using the cold, wet champagne bottle
as ashepherd's crook, steering people right and left by touching exposed skin or thin cloth.

Wefindly ended up a along bar running the length of the far wall. A big man, perhaps six feet
four, stood behind the bar, using abuilt-in tap to fill abeer mug for one of the guys pressed up againgt
the bar. He wore a strap over his shoulder festooned with car keys.

"Yo, Tommy!"

"Yo, Sue"

She put the magnum of Bollinger on the counter. "Glasses."

"Yo."

He pulled two wineglasses off arack behind the bar.



"Not those... theflutes. Chrigt, Tommy. Champagne flutes."
She looked over at me and rolled her eyes. Tommy blushed.

"l use mason jarsmysalf,” | said. | smiled at Tommy and he nodded after a minute, then moved
down the bar to fill another beer mug.

"Wdl?'

| turned to Sue and raised my eyebrows.

She gestured at the bottle.

"Oh, well, okay."

I'd read up on opening champagne, just in case this happened. The lead foil came off pretty
much likeit should and | started on the wire, untwisting and lifting it gently away from the cork. The

way Sue had sivung it around, | was afraid it might go off like abomb.

Thebook | read said to ease the cork out gently, keeping afirm grip on the cork, to prevent it
from flying off and hitting someone. Shooting the cork off, the book said, "wasfor buffoons and fops.”

| tried to ease it out, but the thing seemed immovable. | resorted to tugging and twisting, but it
till wouldn't move. 1 lifted it off the bar and put it between my legs, so | could get abetter grip. This
put my head down at the level of Su€'s breasts.

"My, David? What's that between your legs?' She put ahand behind my head and pulled me
dightly closer. My forehead bumped against the hollow of her throat and | stared straight down her
dress. She smelled of perfume and skin.

| tried to straighten up, my ears and face burning. The cork loosened dightly in the neck of the
bottle. | managed to pull away from Sue.

Sue was laughing, watching me blush. Then her smiledied and | felt ahand grab my shoulder
and pull me around. A voice, loud and deep, shouted in my ear. "What the fuck you doing with my
gn?

Hewasn't asbig as Tommy, but he still towered over me, large, blond, bearded. | stared at him,
blank, gtill holding the unopened bottle. He shoved me and | took a step back, bumping into the bar
and Sue, and inadvertently shook the champagne. That'swhen it went off.

The cork caught him on the chin, snagpping his mouth shut on histongue. Champagne geysered
forth, soaking both him and me. | stared in horror, trying in vain to stop the flood with my thumb. This
just caused the foam to spray rather than gush.

Beside mel heard Sue say, dmost under her breath, "Premature gjaculation... again.”

"Youlittle shit!"



Helunged for me, his hands going for my throat. | dropped, collgpsing into abdl, hisweight
coming down on top of me, covering me, hiding me.

| jumped.

The champagne-soaked tie and shirt made awet thwack asit hit thewal in my bathroom.
"Dammit. Dammit. Dammit."

Why does this shit always happen to me?

Therewas an achein my throat and | wanted to punch something, break things. | stared at
mysdlf inthemirror.

Wet hair plastered my forehead and my jaw was clenched tightly shut. The muscles stood out on
the sde of my face and neck. | relaxed my jaw and found that my teeth had been aching. | took deep
breaths, leaning forward on the counter.

After aminute| ran cold water and washed my face and rinsed the hair in front, to get rid of the
winesmédl. | combed my hair back in adick, smooth shell.

The differencein my appearance was striking. My hair looked much darker and the shape of my
head was changed. | frowned, then went into the bedroom and picked out a black shirt with a stiff,
upright collar. | put it on and checked out the result in the mirror.

| looked very little like the boy who walked into Sue Kimmel's with the champagne.

| jumped.

The football players had abandoned the front porch, but their spoor, crushed beer cans and
cigarette butts, dotted the walk and grass. Even before | got to the house | could tell that the band
had started—bass and drumbeat shook the sidewak and made the windows réttle. | opened the door
and the sound struck me with almost papable force.

| considered jumping home again, but took a deep breath and leaned into the noise.

The hall was more crowded than before, but when | finaly won free to the room with bar, it was
less so. Thewall of noise came from the other end of the room. | could see people dancing like they
wereinsane.

There were only a couple of people at the bar, though Tommy was till behind it, drumming on
the surface in time with the music. There were twice as many keys around his neck as before,

I hooked afoot on the bar rail and leaned my elbows forward. He glanced at me, then looked
again. He came down to the end of the bar and shouted over the music. "Chrigt. Y ou sure changed
quick. | thought | knew everybody who lived in this neighborhood."



| shook my head. ™Y ou probably do. I'm not from around here."

"Well, you sure faded fast. Sue waslooking for you."

Ild,]?l

He reached down behind the bar and came up with the magnum of Ballinger's. "There's some
left. Y ou probably could have drained a quart from Lester's shirt, but that would taste rancid." He
pulled down atulip glass and filled it, draining the bottle to do so.

"Woas Lester the guy who jumped me?"

"Y eah. Sue sent him home. Shewasfurious.

| smiled. "Maybe | shouldn't have come back mysdlf. I'm glad he's not here though.”

Tommy nodded. "He could fal down aholefor dl | care.”

| blinked. "Dont like him, en?'

He nodded, grinned, and went down to the other end of the bar.

The champagne tasted like unsweetened ginger de, its aftertaste unpleasant. | looked in the bar
mirror and un-wrinkled my nose. | shifted my grip on the glass, trying to look more sophisticated, less
awkward. | spped at the champagne again and shuddered.

Some sophidticate.

| took the glass and wandered out onto the veranda, away from the music. There were tables
and chairs, white, wrought-iron. Three of them were occupied. One was off by itself, in the shadow of
the hedge. | sat down.

The band started playing oldies, songs from the early sixties. They'd been hits before | was born,
but I'd heard them often enough. My mom would listen to nothing but old rock and roll, songsfrom
her teens. | grew up listening to them, wondering what they were about. Didn't particularly like them,
didnt particularly didikethem.

| knew dl the words.

"Thereyou are.”

Sue Kimméd pulled up one of the patio chairs and put down aglass of something withice.
"Tommy said you were back, but | walked past you three times before | redized you'd changed
clothes™

| licked my lips. "I didn't mean to cause problems.”

Sherolled her eyes. "L ester isthe one who caused problems.”



"Hemust love you very much.”

She laughed. "Love? Lester doesn't know the meaning of the word. Lester stakesterritories.
Lester would pisson fire hydrantsif he thought other people had a keen enough sense of smell.”

| didn't know what to say so | took another sip of the champagne. Ugh.

She swdlowed some of her drink and smacked her lips. "I wanted to apologize to you, actualy,
for Lester's behavior. He doesn't redlize it, but we're in the process of breaking up.”

"I'msorry.”

"Y ou've nothing to be sorry about. 1'd been thinking about it al week. He's pissed me off too
many times™

| took another sip. The taste was bad, but it didn't seem quite as bad as before. | lifted my glass
to her, but didn't say anything.

Shelifted hersand drained it. "Come on,” she said. "L et'sdance.”

| felt arush of panic. Dance?| set the glass down. "I'm not very good.”
"Who cares. Comeon."

"I redly rather not."

She grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the chair. "Comeon." Shedidn't let go of my arm,
pulling metoward the music.

The band was playing something very fast, very loud. We threaded our way between gyrating
bodies until afew square feet of floor space opened up. | felt closed in, threatened by al the close
bodies and flying limbs. She started to dance. | stood there for amoment, then started moving. The
music pounded on me like waves at the beach. | tried to find arhythm that matched it, but the tempo
wastoo fast.

Sue was oblivious, her eyes closed, her legs pumping in counterpoint to the music. | tried not to
dtare at the parts of her that bounced up and down. | felt miserable.

| waited until she was spinning around, facing away from her, and jumped back to the petio.
Someone gasped to my right. | looked over and saw agirl staring a me from one of the other tables.
"Jesus! | didn't see you walk up, dressed in dl that black.”

"Sorry. Didn't mean to startle you.” | picked up the champagne flute and took it back to the bar.

"Yo, Tommy."

"Y o, David. No more champagne, man."

"Rl it with ginger de. And put ahead onit."



He grinned and filled it from the fountain gun. "Ze ginger de, mongeur.”

"Thanks"

I moved back onto the porch and reclaimed my seat. After amoment, Sue came out, looking
puzzled, and alittle angry.

"What's the big idea? Don't you know how many guys at this party want to dance with me?
"l can seewhy. Y ou're very attractive and you dance like adream.”

She blinked, her mouth half open to say something. She closed it and sat down. "That was good.
Very good. Almost too good. Why don't you want to dance with me?"

| shrugged. "I fed foolish. Y ou know what you're doing out there. | fed likeaclumsy jerk. The
contrast ispainful. I'm shalow, | guess, but | don't want everybody to know just how shalow.”

"Y eah. Red shdlow. Compared to Lester, you're a bottomless pit."

"I'll bet Lester can dance."

"In afakey, sdf-centered kind of way. More John Travoltathan Baryshnikov."

| shrugged again and fdlt stupid. Is shrugging the only expression | know?

"I'm going to get adrink. Y ou need anything?"

| held up my ginger de.

"Don't disappear on me."

"Yes, maam."

She came back with her glassfilled with some amber fluid. Behind her came Robert and a pretty
;ﬁ?;?vlvx?udy recognized from high school. Shewas Trish McMillan, the girl Robert "sort of had

"Hell, man. I've been looking all over for you," Robert said. "Y ou okay? | heard Lester climbed
al over you."

"I'mfine”
"How'd you change so quick? Y ou have abag with you?'
| smiled and resorted to the ever popular, multipurpose shrug.

Helooked like he wanted to ask more, but Trish spoke then. "Robert said he brought you to the
party, but | didn't realize that you were David Rice. How long ago did you run away?'



Sue looked from Trish to me. "What do you mean, run away?"

| picked up my glass and drank some more ginger de. | didn't think a shrug was going to work.
"| left home one year and two months ago.”

Trishwouldn't leaveit done. "Wdll, jeez. Y ou look like you came out dl right. Do you
recommend it?"

"It would depend.”

"Onwhat?'

"On how bad you had it at home. It's got to be pretty awful before being arunaway is better.”
"Well, what about in your case?"

| put my glassdown. "I'd rather not talk about my case.”

She blinked. "Wdll, I'm sure | didn't mean to pry. Sorry."

"No problem. Nice weather were having.”

Robert looked uncomfortable. ™Y eah, some weather. David, I'm going to run Trish home. | can
come get you after.”

| shook my head. "Thanks. | can get home from here."
They got up to leave. Sue said, "Contraception, Trish. That vital conversation before.”
Trish and Robert blushed in unison.

"Yeah, right," said Robert.

When they were gone Sue turned back to me.
"Nicekids. Where do you live?'

| saw no reasonto lie. "New York City."

"Oh. Soyou'rejust vigiting the old hometown."

" dothat."

Shelaughed. "What else do you do?’

"l reed alot."

She swallowed some more of her drink.



"What isthat you'redrinking."
"Glenlivet.”

| shook my head, not understanding.
"Scotch."

"Want some?"

Animage of aman in hisunderwear, black socks, hairy legs, unshaven, an empty bottle of
scotch cradled in hisarm like an infant, mouth open, eyes shut—Dad.

"No. Thank you for asking."

She leaned forward, her neckline drooping. | looked away. She straightened, pulled up a
shoulder strap. | sipped a my ginger ae.

"S0, have you seen the house, David?'
| shook my head.
"Come on. We can find someplace quieter to have a conversation.”

She stood and, staggering dightly, led me back into the house and up the stairs. Her tour
consgted of "thisisthe upgtairs hal. Thisismy bedroom.”

Oh my God.

"Uh, Sue. What are we doing up here?'

She shut the door behind us.

"Conversation. That conversation that | was talking about earlier. Y ou know, to Trish and
Robgrt." Shewalked up to me; | took a step back and fetched up against the closed door. She kept
coming.

"Y ou don't know me from Charles Manson, Sue. | could have every STD in the book."

She put her hands on my shoulders. In her heds shewas dightly taler than me. "Do you?"

"Do | what?'

"Have any sexudly transmitted diseases”

"Uh, not to my knowledge.”



She pressed her mouth hard againgt mine. Her tongue flicked along my lips, darted between my
teeth. | felt the skin crawl aong the back of my head and down my back, an eerie, not unpleasurable
sensation. Her mouth, though, tasted of scotch. | pushed her gently away.

"Uh, hold up." Oh God, she's beautiful. | didn't know what to say. | wanted to deep with her. |
wanted to run. | wanted to just jump away.

What about Millie?
She molded her body to mine. "What? Y ou don't like me? Isthis something €l se you don't do?"
"Uh, uh... wherésyour bathroom?"

She pointed to adoor on the other side of the room and followed me over toit. | went inside
and found asmdl bathroom with no other exit. Oh shit.

Sheturned on thelight.

"Condoms," she said. "Arein the bottom drawer." She shut the door with asnap, not unlike the
popping noise amousetrap makes when it trips.

| opened the bottom drawer. One box of Trojan Gold condoms sat among hair ties, curlers, and
atube of K-Y jely. Only one box? Does that make her conservative or easy? | pushed it shut and
looked at the window. It was two feet square, to the right of the sink. It opened inward. | stuck my
head out. There was adrop of twenty feet on a sheer brick wall.

It would have to do.

| took some of her lipstick and wrote on the mirror, "SORRY, | CAN'T." Then | flushed the
toilet, made sure the door was unlocked, and jumped home to Brooklyn.

"They found someone who matched your physica stats and duplicated hislicense with your
picture. The name may be alittle different, but close. Of course the addressishis, but if they run your
license, the dispatcher will find everything agreesin the computer.” He paused and looked a me. "Oh.
They aso have accessto thered plastic, and stock, and embossers. Y our licenseisreal.”

"What about the signature?’ | asked Leo.

"Well, you'l haveto practicethat.”

| walked in sllence thinking about it, glancing occasiondly at the card.

We reached Lexington and started up it.

"It'sredly agood dedl, Mr. Rice. Honest."

"Relax, Leo. It'sokay. | agree.” | paid him the fee, plus abonus, and we parted.



Later that day, | put thirty thousand dollarsin ashare draft account at Liberty Savings & Loan
for David Michael Reece. That was the name on my newly acquired driver'slicense. | made up a
Socid Security number. The girl offered me achoice of atoaster oven or afood processor. | took the
toagter.

With my new checks | bought aticket, first-class, oneway, to Will Rogers World Airport,
Oklahoma City.

"Areyou sure you don't want around-trip ticket? If you buy a one-way ticket back, it'll cost you
over three hundred dollars more... fird-class."

"No thank you. | don't need areturn ticket."

"Oh, you're not coming back?'

| shook my head. "No. I'm coming back. Just by other means.”
"Oh. You mug bedriving."

| shrugged. Let her think what she wanted.

Sincel didn't have a"magjor credit card" she said I'd have to pick up the ticket after the check
cleared.

My ears started to burn and | felt like I'd done something wrong. "Why don't | just pay in cash
then?' | took out aroll of fifties.

She gtared. "Uh, we prefer not to dedl in cash. Areyou in ahurry to get the ticket?'

"Yes." | bit off theword. What's wrong with me?

"L et me check with my boss."

She waked back through adoor. | felt, for some reason, like | was sitting outside the principd's
office, waiting to be lectured on proper behavior. | fet like walking out. | felt like smashing things. |
fdtlikecrying.

I'd just about decided to jump back to my apartment and blow off the whole experience when
she came back through the door with an older woman.

"Hdlo, Mr. Reece, I'm Charlotte Black, the owner."
"Hi." My voice was colorless, listless.

"We normally don't take cash, because our accountant frowns upon it. Also, | take the deposits
to the bank and, frankly, it makes me alittle nervousto carry cash in this neighborhood.”

"Ah. | can understand that,” | said. The back of my head twinged. "I don't want to make abig
issue of this, but I'm going to be traveling agreat dedl. I'd like to make dl my arrangementsin one



place." | paused. "But | don't want these waiting-for-the-check-to-clear hasdes.”

She frowned. ™Y ou could establish credit with us and we could open an account, billing you at
the end of each month."

"How would that work?"

"You'dfill out acredit application and wed have our credit agency check you out.”

Oh, great. That'sall | need, inquiriesinto my past.

"How about thisinstead,” | said. "I'll write you a check for ten thousand dollars. When I've used
up that, you tell me and I'll write another check. And," | added, "I'll wait until the check clearsto pick
up my ticket to Oklahoma City."

She blinked and inhaed sharply. "That would be acceptable.”

| scribbled out the check, trying to make the sSignature look casua aswell asresemble the one
onmy driver'slicense. She picked it up and looked at it. "Oh. We bank at Liberty. I'll take this over
at lunch. Can we cdl you this afternoon?"

| shook my head. "My next stop is the phone company. | don't have a phone right now. How
about | drop back by around three."

"Very good, Mr. Reece."

Millie met me at the gate with asmilethat didn't touch her eyes. | fet something shrink inside.
"Hi," | said. | made no move to touch her. She seemed relieved.

"Wow, you got out fast. Y ou must have been sitting near the front.”

| shrugged. "They only had threerowsin first class”

"Oh." She gtarted walking and | fell into step beside her. "Do you have any luggage?

"Judt this" | said, hefting the carry-on.

"Wego thisway to thecar."

We walked down the length of the concourse, took aturn to the right.

"Hold it asecond, please.”

"Huh." She stopped.



Wed cometo asign that ssid OBSERVATION DECK. There was aturndgtile that took dimes
and astairway leading up. "Can we go up there for asecond?'

Sheraised her eyebrows, surprised. "Well, it'sno Empire State Building, but if you want.”

"Thanks." | had to get change for a quarter from the concourse bar before we could goin and
ascend the three flights of stairs. The view was of runways and distant trees and brown grass. |
looked around, memorizing details, so | could jump straight to the airport, next time.

Millie till seemed remote, unsure of hersdlf. | hoped there would be anext time.

"What'swrong," | asked casualy, while | looked out at the airport. | glanced sdeways at her.
Shewas biting her lip.

She saw melooking at her. She closed her mouth. | smiled at her. "Am | aproblem, Millie? Are
you sorry | came?"

She frowned then, opened her mouth, closed it again without saying anything. Then, "Damnit. |
don't know! | hatethis! | fedl like I'm being ajerk and being pressured and | don't know what you
want."

She seemed ready to cry.

| held up my hand. "What do you want?

She turned and stared out the window. "1'm not sure.”

"Whll... why don't wetry to find out? Are you glad or sorry I'm here?”’

"YS"

"Oh. Some of both. Better than completely sorry, | suppose.” | felt alittle lesslike crying mysdif.
"Why do you fed pressured? And to do what?"

She shook her head, amost angrily. "It'snot right! If we were deeping together, maybe | could
justify you spending the money to fly out here. But were not. Since you did spend the money, it's
amog asif | have to degp with you to balance things out.”

"And you don't want to do that, do you?'

She shook her head.

| couldn't help ask, "Not ever?”

She narrowed her eyes. " See? Even you think that's how things are supposed to be."

| blushed. "No. I'm sorry. | don't expect that. | would belying if | said | wouldn't liketo, but |
don't expect it. | flew out hereto go to this party with you. I'm not trying to pressure you into

anything."



"Well, the pressureisthere. It's Stuational .

"Hmmm. Seemslike you've spent more time thinking about degping with methan | have. | find
that very encouraging.”

Sheglared a me. "Give me a break."

"Well, you give me one. Try to assume responsbility for only your own actions. All you've done
Isagreeto go to aparty with me. It seems like you're taking responsibility for my actions, too. I'm an
adult—at least, I'm able to vote. | know I'm younger than you, but that doesn't make you obligated to
'‘take careof me." "

She frowned again. "l can't help how | fed."

"Well," | said, "Do you want meto go away? I'm sure | can find thingsto do for the weekend in
Oklahoma City. Where are the cabs?

"|sthat what you want?'

| blew out my breath abruptly. "What | want isto be with someone who wants me to be there!
I've spent enough time with people who didn't want me with them. | don't likeit."

This stopped her for amoment. After looking blindly out at the runway she said, "Okay. Let's
go."

| hung back. "Where?'

She grabbed my arm, the one with the bag, and pulled me dong. "To the party, damnit!" She
linked her arm in mine on the stairway. "And yes, | do want you to be here. And stop smiling!”

Because of the timing, we got dinner on the road and went straight to the party. | felt astrange
sense of d§javu aswe walked up the sidewalk to the house. Football players wearing letter sweaters
or letter jackets stood outside the front door, drinking beer. Fewer of these smoked, but then, you'd
expect that of collegiate-level athletes. Still, their presence and the throbbing of music frominsdethe
house made methink of last Saturday's party.

Millie introduced me to the hogt, a graduate student in anthropol ogy named Paul something. |
shook hands.

"S0," he asked. "What's your mgor?' Helooked at my clothes and face. "L et me guess. Art
history, freshman.”

| shook my head. "Sorry. I'm from out of town. No mgor. No grade leve.”
"Oh." He sounded disappointed. "Where from?"

"New York City."



"Oh. You rdated to Millie?"!

Millie, who'd been talking to someone e se during this conversation, overheard the lagt bit. "No.
Hesmy date"" Shesad it firmly.

Paul something blinked. "Y es, maam. | just thought he seemed like ayounger cousin or
something.”

Millie shook her finger under hisnose. Y ou sexist pig! If he were three years older than me you
wouldnt say anything. What aload of hypocritica bullshit!"

Paul took a step back. "Okay! Okay." He was grinning. "He's your date. It's not without cultural
precedent.”

Millielooked & me. " Shut your mouth. Something will fly init."
She pulled me off to the kitchen, where the bar was set up.
| decided not to comment.

Sheintroduced meto aseries of persons. | smiled and shook hands, but said very little. Millie
had aglass of wine. | followed her with my ginger de.

Sometime later, | found myself on the patio with Millie and two of her acquaintances. We were
talking about New Y ork, its crime, and its poverty. The one person who hadn't been there had the
strongest opinions.

"l don't buy the homelessthing,” thiswoman was saying. "I think they're on drugsor lazy. They
don't want to work so they beg.”

| raised my eyebrows. "That's pretty black and white."

"What are you saying, thet it'saracist thing?'

Millie hid her mouth behind her hand.

"No. I'm saying your viewpoint istoo smplistic. Sure there are people like you describe. But
I've a so seen women with kidswho can't get work because the only address they haveis astreet
corner and..."

Millie put her hand on my arm. "That'sMark," she said quietly.

| looked over at the door. The guy standing there was alittle taller than me with wide shoulders.
He had blond hair and abeard. Therewas agirl under one of hisarmswith her aams around hiswaist.

He was looking our way, a Millie.

| looked back at the woman with the opinions. ™Y ou would be surprised at the number of
people on the street who don't fit your profile” | let it drop.



Millie pulled in on hersdf, crossing her arms.
Mark continued to stare.

The band started a dow number, Otis Redding's " Sittin' on the Dock of the Bay." "Come on,
Millie. Let'sdance.”

Sheturned her head sharply, asif sheld forgotten | wasthere, and gave measmdl amile.
"Okay."

"Please excuse us,” | said, and led her across the patio, to the door that led to the dance floor.
Mark seemed to watch us the whole way.

"Jesus Chrigt," Millie said in my ear after we were on thefloor. "Did you see theway hewas

garing?"
"Y egh. Don' let him bother you.”
"Eader said than done.”
| stroked her back and she relaxed alittle, swaying mechanically to the music.
"How long does it take?"
"Huh?' | pressed her alittle closer. She didn't seem to mind.
"To get over somebody? Especialy when they won't leave you done.”
"Who broke up with who?"
She gtiffened dightly. "1 broke up with him. He was degping with Sissy."
"Ssgy.”
"Y egh. Thelimpet mineunder hisarm.”
"Ah. But you still cared about him. And he betrayed you."
Her body stiffened and she buried her face in my neck.
| felt ahand on my shoulder. It was Mark.
| shrugged his hand off and continued dancing.
He grabbed a my arm. Millie saw him and stepped away. | turned to face him.

"Just want to cut in, man,” he said, arms spread. There was a smile on hisface, but it was mean.



| took Millie¢sarm and walked off the dance floor. He followed, tried to turn Millie around by
the shoulder. | felt sick to my stomach, remote, theway | did when | knew Dad had been drinking
and was going to punish me. | stepped between him and Millie. He shoved me back into Millie. She
was wearing hedls and one of them caught in the door sill. Sheflailed her armsto keep from fdling.

| steadied her, then looked around.

We were standing by the door to the room. There was arow of light switches behind me. Mark
was standing with his legs spread wide apart, his hands raised. The closest dancers had stopped and
were watching us.

| et likethrowing up. | fdtlikerunning. | felt likekilling Mark for making mefed thisway, for
treating Millie the way he had.

| turned abruptly and used both hands to switch off the lights. The room went dark, the only light
coming from the patio door. | jumped behind Mark, apostion I'd marked before hitting the switches,
grabbed him around thewai s, and lifted him from the floor. Heflailed hisarms and one of hiselbows
smacked meintheeye, but | didn't let go. | jumped to the observation deck of Will Rogers Airport,
sixty milesto the southwest of Stillwater, and dropped him. He staggered away from me, faling to his
kneesin the suddenly different, brightly lit place, putting his hands out before him to catch himself.
Before he could regain hisfeet and turn around, | jumped away, back to the dark spot on the dance
floor. Somebody turned the lights back on.

Millie was looking at mewith wide eyes. | felt my face and winced. She came forward and tilted
my head back, so she could ook a my eye.

"Ouch. We better put someice on that. Where's Mark?”'

| looked around. People started dancing again. | stuck to thetruth. "1 think he left whilethe lights
wereout.”

“Did he hit you?"
“Hiselbow, | think."

She pulled meto the kitchen, her arm intertwined in mine. As we walked she kept looking
around her, looking for Mark.

We passed Sissy in the hall, talking on the phone, one ear plugged with afinger againgt the noise
of the band. She was speaking loudly into the receiver.

"Y ou're where? Don't give methat! Y ou were just here aminute ago! No, | won't come get
you! Y ou want meto drive to someplace you couldn't possibly be? If you don't want to tell methe
truth, don't tell me anything. Fuck you!" She dammed the receiver down and scomped off toward the
dancefloor.

Millie raised her eyebrows and smiled. "Well, | guess he's started lying to her, too. What did you
dotohim?'



| blinked and kept my mouth shuit.

In the kitchen shefilled adish towel with ice cubes and eased it againgt my face. It hurt, but |
was enjoying the attention too much to complain.

"Doesthat fed better?'

"Well, no, but it's probably keeping the swelling down.”

Shelaughed.

We went back to the patio then, with fresh drinks and the towel-wrapped ice. After abit, | did
another dow dance with Millie. Then she danced a couple of fast dances with Paul and another friend.
Then we left.

"I'm glad | went," she said in the car, "but I'm really sorry about your eye.”

"It'sokay. | had agood time. It was worth the trip.”

Shelooked a me over her glasses. Then she sighed and returned her attention to the road. We
drove down by the university; then she pulled into ablock of apartments.

"Whoa What about my hotel ?*
Sheamiled alittle smile. "Waste of money."
"l have the money."

Sheturned off theignition and stared straight ahead for amoment. Then she turned to me and
said, "l want you to stay at my place." She averted her eyesasshe said it.

"Areyou sure?'
She nodded.
"Okay."

She had atwo-bedroom apartment, which she shared with aroommate. When | asked, she
sad, " Sherry went home for the weekend, to her folksin Tulsa."

| dropped my bag by the couch and sat down. The room was filled with plants, hanging, on
stands, and on the floor. The couch, asmall coffee table, and alarge wicker chair sat among the
greenery like clearingsin ajungle. Leaning back, | sudied alarge, frondy thing in aclay pot over my
head.

My heart was pounding very hard.

"What do you cal this potted plant of Damocles?!



Shefinished hanging up our coats.

"It'saBogton fern and it's hardly hanging by athread.”

"My mother used to keep them. | never knew the name.”

| had adark memory, avivid flash of Dad heaving pot after pot out the back door to smash on
the patio tiles, dl thetime raging while asmdl boy cringed in the corner, crying because his mother
was gone.

"Would you like something to drink?'

My mouth was very dry suddenly, or maybeit wasdl dong and | just redized it. "Water,
please. Lots of water.”

She brought it in a sixteen-ounce tumbler withice. | drank half of it at once, chilling the back of
my throat so it ached.

"Youwerethirdy."
"Yesh"

She sat down beside me, but didn't [ean back. She reminded me of a bird, perched for instant
flight.

| Sghed. "Maybethisisn't such agood idea, Millicent.”

Shelooked at thefloor. "Am | being too pushy?Y ou were the one who talked about sexist
assumptions.”

| remembered her speech, back at the party, to Paul. | smiled. "No. That's not the problem. |
likethat. | likeyou. But I'm redly nervous and, well, theré's something you should know."

She edged away from me on the couch. "Don't tell me you have herpes!”

My eyes opened wider and | blushed. "No." | lowered my voice, put my elbows on my knees,
and stared at the floor. "I'm avirgin,”" | mumbled.

Sheleaned forward. "A what? | couldn't hear that."
“I'mavirgin! All right?"

Sheflinched and | realized I'd shouted. "Sorry." | looked back down at thefloor. | could fed my
ears getting hotter and hotter.

She moved on the couch. | glanced sideways and saw that sheéd leaned back. Her mouth was
open and she was staring at me. "Y ou've got to be kidding."

| looked back down at the floor and shook my head. | felt miserable, ashamed.



"How old areyou?"
"Y ou know. Eighteen years and two months. Y ou hel ped me celebrate, remember?

Her tension, that impression of impending flight, was completely gone. She sat back, her hands
in her lap open and relaxed. She shook her head dowly. "Wow. A virgin."

"Yed Isit such acrime?'

| felt her move on the couch again, felt her arm move around my shoulders and pull me back to
lean againgt the couch. Shewas amiling at me, gently and tenderly.

| garted crying.

| clenched my eyelids shut and held my breath. Water leaked down my face. Stopit! | felt so
gmall, so ashamed.

Her arm pulled away from me, from my back, for just amoment and | felt her rgjection likea
gabbing knife. That'storn it, I couldn't help thinking. Now she knows what a screwup | am. Then
her arm came back and her other arm surrounded me, gathered mein, pulled meto her.

"Oh, Davy. It'sdl right." She rocked me and the sobs broke free, ragged and hard. She pressed
her lipsagaingt my hair. "It'sdl right, let it out. Go ahead and cry."

| couldn't stop then. Between the sobs | kept saying, over and over again, "'I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

"Shhhh. It's okay to cry. It'sokay." And she rocked me and rocked me.

But while shewas saying it was okay, | could hear my Dad'svoice, Crybaby, crybaby. Sop
feeling sorry for yourself. I'll give you something to cry about. And | couldn't help saying, "I'm
sorry." Still, the tears and sobs went on and on.

Oh, God, it hurt.

Findly the sobs lessened and the tears dowed. Millie kept rocking me gently until | straightened
up. "1 need to blow my nose."

She handed me a box of tissue from the coffee table, keeping one hand on my shoulder. | didn't
fed ashamed anymore, but | was embarrassed. It took three tissuesto clear my sinuses. Millieleaned
back and pulled her legs up undernesth her.

| held the used tissuesin my hand, clenched into a sodden little ball. " Sorry about that,” | said.

"Y ou don't need to gpologize. Y ou obvioudy needed it. I'm glad you could do it with me."

| looked at her. The expression on her face, concerned, tender, threatened to bring the tears
back. | sghed. "I'm not used to doing that. It ssemswrong to inflict it on you."

She looked exasperated. "Men! Why the hell isour culture so screwed up? It'sal right to cry.



It'sablessng, abenefit. Y ou've got just as much right to cry as anybody."
| leaned back, exhausted. Mom used to hold mewhen | cried.

It was hard to look at her, but | didn't want to leave. This surprised me. It would have been so
easy to jump back to New York. To run away. There was agreat ded to be said for escape.

"I'm going to make sometea,” she said. She stood and ruffled my hair briskly, messing it.

| looked up at her and she changed the motion to a caress, a gentle motion that trailed off as she
walked to the kitchen. It left aghost fedling of her hand, warm and light, in my hair.

| got up and shuffled to the bathroom. My eyeswere red and puffy and my nose ill ran. |
washed my face in warm water and toweled it dry. | ran wet fingers through my hair where Millie had
mussed it.

"Why isit, Davy, that you know everything about my family and I know nothing about yours?'
She brought the teainto the living room on alacquered tray. The pot and cups were Japanese with
unglazed rims. She poured.

"Thanks," | said.

"Wdl?'

"Huh?'

"Your family," she reminded.

| Spped thetea. "Thisisredly good. Redly ddicious.”

Sheraised her eyebrows. "That'swhat | thought. Y ou're agood listener, Davy, and you can
change the subject on adime. Y ou've hardly talked about yoursdlf at all.”

"I talk... too much."

"Y ou talk about books, you talk about plays, you tak about movies, you talk about places, you
talk about food, you talk about current events. Y ou don't talk about yourself."

| opened my mouth, then shut it again. | hadn't redly thought about it. Sure, | didn't talk about
the jumping, but the rest? "Well, there's not much to say. Not like those stories of growing up with
four brothers.”

She smiled. "It's not going to work. If you don't want to talk about it, that'sfine. But I'm not
going to be distracted again, nor fooled into talking about those idiots again.”

She poured more teainto my cup.

| frowned. "Do | redly do that?"



"What? Not talk about yoursef? Yes."
"No, try and digtract you."

She stared a me. "Y ou are fucking amazing. 1've never seen someone so good at changing the
subject.”

"l don't do it on purpose.”
She laughed. " Sure. Maybe you don't do it conscioudly, but you sure as hell do it on purpose.”

| sipped my teaand stared at the wall. She set the tea pot down and scooted closer to me.
"Look a me, Davy."

| turned. She wasn't smiling and her gaze was cam, serious.

She spoke, "I won't force you to talk about things you don't want to talk about. Y ou have aright
to privacy. If you don't want to talk about things, fine. From the way you've changed the subject, |
don't think you've ever lied to me. Would you say that's true?

| thought about it, remembering our timein New Y ork and the phone calls. "I think that'strue. |
certainly don't intend to lieto you. | don't remember ever lying to you.”

She nodded. "That wasn't the case with Mark. | couldn't trust him not to lie. If | ever find out
that you have, whatever we have together is over. Got that?"

| stared at her. "Yes, maam, I'vegot it." | looked at her out of the corner of my eye, sdeways.
"Uh. Does thismean we actudly have something? Like arelationship?”

She looked at the carpet. "Well, perhaps.” She turned and looked straight at me again, levelly.
"Y es. We have ardationship. We're about to seeif it's going to become an intimate one.”

| shifted on the couch. My earswere hot and | couldn't help smiling.

She sighed and looked at the celling, but the corners of her mouth twitched. | dumped down on
the couch and curled into her, my head on her shoulder. She put her arm around me and squeezed.
Shedidn't say anything, just sat there, holding me gently.

After awhile | started talking. | told her about Dad, Mom, and running away from home. | told
about getting mugged in New Y ork City. | told her about the hotdl in Brooklyn and the incident in the
bathroom. | told her about the trucker who wanted to rape me. She listened quietly, ahand on my
shoulder. My voice seemed remote as | talked, not really mine.

| didn't talk about jumping and | didn't talk about the bank robbery. A part of me il felt bad
about stealing the money. | till had dreams about getting caught. Telling her about the jumping would
just confusethings.

| stopped talking findly, my voice sort of trailing off. | felt ashamed, like I'd just confessed doing
terrible things. | couldn't look at her, even though she was there, right next to me, hand rubbing my



shoulder, the warmth of abreast against my right arm, the fedl of her shoulder against my cheek.

| dso felt ashamed for the things | hadn't said, and less than worthy of her concern and attention.
| fdt like crying again, but didn't want to. | still felt bad about that.

She hugged me then, and pulled my head up into the nape of her neck. | glanced at her face. Her
eyes were squeezed shut and asingle tear streaked her |eft cheek.

That also made mewant to cry.

Shetook meto bed after that.

"It'sokay. It happenslike that thefirgt time. The second time will be better.”

"See, | told you. Wow." Shetook alarge breath. "That was more than better.”

"Ohmy God! Where on earth did you learn that? Are you sure thiswas your first time?"

"l toldyou," | said truthfully, "1 reed alot."

PART 3:

ADJUSTMENTS

SEVEN
Lovedtinks.

Millie wanted to see me no more than aweekend at a time and no more than two weekends a
month. She didn't want me spending the money. | offered to moveto Stillwater, but she was adamant.

"No way. Wait. | know you'rerich as Midas, but, dammit, | have alife, too! | have classesto
study for, a part-time job, and arich, full part of my life that doesn't include you." She held up her
hand. "Now, maybeit will include you later, but not right now. Let'stakeit dow."

"Y ou don't haveto work. | could pay you asdary.”

Her mouth dropped open. "Theresaword for that. | don't believe you said that!™



"Huh?' | thought about it. "Sorry. | just want to be with you as much as possible.”
It was amatter of hard negotiation to get her to agree to two weekends a month instead of one.

Lovestinks.

A magician called Bob the Magnificent had an act on Forty-seventh Street. The act featured an
escape that baffled the New York Times entertainment reviewer, so | bought avery expensive
front-row ticket and went.

Bob, ashort dumpy man with abeard and a tuxedo, kept the audience entertained with pretty
good deight of hand, card tricks, and magically appearing pigeons. He was a so good with ringsand
fire. Still, in preparation for this performance, 1'd been reading Houdini's Magician Among the
Soirits and there wasn't anything about the act that made me suspect the paranormal.

Asyou might infer from his name, Bob the Magnificent (B.M. for short) did alot of comedy as
part of the act. He a so festured these two assstants, Sarah and Vanessa; they were clad initidly in
long gowns, but, asthe act proceeded, more and more of their clothing was "borrowed” for thistrick
or that. By intermission they were wearing the sequined equivaent of a one-piece bathing suit with net
stockings. At least for the men in the audience, they became more and more of adistraction for Bob's
deight of hand.

During the break, | jumped home, used the bathroom, and drank a Coke. | didn't mind paying
the outrageous prices charged at the theater but | did hate standing in line. Besides, the cupsthey use
areso small. | was back in my seat when the curtain opened.

Bob started the second act by bringing various audience members on stage and pulling animals
out of their ears, pockets, and necklines. | was most impressed by the six-foot python that he pulled
from awoman's coat pocket. The woman, however, was not.

For his next trick Bob wanted to make one of his ass stants disappear—he called for another
audience volunteer to verify the ordinariness of his materials. He picked me.

| hesitated, then stood. Previoudly 1'd resigned myself to jumping back to the theeter after the
show and finding a backstage hiding place to watch tomorrow's escape—to determine if Bob the
Magnificent was teleporting. If | could see enough of the offstage areawhile up there, | could hide
mysdf in time to witnesstonight's great event.

Bob the Magnificent said, "Let's give our volunteer abig hand.” Applause followed me on stage.
Asl| topped the stairs | acquired ajump site just off side of the stage.

"Tel me" Bob said, "what's your name, young sr?'

"David." | was blinking from the bright lights, and the directional mikes set on the edge of the
stage threw my voice back a me, louder than life, echoing through the auditorium.

"Just David? No last name?' | siwear he smirked.



| blushed. "Just David."

Bob turned to the audience and said, "lan't it sad when cousins marry?' He got abig laugh. He
turned to me again, talking dowly, like hewastaking to anidiot. "Well, David the Ordinary, I'm Bob
the Magnificent.” He got asmdl laugh. "Do you think you could remember where this came from?”
Hetook adrape from his assistant VVanessa. The piece of cloth had begun the act asthe skirt of her

full gown.

| nodded.

"l knew you could." He paused for laughter. "With this ordinary piece of cloth, | intend to make
Sarah, here, vanish from this stage. | want you to verify that it isan ordinary piece of cloth. An
ordinary job for an ordinary fellow." He paused. "David the Ordinary."

Me ears burned hotter. With hiswit directed my way, Bob seemed less and |ess magnificent. In
fact, I'd come to the conclusion that he was an asshole, and | was hoping that he wasn't ateleport.

| held up the drape, shook it out. It was velveteen, cut very full and large enough to cover Sarah
snceit wasno longer gathered into the waistline of her gown.

The audience burst into laughter and | glanced up in time to catch Bob making faces behind my
back. Very funny. | flipped the drape over my head and, asit settled, hiding me from both the
audience and Bab, | jJumped to the spot I'd chosen, stage | eft.

On the stage the drape collapsed and fdll to thefloor.

The audience gasped, then burst into wild applause. Bob, after amoment of staring blankly at
thecloth, said, "Wl where the hell did he go?' The audience thought thiswas very funny and Bob,
dtartled by their reaction, took a bow, then picked up the drape, gingerly, likeit might bite him. He
stamped on the floor where I'd been standing, then with asmall catchin hisvoice said, "Uh, | guess
we need another volunteer.”

| couldn't tell if he was stunned for normal reasons or because he knew what | was. No progress
made, no knowledge gained. | was sorry 1'd done it, but amagic act was probably the safest place to

have it happen.

| backed away and stood behind aflap of curtain. My end of the stage seemed deserted though
| could see aman at thefly rail for the drop curtain and another man watching the act from the far
side. Hewas staring at the spot on the stage where the drape had falen. The backstage areawas
dark and | felt relatively safe from detection.

Back on stage, Bob proceeded to disappear Sarah. | saw her drop into atrapdoor from my
vantage point, but it wasn't anywhere near where I'd been standing. A little later, he reappeared her
from an empty box hanging from the ceiling. It was pretty impressive, but | saw her enter the
suspended box from a platform behind the curtain, moving through adit very carefully. It was
impressive—the box hardly moved.

| looked around for another hiding place. The apparatus for the grand escape was set up behind
the curtain and when they flew the curtain out, I'd lose my spot. | found a stack of equipment boxes



stacked to the left and crouched behind them, arranging asmaller box to sit on.

While | was doing this there was more of Bob's shtick and laughter, but | missed most of it.
After aminute, though, they raised a section of the curtain and brought some spotlights up to reved
the apparatus to the audience.

"L adies and gentleman—the Hammers of Doom!"

Sitting in the spotlight was agray platform suspended three feet above the floor by four massve
and rigid cables. The cablesran straight up from tie-downs on the stage, to the corners of the
platform, then up into the fly rails above the stlage. On ether sde of the platform two enormous
pistons were poised, round stedl plates about three feet in diameter and ten inchesthick. These were
welded onto shiny stedl rods afoot in diameter that gleamed asif oiled. These rods each ran back a
few feet to disgppear into huge stedl cylinders mounted on stedl girders and fastened to the floor by
massive bolts.

On the other side of this apparatus, Sarah was shoveling coa into the firebox of asteam boiler.
On the face of the boailer, a huge pressure gauge showed a needle cregping upward as the steam
pressure increased. | noticed the pipes, then, that ran from alevered vave on the side of the boiler to
each of the pistons.

Bob's other assstant, VVanessa, came back on stage, whedling ahospital gurney with a
sheet-covered form on it.

"And you guys wondered what happened to David the Ordinary,” said Bob, his hand gripping
the edge of the sheet. "Well, keep wondering.” He yanked the sheet off to reved adummy of the kind
used in car crash tests. "Meet Larry.” He pulled the dummy into asitting position, legs dangling.
Larry'storso was hollowed out, leaving an oblong hole perhaps two feet tal and afoot wide. A large
watermel on was wedged into the cavity.

Vanessaand Bob carried "Larry" over to the platform and locked its wrists to manacles that
hung shoulder-high from the cables, so it sood, arms stretched diagondly across the middle of the
platform and, incidentally, squarely between the pistons.

"Well, it doesn't look good for Larry, doesit?' Bob said, stepping off the platform. He walked
over to the boiler. The needle was approaching the red zone onthe did. " Sarah, did we get that safety
vavefixed?' Sarah shrugged her shoulders, asif she didn't know.

"1 could tell you how many tons of force these two steam hammers produce when they collide
but I'll let you see, instead, with this graphic example. Lower the splash shield, please!™

A ten-foot-by-ten-foot frame, stretched tight with transparent plastic, was lowered between the
audience and the platform. A recorded drumroll came from the sound system. The needle on the
boiler neared the red zone. Bob pulled even more of Sarah's costume off to feed the fire, leaving her
in asequined thong bikini and halter.

Then hethrew the lever.

A tremendous gout of steam shot from ventsin the cylinders, briefly obscuring the platform from



the audience, and then the two pistons came together with atremendous clang and thunderclap.
Watermelon sprayed forward and backward, spattering the splash shield and |ooking unpleasantly
like blood asit dripped down.

Bob pulled the lever in the other direction and the two pistons withdrew. Asthey did, the lower
half of Larry, from the shoulders down, dropped onto the stage, pinched off by the impact. The head
flipped down and hung, upside down, still suspended by the manacled arms.

"Tough luck, Larry," Bob sad.

The splash shield withdrew and Bob's assstants took the remains of Larry out on the gurney,
covered in the watermelon-stained sheet. A recorded dirge played and Bob held his hand over his
heart.

Sarah shoveled more cod into the firebox, and the steam gauge crawled back toward the red.
Bob added parts of Vanessa's costume to the fire so that she was clad as briefly as Sarah; then
Vanessa brought another audience member on stage to handcuff Bob to the platform and check the
integrity of the manacles.

"Nervous?' Bob asked the man, who kept glancing Sideways at the two pistons. ™Y ou should
be. Thelast guy who volunteered disappeared and hasn't been seen since.”

| had to admit he was taking my disappearance well. | made up my mind to reappear before the
act wasover.

Vanessa escorted the volunteer back off the stage and then Bob said, "If you guysthink I'm
lowering the splash shield, you're crazy. If I'm between these pistons when they connect—well, let's
just say | hope to make quite an impression on the audience.”

The needle moved closer to red and the drumroll began. Vanessa moved to the lever and Sarah
joined her, each woman putting a hand on the lever. The stage darkened, and a broad spotlight
illuminated Bob and the gpparatus. A moretightly focused light lit the two women. In the sudden
darkness, the mouth of the firebox spilled an orange glow onto the stage and a third spotlight flicked
on and tightened on the steam pressure gauge.

| blocked the light with my hand, looking, instead, into the shadows around Bob, trying to see
what they didn't want the audience to see. The tension was getting to me and the possibility that Bob
would get crunched seemed more and more likely.

Theraised platform eliminated the possibility of him dropping through another trapdoor. While
the spotlight did cast shadows, it lso wasn't so tightly focused that he could dodge to either sde
without being seen.

The drumroll increased in volume and the women each held up three fingers, then two, then one;
then they shoved the lever hard over.

| kept my eyes on Bob. At the count of two, he shifted his hands and grabbed the chains of the
manacles hard. As he did thisthe deeves of histux jacket dipped back and | saw that he had some
sort of metal deeve around hiswrists, between the manacles and his skin. As the women counted one



| saw something happening to the cables that the manacles were attached to. Thin wires, dull black,
pulled out from the surface of the cables and tightened. | saw the ends of the manacles come free of
the cable and draw dightly upward, obvioudy attached to the thin wires.

Bob preserved theilluson by holding hisarms out stiff, so they still seemed to be pulled tight by
the cuffs. Then the women shoved the lever over and the steam shot out in front of the platform. As
the steam shot out, the wires tightened and Bob literaly flew straight up so fast that he wasin the
shadows above the stage before the pistons came together.

Then they dammed together with afrightful clang and | jumped to the top of the pistons, where
they pressed together, and sat there, in that brief ingtant before the steam cleared.

The applause wasterrifying.

Bob reentered the stage, then, from the other side of the boiler and dammed the firebox door
shut. With this cue, the stage lights came up and he stepped forward to take abow. It wasn't until he
motioned for his assistants to take abow aswell that he noticed they were staring at me, perched on
the "Hammers of Doom."

Hewaked toward me, eyes wide, mouth tight. | jumped down, first to the platform, then to the
stage. The gpplauseincreased and | took ahalf bow. Bob turned back to the audience again and
sad, "Thank you for coming." Then he made a gesture with hisright hand and the curtain came down.

| wondered if it might not be agood ideato leave.

Bob turned around then, hands a hisside, baled into fists. "All right, asshole. How'd you do it?"
Hisvoice was harsh and loud, and | took an involuntary step back. He started walking toward me.

| looked nervoudly around and saw four of the backstage crew come forward, watching me,
wondering who the hell | was. Some of them aso looked angry. Sarah and Vanessajust watched,
facesimpassive.

"Bob," | said loudly, "you're aposeur.”

Then | raised my hands, snapped my fingers, and jumped.

The morning after my encounter with Bob the Magnificent, | decided, out of the blue, to go to
Horida, to see my grandfather. My travel agent got me aseat on ajet leaving La Guardiain lessthan
twenty minutes. | walked aboard during thefind call.

From Orlando, | switched to asmall commuter flight for the last leg to Pine Bluffs. It was noisy,
cramped, and it jJumped around alot in the afternoon thermals. At one point, after aparticularly
vicious downdraft pulled me up against the seat belt for seconds, | nearly jumped away.

The only thing that stopped mewasthat | didn't think | could jump back into amoving vehicle,
not one out of my sight. If | was going to jump away from the plane, | decided I'd wait until we were
closer to the ground and even more out of control. Theflight lasted ahaf hour of red timeand a



lifetime of subjective time. Things were better when it was back on the ground.

Theairport building was only dightly bigger than thefirst floor of my brownstone and the ticket
agent was the ground crew, baggage handler, and security. Thefive other passengers on my flight
were met by friends or relatives, leaving me to the tender mercies of the airport car service, abest-up
blue station wagon with a driver whose face was al seams.

"Whereto?'

"Oh. Hang on asecond. | need to get it out of the phone book." | went back into the building, to
the pay phonein the corner.

Therewas no Arthur Nileslisted. Shit. | glanced around the building—no one was looking my
way. | studied my corner and "acquired" it, then jumped to my old room, in Dad's house. The dust
was thicker than ever. | rustled through my desk until 1 found one of Granddad's old |etters, a birthday
card with the envelope. The addresswas onit. | tucked it in my pocket and shut dl the drawers.

There were stepsin the halway that stopped outside the door. | froze, stood ill as stone. If the
door handle moved, | could be gone in seconds. A voice, Dad's, with aquaver | didn't remember,

sid, "Davy?'
| don't know why, but after hesitating asecond | said, "Yes, itsme.”
| don't think he expected an answer. | heard him gasp and the floor creak as he shifted his

weight from one foot to another. Then he was fumbling at the padlock. When | heard it click open, |
jumped back to the Pine Bluffs airport.

Theticket agent/baggage guy at the counter glanced up as| sagged against thewall. Well, let
him wonder, | thought, thinking of Dad, not the ticket agent. My stomach was churning, but there
was acurious satisfaction, not unlike the fegling I'd gotten when | broke the flour container. Though
that hadn't been as satisfying asit could have been. | didn't get to seethe results, but | dso didn't
leave footprints.

The card and envelope were still in my hand when | walked outside to the cabby. 345 Pomosa
Circle" I told him.

I got in the back and sat, quiet, asalot of white houses and greenery went by. Dad had sounded
different, old. | tried not to think about it.

"Hereyou are: 345 Pomosa Circle. That's four bucks."
| paid him and he drove off.

The house was mostly as | remembered it, a smal white bunga ow with date pams and acand
that ran behind every house. The name on the mailbox said JOHNSON.

The woman who came to the door spoke Spanish and very little English. When | asked after
Arthur Niles, shesaid, "Un momento, por favor." She vanished back into the house.



Another woman, blond, with adeep Southern accent, came to the door. "Mistuh Niles? He
passed away four years ago, | buhlieve. Yes, it wasfour years ago in August. He had him astroke, in
theworst heat, and died later that same day.” She put afinger on her lipsasif thinking. "Welived
down the Street then, at 330 Pomosa. We bought the house from his daughter.”

| blinked. "Mary Rice?'

"Well, | think that was her married name. | think the paperwork said Mary Niles."

"Does shelive herein town?"

"I don't buhlieve so. She was here for the funeral, down at the Olive Branch Cemetery, but at
the closing, she was represented by alawyer with apower of attorney."

"Do you remember the lavyer's name?"

Shelooked at me. "Uh, | don't suppose you'd care to tell me why you need to know dl this?"

| paused. "Well, I'm David Rice, Mary's son. When sheleft my dad, she, uh, left me, too." | felt
my face flush and my pamswere sweating. Well, hadn't she? Didn't she leave you behind because
you weren't worth taking? Lamely, | added, "I'm trying to find her."

Silence. "Hmmm. Well, let melook at the paperwork and see what the nameis. Y ou comein
out of thesunwhilel look." Sheled me back into the house and showed me a chair in the front room.
"Rosdleeenda? Aqua frio, por favor, por el hombre." Then she vanished into the back of the house.

In aminute, the maid brought me aglass of ice water. | said, "Gracias,"

Shesad, "Por nada,” smiled briefly, and | €ft.

Thefront room was strange to me, asadl the furniture was different. It wasn't until | glanced out
the window and saw the way that it framed the house across the street that | had any sense of being in
there before. Then the memory was sharp, clear, and painful.

"Darn you, Davy! That's the third time you've given me the queen of spades.”

"Now, Davy, you be kind to your granddad. After all, he's old and feeble."

"I can gtill lay you across my knee and spank you, young lady. Take that!"

"Oh, Dad, not another heart! Well, | guess Davy wins again."”

Wed played alot of heartsthat summer visit. Granddad and | would fish early in the morning,
and some days Mom and | went to the beach.

It was agood trip.

"The deed isdown at the bank, so | called my husband. He remembered the lawyer's name. It
was Silverstein, Leo Sivergtein.” She carried a phone book with her when she came back into the



room. "The phone book says his office is down on Main. It'll be overlooking the square by this
address—Fourteen East Main."

| thanked her and left. When she closed the door | jumped back to the loca airport, appearing
by the pay phone. There was agasp from the counter, but | just walked out through the door asif
nothing had happened. | glanced over my shoulder and saw that the ticket agent was following me
through the door.

Damn.

| walked around the corner and jumped back to New Y ork.

Whereas Millie had forbidden me the touch of her body but twice amonth, she dill let me cdll
her every night.

"Hi, itsme"

"What'swrong?'

"Huh?'

"You cal meevery night. You don't usualy sound like an undertaker.”
"Oh. Well, I've been trying to find my mother. | went to Florida, to see my grandfather.”
"What? Areyou in Horidaright now?'

"Huh? Oh, no. | came back. My grandfather died four years ago."
Theline was quiet for amoment. "And you just found out?'

"Yesh"

"1 wonder if your father knew?"

"l don't know," | said tiredly. "1 wouldn't put it past him."

"Were you closeto your grandfather?!

| thought about it. Hearts and fishing and the odd birthday card with atwenty-dollar bill taped
carefully insde. "Once, | was. A long time ago."

"It's rough to lose somebody. I'm sorry."

"Yeeh, wel..."



"Y ou couldn't have known."

| stared at the phone. "How did you know?"

"What? That you fed guilty about not knowing he was dying? For not knowing when he died?!

"l should have!"

Shetook adeep breath. "No. | know you fed that way, Davy. You can't helpit. It'sall right to
fed that way. But there was no way for you to know! Weal fed guilty, now and then, about things
that aren't our fault. Trust me—thiswasn't something you could do anything about.”

| was angry then, at her presumption, at her perception, for putting aname to the feding I'd been
fighting dl day. "1 should have known when | didn't get abirthday card on my fifteenth birthday. |
could have written. | could have sent aletter from school. Dad wouldn't have stopped that one!™

"Y our father used to read your mail?"

"Well, I'm pretty sure. We were rural so we had a post-box in town. | didn't have akey for it. |
once found an envelope in the car addressed to me with no return address.”

"Chrigt! Why did he do that?'
"l don't know. Hedidn't let me write relatives, though.”
"No wonder, the way he treated you."

| didn't say anything for awhile. She didn't press me, just stayed on the line, acompanionable
breathing, barely heard. Findly | said, "I'm sorry, Millie. I'm not very good company tonight.”

"It'sokay. I'mjust sorry you're having arough time. | wish | could hold you right now."

| screwed my eyes shut and felt the phone squeak under my suddenly increased grip. | could be
inyour armsin seconds, love. | could.... | made myself say, "I wish you could, too. I'll hold you to
that on Friday."

"Okay. Y ou sure you don't want me to meet your plane?’

"No. That's okay. I'll get to your door before seven P.M. Just don't eat without me."

"Okay. Segpwdl."

"Thanks, I'll try. Uh, Millie?'

"y e

"I.... 1... I'm going back to Floridatomorrow, but I'll still call, okay?

She sounded dightly disappointed about something. "Y eah, Davy. That'sfine"



| jumped to the corner of the Pine Bluffsairport building, outside, on the sdewak. When |
looked around the corner, the beat-up blue station wagon was there with the ancient cabbie. He
seemed surprised to see me.

"How'd you get out here? The Orlando flight doesn't get in for another fifteen minutes.”

| shrugged. "I need to go to the Olive Branch Cemetery, and then | need to go to Fourteen East
Main Street.”

"Ohhhhhkay. Hop in."

Hetried to engage mein conversation a couple of moretimes, but | answered his questionsin
monosyllables or shrugs. He tried once more in the long curving drive of the cemetery. "I knew most
of the people buried here. Y ou looking for any body in particular?'

It was alarge cemetery. "Arthur Niles."

"Ah. Wl that explains your trip out to Pomosa Circle." He pulled the car around to the far side
of the cemetery and parked in the shade of atree. " See that white marble stone there, fourth from the
end?' He pointed down arow of gravestonesthat ran to the edge of the cemetery.

"Yes Isthat it?"
"Y eah. Takeyour time, I'll wait." He picked up a newspaper.
"Thanks."

"Arthurs Niles, born nineteen twenty-two, died nineteen eighty-nine, beloved of wife, daughter,
and grandson.” Grandson? Oh, mother, why didn't you tell me? There were flowers on the grave,
old and withered, in one of those rusty iron hoops attached to astake. | pulled the flowers from the
holder and removed the few dead leaves from the grass.

Sorry, Granddad, | didn't get to say good-bye. | would've preferred to say hello. | felt sad...
incredibly sad.

After awhilel conscioudy acquired the Site for jumping, then carried the dead flowers and
leavesto awiretrash can by the drive.

The cabbie was till reading so | stepped behind atree and jumped to the flower market on
Twenty-eighth Street, Manhattan. | bought a prepared bouquet with roses and astemarias and mums
and orchids. It cost thirty bucks. | jumped back to the grave and left it in theiron holder.

The cabbie put down his paper when | climbed into the backsest. He didn't say anything, just
started up the car and drove me into town.

He did speak, though, when he stopped the car on Main Street. "Will you need aride after this,
Davy?'



| looked a him. How...? Ah. "How well did you know my grandfather?"

He shrugged. "Well enough. We played pinochle at his house every Wednesday, a bunch of us
old codgers. He was agood man—alousy pinochle player, but agood man.”

| sat back in the seat. "Do you know where my mother is, Mr....7"

"Steiger, Walt Steiger. | don't know where Mary is. After sheleft your father she was herefor
about ayear, what with one thing or another.” His expression was grim and he looked away for a
moment. Then he said, "Art said that she wasworking out in California, | think, after that, but I'm not
aure. | think he dso told me she was moving again, but that was right before the stroke. | don't recall
where." Hetwisted in the seat. "1 got to talk to her for amoment at the funera, but we just talked
about Art."

"Oh." | sat therefor several more heartbeats. "Thanksfor the information. What'sthe fare?!

He shrugged. "Five bucks.”

"But you had to wait over thirty minutes...."

"l was reading. Give mefive bucks."

Hewouldn't take atip.

Leo Slvergtein's office was on the second floor, over adrugstore. | went up narrow stairsand
through a glass door, where amiddle-aged woman typed rapidly at aword processor while she
listened to headphones. | stepped into her field of vison. She started and pulled her headphones off.

"Dictation?' | asked, amiling.

"Grateful Dead,” shesad. "Can | help you?'

"I'd liketo see Mr. Silverstein, please. My nameis David Rice. I'd like to talk to him about my
mother, Mary Niles."

"Ah. Did you have an appointment, Mr. Rice?' She asked it the way people do when they know
damn wel you don't have one.

| shook my head and swallowed. " Sorry, no. I'm just in from New Y ork for the day. | didn't
know Mr. Silverstein handled my mother's affairs until yesterday and | wasn't sure I'd bein Pine Bluffs
today."

She looked skeptical .

"I only need amoment of histime. Uh, by the way, why do they cal thistown Pine Bluffs?|
haven't seen apinetree or acliff ancel got here.”

Inadry voice she sad, "The bluffs are upriver ten miles by the origind townsite. They logged the
pinetrees out in the early eighteen-hundreds. Have a sedt," she added, pointing at the couch across



from her desk. "I'll ask Mr. Silverstein if he can seeyou.”

| sat down while shetaked quietly into the phone.

| hated this. I've never liked meeting new people. Well, that is, | hate reaching out to strangers.
What are you scared of, Davy? Think they'll take your hand off? | squirmed on the couch, trying
to get comfortable. Yes, they might take my hand off or, worse, not like me.

The door to the inner office opened and a man came through, perhapsfifty, my height, gray hair.
He was wearing the vest and pants of athree-piece suit and histie was loosened at the collar. "Mr.
Rice?I'm Leo Slvergen. I've got an gppointment in ten minutes but | can give you until then."

| stood and shook his hand. "Kind of you," | said as| followed him into the office.

He shut the door and pointed to chair. "So you're Mary Niless son?"

IIYall

"What can | dofor you?'

"I'mtrying to locate her."

"Oh." He picked up a paperweight on his desk and shifted it from hand to hand. "'l was
wondering if it might be something likethat."

| frowned. The plush seat seemed suddenly hard. "What do you mean?”

Hetook a deep breath. "Y our mother showed up here six years ago with three broken bonesin
the face, lacerations, bruises, and severe trauma. She'd been physicaly and mentally abused. She
went through ayear of inpatient psychiatric therapy for severe depression and two operationsto
recongtruct her face."

| stared & him. My stomach churned.

Leo Silverstein watched me carefully, the paperweight poised in one hand, ready to drop into
the other, but not yet. "Isthisasurprise to you?"

| nodded. "Wall... | knew of at least one time when my father hurt her. But, when sheleft, |
came home from school one day and she was gone. My dad wouldn't talk about it." 1 should have
known! "I wasonly twelve a thetime.”

He nodded hishead. "'l tried severd timesto tak your mother into bringing charges against your
father. She refused. She said she never wanted to get near him, to be in the same state ashim. She
was absolutely terrified of him." He sarted shifting the paperweight again. 'l aso think that shewas
afraid of what he might do to you. Apparently, he made thregtsto this effect.”

A goddam hostage. He got away with it because of me. | fet like throwing up.

"Whereisshenow?' | asked. I'msorry, I'msorry, I'msorry....



"Well, that's the point. | can't say. My client hasingtructed meto keep that information
completely confidentia. | don't have achoicein the matter. She made no provisions for exceptions.”

"Not even for me? For her son?"
He shrugged. "How is she to know that you aren't Working in concert with your father?'
"l ran away from that son of abitch over ayear ago. | am not working with him!"

He shifted back in his chair and | saw him grip the paperweight suddenly, amost like aweapon.
Relax, Davy. | let abreath out dowly and sat well back in the chair, laying my handsin my lap. More
dowly | repested, "1 am not working with him."

"I think | believeyou," Siversein said, loosening his grip on the paperweight and relaxing
dightly. "However, that has no bearing on the matter. | fill can't tell you where sheis.”

| folded my armstightly across my chest. | knew that my ears were burning and | felt ashamed
and angry and on the verge of doing or saying something stupid.

"1 would be willing, however, to forward amessage or aletter to her.”

What would | say? What does she think of me? How could | write a |etter without
knowing that? She doesn't really want to hear fromme....

| stood abruptly. "I'll haveto think about it," | said shortly. | noticed that Silverstein had shifted
back again and was gripping the paperweight tightly. What isit in my face that is scaring him so? |
went to the door and jerked the door open, then stopped. | was ill angry at him, but part of me
redlized that it wasn't hisfault, but that didn't take away the anger. How would you like to be
jumped to a truck stop in Minnesota, Mr. Silverstein? Without turning | said, "Thanks. Please
excuse my bad temper.” Then | walked past the receptionist, out the glass door, and down the stairs.

| was about to walk out onto the street when | saw Walt Steiger, the cabbie, ill parked out
front, reading his paper.

| did not want to talk to him.

| jumped to Brooklyn.

The gpartment was too small to contain my mood. | tried to Sit, but | couldn't stop moving. |
tried to lie down, but there was no way to hold gill. Downgtairs the Washburns were fighting again,
shouting at each other. | heard dishes break and flinched as| paced.

| was still dressed for Florida, but | didn't want to change. | grabbed my coat, the long soft
leather one, and jumped to the walkway of the Brooklyn Bridge.

The clock on the Watchtower building said it was forty-five degrees, and thewind off the East
River bit like teeth. The sky had alow, dirty overcast that fit my mood exactly.



One year in the hospital... oh my God, ohmigod, ohmigod. | clenched the lapdls of the coat
together and stared blindly south, away from the wind, into the harbor. | remembered standing over
my dad, a heavy scotch bottle in my hand, torn with indecison and doubt. | remember deciding not to
kill him. Or was it that you couldn't kill him?

Whatever. Whatever it wasthat kept me from crushing hishead in, | regretted it. | was sorry
that | hadn't killed him.

Kill him now? | pulled my head down, between my shoulders. The wind howled past my ears,
rocking me on my feet. Maybe.

| spent the rest of the afternoon thinking of waysto do it, most of which involved jumping. |
could grab him, jump to the top of the Empire Sate Building, and drop him over the edge. |
looked down at the cold waters of the East River. The drop from hereisn't so bad either. | pictured
things, played them out in my head, ahundred different violent acts. Instead of calming my anger, each
one made me fed guiltier, more ashamed of mysdlf. This made me even angrier. | found mysalf
clenching therailing and grinding my teeth. My jaw hurt. Damnitalltohell! 1'm not the one that
broke her facel!

It waswhen | realized that | could kill him, and get away with it, that | began to calm down.
That'swhen | redlized that | wouldn't.

| till wanted to hurt him, though. | wanted to smash things, to fed flesh under my figts. | wanted
to break afew bones mysdlf.

| remembered what | considered doing to the lawyer in Florida. | was going to jump him to that
truck stop in Minnesota, where Topper Robbins, the truck driver who tried to rape me, had bought
my trust with alousy medl.

Topper Robbins. Now there's someone who deserves some punishment.

| pulled my coat tighter around me and jumped.

Topper pulled into the truck stop at 10:30 P.M., twenty minutes later than what one of the
walitresses had said was hisusua time. I'd been waiting for over an hour, moderately comfortable
despite the snow because of newly purchased long underwear and gloves.

Waiting in the cold, though, gave me second thoughts, and I'd just about talked mysdlf out of i,
when he arrived. My hands clenched suddenly and | could fed my lips draw back from my teeth.
Going home became the last thing on my mind.

Hefueled up at the pumps, then pulled over into the semitrailer parking area, locked his cab, and
went insde. | watched him take a seat in the drivers section, then walked over to histruck.

Histractor cab was small. There was no bed behind the seats, just arear window for checking
blind spots. | looked around, then climbed up between the tank trailer and the cab. Therewasa
locked storage box welded there and the air hose connections for the pneumatic brakes on thetrailer.



| found | could sit there with my head below the window. If | stood on the box, | could look in the
window. | acquired the place for jumping, then went to the back of the truck.

A ladder was welded to the back, running past the PetroChem logo and the FLAMMABLE
warning sign and the THISTRUCK MAKESWIDE RIGHT TURNS sign. | climbed up it and found
that there was very little to hang on to atop the tank, but at the back of the trailer, between the ladder
and the tank, was aledge formed by the hose storage boxes. | swung around the ladder and sat there.
The metd was very cold, but one could ride there.

| jumped to Café Borgia, in Greenwich Village, and had hot chocolate with whipped cream and
cinnamon. Between the chocolate, the warmth of the café, and the long underwear, | was nicely
warmed, almost swesating, when | jumped back to the truck stop, to the edge of the asphalt.

Topper was dill edting.

| walked then, back and forth, occasiondly crunching the thin crust of snow on the grass. When
| got chilled, I jumped back to my apartment for afew minutes. It occurred to methat | hadn't called
Millie, but | didn't want to take the time now. Topper might leave, and I'd have to wait another day.

After severd of thesewalk, jump, get warm, jump cycles, Topper findly left the restaurant. |
watched him walk to the truck, open the cab, and take a hammer from behind the seet. Then he
walked dl the way around the truck hitting the tires. Apparently satisfied, he put the hammer back,
climbed into the truck, and started it up.

| jumped to the box behind the cab before the truck could move. Onceit started moving, | could
jump away fromiit, but | probably couldn't jump back onto the truck. Not from out of sight.

The wind whipped around the edges of the cab as Topper dowly worked hisway up through
the gears. | pulled my coat collar higher. When the truck pulled onto the interstate, | tried jumping to
the back of the truck, on the ledge formed by the hose boxes. No problem, though it was much
windier back there. | jumped back to behind the cab. Again, no problem.

I'd hoped thiswould be the case. Even though this was amoving vehicle, | knew the distance
between mysaf and my target. | suspected 1'd be able to jump onto thistruck from off of it, evenif it
wasmoving, aslong as| could seeiit. If | jumped back to my apartment right now, though, | was sure
I wouldn't be able to jump back.

Before| got too cold to concentrate, | started my "game.”

| stood upright on the storage box, roughly behind the passenger's seat, and held on to one of
the pneumatic pipes with my left hand. With my right hand, | took asmall flashlight and shoneit on my
face as| looked in the rear window.

| couldn't see Topper, but my face was reflected in the window, seemingly floating without
support. The low angle of the flashlight cast dark shadows up my face and made it look unnaturaly
white. The dark coat didn't reflect at all.

It took Topper amoment to notice. Perhaps he glanced at the right rear mirror and caught a
glimpse of light out of the corner of his eye where no light should be. So he turned to take a good



look. Probably asecond and athird, aswell. That's speculation, but | do know the next thing he did
was put the breaks on, hard.

| switched the light off and jumped to the back platform.

Thetanker took severd secondsto stop. At the last minute he pulled off onto the shoulder. |
heard the cab door open, and heard his steps as he climbed down. There was asweep of light on the
tarmac and | redized | wasn't the only one with aflashlight.

The diesdl enginesrattle muffled hisvoice, but | heard him curaing, then | heard him walk
toward the back of the truck, the beam from the flashlight preceding him on the asphdt. | waited until
he was dmogt to the rear of the truck, then jumped to the back of the cab again.

| couldn't hear him, this close to the running engine. The driver's door was dightly gar so the cab
interior light wason and | could seeinside. | jJumped into the driver's seat and turned off the ignition.
Thediesd died with arumble. | looked at the Side mirrors. Topper came running up the driver'sside
of thevehicle. | jumped to therear ledge again.

| heard him swearing. | climbed the ladder to the top of the truck and peered forward. He was
standing by the driver's door, staring at the ignition keys, the flashlight pointed at the ground. He shut
and locked the cab; then, carefully putting the keysin hisjacket pocket, he started to walk back
around the truck, shining the light under and around the tires aswell as over the entire Sructure. | let
him get halfway back to the rear and jumped back to the interior of the cab.

It was warm in the cab.

After marching the entire perimeter of the truck, Topper walked out to the low scrub bushes off
to the side of the road and swung the flashlight this way and that. He marched back shaking his head.

| laughed. As he unlocked the door, | jJumped to the rear of the truck. When he started up the
diesdl and started the truck rolling again, | jJumped back to the storage box behind the cab.

Get the picture?

Over the next hour, | did the whole thing five more times. He didn't get twelve miles up Interstate
94. The sixth time, he began wheezing as he walked around the truck. "Goddam it! What do you
want? Who the hdl areyou?"

| waited until he was at the rear of the truck, then stepped down off the truck and walked along
theroad, until 1 was ahundred feet or so away from the truck. There was a culvert there, marked by
reflectors, that ran right to the edge of the shoulder and went under the highway. It was a concrete
ditch four feet across and six feet deep. | walked farther down the road and acquired asite for
jumping, aroad marker, then jJumped back to the culvert.

Inthe distance, | could see the spot of light bobbing dowly around the tank truck. | positioned
myself on the edge of the shoulder, my collar pulled close, my handsin my pockets, and,
coincidentally, standing in front of the first reflector that marked the culvert.

Topper findly pulled himsdlf up into the cab and started the engine. When he turned on the



headlights, they hit me squarein the face.

| didn't flinch. | stood there. The truck didn't move for amoment; then it started with alurch. It
made no effort to turn back onto the road, but continued to pick up speed. | stared at the
driver's-sdewindshield, and held ill. Thetruck continued to gain Speed, Topper revving the engine
quite high, but gtill, the truck was only going thirty mph or so asit approached me. | held till and
waited until | could feel the heat radiating from the engine before | jumped to the road marker, up the
road.

Theright front whedl of the tractor dropped into the culvert and dammed into the far edge with
the sharp punctuation of thetire blowing out. The rear of the tractor cab swung around to the right,
pushed by the tank trailer. Then thewholerig rolled over on its Sde in ponderous dow motion, sparks
flying as the cab scraped across the concrete edges of the culvert accompanied by glittering arcs of
glass ashits of broken window splashed through the truck headlights.

| readied mysdlf to jump, afraid that the tank would explode, but it stopped shortly after that, the
cab twisted and crumpled, one of its headlights out, the other pointed at alow angleinto the ky. The
tank didn't even seem to be leaking.

| walked closer.

Topper had one arm tangled in the steering whedl and was hanging across the stick shift down
into the passenger side of the cab. His face was flecked with spots of blood. His eyes stared a me,
followed me, as| waked around to the front of the cab for a better look. He made small keening
noises and his one free hand tried for a purchase on the steering whed, to relieve the strain on his
other arm.

Across the median cars were pulling to astop. | heard doors dam and excited voices. | ignored
them.

| smiled dowly at Topper. He made that smal sound again and franticaly pawed for the steering
whedl. Then, while hiseyeswere on me, | jumped.

EIGHT
"Hi."
"Uh, what timeisit?'
"Eleven-thirty. Did | wake you up?'
"| fell adeep on the couch. | waswaiting for your call.”

| grinned foolishly into the phone. "Sorry | called so late. | wasbusy.” | was lying on my bed,
under the covers, trying to warm up after my little affair in Minnesota.

"Hunting for your mother?"



"Well, no. | was evening an old score.”

Her voice changed, became more wary, awake. "What do you mean? Y ou didn't do anything to
your father?"

My grip tightened on the phone. I'd managed to forget about Dad for awhile. "No. | didn't. He
desarvesit, but | haven't.” | paused. "l found out something bad today, something awful.”

"What?'

"My mother spent ayear in apsychiatric hospita immediately after she left my dad. She adso had
two operationsto have her face rebuilt.”

| heard her sharp intake of breath. "Oh, Davy, how awful.”

"Yeeh. Millie, they won't tell mewhereshe is. They think I'll lead Dad to her."
"Whoa, Davy, cdm down. Take a deep breath.”

| closed my eyes, exhaled, inhded. "Sorry," | said amoment later.

"It'sdl right to be upset. Y ou've heard alot of nasty stuff today. It must be hard for you. Now,
who won't tell you where sheis?'

"Her lawyer won't. She left instructions not to revea her address to anybody, not even me."
"Oh, Davy. That must hurt." She hesitated. "'l wish | could be there."

"Chrig, | missyou, Millie."

We were both quiet for amoment, but it was dmost like being with her.

"What on earth should | do? The lawyer said held forward aletter to her.”

"Oh. So you could write her?

"l guess”

"Well, don't you want to?"

"l don't know! | mean, if she doesn't want to see me, what's the good of writing?"'

There was silence on the other end of theline. "Davy, you don't know what she wants. | think
she'sjugt frightened of your father. Writeto her. Tell her how you fed. Tell her what you want.”

"I don't know what | want. | can't write."

Millielet out abreath and was quiet. "What isit, Davy? Isred rgection worse than your



imagined rgection? Aslong as you don't write, you can pretend that she'd want to seeyou if she
heard from you. Isthat it?"

Oh, Christ! | squeezed my eyes shut. Tears|eaked from them. | couldn't say anything.

"Areyou there, Davy?' she asked softly. "Areyou dl right?!

"No, I'mnot," | managed to say. "That is probably too closeto the mark." My throat was tight
and my grip on the phone was painful. "Look, | haveto think about it. I'll call you back tomorrow,
okay?"

Her voice, when she answered, was small. "Okay. See you tomorrow. | redlly care about you,
Dawy."

| hung up the phone, pulled the pillow across my face, and wished | could die.

I'd felt so good after Topper crashed histruck. Why did it seem so petty in the morning light? So
mean? Didn't he deserveit? | was getting angry again. | tried to pick up abook that 1'd been reading
the day before, but it was no good. | couldn't concentrate and the words crawled on the page.

| put on my coat and jumped to Minnesota

"l saw atanker truck on its Side west of here. Strange accident.”

The waitress put my coffee down. "Y eah, one of our regular customers. Apparently he fell
adeep and went off the road.”

"Was hekilled?' There, I'd said it, and | didn't know whether it was afear or ahope.

"No. He got cut up alittleand | believe he sprained ashoulder. They kept him in the county
hospital overnight for observation.”

Alive. | fet relief and was surprised.

A bushboy was cleaning the next table. "Four state troopers wasin here this morning for
doughnuits. | heard one of them say that they drug tested Topper. Topper claimed he didn't fall
adeep—said he was after aghogt, that aghost decoyed him into the ditch.”

The waitress shook her head. "There's aways been something strange about Topper, something
not quite right. What was he on?"

The boy stopped wiping. "Nothing. They said he was clean. But that'swhy they kept him
overnight, to look for brain damage. They aso X-rayed his skull to seeif he brokeit."

"Huh! Isn't that something.” Shelooked at my cup. ™Y ou want some more coffee, sugar?'

| smiled and said, "Yes, please.”



Dear Mom,

| ran away from home ayear and three months ago. | now livein New Y ork City and | am
doing well. I would like to see you, though | don't know if thisis something you wish. | missyou, but |
would understand if you do not want to see me. In any case, | would appreciate hearing from you.

You can call me at 718/553-4465 or write me at PO Box 62345, New Y ork, NY 10004.

Your son....

It was awkward, rude, and smpleminded, but it was my sixth try and | didn't want to do this
letter again. | gave the command to print and the laser printer silently produced the page. | Sgned it,
then put it in an envelope with Mom's single name, Mary Niles, oniit.

| jumped to the stairway below Leo Silvergtein's office. Updtairs, | gave the envelopeto his
secretary and asked her to giveit to him. She said she would without asking any questions. | guess
she knew the Situation.

| don't want your pity! | wastempted to teleport homeright in front of her, just to take that

expression of sympathetic understanding off her face. However, 1'd done that too much aready. |
thanked her and jumped, instead, from the privacy of the stairwell.

| cdled Millie and told her about sending the I etter.
"That'sgood, Davy. | know it'safrightening step, but at least you'll know."
"What if she doesn't want to see me? What if she doesn't care?”

Shetook her time answering. "I don't think you have to worry about that. But, even if that'sthe
way shefeds, at least you'll know and can go on from thereinstead of being stuck.”

"Stuck? Well, | guessthat's one way to describeit. I'm stuck somewhere between having a
mother and not having one.”

Millie said carefully, "Davy... you haven't had amother in Six years. Y ou're redly stuck between
knowing if she'sgoing to be part of your life again, or not.”

| shook my head angrily. "I don't get the distinction.”

"Y ou are not the same person you were when your mother |eft. Time aonewould account for
that, not to mention an abusive father. Y our mother is not the same person. Psychiatric counsdling can
bring about great changesin aperson. Neither of you will be able to drop back into the relationship
you had, not without alot of pretending. It just won' fit."

"Damnit, Millie. It'sso hard."



"Yesh"

| changed the subject. "What do you want to do this weekend?"

"1 hadn't realy thought about it. Maybe just lie around.”

A smdl amile. "In bed?'

"Well, some," shesaid. "But not dl of it. That'saredly good way to ruin arelaionship.”
"G

"Nothing but sex. Let's have more between usthan athin film of moisture.”

"Uh, don't you likeit? 1 thought... well, you seemed to..."

"l love sx. | enjoy it enough that my Protestant upbringing gives me twinges now and then. |
love sex with you, Davy, because, wdll... | love you.”

There was something wrong with my face and my stomach was churning. | couldn't seethe
phone, the chair, the bookshelves. Only her face. "Oh, Millie—let mefly out there tonight.” My voice
was rough and the hand holding the receiver wouldn't stop shaking.

| heard her exhde. "Even if therewas aflight, you couldn't get here until morning. | have
classes”

| could be therein a heartbeat. The slence waswarm with shared longing. | felt miserableand
eated.

"Y ou can come on Thursday, though, if you like."
"Areyou sure?'

"l get out of my last class at four-thirty. | can be a the airport by six. No, Six-thirty—that's rush
hour.”

"No. I'll beat your gpartment at four-thirty, Thursday." Then, before | could lose my courage, |
added, "1 love you, too."

Shewas quiet for amoment; then, dmost too softly to be heard, she said, "Oh, Davy, I'm going
tocry."

"Well, youre dlowed."

Go to her. Go to her now. | wanted to jump so badly, but another voice said, Wait. She loves
you, but will she love the jumper?

| heard her blow her nose. "God, | hate the way my nose runswhen | cry."



"I'm sorry | madeyou cry.”

"Oh, shut up, you idiot. | told you, tears are ablessing. Y ou gave me a gift and it made me
happy, not sad. Tears don't dways mean grief. And you're not anidiot and | love you.”

Go to her. Wait. Aaaaaaagg.

"l loveyou. | wanted to tell you that, | Started to tell you that, when | called you about my
grandfather being dead.”

"Wadll, | wondered...."

"| was scared to say it. I'm still scared.”

Her voice was serious. "I'm relieved to heer it. It's not something to be said lightly."

"Then why do | want to keep saying it, over and over?”

"Perhaps you fed it deeply. I've got atheory about that phrase. It should be said aslong asit's
true, but not so frequently that it becomes automatic, meaningless, cheap. It should not be like ‘good
morning' or 'excuse me or 'pass the butter, please.' Y ou know?"

"] think s0."

"But you can say it again, now, if you like."

"Oh, Millie. I loveyou."

"l love you. I'm going to go to bed now, but | may have trouble deeping. Think of me."

"How can | avoidit?' Go to her, go to her, go to her.

She laughed. "Good night, sweetheart.”

"Good night, love."

Shehung up and | Stared at the receiver in wonder. Then | jumped to Stillwater, outside her
gpartment, and watched her bedroom window until the light went out.

| waslooking for apresent for Millieand | remembered something I'd seen at the Metropolitan
Museum of Art gift shop. | tried to jump to the steps of the museum and nothing happened. Quickly,
beforel lost all confidence, | jumped to Washington Square.

No problem.

I'd only been to the museum once, with Millie, and, though I'd intended to return many times, |
hadn't got around toit.



You just don't remember it well enough, | thought.

The more places | jumped, the more places | had to remember, if | wanted to jump there again.
Am | going to have to jump to every site | know once a week, to keep them fresh in my mind?

| decided it wastime to buy some more toys.

On Forty-seventh Street | found it easy to spend two thousand dollars on: one video camera,
small, using eght-millimeter tape; one video player for the same size tapes, one case of twenty-minute
tapes, ten enclosed; two extra NiCad power packs; and an externa fast charger for the power packs.

An hour later, after 1'd charged a battery pack and read the camerasinstructions, | jumped to
Central Park, by the croquet green, on the west side of the park, and walked acrossit and up to
Eighty-first, wherethe Met is. Then | spent afew minutes filming an out-of-the-way acove by the
doors of the museum, first recording the alcove, then stlanding in it and recording a panoramic view. |
talked about the images and smellsas| did it, into the microphone.

Then | jumped home, took the tape out and carefully labeled it, "New Y ork Metropolitan
Museum of Art, Front Steps.” | watched it on the video player connected to my twenty-five-inch
television. The video qudity was excdllent.

Now, obvioudy, | wasn't going to have any trouble jumping back to the museum. I'd just been
there and I'd paid attention. However, in six months, when | hadn't been there for awhile and the
memory had faded, | hoped the videotape would give me the necessary "reminder.”

Wel see.

After buying Millie's presents, | spent the rest of the day recording my more infrequently used
jump sites. Sometimes, when the site was allittle too public, | changed it to an out-of-the-way corner.
In Florida, for ingtance, | acquired anew site at the Orlando airport, a nook formed by two columns.
In Fine Bluffs | found a spot between two bushesin the town square across from Leo Silverstein's
office. In Stillwater, | found an dleyway two houses down from Millies house. In Stanville, | chosean
area behind the dumpster at Dairy Queen, between a hedge and the building at the public library, and
the backyard at Dad's house.

| had to buy two more cases of videocassettes, plus arack to store the tapesin.

Thistook me through the end of Tuesday. On Wednesday, early in the morning, | jumped to the
Orlando airport and caught the shuttle to Disney World. The bus got there twenty minutes before it
opened. | found a space between two bushes, acquired it, jumped home to get the video camera,
jumped back, and recorded the place. | dso recorded a site insde the park. The security at Disney
World isvery good, so | was careful to select a place not covered by monitor cameras. | had this
weird image of Mickey Mouse coming up to me and saying, "Thejigisup! Thejigisup! Hee, hee!
Cuff him, Goofy."

| was pretty careful.

Severd times during the day | was tempted to jump where people couldn't help but see me, to
skip ahead inthelonger lines. | hatelong lines, but | didn't risk it. | could always jump back, first thing



in the morning, before the crowds got there, or near closing, after they'd cleared out.
Millie should be here, | thought. | wouldn't mind waiting in line with her.

A memory, long forgotten, surfaced. Mom was going to take me here, to Disney World, on our
next trip down to see Granddad.

| gave up around Six in the evening, my feet hurting and my head aching from the hest.

Back in my apartment | napped for a couple of hours, then called Millie. We talked for over an
hour; then like previous nights, | jumped to Stillwater to watch her window until the light went off.

Midnight EST found me staring a a photo-booth picture of Millie and arguing with mysdif.
Why don't you tell her?

What, tell her that I'm a bank robber? That | do nothing productive with my life? That |
steal peopl€e's hard-earned money?

Just tell her about the jumping.

Sure. If | tell her about the jJumping, think of all the other questions she'll ask. She loves
me now. | don't have to be a freak to win her love. | can be myself.

Oh, yeah? She loves what you've chosen to show her. Isn't omitting the rest just as much a
lie as manufacturing falsehoods? Aren't you living a falsehood? The longer you go without
telling her, the more betrayed she'll feel when she does find out.

Does she have to find out, though?

Do you love her?

Ouch. Okay, she hasto be told. Eventually. When the timeisright.

| stared at Milli€'s picture and shivered.

At two in the morning the Washburns started fighting again, only thistimeit got physicd. Ina
period of twenty minutes, her voice went from loud, angry commentsto cries of fear and then findly,
ghrieks of pain.

It sounded like Mom.

| jumped to the corner, by the deli, my jeans pulled hastily on, my coat over bare shoulders. |
diaed 911 at the pay phone and reported an assault in progress at that address and that apartment.
When they asked for my name and whereabouts | said, "'l was just walking by. | don't want to get
involved, but it soundslike he'skilling her." | hung up.



Unable to stand the screams, | didn't jump back to the gpartment, dancing back and forth on the
cold pavement in my bare feet. Even from here, | could hear her screaming faintly.

Hurry, dammit.

The police took five minutesto get there, acar pulling up with flashing lights but no sren. |
couldn't hear her screaming anymore. The two cops rang the doorbell for the Washburns apartment
and spoke into the intercom. | heard the door buzz and they pushed on through and went inside.

| stood by the phone, in shadow cast by the streetlight. My feet were getting colder by the
minute. So jump someplace warm. | didn't move. | didn't want to go back to the gpartment and |
didn't want to go away. It was not unlike having asore spot in my mouth, painful to the touch, but still
the tongue keeps poking and prodding at it.

The two policeman stayed in the building less than two minutes, then walked out, got in the car,
and drove away.

Shit.

| jumped back to my apartment and listened carefully. She was crying, but apparently held
stopped hitting her. | turned the radio on to hide the noise, and went back to bed.

The weekend was magic, marred only by anagging voice that said, over and over again, tell her
or you'll regret it, and the fact that her roommeate hadn't gone home for the weekend.

| gave her the cast-marble head, first.
"Oh my God, it'sbeautiful. What isit?"

"It'sareproduction of adetail from Michelangelo's Pieté. It'scaled The Head of the Virgin. |
thought it highly gppropriate.”

She blushed and laughed. "Y our second gift of virginity? Well, it's absolutely gorgeousand | love
it. I'm afraid to ask how much it cost.”

| shrugged and brought out the next box.
Shelooked a meaccusngly. "1 told you it makes mefed guilty when you spend money on mel”

"Apologies, in advance, then. I've kept mysdalf in check, mostly, but | failed. Y ou deserve much,
much more.”

She stared distractedly at the wrapped box. "Humph. Trying to get out of it with sweet talk isn't
going to work." She shook the box, considered its dimensions, and bounced it on her palm to get
some idea of the weight. "It better be abook."

“It'snot.”



She opened it dowly, carefully, keeping the paper intact. She got to the jewery case and gave
me another dark look.

"Openit."

She did and her mouth dropped open. Surprise and obvious pleasure. ™Y ou remembered.”

It was acopy of the "Princess Necklace," the origind of which had belonged to Sithathoryunet,
daughter of Sesodtris ||, king of Egypt during the twelfth dynasty. It had drop-shaped beads of 1apis
lazuli, carndian, aventurine, and gold plate over silver, separated by round beads of amethy<t. I'm
surethe origina had solid-gold beads instead of eectroplate, but you can't have everything. Two
hundred and fifty dollars plusthirty for the matching earrings.

"Well, yes. | amost offered to buy it for you then, but you were so touchy about money."

She put the box down and pushed me back onto the couch. "I ill am touchy about money.

Stop buying me expensive gifts.” She kissed me softly, taking her time. "I meanit." She kissed me
again. "And thank you."

We went out that night to the nicest restaurant in Stillwater, so Millie could dress up and wear
the necklace and earrings. Three different women asked about them, leaving her to flounder through a
brief history of twelfth-dynasty Egypt. She glared at me after the last encounter.

"Stop laughing! I'm apsychology maor, not an archaeologist.” But she kept smiling through her
complaint and she kept fingering the necklace throughout dinner.

There was an uncomfortable moment when she asked me how I'd kept my suit from wrinkling in
my tiny overnight bag. I'd jumped back to my apartment from her bathroom, to grab the suit off a
hanger. It hadn't been in my bag. It hadn't been folded &t dl. "Do you believe in paranormal powers?’

"Oh, like you have the power to iron men's suits with your mind?'

"Wdll, it would comein handy, wouldn't it? Tele-press-ess? Psycho-iron-etics?!

She laughed and | changed the subject.

On Friday she had three classes, so | jumped back to Brooklyn, read awhile; then, when
Disney World opened, | jumped to Florida and rode Star Toursthreetimesin arow.

| didn't havetowaitinlineat all.
I've got to bring Millie here.
We spent the afternoon in Milli€'s bed, warm and safe, afortress defending us from October's

chill. Wewaked hdf alazy mile afterward, to a café by the campus. Woodsmoke was drifting from
some of the chimneys and it reminded me of Stanville.



At supper she asked, "Have you heard anything from your mother?"

"No, not yet, but it's only been three days. | checked the answering machine today, and there
wasnt anything."

"Ah, you can do that over the phone?'

"Yeah, you can. All it takesisatouch-tone phone." | hadn't used the remote feature, but you
can. Half-truths and omissions. You call this an honest relationship? | covered my mouth for a
moment with my napkin. Then | countered with, "Have you heard from your ex?'

"Ugh. Why'd you bring him up?"
llmry.ll
"Sssy broke up with him."

| blinked. "What, over that incident at the party?' | couldn't resist. I'd wondered what had come
of hisstory.

"Well... hegot pretty weird right after that. He came up with this UFO-abduction story right out
of thetwilight zone. Sissy isredly into New Age shit and she ateit up.” She shook her head. "Hewas
never that weird when | dated him. However, Sissy skipped class one day and found him in bed with
her roommate.” Milliegrinned. "Now that's the Mark | know."

"What adeazel” | should've jumped himto Harlemor Central Park—it was after dark.
No... he'sno Topper Robbins. Still, | was glad I'd done as much as| had.

We saw abad movie after dinner, so bad it was funny, and amused oursdlves with whispered
dternative dialogue. We waked back through the campus and sat on a bench counting stars until the
cold forced usto wak again, back home, and to bed. Surprisingly, we didn't make love, but dept,
nestled like spoons, arms entwined.

And that wasdl right.

| milked my stay until Monday morning, explaining that | wasn't scheduled to depart until then.
She wanted to know flight timesand | nearly told her everything right then. Insteed, | spilled aglass of
water on the both of us by "accident” and in the ensuing cleanup, the question was forgotten.

Actudly, | think sheknew | didn't want to talk about it. So shedidn't pushit.

Back in New Y ork theindicator on my answering machine showed three messages. | shrugged,
then pushed the replay button and sat, cross-legged, on the floor, my head in my hands.

Thefirst message said, "Have you ever considered the security of lifeinsurance? The problems
of—" It was ataped computer-driven ad. | stabbed angrily at the advance button and the machine
forwarded to the next message.



"Have you ever considered the security of lifeinsurance? The prob—" | hit the advance button
again, swearing under my breeth. | fully expected the next message to be the same stupid ad.

"Hdlo, thisisMary Niles, cdling for Davy Rice. It's Sunday night around eight o'clock on the
west coadt, uh, | guessthat's eleven, your time. I'd rather not leave anumber, but I'll call again
tomorrow, that isMonday, evening at the sametime.”

Mom.

The voice was heartrendingly familiar, unaged, just as| remembered it. Her tone was hesitant at
firgt, then amply matter-of-fact.

What do | say to her? | played it again, to hear her voice. | found tears streaming down my

face and my nose was running, but, instead of getting atissue from the bathroom, | played the
message over and over and over again.

Waiting through the day was bad. | hovered around the phone al morning, on the off chance that
Mom might decideto call early, but the tension kept building and building. Findly, | jumped to the
Embassy 2, 3, 4 & Times Square and watched two moviesin arow, just to turn my mind off.

When | jJumped home, the indicator showed one message. | swore and pushed replay, but it was
some guy named Morgan asking about agirl named Sheila—awrong number. Mixed fedings, relief
and disgppointment a the sametime.

| cdled Millie a seven, Sx her time, which was early, but | didn't want to miss Mom when she
cdled. | didn't want her to find abusy sgnd or the answering machine.

Luckily, Millie had just gotten home.
"Y our mom called? That's great! What did she say?"

"It was just on the answering machine. She wouldn't leave anumber, but she'scaling again
tonight. That'swhy I'm calling now, s0 I'm off the phone later."

"Ah. I'mredly glad for you, Davy. | hopeit works out."

"Well... well see” | was scared shitless, but hope wasthere, too. "I wouldn't have sent her the
letter without your help, Millie. | wouldn't have had the courage. Thanks."

"Hey! Y ou don't give yourself enough credit. Don't put down theman | love.”
"l loveyou. I'm going to get off now. Okay?"
"Sure. | loveyou, too. Bye."

"Bye." | sat the receiver down in the cradle with exaggerated care, softly, tenderly. It was sy,
but since she wasn't there to touch like that, | expressed it in hanging up the phone. | laughed at



mysdif.

| was gtill scared.

Thewait from seven o'clock to eleven wasworse.

At eight-thirty the phone rang and | snatched it up.

"Have you ever considered the security of lifeinsur—" | dammed the phone down.
Five minutes|ater it rang again.

"Hi, thisisMorgan. Is Sheilahome?'

"Therésno Shellahere. Y ou've got the wrong number.”

"Oh. Sorry." He hung up.

Almogt immediatdy it rang again.

"Hi, thisisMorgan. Is Shellathere?’

"It's till the wrong number.”

"Oh." Irritation. "I must be misdiding it. She was very careful when she gaveit to me. Sorry."
Dickhead. She probably didn't give you her real number.

There was a pause of two minutes; then the phone rang again.

"Hi, thisisMorgan. Is Shellathere?'

| paused. Then, in my best Brooklyn accent, an octave below my norma speaking pitch, | said.
"Oh, jeez. I'm sorry man. Sheilaisdead!” | hung up.

That wasn't very nice, Davy.
| fet guilty, but he didn't call back again.
At nine the phonerang again.

"Have you ever consdered the security of life insurance? The problems of protecting your loved
ones from an uncertain future?'

Thistimel let the ad run until 1I'd written down the name of the company and their phone
number. Then | hung up and thought dark thoughts about the misuse of voice-mail systlem whilel
looked up their addressin the phone book.



At 10:55 the phone rang again.

Oh God ohgodohgod.

| picked it up, licked my lips. "Hello?

"Davy?David Rice"

| exhded a shuddering breeth. "Hi, Mom," | said in asmadl voice. "What's happening?'

It was straight out of the past, adice of childhood. I'd get off the school bus, run up the
driveway, pop in through the kitchen door, and say, "Hi, Mom. What's happening?' And shed say,

"Oh, not much. How was school ?"

The voice on the other end of the line became as smdl asmine. "Oh, Davy... Davy. How can
you ever forgive me?"

Isthere no end to tears? My eyes stung and | blinked rapidly.

"Mom—I know about the broken bonesin your face. | know about the year in the hospitdl. |
don't see that you had much choice. It's okay."

Well, it might become okay.

| could hear the receiver brush her cheek as she shook her head. "Y ou never answered my
letters... | must have hurt you terribly.”

"l never got your letters. How many letters?' | had the old sensation in the pit of the stomach,
like when Dad was going to hit me, or when | faced up to Mark, Milli€'s old boyfriend.

"God damn your father! | only sent a couple of long letters from the hospital, but | sent one once
amonth the year after | got out. Then, when | didn't get answers, | tapered off to four or five ayear.
Thelast few years, | just sent presents on your birthday. Did you get those?!

"No."

"Thet bastard! And | left youwith him..."

| shifted on the couch, uncomfortable. | wanted her to stop talking about him, to stop reminding
me. | wanted to throw up, run away, hang up the phone, or jump. Jump away to Stillwater, jJump
away to the Brooklyn Bridge. Jump away to Long Idand and wak on the sand while the Atlantic
rolled storm breakers at the beach.

"It'sokay, Mom," but my voice convinced neither of us.

She paused, then said carefully, with acatch in her voice, "Did he hurt you, Davy?"

Don't tell her. Why make her feel worse? But part of me wanted her to fed worse, wanted to
make her fedl bad, wanted her to feel some of the pain that atwelve-year-old boy felt. " Sometimes.



He used to hit me with his belt, with the rodeo buckle. | missed afew days of school.” My voice was
matter-of-fact.

She broke then, her voice dissolving into sobs, uncontrollable, and | regretted saying anything. |
fdt overwheming guilt.

"I'm sorry," she said between the sobs. "'I'm sorry” and "Please forgive me." Over and over again
until the words blended with the sobs, like cries of pain and grief themsdlves, alitany that seemed
never ending.

"Shhhh. It's okay, Mom. It'sokay." | don't know why, but I'd stopped fedling like crying. A
melancholy sadness, dmost sweet initsintensity, filled me, and | thought about Millie holding mewhile
| cried. "Shhhh. | forgiveyou. It's not your fault. It'snot your fault. Shhhh."

Findly, sheran down and | heard her blow her nose. "I have alot of guilt about leaving you. |
thought I'd worked through it with my therapist years ago. | hate theway my noserunswhen | cry!"

"It must be hereditary."
"Y ou too? Do you cry much?"

"l don't know, Mom. | guess some lately. I'm not very good at it. | guess | haven't practiced
enough.”

"|sthat ajoke?’
"Sort of "
"What do you do, Davy? To make ends meet?'

I'm a bank robber. "Oh, | have banking interests. | do okay—I get to travel alot.” Lies. More
guilt and self-contempt. "What do you do?"

"I'm atravel agent. | get to travd, too. It'svery different from being a housewife."

"Travel isagood escape, isnt it?' | said. As one runaway to another. Do you teleport, too? |
wanted to ask but if she didn't she'd think | was mad.

"Y es. Sometimes escape iswhat we al need. I've missed you, Davy."

Ah, there were my tears again, just when | thought they'd gone away. "I missed you, Mom." |
held the mouthpiece avay, but she heard my sobs. | quelled them, though, quickly.

Thedigtressin her voice was papable. "I'm sorry, baby. So sorry."
"It'sokay. | just get like this sometimes. And you'reright. | hate the way my nose runs.”

A nervouslaugh. "Y ou still try to cheer me up, Davy. My own court jester. Y ou're very specid.”



More special than you can imagine.

| wanted to ask something, but | was il scared, terrified, of rejection. Then sheasked it and |
didn't haveto.

"Can | seeyou, Davy?'

"] wanted to ask that. | can fly out there thisweek."
"Don't you have to work?"

"NoO™

"Wdl, maybe next time, but I'm going to Europein aweek on atour, but wefly out of New
York and | could take an extraday and lay over."

| laughed.
"What's so funny?"

"Nothing. Wdll... afriend of mine said if you got back in my life, we couldn't step back into our
old relationship, but would have to redefineit.”

"He sounds very wise."

"She is. But the instant you said you could come here, | started worrying about cleaning up my
room."

Shelaughed. "Ah. Well, maybe some things stay the same.”

Wetalked for an hour more. | learned about a man she was seeing, some college courses shed
taken, and the beauty of the upper Cdiforniacoast. Inturn | talked about Millie, my gpartment, Millie,
New York, and Millie.

"She soundswonderful," Mom said. "I'll call you when I've got my flight information. Areyou
sure you have room? I've heard about New Y ork apartmentsand | can afford ahotdl.”

"Those are Manhattan apartments you heard about. I've got lots of room." And I'll buy a new
bed, | thought. "If I'm not here, leave the information on the answering machine.”

"Okay, Davy. | wasredly glad to hear from you."
"Me, too, Mom. Good night. | love you.”

She sarted crying again and | hung up.

NINE



| had abonded cleaning service comein on Wednesday. It had been so long since I'd opened
the door to the apartment that it stuck and | had to get them to lean on it from outside before it would
open. Therewas afunny expression on their faces when the door finally came open.

"Jesud" | said. "What's thet smell?"

Thefirst of the three women pointed over her shoulder in answer to my question. | looked
around her.

Someone had built anest in the hallway outside my door with newspapers and old couch
cushions. There was a coffee can buzzing with fliesbesdeit. By the amdl, it was a makeshift toilet,
well used.

"Oh, wow," | said, embarrassed. "l don't comein thisway."

"No wonder," said the woman. Shewas atal black woman with wide shoulders and a streak of
gray that went back over her right ear. "1'm Wynoah Johnson, from Helping Hands. Areyou Mr.
Reece?!

"YSH

"Okay. | understand you want the deluxe treatment. Y ou want usto start with the stairwell?
That'll be extrasinceit's not in the gpartment. It's also what we cal 'excessvefilth.' "

| felt ashamed for some reason. "Uh, | guess so. | don't care what it codts. | really didn't know
about it."

She shrugged. "Okay. Y ou redly ought to talk to your landlord. This building got a super?’
| shook my head.
"Charlene" said Wynoah, "get this shit out to the trash.”

"Ahhhhhh," said one of the other women, ayoung Hispanic, "why do | aways get stuck with the
pee-pee?’ She put down her bucket and broom and went downstairs, holding the coffee can at arm's

length.

Wynoah was Szing up my living room. | pointed at the outside hall and asked her, "Y ou see that
sort of mess often”?”

"Too often. When an gpartment is empty for awhile in some of these buildings where the doors
don't shut right, you get squatters and they can't get the water turned on because they don't have a
lease. They get chased out and we get called to clean up." She was nodding at the room with its video
and stereo equipment, couch, recliner, and bookshelves. "Hell, the way the hdl looked, | thought this
was gonna be one of those nasty jobs. Thisain't nothin'. Let's seetherest.”

| showed her the spare room, with the computer desk and the bookshelves and the brand-new
futon couch I'd bought the day before as a spare bed. My bedroom with afuton platform bed,
bookshelves, and a padded antique rocker | bought in Soho. The bathroom and kitchen were both



tiny.

"Well, it lookslikealot of dust to me, but nothing too bad. Books collect dust,” she informed
mein atonethat implied disaste.

It occurred to me that they were the first humansin my gpartment other than mysdlf. Even when
I'd viewed the gpartment, before renting it eleven months before, the broker just sent me over with the
keys, not bothering to come hersdlf.

Of course, part of it was paranoia. | ill had three-quarters of amillion dollarsin my money
closet. | didn't want people to wonder about that empty space between the kitchen and the bedroom.
But another part of it wasthat it was much easier to bring abook home than a person. A book or a
video or asandwich from the ddli... al of these things were comfortable, undemanding things. But they
didn't make the place dive, not like people did.

| visited the Hamilton Insurance Company that afternoon, after the cleaning service left. Hamilton
Insurance used recorded automated telephone ads, the one that started, "Have you ever considered
the security of lifeinsurance?’ | stuck my head in their reception area, acquired ajump Site, and | eft
without speaking to anyone.

Later, after dl of the company's employees had I€ft, | returned and located their automated
telemarketing equipment set up in acorner office. | found an employee roster with home phone
numbersin the reception area.

An hour later, the equipment was calling the company's employees and playing the ad for them.
Over and over and over again.

| went home, to bed, asmile on my face.

At 11 P.M. Mr. Washburn began begting hiswife again. Therewas very little escalation, just
two angry sentences and then she started screaming again and | could hear hisfigts hitting her, wet,
meaty sounds.

| jumped to their landing and began pounding on the door, hard, rapidly. "Stop it! Stopit!" |
shouted.

Her screams stopped and | heard heavy steps cross to the door. It opened and he stood there,
red-faced, eyes narrowed, teeth bared. "What the fuck do you want?' One hand was closed in afist
and hisright hand was behind the door.

I'd seen him before, on the steps, leaving or coming in. He wastdler than me, and heavy inthe
middle. He was barefoot in dark dacks and awhite tank-top undershirt. He brought the other hand
out from behind the door. Therewasaguninit.

| froze.

He asked again. "What do you want?"



In the background | heard hiswife moaning. A familiar smell cameto my nose, the smdll of
scotch. My stomach hurt.

| jumped behind him, grabbed hiswaist and heaved. He was heavy, very heavy, and the second
hefelt my arms around him, he threw himself back. | lost my balance and started to fall, dl of his
weight coming down on me. Before we landed, | jumped to Centrd Park, at the playground near
100th on the West Side.

Wewent down in the sand pit, next to the concrete hill with al the tunnels. Washburn's body
drovedl theair out of my lungs and he twisted, quick asasnake, to grab a me, to point hisgun at
me.

| jumped away, reflexively, then gasped for breeth in the Stanville Public Library. God, he was
heavy. After five minutes| could breathe without stabbing pain.

| jJumped back to the Brooklyn gpartment and looked in the Washburns front door, still standing
open. Therewas a sound from their front bedroom and | called out, "Hello? Areyou dl right?"

Great. You know she's not all right. Idiot!

| walked in hesitantly. She was lying on the floor by the bed, trying to pull herself up. | forgot
about trespassing and went to her. "Don't try to move. I'll call an ambulance.”

"No. No ambulance." Shewastill trying to pull herself up, trying to get onto the bed. | gave up
and helped her onto it, but she wouldn't lie down. She wanted to Sit.

"Whereishe?'

"Manhattan.”

"How long?"

"Huh?'

"How long has he been gone?’

"Oh. Hejust left."

Her face was swollen. Both her eyes had been blacked, but the way the color spread, | figured
they'd been done the day before. She was bleeding from her mouth and there was a cut on her
forehead that also seeped blood.

"My purse.

"Mdam?'

"Please. Get memy purse. | think it'sin the kitchen."

| looked at her dubioudy. For al | knew she was about to have abrain hemorrhage from the



beating she took. She should be in ahospital.
"Please... it's got the address of the shelter. The shelter for battered women.”

| went and found her purse, came back, and dug through it at her request. The addresswas
written on asmall piece of lavender stationery. There were hearts and flowers at the top.

Jesus.

| called ataxi and helped her pack some things—some clothes, some money stashed away ina
book, and an abum of old photographs. Then | eased her down the stairs to meet the cab.

She was moving better by the time we got downgtairs and | was beginning to believe she just
looked like death. | paid the cabbie—overpaid him—in advance and made sure he knew the
address. | dso told him that if she got worse to go straight to the nearest emergency room.

The cab pulled away and drove down the street, getting smaller and smaller and smdler. | hoped
sheld makeit, but to help, I'd put two thousand dollarsin her purse while | helping her pack.

| was scared to stay in the apartment Thursday and Friday, scared I'd messit up and scared of
Washburn.

Onimpulse, | jumped to the Deltatermind at Dalas—Fort Worth Internationa Airport and
hopped aflight to Albuquerque, where| played tourist for most of the day, including taking the aeria
tramway to the top of the SandiaMountains. | wore mysalf out enough to deep after | jumped home.

Thedarm went off at 10 P.M. and | caled Millie.

"What did you do today?"

| hesitated. "I piddied around, played tourist, played with some computers.” | smiled to myself.
"] wastrying not to think about Mom'svist."

"Nervous.

| exhded. "Very." Theweight of my anticipation was heavy, like an undone chore with no time
to do it before my dad got home. It didn't fed like eagernessat dl. It felt like dread.

"Wel, | can understand that. Y ou have every right to be nervous.”

"What? Y ou think it's going to go bad?"

Shetook aquick breath. "No, sweet. | think it will befine, but it's been so long since you've
seen her, you don't know what to expect. Y ou've had alot of bad things happen since she left—it
doesn't surprise me that you don't know what to expect. That would make anybody nervous.”

"Ah. Well, | waswondering if | wasn't weirding out...."

"No more than the circumstances dictate.” She was quiet for amoment and then said, "Y ou



surprise me, Davy, sometimes, at how well you do handle these things, given dl that's happened to
you."

| swalowed. "You don't fed it from thissde, Millie. | don't know if | can stand it, sometimes. It
hurts."

"Most peoplein your circumstances wouldn't even know it hurt, Davy. They would have built a
wall of unfegling so thick that they wouldn't know when they were sad or in pain or even happy. The
pain would be so great and so close that they could only hidefrom it and dl feglings.

"To know that it hurtsisthe only way to get past it, to hed."

"Humph. If you say s0. Sounds like those other people have the right idea. To not hurt sounds
likeagood idea."

"You ligen to me, David Rice! Y ou go that route and you won't fed joy or love, either. What
happened between uswould never have happened. Isthat what you want?'

"No, never that," | said quietly, hastily. "1 do love you. That hurts sometimes, too."

"Well good. It's supposed to." Shetook aragged bresth. "At least it hurts me sometimes, too. |
think it'sworth it. | hopeyou fed that way too?"

"Yegh. | do."
"Are you coming aweek from tomorrow?" she asked.
"l could come on Thursday again.”

"Oh... I've got atest on Friday. I've got to study for it—but you can stay until Tuesday if you
like"

| smiled asmal, satisfied smile. "Okay. | will."

Later, | jumped to Stillwater and watched Millie's bedroom window for awhile. Then | jumped
to the Albuquerque airport, let my ears equalize, jumped to the parking lot at the base of the tramway,
let the ears equaize again, and jumped to the observation deck atop the mountain. Thistime there
was some pain, but the ears cleared after a second.

I have to find someplace halfway between, somewhere around 7800 feet, as another
stepping stage.

The city was scattered below, like starsfalen to earth, grids of streets and parking lots,
punctuated by pillars of building lights. It wastwo hours earlier than New Y ork, so there was till a
dight glow on the far western horizon that shaded from light blue to black, with stars directly above
amos as dense asthe city lights below.



Therewasalight wind, but the air was very cold, making the light from above and below
somehow distant, remote, and not at al warm. Looking at them, beautiful asthey were, made mefed
cold within. They weren't the sort of things one should watch aone, because the scale of them, the
vast numbers, made one fed diminished. They made mefed very smdll.

| held my nose and jumped home in stages.

| met Mom at the airport with roses and alimousine.

There was alarge crowd waiting outside the security gate at La Guardia. The airport isso
crowded that they don't let anybody but passengersinto the actua gates. Naturally, thisdidn't stop
me. | just jJumped past security to agpot | could see down thelong corridor, well past the metal
detectors and carry-on luggage scanners.

Her connection from Chicago was twenty minutes late, increasing my anxiety. | thought about
plane crashes, mixed signals, missed planes. It would redly be something if she turned out not to be
onthe plane. | smeled the rosesfor the twentieth time—the scent had gone from alight perfumeto a
cloying scent, dmost rancid. | knew it wasn't the flowers, only my anxiety.

Sop smelling them, then!
| paced from one end of the gate's waiting areato the other, occasiondly sniffing the flowers.
When theflight did arrive she was among the last off, walking dowly, abriefcasein her hand.

Sheld changed. | don't know why this surprised me. Before she left, Mom had black, shiny hair,
long and thick. She'd aso been plump, talking endlessly about dieting, but never turning down a
dessert. Sheldd dso had anose one might cal aquilineif onewaskind, or beaklike if one wanted to be
nasty. | shared that nose with her and with her father, so | knew well enough what people could say
about it.

Her hair was short now, cut close around her face, shorter than Milli€'s, and it was white, as
were her eyebrows. She'd lost at least fifty pounds and was wearing a narrow-waisted dress. | saw at
least two businessmen turn to watch as she walked past. And her face had changed. Certainly not
beyond recognition, but it took me aminute to redlize what it was. Her nose was smaller, dightly
turned up, and | felt amoment's sharp grief, afeeling that 1'd lost another connection to her. For a
paranoid moment | wondered if 1'd made up the shared features, that | realy wasn't related to
her—dien. Perhaps really dien.

Then | remembered the hospital stay, and the surgery to repair her face after sheld |eft us.
She was scanning the crowd at the gate, dl of them, except me, waiting to board the
continuation of her flight to D.C. Her eyes crossed over me, ayoung man wearing a (new) expensive

auit, then looked quickly back, atentative smile on her face.

| advanced, the flowers hald before me, ddmost like ashidd. "Wecometo New York," | said.



She looked from my face to the flowers and back to my face. She set the briefcase down, took
the flowers from me, and opened her aamswide. Tears were streaming down her face... and mine. |
stepped into her arms and squeezed her nearly as hard as she held me.

It felt wrong. She was shorter than me and the ample plushness of her hugsthat | remembered
from my childhood was dso gone. It felt uncomfortably like holding Millie. | let go after aminute and
stepped back, profoundly disturbed, confused. Who was this person?

"God you've grown," shesaid, and it was dl right again.

That voice was there, the voice of my past, the voice that said, Oh, not much. How was
school? Thevoicethat said, Your father can't help it, dear, he's sick, sick. Thevoice hadn't
changed.

"Well, | suppose| have. It'sbeen six years.”

| picked up her briefcase and swore at mysdlf. She knows how long it's been. Why'd you say
that? "Y ou look redly good, Mom. | like your hair and you lost alot of weight.” | didn't mention her
face because | didn't want to talk about the events that caused her operations, that drove her away in
thefirst place.

She just nodded and walked along beside me, sniffing occasiondly at the roses. She held thenin
both her arms, cradled, asif they were an infant.

| used a pay phonein the baggage areato cdl the limo's cellular phone. The limo was waiting up
on Ninety-fourth Street, just on the other side of the Grand Central Parkway from the airport. By the
time wed clamed Mom's luggage and got out on the sdewalk, it was sitting at the curb. The driver, a
small black man in ablack suit, was leaning againgt the hood.

I'd met him at the limo agency the day before, so he recognized usright off, coming forward and
saying, "I'll carry that, maam.”

Mom looked at me, surprised, and perhaps alittle frightened.

"It'sokay,” | said. "ThisisMr. Adams, our driver."

She relaxed and handed him the case. "A 1limo? A limousine?' she said, looking at me.
"Well, yes. | think that'swhat they're called.”

Mr. Adams held the rear door for her, hisbody tilted forward solicitoudy, ahand ready to help
her in. After Mom wasin, he continued to hold the door, looking a me.

"Oh." | put the suitcase | was till holding down beside the other cases and climbed in. Mr.
Adams shut the door and put the casesin the trunk.

"A limoudne?'

"Y ou keep saying that, Mom. Would you like something to drink?" | opened the small



refrigerator. "Theresagplit of champagnein here.” I'd make her open it if that's what she wanted—I
wasn't going to open any more champagne bottles without practicing first in private.

She settled on minerd water. | took ginger ale. We used the champagne flutes anyway. Mr.
Adamstook the VVan Wyck to the Belt-Parkway. The Saturday-afternoon traffic waslight, so it was
only thirty minutes before the limo pulled up before my brownstone. "Thisisthe right address, Sr?' He
sounded doubtful.

"Yes" | sad, blushing. | was seeing my neighborhood through his eyes—the trash and greffiti
and groups of sullen Hispanic and black men who stood on corners. | never saw this side because |
awaysjumped Straight to my apartment. If | wanted to go for awalk, I'd jump to the Village or the
south end of Centra Park or downtown Stanville, Ohio. Places that weren't so nervous-making.

Stll, it was my building | was really worried about. | hoped we wouldn't run into Washburn. We
didn't.

Mr. Adams made sure the limo was locked and its darm activated before he carried the bags up
to my apartment. Once held put the bags down in the spare room, Mom tried to tip him.

"Oh, no maam. I've already been paid a more than adequate gratuity for the weekend."
"The weekend?"'

"Mr. Adamswill bedriving for usduring your visit. It can be hard to get cabs out here
ometimes”

Sheblinked. "Oh."

Mr. Adamstipped his hat. "1'd best be getting back to the car. May | suggest, g, that | moveit
until you need me? Y ou have alot of nicethings herein your gpartment—it might be best if the
limousine wasn't downstairs to draw the wrong sort of attention toit. Y ou could reach me on the car
phone.”

"That's very thoughtful of you." | saw him to the door. Before heleft | said, "Theres aprecinct
house three blocks toward Flatbush Avenue. Perhaps that would be agood place to park... for the
car that is”

"Yes gr," hesad, relieved. "l hopethisisn't inconvenient.”

"No," | answered. "It's probably best for both reasons.”

Mom spent sometimein the bathroom, freshening up. | sat in the living room, in the recliner, my
feet up, and listened to the sound of running water. She hummed to herself as she washed, another
reminder of the past, comforting and disturbing at the sametime.

"l see you managed to ‘clean up your room," " she said, coming into the living room and standing
before the bookshelves.



"Well... yeah." | added dmost convulsively, "I had acleaning servicein.”

She laughed quietly. "I'm glad to see you're ill reading. Y our father never was much of a
resder."

| didn't say anything for amoment. She turned to me with raised eyebrows. "Y es, reading is very
important to me," | said into the awkward silence. "1 think if | hadn't been areader, | would have gone

The smdl smile on her face died. "Escape?’

"Y eah—escape and afedling that the rest of the world wasn't mixed up or crazy. That people
could redly havelivesthat didn't involve..." | shut my mouth. Supid, stupid, stupid.

Mom took a deep breath. "1 need to say some thingsto you, Davy. | need to say somethings
I've been thinking about for years." She looked scared, but somehow determined.

| st up intherecliner, the footrest folding beneath with alittle click. My stomach started to
churn. "Okay," | said.

She sat down on the end of the couch closest to the recliner and leaned forward, her elbows
resting on her legs, her fingersinterlocked. "Have you ever heard of Alanon?

| shook my head.

"Alanon is an organization modeled after Alcoholics Anonymous. Its emphasisisnot on
acoholicsthemselves, but on their family members, their spouses or children. | started going to their
meetings after | moved to Cdifornia" She paused a second. "When a person lives with an acoholic,
with any abusive person, they start to have the same kind of arrested emotiona development that the
alcohalic does. For the same reason, the techniques for treating acoholics aso turn out to be effective
for tregting the victims of their abuse.”

| nodded. | didn't know what she was getting at and | suspected | didn't want to know, but she
was my mom.

"Thething that both organizations depend on is something called the twelve-step program. The
steps are things one has to accomplish or accept to overcome and heal what has happened to them.
Without going through thewholeligt, | need to do what is called aninth step with you.”

Thiswas not my mother. Thiswasn't the woman who joked with me, comforted me, looked
after me. | didn't know who this serious, determined woman was. Rdluctantly, | said, "What isaninth

Sep?!

"Making amends. Acknowledging the harm and damage that one has done to the person that
was harmed and damaged.”

"Oh, Mom. Youdidn't doiit,..."

"Shhh. Thisisn't easy. Let mefinishwhat | haveto say.”



| dumped in on mysdf, my arms crossed tightly, and looked at the floor between us.

"] did terrible things to you, Davy. | abandoned you for six yearswith aman | knew was an
acohoalic, capable of terrible emotiona and physica abuse. Before |l |eft, | Sllently abetted emotiond
abuse. | let him destroy your self-esteem. | et him "punish’ you for thingsthat didn't warrant
punishment. | wasaslent partner in his abuse of you."

Asshespoke | curled in on mysdlf, asif my somach were cramping, asif to curl around my
pain, my hurt, and shield it from the world.

Shewent on. "l failed to confront his abuse of you out of fear, out of doubt, out of uncertainty. |
failed to take action after | abandoned you, action to protect you from his abuse, action to recover
you from him. And, worst of al, | abused you directly, by abandoning you, by taking my love and
care away fromyou, by treating you like lost luggage, that one doesn't have an obligation to, a

responghility to."
Shetook adeep bresth of air and | looked at her face, not lifting my head, but peering through

my hair, where the bangsfell forward. Her cheeks were wet, but her eyes watched me, blinking to
clear thetears.

"| pray," shesad, "that one day you'll be ableto forgive me."

"Oh, Mom... it wasn't your fault. Y ou were driven away!"

She shook her head violently. "I'm just as responsible. | acknowledge that responsbility even if
you don't want to think of mein that way. Someday you will, and | fear that your anger at me will be
far greater than what you fed toward your father."

"Oh, never! |... | can't even talk about him without... without, ah shit." | started crying myself.
Mom cameto me, quickly, and perched on the armrest of therecliner. | leaned into her and she held
me, slent, one hand patting awkwardly at my back.

After aminute | tried to wipe my tears from my face with my fingers. My nose was dripping so |
mumbled, "Excuse me," and stood, Mom's arms dropped. | brought a box of tissues back from the
bedroom. We both knew our noses and laughed alittle.

"Geneticsiswondarful," | sad.

"You're entirdy welcome." She blew her nose hard, dike amezzo-soprano foghorn. "Thanks for
ligeningtome."

It wasn't you. It wasn't your fault. "You'rewelcome, | guess,..." | wanted to argue the point,
but even more | wanted to drop the subject, to talk about anything else. "Are you getting hungry yet?'

"A bit."

"l have areservation in the Village for six-thirty. It will take us about forty-five minutesto drive
there so we need to leave in about thirty-minutes. | dso have theater ticketsto Grand Hotel."



"My God. Are you bankrupting yoursdlf for my visit?*
| thought about the money chest, ten feet behind her. "Not even close, Mom. Not even close.”

"Well," she said with akind of artificid gaiety, "I'd better change then.

Weareat | Tre Merli, an Italian restaurant on West Broadway. People stared when we got out
of thelimo. I tried to act nonchaant. Mom thanked Mr. Adamswarmly for holding the door. We
arranged atime for him to pick us up with enough leeway to get to the theater.

Our table was ready immediately, a consequence of eating early, though the hostess had seen
Mr. Adams hand us out of the limo, so perhapsthat helped aswell.

During dinner, the waiter suggested wine from the restaurant's own vineyard. Mom agreed. |
drank aglass of red that seemed to go well with the food. It made me lightheaded and nervous. |
spoke to her about it.

"Do you drink much, Davy?' Shelooked sideways and leaned closer. "I guess, technically,
you're still underagein New Y ork, aren't you? Though you don't ook it."

| shrugged. "That'snot it. | can dways pay somebody to buy it for me. | just don't know... |
mean, Dad..."

"Ah. Y ouwonder if you're an acoholic, too. | shouldn't worry about it too much, not if thisisthe
firgt dcohal you've had in... how long?*

"| tasted some champagne about six weeks ago. | didn't think much of it."

She nodded. "WEéll, it's something to keep an eye on, but don't be too paranoid. It was one of
my fears, too, after | got to Cdifornia. My therapist convinced me my problems had different causes.”

| wondered if there was a secret organization out there: Teleports Anonymous. Hi, my nameis
David Rice and I'm a teleport. Mom didn't look like ateleport, did she? What does a teleport |ook
like? | wanted to tell her, but things were going so well—I didn't want to blow it by reveding my
aienness. Or the bank robbery, for chrissakes. The only time | remember her punishing me waswhen
| stole aneighbor'stoy.

Grand Hotel was good, brilliantly staged, with wonderful music. My favorite character was Mr.
Kringeen, theterminaly ill Jewish accountant. The Immies, two black entertainer/waiters, were dso
good, but whilel liked the way the play ended, there was one thing that disturbed me grestly.

The aging balerina, expecting the young and handsome Baron to meet her a the Sation, isn't
told by her manager and companion that he's died the night before. | hated that. It seemed like the
harshest bit of kindness I've ever seen, like betrayal—like manipulation, to make her go on dancing. |
hated that.



Mom shrugged. "It'slife. It'stoo much likelife, perhaps, but it'sredidtic.”

Neither of us had dept well the night before, in anticipation or dread of the visit, so Mr. Adams
drove us back to the gpartment and we turned in.

The next morning aswe were getting into the limo | saw Washburn watching usfrom his
window. | ignored him, acting like he wasn't there, but | couldn't help but remember the gunin hisfigt.
| wonder how he got back from Central Park?

We ate breakfast on the Upper West Side; then Mr. Adams dropped us over at the
Metropolitan Museum of Art, where we took in the Russan traveling exhibit of French Impressionist

paintings.
"Y ou're amember of the museum? How often do you come here?"
| shrugged. "More, sincel joined. | spent sometime herewhen | was il living in Manhattan.”
We enjoyed the exhibit, though the Sunday crowd was thick and obnoxious.

After awoman stepped directly between Mom and the painting she was looking at, shetook me
asde and asked with asmile, "Do they train people how to be New Y orkers? | don't see how they
could be so rude otherwise." Shefrowned then. "Well, | guessthey do. Family behavior istraining.
Dysfunctiondity passes down through generations. God, | hope dl New Y orkers aren't products of
dysfunctiond families”

"I've met lots of friendly New Y orkers" | said. "Me, for instance.”

"Hal Y ou're animport. Definitely foreign materid.”

"Wdl, Mr. Adams, then."

She nodded. "I'm sure there are plenty.”

| called Mr. Adams from the pay phone and he picked us up out front. It would probably take
us an hour to get to Kennedy Airport. "I know we have plenty of time," Mom said, "but | want to
double check my aide sest. | can't stand to sit in the middle or at the window. | hateit.”

On theway out to the airport Mom tried to talk to me about getting into therapy.

"Areyou saying I'm crazy?' | was alittle angry—upset. I'd been trying to work up the courage
to tell her about the tel eportation—to ask her if she could or anyonein our family. If she thought |
needed therapy now....

"No. Not crazy. However, you just can't shrug off what you've been through. Wedl carry this
baggage around with us, thisemotiona garbage. We have to work through it, or well end up inflicting

it on our children." She avoided looking a me when she said this. " Seeing athergpist doesn't mean
you're crazy, or bad, or sick. A therapist islike a... aguide. He knows the signs, the roads, the pits.



He can help you find the pain insgde, acknowledge it and its cause, and get pagt it."
| looked out the window.

She kept talking. ™Y ou ran away from your father and that was a good thing. But the damageis
there and you can't run away fromit. It'sapart of you."

No problemis so big that it can't be teleported away from: Linus, paraphrased.

| found mysdlf getting angrier and angrier. Cool it, Davy. It's not worth it. "I'll think about it,” |
lied, findly, to get her away from the subject.

Shelooked, for amoment, like she was going to keep onit, but she smiled after aminute and
sad, "Tdl me about your job."

| shrugged. Maybe | should have let her go on about therapy. "It'smorelike banking
interests. Nothing redlly to talk about. 1'd rather hear about your trip to Europe.”

| don't think | fooled her. | think she knew there was something about my "job™ that | didn't want
to talk about, but she didn't pressit.

"We're spending four daysin London, two daysin Paris, three daysin Rome, two daysin
Athens, three daysin Istanbul, and then home again. It's crazy, but it's one of these travel agents-only
toursto evaluate hotd facilities. I've doneit twice before and you're lways so tired that you really
haven't aclue about the facilities. Still, it helpsto be ableto tell aclient what they haveto doto get a
cab in Lisbon or change money in Amsterdam. And I've never been to Turkey before, so that will be
nice."

"Sounds wonderful. If | had apassport, 1'd go with you."

She smiled. "Well, I'd like that. Next time. And did you say you were going to come out to
Cdifornia?"

| nodded. "Count onit. I'll give you aweek to rest up after your trip, then I'll be out after that.”

She amiled and | smiled and for one brief second | felt like things were okay, that we'd done the
impossible and put the paths of our lives back together. Maybe not on the same road, but so they'd
cross each other occasionally and maybe run dongside of each other for ashort time. | felt likel had
amother again.

Before she boarded her plane she cried and held me very tight. | felt empty as| waked back to
the curb and to Mr. Adamss|limo.

He held the door for me, but | raised my hand. "No, thanks, Mr. Adams. The ball isover and
I'm going to turn back into a pumpkin.” | gave him ahundred-dollar bill and said, "Enjoy therest of
the weekend, what's | eft of it. Y ou were very good to us."

"Areyou surel can't drop you back at your place?’



"No, thanks. I'll make my ownway. | meanit," | added when he sarted to ingst. "Thanks
agan."

He nodded. "If you need alimo..."
"I know who to cdl."

Hedrove off into the afternoon traffic, adeek, black whae cruising smoothly through a school
of darting, fractiousfish.

| jumped home.

PART 4:

CHINESE CURSE

TEN

On Monday | dropped my dirty clothes off asusual, jumping to the aley behind the laundry, and
leaving them to be done, seventy-five cents a pound, no starch, shirts on hangers. When | stepped out
on the sdewalk again the sun was shining brightly, the air felt cold and, for achange, clean. It felt
crisp like abite out of anew apple, fresh from therefrigerator. | decided to walk the six blocks back
to the apartment.

Over the weekend, with Mr. Adams driving us, I'd seen more of my neighborhood than usudl. It
wasn't without its pleasant agpects, but in early November, with al the leaves gone from the trees and
bushes, it looked bleak and dirty. Amazing what atouch of green will do. Also, the nearer | got to my
block, the more prominent the graffiti got, the more trash there was.

| wondered if | should move. How would | feel if Millie was staying here, if she had to walk
through this area? | found mysalf looking at the men sitting on the stoops or standing on the corners.
They stared back, chalenging, until | looked esewhere. If Millie visits, we'll stay in a hotel in
Manhattan.

It was because | waslooking a everyone on the street that | noticed the guysin the car. They
were parked three buildings down from my apartment, reading newspapers, the windows halfway
down. A paper cup of coffee on the dashboard put a circle of condensation on thewindshield. As|
passed them, | heard the crackle of a dispatch radio, the kind you hear on cop shows.

| looked at the man on the passenger side. It was Washburn.
He was sipping from another cup of coffee and reading the paper, but a the sound of my

footsteps he glanced toward me. When our eyes met, he jerked his head back, surprised. A large
dollop of steaming coffee dropped onto his chest and he jerked again, swearing and patting



ineffectually at his chest with newspaper. Ashedid this, | saw hisjacket gape open and saw the
wood-inlaid grip of hispistol in ashoulder holster.

Christ, he'sa cop? That explained the gun and it explained why the patrol copsdidn't do
anything thenight | called 911.

| walked on, with hardly abreak in step, pleased that he'd spilled the coffee, but not wanting to
acknowledge him. Nothing makes a person madder than being stared at when they've done something

dumsy.

Since they werethere, | went through the aley, toward the back gate, and jumped up to the
apartment from a private space by the garbage cans. | looked out the window and saw Washburn,
complete with coffee sain, get out of the car and walk up the sdewak until he was directly below.
He peered around the corner, into the alley.

| went into the bathroom and took some Alka-Sdltzer.
What does he want?

It couldn't be the bank robbery, could it? The only other crime I'd committed was using afalse
driver'slicense, unless opening abank account with false ID was fraud or something.

Hell, are they even watching me? Maybe I'm being paranoid.
At 1 P.M. thetwo men in the car were ill there.

| jJumped to Forty-seventh Street, bought atripod, returned, and mounted the video cameraon
it, at thewindow. | ran an RCA jack across the room to my television and watched them at maximum
zoom, in living color, on my twenty-five-inch screen. A couple of different timesone or the other
would take a bathroom or coffee break at the Korean ddli on the corner.

Are they watching me?

| jumped to the landing outside my apartment door, went down the stairs and out the door. |
ignored the car and walked down the block away from them. The street wasfairly ill, just then. In
the distance, | heard a car door shut and then acar Start itsengine.

At the corner | took aright, then jumped back up to my apartment in time to see Washburn
walk briskly up the sdewalk. At the corner, he looked to the right, then held one hand over his ear
and moved hislips. | heard the car'stires squedl, then catch. It went past the apartment and around
the corner.

Well, | guess there's no doubt. | looked around at the apartment, sad. | knew they couldn't
arrest me. 1'd be gone before they could open the door, but al my stuff—all my precious books...

Dad wouldn't Iet me keep books.

"What's the big deal—you've read it, haven't you?" Then he'd take them down to the
used-book store and sell them for peanuts. He never got anything close to what they were worth. He



didn't like them cluttering up the house, or even my room.

They weren't going to get my books.

Milli€'s gpartment complex, on the edge of the OSU campus, had avacancy. They were
surprised to get atenant in the middle of the semester. The rent, for a second-story, two-bedroom
gpartment, was less than half of my New Y ork rent and the deposit was only two hundred dollars. To
amplify things, | paid the rent through the end of the oring semester, eight months worth, explaining
that I'd just cashed the scholarship check and that if | didn't pay for the rent, 1'd probably spend it on
pizza. They accepted my New Y ork license and my dad's addressin Ohio and let me movein
immediady.

| started in the living room of the New Y ork gpartment, with my shirt off and my hands swesting.
| looked at abookshdf, then jumped to the Stillwater apartment and chose awall for it. Then back to
the New Y ork apartment. | stepped in to the bookshelf, three feet wide and shoulder-high, gripped
one of the lower shelves, and heaved. The ligaments and tendons connecting my shouldersto my neck
srained and | felt astrain in my lower back, but the bookshelf, one of my largest, didn't seemto
move. | exhaded and leaned back. The shelf tipped, came off the floor.

| jumped.

In the Stillwater gpartment | leaned forward quickly. The bookshdf hit the floor and tipped
back, banging into the wall and knocking seven books off the top shelf and onto the floor.

| left them there. The shelf was off the floor for just a second, but it came with mewhen |
jumped. This bore thinking about, but | didn't want to take the time.

The other bookshelves were easier, but by thetime | finished, my shoulders were aching. | took
the entertainment center in sections, much smaller |oads than the bookshelves. The computer desk
was aso easy, but | took al the drawers out of my dresser and jumped them separately. I'd done my
hanging clothes and | was about to take the bed apart when | thought about the money.

Oh. | garted laughing. The more | laughed, the funnier it seemed. There was over seven hundred
thousand dollarsin the closet and | wanted to save my books. | leaned against the wall and shook,
tears streaming down my face, dmost bresthless with laughter. There may be hope for you yet,
Davy.

| jumped to Stillwater and found alinen closet in the hallway. It had shelves, but didn't seem big
enough. | looked up, thinking to add a shelf above, and saw an attic access hatch. After retrieving a
step stool and aflashlight from the Brooklyn apartment, | found that there was athree-foot
crawlspace between the roof and my apartment ceiling. It reminded me of thelibrary back in
Sanville

The attic was blocked off from the other gpartments by fire walls, making it private enough for
my purposes. | transferred the money in stages, ignoring the rest of my belongings until every dollar
was stacked neatly in the crawl space.



What will they think of my doorless closet? Should | open the door back? | remembered a
pointlesstelevison specid involving the basement of a Chicago hotdl and a hotshot broadcast
"journdist™ who thought hed found Al Capone's missing vault. It would be interesting to seethelr
reaction when they broke through. | amost considered leaving alittle money, just to confuse them.

| took abreak, then, and had supper at Fraunces Tavern, in the financia district. Thiswasa
mistake. The serviceisleisurdly, and by dessert my back had stiffened and my body seemed one dull
achefrom the top of my neck to the calves of my legs.

| tried walking along the water in Battery Park, to loosen up, but the cold wind off the mouth of
the Hudson seemed to make things worse, adding a headache to my other ills.

Supid police!

| jumped directly to the bathroom of the Brooklyn apartment, to take someibuprofen. The room
was dark, and | reached out to flip the light switch, but stopped.

Someone wasin the apartment.

How'd they get past the drop bars?

The bathroom door was half open and | stepped quickly behind it, to peer though the crack by
the hinges. The front door was six inches gar and there was a blackened, irregular oval hole cut in the
stedl door. On thefloor, just inside the doorway, was an acetylene-oxygen rig, with small tanksand a
cutting torch. A decd on the oxygen tank said PROPERTY NYPD.

Down the halway a uniformed policeman was helping aman in asuit examine my bed. They
were probing the mattress with something that looked like hat pins, thin needles about sSix incheslong.
From the kitchen | could hear pots and pans clanging as someone moved them around.

| wondered if they had a search warrant.

Do you want to ask them, Davy? " Oh, excuse me, Officer. Do you have a piece of paper
that lets you perform acupuncture on my bed?"

| decided to get the ibuprofen someplace else. | stood there, though, fascinated in some
perverseway. | fet, dmogt, asif | waswitnessng my own violation. | heard dishes clatter together
and clenched my fists. The dishesin the kitchen were handmade pottery that 1'd bought for five
hundred dollars from a specidty shop inthe Village.

At least the books are okay.

The phonerang. | looked at my watch.

Oh, Chrigt! Millie.

| hadn't moved the phone or the answering machine. There hadn't been areason—there wasn't
even dectricity at the Stillwater gpartment, much less phone service.



The phonewasin my bedroom, just visible on the bedside table. The man in the suit picked up
the phone before the answering machine switched on.

"Helo," he said, tilting his head toward the halway. It was Washburn. He'd managed to change
his shirt snce the morning.

"No, you have the right number. Thisis David's gpartment. Thisis Sergeant Washburn of the
New Y ork City Police Department. Who am | speaking to?' He held his hand over the mouthpiece
and said to the uniformed cop, "Call dispatch and get atrace." The uniformed cop took aradio from
his belt and went into the living room.

Washburn uncovered the mouthpiece. "No, to the best of my knowledge, David isall right. He
left this gpartment sometime this morning. He doesn't seem to have been back. Have you known
Davidlong?' Helistened. "Trouble? Well, that remains to be seen. We want to talk to Mr. Reece
about acouple of things." He listened again, then said, "Well, we have a search warrant—that's why.
Could you please give me your address and phone number, Ms. Harrison?' Hewrotein apad that he
took from his jacket pocket. " Oklahoma? But you'rein the city right now?... No? Well, if you hear
from Mr. Reece, could you please have him call Sergeant Washburn at the Seventy-second Precinct.”
The uniformed cop came back into the bedroom and showed Washburn something written on a pad.
Washburn compared it with his own pad and nodded.

"No, you have the right apartment. David's rental |ease says Rice, but his bank account says
Reece. We don't know whether Reece or Riceis correct. That's one of the thingswed liketo talk to
him about. Please have him cdl. Goodbye."

He hung up the phone. The other plainclothes cop stuck his head out of the kitchen. "Well?"

"Girlfriend, maybe. In Oklahoma. Taksto him every night. She seemed surprised and upset.
Sounded like she didn't know anything about his Reece persona. The number she gave uswas legit.”

"| wonder if she knows where he gets his money?*
"Well, we can get hold of her later, if we don't find out here," said Washburn.

"Areyou surethisisworth dl thistrouble? | mean, the only thing we have onthekidisillegd
identification.”

"Shit, Baker! What about assault? Where does he get his money? The Socia Security number
he gave bel ongs to some grandmother in Spokane, Washington. The IRS wants to know about that.
None of the people named David Rice or David Reece on their books have this address, so he's
probably never paid incometax. To me, that says drugs—drugs and drug money."

The uniformed cop said, "'l don't find nothing in this mattress. What put you onto this guy,
anyway’?"

Washburn said, " Shut up and keep searching.”

"Jeez, Sergeant. What'sthe big ded 7'



Baker stuck hishead out of the kitchen. "Washburn has the apartment downgtairs. HE's been
watching this Reece/Rice kid for awhile, and the kid must have got wind of it. He and some of his
friends jumped Washburn, knocked him out, and left him in Central Park."

"Chrigt, Sergeant, why didn't you press charges?'
Because it didn't happen.

Washburn shrugged. "1'd rather he went down for something big. Besides," he admitted,
grudgingly, "there were no witnessesand | didn't see hishelp. They jumped me from behind. But
there's something going on here. | checked with the landlord. The kid paid the deposit and first
several months rent in postal money orders. Findly, he starts paying by check, but the nameis
different from the one on the lease. Last Saturday they see alimo drop the kid and awoman here. A
limo, in this neighborhood? We check the license number on the check and, lo and behold, thisisn't
the address on the license, so we check that address and we find another David Reece—one with a
different face, but the same driver'slicense. So, we put atag on this David starting Sunday, but he
loses us at Kennedy. We were afraid held skipped, but he comes walking back to his apartment
Monday morning. Later that afternoon he walks out of the apartment, around the corner, and

disgppearsagain.”

Baker, inthe hdlway, said, "Next time we see him, we're arresting him. He's too good at
dropping atail. That'swhy Ray and your partner are downgtairs.” He went back into the kitchen.

The uniformed cop asked, "Who was the woman?"

"Hismother. That'swhat the limo driver told us. The kid paid in advance, in cash, for the
weekend, and tipped the driver an additional hundred at the end. They picked her up at LaGuardia
and dropped her a Kennedy. The driver didn't get her name or either of the flight numbers. Saysthe
kid just told him what termina and when. Possibly she brings hisdrugsin.”

Leave my mother alone! | considered jumping down to the street and torching their cars,
perhaps smashing the windshields. The anger just made my head hurt more.

| jumped to Stillwater, where | bought ibuprofen at a convenience store and washed it down
with 7UP.

What am | going to do about Millie?

Sherry, Millies roommeate, answered the door. The expressions that her face went through when
she recognized me told me volumes.

"Hang on asecond,” she said. She didn't ask mein. Shedidn't say hello or ask how | was doing.
She pushed the door closed in my face.

The headache and the anger returned. When Millie opened the door, my face was red and my
pulse was pounding in my ears. She looked scared.

"Davy, what are you doing here?"



| shrugged. "I need to talk to you. Since I'm not welcome inside, perhaps we could take awalk.
She swallowed. "I'm not sure | want to walk with you."

"Ohfor Chrigt's sake!l" Sheflinched and | went onin aquieter voice. " Sergeant Washburn didn't
say | wasviolent, did he? Surely hewould havetold you if | was suspected of murder or something.”

"How did you know...? Well, okay. I'll get my coat.”

She joined me on the porch aminute later, her hands stuck deep in the pockets of her coat, her
eyesremote, her face till.

| walked out to the street and she followed afew paces behind. We started dowly down the
sdewalk. The sky was cloudy, the temperature right above freezing, and athin mist, more than fog
and lessthan rain, left surfaces dick and wet. | could smell woodsmoke.

She broke the silencefirgt. "Why are you walking like that? Are you hurt?"

"l waslifting furniture. | overdidit abit, but | wasinahurry.”

"Right...."

Her tone of voice stung. "It'sthe truth!™

Sheturned her head sharply, her jaw set. "Ah, truth! That's an interesting subject. Let'stalk
about truth!™

| exnded. "All right. Why don't we."
"Let's start with names, Mr. Rice, or should | call you Mr. Reece. What isyour name?”
"Rice. I've never lied to you."

Shejerked her head up, her mouth open. "Oh? And who do you lieto? Do you confine your lies
to bank tdllers? Are girlfriends exempt from lies?'

| lowered my head and repeated stubbornly, "I've never lied to you. Everything I've told you has
been true.”

Shedidn't believe me. "Thereslying and thereslying. Do you know what lying by omissonis?
Do you know what lying by implication is? Why do the police want you? What did you do? Why did
you keep it from me?"

"Because | wanted you to love me!”

Shetook a step back, the scared look on her face again.

"Because | wanted you to love me.... Oh, fuck it!" | stopped and stared up into the clouds, tears
mixing with mig.



She looked away, unwilling to watch me. | stifled the tears, clenched my eyes shut, squeezed
them out.

"What do you want?' | asked. "What can | do to makeit al right?"
"You liedto me. You betrayed me. | told you what that means.”

| shook my head, disbelieving. "Y ou said that if you ever found that | lied to you, we were
through. Isthat what you want? Shdl | just go away and never bother you again?'

Shelooked a me, her eyes narrowed, her mouth athin, uncompromising line. "Yes."
| looked at her disgust, her anger, her hate, and | couldn't stand it.
"Good-bye, then."

Out of spite, then, while she watched, | jumped away, to escape, without thought, without
direction. Then, on the floor of the Stanville Public Library, | curled upinabal and cried and cried
and cried.

| spent the night in my recliner, in the Stillwater apartment, my long lesther coat as a blanket.
There was no heat or light because I'd yet to have the utilities turned on. | had nightmares about Dad,
when held hit mefor crying. Millie was there, sanding at the Side and nodding at everything Dad said.
| awoke in the gray of dawn, shivering, my back aching. | chose not to go back to deep.

After putting on my shoes, | jJumped to the landing outside my gpartment door in Brooklyn.
There was afresh hasp and padlock locking the door and asign that said, SEALED BY NYPD.
FOR INFORMATION, CONTACT D. WASHBURN, 72ND PRECINCT.

| jumped to the bedroom. The bed was stripped, al the linenstossed in the corner. | cautioudy
checked the rest of the apartment.

At some point they'd realized that there was too much dead space between the kitchen and
living room. They'd torn through the covered-up door of the money closet, but | knew there wasn't a
thingtofindinthere.

The kitchen was a shambles, dishes stacked precariously on the counters. Severa of them had
been taken asde and dusted with fingerprint powder. The garbage had been dumped in the sink and
examined closly.

| ignored the mess and began jumping items to the Stillwater gpartment, sorting the pots and
dishesinto the cabinets. | was surprised to find they hadn't broken anything, but it didn't seem to
matter.

Nothing seemed to matter.

Stll, I handled each ddlicately glazed piece with reverentia care, wiping the dust fromit witha



dish towel before consigning it to its place in the cabinet. 1'd bought the dishes at the end of the
summer with Millies help. Mom hed liked them very much.

By midmorning I'd transferred all the kitchen and bathroom stuff, aswell asthe bed and its
frame. The only thingseft in the gpartment that | had any interest in were the drapes and miniblinds,
but | was sure the police were gill waiting for me outsde and | didn't want them to know | wasin the

gpartment.

Back in Stillwater, | went through the motions of having the water, eectricity, cable, and gas
turned on. | aso decided against starting a new bank account. If | couldn't pay for something with a
postal money order or cash, | wouldn't buy it.

None of the utilities seemed to blink at recelving cash for deposits. Maybe things are different in
collegetowns. They dl promised to activate services by the end of the next day. Whilel wasout, |
passed the phone company, but | also decided against a phone. | was not feeling very sociable.

One of my windows looked out on the street running between the campus and the apartment
complex. | stared out of it for most of the afternoon, watching people wak by, their steps quick inthe
rain. | jumped to adeli in Manhattan for coffee and a sandwich about midafternoon, but | ate them at
thewindow in Stillweter.

At 4:15, Millie crossed from campus at the light and walked up the Street. She was moving more
dowly than those around her, staring down at the sdewalk, her face remote. She was carrying an
umbrellathat she'd bought from a street vendor in New Y ork City back when I'd first met her.

"Four dollars, miss. Only four dollars." She'd shaken her head. "Three dollars, three
dollars." Intheend, they'd settled on two and a hdf. I'd commented that it would probably dissolve
intherain, but there it was, proving mealiar.

| wanted to jump to the sdewalk and stand in front of her, but the memory of her face from the
night before was too much.

So, why am | in Stillwater, then?

| watched her walk dowly out of sight.

| tried to write Millie aletter, to explain why the police wanted to talk to me. To explain that I'd
purchased afake ID with money that | robbed from abank using an ability that people didn't have.
Every time | saw the words on screen, | found mysalf deleting the document. Hell, | found myself
doubting the story. How could | expect Millieto believeit?

| wanted to get away, to hunker down, to wait out the storm. | visited Serendipity Travel and
went through their brochures. | ignored al the places that showed people smiling and having agood
time. Smiling was not compatible with theimagein my head. Finaly | found the place, aretrest,
located in West Texas. The brochure talked about isolation and wilderness and meditation. It was

perfect.



It took me most of the day to get into El Paso. From there | boarded abus just before it left,
and sat near the front, away from the smoking section. | carried the camerain one of the backpacks
bought for the Chemica Bank robbery, and stuffed in the pockets of my coat were antihistamines,
ibuprofen, and tissues.

| had acold.

We went east on [-10, winding aong the Rio Grande and into athunder-and-dust storm. |
dozed, my deep troubled by weird, haf-remembered dreamsthat didn't quite stop when | awvoke. At
the rest stop, before we turned south at Van Horn, on U.S. 90, | stumbled off the busto buy
something to drink, my mouth dry and my skin hot. It hurt to swalow.

The storm'sintensity worsened and the bus took four hoursto do the next leg of thejourney. My
fever seemed worse, but | didn't want to waste the time I'd spent so far. If | jumped away now, I'd
haveto start over at the rest stop, outside Van Horn. | blew my nose and dozed.

At Marfathe busturned south on U.S. 67, aroad which stretched across the desert before
climbing through the Cuesta Del Burro and Chinati mountains before making the long drop down to
the Rio Grande at Presidio, devation thirty-three feet. The bus made amed stop here, a the Presidio
Tastee-Freez, but | jumped to Greenwich Villagefor afdafd pita. | only ate part of it—no appetite. |
jumped back for the last leg of the journey, down Farm to Market Road 170.

It was |ate afternoon and the sky was cloudy, but it was hot in Redford. | thanked the bus
driver, recorded ajump site, and jumped directly to the Stillwater apartment with only adight ear

pain.

My lover had rejected me, the police were after me, | had afever of 102°F, my right ear
wouldn't stop aching, and | was having trouble breathing. So | felt guilty for feding sorry for myself.

It's easy enough to say, Hey, Davy, you're entitled. You've got every right to feel sorry for
yourself. Understanding that didn't make mefed any lessguilty. If anything, it made it worse, because
the guilt made me angry, made me defensive. So, | wasfedling sorry for mysdif, guilty, and angry.

'Cause degp down inside, | knew | deserved it dl.

At 8 P.M. | jJumped to atwenty-four-hour clinic in midtown Manhattan. | lied onthesign-in
forms about my name and address and said | would pay in cash. The doctor, a Hindu named Patel,
listened to my symptoms, took my temperature, peered in my ears, then listened to my lungs.

"Oh, my," hesaid. | went into agpasm of coughing. He held the stethoscope away from my
chest for itsduration, then listened again when | was till. "Oh, my."

Hetook a bottle out of arefrigerator and loaded an unpleasantly large syringe. "Y ou have no
known dlergies, right?"

"Right"



"Drop your pants."

"What isit?"

"Antibiotics. Ampicillin. Y ou're on the edge of pneumonia. | am giving you this shot and
prescriptionsfor ora antibiotics, cough medicine, antihistamines, and eardrops. If your lungs were any
more congested or your fever any higher, | would put you into ahospital bed. Asitis, you areto go
sraight to adrugstore and fill this, then hometo bed.”

He stuck the needleinto the upper part of my right buttock. It didn't hurt at first, but when he
depressed the plunger, the muscle cramped severdy. " Owww! ™

"Dont walk," he added. "Take acab. Don't exert yourself. Drink plenty of liquids. Drink liquids
until you think you will burst."

| nodded, rubbing the muscles below the injection.

Helooked at me with narrowed eyes. "Are you sure you understand?”

| laughed weekly. "Do | look asbad asall that?"

"Very bad. Yes"

"Okay. Drugstore, home, bed, lotsaliquids, lotsarest. Take ataxi. What else?"

Helooked lessworried. "Come back in two days. Have a seat while | write out the
prescriptions.”

"I'd rather stand,” | said, till rubbing my buit.
He pointed at the couch. "Lie down, then. Doctor's orders. It is very important you rest.”
When held finished writing out the prescriptions, he asked me how | felt. "My butt hurts."

"Y ou are not having itching, or gpprehension? Are you fedling puffy around the eydlids, lips,
tongue, hands or feet?!

"No. Why?"

"Just to make sure you are not having an dlergic reaction to the injection. Well, off with you, and
don't forget to come back in two days.”

| paid in cash, jumped to atwenty-four-hour drugstore that | knew in Brooklyn, and had the
prescription filled. The pharmacist took forever. There was no placeto sit. | leaned against the end of
adisplay and coughed. When hefindly finished, | paid, staggered out the door, and jumped, no
thoughtsin my head but bed.

Theroom | appeared in was empty and dark, bare of al furniture except the miniblinds on the
window. It was the Brooklyn apartment, still sealed by the NY PD.



Supid! | concentrated, remembered the Stillwater apartment, its view of the campuswhere I'd
watched Milliewalk in therain. | jumped again, and got it right.

| took dl of the appropriate drugs, in the right quantities, making mysalf check everything twice.
Theway | felt, | waslikely to OD by mistake. The antibiotics were the worst, horse pills, but &t least
they made me drink several glasses of water before the lump in my throat was gone. If | understood
the directions, | wouldn't have to take the next dose until morning.

It took &l my willpower to undress before falling into bed.

The next thirty-six hours were blurred, distorted by fever, antihistamines, and restless deep.
When | wasn't adeep, my thoughts turned inevitably to Millie. If | managed to avoid thinking of her, |
thought about the police. Every sound | heard outside my apartment made me think they were about
to break in, and | would stumble to the windows and ook desperately around, paranoid. Once the
mailman walked by and for an ingtant | took the uniform to be police blue.

The fever broke sometime Thursday evening and | dropped into a deeper, more restful deep,
though | had dreams.

Friday morning, | showered, dressed, and jumped to the clinic in Manhattan. Therewas an
awkward moment as| struggled to remember what name I'd given on my previousvist, but |
managed, in the end, to dredge it up.

"Well," Dr. Patdl sad, lisening to my chest, "that is much morelikeit. How do you fed ?'

"Wesak, but my ear doesn't hurt now."

"And isthere any pain in the chest?'

n NO."

"Well, I am thinking that we caught it in time. Be sure and complete the full course of antibiotics.
Y ou may take or leave the antihistamines and cough medicine as your symptoms require, but, to be
on the safe side, keep up the eardrops for two more days. If the pain does not return, you may
discontinue application.”

| thanked him and paid for the visit.

Back in Stillwater | wandered aimlesdy about the apartment, restless. | tried to pick up severd
different books but found it difficult to concentrate. Findly, | spent some time hooking up the
entertainment center, running al the cablesfrom VCR to TV to stereo to 8-mm videotape player (for
the camerastapes) to the wall cable outlet.

| watched thelast half of an old movie classic on one of the movie channds, then flipped around,

looking for something interesting. There were severa soap operas, afew game shows, and movies
that 1'd already seen or thought were stupid. Then | hit CNN and paused.



"The hostage crisis a Algiers Airport is over, leaving one hostage dead and severa others
wounded. The three hijackers and fourteen of the hostages were driven from the airport in atruck and
passed through Algerian Army checkpoints. Five hourslater, a bus with the hostages aboard pulled
up outsi de the Swiss consulate. The fourteen hostages taken from the aircraft were the only
Americans aboard after the deeth of Mary Niles." What...?

"There has been no response to American and British demandsthat Algeriaarrest and try the
hijackers. We go now to Athens Airport, where the hijacking of Pan Am flight 932 began.”

The screen switched from the female news anchor to a blond male reporter standing in an airport
concourse. He said, "L uggage crew on the ground saw three men carrying duffel bags board the Pan
Am 727 from afood service truck, shortly before the plane taxied away from the gate. According to
one of the British passengers, these men hid themsalvesin the aft lavatories, burgting out, after the
plane was airborne, with grenades and Uz submachine guns. They made al passengers put their
hands behind their heads and their heads between their knees. Those in first class heard one of the
hijackers screaming into the cockpit intercom in broken English that he would start killing the flight
attendantsif the cockpit door was not opened.

"Captain Lawrence Johnson, pilot of flight 932, reported the hijacking to Athens radar control
and changed histransponder code to read 7500, the international signal for hijacking. Then he had his
copilot open the door."

The scene on the TV changed to an exterior control tower while avoice-over, heavy with radio
datic, sad, "Thisis Pan Am 932. We have ahijacking and are diverting to Beirut." A message that
said recording appeared at the bottom of the screen.

The scene changed back to the CNN news anchor. "Four hours later, Pan Am 932 attempted
to land at Beirut Airport, but Syrian Army forcesin control of western Beirut refused permission to
land, blocking the runway with fire trucks and airline buses. After threatening to crash the plane or
land in the seq, they were told, 'Doesn't matter to us. Y ou will not land here!’

"The hijackers then diverted the plane to Nicosia Airport in Cyprus, which aso refused
permission to land, but, in consderation of fuel problems, alowed the hijackersto land in Larnaca,
where the hijackers demanded the plane be fueled. Cypriot authorities refused, but relented when the
hijackers threatened to kill passengers one by one, until they received fud. During fudling, airport
antiterrorist personnel, dressed as fudling crew, affixed small radio-controlled chargesto the

landing-geer tires.”

The camerashowed the aircraft taxiing awvay from the fud pits, and then, when it wasin the
middle of the taxiway and dmost to the runway, smal puffs of vapor came from each of the whedls
and the aircraft shuddered to ahalt.

The next scene was of awoman in ahospital bed. Her face was swollen and therewas a
dressing covering one cheek. A voice-over explained that thiswas Linda Matthews, flight attendant
on Pan Am 932. She began talking.

"When the tires blew the hijackers started screaming, very angry. They began begting the copilot
and screaming at Captain Johnson to "Take off, take off!" He tried to get the aircraft moving twice
more, but the airframe just shook. Findly he said, 'l can't. Thelanding gear isgone.' They opened the



door, then, and had some of the passengers hang me out the door to look at the landing gear. | told
them that al thetireswereflat. | told them there was no way the aircraft could take off. That'swhen
he began hitting me with the barrel of his gun. That's when they started hitting Captain Johnson, too."

The screen switched back to the anchor. "The hijackers demanded a new aircraft then,
immediately. Authorities refused. Negotiations stretched out for seven hours. During thistime, the
hijackers demanded the release of severd Shiite Mudims being held in Jordan, Saudi Arabia, and
Itay. Findly, in thefirst apparent breakthrough, the hijackers said they would release dl but the
American passengersin return for anew plane. Authorities countered with an offer of anew planeif
all hostages were released. The hijackers said, 'Wait for our answer." "

The screen switched back to Linda Matthews, flight attendant.

"During the flight from Athens they moved everybody out of first classand put them in empty
segtsin coach. Theflight wasn't very full, so thiswasn't aproblem. The leader, the hijacker who
always made the demands, came out of the cockpit. He looked very angry. I'd been moved to a seat
at the back of first classwhere | pretended to be unconscious. | didn't want them hitting me again.
The leader called out to the hijacker standing at the back of coach in Arabic. The man at the back of
coach brought a briefcase forward. On hisway | could hear him hitting at anybody who wasn't
completely bent forward, face on their lap. They pulled afemal e passenger from thefirst aide seet in
coach and handcuffed the briefcase to her wrist. Then | heard the leader say, 'Take message to
Americans. Thewoman, the one they'd pulled from coach, she looked very frightened, hardly ableto
stand. | heard the leader say to her, 'Y ou are much luck. Y ou leave plane." "

The scene changed to an exterior view of the aircraft, zooming in on the door as somebody
kicked out the yellow inflatable emergency dide. Then somebody was pushed from the door, amost
gected, to fall onto the chute sdeways. They did down and ended up sprawled on the concrete.

It was Mom.

She picked hersdlf up with difficulty and limped as she waked away from the plane. The case
was apparently heavy and shetried to shift it to her other hand, but the handcuff wouldn't et her, so
she held it with both hands on the handle, hanging to one side and bumping her knee as she walked.

The scene shifted back to Linda Matthews, in her hospital bed.

"All three of the terrorists were looking out the window. The leader had thisbox in hishand. |
thought it was aradio. It had an antenna, anyway. He pushed a button on it.”

The scene shifted back to the tarmac and Mom, now severa hundred feet away from the
arcraft. An airport jeep in the foreground had just started moving forward to pick her up when the
suitcase blew up inablast of fire and smoke.

Mom was blown severa feet away and ended up in aheap, like apile of bloody rags, onearm
flung out to the Side, one arm missing. Just before the camera cut back to the news anchor, there was
avoicein the background, probably the cameraman's, saying, "Oh my God! Oh my God!"

The news anchor continued, a grim expression on her face. " Shortly after the bloody death of
Mary Niles, Cypriot authorities delivered afueled 727 to the terrorists. Herding the fourteen



American passengers and crewmen ahead of them, they boarded the plane and flew to Algeria. Once
in Algeria, negotiations with ajoint team of Algerian, PLO, and Saudi representatives continued for
fifteen hours. At the end of thistime, the hostages were released and the terrorists were taken from
the airport under army escort.”

The camera changed to adifferent angle on the anchor. She said, "'In the European Community
today, talks between..."

| turned the TV off with the remote control.
"] can't stand to sit in the middle or at the window."

| let the remote control drop through limp fingers. | guess she couldn't teleport— wish she
could. I wish I'd been there. | should have been there!

WEell, you got your aisle seat, Mom.

In the corner of the apartment | came back to myself, seated on the floor, wedged between the
end of the couch and abookshelf. There was abook on the floor, with haf the pages torn out and
crumpled, individualy, into tightly packed balls. My hand was in the process of tearing out yet another
page when | redlized what | was doing.

Mom...

| looked at the book, Pudd'nhead Wilson, from the Twain collection Mom gave me. | felt
terrible. Dad tore up books. | didn't want to be like Dad. | threw the book across the living room and
pulled mysalf up on the couch armrest. | felt like there should be tears and there weren't any.

It didn't happen. It was fever. It was delirium.

| turned on the evening news and the camera footage was there again, on ABC. | turned the TV
off quickly, before the explosion.

Millie... Millie has to help me.

It was too much for one person to stand. Too much to stand alone. | walked out of the
gpartment and around the corner, intending to make her listen to me, to tell her about Mom, but |
paused at the corner, uncertain.

Two different images—the explosion and Millies face as she told me to go awvay and never
bother her again—those images flipped back and forth in my mind, jostling for my attention, struggling
againgt each other, sometimes merging to stab twice as deep.

The exterior of the gpartment was red brick. | leaned against it, the brick cold and rough againgt
my face. The wind was cold, out of the north, the sky clear with tiny, cold tars, like pieces of flint,
like shards of broken glass.



There were footsteps on the walk and | turned, hunched over in the shadow of the hedge that
lined thewalk. A man passed by without seeing me, heading down the walk toward Millie's building.
He passed into the direct glare of the streetlight and | saw hisface.

It was Mark, Milli€'s old boyfriend, the man I'd jumped ahundred miles and lft on the
observation deck of Will Rogers World Airport.

Has he come to bother Millie again?

| could be ahero again, wait until he started bothering Millie, then jump him to Brooklyn, to
Minnesota, far away, where he wouldn't bother her. Would she listen to me then?

Mark knocked firmly on her door. | jJumped to the side of her walkway, behind an evergreen
bush that was chest high. My hands flexed and unflexed, anxious to have something to grab,
something to hit at. | thought of the walkway at Battery Park, of the railing between land and cold,
cold water.

How easy just to jump himto the edge....

The door opened and | gathered mysdlf to jump, to grab, to hurt. | listened carefully, waiting for
the angry words to come, but though | heard Millie's voice, there was no anger, no outrage init.

"Ah, Mark. Thanksfor coming," she sad.
The door swung wide, Mark stepped inside, and the door shut. The door shut. The door shut.

Oh, God! | fdtlikeafool, likeanidiot. | flinched away, jumped back to my apartment severa
hundred feet away. Oh, God! | saw my antibiotics on the counter and, by reflex, glanced at my
watch. It wastime to take another pill and put the eardropsin. | leaned against the counter for a
moment, my eyes shut tight, thinking, Where are the tears? Where are the goddamned tears?

The cap on the antibiotics was childproof, requiring more of my attention to open it than | felt
like giving. | finally managed thelid and tried to swalow apill dry. It stuck in my throat, like a piece of
bone, like agtiff and stale piece of bread. | pulled open the nearest cabinet and revealed the dishes,
the wonderful handmade dishes. The glasses were at the other end of the cabinet and | couldn't be
bothered.

| took alarge mug, filled it with water from the tap, and washed the pill farther down my throat,
but not far enough. It seemed stuck till, at the bottom of my esophagus, uncomfortable and
unpaatable. | filled the mug again, angry at the pill, angry at Millie, angry a Mark, angry at mysdif.

The second cup of water pushed the pill on down and | set the mug on the edge of the Sink,
cardlesdy. It toppled over and fell, handle first. The handle snapped with anoise likeadry stick
broken between one's hands.

God damn it all to hell!

| picked up the two fragments and started to piece them together, but it seemed so pointless. |
threw the cup back into the sink with great force and it shattered, the noise both startling and pleasing



me, apiece of the ceramic flying past my ear to hit the refrigerator.
| picked another mug out of the cabinet and threw it even harder.

Thetears came then, gresat racking sobsthat didn't stop until long after I'd smashed every dishin
the set.

ELEVEN

Leo Silvergein told me over the phone that it would be aclosed coffin, and it was.

| arrived an hour early, jJumping to the airport and taking the airport car service. It was Walt
Steiger's station wagon but the driver was younger. "Wheres Walt," I'd asked. "He's got afunera”
wasthe answer.

Inside the Calloway-Jones Funera Parlor agrave-faced man with white hair and adark suit
glided up to me quietly and asked my relation to the deceased.

"I'm her son."

"Ah, you'd be Mr. David Rice? Mr. Silvergtein told us to expect you. | am Mr. Jones. Through
here, please.”

Heled theway through a pair of double doorsto a churchlike room with stained-glass windows.
Her coffin was at the front of the room, on the right. A man stood facing it, his head bowed, his back
to us. When he heard us enter he took out a tissue and blew his nose before turning around. I'd never
seen him before.

Helooked blankly at usfor amoment, then turned his attention to me. He took a step forward
and sad tentatively, "Davy...?"

| nodded. | didn't likelooking at him particularly. The pain on his face made me want to run and
hide. "I'm sorry,” | said. "'l don't remember your name.”

"Weve never met. My nameisLiond Bigpeck."

"Oh! Youre Mom's, er, boyfriend." | fdlt likeafool caling aforty-five-year-old man a
"boyfriend."

He turned suddenly and blew hisnose. " Sorry. Oh, Chrigt, I'm out of tissues."
"Here" | said, groping ingde my jacket. | pulled out anew, extra-large linen handkerchief. "l

brought four." | needed them for the lingering symptoms of my bout of near-pneumonia, aswell asfor
thetears.

Mr. Jones cleared histhroat and said, "When you are ready to sit, these first two rows are for
family." He pointed at the first two pews nearest the coffin. There were neat white placards on theend



which said FOR THE IMMEDIATE FAMILY.
" think I'm the only family thereis, Mr. Jones."

Heraised hiseyebrows. "A Mr. Carl Rice phoned and asked for the time and place of the
ceremony.”

| swallowed. "Oh. | didn't expect my father to attend.” I'll kill him! "Inany case" | said, "my
mother divorced him severd years ago and heis not family."

Mr. Joneslooked pained. "'If he should make hisidentity known to me, | will try and seat him
elsawhere, but it's not something we have control over.”

"l understand, Mr. Jones. Does Leo Slverstein know that my father iscoming?’
"] shouldn't think s0. Not unless your father phones Mr. Slverstein directly.”
"Do you expect Mr. Siverstein?”

"Definitely.”

"When he comes, would you tell him about my father?"

"Certainly.” He glided away, awhite-topped shadow, 00zing propriety.

| shuddered.

The pain on Liond Bispeck's face was gone, replaced by anger.

"Ah... you know about my father."

He nodded, started to say something, then just shook his head angrily.
"Well, you better come st with me."

He heditated. "It's not right.”

"No," | agreed. "He has no business here."

"No, I mean for meto st up front."

| looked at the ceiling. "Did you love her?' | asked, exasperated.

"Wes"

"Then come sit down. Do you think she wouldn't have wanted those who loved her to Sit
together? Besides, if Dad shows up, I'll need al the support | can get.”



"Oh. All right." He dmost smiled then.
"What?'

He shrugged as he sat down. "Y ou're alot like her. She used to bully meinto doing al sorts of
reasonable things.”

| set my mouth. "Bully?Y ou don't know the meaning of the word. Y ou haven't met Dad yet.”
Thedmost smiledied. "No... I'd liketo beat hisfacein!”

| nodded. "Maybe you don't need to meet him after al. But he's an angel compared to
terrorigts.”

"Oh, fuck!" Liond wastwisting the handkerchief between clenched figts. "I thought | wasa
pacifist. | was a conscientious objector during Vietnam, but I'd gladly pull thetrigger if | could get
those bastards in my hands." He pounded his knees, then let out adeep breath. "1 don't see that
much difference, though, between them and your father. Terrorism dways targets the innocent.”

| took a deep breath, then another, the room swimming. | wanted to kill them mysdf. Therage
sickened me, made my stomach hurt and heart race.

"Easy," | sad, moreto mysdf than Liond. "Cam down."

Heblew hisnose again. "Sorry."

"Quit gpologizing, dammit! Y ou didn't do anything wrong." | remembered Millie saying the same
thing to me and | had to turn my head away, struggle with the tears. | took out another of the new
linen handkerchiefs,

Leo Sivergein camein then. | introduced him to Liond.

"Could | talk to you aminute, David?' Heled the way over to an acove with coat hooks at the
back of the room.

"Isit about Dad?'

"Oh. No—I don't know what to do about your father. I'd like to get him arrested but the chief
witnessis..."

"Dead. She's dead. Okay, what isit?’
"Before you called yesterday, | tried to get hold of you at your New Y ork number."
"How'd you get that number?'

"When you gave methat |etter for your mother, | phoned her. She asked me to open it and read
itto her."



"Oh. What about it?"

"A New Y ork police operator answered your phone. They asked where you were. | told them
about thefunerd "

Great. | shrugged asif it didn't matter. "Okay. Anything ese?"

He stared & me. "Why do they want to talk to you?"

"That's not your concern.” | started to walk away, but he grabbed my arm.

"Wait aminute. It ismy concern. I'm the executor of your mother's etate. Y ou're abeneficiary.”

Edtate. Dead people have estates. Mom was dead. That's the thing about it—I was constantly
forgetting that she was dead. My mind was trying to protect me, but it kept coming back. Oh, Mom...
why are you always leaving me? Theimage from the TV played in my head again. | stared at
Sivergen.

He dropped my arm like it was red hot and stepped back.

"Anything ese?' | repested.

"The pressis outsde, televison and newspaper. Mr. Jones is keeping the cameramen out, but he
can't keep the reporters from coming in and watching. If they try for any interviewsin here, though,
helll have them escorted out by the police.”

"The police are here?"

"Just the usual—two off-duty motorcycle copsto escort the procession. They're keeping an eye
on the press, though."

"Oh. Thank you, Mr. Slvergein,” | said. "Y ou've been agreat help. I'm sorry | keep snapping at
you."

He shrugged uncomfortably.

More people were coming in. Walt Steiger, the taxi driver, clapped his hand on my shoulder for
amoment, then went and sat in the back. Mrs. Johnson, the lady who lived in Granddad's house,
came up, expressed sympathy, and introduced her husband before taking a pew in the back.

Leo Silverstein came back after awhile. He had aman with him wearing adark suit.

"David, thisis Mr. Anderson, from the State Department.”

| stood dowly and shook hishand. "I want to thank you, Mr. Anderson, for having her body
shipped home."

"No thanks are needed. It's my job, but the deceased are usually tourists who've had a heart
attack or acar accident. It don't like my job very much, when it involves violence."



| nodded dowly.
He continued. "Thisisn't thetime, but if you have any questions, heresmy card.”
| thanked him again and he went away.

Liond stirred on the seat beside me. "Chrig, there's Sylviaand Robertaand... it'sthewhole
office Hewaved hisarm.

A group of women who had just entered saw him and walked quietly up the sde aide. They
hunched over in that strange protective posture that people take when they talk in church or to the
bereaved. Liond introduced them.

"Thisis Sylviaand Robertaand Jane and Patriciaand Bonnie. They're the staff of the Fly-Away
Travel Agency. Sylviawas your mother's boss. Patriciaand Bonnie were on flight 932."

They ranged in age from dmost ederly to Millies age. Comfortably fat to thin.

| shook handswith al of them, soaking up their sympathy and grief like asponge. "It was very
good of you to come from so far."

Sylviamuttered something about travel agents and cheap airfare.

"Look," | said, "could you st up here with us? They gave the family two whole pewsand I'd just
as soon not be al done up here.”

That was agreeable. They filled in the rest of the first pew and sat quietly, eyes straying about the
room but aways returning to and dwelling on the coffin.

Their presence comforted me, made mefed lessalone, lesssmdl. The six years Mom spent
away from me seemed less wasted. She'd made these people care for her, love her.

At ten minutes before the hour, ten minutes before the ceremony wasto start, | saw sergeants
Baker and Washburn enter the back of the room and stand there, scanning the crowd. They were
dressed appropriatdly, in suits of dark brown with sober ties.

| looked back at the front, away from them. My face felt curioudy till and, looking a Mom's
coffin, I could fed some vadt, violent emotion bubbling right below the surface.

At five minutes before the hour, Dad came in. Mr. Jones met him at the door and asked him to
sign theregister. Dad scribbled in the book. Mr. Jones led him up the center aide and tried to steer
him into an empty pew.

Dad said something and Mr. Jones shook his head, gill pointing at the pew. Dad stepped
around Mr. Jones and walked up the center aide. Mr. Jones|ooked past him at me and spread his
hands, helplesdy.

| stood up and stepped out from my seet. Lionel started to get up and | shook my head a him, a
tight smile on my face. Dad stopped dead when he saw me, hisface paling. | beckoned to him and



then waked to the double doors by the coffin, the ones that led out to the hearse. | opened the door
and went through, Dad following dowly. Assoon as| was outside, | turned left, away from the small
clugter of reportersat the front of the building, away from the two attendants leaning against the
hearse.

As soon as| turned the corner and was screened from anybody's sight, | acquired ajump site,
then walked ten feet farther and turned around.

Dad came around the corner dowly, suspicioudy. It was cool outsde, dightly cloudy, but he
was swesting copioudy. He stopped about five feet away from me.

| stared at him, silent. My stomach was churning and | remembered things... bad things. He was
wearing a Western suit, cowboy boots, and astring tie. The jacket parted and | could see hisrodeo
buckle.

"Damn your eyes! Say something!" His voice was loud and nervous. A breeze brought the smell
of nervous sweat and acohol to me.

| didn't move. Just stared at him, remembering again the night | stood over him with the heavy
bottle.

"I thought I'd killed you," he said, finally. "I thought I'd killed you."

Ah. | remembered wondering if my ability to teleport was just the product of blackouts, familiar
with blackouts because Dad had them so often. | dmost smiled. He thinks |'ve been haunting him.

"What makes you think you didn't kill me?' | said, and jumped behind him. "Maybe you did kill
rre"

Heflinched, turned around, and saw me there. His face was white, his eyeswere wide. | jumped
behind him again, grabbed him around the wais—oh God, he's so light—and jumped to the living
room of hishousein Stanville. Heflailed about and | let go of him, shoving him forward as| did. He

tripped over the ottoman and fell forward. Before he hit the floor | jumped back to Forida, behind
the Cdlloway-Jones Funerd Parlor.

When | came around the corner to go back inside, Sergeant Baker leaned suddenly against the
sde of the building and fumbled for acigarette. | wondered if Sergeant Washburn wasworking his
way up the other sde of the building.

| went through the doors and sat down by Liond.

"What happened?' he asked in awhisper, adistressed look on hisface.

"Hewent home" | said.

lld,].ll

Sergeants Baker and Washburn camein again and took up their station in the back. They
looked puzzled.



The service was awful. The Methodist preacher had never met Mother, had never talked to
those who loved her, hadn't a clue about what sort of woman she was. He talked about senseless
tragedy and God moving in mysterious ways and before it was over, | was ready to cause more
sensdless tragedies, starting with the pastor. He talked of Mom's deep, unshakable faith and | knew
that was bullshit. Mom had found some measure of spiritudity after going through Alanon, but shed
admitted to me that she wasn't at al sure what form or shape her "higher power" took.

The only thing that made it bearable wasthat | wasn't donein my opinion. When he came over
afterward to express his sympathy, | just shook my head.

Lionel waslesskind, saying, while we were shuffling out to the cars, "Where did they get him?"
"Silvergein said he spoke a my grandfather'sfunerd. | guess Silverstein thought held do.”
"Hewaswrong."

"Yegh"

Therewas agreat dedl of jostling among the press aswe filed outside. Cameras clicked and
flashed and whirred and reporters talked into microphones and hand-held minicassette recorders.
None of them approached us, yet.

They made meridein alimousine behind the hearse, done except for aslent driver. | thought
Mr. Adams had amuch nicer limo, but | didn't say so. What am | doing here? For Mom. You're
here for Mom.

The buriad was mercifully short, attended by Liond and the woman of the Fly-Away Travel
Agency, Leo Slvergtein, and sergeants Baker and Washburn. The presswasthere d <o, a the edge
of the cemetery, doing things with telephoto lenses and shotgun microphones. | was tempted to jump
severd timesin front of them and give them something really exciting to report.

A reception was arranged for alocal hotel. People wereloading into cars when Washburn and
Baker findly stepped forward.

"Ah, Sergeant Baker and Sergeant Washburn. How nice of you to come." My voice was hitter.

That stopped them in midstride, confused for amoment. They didn't know that I'd
eavesdropped on them that time in the gpartment. They pulled out their badges anyway, programmed
to do things a certain way. "Wed like to ask you afew questions, Mr. Rice, or isit Mr. Reece?’

"Y ou say tomato, | say rutabaga.” | took out the driver's license and flipped it at Sergeant
Washburn. "Here, it's even got my fingerprints on it. Maybe they'll match up with the pottery you guys
dusted in my apartment. How's your wife, Sergeant Washburn? Raised any good bruises, latdy?”

The spinning card bounced off of Washburn's chest and dropped to the grass. He stooped and
picked it up, handling it by its edges. Hisface was getting red and Baker was looking Sdeways a
him.

Silverstein stepped forward, a puzzled look on hisface. | turned to him.



" Sergeant Washburn and Sergeant Baker, NY PD. They wrangled avacation in Floridato
question the notorious crimind.... me."

"Areyou acrimind, David?'

All therage burst out. "Hdll, yes. I'm guilty of running away from home, of buying afake ID out
of desperation, and of using it to open abank account. Worst of al, I'm guilty of intervening when a
policeman nearly beats hiswife to death! Nearly asbad asaterrorist, any day.”

Leo blinked and looked a Washburn asif he were something he'd found under arock. "Wadll,
thishardly seemslike hot pursuit. Why are you down here, gentlemen? Why didn't you just request
our Floridaauthoritiesto pick him up?’

"Thereisthe question of identity," Washburn said angrily.
"Not anymore,” | said.
He nodded. "That'sright. Not anymore."

Silverstein looked from the New Y ork police to me. "Well, again, you seem out of your
jurisdiction. Have you talked to Sheriff Thatcher?!

"Not yet."

"Wdll, then, come dong, David. Theré's areception a the Holiday Inn. | doubt that many of
your mother'sfriends will be there, but there will be alot of your grandfather's friends who wish to

pay their respects.”

Washburn, an irritated look on hisface, stepped between us and the carsand said, "We till
have afew questions"

"David, my advice, asyour lawyer and," he added, looking over his glasses a Washburn, "asan
officer, ipso facto, of acourt which does have jurisdiction in this county, is not to answer these
guestions. Come adong, well belate for the reception.”

| spread my hands apart and shrugged at Washburn, then followed Silverstein as he walked
back to the limo. When we were far enough away from them | whispered, "Y ou're not my lawyer."

"Well, as| said earlier, I'm the executor of your mother's estate and, with the exception of afew
bequeststo her friends at the travel agency and Mr. Bispeck, you are the recipient of the greater part
of theedtate. So, inasense, | am your lawyer. Besides, | consder mysdlf the family's lawyer,
old-fashioned asthat may be. Unfortunately, you're the only member left. By theway," he said,
opening the limo door, "what did you say to your father that made him leave?’

| climbed in. "I'd rather not say, actudly.”
He shrugged. " Scoot over, | don't think | should leave your side while the two sergeants are

around. It'samazing the amdiorating effect alawyer has on apoliceman's behavior, especialy when
they're out of their jurisdiction. I'll come back and get my car later.”



On the way to the hotel he said, "Do you have adallar, David?!

| looked in my wallet. " Sorry. | wasn't thinking very clearly thismorning. | didn't get out of my...
room with anything smdler than ahundred.”

| looked back at Slverstein. He was staring at my open wallet, which held about twenty
hundred-dollar bills. "Uh... just how do you make your money, David?"

"Banking, banking speculation.” | smiled dightly. | speculates whether there's any money in a
bank and | takesit.

"Well, give me ahundred dollarsthen.”

I'd read my share of Nero Wolfe mysteries. "Ah, the old lawyer-client confidentiality scam. You
want to ask me some questions and you don't want to have to tell the police the answers.”

Heblushed. "Weéll... let'sjust say | want to reserve the option of not answering their questions.”

| took out five hundred-dollar bills. "Might aswell makeit aconvincing retainer.”

"Canyou afford this?'

"Eagly.”

He took a notebook out of hisjacket pocket. "Let mewrite areceipt.”

"l trugt you."

"Well, thanks for that vote of confidence, but the receipt isto protect both of us. It providesa
‘documentation trail,' aswe say in the professon.” Hetore it out and handed it to me. "Don't loseit.”
He carefully tucked the notebook and money away. "Now, to ask aquestion | asked earlier today,
why do they want to talk to you?"

"Washburn was my downstairs neighbor in New Y ork. He beats hiswife. | helped her get to a
shelter. He started investigating me and found that 1'd purchased and used aforged New Y ork State
driver'slicense”

Silverstein's eyebrows went up. "Why on earth did you do that?"

"l wasarunaway in New York City and | couldn't get ajob without ID. That'swhy!"

"You didn't have adriver'slicense from Ohio?"

"No. And | didn't have a Social Security number either. And, worst of dl, I didn't have abirth
certificate, so | couldn't get the others.”

"Why didn't you just write off for acopy of your birth certificate?"

"Huh?Y ou can do that?"



He laughed, then stopped when he saw the look on my face. "I'm sorry. | don't know what your
circumstances were, but it just seemsironic that you broke the law without knowing therewas alegdl
dternaive”

"Ho, ho, ho."

"Isthat dl they want you for?"

"That's all they have on me, but... I'm pretty sure Washburn has portrayed me as somekind of
drug deder.”

An expression of distaste crossed Siverstein'sface. "Areyou?”'

"God damn it! My father's an alcoholic. That'sthe closest I'll ever get to drug dealing. No, I'm
not adrug deder. I'm not auser either.”

"Cam down. I'm glad you're not, but | had to ask. | wouldn't have disclosed our conversation,
but | would have given you the retainer back.” He looked out the darkened glass at the back of the
limousine. "The two sergeants are still with us. | would have thought they'd split up, oneto follow us,
oneto go to Sheriff Thatcher."

"They only have onecar,” | reminded him. "They may cal from the hotel, though.”

"Hmmm. Well, if | wereyou, I'd avoid being arrested. Extradition isatricky process and you
could end up gtting along timeinaHoridajail cdl while | fought the procedure.”

"Areyou advisng meto run avay?'

He shrugged. "Take avacation.”

| shook my head. "You'rejust asbad asme."

He shrugged again. "We can lose them at the hotel. Y ou go in for amoment, to the reception,
and I'll have Walt Steiger pick you up around back. There's an exit by the men'sroom. I've used it
many atimeto sneek out of Kiwanis meetings.”

"That'skind of you, but I've made my own arrangements.”

"To get away?'

The limousine pulled into the hotel driveway and stopped at the door. "No, just travel
arrangements, but they'll do. Nobody's going to arrest me.”

| shook more hands than seemed possible for the number of people intheroom. | couldn't help
but wonder if someone in there was an octopusin disguise. "'Y es, maam. Kind of you to say o, Sr.
Yes, I'll miss her very much. Thank you for coming. It would have meant alot to her that you came.”
God, will this ever end?

The bunch from Sacramento rescued me after forty-five minutes.



"Mary caled me from London, you know, to tell me how her visit with you went." Lionel amiled.
"Chrigt, she was scared to go seeyou.”

| swallowed. "It was mutud. Did she say the vist was a success?'
"Oh, yes. Shewas very happy to have seenyou," Liond said.

Patricianodded fiercely. " She talked about your weekend dl through the trip. Even when we
werein the plane, when the terrorists were... well, she said, ‘At least | saw Davy.'"

| lostit then. "Uh, excuseme." | sumbled blindly to the men'sroom, into atoilet stall, and leaned
againg thetiled wall, tears streaming down my face. Inside avoice screamed, inarticulate,
unintelligent, but pierced through with pain. It hurts. | don't know why | should have been surprised.

After afew more minutes, a dozen or so deep breaths, and severa blows of the nosg, | |€ft the
gal, washed my face, and straightened my tie. Time to say good-bye and blow thisjoint.

There was a Florida police officer standing at the back door, the one Leo Silverstein used to
avoid Kiwanis meetings. | went back into the reception hall and smiled reassuringly at Lionel and the
Hy-Away girls. "Sorry."

They made noiseslike they understood. Over by the main entrance stood sergeants Baker and
Washburn with amore senior version of the Florida policeman inthe hall. Leo Silverstein wastalking
to them, and his hands were waving emphéticaly. The FHorida policeman held hishands up, placating.
Washburn looked angry and Baker kept looking a Washburn, aworried look on hisface.

Looks like Baker is catching on.

Jane, one of the Fly-Away agents, came up to me and said, "I know thisisabad time, but I'd
liketo get apicture of you, to keep with my picture of Mary."

"Well, I'll makeadedl. | don't have acurrent photo of Mom. If you send me acopy, I'll pay you
forit."

Shelooked like she might cry. "Oh. Certainly. Y ou don't haveto pay for it. I'd liketo...."

| swallowed, then gave her the PO box in New York. | didn't think the NYPD had that. The
utility billsal came to the apartment, but Millie's letters came to the PO box.

"Let'smakeit agroup shot, David and Liond and the Fly-away girls. Well get someonedseto
takethe shot.” | pointed over the refreshments. "We can do it againgt that wall.”

| started pushing and prodding and cgjoling and in aminute, al of uswerelined up againg the
wall, Sylviain the middle flanked on one side by Lionel, Jane, and Patricia, and on the other Sde by
mysalf, Bonnie, and Roberta. Mr. Steiger held the camerafor us and took two quick shots.

"Great. Okay everybody, one giant step forward,” | said, pushing us gently away from thewall.
Quietly | said to Bonnie, "I'm going to step back behind. Could you close up the gap when | do?!



She looked confused. "Why?"
| tilted my head toward the police. "Please?’
"Okay," shesaid nervoudly.

| stepped back and she stepped over, pulling Robertawith her. This effectively screened me
from everyonein the room.

| jumped.

TWELVE

Thethird day of my little walks, my tenth at Serenity Lodge, Mrs. Barton stopped by my table at
breskfast in the quiet dining room.

"Everything dl right, Mr. Rice?"

"It's Davy, Mrs. Barton." That's what my mother called me.

"All right, Davy. How isyour cabin? Do you need anything?"

| shook my head. "No, thank you. Everything'sfine."

She wasfifty-sx, awidow whose husband had died of cancer ten years before. She did grief
counsdling on request, but 1'd only talked to her about Mom once, when | checked in. | didn't tell her
how she died, though.

"Well, weliketo check. What are you doing with your days?'

"l gofor walks. Long walks."

"If you need anything...."

"Right. Thanks."

She wandered on, stopping briefly at other tables. Most of the other guests were older, retired,
but they left me alone. That was one of Mrs. Barton's rules. Guests who wanted to socidize gathered
in the lodge between medls. Y ou weren't supposed to tak to people otherwise. | stayed away from
the socia gatherings, the TV room, and the card parties.

| think Mrs. Barton wasworried | might be suicidal.

On my way back to my cabin, | stopped by the front desk and stared at the large-scale
topographical map of Presidio County, over three thousand square miles of desert containing whole

mountain ranges, but with less population than even alarge town. Brewster County, to the east, was
even larger, but aso more populous sinceit held Big Bend National Peark inits confines. The areawas



right in the middle of the northern Chihuahuan desert.

Redford, the nearest town, was on the Rio Grande, sixteen miles from the town of Presidio,
thirty-four milesfrom the town of Lgitas on Big Bend's western edge. To the northeast was El
Solitario, acircular range of mountainous terrain that made up for itslack of height by being some of
the roughest and most inhospitable terrain on the face of the planet.

I'd ridden out to Serenity L odge with the weekly grocery ddlivery. The driver told methat hed
driven ageologic-survey team into El Solitario. They used four-whed-drive vehicles and were lucky if
they made seven milesa day.

On the map, my progressto date was pitiful.
| went back to the cabin and jumped away.

Thefirst morning | eft the cabin, | walked about seven miles over therolling desert, sarting just
before dawn, at six-forty, and stopping when it got too hot, about twelve. | recorded the particular
piece of sand, rock, and ocotillo with the video cameraand jumped back to the cabin.

After eating at the lodge, | walked back to my cabin and napped through the afternoon.
According to Mrs. Barton, thiswas to be expected, acommon reaction to grief and depresson. My
first week at Serenity Lodge | dept seventeen to twenty hours aday.

At five, iff from the morning walk, | sumbled over to the lodge, had my quiet dinner, and went
back to study the videotape of the morning's site. Then | jumped back out to the desert and kept
walking until sunset, perhaps an hour. | could see well enough to keep walking, but | wanted enough
light to record the Site properly with the videocamera.

Therolling desert, with its sameness from place to place, wastricky to memorize. There were
differences from steto site, but they were subtle—a weathered piece of mesquite lying so, arock
with aholeinit, apatch of lecheguiain the shape of Lake Ontario.

The second day | reached the foothills and the walking was harder. | did less than five miles,
working up the hillsdowly, my muscles sill siff from the previous day.

Thefirst day I'd crossed dirt ranch roads with fresh tire tracks and "jumped” severa
barbed-wire fences. The second day | only jumped one fence, though | walked over severd old,
broken fences, torn and rusted. The kind of barbed wire was different, solid, antique. The posts on
the old fences were sticks of mesquite, twisted and weeathered. More and more of the terrain was
defined by rock, from peagravel to building-szed outcroppings, and the dirt roads, what few |
crossed, were overgrown and washed out. There were no recent tracks.

Thefifth day | twisted my ankle while working around aledge ten feet above the next lowest
ground. The sharp pain distracted me and | lost my footing and fell. It wasn't agreat distance, | kept
upright to land on my feet, but the thought of landing on my newly twisted ankle made me flinch

anay.



Instead of landing painfully on the scree below, | found myself standing gingerly on one foot and
leaning againgt abookshef in the Stanville Public Library.

Wait a minute. Doesn't that violate some sort of physical law? Conservation of
momentum or something? | limped to Periodicals and sat on a couch. The library was open, but
nobody seemed to notice that | was dressed for much warmer wesather.

It occurred to me that teleportation itsalf might violate afew physical laws. | rubbed my ankle
and thought about it.

When | jump from Florida to New York, why don't I smash through a wall or something?
After all, in Florida I'm closer to the equator and in Ohio, I'm closer to the pole. The earth is
spinning at a thousand miles an hour at the equator. | didn't know what the differencein speed
was between New Y ork and Florida, but it had to be more than fifty milesan hour. Why doesn't that
difference in speed throw me east at fifty miles an hour when | appear in New York?

For asecond | was convinced that thiswas likely, that the next time | jumped, | would flatten
againg the nearest wall asif I'd been hit by acar.

Relax—it hasn't happened yet and you've been jumping for over a year now.
Well, what is happening when | jump? Why wasn't there afrigging instruction manua?

If | didn't smash into the floor after jJumping away from Texas, it meant that my relative speed
didn't matter.

| remembered abook I'd read discussing Eingtein's theory of relativity. | didn't understand most
of it, but onething it talked about was frames of relative motion. Even though, in Texas, | was
traveling east to west at adifferent speed than | would travel in Ohio, and was dropping &t, oh,
twenty-five feet per second, | must have matched up the two frames of reference when | jumped, sO
there was no difference in speed, no differencein angular momentum.

Theimplicationswere interesting.

| jJumped back to Texas, to the ledge where I'd twisted my ankle. | hadn't recorded it, but it was
vivid in my memory.

The ledge itsalf was on the face of adead-end gully that I'd found mysdlf in. | wastrying to avoid
backtracking and the ledge looked likeit led up over thetop. It wasrdatively cool inthe gully,
perhaps sixty-five degrees, because the shoulder of ahill ill blocked the morning sun.

| looked at the rock scree ten feet below me, and picked out aflat spot over to the side. |
jumped to it and teetered, putting minima weight on my twisted ankle. It was a distinctive enough
jump site, with astrange cactus growing out of acrack in the rock. | jumped back to the ledge and
turned, facing away from the rock.

If this doesn't work, thisis going to hurt like hell.

| stepped off the ledge and let myself drop. Before | hit, | jumped to the flat spot by the cactus.



There was no jarring, no thud. My ankle throbbed, but that was from standing.

| jumped back to the ledge and worked my way farther along it. After aminute, because the
scree dropped sharply away, | was twenty feet off the terrain below. My heart besat fast and it was
hard to catch my breath. | stepped off the ledge and the air streamed past me. In panic, | jumped to
theflat spot by the cactus before I'd even dropped four feet.

Dammit!
| jJumped back up on the ledge.

"Now, Davy," | said doud. "Y ou can drop afull second without hitting the ground below. Y oulll
only drop sixteen feet in thefirst second. Giveit afar test.”

| stepped off and said quickly, "One, one-thousand.” The air was rushing past me, actualy
whigtling in my earswhen | flinched away from the rising ground and found mysalf crouched on the
flat spot by the cactus. Again, it was like any other time I'd jumped. | felt no jarring or differencein

Speed.

| jumped back to the ledge and did it again, less afraid, but still nervous. To step off the ledge
went againgt al my ingtincts, but | was closer to the bottom, closer to hitting, when | jumped away.
Agan, no problem.

My ankle throbbed though, from standing, so | recorded the site and jumped away.

After lunch, for thefirst timein days, | didn't fed like deeping. Perhaps this was because I'd cut
my morning hike short, but it also may have been because for thefirst time sincethefunerd, | could
think about Mom without my mind shutting down. | redlized I'd been in afog for the last two weeks.

| kicked around the cabin and remembered things. Things like my first trip to New Y ork, with
Mom, and her visit to mein New Y ork, before going to Europe. | remembered the exhibit at the
Metropolitan Museum of Art. | remembered dinner with Mom in the Village.

| was ableto do this, instead of shutting down, instead of hiding in the depths of dumber. | cried
il and everything was till overlaid with the memory of the newsfootage, but | could think about her.

| was able to remember the stupid sermon at her funeral without getting more than mildly angry.

Thoughts of the funera reminded me of Jane's promise to send me a picture of Mom. |
wondered if it wasthere, at the postbox in Manhattan.

It was, afour-by-sx photo in agtiff manilaenvelope. There was dso aletter from Millie. |
jumped back to Serenity Lodge, to my cabin, and set it on the table, unopened. My stomach churned
and | fdltlikecrying again.

The picture of Mom | put in the corner of the dresser mirror, held by the frame. She looked out
a me, smiling gently, the familiar face with the stranger's nose.



" She sounds wonder ful.”

That'swhat Mom said when | told her about Millie.

| opened the | etter.

Dear Davy,

It'staken me along timeto write this. I'm not surewhat | feel and I'm not sure what | want. If
you hadn't "left" so suddenly, | probably would have said, "No. | don't want you to go away.” When
I'm upset, I'm just aslikely as anybody to say or do hateful things. | guess| wanted to hurt you, but |
don't think | wanted you to go away.

Now, though, I'm not sure. Y ou frighten me, Davy, and you make me doubt my sanity. That's
hardly a hedlthy thing. Also, you make me doubt your sincerity. Y ou ran away and | thought you'd at
least call, but it's been two weeks.

I'm not sure | want you to visit, but | think I'd like you to write.

Millie

| wasrdieved and | wasangry. | picked up apiece of the Lodge's stationery and wrote:

Millie,

My mother's name was Mary Niles. She was featured on the news recently. I've been busy.

Davy

| crammed it in an envelope and wrote her name on it, then jumped to Stillwater and dipped it
under her door.

The next day, after deeping heavily, | jumped out to my last hiking spot, the ledge leading out of
the gully. By my estimates, | was now some fifteen milesfrom Redford and amost through El
Solitario'sfoothills.

| followed the ledge up, waking carefully. By thetime | got out of the gully, my anklewas
throbbing painfully, most too painful to walk on. The sun wasvicioudy bright and the nearest shade
was thirty yards or so away. | started to limp that way, then said, "Fuck it." | couldn't see the shaded
areawell enough to jJump toiit, but | could see the halfway point. | jumped forty-five feet toward the
shade. From there | could see anice spot against a house-sized rock, complete with asmaller boulder

to gt upon. | jJumped again.

"Why am | walking at al?" | dapped my forehead. If | could seeit well enough, and | knew
whereit wasin relation to mysdlf, | could jumpit.

For the past several days, I'd used aparticular landmark, a4,600-foot mountain peak in the



distance called LaMota, as my bearing. | studied theimmediate landscape. My best route seemed to
be around the ridge directly in front of me and then.... No, it wasn't. My best route was directly up the
ridge, up ahillsde more dlifflike than doping.

| studied the ground between me and the face and then jumped acrossit in three little hops of ten
yards each. Next | jJumped diagonadly up the face of the hill, choosing spotsto my left and right about
ten feet higher than my last one. It took me |ess than aminute to reach the top of a hill that would have
taken half aday to climb with agood ankle.

The view from the top was spectacular. It was the highest point I'd reached on my trek. | looked

back toward Redford and could see the building's clustered on the road. The Rio Grande, beyond it,
was hidden, but the top of its canyon was clear.

| turned around and looked toward El Solitario. It was intimidating. Even though therewasless
than ten milesto go, each piece of land between me and La Motalooked rougher and bleaker than
the land beforeit.

Pity | can't see better. Maybe | could jump straight there.

See better? | quickly recorded the top of the ridge and jumped to First Avenue and Fifty-sixthin
Manhattan. Twenty minutes later | waked out of a store with alarge binocular case hanging from my
shoulder. It was raining and the temperature was below forty degrees. Shivering, | jumped back to
Texas, to thetop of the ridge fifteen miles from Redford.

By lunchtime | was standing on the peak of LaMota, 4,600 feet above sealevel. Around me El
Solitario stretched like the surface of the moon.

| went back and had lunch and not even the sight of Millie'sletter could depress me.

Wi, not much.

There was aletter in the PO box two days later, sent overnight express.

Dear Davy,

My first thought was disbelief, when | found out who Mary Nileswas. | didn't seethe news
coverage—I| had midterms—but when | checked at the library, they knew al about it, down to
describing the news footage. How could fate be so crud, so vicioudy vindictive? I'm sure that words
areinadequate at this point. | wish that you'd come to me, though, when it happened. | don't know
how you do what you do, but it seemsthat you could do that.... It hurts that you didn't come see me.
| would have been glad to do what | could to help.

Millie

P.S. And if you can put notes under my door, why can't you give me a closer addressto write?

Millie,



Thanks, | think, for your sympathy.

| did cometo seeyou, right after it hgppened. Just in time to see you welcoming Mark into your
gpartment. Thewords, | believe, were, "Thanksfor coming, Mark."

| guess| can't blameyou. After dl, you'd told meto get lost, but, from what you'd previoudy
said, | thought you'd have better taste.

Davy

P.S. Any answer can be put under the door of gpartment 33. And no, I'm not there, but I'll
check it every day or so. If you actudly want to keep up thisdiscussion.

| jumped to Stillwater and put my answer under the door. Even before | stood upright, | heard a
hand on the doorknob. | jumped to my Stillwater apartment and shook.

| felt guilty and afraid. | leaned against thewall by the front window and watched the gpproach
to the gpartment stairway.

After amoment, Millie came around the corner, looking at the gpartment numbers. | saw her
stare up at my window, but the gpartment was dark and the sun bright. She didn't seeme. She
walked on and | heard her steps on the stairway. When she reached the top, she rang the doorbell.

Oh, Millie...

| walked, hesitantly, to the front door and paused there, my hand on the doorknob. The doorbell
rang again and | flinched, pulled my hand away from the doorbell asif it were hot. | jJumped away, to
Texas, tomy cabin at Serenity Lodge, flopped down on the bed, and buried my facein apillow.

Just when | thought that El Solitario was the perfect representation of my mood, blegk, blasted,
ravaged, | sumbled on thefirst oasis.

It was abox canyon with high sides, the upper end blocked by an ancient rockfal, the downhill
end stopped at a cliffs edge, dropping eighty feet or so where ancient uplift sheared the rock. Near
the blocked upper end of the canyon aspring of sweet water poured forth, and ran down the length
of the canyon to asmall pool with no visble outfal. The pool was shaded by mesquite bushes turned
into trees and trimmed with ancient buffalo grass. There were mountain goats and jackrabbits and
severd kinds of birds.

| spent an entire day sitting by the spring, reading, deeping alittle, and just listening to the water
while | soaked my ankle.

There were two other spots of green in the midst of the desert. Onewas larger, two miles of
valley blessed with multiple streams. In that one | saw deer droppings, the tracks of a cougar, and
discarded beer cans. | got angry about the beer cans. There weren't alot of them but it brought
peopleinto thishaven and | didn't like that. | spent a couple of hours gathering them and any other
traces of humanity, jumping, occasondly, to adumpster in Stanville to dump the trash.



| may be abank robber, but I'm no litterbug.

Thethird casiswas a pit, formed by rockfal and perhaps subsurface water. The walls were very
high and the sun didn't shine to the bottom except at midday. The bottom was larger than the top and
filled with water, except for agreen idand in the middle, perhaps sixty feet long by twenty wide. There
were no beer cansthere.

The walswere perhaps ahundred feet high, and it took me severd minutes to acquire enough
information to jJump to theidand at the bottom. It was cool there, dmost uncomfortable, and the
walls, towering above, wereintimidating. | wondered if it would be more comfortable in the summer,
when dl around was hellish hot.

Davy,

Didn't you redize thet the only thing | wanted from Mark was hisversion of the night you, well,
removed him from the party? | know Mark isadeaze. I'm not involved with himin any way, but
when you vanished from in front of me, what was| to think?

| don't know if you're even human. For al | knew you fly around in aflying saucer kidnapping
humans left and right. If this sort of jumping to conclusions bothers you, think how much aternative
explanation you offered.

| know you're hurt, and | guess you were hurt even more when you thought | was getting
involved with Mark again. But, dammit, you are doing your share of lashing out, yourself.

Millie

P.S. | dill don't know if you are human, but | know that | care for you enough that you can hurt
me. You did.

Severa pieces of paper, crumpled into small bals of paper, were strewn across the desk. Each
of them had two or three lines written on them before | discarded them. Try as| might, | wasn't able
to write an answer that felt right. | swept them from the desk and into the trash can.

| considered going to her, but | was afraid to. | didn't really want to see anybody.

Earlier that day, before | picked up Millies|etter, I'd found aledge facing south, in the depths of
El Salitario. | jumped there. It was more cave than ledge, abroad shelf heavily overhung with rock,
two hundred feet up a sheer rock face. It was another fifty feet to the ridgeline above and only a
technica climber or ateleport could reachiit.

It wasthirty feet deep and relatively flat. | paced forward and stood at the edge, dry puffs of
wind pulling a my shirt. | wasfeding careless, gpathetic. The drop would be more than enough to kill
me, if | reached the bottom. The sun was amost down and there were clouds made flame and
billowing orange by itsrays. The rock shelf projecting above stuck out even farther than the ledge,

solid, palpably heavy.



It was like the mouth of a giant, mouth poised open, massive molars ready to drop, to chew the
lifefromme.

I likedit.

That night | started moving materials from alumberyard in Y onkers, the one I'd dedlt with
before. There was aguard but he stayed near the front door and depended on the darms. | only took
mortar and some concrete dyes plus amixing trough, trowels, and some chalk linesto mark out the
wadls

The do-it-yoursdlf book on masonry told me that working with natural stone was hard, and that
projects that used ordinary brick were best to start with. | ignored that part and read the rest of the
book carefully.

It was cold on the ledge at night, and | settled for leaving the materials stacked at the back, out
of sight of anyone but passing buzzards.

Back at the cabin, | stared again a Millies|etter. | was il confused, till angry, furioudy angry,
but | knew enough, now, to know that she wasn't the cause. | penned a short note.

Dear Millig,

I'm sorry. Thereistoo much pain right now for meto be rational. What you said about caring
and being hurt makes sense. If | didn't care for Mom, her death wouldn't hurt. If | didn't care for you,
your rejection wouldn't hurt.

| won't bewriting until I can get a better handle on things, but I'll be back. I hope that you find
more good than bad in that fact. | can't give up on you without giving up on mysdf.

| loveyou,

Davy
There is an abandonment, an escape, that physical labor bestows.

| took my rocks from the scree at the bottom of the cliff. Thiswas rock of the same color and
texture, broken off and tumbled down by weather and time.

The mortar was hard to dye and | wasted a couple of batches before | got the proportionsright.
Part of the problem was that the color of the mortar was darker wet than after it had dried. | started
thewall ten feet back from the edge, at the deegper end of the ledge, and | ran it forty feet long, about
haf the length of the ledge.

By midafternoon my back was sore and my arms ached, but | had awall knee-high dong my
ledge. | left agap at the open end of the ledge for a doorway, but the other end butted up againgt the
rock face. Where the mortar on the bottom rows had dried, it was hard, even from ten feet away, to
tell where the dliff rock stopped and the wall began. From across the canyon, on the next ridgeline, it



wasimpossible.

| went swimming in the box canyon oasisfor ten minutes, then came back and continued
working on thewd| until sunset.

At night, | raided the lumberyard in Y onkers again, thistime taking prehung, double-paned
windows and frames, a prehung exterior door with a cut-glass window, framing timbers, and tan
paint. | aso took more mortar, awood-burning stove, a stovepipe, and appropriate hardware.

After jumping these materidsto the ledge—the stove was barely liftable—I spent sometime at
the cashier's desk working an adding machine. | left the tape from my ca culations and twelve hundred
dollars on the counter, weighted down by a coffee cup.

| may be abank robber, but I'm not acommon thief.

"We missed you at lunch yesterday, Davy."
"l waswalking, Mrs. Barton. | guess| walked too far."

She smiled. "Wadll, it's probably good for you to get some exercise. I'm glad to see your appetite
Ispicking up."

| stared at the fork in my hand. | hadn't been thinking about food, 1'd been puzzling over the
window frames and air-conditioning for my hidden fortress, my "fortress of solitude." Now that | saw
the egg on my fork, the food in my stomach seemed to solidify in alump, heavy and uncomfortable.

Mrs. Barton wandered on down the room. | dropped the fork and pushed the plate away from
me.

Before going out to the ledge, | jumped to New Y ork and checked the PO box, appearing first
in the alleyway before walking around the corner to Broadway to the Bowling Green post office.

Therewasaletter from Leo Silverstein asking meto cal him. | jumped to the Pine Bluffs airport
and used the pay phone.

"Mr. Slvergein, thisisDavid Rice"

"Ah. Did you get my letter?

" es"

"S0, you're back in New York."

"No." | saw noreason to lie. " At the moment I'm in Pine Bluffs."

"Oh? Wdll, | have some businessto transact. Asyou know, you figurein your mother's will."



| swdlowed. "l don't want anything.”

Theimage flashed in front of my eyes. The explosion, the broken-doll posture of her body, the
blood and the smoke.

| can't stand to sit at the window or in the middle.
Silvergtein coughed. "Well, you redly should come down and hear theterms at least.”
"At your office? | don't know. Have the police been looking for me il ?*

"l don't know. They searched around pretty thoroughly for acouple of days, but therésalimit to
how long Sheriff Thatcher isgoing to hunt someonewhose only crimeisafakedriver'slicense

“I'll beright there."

| walked around the airport for amoment and watched a small single-engine plane take off.
Then | jumped to the stairway leading up to Silverstein's office. There was someone on the stairs, but,
luckily, he was walking down the Sairs, facing avay from me.

| held my bresth until he'd left the building, then walked upgtairs. Mr. Silverstein was standing in
the reception area, looking out the window onto the square. He looked over his shoulder when |
camein.

"Forget something, Joe—oh, Davy! | didn't see you on the sdewak. How did you do that?"

"Dowhat?'

He shifted from foot to foot, uncomfortable. "Comeonin."

Oncein hisoffice, he handed me abundle of paperslabeled, "Last Will and Testament of Mary
AgnusNiles"

| looked at it and the pain surfaced, sharp and ragged. | found mysdlf yawning, getting deepy,
my mind numbing.

Shit! | thought | was past this.

| put it down on the desk. "What doesit say?'

"Essentialy, with the exception of ten thousand dollarsin bequests and gifts, it leaves you the
balance of her estate, approximately sixty-five thousand dollarsin CDs and savings, and atown house
in Cdifornia”

| blinked. "1 guess she made good money as atravel agent.”

Siverstein shook hishead. "Not particularly. Y our grandfather |eft her agood sum, especidly
with the sdle of the house."



lld,]-ll

"Y ou don't have to comment on this, and, to be perfectly honest, I'd rather you didn't, but | have
thefeding that your present source of income wouldn't stand rigorous scrutiny.”

Helooked a meto seeif | understood. | could fedl my ears getting hot. He went on.

"Anyway, thisinheritance would at least give you alegitimate source of income. It'sachanceto
get out of the gray areawhereyou are.”

| nodded dowly, reluctantly. "What will | haveto do?"

"Wl the firg thing you need to do is get that birth certificate. I'll handlethat if you like. Then
well apply for asocia security number and ared driver'slicense, and I'll see about filing income tax
for thetime since you left your father. | don't suppose you know whether he claimed you asa
dependent or not after you left?!

"l wouldn't put it past him. Uh, | don't drive, Mr. Silverstein, so thelicense..."

"Oh, well, there's nondriver'sidentification. Y ou don't have to worry about that."

"What about the New Y ork police?’

"Ah, well, funny about that. After you left the reception, Sheriff Thatcher was not inclined to
pursue the matter without some sort of officia request from the NY PD. Sergeant Washburn was
furious, but, as of thismorning when | talked to Sheriff Thatcher, there hasn't been any such request.”
He paused and looked out the window, stretching hisarms. "I suspect, from what you told me and
from Sergeant Baker'sreactions, that Sergeant Washburn exceeded his authorization somewhat in
coming down to FHorida."

| exndled. "Wdll, that'sardlief.”

"S0," sad Slvergein, "'l takeit you'd like to do this? Get the birth certificate and everything?'

| nodded emphaticaly. "Oh, yes. And do you think | could get a passport?’

Heblinked. "I don't sse why not. Why? Are you thinking of leaving the country?"

| looked out the window but my eyes didn't see the town square. Instead | was seeing the
explosion that killed my mother, looped endlessly over and over and over. There was afeeling of
anticipation, of things not yet realized. | shook the vision from my eyes and looked back' at

Sivergan.

"] want to go to Algeria,” | said.

PART 5:



SEARCHING

THIRTEEN

"Thefirg thing | want to make clear isthat this violence, thisterroriam, isnot culturdl. It isnt
integra elther to Arab or Mudim culture. I've done too many briefings for senators and congressmen
who think that al ‘towelheads carry a pistol and agrenade. If you can't see beyond this stereotype,
then we might aswell sop now."

| felt my ears getting red. | hadn't redlly thought about it, but | must have been feding something
akinto this. It made me fedl bad. Dad was the one that characterized people by the color of their
in.

"l don't believethat,” | said. "l do have some hodtility, though, I know that, but I'll be careful not
to generdize.”

He nodded. He was seated behind awooden desk in asmall office. The padded shoulders of
his tweed jacket humped strangely when he leaned his elbows on the desk and |eaned forward. One
of hishands smoothed the red, fuzzy knit tie he wore with hisgray shirt.

I'd taken the early Amtrak train from Penn Station in New Y ork, down to Union Stationin D.C.
Mr. Anderson, from the State Department, had arranged the briefing. The man in the fuzzy tiewasDr.
Perston-Smythe, an associate professor in Arab Studies at Georgetown University, and we were
taking in hisoffice.

"I can understand the hogtility. However, you won't understand the Arab or the terrorism picture
until you can get these stereotypes out of your head."

| nodded. "I understand.”

"Congder this—there were over forty thousand Lebanese killed in the period between nineteen
eighty and nineteen eight-seven. Over amillion have died in the Iran-Iraq war. Less than five hundred
Americans have died in the same period in the Middle East from terrorist actions, if you count the
truck bombing of the Marinesin Beirut, which | don't.”

“Why not?

"One of the problemswith American public policy on terrorismisthat our government insgstson
blurring the line between armed insurgence againgt military forces and ingtdlations and attacks on
uninvolved civilians. Now, obvioudy attacking unarmed civilians who have no involvement with a
particular political issueisterrorism. But an atack on an armed military force occupying one's
homeland? That's not terrorism. I'm not saying it'sright or wrong, I'm just saying that if you cdl that
terrorism then the U.S. isaso involved in financing terrorists in Afghanistan and Centrd America See
what | mean?'



"Yeeh"

"Anyway, the point I'm trying to make isthat the proportion of American dead from terrorismis
way out of proportion to the response it generates. We did nothing to stop the Irag-Iran war because
we perceived it in our interests that damage be done to both of those countries. Persondly | think
that'sinexcusable, but I'm not in the position to make government policy. Certainly both leaders were
crazy with along-standing persona grudge, but their people paid ahorrible price.

"l wasn't aware that there was a persond grudge.”

"Hell, yes. In nineteen seventy-five; when Hussain settled the dispute over the eastern bank of
Shatt-al-Arab with the Shah of Iran, one of the unwritten conditions was that Hussein get Khomeini to
gop hispoliticd activity.”

"How could he expect Hussein to do that?*

Perston-Smythe looked a melike | was anidiot. "Khomeini wasin Irag. When he was exiled
from Iran he went to the Shiite holy city of An Ngaf. Anyway, Hussein told Khomeini to stop and
Khomeini refused, so Hussein bounced him out of the country to Kuwait which promptly bounced
him out of the country to France. Over afifteen-year period, seven hundred thousand Shiites were
thrown out of Iraq. Thereésalot of bad feding there. More now of course, sincethewar.”

| blinked. "I know you'retrying to give methe big picture, but what about these particular
terrorigs?’

"We're getting there. It's aroundabout way, but al the better for the journey. What do you
know about Sunni versus Shiite beliefs?!

I'd been doing some reading, evenings, after working on the cliff dwelling at El Solitario. "Sunnis
make up about ninety percent of Mudims. They believe that the succession of caliphs was proper
after Mohammed died. The Shiites believe that the rightful successors descended from Alli,
Mohammed's cousin, not his best friend, Abu Bakr. They believe that the rightful descendants have
been nated and discriminated againgt ever since.

"Sunnis tend to be more conservative and they don't believein aclergy or aliturgy. The only
countrieswith Shiite mgoritiesare Iran, Irag, Lebanon, and Bahrain.”

"That'sright," said Perston-Smythe. He seemed surprised a my knowledge after my earlier
ignorance. "Even among Shiites, terrorism is abhorrent. One of Mohammed's strictures callsfor the
protection of women, children, and the aged. One of the ninety-nine names of Allahis The All
Merdiful.""

"All right. | accept that most Mudimswouldn't practice terrorism. I'll keep that in mind. But |
want to know about the men who do practiceit. | want to know about the men who killed my

Heleaned back. "All right." He opened afilein front of him. "Indications are that the hijackers of
flight 932 were Shiite extremists belonging to Idamic Jhad, aterrorist group associated with
Hesballah, the 'Party of God." While we don't know who two of the hijackers were, we suspect that



the leader was Rashid Matar, a L ebanese Shiite who is know to have worked with Mohammed
Abbas, the organizer of the hijacking of the Achille Lauro. Oddly enough, the reason we believeit's
Matar ishis choice of your mother as hisvictim. With the exception of random bombings, woman
hostages are usud|ly thefirst to berdeased in airline terrorist Situations.

"In nineteen eighty-seven, Matar wasimplicated in the beatings of severd Itaian progtitutesin
Verona. Heleft the country just ahead of the police, but automatic weapons and technical manuason
varioustypes of aircraft were found in the gpartment he was forced to abandon. In early eighty-nine
he was forced to leave Cairo after the beating death of afemale Swedish tourist.

"Matar was aso caught on an Athens Airport security camerathe day before the hijacking. This
Istoo large acoincidence.” Perston-Smythe handed me an eight-by-ten photograph.

It was a blown-up shot of a newspaper photo which, in turn, seemed to be taken from a
passport photo. The newspaper caption wasin Italian, | thought, with only the name Rashid Matar
understandable. The dots of the printing process were visible and | had to hold the picture out at
arm's length to smooth out the lines of hisface. He was younger than | expected, despite the reading
I'd been doing. He was clean-shaven and had dark, bushy eyebrows. Though dark-complexioned, he
didn't fit my image of the Arab. His nose was ordinary and hisjaw somewhat wesk. Hisface wasthin
and long and hisearswere very flat against his head. His eyeswere dark and remote.

"Thefact that the terrorists not only didn't release the women, and aso chose awoman to kill,
srongly pointsto Matar, an obvious misogynis.”

| waved the picture. "Can | get a copy of this?'

"That's aduplicate, you can keep it."

"Whereishe now?'

"We don't know. | have someideas, but I'm not sure.”

I ground my teeth together and waited.

He shrugged. "Thisis purely speculation, you redize?"

"It'sinformed speculation,” | said.

"Well, yes." He leaned forward suddenly, fingerslinked together. "An executive jet left Algeria
amost immediately after the hijacking and flew to Damascusin Syria. While no comment was made
about its passengers, the pressin Algierswas dlowed to watch it leave. Theimplication isthat, A, the
Algerian authorities promised free passage to the hijackersiif they released the hostages, and B, that
they wereflown to Syria. Thisis exactly what happened after the nineteen eighty-eight hijacking of the
Kuwati arliner.”

"So you're saying that they'rein Syria?

"In the case of the Kuwaiti Airways hijacking, the hijackers traveled from Damascus back to
Lebanon, overland. Therethey took refuge in the Baka Valey, which isthe stronghold of Hesballah."



" S0 you're saying that they'rein Lebanon.”

"That's what we're supposed to think. | don't think they ever left Algeria. | have afriend with
Reuters and he said that there was an area that the Darak a Watani were carefully screening at the
same time the reporters were alowed to watch the jet depart. My friend has a suspicious nature.
Whenever an officid points one direction, my friend looks the other way. Thisiswhy he saw three

unshaven men in badly fitting army uniforms climb into atruck which was driven out of the airport
under police escort. He thinks that one of those men was Matar, but he didn't get agood |ook.

"I should think it extremely likely that they are il in Algeria”

| showed up at her door, walking from around the corner. My stomach was upset, | was
nervous, and | was having trouble catching my breath, asif I'd run along way or been jabbed hard in
the ssomach. My hand shook badly when | tried to ring the doorbell, and | finaly dropped my hand to
seeif the shaking would stop. | was stedling mysdlf to try again when Millie opened the door.

"Hi," shesaid quickly. Then, more dowly, she said, "It looked like you might change your mind.
Areyou sureyou're ready for this?'

"Wall, it's been two weeks." Two weeks since my last note.
"l was glad you called, but you didn't sound very sure.”

| shrugged. "No. Just... just, well... | was scared.” | made no move to touch her, no moveto get
closer. | was till scared.

She gestured toward the open door. ™Y ou want to comein while get my coat?"
"I'll wait here. Honest. | won't leave.”

She smiled uncertainly. "Okay." In aminute she was back, shrugging into along gray coat.
"Where do you want to go?' She dug in her purse for the car keys.

| wasn't hungry at al. "I don't know. Anywhereyoud liketo go."

She dared at me. "Anywhere?’

"Anywhere we can get to."

Shelooked down at the sdewalk for amoment, then looked up at me, head raised partway,
peering through her bangs. She dropped the keys back in her purse. "I want to eet at the Waverly
[nn."

It was my turn to stare. The Waverly Innwasin the West Village, in Manhattan. | looked at my

watch. It was six, it would be sevenin New Y ork. | didn't have ajump site for the Waverly Inn, but |
could jump within ten minutes walk.



"Il haveto pick you up,” | said.

She blinked, sucked on her upper lip for asecond, then said, "Okay. What should | do?"

"Just sand there.™

| walked behind her and put my arms around her waist. Her hair, her scent wasin my face. |
stood there for amoment, until | could fed her fidget. Then | lifted her and jumped to Washington
Square, by the arch. I let go of her, then grabbed her again as her knees gave way.

"You okay?' | helped her to abench afew yards away.

"Sorry," she said. Her eyes were wide and she kept swiveling her head around to ook from the
arch to the buildingsto the street. "'l knew that you could do it, but | didn't know it, if you know what

| mean."

"Theoretical knowledge versus certainty. Believe me, | know. Just as| know that you'll doubt it
happened later, even though you experienced it now."

It was colder here than in Stillwater, probably below freezing, and the few people who werein
the park walked briskly. Still, it was Friday night in the Village and thingswere lively. Millie stood
dowly and asked, "Which way?'

| led the way down the edge of the park. On the way Millie asked about the funera and | said it
was okay. | complained about the pastor and told her about Mom'sfriends. Then | told her what I'd
done to Dad when he showed up at the service.

"| fed guilty about it."

IIWMI

| shook my head. "l just do.”

Weturned onto Waverly Place.

Millie hesitated a moment, then said, "He abused you both, but | think you redize that heis
capable of feding theloss. That heloved her in some sense. By no means was the relationship
hedlthy, but you may be feding guilty because you fed you deprived him of hischanceto grieve.”

"Humph. Let him do hisgrieving away from me!" | lowered my voice. "Y ou might beright. Or |
just might be feding guilty because | defied him.”

She nodded. "That's possible. Oh... hereéstheinn.”

There was no room at the inn, so we waited fifteen minutes, just insde the door, out of the cold,
trying to avoid tripping the waiters. When Millieand | had last esten there, weld sat on the terrace out
back, but that had been summer.

| told her about sergeants Washburn and Baker and why they'd been after me. She frowned for



amoment, then saidinasmal voice, "Y ou could have told me."
| looked away from her and swallowed. | didn't want to get into an argument about it.
She shrugged. "All right. Maybe | didn't give you achanceto tell me."
| dmost smiled. "The encounter didn't reflect well on either of us.”
The hostess led usto atable for two, wedged into acorner. | held Milli€'s chair while she sat.

"How do you do it?" she asked, wrapping her hands around the glass candle holder to warm
them.

| pursed my lips. "Well, you grasp the back of the chair and pull it out. Oncethe personis
seated, you push it forward while they scoot in to the table.”

"Ha, ha. Trés amusant.” Shedid not look amused.

"How do | dowhat?" | knew exactly what she meant.

"How do you... teleport.”

| exhded naidly. "I cdl it jumping and | haven't thefaintest ideahow | doiit. | just do."

Shefrowned. "Y ou mean thereisn't some sort of device or anything?"

"Just me." | played with the sdlad fork. Then | shrugged and told her about the first time. Sheld
heard al the gory details, but she hadn't heard how | got away. | told her some of my speculations,
my attemptsto find other jumpers, and some of the congtraints. | told her about my revenge on
Topper the attempted rapist and the guy at the trangent's hotel in Brooklyn, and, findly, | told her
about stedling the money.

"Youdid what?" She sat Sraight up in her chair, her eyeswide, her mouth open.

"Shhh."

Other dinerswere staring & us, frozen in silent tableau, some with forks or spoons hafway to
mouth.

Millie was blinking her eyesrapidly. Much quieter, she said, ™Y ou robbed a bank?"
"Shhh." My earswere burning. "Don't make ascene.”
"Don't shush me! | didn't rob abank." Fortunately she whisperediit.

The waiter walked up then and took our drink order. Millie ordered avodkamartini. | asked for
aglassof whitewine. | didn't know if it would help, but | figured it couldn't hurt.

"A million dollars?' she sad, after thewaiter left.



"Well, dmog."

"How much of it isleft?"

"Why?

She blushed. "Curiosty. | must look like aproper little gold digger.”
"About eight hundred thousand.”

"Dollars!" The man at the next table spilled hiswater.

"Chrigt, Millie. Y ou want meto leave you here?Y ou're fifteen hundred miles away from home
you know."

The waiter arrived with the drinks and asked if we were ready to order. "Y ou better giveusa
while. I don't think we've even looked at the menu.”

Millietook aswallow of her martini and made aface.
"What's the matter? Isit the wrong drink?"

She shook her head, took another swallow, and made the same face again. "It's perfect. You
wouldn' redly strand me herein New Y ork, would you? | mean, I've only got fifteen bucks with me."

"WEell... | could drop you in Central Park. Or there are certain parts of Washington Heights that
would be lively about now."

"Davy..!"
"All right. | won't abandon you."

She looked a me strangely.

"What? | thought you'd be relieved.”

"Strange choice of words." She licked her lips. "Not so much strange as too appropriate.”
"Huh?'

She shook her head. " Abandonment. That's the issue, isn't it? She abandoned you again, didn't
she?'

"Shedied. Shedidn't run away."
Millie nodded. "The ultimate abandonment.”

| felt mysalf getting angry. "Excuse me asecond.” | got up abruptly and went to the bathroom.



Someonewasinit. | leaned againg the wal, my arms crossed tightly, my eyes staring straight ahead
and seaing nothing.

| didn't redlly need to go to the bathroom, but | didn't want to shout a Millie. My mother was
the victim of terrorism, not someone who'd abandoned me. Well, not thistime.

Nobody waswatching so | jumped to the bathroom of the Stillwater apartment.

| felt like hitting something hard. | didn't have any plates|eft to break. | dropped to my knees by
the bed and hit the mattress very hard, perhaps twenty times, until the heels of my hands began to
ache. | took severd deep breaths, then, and went into the bathroom and washed my face.

My memory of the sidewalk outside the restaurant was fresh and | returned there. The hostess
saw me comein and blinked. "'l didn't see you go out."

| shrugged. "Just needed a breath of fresh air.”

She nodded and | went back to the table. I'd been gone about five minutes. Millie looked
relieved.

"Thewaiter cameby again,” she said. "We should probably look at the menu.”
The business of choosing and ordering the food got us safely through the next ten minutes. When
we were aone again, Millie seemed unwilling to talk about anything serious. | guess she didn't want to

scare me away again.

"I'm sorry, Millie. I'm not too rational about Mom right now. 1'd rather not get into an argument
about her."

Millie nodded. Her face looked pale in the tabl€'s candldight and her hands glowed red as she
wrapped them around the candle again. My irritation faded, melted like wax. She was very beautiful,
very desirable. | fet tears forming and blinked rapidly. | looked away from her, toward the wall, and
sad, "I've missed you, Millie"

She reached ahand out and squeezed mine. Her hand was very warm. Impulsively, | kissed the
back of it and her lips parted. | enclosed her hand with both of mine. She said, "I've missed you." She
didn't say anything else for amoment, then pulled her hand back gently.

"I've got to tell you that I'm disturbed about the money you stole. | don't think that wasright.”

"I didn't hurt anyone."

"What about the depositors?”

I'd thought about thisfor along time. "That bank loses that much money in bad loans every
month. They make that much money in interest every day. They're a big bank. The money | took was
smdl change to them. No depositor was hurt."

She shook her head. "'l ill can't gpprove of it. | don't think it'sright.”



| felt my face go remote, till. | crossed my arms and felt cold.

She spread her hands. "It doesn't change the fact that | till love you. I've missed you terribly.
I've missed your phone calls, and I've missed your body in bed next to me. | don't know what to do
about this. My loving you goesway beyond my disapprova of your theft.”

| uncrossed my arms and reached across the table for her. Sheleaned forward and we kissed
until the candle burned aholein my shirt. Then we laughed and | held an ice cube to the burn and the
food came and everything was dl right.

| flew out of Kennedy to London's Gatwick South Terminad on American Airlinesflight 1555. It
|eft after midnight and arrived in Britain at 7:20 in the morning local time. It wasa DC-10 and the man
infirst class next to me kept making stupid jokes about hydraulic fluid.

| serioudy considered jumping him back to New Y ork when we arrived in London. Asshole.

The weather was wet and very cold and the people talked like they wereon TV. If | hadn't dept
s0 badly on the plane, | could have listened to them for hours. My connection to AlgiersviaMadrid
did not leavefor six hours. After clearing customs, | jJumped back to Stillwater, grabbed the video
camera, and recorded several jump Sites at the airport. Then | jumped back to El Solitario, set an
aarm for four and ahaf hours, and dept.

Theflight to Madrid was on Air Algerie. They alowed smoking on their flights and eddies of the
stuff kept drifting up to me from the back of first class where four Frenchman weregoing at it like
chimneys. Fortunately the flight to Spain was only two and ahalf hours and the French were replaced
by nonsmoking Arabsfor the next leg to Algiers.

There was some difficulty a Algerian customs. | didn't have areturn ticket or a hotel reservation,
s0 they shuttled me to the sde while they processed the other passengers. | would have just jumped

away except they kept my passport.

After aforty-five-minute delay they offered me the choice of buying areturn ticket or posting a
bond. | bought afully refundable ticket from Air Algerie to London for the following week under the
watchful eye of acustomsofficid. | dso changed money for the minimum required amount, 1,000
Algerian dinars, about 190 U.S. dollars, and declared the U.S. dollars | had, over 5,000 DA (dinars
Algeriere). Only then did he give back my passport with the admonition that all money changed must
be recorded on the proper form and Allah help meif | couldn't account properly for my U.S. dollars
on leaving the country.

| recorded afew jump sites then walked outside. It was cold, wet, and green, with mountains
climbing up from the Mediterranean. If it weren't for the men in caftans and djellabas and afew
women inthick vells, | would have thought | was anywhere but North Africa. A group of chattering
English waked by carrying skis. They were off to Tikjda, where "the snow was particularly good this
year."

Inside the terminal, aman at an information booth directed me toward the VIP termindl. |
couldn't get into that area, but at awindow near the security checkpoint | could look out on the



tarmac where the hostage plane sat during two days of negotiation. | wondered if | should fly to
Cyprus and see the smilar stretch of tarmac where Mom died.

It only took aminute or two to record jump Sites, but | couldn't jump away because the beggars
werethick, persistent, and grubbier than anything in New Y ork. Assoon as| paid off one s,
another group would movein. Findly, | went back into the terminal and jumped from a bathroom
qdl.

The gates opened a 10 A.M. s0 | jumped Millieinto Disney World at five minutes after, right in
front of Space Mountain. We were the second couple aboard and we rode it three times before the
line started to build up. We did Star Tours at Disney MGM and followed it with Body Wars over a

Epcot.

Next we hit Pirates of the Caribbean, the Haunted Mansion, and Mr. Toad's Wild Ride. By this
time, snce it was Christmas vacation, the crowds thickened to the point of unplessantness, o |
jumped her to London and we took ataxi into downtown London.

It was four hours later in London, and cold after the Florida sun, but the taxi driver took usto an
old hotel that served adecent high tea. Afterward, we waked by the Thames until achill, damp fog
moved up theriver, and | jumped her to El Solitario.

Wed seen the sun go down in England but it was ill two in the afternoon in Texas, and the
temperature was in the mid-eighties. Millie took one look from the top of El Motaand said, "1 thought
| was handling thisdl pretty well, but | think | need to sit down.”

| jumped her to my dliff dwelling and sat her on the couch.

In the weeks since I'd started construction, I'd finished the wall from overhang to ledge,
complete with windows, door, and ducting for the wood-burning stove. I'd also built a separate
enclosure at the far end of the ledge which now enclosed the largest gasoline-powered generator that
| could lift. It provided the electricity for the five floor lamps1'd brought in to light the place.

I'd filled the worst spots on the floor so that it wasfairly smooth, eveniif it did have a
pronounced tilt. I'd bought severa dyed sheepskin rugs and some rustic furniture made of knotty pine.
At the back of the dwelling, where the overhang doped down to meet thefloor, | put abed. At the
tallest sections of my man-made wall, between the windows, 1'd put more bookshelves, chocked and
shimmied to be more or lessleve, and | was dowly filling them with new purchases.

Millie leaned back on the couch and closed her eyes. | jumped to my apartment in Stillwater and
filled alarge glass with ice weter, then returned. Her eyeswere still closed.

"Heréssome water," | said, putting it on the end table.
She opened her eyes and focused on the glass, its Side beaded with condensation. She sipped it

and looked around, noting the natural rock above the couch and looking left and right to get the depth
of the room. "Where are we?"



"Texas" | sad. "It'snot far from that mountaintop | showed you."

"Where did you get this?' She held up the glass.

"Stillwater."

She shook her head. "'l am reminded of A Midsummer Night's Dream.”

"What part?'

"When Puck says, 'I'll put agirdle round about the earth in forty minutes." "

"What adowpoke.”

"Then there's that part where the fairy says, 'Over hill, over dae, / Through bush, through brier, /
Over park, over pae, / Through flood, through fire, / 1 do wander everywhere, / Swifter than the
moon's sphere." ™

| smiled. ™Y ou know your Shakespeare better than 1."

She amiled. "I wasthat merry wanderer of the night. | jested to Oberon, and made him smile.
High school production. Great reviews, though. They wanted meto play that assHermia, but | stood
my ground. All the guys wanted to play Puck, but | was the only one to audition who could do the
firgt act without looking at the script.”

She stood, amogt timidly, and walked to the window.

The sun cast steep shadows from above and the siratigraphy of the rock was cleanly displayed
on the oppositewall of the canyon, tilted at three degrees, matching my doping floor. She leaned
forward on tiptoe, to see past the edge. The floor of the canyon was just visible two hundred feet
below.

"Why didn't | hear you when you popped off to Stillwater?!

"What do you mean?'

"Wll, the air should rush in or something, shouldn't it? Wouldn't it make some sort of popping
noise?'

| hadn't thought about it. "Well, maybe you just weren't listening well enough. Maybeit'saquiet
noise”

She put her glass of water down. "Wdll, try it again, and well see. I'll pay very close attention.”
"Jump away and then back?"
She nodded.

"Okay." | jumped to the ledge outside, by the generator shack. After adeep breath, | jumped



back and Millieflinched.
"Wel?'
She exhaded noisly. "Nothing. And it's till unnerving as hell, even when you expect it."

| reached out and hugged her to me. "I'm sorry. That's one of the reasons| didn't tell you, you
know. | didn't want to scare you. | don't want to lose you. I've lost too much aready.”

She leaned into me, her arms curled into my chest. | rocked her back and forth. After amoment
she pushed away and said, "Where's the bathroom?"

"Uh... it'sin Stillweater."

Sherolled her eyes. "Great! I'll close my eyes.”

| picked her up and jumped her to my Stillwater apartment. Sheld never been in my Brooklyn
gpartment, so the furniture and toys were new to her. | showed her the bathroom and waited in the

living room.

"I just had ahorrible thought,” she said, after she came out of the john. "What if you took meto
your housein the dliff there, jumped away, and got hurt or killed?!

The Situation was unfortunately easy to visudize. There was no water or food and no way oui.
Sheld last lessthan seven days. "I didn't think of that.”

She shrugged. "I don't mind going there, but | don't think | want to be lft there. Y ou know what
I mean?Like, if you needed to go get something, 1'd want to go with you or back to my own place.
Okay?'

| nodded. "Y eah. That's more than okay."

Shelooked around the living room and saw the video equipment. I'd told her about recording
jump sites and she looked back and forth from the camerato me. "Hmmmm. Have you recorded
yoursdlf jumping? Maybe there's something to be seen in dow motion?"

"Hmm. Let'stry it." | set the video cameraand tripod up and pointed it at the middle of the

room. | hooked the cablesinto my large monitor for playback and set the camera on dow-motion
record.

"Where should | go?'

Millie was watching my image on the monitor. | looked at myself on the screen, then looked
away, uncomfortable with the stranger there.

"Anywhere, Davy, but jump right back to where you are after a count of five?'

| jumped to the observation deck at Will Rogers World Airport. The dtitude was roughly the
same and it wasn't hard on my ears. | looked around, turning to see the entire deck. The place,



fortunately, was deserted, and | counted dowly to five before jumping back.
Even though she was expecting me, Millie sarted again.
"Sorry."
She exhded sharply. "I'll get used to it. Maybe. | sure wish you could teach me how to do it.”

"If | knew how..."

| rewound the tape and played it back at normal speed. | stood in the middle of the living room,
cut off from the knees down by the framing; then | was gone. | counted to mysdlf again, and at
roughly the same moment, | gppeared again.

Millie, seated on the couch, leaned forward, her elbows on her knees. "If 1'd been watching this

ontelevison, I'd say it was a cheap specia effect. Y ou know, the kind where they stop the camera,
have the actor walk offstage, and gtart filming again.”

"Yeah. I'll try it on super dow." | rewound the tape and put playback on its dowest speed.

We waited, watching my image ask Millie where to jump, my mouth opening and closing in
ponderous dow moation. It took over aminute to get to the part where | disappeared. One moment |
was there and the next | wasn'.

"What wasthat."

"What?'

"Just asyou jumped. Therewasasort of flash, kind of."

| shook my heed. "I didn't see anything.”

"Back it up. Can you makeit go any dower?'

"That'sthe dowest, but | can single-frameit, | guess.”" | stood by the cameraand rewound to
just before the jump, then started advancing using the il button and the frame advance. It took even
longer to get to the point where | disappeared, but when | did...

"Wow," said Millie.

The video image, held wavering on the screen, had been me standing, but, from this, it went to a
rough outline of myself, a Davy-shaped hole. Insdethishole wasthetail of an American Airlines 727
as seen through the windows of the airport observation deck.

"What'sthat?'

| told Millie where I'd jumped to. She nodded vigoroudy, her eyeswide. | hit the frame advance
again and the Davy-shaped window was gone. The scene showed my apartment living room.



"Neat! No wonder the air doesn't go 'pop." Y ou're not disappearing one place and appearing in
another—you're going through adoorway. Or, the doorway is passing around you, Since you don't
move. Fast forward to the point you resppear.”

When the specific point on the tape had been located, | single-framed through images of the
empty living room until another Davy-shaped window appeared, dightly different to reflect my
changed posture. The view was adifferent dice of the 727, reflecting where | had been standing when
| jumped back. When | hit the frame advance again, the window was replaced by my full body.

ll%’?l

| nodded. "What would happen if | couldn't go through that door?!

"What do you mean?'

"Well, uh, what would happen if | were handcuffed to something too big to move? Or if | was
being held by someone couldnt lift?"

Milliestood. "Try it. Here, I'll grab you from behind and you try and jump.”

| thought about it. "Uh, | don't think | like that idea. What if part of you went with me, but not
therest?'

Sheblinked. "Has that sort of thing ever happened to you?"
| shook my head.

"Well, it doesn't seem likdly, but | must admit that the idea of having just my aamsgo withyouiis
not very appeding.”

"Hold on, we can try this another way."

| jumped to anovelty store on Seventh Avenue near Times Square and bought a chegp pair of
handcuffs. The clerk also tried to sell me arubber mask of Richard Nixon, very cheap, on specid, but
| declined.

"Wdll," Milliesaid, when | showed them to her. "Thisisno timefor kinky sex."

| laughed. "L et's go someplace where | can lock it to something solid.”

We went outside, on the porch. It was out of sight of other gpartments and it had aniron railing
firmly set in the concrete landing. Before | put the handcuffs on, | made sure both keys worked on
both cuffs and handed one of the keysto Milliefor safekegping. Then | locked one cuff to therailing
and put the other cuff on my left wridt.

"Where are you going to jump?"'

"Jud indde”



| pictured the living room and tried to jump. For one brief ingtant it seemed like | madeit; then |
felt asearing painin my left arm and wrist, and | was till standing on the porch.

"Shit!" | felt like saying dl sorts of other things. My wrist was bleeding from scraped skinand |
felt like my arm had been stretched by agorilla. My shoulder and elbow both ached but | didn't think
either of them were didocated. "Please unlock the cuffs" | gasped.

Shetook her key and unlocked my wrist. | cradled my arm to me and swore. Millie looked
scared. "Bad idea, huh?"

| laughed harshly. The pain was fading somewhat and the bleeding redlly was just scraped skin.
Wewent back insde, and as| washed my wrist in the bathroom sink, Millie told me what she'd seen.

"You blinked, sort of. | swear | could seetheliving room bookshelf for just an instant but you
didn't go anywhere. What did it fed like?"

"Likemy left arm was on the rack. Y ou know, pulled gpart by wild horses™” | was moving my
elbow and shoulder more freely now, and the bleeding was reduced to adow welling. Millie walked
back to her apartment and returned with aroll of gauze and tape. She nestly wrapped the scrape.

"Wdll, at least we don't have to worry about you taking part of things. If you can't take it through
the gate with you, it pulls you back. We should see what happens when | hold on to you from
behind."

| had misgivings, but she was curious. We went out into the living room and moved the recliner
back to give plenty of room. Millie grabbed me from behind, her arms around my chest under my
ams. "Ready?" | asked.

Shetightened her grip. "Ready.”

| jumped to the bedroom, braced for resistance from behind, and amost staggered forward
when | appeared in the bedroom, sans Millie. | heard her gasp through the open door. | walked back
and saw that she was on the floor, on dl fours.

"Areyou okay?"

"Just off balance. It felt like, oh, you were greased, like you sort of shot between my armslikea
watermelon seed. Let metry again.”

| shrugged. "All right, if you want."

Thistime she put one arm over my |eft shoulder and one arm under my right arom to circle my
chest bandolier style. She grasped her wrists and squeezed so hard | had trouble breathing. "Go," she
sad.

It was harder thistime, and when | appeared in the bedroom, Millie was with me, ams still
wrapped around. She gasped in my right ear and let go.

"Interesting, interesting, interesting.” | turned and saw her smiling, her back to the bed. | took a



diding step forward and pushed her over. Thisterminated experimentsin teleportation for the day, but
opened the way to experiments of another kind.

Later shesaid, "Davy, today I've been in Florida, London, Texas, and Oklahoma. There'sjust
onething | want to know."

"Yesh?'

"Do | get frequent-flyer mileagefor this?'

FOURTEEN

The Entreprise Publique de Transport de VVoyageurs busto Tigzirt was crowded with locals
and smelled overly of sweat and strange spices, but the scenery, dternating between steep hillsand
azure waves, was lovely. The normd tourists who went to Tigzirt went by the buses chartered by the
Algerian Tourist Agency or in rented Fats. Although it was only twenty-six kilometers east from
Algiers, there were many stops and the journey took an hour and ahaf. There were severa attempts
to talk to mein French, Arabic, and Berber, but | just shrugged.

At noon the bus stopped on the N24, by a bridge where asmall stream poured out of the Tellian
Atlas Mountains and ran to the sea. | couldn't see any buildings. The passengers and driver al poured
off the bus and washed their hands in the stream. Some of them carried smal rugs with them. Others
knelt on the ground. All of them began praying to Mecca. After fifteen minutes of this, they got on the
bus again and we drove on.

In Tigzirt the clerk at the Mirzana Hotel had some English but kept saying that there were no
rooms available. | hadn't expected any rooms. I'd been told that Algeria's beach resorts are booked
monthsin advance.

"l don't want aroom,” | repeated. "1 am looking for someone. A guest.” | put down a
twenty-dollar bill on the counter. The officid exchange rate madeit about ninety-five dinars, but the
Street rate was over five timesthat. | wondered if the clerk knew that. 1'd found out by reading the
Fodor'strave guide.

The clerk took the bill and looked more attentive. "Who isit you are looking for?!

"Rashid Matar.”

The clerk blinked and was till for amoment and then said, "I have no knowledge of this
person.”

Bullshit. | took out the photocopy of his picture and showed it to him. He blinked again,
shrugged, and said, "Sorry, no."

"Areyou sure?'

"Yes. Very sure” He shrugged again.



"Well, thank you for your time," | said, and went across the lobby and into the restaurant.

They gave me atable overlooking the seaand the tennis courts. The Mirzanawas on ahill, well
up from the beach. People cameto Tigzirt for the beach or for the impressve Roman ruins or for the
Byzantine basilica. | ordered mint teaand showed the waiter my picture of Rashid Matar.

Hewas visbly frightened and denied ever seeing him, even when | offered money. He wouldn't
touch the money.

Thetea, when it came, was brought by a different waiter who didn't understand English and left
immediately, ignoring the picture | held up.

The teawas too sweet.

Two olive-skinned men with bushy mustaches and painfully white tennis clothes were playing on
the court, the ball flying back and forth acrossthe net asif it was shot. Through an open door | could
hear the thwack, thwack of the rackets addressing the ball. Neither of them were Matar. There were
severd motor and sail yachts anchored offshore, rolling gently in smal swells. And | could make out a
gtrip of crowded beach off to my right.

| Sipped my teaand kept watch, comparing every passing figure with my photo.

Matar might not be here. Thiswas the best hotdl, but there were some private res dences that
might be for rent. My informant had only said that Matar had been seen here.

"Hewas on the beach there, I'm sure of it. There were police around, keeping an eye on things,
protecting him, or theloca Wali, | think."

Dr. Perston-Smythe from Georgetown University had given me aletter of introduction to Mr.
Theodore, who was with the British Embassy. He took me out to the Bacour restaurant on rue
Patrice Lamumba. Thefood wasloca. We finished with much better mint teathan the Mirzana
offered.

Mr. Theodore spent most of histime recommending against the more or less officid guideswho
hung around the Museum of Popular Arts and bemoaning the state of the Casbah, whose
picturesgueness has long been overwhelmed by the sordid. ™Y ou see, the French left Algeriawith an
excdlent hospital system and some pretty good public works, but the economy was driven by oil until
the crash and now you have a nation with a population explosion, thanks to decent medica care, and
acrumbling economy. Algeriaused to be anet food exporter but now everybody crowdsinto the city
and the desart is overtaking some of the best farmland. The Casbah is one enormous dum, now.” He
drank some of histea carefully, with precison. "I'm left-handed, you know, but it never doesto use
your left hand to eat. Not in public. Use to make terrible messes.”

About Rashid Matar hewas only ableto tell me that held been seenin Tigzirt, gpparently on
vacation, gpparently relaxing. "There's no direct evidence, you know, that links him to the hijacking.”

"Do you honestly believe he didn't?

Heamiled. "No. Hes guilty dl right. It'sjust that obvioudy the Algerians made aded with himto



release the rest of the hostages, and they're keeping up their end of it. They won't be sympathetic to
any attemptsto extradite him."

| nodded.

Helooked at meamogt criticaly. "Y ou aren't planning anything Supid, are you? | mean, |
shouldn't blame you if you were planning to kill him, but that won't work. He'sthe killer and they'll see
you coming from milesaway."

| felt my ears getting red. "I don't know what I'll do. For the time being, though, | just want to
findhim."

"Well, if you were aBritish nationa, | would serioudy consider bundling you back home."

So, here | wasin Tigzirt, where Rashid Matar had been seen playing on the beach and
consorting with the Wali, the governor of the local Wilaya. | decided I'd stay in the hotel another hour,
then come back the next day and try the beach. | paid the bill in dinars, then moved back out to the
lobby. There was abench just inside the main entrance with agood view of the lobby and the
elevator. | took a paperback from my pocket and began to read.

There were some German tourists who came in and out, aswell as a party of French. The
occasiond Arabswho came through looked nothing like Matar. | was about to give up when two
uniformed members of the Darak d Watani, the national gendarmerie, came through the door. They
went up to the clerk and he looked over at me.

Son of a bitch! | stepped to the door and went through it. Behind me | heard someone yell,
"Arrétez! Arrétezl” Immediately | turned to the right and, out of sight of the cops, jumped to my
gpartment in Stillwater. My ears popped hard and | sat down immediately, my knees feding wesk. |
heard a bus on the street and jerked.

Calm down. Do you expect them to walk through the door? They're on the other side of
the planet.

| took deep breaths. Why was| so timid? | was untouchable, redlly. | could jump back there
now, and, aslong as| jumped before they handcuffed me, there wasn't any way they could keep me.
| could even wait until they threw mein acdl, then jJump away.

They could kill you, too. Well, yes.

Milliewas at her father's home, in Oklahoma City, for the first week of Christmas break. On
Christmas day she'd drive up to Wichita, Kansas, to spend the next week with her mother and her
sepfather. In any case, she was busy with family and, though we'd scheduled some datesin that
period, | had to leave her alone most of thetime.

| jumped to Stanville, by the Dairy Queen on Main Street, and walked dowly down the Strest,
looking &t the Christmas decorations.



Thered been asnow just after Thanksgiving and the cold weather had held, so the yards and
park were covered with the stuff, dirty with blown soot and detritus. Thin dark trails, trod down to
dead grass, cut across the gray snow in front of the courthouse. The streets were clear except where
the snowplow had packed drifts up against the curb.

The Christmas decorations, marvels of petrochemical science, were the same plagtic sarsand
candy canes used by the city for thelast Six years. The plastic fringes on the holly were looking
tattered, and on one of the red stars on a courthouse lamppost someone had spray-painted
REVOLUTION NOW! Somebody e se had spray-painted aline through the "now!" and put,
instead, "... whenever."

The powers of imperidist Stanville were probably trembling in their boots.

It was late afternoon in Algeria, but midday in Stanville. There were quite afew shoppers on the
dreet. If it wasthis busy in our relatively sterile downtown, | shuddered to think what it was like out at
the Wa-Mart. Then | saw Dad's car parked outside Gil's Tavern by an expired parking meter.

Coming up the street was the three-whedled Utility vehicle the police used for the meter maid.
Mrs. Thompson, overweight and overdressed in her genuine police jacket with the blue fur collar, was
writing up aBMW with out-of-gtate plates. | wondered if the meter had in fact expired or if Mrs.
Thompson was simply ticketing the owner for sinful decadence and/or being aforeigner. Mrs.
Thompson was the wife of Reverend Thompson, the Baptist minister.

| reached in my pocket and pulled out some coins. Half of them were Algerian and therewere a
few English 5p coinsbut | had enough nickelsto put forty-five minutes on the meter.

Only when | saw thelittle arrow pointed up did | redlize that | was helping my dad.

| frowned. There was acinder block by the front door of Gil's, used in warmer wegther to hold
the door open. | considered picking it up and pitching it through the windshield of the Cadillac. | even
walked over and was|ooking down at it when Mrs. Thompson's three-wheel ed scooter drove dowly
by, distracting me.

Dad must have seen Mrs. Thompson through the window, for he came through the door at that

moment, looking down at slver changein hisleft hand. Then he saw me standing there, between him
and the meter.

He looked frightened.
IIDa/y?l
The anger was till there, somehow increased by the shock on hisface, thefear. | reached out

and dapped the change from his outstretched hand. Then, as the coins bounced on the sdewalk, |
jumped away, to my cliff dwelling in the Texas desert.

When | returned to Tigzirt, | dressed differently, more formaly, in atropica-weight linen suit. |
avoided the hotel, and instead walked down through the village to the beach. Therewereafew



beggars on the Street, but far fewer than there had been in Algiers. The wind was off the
Mediterranean and the sun was shining brightly. | hoped my description was not circulating or, if it
was, | hoped it differed substantialy from my present gppearance.

The beach wasn't crowded and the only women in bathing suits were non-Arab. Along the
water, dressed in the full-length chadour and veil, three women (who could tell?), their robes pulled
up to ankle height, walked dong, their bare feet in the foam. | could tell they were Saudi Arabian by
the black robes and just as much tourists asthe Swedesin their bikinis.

Thefifteenth sunbather recognized the picture. He was French, but his English, though thickly
accented, was good. "Ah, yes. The man with the bodyguards. He was staying on the big yacht." He
looked out at the bay, toward the cluster of yachts anchored in the lee of the right headland. "Hmmm.
It's not there. It was the large motor yacht with the blue smokestack. It was very big, at least thirty
meters. This man would come to the beach and talk to the beautiful women, to take them
water-skiing."

| thanked him and confined the rest of my inquiriesto this yacht. No one on the beach could tell
meits name or when it had | eft, though severa had seen it. An Englishwoman suggested | try the fuel
dock at the harbor, by the fishing boats. " There's a couple of shops there, where al those boat people
restock. The harbormaster isthere, aswell, and he should know."

| thanked her and walked back off the beach. | hadn't removed my shoes and sand had sifted
into them. Therewas alow wall that separated a garden from the street. | perched upon it and
emptied my shoes.

| was leaning forward to tie my laces when | happened to glance down the street to where a
man stood at the corner, perhaps a hundred yards away. He had acamerawith avery large telephoto
lensonit, and hewas pointing it a me.

Sometourist, perhaps, taking along perspective of the street? 1 didn't think so. | stood and
walked quickly around the corner, onto one of the narrow little Streets that ran up the hill from the
beach. Then | jumped to the terrace of the MirzanaHotdl.

It was directly up the hill from the fishing harbor and actualy closer than the beach had been, a
short downhill walk instead of the winding trek along the shore. | Ieft the grounds of the hotel quickly,
anxiousto avoid the clerk who'd turned mein to the Darak d Watani. For al | knew, the police were
dill around aswell.

Thefuel dock was easy to find, the heavy smdll of diesd was dmost thick enough to see. The
dock was a narrow finger sticking out into the harbor with asmal building built onto theend. Thetide
seemed to be out, for the water was at least eight feet below the planking.

The two boysin attendance at the pumps didn't have any English, but they fetched an older man
from the building who wore adjelaba over his Western shirt and tie.

"Ah, the big boat, the Had], from Oman. Last night they leave. They comefor the, ah, fud, and
leave”

"Wherewerethey going?' | pulled out ahandful of dinars, casudly, and let him see them.



He shrugged. "One moment," he said, motioning for meto stay wherel was. "l ask." He went
back to his office. Through the doorway | saw him pick up aphone and talk into it. Once he looked
back over hisshoulder at me, asif to seeif | was il there. Then he put down the phone and walked
dowly back.

" talk with the port master. Heno tell me, but 1, ah, argue with him. Heis deeficult.” He looked
down at my hand, at the money.

| handed him five twenty-dinar bills. "Perhgpsthiswill hep? A gift. To show my thanks."

He nodded, but instead of |ooking at the money, he kept |ooking back up the dock, toward the
shore. | turned around and glanced back, but | didn't see anything. "Where did the boat go?"'

The man tugged thoughtfully at histieand said, "They go to, ah, Sicily." He didn't sound very
convincing and his eyes were on my face thistime, dmost fixedly. | turned around.

Coming up the dock were two uniformed police, the Darak d Watani. They were walking
dowly, purposefully. The dock stuck out into the harbor and there was no other way off of it that they
knew of.

| turned back to the fud manager, angry. He started backing away from me, smiling, getting out
of range. | jJumped the five feet between us and jerked the money from his hand. He flinched away
from me, the smirk on hisface gone. | took another step toward him and he went over the edge of the
dock, into thewater. The two boys started laughing.

Serves himright.

There was the sound of feet pounding on the dock. | turned. The Darak ad Watani were running

now, doubtless to stop my continued violence. | stepped to the very end of the dock and dropped of f
the end. Before my feet touched the water, | jumped away, to my cliff dwelling in Texas.

Later that afternoon | jumped to Union Station in Washington, D.C., and used apay phoneto
cal Dr. Person-Smythe. The department secretary answered hisline after four rings, which surprised
me. It was Christmas Eve, after dl.

"Dr. Perston-Smythe's phone.”

"Ishein?’

"Hé'sin the conference room with some visitors."

"Oh. I'm at a phone booth so | can't redlly leave anumber. Isthere atime | can reach him later?”

"I'll stick my head in and ask him for agood time. What's your name?"

"David Rice"



"Hangon."

She put me on hold. | spent the interval watching people go by the brightly decorated shops.
The speskers were playing Chrissmas music.

An old man dressed in aplaid suit and atorn overcoat limped by. He worefilthy athletic shoes
on hisfeet. Hisleft foot was twisted inward, the sole of the foot facing his other leg instead of the
floor, and hisweight came down, instead, on the outer edge of hisfoot. No wonder he limped.

Behind him walked awoman dressed in aknee-length fur coat. She was staring fixedly aheed,
eyesfocused on infinity. When his halting pace obstructed her path, she stepped carefully around, one
hand pulling the hem of her coat closeto her, lest it brush against him. In her other hand she carried a
large bag filled with wrapped Christmas presents.

The phone went off hold, but it was Dr. Perston-Smythe instead of the secretary.

"| didn't mean to interrupt your meeting.”

"That'sdl right, Mr. Rice. Shedidn't redize that you must be cdling from Algeria™

"Ah, I'mnot. I'minD.C."

"Oh?Uh, would it be possible for you to come to my office?’

"| was about to ask you the samething."

| heard him cover the phone with his hand and say something to somebody else. Then, "How
soon could you be here?!

Immediately. The temptation to jump to his office was strong. "Oh, give me ten minutes.”
"Very good."

| spent the next ten minutes jumping back to Texas for some cash, then finding the old man with
the twisted foot. | gave him twenty thousand dollars and hoped someone wouldn't kill him for it.

Eleven minutes after I'd hung up the phone a Union Station, | knocked on the door of
Perston-Smythe's office. He opened the door himsdlf. "Comein, David."

| started to walk through the doorway, then saw another man seated at Perston-Smythe's desk.
"Oh, | can wait out here until you're done.

The other man spoke. "No. Please come in. We were waiting for you.” His voice was degp and
resonant, carefully modulated.

"ThisisMr. Cox, David. Brian Cox."

| nodded and reluctantly walked into the room. Perston-Smythe closed the door behind me and
pointed at one of two chairs. The one he took was closest to the door.



Thisfedlswrong. "Areyou sure l'm not interrupting anything?"

"Pogitive," said Cox. Hewas atal man with afleshy face and curly black hair cut very short on
the sdes. He looked like an ex-linebacker, big in the shoulder, like he could tear mein hdf. "What
have you been doing in Algeria, Mr. Rice?'

| blinked. "What makesyou think | wasin Algeria?’

"Last Friday you went through Algerian customs. On Sunday you met with Basil Theodore from
the British Embassy. Y esterday police pursued an American nationa from aTigzirt hotel after hed
been turned in for currency violations. The American nationd looked alot like you."

"Are you with the university, Mr. Cox?' Somehow | didn't think hewas.

Cox pulled out aleather case and laid it open on the desk in front of him. The picture ID within
identified Brian Cox as an agent of the National Security Agency.

Shit. "What do you want, Mr. Cox? If you've been talking to Dr. Perston-Smythe, you know
that I've been looking for Rashid Matar. Y ou also know why."

"If you'd stayed in an ordinary hotel instead of disappearing from the airport washroom, I'd
believe that. The embassy found no trace of you between the time you arrived and the time you had
dinner with Theodore. Then there was no trace of you from that time until you showed up in Tigzirt.
Who do you work for? Whose safe house did you stay in? Y ou're not one of ours. We've asked all
the other agencies. Who are you?"

"I'm David Rice, an eighteen-year-old American male. And | don't work for anybody." | stood
up and started for the door. | haf expected Perston-Smythe to rise up out of hischair and try to stop
me, but he just looked over his shoulder as | opened the door.

Three men stood outside, dressed in suits. Two of them had their handsinsde their jackets. The
third was holding apair of handcuffs. | shut the door.

"Am | under arrest?'

Cox ignored the question. He opened amanilafolder on the desk and took out a photograph.
"This picture wastaken six hoursago in Tigzirt. It was devel oped, then transmitted by satelliteto me
an hour ago. That'swhy | was here when you caled." Heflipped it around so | could seeit.

It was me, seated on agarden wall, tying my shoelaces. | waslooking toward the camerawith a
suspicious look on my face. | waswearing the same lightweight suit in the picture that | was wearing
NOw.

Cox'svoiceincreased in intensity and he dammed his hand down on the picture. "I want to
know al the answersto the questions I've aready asked, but most of dl, | want to know how the hell
you got from Algeriato Washington, D.C., in lessthan six hourd™

| flinched back from the noise. There was alight switch on thewall, but bright afternoon sunlight
poured in through the window behind Cox. Noway | could jump away without being seen. There



was always this chance. You knew it from the start. Did these men know of other jJumpers? Did
they know my capabilities? My palms started swegting and my heart was pounding very hard. "'l want
totalk tomy lawyer."

"You're not under arrest.”

"ThenI'll beleaving."

Cox leaned forward. He dmost smiled. "'l don't think so." Heraised hisvoice and said, "Harrid"

The door opened behind me.

| looked a Perston-Smythe. "Are you going to let them do this?'

Cox did amile then. "Dr. Perston-Smythe is a contracted employee of the agency. Who do you
think notified usin thefirgt place?"

| took a step toward the desk and had the small pleasure of seeing the smile drop from Cox's

face. Five witnesses. Better make it good. | smiled then. "I have just onething to say, then. And |
hope you'll report it to your superiors, of whom there must be many."

Cox narrowed hiseyes. "Yes?"
"We mean no harm to your planet,” | said.

And jumped.

FIFTEEN

Neither Millie nor her father answered the phone. | took that asagood sign. | felt surethat if the
NSA had gotten there, they would answer the phone, to try and trap me.

| was able to move most of my belongings from the Stillwater gpartment before they camein the
door. The most important things, anyway—the video equipment and my library of jump Stes, al of
my clothes, dl of the money, and most of my books.

They were quiet—I didn't hear them on the stairs at all—but 1'd piled pans againgt the front door
and they came down with acrash. | jumped away, my arms haf full of books.

I'd given Leo Silverstein the address of the gpartment. | hoped they hadn't hurt him to get it. The
address on my passport gpplication had been in hislaw office, but, if that hadn't led them there, the
funera would have. Mr. Anderson from the State Department also knew Leo and he connected back
through Perston-Smythe. Considering that they didn't bresk in until midnight, it seemed probable that
they'd had to break into Leo's office to get the information.

I'd dways suspected that the Bill of Rights occasiondly had a"liberd™ interpretation.



My one mgjor concern was Millie. If they traced me back to New Y ork and Sergeant
Washburn, they might get Millie's name and address out of them. It occurred to me almost
immediately after | left Perston-Smythe's office that | should have let them take me away, put meina
cdl, or let me go to abathroom, then jump away. Anything but let them see me jump.

Oh, God, | hope they don't bother Millie.

From Will Rogers Internationd | tried Millie again a her father's place in Oklahoma City. Millie
answered the phone.

"l loveyou," | said.
"What'swrong?'

"What makes you think something iswrong?* | cleared my throat before she said anything. "All
right. Something's wrong. Can you go out tonight?

"It's Chrissmas Eve. It's bad enough that I'm going to my mother's on Christmas Day. My
stepmother isaready bitching that | spend most of the Christmas vacation a my mother's. After all,
I'm going to pick you up tomorrow like we planned.”

I had no idea how fast they would move. Or if they had aready moved.

"Do you remember where we stopped for supper thefirst night | visited you in Stillwater?

"Y ou mean the—"

"Dont say it!"

Theimplications of my remark hit her. "Do you think thislineis bugged?"

"It might be. | hope not."

"Why would it be? What's wrong?"

"Think about it."

Shetook in adeep breeth, then said, "Before the party, right?"

"Yeah." The place | wastalking about was a steak house off of 1-35 on the north side of
Oklahoma City. We'd stopped there for supper on our way from the airport to the party in Stillwater.

"When were you going to drive up to Stillwater?' | didn't want to mention Wichita. If they were
listening they might not know where she was going.

"l wasgoing to leave a nine."

"Medt meat the... at that place. I'll be waiting. If you're being followed, it should be apparent.
Therewon't be that much traffic on Christmas Day."



| heard her swallow. "All right."

"If it comes downtoit, Millie, and they didn't bug this phone, you broke up with me that time
when the police caled you. Okay?"

"Wedmogt did."
"Yegh. | loveyou."
"l loveyou," shesad.

| hung up the phone.

A cabbietook me from the airport to the steak house at 7 A.M. the next morning. I'd been
there, but | couldn't remember the site well enough to jump to it. He didn't want to leave me
there—the place was closed for the holiday and a subfreezing north wind cut like aknife—but |
ingsted my ride was on the way.

I'd considered going to her father's house instead, but it could have been under heavy
aurveillance. This seemed sefer.

| jumped through the glass doorsinto the interior. The heat had been left on to keep the pipes
from freezing. | memorized ajump Site back by the kitchen, then jumped hometo my cliff dwelling.

The night before, 1'd used the bathroom at the Stanville Public Library before going to bed, but |
deeply resented losing my bathtub/shower at the Stillwater gpartment. Later, when | had time, |
intended to rent amotel room, probably in Minnesota. Thereld been aWestern Inn near the truck
stop that Topper Robbins frequented.

| set the alarm for 8:45 and tried to deep. It didn't work. My stomach was nervous and visions
of white-coated scientists with sca pels and hemostats kept running through my head.

| remembered a scene from Alfred Bester's The Sars My Destination in which scientigs put a
man in aseded tank and try to drown him, in hopesthat he would "jaunt,” i.e. teleport, away from
danger. Hedid, but | couldn't help extending the scene, to my white-coated friends putting Milliein
thetank and filling it up. "It'sokay," | imagined onetelling another. "'If she can teleport, shell be okay,
and if she can't we won't have to waste any more timewith her.” In front of them the water rose
higher and higher.

The alarm went off and | shuddered awake, grateful to be out of that dream. | guess1'd been
ableto deep after dl, but | didn't likeit. | jumped to thelibrary in Stanville and splashed water on my
facein the rest room. Then | retrieved my binoculars from Texas and jumped to the interior of the
stesk house in Oklahoma

Her father lived on the east Side of town, but there was light traffic and it only took her twenty
minutes to reach the steak house. Two other cars pulled off the same exit ramp. One drove past the
restaurant and stopped on the access road; the other stopped before the restaurant’s driveway. | used



the binoculars. There were four menin each car.

| looked through the binoculars, then, to look at Millie, as she pulled her car into a parking place
infront of the restaurant. She was nervous and had obvioudy seen the carsfollowing her. Shewas
only fifty feet away from me, but the steak house's windows were tinted and she couldn't seeinside. |
crouched low, pictured the backseat of her car, and jumped.

"Don't look around.”

She jumped, and turned her head halfway around before staring straight ahead.

"Don't move your lipswhen you talk, either. Those bastards might have binoculars.™

"What iv they 'ugged the car..”

| hadn't thought of that. It wasn't impossible. "Wasit on the Street last night?!

"No. Dad 'ut it in the garage.”

"We'regoing to havetoriit. | loveyou."

"You 'dter. ESecidly with dl thisshit!”

| smiled. "Merry Christmas to you, too. Drive on north. Once we're on the road you can stop
doing your ventriloquist impresson.”

She started the car again, then drove out onto the access road. | tensed as we passed one of the
cars, flattening mysdlf further onto thefloor.

"What arethey doing?'

"They'relooking & amap. It'savery convincing impersonation of four lost guys—should bea
band name. The other car just pulled up to the steak house. | think they're going to searchiit. Ah, The
Four Lost Guysjust started up their car.”

| twisted, trying to get comfortable. Millie's car had rear-whedl drive and, consequently, that
hump down the floorboard for the drive shaft. | peered around the edge of the seet to the front of the
car. The passenger seat and thefloor in front of it were empty. | jumped to it, my legsand hipson the
floor, my upper body leaning againgt the seat itsdlf.

Millie started and the car swerved dightly.

"Sorry, it was uncomfortable back there.”

She reached over and touched my face. | put ahand on her thigh and squeezed.

"Who arethey?' she asked.

"National Security Agency. One of their agentstook apicture of mein Algeria Six hours later,



long before | could have gotten there by commercid airliner, another of their agents saw mein D.C.
He had atransmitted copy of the picture. | was still wearing the same clothes. They were, uh,
curious.”

"Arent there planes that could have gotten you there?!

"Sure. Supersonic fighter jets don't usualy carry passengers, though. | don't blame them for
being curious. If | could hitch rides on military jets, | must be hot shit indeed.” | paused. "Thelong and
the short of it isthat | ended up panicking. | jumped away from them in front of five witnesses.”

"Ack. That waan't very subtle.

"1 know. I'm sorry. They wouldn't let me cal my lawyer. | was afraid they were going to start on
me with the thumbscrews and needles”

Millie made asour face. "W, it happened. It'sall very well for you. Y ou can jump away at the
dightest hint of danger. What happens when they start in on me?”

"I hope that you won't have that problem. But | really don't know. Now that they have some
ideaof what | can do, they'll start that military bullshit that devel oped capacity equasintent.”

She put her hand on top of mine, where it rested on her thigh. "What do you mean? Areyou
afrad they'll think you'l rob every bank in the country?

| shook my head. "They don't know about that. Hopefully they won't draw a connection. What
has probably occurred to them is much worse.

"1 could kill or kidnap the president. | could stedl nuclear warheads and put them in our major
cities. | could smuggle vast quantities of drugsinto the country avoiding any possibility of interdiction. |
could jump into secure facilities, steal documents, and sdll them to the Chinese. Just as bad, they
could want meto do al thosethingsfor our side. Y ou get the idea?”’

"Y ou wouldn't do anything like that, Davy."

Shedidn't make it aquestion. She said it with absolute confidence. | dmost cried. | shifted over,
placing my face againg her leg. Sheran her fingersthrough my hair.

"I'msorry, Millie”

"It'snot your fault. I'm not sureif it'sanyone'sfault. But it sure complicatesthings, doesn't it?"
"Yesh"

"What do you think we should do?"

"l don't know. | could jump you away from al of this. | could put a shower and bathroom in at
my cliff dwelling and we could travel across Europe and the Middle East.”

"Tempting, but hardly possible. I have sixteen hours of classesthis semester.”



| worked my hand over her leg until the fingertips were tracing up the inner seam of her jeans.

"Stop that! Y ou want meto have awreck?' She moved my hand off her leg. "What am |
supposed to do?"

| shifted. "If you want to liveanormad life, you'll have to give the impression that our relaionship
isover. If they were bugging your phone last night, that's out, but if they didn't, we might sand a
chance.”

Millie passed adow-moving truck. | scrunched against the door so the truck driver wouldn't see
me from his higher vantage point.

"1 don't think they bugged the phone last night when you caled.”
"What makes you think that?'

"1 walked my dad's dog last night, twice. Onceright after you called and once before | went to
bed. The street was empty the first time, but there was avan parked down the block the second time
with its engine running and aguy was standing on the corner at the other end of the block. Nobody
stands on the corner in that neighborhood. Not at night when it's twelve degrees out.”

From my position on the floor, the view out the windows was strange, consisting of the tops of
trees and an occasond dice of billboard or exit sign. Also, acouple of times| saw ahdicopter, high
overhead, moving north.

| kept my eyeson Milliesface to avoid getting carsick. " So you're saying they arrived after |
caled. Hmmm. Well, more and more, it sounds like you should play it cool. Do your parents know
about us?'

She shook her head. "I don't liketo tell them about my lovelife. They have, wdl, opinions. |
keep it vague."

"What about your roommeate?’

"No. | didn't tell her. If | told her anything, I'd tell her dl of it, and | didn't think she'd believe me.
Besides, shethinksyou'retoo young for me."

| laughed. "Right now | fed very young. There seemsto be ahdicopter following usaswdl, so if
the cars disappear, don't bet that you aren't till being watched.”

"Yourekidding!"

"Look for yoursdlf. It'sway off to the west right now, but it's been up there an awful long time.
I'll stay with you al the way to Wichita, so | can get afix on your mother's house. | wish | could see
the room you're staying in. About the only time I'll be able to see you iswhen you're supposed to be
adeep. If you go out for awak and disappear, it won't convince them you're not still seeing me.”

Shenodded. "I'll park in the garage. Y ou fix on that. This afternoon we're going over to my
sger'sfor Christmas dinner. The spare room is a the back of the house. I'll leave my suitcase on the



bed so you know which oneitis.”
"What time?'
"We haveto bethere by four.”
"Okay. I'm going to jump to the backseat and stretch out. | didn't deep very well last night.”

She put her fingersto her mouth, kissed thefirst two fingertips, and pressed them againgt my
mouth. "I know what you mean. Sleep well."

Millie woke me when we entered her mother's subdivision. | transferred back to the floor of the
front seat and said, "Isyour escort gtill with you?"

"Y eah. When we got into the city, both cars closed back in. I'm starting to get mad, Davy.”
| swalowed. "I'm sorry."

She shook her head. "I'm not mad at you. Don't gpologize. It'stheir arms-race mentdity that's
pissng me off. Herewe are.”

She pulled into the driveway dmost violently, the car rocking asit cameto astop. | crouched
lower. She jumped out of the car and | heard the sound of the garage door rattling open. Then she
was back in the car and pulling forward.

"Stay down. Mom will have heard the door. I'll distract her and you can get your jump site”

She got out of the car just asan interior door opened. | heard awoman say, "Right on time!
How areyou, honey?'

Millie shut the driver's door behind her and went forward, out of sght. Her muffled voice said,
"Hi, Mom. God, it's cold in here. Did you make any Christmas cocoathisyear?"

"Of course. Do you want acup?'
"I'd love acup. I'll shut the garage and get my stuff, if you'll put the water on.”

"Coming right up.” | heard the insde door shut. Millie moved past the driver's window and then
the garage darkened noticeably as she pulled down the door.

"Jesus Chrigt," | said, climbing out of the car and stretching. Millie came to me and we kissed.

"Go on," she said, pushing me away. ™Y ou can get into the house between four and about seven.
My sgter'skidswill have driven Mom crazy by then."

| looked around, memorizing the corner by her car. "I'll jump into your room at midnight, okay?
Don't talk to mewhen | do. They might bug the house while you're out.”



A look of outrage passed over her face. "And we're supposed to | et them?"
| shrugged. "It hardly seemsfair.”

"Well, | can dways cal the police. In fact, that soundslike an excellent idea. When | next see
them following, I'm going to call the cops. Two lone women followed by four meninacar iscertanly
suspicious. It will beinteresting to see what happens™ She hugged me. "Midnight.”

"Yeah," | said, kissing her. Then | jJumped.

Except for ajump back to Wichitaat 4:15, | spent the afternoon napping and thinking. | wished
Milliewould jump away with me. | kept wondering if she waswith her Sster'sfamily or had been
taken away by the NSA agents.

But if | watched her, ready to rescue her, | took achance of being seen. That would endanger
her far more. It occurred to methat if | were seen elsawhere, far away, the heat might go off of her.

Dr. Perston-Smythe wasn't in his office. Unfortunately, hisfiling cabinetswere locked and |
didn't know how to break into them, much less have adesire to do so. The entire building was quiet,
locked up for the holiday. On alist in the reception area | found his home phone number and address.

| took acab.

His house was on M Street NW, atown house shoe-horned in between other town houses.
Before approaching the door | looked for people seated in parked cars or standing in doorways.
There didn't seem to be anybody.

A woman came to the door, about Perston-Smythe's age, say forty, dressed in agreen
turtleneck and ared tartan skirt—very Chrigsmadike. She had slver hair and alightly lined face.

"1s Dr. Perston-Smythe home?'

Shelooked dightly annoyed but damped it quickly. " Certainly. Comein out of the cold whilel
fetchhim. Who shdl | say iscdling?'

"David Rice" | said.

She nodded. My name, apparently, meant nothing to her. She guided meinto a parlor
immediately off the front hall. There was afireplace with an dectric heater on the hearth. | ood with
my back to it, facing the door.

Perston-Smythe took a couple of minutes to come to the room. | imagined he phoned
somebody, first, before coming to talk to me. The instructions from the phone were probably " Stall
him. Well beright there." When he did come through the door his right hand was in the pocket of his
tweed jacket.

"I'm surprised you would come here," he said.



| shrugged. "Well, | didn't get what | wanted when | visited you yesterday. | was hoping | could
today."

He blinked. There was swest on hisforehead and he wiped at it carefully with hisleft hand.

"| was hoping, in particular, if you knew where Rashid Matar was likely to have gone. He left
Algeriathe day before yesterday, on a private yacht. It was named the Hadj, out of Oman.”

Helicked hislips.

| took a step Sdeways, to achair, and he flinched and took half a step backward. | sat down
dowly, with exaggerated care. "L ook at it thisway. If you tell me, it might keep me here longer, long
enough for them to come. Who knows, maybe even long enough to capture me."

"l can't hepyou,” hesaid. "The NSA isaready on the lookout for the boat, but they have no
idea of its destination. For all we know, it'sared herring. We don't know for sure that Matar is on the
boat. He could have gone to ground in preparation for his next hijacking." He pulled his hand out of
his pocket suddenly, asmall automatic gripped tightly in hisfist. "Don't move aninch,” he said.

| didn't like the dark round spot at the end of the barrel, the one pointed a me. It made me
shiver. "You've got to be kidding."

"l just got home. | spent most of the night on a polygraph machine and the rest of the time under
drug-induced hypnoss. Y ou don't think I'll shoot?!

| jumped to the halway behind him and said, " Shoot a what?"

Hejerked around, struggling to swing the pistol around. | jumped back to the chair. He looked
around wildly, saw me sitting back in the recliner, my knees crossed, my fingers steepled together.

"Do you redly think Matar will hijack another plane?’

His bresthing camein short, sharp gasps and he held the gun with knuckle-whitening tightness. If
he shot me, | wondered where | would jump to, to try and survive the wound. It occurred to me that
if I was going to have dedlings with the NSA 1'd better acquire ajump Site at amgjor trauma center
emergency room.

"Yes, Matar didn't accomplish what he set out to do with the last hijacking,” Perston-Smythe
said. He pointed the pistol at the floor between us. His breathing was dowing. "How do you do that?!

"Bertal rays,” | said. "Energy of atype humans have never seen before” | wondered if heldd
recognize the overused "Star Trek" line. | might aswell have said, "Beam me up, Scotty."

They camein the door then, not bothering with the doorbell, not even bothering with doorknob.
| winced asthe jamb splintered.

"Hope they buy you anew door," | said, asthe first man entered the room, asmall submachine
gunin hisarms. Before he could shoulder Perston-Smythe aside, | jumped.



The Stanville Library was closed for Christmas but that was probably for the best. | wondered
how long it would be before | ended up with my picture in post offices. "Wanted, for Nationa
Security Violations." Maybe they wouldn't stoop thet far. After dl, public charges can be publicly
defended.

| used the index of the New York Times on microfilm to look up the airports where aircraft
hijackings had originated and ended. I'd aready been to two of the airports, Madrid and Algiers.
Therewere saverd more, including two in Cyprus, where hijacking deaths had occurred. | wanted to
go to Cyprus anyway, to see where Mom had died.

It was dow work going through the index, finding the right spoals, getting to the story, writing
down the airport, and moving to the next film. By thetime | wasfinished, it wasfive past midnight. |
pocketed the list, put the spools carefully away, and jumped to the room in Wichita, Kansas, where
Milliewaited.

Shewastherein along flannd nightgown, lying awake in the bed, asmdl light on, the curtains
drawn. My worries of the afternoon faded awvay and | sat on the edge of her bed and kissed her. She
wrapped her arms around me and | picked her up and jumped to the cliff dwelling, by the bed. | set
her down.

"Cold," she said. She scrambled under the covers.
"I'll gart afire. Tell mewhat happened today.”
She began talking as | gathered kindling and wood.

"They followed usto Sue's, my sster's, so | caled the police and told them about the dark sedan
with the four men that had followed my mother and myself across town and was parked outside on
the street. They hit each end of the block with a car and boxed them in. Mother and | watched from
the front yard.

"Anyway, they just waved some identification in front of the deputies noses and they went away.
| caled the sheriff's office again, afterwards, and they would hardly talk to me. Findly they said that
the men were federal agents and they weren't doing anythingillega. From histone of voice, | think he
thought | was somekind of crimind!"

The wood seemed to have caught well, so | went back to the bed and undressed. "That must
have been distressful.”

"Pissed me off iswhat it did. My brother-in-law Mark does casework for the ACLU. He's
going to file an injunction againgt them as soon as the courthouse opens tomorrow morning.”

"Good. Servesthem right. And to think | was worried about you," | said, diding under the cool
sheetsto press against her warm body. | told her about my visit to Perston-Smythe and my research
a thelibrary.

"So you're going to interfere with hisnext hijacking?"



"If | can," | said.
"l dont likeit. I'm afraid you'l get killed."

The same thought had occurred to me. "I'm going to acquire ahospital jump site, first. With my
ability tojump, | should be able to survive pretty serious damage, aslong as| can jump to atrauma
center assoon asl'm hurt.”

"l don't know. Why runtherisk at al?'

| thought about Mom again, those shocking milliseconds of video on the airport tarmac. "'l want
him, Millie. | want himto pay. | can't not runthe risk."

Atfiveinthemorning | jumped Millie back to Wichita, to deep the rest of the morning and
awake under the continued scrutiny of government agents. | jumped to London and bought aticket to
CyprusviaRome, both hijack stes. | dept on theflight.

At Rome | used the binocularsto pick ajump site through the window of the aircraft. Then |
went to the lavatory, jumped off the plane and recorded the site with video, and jumped back aboard.
In Cyprus, a the Nicosiaairport, | repeated the process, except that | didn't jump back aboard the
aircraft. | also didn't go through passport control or customs.

| walked into the airport terminal through doors that were locked from the other side. After dll,
the problem is usually to keep people from going the other way. Onceinsde| asked &t the
information desk about how to get to Larnaca Airport, at the south end of Cyprus.

Therewas abus, but there was a so an overpriced shuttle flight leaving in the morning. | bought a
ticket for the shuttle, gritting my teeth at the thought of another commuter flight, then jumped back to
New York City for lunch and some more research.

My problem was this: How was | going to know when there was a hijacking? | couldn't depend
onthem dl to belikethe Kuwaiti Airliner hijacking that lasted twenty days. | had to know within
hours so that | could get to the appropriate airport.

Intheend | contacted a news-monitoring service called Manhattan Media Monitoring.

"Hijackings? Hmm. We dready monitor that for some of the airlines and aso a couple of
Insurance companies. Do you want copies of the print media or video of the broadcast coverage, or
both?*

"Video would be nice, but primarily | just want to be notified as soon as the news bresks.”

"Phoneor fax?"'

| redized | no longer had aphone. "'I'm on the road constantly. Better if | call you once or twice
aday."



We arranged payment then, severa monthsin advancein traveler's checks. Thisearned me
some strange looks, but they didn't say anything. | didn't give them my real name.

Cyprusis seven hourslater than Wichita, Kansas. Consequently | only had two hours aone with
Millie before | jumped to the Nicosiaairport for my 9:00 A.M. shuitle,

| picked her up at midnight and jumped her to the cliff dwelling.

"1 gpent the day fighting government fascism, honey. How was your day?'

"Huh," | said, undressing. Thistime I'd started afire an hour before picking her up, so the
temperature was comfortable. | aso bought a split of champagne complete with plastic bucket.
Remembering my adventure with champagne bottles at Sue Kimmd's party, | asked Millieto openit.

"We found a microphonein the kitchen today. | called the police again and Mark filed an
injunction. Some federd attorneys showed up and they're dugging it out. Mark also sent a press
release to every paper and news service around.” The champagne cork went pop. "The policewerea
little more sympathetic after we found the microphone. Apparently there wasn't any court order

obtained. Mom was outraged.”

| did under the covers and accepted a glass of champagne. "'1'd apol ogize except you sound like
you're enjoying yoursdf." Thewinedtill tasted like bad ginger ae.

"My that'sgood,” said Millie, drinking half the glass. She snuggled down next to me. "I'm sort of
enjoying thefight. | just wish | could get to them, though. When we go out, there they are, their
sunglasses on. They don't look mad, they don't look tired, they don't even ook, well, human.”

| shivered. "Wdll, they don't think | am, elther.”

"What do you mean?"

| told her about my parting remark, the "We mean no harm to your planet.”

She giggled. "Oh, no! Why'd you do that?"

| shook my head. "I guess| thought that they'd look & sewhere for me, you know, likein orbit or
something. | was hoping they wouldn't look for ahuman me."

"Well, I'm not so sure you should have said that. Now the military will getinonit, | bet.”

"Oh, God. What apain.” | spped some more bubbly, then set the glass down. "I've got to jump
you homein two hours so | can catch aflight in Cyprus.”

She drained her glass. "Well, that's not good. We better not waste any time, huh?"

| reached for her.



The commuter flight took only twenty-five minutes. | dept through mogt of it. | didn't haveto go
through customs. | did ask, though, where the American woman had died two months before. A
Turkish Cypriot with passable English pointed the spot out from atermina window.

"Was very bad. Seethe gray area? That was black from the explosion. They scrub and scrub
but it doesn't come clean. Very bad.”

| thanked him, even offered to tip him, but he wouldn't takeit. He just shook his head and went
away. | hopel didn't offend him, but | didn't think about it at thetime. | just stared out at the gray
spot on the tarmac, numb.

In redity, the gray spot was mostly the color of the surrounding tarmec. It was only dightly
discolored, but the loop of news video kept playing in my head, superimposed—agout of flame and
smoke and the twisted, broken doll body.

Oh, Mom....

Will revenge bring her back, Davy? A million dead in Iran and Irag. Fifty thousand dead
in Lebanon. One woman dead in Cyprus. Will you revenge them all? What about the dead in
Cambodia, Latin America, in South Africa?

They aren't my dead. They aren't my mother.

| felt sSick. Too many dead, too many suffering. Why do people do this to each other? What
are you going to do with Matar when you get him?

| blinked tears away.

I'll answer that when | have him.

PART 6:

PLAYING TAG

SIXTEEN

In El Solitario, above the water-filled pit with thelittle green idand, | appeared on aledge some
fifty feet above the water. The walls stretched another fifty feet above me, but thisledge was over
deep water. Besides, dropping from ahundred feet, you would reach fifty-five miles per hour before
hitting the water. Though high diversdid it, you could still break your neck if you hit at the wrong

agle

The sun wasn't high yet, and only the upper reaches of the opposite wall were it by direct
sunlight. Still, the rock was light limestone and it reflected the light well. The weater below was an



unblemished mirror, showing the blue sky and whitewallsand me.

| stepped off the ledge and dropped. It would take 1.767 seconds to reach the water, but at a
little over one second, the wind starting to whistle in my ears, | jumped away, to the top of the pit,
looking down at the unblemished water.

| took a deep breath. The water |looked very cold and hard, like polished iron.

Again, only thistime, | didn't appear on the ledge—I appeared two feet out from the ledge, in
midair. Again, | dropped, jumping away before hitting the water.

| did thisagain and again and again.

Athens, Beirut, Cairo, Tehran, Baghdad, Amman, Bahrain, Kuwait City, Istanbul, Tunis,
Casablanca, Rabat, Ankara, Karachi, Lahore, Riyadh, Mecca, Knossos, Rhodes, Smyrna, Abu
Dhabi, Muscat, Damascus, Baghdad, Naples, Venice, Seville, Paris, Marsellles, Barcelona, Bdfadt,
Zurich, Vienna, Berlin, Bonn, Amsterdam.

| couldn't get avisafor Tripoli, in Libya, but | went anyway, not even buying aticket, just
jumping past the gate agent and the flight attendant. It was not a popular flight—the plane was half
empty. | repeated the process at the other end.

| tried to do at least one airport aday, sometimes two. | would get up at two or threein the
morning, jump to the departing city, deep fitfully on the plane, acquire the new jump Site, and be back
by ten in the morning. Then I'd call Manhattan MediaMonitoring and seeif there were any hijackings.

There was only one during the month of January, an Aeroflot flight diverted to Kabul,
Afghanigtan, by severd Soviet convicts. They'd given themsalves up shortly after arrivd. | didn't know
what | would have doneif they hadn't. | didn't have ajump sitein Afghanistan at that time.

After aweek of legd huffing and puffing, Millie agreed to afedera judge-supervised interview
by the NSA with her lawyer present. She told me about it after I'd jumped her to the cliff dwelling late
onenight.

"They brought your friend in from Washington."

"Who, Perston-Smythe?'

She shook her head. "No, no. Cox, Brian Cox, the guy from the NSA with the sdewalls.”

"Sdewals?"

She touched the side of her head. " Shaved on the sides. Fleshy neck. Big shoulders?"

"1 knew who you meant. | just didn't know what you meant by sdewalls.”

"Ah. Wdll, he sarts by asking whereyou are.”

"What did he say exactly?'



" 'Whereis David Rice? | answered with thelitera truth. | said | didn't know, adding that we'd
broken up in November. Both of these things were true—you were off flying around Europe and we
did break up in November."

| nodded. "Go on."

"Wdll, | had tolie, then. He asked if 1'd seen you since we broke up. | said no. | was afraid |
wouldn't sound very convincing, but | think | sounded greet. I'm afraid you're avery bad influence.

"Cox then asked if I'd heard from you. | said no. | said the breakup was very nasty and that |
didn't ever want to hear from you." She kissed me on the cheek. "Another lie."

| smiled and waited for her to continue.

"He asked about the cause of the breakup and | told him about the call from the NYPD. He
didn't look very surprised.”

"No," | said. "They had to talk to Washburn and Baker to get to you, so they've dready heard
their version. | wonder if they found out about Washburn's wife? If they interviewed them separately,

they probably did. Especidly if they polygraphed them."

Millielooked angry at that. One of the NSA's demands had been to interrogate Millieon a
polygraph machine. The judge had rejected it out of hand. It didn't help the NSA's case that they
wouldn't talk about the purpose of their investigation.

"Cox next asked when I'd met you, how often we'd seen each other, and how intimate wed
been. | answered the firgt two questions and refused to answer the last one. Again | asked what you'd
done to merit thisinvestigation. He refused to answer, so | got up to leave."

| laughed. "Vicious. | loveyou."

She shrugged. "He partidly relented then, saying that he couldn't say why you were under
investigation as it was classified. He did say he could tell meif 1'd reconsider the polygraph. | didn't
have time to answer—Mark and the judge practicaly jumped down histhroat then. The judge has
been on our side ever since wefound theillega wiretaps.”

"Good for him."

"| felt kind of sorry for Cox. | think he wanted to know how intimate | was with you so he could
judge whether you were human or not. | dmost relented and told him that | wondered why you had
four testiclesand amarsupid pouch, but | wasn't going to bring thingsinto the twilight zone. If | didn't
know about you disappearing into thin air, how was he going to ask the question so he didn't sound
likealunatic?'

| nodded. "He has adouble problem. If I'm an dien or even an undigned human, he doesn't
want to let other governments know about me. What if they got to mefirst? The country that
controls teleportation controls the world!"

"God bless America,” shesad, dryly.



"Unfortunately, thisaso doesn't tdll usif they have any experience with teleports besides me.
Unlessthey said something that implied thet?"

"No. Well, hedid ak if | thought there was anything unusua about you, in theway you

behaved. | said, 'What? Like does he speak Russian in his deep or something? Not that | noticed.’
Then | told ahalf-truth. | said, 'He'sanerd. A cute nerd, but anerd. Chrigt, he's from Ohio. What do

you expect? "
"Owww. Which part was the truth? Being anerd?”

Shelaughed and squeezed me. "Y ou are from Ohio. Cox gave up then. He asked meto contact
themif | heard from you and that surveillance would be withdrawn.”

"Hasit?"

She shook her head. "1 don't know. Certainly the obvious stuff has, but the house for sale down
the block, the one that hasn't sold for three years, suddenly did. Who buys a house in January? | don't
know."

"So we assume they're ill watching. Y ou go back to school in two weeks. It might pay to have
someone sweep your gpartment for wires when you get back. Luckily,”" | said, letting my fingers
wander alittle, "I know your bedroom aready.”

Her back arched and she drew in breath sharply. She moved her hand down my back. Y eah.
Once school gtarts, you know | can't spend as much time with you. I'll need my deep.”

"But | won't be able to see you during the day, even during the weekends! It's not fair.”

Her hands moved below my waist. "Well see” she said.

After acrowded flight into Glasgow, from London, | jumped to New Y ork, asusual, and caled
MMM, Manhattan Media Monitoring. Wed evolved alittleritua. | would call, the operator would
check my name on the computer, and she would say, "No, nothing." | would thank her and hang up,
checking again about five in the afternoon.

Today, she heard my voice and said, "Ah, Mr. Ross, we have something for you."

"Yes?' My heart began besting faster.

"An Air France 727 has been hijacked after taking off from Barcelona. It'sbeing diverted to
Algiers. We only havetheinitid UPI wire report. Should we fax it to you?'

My heart was now pounding and | was having trouble catching my breath.
"No. Isthere any indication of how many hijackers are aboard?'

"Not in the UPI report.”



"Hasit actudly landed in Algiers?'
"The report doesn't say, but it does say that the Algerianswill let it land.”
"Thanks. Well, keep an eye out for moreinfo. I'll cal later.”

| hung up and jumped, first to Texas, for binoculars and asmal bag of odds and ends, then to
Algiers, to theairport.

Inside the terminal abarrier had been strung blocking off the VIP terminal. Darak d Watani
guarded it, armed with machine guns. There was a crowd of curious onlookers but they stayed well
back from the barrier. | edged along the periphery of the crowd, asking what was happening over and
over again until 1 found someone with enough English to answer me.

"Hijackers have landed aplane, just ten minutes ago."

The man who answered me spoke with an American accent, overlaid with French. He carried a
laptop computer and a camera bag.

"Areyou with the press?’

He nodded. "Reuters. | was heading home after covering the OPEC ministers meeting, but |
guess!'ll missmy flight." Helooked around. "I wonder where they'll set up the press?' He walked off,
skirting the crowd and heading for one end of the barrier. | followed at a distance and heard him
speak in rapid French to one of the guards, who pointed back down the terminal. The reporter turned
back and began walking briskly in that direction.

The barrier was set up before the turn into the VIP termind, so it was not possible to see what
was happening down itslength. | jJumped, blind, to the spot I'd visited on my first trip to Algiers.
There was agroup of people at the gate itsdlf, farther down the hall.

| looked out the window and saw an Air France 727 parked out on the taxiway, perhaps a
hundred yards short of the gate. The front door was open, but there was no boarding wakway rolled
up toit. Through the binoculars| saw afigurein the door, aman with an Uzi-like machine gun and
wearing a purple bag with eyeholes over his head. He was standing back from the door, looking out,
and | had the impression he was looking into my eyes. Then heturned his head to theleft, toward the
cockpit, then right, toward the passengers.

When | shifted the binocularsto the cockpit windows, | could only see the pilot and the copil o,
sitting very gtill. The shades on dl the passengers windows were drawn.

Someone shouted a me and | glanced down toward the gate. A uniformed man wastalking at
me, first in Arabic, then in French. | looked back at the doorway of the plane, studying each detail. |
heard steps coming up the terminal, toward me. When | looked back at the voices, two Darak a
Watani were walking toward me, accompanied by the other man, probably an army officer.

| looked down onto the tarmac below me. There was abaggage trailer parked in the shadow of
theterminal. | jJumped to it, then stepped around it, so | wasn't visible from the VIP termindl.



Using the binoculars, | studied the doorway again, waiting, hoping for my chance. | had enough
detail to jJump onto the plane, now, but I'd appear right by one of the terrorigts. If he were the only
one, that would befine, but if there were others, | needed to know that.

Thered be alot of dead hostagesif | fucked up.

My knees suddenly threatened to give way. What the hell do you think you're doing, Davy?
The enormity, the arrogance, and the danger of what | was attempting suddenly hit me. It frightened
me, made my stomach hurt, madeit hard to breathe. Should | give up?

Staring down at the tarmac, the same kind of concrete apron that Mom died on, drove back the
doubts.

I'll be careful. Please, please, please, don't let me fuck up.
| don't know who | wastalking to, but it made me feel better.

The purple-headed terrorist in the door suddenly turned and went back toward the passengers,
the Uz swinging up sharply. The entranceway was clesr.

Oh, God!

| set the binoculars down and jumped.

Someone was shouting around the corner. | flattened myself againgt the storage closet for
hanging bags that was to the right of the door. Directly across from me wasthe galey for the
first-class passengers. It was empty. | glanced forward and | could see into the cockpit. The copilot,
twisting his head to see what the shouting was about, saw me. His eyes were very wide.

I held up my forefinger in front of my lips and mouthed the word "Quiet.”

He blinked severd times and nodded. | noticed that hiswrists were taped to the armrests of his
chair. | aso noticed that there was a space behind him, between the bulkhead and his sest. | jumped
toit.

Both the copilot and the pilot started violently. The pilot said very loudly, "Merde!"”

I held up my finger again, but it wastoo late. Footsteps pounded up the aide. | jumped away,
back to the tarmac, by the baggage trailer. | saw Purple-bag cross the entrance-way headed for the
cockpit. | lifted the binoculars and watched him hit both pilotsin the face with openhanded daps.
Their headsrocked and | gritted my teeth.

You son of a hitch.

Heleft the cockpit, paused in the doorway to survey the areaaround the aircraft, then went
back to the passenger section.

| jJumped back to the cockpit.



Thistime the pilot started, but remained silent. When | appeared, he was staring at the doorway,
hatred in his eyes. There were red marks on hisface and hislip was bleeding.

Again, | held up my finger for slence. He nodded firmly. | leaned over to the copilot'sright ear.
"How many hijackers?'

"Three," he whispered.

"What wegpons do they have?'

"l have seen pigtols, machine guns, and hand grenades.”
Shit.

| asked him, "Do they have the pins pulled?"
"Sometimes”

| turned and took a small dentist's mirror out of my bag of odds and ends. | pushed it dowly
around the corner and used it to look down the aide.

The cabin lights were on and the thin shades covering the passengers windows glowed adull
orange on the side of the plane facing the sun. | couldn't see any passengers, but the three terrorists
wereinthe aide, two at the back of the firgt-class section and the other one halfway down the coach
section, constantly swiveling his head around.

The firg-class section was empty of passengers. | figured they'd moved everybody back to
coach and they were making them keep their heads down.

Each of the hijackers had a different-colored bag on his head. Purple-bag, closest to me, carried
his machine gun &t the ready, one hand on the trigger, one hand on the stock. The next hijacker,
Orange-bag, had his machine gun dung over his shoulder by the strap and apistol stuck in his
waistband. He was lecturing the passengers and tossing a grenade from hand to hand.

At least that meant the pin was il in.

Thelast hijacker, Green-bag, held his machine gun at the ready, like Purple-bag. | saw him skip
back toward the rear of the plane suddenly, and strike at one of the hidden passengers with the barrel
of the gun. | gritted my teeth and marked the hijackers positionswell.

Those bags were a benefit to me. They provided no periphera vison and so, when | moved,
they didn't sseme.

| jumped behind Purple-bag and grabbed him, jumped to the pit, fifty feet above the cold, hard
water, and let go, jumping away immediately. | appeared behind Orange-bag, his head turning to see
what the brief grunt of surprise from Purple-bag meant, his hand going to the machine gun.

| grabbed him, jumped him to the pit, dropped him, and jumped away. Just before | did, | heard
the splash as Purple-bag hit the water. | wondered if he would surface in time for Orange-bag to hit



him.

| appeared six feet behind Green-bag. He'd charged forward from where he'd been, up the
aide. Hewas shouting. | jumped forward, to close the distance, but he was out of arm'sreach again,
dill moving. Darmn. | jumped immediately in front of him, my hand sweeping the machine-gun barre
up away from me and away from any passengers. The gun went off, carving pieces of plastic out of
the calling, and his body dammed into mine, carrying me back, him on top of me.

Before | hit the carpeted aideway, | grabbed him, and jumped to the pit, appearing in midair, but
tumbling backward, unsettling for me, terrifying for Green-bag, who found himsdlf facedown fifty feet
inthear.

| jumped to the cliff above and watched him hit the water right next to where Purple-bag flailed
weakly on the surface. There was atremendous gout of water; then | saw Orange-bag splash to the
surface sputtering. He was trying to hold on to the machine gun, but it seemed to be pushing him
under. Findly helet go of it.

Green-bag surfaced then. His bag had twisted underwater and he was pawing franticaly at i,
trying to get it off before it suffocated him. He pulled it freeand | could hear his coughing gaspsfor air
from the top of the cliff. Hed lost his machine gun in the water.

| looked closer. Green-bag's hair was soaked and darkened by the water, but there didn't seem
to be any doubt that it was blond. His face was very white, from the cold of the water, but dso his
natural complexion.

They made their way, weakly, to theidand, collgpsing in the shalows, unable to pull themselves
any farther.

| jJumped down to the idand, waded out into ankle-deep water, and dragged Purple-bag up
onto dry land by his collar. He struggled weakly, reaching for hiswaist. | took a deep breath and
kicked him in the somach. He stopped struggling and vomited. | finished pulling him ashore, then took
alarge nylon cabletie out of my bag and used it to lock hiswrists behind him. Then | dragged the
other two out and did the same to them.

| frisked them, taking away two pistols, three grenades, and aknife. Only then did | pull the
other two bags off.

European features, light coloring. Neither one was Rashid Matar.

"Who areyou?'

They stared a me, dazed, uncomprehending. The water was on the low side of 60° F. They
were probably suffering from some degree of hypothermia. Hitting the water a over forty milesan

hour probably didn't help, either.

| fired one of the pistolsinto the water near them. They jerked, more dert, the sound doubly
intimidating because of the confinement of the diff walls. "Who areyou?

The one who'd worn the orange mask said weskly, "Red Army Faction.” He had a German



accent.

Not Shiite extremists. Not by a long shot. | thought about asking them about Rashid Matar,
but it seemed unlikely they would know anything.

It was now lessthan five minutes since | first moved on the hijackers. The green bag drifted to
shore nearby, floated by trapped air and pulled along in the hijacker's wake. | fished it out of the
water and pulled it over the blond's head. Then | put the other men's bags on.

"What are you doing?' Orange-bag asked. | pulled him to hisfeet. He was barely able to stand.
| jJumped to the firgt-class section of the airplane and let him collapse into a seet; then | fetched the
other two aswdll. | brought some of their weagpons back, aswell, for evidence.

The passengers were coming out of their paralysis. They all looked fearfully up theadewhen |
appeared, some ducking back into their seats, but none of them had ventured asfar as the cockpit.
Theflight attendants, it turned out, were taped to seats at the back of first class.

"It'sokay," | cdled down the plane. "It's over. Somebody cut these people free.” | pointed at the
flight attendants. | moved up to the cockpit and, with the captured knife, cut the pilotsfree. | told
them the samething. "It'sover. The hijackersaretied upinfirst class.”

The pilot looked & me, dazed, puzzled. "What should we do now?"
"Whatever you want,” | said, then jumped.

| stood with the press as the plane was taxied up. The regular crowd was still held behind the
barrier, but the press were close enough to see the passengers come out. I'd picked up my binoculars
from the baggage cart before coming up here. | tried to stand at the back of the reporters, using them
to shidd mefrom the Algerians and the passengers.

The adrendine was il flowing through my system and my stomach was hollow, my hands
shaking. | fdt like laughing but nothing wasfunny.

The Reuters reporter was taking pictures rapidly; he wasflipping anew roll of filminto his
camerawhen he saw me. | nodded politely. He nodded back, a puzzled expression on hisface, and
went back to taking pictures.

A statement from the Algerian press liaison had been read adoud just before the plane taxied to
the gate. It claimed that the passengers had overwhel med the hijackers and taken them prisoner.

Asthe passengers went by, steered carefully away from the press by the Algerians, they joked,
but the laughter sounded strained, asif it might crack easily. | recognized the sound. It was how | felt.

The crew came off last and | saw the copilot glance in my direction, then stare as he spotted my
face at the back of the group of reporters. | held up my finger again, over my lips, asl'd done onthe
plane. Shhh. Hefrowned and | grinned at him, then jumped.

The soupspoon was hdfway to my mouth and Millie said, "Bang.”



"Millig"

Shetook her hand and pointed it like a gun, thumb up, forefinger extended, and pressed it
againgt my forehead. "Bang! Too late. The first one got you in the abdomen, maybe they could have
saved you, but this one got you in the brain. Too bad, nothing left to fix."

| put the soupspoon down. We werein Manhattan, in abooth at Bruno's on East Fifty-eighth,
and the zuppa de mussels was redlly good, but suddenly | didn't fedl like egting. ™Y ou sure know

how to spoil aguy's appetite.”
"We had an agreement,” she said.
| nodded. "Y eah, okay. I'm sorry. It won't happen again.”
Sherelaxed alittle. "Okay. Finish your soup.”

| picked up aspoonful of the stock, pushing aside the open shells of the mussdls. It was hafway
to my mouth when she said, "'l don't want anything to happen to you, but if it does, | want you to
urviveit.”

| nodded.
"l loveyou and... bang."

| jJumped, spoon still in my mouth, to arecessed nook in the emergency room of Batimore's
Adams Cowley Shock Trauma Center. A nurse walked by but didn't look in my direction. Thewalls
werewhite and | smelled methyl acohol and disinfectant. My nose wrinkled. The smellsdid not go
with the soup, but Shock Trauma was rated as one of the best emergency roomsin the country.

| jJumped back to the street outside of Bruno's and went back in, the spoon hidden discretely in
my hand and the napkin from my |ap tucked into my back pocket. The waiter looked puzzled as|
came back to the table. Millie smiled and kissed me as | sat back down.

Wed been playing this game ever since | described the way the machine gun had gone off during
the hijacking. At any point during the time we were together, if she said "Bang" | was supposed to
jump to the e-room, no questions, no delays. It wasn't supposed to matter if | was naked, eating, or
gtting on thetoilet.

In addition, I'd bought severd aarm clocks. They were lying around the cliff dwelling, facedown.
Millie reset them each night to different times. When they went off, | was adso supposed to jump to
the e-room.

I'd been much better about responding to the aarms, even jumping, naked, to the e-room acove
when my normal darm woke me up one morning. A nurse screamed at me, more shocked at my
sudden appearance, | suppose, than at my nudity.

It was 11 P.M. in New Y ork. Millie, back at school, had turned in early, and I'd jJumped her
away to Manhattan, for our first "date” in dmost amonth.



"CNN did another interview with the American and the two Britishers who are willing to say you
appeared and disappeared in the plane. Then they did alonger interview with apsychologist who
talked about the effects of post-traumatic stress syndrome. Nobody believes what redlly happened.”

| smiled. "Or admitsit. The NSA may be suppressing some of it. Evenif there aren't any
teleports at the NSA, any teleports watching the news know | exit. If there are other teleports.”

Millie shrugged. "If they exigt, they may be saying, 'How stupid to be public' "

"How did the experts explain the water? That the terrorists were soaking from head to foot?”
She laughed. "Swest. Nervous swest."

"Sounds like adramatic failure of their antiperspirant.”

Shelaughed again.

"Whet'sthe officid story?"

"The originad one—that a passenger managed to capture al threeterrorigts, but that he left the
planein Algiersinstead of taking the replacement jet on to Rome.”

A smiledied on my face. "l really don't care who getsthe credit. | just wish Rashid Matar had
been aboard.”

Millie frowned. "There are two hundred innocent people who are alive and well today, because
of what you did. Isn't that enough for you?"

| wiggled in my seat, uncomfortable.
"What do you intend to do to him, if you catch up with him?"
"When | catch up with him. When, not if. And | don't know."

She shivered. "W, think about what it would do to you to use his methods. Whatever you do,
don't become like him, okay?"

The thought chilled my bones and, again, the soup tasted funny.
"Okay," | said.

Shesad, "Bang.”

| hadn't seen Dad since before Christmas, when 1'd met him on the sidewak outside hisbar, so |
jumped to the backyard one evening and looked at the house. His car wasin the driveway, but al the
curtainswere drawn. There were lights on in the kitchen and living room, none in my old room.



When | jumped to my room, it was dark and the door to the hdlway was dightly gar, spilling a
thin wedge of light acrossthe floor. There were footstepsin the dust.

Behind me | heard someone move and then a soft coughing sound, mechanical, and the world's
largest bee stung mein the back of my leg.

| flinched away, jumping, appearing in thefiction section of the Stanville Public Library.

So much for dl thework I'd done with Millie, I thought, twisting to look at what my hand found.
It was metdl, tufted with foam at the end, about an inch and ahalf long. | tugged it out. The needle on
the end was three-quarters of an inch long and fat enough that there was blood oniit. A clear liquid
dripped out of thetip.

Shades of "Wild Kingdom."

The room started to spin and | jumped, dart in hand, to the cliff dwelling, wherel fdll forward
onto my bed. I'm not sure whether | passed out before or after | hit the mattress.

In spy movies, the gallant hero wakes up after being shot with the tranquilizer dart clear-eyed
and clearheaded, completely aware of his surroundings.

My first memories were of hanging facedown over the edge of the bed and puking my guts out. |
think that's the first memory. From the later evidence, | must have donethis severd times before | was
awake enough to check thetime.

Fourteen hours had passed since I'd visited Dad's house. | was having trouble thinking, and the
stench was making me sick again. | rolled to the other side of the bed, away from the mess, and it
occurred to me that the NSA didn't have Dad under covert surveillance—they'd moved in with him.

Well, with any luck, they'd make hislife more miserable than Millie's. | hoped they'd interrogate
him on drugs. Perhaps he'd fed asbad as| did now.

| jumped to my favorite oas's, the sun was shining and the temperature was in the high sixties. |
rinsed my mouth out at the spring and washed my face in the cold water.

It occurred to methat | hadn't seen Millie last night and that she was probably worried sick. |
considered jumping to her apartment and waiting for her to get back from class, but | might run into
her roommate or show up on their tapesif they'd bugged the place.

| was getting very angry.

There was a homeess woman at the Stillwater bus station who took my offer of ahundred
dollars. | wrote the message out for her and dialed Millie's number on the pay phone, standing so |
blocked the dial. When their answering machine message finished, | handed the receiver to her.

Inasurprisngly plessant voice she said, "Millie, | heard from Bruno and he'sfine. He thought he
had ajob in ahospita, but it didn't work out. HE's sorry he hasn't answered your last letter but he
promisesto writereal soon. I'll talk to you later.”



Bruno's was where we'd had dinner the night before. The homeless woman handed the phone
back and | hung it up. | gave her another four hundred dollars. Shelooked surprised.

"Hell," shesad. "l thought you were going to take the money away from me after | madethe
cdl.

"Get off thestreet,” | said. "It'sahard life."
"Aint that the truth."

| walked around the corner, to a hardware store, and bought amop and bucket.

Millie wanted me to avoid Dad from then on, but al she could get me to promise wasto be
careful.

| showed her the dart, after jumping her to the cliff dwelling a midnight. She Sared at it, then
ingsted on cleaning the wound. She wanted to know when I'd last had atetanus shot.

"Two years ago."

She chewed on her lip. "That should be dl right.... Damn! I'm redlly starting to hate these guys!
What'sthat smell?*

"Dignfectant,” | said, and changed the subject.

"A Pan Am 727 was hijacked on takeoff from Athens. It landed in Larnaca, on the Turkish half
of Cyprus. The authorities say thereisonly one hijacker, but he'swired himself with explosivesand
the plane'sfuel tanks are over three-quartersfull.”

"I'll call back," | said.

| jumped to Texas, than Larnaca. The press pointed cameras like cannon from the terminal. Fire
trucks circled the aircraft like Western wagons under Indian attack. Where was John Wayne when
you needed him? 1 settled in the shadow of afoam truck and used the binoculars.

The plane's doors were shut and one of the plane's engines wasidling, to run the
air-conditioning, | guessed. The passengers windows weren't shaded and | could see worried faces
daring out through them.

At the other end of the truck, the firemen were gathered around the open door of the cab,
listening to the radio. | moved closer until | could hear.

"... and unlessmy demands are met, | will detonate my explosives, killing al two hundred and
twelve passengers and crew.” The voice was calm, matter-of-fact. The accent was Middle Eastern. |
wondered if it was Matar, but | doubted it. He might blow up the passengers, but never himself.



| looked back at the plane. If the hijacker was on the radio, then he was up in the cockpit.

| jumped to the top of the wing, by the fusdlage, near itstrailing edge. | could just seein one of
thewindows. A terrified face looked back at me.

| hed up my finger over my lips. The man blinked rapidly but didn't seem to say anything. |
moved up the wing to the next window. That window and center seats on this side of the plane were
empty, but awoman in the aide seat saw me and held her hand over her mouth, then let it drop and
clamped her lips shut.

| jJumped into the plane, into the empty seet.

The plane stank of fear; the woman in the aide seat jumped when | appeared, and shrieked.
Down the plane, ababy cried suddenly and there was a collective gasp in reaction to both noises.

"Silence!" avoiceydled from the front of the plane. It was the voice from theradio, but |
couldn't see past the partition at first classto see him.

The woman next to me held both hands over her mouth. She dternated between looking up the
adeand looking at me. | shifted into the middle seat, motioning her to be quiet. She leaned away
from me, avoiding contact.

From the middle seat | could seeinto the first-class section dmogt al the way to the front galley.
| couldn't see into the cockpit, but the hijacker chose that moment to walk back to the barrier
between coach and first class.

It wasn't Maar. He was adight Arab, young, with stedl-rimmed glasses. At first | thought he
was wearing adown vest, but | waswrong. It was the explosives, fastened to some sort of harness,
wires running to detonators, batteries clipped to hisbdlt. In hisleft hand he held aswitch on awire
extenson. His thumb was poised a quarter-inch above asmall, red button. A quarter inch.

Jesus! Jump away!

In hisright hand he held a pistol, acompromise, for threstening individuas rather than whole
groups. | didn't care about the pistal. It was the quarter-inch gap that worried me, the little red button.

Hewalked past us, al the way to the back of the plane. | saw heads lower as he came by,
avoiding eye contact. There wasn't any doubt who had dominance in this pack. But the eyes raised
again, as soon as he was pag, straining to see the explosives, the button, asif watching could
somehow prevent the detonation.

A quarter-inch.

At least it wasn't a dead-man switch, aswitch that would close when aperson let go of it. He
walked forward, headed back to the front of the plane. When he was past me | took the metal rod
from my bag of odds and ends.

It was sted, ahdf-inch thick, twelve incheslong. The bottom four inches were wrapped in cloth
tape, to form agrip. It weighed dightly over one pound and was the color and hardness of the



hijacker's eyes.

When the hijacker walked out of Sight again, | jumped to the partition, at the edge of first class.
The three men seated there jerked, but the admonition from the hijacker kept them from shouting. |
motioned for silence and they blinked at me.

| used the dentist's mirror to look around the corner.

The hijacker wastaking to one of the flight attendants, a stunning blonde with avery white face
and spots of sweat soaking the armpits of her uniform. The hijacker would emphasize what he was
saying with motions of hisleft hand and the sewardess would twitch in sync with the motion of the
switch.

A phrase from my recent reading came, unbidden. Insh'allah, | thought. If God wills.

| raised the rod over my head, then brought it down very fast, very hard. Before it reached the
height of the hijacker'sarm, | jumped.

| gppeared next to him just in time for the rod to smash into his ulna, two inches back from his
wrist. As| hoped, histhumb straightened, lifting away from the switch. His other fingersloosened and
the switch fell free, swinging onits cord down to histhigh.

The pain must have been considerable—I'm sure | heard the bone bresk—but his right hand
whipped the gun around very fast. The rod was moving back up then and it smashed into the bottom
of that wrist, knocking the gun up asit fired. Grains of burning powder stung my cheek and the bullet
burned adong the top of my shoulder. The pistal fell behind him and hisright hand reached for the
switch.

| grabbed him then, and jumped to the pit. As| let him go, hewas il twisting, trying to grab the
button. | flinched away, jumping to the edge of the pit above.

He detonated five feet above the surface.

A giant hand dammed into me, lifted me off my feet, and | jumped away, even before the sound
reached me, before | could land on the rocks. | staggered out from the alcove at the Shock Trauma
e-room and fell to the floor. My shoulder was bleeding, my face stung, and | was having trouble
bresthing.

A nurse waked up to me and started asking questions, but | was gtill struggling to catch my
breath, so | ignored her. Finally | took in agreat gasp of air, followed by severa progressively easier
bresths.

| kept seeing theinitid flash of the blast. My mind filled in the results, even though | wasn't there,
from Mom's death.

"Sorry," | said. "Wheat did you want?'

| killed him. | blew himup, just like Mom.



She saw the blood then on my shoulder, saw the powder burns on my face. "'Y ou've been shot.”
Sheturned her head and shouted, "Gurney herel”

They seemed disappointed, almost, when the source of the blood turned out to come from a
shdlow graze across the shoulder and the only other wounds were the powder burns. After dressing
the shoulder, anurse carefully picked the grainsfrom my face using very finetweezers. "If we don't
get 'em out, they'll be like tattoos."

Before she finished with me, two Batimore policeman showed up and took station just outsde
the door. | asked her what they were therefor.

"Gunshot wound. We had to report it. Y ou'd be surprised at the number of drug deals gone
wrong that end up in this place. They don't want to talk to the cops, either, but they also want to live.
We're the best, so their friends dump ‘em here and leave. Who shot you?”

| shook my head dowly, carefully, avoiding tugging on the shoulder. | stared at thewall. Dead.

She frowned and checked my pupilsagain, using asmall light to check the contraction, searching
for aconcusson. "It'snot my problem. You'll haveto tel them." She put down the light and dabbed
the smdll facial wounds with Neosporin. "Not even worth Band-Aids. Keep 'em clean and they'll hedl
right up. Unlessyou get shot again.”

| nodded dowly, il looking at thewadl. "Thanks."
She walked out between the cops through the only door to theroom. "He's al yours," she said.

They both turned to watch her walk down the hal. While their heads were turned, | jumped.

| used afull wet suit and scuba gear to recover as much of the hijacker's body as possible.

It wasn't amatter of regpect for the dead—more amatter of respect for the environment. | didn't
want himto rot in the water. Every time | thought about his blood in the water, my lips clamped tighter
around the mouthpiece of the scubaregulator.

Therewerealot of smal pieces, but the blood had cleared out. An underground waterway filled
the pit and an underground waterway drained it away, afact | didn't realized until | noticed the current
moving me sideways aong the bottom. | carried a mesh bag to put the piecesin and | could only
work at midday, when the sunlight touched the surface of the water.

The legs and arms were mostly intact and I'd found the head facedown, hair floating up like
some aguatic plant. | didn't look at the face, just pushed the head into the bag, averting my eyes.

| threw up alot.
Thefirg timel didn't get the regulator out of my mouth and the vomit filled the mouthpiece. |

was twenty feet down, about the deepest the water got, and | had to kick for the surface, choking
and spitting. | jumped to the box-canyon spring to rinse the mouthpiece.



| didn't want to use the water from the pit.

On the second day, when | had as much of him as| thought | was going to find, | dumped three
buckets of bluegill perch, two buckets of small catfish, and four buckets of crawdadsinto the water.
When I'd bought the fish, the Stillwater bait supplier had lectured me on trotline fishing &t grest length.
I'd listened to him very carefully and thanked him when he was through.

It was my hope that the fish and crawdads would find the rest of the hijacker. Cal it my own
form of bioremediation.

Three days after the hijacking, | |eft the pieces of the body on the taxiway in Larnaca, Cyprus, in
agavanized washtub, covered with clear plastic to thwart theflies. I'd considered leaving anote,
explaining that his own bomb did thisto him, but | thought it would be better |eft unexplained. If they
wanted to think I'd done that to him, fine. Maybe it would deter the next hijacker.

Who picked up Mom's body?

Milliehdd meevery night whilel cried.

SEVENTEEN

Therewas agreat dedl of debate over the video footage that showed me appearing on the 727's
wing. Two different news organizations captured it, though, so some sort of conspiracy wasimplied.
The views, video on extreme zoom, only showed my back. When the gavanized washtub showed up
three days|ater, the debate intensified.

Inexplanation National Enquirer suggested UFOs, the ghost of Elvis, and anew
Anti-Hijacking Diet.

Much was made of the American origin of the galvanized tub. Torture was claimed by some, but
the Cypriot autopsy said death by explosion with subsequent immersion in fresh weter.

The soaking-wet terrorists from the Air France hijacking were remembered. The interviewsfrom
that incident received more airtime, dong with the largely incoherent interview with the Pan Am flight
attendant.

| watched alittle of the coverage, read alittle, but the related memories depressed me. Again, |
wondered if there were any other teleports out there, watching these stories.

On Saturday, aweek after the hijacking, | jumped to the Dairy Queen in Stanville and had adip
cone, seventy-three cents, please, hereés anapkin. | walked across the street to the town square and
sat on one of the benches with the green flaking paint. Therewas old, dirty snow with footpaths
carved acrossit, but there was no wind under the gray sky and the temperature was above freezing.

Men and women walked out of the Baptist church basement in clumps of two or three. A
woman detached hersdlf from the back of one of the clumps and walked toward me.



"1 know you."

| tensed to jump; then | recognized her. It was Sue Kimmel, the woman who'd given the
party—the one who'd taken me to her bedroom.

"l know you," | said. | felt embarrassed. "Uh, how's college?

Sue laughed the kind of laugh that's edged with pain. "Wdll, college didn't work out. I'm going to
try againinthesummer.”

"I'm sorry. What was the problem?’ Too late | thought she probably didn't want to talk about it.

She sat on the end of the bench, not close, not far away, and stretched her feet out before her.
Her hands were deep in her coat pockets. "Booze. The problem was booze."

| shifted, uncomfortable.

Shejerked her chin at the church. "I just got out of an AA mesting. I've only been out of Red
Pinesamonth.” Red Pines was a substance-abuse treatment center on the edge of Stanville. She
shivered. "It's harder than | thought it would be."

| thought about Dad and his bottles of scotch. "I hope it works out.”

"It'sgot to," she said, smiling again. She looked a my cone, half eaten. "Boy that looks good.
Careto join mefor another one?"

"Wel, I'll get coffee”
She looked back at the church. "I've had enough coffee. Were very big on coffeein AA."

We walked back to the DQ and | bought her a cone and mysalf asmall coffee. We sat at the
booth in the corner and | put my back to thewall.

"Y our dad's an dcohalic, isn't he?"'

| was surprised at the comment and even more surprised at my first reaction—to defend him.
"Yeeh... hesureis”

"He's come to two meetingsin the last month, but he left each one beforeit even started. He

looked terrible, like he had the shakes. Somebody saw him back at Gil's later, both times. An
advanced a cohalic can kill themselvestrying to detox by themsdves. Did you know that?"

| shook my head. "I didn't."
Sue nodded. "Y eah, the a dehydes replace neurotransmitters and if you go off booze suddenly,
you're left with no little messengers, no little chemica sparks. Y ou can go into convulsionsand die. Do

you seeyour father much?'

| shook my head. "No. | don't."



"Well, he should get into treatment. | think he even knowsit, he just can't get past that last bit,
that rough edge.”

| Spped my coffee and didn't say anything for amoment. Then | asked, "What caused you to
seek help?'

Sue looked embarrassed. "L ots of things. Secret stashes of booze. Drinking in class.
Halucinations. Like when | hdlucinated at that party you cameto. Uh, you did cometo my party,
right?'

"Oh, yes"

"Well, | had thisweird waking dream where you flew out the window of my bathroom."

| stared &t her.

"Don't look a melikethat. | know it was crazy."

My ears started getting red.

"Anyway, | want to apologize for how | acted that night. | was pretty drunk. I've had alot of
gpologiesto make. Wecdl it aninth step.”

| choked on the coffee. Ninth step?

When | was bresthing normally again, | said, "My mom wasn't an acoholic, but she said shewas
doing aninth step with me before sheleft for Europe. Before she died.”

She nodded. "Y eah, Alanon is based on the twelve-step program, just like AA. | wasin
trestment when your mom died, but my parentstold me. | was sorry to hear about it."

"Uhn,"

She sighed. "Hope | haven't talked too much. | tend to go on and on about it. It's like religion,
you know, and I'm anew convert."

"l don't mind. Anytime."

Wetadked for abit about common acquaintances and then she had to go.
"I'mglad | raninto you," she said.

"Metoo," | said. | meant it.

After sheleft | stared into the empty cup. | wondered if Dad still had the NSA camping out at
hishouse.

There was apay phone by the bathroomsin the Dairy Queen, but | liked to come there. It wasa
pleasant part of my past. If | called from here, the NSA would camp out, hoping for my return. | went



out back by the dumpster and jumped to the Stanville bus station.

Thelittle waiting room with the vending machines seemed exactly the same asit had eighteen
months previoudy, when I'd left to go to New Y ork. Some of that time's fear and sadness seemed to
permeste the place, coat the wallsand drift in the air. | went insgde and put a quarter in the pay phone.

The phone rang twice and Dad picked up the phone.

"Hello?' He sounded irritable and | knew he needed adrink.

"Hi, Dad."

The ordinary room noisesthat you don't normally notice went away and, with their absence,
became prominent. | felt even sadder. "Y ou don't have to cover the mouthpiece, Dad. They know to
tracethecdl.”

He sammered, "What are you talking about?"

"Goin for treatment, Dad. Y ou've got insurance. Check into Red Pines.”

"Hdl, no! Y ou know the difference between adrunk and an alcoholic?'

It was an old joke—the answer was "Drunks don't have to go to al those meetings." Before he
could givethe punch line | said, "Y eah. Drunks get worse until they die. Some alcoholics get better.”

Hesaid, "Fuck you."
"Get trestment.”

Hewas dlent for amoment. "Why are you running from these government men? Don't you have
any respect for your country?'

| almost hung up then, angry. Then | took adeep breeth and said, "I have more respect for the
Bill of Rightsthan they do. | have more respect for the Congtitution. I'm no threat to them, but they
don't believe that. They probably can't believethat.”

There was the squed of atire from the parking lot—nothing extreme. It was more like the sound
of someone turning into atight parking placejust alittletoo fast, but | knew better.

"Get treatment, Dad. Before you die. Before you fuck up anybody e se'slife.”

| dropped the phone to hang on its cord, then walked over to the hall leading to the rest rooms
and stood just ingde, in the dight shadow.

They hit both doors at once, four men, each carrying something that looked like ashort-barreled
riflewith ahuge bore. Christ! What the hell isthat? | swear there was something just visible,
gticking out of the gun barrdl, that gleamed in the station's fluorescent lighting. One of the men saw me
then and jerked the gun to his shoulder.



| jumped.

| phoned Dr. Perston-Smythe from a phone booth on the street. 1'd yet to explore much of
Washington but | stayed away from the Mall. | didn't want them watching the Air and Space Museum
before| had achanceto seeit.

He answered his own phone and | wondered if he had an agent Sitting in his office, one of those
short-barreled riflesin his hand, or one of the dart gunsthey'd shot me with thefirst time, at Dad's
place.

"What on earth are those nasty-looking rifles they're carrying around?”

Hedrew in breath sharply. "What do you want, Mr. Rice?"

"] want to be left done. I'm not harming anyone, much less'national security,” and you guys are
going way overboard.”

Therewas aclick and someone ese's voice came on the line. "Mr. Rice, please don't hang up.
ThisisBrian Cox."

"Surely you aren't oending dl your timein Dr. Perston-Smythe's office?"

"Wdl, no. We arranged to switch the cdll to mein the event you cdled. Dr. Perston-Smytheis
no longer ontheline™

"What do you want?"

"We want your services."

"No."

"All right, we want to know how you do it."
"No."

"Y ou're dready working for us. That was quite ajob you did in Algiersand Larnaca. Especialy
Larnaca”

| felt my nosewrinkle. "Hardly. | didn't go after them for you."

Helaughed quietly and | swiveled my head around, watching the streets. | wondered if hewas
trying to distract me deliberately, to let them sneak up. | wanted desperately to ask him if there were
other teleportsthat they knew of, but | was sure he was capable of lying to me about that, to lure me
in. | didn't want to hand him that obsession, that tool.

"Well, eveniif it wasrevenge for your mother, it works for us. We could give you Matar, you
know."

Bastards. "In return for what?'



"Ah. A favor here and there. Nothing arduous, nothing unpleasant even. Certainly nothing worse
than Larnaca.”

| shouldn't have, but | told him, "He blew himsdlf up. All | did was collect the pieces. Everyone
on that flight would have died if | didnt.”

"Oh." Hisvoice was utterly neutrd. | don't know if he believed me or not. "How can you be
aure? For al you know he might have given himsdlf up in the next five minutes. Are you sure you
didn't endanger the passengers more? He might never have pushed the button if you hadn't interfered.”

Hewasonly verbaizing what I'd been saying to mysdlf al week long.

A car was easing up the street, four men inside. Others waked the sidewalks. They were
wearing long coats, the fronts open; each had one hand clamped againgt his side, holding something
beneath the coat. They stopped fifty yards away in plain Sight.

"l see your men, Cox."

"W, they'll stay away whilewetak."

"Why'd you bother? Do you think they can catch me? What isthat nasty gun they're carrying
around.”

"Tranquilizer."

| thought he was lying. The borewastoo big. "And if I'm dlergic to the drug? | jump off
someplace and die. You get zip."

"Y ou should work with us. We protect the country. Isthat abad thing?"

"I'm going to puke.”

"Do you want Matar?"'

"'l get him mysdf."

"WEelIl get you eventudly, unlessyou want to stay in hiding forever."

"Aren't you afraid you'll drive meto work for the other Sde? Perestroika and dl, I'm seeing less
and less difference. They, a least, seem to be getting rid of their secret police. We ill have you.
Leavemedone”

"What about your father?"

"Do what youwant to him," | said. "He deservesit.”

| dropped the phone and jumped.



| spent eight hoursin the air flying from DFW Airport to Honolulu. Japanese Red Army
terrorists seized and held three hundred tourists outside of security a the Honolulu airport. By thetime
my plane arrived, it wasdl over.

An assault by aPearl Harbor Navy Sedl unit supported by Army Specia Forces from Schofield
Barracks freed mogt of the hostages. Casudties were "light," two tourists, one Navy Sedl, and six of
seven terorists.

Honolulu was beautiful, the water incredibly blue, the mountains emerad green, but | left after
acquiring ajump site, deeply depressed. One of the dead was awoman, Mom's age.

"Y ou can't be everywhere.”

| sat on ashegpskin rug, pushing sticksinto the wood stove. | felt cold. Every since cleaning up
the hijacker's body from the cold, dark water of the pit, I'd been unable to get warm. Evenin balmy
Hawaii the sweat on my skin was cold.

Millie sat beside me, her robe opened on bare skin, comfortable. | was still clothed, my coat
draped across my shoulders.

"l know." | hugged my knees. The heat from the sove was dmost painful on my skin, but it
didn't touch my bones.

She wanted me to see atherapist, another painful echo of Mom. | didn't want to.

She shifted on the rug, leaning against me, laying her head on my shoulder. | turned my head and
kissed her forehead. She spoke.

"Y ou think that if you get Matar, you'l be done. That it will somehow make thingsright. | think
yourewrong."

| shook my head, leaned closer to thefire.

Shewent on. "I think you'll find thet it doesn't help at dl. And I'm afraid you'll get killed finding
thisout. Y ou can jump away from guns, knives, bombs, but until you can jump away from yourself,
you won't get away from the pain. Not unlessyou face it and ded withit."

"Ded with it?How?'

"Y ou should see athergpist.”

"Not agan!"

"A therapist isn't going to kill you... not like a hijacker. Why isit easier to get men to go to war
than to see acounsdor?'

"Should | just let things happen? Should | let them kill innocent people?!



Shelooked at the fire for amoment, then said, " There was an interview with aPalestinian on
CNN today. He wanted to know why this mysterious antiterrorist didn't rescue Palestinian children
from Igadi bullets”

"l can't be everywhere." | winced at what I'd said.

She smiled. "So where do you draw theline? Y ou knew that the Situation in Honolulu had
nothing to do with Shiite extremists before you left. Y ou knew Matar wouldn't be there.”

We were back where we started. "Can | just stand by? When | could do something?"

"Go to work for afire department. Y ou could rescue more people with less danger. I'm afraid
you'l end up like the NSA if you go thisroute. The more you associate with terrorists, the more
terrorist your behavior."

| pulled away from her. "Havel redly started acting that way?'

She shook her head and pulled me back. "I'm sorry. It'smy fear. Perhapsif | constantly remind
you of it, it won't happen.”

| dumped into her arms, curling in on mysdlf, my head on her shoulder. "'l hope s0."

Athens, start of so many hijackings, wasthe site of the next one. An OlympiaAirlines DC-10
took off for Madrid and, ten minutes later, requested an emergency landing due to depressurization.
At the sametimethey switched their flight transponder to 7500, the internationa sign for hijacking.

The plane had been back on the ground for two hourswhen | learned this from Manhattan
Media Services.

Units of the Greek Army were in place, surrounding the plane, when | arrived in thetermind. |
went looking for the press, first, because | figured they would know something about the number of
hijackers, their arms, and the demands.

The Reuters reporter from Algierswasthere. His eyes got very large when he saw me and he
stepped back from his front-row position and cut me out from the group of newsmen.

"Youretheone" hesaidin an excited whisper. "I thought it was you from thefilm.” He kept
looking around, anxious to scoop the others.

"What are you talking about?' | wondered if thiswasadisaster or if | could useit.
"Don't go away. Let meinterview you!"
"Relax. You attract al of your collesguesand I'll leave."

Hetook a deep breath, lowered his shoulders. "I knew it!" he whispered. "Why don't we go
someplace quiet?'



"Aren't you forgetting something?" | said, nodding my heed at the termina window. The plane
was at the end of the runway, about half amile away.

Helicked hislips "After?'

"Depends. What's hgppening with the hijacking? What can you tell me?'

"So, if | tell youwhat | know—"

"l can ask them," | said, pointing at the rest of the presswith my thumb.

"Okay. Okay, take my card." He handed me awhite card with the Reuters masthead, his name,
Jean-Paul Corseau, and aphone, fax, and telex number. "Theré's three of them. They have pistals.
There was a plainclothes guard who wounded one of them, but the other two killed him. Inthefight, a
bullet went through awindow infirst class. They'd only reached eight thousand feet, so it wasn't too
bad, but the pilot ingsted on landing. They're demanding anew plane. They wouldn't let the pilot
unblock the runway, either, so they're having to route traffic to the other runways.”

"Any other demands? What nationdity?"

"Nothing yet. They're ETA, Basgue separatists. Most of the passengers are Spanish.”
"Basques? Since when did Basgues start hijacking? | thought they went in for bombings?*
He shrugged.

"Anything e se? How badly wounded isthe third hijacker?!

"Wedon't know."

"Okay, thanks. If it works out, I'll give you something after.” | looked around. Nobody seemed
to bewatching us. "What's that over there?' | asked, pointing back at the press.

Corseau turned hishead and | jumped.

One of them stood in the doorway, looking out, wearing along leather coat and holding apistol
in hishands. The rear door was shut and all the window shades. One of them aso stood in the
cockpit, just visible. Hewas using the radio. That left one more, the wounded man.

On aDC-10 the front door is behind the first-class section, with a partition forward that's cut by
the two aides|eading forward and back. A walk-through galley leads across the plane to the second
ade. | jumped to the middle of the galley, shielded from the front by the partition and the back by the
gdley.

| couldn't see anyone watching the man in the door, whose back wasto me, but it was possible.
| decided to risk it and jumped behind him, one hand around hiswai<t, the other covering his mouith. |
jumped him to the pit and dropped him, then jumped back to the gdlley. | listened. Nobody seemed



to have noticed. | used the dentist's mirror to look forward.

A maninarumpled suit leaned againg the front bulkhead, astrange pistol in hisright hand
pointed in the generd direction of the seated passengers. Blood soaked the left Sde of hisjacket, low
down, and he held that arm pressed tightly againgt it. His face was covered in sweat and he looked
very pae. From where he stood, he could see down the aide by the doorway.

At hisfeet | saw the head and arm of atill body, hand outstretched, fingers pointed up, half
open, dmost imploring.

I moved back to the other aide and used the mirror to examine the cockpit door.

The door to the cockpit was open and | could seethe last terrorist standing there, aradio
headset on his head. He stood at the edge of the door, waving his gun to emphasize what he was

SyIng.

From my angle the only crew | could see wasthe pilot, Sitting till, head straight forward. He had
abald spot.

| took the steel rod out of my bag. | didn't see how | could jump the terrorist on the radio away,
without the other one seeing me. | lifted the rod above my head and jumped.

| appeared at the cockpit door and the rod cracked into the back of the terrorist's head. | had

the vague impression that he pitched forward, but | was twisting immediately, to bring the rod down
on the wounded terrorist's gun hand. | heard bone crack and cringed.

The gun fell forward and the passenger in the front seat scooped it up. Theterrorist dumped to
thefloor suddenly, cradling hiswrist and his Sde. There was blood on the wall behind him.

| looked into the cockpit. The engineer and copilot pinned the unconsciousterrorist to them
whilethe pilot pried the gun from hisfingers. He looked back at the door, fear and determination on
hisface.

"Don't shoot,” | said, smiling. "I'm on your side.” | backed up and walked down the aide, past
the galey, into coach. | heard the pilot scramble out of his seat and follow. Everything seemed dl
right. The flight attendants were standing at the very back of the plane.

"Wherée'sthe third one?' he asked.

"Oh. I, uh, put him on hold. I'll be back with him in asecond.”

| jumped away, to the cliff high above the pit.

The man in thelong leather coat was on theidand, shivering. Hed managed to hold on to his
pistol and he was standing, arms crossed, hunched forward. Water dripped from the leather coat. He
kept looking from sdeto sde.

"Drop thegun,” | shouted.



Hishead jerked up, water droplets gleaming in the last of the midday sun. He pointed the gun at
me and shouted something back in alanguage | didn't know.

| jumped to the top of the wall on the other side, behind him. "Drop the gun,” | shouted again.

Hewhirled, thistimefiring quickly. The bullet clipped stone severd feet to my |eft.

| jumped behind him, on the idand, and hit him on the head with the rod. He screamed and fell
to hisknees, both hands going to hishead. | hit hisgun hand and the gun fell. | picked it up quickly
and stepped away from him.

The gun was plagtic. I'd read about them, able to passthrough airport meta detectors.

He held hishead and said things that sounded like swearing, whatever the language was.

I motioned for him to lie facedown and he spat a me. | raised the rod meaningfully. He winced
and lay down on his stomach. | put the gunin my pocket and secured his hands behind him with a
cabletie; then | stood him up and jumped him back to Athens, to the galley on the DC-10.

The captain stood there, talking to one of the flight attendantsin Greek. Both of them flinched
away when my prisoner and | appeared.

"Excuseme,” | said. "Here'sthethird hijacker.”

The captain nodded dowly and | jumped away.

| stayed out of sight as the passengers streamed off the plane. Two of the terrorists came off on
dretchers. Thethird one came off surrounded by police. Behind the crew and flight attendants came
onelast stretcher, covered. Sad, but it didn't bother me the way the touristsin Hawaii had.

When the official statement was read to the press, | tapped Corseau, the Reuters man, on his
shoulder. He turned his tape recorder in my direction and | shook my head.

"All right," hesaid, turning it off. "Do | get an interview?'

| thought about it. "Whereisyour next assgnment? Did you catch this one because you were
here, intrangt?

"Yes. | wason my way to Cairo."

"Whereisyour luggage?'

"It'saready there. I'd checked it and was about to board when this thing happened.”

| smiled. "Good." | walked around behind him. He started to turn, but | said, "Hold till." |

looked around—nobody was paying attention. | grabbed him by the belt and jumped him, camera
bag, |aptop computer, and al, to the Cairo airport terminal, on the sidewalk behind the taxi stand.



"Merde!" He nearly dropped hislaptop computer and | steadied him.
"Y ou recognize where you are?"
IIYall

"Good," | said. | jumped.

Hawaii wasfive hours earlier than Oklahoma, so | figured | could pick up Millie a eeven, her
time, and gill have anice evening in Honolulu. | jumped there from Cairo and took a cab to the
arport.

It felt funny. Except for New Y ork City, Hawaii wasthe only place I'd beeninthe U.S. that felt
likeaforeign city. Even though the sgnswerein English, the scenery didn't fit. But it was beautiful and
for thefirst timein weeks, | felt warm.

| spent the afternoon walking around Waikiki. | bought aHawaiian shirt for myself and amu-mu
for Millie, and picked out arestaurant at the Roya Hawaiian. The next day was Saturday and so she
didn't haveto get up early.

| felt like celebrating.

At deven, Central Standard Time, | jumped to Millie's bedroom. | was dressed in white dacks
and the turquoise Hawaiian shirt I'd bought. Her dresswaswaiting in Texas, but | carried an orchid el
with me, to put around her neck.

The bedside light, one of those gooseneck thingswith ametal shade, was pushed to one side,
cagting the bed in shadow. | took a step forward, thinking she'd fallen adeep, when something
gleamed in the shadowed bed.

| twisted to the Side and something struck me aglancing blow on my leg. Bang, | thought, and
jumped to an dcove at Adams Cowley Shock Traumain Batimore,

| looked down at my leg. A slver tube, Six incheslong, oneinch in diameter, hung from my leg.
At one end, awire-thin antenna projected. From the other, a stainless-sted rod, perhaps a
quarter-inch thick, stuck in my pants, then out again, two incheslater, ending in abarbed point, likea
harpoon of some kind. Therewas aclear fluid accumulating at thetip and | bent forward. The point
was hollow.

Wi, Cox hadn't lied. It wasatranquilizer. But Chrigt, if that barbed point had struck straight
on, it would be buried in my leg and | wouldn't be ableto pull it out.

There was some blood, too, but it looked like it had just grazed me, snagging in the pants. And
the antennameant it was some kind of homing device.

The picture was chilling. The harpoon would bury itself in my leg and | would jump away.
Before | could get the harpoon out, the tranquilizer would put me under. And the homing device



would do therest. Could they track it by satellite?

How long before they would get here? Also, did they develop thissmply for me, or werethey
using an exigting technology for an ongoing problem, i.e., were there more tel eports that they'd hunted
down?

| jumped to Centra Park, dark, cold, inadequately dressed in my short-deeved Hawaiian shirt
and sandds. My pocketknife cut the harpoon free. | considered smashing it.

What have they done with Millie?
| waited five minutes, then jumped again, to the truck stop in Minnesota. A large gravel truck,
empty, was pulling out of thelot. | jumped across the gap and threw the harpoon into the back. |

heard it clang hollowly; then the truck accelerated down the access road toward the on ramp.

| wondered where it was going.

It wasn't apleasant night. What little degp | got was punctuated by nightmares. Dawn found me
curled before the wood stove breaking kindling | didn't need into smaller and smaller pieces.

Millie's apartment complex was lousy with NSA agentsthat morning, but if shewasthere, she

didn't go to class. | watched from arooftop, with binoculars. When | phoned, awoman answered the
phone but it was neither her nor her roommate so | hung up without speaking.

In Topeka, Kansas, | phoned Millie's brother-in-law, the lawyer. | gave the receptionist afase
name.

"Y our sgter-in-law, Millie Harrison, was kidnapped yesterday by agents of the Nationd
Security Agency.”

"Whoisthis?'

"A friend of Millies. They'redl over her gpartment complex and neither her or her roommate
area home."

"What's your name?"'

"Please do what you can." | hung up.

An aguarium supplier in Manhattan sold me atwo-thousand-dollar cylinder of three-eighths-inch
clear Lexan pladtic. It stood five and ahalf feet tall and was three feet in diameter. He wanted to sl
me the gasketed sted bottom, with fittings for filter tubes, but | declined. | wasn't using it for an
aguarium.



| jumped the tubeto the dliff dwelling and promptly ruined it for holding fish by riveting two
handlesingde, hafway up itslength. When | stood within the tube holding the handles, the tube went
from my anklesto dightly over my head, shielding meall the way around.

| jumped to Perston-Smythe's officein D.C.

A harpoon hit the plastic shell and ricocheted off a an angle. Dr. Perston-Smythewasn't in his
office, but aman in the corner dropped the harpoon gun in his hand and dove a me, arms
outstretched.

| jumped sideways four feet, next to the bookcase. The man passed through the space | vacated
and dammed into the desk, hands trying to fend himself off at the last second. He failed and his head
and |eft shoulder struck the edge of the desk. He fell to the floor, moaning.

| jJumped out of the tube and listened at the door. There didn't seem to be anyone coming. | took
the gun from his shoulder holster, then grabbed him by hisbelt and lifted. He began to struggle. |
jumped him to the beach in Tigzirt, Algeria, and |eft him facedown in the sand.

| was behind Perston-Smythe's desk when he came back to his office. Hewas aone. | pointed
the agent's gun at him and asked him to shut the door. Then, after frisking him, | jJumped him to the
desart, inthefoothills of El Solitario.

Hefdl to hiskneeswhen | released him. | walked ten feet away from him and sat on arock.

Hewaslooking around, his eyes squinting in the bright sunlight. "How do you do that?"

If my mind hadn't been on Millie, I might have found his expresson amusing. "Wheres Brian
Cox?'

"Huh?In hisoffice, | suppose. Did you try him there?"
"Whereishis office?"

He hesitated amoment. "Wdll, he'slisted in the Government Directory. | guess| cantell you. He
runs his own little show out of the Pierce Building, over by the State Department.”

"He's not at Fort Meade?!

"No. NSA has officesdl over the place. What did you do with Barry?"
"Who'sBarry?"

"The agent in my office. The one on the morning shift.”

"Ah. Well, Barry went to the beach. Where did they put Millie Harrison?"
"Never heard of her."

| pointed the gun at his head.



"Jesus. Honest. I've never heard of her. Areyou sure I'd have areason? Remember who you're
deding with. These guys don't tell anybody anything, unlessthey absolutely haveto.”

| lowered the gun. "'l would point out that someone with my talentsisvery hard to run from. If |
find yourejerking my string, you will hear about it."”

"Honest. I've never heard of her. The only work | do hasto do with the Middle East.”
"Turn around.”

"Y ou're going to shoot me?"

"Not unlessyou make me. Turn around.”

He moved dowly. | grabbed him and jumped him to the airport termind in Ankara, Turkey, and
left him.

| hoped he had his American Express card.

When | checked back at Millie's, they'd reduced the number of agentsin the complex. Two men
stood outside, haf hidden at the corners of the building. | saw one take aradio out from under his
overcoat and talk into it.

| left him at the airport in Bonn, waving his harpoon gun and trying to talk on the radio again.
Airport security was closing in fadt.

| don't think hisradio had intercontinental capacity.

The other guard | jumped to Orly Airport outside Paris. He managed to plant an ebow in my
ribs, very hard, but | held on tight and left him next to abunch of Japanese tourists clustered around
the information desk.

| handled those insde the gpartment with the Lexan cylinder, drawing therr fire, then jumping
them away to airportsin Cyprus, Italy, and Saudi Arabia.

Dad, apparently, was at work. At least the car was gone. There were only three agentsin the
house and | scattered them to Tunis, Rabat, and Lahore. In the process, | earned another bruised rib
and astamped instep.

| consdered using theiron rod in the future, but | didn't want to risk killing someone. | was
ready to take that risk when an entire planeload was at stake, but Americans?

They'reterroristsin their own way.

| shivered, remembering Millieswarning. | didn't want to become like them. Even worsg, |



didn't want to become like my dad.

It was dark in Washington, heavy clouds blocking the setting sun, the wind cold out of the east. |
went into the train ation and caled Perston-Smythe's number. | figured hewas till in Turkey, unless
he'd had his passport with him, but it was Cox | wanted to talk to.

A maevoice, neutra, not Perston-Smythe, answered the phone. | said, "ThisisDavid Rice. |
want to talk to Brian Cox."

There was a hesitation on the other end of theline,

"What's the problem?’ | asked. "Besides starting the trace, that is.”

"Mr. Cox ison another line. Can you hold amoment?’

"Don't give methat."

"Honestly—he's taking to the ambassador in Bonn. Y ou caused the problem, after al.”

Ah—the harpoon guninthe airport. | smiled.

"I'll call back."

| took the crowded rush-hour subway five stops down. The clean, fresh-smelling stations
amazed me, so different from New Y ork. On the platform | used another pay phone. Cox himself
answered the phone.

"Y ou've caused agreat dedl of trouble" he said angrily.

Histone of voice reminded me of Dad. For just aninstant | felt like I'd done something wrong,
horribly shameful. | was speechless, first with shock, then with anger.

| hung up the phone and screamed out loud, an inarticulate burst of rage. Rush-hour commuters
turned and stared at me, surprised, alittle afraid. A tobacco-chewing marinein uniform said, "Bad
news?'

"Fuck you!" | said, and jumped to my dliff dwelling in Texas. | hoped he choked on his cud.

| screamed again, angry, furious. The man had kidnapped Millie. He had people shooting at me
with sharp pieces of barbed steel and he had the nerveto say | wasalot of trouble? | dropped to my
knees on my bed and began pounding the mattress.

God, | wasfrightened.

Dad arrived home from work escorted by two agents, one in the front passenger seet, oneinthe



back. | watched from the kitchen window as he pulled the car into the driveway. | was surprised that
he was driving. Considering that the NSA had been around my father now for a couple of weeks,
they must know about his acoholism. | wouldn't get into acar he was driving.

Only one of the agents carried aharpoon gun. He held it inside his coat as they walked to the
house, but it was dark out, and he didn't bother to close the coat.

| jumped him to the airport in Seville just after he entered the house. The other guard | jumped
to Cairo. When | came back, Dad was running across the lawn to his car.

When he reached the door, | jumped to the driver's seat and stared out at him through the

window. At the sametime the car darm went off. He yelled, pushed away from the car, and ran
awkwardly up the Strest. | let him go and jumped back to Washington, D.C.

Thistimehejus sad, "I'm ligening.”

"WhereisMillieHarrison?"

"In asafe place”

"Where?'

"Why should wetdl you?'

| stared at the phone in my hand, then remembered to check the approaches to the booth. | was
standing outside a convenience store in Alexandria. ™Y ou should do alot morethan tell me. Thereare
much more unpleasant places your men could end up than airports. It would've been just as easy to
drop them from high places. Very high places. And it doesn't have to be just your men that | take on
my little trips. What would the president say if | jumped him to Colombiafor alittle chat? | don't think
he's too popular there with certain special-interest groups. Or Cuba? It would be quite a coup:
President goes on fact-finding mission. Whirlwind tour. Surprises even Secret Service."

Cox was dlent for amoment. ™Y ou wouldn't do that."

"Tl’y m"

"l don't have to. We have your girlfriend and you don't know where sheis. Y ou wouldn't do
anything to jeopardize her."

"Why not? Y ourewilling to jeopardize the presdent.”

"l don't think I'm risking anything. Cometalk to us. Help usfigure out how you do what you do.
We can help you. Y ou have theright ideawith this antiterrorist thing. We can get you Rashid
Matar—"

| hung up the phone.



The next morning there were more guards at Milli€'s apartment. | jumped them to Knossos,
Muscat, and Zurich. | was getting to be quite the little travel agency. | hoped it cost the NSA plenty to
fly them home.

When | checked Dad's place it was empty, locked up.

The subway took mewithin two blocks of the Pierce Building. A government building acrossthe
street had no security and | accessed its roof with no trouble. There was aview of the side of the
Pierce Building and its back entrance, the one that led to the parking lot.

The parking lot itself was fenced, with aguard at the gate. Another guard wasin a glass booth at
the building door. Using the binoculars, | watched both guards examine credentials. The onein the
glass booth had to push a button before the building entrance would open.

Mounted closed-circuit television cameras surveyed the parking lot, dl sides of the building, and
even the roof.

| jumped back to Union Station and used the phone.
"Let metalk to Cox."

There was the sound of papersrustling.

"Hdlo."

"Let'smedt.”

"Good. Y ou can cometo my office”

"Don't be supid.”

"Where, then."

"Go to the Capital reflecting pool. Walk up the middle of the grasstoward the Washington
Monument. Alone."

"Who's being stupid now?"

| didn't care how many people he had with him. | just wanted him to think | intended to make
the mesting.

"W, you can bring one other, but leave your wegpons behind. No long coats—nothing that
could hide those nasty harpoon guns. He walks behind you."

We settled for two guards.

"When," he asked.



"Right now. Asyou know, I'll be there before you, so play it Sraight. It's pretty empty on the
Mal right now. I'll be ableto tel if you bring any ringersin.”

| heard him swallow.

"All right. It will take usten minutes”

I hung up the phone, jumped back to the rooftop, and took up the binoculars.

He came out of the building with six other men. Some of them carried the harpoon guns. Four of
the men got into acar and the other two, wearing heavy sweaters but no coats, waked toward a
different car, Cox trailing, careless, expecting the real confrontation to happen a the Mall.

One of the men opened and held the back door for Cox. That'swhen | took him.

Cox was big and heavy, but by now I'd perfected the art of tipping them off balance and
jumping. Just before | disappeared from the parking lot, | heard the agent holding the door start to
yell, the sound cut off in its earliest stages by my trandtion to Texas, fifty feet above the cold, hard
water of the pit.

| jumped to the idand to watch him hit.

Water geysered from the surface, drops of spray dotting my coat. He'd tipped forward after |
released him and hisimpact, though feet-first, was followed by hisfront dapping down, ssomach and
chest. | heard him grunt asthe air was forced out of him.

It took him afew secondsto claw hisway back to the surface and even longer to draw breath.

| hoped it hurt.

He didn't seem as shaken up, though, as some of the others who'd made that drop. He
sidestroked to theidand and actually waked out of the water.

| pointed Barry'sgun at him.

"If I'm not heard from fairly soon, things are going to get very unpleasant for your girlfriend.”

| turned the gun dightly to the side and fired past him, at the water. The dug skipped off the
surface of the water and chipped rock from the cliff face. The noise was deafening, a pal pable shock,
but 1'd seen explosives go off in here. | knew what to expect. Even o, | flinched dightly.

Cox jerked and his eyes narrowed.

"Take off your clothes. Quickly." | moved the gun back in line with his body.

He shook his head. "No, thanks."

| fdlt frustration etching at my calm expression. | fired the pistol again, thistimeto the other side.



Again heflinched, but he gritted histeeth and shook his head.

More and more he reminded me of Dad. Why not. He took away a woman | loved. | lifted the
pistol over my head and jumped, bringing it down on the back of Cox's head from behind, very hard.

Hefdl forward like atree.

| took avery sharp knife from my pocket and cut his clothes off. He carried two guns, but what
| was |ooking for was strapped to histhigh, one of the silver tubes with the antennarunning al the way
down to hissock. It didn't have the barbed point, but it was dangerous for dl that.

| jumped forty miles south, to where the Rio Grande cuts through rock between the U.S. and
Mexico, and threw the tube into the foaming waters. It barely floated and | could seeit bobbing
along, headed for Ddl Rio, via Big Bend Nationa Park.

Back onthelittleidand | finished cutting the rest of Cox's clothes off of him, and jumped them to
Centrd Park in New Y ork City where |eft them in atrash can by the Sheep Meadow. The guns|
put in the diff dweling.

There are enough gunsin New Y ork City aready.

Back inthe pit, | rolled Cox over and checked his pupils, holding his eyelids open. They seemed
to be the same size and both reacted to the light. His body was covered with goose bumps but his
breething seemed dl right. The sun was shining into the pit and the temperature was in the Sixties. Cox
was probably better off without hiswet clothes on, anyway.

| jJumped to K Mart in Stillwater, Oklahoma, bought a deeping bag, and returned. It zipped all
theway open. | spread it on the ground beside Cox, rolled him onto one haf, then zipped it back up,
around him.

There was aswelling on the back of Cox's head that seeped adight amount of blood. It
reminded me of my mugging, when I'd first got to New Y ork.

Again, | hoped it hurt him, but the mean thought made mefed bad. It made mefed petty. It
made mefed like him.

Shit. It made mefed like Dad.

EIGHTEEN

Cox awoke to find the chemica toilet besde him and asign that said, DON'T POLLUTE THE
POND, IT'SYOUR DRINKING WATER. | dso |eft abottle of ibuprofen and alarge glass of
water. | watched him from the center of theidand, lying on the ground under the mesguite bushes,
and peering through the grass. | didn't want to be around him when he woke up.

Then why are you watching?



It reminded me of Sunday mornings at home. Dad would wake up with ahangover and | would
walk on eggshells until he got hisfirst two cups of coffee down. But I would hang around the house,
because he needed me then. Needed meto fix his coffee, needed meto fix him breskfast. When he
was hung over, there wasn't any danger of violence.

That would come | ater.

Cox was having trouble focusing on the note. He kept moving it closer and farther away. Findly,
though, he put it down and took the ibuprofen. He moved very carefully, occasondly twisting his
neck to one Sde, like it was tiff.

| jumped to D.C., to the subway stop at Union Station. | was going to call the NSA and start
bargaining for Millie, but when | was dropping the quarter in the phone | saw aman reading a
newspaper and waiting for thetrain. My first thought was that he might be an NSA agent, one of
many scattered around the city, but then | saw the headline facing me.

"Shiite Extremists Hijack Cruise Ship." Below was adistant shot of agleaming white ship. Side
by side with that photo was a picture of Rashid Matar.

| jJumped to New Y ork and called MMM.

The operator said, "Ah, Mr. Ross, we have alot of materia for you. There's been ahijacking of
aship.”

"l just saw a paper. Where?"'
"It's off of Alexandria, in Egypt.”

| gritted my teeth. 1'd never flown into thelittle airport there. "There was a picture of Rashid
Matar in the paper. Isheinvolved?!

"That isthe Reutersreport.”

"Ah. Any numbers? How many passengers, how many terrorists?"

"At least five terrorists. One hundred and thirty passengers. One hundred and five crew.”

"Why so many crew?"'

"The Argos isalarge luxury yacht. The cruise was booked by the Metropolitan Museum of Art,
herein New Y ork. It's mostly wedlthy benefactors of the museum. Nearly al of them are American.
Therés one English couple. The crew is Greek."

"How far offshore are they?"

| heard the rustling of paper. "None of these say. The video of the ship wastaken by a
helicopter, but it didn't show the shore."

"Do you know where the mediaare? Where they're covering thisfrom?"



"NO."
"Okay, thanks."

| jumped to London. | had to change some money before | could use a public call box to dia
the Reuters number on Corseau's card. A voice with aBritish accent said, "Middle East Desk."

| spoke quickly. "I have some urgent information for Jean-Paul Corseau. Do you know where |
canresch him?'

"We can pass amessageto him."
"Thisisfor hisearsonly."

"I'm sorry, it'srealy not our policy to give out our reporters whereabouts. If you give mea
number, perhaps| can have him cal you?'

"No." | paused. "I gave him alift to Cairo recently. Does that mean anything to you?"

Hewas quiet for amoment. "That wild story? He was nearly fired. So you're the chap who
stops hijackings?'

"es"
"Why not come chat with us? Wed loveto do astory.”
"Jean-Paul Corseau. Now."

"How do | realy know you're the one?"

"I'm hanging up. Three... two... one—"

"Okay, okay. He's staying a the Metropole in Alexandria, but the mediais covering the story
from Fort Qait Bey on the eastern harbor."

"Thanks"

In Cairo the airport termina swarmed with men who wanted to change my money at very
favorable rates and children who followed me crying, " Baksheesh! Baksheesh!" At theinformation
desk | asked when the next commuter flight to El Iskandariyawas. The woman said the daily flight
had aready |eft but that the train was very comfortablein first class, only six hoursfrom the Cairo
rallway station near Ramses Square.

From what 1'd read, it could take over an hour to get to the train station in bad traffic and, in
Cairo, there was no other kind.

A half hour later and three thousand dollars poorer, | was airbornein aBdll helicopter, traveling



northwest at four thousand feet. 1'd promised the pilot abonus if we reached the eastern harbor in
under an hour.

"That'sHdiopolis," he said, pointing to asection just west of the airport and, to me,
indistinguishable from the rest of Cairo's sprawl. "Wereflying over Heliopolisin my helicopter.”

George, the pilot, was Egyptian, but he was proud of his overprecise English. | pushed the talk
button on my headset and said, "Heliopolis. Hdlicopter. Very witty." Idiot. | wasn't feding very jolly.

Whilethey'd fueled the helicopter George told me hisusua passengers were oil executives
heading east to the Sinal or very rich tourists who wanted to see Gizawithout risking Cairo'straffic.

The helicopter swung west and George said, "Abu Rawash." He pointed down on his side of the
helicopter. | found it on the map spread across my knees. He was pointing at a pyramid, but |
couldn't seeit from my sde.

"Why so far west?"

He pointed again, thistime straight ahead at athin dark line that stretched across desert. "We
follow the pipdine. Direct route, very fast.”

| looked down at the map again. The SUMED pipeline ran from the Gulf of Suez at Ain Sukhna
to the Mediterranean just west of Alexandria, bringing Arab oil from the Gulf countriesto Western
markets. Egypt had very little oil of itsown, but at least it could make some revenue from itstransfer,
both through the pipeline and through the Suez Cand.

Off to the eat of our route, where the Nile Delta gave way to the desert, | could see vegetation
that was startlingly greener than the brown scrub below, avisblelinethat said, " The water stops
here." | tracked our progress by the secondary roads we crossed. Shortly after crossing Secondary
Road 7 the desert turned to dunes and we headed due north, splitting away from the pipeline. Again
we approached the edge of the Delta. On the horizon | began to see the ocean.

Alexandriagrew, along strip of city along the sea. It was backed by Lake Maryut so it dmost
looked an idand from our gpproach; then we were cutting across a thin strip of land and running
northeast, along the shore over petroleum docks, over the western harbor. Commercid traffic and
ancient dhows spotted the inner harbor with cruise ships anchored or docked.

All of the cruise shipsweretoo big to be the Argos.

Then we pulled over an even thinner strip of land and passed over an ancient, weathered fort.

"El Atta," said George.

Only alittle farther up the shore, on asmal finger of land that protected the eastern harbor,
another fort challenged the sea.

"Qait Bey." George pointed, checking hiswatch. | looked at mine. Fifty-seven minutes since
weld lifted off in Cairo.



"Good job," | told him, and he smiled.

Helanded 250 yards from Qait Bey, at the helicopter landing pad at the Ingtitute of
Oceanography and Fisheries. | dug his bonus out of my bag, five hundred dollars, and gaveit to him.
Then | hit thetalk button and said, " Another five hundred for one short flight.”

"How long?1 will need torefud if itisvery long."

"L essthan fifteen minutes. Twenty a the mog."

He nodded. "When?1 cannot block their landing pad for very long."

I looked around the landing pad, acquiring it asajump sSte. "Ten minutes.”

The street was called Qasr Ras El Tin on the inset map 1'd studied in the helicopter, but the
Street Sgn wasin Arabic so | didn't know for sure. There was an English sign for the fort. The porter

wouldn't take my admisson feein U.S. currency, so | jumped past him.

The presswere easy to find, on the parapet, looking out to seawith binoculars and telephoto
lenses. In the distance, awhite ship with a blue smokestack was anchored a mile offshore.

Corseau, the Reuters reporter, was talking to an Egyptian Army officer. | waved a him and he
broke off his conversation immediately and walked over to me, taking me by the elbow and leading
me down the stairs away from the rest of the reporters.

"| talked to my office an hour ago. What took you so long to get here?"

| thought about telling him the truth, that | couldn't jump someplace | hadn't been. | didn't want
them to know my limits, though.

"Held up intraffic,” | said. "Agtrd planedl fucked up.” We were winding down asmall staircase,
hidden from view. | stopped him and said, "I'm going out there, but | need as much information as|
can get. Hold sill.”

| moved behind him and he said, "Wait—"

| jJumped usto the helipad.

"—aminute!" | released him and he spun around, then steadied when he realized that hedd only
come about aquarter of amile. He exhaed adeep breath. | motioned him into the backseet of the
helicopter. He took a headset hanging above his seat and put it on. His eyes were large, but he'd
obvioudy been in helicopters before, reaching for the strgps and buckling himsdlf in.

| climbed in and pointed my thumb at the sky. By the time I'd my headset on and was buckled
in, George had the blades up to speed and lifted off the pad.

When we could see the ocean | pointed at the distant yacht. "A big circle, around that boat, a
couple of hundred feet above the water. Don't get too close.”



George nodded.

"Can you hear me, Jean-Paul?" | looked over my shoulder.
He thumbed the switch. "Yes"

"Tell meabout it."

"Only if | get ared interview out of it thistime."

"All right." | didn't hesitate. | wanted Matar very badly.

Corseau looked surprised, then spoke. Y esterday afternoon they et a heart-attack victim and
hiswife off the ship. She confirmed that there were a |east five terrorists on board. From pictures she
identified the leader as Rashid Matar. They're armed with machine guns, pistols, and grenades. They
aso claim that they've mined the fudl tanks with plastic explosive which can be detonated at second's
notice by radio control.”

George reached the Argos and began hiscircle, clockwise so my side faced the ship. | used the
binoculars as | listened to Corseau.

The ship was alittle over ahundred yards long and about fifty feet wide. Therewas abridge
deck forward of the smokestack, a cabin deck with a pool at the back, and below that alevel with a
large sunbathing deck at the back. Therewas alarge radio and instrument mast sticking up from the
back of the bridge deck. A line hung with miniature flags ran from the tip of the mast forward to the
bow and backward to a spar that stuck up just forward of the swimming pool's yellow and brown
striped awning. The way they flapped briskly in the wind reminded me of aused-car lot.

Two men with machine guns stood on the roof of the bridge deck. They werelooking our way.

George looked at me, surprise on hisface. "'l am receiving radio direction from army authorities
to clear away from the ship.”

| chose ajump site, behind the smokestack, among large white ventilators. The two terrorists
atop the bridge were staring at the helicopter. One of them lifted hisgun and | saw the end of the
barrd blink repestedly, like he were taking flash pictures.

"Get out of herel" | kept the binoculars on the jump site, working for it, worried | wasn't close
enough. The helicopter dipped and spun wildly and | was afraid we'd been hit, but it was George
taking evasive maneuvers. "Back to the Oceanography Ingtitute.” | loosened the safety harness, pulled
more money out of my little bag and clipped it to the preflight checklist clipboard. "Therésyour fee,
George." | looked over my shoulder at Corseau. "Later, Jean-Paul."

| jumped.

The deck vibrated dightly and | knew that if not engines, then at least generators were running.
The flags on the line above me cracked in the wind. Off in the distance the sound of ahelicopter in



flight was fading. Other than that | heard nothing—no gunshots, voices, cries, or whispers. | might be
alone on the broad ocean.

| wondered if Cox's head had stopped hurting yet.

Using the dentist's mirror | peered around the smokestack. | could only see one of the terrorists
atop the bridge. Every so often, though, he lifted aradio to hislips and spoke, the sound lost in the
wind.

| wondered if he could st off the radio-controlled explosions. Or if any of them could.

At the back of the bridge deck, on the other side of the smokestack, there was adoor. | jumped
there, just besideit. A dight overhang prevented discovery from above. | used the mirror to peer
through the entrance. A narrow, door-lined central passage led forward to the bridge itself. Nobody
wasin sght.

| eased my way in, checking out the open doorways with the mirror. I'd amost reached the
radio room, near the bridge itsalf, when | heard a chair creak and afootstep scuff the floor. | jumped
back to the outside, by the rear door of the deckhouse. Footsteps sounded in the hall and receded. |
used the mirror carefully, in time to see aman at the other end of the passage step into the bridge and
turnright.

| jumped back to the passageway just outside the radio room. The mirror showed an empty
room, shelves of impressive equipment. | eased forward, past the captain's cabin, then looked into the
bridgeitself. Nobody. The whedl stood motionless—radar, loran, chart table unattended. A narrow
stairway descended to the next deck on both sides of the bridge. Overhead | heard one of the men on
the roof walking back and forth with dightly dragging footsteps.

The man from the radio room had gone right—starboard, | corrected myself—so | went down
the port Sde very dowly, very carefully.

The stairways opened on the next deck, on the outside. | eased the port door open and walked
very closeto thewadls, shieding myself from the two men above. Thiswas easier said than done,
because deck chairslined thewall and | had to either step carefully over or squeeze around them. The
lifeboats were on this deck, hung on davits over therailings.

A door led into an air-conditioned central compartment, large stairwell in the middle, narrow
corridor running aft lined with stateroom doors. Immediately to my |eft on entering the interior wasa
door labeled CASTOR GALLERY . There were no sounds from this deck but | thought | heard
something from the stairwell so | eased downiit.

Fortunatdly, it was thickly carpeted.

At the bottom, another narrow hallway ran aft down the center of the boat. On the port side of
the boat was aglass door |abeled COFFEE LOUNGE. On the starboard side was a hallway leading
forward, from which the noise seemed to be coming. | peered carefully around a mahogany-trimmed
corner. About seventy feet forward, where the hallway opened onto alarger space, aman stood, his
back to me, machine gun held at the ready. Beyond him | saw people crowded together, sitting on the
furniture or thefloor.



The doorway framed only asmall segment of that space but there were a lot of peoplevisible.

| pulled back and went into the coffee lounge on the other side of the stairway. It was deserted,
alight, cheerful narrow room decorated as a café. Another glass door at the far end was labeled
BAR. It also was deserted, but that door was locked. | jumped to the other side. Thisroom was pure
men's club, dark wood paneling and |leather-upholstered chairs. The bottles behind the bar were dll
secured with little leather loops, for rough weeather. A glass door at the far end was curtained.

A sgn beside the door indicated that beyond it was the Golden Fleece Main Lounge. | pushed
the curtain ever so dightly to one side. | waswilling to lay betsthat al 225 passengers and crew were
crowded into that space.

The passengers were dressed formally, though rumpled. Most of the men'stieswere dangling or
off. Severd women looked like they'd spent far too much timein girdles. Others wore men's jackets
over their shoulders and leaned together. Nobody was talking.

The crew clustered together, officers and deckhandsin whites, waiters and waitresses in dark
uniforms, maids with gprons, cooksin more white, one with achefs hat in hishand, barely
recognizable from two days of twisting.

The captain, awhite-haired man whose tanned legs were hard and muscled under hisuniform
shorts, sat in achair, surrounded by his officers seated on the floor. They sat in front of the other
hostages asiif they could shied them from harm. The captain's face wasimpassive, but his hands kept
turning his hat around and around and around.

Thelady who'd been rel eased the day before was wrong. There werefiveterroristsin the
lounge, three of them holding machine guns on the crowd, and the other two in conference. That
meant therewere at least seveninal.

More and more, | doubted the existence of other teleports. Cox's reactions and my research
seemed to point that way. Still, | sure could use afew more tel eports about then.

| assumed that one of the terrorists talking was the man 1'd followed from the radio room. The
other was Rashid Matar.

| stared at him, eyes narrowed. My immediate, most overpowering impulse wasto jJump himto
just outside of my cliff dwelling, an areawith nothing under it but two hundred feet of air. Well, after
that, there was some rock and cactus, but the first two hundred fedt...

Seven terrorists. My stomach hurt arid | could taste bile at the back of my throat.

The man who'd been watching the radio room finished talking with Matar and left. Matar turned
and | saw that he had aradio in aleather holster, like the man on the bridge roof, but that a smaller
radio hung from his neck on alanyard, black plastic with ared button on itsface.

| looked at the other terrorists, to seeif they had one of these. They carried Uzis and four
grenades apiece, clipped to the leather harness that supported their gun belts. Extra clips of anmo
hung from the backs of the beltsin leather cases. While they aso had the holstered radios, they didn't
seem to have the bomb transmitter.



It was too much to hope that they were bluffing about the bomb. Rashid had already
demonstrated his proficiency with radio-detonated explosives.

| jJumped back to the coffee shop by the main stairwell and peeked through the door. The
stairway was empty. One deck down was the purser's office and reception. There was amap of the
ship laminated to the reception desk and | sudied it carefully.

Where | stood, at reception, was on the Dionysos Deck, one of four decks with cabins. The
deck above, where the passengers were being held, was caled the Venus Deck. The deck with the
swimming pool was called the Apollo Deck. One flight down was the Poseidon Deck, and it had less
than haf the cabins of the other decks, since that wasthe leve of the engine room.

| went down, carefully, but the next deck also seemed deserted. There was adoor at the
bottom, behind the stairs. It said ship's personnel only. There was aglass portholein the middle of it. |
didn't eventry to openit. | just studied the white-painted passage beyond, and jumped into it.

The background hum that I'd felt above was audible in here, the distant sound of adiesd engine.
| walked faster, confident that the noise would cover my passage. | passed through another door and
found mysdf in the engine room, on a catwalk that ran between two huge diesel engines, each taller
than | was. They were till, but at the front of the compartment, the diesel generators I'd suspected
ran steadily, providing power for the air-conditioning.

The chief engineer's office was forward of the engine room, asmdl cubbyholefilled with books
and rolled-up plans. | pawed through the drawings, scattering them like autumn leaves, until | found
the one that showed the diesdl tanks. There were two of them, starboard and port, double-reinforced
bulkheads forward of the engine compartment.

According to the plans, the tanks fronted on the outsde walls of several compartments of the
Poseidon Deck, including the chief engineer's office. It was the work of amoment, though, to
determine that the explosiveswere not in there, and | worked my way forward, blueprint in hand,
examining al the possible rooms.

| didn't find them. So | went upstairs at the front of the boat, till in the crew area, and found
myself inthe galley. According to the plans, the tops of the tank butted on the floor of the galley on
the starboard side, aswell asthe floor of the passengers dining room on both sides of the ship. There
wereno explogvesinthe gdley.

| moved carefully into the dining room. It was directly below the Golden Fleece Lounge, where
al the hostages were, and an open stairway at the forward end of the room led up to there.

There were no explosivesin the dining room ether.

Could it mean that Matar had been bluffing? That there were no explosivesrigged to detonate
thefud?

Another possibility occurred to me. What if they'd seded the explosives, somehow, and lowered
them into one of the tanks through the fueling spigots? According to the plans, those pipeswere
fourteen centimetersingde diameter, amost seven inches.



Somebody was crying upstairs, and someone e se began shouting. | moved back into the galley
to think.

It seemed unlikely that Matar would have put the bombsinside the tanks. The double steel
bulkhead would have interfered with radio transmission. It also seemed unlikely that he would have
bluffed about the bomb.

| looked around. A cooking range with sixteen burners stretched down one wall of the galey,
large stainless-sted pots standing. Walk-in refrigerators and freezerslined the far wall. A bank of
ovens covered yet another.

Cooking range?

| flipped one of the knobs. Bight blue flames erupted from the burner. Cooking gasl Much more
explosive than diesdl fuel and probably closer to the hostages. | thought abouit trying to trace the gas
lines, but instead jumped back to the chief engineer's office and searched through more drawings.

The cooking gaswas kept in alarge cylindricd tank behind the galley in a separately ventilated
room. | jumped back to the galley and found a door leading forward. Thefirst door on theright, a
gasketed sea door with steel dogs, was labeled PROPANE GAS STORAGE—NO SMOKING.

Two massive lengths of chain secured the door, running to large security padlocksthet <till had
the price stickers affixed. There was no inset window or bull's-eye and no way | could get past the
door.

For one long desperate minute | considered going after one of the NSA guns, thereal ones, not
the tranquilizers, and just shooting Matar, grabbing the detonator, and jumping away.

Supid, the idea isto avoid killing anybody, especially hostages.
Even Matar?

| looked at the plans again. There was no other way to get into the room. The ventilators were
lengths of pipe, twigting, not even providing aview within.

Timeto get rid of the detonator, then.

I jJumped back to the closed and shrouded bar and peeked past the curtains again. One of the
terrorists was taking passengers to the bathroom in relays of four. Rashid was pacing back and forth,
occasondly lifting his holstered radio to speak. The detonator swung back and forth on his neck

lanyard.

| jumped back to the centra hall on the Apollo Deck and went back through the central
passageway to the pool. There was another bar, poolside. Shielded from the terrorists on the bridge
roof by the bar awning, | looked over the side. From this deck there was a drop of about thirty feet to
the water below. It wasn't my pit, but it would do. | studied therailing carefully, then jumped back to
the bar.

The next group of passengers went up the hallway with their guard. Thisleft two men standing at



the corners of the lounge, machine guns covering the group, and Matar pacing up and down between
them.

| took a deep breath and hoped, very strongly, that Matar had the only detonator for the bomb
by the propane tank.

Matar didn't have time to scream, didn't have time to even reach for the detonator. He was
dropping from fifty feet up into the pit in Texas and | was back in the lounge, grabbing the terrorist
next to the hallway and dropping him off the port side of Apollo Deck.

He pulled the trigger on his machine gun al the way down, until he hit the water. | was back,
hidden behind the curtain in the bar, then, and | heard the distant Stutter stop.

Theremaining terrorist in the lounge was screaming &t the passengersto get down. Hewas
looking around wildly, trying to seein al directions at once; then, like a snake, he darted forward and
dragged the captain from his chair and backed againgt the wall. He let his machine gun swing oniits
shoulder strap and pulled the pistol from his holster and placed it against the back of the captain's
head, the other arm around the captain's throat.

Oh, God, don't....

| was afraid he might kill him out of hand, but he didn't. He just stood there, back protected by
thewall, pistol ready to splatter the captain'sbrainsal over the lounge.

| jumped to the passageway on the bridge deck. The man on radio watch was charging away
from me, forward, toward the bridge, his machine gun at the ready. | jumped forward, to the bridge,
and tripped him as he came through the door. His gun went off as hefell, exploding the glass
windshield outward. He fell toward the whed and | kicked him in the ssomach as he tried to catch
himsdf. His head dammed into the post. | bent to pick him up, to drop him off the rear of the ship,
and bulletstore the air over my head.

| jumped back to the rear of the ship without the wounded terrorist. That destination was
aready in my head. | heard shouting from the bridge deck and peeked around the awning. One of the
terrorists was till on top of the bridge, but another stood on the deck below, just outside the bridge.
He must have been the one who shot at me.

| jumped and an ingtant later he splashed into the water off the rear of the ship, followed in
seconds by the terrorist on the bridge roof.

Back in the main lounge, the terrorist with the bathroom party had returned, driving them in front
of him with kicks and occasiona shots of hisgun into the ceiling. | shivered. The Stuation looked very
unstable. | wondered if they'd start killing passengers or settle down if | Ieft them aone for amoment
or two.

| jJumped back to the bridge. Theterrorist I'd tripped was getting dowly to his feet, one hand to
his forehead where a scalp wound dripped red. | dropped him into the sea. Hewas still groggy so |
opened alabeled locker and threw half a dozen life jackets over the side, then jumped back to the
bar to see how things were going in the main lounge.



All the hostages were on the floor, some facedown, covering their heads, sometrying to hide
behind tables and chairs. Both terrorists had a hostage apiecein front of them, sitting on chairs. The
captain was one of them, and an e derly woman looking incredibly out of placeinamink stolesat in
the other chair. Each of them had apistol pressed against the back of their neck, bowing their head
forward asif they were praying.

Perhaps they were.
If only one of them had agun pressed to their head, | might be able to do something.

| jJumped to the dining room on the deck below and started up the stairs, walking deliberately,
dowly. In my hand was my iron rod, gripped o it ran up the ingde of my arm, out of sight. Therewas
avery strong desireto teke al my fear and rage out on Matar, back in Texas, leaving the remaining
hostagesto survive or die.

Get agrip.

| walked into the lounge, stepping over cowering passengers asif they were branches strewn
across the ground. When the terrorists saw me, they must have thought | was one of the passengers.

"Get down!™ the one on my right screamed. | kept walking forward, toward the middle of the
ship, hafway between them.

"Getdown | sad!"

| could see the swest on hisface and the sweat on the captain's high forehead, captive and
captor, linked in fear. | watched both terrorists carefully, my moves preprogrammed, awaiting only
the right movement.

The other terrorist broke firgt, jerked his gun from the woman's head and pointed it at me. |
jumped and the rod came down and across the barrel of the other terrorist's gun, smashing it away
from the captain. It went off by the captain's ear and | swung the rod up, backhanded into the
terrorist'sface, then jJumped again, to smash the gun of the other terrorist asit moved back to the
woman's neck. He yelled and lesped for me. | let him grapple, then jumped to the rear of the ship,
thirty feet above the waves, to let him wrestle with the water.

Back in the cabin, the captain had agun in his hand and the terrorist flat on the floor. He was
removing the grenades from the terrorist's harness. He looked up at me and smiled warily. Then
someone screamed.

On the port sde of the lounge, awoman in amaid's uniform lay on the floor, one hand
outstretched. The carpet wasred under her. | jumped to her side. Oh, god, oh, god, oh, god. Shed
been hit in the chest by the bullet intended for the captain. | couldn't fed apulse. No!

People pressed forward. " Get back!" | screamed. | hardly recognized my voice. | stooped and
picked her up asgently as| could, then jumped to the Adams Cowley Shock Trauma Center in
Bdtimore.

They worked on her for two hours, but she didn't makeiit.



PART 7:

OLLY,OLLY,IN COME FREE

NINETEEN

"Next time, let me pack abag so | can stay longer.”

Perston-Smythe sounded only mildly peeved, dmost philosophica about it. Out of curiosity |
asked, "How did you get out of Turkey?'

"They flew meoutinaU.S. Air Force jet—no passport control.” His voice becamealittle
grimmer. "What did you do with Cox?"

| turned around and scanned the approaches to the phone booth. " Cox isfine. Return Millie
Harrison.”

"What makes you think the NSA has her?"

"I don't havetimefor thisbullshit! Cox admitted he had her. Tell Cox'sbossthat if he doesn't let
her go, I'll start giving littletripsto every NSA employee| can get my hands on. Expensive. If that
doesn't work, I'll start on presidential staff.”

"BU—"
I hung up the phone and jumped to the cliff overlooking the pit in Texas.

Seated on the beach of thelittleidand, Matar and Cox faced each other, several feet apart.
Matar sat in his underwear, his pants and shirt spread on mesquite bushes, drying. Cox, still naked,
sat on the corner of the deeping bag, the rest of it wrapped around him. He had Matar's pistol and
two of Matar's grenades. Matar had a split lip and ablack eye.

| appeared directly behind Cox and pressed the cold, hard end of my stedl rod into his neck.
The position waslike that of the two terrorists from the Argos with their hostages seated before them.
Cox diffened and | said, "Hand me the gun.”

Hereversed it and passed it over hisleft shoulder. | put it in my coat pocket. "Now the
grenades.” When both of them were in the other coat pocket | jumped away, to the cliff dwelling, and
added the gun and grenades to the growing arsena on thetable.

For amoment | stared at them, the plastic gun of the Basque terrorist, Cox's tranquilizer pistal,
and the dmaost ubiquitous nine-millimeter automatics of the others.

| picked up one of the nine-millimetersin my right hand and one of the grenadesin my left. Little



bang and big bang. The maid on the Argos died of anine-millimeter bullet passing through her aorta
and semilunar heart valves. The grenade reminded me of Mom's degth, but, for some reason, it
reminded me even more of the human bomb. | guess the two days cleaning up hisbody |eft their
mark.

Why do people make these things?

| shuddered and put the weapons back on the table.

"Itisour policy not to negotiate with terrorigts.”
| stared at the phone, my eyeswide. | was speechless and very, very angry.

"Areyou gill there?' The voice belonged to an unnamed officia in the NSA. Perston-Smythe
introduced him as one of Cox's supervisors.

"What the fuck do you mean by that?'

"It isthe policy of this government not to negotiate with terrorists.™
"Do you mean to tell methat you consider me aterrorist?

He sounded dmost prim. "Certainly. Y ou've taken a hostage.”

"Terrorids," | sad, gritting my teeth, "attack the innocent to achieve their gods. If you're about
to tell methat you consder Cox an innocent bystander, then this conversation isover.”

"Terrorigs are—"

"Oh, fuck it! Y ouwant aterrorist action so you can consider me aterrorist? Thereé's no way you
can keep me out of your nuclear arsenas. Where do you want the first one to go off? The Pentagon?
The White House? The Capitol building? How about Moscow or Kiev? Wouldn't that be interesting?
Do you think they'd launch?"

Hisvoicewasalot less prim. ™Y ou wouldn't do that."

"Wdl, asamatter of fact, | wouldn't. BECAUSE I'M NOT A TERRORIST!" | danmed the
phone down on the hook and jumped.

Matar had afist-sized rock in his hand when | jumped back. He was crouching on agrassy
piece of shore, watching Cox carefully. Cox sat on his deeping bag severd yards away, apparently
ignoring Matar, but his back wasn't turned.



At my appearance, Matar shrunk back. Cox yawned pointedly but looked interested when he
saw the bucket of chicken. | set it down and walked away, up theidand away from them. Cox
reached the chicken, piled severa pieces on the lid of the tub,—and withdrew to his deeping bag.
Then Matar came up, examined the bucket, and took it back to his grassy spot.

Heturned his head toward me and said, "The Colond's origina recipeis better.”

| was surprised. His English was colloquia, American-accented. It disturbed me because it
made him more human and violated the image 1'd been carrying in my head. The monster that killed
my mother shouldn't talk like a human. | remembered Perston-Smythe's lecture about preconceptions
and prgjudice. Christ, Davy, are only Americans human?

Cox finished his second piece of chicken. "How long are you going to keep me here?

His question reminded me of hisbosss commentsand | regained some of my anger. "Aslong as
necessary. If you'd like to tell me where they're holding Ms. Harrison, | might be able to speed things

up.”

He shrugged. "To tell you the truth, 1've no idea. Some safe house. | don't even know the phone
number—my secretary connected me when | needed to talk to them.”

| stared &t him, my face blank. | wondered if he wastelling the truth. "How's your head?'
Hewinced. "It'sokay. | could use some coffee, though.”

| looked back at Matar. He sat cross-legged on the grass. His narrow face made his dark eyes
seem bigger than they were. | looked back at Cox. "Does he know why he's here?!

Cox shook hishead. "He doesn't want to talk to me. When he came ashore we had alittle
argument about hiswegpons.

Matar looked at Cox, then spat on the ground.
"Do you want coffee?" | asked him.
After amoment Matar nodded dowly. "With sugar and cream.”

| raised my eyebrows at Cox and he said, "Black, please.” | think the "pleass” was autometic. |
turned back to Matar and said, "My mother was Mary Niles."

Matar frowned, like the name was familiar, but he couldn't placeit.

"Y ou murdered her in Cyprus. Y ou blew her to pieces on the runway with aremotely detonated
bomb." And you don't even remember her name.

| jJumped to aNew Y ork deli and bought two large coffeesin Styrofoam cups. There were no
other customersand | paid with shaking hands, walked outside, and jumped back to the pit in less
than two minutes,



Once again, Matar flinched when | appeared. His expression had changed—his eyeswere a
little wider and hismouth dightly open.

| jumped and appeared immediately in front of him. He fell back and started scrambling away
from me. | set his coffee on the ground, then jumped close to Cox, handing him his coffee.

Cox jerked, but covered well. | jumped to the cliff dwelling, picked up achair and jumped back
to the idand about twenty feet away from both of them. | sat down, one leg crossed over the other,
and stared at them.

Matar dowly approached the coffee and picked it up carefully, like it might bite him. He
removed the lid and sniffed.

"It'snot poisoned,” | said.

"What are you?'Y ou conjure things from nowhere."
"Perhgps I'm an &frit, agenie. Perhaps I'm an ange.”
Cox watched this exchange with interest.

"Perhapsyou are Shaitan,” said Matar.

| raised my eyebrows and Cox obligingly said, " Satan.”

| smiled asmilethat didn't touch my eyes. The blood drained from Matar'sface. "Perhaps,” |
sad. "Welcometo hdl.”

"Areyou ready to release Millie Harrison?!
"We don't negotiate with terrorigts.”

"I'mnot aterrorist.” | said it tiredly. "Besides, that's bullshit. The U.S. has always negotiated
with terrorists, no matter what it's said. Why do you think we sold armsto Iran?"

"Reease Brian Cox. Well think about it."

"MillieHarrisonisbeing illegaly held. Brian Cox kidnapped her. Whoistheterroris? Whois
attacking the innocent? Release her and I'll give you back Cox."

| hung up.

| brought firewood down to the idand in the pit, matches, and newspaper. The wood was desert
scrub, dry as parchment, and burned brightly. Matar and Cox moved close to the heat. With the sun
down it was cold in the pit. | fetched my chair and sat, the three of us forming the points of an



equilaterd triangle. Sparks rode the smoke straight up in the il air, fading among cold pinpoints of
Sarlight.

"Where are you redly from?' Cox asked.

"Stanville. Ohio. United States of America. North American Continent. Earth. Sol System.
Milky Way Gaaxy." | added the last three to leave him wondering. Are there more of me, Cox?

He narrowed his eyes and stared at me. | shrugged and went back to looking at Matar, hunched
closetothefire, hiseyes darting back and forth between Cox and myself.

Findly | sad, "Why?Why did you kill her?"

Matar straightened. "Why?Why does your government support Isradli fascism in Lebanon?
Why did your country overthrow the democratic government of Iran to put the Shah back in power?
Why do your oil companiesrob our countries of their wealth and power. Why does the west profane
our religion, spit on our beliefs and holy places.”

My stomach hurt. "Did my mother do any of thosethings? | know why you're angry with my
government. Why don't you attack them instead of helplesswomen and children? Isthis honorable? Is
this something Mohammed would have wanted?'

He spat into thefire. Y ou know nothing of honor! Y our government has no honor. You are
godlesstools of Satan. Y our mother died for ajust cause. She wasn't avictim—she was amartyr.
Y ou should be proud.”

I hit him in the face, jumping close and punching upward from a crouched position. My hand
glanced off his cheekbone and he went over backward. | felt asharp pain from my knuckles, then
jumped again to avoid hisfoot as he kicked out at me. He scrambled to hisfeet and | drew back my
arm and jumped, appearing behind him. | struck him in the lower back over hiskidney. He twisted
away, clutching a hissde. He swung a me with hisleft hand and | jumped again, dapping hisface
with my open hand, hard as | could. Then again from another angle, rocking his head back. He
covered hisface with both handsand | kicked himin the groin.

He dropped to the ground and | kicked him again and again. Herolled away in abdl, covering
his head, trying to cover hisfront with hiselbows, protecting his groin with hisknees. ™Y ou should be
proud!” | screamed at him. ™Y ou're amartyr to the cause." | chased him, not bothering to jump, just
step, kick, step, kick, until he splashed into the cold, cold water of the shallows.

Oh, Christ. What am | doing? I'm worse than Dad.

| was sobbing, tears running down my face, my arms shaking. | turned. Cox was standing by the
fire, hismouth open, saring. | jumped away, to the dliff dwelling, out of Sght, hiding my shame.

Wrapped in blankets that smelled faintly of Millie, I curled up on the bed. My father's face kept
intruding, warped in anger. Suddenly, | sat up in bed, astray thought stabbing deep into my core and
resonating with perfect truth.

The men in the pit were responsible for taking away the women | loved. Cox took Millie. Rashid



took Mom. But then, so did Dad....

His house was till empty, locked. Not even NSA. Maybe they were doing everything remotely,
afraid I'd jJump more agents to the Middle East. | jumped to the downtown sidewalk and found him at
the end of the bar in Gil's. Through the large plate-glasswindow, | saw that he had a glass of
amber-colored liquid in front of him and he was staring at it like it was a snake, his hands spread to
ather sdeof it, flat on the bar's surface. At one point he started to pick it up, but he jerked his hand
away fromit, likeit was hot.

Hedidn't drink from the glass until he saw me walk in the door; then his eyes opened wide and
he dugged it down quickly, likel might take it away from him.

"What are you doing here?' His voice was half angry, haf scared. He shrank back away from
me on the barstool even though | stopped halfway down the narrow room.

My hands hurt when | flexed them in my coat pockets. The knuckles of my right hand throbbed
and | thought they were swdlling. The pain reminded me of Matar'sface as| hit it again and again. |
wanted to do the same to this man.

"What do you want?" Thistime fear predominated, desperation rattling the voice. He was louder
than before and the bartender glanced hisway.

| jumped, grabbed him from behind, and released him to sprawl forward onto the sand in the pit,
hisface afew feet from thefire. He scrambled back away from the light and stood.

Matar was on the far Sde of thefire, shivering, his hands held up suddenly, to protect himself.
Hiswet clothes were steaming. Cox was farther back, sitting up, wrapped in his deeping bag in the
chair I'd |eft there.

Dad looked back and forth, bewildered. Not angry, not scared, but bewildered. This made me
even angrier.

| jumped and hit him, an uppercut with my damaged knuckles that snapped his mouth shut with a
click. Hefel over backward and | jumped back to thefire, clutching my sore hand to my chest.
Matar scrambled away from the circle of light, into the darkness.

"Isit my turn, next?'

"Huh?'

Cox sat upinthechair. "l said, isit my turn now? Aslong asyou'rein the business. Should |
stand up?' He made asif to stand.

"Shut up. Sit down.”
He settled back. "That's your father, isn't it?"

| glared at Cox.



Dad was sitting up, both hands on his jaw, moaning. | wanted to hit him again, even more than |
wanted to keep punishing Matar.

Cox spoke again. "Y ou've taken your timein striking back at your father. Why didn't you just
kill him before? With that trick of yours, you could have madeit look like suicide or at least provided
adecent dibi. | mean... look out!"

There was arustle on the sand and | jumped sideways five feet. Matar moved through the space
I'd occupied, hisfist-sized rock swinging down, sharp edge forward. With my evasion, he had to skip
awkwardly over the fire. He turned to face me, teeth bared.

"Throw itinthewater," | said.

Heblinked. | raised my left hand asif to dap, even though | wasten feet away from him. He

turned quickly and threw the rock underhand, away, to splash out in the darkness. | put my hand
down.

"That ismy father," | said, pointing. To Dad, who was glaring now, honest hatred, not
bewilderment, | said, "Thisis Rashid Matar, the man that killed Mother."

They looked at each other, wary, curious. Dad said, "Why ishe dill dive?

| stared at thefire. The flames reminded me of the blast on the Cyprus runway. "Why are you
gill dive?1f you want him dead, do it yoursdif."

Cox stood, holding the deeping bag around himsdlf like an Indian. | jumped behind him and said,
"Hold «till." I put my arms around hiswaist and lifted him. He stiffened but made no moveto strike. |
jumped him to the parking lot of the Pierce Building in Washington, the spot where I'd grabbed him,
the night before. 1t was snowing. The guard in the doorway's glass cage saw us and pushed a button.
Somewhere an darm bell rang.

Cox turned around and looked at me, dancing from foot to foot on the icy pavement, surprised
as he recognized the building.

"Arethere any more of me, Cox?' | had to ask, | had to know.

Helooked surprised, then thoughtful. 1'd given him some information he didn't have. Now it was
timeto seeif held reciprocate. Finally he said, "No. Not that we know of."

Alone. Forever done. My shoulders dumped and my throat tightened.

"If Millieisrdeased unharmed, I'll stop jumping NSA peopledl over the globe. I'll leave you
guys completely aone. If sheisn't released...” | started to say more, but stopped. "Just release her.
She never did anything to you.”

Helicked hislips and started to shiver. Men began to pour through the building's door.

| jumped.



They would never leave meaone.
| sat on thefloor of my cliff dwelling, feeding the wood stove, ablanket wrapped around me.

[t didn't matter what | did to Dad, to Rashid Matar. It wouldn't bring Mom back. She was gone,
dead, worm food, just like thelittle Greek maid from the Argos. Just like the skinny Arab wired to
explode. She wasn't coming back.

And would the NSA ever stop trying to use me, capture me, or, failing that, kill me? Would
Millie ever be safe? Would we ever have a chance to be happy?

| dammed the stove door and sparks flew upward, landing on the stone floor, burning minute
holesin the blanket. | batted at them absently, then stood, |etting the blanket dide to thefloor. |
jumped to the pit.

Matar was choking Dad, straddling him at the edge of the water, his hands locked around Dad's
throat. Dad's hands pulled feebly at Matar'swrists. Hisface was dark in the firdight.

| jumped forward and kicked Matar in his unprotected ribs. He flew off Dad, into the water yet
again, and clutched at hisside. | think | cracked someribs.

Dad garted breathing again, deep, wheezing breaths. | grabbed him by his jacket collar and
pulled him away from the water, up near thefire. Matar crawled dowly out of the water, sill holding
hisside. He was breathing very carefully, short, shallow breaths of air.

Why did | stop him?

| consdered jumping back to the cliff dwelling and getting one of the grenades, coming back,
and pulling the pin. | didn't know whether | would jump away beforeit exploded. | didn't know
whether | wanted to.

Matar's breathing regularized and he began speaking in Arabic and spitting at the ground
between us. | redized that | couldn't do the grenade thing. If | killed myself and the NSA didn't know
it, they might hold onto Millieforever.

Isit normal for women to enter your life and then leave forever? Oh, Millie....

| jumped behind Rashid and grabbed him &t the collar and waist, keeping hiswet clothes at
arm's length. He lashed back with one of his shoes, scraping my shin. | jumped.

We appeared outsi de the observation deck of the World Trade Center. Twenty feet outside,
well clear of the sted and glass sides, one hundred and ten stories up. The air was crisp and cold and
we dropped toward the plaza below like rocks.

Matar screamed and | pushed him away from me, letting him flail and twist below me. Theair
filled my coat, flapping it like laundry on aline, dowing me dightly, increasing the distance between
myself and Matar. In nine seconds we would impact the concrete below, aquick death. Slightly



behind him, I'd be able to watch Matar die before kissing the pavement.

The NSA would identify the bodies and they'd let Millie go. Matar would never kill another
innocent and | could stop hurting.

After two seconds the air sounded like a hurricane, tugging, numbing. After four secondsit was
asteady upward pressure flattening my posture to face down. Matar was thirty feet below meand |
was diding sdeways, my coat likeasail. | trailed my arms behind me, and the coat did off asif jerked
by an enormous hand. | fell quicker, closing on Matar again. Thelighted fountain in the plaza grew
closer and closer.

Matar kept screaming, akeening cry barely audible over the rush of the wind. The sound made
mesgnmile

Fuck this.

| jJumped the distance between us, grabbed onto his belt, and jumped back to the pit. Matar
sprawled in the sand and kept screaming and screaming.

Dad was sitting by the fire. His eyes were on Rashid. "What did you—" He swdlowed. His
voicewas raspy. "What did you do to him?"

"Sghtseaing. Your turn.”
He shivered. "No, that'sdl right.”

| jumped behind him and hauled him up by the back of his shirt. He scrambled to get hisfeet
under him. "What—" | jumped him to the cemetery in Pine Bluffs, Horida, then shoved him down
again, to sprawl forward. It was after midnight but amercury vapor light mounted over the cemetery
gate brought the carved | ettersinto sharp relief: Mary Niles, 13 March 1945 to 17 November 1989.

Dad whimpered. | reached down and pushed him flat onto the grave. With the other hand |
snaked hisbelt out of his pants loops, then backed away.

"Remember this, Dad?' | swung the buckle back and forth like apendulum, the sllver rodeo
buckle winking inthelight. | swung it suddenly back, over my head, and down. It dammed into the
ground by hisside and grassflew up. He flinched away.

"How many times, Dad?" | brought it down on the other side. It gouged the earth. "How many
times?'

| took a step closer and smashed it again and again on the gravestone. The enameled design
cracked and splintered, and the silver edges buckled. Scratches marred the stone surface. | threw the
belt downin hislap.

| pointed at the grave. "Would she be hereif you hadn't beaten her? Abused her? Caved her
facein?Would she bein thisgraveif you'd stopped drinking?'

He flinched more from my voice than he had from the belt. "What kind of man are you? What



sort of creature? What pitiful excuse for ahuman being?’
| took a step toward him and he started crying.
What?

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry. | never meant it. I.... | didn't want to hurt her. | didn't want to
hurt you." Tearswere streaming down hisface.

It made me want to puke.
What do you want from him?
"Stopit! Stoopit!”

Heflinched again and fell Slent.
"Get up.”

He got dowly to hisfeet, one hand to his pants. The belt with its battered buckle stayed on the
grave.

"Turn around.”

Hedid and | jumped him to the parking lot of the Red Pines Substance Abuse Treatment Center
in Stanville. I let him go and heturned.

"Y ou know wherewe are?"

Heswallowed. "Yeah."

"Wdl?'

"l cant! | lost my job. | don't have the insurance anymore!™ The anguish in hisvoice was even
greater than when heéld said he was sorry. It diminished him to be without his job, the same job hed
had dl my life—or to admit it to me.

"Y ou could sdll your car.”

"They repossessed it!" He started to cry again.

"Stopit! If there was away to pay, would you do it?"

He closed his mouth to a stubborn line,

"How many people are you going to screw up before you die? Fuck it. It'syour life. Kill yourself
if youwant." | stood there, arms crossed.



"l didn't say | wouldn't doiit. I'll doiit. | wasgonnado it right before | lost my job."

| jumped to the cliff dwelling, then returned, abag under my arm. Dad followed me up the steps
andindde.

It took ahaf hour to fill out the paperwork but Dad signed in dl theright places. When it came
time to discuss payment they said the average six weeks ran twelve thousand dollars.

| paid cash, in advance.

TWENTY

Cox came to the phone. He sounded tired.

"Millie Harrison and her roommeate are back in their apartment.”

"What?'

"They'refree. Home. Safe. A federa judge in Wichitaissued warrantsfor the arrest of mysdlf,
severd of my men, and the head of the agency for kidnapping. We could have sonewalled them,
but... | talked my superiorsout of it."

"Uh, for how long? When are you going to grab them again?’

Hewas slent for aminute, then said, "I don't know. | don't know who else knows your identity
and Milligsreationship to you."

"Well, you certainly didn't help in that areal”

He cleared histhroat. "No, | suppose not. But we did release her. Think about that. An act of
good faith, not unlike your releasing me.”

| stared at the phone. "I'll think about it."

"Y ou have our number.” He hung up.

| phoned from a phone booth, sill not sureif Cox could be trusted.
"Hdlo?' Millie answered immediatdly, her voice anxious.
"Any bogeymen around?' My voice was lighthearted. My eyeswere full and my throat felt tight.

"Oh, Davy! Oh, God, areyou dl right? Areyou hurt?"



"Areyou done?'

"Y esl The bastards better not come near me, either, or Mark will dap them with a—"

| jJumped to her bedroom and she dropped the phone. Her bed was stripped and boxes, half
packed, covered thefloor. Then | didn't notice anything but the press of her body against mine, the

amell of her hair, the taste of tears on her chegks.

When wed loosened our arms enough to actually look at each other, she said, ™Y ou haven't
been edting.”

| laughed. "Wdll, not redlly.” | looked around. "What's with the boxes?*

"Sherry ismoving out. She doesn't want to associate with me anymore. | hang out with
‘questionabl € people. | can't afford this place on my own."

"Somefriend."

She shrugged. "We were never that close. And shewaslocked in aroom for aweek just
because she lived with me."

"Did they hurt you?'

"No. They treated uswith kid gloves, except for holding usincommunicado. They didn't even
ask any questions after thefirst day."

| thought back. That must have been after | started jumping agents to Europe, Africa, and the
Middle East.

"S0, what are you going to do? Get asmaller gpartment?’
She shrugged. "Wdll, if | didn't get any better offers... and stop grinning like that."
| kissed her.

"I'd just as soon not have to worry about goons breaking in the door. If there's anything to be
said about your place, it'sprivate.”

"The rent'sright, too."

She shrugged. "But you'll have to make someway for meto get out of therein an emergency.
And | want ared bathroom. Stop grinning like anidiot and help me pack.”

Millielooked down into the pit. Matar was seated by the smoking remains of thefire. | noticed
that he'd burned the chair after the firewood ran out. He was trying to sharpen one of the chair's meta
bolts on a piece of sandstone, but the hardened steel was just wearing agroove in the stone.



She whispered, "What are you going to do with him?"

"Well, | could drop him again from the World Trade Center, only thistime..." | lowered my fist
rapidly to waist height and opened it suddenly, flat, fingers extended. "Splat. Or | could drop him like
| did thelast time, pulling him away &t the last moment, over and over again, until he loses hisfear of
it. Then | could let him hit."

Milliemade aface. "If you're going to kill him, just doit. Don't play with him like amouse."

"Doyouthink | should kill him?*

Shelooked away from me, at the horizon and sighed. "It's not my decison. Hedidn't kill my
mother, did he?'

| nodded. "But it would affect how you fed about me, wouldn't it?"
She nodded dowly, looking back at me with solemn eyes.

"| thought about leaving himin the pit, just putting severa years of food there, and checking on
him every couple of months. He wouldn't kill anybody else.”

"That'ssick. You'd be obligating yoursdlf to take care of him forever.”

"Well, yeah. Besides, somebody would probably run across him eventudly or held carve
climbing steps out of the pit.”

She nodded. "Give himto the NSA."

"American justice? He was wearing amask when he killed an American citizen. | doubt held be
convicted. When he killed the maid, he wasin Egyptian waters aboard a Greek ship. Oh my God... |
forgot about the maid. Her body'sin Batimore and they don't have any ideawho sheis.”

"Her family..."

| nodded. | knew exactly how they must fed.

| arranged for Cox to meet mein the Batimore Hospita morgue, watching carefully. He arrived
aone, with the paperwork.

They put her, MariaKalikaos, in abody bag. The news media published her name, making much
of her disappearance. MariaKaikos—I wanted to remember it. | didn't want to forget. Cox signed
for her and distracted the attendant while | jumped the body to Athens Airport, to the tarmac, and put
it in an empty baggage trailer. Then | went back and jumped Cox to the same place.

The sunwaslow in the sky. It was|ate afternoon here, |late morning in Baltimore.

Helooked at hiswatch. "Ten minutes." He took out aknife and started to cut away the tag on



the body bag, which said, BALTIMORE MORGUE.
"No problem,” | said.
| jJumped to Heathrow Airport.

Corseau was waiting by the New Caledoniaticket counter. He carried acameraand atape
recorder. We walked around a corner and | jumped him to Athens.

"Brian Cox of the National Security Agency. Jean-Paul Corseau of Reuters News Service. Mr.
Cox will be the 'unidentified American intdligence agent.' "

Corseau looked like he tasted something bad but it was part of the deal—exclusive but limited
coverage of the exchange. Cox was even unhappier about it, but it was one of my conditions. "Right,"
said Corseaul.

"Beright back."

| jumped to the pit. Matar was ready. I'd handcuffed him earlier, wrists and ankles, and left him
inachair. Asaways he flinched back when | appeared.

| smiled and considered taking him on one more drop off the World Trade Center. No—Millie
wouldn't likeit.

"Wha was my mother's name?"

Helicked hislips. "Mary Niles"

"Right," | said pleasantly. "And the maid from the Argos?"
"MariaKdikos"

| hadn't taken him for any more "drops" but I'd threastened to if he forgot those names. When
you're responsible for the death of someone, you should remember their name.

He screamed when we appeared on the tarmac, but abruptly cut it off when he realized he was
on solid ground, not faling. | pushed him against the baggage trailer and he sat, next to the body bag.

Cox handed me adip of paper and some Greek coins. "Call that number and tell them what gate
we're at. Kegp out of sight until they're gone—it's bad enough that we know who you are.”

| was gtarting to like Cox. Didn't trust him abit, but | was definitely starting to like him.

| turned to Matar. "Remember. If you escape, | will find you. If they don't convict you, | will find
you. If you ever kill again, I will find you. | assure you, you don't want that.”

Herefused to look at me, but his face whitened.

Milliewaswaiting for mein the terminal, my binoculars around her neck. I'd jJumped her here



before any of the others. She wanted to see the exchange.

A voice on the other end of the phone said, "Metaxos.”

| sad, "Gate 27."

In heavily accented English, the man, Metaxos, said, "'l will send them at once.” He hung up.

Five minutes|ater, two unmarked cars and an ambul ance rounded the far end of the terminal
building. Millie handed me the binoculars. Four men got out of each car. Matar's face was compared
with a photo and he was put in the back of one of the cars, aman on each side of him. Corseau took
pictures, while Cox stood carefully behind him.

Then the body bag was opened and Maria Kalikos's face compared to another photograph. The
ambulance attendants closed the bag, put it—her!'—on a stretcher, and |oaded the Stretcher into the
ambulance.

Maria Kalikos, | said to mysdlf. | wanted to remember.

Cox shook hands with one of the Greeks and the three vehicles drove away.

"Do you want meto jump you homefirg?'

Millietook the binoculars back. "I'll wait. Take them first.”

| kissed her and jumped back to the tarmac.

"Okay?' | asked Cox.

"Okay."

Corseau shook his head. "Thisisn't enough. | want an interview."

"Sorry. Thisisasfar as| can go without endangering mysdlf. Look at the bright sde—I can be
awful handy to know when you need to get someplacein ahurry.”

"All right," he said, reluctantly. "I won't pushit. But If you ever go public?’
"Sure" | sad. "No question aboutt it. All yours.”

| jJumped him back to Heathrow.

"Ready?" | asked Cox, on returning.

"We gtill need a better way to contact you." He sounded tired, making the argument because
he'd been told to.

| shook my head. "I promised I'd check the New York Times classfieds. That'sthe most | can
promise. If | seethe message, I'll cdll. If | can help you out with quick transport, I'll think about it. But



I'm not aspy. I'm not an agent.”

"What'll you do, then? Hijackings only? Eventudly they'll catch you. Someone may even set up a
fake hijacking just for that purpose.”

| shook my head. "l don't know. Maybe I'll go to work for the fire department. Maybe I'll start
working my way down Amnesty Internationa’s Prisoner of Consciencelist. Maybel'll go on
vacation."

"Are you sure you don't want usto watch Millie?!

| shook my head violently. "Y ou know that you're more likely to attract attention to her than
shidd her. I'll watch her. Y ou guys stay away.”

| jumped himto D.C. and even shook hishand before | |eft.

| jumped Millie back to the pit. It was midmorning in Texas and the sun danted down, not
touching the water at the bottom of the pit.

"Why did we come here?' she asked.

| raised my arms. "It's over, but it doesn't fedl over! My dad said he was sorry, but it doesn't
change anything. Maar isin the authorities hands, but... it all fedswrong.”

She looked a me. "Did your father acknowledge the damage he did to you?"'
| frowned. "Wéll, he said he was sorry, that he never meant to hurt us.”
She closed her eyes. "That's not acknowledgment—that's ‘don't be mad at me." "

| picked up afire-blackened stone and heaved it out into the water. It splashed just short of the
cliff, gpraying water on the rock wall.

"Davy, you may never get acknowledgment from him. He may never be capable of it."

| threw another stone, bigger, pried out of the sand. It only reached halfway. | started to pick up
yet alarger rock, then stopped. "I tried so hard!"

She stood there, her mouth turned down at the corners, her eyes bright.
"Isthiswhat you meant? That | couldn't run away from mysdf?'

She nodded.

"It hurts. It hurtsalot.”

"l know."



| went to her and held her, let her hold me, let her squeeze my body to her, let her stroke my
back. | felt sad, dmogt infinitely sad. Findly | pushed away and said, "I'll talk to somebody—if you'll
help mefind agood thergpis.”

"Oh, yes"

| ventured asmdl smile. It didn't seem so impossible, just very, very difficult.

| jumped away and returned almost immediately.

"What'sthat?"

"Itsalel,” | sad. "A Hawaiian le made of orchids." | put it around her neck. "Thisis part of the
custom,” | added, kissing her.

Sheamiled. "Looks out of placein a Texas snkhole."
| picked her up. "Wél, let'sgo whereit fitsin. Hold on."
"You bet," shesad.

We jumped.
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