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Widl, when Tom and me got to the edge of the hilltop, we looked away down into
the village and could see three or four lights twinkling, where there was sick folks,

may be and dars over us was sparkling ever s0 fine, and down by the village was
the river, awhole mile broad, and awful till and grand.

— M ARK TWAIN, Huckleberry Finn

My new clotheswas dl greased up and clayey, and | was dog-tired.

— M ARK TWAIN, Huckleberry Finn
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CHAPTER 1

The Alhambra Inn
and Gardens

1

On September 15th, 1981, a boy named Jack Sawyer stood where the water and land come
together, hands in the pockets of his jeans, looking out at the steady Atlantic. He was tweve
years old and tal for his age. The sea-breeze swept back his brown hair, probably too long, from
a fine, clear brow. He gsood there, filled with the confused and painful emotions he had lived
with or the lagt three months — since the time when his mother had closed their house on Rodeo
Drive in Los Angdes and, in a flurry of furniture, checks, and red-estate agents, rented an
goartment on Centra Park West. From that apartment they had fled to this quiet resort on New
Hampshires tiny seacoast. Order and regularity had disappeared from Jack's world. His life
seemed as shifting, as uncontrolled, as the heaving water before him. His mother was moving
him through the world, twitching him from place to place; but what moved his mother?

His mother was running, running.

Jack turned around, looking up the empty beach firg to the left, then to the right. To the left
was Arcadia Funworld, an amusement park that ran dl racket and roar from Memorid Day to
Labor Day. It stood empty and till now, a heart between besats. The roller coaster was a scaffold
agang that featurdess, overcast ky, the uprights and angled supports like strokes done in
charcoal. Down there was his new friend, Speedy Parker, but the boy could not think about
Speedy Parker now. To the right was the Alhambra Inn and Gardens, and that was where the
boy's thoughts relentlesdy took him. On the day of ther arivd Jack had momentarily thought
hed seen a rainbow over its dormered and gambreled roof. A sgn of sorts, a promise of better
things. But there had been no rainbow. A weathervane spun right-left, left-right, caught in a
crosswind. He had got out of ther rented car, ignoring his mother's unspoken desire for him to
do something about the luggage, and looked up. Above the spinning brass cock of the
weethervane hung only ablank sky.

'Open the trunk and get the bags, sonny boy, his mother had caled to him. This broken-down
old actress wants to check in and hunt down a drink.’

'An eementary martini," Jack had said.

" 'You're not 0 old, you were supposed to say. She was pushing hersdf effortfully off the
carseat.

'You're not so old.'

She gleamed & him — a glimpse of the old, go-to-hdl Lily Cavanaugh (Sawyer), queen of
two decades worth of B movies. She straightened her back. ‘It's going to be okay here, Jacky,’
she had said. 'Everything's going to be okay here. This is a good place” A seagull drifted over the
roof of the hotel, and for a second Jack had the disquieting sensation that the weethervane had
taken flight.

'Well get away from the phone cdls for awhile, right?



'Sure" Jack had said. She wanted to hide from Uncle Morgan, she wanted no more wrangles
with her dead husband's business partner, she wanted to crawl into bed with an eementary
martini and hoigt the covers over her heed

Mom, what's wrong with you?
There was too much death, the world was haf-made of death. The gull cried out overhead.

'‘Andelay, kid, andday,’ his mother had said. ‘Let's get into the Great Good Place. Then, Jack
had thought: At least there's always Uncle Tommy to help out in case things get really hairy.

But Uncle Tommy was dready dead; it was just that the news was 4ill on the other end of a
lot of telephone wires.

2

The Alhambra hung out over the water, a great Victorian pile on gigantic granite blocks which
seemed to merge dmogt seamlesdy with the low headland — a jutting collarbone of granite here
on the few scant miles of New Hampshire sea-coast. The forma gardens on its landward side
were bardy vigble from Jack's beachfront angle — a dark green flip of hedge, that was dl. The
brass cock stood againgt the sky, quartering west by northwest. A plague in the lobby announced
tha it was here, in 1838, that the Northern Methodist Conference had held the first of the great
New England abalition rdlies. Danid Webster had spoken at fiery, inspired length. According to
the plaque, Webster had said: 'From this day forward, know that davery as an American
ingtitution has begun to sicken and must soon diein al our states and territoria lands!

3

So they had arived, on that day last week which had ended the turmoil of their months in New
York. In Arcadia Beach there were no lawyers enployed by Morgan Soat popping out of cars
and waving papers which had to be dgned, had to be filed, Mrs. Sawyer. In Arcadia Beach the
telephones did not ring out from noon until three in the morning (Uncle Morgan appeared to
forget that residents of Centrd Park West were not on Cdifornia time). In fact the telephones in
Arcadia Beach rang not at al.

On the way into the little resort town, his mother driving with squinty-eyed concentration,
Jack had seen only one person on the streets — a mad old nan desultorily pushing an empty
shopping cart dong a sdewak. Above them was that blank gray sky, an uncomfortable sky. In
total contrast to New York, here there was only the steady sound of the wind, hooting up
deserted dreets that looked much too wide with no traffic to fill them. Here were empty shops
with dgns in the windows saying OPEN WEEKENDS ONLY or, even worse, SEE YOU IN
JUNE! There were a hundred empty parking places on the dreet before the Alhambra, empty
tables in the Arcadia Tea and Jam Shoppe next door.

And shabby-crazy old men pushed shopping carts aong deserted streets.

'l spent the happiest three weeks of my life in this funny little place; Lily told him, driving
past the old man (who turned, Jack saw, to look after them with frightened suspicion — he was
mouthing something but Jack could not tell what it was) and then swinging the car up the curved
drive through the front gardens of the hotdl.



For that was why they had bundied everything they could not live without into suitcases and
satchels and plastic shopping bags, turned the key in the lock on the gpartment door (ignoring the
dill ringing of the telephone, which seemed to penetrate that same keyhole and pursue them
down the hdl); that was why they had filled the trunk and back seat of the rented car with al
ther overflowing boxes and bags and spent hours crawling north dong the Henry Hudson
Parkway, then many more hours pounding up F95 — because Lily Cavanaugh Sawyer had once
been happy here. In 1968, the year lkefore Jack's birth, Lily had been nominated for an Academy
Awad for her role in a picture cadled Blaze. Blaze was a better movie than mogt of Lily's, and in
it she had been able to demondrate a much richer talent than her usua bad-girl roles had
reveded. Nobody expected Lily to win, least of dl Lily; but for Lily the cusomary cliché about
the rea honor being in the nominaion was honest truth — she did fed honored, deeply and
genuindy, and to celebrate this one moment of red professond recognition, Phil Sawyer had
wisdly taken her for three weeks to the Alhambra Inn and Gardens, on the other sde of the
continent, where they had watched the Oscars while drinking champagne in bed. (If Jack had
been older, and had he had an occasion to care, he might have done the necessary subtraction and
discovered that the Alhambra had been the place of his essentid beginning.)

When the Supporting Actress nominations were read, according to family legend, Lily hed
growled to Phil, 'If 1 win this thing and I'm not there, I'll do the Monkey on your chest in my
stiletto heels.!'

But when Ruth Gordon had won, Lily had said, 'Sure, she deserves it, she's a great kid.'" And
had immediately poked her husband in the middle of the chest and sad, 'Youd better get me
another part like that, you big-shot agent you.'

There had been no more parts like that. Lily's last role, two years after Phil's death, had been
that of acynica ex-prodtitute in afilm cadled Motorcycle Maniacs.

It was that period Lily was commemorating now, Jack knew as he hauled the baggage out of the
trunk and the back seat. A D' Agogtino bag had torn right down through the big D'AG, and a
jumble of rolled-up socks, loose photographs, chess-men and the board, and comic books had
dribbled over dl dse in the trunk. Jack managed to get most of this suff into other bags. Lily
was moving dowly up the hotd deps, pulling hersdf dong on the raling like an old lady. Il
find the bellhop, she said without turning around.
Jack graightened up from the bulging bags and looked again a the sky where he was sure he
had seen arainbow. There was no rainbow, only that uncomfortable, shifting sky.
Then:
'‘Cometo me," someone said behind him in asmal and perfectly audible voice.
'What? he asked, turning around. The empty gardens and drive stretched out before him.
'Yes? his mother said. She looked crickle-backed, leaning over the knob of the great wooden
door.
'Misgtake,' he said. There had been no voice, no rainbow. He forgot both and looked up a his
mother, who was struggling with the vast door. 'Hold on, I'll help,” he caled, and trotted up the
seps, awkwardly carrying abig suitcase and a training paper bag filled with sweaters.



Until he met Speedy Parker, Jack tad moved through the days at the hotd as unconscious of the
passage of time as a deegping dog. His entire life seemed dmogt dreamlike to him during these
days full of shadows and inexplicable trangtions. Even the terrible news about Uncle Tommy
which had come down the telephone wires the night before had not entirdy awakened him, as
shocking as it had been. If Jack had been a mystic, he might have thought that other forces had
taken him over and were manipulating his mother's life and his own. Jack Sawyer a twelve was
a being who required things to do, and the noisdess passvity of these days, after the hubbub of
Manhattan, had confused and undone him in some basic way.

Jack had found himsdf danding on the beach with no recollection of having gone there, no
idea of what he was doing there a al. He supposed he was mourning Uncle Tommy, but it was
as though his mind had gone to deep, leaving his body to fend for itsdf. He could not
concentrate long enough to grasp the plots of the stcoms he and Lily watched a night, much less
keep the nuances of fiction in his head.

"You're tired from al this moving around,” his mother said, dragging deeply on a cigarette and
squinting a him through the smoke. 'All you have to do, Jack-0O, is relax for a little while Thisis
agood place. Let'senjoy it aslong aswe can.’

Bob Newhart, before them in a dightly too-reddish color on the set, bemusedly regarded a
shoe he held in hisright hand.

"That's what 1'm doing, Jacky.' She smiled at him. 'Relaxing and enjoying it

He peeked at his watch. Two hours had passed while they sat in front of the televison, and he
could not remember anything that had preceded this program.

Jack was getting up to go to bed when the phone rang. Good old Uncle Morgan Soat had
found them. Uncle Morgan's news was never very great, but this was apparently a blockbuster
even by Uncle Morgan's sandards. Jack stood in the middle of the room, watching as his
mother's face grew paler, palest. Her hand crept to her throat, where new lines had appeared over
the last few months, and pressed lightly. She sad bardy a word until the end, when she
whispered, Thank you, Morgan,” and hung up. She had turned to Jack then, looking older and
scker than ever.

'Got to be tough now, Jecky, dl right?

He hadn't fet tough.

Shetook his hand then and told him.

'Unde Tommy was killed in a hit-and-run accident this afternoon, Jack." He gasped, feding as
if the wind had been torn out of him.

'He was crossing La Cienega Boulevard and a van hit him. There was a witness who sad it
was black, and that the words WILD CHILD were written on the side, but that was . . . was dl.’
Lily began to cry. A moment later, dmost surprised, Jack began to cry as wdl. All of thet had
happened three days ago, and to Jack it seemed forever.

5

On September 15th, 1981, a boy named Jack Sawyer stood looking out at the steady water as he
stood on an unmarked beach before a hotd that looked like a cadtle in a Sir Wadter Scott novel.
He wanted to cry but was unable to release his tears. He was surrounded by degth, death made up
haf the world, there were no rainbows. The WILD CHILD van had subtracted Uncle Tommy
from the world. Uncle Tommy, dead in L.A., too far from the east coast, where even a kid like



Jack knew he redly belonged. A man who fet he had to put on a tie before going out to get a
roast beef sandwich at Arby's had no business on the west coast at all.

His father was dead, Uncle Tommy was dead, his mother might be d/ing. He fdt death here,
too, a Arcadia Beach, where it spoke through telephones in Uncle Morgan's voice. It was
nothing as chegp or obvious as the mdancholy fed of a resort in the off-season, where one kept
sumbling over the Ghosts of Summers Past; t seemed to be in the texture of things, a smdl on
the ocean breeze. He was scared . . . and he had been scared for a long time. Being here, where it
was 0 quiet, had only helped him to redize it — had helped him to redize that maybe Death had
driven al the way up 1-95 from New York, squinting out through cigarette smoke and asking
him to find some bop on the car radio.

He could remember — vagudy — his father telling him that he was born with an old heed, but
his head didn't fed old now. Right now, his head fdt very young. Scared, he thought. I'm pretty
damn scared. Thisiswhere the world ends, right?

Seagulls coursed the gray air overhead. The slence was as gray as the ar — as deadly as the
growing circles under her eyes.

6

When he had wandered into Funworld and met Lester Speedy Parker after he did not quite know
how many days of numbly drifting through time, that passve feding of being on hold had
somehow left him. Lester Parker was a black man with crinkly gray hair and heavy lines cutting
through his cheeks. He was utterly unremarkable now despite whatever he had accomplished in
his ealier life as a traveling blues muscian. Nor had he sad anything particularly remarkable.
Yet as soon as Jack had waked aimlessy into Funworld's game arcade and met Speedy's pae
eyes he fdt dl the fuzziness leave him. He had become himsdf again. It was as if a magica
current had passed directly from the old man into Jack. Speedy had smiled a him and sad,
'Well, it looks like | got me some company. Little travellin man just walked in.'

It was true, he was not on hold anymore: just an ingtant before, he had seemed to be wrapped
in wet wool and cotton candy, and now he was st free. A dlvery nimbus seemed to play about
the old man for an hgtant, a little aureole of light which disappeared as soon as Jack blinked. For
the first time Jack saw that the man was holding the handle of awide heavy pushbroom.

"You okay, son? The handyman put one hand in the smdl of his back, and stretched backward.
‘The world just get worse, or did she get better?

'Uh, better," Jack said.

"Then you come to the right place, I'd say. What do they call you?

Little travellin man, Speedy had said that first day, ole Travellin Jack. He had leaned hstdl
angular body againgt the Skee-Bdl machine and wrapped his arms around the broom-handle as
though it were a girl & a dance. The man you see here is Lester Speedy Parker, formerly a
travellin man hisself, son, hee hee — oh yeah, Speedy knew the road, he knew all the roads, way
back in the old days. Had me a band, Travellin Jack, played the blues. Git-tar blues. Made me a
few records, too, but | won't shame you by asking if you ever heard em. Every syllable had its
own rhythmic lilt, every phrase its rimshot and backbeat; Speedy Parker carried a broom instead
of a guitar, but he was dill a muscian. Within the first five seconds of talking to Speedy, Jack
had known that his jazz-loving father would have relished this man's company.



He had tagged dong behind Speedy for the better part of three or four days, watching him
work and helping out when he could. Speedy let him bang in nals, sand down a picket or two
that needed paint; these smple tasks done under Speedy's ingtructions were the only schooling
he was getting, but they made him fed better. Jack now saw his first days in Arcadia Beach as a
period of unrdieved wretchedness from which his new friend had rescued him. For Speedy
Parker was a friend, that was certain — <o certain, in fact, that in it was a quantity of mystery. In
the few days since Jack had shaken off his daze (or snce Speedy had shaken it off for him by
disodling it with one glance of his light-colored eyes), Speedy Parker had become closer to him
than any other friend, with the possble exception of Richard Soat, whom Jack had known
goproximately since the cradle. And now, counteracting his terror a losng Uncle Tommy and
his fear that his mother was actudly dying, he fdt the tug of Speedy's warm wise presence from
just down the dtrest.

Again, and uncomfortably, Jack had his old sense of being directed, of being manipulaied: as
if along invisible wire had pulled himsdf and his mother up to this abandoned place by the sea.

They wanted him here, whoever they were.

Or was that just crazy? In his inner vison he saw a bent old man, cearly out of his mind,
muttering to himsdf as he pushed an empty shopping cart down the sdewalk.

A gull screamed in the air, and Jack promised himsdf that he would make himsdf tak about
some of his fedings with Speedy Parker. Even if Speedy thought he was nuts, even if he laughed
at Jack. He would not laugh, Jack secretly knew. They were old friends because one of the things
Jack understood about the old custodian was that he could say dmogt anything to him.

But he was not ready for dl that yet. It was al too crazy, and he did not understand it yet
himsdf. Almogt reluctantly Jack turned his back on Funworld and trudged across the sand
toward the hotel.



CHAPTER 2

The Funnel Opens

1

It was a day later, but Jack Sawyer was no wiser. He had, however, had one of the greatest
nightmares of dl time last night. In it, some terrible cresture had been coming for his mother —
a dwarfish mongtrogity with misplaced eyes and iotting, cheesy skin. "Your mother's almost dead,
Jack, can you say hallelujah?' this monstrosity had croaked, and Jack knew — the way you
knew things in dreams — that it was radioactive, and that if it touched him, he would die, too.
He had awakened with his body drenched in sweat, on the edge of a bitter scream. It took the
seady pounding of the surf to reacquaint him with where he was, and it was hours before he
could go back to deep.

He had meant to tdl his mother about the dream this morning, but Lily had been sour and
uncommunicative, hiding in a cloud of cigarette smoke. It was only as he sarted out of the hote
coffee shop on some trumped- up errand that she smiled a him alittle.

"Think about what you want to et tonight."

'Y eah?

'Yeah. Anything but fast food. | did not come dl the way from L.A. to New Hampshire in
order to poison mysdf with hotdogs.’

‘Let'stry one of those seafood placesin Hampton Beach,' Jack said.

'Fine. Go on and play.'

Go on and play, Jack thought with a bitterness uiterly unlike him. Oh yeah, Mom, way to go.
Too cool. Go on and play. With who? Mom, why are you here? Why are we here? How sick are
you? How come you won't talk to me about Uncle Tommy? What's Uncle Morgan up to? What —

Questions, questions. And not one of them worth a darned thing, because there was no one to
answer them.

Unless Speedy —

But that was ridiculous; how could one old black man hed just met solve any of his problems?

Stll, the thought of Speedy Parker danced at the edge of his mind as Jack ambled across the
boardwalk and down to the depressingly empty beach.

2

Thisiswhere the world ends, right? Jack thought again.
Seagulls coursed the gray ar overhead. The cdendar sad it was ill summer, but summer
ended here at Arcadia Beach on Labor Day. The sllence was gray asthe air.

He looked down at his sneakers and saw that there was some sort of tarry goo on them. Beach
crud, he thought. Some kind of pollution. He had no idea where he had picked it up and he
stepped back from the edge of the water, uneasy.

The gulls in the ar, swooping and crying. One of them screamed overhead and he heard a flat
cracking that was dmost metdlic. He turned in time to see it come in for a fluttering, awkward



landing on a hump of rock. The gull turned its head in rapid, dmost robotic movements, as if to
verify it was aone, and then it hopped down to where the clam it had dropped lay on the smooth,
hard-packed sand. The clam had cracked open like an egg and Jack saw raw meet indde, ill
twitching . . . or perhgps that was hisimagination.

Don't want to see this.

But before he could turn away, the gull's ydlow, hooked besk was pulling a the mest,
gretching it like a rubber band, and he fet his $somach knot into a dick fist. In his mind he could
hear that stretched tissue screaming — nothing coherent, only stupid flesh crying out in pain.

He tried to look away from the seagull again and he couldn't. The gull's besk opened, giving
him a brief glimpse of dirty pink gullet. The cdlam snapped back into its cracked shell and for a
moment the gull was looking a him, its eyes a deadly black, confirming every horrible truth:
fathers die, mothers die, uncles die even if they went to Yade and look as solid as bank wdls in
their three-piece Savile Row suits. Kids die too, maybe . . . and a the end al there may be is the
stupid, unthinking scream of living tissue,

'Hey," Jack sad doud, not awvare he was doing anything but thinking indgde his own head.
'Hey, give me abresk.’

The gull sa over its catch, regarding him with its beady black eyes. Then it began to dig a the
meet again. Want some, Jack? It's still twitching! By God, it's so fresh it hardly knows it's dead!

The gsrong yellow besk hooked into the mest again and pulled. Strettttchhhhhh —

It snapped. The gull's head went up toward the gray September sky and its throat worked. And
again it seemed to be looking a him, the way the eyes in some pictures seemed dways to look at
you no matter where you went in the room. And the eyes.. . . he knew those eyes.

Suddenly he wanted his mother — her dark blue eyes. He could not remember wanting her
with such desperation since he had been very, very smdl. La-la, he heard her sng indde his
head, and her voice was the wind's voice, here for now, somewhere ese dl too soon. La-la, deep
now, Jacky, baby-bunting, daddy's gone a-hunting. And all that jazz. Memories of being rocked,
his mother smoking one Herbert Tareyton after another, naybe looking at a script — blue pages,
she cdled them, he remembered that: blue pages. La-la, Jacky, all is cool. | love you, Jacky.
Shhh. .. deep. La-la

The gull waslooking & him.

With sudden horror that engorged his throat like hot sdt water he saw it really was looking at
him. Those black eyes (whose?) were seeing him. And he knew that [ook.

A raw drand of flesh ill dangled from the gull's beak. As he looked, the gull sucked it in. Its
beak opened in aweird but unmistakable grin.

He turned then and ran, head down, eyes shut againgt the hot sdt tears, sneskers digging
agang the sand, and if there was a way to go up, go up and up, up to some gull's-eye view, one
would have seen only him, only his tracks, in dl tha gray day; Jack Sawyer, twelve and aone,
running back toward the inn, Speedy Parker forgotten, his voice nearly logt in tears and wind,
crying the negative over and over again: no and no and no.

3

He paused at the top of the beach, out of breath. A hot stitch ran up his left Sde from the middle
of his ribs to the degpest part of his armpit. He sat down on one of the benches the town put out
for old people and pushed his hair out of his eyes.



Got to get control of yourself. If Sergeant Fury goes Section Eight, who's gonna lead the
Howling Commandos?

He amiled and actudly did fed a little better. From up here, fifty feet from the water, things
looked a little better. Maybe it was the change in barometric pressure, or something. What had
happened to Uncle Tommy was horrible, but he supposed he would get over it, learn to accept.
That was what his mother said, anyway. Uncle Morgan had been unusualy pesty just lately, but
then, Uncle Morgan had always been sort of a pest.

Asfor hismother . . . well, that was the big one, wasn't it?

Actudly, he thought, ditting on the bench and digging a the verge of the sand beyond the
boardwak with one toe, actudly his mother might dill be dl right. She could be dl right; it was
certainly possible. After dl, no one had come right out and said it was the big C, had they? No. If
ghe had cancer, she wouldn't have brought him here, would she? More likely they'd be in
Switzerland, with his mother taking cold minerd baths and scoffing goat-glands, or something.
And she would do it, too.

So maybe —

A low, dry whispering sound intruded on his consciousness. He looked down and his eyes
widened. The sand had begun to move by the indep of his left snesker. The fine white grains
were diding around in a smdl circle perhgpos a finger's length in diameter. The sand in the
middle of this circle suddenly collgpsed, so that now there was a dimple in the sand. It was
maybe two inches deep. The ddes of this dimple were aso in motion: around and around,
moving in rapid counterclockwise circuits.

Not real, he told himsdf immediately, but his heart began to speed up again. His bresathing
aso began to come faster. Not real, it's one of the Daydreams, that's dl, or maybe it's a crab or
something . . .

But it wasn't a crab and it wasn't one of the Daydreams — this was not the other place, the one
he dreamed about when things were boring or maybe a little scary, and it sure as hell wasn't any
crab.

The sand spun fagter, the sound arid and dry, making him think of datic dectricity, of an
experiment they had done in science last year with a Leyden jar. But more than ether of these,
the minute sound was like along lunatic gasp, the find breeth of a dying man.

More sand collapsed inward and began to spin. Now it was not a dimple; it was a funne in the
sand, a kind of reverse dust-devil. The bright yelow of a gum wrapper was reveded, covered,
revedled, covered, reveded again — each time it showed up again. Jack could read more of it as
the funnd grew: U, then JUI, then JUICY F. The funnd grew and the sand was jerked away
from the gum wrapper again. It was as quick and rude as an unfriendly hand jerking down the
covers on amade bed. JUICY FRUIT, he read, and then the wrapper flapped upward.

The sand turned fagter and fadter, in a hissng fury. Hhhhh-haaaaahhhhhhhh was the sound the
sand made. Jack dtared a it, fascinated at first, and then horrified. The sand was opening like a
large dark eye: it was the eye of the gull that had dropped the clam on the rock and then pulled
the living meset out of it like a rubber band.

Hhhhhhaaaahhhhh, the sand-spout mocked in its deed, dry voice. That was not a mind-voice.
No matter how much Jack wished it were only in his heed, that voice was red. His false teeth
flew, Jack, when the old WILD CHILD hit him, out they went, rattledy-bang! Yale or no Yale,
when the old WILD CHILD van comes and knocks your false teeth out, Jacky, you got to go.
And your mother —



Then he was running again, blindly, not looking kack, his hair blown off his forehead, his eyes
wide and terrified.

4

Jack waked as quickly as he could through the dim lobby of the hotd. All the atmosphere of the
place forbade running: it was as quiet as a library, and the gray light which fel through the tdl
mullioned windows softened and blurred the aready faded carpets. Jack broke into a trot as he
passed the desk, and the stooped ashenskinned day-clerk chose that second to emerge through
an arched wooden passage. The clerk said nothing, but hs permanent scowl dragged the corners
of his mouth another centimeter downward. It was like being caught running in church. Jack
wiped his deeve across his forehead, made himsef wak the rest of the way to the devators. He
punched the button, fedling te desk derk's frown burning between his shoulder blades. The only
time this week that Jack had seen the desk clerk smile had been when the man had recognized his
mother. The amile had met only the minimum standards for graciousness.

'l suppose that's how old you have to be to remember Lily Cavanaugh,’ she had said to Jack as
soon as they were done in their rooms. There had been a time, and not so long ago, when being
identified, recognized from any one of the fifty movies she had made during the fifties and
gaxties ('Queen of the Bs' they cdled her; her own comment. 'Daling of the Drive-ins) —
whether by a cabdriver, waiter, or the lady sdling blouses a the Wilshire Boulevard Saks —
perked her mood for hours. Now even that smple pleasure had gone dry for her.

Jack jigged before the unmoving devator doors, hearing an impossible and familiar voice
lifting to him from a whirling funne of sand. For a second he saw Thomas Woodbine, solid
comfortable Uncle Tommy Woodbine, who was supposed to have been one of his guardians — a
grong wal againg trouble and confuson — crumpled and dead on La Cienega Boulevard, his
teeth like popcorn twenty feet away in the gutter. He stabbed the button again.

Hurry up!

Then he saw something worse — his nother hauled into a waiting car by two impassive men.
Suddenly Jack had to urinate. He flattened his pdm againgt the button, and the bent gray man
behind the desk uttered a phlegmy sound of disgpprova. Jack pressed the edge of his other hand
into that magic place just beneath his somach which lessened the pressure on his bladder. Now
he could hear the dow whir of the descending eevator. He closed his eyes, squeezed his legs
together. His mother looked uncertain, lost and confused, and the men forced her into the car as
esdly as they would a weary collie dog. But that was not redly happening, he knew; it was a
memory — part of it must have been one of the Daydreams — and it had happened not to his
moather but to him.

As the mahogany doors of the evator did away to reved a shadowy interior from which his
own face met him in a foxed and peding mirror, that scene from his seventh year wrapped
around him once again, and he saw one man's eyes turn to yelow, fdt the other's hand dter into
something claw-like, hard and inhuman . . . he jumped into the devator as if he had been jabbed
with afork.

Not possble the Daydreams were not possble, he had not seen a man's eyes turning from
blue to yellow, and his mother was fine and dandy, there was rothing to be scared of, nobody
was dying, and danger was what a seagull meant to a clam. He closed his eyes and the devator
toiled upward.



That thing in the sand hed laughed a him.

Jack sgueezed through the opening as soon as the doors began to part. He trotted past the
closed mouths of the other eevators, turned right into the panelled corridor and ran past the
sconces and paintings toward their rooms. Here running seemed less a sacrilege. They had 407
and 408, conssting of two bedrooms, a smal kitchen, and a living room with a view of the long
snooth beach and the vasiness of the ocean. His mother had appropriated flowers from
somewhere, arranged them in vases, and set her little array of framed photographs beside them.
Jack at five, Jack at deven, Jack as an infant in the ams of his father. His father, Philip Sawyer,
a the whed of the old DeSoto he and Morgan Soat had driven to Cdifornia in the unimaginable
days when they had been so poor they had often dept in the car.

When Jack threw open 408, the door to the living room, he cdled out, 'Mom? Mom?

The flowers met him, the photographs smiled; there was no answer. 'Mom!" The door swung
shut behind him. Jeck felt his somach go cold. He rushed through the living room to the large
bedroom on the right. 'Mom!' Another vase of tall bright flowers. The empty bed looked starched
and ironed, s0 4iff a quater would bounce off the quilt. On the bedsde table stood an
assortment of brown bottles containing vitamins and other pills. Jack backed out. His mother's
window showed black waves rolling and rolling toward him.

Two men getting out of a nondescript car, themsaves nondescript, reaching for her . . .

'Mom!" he shouted.

'l hear you, Jack,' came his mother's voice through the bathroom door. "What on earth . . . ?

'Oh," he said, and felt dl hismusclesrelax. 'Oh, sorry. | just didn't know where you were!

"Taking a bath,' she sad. 'Getting ready for dinner. Is that till dlowed? Jack redized that he
no longer had to go to the bathroom. He dropped into one of the overstuffed chairs and closed his
eyesin relief. She was Htill okay —

Still okay for now, a dark voice whigpered, and in his mind he saw that sand funne open

agan, whirling.
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Seven or eight miles up the coast road, just outsde Hampton Township, they found a restaurant
cdled The Lobster Chateau. Jack had given a very sketchy account of his day — dready he was
backing away from the terror he had experienced on the beach, letting it diminish in his memory.
A waiter in a red jacket printed with the yellow image of a lobster across the back showed them
to atable beside along stresky window.

'Would Madam care for a drink? The waiter had a stony-cold off-season New England face,
and looking a it, suspecting the resentment of his Raph Lauren sport coat and his mother's
cadesdy worn Haston afternoon dress behind those watery blue eyes, Jack felt a more familiar
terror needle him — simple homesickness. Mom, if you're not really sick, what the hell are we
doing here? The placeis empty! It's creepy! Jesus!

'Bring me an dementary martini,' she said. The waiter raised his eyebrows. '"Madam?

'lcein aglass’ she sad. 'Olive onice. Tanqueray gin over olive. Then— are you getting this?

Mom, for God's sake, can't you see his eyes? You think you're being charming — he thinks
you're making fun of him! Can't you see his eyes?



No. She couldnt. And that failure of empathy, when she had dways been so sharp about how
other people were feding, was another stone againg his heart. She was withdrawing . . . in dl
ways.

'Y es, madam.’

"Then," she said, 'you take a bottle of vermouth — any brand — and hold it againg the glass.
Then you put the vermouth back on the shdlf and bring the glassto me. 'Kay?

'Y es, madam.' Watery-cold New England eyes, staring at his mother with no love a dl. We're
alone here, Jack thought, redly redizing it for the firg time. Jeez, are we. 'Y oung Sr?

'I'd like a Coke," Jack said miserably.

The waiter left. Lily rummaged in her purse, came up with a package of Herbert Tarrytoons
(so she had cdled them since he had been a baby, as in 'Bring me my Tarrytoons from over there
on the shelf, Jacky," and s0 he 4ill thought of them) and It one. She coughed out smoke in three
harsh burgts.

It was another stone againg his heart. Two years ago, his mother had given up smoking
entirdy. Jack had waited for her to backdide with that queer fatdism which is the flip sde of
childish creddity and innocence. His mother had adways smoked; she would soon smoke again.
But she had not . . . not until three months ago, in New York. Carltons. Waking around the
living room in the gpatment on Centrd Park West, puffing like a choo-choo, or squatting in
front of the record cabinet, pawing through her old rock records or her dead husband's old jazz
records.

'Y ou smoking again, Mom? held asked her.

'Y eah, I'm smoking cabbage leaves,' sheld said.

'l wish you wouldn't.

'Why don't you turn on the TV? shed responded with uncharacterigic sharpness, turning
toward him, her lips pressed tightly together. 'Maybe you can find Jmmy Swaggart or Reverend
Ike. Get down there in the haldujah corner with the amen sgters!

'Sorry," he'd muttered.

Wdl — it was only Carltons. Cabbage leaves. But here were the Herbert Tarrytoons — the
blue-and-white old-fashioned pack, the mouthpieces that looked like filters but which weren't.
He could remember, vagudly, his father teling somebody thet he smoked Wingtons and his wife
smoked Black Lungers.

'See anything weird, Jack? she asked him now, her over-bright eyes fixed on him, the
cigarette held in its old, dightly eccentric postion between the second and third fingers of the
rignt hand. Daring him to say something. Daring him to say, 'Mom, | notice youre smoking
Herbert Tarrytoons again — does this mean you figure you don't have anything left to lose?

'‘No,’ he sad. That miserable, bewildered homesickness swept him again, and he fdt like
weeping. 'Except this place. It's alittle werd.

She looked around and grinned. Two other waiters, one fat, one thin, both in red jackets with
golden lobsters on the back, stood by the swing doors to the kitchen, talking quietly. A velvet
rope hung across the entrance to a huge dining room beyond the acove where Jack and his
mother sat. Chairs were overturned in ziggurat shapes on the tables in this dark cave. At the far
end, a huge window-wall looked out on a gothic shorescape that made Jack think of Death's
Darling, a movie his mother had been in. She had played a young woman with a lot of money
who married a dark and handsome stranger against her parents wishes. The dark and handsome
sranger took her to a big house by the ocean and tried to drive her crazy. Death's Darling had
been more or less typica of Lily Cavanaugh's career — she had starred in a lot of black-and-



white films in which handsome but forgettable actors drove around in Ford convertibles with
their hats on.

The dgn hanging from the velvet rope barring the entrance to this dark cavern was ludicroudy
understated: THIS SECTION CLOSED.

Itisalittlegrim, it it? she sad.

'It's like the Twilight Zone,' he replied, and she barked her harsh, infectious, somehow lovely
laugh.

'Y eah, Jacky, Jacky, Jacky,' she said, and leaned over to ruffle histoo-long har, samiling.

He pushed her hand away, dso smiling (but oh, her fingers fdt like bones, didnt they? She's
almost dead, Jack . . .). 'Don't touch-a damoichendise.’

'Off my case

'Pretty hip for an old bag.’

'Oh boy, try to get movie money out of me this week.'

'Y egh.’

They smiled a each other, and Jack could not ever remember a need to cry so badly, or
remember loving her so much. There was a kind of desperate toughness about her now . . . going
back to the Black Lungers was part of that.

Their drinks came. She tipped her glasstoward his. 'Us!

'Okay.'

They drank. The waiter came with menus.

'Did | pull his gtring alittle hard before, Jacky?

'Maybe alittle,' he said.

She thought about it, then shrugged it away. 'What are you having?

'Sole, | guess.’

'‘Makeit two.'

S0 he ordered for both of them, feding clumsy and embarrassed but knowing it was what she
wanted — and he could see in her eyes when the waliter |eft that he hadn't done too bad a job. A
lot of that was Uncle Tommy's doing. After a trip to Hardegs Uncle Tommy had sad: 'l think
there's hope for you, Jack, if we can just cure this revolting obsesson with processed yelow
cheese!

The food came. He wolfed his sole, which was hot and lemony and good. Lily only toyed with
hers, ate afew green beans, and then pushed things around on her plate.

'School started up here two weeks ago,” Jack announced hafway through the med. Seeing the
big yelow buses with ARCADIA DISTRICT SCHOOLS written on the sides had made him fed
guilty — under the circumstances he thought that was probably absurd, but there it was. He was
playing hooky.

She looked a him, enquiring. She had ordered and finished a second drink; now the waliter
brought a third.

Jack shrugged. 'Just thought I'd mention it."

'Do you want to go?

'Huh? No! Not here!’

'‘Good,' she said. '‘Because | don't have your goddam vaccination papers. They won't let you in
school without a pedigree, chum.’

'Don't cal me chum,’ Jack said, but Lily didn't crack asmile a the old joke.

Boy, why ain't you in school?



He blinked asif the voice had spoken doud instead of only in hismind.

'Something? she asked.

'‘No. Well . . . therés a guy at the amusement park. Funworld. Janitor, caretaker, something
likethat. An old black guy. He asked me why | wasn't in school.'

She leaned forward, no humor in her now, amogt frighteningly grim. ‘What did you tel him?

Jack shrugged. 'l said | was getting over mono. You remember that time Richard had it? The
doctor told Uncle Morgan Richard had to stay out of school for six weeks, but he could wak
around outside and everything.' Jack smiled alittle. 'l thought he was lucky.'

Lily rdlaxed alittle. 'l don't like you talking to strangers, Jack.'

'Mom, he'sjusta—'

'l don't carewho heis. | don't want you talking to strangers.’

Jack thought of the black man, his hair gray sted wool, his dark face deeply lined, his odd,
light-colored eyes. He had been pushing a broom in the big arcade on the pier — the arcade was
the only part of Arcadia Funworld that stayed open the year around, but it had been deserted then
except for Jack and the black man and two old men far in the back. The two were playing Skee-
Bal in gpathetic Slence.

But now, gtting here in this dightly creepy restaurant with his mother, it wasn't the black man
who asked the question; it was himsdlf.

Why aren't | in school?

It be just like she say, son. Got no vaccination, got no pedigree. You think she come down here
with your birth certificate? That what you think? She on the run, son, and you on the run with
her. You —

'Have you heard from Richard? she broke in, and when she sad it, it came to him — no, that
was too gentle. It crashed into him. His hands twitched and his glass fel off the table. It shattered
on the floor.

She's almost dead, Jack.

The voice from the swirling sand-funne. The one he had heard in hismind.

It had been Uncle Morgan's voice. Not maybe, not almost, not sorta like. It had been a real
voice. Thevoice of Richard's father.

6

Going homein the car, she asked him, 'What happened to you in there, Jack?
‘Nothing. My heart did this funny little Gene Krupa riff. He ran off a quick one on the
dashboard to demonstrate. Threw aPCV, just like on General Hospital.'

‘Don't wise off to me, Jacky." In the glow of the dashboard instruments she looked pae and
haggard. A cigarette smouldered between the second and third fingers of her right hand. She was
driving very dowly — never over forty — as she dways drove when shed had too much to
drink. Her seat was pulled al the way forward, her skirt was hiked up so her knees floated,
gorklike, on ether sde of the steering column, and her chin seemed to hang over the whed. For
amoment she looked haglike, and Jack quickly looked away.

I'm not," he mumbled.

'What?

'I'm not wising off," he said. "It was like atwitch, that'sdl. I'm sorry.’
'It'sokay, she said. 'l thought it was something about Richard Soat.'



'No.' His father talked to me out of a hole in the sand down on the beach, that's all. In my head
he talked to me, like in a movie where you hear a voice-over. He told me you were almost dead.

'Do you miss him, Jack?

'Who, Richard?

'No — Spiro Agnew. Of course Richard.'

'‘Sometimes.” Richard Soat was now going to school in Illinois — one of those private schools
where chapel was compulsory and no one had acne.

"Youll see him." She ruffled his hair.

'Mom, are you dl right? The words burst out of him. He could fed his fingers biting into his
thighs

'Yes' she said, lighting another cigarette (she dowed down to twenty to do it; an old pick-up
swept by them, its horn blatting). ‘Never better.’

'How much weight have you logt?

‘Jacky, you can never be too thin or too rich.' She paused and then smiled a him. It was a
tired, hurt smile that told him dl the truth he needed to know.

‘Mom—"

'‘No more,' she said. ‘All's well. Take my word for it. See if you can find us some be-bop on the
FM.'

But —

'Find us some bop, Jacky, and shut up.’

He found some jazz on a Bogton dtation — an dto saxophone ducidating ‘All the Things You
Are! But under it, a steady, sensdless counterpoint, was the ocean. And later, he could see the
great skeleton of the roller coagter againgt the sky. And the rambling wings of the Alhambra Inn.
If thiswas home, they were home.



CHAPTER 3

Speedy Parker

1

The next day the sun was back — a hard bright sun that layered itsdf like paint over the flat
beach and the danting, red-tiled strip of roof Jack could see from his bedroom window. A long
low wave far out in the water seemed to harden in the light and sent a spear of brightness straight
toward his eyes To Jack this aunlignt fdt different from the light in Cdifornia It seemed
somehow thinner, colder, less nourishing. The wave out in the dark ocean melted away, then
hoigted itsdf up again, and a hard dazzling streak of gold leaped across it. Jack turned away from
his window. He had aready showered and dressed, and his body's clock told him that it was time
to start moving toward the schoolbus stop. Sevenfifteen. But of course he would not go to
school today, nothing was norma anymore, and he and his mother would just drift like ghogts
through another twelve hours of daytime. No schedule, no responshilities, no homework . . . no
order at dl except for that given them by medtimes.

Was today even a schoolday? Jack stopped short beside his bed, feding a little flicker of panic
that his world had become so formless . . . he didn't think this was a Saturday. Jack counted back
to the firs absolutdy identifiable day his memory could find, which was the previous Sunday.
Counting forward made it Thursday. On Thursdays he had computer class with Mr. Bago and an
early sports period. At least that was what held had when his life had been normd, a time that
now seemed — though it had come to an end only months ago — irretrievably lost.

He wandered out of his bedroom into the living room. When he tugged at the drawstring for
the curtains the hard bright light flooded into the room, bleaching the furniture. Then he punched
the button on the televison set and dropped himsdf onto the giff couch. His mother would not
be up for a least another fifteen minutes. Maybe longer, considering that shed had three drinks
with dinner the night before.

Jack glanced toward the door to his mother's room.

Twenty minutes later he rapped softly at her door. 'Mom? A thick mumble answered him.
Jack pushed the door open a crack and looked in. She was lifting her head off the pllow and
peering back through half-closed eyes.

‘Jacky. Morning. What time?

'Around eight.’

'God. You starving? She sat up and pressed the pams of her hands to her eyes.

'Kind of. I'm sort of sick of ditting in here. | just wondered if you were getting up soon.’

‘Not if | can help it. You mind? Go down to the dining room, get some breskfast. Mess around
on the beach, okay? Y ou'll have a much better mother today if you give her another hour in bed.

'Sure,' he said. 'Okay. Seeyou later.'

Her head had aready dropped back down on the pillow.

Jack switched off the televison and let himsdf out of the room after making sure his key was
in the pocket of hisjeans.



The devator smdled of camphor and ammonia — a maid had tipped a bottle off a cart. The
doors opened, and the gray desk clerk frowned at him and ogtentatioudy turned away. Being a
movie sar's brat doesn't make you anything specid around here, sonny . . . and why aren't you in
school? Jack turned into the pandled entrance to the dining room — The Saddle of Lamb — and
saw rows of empty tables in a shadowy vastness. Perhgps sx had been set up. A waitress in a
white blouse and red ruffled skirt looked a him, then looked away. Two exhausted-looking old
people sat across a table from each other at the other end of the room. There were no other
breskfagters. As Jack looked on, the old man leaned over the table and unsdfconscioudy cut his
wifesfried egg into four-inch square sections.

‘Table for one? The woman in charge of The Saddle of Lamb during the day had materidized
beside him, and was dready plucking a menu off a stack beside the reservation book.

‘Changed my mind, sorry." Jack escaped.

The Alhambra's coffee shop, The Beachcomber Lounge, lay al the way across the lobby and
down a long blesk corridor lined with empty display cases. His hunger died a the thought of
gtting by himsef a the counter and watching the bored cook dap down drips of bacon on the
crudy grill. He would wait until his mother got up: or, better yet, he would go out and see if he
could get a doughnut and a little carton of milk a one of the shops up the Street on the way into
town.

He pushed open the tal heavy front door of the hotel and went out into the sunlight. For a
moment the sudden brightness stung his eyes — the world was a fla glaing dazzle. Jack
squinted, wishing he had remembered to bring his sunglasses downdairs. He went across the
goron of red brick and down the four curving steps to the main pathway through the gardens at
the front of the hotel.

What happened if she died?

What happened to him — where would he go, who would teke care of him, if the worgt thing
in the world actudly took place and she died, for good and al died, up in that hotel room?

He shook his head, trying to send the terrible thought away before a lurking panic could rush
up out of the Alhambras well-ordered gardens and blast him gpart. He would not cry, he would
not let that happen to him — and he would not let himsdlf think about the Tarrytoons and the
weight she had log, the feding tha he sometimes had that she was too hepless and without
direction. He was waking very quickly now, and he shoved his hands into his pockets as he
jumped down off the curving path through the gardens onto the hotd's drive. She on the run, son,
and you on the run with her. On the run, but from whom? And to where? Here — just to here,
this deserted resort?

He reached the wide street that travelled up the shoreline toward the bwn, and now dl of the
empty landscgpe before him was a whirlpool that could suck him down into itsdf and spit him
out into a black place where peace and safety had never existed. A gull sailed out over the empty
road, wheded around in a wide curve, and dipped back toward the beach. Jack watched it go,
ghrinking in the air to a smudge of white above the erétic line of the roller-coaster track.

Lester Speedy Parker, a black man with crinkly gray har and heavy lines cutting down
through his cheeks, was down there somewhere insde Funworld and it was Speedy he had to
see. That was as clear to Jack as his sudden insight about his friend Richard's father.

A gull screeched, a wave bounced hard gold light toward him, and Jack saw Uncle Morgan
and his new friend Speedy as figures dmogt alegorically opposed, as if they were daues of
NIGHT and DAY, stuck up on plinthss MOON and SUN — the dark and the light. What Jack
had understood as soon as he had known that his father would have liked Speedy Parker was that



the ex-bluesman had no harm in him. Uncde Morgan, now . . . he was another kind of being
dtogether. Uncle Morgan lived for busness, for ded-making and husling; and he was 0
amhitious that he chalenged every even fantly dubious cdl in a temnis match, so ambitious in
fact that he cheated in the penny-ante card games his son had now and then coaxed him into
joining. At least, Jack thought that Uncle Morgan had been cheeting in a couple of their games . .
. hot aman who thought that defest demanded graciousness.

NIGHT and DAY, MOON and SUN; DARK and LIGHT, and the black man was the light in
these polarities. And when Jack's mind had pushed him this far, dl that panic he had fought off
in the hotdl's tidy gardens swarmed toward him again. He lifted hisfeet and ran.
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When the boy saw Speedy kneding down outsde the gray and peding acade building —
wrapping electrician's tape around a thick cord, his sted-wool head bent amogt to the pier and
his skinny buttocks poking out the worn green seat of his work-pants, the dusty soles of his boots
toed down like a pair of upended surfboards — he redized that he had no idea of what he had
been planning to say to the custodian, or even if he intended to say anything at dl. Speedy gave
the roll of black tape another twist around the cord, nodded, took a battered Palmer knife from
the flap pocket of his workshirt and diced the tgpe off the roll with a flat surgicd neatness. Jack
would have escaped from here, too, if he could — he was intruding on the man's work, and
anyhow, it was crazy to think that Speedy could redly hep him in any way. Wha kind of hep
could he give, an old janitor in an empty amusement park?

Then Speedy turned his head and registered the boy's presence with an expression of totd and
waming welcome — not so much a smile as a degpening of dl those heavy lines in his face —
and Jack knew that he was at least no intrusion.

Travdlin Jack,” Speedy said. 'l was beginnin to get afrad you decided to stay away from me.
Just when we got to be friends, too. Good to see you again, son.’

'Y eah," Jack said. 'Good to see you, too.'

Speedy popped the metd knife back into his shirt pocket and lifted his long bony body upright
0 eadly, 0 ahleticdly, that he seemed weghtless. 'This whole place comin down aound my
eas’' he sad. 'l jug fix it a little bit & a time, enough so everything works more or less the way it
should." He stopped in mid-sentence, having had a good look at Jack's face. 'Old world's not so
fine right now, seemslike. Travellin Jack got buckled up to aload of worries. That the way it iS?

'Yeah, sort of,' Jack began — he 4ill had no idea of how to begin expressng the things thet
troubled him. They could not be put into ordinary sentences, for ordinary sentences made
everything seem rationa. One . . . two . . . three: Jack's world no longer marched in those straight
lines. All he could not say weighed in his chest.

He looked miserably at the tal thin man before him. Speedy’'s hands were thrust deep into his
pockets, his thick gray eyebrows pushed toward the deep vertical furrow between them. Speedy's
eyes, 0 light they were dmost no color a al, svung up from the blistered paint of the pier and
met Jack's own — and suddenly Jack felt better again. He did not understand why, but Speedy
seemed to be able to communicate emotion directly to him: as if they had not met just a week
before, but years ago, and had shared far more than afew words in a deserted arcade.

'Well, that's enough work for now," Speedy sad, glancing up in the direction of the Alhambra
‘Do any moreand | just spoil em. Don't suppose you ever saw my office, did you?



Jack shook his head.

‘Timefor alittle refreshment, boy. Thetimeisright.'

He set off down the pier in his long-legged gat, and Jack trotted after him. As they jumped
down the geps of the pier and began going across the scrubby grass and packed brown earth
toward the buildings on the far sde of the park, Speedy astonished Jack by starting to Sing.

Travellin Jack, ole Travellin Jack,
Got a far long way to go,
Longer way to come back.

It was not exactly singing, Jack thought, but sort of hafway between singing and taking. If it
were not for the words, he would have enjoyed listening to Speedy's rough, confident voice.

Long long way for that boy to go,
Longer way to come back.

Speedy cast an amost twinkling look a him over his shoulder.
'Why do you cal me that? Jack asked him. 'Why am | Travelling Jack? Because I'm from
Cdifornia?

They had reached the pale blue ticket booth at the entrance to the roller-coaster enclosure, and
Speedy thrugt his hands back in the pockets of his baggy green workpants, spun on his hed, and
propped his shoulders on the little blue enclosure The efficiency and quickness of his
movements had a qudity dmog theairicd — as if, Jack thought, he had known the boy was
going to ask that particular question at that precise moment.

He say he come from California,
Don he know he gotta go right back . . .

sang Speedy, his ponderous sculptured face filled with emotion that seemed admost reluctant to
Jack.

Say he come all that way,
Poor Travellin Jack gotta go right back . . .

'What? Jack sad. 'Go back? | think my mom even sold the house — or she rented it or
something. | don't know what the hell you're trying to do, Speedy.’

He was rdieved when Speedy did not answer him in his chanting, rhythmic sing-song, but
sad in anormd voice: 'Bet you don't remember meetin me before, Jack. Y ou don't, do you?

'Mesting you before? Where was this?

'Cdifornia — at least, | think we met back there. Not so's you'd remember, Travellin Jack. It
was a pretty busy couple of minutes. Would have been in . . . let me see . . . would have been
about four — five years ago. Nineteen seventy-six.'

Jack looked up a him in pure befuddlement. Nineteen seventy-Sx? He would have been seven
yearsold.

'Let's go find my little office’ Speedy said, and pushed himsdf off the ticket booth with that
same weightless grace.



Jack followed after him, winding through the tal supports of the roller coaster — black
shadows like the grids of tic-tac-toe diagrams overlad a dusty wastdland sprinkled with beer-
cans and candy wrappers. The tracks of the roller coaster hung above them like an unfinished
skyscraper. Speedy moved, Jack saw, with a basketball player's rangy ease, his head up and his
ams dangling. The angle of his body, his posture in the crisscrossed gloom benegth the druts,
seemed very young — Speedy could have been in his twenties.

Then the cugtodian stepped out again into the harsh sunlight, and fifty extra years grayed his
hair and seamed the back of his neck. Jack paused as he reached the fina row of uprights,
sensing as if Speedy Parker's illusory juvenescence were the key to them tha the Daydreams
were somehow very near, hovering dl about him.

Nineteen seventy-sx? Cdifornia? Jack trailled off after Speedy, who was going toward a tiny
red-painted wooden shack back up againgt the smooth-wire fence on the far Sde of the
amusement park. He was sure that he had never met Speedy in Cdifornia . . . but the dmost
visble presence of his fantases had brought back to him another specific memory of those days,
the visons and sensdtions of a late afternoon of his sxth year, Jacky playing with a black toy
taxi behind the couch in his father's office . . . and his father and Uncle Morgan unexpectedly,
magicdly taking about the Daydreams. They have magic like we have physics, right? An
agrarian monarchy, using magic instead of science. But can you begin to understand how much
fucking clout we'd swing if we gave them electricity? If we got modern weapons to the right guys
over there? Do you have any idea?

Hold on there, Morgan, | have a lot of ideas that apparently have yet to occur to you

Jack could dmost hear his fahe's voice, and the peculiar and unsettling redm of the
Daydreams seemed to gir in the shadowy wasteland beneeth the roller coaster. He began again to
trot after Speedy, who had opened the door of the little red shack and was leaning agang it,
gmiling without smiling.

'You got something on your mind, Travellin Jack. Something that's buzzin in there like a bee.
Get on ingde the executive suite and tell me about it.'

If the smile had been broader, more obvious, Jack might have turned and run: the spectre of
mockery dill hung humiliatingly near. But Speedy's whole being seemed to express a welcoming
concern — the message of dl those degpened lines in his face — and Jack went past him through
the door.

Speedy's 'office’ was a smdl board rectangle — the same red as its exterior — without a desk
or a telephone. Two upended orange crates leaned againgt one of the sde wadls, flanking an
unplugged dectrica heeter that resembled the grille of a mid-fifties Pontiac. In the middle of the
room a wooden round-back school chair kept company with an overstuffed char of faded gray
méterid.

The arms of the overstuffed chair seemed to have been clawed open by severa generations of
cas. dingy wisps of duffing lay across the arms like hair; on the back of the school chair was a
complex graffito of scratched-in initids. Junkyard furniture. In one of the corners stood two neat
foot-high piles of paperback books, in another the square fake-dligator cover of a cheap record
player. Speedy nodded at the heater and said, "You come round here in January, February, boy,
you see why | got that. Cold? Shoo.' But Jack was now looking at the pictures taped to the wall
over the heater and orange crates.

All but one of the pictures were nudes cut from men's magazines. Women with breedts as large
as their heads lolled back againgt uncomfortable trees and splayed columnar, hardworked legs.
To Jack, their faces looked both fascinating and rapacious — as if these women would take bites



out of his skin after they kissed him. Some of the women were no younger than his mother;
others seemed only a few years older than himsdf. Jack's eyes grazed over this needful flesh —
dl of it, young and unyoung, pink or chocolate-brown or honey-yellow, seemed to press toward
his touch, and he was too conscious of Speedy Parker standing beside him, watching. Then he
saw the landscape in the midst of the nude photographs, and for a second fe probably forgot to
breathe.

It too was a photogreph; and it too seemed to reach out for him, as if it were three-
dimensond. A long grassy plan of a paticular, aching green unfurled toward a low, ground-
down range of mountains. Above the plain and the mountains ranged a deeply transparent sky.
Jack could very nearly smell the freshness of this landscape. He knew that place. He had never
been there, not redlly, but he knew it. That was one of the places of the Daydreams.

'Kind of catch the eye, don't it? Speedy said, and Jack remembered where he was. A Eurasian
woman with her back to the camera tilted a heart-shaped rear and smiled a him over her
shoulder. Yes, Jack thought. 'Redl pretty place’ Speedy said. ‘| put that one up mysdf. All these
here girls met me when | moved in. Didn't have the heart to rip em off the wal. They sort of do
remind me of way back when, times | was on the road."

Jack looked up at Speedy, startled, and the old man winked at him.

'Do you know that place, Speedy? Jack asked. 'l mean, do you know whereit is?

'Maybe s0, maybe not. It might be Africa — someplace in Kenya Or that might be just my
memory. Sit down, Travelin Jack. Take the comf'able chair.’

Jack twigted the char o0 that he could ill see the picture of the Daydream place. That's
Africa?'

'Might be somewhere a lot closer. Might be somewhere a fellow could get to — get to anytime
he liked, thet is, if he wanted to seeit bad enough.'

Jack suddenly redized that he was trembling, and had been for some time. He bdled his hands
into figs, and felt the trembling displace itsdlf into his Ssomach.

He was not sure that he wanted ever to see the Daydream place, but he looked questioningly
over a Speedy, who had perched himsdlf onthe school chair. 'It isn't anyplace in Africa, isit?

'Well, | don't know. Could be. | got my own namefor it, son. | just call it the Territories!

Jack looked back up at the photograph — the long, dimpled plain, the low brown mountains.
The Territories. That was right; that was its name.

They have magic like we have physics, right? An agrarian monarchy . . . modern weapons to
the right guys over there . . . Uncle Morgan plotting. His father answering, putting on the brakes:
We have to be careful about the way we go in there, partner . . . remember, we owe them, by
which | mean wereally owe them. . .

‘The Teritories! he sad to Speedy, tagting the name in his mouth as much as asking a
question.

‘Air like the best winein arich man's cdllar. Soft rain. That's the place, son.'’

'Y ou've been there, Speedy? Jack asked, fervently hoping for a Straightforward answer.

But Speedy frudtrated him, as Jack had amost known he would. The custodian smiled a him,
and thistimeit was ared amile, not just a sublimind flare of warmth.

After a moment Speedy said, 'Hell, | never been outsde these United States, Travellin Jack.
Not even in the war. Never got any farther than Texas and Alabama.’

'How do you know about the . . . the Teritories? The name was just beginning to fit his
mouth.



'‘Man like me, he hear dl kinds of stories. Stories about two-headed parrots, men that fly with
their own wings, men who turn into wolves, stories about queens. Sick queens.’

... magic like we have physics, right?

Angds and werewolves. 'lI've heard stories about werewolves,' Jack said. 'They're even in
cartoons. That doesn't mean anything, Speedy.’

'Probably it don't. But | heard that if a man pulls a radish out of the ground, another man haf a
mile away will be able to smel that radish— the air so sweet and clear.’

‘But angels. ..

'Men with wings'

'And sick queens,’ Jack said, meaning it as a joke — man, this is some dumb place you make
up, broom jockey. But the ingant he spoke the words, he fet sick himself. He had remembered
the black eye of a gull fixing him with his own mortdity as it yanked a dam from its shdl: and
he could hear hustlin, bustlin Uncle Morgan asking if Jack could put Queen Lily on the line

Queen of the Bs. Queen Lily Cavanaugh.

'Yeah,' Speedy said softly. Troubles everywhere, son. Sick Queen . . . maybe dyin. Dyin, son.
And aworld or two waitin out there, just waitin to see if anyone can save her.’

Jack stared a him open-mouthed, feding more or less as if the custodian had just kicked him
in the somach. Save her? Save his mother? The panic started to flood toward him once again —
how could he save her? And did dl this crazy tak mean that she redly was dying, back terein
that room?

'You got a job, Travelin Jack,” Speedy told him. 'A job that ain't gonna let you go, and that's
the Lord's truth. | wish it was different.’

'l don't know what you're talking about,” Jack said. His breath seemed to be trapped in a hot
little pocket Stuated a the base of his neck. He looked into another corner of the smal red room
and in the shadow saw a battered guitar propped againg the wall. Beside it lay the neat tube of a
thin rolled-up mattress. Speedy dept next to his guitar.

'I wonder,” Speedy said. "There comes times, you know what | mean, you know more than you
think you know. One hell of alot more.’

‘But 1 don't — ' Jack began, and then pulled himsdf up short. He had just remembered
something. Now he was even more frightened — another chunk of the past had rushed out at
him, demanding his attention. Ingantly he was filmed with perspiration, and his skin fdt very
cold — as if he had been miged by a fine spray from a hose. This memory was what he had
fought to repress yesterday morning, standing before the eevators, pretending that his bladder
was not about to burst.

'Didn't | say it was time for a little refreshment? Speedy asked, reaching down to push asde a
loose floorboard.

Jack again saw two ordinary-looking men trying to push his mother into a car. Above them a
huge tree dipped scalloped fronds over the automobile's roof.

Speedy gently extracted a pint bottle from the gap between the floorboards. The glass was
dark green, and the fluid indgde looked black. This gonna help you, son. Just a little taste dl you
need — send you some new places, help you get started findin that job | told you bout."

I can't stay, Speedy,’ Jack blurted out, now in a desperate hurry to get back to the Alhambra
The old man visbly checked the surprise in his face, then did the bottle back under the loose
floorboard. Jack was aready on hisfeet. 'I'm worried, he said.

‘Bout your mom?

Jack nodded, moving backward toward the open door.



‘Then you better settle your mind and go see she's dl right. You can come back here anytime,
Travdlin Jack.

'Okay," the boy said, and then hesitated before running outside. 'l think . . . | think | remember
when we met before.”

'Nah, nah, my brains got twisted,’ Speedy said, shaking his head and waving his hands back
and forth before him. "You had it right. We never met before last week. Get on back to your mom
and set your mind at ease’

Jack sprinted out the door and ran through the dimension-less sunlight to the wide arch leading
to the Street. Above it he could see the letters DLROWNUF AIDACRA outlined againgt the sky:
a night, colored bulbs would spell out the park's name in both directions. Dust puffed up beneath
his Nikes. Jack pushed himsdf againg his own muscles, making them move faster and harder, 0
that by the time he burst out through the arch, he felt dmost as though he were flying.

Nineteen seventy-six. Jack had been puttering his way up Rodeo Drive on an afternoon in
June? July? . . . some afternoon in the drought season, but before that time of the year when
everybody darted worrying about brushfires in the hills. Now he could not even remember
where he had been going. A friend's house? It had not been an errand of any urgency. He had,
Jack remembered, just reached the point where he no longer thought of his father in every
unoccupied second — for many months after Philip Sawyer's deeth in a hunting accident, his
shade, his loss had sped toward Jack a a bruising speed whenever the boy was least prepared to
meset it. Jack was only saven, but he knew tha part of his childhood had been stolen from him —
his gx-year-old sdf now seemed impossbly naive and thoughtless — but he had learned to trust
his mother's srength. Formless and savage threats no longer seemed to conced themselves in
dark corners, closets with half-open doors, shadowy streets, empty rooms.

The events of that amless summer afternoon in 1976 had murdered this temporary peace.
After it, Jack dept with hislight on for sx months, nightmares roiled his deep.

The car pulled across the dreet just a few houses up from the Sawyers white three-story
Colonid. It had been a green car, and that was dl that Jack had known about it except that it was
not a Mercedes — Mercedes was the only kind of automobile he knew by sight. The man a the
whed had rolled down his window and smiled at Jack. The boy's firg thought had been that he
knew this man — the man had known Phil Sawyer, and wanted just to say hello to his son.
Somehow that was conveyed by the man's smile, which was easy and unforced and familiar.
Another man leaned forward in the passenger seat and peered toward Jack through blind-man
glasses — round and so dark they were nearly black. This second man wes wearing a pure white
suit. The driver let his smile spesk for him a moment longer.

Then he sad, 'Sonny, do you know how we get to the Beverly Hills Hotd? So he was a
dranger after al. Jack experienced an odd little flicker of disappointment.

He pointed straight up the street. The hotel was right up there, close enough so that his father
had been able to walk to breskfast meetingsin the Loggia

'Straight ahead? the driver asked, till smiling.

Jack nodded.

'You'e a pretty smart little fellow,' the man told him, and the other man chuckled. 'Any idea of
how far up it is? Jack shook his head. 'Couple of blocks, maybe?

'Yeah.! He had begun to get uncomforteble The driver was ill smiling, but now the smile
looked bright and hard and empty. And the passenger's chuckle had been wheezy and damp, as if
he were sucking on something wet.

'Five, maybe? Six? What do you say?



'About five or six, | guess,’ Jack said, stepping backward.

'Wdll, | sure do want to thank you, little fdlow, the driver said. 'You don't happen to like
candy, do you? He extended a closed fist through the window, turned it palm-up, and opened his
fingers aTootse Rall. 'It'syours. Takeit.

Jack tentatively stepped forward, hearing in his mind the words of a thousand warnings
involving strange men and candy. But this man was ill in his car; if he tried anything, Jack
could be hdf a block awvay before the man got his door open. And to not take it somehow
seemed a breach of civility. Jack took another step nearer. He looked at the man's eyes, which
were blue and as bright and hard as his smile. Jack's indincts told him to lower his hand and
wak away. He let his hand drift an inch or two nearer the Tootde Rall. Then he made a little
stabbing peck at it with hisfingers.

The driver's hand clamped around Jack's, and the passenger in blind-man glasses laughed out
loud. Agtonished, Jack dared into the eyes of the man gripping his hand and saw them dart to
change — thought he saw them gart to change — from blueto yellow.

But later they were yelow.

The man in the other seat pushed his door open and trotted around the back of the car. He was
wearing a smdl gold cross in the lapd of his slk suit coa. Jack pulled franticaly away, but the
driver amiled brightly, emptily, and held him fast. 'NO!" Jack yelled. 'HELP!'

The man in dark glasses opened the rear door on Jack's Side.

'HELP ME!" Jack screamed.

The man holding him began to squeeze him down into a shgpe that would fit into the open
door. Jack bucked, 4ill yelling, but the man effortlesdy tightened his hold. Jack druck a his
hands, then tried to push the hands off him. With horror, he redized that what he felt beneath his
fingers was not skin. He twisted his head and saw tha clamped to his side and protruding from
the black deeve was a hard, pinching thing like aclaw or ajointed talon. Jack screamed again.

From up the street came a loud voice: 'Hey, stop messin with that boy! You! Leave that boy
done!’

Jack gasped with reief, and twisted as hard as he could in the man's aams. Running toward
them from the end of the block was a tdl thin black man, ill shouting. The man holding him
dropped Jack to the sdewak and took off around the back of the car. The front door of one of
the houses behind Jack dammed open— another witness.

'Move, move,' sad the driver, dready stepping on the accelerator. White Suit jumped back into
the passenger sedt, and the car spun its wheds and squeded diagondly across Rodeo Drive,
bardy missng a long white Clenet driven by a suntanned man in tennis whites The Clenet's
horn blared.

Jack picked himsdlf up off the Sdewak. He fet dizzy. A bad man in a tan ssfari suit appeared
beside him and said, "Who were they? Did you get their names?

Jack shook his head.

'How do you fed? We ought to call the police!

'l want to sit down," Jack said, and the man backed away a step.

"Y ou want meto call the police? he asked, and Jack shook his head.

'l can't believe this' the man said. 'Do you live around here? I've seen you before, haven't 17?7

'I'm Jack Sawyer. My house isjust down there'

‘The white house,' the man said, nodding. "Youre Lily Cavanaugh's kid. I'll wak you home, if
youlike!



'‘Where's the other man? Jack asked him. 'The black man — the one who was shouting.' He
took an uneasy step away from the man in the safari suit. Apart from the two of them, the sreet
was empty.

Lester Speedy Parker had been the man running toward him. Speedy had saved his life back
then, Jack redlized, and ran al the harder toward the hotel .
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'You get any breskfagt? his mother asked him, spilling a cloud of smoke out of her mouth. She
wore a scaf over her har like a turban, and with her hair hidden that way, her face looked bony
and vulnerable to Jack. A hdf-inch of cigarette smouldered between her second and third fingers,
and when she saw him glance at it, she snubbed it out in the ashtray on her dressing table.

'Ah, no, not redly," he said, hovering in the door of her bedroom.

'Give me a clear yes or no,’ she sad, turning back to the mirror. "'The ambiguity is killing me'
Her mirror-wrist and mirror-hand, applying the makeup to Lily's face, looked stick-thin.

'‘No,' hesaid.

'Well, hang on for a second and when your mother has made hersdlf beautiful shell take you
downstairs and buy you whatever your heart desires.’

'Okay,' he said. 'It just seemed so depressing, being there dl done!’

'l swear, what you have to be depressed about . . . ' She leaned forward and inspected her face
in the mirror. 'l don't suppose youd mind waiting in the living room, Jacky? I'd rather do this
aone. Tribd secrets!

Jack wordlesdy turned away and wandered back into the living room.

When the tel ephone rang, he jumped about a foot.

'Should | get that? he caled out.

"Thank you," her cool voice came back.

Jack picked up the receiver and said hello.

‘Hey kid, 1 findly got you, said Uncle Morgan Sloat. 'What in the world is going on in your
mommas head? Jesus, we could have a red dtuation here if somebody doesnt start paying
attention to details. Is she there? Tell her she has to tak to me — | don't care what she says, she
hasto talk to me. Trust me, kiddo.'

Jack let the phone dangle in his hand. He wanted to hang up, to get in the car with his mother
and drive to another hotd in another state. He did not hang up. He cadled out, 'Mom, Uncle
Morgan's on the phone. He says you have to talk to him.'

She was dlent for a moment, and he wished he could have seen her face. Findly she sad, 'l
takeit in here, Jacky.'

Jack dready knew what he was going to have to do. His mother gently shut her bedroom door;
he heard her waking back to the dressing table. She picked up the telephone in her bedroom.
'‘Okay, Jacky,' she cdled through the door. 'Okay,’ he called back. Then he put the telephone back
to his ear and covered the mouthpiece with his hand so that no one would hear him breathing.

'Great dunt, Lily, Uncde Morgan sad. Terific. If you were 4ill in pictures, we could
probably get a little mileage out of this Kind of a 'Why Has This Actress Disappeared? thing.
But don't you think it's time you started acting like arational person again?

'How did you find me? she asked.



"You think you're hard to find? Give me a break, Lily, | want you to get your ass back to New
York. It'stime you stopped running away.'

'Isthat what I'm doing, Morgan?

You don't exactly have dl the time in the world, Lily, and | don't have enough time to waste
to chase you al over New England. Hey, hold on. Y our kid never hung up his phone!'

'Of course he did.'

Jack's heart had stopped some seconds earlier.

'Get off the line, kid, Morgan Soat's voice said to him.

'Don't be ridiculous, Sloat," his mother said.

T'll tel you what's ridiculous, lady. You holing up in some seedy resort when you ought to be
in the hospitd, that's ridiculous. Jesus, don't you know we have about a million busness
decisions to make? | care about your son's education, too, and it's a damn good thing | do. You
seem to have given up on that.’

'l don't want to talk to you anymore,' Lily said.

'You don't want to, but you have to. I'll come up there and put you in a hospitd by force if |
have to. We gotta make arrangements Lily. You own hdf of the company I'm trying to run —
and Jack gets your haf after you're gone. | want to make sure Jack's taken care of. And if you
think that taking care of Jack is wha you're doing up there in goddam New Hampshire, then
you're alot sicker than you know.'

'What do you want, Soat? Lily asked in atired voice.

'You know what | want — | want everybody taken care of. | want what's fair. I'll take care of
Jack, Lily. I'll give him fifty thousand dollars a year — you think about thet, Lily. I'll see he goes
to agood college. Y ou can't even keep himin school !

‘Noble Sloat,’ his mother said.

'Do you think that's an answer? Lily, you need help and I'm the only one offering.’

'What's your cut, Soat? his mother asked.

'You know damn wdl. | get what's fair. | get what's coming to me. Your interest in Sawyer
and Soat — | worked my ass off for that company, and it ought to ke mine. We could get the
paperwork done in amorning, Lily, and then concentrate on getting you taken care of '

‘Like Tommy Woodbine was taken care of,' she said. 'Sometimes | think you and Phil were too
successful, Morgan. Sawyer and Sloat was more managesble before you got into red-edtate
investments and production deds. Remember when you had only a couple of deadbeat comics
and a hdf-dozen hopeful actors and screenwriters as cdlients? | liked life better before the
megabucks.’

'Manageable, who are you kidding? Uncle Morgan yelled. 'You can't even manage yoursdf!’
Then he made an effort to cam himsdf. 'And I'll forget you mentioned Tom Woodbine. That
was beneeth even you, Lily.'

'I'm going to hang up now, Soat. Stay away from here. And Stay away from Jack.'

'Y ou are going into a hospitd, Lily, and this running around isgoing to —

His mother hung up in the middle of Uncle Morgan's sentence; Jack gently put down his own
receiver. Then he took a couple of steps closer to the window, as if not to be seen anywhere near
the living-room phone. Only silence came from the closed bedroom.

'Mom? he said.

'Yes, Jacky? He heard adight wobble in her voice.

'Y ou okay? Is everything dl right?



'Me? Sure.' Her footsteps came softly to the door, which cracked open. Their eyes met, his
blue to her blue. Lily swung the door dl the way open. Again thar eyes met, for a moment of
uncomfortable intengty. 'Of course everything's dl right. Why wouldnt it be? Ther eyes
disengaged. Knowledge of some kind had passed between them, but what? Jack wondered if she
knew that he had listened to her conversation; then he thought that the knowledge they had just
shared was — for thefird time — the fact of her illness.

'Wdll,' he said, embarrassed now. His mother's disease, that great unspeskable subject, grew
obscendy large between them. 'l don't know, exactly. Uncle Morgan seemed . . . ' He shrugged.

Lily shivered, and Jack came to another great recognition. His mother was afrad — at least as
afraid ashewas.

She plugged a cigarette in her mouth and snapped open her lighter. Another stabbing look
from her degp eyes. 'Don't pay any atention to that pest, Jack. I'm just irritated because it redly
doesn't seem that I'll ever be able to get away from him. Your Uncle Morgan likes to bully me'
She exhded gray smoke. 'I'm afraid that | don't have much appetite for breskfast anymore. Why
don't you take yoursdf downgairs and have ared breskfast thistime?

'‘Comewith me,’ he said.

'I'd like to be done for awhile, Jack. Try to understand that.’

Try to understand that.

Trust me.

These things that grown-ups said, meaning something else entirely.

'I'll be more companionable when you come back,' she said. 'That's a promise.’

And what she was redly saying was | want to scream, | can't take any more of this, get out,
get out!

'Should | bring you anything?

She shook her head, amiling toughly a him, and he had to leave the room, though he no longer
had any stomach for breskfast ether. Jack wandered down the corridor to the eevators. Once
agan, there was only one place to go, but this time he knew it before he ever reached the gloomy
lobby and the ashen, censorious desk clerk.

4

Speedy Parker was not in the smal red-painted shack of an office; he was not out on the long
pier, in the arcade where the two old boys were back playing Skee-Bdl as if it were a war they
both knew they would lose; he was not in the dusty vacancy benesth the roller coaster. Jack
Sawyer turned amlesdy in the harsh sunlight, looking down the empty avenues and deserted
public places of the park. Jack's fear tightened itsdf up a notch. Suppose something had
happened to Speedy? It was impossible, but what if Uncle Morgan had found out about Speedy
(found out what, though?) and had . . . Jack mentaly saw the WILD CHILD van careening
around a corner, grinding its gears and picking up speed.

He jerked himsdf into motion, hardly knowing which way he meant to go. h the bright panic
of his mood, he saw Uncle Morgan running past a row of digorting mirrors, turned by them into
a series of mongrous and deformed figures. Horns grew on his bad brow, a hump flowered
between his fleshy shoulders, his wide fingers became shovels. Jack veered sharply off to the
right, and found himsdf moving toward an oddly shgped, dmost round building of white datlike
boards.



From within it he suddenly heard a rhythmic tap tap tap. The boy ran toward the sound — a
wrench hitting a pipe, a hammer driking an anvil, a noise of work. In the midst of the dats he
found a doorknob and pulled open afragile dat-door.

Jack went forward into striped darkness, and the sound grew louder. The darkness changed
form around him, dtered its dimensons. He sretched out his hands and touched canvas. This
did asde; indantly, glowing yellow light fel about him. Travelin Jack,’ said Speedy's voice.

Jack turned toward the voice and saw the custodian seated on the ground beside a partidly
dismantled merry-go-round. He held a wrench in his hand, and before him a white horse with a

foamy mane lay impaed by a long dlver stake from pomme to bely. Speedy gently put the
wrench on the ground. ‘Are you ready to talk now, son? he asked.



CHAPTER 4

Jack Goes Over

1

'Yes, I'm ready now,' Jack said in a perfectly calm voice, and then burst into tears.

'Say, Travelin Jack,” Speedy said, dropping his wrench and coming to him. 'Say, son, take her
easy, take her easy now . . ."

But Jack couldn't take her easy. Suddenly it was too much, dl of it, too much, and it was cry
or just snk under a great wave of blackness — a wave which no bright stresk of gold could
illuminate. The tears hurt, but he sensed the terror would kill him if he did not cry it out.

'You do your weepin, Travellin Jack,” Speedy said, and put his ams around him. Jack put his
hot, swollen face agang Speedy's thin shirt, smdling the man's smdl — something like Old
Spice, something like cinnamon, something like books that no one has taken out of the library in
a long time. Good amdls, comforting smells. He groped his ams around Speedy; his pams felt
the bones in Speedy's back, close to the surface, hardly covered by scant mest.

'You weep if it put you easy again,’ Speedy said, rocking him. 'Sometimes it does. | know.
Speedy knows how far you been, Travelin Jack, and how far you got to go, and how you tired.
So you weep if it put you essy.’

Jack barely understood the words — only the sounds of them, soothing and calming.

'My mother's redly sck,' he said a last againgt Speedy's chest. 'l think she came here to get
away from my father's old partner. Mr. Morgan Sloat.' He sniffed mightily, let go of Speedy,
stepped back, and rubbed at his swollen eyes with the hedls of his hands. He was surprised a his
lack of embarrassment — adways before, his tears had disgusted and shamed him . . . it was
amog like peeng your pants Was that because his mother had aways been so tough? He
supposed that was part of it, dl right; Lily Cavanaugh hed little use for tears.

‘But that ain't the only reason she come here, was it?

'No," Jack said in alow voice. 'l think . . . she came here to die' His voice rose impossibly on
the last word, making a squesk like an unailed hinge.

'‘Maybe," Speedy said, looking at Jack steadily. '‘And maybe you here to save her. Her . . . and a
woman just like her.'

'Who? Jack said through numb lips. He knew who. He didn't know her name, but he knew
who.

"The Queen,” Speedy sad. 'Her name is Laura Deloessan, and she is the Queen of the
Territories.’
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'Help me," Speedy grunted. 'Caich ole Silver Lady right under the tail. You be takin' liberties with
the Lady, but | guess she an't gonnamind if you're helpin me get her back where she belong.'
'Isthat what you cal her? Slver Lady?



'Yeah bob,’ Speedy sad, grinning, showing perhaps a dozen teeth, top and bottom. ‘All
carousd horsesis named, don't you know that? Catch on. Travellin Jack!”

Jack reached under the white horse's wooden tail and locked his fingers together. Grunting,
Speedy wrapped his big brown hands around the Lady's forelegs. Together they caried the
wooden horse over to the canted dish of the carousd, the pole pointing down, its far end sinister
with layers of Quaker State ail.

‘Little to the left . . . ' Speedy gasped. 'Yeah . . . now peg her, Travedlin Jack! Peg her down
good!"

They seated the pole and then stood back, Jack panting, Speedy grinning and gasping
wheezily. The black man armed swest from his brow and then turned his grin on Jack.

'My, an't we cool?

'If you say S0, Jack answered, smiling.

'l say so! Oh yes!' Speedy reached into his back pocket and pulled out the dark green pint
bottle. He unscrewed the cap, drank — and for a moment Jack felt a weird certainty: he could see
through Speedy. Speedy had become transparent, as ghostly as one of the spirits on the Topper
show, which they showed on one of the indy dations out in L.A. Speedy was disgppearing.
Disappearing, Jack thought, or going someplace else? But that was ancther nutty thought; it
made no sense a all.

Then Speedy was as solid as ever. It had just been atrick his eyes had played, a momentary —

No. No it wasn't. For just a second he almost wasn't here!

— hdlucination.

Speedy was looking shrewdly at him. He started to hold the bottle out to Jack, then shook his
head a little. He recapped it ingtead, and then did it into his back pocket again. He turned to
dudy the Silver Lady, back in her place on the carousd, now needing only to have her post
bolted securdly into place. He was smiling. 'We just as cool as we can be, Travdlin Jack.'

'Speedy — '

‘All of em is named,’ Speedy sad, waking dowly around the canted dish of the carousd, his
footfdls echoing in the high building. Overhead, in the shadowy crisscross of the beams, a few
barnswalows cooed softly. Jack followed him. 'Silver Lady . . . Midnight . . . this here roan is
Scout . . . thismare's Ella Speed.’

The black man threw back his head and sang, sartling the barnswalowsinto flight:

" 'Ella Speed was havin her lovin fun . . . let me tell you what old Bill Martin done ' Hoo! Look
a em fly!" He laughed . . . but when he turned to Jack, he was serious again. 'You like to teke a
shot at savm your mothers Ilfe Jack? Hers, and the life of that other woman | tole you about?

. . don't know how, he meant to say, but a voice ingde — a voice which came from
that same prevlously locked room from which the memory of the two men and the attempted
kidnapping had come that morning — rose up powerfully: You do know! You might need Speedy
to get you started, but you do know, Jack. You do.

He knew that voice so very well. It was his father's voice.

I will if you tdl me how," he said, hisvoice risng and fadling unevenly.

Speedy crossed to the room's far wall — a great circular shape made of narrow datted boards,
panted with a primitive but wildly energetic murd of dashing horses. To Jack, the wall looked
like the pull-down lid of his father's rolltop desk (and that desk had been in Morgan Soat's office
the lagt time Jack and his mother had been there, he suddenly remembered — the thought
brought a thin, milky anger with it).



Speedy pulled out a gigantic ring of keys, picked thoughtfully through them, found the one he
wanted, and turned it in a padlock. He pulled the lock out of the hasp, clicked it shut, and
dropped it into one of his breast pockets. Then he shoved the entire wall back on its track.
Gorgeoudy bright sunlight poured in, making Jack narrow his eyes. Water ripples danced
benignly across the celling. They were looking a the magnificent sea-view the riders of the
Arcadia Funworld Carousdl got each time Silver Lady and Midnight and Scout carried them past
the east Sde of the round carousd building. A light sea-breeze pushed Jack's hair back from his
forehead.

'Best to have sunlight if were gonna talk about this' Speedy said. 'Come on over here,
Travellin Jack, and I'll tell you what | can . . . which aint dl 1 know. God forbid you should ever
haveto get dl of that.'
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Speedy taked in his soft voice — it was as mellow and soothing to Jack as leather that has been
well broken in. Jack listened, sometimes frowning, sometimes gaping.

"Y ou know those things you cdl the Daydreams?

Jack nodded.

"Those things an't dreams, Travellin Jack. Not daydreams, not nightdreams, ether. That place
isared place. Real enough, anyway. It'salot different from here, but it'sred.’

'Speedy, my mom says — '

‘Never mind that right now. She don't know about the Territories . . . but, in a way, she do
know about them. Because your daddy, he knew. And this other man—

'Morgan Sloat?

'Yeah, | reckon. He knows too." Then, crypticaly, Speedy added, ‘I know who he is over there,
too. Don't I! Whooo!"

‘The picturein your office. . . not Africa?

'Not Africa’

'Not atrick?

'Not atrick.'

'‘And my father went to this place? he asked, but his heart aready knew the answer — it was
an answer that clarified too many things not to be true. But, true or not, Jack wasn't sure how
much of it he wanted to believe Magic lands? Sick queens? It made him uneasy. It made him
unessy about his mind. Hadn't his mother told him over and over again when he was smdl tha
he shouldn't confuse his Daydreaming with what was redly red? She had been very stern about
that, and she had frightened Jack a little. Perhaps, he thought now, she had been frightened
hersdlf. Could she have lived with Jack's father for so long and not known something? Jack didn't
think so. Maybe, he thought, she didn't know very much . . . just enough to scare her.

Going nuts That's what she was taking about. People who couldn't tell the difference between
redl things and make-believe were going nuts.

But hisfather had known a different truth, hadn't he? Y es. He and Morgan Soat.

They have magic like we have physics, right?
"Y our father went often, yes. And this other man, Groat — '
‘Soat.’



'Y eah+bob! Him. He went, too. Only your dad, Jacky, he went to see and learn. The other fella,
he just went to plunder him out afortune!

'Did Morgan Soat kill my Uncle Tommy? Jack asked.

‘Dont know nuthin bout that. You just ligen to me, Travellin Jack. Because time is short. If
you redly think thisfellow Soat is gonnaturn up here—'

'He sounded awful mad,” Jack said. Just thinking about Uncle Morgan showing up in Arcadia
Beach made him fed nervous.

' — then time is shorter than ever. Because maybe he wouldn't mind so bad if your mother
died. And his Twinner is sure hopin that Queen Laura dies!’

Twinner?

‘There's people in this world have got Twinners in the Teritories,” Speedy said. 'Not many,
because there's a lot less people over there — maybe only one for every hundred thousand over
here. But Twinners can go back and forth the easiest.’

"This Queen . . . shesmy mother's.. . . her Twinner?

'Y eah, seemslike sheis!

'But my mother never — ?

'No. She never has. No reason.’

'My father had a. . . a Twinner?

'Yesindeed he did. A fine man.'

Jack wet his lips — what a crazy conversation this wad Twinners and Territoried 'When my
father died over here, did his Twinner die over there?

'Y eah. Not zackly the same time, but amogt.'

‘Speedy?

'What?

'Have | got a Twinner? In the Territories?

And Speedy looked a him so serioudy that Jack felt a deep chill go up his kack. 'Not you,
son. Theres only one of you. You specid. And thisfellaSmoot —

'Soat,' Jack sad, smiling alittle.

" — yesh, whatever, he knows it. That be one of the reasons he be coming up here soon. And
one of the reasons you got to get movin.'

'‘Why?' Jack burst out. 'What good can | do if it's cancer? If it's cancer and she's here instead of
in some dlinic, it's because theré's no way, if she's here, see, it means — ' The tears threatened
again and he swalowed them back franticaly. ‘It meansit must be dl through her.’

All through her. Yes. Tha was another truth his heart knew: the truth of her accderating
weight-loss, the truth of the brown shadows under her eyes. All through her, but please God, hey,
God, please, man, she's my mother —

'l mean,’ he finished in athick voice, ‘what good is that Daydream place going to do?

I think we had enough jaw-chin for now,” Speedy sad. 'Just bdieve this here, Travelin Jack:
I'd never tdll you you ought to go if you couldn't do her some good.'

But — '

'Get quiet, Travelin Jack. Can't tak no more till 1 show you some of what | mean. Wouldn't
do no good. Come on.'

Speedy put an arm around Jack's shoulders and led him around the carousd dish. They went
out the door together and walked down one of the amusement park's deserted byways. On their
left was the Demon Dodgem Cars building, now boarded and shuttered. On their right was a
series of booths Pitch Til U Win, Famous Pier Pizza & Dough-Boys, the Rim-fire Shooting



Gdlery, dso boarded up (faded wild animas pranced across the boards — lions and tigers and
bears, o my).

They reached the wide main dtreet, which was called Boardwak Avenue in vague imitation of
Atlantic City — Arcadia Funworld had a pier, but no rea boardwak. The arcade building was
now a hundred yards down to their left and the arch marking the entrance to Arcadia Funworld
about two hundred yards down to ther right. Jack could hear the steady, grinding thunder of the
breaking waves, the londy cries of the gulls.

He looked a Speedy, meaning to ask him what now, what next, could he mean any of it or
was it a crud joke . . . but he said none of those things. Speedy was holding out the green glass
bottle.

‘That — " Jack began.

"Takes you there, Speedy sad. 'Lot of people who vist over there don't need nothin like this,
but you ain't been there in awhile, have you, Jacky?

'‘No." When had he last closed his eyes in this world and opened them in the magic world of the
Daydreams, that world with its rich, vitd smells and its deep, transparent sky? Last year? No.
Further back thanthat . . . Cdlifornia. . . after hisfather had died. He would have been about . . .

Jack's eyes widened. Nine years old? That long? Three years?

It was frightening to think how quietly, how unobtrusvdy, those dreams, sometimes Swed,
sometimes darkly unsettling, had dipped away — as if a large pat of his imagination had died
painiesdy and unannounced.

He took the bottle from Speedy quickly, dmost dropping it. He fdt a little panicky. Some of
the Daydreams had been disturbing, yes, and his mother's carefully worded admonitions not to
mix up redity and make-bdieve (in other words don't go crazy, Jacky, ole kid ole sock, okay?)
had been alittle scary, yes, but he discovered now that he didn't want to lose that world after all.

He looked in Speedy's eyes and thought: He knows it, too. Everything | just thought, he knows.
Who are you, Speedy?

'When you ain't been there for a while, you kinda forget how to get there on your own hook,'
Speedy sad. He nodded a the bottle. That's why | got me some magic juice. This Suff is
special.' Speedy spoke thislast in tones that were dmost reverentid.

'Isit from there? The Territories?

'‘Nope. They got some magic right here, Travelin Jack. Not much, but a little. This here magic
juice come from Cdifornia’

Jack looked at him doubtfully.

'‘Go on. Have you a little sp and see if you don't go travelin.' Speedy grinned. Drink enough
of that, you can go just about anyplace you want. Y ou're lookin a one who knows!'

‘Jeez, Speedy, but — ' He began to fed afrad. His mouth had gone dry, the sun seemed much
too bright, and he could fed his pulsebeat speeding up in his emples. There was a coppery taste
under histongue and Jack thought: That's how his 'magic juice’ will taste— horrible.

'If you get scared and want to come back, have another sip,' Speedy said.

Itll come with me? The bottle? You promise? The thought of getting suck there, in that
mystica other place, while his mother was sick and Soat- beset back here, was awful.

'l promise’

'Okay.' Jack brought the bottle to his lips . . . and then let it fdl away a little. The smel was
awful — sharp and rancid. 'l| don't want to, Speedy," he whispered.



Lester Parker looked a him, and his lips were amiling, but there was no amile in his eyes —
they were sern. Uncompromising. Frightening. Jack thought of black eyes eye of gull, eye of
vortex. Terror swept through him.

He held the bottle out to Speedy. 'Can't you take it back? he asked, and his voice came out in a
strengthless whisper. 'Please?

Speedy made no reply. He did not remind Jack that his mother was dying, or that Morgan
Sloat was coming. He didnt cdl Jack a coward, dthough he had never in his life fdt so much
like a coward, not even the time he had backed away from the high board a Camp Accomac and
some of the other kids had booed him. Speedy merdly turned around and whistled at a cloud.

Now londiness joined the terror, sweeping helplesdy through him. Speedy had turned away
from him; Speedy had shown him his back.

'Okay,' Jack said suddenly. 'Okay, if it'swhat you need meto do.’

He raised the bottle again, and before he could have any second or third thoughts, he drank.

The taste was worse than anything he had anticipated. He had had wine before, had even
developed some tagte for it (he especidly liked the dry white wines his mother served with sole
or snapper or swordfish), and this was something like wine . . . but a the same time it was a
dreadful mockery of dl the wines he had drunk before. The taste was high and sweet and rotten,
not the taste of lively grapes but of dead grapes that had not lived wdl.

As his mouth flooded with that horrible sweet-purple taste, he could actudly see those grapes
— dull, dusty, obese and nasty, crawling up a dirty stucco wdl in a thick, syrupy sunlight that
was slent except for the supid buzz of many flies.

He swallowed and thin fire printed a snall-trail down histhroat.

He closed his eyes, grimacing, his gorge threstening to rise. He did not vomit, dthough he
believed that if he had eaten any breskfast he would have done.

‘Speedy — '

He opened his eyes, and further words died in his throat. He forgot about the need to sick up
that horrible parody of wine. He forgot about his mother, and Uncle Morgan, and his father, and
amogt everything dse.

Speedy was gone. The graceful arcs of the roller coaster againgt the sky were gone. Boardwalk
Avenue was gone.

He was someplace €lse now. He was —

'In the Territories" Jack whispered, his entire body crawling with a mad mixture of terror and
exhilaration. He could fed the har dirring on the nape of his neck, could fed a goofed-up grin
pulling at the corners of his mouth. 'Speedy, I'm here, my God, I'm herein the Territories! | —

But wonder overcame him. He clapped a hand over his mouth and dowly turned in a
complete circle, looking at this place to which Speedy's 'magic juice’ had brought him.
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The ocean was ill there, but now it was a darker, richer blue — the truest indigo Jack had ever
seen. For a moment he stood tranfixed, the sea-breeze blowing in his har, looking at the
horizon-line where that indigo ocean met a sky the color of faded denim.
That horizonline showed afaint but unmistakable curve.
He shook his head, frowning, and turned the other way. Sea-grass, high and wild and tangled,
ran down from the headland where the round carousd building had been only a minute ago. The



arcade pier was aso gone; where it had been, a wild tumble of granite blocks ran down to the
ocean. The waves sruck the lowest of these and ran into ancient cracks and channels with gresat
hollow boomings. Foam as thick as whipped cream jumped into the clear ar and was blown
away by the wind.

Abruptly Jack saized his left cheek with his left thumb and forefinger. He pinched hard. His
eyes watered, but nothing changed.

'It's red,’ he whispered, and another wave boomed onto the headland, raisng white curds of
foam.

Jack suddenly redized that Boardwak Avenue was 4ill here . . . after a fashion. A rutted cart-
track ran from the top of the headland — where Boardwalk Avenue had ended at the entrance to
the arcade in what his mind perssted in thinking of as ‘the rea world — down to where he was
ganding and then on to the north, just as Boardwak Avenue ran north, becoming Arcadia
Avenue after it passed under the arch a the border of Funworld. Sea-grass grew up aong the
center of this track, but it had a bent and matted look that made Jack think that the track was ill
used, at least oncein awhile,

He darted north, Hill holding the green bottle in his right hand. It occurred to him that
somewhere, in another world, Speedy was holding the cap that went on this bottle.

Did | disappear right in front of him? | suppose | must have Jeez!

About forty paces along the track, he came upon a tangle of blackberry bushes. Clustered amid
the thorns were the fattest, darkest, most lush-looking blackberries he had ever seen. Jack's
somach, apparently over the indignity of the 'magic juice,' made aloud goinging sound.

Blackberries? In September?

Never mind. After al that had happened today (and it was not yet ten o'clock), sticking at
blackberries in September seemed a little bit like refusing to take an aspirin after one has
swallowed a doorknab.

Jack reached in, picked a handful of berries, and tossed them into his mouth. They were
amazingly sweet, amazingly good. Smiling (his lips had taken on a definite bluish cast), thinking
it quite possible that he had logt his mind, he picked another handful of berries . . . and then a
third. He had never tasted anything 0 fine — dthough, he thought later, it was not just the
berries themselves, part of it wasthe incredible clarity of the air.

He got a couple of scraiches while picking a fourth helping — it was as if the bushes were
tdling him to lay off, enough was enough, aready. He sucked at the deepest of the scratches, on
the fleshy pad below the thumb, and then headed north aong the twin ruts again, moving dowly,
trying to look everywhere at once.

He paused a little way from the blackberry tangles to look up a the sun, which seemed
somehow smdler and yet more fiery. Did it have a fant orange cad, like in those old medieva
pictures? Jack thought perhapsit did. And —

A ay, as rudy and unpleasat as an old nall being pulled dowly out of a board, suddenly
arose on his right, scattering his thoughts. Jack turned toward it, his shoulders going up, his eyes
widening.

It was a gull — and its sze was mind-boggling, dmost unbdievable (but there it was, as solid
as stone, as red as houses). It was, in fact, the sze of an eagle. Its smooth white bullet-head
cocked to one sde. Its fishhook of a beak opened and closed. It fluttered great wings, rippling the
sea-grass around it.

And then, seemingly without fear, it began to hop toward Jack.



Faintly, Jack heard the clear, brazen note of many horns blown together in a smple flourish,
and for no reason a dl he thought of his mother.

He glanced to the north momentarily, in the direction he had been traveling, drawn by that
sound — it filled him with a sense of unfocussed urgency. It was, he thought (when there was
time to think), like being hungry for a specific something that you havent had in a long time —
ice cream, potato chips, maybe a taco. You don't know until you see it — and until you do, there
isonly a need without a name, making you restless, making you nervous.

He saw pennons and the peak of what might have been a greet tent — a pavillion — agangt
the sky.

That's where the Alhambra is, he thought, and then the gull shrieked at him. He turned toward
it and was darmed to see it was now less than six feet away. Its beak opened again, showing that
dirty pink lining, making him think of yesterday, the gull that had dropped the clam on the rock
and then fixed him with a horrid gare exactly like this one. The gull was grinning a& him — he
was sure of it. As it hopped closer, Jack could smdl a low and noisome stink hanging about it —
dead fish and rotted seaweed.

The gull hissad a him and flurried its wings again.

'Get out of here Jack said loudly. His heart was pumping quick blood and his mouth had gone
dry, but he did not want to be scared off by a seagull, even abig one. 'Get out!'

The gull opened its besk again . . . and then, in a terible, open-throated series of pulses, it
spoke — or seemed to.

'Other'siyyyin Ack . . . other'siyyyyyyyyyyin —'

Mother'sdying, Jack . . .

The gull took another clumsy hop toward him, scay feet clutching at the grassy tangles, besk
opening and closing, black eyes fixed on Jack's. Hardly aware of what he was doing, Jack raised
the green bottle and drank.

Agan that horrible taste made him wince his eyes shut — and when he opened them he was
looking stupidly a a yelow sign which showed the black $lhouettes of two running kids, a little
boy and a little girl. SLOW CHILDREN, this sgn read. A seagull — this one of perfectly normd
gze — flew up from it with a squawk, no doubt startled by Jack's sudden appearance.

He looked around, and was waloped by disorientation. His stomach, full of blackberries and
Speedy's pustulant ‘'magic juice, rolled over, groaning. The muscles in his legs began to flutter
unplessantly, and al a once he st down on the curb a the base of the sign with a bang that
travelled up his spine and made his teeth click together.

He suddenly leaned over between his splayed knees and opened his mouth wide, sure he was
just going to yark up the whole works. Instead he hiccuped twice, haf-gagged, and then fdt his
somach dowly relax.

It was the berries, he thought. If it hadn't been for the berries, | would have puked for sure.

He looked up and felt the unredity wash over him again. He had waked no more than gxty
paces down the cart-track in the Territories world. He was sure of that. Say his stride was two
feet — no, say two and a half feet, just to be on the safe side. That meant he had come a paltry
hundred and fifty feet. But — He looked behind him and saw the arch, with its big red letters.
ARCADIA FUNWORLD. Although his vison was 20/20, the 9gn was now s far away he
could bardly read it. To his right was the rambling, many-winged Alhambra Inn, with the forma
gardens before it and the ocean beyond it.

In the Territories world he had come a hundred and fifty feet.

Over here he had somehow come half amile.



‘Jesus Chrigt,' Jack Sawyer whispered, and covered his eyes with his hands.

‘Jack! Jack, boy! Travellin Jack!"

Speedy's voice rose over the washing-machine roar of an old flathead-9x engine. Jack looked
up — his head fdt impossbly heavy, his limbs leaden with weariness — and saw a very old
Internationad Harvester truck rolling dowly toward him. Homemade stake sides had been added
to the back of the truck, and they rocked back and forth like loose teeth as the truck moved up
the street toward him. The body was painted a hideous turquoise. Speedy was behind the whedl.

He pulled up a the curb, gunned the engine (Whup! Whup! Whup-whup-whup!), and then
killed it (Hahhhhhhhhhh . . .). He dimbed down quickly.
"You al right, Jack?

Jack held the bottle out for Speedy to take. "Your magic juice redly sucks, Speedy,” he said
wanly.

Speedy looked hurt . . . then he amiled. 'Whoever tole you medicine supposed to taste good,
Travelin Jack?

‘Nobody, | guess' Jack said. He felt some of his strength coming back — dowly — as that
thick feeling of disorientation ebbed.

'Y ou believe now, Jack?

Jack nodded.

'No," Speedy said. That don't git it. Say it out loud.'

"The Territories,' Jack said. 'They're there. Redl. | saw abird — ' He stopped and shuddered.
'What kind of abird? Speedy asked sharply.

'Seegull. Biggest damn seagull — ' Jack shook his head. "You wouldnt believe it." He thought
and then said, 'No, | guess you would. Nobody else, maybe, but you would.'

'Did it talk? Lots of hirds over there do. Tak foolishness, mostly. And there's some that talks a
kind of sense. . . but it'saevil kind of sense, and mostly it'slies’

Jack was nodding. Just hearing Speedy tdk of these things, as if it were utterly rationd and
utterly lucid to do so, made him fed better.

I think it did tak. But it was like — ' He thought hard. "There was a kid at the school Richard
and | went to in L.A. Brandon Lewis. He had a speech impediment, and when he taked you
could hardly understand him. The bird was like that. But | knew what it said. It sad my mother
was dying.

Speedy put an arm around Jack’s shoulders and they sat quietly together on the curb for a time.
The desk derk from the Alhambra, looking pde and narrow and suspicious of every living thing
in the universe, came out with a large stack of mail. Speedy and Jack waiched him go down to
the corner of Arcadia and Beach Drive and dump the inn's correspondence into the mailbox. He
turned back, marked Jack and Speedy with his thin gaze, and then turned up the Alhambras main
walk. Thetop of his head could barely be descried over the tops of the thick box hedges.

The sound of the big front door opening and closing was clearly audible, and Jack was struck
by a terrible sense of this place's autumn desolation. Wide, deserted dreets. The long beach with
its empty dunes of sugar-sand. The empty amusement park, with the roller-coaster cars sanding
on a gding under canvas tarps and al the booths padiocked. It came to him that his mother had
brought him to a place very like the end of the world.



Speedy had cocked his head back and sang in his true and melow voice, "Well I've laid around
... and played around . . . this old town too long . . . summer's almost gone, yes, and winter's
coming on . .. winter'scoming on, and | feel like. . . | got to travel on —'

He broke off and looked at Jack.

"You fed like you got to trave, ole Travellin Jack?

Flagging terror stole through his bones.

'l guess 0, he said. 'If it will help. Help her. Can | help her, Speedy?
'You can,’ Speedy sad gravely.
But —

'Oh, there's a whole string of buts, Speedy said. 'Whole trainload of buts, Travelin Jack. |
don't promise you no cekewalk. | don't promise you success. Don't promise that you'll come back
dive, or if you do, that you'll come back with your mind still bolted together.

'You gonna have to do a lot of your ramblin in the Teritories, because the Territories is a
whole lot smaller. Y ou notice that?

'Yes.!

'Figured you would. Because you sure did get a whole mess down the road, didn't you?

Now an earlier question recurred to Jack, and athough t was off the subject, he had to know.
'Did | disappear, Speedy? Did you see me disappear?

'You went," Speedy said, and clapped his hands once, sharply, just like that.' Jack felt a dow,
unwilling grin stretch hismouth . . . and Speedy grinned back.

'I'd like to do it sometime in Mr. Balgo's computer class,' Jack said, and Speedy cackled like a
child. Jack joined him — and the laughter felt good, dmost as good as those blackberries had
tasted.

After a few moments Speedy sobered and said, 'Therés a reason you got to be in the
Territories, Jack. There's somethin you got to git. It's a mighty powerful somethin.'

'And it's over there?

'Y eah-bob.'

'It can help my mother?

'Her . . . and the other.’

"The Queen?

Speedy nodded.

'What isit? Whereisit?Whendo | —

‘Hold it! Stop!" Speedy held up a hand. His lips were smiling, but his eyes were grave, dmost
sorrowing. 'One thing a a time. And, Jack, | can't tell you what | don't know . . . or what I'm not
dlowed to tell.

‘Not alowed? Jack asked, bewildered. 'Who — '

"There you go again,” Speedy said. 'Now listen, Travellin Jack. You got to leave as soon as you

can, before that man Bloat can show up an bottle you up —*
'Joat.'
"Yeah, him. You got to get out before he comes.”

‘But hell bug my mother,” Jack said, wondering why he was saying it — because it was true,
or because it was an excuse to avoid the trip that Speedy was setting before him, like a med that
might be poisoned. 'Y ou don't know him! He—"'

I know him," Speedy said quietly. 'l know him of old, Travelin Jack. And he knows me. He's
got my maks on him. They're hidden — but they're on him. Your momma can take care of
hersdf. At leadt, she's gonna have to, for awhile. Because you got to go.’



'Where?

'West," Speedy said. 'From this ocean to the other.’

'‘What?' Jack cried, gppalled by the thought of such distance. And then he thought of an ad hed
seen on TV not three nights ago — a man picking up goodies & a ddi buffet some thirty-five
thousand feet in the air, just as cool as a cucumber. Jack had flown from one coast to another
with his mother a good two dozen times, and was adways secretly delighted by the fact that when
you flew from New York to L.A. you could have sixteen hours of daylight. It was like chegting
time. And it was easy.

'Can | fly? he asked Speedy.

'‘No!" Speedy dmogt ydled, his eyes widening in congternation. He gripped Jack's shoulder
with one strong hand. 'Dont you let nuthin git you up in the sky! You dassn't! If you happened to
flip over into the Territories while you was up there — ' He said no more; he didn't have to. Jack
had a sudden, appdling picture of himsdf tumbling out of that clear, cloudless sky, a screaming
boy- projectile in jeans with a red-and-white-striped rugby shirt, a sky-diver with no parachute.

You walk, Speedy sad. 'And thumb what rides you think you can . . . but you got to be
careful, because there's strangers out there. Some are just crazy people, sisses that would like to
touch you or thugs that would like to mug you. But some are red Strangers, Travelin Jack. They
people with a foot in each world — they look that way and this like a god-dam Janus-head. I'm
afraid they gonna know you comin before too long has passed. And they'll be on the watch.'

'Are they' — he groped — "Twinners?

'Some are. Some arent. | can't say no more right now. But you get across if you can. Get
across to the other ocean. You trave in the Territories when you can and you'l get across fagter.
You tekethejuice—'

'l hateit!"

'‘Never mind what you hate,' Speedy said sternly. "You get across and you're gonna find a place
— another Alhambra. You got to go in that place. It's a scary place, a bad place. But you got to
goin.

‘How will | find it?

It will cal you. Youll hear it loud and clear, son.’

'Why? Jack asked. He wet hislips. 'Why do | have to go there, if it's so bad?

'Because,’ Speedy said, 'that's where the Talisman is. Somewhere in that other Alhambra.’

'l don't know what you're talking about!"

"You will," Speedy said. He stood up, then took Jack's hand. Jack rose. The two of them stood
face-to-face, old black man and young white boy.

‘Listen," Speedy said, and his voice took on a dow, chanting rhythm. Taisman be given unto
your hand, Travelin Jack. Not too big, not too smal, she look just like a crysd bal. Travelin
Jack, ole Travelin Jack, you be goin to Cdifornia to bring her back. But here's your burden,
here's your cross: drop her, Jack, and dl be logt.'

'l don't know what you're talking about,’ Jack repeated with a scared kind of stubbornness.
'You haveto —'

'‘No," Speedy sad, not unkindly. 'l got to finish with that carousd this morning, Jack, that's
what | got to do. Got no time for any more jaw-chin. | got to get back and you got to get on.
Can't tel you no more now. | guess I'll be seein you around. Here. . . or over there.’

‘But | don't know what to do!" Jack said as Speedy swung up into the cab of the old truck.

'You know enough to get movin,' Speedy said. 'Youll go to the Tdisman, Jack. Shell draw
you to her.'



'l don't even know what a Tdisman idl'
Speedy laughed and keyed the ignition. The truck started up with a big blue blast of exhaudt.
'Look it up in the dictionary!" he shouted, and threw the truck into reverse.
He backed up, turned around, and then the truck was rattling back toward Arcadia Funworld.
Jack stood by the curb, watching it go. He had never fdt so donein hislife.



CHAPTER 5

Jack and Lily

1

When Speedy's truck turned off the road and disappeared beneath the Funworld arch, Jack began
to move toward the hotd. A Taisman. In another Alhambra. On the edge of another ocean. His
heart seemed empty. Without Speedy beside him, the task was mountainous, so huge; vague, too
— while Speedy had been taking, Jack had had the feding of almost undergtanding that
macaroni of hints and thrests and ingructions. Now it was close to just being macaroni. The
Territories were red, though. He hugged that certainty as close as he could, and it both warmed
and chilled him. They were a red place, and he was going there again. Even if he did not redly
understand everything yet — even if he was an ignorant pilgrim, he was going. Now dl he had to
do was to try to convince his mother. Taisman,” he sad to himsdf, using the word as the thing,
and crossed empty Boardwalk Avenue and jumped up the steps onto the path between the
hedges. The darkness of the Alhambras interior, once the grest door had swung shut, Startled
him. The lobby was a long cave — you'd need a fire just to separate the shadows. The pae clerk
flickered behind the long desk, stabbing at Jack with his white eyes. A message there: yes. &ck
svdlowed and turned away. The message made him dronger, it increased him, though its
intention was only scornful.

He went toward the devators with a straight back and an unhurried step. Hang around with
blackies, huh? Let them put their arms around you, huh? The eevator whirred down like a great
heavy bird, the doors parted, and Jack stepped inside. He turned to punch the button marked with
a glowing 4. The cek was 4ill posed spectrdly behind the desk, sending out his dumdum's
message. Niggerlover Niggerlover Niggerlover (like it that way, hey brat? Hot and black, that's
for you, hey?). The doors mercifully shut. Jack's somach fdl toward his shoes, the devator
lurched upward.

The hatred stayed down there in the lobby: the very ar in e eevator fet better once it had
risen above the firg floor. Now dl Jack had to do was to tell his mother that he had to go to
Cdiforniaby himsdf.

Just don't let Uncle Morgan sign any papers for you

As Jack stepped out of the elevator, he wondered for the firg time in his life whether Richard

Soat understood what his father wasredly like.

2

Down past the empty sconces and paintings of little boats riding foamy, corrugated sess, the door
marked 408 danted inward, reveding a foot of the suites pde capet. Sunlight from the living-
room windows made a long rectangle on the inner wall. 'Hey Mom," Jack said, entering the suite.
'You didn't close the door, what's the big — ' He was done in the room. 'ldea? he said to the



furniture. 'Mom? Disorder seemed to ooze from the tidy room — an overflowing ashtray, a hdf-
full tumbler of weter |ft on the coffee teble,
Thistime, Jack promised himsdlf, he would not panic.

He turned in a dow circle. Her bedroom door was open, the room itself as dark as the lobby
because Lily had never pulled open the curtains.

'Hey, | know you're here' he sad, and then waked through her empty bedroom to knock at
her bathroom door. No reply. Jack opened this door and saw a pink toothbrush beside the sink, a
forlorn harbrush on the dressing table Bridles snaled with light hars. Laura Deloessian,
announced a voice in Jack's mind, and he stepped backward out of the little bathroom — that
name stung him.

'Oh, not again,’ he said to himsdf. "Where'd she go?'
Already he was seeing it.

He saw it as he went to his own bedroom, saw it as he opened his own door and surveyed his
rumpled bed, his flattened knapsack and little stack of paperback books, his socks baled up on
top of the dresser. He saw it when he looked into his own bathroom, where towels lay in orienta
disarray over thefloor, the Sdes of the tub, and the Formica counters.

Morgan Soa thruding through the door, grabbing his mother's ams and hauling her
downgairs. . .
Jack hurried back into the living room and this time looked behind the couch.
... yanking her out a Sde door and pushing her into a car, his eyes beginning to turn yelow . .

He picked up the telephone and punched O. This is, ah, Jack Sawyer, and I'm in, ah, room
four-oh-eight. Did my mother leave any message for me? She was supposed to be here and . . .
and for somereason...ah..."

'l check,’ said the girl, and Jack clutched the phone for a burning moment before she
returned. 'No message for four-oh-eight, sorry.'

'How about four-oh-seven?

That'sthe same dat,' the girl told him.

'Ah, did she have any vigtors in the last hdf hour or s0? Anybody come this morning? To see
her, | mean.’

"That would be Reception,” the girl said. 'l wouldn't know. Do you want me to check for you?

'Please," Jack said.

'Oh, I'm hgppy to have something to do in this morgue’ she told him. 'Stay on the line’
Another burning moment. When she came back to him, it was with 'No vistors. Maybe she I€eft a
note somewhere in your rooms.'

'Yes, I'll look, Jack sad miserably and hung up. Would the clerk tell the truth? Or would
Morgan Soat have hed out a hand with a twenty-dollar bill folded like a Samp into his meaty
pam? That, too, Jack could see.

He dropped himsdf on the couch, difling an irrational desre to look under the cushions. Of
course Uncle Morgan could not have come to the rooms and abducted her — he was dill in
Cdifornia But he could have sent other people to do it for him. Those people Speedy had
mentioned, the Strangers with afoot in each world.

Then Jack could stay in the room no longer. He bounced off the couch and went back into the
corridor, closng the door after him. When he had gone a few paces down the hal, he twirled
aound in mid-step, went back, and opened the door with his own key. He pushed the door an



inch in, and then trotted back toward the eevators. It was dways possble that she had gone out
without her key — to the shop in the lobby, to the newsstand for a magazine or a pape.

Sure. He had not seen her pick up a newspaper since the beginning of summer. All the news
she cared about came over an interna radio.

Out for awalk, then.

Yesh, out exercisng and breathing deeply. Or jogging, maybe maybe Lily Cavanaugh had
suddenly gone in for the hundred-yard dash. Sheld set up hurdles down on the beach and was in
training for the next Olympics When the devator deposted him in the lobby he glanced into the
shop, where an dderly blond woman behind a counter peered at him over the tops of her glasses.
Suffed animds, a tiny pile of thin newspapers, a digplay rack of flavored Chap Stick. Leaning
out of pockets in awalstand were People and Us and New Hampshire Magazine.

'Sorry,' Jack said, and turned away.

He found himsdf staring at the bronze plague beside a huge, dispirited fern . . . has begun to
sicken and must soon die.

The woman in the shop cleared her throat. Jack thought that he must have been staring a those
words of Daniel Webgter's for entire minutes. Y es? the woman said behind him.

‘Sorry,' Jack repeated, and pulled himsdf into the center of the lobby. The hateful clerk lifted
an eyebrow, then turned Sdeways to Stare a a deserted daircase. Jack made himself gpproach
the man.

‘Migter," he said when he stood before the desk. The clerk was pretending to try to remember
the capitd of North Carolina or the principd export of Peru. 'Miger. The man scowled to
himsdf: he was nearly there, he could not be disturbed.

All of thiswas an act, Jack knew, and he said, 'l wonder if you can help me.’

The man decided to look at him after dl. 'Depends on what the help is, sonny.'

Jack conscioudy decided to ignore the hidden sneer. 'Did you see my mother go out a little
while ago?

'What's alittle while? Now the sneer was dmost visble.

'Did you see her go out? That'sdl I'm asking.'

'Afraid she saw you and your sweetheart holding hands out there?

'God, you're such a creep,’ Jack dartled himsdlf by saying. 'No, I'm not afraid of that. I'm just
wondering if she went out, and if you werent such a creep, youd tel me' His face had grown
hot, and he redlized that his hands were bunched into fists.

'Well okay, she went out,’ the clerk said, drifting away toward the bank of pigeonholes behind
him. 'But youd better watch your tongue, boy. You better gpologize to me, fancy little Master
Sawyer. | got eyes, too. | know things.'

"You run your mouth and | run ny business’ Jack said, dredging the phrase up from one of his
father's old records — perhgps it did not quite fit the Stuation, but it fet right in his mouth, and
the derk blinked satisfactorily.

'Maybe she's in the gardens, | don't know,' the man said gloomily, but Jack was aready on his
way toward the door.

The Darling of the Drive-ins and Queen of the Bs was nowhere in the wide gardens before the
hotd, Jack saw immediatdly — and he had known that she would not be in the gardens, for he
would have seen her on his way into the hote. Besdes, Lily Cavanaugh did not dawdle through
gardens: that suited her aslittle as did setting up hurdles on the beach.

A few cars rolled down Boardwak Avenue. A gull screeched far overhead, and Jack's heart
tightened.



The boy pushed his fingers through his hair and looked up and down the bright street. Maybe
she had been curious about Speedy — maybe shed wanted to check out this unusud new pd of
her son's and had wandered down to the amusement park. But Jack could not see her in Arcadia
Funworld any more than he could see her lingering picturesquely in the gardens. He turned in the
less familiar direction, toward the town line.

Separated from the Alhambras grounds by a high thick hedge, the Arcadia Tea and Jam
Shoppe stood firgt in a row of brightly colored shops. It and New England Drugs were the only
shops in the terrace to remain open after Labor Day. Jack hedtated a moment on the cracked
gdewdk. A tea shop, much less shoppe, was an unlikely Studtion for the Daling of the Drive-
ins. But since it was the first place he might expect to find her, he moved across the sdewak and
peered in the window.

A woman with piled-up hair sat smoking before a cash register. A waitress in a pink rayon
dress leaned againg the far wall. Jack saw no customers. Then a one of the tables near the
Alhambra end of the shop he saw an old woman lifting a cup. Apat from the hep, she was
adone. Jack watched the old woman ddicatdy replace the cup in the saucer, then fish a cigarette
from her bag, and redized with a sckening jolt tha she was his mother. An indant laer, the
impression of age had disappeared.

But he could remember it — and it was as if he were seeing her through bifocas, seeing both
Lily Cavanaugh Sawyer and that fragile old woman in the same bodly.

Jack gently opened the door, but dill he sat off the tinkle of the bell that he had known was
above it. The blond woman a the register nodded, smiling. The waitress sraightened up and
smoothed the lgp of her dress. His mother stared a him with what looked like genuine surprise,
and then gave him an open amile.

'Wdl, Wandering Jack, youre so tal that you looked just like your father when you came
through that door,' she said. 'Sometimes | forget you're only twelve!

3

'Y ou cdled me 'Wandering Jack,' ' he said, pulling a chair out and dropping himsdf into it.
Her face was very pae, and the smudges benesth her eyes|ooked amost like bruises.

'Didn't your father call you that? | just happened to think of it — you've been on the move dll
morning.

'He called me Wandering Jack?

‘Something like that . . . sure he did. When you were tiny. Travelling Jack,” she said firmly.
"That was it. He used to cdl you Travdling Jack — you know, when wed see you tearing down
the lawn. It was funny, | guess. | |eft the door open, by the way. Didn't know if you remembered
to take your key with you.'

'l saw," he said, il tingling with the new information she had so casudly given him.

'Want any breskfagt? | just couldn't take the thought of eating another medl in that hotd.'

The waitress had appeared beside them. 'Y oung man? she asked, lifting her order pad.

'How did you know I'd find you here?

'Where else is there to go? his mother reasonably asked, and told the waitress, 'Give him the
three-star bregkfast. He's growing about an inch aday.’

Jack |leaned againgt the back of his chair. How could he begin this?



His mother glanced a him curioudy, aad he began — he had to begin, now. 'Mom, if | had to
go away for awhile, would you be dl right?

'What do you mean, dl right? And what do you mean, go away for awhile?

'Would you be able — ah, would you have trouble from Uncle Morgan?

'l can handle old Soat,' she sad, smiling tautly. 'l can handle him for a while, anyhow. What's
thisdl about, Jacky? Y ou're not going anywhere.’

I have to, he said. 'Honest." Then he redized that he sounded like a child begging for a toy.
Mercifully, the waitress arrived with toast in a rack and a stubby glass of tomato juice. He looked
away for a moment, and when he looked back, his mother was spreading jam from one of the
pots on the table over atriangular section of toast.

'l have to go,' he sad. His mother handed him the toast; her face moved with a thought, but
she said nothing.

"You might not see me for a while, Mom," he said. 'I'm going to try to help you. That's why |
have to go."

'Help me? she asked, and her cool incredulity, Jack reckoned, was about seventy-five percent
genuine.

'l want to try to save your life," he said.

Isthat al?

'l candoit.

'You can save my life That's very entertaining, Jacky-boy; it ought to make prime time
someday. Ever think about going into network programming? She had put down the red-
sneared knife and was widening her eyes in mockery: but benesth the ddiberate
incomprehenson he saw two things. A flare-up of her terror; a faint, dmost unrecognized hope
that he might after al be able to do something.

'Even if you say | cant try, I'm going to do it anyhow. So you might as wel give me your
permisson.’

'Oh, that's a wonderful ded. Especidly since | dont have any idea of what youre taking
about.'

I think you do, though — | think you do have some idea, Mom. Because Dad would have
known exactly what I'm talking about."

Her cheeks reddened; her mouth thinned into a line. 'That's so unfair it's despicable, Jacky.
Y ou can't use what Philip might have known as a weapon against me!'

'What he did know, not what he might have known.’

'Y ouretalking total horseshit, sonny boy.'

The waitress, setting a plate of scrambled eggs, home fries, and sausages before Jack, audibly
inhaed.

After the waitress had paraded off, his mother shrugged. 'l dont seem able to find the right
tone with the help around here. But horseshit is gill horseshit is dill horseshit, to quote Gertrude
Sen.

'I'm going to save your life, Mom," he repeated. "And | have to go a long way away and bring
something back to do it. And o that's what I'm going to do.’

'l wish | knew what you were talking about.'

Just an ordinary conversation, Jack told himsdf: as ordinary as asking permisson to spend a
couple of nights at a friend's house. He cut a sausage in half and popped one of the pieces in his
mouth. She was watching him carefully. Sausage chewed and swdlowed, Jack inserted a forkful
of egg into his mouth. Speedy's bottle lumped like arock againgt his backsde.



'l dso wish you'd act as though you could hear the little remarks | send your way, as obtuse as
they may be.' Jack stolidly swalowed the eggs and inserted a sdty wad of the crigp potatoes into
his mouth.

Lily put her hands in her lap. The longer he said nothing, the more she would lisen when he
did tak. He pretended to concentrate on his breakfast, eggs sausage potatoes, sausage potatoes
€ggs, potatoes eggs sausage, until he sensed that she was near to shouting at him.

My father called me Travelling Jack, he thought to himsdf. Thisisright; thisis asright as I'll
ever get.

‘Jack —'

'Mom," he said, 'sometimes didnt Dad cdl you up from a long way away, and you knew he
was supposed to be in town?

Sheraised her eyebrows.

'And sometimes didn't you, ah, wak into a room because you thought he was there, maybe
even knew he was there — but he wasn't?

Let her chew on that.

'No,' she said.

Both of them let the denid fade away.

'‘Almost never.'

'Mom, it even happened to me," Jack said.

"There was dways an explanation, you know there was.'

'My father — thisis what you know — was never too bad a explaining things. Especidly the
duff that redly couldn't be explaned. He was very good at that. That's part of the reason he was
such agood agent.’

Now shewas Slent again.

'Wdll, | know where he went," Jack said. 'I've been there dready. | was there this morning. And
if | go there again, | can try to save your life!

'‘My life doesn't need you to save it, it doesn't need anyone to save it," his mother hissed. Jack
looked down at his devastated plate and muttered something. "What was that? she drilled a him.

' think it does, | said." He met her eyes with his own.

‘Suppose | ask how you propose to go about saving my life, asyou put it.'

I can't answer. Because | don't redly understand it yet. Mom, I'm not in school, anyhow . . .
give me achance. | might only be gone aweek or 0.’

Sheraised her eyebrows.

"It could be longer,’ he admitted.

'l think you're nuts,' she said. But he saw that part of her wanted to believe him, and her next
words proved it. 'If — if — | were mad enough to dlow you to go off on this mysterious errand,
I'd have to be sure that you wouldn't be in any danger.’

'Dad dways came back," Jack pointed out.

'I'd rather risk my life than yours,' she said, and this truth, too, lay hugely between them for a
long moment.

'l cal when | can. But don't get too worried if a couple of weeks go by without my cdling.
I'll come back, too, just like Dad dways did.'

This whole thing is nuts she said. 'Me included. How are you going to get to this place you
have to go to? And where isit? Do you have enough money?



'l have everything | need, he sad, hoping that she would not press him on the firsg two
questions. The slence dretched out and out, and findly he said, 'l guess I'll manly walk. | cant
talk about it much, Mom.'

Travelling Jack, she said. 'l can amogt believe. . ."

"Yes," Jack said. Yes' He was nodding. And maybe, he thought, you know some of what she
knows, the real Queen, and that's why you are letting go this easily. That's right. | can believe,
too. That's what makesit right."

'Well . . . snceyou say youll go no matter what | say .. .

'l will, too.'

"...then | guess it doesn't matter what | say." She looked a him bravely. ‘It does matter,
though. | know. | want you to get back here as quick as you can, sonny boy. You're rot going
right away, are you?

'l haveto." Heinhaled deeply. "Yes. | am going right away. As soon as | leave you.'

'l could dmogt believe in this rigamarole. Youre Phil Sawyer's son, dl right. You havent
found a girl somewhere in this place, have you . . . 7 She looked at him very sharply. 'No. No
girl. Okay. Save my life. Off with you." She shook her head, and he thought he saw an extra
brightnessin her eyes. 'If you're going to leave, get out of here, Jacky. Cal me tomorrow.’

'If | can.' He stood up.

'If you can. Of course. Forgive me.' She looked down at nothing, and he saw that her eyes
were unfocused. Red dots burned in the middle of her cheeks.

Jack leaned over and kissed her, but she just waved him away. The waitress sared at the two
of them as if they were peforming a play. Despite wha his mother had just said, Jack thought
that he had brought the level of her disbdief down to something like fifty percent; which meant
that she no longer knew what to believe.

Shefocused on him for a moment, and he saw that hectic brightness blazing in her eyes agan.
Anger; tears? Take care,' she said, and signalled the waitress.

'l loveyou,' Jack said.

‘Never get off on a line like that." Now she was dmost amiling. 'Get travelling, Jack. Get going
before | redize how crazy thisis!’

I'm gone,' he said, and turned away and marched out of the restaurant. His head felt tight, as if
the bones in his skull had jus grown too large for their covering of flesh. The empty ydlow
sunlight attacked his eyes. Jack heard the door of the Arcadia Tea and Jam Shoppe banging shut
an ingant after the little bell had sounded. He blinked; ran across Boardwalk Avenue without
looking for cars. When he reached the pavement on the other sde, he redized that he would have
to go back to thelr suite for some clothes. His mother had ill not emerged from the tea shop by
the time Jack was pulling open the hotdl's grest front door.

The desk clerk stepped backward and sullenly stared. Jack felt some sort of emotion steaming
off the man, but for a second could not remember why the clerk should react so strongly to the
gght of him. The conversation with his mother — actudly much shorter than he had imagined it
would be — seemed to have lasted for days. On the other sde of the vast gulf of time hed spent
in the Tea and Jam Shoppe, he had cdled the clerk a cregp. Should he gpologize? He no longer
actualy remembered what had caused himto flareup at the clerk . . .

His mother had agreed to his going — she had given him permisson to take his journey, and
as he waked through the crosdfire of the deskman's glare he findly understood why. He had not
mentioned the Tdisman, not explicitly, but even if he had — if he had spoken of the most lunatic
agpect of his misson — she would have accepted that too. And if hed said that he was going to



bring back a foot-long butterfly and roast it in the oven, shed have agreed to eet roast butterfly.
It would have been an ironic, but a red, agreemert. In part this showed the depth of her fear, that
shewould grasp at such straws.

But she would grasp because a some level she knew that these were bricks, not straws. His
mother had given him permisson to go because somewhere insde her she, too, knew about the
Territories.

Did she ever wake up in the night with that name, Laura Deloessian, sounding in her mind?

Up in 407 and 408, he tossad clothes into his knapsack dmost randomly: if his fingers found it
in a draver and it was not too large, in it went. Shirts, socks, a sweater, Jockey shorts. Jack
tightly rolled up a pair of tan jeans and forced them in, too; then he redized that the pack had
become uncomfortably heavy, and pulled out most of the shirts and socks. The swester, too,
came out. At the las minute he remembered his toothbrush. Then he did the straps over his
shoulders and felt the pull of the weight on his back — not too heavy. He could walk al day,
carrying only these few pounds.

Jack gmply dood quiet in the suités living room a moment, feding — unexpectedly
powerfully — the absence of any person or thing to whom he could say goodbye. His mother
would not return to the suite until she could be sure he was gone: if she saw him now, shed order
him to stay. He could not say goodbye to these three rooms as he could to a house he had loved:
hotel rooms accepted departures emotionlesdy. In the end he went to the telephone pad printed
with a drawing of the hote on eggshdl-thin paper, and with the Alhambras blunt narrow pencil
wrote the three lines that were most of what he had to say:

Thanks
| love you
and will be back

4

Jack moved down Boardwak Avenue in the thin northern sun, wondering where he should . . .
flip. That was the word for it. And should he see Speedy once more before he ‘flipped’ into the
Territories? He dmost had to tak to Speedy once more, because he knew so little about where
he was going, whom he might meet, what he was looking for she look just like a crystal ball.
Weas that dl the indruction Speedy intended to give him about the Taisman? That, and the
warning not to drop it? Jack felt dmost sick with lack of preparation — as if he had to teke a
final exam in acourse hed never attended.

He dso fdt that he could flip right where he sood, he was that impatient to begin, to get
garted, to move. He had to be in the Territories again, he suddenly understood; in the welter of
his emations and longings, that thread brightly shone. He wanted to breathe that air; he hungered
for it. The Teritories, the long plans and ranges of low mountains, cdled him, the fidds of tal
grass and the streams that flashed through them. Jack's entire body yearned for that landscape.
And he might have taken the bottle out of his pocket and forced a mouthful of the awful juice
down his throat on the spot if he had not just then seen the bottle's former owner tucked up
agang a tree, butt on heds and hands laced across his knees. A brown grocery bag lay besde
him, and atop the bag was an enormous sandwich of what looked like liver sausage and onion.



‘You're movin now," Speedy said, smiling up & him. 'Youre on your way, | see. Say your
goodbyes? Y our mommaknow you won't be home for awhile?

Jack nodded, and Speedy held up the sandwich. 'Y ou hungry? This one, it's too much for me.’

'l had something to eat,’ the boy said. 'I'm glad | can say goodbye to you.'

'Ole Jack on fire, he rarin to go,” Speedy said, cocking his long head sdeways. 'Boy gonna
move.'

‘Speedy?

‘But don't take off wthout a few little things | brought for you. | got em here in this bag, you
wanna see?

'Speedy? The man squinted up at Jack from the base of the tree.

'Did you know that my father used to cal me Travelling Jack?

'Oh, | probably heard that somewhere,” Speedy said, grinning a him. 'Come over here and see
what | brought you. Plus, | haveto tell you whereto go first, don't I?

Reieved, Jack walked across the sidewalk to Speedy's tree. The old man set his sandwich in
his lgp and fished the bag closer to him. 'Merry Christmas,’ Speedy said, and brought forth a tall,
battered old paperback book. It was, Jack saw, an old Rand McNally road atlas.

‘Thanks," Jack said, taking the book from Speedy's outstretched hand.

'Ain't no maps over there, 0 you stick as much as you can to the roads in ole Rand McNally.
That way you'll get where you're goin.'

'Okay," Jack said, and dipped out of the knapsack so that he could dide the big book down
inddeit.

"The next thing don't have to go in that fancy rig you carryin on your back,’ Speedy sad. He
put the sandwich on the flat paper bag and stood up dl in one long smooth motion. 'No, you can
cary this right in your pocket.' He dipped his fingers into the left pocket of his workshirt. What
emerged, clamped between his second and third fingers like one of Lily's Tarrytoons, was a
white triangular object it took the boy a moment to recognize as a guitar-pick. "You take this and
keep it. You'll want to show it to aman. Hell help you.'

Jack turned the pick over in his fingers. He had never seen one like it — of ivory, with
scrimshaw filigrees and paterns winding around it in danted lines like some kind of unearthly
writing. Beautiful in the abgtract, it was dmost too heavy to be a useful fingerpick.

'Who's the man? Jack asked. He dipped the pick into one of his pants pockets.

'Big scar on his face — youll see him pretty soon after you land in the Territories. He's a
guard. Fact is, he's a Captain of the Outer Guards, and ell take you to a place where you can see
a lady you has to see. Well, a lady you ought to see. So you know the other reason you're puttin
your neck on the line. My friend over there, helll understand what you're doin and hell figure out
away to get youto the lady.’

‘Thislady . . . ' Jack began.

'Yep,' Speedy said. 'You got it.'

'She's the Queen.’

'Y ou take a good look at her, Jack. You see what you see when you sees her. You see what she
is, understand? Then you hit out for the west." Speedy sood examining him gravely, dmogt as if
he were just now doubting that hed ever see Jack Sawyer again, and then the lines in his face
twitched and he said, 'Steer clear of ole Bloat. Waich for his trail — his own and his Twinner's.
Ole Bloat can find out where you went if youre not careful, and if he finds out hes gonna be
after you like a fox after a goose.' Speedy shoved his hands in his pockets and regarded Jack
agan, looking very much as though he wished he could think of more to say. 'Get the Tdisman,



son," he concluded. 'Get it and bring it back safe. It gonna be your burden but you got to be
bigger than your burden.’

Jack was concentrating so hard on what Speedy was telling him that he squinted into the man's
seamed face. Scarred man, Captain of the Outer Guards. The Queen. Morgan Soa, after him
like a predator. In an evil place over on the other sde of the country. A burden. 'Okay, he said,
wishing suddenly that he were back in the Teaand Jam Shoppe with his mother.

Speedy gmiled jaggedly, warmly. 'Yeah-bob. Ole Travelin Jack is okey-doke' The amile
deepened. 'Bout time for you to sip at that specid juice, wouldn't you say?

'l guessit is,' Jack said. He tugged the dark bottle out of his hip pocket and unscrewed the cap.
He looked back up at Speedy, whose pale eyes stabbed into his own.

'Speedy'll help you when he can.’

Jack nodded, blinked, and raised the neck of the bottle to his mouth. The sweetly rotten odor
which legped out of the bottle nearly made his throat close itsdf in an involuntary spasm. He
tipped the bottle up and the taste of the odor invaded his mouth. His stomach clenched. He
swalowed, and rough, burning liquid spilled down his throet.

Long seconds before Jack opened his eyes, he knew from the richness and darity of the smells
about him that he had flipped into the Territories. Horses, grass, a dizzying scent of raw mest;
dugt; the clear air itsdf.



INTERLUDE

Soat in ThisWorld (1)

'l know | work too hard,” Morgan Soat told his son Richard that evening. They were spesking on
the telephone, Richard danding at the communa telephone in the downdairs corridor of his
dormitory, his father dtting a his desk on the top floor of one of Sawyer & Soat's firg and
sweetest real-estate deds in Beverly Hills ‘But | tel you kid, there are a lot of times when you
have to do something yoursdf to get it done right. Especidly when my late partner’'s family is
involved. It's jus a short trip, | hope Probably I'll get everything nailed down out there in
goddam New Hampshire in less than a week. I'll give you another cal when it's dl over. Maybe
well go ralroading in Cdifornia, just like the old days. Therell be judice yet. Trust your old
man.'

The ded for the building had been particulaly sweet because of Soat's willingness to do
things himsdlf. After he and Sawyer had negotiated the purchase of a short-term lease, then (after
a gunfire of lawsuits) a long-term lease, they had fixed their renta rates a so much per square
foot, done the necessary dterations, and advertised for new tenants. The only holdover tenant
was the Chinese restaurant on the ground floor, dribbling in rent & about a third of what the
gpace was worth. Sloat had tried reasonable discussons with the Chinese, but when they saw that
he was trying to tak them into paying more rent, they suddenly logt the ability to spesk or
understand English. Soat's attempts a negotiation limped dong for a few days, and then he
happened to see one of the kitchen help carrying a bucket of grease out through the back door of
the kitchen. Feding better dready, Soat followed the man into a dark, narrow cul-de-sac and
watched him tip the grease into a garbage can. He needed no more than that. A day later, a chain-
link fence separated the cul-de-sac from the restaurant; yet another day later, a Hedth
Department ingpector served the Chinese with a complaint and a summons. Now the kitchen help
had to take dl their refuse, grease included, out through the dining area and down a chan-link
dog run Soa had congructed dongsde the restaurant. Busness fel off: the customers caught
odd, unpleasant odors from the nearby garbage. The owners rediscovered the English language,
and volunteered to double ther monthly payment. Sloat responded with a grateful-sounding
gpeech that sad nothing. And that night, having primed himsdf with three large martinis, Soat
drove from his house to the restaurant and took a basebal bat from the trunk of his car and
smashed in the long window which had once given a pleasant view of the street but now looked
out a a corridor of fencing which ended in a huddle of metd bins.

He had done those things . . . but he hadn't exactly been Sloat when he did them.

The next morning the Chinese requested another meeting and this time offered to quadruple
their payment. 'Now you're taking like men,’ Soat told the stony-faced Chinese. 'And I'll tdl
you what! Jugt to prove were dl on the same team, well pay haf the cost of replacing your
window.'

Within nine months of Sawyer & Soa's taking possesson of the building, dl the rents had
increesed dgnificantly and the initid cost and profit projections had begun to look wildly
pessmigic. By now this building was one of Sawyer & Soda's more modest ventures, but
Morgan Sloat was as proud of it as of the massive new sructures they had put up downtown. Just



waking past the place where hed put up the fence as he came in to work in the morning
reminded him — dally — of how much he had contributed to Sawyer & Soat, how reasonable
were hisclamd

This sense of the judtice of his ultimate desres kindled within him as he spoke to Richard —
after dl, it was for Richard that he wanted to teke over Phil Sawyer's share of the company.
Richard was, in a sense, his immortdity. His son would be able to go to the best busness schools
and then pick up a law degree before he came into the company; and thus fully armed, Richard
Soa would cary dl the complex and delicate machinery of Sawyer & Soa into the next
century. The boy's ridiculous ambition to become a chemigt could not long survive his father's
determination to murder it — Richard was smart enough to see that what his father did was a hell
of a lot more interesting, not to mention vastly more remunerative, than working with a test tube
over a Bunsen burner. That 'research chemist' stuff would fade away pretty quickly, once the boy
had a glimpse of the read world. And if Richard was concerned about being fair to Jack Sawyer,
he could be made to understand that fifty thousand a year and a guaranteed college education
was not only fair but magnanimous. Princdy. Who could say that Jack wanted any part of the
business, anyhow, or that he would possess any talent for it?

Besides, accidents happened. Who could even say that Jack Sawyer would live to see twenty?

'Wdll, it's redly a mater of getting dl the papers, dl the ownership duff, findly draght,
Soa told his son. 'Lily's been hiding out from me for too long. Her brain is drictly cottage
cheese by now, take my word for it. She probably has less than a year to live. So if | don't hump
mysdf off to see her now that | have her pinned down, she could gl long enough to put
everything into probate — or into a trust fund, and | dont think your friend's momma would let
me adminigter it. Hey, | don't want to bore you with my troubles. | just wanted to tell you that |
won't be home for a few days, in case you cal. Send me a letter or something. And remember
about the train, okay? We gottado that again.'

The boy promised to write, to work hard, to not worry about his father or Lily Cavanaugh or
Jack.

And sometime when this obedient son was, say, in his senior year at Stanford or Yade, Soat
would introduce him to the Territories. Richard would be Sx or seven years younger than he had
been himsdf when Phil Sawyer, chearfully crack-brained on grass in ther firg little North
Hollywood office, had fird puzzled, then infuriated (because Soat had been certan Phil was
laughing a him), then intrigued his partner (for surely Phil was too stoned to have invented dl
this science-fiction crapola about another world). And when Richard saw the Teritories, that
would be it — if he had not dready done it by himsdf, they'd change his mind for him. Even a
amall peek into the Territories shook your confidence in the omniscience of scientists.

Sloat ran the pdm of his hand over the shiny top of his head, then luxuriantly fingered his
moustache. The sound of his son's voice had obscurdy, irrdevantly comforted him: as long as
there was Richard politdy coming dong behind him, dl was wel and dl was wdl and dl
manner of things was wdl. It was night dready in Springfidd, Illinois and in Nelson House,
Thayer School, Richard Sloat was padding down a green corridor back to his desk, perhaps
thinking of the good times they'd had, and would have again, aboard Morgan's toy train line in
coadtd Cdifornia Hed be adeep by the time his father's jet punished the resstant air far dove
and some hundred miles farther north; but Morgan Sloat would push aside the pand over his
firg-class window and peer down, hoping for moonlight and a parting of the clouds.



He wanted to go home immediately — home was only thirty minutes away from te office — so
that he could change clothes and get something to eat, maybe snort a little coke, before he had to
get to the arport. But ingead he had to pound out dong the freeway to the Marina an
gppointment with a client who had fresked out and was on the verge of being dumped from a
picture, then a meeting with a crowd of spoilers who clamed that a Sawyer & Soa project just
up from Marina dd Rey was polluting the beach — things that could not be postponed. Though
Sloat promised himsdf that as ®on as he had taken care of Lily Cavanaugh and her boy he was
going to begin dropping dients from his lis — he had much bigger fish to fry now. Now there
were whole worlds to broker, and his piece of the action would be no mere ten percent. Looking
back on it, Soat wasn't sure how he had tolerated Phil Sawyer for as long as he had. His partner
had never played to win, not serioudy; he had been encumbered by sentimenta notions of
loydty and honor, corrupted by the stuff you told kids to get them hafway civilized before you
findly tore the blindfold off their eyes Mundane as it might be in light of the stakes he now
played for, he could not forget that the Sawyers owed him, dl right — indigestion flowered in
his chest like a heart attack at the thought of how much, and before he reached his car in the ill-
sunny lot besde the building, he shoved his hand into his jacket pocket and fished out a
crumpled package of Di-Gd.

Phil Sawyer had underestimated him, and that ill rankled. Because Phil had thought of him
as a sort of trained rattlesnake to be let out of his cage only under controlled circumstances, so
had others. The lot attendant, a hillbilly in a broken cowboy hat, eyed him as he marched around
his little car, looking for dents and dings. The Di-Gd mdted mogt of the fiery bdl in his chest.
Soat fdt his collar growing cdammy with sweat. The atendant knew better than to try to buddy
up: Sloat had verbaly peded the man's hide weeks ago, after discovering a tiny wrinkle in the
BMW:'s door. In the midst of his rant, he had seen violence begin to darken in the hillbilly's green
eyes, and a sudden upsurge of joy had made him waddle in toward the man, 4ill cutting off skin,
amost hoping that the attendant would take a poke a him. Abruptly, the hillbilly hed logt his
momentum; feebly, indeed gpologeticaly suggested that maybe that-there il nuthin of a ding
came from somewhere else? Parking service a a restaurant, maybe? The way those bozos treat
cars, y'know, and the light ain't so good that time anight, why . . .

'Shut your ginking mouth,” Soat had said. That little nothing, as you cdl it, is going to cost
me about twice what you make in a week. | should fire you right now, cowpoke, and the only
reason I'm not going to is tha there's about a two percent chance you might be right; when |
came out of Chasen's last night maybe | didn't look under the door handle, maybe | DID and
maybe | DIDN'T, but if you ever tak to me again, if you ever say any more than 'Hello, Mr.
Soat' or 'Goodbye, Mr. Soat, I'll get you fired so fast youll think you were beheaded.’ So the
hillbilly waiched him ingpect his car, knowing that if Soa found any imperfections in the car's
finish he would bring down the axe, afraid even to come close enough to utter the ritua goodbye.
Sometimes from the window that overlooked the parking lot Soat had seen the atendant
furioudy wiping some flaw, bird dropping or splash of mud, off the BMW's hood. And that's
management, buddy.

When he pulled out of the lot he checked the rear-view mirror and saw on the hillbilly's face
an expression very like the last one Phil Sawyer had worn in the find seconds of his life, out in
the middle of nowhere in Utah. He smiled dl the way to the freeway onramp.

Philip Sawyer had underestimated Morgan Sloat from the time of ther fird meeting, when they
were freshmen a Yde It could have been, Soat reflected, tha he had been easy to



underestimate — a pudgy eghteenryear-old from Akron, gracdess, overweghted with anxieties
and ambitions, out of Ohio for the firg time in his life Ligening to his classmates tdk essly
about New York, about 21" and the Stork Club, about seeing Brubeck at Basin Street and Erroll
Garner a the Vanguard, hed sweated to hide his ignorance. 'l redly like the downtown part,' hedd
thrown in, as casudly as he could. PAms wet, cramped by curled-in fingers. (Mornings, Soa
often found his pams tattooed with dented bruises left by his fingernails) 'What downtown part,
Morgan? Tom Woodbine had asked him. The others cackled. "You know, Broadway and the
Village. Around there! More cackles, harsher. He had been unattractive and badly dressed; his
wardrobe conssted of two suits, both charcod-gray and both gpparently made for a man with a
scarecrow's shoulders. He had begun losing his har in high school, and pink scap showed
through his short, flattened-down haircuts.

No, no beauty had Soat been, and that had been part of it. The others made him fed like a
clenched fig: those morning bruises were shadowy little photographs of his soul. The others, dl
interested in the theater like himsdf and Sawyer, possessed good profiles, flaa somachs, easy
cadess manners. Sprawled across the lounge chairs of their suite in Davenport while Soat, in a
haze of perspiration, sood that he might not wrinkle his suit pants and thereby get a few more
days wear out of them, they sometimes resembled a gathering of young gods — cashmere
sweeters draped over their shoulders like the golden fleece. They were on their way to becoming
actors, playwrights, songwriters. Sloat had seen himsdf as a director: entangling them dl in a net
of complications and designs which only he could unwind.

Savyer and Tom Woodbine, both of whom seemed unimaginably rich to Soat, were
roommates. Woodbine had only a lukewam interest in thester and hung aound ther
undergraduate drama workshop because Phil did. Another gilded private-school boy, Thomas
Woodbine differed from the others because of his absolute seriousness and Straightforwardness.
He intended to become a lawyer, and dready seemed to have the probity and impartidity of a
judge. (In fact, most of Woodbines acquaintances imagined that he would wind up on the
Supreme Court, much to the embarassment of the boy himsdf) Woodbine was without
ambition in Joa's terms, being interested far more in living rightly than in living wel. Of course
he had everything, and what he by some accident lacked other people were quick to give him:
how could he, so spoiled by nature and friendships, be ambitious? Soat dmost unconscioudy
detested Woodbine, and could not bring himsdlf to cdl him Tommy.'

Soat directed two plays during his four years a Yde: No Exit, which the student paper cdled
‘a furious confuson,” and Volpone. This was described as 'churning, cynicd, snister, and amost
unbelievably messy." Sloat was held respongible for most of these qualities. Perhgps he was not a
director after dl — his vison too intense and crowded. His ambitions did not lessen, they merely
shifted. If he was not eventudly to be behind the camera, he could be behind the people in front
of it. Phil Sawyer had dso begun to think this way — Phil had never been certain where his love
of theater might take him, and thought he might have a tdent for representing actors and writers.
'Let's go to Los Angeles and start an agency,’ Phil said to him in their senior year. 'It's nutty as
hell and our parents will hate it, but maybe well make it work. So we starve for a couple of
years.

Phil Sawyer, Soat had learned since their freshman year, was not rich after dl. He just 1ooked
rich.

'‘And when we can afford him, well get Tommy to be our lawyer. Hell be out of law school by
then.’



'Sure, okay,” Soat had said, thinking hat he could stop that one when the time came. 'What
should we call oursalves?

'Anything you like. Soat and Sawyer? Or should we stick to the alphabet?

'Sawyer and Soat, sure, that's great, dphabetica order, Soa sad, seething because he
imagined that his patner had euchred him into forever suggesting that he was somehow
secondary to Sawyer.

Both sats of parents did hate the ides, as Phil had predicted, but the partners in the infant talent
agency drove to Los Angdes in the old DeSoto (Morgan's, another demongtration of how much
Sawyer owed him), st up an office in a North Hollywood building with a happy population of
rats and fleas, and started hanging around the clubs, passing out their spandy-new business cards.
Nothing — nearly four months of totd falure. They had a comic who got too drunk to be funny,
a writer who couldn't write, a stripper who ingsted on being paid in cash so that she could Hiff
her agents And then late one &fternoon, high on marijuana and whiskey, Phil Sawyer had
gigglingly told Soat about the Territories.

"You know what | can do, you ambitious so-and-so? Oh, can | travel, partner. All the way.'

Shortly after that, both of them travelling now, Phil Sawyer met a risng young aciress a a
sudio paty and within an hour had their firg important client. And she had three friends
amilaly unhgppy with ther agents. And one of the friends had a boyfriend who had actudly
written a decent filmscript and needed an agent, and the boyfriend had a boyfriend . . . Before
their third year was over, they had a new office, new apartments, a dice of the Hollywood pie.
The Territories, in afashion that Soat accepted but never understood, had blessed them.

Sawyer dedt with the clients, Soat with the money, the invesments, the business side of the
agency. Sawyer spent money — lunches, arplane tickets — Soat saved it, which was dl the
judtification he needed to skim a little of the cream off the top. And it was Sloat who kept
pushing them into new aess, land deveopment, red edtate, production deds. By the time
Tommy Woodhine arrived in Los Angeles, Sawyer & Soat was a multimillion-dollar business.

Soat discovered that he Hill detested his old classmate; Tommy Woodbine had put on thirty
pounds, and looked and acted, in his blue three-piece suits, more than ever like a judge. His
cheeks were adways dightly flushed (dcoholic? Soat wondered), his manner ill kindly and
ponderous. The world had left its marks on him — dever little wrinkles a the corners of his
gyes, the eyes themsaves infinitedly more guarded than those of the gilded boy a Yde Soa
understood dmost a once, and knew that Phil Sawyer would never see it unless he were told,
that Tommy Woodbine lived with an enormous secret: whatever the gilded boy might have been,
Tommy was now a homosexud. Probably héd cadl himsdf gay. And that made everything esser
— intheend, it even made it easer to get rid of Tommy.

Because quears are dways getting killed, aren't they? And did anybody redly want a two-
hundred-and-tentpound pansy responsible for bringing up a teenage boy? You could say that
Soa was just saving Phil Sawyer from the posthumous consequences of a serious lagpse of
judgment. If Sawyer had made Sloat the executor of his estate and the guardian of his son, there
would have been no problems. As it was, the murderers from the Territories — the same two
who had bungled the abduction of the boy — had blasted through a stoplight and nearly been
arrested before they could return home.

Things dl would have been so much smpler, Soat reflected for perhgps the thousandth time,
if Phil Sawyer had never married. If no Lily, no Jack; if no Jack, no problems. Phil may never
even have looked at the reports about Lily Cavanaugh's erly life Soat had compiled: they listed
where and how often and with whom, and should have killed that romance as readily as the black



van turned Tommy Woodbine into a lump on the road. If Sawyer read those meticulous reports,
they left him amazingly unaffected. He wanted to marry Lily Cavanaugh, and he did. As his
damned Twinner had married Queen Laura More underestimation. And repaid in the same
fashion, which seemed fitting.

Which meant, Soat thought with some satisfaction, that after a few detalls were taken care of,
everything would findly be sdtled. After so many years — when he came back from Arcadia
Beach, he should have dl of Sawyer & Soat in his pocket. And in the Territories, dl was placed
just so: poised on the brink, ready to fal into Morgan's hands. As soon as the Queen died, her
consort's former deputy would rule the country, introducing al the interesting little changes both
he and Soa desred. And then watch the money roll in. Soa thought, turning off the freeway
into Marinade Rey. Then watch everything ral in!

His client, Asher Dondorf, lived in the bottom haf of a new condo in one of the Marinds
narrow, aleylike Streets just off the beach. Dondorf was an old character actor who had achieved
a surprisng level of prominence and vighility in the late seventies through a role on a tdevison
series, hed played the landlord of the young couple — private detectives, and both cute as baby
pandas — who were the series stars. Dondorf got so much mail from his few appearances in the
ealy episodes that the writers increased his part, making him an unofficid father to the young
detectives, letting him solve a murder or two, putting him in danger, etc., etc. His sdary doubled,
tripled, quadrupled, and when the series was cancelled after Sx years, he went back into film
work. Which was the problem. Dondorf thought he was a gar, but the studios and producers ill
consdered him a character actor — popular, but not a serious asset to any project. Dondorf
wanted flowers in his dressng room, he wanted his own hardresser and didogue coach, he
wanted more money, more respect, more love, more everything. Dondorf, in fact, was a putz.

When he pulled his car tight into the parking bay and eased himsdf out, being careful not to
scratch the edge of his door on the brick, Soat came to a redization: if he learned, or even
suspected, sometime in the next few days, that Jack Sawyer had discovered the existence of the
Territories, he would kill him. There was such athing as an unacceptable risk.

Soat smiled to himsdf, popping another Di-Gel into his mouth, and rapped on the condo's
door. He knew it dready: Asher Dondorf was going to kill himsdf. Hed do it in the living room
in order to create as much mess as posshble. A temperamentd jerk like his soon-to-be-ex-dient
would think a redly doppy suicide was revenge on the bank that held his mortgage. When a
pae, trembling Dondorf opened the door, the warmth of Sloat's greeting was quite genuine.






CHAPTER 6

The Queen's Pavillion

1

The saw-toothed blades of grass directly before Jack's eyes seemed as tall and iff as sabres.
They would cut the wind, not bend to it. Jack groaned as he lifted his head. He did not possess
such dignity. His somach 4ill fdt thresteningly liquid, his forehead and eyes burned. Jack
pushed himsdf up on his knees and then forced himsdf to sand. A long horse-drawn cart
rumbled toward him down the dusty track, and its driver, a bearded red-faced man roughly the
same shape and size as the wooden barrels rattling behind him, was garing a him. Jack nodded
and tried to take in as much as he could about the man while giving the appearance of a loafing
boy who had perhgps run off for an illicit shooze. Upright, he no longer fdt ill; he felt, in fact,
better than a any time since leaving Los Angdes, not merdly hedthy but somehow harmonious,
mysterioudy in tune with his body. The warm, drifting ar of the Teritories patted his face with
the gentlest, most fragrant of touches — its own delicate and flowery scent quite distinct beneath
the stronger odor of raw mest it carried. Jack ran his hands over his face and peeked at the driver
of the cart, hisfirst sample of Territories Man.

If the driver addressed him, how should he answer? Did they even spesk English here? His
kind of English? For a moment Jack imagined himsdf trying to pass unnoticed in a world where
people said 'Prithee’ and 'Dogt thou go cross-gartered, yonder varlet? and decided that if that was
how things went, he'd pretend to be a mute.

The driver findly took his eyes off Jack and clucked something decidedly not 1980's
American English to his horses. But perhaps that was just the way you spoke to horses. Susha,
dusha! Jack edged backward into the sea-grass, wishing that he had managed to get on his feet a
couple of seconds earlier. The man glanced a him again, and surprised Jack by nodding — a
gedure nether friendly nor unfriendly, merdy a communicaion between equds I'll be glad
when this day's work is done, brother. Jack returned the nod, tried to put his hands in his pockets,
and for a moment must have looked haf-witted with astonishment. The driver laughed, not
unplessantly.

Jack's clothes had changed — he wore coarse, voluminous woolen trousers ingtead of the
corduroy jeans. Above the waist a close-fitting jacket of soft blue fabric covered him. Instead of
buttons, the jacket — a jerkin? he speculated — had a row of cloth hooks and eyes. Like the
trousers, it was clearly hand-made. The Nikes, too, were gone, replaced by flat lesther sandals.
The knapsack had been transmogrified into a leather sack held by a thin strap over his shoulder.
The cart-driver wore clothing dmogs exactlly smilar — his jerkin was of leather dained so
deeply and continuoudly that it showed rings within rings, like an old tree's heart.

All rattle and dugt, the cart pulled past Jack. The barrels radiated a yeasty musk of beer.
Behind the barrds stood a triple pile of what Jack unthinkingly took to be truck tires. He smelled
the 'tires and noticed that they were perfectly, flavlessy bad in the same moment — it was a
creamy odor, full of secret depths and subtle pleasures, that ingtantly made him hungry. Cheese,
but no cheese that he had ever tasted. Behind the wheds of cheese, near the back of the cart, an



irregular mound of raw meat — long, peded-looking sides of bedf, big dablike steaks, a heap of
ropy internad organs he could not identify — dithered benesth a gligening mat of flies The
powerful smdl of the raw meat assailed Jack, killing the hunger evoked by the cheese. He moved
into the middle of the track after the cart had passed him and watched it jounce toward the crest
of alittlerise. A second later he began to follow after, walking north.

He had gone only hafway up the rise when he once again saw the pesk of the greet tent, rigid
in the midgt of a rank of narrow fluttering flags. That, he assumed, was his destination. Another
few steps past the blackberry bushes where hed paused the last time (remembering how good
they'd been, Jack popped two of the enormous berries in his mouth) and he could see the whole
of the tent. It was actudly a big rambling pavillion, long wings on each sde, with gaes and a
courtyard. Like the Alhambra, this eccentric structure — a summer paace, Jack's ingtincts told
hm — stood just above the ocean. Little bands of people moved through and around the great
pavillion, driven by forces as powerful and invishle as the effect on iron filings of a magnet. The
little groups met, divided, poured on again.

Some of the men wore bright, rich-looking clothes, though many seemed to be dressed much
as Jack was. A few women in long shining white gowns or robes marched through the courtyard,
as purposeful as generals. Outside the gates stood a collection of smdler tents and impromptu
looking wooden huts, here, too, people moved, eating or buying or taking, though more easly
and randomly. Somewhere down in that busy crowd he would have to find the man with a scar.

But first he looked behind him, down the length of the rutted track, to see what had happened
to Funworld.

When he saw two smdl dark horses pulling plows, perhaps fifty yards off, he thought that the
amusement park had become a farm, but then he noticed the crowd watching the plowing from
the top of the fiedd and understood that this was a contest. Next his eye was taken by the
spectacle of a huge red-hared man, dripped to the wadt, whirling about like a top. His
outstretched hands held some long heavy object. The man abruptly stopped whirling and released
the object, which flew a long way before it thudded and bounced on the grass and reveded itsdf
to be a hammer. Funworld was a fair, not a fam — Jack now saw tables hegped with food,
children on ther fathers shoulders.

In the midst of the fair, making sure that every strgp and harness was sound, every oven stoked
with wood, was there a Speedy Parker? Jack hoped so.

And was his mother ill gtting by hersdf in the Tea and Jam Shoppe, wondering why she had
let him go?

Jack turned back and watched the long cart rattle through the gates of the summer palace and
swing off to the left, separating the people who moved there as a car making a turn off Ffth
Avenue separates pedestrians on a cross-town street. A moment later he set off after it.

2

He had feared that al the people on the pavillion grounds would turn toward him garing,
indantly sensing his difference from them. Jack carefully kept his eyes lowered whenever he
could and imitated a boy on a complicated errand — he had been sent out to assemble a ligt of
things, his face showed how he was concentrating to remember them. A shovel, two picks, a ball
of twine, a bottle of goose grease . . . But gradudly he became aware that none of the adults
before the summer palace pad him any atention a al. They rushed or dawdled, inspected the



merchandise — rugs, iron pots, bracdets — displayed in the little tents, drank from wooden
mugs, plucked a another's deeve to make a comment or start a conversaion, argued with the
guards a the gate, each wholly taken up by his own business. Jack's impersonation was SO
unnecessty as to be ridiculous. He draightened up and began to work his way, moving
generdly in anirregular hdf-circle, toward the gate.

He had seen dmog immediatdy that he would not be able just to droll through it — the two
guards on ether sde stopped and questioned nearly everyone who tried to reach the interior of
the summer palace. Men had to show ther papers, or display badges or seds which gave them
access. Jack had only Speedy Parker's fingerpick, and he didn't think that would get him past the
guards inspection. One man just now stepping up to the gate flashed a round siver badge and
was waved through; the man following him was stopped. He argued; then the tone of his manner
changed, and Jack saw that he was pleading. The guard shook his head and ordered the man off.

'His men don't have any trouble getting in, someone to Jack's right said, ingantly solving the
problem of Territories language, and Jack turned his head to seeif the man had spoken to him.

But the middle-aged man waking besde him was spesking to another man, aso dressed in the
plan, smple clothes of most of the men and women outsde the paace grounds. They'd better
not,’ the second man answered. 'He's on his way — supposed to be here today sometime, | guess.'

Jack fell in behind these two and followed them toward the gate.

The guards stepped forward as the men neared, and as they both approached the same guard,
the other gestured to the man nearest him. Jack hung back. He ill had not seen anyone with a
scar, nor had he seen any officers. The only soldiers in dght were the guards, both young and
countrified — with their broad red faces above the eaborately pleated and ruffled uniforms, they
looked like farmers in fancy dress. The two men Jack had been following must have passed the
guards tedts, for after a few moments conversation the uniformed men sepped back and
admitted them. One of the guards looked sharply at Jack, and Jack turned his head and stepped
back.

Unless he found the Captain with the scar, he would never get insde the paace grounds.

A group of men approached the guard who had stared at Jack, and immediately began to
wrangle. They had an gppointment, it was crucid they be let in, much money depended on it,
regrettably they had no papers. The guard shook his head, scraping his chin across his uniform's
white ruff. As Jack watched, gill wondering how he could find the Ceptain, the leader of the
little group waved his hands in the ar, pounded his figt into a pdm. He had become as red-faced
as the guard. At length he began jabbing the guard with his fore-finger. The guard's companion
joined him — both guards looked bored and hostile.

A tdl draght man in a uniform subtly different from the guards — it might have been the
way the uniform was worn, but it looked as though it might serve in bettle as wel as in an
operetta — noisdesdy materidized besde them. He did not wear a ruff, Jack noticed a second
later, and his hat was pesked instead of three-cornered. He spoke to the guards, and then turned
to the leader of the little group. There was no more shouting, no more finger-jabbing. The man
spoke quietly. Jack saw the danger ebb out of the group. They shifted on ther feet, ther
shoulders sank. They began to drift away. The officer watched them go, then turned back to the
guardsfor afind word.

For the moment while the officer faced in Jack's direction, in effect shooing the group of men
away with his presence, Jack saw a long pde lightning-bolt of a scar zigzagging from benegth
his right eye to just above hisjawline.



The officer nodded to the guards and stepped briskly away. Looking neither to the left nor to
the right, he wove through the crowd, apparently headed for whatever lay to the sde of the
summer paace. Jack took off after him.

'Sir!" he yelled, but the officer marched on through the dow-moving crowd.

Jack ran around a group of men and women hauling a pig toward one of the little tents, shot
through a gap between two other bands of people approaching the gate, and findly was close
enough to the officer to reach out and touch his ebow. '‘Captain?

The officer wheded around, freezing Jack where he stood. Up close, the scar seemed thick and
separae, a living cregture riding on the man's face. Even unscarred, Jack thought, this man's face
would express aforceful impatience. 'What isit, boy? the man asked.

'Captain, I'm supposed to talk to you — | have to see the Lady, but | don't think | can get into
the palace. Oh, you're supposed to see this' He dug into the roomy pocket of the unfamiliar pants
and closed hisfingers around atriangular object.

When he displayed it on his pam, he fdt shock boom through him — what he held in his hand
was not a fingerpick but a long tooth, a shark's tooth perhaps, inlad with a winding, intricate
pattern of gold.

When Jack looked up at the Captain's face, haf-expecting a blow, he saw his shock echoed
there. The impatience which had seemed so characteridic had utterly vanished. Uncertainty and
even fear momentarily distorted the man's strong features. The Captain lifted his hand to Jack's,
and the boy thought he meant to take the ornae tooth: he would have given it to him, but the
man ssimply folded the boy's fingers over the object on his pam. 'Follow me," he said.

They went around to the sde of the great pavillion, and the Captain led Jack behind the shelter
of a great sal-shaped flgp of Hiff pade canvas. In the glowing darkness behind the flap, the
soldier's face looked as though someone had drawn on it with thick pink crayon. That sign,’ he
said camly enough. 'Where did you get it?

'From Speedy Parker. He sad that | should find you and show it to you." The man shook his
heed. 'l dont know the name. | want you to give me the sign now. Now." He firmly grasped
Jack'swrigt. 'Give it to me, and then tel me where you soleit.’

'I'm telling the truth," Jack said. 'l got it from Lester Speedy Parker. He works at Funworld. But
it wasn't atooth when he gave it to me. It was a guitar-pick.’

'l don't think you understand what's going to happen to you, boy.'

'You know him," Jack pleaded. 'He described you — he told me you were a Captain of the
Outer Guards. Speedy told meto find you.'

The Captain shook his head and gripped Jack's wrist more firmly. '‘Describe this man. I'm
going to find out if you're lying right now, boy, so I'd make thisgood if | were you.'

'‘Speedy's old," Jack said. 'He used to be a musician.' He thought he saw recognition of some
kind flash in the man's eyes. 'He's black — a black man. With white hair. Deep lines in his face.
And he's pretty thin, but he's alot stronger than he looks:!'

‘A black man. Y ou mean, abrown man?

'Wdll, black people arentt redlly black. Like white people aren't redly white!'

‘A brown man named Parker. The Captain gently released Jack's wrigt. 'He is called Parkus
here. So you arefrom . . . ' He nodded toward some distant invisible point on the horizon.

‘That's right," Jack said.

'‘And Parkus. . . Parker . . . sent you to see our Queen.’

'He said he wanted me to see the Lady. And that you could take me to her.



Thiswill have to be fast,' the Captain said. 'l think | know how to do it, but we don't have any
time to waste' He had shifted his mentd direction with a military smoothness. 'Now listen to me.
We have a lot of bastards around here, so were going to pretend that you are my son on t'other
dde of the sheets. You have disobeyed me in connection with some little job, and | am angry
with you. | think no one will stop us if we make this performance convincing. At least | can get
you indde — but it might be a little trickier once we are in. You think you can do it? Convince
people that you're my son?

'My mother's an actress,’ Jack said, and fdlt that old pride in her.

'Wdll, then, let's see what you've learned,’ the Captain said, and surprised Jack by winking a
him. 'I'll try not to cause you any pan.' Then he sartled Jack again, and clamped a very strong
hand over the boy's upper am. ‘'Let's go,' he said, and marched out of the shelter of the flap, haf-
dragging Jack behind him.

'When | tel you to wash the flagstones behind the kitchen, wash flaggtones is what youll do,’
the Captain sad loudly, not looking a him. 'Undersand that? You will do your job. And if you
do not do your job, you must be punished.’

'But | washed some of the flagstones . . . ' Jack wailed.

'l didn't tell you to wash some of the flagstoned' the Ceptain yelled, hauling Jack dong behind
him. The people aound them pated to let the Cgptan through. Some of them grinned
sympatheticaly at Jack.

'l wasgoingto doit dl, honest, | was going to go back inaminute. . .

The soldier pulled him toward the gate without even glancing a the guards, and yanked him
through. 'No, Dad!" Jack squalled. Y ou're hurting me!'

'Not as much as I'm going to hurt you, the Captain said, and pulled him across the wide
courtyard Jack had seen from the cart-track.

At the other end of the court the soldier pulled him up wooden steps and into the greet pdace
itself. 'Now your acting had better be good,’ the man whispered, and immediately st off down a
long corridor, squeezing Jack's arm hard enough to leave bruises.

'l promise I'll be good!" Jack shouted.

The man hauled him into another, narrower corridor. The interior of the palace did not at dl
resemble the ingde of a tent, Jack saw. It was a mazelike warren of passages and little rooms,
and it smelled of smoke and grease.

'Promise!’ the Captain bawled out.

'l promise! | do!

Ahead of them as they emerged from yet another corridor, a group of eaborately clothed men
ether leaning againgt a wall or draped over couches turned their heads to look a this noisy duo.
One of them, who had been amusing himsdf by giving orders to a pair of women carrying stacks
of sheetsfolded flat acrosstheir arms, glanced suspicioudy at Jack and the Captain.

'And | promiseto beat the sin out of you,' the Captain said loudly.

A couple of the men laughed. They wore soft wide-brimmed hats trimmed with fur and ther
boots were of velvet. They had greedy, thoughtless faces. The man taking to the maids, the one
who seemed to be in charge, was skdletdly tal and thin. His tense, amhbitious face tracked the
boy and the soldier asthey hurried by.

'Please don't!" Jack wailed. 'Please!’

'Each please is another strapping, the soldier growled, and the men laughed again. The thin
one permitted himsdf to display a smile as cold as a knife-blade before he turned back to the
maids.



The Captain yanked the boy into an empty room filled with dusty wooden furniture. Then at
last he released Jack's aching arm. 'Those were his men, he whispered. 'What life will be like
when — ' He shook his head, and for a moment seemed to forget his haste. ‘It says in The Book
of Good Farming that the meek shdl inherit the earth, but those fellows don't have a teaspoonful
of meekness among them. Taking's dl they're good for. They want wedth, they want — ' He
glanced upward, unwilling or unable to say what else the men outsde wanted. Then he looked
back at the boy. 'WEIl have to be quick about this, but there are gill a few secrets his men
haven't learned about the palace.’ He nodded sideways, indicating a faded wooden wall.

Jack followed him, and understood when the Captain pushed two of the flat brown nailheads
left exposed at the end of a dusty board. A pand in the faded wal swung inward, exposng a
narrow black passageway no taler than an upended coffin. "Youll only get a glimpse of her, but |
suppose that's dl you need. It'sdl you can have, anyhow.’

The boy followed the slent ingruction to dip into the passageway. 'Just go straight ahead until
| tdl you,' the Captain whispered. When he closed the panel behind them, Jack began to move
dowly forward through perfect blackness.

The passage wound this way and tha, occesondly illuminated by fant lignt spilling in
through a crack in a concealed door or through a window set above the boy's head. Jack soon lost
al sense of direction, and blindly followed the whispered directions of his companion. At one
point he caught the delicious odor of roasting mest, a another the unmistakable stink of sewage.

'Stop,' the Captain findly said. 'Now I'll have to lift you up. Raise your arms.’

'Will | be able to see?

"You'll know in a second,’ the Captain said, and put a hand just beneath each of Jack's armpits
and lifted him cleanly off the floor. There is a pand in front of you now," he whispered. 'Slide it
to the left.

Jack blindly reached out before him and touched smooth wood. It did easily asde, and enough
light fell into the passage for him to see a kittenrszed spider scrambling toward the celling. He
was looking down into a room the size of a hotd lobby, filled with women in white and furniture
S0 ornate that it brought back to the boy al the museums he and his parents had vigted. In the
center of the room a woman lay deeping or unconscious on an immense bed, only her head and
shoulders visble above the shest.

And then Jack nearly shouted with shock and terror, because the woman on the ked was his
mother. That was his mother, and she was dying.

"Y ou saw her,’ the Captain whispered, and braced his arms more firmly.

Open-mouthed, Jack sared in a his mother. She was dying, he could not doubt that any
longer: even her skin seemed bleached and unhedthy, and her hair, too, had lost severd shades
of color. The nurses around her bustled about, straightening the sheets or rearranging books on a
table, but they assumed this busy and purposeful manner because they had no red idea of how to
help ther patient. The nurses knew that for such a patient there was no red hdp. If they could
dave off deeth for another month, or even aweek, they were at the fullest extent of their powers.

He looked back at the face turned upward like a waxen mask and findly saw that the woman
on the bed was not his mother. Her chin was rounder, the shape of her nose dightly more
classcd. The dying woman was his mother's Twinner; it was Laura Deloessan. If Speedy had
wanted him to see more, he was not @pable of it: that white moveless face told him nothing of
the woman behind it.

'‘Okay," he whispered, pushing the panel back into place, and the Captain lowered him to the
floor.



In the darkness he asked, "What's wrong with her?

'‘Nobody can find that out,’ came from above him. The Queen cannot see, she cannot speek,
she cannot move ' There was slence for a moment, and then the Ceptain touched his hand and
sad, 'We mug return.’ They quietly emerged from blackness into the dusty empty room. The
Captain brushed ropy cobwebs from the front of his uniform. His head cocked to one sde, he
consdered Jack for a long moment, worry very plain upon his face. ‘'Now you must answer a
question of mine," he said.

'Yes!'

'Were you sent here to save her? To save the Queen?

Jack nodded. 'l think so — | think that's part of it. Tell me just one thing.' He hesitated. 'Why
don't those cregps out there just take over? She sure couldn't stop them.'

The Cgptan smiled. There was no humor in that smile. 'Me,' he said. 'My men. We'd stop
them. | know not what they may have gotten up to in the Outposts, where order is thin — but
here we hold to the Queen.'

A mustle just below the eye on the unscarred cheekbone jumped like a fish. He was pressing
his hands together, pam to pam. 'And your directions, your orders, whatever, are to . . . ah, to go
west, isthat correct?

Jack could precticdly fed the man vibraing, controlling his growing agitation only from a
lifetimes habit of sdf-discipline. That's right,” he said. 'I'm supposed to go west. Isn't that right?
Shouldn't | go west? To the other Alhambra?

'l can't say, | can't say,' the Captain blurted, taking a step backward. 'We have to get you out of
here right now. | can't tell you what to do." He could not even look at Jack now, the boy saw. 'But
you can't day here a minute longer — let's, ah, let's see if we can get you out and away before
Morgan gets here.’

'Morgan? Jack said, dmost thinking that he had not heard the name @rrectly. '"Morgan Soat?
Is he coming here?



CHAPTER 7

Farren

1

The Captain appeared not to have heard Jack's question. He was looking away into the corner of
this empty unused room as if there were something there to see. He was thinking long and hard
and fast; Jack recognized thet. And Uncle Tommy had taught him that interrupting an adult who
was thinking hard was just as impoalite asinterrupting an adult who was spesking. But —

Steer clear of ole Bloat. Watch for his trail — his own and his Twinner's.. . . he's gonna be
after you like a fox after a goose.

Speedy had sad that, and Jack had been concentrating so hard on the Taisman that he had
amogt missed it. Now the words came back and came home with a nasty double-thud that was
like being hit in the back of the neck.

'‘What does he look like? he asked the Captain urgently. 'Morgan? the Captain asked, as if
dartled out of some interior dream.

I's he fat? Is he fat and sorta going bad? Does he go like this when he's mad? And employing
the innate gift for mimicry hed dways had — a gift which had made his father roar with
laughter even when he was tired and feding down — Jack 'did Morgan Soat. Age fdl into his
face as he laddered his brow the way Uncle Morgan's brow laddered into lines when he was
pised off aout something. At the same time, Jack sucked his cheeks in and pulled his head
down to creste a double chin. His lips flared out in a fishy pout and he began to waggle his
eyebrows rapidly up and down. 'Does he go like that?

'‘No," the Captain sad, but something flickered in his eyes, the way something had flickered
there when Jack told him that Speedy Parker was old. 'Morgan's tal. He wears his hair long' —
the Captain held a hand by his right shoulder to show Jack how long — ‘and he has a limp. One
foot's deformed. He wears a built-up boot, but — ' He shrugged.

"Y ou looked like you knew him when | did him! You—"

'Shhh! Not so God-pounding loud, boy!" Jack lowered his voice. 'l think | know the guy,’ he
said — and for the firg time he fdt fear as an informed emoation . . . something he could grasp in
away he could not as yet grasp this world. Uncle Morgan here? Jesus!

'Morgan is just Morgan. No one to fool around with, boy. Come on, let's get out of ere’ His
hand closed around Jack's upper arm again. Jack winced but resisted.

Parker becomes Parkus. And Morgan . . . it'sjust too big a coincidence.

'Not yet,' he said. Another question had occurred to him. 'Did she have a son?

"The Queen?

'Yes!'

'She had a son," the Captain replied reluctantly. 'Y es. Boy, we can't stay here. We —

"Tel me about him!'

‘There is nothing to tdl,’ the Captain answered. 'The babe died an infant, not six weeks out of
her womb. There was tak tat one of Morgan's men — Osmond, perhaps — smothered the lad.
But talk of that sort is dways chesp. | have no love for Morgan of Orris but everyone knows that
one child in every dozen dies a-crib. No one knows why; they die myserioudy, of no cause.



Therés a saying — God pounds His nails. Not even a royd child is excepted in the eyes of the
Carpenter. He.. . . Boy? areyou al right?

Jack felt the world go gray around him. He reded, and when the Captain caught him, his hard
hands felt as soft as feather pillows.

He had dmost died as an infant.

His mother had told him the story — how she had found him dill and apparently lifdess in his
crib, his lips blue, his cheeks the color of funeral candles after they have been cgpped and thus
put out. She had told him how she had run screaming into the living room with him in her ams.
His father and Soat were stting on the floor, soned on wine and grass, watching a wrestling
match on TV. His father had snatched him from his mother's arms, pinching his nodtrils savagely
shut with his left hand (You had bruises there for almost a month, Jacky, his mother had told him
with a jittery laugh) and then plunging his mouth over Jack's tiny mouth, while Morgan cried: |
don't think that's going to help him, Phil. | don't think that's going to help him!

(Uncle Morgan was funny, wasn't he, Mom? Jack had said. Yes, very funny, Jack-O, his
mother had replied, and she had smiled an oddly humorless smile, and lit another Herbert
Tarrytoon from the butt of the one smouldering in the ashtray.)

‘Boy!" the Captain whispered, and shook him so hard that Jack's lolling head snapped on his
neck. 'Boy! Dammit! If youfantonme...'

'I'm okay,' Jack said — his voice seemed to come from far away; it sounded like the voice of
the Dodgers announcer when you were cruising by Chavez Ravine a night with the top down,
echoing and digtant, the play-by-play of basebdl in a sweet dream. 'Okay, lay off me, what do
you say? Give me abreak.'

The Captain stopped shaking him but looked a him waxily.

'‘Okay,’ Jack said again, and abruptly he dapped his own cheek as hard as he could — Ow! But
the world came swimming back into focus.

He had dmost died in his crib. In that apartment they'd had back then, the one he barely
remembered, the one his mother aways cdled the Technicolor Dream Pdace because of the
pectacular view of the Hollywood Hills from the living room. He had dmos died in his crib,
and his father and Mor-gan Sloat had been drinking wine, and when you drank a lot of wine you
had to pee a lot, and he remembered the Technicolor Dream Pdace well enough to know that
you got from the living room to the nearest bathroom by going through the room that had been
his when he was a baby.

He saw it: Morgan Soa getting up, grinning esdly, saying something like Just a sec while |
make some room, Phil; his father hardly looking around because Haystack Cahoun was getting
ready to put the Spinner or the Sleeper on some hapless opponent; Morgan passing from the TV-
brightness of the living room into the ashy dimness of the nursery, where little Jacky Sawyer lay
desping in his Pooh pgamas with the fed, little Jacky Sawyer warm and secure in a dry diaper.
He saw Uncle Morgan glancing furtively back a te bright square of the door to the living room,
his balding brow turning to ladder-rungs, his lips purang like the chilly mouth of a lake bass, he
saw Uncle Morgan take a throw-pillow from a nearby chair, saw him put it gently and yet firmly
over the deeping baby's entire head, holding it there with one hand while he held the other hand
flat on the baby's back. And when dl movement had stopped, he saw Uncle Morgan put the
pillow back on the chair where Lily sat to nurse, and go into the bathroom to urinate.

If his mother hadn't come in to check on him amost immediately . . .

Chilly swest broke out dl over his body.



Had it been that way? It could have been. His heart told him it had been. The coincidence was
too utterly perfect, too seamlesdy complete.
At the age of sx weeks, the son of Laura Deloessian, Queen of the Territories, had died in his
crib.
At the age of sx weeks, the son of Phil and Lily Sawyer had almost died in hiscrib . . . and
Morgan Soat had been there.
His nother aways finished the story with a joke: how Phil Sawyer had dmost racked up their
Chryder, roaring to the hospitd after Jacky had aready started breathing again.
Pretty funny, dl right. Yeah.

'Now come on,' the Captain said.

‘All right," Jack said. He il felt week, dazed. "All right, let'sg—

'Shhhh!" The Captain looked around sharply at the sound of gpproaching voices. The wall to
their right was not wood but heavy canvas. It stopped four inches short of the floor, and Jack saw
booted feet passing by in the gap. Five pair. Soldiers boots.

One voice cut through the babble: * . . . didn't know he had a son.'

'Well,' a second answered, 'bastards sire bastards — afact you should well know, Simon.’

There was aroar of brutd, empty laughter a this — the sort of laughter Jack heard from some
of the bigger boys at school, the ones who busted joints behind the woodshop and cdled the
younger boys myderious but somehow terrifying names queerboy and humpa-jumpa and
morphadite Each of these somehow dimy terms was followed by a coarse ribband of laughter
exactly likethis.

'Cork it! Cork it up!" — athird voice. 'If he hears you, youll be waking Outpost Line before
thirty suns have set!' Mutters.

A muffled burst of laughter.

Another jibe, this one unintelligible. More laughter as they passed on.

Jack looked at the Captain, who was saring at the short canvas wadl with his lips drawn back
from his teeth dl the way to the gumlines. No question who they were talking about. And if they
were taking, there might be someone ligening . . . the wrong somebody. Somebody who might
be wondering just who this suddenly reveded bastard might redly be. Even a kid like him knew
that.

'You heard enough? the Captain said. 'We've got to move. He looked as if he would like to
shake Jack . . . but did not quite dare.

Your directions, your orders, whatever, areto. . . ah, go west, isthat correct?

He changed, Jack thought. He changed twice.

Once when Jack showed him the shark's tooth that had been a filigreed guitar-pick in the
world where delivery trucks instead of horse-drawn carts ran the roads. And he had changed
again when Jack confirmed that he was going west. He had gone from threat to a willingness to
helpto...what?

| can't say . . . | can't tell you what to do.

To something like rdligious awe. . . or religiousterror.

He wants to get out of here because he's afraid we'll be caught, Jack thought. But there's
more, isn't there? He's afraid of me. Afraid of —



'‘Come on,' the Captain said. '‘Come on, for Jason's sake.'

'Whose sake? Jack asked stupidly, but the Captain was aready propeling him out. He pulled
Jack hard left and hdf-led, hdf-dragged him down a corridor that was wood on one side and
giff, mouldy-smelling canvas on the other.

"Thisisn't the way we came," Jack whispered.

'Don't want to go past those fellows we saw coming in,' the Captain whispered back. 'Morgan's
men. Did you see the tall one? Almost skinny enough to look through?

Yes.! Jack remembered the thin smile, and the eyes which did not smile The others had
looked soft. The thin man had looked hard. He had looked crazy. And one thing more: he had
looked dimly familiar.

'‘Osmond,' the Captain said, now pulling Jack to the right.

The smdl of roasting meet had been growing gradudly stronger, and now the air was redolent
of it. Jack had never smelled meat he wanted so badly to taste in his whole life. He was scared,
he was mentally and emotionaly on the ropes, perhaps rocking on the edge of madness . . . but
his mouth was watering crazily.

'‘Osmond is Morgan's right-hand man,’ the Captain grunted. 'He sees too much, and I'd just as
soon he didn't see you twice, boy.’

'What do you mean?

'Hsssst!' He clamped Jack's aching arm even tighter. They were approaching a wide cloth
drape that hung in a doorway. To Jack it looked like a shower-curtain — except the cloth was
burlap of a weave so coarse and wide that it was dmost net-like, and the rings it hung from were
bone rather than chrome. 'Now cry,' the Captain breathed warmly in Jack's ear.

He swept the curtain back and pulled Jack into a huge kitchen which fumed with rich aromas
(the meat dill predominating) and billows of steamy heat. Jack caught a confused glimpse of
braziers, of a great stonework chimney, of women's faces under billowy white kerchiefs that
reminded him of nuns wimples. Some of them were lined up & a long iron trough which stood
on trestles, their faces red and beaded with sweat as they washed pots and cooking utensis.
Others stood a a counter which ran the width of the room, dicing and dicing and coring and
paring. Another was carrying a wire rack filled with uncooked pies. They dl sared a Jack and
the Captain as they pushed through into the kitchen.

‘Never again!' the Captain bellowed at Jack, shaking him as a terrier shekes arat . . . and all
the while he continued to move them both swiftly across the room, toward the double-hung doors
at he fa gde. 'Never again, do you hear me? The next time you shirk your duty, I'll split your
skin down the back and pedl you like a baked potato!”

And under his breath, the Captain hissed, They'll dl remember and they'll dl tak, so cry,
dammit!'

And now, as the Captain with the scarred face dragged him across the steaming kitchen by the
soruff of his neck and one throbbing arm, Jack deliberately cdled up the dreadful image of his
mother lying in a funerd parlor. He saw her in billowing folds of white organdy — she was lying
in her coffin and wearing the wedding dress she had worn in Drag Srip Rumble (RKO, 1953).
Her face came clearer and clearer in Jack's mind, a perfect wax €effigy, and he saw she was
wearing her tiny gold-cross earrings, he ones Jack had given her for Chrismas two years ago.
Then the face changed. The chin became rounder, the nose draighter and more patrician. The
hair went a shade lighter and became somehow coarser. Now it was Laura Del.oessian he saw in
that coffin — and the coffin itsedf was no longer a smoothly anonymous funerd parlor specid,
but something that looked as if it had been hacked with rude fury from an old log — a Viking's



coffin, if there had ever been such a thing; it was eader to imagine this coffin being torched
dight on a bier of oiled logs then it was to imagine it being lowered into the unprotesting earth. It
was Laura DelLoessan, Queen of the Teritories, but in this imagining which had become as
clear as a vison, the Queen was wearing his mother's wedding dress from Drag Srip Rumble
and the gold-cross earrings Uncle Tommy had hdped him pick out in Sharp's of Beverly Hills
Suddenly his tears came in a hot and burning flood — not sham tears but rea ones, not just for
his mother but for both d these lost women, dying universes apart, bound by some unseen cord
which might rot but would never bresk — at least, not until they were both dead.

Through the tears he saw a giant of a man in billowing whites rush across the room toward
them. He wore a red bandanna instead of a puffy chef's hat on his head, but Jack thought its
purpose was the same — to identify the wearer as the boss of the kitchen. He was dso
brandishing a wicked-looking three-tined wooden fork.

'Ged-OUT!" the chef screeched at them, and the voice emerging from that huge barre chest
was abaurdly flutdike — it was the voice of a willowy gay giving a shoe-clerk a piece of his
mind. But there was nothing absurd about the fork; it looked deadly.

The women scattered before his charge like birds. The bottom-most pie dropped out of the pie-
woman's rack and she uttered a high, despairing cry as it broke apart on the boards. Strawberry
juice splattered and ran, the red as fresh and bright as arterid blood.

'GED-DOUT MY KIDCHEN, YOU SLUGS DIS IS NO SHORDCUD! DIS IS NO RAZE-
TRAG! DIS IS MY KID-CHEN AND IF YOU CAD'T REMEMBER DAT, I'LL BY GOD THE
CARBENDER CARVE YOUR AZZESFOR YOU!'

He jabbed the fork a them, sSmultaneoudy hdf-turning his heed and squinching his eyes
maogly shut, as if in spite of his tough tak the thought of hot flowing blood was just too gauche
to be borne. The Captain removed the hand that had been on the scruff of Jack's neck and
reeched out — amost casudly, it seemed to Jack. A moment later the chef was on the floor, dl
gx and a hdf feet of him. The meeat-fork was lying in a puddle of strawberry sauce and chunks of
white unbaked pastry. The chef rolled back and forth, clutching his broken right wrig and
screaming in that high, flutdike voice. The news he screamed out to the room in generd was
certainly woeful enough: he was dead, the Captain had surdy murdered him (pronounced mur-
dirt in the chef's odd, amost Teutonic accent); he was a the very least crippled, the crue and
heartless Captain of the Outer Guards having destroyed his good right hand and thus his
livelihood, and s0 ensuring a miserable beggar's life for him in the years to come; the Captain
had inflicted terrible pain on him, a pain beyond belief, such as was not to be borne —

Shut up!" the Ceptain roared, and the chef did. Immediately. He lay on the floor like a great
baby, his right hand curled on his chest, his red bandanna drunkenly askew o0 that one ear (a
amal black pearl was set in the center of the lobe) showed, his fat cheeks quivering. The kitchen
women gasped and twittered as the Captain bent over the dreaded chief ogre of the steaming
cave where they spent ther days and nights. Jack, still weeping, caught a glimpse of a black boy
(brown boy, his mind amended) standing at one end of the largest brazier. The boy's mouth was
open, his face as comicaly surprised as a face in a mingrd show, but he kept turning the crank
in his hands, and the haunch suspended over the glowing cods kept revolving.

'Now listen and Ill give you some advice you won't find in The Book of Good Farming,' the
Captain sad. He bent over the chef until their noses dmost touched (his pardyzing grip on Jack's
arm — which was now going mercifully numb — never loosened the smallest bit). 'Dont you
ever ... don't you ever ... comea aman with aknife...orafork...oraspear ... or with o
much as a God-pounding splinter in your hand unless you intend to kill him with it. One expects



temperament from chefs, but temperament does not extend to assaults upon the person of the
Captain of the Outer Guards. Do you understand me?

The chef moaned out a teary, defiant something-or-other. Jack couldn't make it al out — the
man's accent seemed to be growing seedily thicker — but it had something to do with the
Captain's mother and the dump-dogs beyond the pavillion.

That may well be' the Captain said. 'l never knew the lady. But it certainly doesn't answer my
guestion. He prodded the chef with one dusty, scuffed boot. It was a gentle enough prod, but the
chef screeched as if the Captain had drawn his foot back and kicked him as hard as he could. The
women twittered again.

‘Do we or do we not have an understanding on the subject of chefs and weapons and Captains?
Because if we don't, alittle more ingtruction might be in order.’

'"We do!" the chef gasped. 'We do! We do! We—'

'‘Good. Because I've had to give far too much ingtruction aready today.' He shook Jack by the
scruff of the neck. 'Haven't |, boy? He shook him again, and Jack uttered a wail that was
completdy unfeigned. 'Wel . . . | suppose that's dl he can say. The boy's a ampleton. Like his
mother.’

The Captain threw his dark, gleaming glance around the kitchen.

'‘Good day, ladies. Queen's blessings upon you.'

'And you, good Sr," the eldest among them managed, and dropped an awkward, ungraceful
curtsey. The others followed suit.

The Captain dragged Jack across the kitchen. Jack's hip bumped the edge of the washing
trough with excruciating force and he cried out again. Hot water flew. Smoking droplets hit the
boards and ran, hissing, between them. Those women had their hands in that, Jack thought. How
do they stand it? Then the Cgptain, who was amogt carrying him by now, shoved Jack through
another burlap curtain and into the hallway beyond.

'Phew!" the Captain said in alow voice. 'l don't likethis, not any of it, it all smellsbad.’

Left, right, then right again. Jack began to sense that they were approaching the outer walls of
the pavillion, and he had time to wonder how the place could seem so much bigger on the ingde
than it looked from the outsde. Then the Captain was pushing him through a flap and they were
in daylight agan — mid-afternoon daylight so bright after the shifting dimness of the pavillion
that Jack had to wince his eyes shut againg aburst of pain.

The Captain never hestated. Mud squelched and smooched underfoot. There was the smdl of
hay and horses and shit. Jack opened his eyes again and saw they were crossng what might have
been a paddock or a corra or maybe just a barnyard. He saw an open canvas-sded hdlway and
heard chickens clucking somewhere beyond it. A scrawny man, naked except for a dirty kilt and
thong sandds, was tossing hay into an open sdl, usng a pitchfork with wooden tines to do the
job. Indde the gdl, a horse not much bigger than a Shetland pony looked moodily out a them.
They had dready passed the stdl when Jack's mind was findly able to accept what his eyes had
Seen: the horse had two heads.

'Hey!" he said. 'Can | look back in that stall? That —

‘No time.'

‘But that horse had —

'No time, | sad.' He raised his voice and shouted: 'And if | ever catch you laying about again
when there's work to be done, youll get twice thidl'

"You wont!" Jack screamed (in truth he felt as if this scene were getting a bit old). 'l swear you
won't! | told you I'd be good!"



Just ahead of them, tal wooden gates loomed in a wal made of wooden posts with the bark
dill on them — it was like a stockade wadl in an old Western (his mother had made a few of
those, too). Heavy brackets were screwed into the gates, but the bar the brackets were meant to
hold was not in place. It leaned againg the woodpile to the left, thick as a railroad crosstie. The
gaes stood open admost sx inches. Some muddled sense of direction in Jack's head suggested
that they had worked their way completely around the pavillion to its far Sde.

"Thank God,' the Captain said in amore normal voice. 'Now —

'Captain,’ a voice cdled from behind them. The voice was low but carying, deceptively
casud. The Captain stopped in his tracks. It had cdled just as Jack's scarred companion had been
in the act of reaching for the left gate to push it open; it was as if the voice's owner had watched
and waited for just that second.

'Perhaps you would be good enough to introduce metoyour ... ah. .. son.

The Captain turned, turning Jack with him. Standing, hafway across the paddock area,
looking unsettling out of place there, was the skeletd courtier the Captain had been afraid of —
Osmond. He looked at them from dark gray melancholy eyes. Jack saw something girring in
those eyes, something deep down. His fear was suddenly sharper, something with a point,
jabbing into him. He's crazy — this was the intuition which legped spontaneoudy into his mind.
Nuttier than a damned fruitcake

Osmond took two nest steps toward them. In his left hand he held the rawhide-wrapped haft of
a bullwhip. The handle narrowed only dightly into a dark, limber tendon coiled thrice around his
shoulder — the whip's central stalk was as thick as a timber rattlesnake. Near its tip, this centra
gdk gave birth to perhgps a dozen smdler offshoots, each of woven rawhide, each tipped with a
crudely made but bright metal spur.

Osmond tugged the whip's handle and the coils dithered from his shoulder with a dry hiss. He
wiggled the handle, and the metd-tipped strands of rawhide writhed dowly in the straw-littered
mud.

'Your son? Osmond repeated, and took another step toward them. And Jack suddenly
undersood why this man had looked familiar before. The day he had dmost been kidnapped —
hadn't this man been White Suit?

Jack thought that perhaps he had been.

3

The Cgptain made a fig, brought it to his forehead, and bent forward. After only a moment's
hesitation, Jack did the same.

'My son, Lewis,' the Captain sad iffly. He was ill bent over, Jack saw, cutting his eyes to
the left. So he remained bent over himsdlf, his heart racing.

‘Thank you, Captain. Thank you, Lewis. Queen's blessngs upon you. When he touched him
with the haft of the bullwhip, Jack dmost cried out. He stood sraight again, biting the cry in.

Osmond was only two paces away now, regarding Jack with that mad, melancholy gaze. He
wore a leather jacket and what might have been diamond suds. His shirt was extravagantly
ruffled. A bracdet of links clanked ogtentatioudy upon his right wrigt (from the way he handled
the bullwhip, Jack guessed that his left was his working hand). His hair was drawn back and tied
with a wide ribbon that might have been white satin. There were two odors aout him. The top
was what his mother cdled 'dl those men's perfumes’ meaning after-shave, cologne, whatever.



The smel about Osmond was thick and powdery. It made Jack think of those old black-and-
white British films where some poor guy was on trid in the Old Baley. The judges and lawvyers
in those films aways wore wigs, and Jack thought the boxes those wigs came out of would smell
like Osmond — dry and crumbly-swest, like the world's oldest powdered doughnut. Benegth it,
however, was a more vitd, even less pleasant smell: it seemed to pulse out a him. It was the
amel of sweet in layers and dirt in layers, the smell of aman who bathed seldom, if ever.

Y es. Thiswas one of the creatures that had tried to steal him that day.

His stomach knotted and roiled.

'l did not know you had a son, Ceptain Farren,’ Osmond said. Although he spoke to the
Captain, his eyes remained on Jack. Lewis, he thought, I'm Lewis, don't forget —

'Would that | did not,’ the Captain replied, looking a Jack with anger and contempt. 'l honor
him by bringing him to the grest pavillion and then he dinks away like a dog. | caught him
playingad—"

'Yes, yes' Osmond sad, smiling remotey. He doesn't believe a word, Jack thought wildly,
and felt his mind take another clumsy step toward panic. Not a single word! 'Boys are bad. All
boys are bad. It's axiomatic.'

He tapped Jack lightly on the wrigt with the haft of the bullwhip. Jack, his nerves screwed up
to an unbearable pitch, screamed . . . and immediately flushed with hot shame.

Osmond giggled. 'Bad, oh yes, it's axiomatic, dl boys are bad. | was bad; and I'll wager you
were bad, Captain Farren. Eh? Eh? Were you bad?

'Y es, Osmond,' the Captain said.

'Very bad? Osmond asked. Incredibly, he had begun to prance in the mud. Yet there was
nothing swishy about this Osmond was willowy and amog ddicate, but Jack got no feding of
true homosexudity from the man; if there was that innuendo in his words, then Jack sensed
intuitively that it was hollow. No, what came through most clearly here was a sense of mdignity
... and madness. 'Very bad? Most awfully bad?

'Yes, Osmond,’ Captain Farren said woodenly. His scar glowed in the afternoon light, more
red than pink now.

Osmond ceased his impromptu little dance as aoruptly as he had begun it. He looked coldly at
the Captain.

'No one knew you had a son, Captain.'

'He's a bagtard,’ the Captain sad. 'And smple. Lazy as wdll, it now turns out. He pivoted
suddenly and struck Jack on the side of the face. There was not much force behind the blow, but
Captain Farren's hand was as hard as a brick. Jack howled and fel into the mud, clutching his
ear.

'Very bad, most awfully bad,” Osmond said, but now his face was a dreadful blank, thin and
secretive. 'Get up, you bad boy. Bad boys who disobey their fathers must be punished. And bad
boys must be questioned." He flicked the whip to one side. It made a dry pop. Jack's tottery mind
made another strange connection — reaching, he supposed later, for home in every way it knew
how. The sound of Osmond's whip was like the pop d the Dasy air rifle hed had when he was
eight. He and Richard Soat had both had rifles like that.

Osmond reached out and grasped Jack's muddy arm with one white, spiderlike hand. He drew
Jack toward him, into those smells — old sweet powder and old rancid filth. His weird gray eyes
peered solemnly into Jack's blue ones. Jack felt his bladder grow heavy, and he struggled to keep
from wetting his pants.

'Who are you? Osmond asked.



Thewords hung in the air over the three of them.

Jack was aware of the Captain looking a him with a stern expresson that could not quite hide
his despair. He could hear hens clucking; a dog barking, somewhere the rumble of a large
approaching cart.

Tell me the truth; | will know a lie, those eyes said. You look like a certain bad boy | first met
in California — are you that boy?

And for amoment, everything trembled on hislips

Jack, I'm Jack Sawyer, yeah, I'm the kid from California, the Queen of this world was my
mother, only | died, and | know your boss, | know Morgan — Uncle Morgan — and I'll tell you
anything you want to know if only you'll stop looking at me with those freaked-out eyes of yours,
sure, because I'm only a kid, and that's what kids do, they tell, they tell everything —

Then he heard his mother's voice, tough, on the edge of ajeer:

You gonna spill your guts to this guy, Jack-O? THIS guy? He smells like a distress sale at the
men's cologne counter and he looks like a medieval version of Charles Manson . . . but you suit
yourself. You can fool himif you want —no sweat — but you suit your self.

'‘Who are you? Osmond asked again, drawing even closer, and on his face Jack now saw totd
confidence — he was used to getting the answers he wanted from people . . . and not just from
twelve-year-old kids, ether.

Jack took a deep, trembling breath (When you want max volume — when you want to get it all
the way up to the back row of the balcony — you gotta bring it from your diaphragm, Jacky. It
just kind of gets passed through the old vox-box on the way up) and screamed:

' WAS GOING TO GO RIGHT BACK! HONEST TO GOD!'

Osmond, who had been leaning even father forward in anticipation of a broken and
srengthless whisper, recoiled as if Jack had suddenly reached out and dapped him. He stepped
on the traling rawhide tails of his whip with one booted foot and came close to tripping over
them.

'Y ou damned God- pounding litlle — '

'l WAS GOING TO! PLEASE DON'T WHIP ME OS-MOND | WAS GOING TO GO BACK! |
NEVER WANTED TO COME HERE | NEVER | NEVER | NEVER—'

Captain Farren lunged forward and struck him in the back. Jack sprawled full-length in the
mud, sill screaming.

'Hes smple-minded, as | told you,” he heard the Captain saying. 'l apologize, Osmond. You
can be sure hell be beaten within aninch of hislife He—'

'What's he doing here in the first place? Osmond shrieked. His voice was now as high and
dhrewish as any fishrwife's. 'What's your snot-nosed puling brat-bastard doing here at al? Don't
offer to show me his passl | know he has no passt You snesked him in to feed a the Queen's
table . . . to sted the Queen's slver, for dl | know . . . he's bad . . . one look's enough to tell
anyone that he's very, intolerably, most indubitably bad!"

The whip came down again, not the mild cough of a Daisy ar rifle this time but the loud clean
report of a .22, and Jack had time to think |1 know where that's going, and then a large fiery hand
clawed into his back. The pan seemed to snk into his flesh, not diminishing but actudly
intengfying. It was hot and maddening. He screamed and writhed in the mud.



'‘Bad! Mogt awfully bad! Indubitably bad!'

Each 'bad’ was punctuated by another crack of Osmond's whip, another fiery handprint,
another scream from Jack. His back was burning. He had no idea how long it might have gone on
— Osmond seemed to be working himsdlf into a hotter frenzy with each blow — but then a new
voice shouted: 'Osmond! Osmond! There you are! Thank God!'

A commoation of running footsteps.

Osmond's voice, furious and dightly out of breeth: 'Wel? Wel? What isit?

A hand grasped Jack's elbow and helped him to his feet. When he staggered, the arm attached
to the hand dipped around his waist and supported him. It was difficult to beieve that the
Captain who had been so hard and sure during their bewildering tour of the pavillion could now
be so gentle.

Jack staggered again. The world kept wanting to swim out of focus. Trickles of warm blood
ran down his back. He looked & Osmond with swift-awakening hatred, and it was good to fed
that hatred. It was awelcome antidote to the fear and the confusion.

You did that — you hurt me, you cut me. And listen to me, Jiggs, if | get a chance to pay you
back —

‘Areyou dl right? the Captain whispered.

'Yes!'

"What?' Osmond screamed &t the two men who had interrupted Jack's whipping.

The first was one of the dandies Jack and the Captain had passed going to the secret room. The
other looked a hit like the carter Jack had seen dmost immediately upon his return to the
Territories. This fellow looked badly frightened, and hurt as well — blood was wdling from a
gash on the left Sde of his head and had covered most of the left Sde of his face. His left am
was scraped and his jerkin was torn. "What are you saying, you jackass?'

'My wagon overturned coming around the bend on the far dde of All-Hands Village' the
cater said. He spoke with the dow, dazed patience of one in degp shock. 'My son's kilt, my
Lord. Crushed to death under the barels. He was just sixteen last May-Farm Day. His mother —

'What?' Osmond screamed again. '‘Barrels? Ale? Not the Kingdand? You don't mean to tell me
you've overturned a full wagonload of Kingsland Ale, you stupid goat's penis? You don't mean to
tell me that, do yoooooouuuuuuu?'

Osmond's voice rose on the last word like the voice of a man making savage mockery of an
operatic diva It wavered and warbled. At the same time he began to dance again . . . but in rage
this time. The combination was so weird that Jack had to raise both hands to gifle an involuntary
giggle. The movement caused his shirt to scrgpe across his welted back, and that sobered him
even before the Captain muttered a warning word.

Petiently, as if Osmond had missed the only important fact (and so it must have seemed to
him), the carter began agan: 'He was just sxteen lad May-Farm Day. His mother didn't want
him to come with me. | can't think what — '

Osmond raised his whip and brought it whickering down with blinding and unexpected speed.
At one moment the handle was grasped loosdly in his left hand, the whip itsdf with its rawhide
talls tralling in the mud; at the next there was a whipcrack not like the sound of a .22 but more
like that d a toy rifle. The carter staggered back, shrieking, his hands clapped to his face. Fresh
blood ran loosdy through his dirty fingers He fel over, screaming, ‘My Lord! My Lord! My
Lord!" inamuffled, gargling voice.

Jack moaned: 'Let's get out of here. Quick!"



'Wait,' the Captain said. The grim set of his face seemed to have loosened the smalest bit.
There might have been hopein hiseyes.

Osmond whirled to the dandy, who took a step back, his thick red mouth working.

'Was it the Kingdand? Osmond panted.

'‘Osmond, you shouldn't tax yourself so—'

Osmond flicked his left wrig upward; the whip's sted-tipped rawhide tails clattered aganst
the dandy's boots. The dandy took another step backward.

'Don't tell me what | should or shouldn't do,” he said. 'Only answer my questions. I'm vexed,
Stephen, I'm mogt intolerably, indubitably vexed. Was it the Kingdand?

'Yes,' Stephen said. 'l regret to say it, but —

'On the Outpost Road?

'‘Osmond —

'On the Outpost Road, you dripping penis?'

'Y es,'" Stephen gulped.

'Of course’ Osmond said, and his thin face was split by a hideous white grin. 'Where is All-
Hands Village, if not on the Outpost Road? Can a village fly? Huh? Can a village somehow fly
from one road to another, Stephen? Can it? Can it?

'No, Osmond, of course not.'

'‘No. And so there are barrels all over the Outpost Road, is that correct? Is it correct for me to
assume that there are barrels and an overturned ae-wagon blocking the Outpost Road while the
best de in the Teritories soaks into the ground for the earthworms to carouse on? Is that
correct?

'Yes...yes But —'

‘Morgan is coming by the Outpost Road!" Osmond screamed. Morgan is coming and you
know how he drives his horsed If his diligence comes around a bend and upon that mess, his
driver may not have time to stop! He could be overturned! He could be killed!"

'Dear-God," Stephen said, al as one word. His palid face went two shades whiter.

Osmond nodded dowly. 'l think, if Morgan's diligence were to overturn, we would dl do
better to pray for his death than for hisrecovery.'

‘But — but —*

Osmond turned from him and amost ran back to where the Captain of the Outer Guards stood
with his 'son." Behind Osmond, the hapless carter ill writhed in the mud, bubbling My Lords.

Osmond's eyes touched Jack and then swept over him as if he weren't there. 'Captain Farren,’
he said. 'Have you followed the events of the last five minutes?

'Y es, Osmond.'

'Have you followed them closdy? Have you gleaned them? Have you gleaned them most
closdly?

'Yes. | think so.'

'Do you think s0? What an excdlent Captain you are, Captan! We will tak more, | think,
about how such an excellent Captain could produce such afrog's testicle of ason.’

His eyes touched Jack's face briefly, coldly.

‘But there's no time for that now, is there? No. | suggest that you summon a dozen of your
brawnies men and that you double-time them — no, triple-time them — out to the Outpost
Road. Youll be able to follow your nose, to the site of the accident, won't you?

'Y es, Osmond.'



Osmond glanced quickly at the sky. 'Morgan is expected a sx of the clock — perhgps a little

sooner. It is now — two. | would say two. Would you say two, Captain?

'Y es, Osmond.'

'And what would you say, you little turd? Thirteen? Twenty-three? Eighty-one of the clock?

Jack gaped. Osmond grimaced contemptuoudy, and Jack fet the clear tide of his hate rise
agan.

You hurt me, and if | get the chance —!

Osmond looked back a the Captain. 'Until five of the clock, | suggest that you be a pains to
save whatever barrds may 4ill be whole. After five, | suggest you smply clear the road as
rapidly asyou can. Do you understand?

'Y es, Osmond.'
"Then get out of here!'

Captain Farren brought a fist to his forehead and bowed. Gaping stupidly, sill hating Osmond
s0 fiercdy that his brains seemed to pulse, Jack did the same. Osmond had whirled away from
them before the sdute was even fairly begun. He was striding back toward the carter, popping
hiswhip, making it cough out those Daisy air rifle sounds.

The carter heard Osmond's approach and began to scream.
'‘Come on," the Captain said, pulling Jack's arm for the last time. 'Y ou don't want to see this!'
'No," Jack managed. 'God, no.'

But as Captain Farren pushed the right-hand gate open and they findly Ieft the pavillion, Jack
heard it — and he heard it in his dreams that night: one whigling carbine-crack after another,
each followed by a scream from the doomed carter. And Osmond was making a sound. The man
was panting, out of breath, and so it was hard to tell exactly what that sound was, without turning
around to look at his face — something Jack did not want to do.

He was pretty sure he knew, though.
He thought Osmond was laughing.

5

They were in the public area of the pavillion grounds now. The gtrollers glanced a Captan
Farren from the corners of their eyes . . . and gave hm a wide berth. The Captain strode swiftly,
his face tight and dark with thought. Jack had to trot in order to catch up.
'We were lucky,' the Captain said suddenly. 'Damned lucky. | think he meant to kill you." Jack
gaped at him, his mouth dry and hot.
'He's mad, you know. Mad as the man who chased the cake." Jack had no idea what that might
mean, but he agreed that Osmond was mad.
'What — '
'Wait,' the Captain said. They had come back around to the smdl tent where the Ceptain had
taken Jack after seeing the shark's tooth. 'Stand right here and wait for me. Speak to no one.’
The Captain entered the tent. Jack stood watching and waiting. A juggler passed him, glancing
a Jack but never losng his rhythm as he tossed hdf a dozen balls n a complex and ary pattern.
A draggle of dirty children followed him as the children followed the Piper out of Hamdin. A
young woman with a dirty baby a one huge breast told him she could teach him something to do
with his little man besdes let piss out of it, if he had a coin or two. Jack looked uncomfortably
away, hisface hot.



The girl cawed laughter. 'Oo0000, this pretty young man's SHY! Come over here, pretty!
Come—'

'Get out, dut, or youll finish the day in the under-kitchens.'

It was the Captain. He had come out of the tent with another man. This second fdlow was old
and fat, but he shared one characteristic with Farren — he looked like a real soldier rather than
one from Gilbert and Sullivan. He was trying to fasten the front of his uniform over his bulging
gut while holding a curly, French horrHike insrument & the sametime.

The girl with the dirty baby scurried avay with never another look at Jack. The Captain took
the fat man's horn so he could finish buttoning, and @ssed another word with him. The fat man
nodded, finished with his shirt, took his horn back, and then strode off, blowing it. It was not like
the sound Jack had heard on his firg flip into the Territories, that had been many horns, and their
sound had been somehow showy: the sound of herdds. This was like a factory whidle,
announcing work to be done.

The Captain returned to Jack.

'‘Come with me,' he said.

"Where?

'‘Outpost Road,” Captain Farren said, and then he cast a wondering, haf-fearful eye down on
Jack Sawyer. 'What my father's father cdled Western Road. It goes west through smdler and
gmaler villages until it reaches the Outposts. Beyond the Outpodts it goes into nowhere . . . or
hell. If youre going west, youll need God with you, boy. But I've heard it sad He Himsdf never
ventures beyond the Outposts. Come on.'

Questions crowded Jack's mind — a million of them — but the Captain set a killer pace and
he didn't have the spare breath to ask them. They breasted the rise south of the great pavillion
and passed the spot where he had firgt flipped back out of the Territories. The rudtic fun-fair was
now close — Jack could hear a barker cgoling patrons to try their luck on Wonder the Devil-
Donkey; to stay on two minutes was to win a prize, the barker cried. His voice came on the sea
breeze with perfect clarity, as did the mouthwatering smdl of hot food — roast corn as well as
meat this time. Jack's somach rumbled. Now safely away from Osmond the Great and Terrible,
he was ravenous.

Before they quite reached the fair, they turned right on a road much wider than the one which
led toward the greet pavillion. Outpost Road, Jack thought, and then, with a little chill of fear and
anticipation in hisbdly, he corrected himsdlf: No . . . Western Road. The way to the Talisman.

Then he was hurrying after Captain Farren again.
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Osmond had been right; they could have followed their noses, if necessary. They were 4ill a
mile outsde the village with tha odd name when the fird sour tang of spilled de came to them
on the breeze.

Eastward-bearing traffic on the road was heavy. Mogt of it was wagons drawn by lathered
teams of horses (none with two heads, however). The wagons were, Jack supposed, the Diamond
Reos and Peterbilts of this world. Some were piled high with bags and baes and sacks, some
with rav mest, some with clacking cages of chickens On the outskirts of All-Hands Village, an
open wagon filled with women swept by them a an darming pace. The women were laughing
and shrieking. One got to her fet, raised her skirt dl the way to her hairy crotch, and did a tipsy



bump and grind. She would have tumbled over the side of the wagon and into the ditch —
probably bresking her neck — if one of her colleagues hadn't grabbed her by the back of the skirt
and pulled her ruddy back down.

Jack blushed again: he saw the girl's white breast, its nipple in the dirty baby's working mouth.
000000, this pretty young man's SHY!

'‘God!" Faren muttered, walking faster than ever. They were dl drunk! Drunk on spilled
Kingdand! Whores and driver both! He's gpt to wreck them on the road or drive them right off
the sea-diffs— no great loss. Diseased duts!’

‘At leadt,” Jack panted, 'the road must be fairly clear, if dl this traffic can get through. Mustnt
it?

They were in All-Hands' Village now. The wide Western Road had been oiled here to lay the
dust. Wagons came and went, groups of people crossed the street, and everyone seemed to be
taking too loudly. Jack saw two men arguing outsde what might have been a redtaurant.
Abruptly, one of them threw a punch. A moment later, both men were rolling on the ground.
Those whores aren't the only ones drunk on Kings-land, Jack thought. | think everyone in this
town's had a share.

‘All of the big wagons that passed us came from here’ Ceaptain Farren said. 'Some of the
smdler ones may be getting through, but Morgan's diligence isn't smal, boy.'

'Morgan—'

‘Never mind Morgan now.'

The smdl of the de grew steadily sharper as they passed through the center of the village and
out the other sde. Jack's legs ached as he struggled to keep up with the Captain. He guessed they
had now come perhaps three miles. How far is that in my world? he thought, and that thought
made him think of Speedy's magic juice. He groped franticaly in his jerkin, convinced it was no
longer there — but it was, held securdy within whatever Territories undergarment had replaced
his Jockey shorts.

Once they were on the wedtern dde of the village, the wagon-traffic decreased, but the
pedestrian traffic headed east increased dramaticaly. Most of the pedestrians were weaving,
daggering, laughing. They dl reeked of de. In some cases, their clothes were dripping, as if they
hed lan full-length in it and drunk of it like dogs. Jack supposed they had. He saw a laughing
man leading a laughing boy of perhgos eight by the hand. The man bore a nightmarish
resemblance to the hateful desk clerk a the Alhambra, and Jack understood with perfect darity
that this man was that man's Twinner. Both he and the boy he led by the hand were drunk, and as
Jack turned to look after them, the little boy began to vomit. His father — or so Jack supposed
him to be — jerked him hard by the arm as the boy attempted to flounder his way into the brushy
ditch, where he could be sick in reaive privacy. The kid reded back to his father like a cur-dog
on a short leash, spraying puke on an ederly man who had collgpsed by the side of the road and
was snoring there.

Captain Farren's face grew blacker and blacker. ‘God pound them dl,’ he said.

Even those furthest into their cups gave the scarred Captain a wide and prudent berth. While in
the guard-post outsde the pavillion, he had belted a short, busnesdike leather scabbard around
his waist. Jack assumed (not unreasonably) that it contained a short, busnessike sword. When
any of the sots came too close, the Captain touched the sword and the sot detoured quickly away.

Ten minutes later — as Jack was becoming sure he could no longer keep up — they arrived at
the Ste of the accident. The driver had been coming out of the turn on the ingde when the wagon
had tilted and gone over. As a result, the kegs had sprayed al the way across the road. Many of



them were smashed, and the road was a quagmire for twenty feet. One horse lay dead beneath
the wagon, only its hindguarters visble. Another lay in the ditch, a shattered chunk of barre-
dave protruding from its ear. Jack didn't think that could have happened by accident. He
supposed the horse had been badly hurt and someone had put it out of its misery by the closest
means at hand. The other horses were nowhere to be seen.

Between the horse under the wagon and the one in the ditch lay the carter's son, spreadeagled
on the road. Haf of his face sared up a the bright blue Territories sky with an expresson of
supid amazement. Where the other haf had been was now only red pulp and splinters of white
bone like flecks of plagter.

Jack saw that his pockets had been turned ouit.

Wandering around the scene of the accident were perhaps a dozen people. They waked
dowly, often bending over to scoop ae two-handed from a hoofprint or to dip a handkerchief or
a torn-off piece of singlet into another puddle. Most of them were staggering. VVoices were raised
in laughter and in quarrdsome shouts. After a good ded of pestering, Jack's mother had alowed
him to go with Richard to see a midnight double feature of Night of the Living Dead and Dawn
of the Dead a one of Westwood's dozen or so movie theasters. The shuffling, drunken people
here reminded him of the zombiesin those two films.

Captain Farren drew his sword. It was as short and businesdike as Jack had imagined, the very
antithess of a sword in a romance. It was little more than a long butcher's knife, pitted and
nicked and scarred, the handle wrapped in old leather that had been sweated dark. The blade
itself was dark . . . except for the cutting edge. That looked bright and keen and very sharp.

'‘Make away, then!" Farren bawled. 'Make away from the Queen's de, God-poundersl Make
away and keep your guts where they belong!’

Growls of displeasure met this, but they moved away from Cgptain Farren — dl except one
hulk of a man with tufts of har growing a wildly random points from his otherwise bad skull.
Jack guessed hisweight at close to three hundred pounds, his height at just shy of seven feet.

‘D'you like the idea of taking on dl of us, sojer? this hulk asked, and waved one grimy hand at
the knot of villagers who had stepped away from the swamp of de and the litter of barres at
Farren's order.

'Sure,’ Captain Farren said, and grinned at the big man. 'l like it fine, just as long as you're
fird, you great drunken clot of shit' Farren's grin widened, and the big man fdtered away from
its dangerous power. 'Come for me, if you like. Carving you will be the firg good thing that's
happened to me dl day.’

Muittering, the drunken giant douched away.

‘Now, dl of you!" Farren shouted. 'Make away! There's a dozen of my men just setting out
from the Queen's pavillion! They'll not be happy with this duty and | don't blame them and | cant
be responsble for them! | think you've just got time to get back to the village and hide n your
cellars before they arrive there! It would be prudent to do so! Make away!"

They were dready dtreaming back toward the village of All-Hands, the big man who had
chdlenged the Captain in their van. Farren grunted and then turned back to the scene of the
accident. He removed his jacket and covered the face of the carter's son withit.

'I wonder which of them robbed the lad's pockets as he lay dead or dying in the roadstead,’
Farren said meditatively. 'If | knew, 1'd have them hung on a cross by nightfall.’

Jack made no answer.



The Captain stood looking down at the dead boy for a long time, one hand rubbing a the
smooth, ridged flesh of the scar on his face. When he looked up at Jack, it was as if he had just
cometo.

"You've got to leave now, boy. Right awvay. Before Osmond decides hed like to investigate my
idiot son further.’

'How bad isit going to be with you? Jack asked.

The Captain amiled a little. 'If you're gone, I'll have no trouble. | can say that | sent you hback
to your mother, or that | was overcome with rage and hit you with a chunk of wood and killed
you. Osmond would believe ether. He's distracted. They dl are. They're waiting for her to die. It
will be soon. Unless. . .

He didnt finish.

'Go,' Farren said. 'Dont tarry. And when you hear Morgan's diligence coming, get off the road
and get deep into the woods. Deep. Or héell smdl you like a cat smdlls a rat. He knows ingtantly
if something isout of order. His order. He's adevil.'

'Will 1 hear it coming? His diligence? Jack asked timidly. He looked at the road beyond the
litter of barrels. It rose steadily upward, toward the edge of a piney forest. It would be dark in
there, he thought . . . and Morgan would be coming the other way. Fear and londliness combined
in the sharpest, most disheartening wave of unhappiness he had ever known. Speedy, | can't do
this! Don't you know that? I'mjust a kid!

'Morgan's diligence is drawn by six pairs of horses and a thirteenth to lead,’ Farren said. 'At the
full gdlop, that damned hearse sounds like thunder rolling dong the earth. Youll hear it, dl
right. Plenty of time to burrow down. Just make sure you do.'

Jack whispered something.

'What? Farren asked sharply.

'l said | don't want to go,' Jack said, only a little louder. Tears were close and he knew that
once they began to fal he was going to lose it, just blow his cool entirdly and ask Captain Farren
to get him out of it, protect him, something —

'l think it's too late for your wants to enter into the question,” Captain Farren said. 'l don't know
your tale, boy, and | don't want to. | don't even want to know your name." Jack stood looking at
him, shoulders dumped, eyes burning, hislips trembling.

'Get your shoulders ip!" Farren shouted a him with sudden fury. 'Who are you going to save?
Where are you going? Not ten feet, looking like that! You're too young to be a man, but you can
at least pretend, can't you? You look like akicked dog!"

Stung, Jack straightened his shoulders and blinked his tears back. His eyes fdl on the remains
of the carter's son and he thought: At least I'm not like that, not yet. He's right. Being sorry for
myself is a luxury | can't afford. It was true. All the same, he could not help hating the scarred
Captain alittle for reaching insde him and pushing the right buttons so eedily.

'Better,' Farren said dryly. 'Not much, but alittle.’

"Thanks,' Jack said sarcadtically.

'You cant cry off, boy. Osmond's behind you. Morgan will soon be behind you as well. And
perhaps . . . perhaps there are problems wherever you came from, too. But take this. If Parkus
sent you to me, héd want me to give you this. So take it, and then go.’

He was holding out a coin. Jack hegtated, then took it. It was the sze of a Kennedy hdf-
dollar, but much heavier — as heavy as gold, he guessed, dthough its color was dull slver. What
he was looking a was the face of Laura Del.oessan in profile — he was struck again, briefly but
forcibly, by her resemblance to his mother. No, not just resemblance — in spite of such physica



dissmilarities as the thinner nose and rounder chin, she was his mother. Jack knew it. He turned
the coin over and saw an animd with the head and wings of an eagle and the body d a lion. It
seemed to be looking a Jack. It made him a little nervous, and he put the coin insde his jerkin,
where it joined the bottle of Speedy's magic juice.

'Wheat's it for? he asked Farren.

'Youll know when the time comes' the Captain replied. 'Or perhaps you won't. Either way,
I've done my duty by you. Tdl Parkus so, when you see him.'

Jack felt wild unredity wash over him again.

'Go, son," Farren said. His voice was lower, but not necessarily more gentle. 'Do your job . . .
or asmuch of it asyou can.'

In the end, it was that feding of unredity — the pervasve sense that he was no more than a
figment of someone dsgs hdlucination — that got him moving. Left foot, right foot, hay foot,
sraw foot. He kicked aside a splinter of de-soaked wood. Stepped over the shattered remnants
of a whed. Detoured around the end of the wagon, not impressed by the blood drying there or
the buzzing flies What was blood or buzzing fliesin a dream?

He reached the end of the muddy, wood- and barrel-littered stretch of road, and looked back . .
. but Captain Farren had turned the other way, perhaps to look for his men, perhaps so he would
not have to look at Jack. Either way, Jack reckoned, it came to the same thing. A back was a
back. Nothing to look at.

He reeched indde his jerkin, tentatively touched the coin Farren had given him, and then
gripped it firmly. It seemed to make him fed a little better. Holding it as a child might hold a
quarter given him to buy atreet a the candy store, Jack went on.

v

It might have been as little as two hours later when Jack heard the sound Cegptain Farren had
described as ‘thunder rolling dong the eartht — or it might have been as long as four. Once the
sun passed below the western rim of the forest (and it did that not long after Jack had entered it),
it became difficult to judge the time.

On a number of occasons vehicles came out of the west, presumably bound for the Queen's
pavillion. Hearing each one come (and vehicles could be heard a long way away here; the clarity
with which sound carried made Jack think of what Speedy had said about one man pulling a
radish out of the ground and another amdling it hdf a mile avay) made him think of Morgan,
and each time he hurried fird down into the ditch and then up the other sSde, and o into the
woods. He didn't like being in these dark woods — not even a little way in, where he could 4ill
peer around the trunk of a tree and see the road; it was no rest-cure for the nerves, but he liked
the idea of Uncle Morgan (for so he 4ill beieved Osmond's superior to be, in spite of what
Captain Farren had said) catching him out on the road even less.

So each time he heard a wagon or carriage gpproaching he got out of sght, and each time the
vehicle passed he went back to the road. Once, while he was crossing the damp and weedy right-
hand ditch, something ran— or dithered — over hisfoot, and Jack cried ouit.

The treffic was a pain in the tal, and it waan't exactly hdping him to make better time, but
there was dso something comforting about the irregular passage of wagons — they served notice
that he wasn't done, at least.

He wanted to get the hell out of the Territories dtogether.



Speedy's magic juice was the worst medicine hed ever had in his life, but he would gladly
have taken a bely-choking swig of it if someone — Speedy himsdf, for exanple — had just
happened to appear in front of him and assure him that, when he opened his eyes again, the first
thing he would see would be a set of McDondd's golden arches — what his mother caled The
Great Tits of America A sense of oppressve danger was growing in him — a feding that the
forest was indeed dangerous, that there were things in it aware of his passage, that perhaps the
forest itself was aware of his passage. The trees had gotten closer to the road, hadn't they? Yes.
Before, they had stopped at the ditches. Now they infested those as well. Before, the forest had
seemed composed solely of pines and spruces. Now other sorts of trees had crept in, some with
black boles that twisted together like gnarls of rotted strings, some that looked like weird hybrids
of firs and ferns — these latter had nasty-looking gray roots that gripped at the ground like pasty
fingers. Our boy? these nasty things seemed to whisper insde of Jack's head. OUR boy?

All inyour mind, Jack-O. You're just freaking out a little.

Thing was, he didn't redly believe that.

The trees were changing. Tha sense of thick oppresson in the ar — that sense of beng
watched — was dl too red. And he had begun to think that his mind's obsessve return to
mongtrous thoughts was amost something he was picking up from the forest . . . as if the trees
themselves were sending to him on some horrible shortwave.

But Speedy's bottle of magic juice was only hdf-full. Somehow that had to last him dl the
way across the United States. It wouldnt last until he was out of New England if he sipped a
little every time he got the willies.

His mind aso kept returning to the amazing distance he had travdled in his world when he
hed flipped back from the Territories. A hundred and fifty feet over here had equdled hdf a mile
over there. At that rate — unless the ratio of distance travelled were somehow variable, and Jack
recognized that it might be — he could wak ten miles over here and be damn near out of New
Hampshire over there. It was like wearing seventleague boots.

Stll, thetrees. . . those gray, pasty roots. . .

When it starts to get really dark —when the sky goes from blue to purple — I'm flipping back.
That's it; that's all she wrote. I'm not walking through these woods after dark. And if I run out of
magic juice in Indiana or something, ole Speedy can just send me another bottle by UPS, or
something.

Stll thinking these thoughts — and thinking how much better it made him fed to have a plan
(even if the plan only encompassed the next two hours or so) — Jack suddenly redized he could
hear another vehicle and a great many horses.

Cocking his head, he stopped in the middle of the road. His eyes widened, and two pictures
suddenly unspooled behind his eyes with shutterlike speed: the big car the two men had been in
— the car that had not been a Mercedes — and then the WILD CHILD van, speeding down the
dreet and away from Uncle Tommy's corpse, blood dripping from the broken plagtic fangs of its
grille. He saw the hands on the van's steering whed . . . but they weren't hands. They were weird,
articulated hooves.

At the full gallop, that damned hear se sounds like thunder rolling along the earth.

Now, hearing it — the sound 4ill digant but perfectly clear in the pure ar — Jack wondered
how he could have even thought those other approaching wagons might be Morgan's diligence.
He would certainly never make such a mistake again. The sound he heard now was perfectly
ominious, thick with a potentid for evil — the sound of ahearse, yes, a hearse driven by a devil.



He stood frozen in the road, dmost hypnotized, as a rabbit is hypnotized by headlights. The
sound grew steedily louder — the thunder of the whedls and hooves, the cresk of leather rigging.
Now he could hear the driver'svoice: 'Hee-yah! Heee-yahhh! HEEEEE-YAHHHH!'

He stood in the road, stood there, his head drumming with horror. Can't move, oh dear God oh
dear Christ | can't move Mom Mom Muhhhhhmeeeee —!

He stood in the road and the eye of his imagination saw a huge black thing like a stagecoach
tearing up the road, pulled by black animas tha looked more like pumas than horses, he saw
black curtains flapping in and out of the coach's windows, he saw the driver sanding on the
teeterboard, his hair blown back, his eyes as wild and crazed as those of a psycho with a
switchblade.

He saw it coming toward him, never dowing.

He saw it run him down.

That broke the pardyss. He ran to the right, skidding down the side of the road, catching his
foot under one of those gnarled roots faling, rolling. His back, reatively quiet for the last
couple of hours, flared with fresh pain, and Jack drew hislips back with a grimace.

He got to hisfeet and scurried into the woods, hunched over.

He dipped first behind one of the black trees, but the touch of the gnarly trunk — it was a bit
like the banyans he had seen while on vacation on Hawai year before la — was oily and
unpleasant. Jack moved to the left and behind the trunk of a pine.

The thunder of the coach and its outriders grew steadily louder. At every second Jack expected
the company to flash by toward All-Hands Village. Jack's fingers squeezed and relaxed on the
pine's gummy back. He bit a hislips.

Directly ahead was a narrow but perfectly clear sghtline back to the road, a tunne with sides
of leaf and fern and pine needles. And just when Jack had begun to think that Morgan's party
would never arive, a dozen or more mounted soldiers passed heading eadt, riding a a gdlop.
The one in the lead carried a banner, but Jack could not make out its device . . . nor was he sure
he wanted to. Then the diligence flashed across Jack's narrow sightline.

The moment of its passage was brief — no more than a second, perhaps less than that — but
Jack's recdl of it was totd. The diligence was a gigantic vehicle, surdy a dozen feet high. The
trunks and bundles lashed with stout cord to the top added another three feet. Each horse in the
team which pulled it wore a black plume on its heed — these plumes were blown back amost
flat in a gpeed-generated wind. Jack thought later that Morgan must need a new team for every
run, because these looked close to the end of their endurance. Foam and blood sprayed back from
their working mouthsin curds;, their eyesrolled crazily, showing arcs of white.

As in his imegning — or his vison — black crepe curtains flew and fluttered through
glasdess windows. Suddenly a white face appeared in one of those black oblongs, a white face
framed in drange, twisted carving-work. The sudden appearance of that face was as shocking as
the face of a ghost in the ruined window of a haunted house. It was not the face of Morgan Soat
... butitwas.

And the owner of that face knew that Jack — or some other danger, just as hated and just as
personal — was out there. Jack saw this in the widening of the eyes and the sudden vicious
downtwist of the mouth.

Captain Farren had said He'll smell you like a rat, and now Jack thought dismadly: 1've been
smelled, all right. He knows I'm here, and what happens now? He'll stop the whole bunch of
them, | bet, and send the soldiers into the woods after me.



Another band of soldiers — these protecting Morgan's diligence from the rear — swept by.
Jack waited, his hands frozen to the bark of the pine, sure that Morgan would cdl a hdt. But no
halt came; soon the heavy thunder of the diligence and its outriders began to fade.

His eyes. That's what's the same. Those dark eyes in that white face. And —

Our boy? YESSSS

Something dithered over his foot . . . and up his ankle Jack screamed and floundered
backward, thinking it must be a snake. But when he looked down he saw that one of those gray
roots had dipped up hisfoot . . . and now it ringed his caf.

That's impossible, he thought supidly. Roots don't move —

He pulled back sharply, yanking his leg out of the rough gray manacle the root had formed.
There was thin pain in his cdf, like the pain of a rope-burn. He raised his eyes and felt sick fear
dip into his heart. He thought he knew now why Morgan had sensed him and gone on anyway;
Morgan knew that waking in this forex was like waking into a jungle sSream infested with
piranhas. Why hadn't Captain Farren warned him? All Jack could think was that the scarred
Captain must not have known; must never have been this far west.

The grayish roots of those fir-fern hybrids were dl moving now — ridng, fdling, scuttling
adong the mulchy ground toward him. Ents and Entwives, Jack thought crazily. BAD Ents and
Entwives. One particularly thick root, its las sx inches dark with eath and damp, rose and
wavered in front of him like a cobra piped up from afakir's basket. OUR boy! YESS

It darted toward him and Jack backed away from it, aware that the roots had now formed a
living screen between him and the safety of the road. He backed into a tree . . . and then lurched
away from it, screaming, as its bark began to ripple and twitch againgt his back — it was like
feding a muscle which has begun to spasm wildly. Jack looked around and saw one of those
black trees with the gnarly trunks. Now the trunk was moving, writhing. Those twisted knots of
bark formed something like a dreadful runnelled face, one eye widey, blackly open, the other
drawvn down in a hideous wink. The tree split open lower down with a grinding, rending sound,
and whitish-yellow sap began to drool out. OURS Oh, yesssss!

Rooats like fingers dipped between Jack's upper arm and ribcage, asif to tickle.

He tore away, holding on to the last of his rationdity with a huge act of will, groping in his
jerkin for Speedy's bottle. He was aware — fantly — of a series of gigantic ripping sounds. He
supposed the trees were tearing themselves right out of the ground. Tolkien had never been like
this

He got the bottle by the neck and pulled it out. He scrabbled at the cap, and then one of those
gray roots did easly around his neck. A moment later it pulled as bitterly tight as a hangman's
Noose.

Jack's bresth stopped. The bottle tumbled from his fingers as he grappled with the thing that
was choking him. He managed to work his fingers under the root. It was not cold and iff but
warm and limber and fleshlike. He struggled with it, aware of the choked gargling sound coming
from him and the dick of spittle on his chin.

With a find convulsve effort he tore the root free. It tried to circle his wrigt then, and Jack
whipped his am away from it with a cry. He looked down and saw the bottle twisting and
bumping away, one of those gray roots coiled about its neck.

Jack legped for it. Roots grabbed his legs, circled them. He fel heavily © the earth, stretching,
reaching, the tips of his fingers digging &t the thick black forest soil for an extrainch—

He touched the bottle's dick green Sde . . . and seized it. He pulled as hard as he could, dimly
aware tha the roots were al over his legs now, crissrossng like bonds, holding him firmly. He



soun the cap off the bottle. Another root floated down, cobweb-light, and tried to snatch the
bottle away from him. Jack pushed it away and raised the bottle to his lips. That smdl of sckish
fruit suddenly seemed everywhere, aliving membrane,

Soeedy, please let it work!

As more roots did over his back and around his wag, turning him hdplesdy this way and
that, Jack drank, cheap wine splattering both of his cheeks. He swallowed, groaning, praying,
and it was no good, it wasn't working, his eyes were ill closed but he could fed the roots
entangling hisarms and legs, could fed
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the water soaking into his jeans and his shirt, could smell
Water?
mud and damp, could hear
Jeans? Shirt?
the steady croak of frogs and

Jack opened his eyes and saw the orange light of the setting sun reflected from a wide river.
Unbroken forest grew on the east Sde of this river; on the western Sde, the side that he was on, a
long fidd, now patidly obscured with evening ground-migt, rolled down to the water's edge.
The ground here was wet and squelchy. Jack was lying at the edge of the water, in the boggiest
area of dl. Thick weeds 4ill grew here — the hard frosts that would kill them were ill a month
or more awvay — and Jack had gotten entangled in them, the way a man awakening from a
nightmare may entangle himslf in the bedc othes.

He scrambled and stumbled to his feet, wet and dimed with the fragrant mud, the draps of his
pack pulling under his arms. He pushed the weedy fragments from his arms and face with horror.
He gated away from the water, then looked back and saw Speedy's bottle lying in the mud, the
cap beside it. Some of the 'magic juice had ether un out or been spilled in his sruggle with the
malignant Territories trees. Now the bottle was no more than a third full.

He stood there a moment, his caked sneskers planted in the oozy muck, looking out a the
river. This was his world; this was the good old United States of America He didn't see the
golden arches he had hoped for, or a skyscraper, or an eath satellite blinking overhead in the
darkening sky, but he knew where he was as wel as he knew his own name. The question was,
had he ever beenin that other world at al?

He looked around a the unfamiliar river, the likewise unfamiliar countryside, and listened to
the digant mdlow mooing of cows. He thought: You're somewhere different. This sure isn't
Arcadia Beach anymore, Jack-O.

No, it wasn't Arcadia Beach, but he didnt know the area surrounding Arcadia Beach well
enough to say for sure that he was more than four or five miles avay — just enough inland, say,
to no longer be able to amdl the Atlantic. He had come back as if waking from a nightmare —
was it not possble that was dl it had been, the whole thing, from the carter with his load of fly-
crawling mest to the living trees? A sort of waking nightmare in which despwaking had played
a pat? It made sense. His mother was dying, and he now thought he had known that for quite a
while — the signs had been there, and his subconscious had drawn the correct concluson even
while his conscious mind denied it. That would have contributed the correct amosphere for an



act of sdf-hypnosis, and that crazy wino Speedy Parker had gotten him in gear. Sure. It dl hung
together.
Uncle Morgan would have loved it.

Jack shivered and swallowed hard. The swalow hurt. Not the way a sore throat hurts, but the
way an abused muscle hurts.

He raised his left hand, the one not holding the bottle, and rubbed his pam gently againg his
throat. For a moment he looked absurdly like a woman checking for dewlaps or wrinkles. He
found a welted abrasion just above his adam's apple. It hadn't bled much, but it was dmogt too
painful to touch. The root that had closed about his throat had done that.

"True,' Jack whispered, looking out at the orange water, listening to the twank of the bullfrogs
and the mooing, distant cows. ‘All true.’
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Jack began waking up the dope of the fidd, sgtting the river — and the east — at his back. After
he had gone hdf a mile the steady rub and shift of the pack againgt his throbbing back (the
grokes Osmond had lad on were Hill there, too, the shifting pack reminded him) triggered a
memory. He had refused Speedy's enormous sandwich, but hadn't Speedy dipped the remains
into his pack anyway, while Jack was examining the guitar-pick?

His stomach pounced on the idea.

Jack unshipped the pack then and there, danding in a curdle of ground-mist benesth the
evening sar. He unbuckled one of the flaps, and there was the sandwich, not just a piece or a
half, but the whole thing, wrapped up in a sheet of newspaper. Jack's eyes filled with a warmth of
tears and he wished that Speedy were here so he could hug him.

Ten minutes ago you were calling him a crazy old wino.

His face flamed a that, but his shame didnt sop him from gobbling the sandwich in hdf a
dozen big bites. He rebuckled his pack and reshouldered it. He went on, feding better — with
that whistling hole in his gut stopped up for the time being, Jack fdt himsdf again.

Not long after, lights twinkled up out of the growing darkness. A farmhouse. A dog began to
bark — the heavy bark of aredly big felow — and Jack froze for a moment.

Inside, he thought. Or chained up. | hope.

He bore to the right, and after a while the dog stopped barking. Keeping the lights of the
farmhouse as a guide, Jack soon came out on a narrow blacktop road. He stood looking from
right to left, having no idea which way to go.

W, folks, here's Jack Sawyer, halfway between hoot and holler, wet through to the skin and
sneaker s packed with mud. Way to go, Jack!

The loneliness and homesickness rose in him again. Jack fought them off. He put a drop of
goit on his left index finger, then spanked the drop sharply. The larger of the two halves flew off
to the right — or s0 it seemed to Jack — and so he turned that way and began to wak. Forty
minutes later, drooping with weariness (and hungry again, which was somehow worse), he saw a
gravel-pit with a shed of some sort standing beyond a chained- off access road.

Jack ducked under the chain and went to the shed. The door was padlocked shut, but he saw
that the earth had eroded under one sde of the smal outbuilding. It was the work of a minute to
remove his pack, wriggle under the shed's side, and then pull the pack in after him. The lock on
the door actualy made him fed sefer.



He looked around and saw that he was in with some very old tools — this place hadn't been
used in a long time, gpparently, and that suited Jack just fine. He stripped to the skin, not liking
the fed of his dammy, muddy clothes. He fdt the coin Cgptan Farren had given him in one of
his pants pockets, resting there like a giant amid his little bit of more ordinary change. Jack took
it out and saw that Farren's coin, with the Queen's head on one sde and the winged lion on the
other — had become a 1921 slver dollar. He looked fixedly a the profile of Lady Liberty on the
cartwhed for some time, and then dipped it back into the pocket of his jeans.

He rooted out fresh clothes, thinking he would put the dirty ones in his pack in the morning —
they would be dry then — and perhgps cleen them dong the way, maybe in a Laundromat,
maybe just in a handy stream.

While searching for socks, his hand encountered something dim and hard. Jack pulled it out
and saw it was his toothbrush. At once, images of home and safety and rationdity — dl the
things a toothbrush could represent — rose up and overwhelmed him. There was no way tha he
could beat these emotions down or turn them adde this time. A toothbrush was a thing meant to
be seen in a wel-lighted bathroom, a thing to be used with cotton pgamas on the body and warm
dippers on the feet. It was nothing to come upon in the bottom of your knapsack in a cold, dark
toolshed on the edge of a grave-pit in a deserted rura town whose name you did not even know.

Londiness raged through him; his redization of his outcast datus was now complete. Jack
began to cry. He did not weep hysericaly or shriek as people do when they mask rage with
tears, he cried in the steady sobs of one who has discovered just how aone he is, and is apt to
remain for a long time yet. He cried because dl safety and reason seemed to have departed from
the world. Londiness was here, a redity; but in this Studion, insanity was dso too much of a
possibility.

Jack fell adeep before the sobs had entirdly run their course. He dept curled around his pack,
naked except for clean underpants and socks. The tears had cut clean courses down his dirty
cheeks, and he held his toothbrush loosely in one hand.



CHAPTER 8

The Oatley Tunnel

1

Sx days later, Jack had climbed nearly dl the way out of his despair. By the end of his first days
on the road, he seemed to himsdf to have grown from childhood right through adolescence into
adulthood — into competence. It was true that he had not returned to the Territories since he had
awakened on the western bank of the river, but he could raiondize that, and the dower
traveling it involved, by tdling himsdf that he was saving Speedy's juice for when he redly
needed it.

And anyhow, hadn't Speedy told him to travd manly on the roads in this world? Just
following orders, pd.

When the sun was up and the cars whirled by him thirty, forty miles west and his somach was
full, the Territories seemed unbelievably digant and dreamlike they were like a movie he was
beginning to forget, a temporary fantasy. Sometimes, when Jack leaned back into the passenger
seat of some schoolteacher's car and answered the usua questions about the Story, he actudly
did forget. The Territories left him, and he was agan — or nearly so — the boy he had been at
the sart of the summer.

Especidly on the big date highways, when a ride dropped him off near the exit ramp, he
usudly saw the next car pulling off to the sde ten or fifteen minutes &fter he stuck his thumb into
the air. Now he was somewhere near Batavia, way over in the western part of New York State,
waking backward down the breskdown lane of 1-90, his thumb out again, working his way
toward Buffdo — after Buffado, he would start to swing south. It was amatter, Jack thought, of
working out the best way to accomplish something and then just doing it. Rand McNaly and the
Story had gotten him this far; dl he needed was enough luck to find a driver going dl the way to
Chicago or Denver (or Los Angdes, if were going to daydream about luck, Jacky-baby), and he
could be on his way home again before the middle of October.

He was suntanned, he had fifteen dollars in his pocket from his last job — dishwasher at the
Golden Spoon Diner in Auburn — and his muscles felt dtretched and toughened. Though
sometimes he wanted to cry, he had not given in to his tears snce that fird miserable night. He
was in control, that was the difference. Now that he knew how to proceed, had worked it out so
paingtakingly, he was on top of what was happening to him; he thought he could see the end of
his journey dready, though it was s0 far ahead of him. If he travdled mainly in this world, as
Speedy had told him, he could move as quickly as he had to and get back to New Hampshire
with the Tdisman in plenty of time. It was going to work, and he was going to have many fewer
problems than he had expected.

That, a least, was what Jack Sawyer was imagining as a dusty blue Ford Fairlane swerved off
to the shoulder of the road and waited for him to run up to it, squinting into the lowering sun.
Thirty or forty miles, he thought to himsdf. He pictured the page from Rand McNaly he had
dudied that morning, and decided: Oatley. It sounded dull, smal, and safe — he was on his way,
and nothing could hurt him now.
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Jack bent down and looked in the window before opening the Fairlane's door. Fat sample books
and printed fliers lay messly over the back sedt; two oversize briefcases occupied the passenger
sedt. The dightly paunchy black-haired man who now seemed dmost to be mimicking Jack's
posture, bending over the whed and peering through the open window a the boy, was a
sdesman. The jacket to his blue suit hung from the hook behind him; his tie was a hdf-mad, his
deeves were rolled. A sdesman in his mid-thirties, tooling comfortably through his territory. He
would love to tak, like adl sdesmen. The man smiled a him and picked up firg one of the
outsize briefcases, hoigting it over the top of the seat and onto the litter of papers behind, then the
other. 'Let's cregte alittle room," he said.

Jack knew thet the first thing the man would ask him was why he was not at school.

He opened the door, said, 'Hey, thanks," and climbed in.

'Going far? the sdlesman asked, checking the rear-view mirror as he did the gear-lever down
into drive and swung back out onto the road.

'Oatley, Jack said. 'l think it's about thirty miles!

'You just flunked geography,” the sdesman said. 'Oatley's more like forty-five miles’ He
turned his head to look a Jack, and surprised the boy by winking a him. 'No offense he sad,
'but | hate to see young kids hitching. That's why | dways pick em up when | see em. At least |
know they're safe with me. No touchie-fedie, know what | mean? Too many crazies out there,
kid. You read the papers? | mean, I'm taking carnivores. You could turn yoursdf into an
endangered species.’

'l guessyou'reright,’ Jack said. 'But | try to be pretty careful .

'Y ou live somewhere back there, | take it?

The man was ill looking a him, snatching little birdlike peeks ahead down the road, and Jack
franticdly searched his memory for the name of a town back down the road. 'PAmyra I'm from
Pamyra'

The salesman nodded, said, 'Nice enough old place’ and turned back to the highway. Jack
relaxed back into the comfortable plush of the seet. Then the man findly sad, 'I guess you're not
actudly playing hooky, are you? and it was time yet again for the Story.

He had told it so often, varying the names of the towns involved as he worked westward, that
it had a dick, monologue-like fed in his mouth. 'No, gr. It's just that | have to go over to Oatley
to live with my Aunt Heen for a litle while. Hden Vaughan? That's my mom's sster. She's a
schoolteacher. My dad died last winter, see, and things have been pretty tough — then two
weeks ago my mom's cough got a lot worse and she could hardly get up the stairs and the doctor
said she had to stay in bed for as long as she could axd she asked her sgter if | could come stay
with her for a while. Her being a teacher and dl, | guess I'll be in Oatley school for sure. Aunt
Helen wouldn't let any kid play hooky, you bet.'

'You mean your mother told you to hitchhike dl the way from Pdmyrato Oatley? the man
asked.

'Oh no, not a al — shed never do that. No, she gave me bus money but | decided to save it.
There won't be much money from home for a long time, | guess, and Aunt Helen doesnt redly
have any money. My mom would hate it if she knew | was thumbing it. But it seemed like a
wadte of money to me. | mean, five bucksis five bucks, and why give it to a bus driver?

The man looked sdeways at him. 'How long do you think you'll be in Oatley?



'Hard to say. | sure hope my mom gets wdll pretty soon.'

'Well, don't hitch back, okay?

'We dont have a car anymore, Jack sad, adding to the Story. He was beginning to enjoy
himsdf. '‘Can you believe this? They came out in the middle of the night and repossessed . Dirty
cowards. They knew everybody would be adeep. They just came out in the middle of the night
and dtole the car right out of the garage. Mider, | would have fought for that car — and not so |
could get a ride to my aunt's house. When my mom goes to the doctor, she has to wak al the
way down the hill and then go about another five blocks just to get to the bus stop. They
shouldn't be able to do that, should they? Just come in and sted your own car? As soon as we
could, we were going to dsat making the payments again. | mean, wouldnt you cdl tha
geding?

'If it happened to me, | suppose | would,' the man said. 'Well, | hope your mother gets better in
ahurry.

'Y ou and me both," Jack said with perfect honesty.

And tha hed them until the dgns for the Oatley exit began to gppear. The sdesman pulled
back into the breskdown lane just after the exit ramp, smiled again a Jack and said, 'Good luck,
kid.

Jack nodded and opened the door.

'l hope you don't have to spend much timein Oatley, anyhow.'

Jack looked a him questioningly.

'Wéll, you know the place, don't you?

‘A little. Not redlly.’

'Ah, it's a red pit. Sort of place where they est what they run over on the road. Gorillaville.
Y ou eat the beer, thenyou drink the glass. Like that.'

"Thanks for the warning,” Jack said and got out of the car. The sdesman waved and dropped
the Fairlane into drive. In moments it was only a dark shape speeding toward the low orange sun.
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For a mile or so the road took him through flat dull countrysde — far off, Jack saw smdl two-
gory frame houses perched on the edges of fidds. The fidds were brown and bare, and the
houses were not farmhouses. Widdy separated, the houses overlooking the desolate fields
exiged in a gray moveless quiet broken only by the whine of traffic moving dong I-90. No cows
lowed, no horses whinnied — there were no animals, and no farm equipment. Outside one of the
little houses squatted haf a dozen junked and rusting cars. These were the houses of men who
didiked their own species so thoroughly that even Oatley was too crowded for them. The empty
fields gave them the moats they needed around their peding frame cadtles.

At length he came to a crossroads. It looked like a crossroads in a cartoon, two narrow empty
roads bisecting each other in an absolute nowhere, then dretching on toward another kind of
nowhere. Jack had begun to fed insecure about his sense of direction, and he adjusted the pack
on his back and moved up toward the tal rusted iron pipe supporting the black rectangles,
themsdves rudting, of the stregt names. Should he have turned left ingead of right off the exit
ramp? The dgn pointing down the road running pardled to the highway reed DOGTOWN
ROAD. Dogtown? Jack looked down this road and saw only endless flatness, fidds full of weeds
and the black dresk of asphdt rolling on. His own particular streak of asphdt was cdled MILL



ROAD, according to the sgn. About a mile ahead it dipped into a tunnd nearly overgrown by
leaning trees and an oddly pubic mat of ivy. A white Sgn hung in the thickness of ivy, seemingly
supported by it. The words were too small to be read. Jack put his right hand in his pocket and
clutched the coin Captain Farren had given him.

His somach taked to him. He was going to need dinner soon, so he had to move off this spot
and find a town where he could earn his meds. Mill Road it was — at least he could go far
enough to see what was on the other side of the tunnd. Jack pushed himsdf toward it, and the
dark opening in the bank of trees enlarged with every step.

Cool and damp and smdlling of brick dust and overturned earth, the tunnel seemed to take the
boy in and then tighten down around him. For a moment Jack feared that he was being led
underground — no circdle of light ahead showed the tunnd's end — but then redized that the
asphdt floor was level. TURN ON LIGHTS, the sign outsde the tunnel had read. Jack bumped
into a brick wal and fdt grany powder crumble onto his hands ‘Lights’ he sad to himsdf,
wishing he had one to turn on. The tunne mugt, he redized, bend somewhere dong its length.
He had cautioudy, dowly, carefully, waked draght into the wadl, like a blind man with his
hands extended. Jack groped his way dong the wadl. When the coyote in the Roadrunner
cartoons did something like this, he usualy wound up splashed across the front of atruck.

Something rattled busily aong the floor of the tunnd, and Jack froze.

A rat, he thought. Maybe a rabbit out taking a shortcut between fidds. But it had sounded
bigger than that.

He heard it again, farther away in the dark, and took another blind step forward. Ahead of him,
just once, he heard an intake of breeth. And stopped, wondering: Was that an animal? Jack held
his fingertips againg the damp brick wadl, waiting for the exhdation. It had not sounded like an
animad — certainly no ra or rabbit inhaded so deeply. He crept a few inches forward, dmost
unwilling to admit to himself that whatever was up there had frightened him.

Jack froze again, hearing a quiet little sound like a raspy chuckle come out of the blackness
before him. In the next second a familiar but unidentifiadble smdl, coarse, strong, and musky,
drifted toward him out of the tunnd.

Jack looked back over his shoulder. The entrance was now only half-visble, haf-obscured by
the curve of the wdll, along way off and looking about the size of arabbit-hole.

'What'sin here? he cdled out. 'Hey! Anything in here with me? Anybody?

He thought he heard something whisper deeper into the tunndl.

He was not in the Territories, he reminded himsdf — at the worst he might have gartled some
imbecilic dog who had come into the cool dark for a nap. In that case, hed be saving its life by
waking it up before a car came dong. 'Hey, dog!" he ydled. 'Dog!

And was rewarded ingtantly by the sound of paws trotting through the tunnd. But were they . .
. going out or coming in? He could nat tdl, ligening to the soft pad pad pad, whether the animd
was leaving or gpproaching. Then it occurred to him that maybe the noise was coming toward
him from behind, and he twisted his neck and looked back and saw that he had moved far
enough along so that he could not see that entrance, either.

'Where are you, dog? he said.

Something scratched the ground only a foot or two behind him, and Jack jumped forward and
struck his shoulder, hard, againg the curve of thewall.

He sensed a shape — doglike, perhaps — in the darkness. &ck stepped forward — and was
stopped short by a sense of didocation so great that he imagined himsdf back in the Territories.



The tunnd was filled with that musky, acrid zoo-odor, and whatever was coming toward him
was not a dog.

A gus of cold ar smeling of grease and dcohol pushed toward him. He sensed that shape
getting nearer.

Only for an ingant he had a glimpse of a face hanging in the dark, glowing as if with its own
gck and fading interior light, a long, bitter face that should have been dmost youthful but was
not. Swedt, grease, a dink of acohol on the breath that came from it. Jack flattened himsdf
againg the wdl, raising hisfigts, even as the face faded back into the dark.

In the midst of his terror he thought he heard footfals softly, quickly covering the ground
toward the tunnd's entrance, and turned his face from the square foot of darkness which had
gpoken to him to look back. Darkness, silence. The tunne was empty now. Jack sgueezed his
hands under his armpits and gently fel back againg the brick, taking the blow on his knapsack.
A moment later he began to edge forward again.

As soon as Jack was out of the tunnel, he turned around to face it. No sounds emerged, no
weird creatures dunk toward him. He took three steps forward, peered in. And then his heart
nearly stopped, because coming toward him were two huge orange eyes. They hdved the
distance between themselves and Jack in seconds. He could not move — his feet were past the
ankles in agphdt. Findly he managed to extend his hands, pam-out, in the indinctive gesture of
warding-off. The eyes continued toward him, and a horn blasted. Seconds before the car burst
out of the tunnd, reveding a red-faced man waving afit, Jack threw himsdf out of the way.

'SHIIITHEEAAA . . . ' came from the contorted mouth. Still dazed, Jack turned and watched
the car gpeed downhill toward avillage that had to be Oatley.
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Stuated in a long depresson in the land, Oatley spread itsdf out mesgerly from two principd
dreets. One, the continuation of Mill Road, dipped past an immense and shabby building st in
the midst of a vast parking lot — a factory, Jack thought — to become a strip of used-car lots
(sagging pennants), fast-food franchises (The Great Tits of America), a bowling dley with a
huge neon sgn (BOWL-A-RAMA!), grocery stores, gas dtations. Past dl this, Mill Road became
Oatley's five or sx blocks of downtown, a srip of old two-sory buildings before which cars
were parked nose-in. The other street was obvioudy the location of Oatley's most important
houses — large frame buildings with porches and long danting lavns. Where these dreets
intersected stood a traffic light winking its red eye in the late afternoon. Another light perhaps
eight blocks down changed to green before a high dingy many-windowed building that |ooked
like a mentd hospital, and so was probably the high school. Fanning out from the two streets was
ajumble of little houses interpersed with anonymous buildings fenced in behind tall wire mesh.

Many of the windows in the factory were broken, and some of the windows in the grip of
downtown had been boarded over. Heaps of garbage and fluttering papers littered the fenced-in
concrete yards. Even the important houses seemed neglected, with their sagging porches and
bleached-out paint jobs. These people would own the used-ca lots filled with unsaesble
automobiles.

For a moment Jack consdered turning his back on Oatley and making the hike to Dogtown,
wherever that was. But that would mean walking through the Mill Road tunnd again. From



down in the middle of the shopping didrict a car horn blatted, and the sound unfurled toward
Jack full of an inexpressible londiness and nogtdgia

He could not relax until he was dl the way to the gates of the factory, the Mill Road tunnd far
up behind him. Nearly a third of the windows aong the dirty-brick facade had been broken in,
and many of the others showed blank brown squares of cardboard. Even out on the road, Jack
could smdl machine oil, grease, smouldering fanbelts, and cashing gears. He put his hands in
his pockets and waked downhill as quickly as he could.
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Seen close up, the town was even more depressed than it had looked from the hill. The sdesmen
a the car lots leaned againg the windows in their offices, too bored to come outsde. Ther
pennants hung tattered and joyless, the once-optimistic Sgns propped aong the cracked sdewak
fronting the rows of cars — ONE OWNER! FANTASTIC BUY! CAR OF THE WEEK! — had
ydlowed. The ink had feathered and run on some of the sgns, as if they had been Ieft out in the
ran. Very few people moved dong the streets. As Jack went toward the center of town, he saw
an old man with sunken cheeks and gray skin trying to wrestle an empty $opping cart up onto a
curb. When he approached, the old man screeched something hostile and frightened and bared
gums as black as a badger's. He thought Jack was going to sted his cart! 'Sorry,' Jack said, his
heart pounding again. The old man was trying to hug the whole cumbersome body of the cart,
protecting it, al the while showing those blackened gums to his enemy. 'Sorry," Jack repeated. 'l
wasjust goingto..."

'Fusshhingfeef! FusshhingFEEEFF!" the old man screeched, and tears crawled into the
wrinkles on his cheeks.

Jack hurried off.

Twenty years before, during the sixties, Oatley must have prospered. The reative brightness of
the gtrip of Mill Road leading out of town was the product of that era when stocks went go-go
and gas was dill chegp and nobody had heard the term 'discretionary income' because they had
plenty of it. People had sunk their money into franchise operations and little shops and for a time
had, if not actudly flourished, held their heads above the waves. This short series of blocks il
had that supeficid hopefulness — but only a few bored teenagers sat in the franchise
restaurants, nursng medium Cokes, and in the plate-glass windows of too many of the little
shops placards as faded as those in the used-car lots announced EVERYTHING MUST GO!
CLOSING SALE. Jack saw no signs advertising for help, and kept on walking.

Downtown Oatley showed the redity beneath the happy clown's colors left behind by the
gxties. As Jack trudged aong these blocks of baked-looking brick buildings, his pack grew
heavier, his feet more tender. He would have waked to Dogtown after dl, if it were not for his
fet and the necessty of going through the Mill Road tunnd again. Of course there was no
snaling man-wolf lurking in the dark there — hed worked that out by now. No one could have
gpoken to him in the tunne. The Teritories had shaken him. Firg the sght of the Queen, then
that dead boy beneath the cart with haf his face gone. Then Morgan; the trees. But that was
there, where such things could be — were, perhaps, even normal. Here, normdity did not admit
such gaudiness.



He was before a long, dirty window a&bove which the flaking dogan FURNITURE
DEPOSITORY was barely legible on the brickwork. He put his hands to his eyes and stared in.
A couch and a chair, each covered by a white sheet, sat fifteen feet gpart on a wide wooden floor.
Jack moved farther down the block, wondering if he was going to have to beg for food.

Four men sat in a car before a boarded-up shop a ittle way down the block. It took Jack a
moment to see that the car, an ancient black DeSoto that looked as though Broderick Craw-ford
should come bustling out of it, had no tires. Taped to the windshiedd was a ydlow five-by-eight
cad which read FAIR WEATHER CLUB. The men indde, two in front and two in back, were
playing cards. Jack stepped up to the front passenger window.

'Excuse me he said, and the cardplayer closest to him rolled a fishy gray eye toward him. ‘Do
you know where — '

'Get logt, the man sad. His voice sounded squashed and phlegmy, unfamiliar with speech.
The face hdf-turned to Jack was deeply pitted with acne scars and oddly flattened out, as if
someone had stepped on it when the man was an infant.

'l just wondered if you knew somewhere | could get a couple days work.'

"Try Texas,' said the man in the driver's seat, and the pair in the back seat cracked up, spitting
beer out over their hands of cards.

'l told you, kid, get lost,’ sad the flat-faced gray-eyed man closest to Jack. 'Or I'll personaly
pound the shit out of you.'

It was judt the truth, Jack understood — if he stayed there a moment longer, this man's rage
would boil over and he would get out of the car and beat him sensdless. Then the man would get
back in the car and open another beer. Cans of Rolling Rock covered the floor, the opened ones
tipped every which way, the fresh ones linked by white plastic nooses. Jack stepped backward,
and the fish-eye rolled away from him. 'Guess I'll try Texas dfter dl,' he said. He listened for the
sound of the DeSoto's door creaking open as he walked away, but dl he heard being opened was
another Rolling Rock.

Crack! Hiss!

He kept moving.

He got to the end of the block and found himsdf looking across the town's other main Street at
a dying lavn filled with yelow weeds from which peeked fiberglass datues of Disney-like
fawns. A shgpdess old woman gripping afly-swatter stared a him from a porch swing.

Jack turned away from her suspicious gaze and saw before him the last of the lifdess brick
buildings on Mill Road. Three concrete steps led up to a propped-open screen door. A long, dark
window contained a glowing BUDWEISER sgn and, a foot to the right of that, the painted
legend UPDIKE'S OATLEY TAP. And severd inches benesth that, handwritten on a yelow
five-by-eight card like the one on the DeSoto, were the miraculous words HELP WANTED. Jack
pulled the knapsack off his back, bunched it under one arm, and went up the steps. For no more
than an ingant, moving from the tired sunlight into the darkness of the bar, he was reminded of
Sepping past the thick fringe of ivy into the Mill Road tunndl.



CHAPTER 9

Jack in the Pitcher Plant

1

Not quite Sxty hours later a Jack Sawyer who was in a very different frame of mind from that of
the Jack Sawyer who had ventured into the Oatley tunne on Wednesday was in the chilly
goreroom of the Oatley Tap, hiding his pack behind the kegs of Busch which sat in the room's
fa comner like duminum bowling pins in a giant's dley. In less than two hours, when the Tap
findly shut down for the night, Jack meant to run away. That he should even think of it in such a
fashion — not leaving, not moving on, but running away — showed how desperate he now
believed his Situation to be.

| was six, six, John B. Sawyer was six, Jacky was six. Sx.

This thought, apparently nonsensicd, had fdlen into his mind this evening and had begun to
repeat there. He supposed it went a long way toward showing just how scared he was now, how
certain he was tha things were beginning to close in on him. He had no idea what the thought
meant; it just circled and circled, like awooden horse bolted to a carousd!.

Sx. | was six. Jacky Sawyer was Six.

Over and over, round and round she goes.

The goreroom shared a wal in common with the taproom itsdlf, and tonight that wal was
actudly vibraing with noisg it throbbed like a drumhead. Until twenty minutes before, it had
been Friday night, and both Oatley Textiles and Weaving and Dogtown Custom Rubber paid on
Friday. Now the Oatley Tap was full to the overflow point . . . and past. A big poster to the left
of the bar read OCCUPANCY BY MORE THAN 220 PERSONS IS IN VIOLATION OF
GENESEE COUNTY FIRE CODE 331. Appaently fire code 331 was suspended on the
weekends, because Jack guessed there were more than three hundred people out there now,
boogying away to a country-western band which caled itsdf The Genny Vadley Boys. It was a
terrible band, but they had a peda-ged guitar. 'Ther€s guys around here that'd fuck a peda-
sted, Jack," Smokey had said.

‘Jack!" Lori yelled over thewal of sound.

Lori was Smokey's woman. Jack ill didn't know what her last name was. He could barely
hear her over the juke, which was playing a full volume while the band was on bresk. All five of
them were standing at the far end of the bar, Jack knew, tanking up on hdf-price Black Russians.
She suck her head through the storeroom door. Tired blond hair, held back with childish white
plastic barrettes, glittered in the overhead fluorescent.

"Jack, if you don't run that keg out red quick, | guess helll give your am atry.

'Okay,' Jack said. Tell him I'll be right there!’

He fdt gooseflesh on his ams, and it didn't come entirdy from the storeroom's damp chill.
Smokey Updike was no one to fool with — Smokey who wore a succession of paper fry-cook's
hats on his narow head, Smokey with his large plastic mail-order dentures, gridy and somehow
funered in ther perfect evenness, Smokey with his violent brown eyes, the scleras an ancient,
dirty yelow. Smokey Updike who in some way ill unknown to Jack — and who was dl the
more frightening for that — had somehow managed to take him prisoner.



The jukebox fell temporarily slent, but the steady roar of the crowd actualy seemed to go up
a notch to make up for it. Some Lake Ontario cowboy raised his voice in a big, drunken "Yeeeee-
HAW'" A woman screamed. A glass broke. Then the jukebox took off again, sounding a little like
a Saturn rocket achieving escape velocity.

Sort of place where they eat what they run over on the road.

Raw.

Jack bent over one of the duminum kegs and dragged it out about three feet, his mouth
screwed down in a panful wince, sweat dtanding out on his forehead in site of the air-
conditioned chill, his back protesting. The keg gritted and squedled on the unadorned cement. He
stopped, breething hard, his earsringing.

He wheded the hand-truck over to the keg of Busch, stood it up, then went around to the keg
again. He managed to rock it up on its rim and wak it forward, toward where the hand-truck
good. As he was sting it down he logt control of it — the big bar-keg weighed only a few
pounds less than Jack did himsdf. It landed hard on the foot of the hand-truck, which had been
padded with a remnant of carpet so0 as to soften just such landings. Jack tried to both steer it and
get his hands out of the way in time. He was dow. The keg mashed his fingers againg the back
of the hand-truck. There was an agonizing thud, and he somehow managed to get his throbbing,
pulsng fingers out of there. Jack stuck dl the fingers of his left hand in his mouth and sucked on
them, tears ganding in his eyes.

Worse than jamming his fingers, he coud hear the dow Sgh of gases escaping through the
breather-cap on top of the keg. If Smokey hooked up the keg and it came out foamy . . . or, worse
yet, if he popped the cap and the beer went agusher in hisface. . .

Best not to think of those things.

Last night, Thursday night, when hed tried to 'run Smokey out a keg,' the keg had gone right
over on its sde. The breather-cap had shot clear across the room. Beer foamed white-gold across
the storeroom floor and ran down the drain. Jack had stood there, sick and frozen, oblivious to
Smokey's shouts. It wasn't Busch, it was Kingdand. Not beer but de — the Queen's Own.

That was when Smokey hit him for the firgt time — a quick looping blow that drove Jack into
one of the storeroom'’s splintery walls.

"There goes your pay for today,” Smokey had said. 'And you never want to do that again, Jack.'

What chilled Jack most about that phrase you never want to do that again was what it
assumed: that there would be lots of opportunities for him to do that again; as if Smokey Up-dike
expected him to be here along, long time.

‘Jack, hurry it up!”

'Coming." Jack puffed. He pulled the hand-truck across the room to the door, felt behind
himsdf for the knob, turned it, and pushed the door open. He hit something large and soft and
yidding.

'Chrigt, watch it!"

"Whoops, sorry," Jack said.

'I'll whoops you, asshole," the voice replied.

Jack waited until he heard heavy steps moving on down the hdl outsde the storeroom and
then tried the door again.

The hdl was narrow and painted a bilious green. It stank of shit and piss and TidyBowl. Holes
had been punched through both plaster and lath here and there; graffiti lurched and staggered
everywhere, written by bored drunks waiting © use either POINTERS or SETTERS. The largest
of them dl had been dashed across the green paint with a black Magic Marker, and it seemed to



scream out al of Oatley's dull and objectless fury. SEND ALL AMERICAN NIGGERS AND
JEWSTO IRAN, it read.

The noise from the taproom was loud in the storeroom; out here it was a great wave of sound
which never seemed to break. Jack took one glance back into the storeroom over the top of the
keg tilted on the hand-truck, trying to make sure his pack wasn't visble,

He had to get out. Had to. The dead phone that had finaly spoken, seeming to encase him in a
capsule of dark ice . . . that had been bad. Randolph Scott was worse. The guy wasn't really
Randolph Scott; he only looked the way Scott had looked in his fifties films. Smokey Updike
was perhaps worse ill . . . dthough Jack was no longer sure of that. Not since he had seen (or
thought he had seen) the eyes of the man who looked like Randolph Scott change color.

But that Oatley itsdf wasworgt of dl . . . he was sure of that.

Oatley, New York, degp in the heart of Genny County, seemed now to be a horrible trap that
had been lad for him . . . a kind of municipa pitcher plant. One of natures rea marvels, the
pitcher plant. Easy to get in. Almost impossible to get out.

2

A tdl man with a grest swinging gut porched in front of him sood waiting to use the men's
room. He was rolling a plagtic toothpick from one sde of his mouth to the other and glaring at
Jack. Jack supposed that it was the big man's gut that he had hit with the door.

'‘Asshole,’ the fat man repeated, and then the men's-room door jerked open. A man strode out.
For a heart-stopping moment his eyes and Jack's eyes met. It was the man who looked like
Randolph Scott. But this was no movie-gar; this was just an Oaley millhand drinking up his
week's pay. Later on he would leave in a haf-pad-for doorsucker Mustang or maybe on a three-
guarters-paid-for motorcycle — a big old Harley with a BUY AMERICAN dticker plastered on
the nacelle, probably.

His eyes turned yellow.

No, your imagination, Jack, just your imagination. He's just —

— jugt a millhand who was giving him the eye because he was new. He had probably gone to
high school here in town, played footbal, knocked up a Catholic cheerleader and married her,
and the cheerleader had gotten fai on chocolates and Stouffer's frozen dinners, just another
Oatley odf, just —

But his eyesturned yellow.

Sop it! They did not!

Yet there was something about him thet made Jack think of what had happened when he was
coming into town . . . what had happened in the dark.

The fa man who had cdled Jack an asshole shrank back from the rangy man in the Levi's and
the cleen white T-shirt. Randolph Scott started toward Jack. His big, veined hands swung a his
Sdes.

His eyes sparkled aniicy blue . . . and then began to change, to moil and lighten.

'Kid," he sad, and Jack fled with clumsy haste, butting the swinging door open with his fanny,
not caring who he hit.

Noise pounced on him. Kenny Rogers was belowing an enthusiastic redneck paean to
someone named Reuben James. 'You allus turned your other CHEEK, Kenny tedtified to this
room of shuffling, sullenfaced drunks, 'and said there's a better world waitin for the MEEK!



Jack saw no one here who looked particularly meek. The Genny Vdley Boys were trooping back
onto the bandstand and picking up ther instruments. All of them but the pedd sted player
looked drunk and confused . . . perhaps not redly sure of where they were. The pedd sted player
only looked bored.

To Jack's left, a woman was taking earnestly on the Tap's pay phone — a phone Jack would
never touch again if he had his way about it, not for a thousand dollars. As she taked, her
drunken companion probed and felt ingde her haf-open cowboy shirt. On the big dancefloor,
perhgps seventy couples groped and shuffled, oblivious of the current song's bright up-tempo,
amply squeezing and grinding, hands gripping buttocks, lips spit-sealed together, sweat running
down cheeks and making large circles under the armpits.

'Wdl thank Gawd," Lori said, and flipped up the hinged partition at the side of the bar for him.
Smokey was hdfway down the bar, filling up Glorids tray with gin-and-tonics, vodka sours, and
what seemed to be beer's only competition for the Oatley Town Drink: Black Russans.

Jack saw Randolph Scott come out through the swinging door. He glanced toward Jack, his
blue eyes catching Jack's again a once. He nodded dightly, as if to say: Well talk. Yessirree.
Maybe we'll talk about what might or might not be in the Oatley tunnel. Or about bullwhips. Or
sick mothers. Maybe we'll talk about how you're gonna be in Genny County for a long, long time
... maybe until you're an old man crying over a shopping cart. What do you think, Jacky?

Jack shuddered.

Randolph Scott smiled, as if he had seen the shudder . . . or fdt it. Then he moved off into the
crowd and the thick air.

A moment later Smokey's thin, powerful fingers bit into Jack's shoulder — hunting for the
most painful place and, as aways, finding it. They were educated, nerve-seeking fingers.

‘Jack, you just got to move fagter, Smokey said. His voice sounded amost sympathetic, but
his fingers dug and moved and probed. His breath smelled of the pink Canada Mints he sucked
amog condantly. His mail-order fase teeth clicked and clacked. Sometimes there was an
obscene durping as they dipped a little and he sucked them back into place. "You got to move
faster or I'm going to have to light afire under your ass. Y ou understand what I'm saying?

'Y-yeah,' Jack said. Trying not to moan.

‘All right. That's good then.' For an excruciating second Smokey's fingers dug even deeper,
grinding with a bitter enthusiaam at the neat little nest of nerves there. Jack did moan. That was
good enough for Smokey. He let up.

'Help me hook this keg up, Jack. And let's make it fast. Friday night, people got to drink.’

'Saturday morning,' Jack said stupidly.

‘Then, too. Come on.’

Jack somehow managed to help Smokey lift the keg into the square compartment under the
bar. Smokey's thin, ropey muscles bulged and writhed under his Oatley Tep T-shirt. The paper
fry-cook's hat on his narrow weasdl's head stayed in place, its leading edge dmogt touching his
left eyebrow, in gpparent defiance of gravity. Jack waiched, holding his bresth, as Smokey
flicked off the red plastic bresther-cgp on the keg. The keg breathed more gudtily than it should
have done. . . but it didn't foam. Jack let his breath out in aslent gust.

Smokey spun the empty toward him. 'Get that back in the storeroom. And then swamp out the
bathroom. Remember what | told you this afternoon.’

Jack remembered. At three o'clock a whigtle like an ar-raid sren had gone off, dmost making
him jump out of his skin. Lori had laughed, had said: Check out Jack, Smokey — I think he just
went wee-wee in his Tuffskins. Smokey had given her a narrow, unsmiling look and motioned



Jack over. Told Jack thet was the payday whidtle a the Oatley T & W. Told Jack that a whistle
very much like it was going off a Dog-town Rubber, a company that made beach-toys, inflatable
rubber dolls, and condoms with names like Ribs of Ddight. Soon, he said, the Oatley Tep would
begin filling up.

'‘And you and me and Lori and Gloria are going to move just as fagt as lightning, Smokey said,
'because when the eagle screams on Friday, we got to make up for what this place dont make
every Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday. When | tell you to run me out a
keg, you want to have it out to me before | finish ydling. And youre in the men's room every
haf an hour with your mop. On Friday nights, a guy blows his groceries every fifteen minutes or
so.'

‘| got he women's' Lori sad, coming over. Her hair was thin, wavy gold, her complexion as
white as a comic-book vampires. She ether had a cold or a bad coke habit; she kept sniffing.
Jack guessed it was a cold. He doubted if anyone in Oatley could afford a bad coke habit.
'Women ain't as bad as men, though. Almogt, but not quite.’

'Shut up, Lori.'

'Up yours, she sad, and Smokey's hand flickered out like lightning. There was a crack and
suddenly the imprint of Smokey's padm was printed red on one of Lori's palid cheeks like a
child's Tattoodle. She began to snivd . . . but Jack was sckened and bewildered to see an
expresson in her eyes that was dmost happy. It was the look of a woman who beieved such
trestment was a sign of caring.

'You just keep hustling and well have no problem,” Smokey said. 'Remember to move fast
when | yel for you to run me out a keg. And remember to get in the men's can with your maop
every hdf an hour and clean up the puke.’

And then he had told Smokey again that he wanted to leave and Smokey had reiterated his
fase promise about Sunday afternoon . . . but what good did it do to think of that?

There were louder screams now, and harsh caws of laughter. The crunch of a bresking chair
and a wavering yel of pain. A fidfight — the third of the night — had broken out on the dance
floor. Smokey uttered a curse and shoved past Jack. 'Get rid of that keg,' he said.

Jack got the empty onto the dolly and trundled it back toward the swinging door, looking
around uneasily for Randolph Scott as he went. He saw the man standing in the crowd that was
watching the fight, and relaxed allittle.

In the storeroom he put the empty keg with the others by the loading-bay — Updike's Oatley
Tap had dready gone through sx kegs tonight. That done, he checked his pack again. For one
panicky moment he thought it was gone, and his heart began to hammer in his chest — the magic
juice was in there, and so was the Territories coin that had become a dlver dollar in this world.
He moved to the right, sweat now standing out on his forehead, and felt between two more kegs.
There it was — he could trace the curve of Speedy's bottle through the green nylon of the pack.
His heartbeat began to dow down, but he felt shaky and rubber-legged — the way you fed after
anarrow escape.

The men's toilet was a horror. Earlier in the evening Jack might have vomited in sympathy,
but now he actudly seemed to be getting used to the stench . . . and that was somehow the worst
thing of dl. He drew hot water, dumped in Comet, and began to run his sogpy mop back and
forth through the unspeskable mess on the floor. His mind began to go back over the last couple
of days, worrying a them theway an animd in atrap will worry at alimb that has been caught.
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The Oatley Tap had been dark, and dingy, and apparently dead empty when Jack first waked
into it. The plugs on the juke, the pinbal machine, and the Space Invaders game were dl pulled.
The only light in the place came from the Busch display over the bar — a digitd clock caught
between the peaks of two mountains, looking like the weirdest UFO ever imagined.

Smiling a little, Jack waked toward the bar. He was dmost there when a flat voice said from
behind him, Thisisabar. No minors. What are you, stupid? Get out.'

Jack dmogt jumped out of his skin. He had been touching the money in his pocket, thinking it
would go just as it had at the Golden Spoon: he would St on a stool, order something, and then
ask for the job. It was of course illegd to hire a kid like him — & least without a work permit
sgned by his parents or a guardian — and that meant they could get him for under the minimum
wage. Way under. So the negotiations would gart, usualy beginning with Story #2 — Jack and
the Evil Stepfather.

He whirled around and saw a man gtting done in one of the booths, looking a him with
chilly, contemptuous dertness. The man was thin, but ropes of muscles moved under his white
undershirt and adong the sdes of his neck. He wore kaggy white cook's pants. A paper cap was
cocked forward over his left eyebrow. His head was narrow, wessdlike. His hair was cut short,
graying a the edges. Between his big hands were a stack of invoices and a Texas Ingruments
caculator.

'l saw your Help Wanted sign,’ Jack said, but now without much hope. This man was not
going to hire him, and Jack was not sure he would want to work for him anyway. This guy
looked mean.

"You did, huh? the man in the booth said. "You must have learned to read on one of the days
you weren't playing hooky." There was a package of Phillies Cheroots on the table. He shook one
Out.

'‘Well, | didn't know it was a bar,’ Jack said, taking a step back toward the door. The sunlight
seemed to come through the dirty glass and then just fdl dead on the floor, as if the Oatley Tap
were located in a dightly different dimenson. 'l guess | thought it was . . . you know, a bar and
grill. Something like that. I'll just be going.'

'‘Come here.' The man's brown eyes were looking a him seadily now.

'No, hey, that'sdl right," Jack said nervoudy. 'I'll just —*

'‘Come here. Sit down." The man popped a wooden match dight with his thumbnail and lit the
ciga. A fly which had been preening on his paper ha buzzed avay into the darkness. His eyes
remained on Jack. 'l ain't gonna bite you.'

Jack came dowly over to the booth, and after a moment he dipped in on the other side and
folded his hands in front of him neatly. Some sxty hours later, swamping out the men's bilet at
twelve-thirty in the morning with his swesty hair hanging in his eyes Jeck thought — no, he
knew — that it was his own stupid confidence that had adlowed the trgp to spring shut (and it had
shut the moment he sat down opposite Smokey Updike, athough he had not known it then). The
Venus flytrap is able to dose on its hapless, insectile victims, the pitcher plant, with its ddicious
amel and its deadly, glassy-smooth sdes, only waits for some flying asshole of a bug to buzz on
down and ingde . . . where it findly drowns in the ranwater the pitcher collects. In Oatley the
pitcher was full of beer instead of rainwater — that was the only difference.

If he had run —



But he hadnt run. And maybe, Jack thought, doing his best to meet that cold brown sare,
there would be a job here after dl. Minette Banberry, the woman who owned and operated the
Golden Spoon in Auburn, had been pleasant enough to Jack, had even given him a little hug and
a peck of a kiss as wdl as three thick sandwiches when he Ieft, but he had not been fooled.
Pleasantness and even a remote sort of kindness did not preclude a cold interest in profits, or
even something very close to outright greed.

The minimum wage in New York was three dallars and forty cents an hour — that information
had been posted in the Golden Spoon's kitchen by law, on a bright pink piece of paper dmost the
gze of a movie pogter. But the short-order cook was a Haitian who spoke little English and was
damog surdy in the country illegdly, Jack thought. The guy cooked like a whiz, though, never
dlowing the spuds or the fried clams to spend a moment too long in the Fryolaters. The girl who
helped Mrs. Banberry with the waitressng was pretty but vacant and on a work-release program
for the retarded in Rome In such cases, the minimum wage did not apply, and the lisping,
retarded girl told Jack with unfeigned awe that she was getting a dollar and twenty-five cents
each hour, and all for her.

Jack himsdf was getting a dollar-fifty. He had bargained for that, and he knew that if Mrs.
Banberry hadn't been strapped — her old dishwasher had quit just that morning, had gone on his
coffee-break and just never come back — she would not have bargained a dl; would have
amply told him take the buck and a quarter, kid, or see what's down the road. It's afree country.

Now, he thought, with the unknowing cynician that was dso a pat of his new <f-
confidence, here was another Mrs. Banberry. Made instead of femde, rope-skinny ingtead of fat
and grandmotherly, sour ingtead of amiling, but dmost surdly a Mrs. Banberry for a that and a
that.

'Looking for a job, huh? The man in the white pants and the paper hat put his cigar down in an
old tin ashtray with the word CAMELS embossed on the bottom. The fly stopped washing its
legs and took off.

'Yes, gr, but like you say, thisisabar and al — '

The unease dirred in him again. Those brown eyes and ydlowed scleras troubled him — they
were the eyes of some old hunting cat that had seen plenty of errant mice like him before.

Yeah, it's my place’ the man said. 'Smokey Updike' He held his hand out. Surprised, Jack
shook it. It squeezed Jack's hand once, hard, dmost to the point of pain. Then it rdaxed . . . but
Smokey didn't let go. 'Wdl? he said.

'Huh? Jack said, aware he sounded stupid and a little afradd — he felt supid and a little afraid.
And he wanted Up-dike to let go of his hand.

'Didn't your folks ever teach you to innerduce yourself?

This was s0 unexpected that Jack came close to gabbling out his real name instead of the one
he had used at the Golden Spoon, the name he dso used if the people who picked him up asked
for his handle. That name — wha he was coming to think of as his 'road-name — was Lewis
Farren.

‘Jack Saw — ah— Sawtelle, he said.

Updike held his hand yet a moment longer, those brown eyes never moving. Then he let it go.
‘Jack Saw-ahSawtdle, he said. 'Must be the longest fucking name in the phonebook, huh, kid?

Jack flushed but said nothing.

'You ant very big, Updike said. "You think you could manage to rock a ninety-pound keg of
beer up on its sde and walk it onto a hand-dolly?



'l think s0," Jack said, not knowing if he could or not. It didn't look as if it wodd be much of a
problem, anyway — in a place as dead as this, the guy probably only had to change kegs when
the one hooked up to the taps went flat.

As if reading his mind, Updike said, "Yeah, nobody here now. But we get pretty busy by four,
five odock. And on weekends the place redly fills up. That's when you'd earn your keep, Jack.'

'Wll, | don't know," Jack said. 'How much would the job pay?

‘Dollar an hour," Updike said. 'Wish | could pay you more, but — ' He shrugged and tapped the
stack of bills. He even amiled a little, as if to say You see how it is, kid, everything in Oatley is
running down like a cheap pocket-watch someone forgot to wind — ever since about 1971 it's
been running down. But his eyes did not smile. His eyes were watching Jack's face with dill,
catlike concentration.

'Geg, that's not very much," Jack said. He spoke dowly but he was thinking as fast as he could.

The Oatley Tgp was a tomb — there wasnt even a single bombed-out old aky & the bar
nursng a beer and watching Generd Hospitd on the tube In Osdley you apparently drank in
your car and cdled it a club. A dollar-fifty an hour was a hard wage when you were bugting your
buns; in a place like this, abuck an hour might be an easy one.

'‘Nope,' Updike agreed, going back to his caculator, ‘it ain't.' His voice said Jack could take it
or leave it; there would be no negotiations.

'Might be dl right,' Jack said.

'Wdll, that's good,” Updike said. "We ought to get one other thing straight, though. Who you
running from and who's looking for you? The brown eyes were on him again, and they drilled
hard. 'If you got someone on your backtrail, I don't want him fucking up my life!

This did not shake Jack's confidence much. He wasn't the world's brightest kid, maybe, but
bright enough to know he wouldnt last long on the road without a second cover sory for
prospective employers. Thiswas a Story #2 — The Wicked Stepfather.

I'm from a little town in Vermont,' he said. 'Fenderville. My mom and dad got divorced two
years ago. My dad tried to get custody of me, but the judge gave me to my mom. That's what
they do mogt of the time!'

'Fucking-A they do.' He had gone back to his hills and was bent so far over the pocket
cdculator that his nose was dmog touching the keys. But Jack thought he was ligening dl the
same.

'Well, my dad went out to Chicago and he got a job in a plant out there," Jack said. 'He writes
to me just about every week, | guess, but he quit coming back last year, when Aubrey beat him
up. Aubrey's —

'Your depfather, Updike sad, and for jus a moment Jack's eyes narrowed and his origind
distrust came back. There was no sympathy in Updike's voice. Instead, Updike seemed amost to
be laughing & him, as if he knew the whole tde was nothing but a great big swatch of whole
clath.

'Yeah, he said. 'My mom married him ayear and ahdf ago. He bestson me alot.’

'Sad, Jack. Very sad.’ Now Updike did look up, his eyes sardonic and unbelieving. 'So now
you're off to Shytown, where you and Dads will live happily ever after.

'Well, | hope s0," Jack said, and he had a sudden ingpiration. 'All | know is that my real dad
never hung me up by the neck in my closst.’ He pulled down the neck of his T-shirt, baring te
mark there. It was fading now; during his gtint a the Golden Spoon it had Hill been a vivid, ugly
red-purple — like a brand. But a the Golden Spoon hed never had occasion to uncover it. It



was, of course, the mark left by the root that had nearly choked the life from him in that other
world.

He was gratified to see Smokey Updike's eyes widen in surprise and what might amost have
been shock. He leaned forward, scattering some of his pink and yellow pages. 'Holy Jesus, kid,
he said. 'Y our stepfather did that?

"That'swhen | decided | had to split.’

'Is he going to show up here, looking for his car or his motorcycle or his wallet or his fucking
dope-stash? Jack shook his head.

Smokey looked a Jack for a moment longer, and then pushed the OFF button on the
caculator. ‘Come on back to the storeroom with me, kid,' he said.
'Why?

I want to see if you can redly rock one of those kegs up on its Sde. If you can run me out a

keg when | need one, you can have the job.’

4

Jack demondrated to Smokey Updikes satisfaction that he could get one of the big duminum
kegs up on its rim and walk it forward just enough to get it on the foot of the dolly. He even
made it look farly easy — dropping a keg and getting punched in the nose was il aday awvay.

'Wadll, that aint too bad,” Updike said. "You ain't big enough for the job and youll probably
give yoursdlf afucking rupture, but that's your nevermind.’

He told Jack he could gtart a noon and work through until one in the morning (‘For as long as
you can hack it, anyway'). Jack would be paid, Updike said, a closng time each night. Cash on
the nall.

They went back out front and there was Lori, dressed in dark blue basketball shorts so brief
that the edges of her rayon panties showed, and a deeveless blouse that had dmost surdly come
from Mammoth Mart in Baavia. Her thin blond hair was held back with plastic barrettes and she
was smoking a Pdl Madl, its end wet and heavily marked with lipsick. A large slver crucifix
dangled between her breasts.

Thisis Jack,” Smokey said. "Y ou can take the Help Wanted sign out of the window.'

'Run, kid," Lori sad. Therés ill time.'

'Shut the fuck up.'

'Make me!'

Updike dapped her butt, not in a loving way but hard enough to send her against the padded
edge of the bar. Jack blinked and thought of the sound Osmond's whip had made.

'Big man,’ Lori sad. Her eyes brimmed with tears . . . and yet they dso looked contented, as if
this was jugt the way things were supposed to be.

Jack's earlier unease was now clearer, sharper . . . now it was amost fright.

'Don't let us get on your case, kid,' Lori sad, headed past him to the sgn in the window.
"You'll be okay.'

'Name's Jack, not kid," Smokey said. He had gone back to the booth where he had ‘interviewed
Jack and began gathering up his bills. ‘A kid's a fucking baby goat. Didn't they teach you that in
school? Make the kid a couple of burgers. He's got to go to work at noon.’

She got the HELP WANTED sgn out of the window and put it behind the jukebox with the
ar of one who has done this a good many times before. Passing Jack, she winked at him.



The telephone rang.

All three of them looked toward it, sartled by its abrupt shrilling. To Jack it looked for a
moment like a black dug stuck to the wall. It was an odd moment, amost timeless. He had time
to notice how pale Lori was — the only color in her cheeks came from the reddish pocks of her
fading adolescent acne. He had time to sudy the crud, rather secretive planes of Smokey
Updike's face and to see the way the veins sood out on the man's long hands. Time to see the
yellowed sign over the phone reading PLEASE LIMIT YOUR CALLS TO THREE MINUTES.

The phone rang and rang in the silence.

Jack thought, suddenly terrified: It's for me. Long distance. . . long, LONG distance.

'‘Answer that, Lori," Updike said, ‘what are you, smple? Lori went to the phone.

'Oatley Tep, she sad in atrembling, faint voice. She ligtened. 'Hello? Hello?. . . Oh, fuck off.’

She hung up with a bang.

'No one there. Kids. Sometimes they want to know if we got Prince Albert in a can. How do
you like your burgers, kid?

‘Jack!" Updike roared.

‘Jack, okay, okay, Jack. How do you like your burgers, Jack?

Jack told her and they came medium, just right, hot with brown mustard and Bermuda onions.
He gobbled them and drank a glass of milk. His unease abated with his hunger. Kids, as she had
sad. Still, his eyes drifted back to the phone every once in awhile, and he wondered.
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Four oclock came, and as if the Tap's tota emptiness had been only a clever piece of stage
sting to lure him in — like the pitcher plant with its innocent look and its tasty smel — the
door opened and nearly a dozen men in work-clothes came sauntering in. Lori plugged in the
juke, the pinbdl machine, and Space Invaders game. Severd of the men bellowed greetings a
Smokey, who grinned his narrow grin, exposng the big set of mail-order dentures. Most ordered
beer. Two or three ordered Black Russans. One of them — a member of the Fair Wegther Club,
Jack was amost sure — dropped quarters into the jukebox, summoning up the voices of Mickey
Gilley, Eddie Rabhbit, Waylon Jennings, others. Smokey told him to get the mop-bucket and
squeegee out of the storeroom and swab down the dancefloor in front of the bandstand, which
waited, desarted, for Friday night and The Genny Vdley Boys. He told Jack when it was dry he
wanted him to put the Pledge right to it. "You'll know it's done when you can see your own face
grinnin up a you," Smokey said.

6

So histime of service at Updike's Oatley Tap began.
We get pretty busy by four, five o'clock.

Wedl, he couldnt very well say that Smokey had lied to him. Up until the very moment Jack
pushed away his plate and began making his wage, the Tap had been deserted. But by sx o'clock
there were maybe fifty people in the Tap, and the brawny waitress — Gloria — came on duty to
ydls and hoo-raws from some of the patrons. Gloria joined Lori, serving a few carafes of wine, a
lot of Black Russans, and oceans of beer.



Besides the kegs of Busch, Jack lugged out case after case of bottled beer — Budweiser, of
course, but also such loca favorites as Genesee, Utica Club, and Rolling Rock. His hands began
to blister, his back to ache.

Between trips to the storeroom for cases of bottled beer and trips to the storeroom to ‘run me
out a keg, Jack' (a phrase for which he was aready coming to fed an elementa dread), ke went
back to the dancefloor, the mop-bucket, and the big bottle of Pledge. Once an empty beer-bottle
flew past his head, missng him by inches. He ducked, heart racing, as it shatered againg the
wal. Smokey ran the drunken perpetrator out, his dentures bared in a great fase dligator grin.
Looking out the window, Jack saw the drunk hit a parking-meter hard enough to pop the red
VIOLATION flag up.

'‘Come on, Jack,” Smokey cdled impatiently from the bar, ‘it missed you, didn't it? Clean that
mess up!’

Smokey sent him into the men's can haf an hour later. A middle-aged man with a Joe Pyne
harcut was standing woozily a one of the two ice-choked urinds, one hand braced againg the
wal, the other brandishing a huge uncircumcised penis. A puddle of puke steamed between his
spraddled work-boots.

‘Clean her up, kid," the man said, weaving his way back toward the door and clapping Jack on
the back amost hard enough to knock him over. 'Man's gotta make room any way he can, right?

Jack was able to wait until the door closed, and then he could control his gorge no longer.

He managed to make it into the Tap's only al, where he was faced with the unflushed and
sckeningly fragrant spoor of the last customer. Jack vomited up whaever remained of his
dinner, took a couple of hitching breaths, and then vomited again. He groped for the flush with a
shaking hand and pushed it. Waylon and Willie thudded dully through the wadls, singing about
Luckenbach, Texas.

Suddenly his mother's face was lefore him, more beautiful than it had ever been on any movie
screen, her eyes large and dark and sorrowing. He saw her done in their rooms at the Alhambra,
a cigarette smouldering forgotten in the ashtray beside her. She was crying. Crying for him. His
heart seemed to hurt so badly that he thought he would die from love for her and want of her —
for a life where there were no things in tunnes, no women who somehow wanted to be dapped
and made to cry, no men who vomited between their own feet while taking a piss. He wanted to
be with her and hated Speedy Parker with a black completeness for ever having set his feet on
this awful road west.

In that moment whatever might have remaned of his sdf-confidence was demolished — it
was demolished utterly and forever. Conscious thought was overmastered by a deep, eementd,
walling, childish ary: | want my mother please God | want my MOTHER—

He trembled his way out of the stdl on watery legs, thinking Okay that's it everybody out of
the pool fuck you Speedy this kid's going home. Or whatever you want to call it. In that moment
he didn't care if his mother might be dying. In that moment of inarticulate pain he became totdly
Jack's Jack, as unconscioudy sdlf-serving as an anima on which any carnivore may prey: desr,
rabbit, squirred, chipmunk. In that moment he would have been perfectly willing to let her die of
the cancer metastasizing wildly outward from her lungs if only she would hold him and then kiss
him goodnight and tell him not to play his goddam transstor in bed or read with a flashlight
under the coversfor haf the night.

He put his hand againg the wdl and little by little managed to get hold of himsdf. This
taking-hold was no conscious thing but a smple tightening of the mind, something that was very
much Phil Sawyer and Lily Cavanaugh. Hed made a mistake, yeah, but he wasn't going back.



The Territories were red and so the Tdisman might aso be red; he was not going to murder his
mother with faintheartedness.

Jack filled his nop-bucket with hot water from the spigot in the storeroom and cleaned up the
mess.

When he came out again, it was hdf past ten and the crowd in the Tap began to thin out —
Odtley was aworking town, and its working drinkers went home early on week-nights.

Lori said, "You look as pale as pastry, Jack. Y ou okay?

'Do you think | could have a gingerde? he asked.

She brought him one and Jack drank it while he finished waxing the dancefloor. At quarter to
twelve Smokey ordered him back to the storeroom to ‘run out a keg.' Jack managed the keg —
barely. At quarter to one Smokey started bawling for people to finish up. Lori unplugged the juke
— Dick Cur-less died with a long, unwinding groan — to a few hafhearted cries of protest.
Gloria unplugged the games, donned her sweater (it was as pink as the Canada Mints Smokey ate
regularly, as pink as the fase gums of his dentures), and left. Smokey began to turn out the lights
and to urge the last four or five drinkers out the door.

'‘Okay, Jack," he said when they were gone. 'You did good. There's room for improvement, but
you got a gtart, anyway. Y ou can doss down in the storeroom.’

Instead of asking for his pay (which Smokey did not offer anyway), Jack sumbled off toward
the storeroom, o tired that he looked like a dightly smdler verson of the drunks so laey
ushered out.

In the storeroom he saw Lori squatting down in one corner — the squat caused her basketbal
shorts to ride up to a point that was nearly darming — and for a moment Jack thought with dull
dam that she was going through his kngpsack. Then he saw that she had spread a couple of
blankets on a layer of burlap apple-sacks. Lori had dso put down a smdl satin pillow which sad
NEW YORK WORLD'S FAIR on one side.

"Thought I'd make you allittle ne<t, kid,' she said.

‘Thanks,' he sad. It was a smple, dmost offhand act of kindness, but Jack found himsef
having to struggle from burgting into tears. He managed asmile ingtead. Thanksalot, Lori.'

'No problem. Youll be dl right here, Jack. Smokey ain't so bad. Once you get to know him, he
an't haf bad.’ She said thiswith an unconscious wistfulness, as if wishing it were 0.

'Probably not,’ Jack sad, and then he added impulsvey, 'but I'm moving on tomorrow.
Oatley'sjust not for me, | guess She said:

'Maybe you'll go, Jack . . . and maybe youll decide to stay awhile. Why don't you deep on it?
There was something forced and unnaturad about this little speech — it had none of the
genuineness of her grin when shéd said Thought I'd make you a little nest. Jack noticed it, but
was too tired to do more than that.

'Well, well see he sad.

'Sure we will," Lori agreed, going to the door. She blew a kiss toward him from the pam of
one dirty hand. 'Good night, Jack.'

‘Good night.'

He darted to pull off his shirt . . . and then left it on, deciding he would just take off his
sneekers. The storeroom was cold and chilly. He sat down on the gpple-sacks, pulled the knots,
pushed off first one and then the other. He was about to lie back on Lori's New York World's
Far souvenir — and he might well have been sound adeep before his head ever touched it —
when the telephone began to ring out in the bar, drilling into the slence, drilling into it, making
him think of wavering, pasty-gray roots and bullwhips and two-headed ponies.



Ring, ring, ring, into the silence, into the dead silence.

Ring, ring, ring, long after the kids who cdl up to ask about Prince Albert in a can have gore
to bed. Ring, ring, ring, Hello, Jacky it's Morgan and | felt you in my woods, you smart little shit
| SVIELLED you in my woods, and how did you ever get the idea that you were safe in your
world? My woods are there, too. Last chance, Jacky. Get home or we send out the troops. You
won't have a chance. You won't —

Jack got up and ran across the storeroom floor in his stocking feet. A light sweat that felt
freezing cold, seemed to cover his entire body.

He opened the door a crack.

Ring, ring, ring, ring.

Then finadly: 'Hello, Oatley Tap. And this better be good." Smokey's voice. A pause. 'Hello?
Another pause. 'Fuck off!" Smokey hung up with a bang, and Jack heard him recross the floor and
then start up the stairs to the smal overhead gpartment he and Lori shared.

v

Jack looked unbdievingly from the green dip of paper in his left hand to the amdl pile of hills
— dl ones — and change by his right. It was eeven odock the next morning. Thursday
morning, and he had asked for his pay.

'What is this? he asked, still unableto bdieveit.

"You can read,” Smokey said, 'and you can count. You don't move as fast as I'd like, Jack — at
least not yet — but you're bright enough.’

Now he sat with the green dip in one hand and the money by the other. Dull anger began to

pulse in the middle of his forehead like a vein. GUEST CHECK, the green dip was headed. It
was the exact same form Mrs. Banberry had used in the Golden Spoon. It read:

1 hmbrg $1.35
1 hmbrg $1.35

11lrgmk .55
1lginde 55
TX .30

At the bottom the figure $4.10 was written in large numbers and circled. Jack had made nine
dollars for his four-to-one stint. Smokey had charged off nearly haf of it; what he hed left by his
right hand was four dollars and ninety cents.

He looked up, furious — firgt a Lori, who looked away as if vagudy embarrassed, and then at
Smokey, who smply looked back.

‘Thisisachesat, he sad thinly.
‘Jack, that's not true. Look at the menu prices—
"That's not what | mean and you know it!"

Lori flinched a little, as if expecting Smokey to clout him one . . . but Smokey only looked at
Jack with akind of terrible patience.

'l didn't charge you for your bed, did 17?7

‘Bed!" Jack shouted, fedling the hot blood boil up into his cheeks. 'Some bed! Cut-open burlap
bags on a concrete floor! Some bed! I'd like to see you try to charge me for it, you dirty cheat!



Lori made a scared sound and shot a look a Smokey . . . but Smokey only sat across from
Jack in the booth, the thick blue smoke of a Cheroot curling up between them. A fresh paper fry-
cook's hat was cocked forward on Smokey's narrow head.

'We talked about you dossing down back there/ Smokey said. 'You asked if it came with the
job. | sad it did. No mention was made of your meds. If it had been brought up, maybe
something could have been done. Maybe not. Point is, you never brought it up, so now you got to
ded with that.'

Jack sat shaking, tears of anger standing in his eyes. He tried to talk and nothing came out but
agmadl strangled groan. He was literdly too furious to spesk.

'Of coursg, if you wanted to discuss an employees discount on your meals now —*

'‘Go to hdl!" Jack managed findly, snatching up the four singles and the little strew of change.
"Teach the next kid who comes in here how to look out for number one! I'm going!'

He crossed the floor toward the door, and in spite of his anger he knew — did not jugt think
but flat-out knew — that he waan't going to make the sdewalk.

‘Jack.'

He touched the doorknob, thought of grasping it and turning it — but that voice was
undeniable and full of a certain threat. He dropped his hand and turned around, his anger leaving
him. He suddenly fet shrunken and old. Lori had gone behind the bar, where she was sweeping
and humming. She had apparently decided that Smokey wasn't going to work Jack over with his
figs, and snce nothing ese redly maitered, everything was dl right.

"Y ou don't want to leave me in the lurch with my weekend crowd coming up.’

'l want to get out of here. Y ou cheated me.’

'‘No dr,” Smokey said, 'l explained that. If anyone blotted your copybook, Jack, it was you.
Now we could discuss your meds — fifty percent off the food, maybe, and even free sodas. |
never went that far before with the younger help | hire from time to time, but this weekened's
going to be especidly hairy, what with al the migrant labor in the county for the gople-picking.
And | like you, Jack. That's why | didn't clout you one when you raised your voice to me,
athough maybe | should have. But | need you over the weekend.'

Jack fdlt his rage return briefly, and then die away again.

‘What if | go anyhow? he asked. 'I'm five dollars to the good, anyway, and being out of this
shitty little town might be just as good as a bonus:!

Looking a Jack, dill smiling his narow smile, Smokey sad, 'You remember going into the
men's last night to clean after some guy who whoopsed his cookies?

Jack nodded.

'Y ou remember what he looked like?

'Crewcut. Khakis. So what?

‘That's Digger Atwell. His red names Carlton, but he spent ten years taking care of the town
cemeteries, 0 everyone got cdling him Digger. Tha was — oh, twenty or thirty years ago. He
went on the town cops back around the time Nixon got eected Presdent. Now he's Chief of
Police

Smokey picked up his Cheroot, puffed at it, and looked at Jack.

'Digger and me go back,’ Smokey sad. 'And if you was to just wak out of here now, Jack, |
couldn't guarantee that you wouldnt have some trouble with Digger. Might end up getting sent
home. Might end up picking the apples on the town's land — Oatley Township's got . . . oh, |
guess forty acres of good trees. Might end up getting beat up. Or . . . I've heard that ole Digger's
got ataste for kids on the road. Boys, mostly.'



Jack thought of that clublike penis. He felt both sick and cold.

'In here, you're under my wing, so to speak,” Smokey said. 'Once you hit the street, who can
say? Digger's apt to be cruisng anyplace. You might get over the town line with no sweat. On
the other hand, you might jus see him pulling up besde you in that big Plymouth he drives.
Digger aint totaly bright, but he does have a nose, sometimes, Or . . . Someone might give him a
cdl.

Behind the bar, Lori was doing dishes. She dried her hands, turned on the radio, and began to
sng dong with an old Steppenwolf song.

Tell you what, Smokey said. 'Hang in there, Jack. Work the weekend. Then I'll pack you into
my pick-up and drive you over the town line mysdf. How would that be? Youll go out of here
Sunday noon with damn near thirty bucks in your poke that you didnt have coming in. Youll go
out thinking that Oatley's not such a bad place after dl. So what do you say?

Jack looked into those brown eyes, noted the yellow scleras and the smal flecks of red; he
noted Smokey's big, sincere amile lined with fdse teeth; he even saw with a werd and terrifying
sense of dga vu that the fly was back on the paper fry-cook's hat, preening and washing its hair-
thin fordlegs.

He suspected Smokey knew that he knew that everything Updike had said was a lie, and didn't
even cae. After working into the early hours of Saturday morning and then Sunday morning,
Jack would deep until maybe two Sunday afternoon. Smokey would tdl him he couldnt give
him that ride because Jack had woken up too late; now he, Smokey, was too busy watching the
Colts and the Patriots. And Jack would not only be too tired to walk, he would be too afraid that
Smokey might lose interest in the Colts and Patriots just long enough to cdl his good friend
Digger Atwell and say, 'He's waking down Mill Road right now, Digger old boy, why dont you
pick him up? Then get over here for the second hdf. Free beer, but don't you go puking in my
urina until | get the kid back here!’

That was one scenario. There were others that he could think of, each a little different, each
redly the same at bottom.

Smokey Updike's smile widened alittle.



CHAPTER 10

Elroy

When | wassix. ..

The Tap, which had begun to wind down by this time on his previous two nights, was roaring
adong as if the patrons expected to greet the dawn. He saw two tables had vanished — victims of
the fistfight that had broken out just before his last expedition into the john. Now people were
dancing where the tables had been.

'‘About time,' Smokey said as Jack staggered the length of the bar on the insde and put the
case down by the refrigerator compartments. 'You get those in there and go back for the fucking
Bud. Y ou should have brought thet firgt, anyway.'

‘Lori didnt say —

Hot, incredible pain exploded in his foot as Smokey drove one heavy shoe down on Jack's
sneaker. Jack uttered a muffled scream and fdlt tears sting his eyes.

'Shut up,” Smokey said. 'Lori don't know shit from Shinola, and you are smart enough to know
it. Get back in there and run me out a case of Bud.'

He went back to the storeroom, limping on the foot Smokey had stomped, wondering if the
bones in some of his toes might be broken. It seemed dl too possble. His head roared with
smoke and noise and the jagged ripsaw rhythm of The Genny Valey Boys, two of them now
noticesbly weaving on the bandstand. One thought stood out clearly: it might not be possible to
wait until closng. He redly might not be able to lagt that long. If Oatley was a prison and the
Oatley Tap was his cdl, then surdly exhaustion was as much his warder as Smokey Updike —
maybe even more so.

In spite of his worries about what the Territories might be like a this place, the magic juice
seemed more and more to promise him his only sure way out. He could drink some and flip over
... and if he could manage to wak a mile west over there, two at the mogt, he could drink a bit
more and flip back into the U.SA. well over the town line of this horrible little place, perhaps as
far west as Bushville or even Pembroke.

When | was six, when Jack-O was six, when —

He got the Bud and stumble-staggered out through the door again . . . and the tdl, rangy
cowboy with the big hands, the one who looked like Randolph Scott, was standing there, looking
a him.

'Hdlo, Jack,' he said, and Jack saw with risng terror that the irises of the man's eyes were as
ydlow as chicken-claws. 'Didn't somebody tell you to get gone? You don't listen very good, do
you?

Jack gtood with the case of Bud dragging at the ends of his ams, garing into those yelow
eyes, and suddenly a horrid idea hammered into his mind: that this had been the lurker in the
tunnel — this man-thing with its dead yellow eyes.

'Leave me done,’ he said — the words came out in awin-tery little whisper.

He crowded closer. "Y ou were supposed to get gone.'



Jack tried to back up . . . but now he was againgt the wall, and as the cowboy who looked like
Randolph Scott leaned toward him, Jack could smell dead mest on its bregth.

2

Between the time Jack started work on Thursday at noon and four o'clock, when the Tap's usud
after-work crowd started to come in, the pay phone with the PLEASE LIMIT YOUR CALLS TO
THREE MINUTES sgn over it rang twice.

The firg time it rang, Jack fdt no fear a dl — and it turned out to be only a solicitor for the
United Fund.

Two hours later, as Jack was bagging up the last of the previous night's bottles, the telephone
began to dvill again. This time his heed sngpped up like an animd which scents fire in a dry
forest . . . except it wasn't fire he sensed, but ice. He turned toward the telephone, which was
only four feet from where he was working, hearing the tendons in his neck cresk. He thought he
must see the pay phone caked with ice, ice that was sweating through the phones black plagtic
case, extruding from the holes in the earpiece and the mouthpiece in lines of blue ice as thin as
pencil-leads, hanging from the rotary dia and the coin return inicicle beards,

But it was just the phone, and al the coldness and desth was on the inside.
He stared at it, hypnotized.
‘Jack!" Smokey yelled. 'Answer the goddam phone! What the fuck am | paying you for?

Jack looked toward Smokey, as desperate as a cornered animal . . . but Smokey was staring back
with the thin-lipped, out-of-patience expression that he got o his face just before he popped Lori
one. He dtarted toward the phone, barely aware that his feet were moving; he stepped deeper and
deeper into that capsule of coldness, feding the gooseflesh run up his ams, feding the moisture
cracklein hisnose.

He reached out and grasped the phone. His hand went numb.

He put it to his ear. His ear went numb.

'Oatley Tap, he said into that deadly blackness, and his mouth went numb.

The voice that came out of the phone was the cracked, rasping croak of something long dead,
some cresture which could never be seen by the living: the sight of it would drive a living person
insane, or srike him dead with frost-etchings on his lips and staring eyes blinded by cataracts of
ice. Jack,' this scabrous, rattling voice whispered up out of the earpiece, and his face went numb,
the way it did when you needed to spend a heavy day in the dentis's chair and the guy needled
you up with alittle too much Novocain. "You get your ass back home, Jack.'

From far away, a digance of light-years, it seemed, he could hear his voice repedting: 'Oatley
Tap, isanyonethere? Hello?. . . Hdllo?. .. " Cold, so cold.

His throat was numb. He drew breath and his lungs seemed to freeze. Soon the chambers of
his heart would ice up and he would smply drop dead.

That chilly voice whispered, 'Bad things can happen to a boy alone on the road, Jack. Ask
anybody.'

He hung the phone up with a quick, clumsy reaching gesture. He pulled his hand back and
then stood looking at the phone.

'Was it the asshole, Jack? Lori asked, and her voice was digtant . . . but a little closer than his
own voice had seemed a few moments ago. The world was coming back. On the handset of the



pay phone he could see the shape of his hand, outlined in a glittering rime of frost. As he looked,
the frost began to melt and run down the black plastic.

3

That was the nigt — Thursday night — that Jack first saw Genny County's answer to Randolph
Scott. The crowd was a little smdler than it had been Wednesday nignt — very much a day-
before-payday crowd — but there were ill enough men present to fill the bar and spill over into
the tables and booths.

They were town men from a rurad area where the plows were now probably rusting forgotten
in back sheds, men who perhaps wanted to be farmers but had forgotten how. There were a lot of
John Deere caps in evidence, but to Jack, very few of these men looked as if they would be at
home riding a tractor. These were men in gray chinos and brown chinos and green chinos, men
with their names gitched on blue shirts in gold threed; men in sguare-toed Dingo Boots and men
in great big clumping Survivors. These men caried their keys on their bets These men had
wrinkles but no laugh-lines; their mouths were dour. These men wore cowboy hats and when
Jack looked at the bar from in back of the stools, there were as many as eight who looked like
Chalie Danids in the chewing-tobacco ads. But these men didnt chew; these men smoked
cigarettes, and alot of them.

Jack was cleaning the bubble front of the jukebox when Digger Atwell came in. The juke was
turned off; the Yankees were on the cable, and the men a the bar were watching intently. The
night before, Atwel had been in the Oatley maes verson of sports clothes (chinos, khaki shirt
with a lot of pens in one of the two big pockets, sted-toed workboots). Tonight he was wearing a
blue cop's uniform. A large gun with wood grips hung in a holster on his cresking leather belt.

He glanced at Jack, who thought of Smokey saying I've heard that ole Digger's got a taste for
kids on the road. Boys, mostly, and flinched back as if guilty of something. Digger Atwell
grinned awide, dow grin. 'Decided to stick around for awhile, boy?

Yes, dr,' Jack muttered, and squirted more Windex onto the juke's bubble front, dthough it
was dready as clean as it was going to get. He was only waiting for Atwell to go away. After a
while, Atwell did. Jack turned to watch the beefy cop cross to the bar . . . and that was when the
mean at the far left end of the bar turned around and looked at him.

Randolph Scott, Jack thought at once, that's just who he looks like.

But in spite of the rangy and uncompromisng lines of his face, the red Randolph Scott had
had an undeniable look of heroism; if his good looks had been harsh, they had dso been part of a
face that could smile. This man looked both bored and somehow crazy.

And with red fright, Jack redized the man was looking & him, a Jack. Nor had he smply
turned around during the commercid to see who might be in the bar; he had turned around to
look at Jack. Jack knew thiswas so.

The phone. Theringing phone.

With a tremendous effort, Jack pulled his gaze away. He looked back into the bubble front of
the juke and saw his own frightened face hovering, ghostlike, over the records inside.

The telephone began to dhriek on the wall.

The man at the left end of the bar looked at it . . . and then looked back at Jack, who stood
frozen by the jukebox with his bottle of Windex in one hand and a rag in the other, his hair
diffening, his skin freezing.



'If it's that asshole again, I'm gonna get me a whidtle to start blowing down the phone when he
cals, Smokey,' Lori was saying as she walked toward it. 'l swear to God | am.'

She might have been an actress in a play, and dl the customers extras paid the standard SAG
rate of thirty-five dollars a day. The only two red people in the world were him and this dreadful
cowboy with the big hands and the eyes Jack could not . . . quite. . . see.

Suddenly, shockingly, the cowboy mouthed these words:

Get your ass home And winked.

The phone stopped ringing even as Lori stretched out her hand to it.

Randolph Scott turned around, drained his glass, and yelled, 'Bring me another tapper, okay?
I'll be damned,’ Lori said. That phone's got the ghosts:”

4

Later on, in the storeroom, Jack asked Lori who the guy was who looked like Randolph Scott.
'Who looks like who?' she asked.
'‘An old cowboy actor. He was sitting down at the end of the bar.'

She shrugged. They al look the same to me, Jack. Just a bunch of swinging dicks out for a

good time. On Thursday nights they usualy pay for it with the little woman's Beano money.’
'He calls beers 'tappers.’
" Her eyes lit. 'Oh yeah! Him. He looks mean.' She said this last with actua appreciation . . . as
if admiring the straightness of his nose or the whiteness of his amile.

'Who ishe?

'l don't know his name,’ Lori said. 'He's only been around the last week or two. | guess the mill
must be hiring again. It —"

'For Christ's sake, Jack, did | tell you to run me out a keg or not?"

Jack had been in the process of waking one of the big kegs of Busch onto the foot d the
hand-dolly. Because his weight and the keg's weight were so close, it was an act requiring a good
ded of careful baancing. When Smokey shouted from the doorway, Lori screamed and Jack
jumped. He lost control of the keg and it went over on its Sde, the cgp shooting out like a
champagne cork, beer following in a white-gold jet. Smokey was Hill shouting a him but Jack
could only stare at the beer, frozen . . . until Smokey popped him one.

When he got back out to the taproom perhaps twenty minutes later, holding a Kleenex againgt
his swelling nose, Randol ph Scott had been gone.

I'msix.

John Benjamin Sawyer issix.

Sx —

Jack shook his head, trying to clear this steady, repeating thought out as the rangy millhand
who was not a millhand leaned closer and closer. His eyes . . . ydlow and somehow scaly. He —
it — blinked, a rgpid, milky, svimming blink, and Jeck redized it had nictitating membranes
over itseyebdls.



Y ou were supposed to get gone,' it whispered again, and reached toward Jack with hands that
were beginning to twist and plate and harden.

The door banged open, letting in araucous flood of the Oak Ridge Boys.

‘Jack, if you don't quit lollygagging, I'm going to have to make you sorry,” Smokey said from
behind Randolph Scott. Scott stepped backward. No mdting, hardening hooves here; his hands
were just hands again — big and powerful, their backs crisscrossed with prominent ridged veins.
There was another milky, swirling sort of blink that didn't involve the eyelids a dl . . . and then
the man's eyes were not yellow but a smple faded blue. He gave Jack a find glance and then
headed toward the men's room.

Smokey came toward Jack now, his paper cep tipped forward, his narrow weasd's head
dightly indined, his lips parted to show his dligator teeth.

'‘Dont make me speek to you again,’ Smokey said. This is your last warning, and don't you
think | dont mean it

As it had againgt Osmond, Jack's fury suddenly rose up — that sort of fury, closdy linked as it
is to a sense of hopeess injudtice, is perhaps never as srong as it is a tweve — college sudents
sometimes think they fed it, but it is usudly little more than an intellectud echo.

Thistimeit boiled over.

'I'm not your dog, so don't you treat me like | am,’ Jack said, and took a step toward Smokey
Updike on legs that were till rubbery with fear.

Surprised — posshbly even flabbergasted — by Jack's totaly unexpected anger, Smokey
backed up a step.

‘Jack, I'm warning you—'

'‘No, man, I'm warning you," Jack heard himself say. 'I'm not Lori. | don't want to be hit. And if
you hit me, I'm going to hit you back, or something."

Smokey Updikeés discomposure was only momentary. He had most assuredly not seen
everythng — nat living in Oatley, he hadnt — but he thought he had, and even for a minor
leaguer, sometimes assurance can be enough.

He reached out to grab Jack's collar.

'Don't you smart off to me, Jack,' he said, drawing Jack close. 'As long as you're in Odatley, my
dog is just what you are. As long as youre in Odtley I'll pet you when | want and I'll beat you
when | want.'

He admingered a single neck-snapping shake. Jack bit his tongue and cried out. Hectic spots
of anger now glowed in Smokey's pale cheeks like cheap rouge.

'You may not think that is so right now, but Jack, it is. As long as youre in Oatley youre my
dog, and youll be in Oatley until | decide to let you go. And we might as well dart getting that
learned right now.’

He pulled his fist back. For a moment the three naked sixty-wait bulbs which hung in this
narrow hdlway sparkled crazily on the diamond chips of the horseshoe-shaped pinky ring he
wore. Then the fist pistoned forward and dammed into the side of Jack's face. He was driven
backward into the graffiti-covered wadl, the sSde of his face firg flaring and then going numb.
Thetaste of his own blood washed into his mouth.

Smokey looked at him — the close, judgmentd stare of a man who might be thinking about
buying a hefer or a lottery number. He must not have seen the expresson he wanted to see in
Jack's eye, because he grabbed the dazed boy again, presumably the better to center him for a
second shot.



At that moment a woman shrieked, from the Tap, 'No, Glen! No!" There was a tangle of
bellowing mde voices most of them adarmed. Another woman screamed — a high, drilling
sound. Then a gunshot.

'Shit on toast!" Smokey cried, enunciating each word as carefully as an actor on a Broadway
stage. He threw &ck back againgt the wall, whirled, and dammed out through the swinging door.
The gun went off again and there was a scream of pain.

Jack was sure of only one thing — the time had come to get out. Not a the end of tonight's
shift, or tomorrow's, or on Sunday morning. Right now.

The uproar seemed to be quieting down. There were no sirens, so maybe nobody had gotten
shot . . . but, Jack remembered, cold, the millhand who looked like Randolph Scott was il
down in the men's can.

Jack went into the chilly, beer-smdling storeroom, knelt by the kegs, and fdt around for his
pack. Again there was that suffocating certainty, as his fingers encountered nothing but thin air
and the dirty concrete floor, that one of them — Smokey or Lori — had seen him hide the pack
and had taken it. All the better to keep you in Oatley, my dear. Then rdief, dmost as suffocating
asthe fear, when his fingers touched the nylon.

Jack donned the pack and looked longingly toward the loading door a the back of the
storeroom. He would much rather use that door — he didn't want to go down to the fire-door at
the end of the hall. That was too close to the men's bathroom. But if he opened the loading door,
a red light would go on at the bar. Even if Smokey was dill sorting out the ruckus on the floor,
Lori would see that light and tell him.

So...

He went to the door which gave on the back corridor. He eased it open a crack and applied one
eye. The corridor was empty. All right, that was cool. Randolph Scott had tapped a kidney and
gone back to where the action was while Jack was getting his backpack. Grest.

Yeah, except maybe he's still in there. You want to meet himin the hall, Jacky? Want to watch
his eyes turn yellow again? Wait until you're sure.

But he couldn't do that. Because Smokey would see he wasn't out in the Tap, helping Lori and
Gloria swab tables, or behind the bar, unloading the dishwasher. He would come back here to
finish teaching Jack what his place was in the great scheme of things. So —

So what? Get going!

Maybe he's in there waiting for you, Jacky . . . maybe he's going to jump out just like a big bad
Jack-in-the-Box . . .

The lady or the tiger? Smokey or the millhand? Jack hesitated a moment longer in an agony of
indecision. That the man with the ydlow eyes was Hill in the bathroom was a posshility; that
Smokey would be back was a certainty.

Jack opened the door and stepped out into the narrow halway. The pack on his back seemed
to gan waght — an eoquent accusation of his planned escgpe to anyone who might see it. He
darted down the hdlway, moving grotesquely on tiptoe in spite of the thundering music and the
roar of the crowd, his heart hammering in his chest.

| was six, Jacky was six.

So what? Why did that keep coming back?

Six.

The corridor seemed longer. It was like waking on a treadmill. The fire-door at the far end
seemed to draw closer only by agonizing degrees. Sweat now coated his brow and his upper lip.
His gaze flicked steadily toward the door to the right, with the black outline of a dog on it.



Beneath this outline was the word POINTERS. And at the end of the corridor, a door of fading,
peding red. The sgn on the door ssid EMERGENCY USE ONLY! ALARM WILL SOUND! In
fact, the darm bell had been broken for two years. Lori had told him so when Jack had hesitated
about using the door to take out the trash.

Finally amogt there. Directly opposite POINTERS.

He'sinthere, | know heis. .. andif hejumpsout I'll scream...1...I'll ...

Jack put out a trembling right hand and touched the crashtbar of the emergency door. It felt
blessedly coal to his touch. For one moment he redly bdieved he would smply fly out of the
pitcher plant and into the night . . . free.

Then the door behind him suddenly banged open, the door to SETTERS, and a hand grabbed
his backpack. Jack uttered a high-pitched, despairing shriek of a trgpped anima and lunged at the
emergency door, heedless of the pack and the magic juice indde it. If the straps had broken he
would have smply gone fleeing through the trashy, weedy vacant lot behind the Tap, and never
mind anything ese.

But the straps were tough nylon and didn't bresk. The door opened a little way, reveding a
brief dark wedge of the night, and then thumped shut again. Jack was pulled into the women's
room. He was whirled around and then thrown backward. If he had hit the wall dead on, the
bottle of magic juice would undoubtedly have shattered in the pack, drenching his few cdothes
and good old Rand McNally with the odor of rotting grapes. Instead, he hit the room's one wash
basin with the smdl of his back. The pain was giant, excruciaing.

The millhand was waking toward him dowly, hitching up his jeans with hands that had begun
to twist and thicken.

'You were supposed to be gone, kid' he said, his voice roughening, becoming a every
moment more like the snarl of an animdl.

Jack began to edge to his left, his eyes never leaving the man's face. His eyes now seemed
dmog transparent, not just yelow but lighted from within . . . the eyes of a hideous Haloween
jack-o'-lantern.

‘But you can trust old Elroy," the cowboy-thing said, and now it grinned to reved a mouthful
of curving teeth, some of them jaggedly broken off, some black with rot. Jack screamed. 'Oh,
you can trust Elroy, it sad, its words now hardly discernible from a doglike growl. 'He ain't
gonna hurt you too bad.

Youll be al right," it growled, moving toward Jeck, 'you'll be dl right, oh yeah, youll .. ." It
continued to talk, but Jack could no longer tell what it was saying. Now it was only snarling.

Jack's foot hit the tal wastecan by the door. As the cowboy thing reached for him with its
hooflike hands, Jack grabbed the can and threw it. The can bounced off the Elroy-thing's chest.
Jack tore open the bathroom door and lunged to the left, toward the emergency door. He
dammed into the crash-bar, aware that Elroy was right behind him. He lurched into the dark
behind the Oatley Tap.

There was a colony of overloaded garbage cans to the right of the door. Jack blindly swept
three of them behind him, heard them cdash and rattle — and then a howl of fury as Elroy
sumbled into them.

He whirled in time to see the thing go down. There was even a moment to redize — Oh dear
Jesus a tail it's got something like a tail — that the thing was now dmog entirdy an animd.
Golden light fdl from its eyesin weird rays, like bright light faling through twin keyholes.

Jack backed away from it, pulling the pack from his back, trying to undo the catches with
fingers which fdt like blocks of wood, his mind aroaring confuson—



— Jacky was six God help me Speedy Jacky was S X God please —

— of thoughts and incoherent pleas. The thing snarled and flalled a the garbage cans. Jack
saw one hoof-hand go up and then come whigtling down, splitting the side of one corrugated
metal can in a jagged dash a yard long. It got up again, sumbled, dmog fel, and then began to
lurch toward Jack, its snarling, rippling face now admogs a chest levd. And somehow, through
its barking growls, he was able to make out what it was saying. ‘Now I'm not just gonna ream
you, little chicken. Now I'm gonna kill you . . . after.'

Hearing it with hisears? Or in hishead?

It didn't matter. The gpace between this world and that had shrunk from a universe to a mere
membrane.

The Elroy-thing snarled and came toward him, now unsteady and awkward on its rear feet, its
clothes bulging in dl the wrong places, its tongue swinging from its fanged mouth. Here was the
vacant ot behind Smokey Updikes Oatley Tap, yes, here it was a last, choked with weeds and
blown trash — a rusty bedspring here, the grille of a 1957 Ford over there, and a ghastly sickle
moon like a bent bone in the sky overhead, turning every shard of broken glass into a dead and
daing eye, and this hadnt begun in New Hampshire, had it? No. It hadn't begun when his
mother got sick, or with the appearance of Lester Parker. It had begun when —

Jacky was six. When we all lived in California and no one lived anywhere else and Jacky was

He fumbled at the straps of his pack.

It came agan, seeming admog to dance, for a moment reminding him of some animaed
Disney cartoon-figure in the chancy moonlight. Crazily, Jack began to laugh. The thing snarled
and legped a him. The swipe of those heavy hoof-claws again missed him by barest inches as he
danced back through the weeds and litter. The Elroy-thing came down on the bedspring ad
somehow became entangled in it. Howling, snapping white gobbets of foam into the air, it pulled
and twisted and lunged, one foot buried deep in the rusty coils.

Jack groped indgde his pack for the bottle. He dug past socks and dirty undershorts and a
wadded, fragrant pair of jeans. He seized the neck of the bottle and yanked it out.

The Elroy-thing split the air with ahowl of rage, finaly pulling free of the bedspring.

Jack hit the cindery, weedy, scruffy ground and rolled over, the last two fingers of his left
hand hooked around one pack-strap, his right hand holding the bottle. He worked at the cgp with
the thumb and forefinger of hisleft hand, the pack dangling and swinging. The cap spun off.

Can it follow me? he wondered incoherently, tipping the bottle to his lips. When | go, do |
punch some kind of hole through the middle of things? Can it follow me through and finish me on
the other side?

Jack’'s mouith filled with that rotten dead-grape taste. He gagged, his throat closing, seeming to
actudly reverse direction. Now that awful taste filled his sinuses and nasal passages as wel and
he uttered a deep, shaking groan. He could hear the Elroy-thing screaming now, but the scream
seemed far away, as if it were on one end of the Oatley tunnd and he, Jack, were fdling rapidly
toward the other end. And this time there was a sense of fdling and he thought: Oh my God what
if I just flipped my stupid self over a cliff or off a mountain over there?

He held on to the pack and the bottle, his eyes screwed desperately shut, waiting for whatever
might happen next — Elroy-thing or no Elroy-thing. Territories or oblivion — and the thought
which had haunted him dl night came swinging back like a dancing carousd horse — Silver
Lady, maybe Ella Speed. He caught it and rode it down in a cloud of the magic juice's awful



andl, holding it, waiting for whaever would hgppen next; feding his dothes change on his
body.

Sx oh yes when we were all six and nobody was anything else and it was California who
blows that sax daddy is it Dexter Gordon or isit is it what does Mom mean when she says we're
living on a fault-line and where where oh where do you go Daddy you and Uncle Morgan oh
Daddy sometimes he looks at you like like oh like there is a fault-line in his head and an
earthquake going on behind his eyes and you're dying in it oh Daddy!

Fdling, twiding, turning in the middle of limbo, in the middle of a andl like a purple coud,
Jack Sawyer, John Benjamin Sawyer, Jacky, Jacky

— was siX when it started to happen, and who blew that sax Daddy? Who blew it when | was
six, when Jacky was six, when Jacky —



CHAPTER 11

The Death of Jerry Bledsoe

1

was six . . . when it redly sarted, Daddy, when the engines that eventudly pulled him to Oatley
and beyond began to chug away. There had been loud saxophone music. Sx. Jacky was six. At
fird his atention had been entirdy on the toy his faher had given him, a scde modd of a
London taxi — the toy car was heavy as a brick, and on the snooth wooden floors of the new
office a good push sent it rumbling straight across the room. Late afternoon, firs grade dl the
way on the other sde of August, a neat new car that rolled like a tank on the strip of bare wood
behind the couch, a contented, rdaxed feding in the ar-conditioned office . . . ho more work to
do, no more phone cdls that couldnt wait until the next day. Jack pushed the heavy toy taxi
down the gtrip of bare wood, barely able to hear the rumbling of the solid rubber tires under the
soloing of a saxophone. The black car struck one of the legs of the couch, spun sideways, and
stopped. Jack crawled down and Uncle Morgan had parked himsdf in one of the chairs on the
other sde of the couch. Each man nursed a drink; soon they would put down their glasses, switch
off the turntable and the amplifier, and go downgtairsto their cars.

when we were all six and nobody was anything else and it was California

'Who's playing that sax? he heard Uncle Morgan ask, and, haf in a reverie, heard that familiar
voice in a new way: something whispery and hidden in Morgan Soat's voice coiled into Jacky's
ear. He touched the top of the toy taxi and his fingers were as cold as if it were of ice, not
English ged.

That's Dexter Gordon, 5 who thet is' his father answered. His voice was as lazy and friendly
asit dwayswas, and Jack dipped his hand around the heavy taxi.

‘Good record.'

'‘Daddy Plays the Horn. Itisanice old record, isn't it?

Tll have to look for it' And then Jack thought he knew what that Strangeness in Uncle
Morgan's voice was dl aout — Uncle Morgan didnt redly like jazz at dl, he just pretended to
in front of Jack's father. Jack had known this fact about Morgan Sloat for most of his childhood,
and he thought it was slly that his father couldnt see it too. Uncle Morgan was never going to
look for a record caled Daddy Plays the Horn, he was jugt flatering Phil Sawyer — and maybe
the reason Phil Sawyer didn't see it was that like everyone ese he never pad quite enough
attention to Morgan Sloat. Uncle Morgan, smart and ambitious (‘'smart as a wolverine, sneeky as
a courthouse lawyer,' Lily sad), good old Uncle Morgan deflected observation — your eye just
sort of naturdly did off him. When he was a kid, Jacky would have bet, his teachers would have
had trouble even remembering his name.

'Imagine what this guy would be like over there! Uncle Morgan sad, for once fully claming
Jack's atention. That fdgty 4ill played through his voice, but it was not Soat's hypocrisy that
jerked up Jacky's head and tightened his fingers on his heavy toy — the words over there had
sdled draght into his bran and now were gonging like chimes. Because over there was the
country of Jack's Daydreams. He had known that immediatdly. His father and Uncle Morgan had
forgotten that he was behind the couch, and they were going to talk about the Daydreams.



His father knew about the Daydreamcountry. Jack could never have mentioned the
Daydreams to ether his father or his mother, but his father knew about the Daydreams because
he had to — sample as that. And the next step, fdt dong Jack's emotions more than conscioudy
expressed, was that his dad hel ped keep the Daydreams safe.

But for some reason, equdly difficult to trandate from emotion into language, the conjunction
of Morgan Soat and the Daydreams made the boy unessy.

'Hey? Uncle Morgan said. This guy would redly turn em around, wouldnt he? They'd
probably make him Duke of the Blasted Lands, or something.’

'Well, probably not that,' Phil Sawyer said. 'Not if they liked him as much aswe do.’

But Uncle Morgan doesn't like him, Dad, Jacky thought, suddenly clear that this was
important. He doesn't like him at all, not really, he thinks that music is too loud, he thinks it takes
something from him

'Oh, you know a lot more about it than | do,” Uncle Morgan said in a voice that sounded easy
and relaxed.

'Well, I've been there more often. But you're doing a good job of catching up.' Jcky heard that
his fether was smiling.

'Oh, I've learned a few things, Phil. But redly, you know — I'll never get over being grateful
to you for showing dl that to me' The two syllables of grateful filled with smoke and the sound
of bresking glass.

But dl of these little warnings could not do more than dent Jack's intense, amost blissful
satidfaction. They were taking about the Daydreams. It was magicd, that such a thing was
possible. What they sad was beyond him, their terms and vocabulary were too adult, but six-
year-old Jack experienced again the wonder and joy of the Daydreams, and was a least old
enough to understand the direction of their conversation. The Daydreams were red, and Jacky
somehow shared them with hisfather. That was half hisjoy.
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'Let me just get some things straight, Uncle Morgan said, and Jacky saw the word straight as a
par of lines knotting around each other like snekes They have magic like we have physcs,
right? We're talking about an agrarian monarchy, usng magic instead of science:’

'Sure," Phil Sawyer said.

'‘And presumably they've gone on like that for centuries. Ther lives have never changed very
much.’

'Except for palitical upheavds, that's right."

Then Uncle Morgan's voice tightened, and the excitement he tried to conced cracked little
whips within his consonants. 'Well, forget about the political suff. Suppose we think about us
for a change. Youll say — and I'd agree with you, Phil — that weve done pretty well out of the
Territories dready, and that wed have to be careful aout how we introduce changes there. |
have no problems at dl with that pogtion. | fed the same way mysdf.

Jacky could fed hisfather's slence.

'‘Okay,” Sloat continued. 'Let's go with the concept that, within a dtuaion bascdly
advantageous to ourselves, we can spread the benefits around to anybody on our sde. We don't
sacrifice the advantage, but we're not greedy about the bounty it brings. We owe these people,
Phil. Look what they've dore for us | think we could put oursdves into a redly synergisic



gtuation over there. Our energy can feed their energy and come up with stuff weve never even
thought of, Phil. And we end up looking generous, which we are — but which aso doesn't hurt
us' He would be frowning forward, the palms of his hands pressed together. 'Of course | don't
have a totd window on this Stuation, you know that, but | think the synergy aone is worth the
price of admisson, to tdl you the truth. But Phil — can you imagine how much fucking dout
weld swing if we gave them dectricity? If we got modern wegpons to the right guys over there?
Do you have any idea? | think itd be avesome. Awesome' The damp, squashy sound of his
clapping hands. 'l don't want to catch you unprepared or anything, but | thought it might be time
for usto think along those lines— to think, Territories-wise, about increasing our involvement.’

Phil Sawyer dill sad nothing. Uncle Morgan dapped his hands together again. Findly Phil
Sawyer said, in anoncommittal voice, 'Y ou want to think about increasing our involvement.'

I think it's the way to go. And | can give you chapter and verse, Phil, but | shouldnt have to.
You can probably remember as well | can what it was like before we started going there together.
Hey, maybe we could have made it dl on our own, and maybe we would have, but as for me, I'm
grateful not to be representing a couple of broken-down drippers and Little Timmy Tiptoe
anymore.’

'Hold on," Jack's father said.

‘Airplanes,’ Uncle Morgan said. Think airplanes!’

'Hold on, hold on there, Morgan, | have alot of ideas that apparently have yet to occur to you.'

'I'm dways ready for new ideas, Morgan said, and his voice was smoky again.

'‘Okay. | think we have to be careful about what we do over there, partner. | think anything
magor — any red changes we bring about — just might turn around and bite our asses back here.
Everything has consequences, and some of those consequences might be on the uncomfortable
sde!

'Likewhat? Uncle Morgan asked.

‘Likewar.'

"That's nuts, Phil. Weve never seen anything . . . unless you mean Bledsoe. . .’

'l do mean Bledsoe. Was that a coincidence?

Bledsoe? Jack wondered. He had heard the name before; but it was vague.

'Wdll, that's along way from war, to put it mildly, and I don't concede the connection anyhow.’

‘All right. Do you remember hearing about how a Stranger assassinated the old King over
there— along time ago? Y ou ever hear about that?

'Y egh, | suppose,’ Uncle Morgan said, and Jack heard again the falsenessin his voice.

His father's chair squeaked — he was taking his feet off his desk, leaning forward. The
assassindion touched off a minor war over there. The followers of the old King had to put down
a rebdlion led by a couple of disgruntled nobles. These guys saw their chance to take over and
run things — seize lands, impound property, throw their enemiesin jail, make themselvesrich.'

'Hey, be fair,’ Morgan broke in. 'l heard about this stuff, too. They dso wanted to bring some
kind of politica order to a crazy inefficient sysem — sometimes you have to be tough, sarting
out. | can seethat.’

'And it's not for us to make judgments about their politics, | agree. But here's my point. That
litle war over there lasted about three weeks. When it was over, maybe a hundred people had
been killed. Fewer, probably. Did anyone ever tell you when that war began? What year it was?
What day?

'No," Uncle Morgan muttered in asulky voice.



It was the first of September, 1939. Over here, it was the day Germany invaded Poland.' His
father stopped taking, and Jacky, clutching his black toy taxi behind the couch, yawned slently
but hugdly.

‘That's screwball,” Unde Morgan findly sad. 'Their war started ours? Do you redly bdieve
that?

'l do believe that,’ Jack's father said. 'l believe a three-week squabble over there in some way
gparked off awar here that lasted six years and killed millions of people. Yes!

'Wdl ... " Uncle Morgan said, and Jack could see him beginning to huff and blow.

Theré's more. I've taked to lots of people over there about this, and the feding | get is that the
stranger who assassinated the King was a real Stranger, if you see what | mean. Those who saw
him got the feding that he was uncomfortable with Territories clothes. He acted like he was
unsure of local customs — he didn't understand the money right away.'

'Ah.’

'Yes. If they hadn't torn him to peces right after he stuck a knife into the King, we could be
sure about this, but I'm sure anyhow that hewas— '

‘Likeus!

‘Like us. That's right. A vigtor. Morgan, | don't think we can mess around too much over
there. Because we smply don't know what the effects will be. To tell you the truth, | think were
affected dl the time by things that go on in the Teritories And should | tdl you another crazy
thing?

'Why not? Sloat answered.

"That's not the only other world out there!

‘Bullshit,’ Soat sad.

'l mean it. I've had the feding, once or twice when | was there, that | was near to somewhere
€lse — the Territories Territories!

Yes, Jack thought, that's right, it has to be, the Daydreams Daydreams, someplace even more
beautiful, and on the other side of that is the Daydreams Daydreams Daydreams, and on the
other side of that is another place, another world nicer still He redized for the firg time that he
had become very deepy.

The Daydreams Daydreams

And then he was dmogt immediately adeep, the heavy little taxi in his lap, his whole body
smultaneoudy weighty with deep, anchored to the srip of wooden floor, and so blissfully light.

The conversation must have continued — there must have been much that Jacky missed. He
rose and fel, heavy and light, through the second whole sde of Daddy Plays the Horn, and
during that time Morgan Soat must a fird have argued — gently, but with what squeezings of
his fiss, what contortions of his forehead! — for his plan; then he must have dlowed himsdf to
seem persuadable, then finaly persuaded by his partner's doubts. At the end of this conversation,
which returned to the twelve-year-old Jacky Sawyer in the dangerous borderland between
Oatley, New York, and a namdess Teritories village, Morgan Soat had dlowed himsdf to
seem not only persuaded but postively grateful for the lessons. When Jack woke up, the first
thing he heard was his father asking, 'Hey, did Jack disgppear or something? and the second



thing was Uncle Morgan saying, 'Hell, 1 guess youre right, Phil. You have a way of seeing right
to the heart of things, you're great the way you do that.’

'Where the hell is Jack? his father said, and Jack sirred behind the couch, redly waking up
now. The black taxi thudded to the floor.

'Aha,’ Uncle Morgan said. 'Little pitchers and big ears, peut-étre?'

'You behind there, kiddo? his father said. Noises of chairs pushing back across the wooden
floor, of men standing up.

He sad, 'Oooh, and dowly lifted the taxi back into his lgp. His legs fdt 4iff and
uncomfortable — when he stood, they would tingle.

His father laughed. Footsteps came toward him. Morgan Sloat's red, puffy face appeared over
the top of the couch. Jack yawned and pushed his knees into the back of the couch. His father's
face gppeared besde Soat's. His father was amiling. For a moment, both of those grown-up adult
male heads seemed to be floating over the top of the couch. ‘Let's move on home, deepyhead,
his father said. When the boy looked into Uncle Morgan's face, he saw cdculation snk into his
skin, dide underneath his jolly-fat-man's cheeks like a snake beneath a rock. He looked like
Richard Soat's daddy agan, like good old Uncle Morgan who aways gave spectacular
Chrigmas and birthday presents, like good old sweaty Uncle Morgan, so easy not to notice. But
what had he looked like before? Like a human earthquake, like a man crumbling apart over the
fault-line behind his eyes, like something all wound up and waiting to explode

'How about a little ice cream on the way home, Jack? Uncle Morgan said to him. "That sound
good to you?

'Uh," Jack said.

'Y egh, we can stop off at that place in the lobby," his father said.

Yummy-yunmy-yum,” Uncle Morgan said. 'Now were redly taking about synergy, and
smiled at Jack once more.

This hgppened when he was gx, and in the midg of his weightless tumble through limbo, it
happened again — the horrible purple taste of Speedy's juice backed up into his mouth, into the
passages behind his nose, and dl of that languid afternoon of sx years before replayed itself out
in his mind. He saw it just as if the magic juice brought tota recdl, and so speedily that he lived
through that afternoon in the same few seconds which told him tha this time the magic juice
redly was going to make him vomit.

Uncle Morgan's eyes smoking, and indde Jack, a question smoking too, demanding to findly
comeout . . .

Who played

What changes what changes

Who plays those changes, daddy?

Who
killed Jerry Bledsoe? The magic juice forced itsdf into the boy's mouth, stinging threads of it
nauseatingly trickled into his nose, and just as Jack fdt loose earth beneath his hands he gave up
and vomited rather than drown. What killed Jerry Bledsoe? Foul purple stuff shot from Jack's
mouth, choking him, and he blindly pushed himsdf backward — his feet and legs snagged in tdl
diff weeds. Jack pushed himsdf up on his hands and knees and waited, patient as a mule, his
mouth drooping open, for the second atack. His ssomach clenched, and he did not have time to
groan before more of the stinking juice burned up through his chest and throat and spattered out
of his mouth. Ropey pink drings of sdiva hung from his lips, and Jack feebly brushed them



away. He wiped his hand on his pants. Jarry Bledsoe, yes. Jerry — who'd dways had his name
spelled out on his shirt, like a gas-dtation attendant. Jerry, who had died when — The boy shook
his head and wiped his hands across his mouth again. He spa into a nest of sawtoothed wild
grass sprouting like a giant's corsage out of the gray-brown earth. Some dim animd indinct he
did not undersand made him push loose earth over the pinkish pool of vomit. Another reflex
meade him brush the pams of his hands againg his trousers. Findlly he looked up.

He was knedling, in the lagt of the evening light, on the edge of a dirt lane. No horrible Elroy-
thing pursued him — he had known that immediaidy. Dogs penned in a wooden, cage-like
enclosure barked and snarled a him, thrusting their snouts through the cracks of their jal. On the
other sde of the fenced-in dogs was a rambling wooden dructure and from here too doggy
noises rose up into the immense sky. These were unmigtakably similar to the noises Jack had just
been hearing from the other dde of a wdl in the Oatley Tap: the sounds of drunken men
bellowing a each other. A bar — here it would be an inn or a public house, Jack imagined. Now
that he was no longer sickened by Speedy's juice, he could smell the pervasive, yeasty odors of
malt and hops. He could not let the men from the inn discover him.

For a moment he imagined himsdf running from dl those dogs yipping and growling through
the cracks in their enclosure, and then he stood up. The sky seemed to tilt over his head, to
darken. And back home, in his world, wha was hgppening? A nice little disaster in the middle of
Odtley? Maybe a nice little flood, a sweet little fire? Jack dipped quietly backward away from
the inn, then began to move sdeways through the tal grass. Perhgps sixty yards away, thick
candles burned in the windows of the only other building he could see. From somewhere not far
off to his right drifted the odor of pigs When Jack had gone hdf the distance between the inn
and the house, the dogs ceased growling and sngpping, and he dowly began waking forward
toward the Western Road. The night was dark and moonless.

Jerry Bledsoe.
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There were other houses, though Jack did not see them until he was nearly before them. Except
for the noisy drinkers behind him a the inn, here in the country Territories people went to bed
when the sun did. No candles burned in these smdl sguare windows. Themselves squarish and
dark, the houses on either side of he Western Road sat in a puzzling isolation — something was
wrong, as in a visud game from a child's magazine, but Jack could not identify it. Nothing hung
upside-down, nothing burned, nothing seemed extravagantly out of place. Most of the houses had
thick fuzzy roofs which resembled haystacks with crewcuts, but Jack assumed that these were
thatch — he had heard of it, but never seen it before. Morgan, he thought with a sudden thrill of
panic, Morgan of Orris, and saw the two of them, the man with long har and a built-up boot and
his father's sweaty workaholic partner, for a moment jumbled up together — Morgan Sloat with
pirates har and a hitch in his wak. But Morgan — this world's Morgan — was not what was
Wrong with This Ficture.

Jack was just now passing a short squat one-gory building like an inflated rabbit hutch, crazily
hdf-timbered with wide black wooden X's. A fuzzy crewcut thatch capped this building too. If
he were waking out of Oatley — or even running out of Oatley, to be closer to the truth — what
would he expect to see in the single dark window of this hutch for giant rabbits? He knew: the
dancing glimmer of a tdlevison screen. But of course Territories houses did not have televison



sets ingde them, and the absence of that colorful glimmer was not what had puzzled him. It was
something else, something sO much an agpect of any grouping of houses dong a road that its
absence left a hole in the landscape. You noticed the hole even if you could not quite identify
what was absent.

Teevison, tdevison sas . . . Jack continued pagt the haf-timbered little building and saw
ahead of him, its front door st only inches back from the verge of the road, another gnomishly
smal dwelling. This one seemed to have a sod, not a thatched, 10of, and Jack smiled to himsdlf
— this tiny village had reminded him of Hobbiton. Would a Hobbit cable-stringer pull up here
and say to the lady of the . . . shack? doghouse? . . . anyhow, would he say, 'Maam, were
inddling cable in your area, and for a smdl monthly fee — hitch you up right now — you get
fifteen new channds, you get Midnight Blue, you get the dl-sports and al-weather channels, you
get..."?

And that, he suddenly redlized, was it. In front of these houses were no poles. No wiring! No
TV antennas complicated the sky, no tall wooden poles marched the length of the Western Road,
because in the Territories there was no dectricity. Which was why he had not permitted himself
to identify the absent edement. Jerry Bledsoe had been, a least part of the time, Sawyer & Soat's
electrician and handyman.

5

When his father and Morgan Sloat used that name, Bledsoe, he thought he had never heard it
before — though, having remembered it, he must have heard the handyman's last name once or
twice. But Jary Bledsoe was dmost dways just Jerry, as it sad above the pocket on his
workshirt. ‘Cant Jary do something about the air-conditioning? 'Get Jarry to oil the hinges on
that door, will you? The squesks are driving me batshit.” And Jerry would appear, his work-
clothes dean and pressed, his thinning rust-red hair combed flat, his glasses round and earnes,
and quietly fix whatever was wrong. There was a Mrs. Jerry, who kept the creases sharp and
cdean in the tan workpants, and severd smdl Jerryss whom Sawyer & Soat invariably
remembered a Chrismas. Jack had been smdl enough to associate the name Jerry with Tom
Cat's eternad adversary, and s0 imagined that the handyman and Mrs. Jarry and the little Jerrys
lived in agiant mouse-hole, accessible by a curved arch cut into a baseboard.

But who had killed Jerry Bledsoe? His father and Morgan Soat, dways so sweet to the
Bledsoe children a Chrismas-time?

Jack stepped forward into the darkness of the Western Road, wishing that he had forgotten
completely about Sawyer & Soat's handyman, that he had fdlen adeep as soon as he had
crawled behind the couch. Sleep was what he wanted now — wanted it far more than the
uncomfortable thoughts which that Sx-years-dead conversation had aroused in him. Jack
promised himsdf that as soon as he was sure he was at least a couple of miles past the last house,
he would find someplace to deep. A fidd would do, even a ditch. His legs did not want to move
anymore; al his muscles, even his bones, seemed twice their weight.

It had been just after one of those times when Jack had wandered into some enclosed place
after his father and found that Phil Sawyer had somehow contrived a disappearance. Later, his
faher would manage to vanish from his bedroom, from the dining room, from the conference
room & Sawyer & Soa. On this occason he executed his mystifying trick in the garage beside
the house on Rodeo Drive.



Jack, sitting unobserved on the little knob of raised land which was the closest thing to a hill
offered by this section of Beverly Hills, saw his father leave ther house by the front door, cross
the lawvn while digging in his pockets for money or keys and let himsdf into the garage by the
sde door. The white door on the right side should have swung up seconds later; but it remained
stubbornly closed. Then Jack redlized that his father's car was where it had been dl this Saturday
morning, parked at the curb directly in front of the house. Lily's car was gone — shed plugged a
cigarette into her mouth and announced that she was taking hersdf off to a screening of Dirt
Track, the latest film by the director of Death's Darling, and nobody by God had better try to
stop her — and s0 the garage was empty. For minutes, Jack waited for something to happen.
Nether the sde door nor the big front doors opened. Eventudly Jack did down off the grassy
elevation, went to the garage, and let himsdf in. The wide familiar space was entirdy empty.
Dark oil gains patterned the gray cement floor. Tools hung from Slver hooks set into the wals.
Jack grunted in astonishment, cdled out, 'Dad? and looked a everything again, just to make
sure. This time he saw a cricket hop toward the shadowy protection of a wall, and for a second
almost could have believed that magic was red and some mdign wizard had happened dong and
. . . the cricket reached the wall and dipped into an invisble crack. No, his father had not been
turned into a cricket. Of course he had not. 'Hey,' the boy sad — to himsdf it seemed. He
walked backward to the sde door and left the garage. Sunlight fell on the lush, springy lawns of
Rodeo Drive. He would have caled someone, but whom? The police? My daddy walked into the
garage and | couldn't find himin there and now I'm scared

Two hours later Phil Sawyer came waking up from the Beverly Wilshire end of the street. He
carried his jacket over his shoulder, had pulled down the knot of his tie — to Jack, he looked like
aman returning from ajourney around the world.

Jack jumped down from his anxious eevation and tore toward his father. "You sure cover the
ground,” his faher sad, amiling, and Jack flattened himsdf againg his legs. ‘I thought you were
taking anap, Travelling Jack.'

They heard the telephone ringing as they came up the wak, and some indinct — perhaps the
inginct to keep his father dose — made Jacky pray that it had aready rung a dozen times, that
whoever was caling would hang up before they reached the front door. His father ruffled the
hair on his crown, put his big warm hand on the back of his neck, then pulled open the door and
made it to the phone in five long drides. 'Yes, Morgan, Jacky heard his father say. 'Oh? Bad
news? Youd better tell me, yes' After a long moment of slence in which te boy could hear the
tinny, rasping sound of Morgan Soat's voice seding through the telephone wires: 'Oh, Jarry. My
God. Poor Jerry. I'll be right over. Then his father looked dtraight a him, not smiling, not
winking, not doing anything but taking him in. 'I'l come over, Morgan. I'll have to bring Jack,
but he can wait in the car.' Jack felt his muscles reax, and was 0 relieved that he did not ask
why he had to wait in the car, as he would have a any other time.

Phil drove up Rodeo Drive to the Beverly Hills Hotd, turned left onto Sunset, and pointed the
car toward the office building. He said nothing.

His father zipped through the oncoming traffic and swung the car into the parking lot beside
the office building. Already in the lot were tvo police cars, a fire truck, Uncle Morgan's pocket-
gze white Mercedes convertible, the rusted old Ply-mouth two-door that had been the
handyman's car. Just ingde the entrance Uncle Morgan was taking to a policeman, who shook
his head dowly, dowly, in evident sympathy. Morgan

Soat's right am squeezed the shoulders of a dim young woman in a dress too large for her
who had twisted her face into his chest. Mrs. Jerry, Jack knew, seeing that most of her face was



obscured by a white handkerchief she had pressed to her eyes. A behatted, raincoated fireman
pushed a mess of twisted metd and plastic, ashes and broken glass into a disorderly hesp far past
them down the hdl. Phil said, 'Just gt here for a minute or two, okay, Jacky? and sprinted
toward the entrance. A young Chinese woman sat talking to a policeman on a concrete abutment
at the end of the parking lot. Before her lay a crumpled object it took Jack a moment to recognize
as abike. When Jack inhaled, he smelled bitter smoke.

Twenty minutes later, both his father and Uncle Morgan left the building. Still gripping Mrs.
Jerry, Uncle Morgan waved goodbye to the Sawyers. He led the woman around to the passenger
door of his tiny car. Jack's father twirled his own car out of the lot and back into the traffic on
Sunset.

'Is Jerry hurt? Jack asked.

'Some kind of fresk accident,’ his father said. 'Electricity — the whole building couldve gone
up in smoke.'

'Is Jerry hurt? Jack repeated.

'Poor son of a bitch got hurt so bad he's dead,’ said hisfather.

Jack and Richard Soat needed two months to redly put the sory together out of the
conversations they overheard. Jack's mother and Richard's housekeeper supplied other details —
the housekeeper, the goriest.

Jarry Bledsoe had come in on a Saturday to try to iron out some of the kinks in the building's
security system. If he tampered with the ddicate system on a weekday, he was sure to confuse or
irritate the tenants with the Klaxon darm whenever he accidentdly set it off. The security sysem
was wired into the building's main dectricd board, set behind two large removable wanut
pands on the ground floor. Jerry had set down his tools and lifted off the panels, having adready
seen that the lot was empty and nobody would jump out of his skin when the darm went off.
Then he went downgairs to the telephone in his basement cubicle and told the locd precinct
house to ignore any sgnds from the Sawyer & Soat address until his next telephone cal. When
he went back updairs to tackle the mares nest of wires coming into the board from al the
contact points, a twenty-three-year-old woman named Lorette Chang was just riding her bicycle
into the building's lot — she was didributing a lesflet advertisng a restaurant which was due to
open down the street in fifteen days.

Miss Chang later told the police that she looked through the glass front door and saw a
workman enter the hdl from the basement. Just before the workman picked up his screwdriver
and touched the wiring panel, she fdt the parking lot wobble benesth her feet. It was, she
assumed, a mini-earthquake: a lifdong resdent of Los Angeles, Lorette Chang was untroubled
by any saismic event that did not actualy knock anything down. She saw Jarry Bledsoe st his
feet (0 he fdt it, too, though no one ese did), shake his head, then gently insert the tip of the
screwdriver into a hive of wires.

And then the entry and downdairs corridor of the Sawyer & Soat building turned into a
holocaust.

The entire wiring pane turned indantly to a solid rectangular body of flame bluishydlow
arcs of what looked like lightning shot out and encased the workman. Electronic horns bawled
and bawled: KA-WHAAAAM! KA-WHAAAM! A bdl of fire ax feet high fdl right out of the
wall, dammed the already dead Jarry Bledsoe aside, and rolled down the corridor toward the
lobby. The transparent front door blew into flying glass and smoking, twisted pieces of frame.
Lorette Chang dropped her bike and sprinted toward the pay telephone across the street. As she
told the fire department the building's address and noticed that her bicycle had been twisted



neetly in haf by whatever force had burst through the door, Jerry Bled-so€'s roasted corpse till
swayed upright back and forth before the devastated pand. Thousands of volts poured through
his body, twitching it with regular surges, snapping it back and forth in a seedy pulse. All the
handyman's body hair and most of his clothes had fried off, and his skin had become a cooked
blotchy gray. His eyeglasses, a solidifying lump of brown plagtic, covered his nose like a
poultice.

Jerry Bledsoe. Who plays those changes, daddy? Jack made his feet move until he had gone hdf
an hour without seeing another of the little thatched cottages. Unfamiliar dars in unfamiliar
patternslay al over the sky above him — messages in alanguage he could not read.



CHAPTER 12

Jack Goes to the Market

1

He dept that night in a sweetly fragrant Territories haystack, firs burrowing his way in and then
turning around 0 the fresh ar could reach him dong the tunnd he had made. He lisgened
agoprenensvely for smdl scuttering sounds — he had heard or reed somewhere that fieddmice
were greast haystack fans. If they were in this one, then a great big mouse named Jack Sawyer
had scared them into slence. He rdlaxed little by little, his left hand tracing the shape of Speedy's
bottle — he had plugged the top with a piece of springy moss from a smal stream where he had
stopped to drink. He supposed it was entirely possble that some of the moss would fdl into the
bottle, or dready had. What a pity, it would spoil the piquant flavor and the delicate bouquet.

As he lay in here, warm at lagt, heavily deepy, the feding he was most aware of was reief . . .
as if there had been a dozen ten-pound weights strgpped to his back and some kind soul had
undone the buckles and dlowed them to fdl to the ground. He was in the Territories again, the
place which such charming folks as Morgan of Orris; Osmond the Bullwhipper, and Elroy the
Amazing Goat-Man dl caled home, the Territories, where anything could happen.

But the Territories could be good, too. He remembered that from his earliest childhood, when
everyone had lived in Cdifornia and no one had lived anyplace else. The Teritories could be
good, and it seemed he fet that goodness around him now, as camly, inarguably sweet as the
smd| of the haystack, as clear asthe smdll of the Territories air.

Does a fly or a ladybug fed rdief if an unexpected gust of wind comes dong and tilts the
pitcher plant just enough to dlow the drowning insect to fly out? Jack didn't know . . . but he
knew that he was out of Oatley, away from Fair Weather Clubs and old men who wept over their
stolen shopping carts, away from he smdl of beer and the smdl of puke . . . most important of
al, hewas away from Smokey Updike and the Oatley Tap.

He thought he might travel in the Territories for awhile, after dl.

And so thinking, fell adeep.

2

He had waked two, perhaps three miles dong the Wesdern Road the following morning,
enjoying the sunshine and the good, earthy smdl of fidds dmost ready for the harvests of
summer's end, when a cart pulled over and a whiskery farmer in what looked like a toga with
rough breeches under it pulled up and shouted:

'Are you for market-town, boy?

Jack gaped a him, hdf in a panic, redizing that the man was not spesking English — never

mind 'prithee or 'Dost thou go cross-gartered, varlet, it wasn't English at all.

There was a woman in a voluminous dress dtting besde the whiskery farmer; she held a boy
of perhaps three on her lap. She smiled pleasantly enough at Jack and rolled her eyes a her
hushand. 'He's a smpleton, Henry.!



They're not speaking English . .. but whatever it is they're speaking, | understand it. I'm
actually thinking in that language . . . and that's not all —I'm seeing in it, or with it, or whatever
itis| mean.

Jack redlized he had been doing it the last time he had been in the Territories, too — only then
he had been too confused to redize it; things had moved too fast, and everything had seemed
dtrange.

The farmer leaned forward. He smiled, showing teeth which were absolutely horrid. "Are you a
sampleton, laddie? he asked, not unkindly.

'No," he said, smiling back as best he could, aware that he had not said no but some Territories
word which meant no — when he had flipped, he had changed his speech and his way of
thinking (his way of imaging, anyway — he did not have that word in his vocabulary, but
understood what he meant just the same), just as he had changed his clothes. 'I'm not smple. It's
just that my mother told me to be careful of people | might meet dong the road.” Now the
farmer's wife amiled.

'Y our mother was right,’ she said. 'Are you for the market?

'Yes,' Jack said. 'That is, I'm headed up the road — west.'

'Climb up in the back, then, Henry the farmer said. 'Daylight's wadting. | want to sal what |
have if 1 can and be home again before sunset. Corn's poor but it's the last of the season. Lucky
to have corn in ninemonth at al. Someone may buy it

Thank you," Jack said, climbing into the back of the low wagon. Here, dozens of corn ears
were bound with rough hanks of rope and stacked like cordwood. If the corn was poor, then Jack
could not imagine what would conditute good corn over here — they were the biggest ears he
had ever seen in his life. There were dso smdl sacks of sguashes and gourds and things that
looked like pumpkins — but they were reddish instead of orange. Jack didn't know what they
were, but he suspected they would taste wonderful. His stomach rumbled busly. Since going on
the road, he had discovered what hunger was — not as a passng acquaintance, something you
fdt dimly after school and which could be assuaged with a few cookies and a glass of milk
souped up with Nestlé's Quik, but as an intimate friend, one that sometimes moved away to a
distance but who rarely Ieft entirely.

He was gtting with his back to the front of the wagon, his sandd-clad feet dangling down,
dmog touching the hard-packed dirt of the Western Road. There was a lot of traffic this
morning, most of it bound for the market, Jack assumed. Every now and then Henry bawled a
greeting to someone he knew.

Jack was dill wondering how those gpple-colored pumpkins might taste — and just where his
next med was going to come from, anyway — when smdl hands twined in his har and gave a
brisk tug — brisk enough to make his eyes water.

Heturned and saw the three-year-old standing there in his bare feet, a big grin on his face and
afew drands of Jack's hair in each of his hands.

‘Jason!" his mother cried — but it was, in its way, an indulgent cry (Did you see the way he
pulled that hair? My, isn't he strong!) — "Jason, that's not nice!'

Jason grinned, unabashed. It was a big, dopey, sunshiney grin, as sweet in its way as the smdll
of the haystack in which Jack had spent the night. He couldn't help returning it . . . and while
there had been no politics of cdculation in his returning grin, he saw he had made a friend of
Henry's wife.

'Sit,' Jason sad, swaying back and forth with the unconscious movement of a veteran salor.
He was il grinning at Jack.



‘Huh?

Y ap.

'I'm not getting you, Jeson.’

'Sit-yap.'

I'mnot —"

And then Jason, who was husky for athree-year-old, plopped into Jack's lap, till grinning.

St-yap, oh yeah, | get it, Jack thought, feding the dull ache from his testicles soreading up
into the pit of his tomach.

‘Jason bad!" his mother cdled back in tha same indulgent, but-isn't-he-cute voice . . . and
Jason, who knew who ruled the roost, grinned his dopey, sweetly charming grin.

Jack redlized that Jason was wet. Very, extremely, indubitably wet.

Welcome back to the Territories, Jack-O.

And gtting there with the child in his ams and warm wetness dowly sosking through his
clothes, Jack began to laugh, his face turned up to the blue, blue sky.
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A few minutes later Henry's wife worked her way to where Jack was dtting with the child on his
lap and took Jason back.

'‘Oooh, wet, bad baby," she said in her indulgent voice. Doesn't my Jason wet big! Jack thought,
and laughed again. That made Jason laugh, and Mrs. Herry laughed with them.

As she changed Jason, she asked Jack a number of questions — ones he had heard often
enough in his own world. But here he would have to be careful. He was a dranger, and there
might be hidden trgpdoors. He heard his father telling Morgan, . . . a red Stranger, if you see
what | mean.

Jack sensed that the woman's husband was listening closdy. He answered her questions with a
careful variation of the Story — not the one he told when he was applying for a job but the one
he told when someone who had picked him up thumbing got curious.

He sad he had come from the village of All-Hands — Jason's mother had a vague
recollection of hearing of the place, but that was al. Had he redly come so far? she wanted to
know. Jack told her that he had. And where was he going? He told her (and the slently listening
Henry) that he was bound for the village of Cdifornia That one she had not heard of, even
vagudly, in such sories as the occasona peddler told. Jack was not exactly very surprised . . .
but he was grateful that neither of them exclamed 'Cdifornia? Whoever heard of a village
named Cdifornia? Who are you trying to shuck and jive, boy? In the Territories there had to be
lots of places — whole areas as wdl as villages — of which people who lived in ther own little
aress had never heard. No power poles. No éectricity. No movies. No cable TV to tell them how
wonderful things were in Mdibu or Sarasota. No Territories verson of Ma Bell, advertisng that
a three-minute cdl to the Outpodts after five p.m. cost only $5.83, plus tax, rates may be higher
on God-Pounders Eve and some other holidays. They live in a mystery, he thought. When you
live in a mystery, you don't question a village simply because you never heard of it. California
doesn't sound any wilder than a place named All-Hands.

Nor did they question. He told them that his father had died the year before, and that his
mother was quite ill (he thought of adding that the Queen's repossesson men had come in the
middle of the night and taken away their donkey, grinned, and decided that maybe he ought to



leave that part out). His mother had given him what money she could (except the word that came
out in the drange language wasn't redly money — it was something ke sticks) and had sent him
off to the village of Cdifornia, to stay with his Aunt Helen.

‘These are hard times," Mrs. Henry said, holding Jason, now changed, more closdly to her.

‘All-Hands is near the summer pdace, isnt it, boy? It was the firg time Henry had spoken
snce inviting Jack aboard.

'Yes' Jack said. That is, fairly near. | mean—'

'Y ou never said what your father died of '

Now he had turned his head. His gaze was narrow and assessing, the former kindness gone; it
hed been blown out of his eyeslike candle-flamesin awind. Y es, there were trap-doors here.

'Was heill? Mrs. Henry asked. 'So much illness these days — pox, plague — hard times.. . .

For a wild moment Jack thought of saying, No, he wasn't ill, Mrs. Henry. He took a lot of
volts, my dad. You see he went off one Saturday to do some work, and he left Mrs. Jerry and all
the little Jerrys — including me — back at home. This was when we all lived in a hole in the
baseboard and nobody lived anywhere else, you see. And do you know what? He stuck his
screwdriver into a bunch of wires and Mrs. Feeny, she works over at Richard Soat's house, she
heard Uncle Morgan talking on the phone and he said the electricity came out, all of the
electricity, and it cooked him, it cooked him so bad that his glasses melted all over his nose, only
you don't know about glasses because you don't have them here. No glasses . . . no electricity . . .
no Midnight Blue. . . no airplanes. Don't end up like Mrs. Jerry, Mrs. Henry. Don't —

‘Never mind was heill," the whiskered farmer said. "Was he political ?

Jack looked at him. His mouth was working but no sounds came out. He didn't know what to
say. There were too many trapdoors.

Henry nodded, as if he had answered. 'Jump down, laddie. Market's just over the next rise. |
reckon you can ankle it from here, can't you?

"Yes,' Jack said. 'l reckon | can.'

Mrs. Henry looked confused . . . but she was now holding Jason away from Jack, as if he
might have some contagious disease.

The farmer, dill looking back over his shoulder, smiled a bit ruefully. 'I'm sorry. You seem a
nice enough lad, but were smple people here — whatever's going on back yonder by the sea is
something for great lords to sdtle. Either the Queen will die or she won't . . . and of course,
someday she must. God pounds dl His nalls sooner or later. And what happens to little people
when they meddle into the affairs of the great is that they get hurt.’

'My father —*

'l don't want to know about your father!" Henry said sharply. His wife scrambled away from
Jack, Hill holding Jason to her bosom. ‘Good man or bad, | don't know and | don't want to know
— dl | know is that he's a dead man, | dont think you lied about that, and that hs son has been
degping rough and has dl the smel of being on the dodge. The son doesn't tdk as if he comes
from any of these parts. So climb down. I've a son of my own, asyou see'’

Jack got down, sorry for the fear in the young woman's face — fear he had put there. The
famer was right — little people had no business meddling in the affairs of the great. Not if they
were smart.



CHAPTER 13

The Men in the Sy

1

It was a shock to discover that the money he had worked so hard to get literdly had turned into
gicks — they looked like toy snakes made by an inept craftsman. The shock lasted only for a
moment, however, and he laughed ruefully at himsdf. The dicks were money, of course. When
he came over here, everything changed. Silver dollar to gyphortcoin, shirt to jerkin, English to
Territories speech, and good old American money to — waell, to jointed sticks. He had flipped
over with about twenty-two dollars in dl, and he guessed that he had exactly the same amount in
Territories money, adthough he had counted fourteen joints on one of the money-sticks and better
than twenty on the other.

The problem wasn't so much money as cost — he had very little idea of what was chesp and
what was dear, and as he waked through the market, Jack fdt like a contestant on The New Price
Is Right — only, if he flubbed it here, there wouldn't be any consolation prize and a clap on the
back from Bob Barker; if he flubbed it here, they might . . . wel, he didnt know for sure what
they might do. Run him out for sure. Hurt him, rough him up? Maybe. Kill him? Probably nat,
but it was impossble to be absolutely certain. They were little people. They were not politicd.
And hewas a stranger.

Jack waked dowly from one end of the loud and busy market-day throng to the other,
wrestling with the problem. It now centered modly in his somach — he was dreadfully hungry.
Once he saw Henry, dickering with a man who had goats to sdl. Mrs. Henry stood near him, but
a bit behind, giving the men room to trade. Her back was to Jack, but she had the baby hoisted in
her ams — Jason, one of the little Henrys, Jack thought — but Jason saw him. The baby waved
one chubby hand a Jack and Jack turned away quickly, putting as much crowd as he could
between himsdf and the Henrys.

Everywhere was the andl of roasing medt, it seemed. He saw vendors dowly turning joints
of beef over charcod fires both smdl and ambitious, he saw ‘prentices laying thick dices of what
looked like pork on dabs of homemade bread and taking them to the buyers. They looked like
runners at an auction. Mogt of the buyers were farmers like Henry, and it appeared that they aso
cdled for food the way people entered a bid a an auction — they smply rased one of ther
hands imperioudy, the fingers splayed out. Jack watched several of these transactions closdly,
and in every case the medium of exchange was the jointed gticks . . . but how many knuckles
would be enough? he wondered. Not that it mattered. He had to eat, whether the transaction
marked him as a stranger or not.

He passed a mime-show, bardy giving it a glance dthough the large audience tha had
gahered — women and children, most of them — roared with gppreciative laughter and
goplauded. He moved toward a dal with canvas sdes where a big man with tattoos on his
dabbed biceps stood on one sde of a trench of smouldering charcod in the earth. An iron spit
about seven feet long ran over the charcod. A swesting, dirty boy stood a each end. Five large
roasts were impaed along the length of the spit, and the boys were turning them in unison.



'Fine meatd' the big man was droning. 'Fine meats Fii-ine meetd Buy my fine meatd Fine
mests herel Fine mesdts right here!' In an adde to the boy closest to him: 'Put your back into it,
God pound you." Then back to his droning, huckstering cry.

A farmer passng with his adolescent daughter raised his hand, and then pointed at the joint of
mest second from the left. The boys stopped turning the spit long enough for their boss to hack a
dab from the roast and put in on a chunk of bread. One of them ran with it to the farmer, who
produced one of the jointed sticks. Watching closdy, Jack saw him break off two knuckles of
wood and hand them to the boy. As the boy ran back to the sl the customer pocketed his
money-gtick with the absent but careful gesture of any man repocketing his change, took a
gigantic bite of his openfaced sandwich, and handed the rest to his daughter, whose first chomp
was dmogt as enthusiastic as her father's.

Jack's stomach boinged and goinged. He had seen what he had to see . . . he hoped.

'Fine meatsd Fine meats Fine — ' The big man broke off and looked down a Jack, his
beetling brows drawing together over eyes that were smdl but not entirdy supid. ‘I hear the
song your stomeach is dsinging, friend. If you have money, Il take your trade and bless you to
God in my prayers tonight. If you haven't, then get your stupid sheep's face out of here and go to
the devil.’

Both boys laughed, dthough they were obvioudy tired — they laughed as if they had no
control over the sounds they were making.

But the maddening smell of the dowly cooking meat would not let him leave. He held out the
shorter of his jointed sticks and pointed to the roast which was second from the left. He didn't
gpesk. It seemed safer not to. The vendor grunted, produced his crude knife from his wide belt
agan, and cut a dice — it was a smdler dice than the one he had cut the farmer, Jack observed,
but his somach had no business with such matters; it was rumbling crazily in anticipation.

The vendor dgpped the meat on bread and brought it over himsdf ingead of handing it to
either of the boys. He took Jack's money-<tick. Instead of two knuckles, he broke off three.

His mother's voice, sourly amused, spoke up in his mind: Congratulations, Jack-O . . . you've
just been screwed.

The vendor was looking a him, grinning around a mouthful of wretched blackish teeth, daring
him to say anything, to protest in any way. You just ought to be grateful | only took three
knuckles instead of all fourteen of them. | could have, you know. You might as well have a sign
hung around your neck, boy: | AM A STRANGER HERE, AND ON MY OWN. So tell me, Sheep'
s-Face: do you want to make an issue of it?

What he wanted didn't matter — he obvioudy couldn't make an issue of it. But he fet tha
thin, impotent anger again.

'Go on,' the vendor said, tiring of him. He flgpped a big hand in Jack's face. His fingers were
scarred, and there was blood under his nails. "Y ou got your food. Now get out of here.’

Jack thought, | could show you a flashlight and you'd run like all the devils of hell were after
you. Show you an airplane and you'd probably go crazy. You're maybe not as tough as you think,
chum.

He amiled, perhaps there was something in his amile that the meeat-vendor didn't like, because
he drew away from Jack, his face momentarily uneasy. Then his brows beetled together again.

'Get out, | said!" he roared. 'Get out, God pound you!" And this time Jack went.



The meat was ddicious. Jack gobbled it and the bread it sat on, and then unsdfconscioudy
licked the juice from his pams as he drolled dong. The meeat did taste like pork . . . and yet it
didn't. It was somehow richer, tangier than pork. Whatever it was, it filled the hole in the middle
of him with authority. Jack thought he could take it to school in bag lunches for a thousand years.

Now that he had managed to shut his belly up — for a little while, anyway — he was able to
look about himsdf with more interest . . . and dthough he didn't know it, he had findly begun to
blend into the crowd. Now he was only one more rube from the country come to the market-
town, waking dowly between the ddls, trying to gawk in every direction at once. Hucksters
recognized him, but only as one more potentid mark among many. They yelled and beckoned at
him, and as he passed by they yelled and beckoned a whoever happened to be behind him —
man, woman, or child. Jack gaped frankly at the wares scattered al around him, wares both
wonderful and strange, and amidst dl the others saring a them he ceased to be a dranger
himsdf — perhaps because he had given up his effort to seem blasé in a place where no one
acted blasé. They laughed, they argued, they haggled . . . but no one seemed bored.

The market-town reminded him of the Queen's pavillion without the air of drained tenson and
too-hectic gaety — there was the same absurdly rich mingle of smdls (dominated by roasting
meat and anima ordure), the same brightly dressed crowds (although even the most brightly
dressed people Jack saw couldn't hold a candle to some of the dandies he had seen inside the
pavillion), the same unsetling but somehow exhilarating juxtgpodtion of the perfectly normd,
cheek by jowl with the extravagantly strange.

He stopped a a stdl where a man was sdling carpets with the Queen's portrait woven into
them. Jack suddenly thought of Hank Scoffler's mom and smiled. Hank was one of the kids Jck
and Richard Soat had hung around with in L.A. Mrs. Scoffler had a thing for the most garish
decorations Jack had ever seen. And God, wouldn't she have loved these rugs, with the image of
Laura Del oessan, her hair done up in a high, regd coronet of baids, woven into them! Better
than her velvet paintings of Alaskan stags or the ceramic diorama of the Last Supper behind the
bar in the Scoffler living room.. . .

Then the face woven into the rugs seemed to change even as he looked at it. The face d the
Queen was gone and it was his mother's face he saw, repeated over and over and over, her eyes
too dark, her skin much too white.

Homesickness surprised Jack again. It rushed through his mind in a wave and he cdled out for
her in his heat — Mom! Hey Mom! Jesus, what am | doing here? Mom!! — wondering with a
lover's longing intengty what she was doing now, right this minute. Stting a the window,
smoking, looking out a the ocean, a book open besde her? Watching TV? At a movie?
Slesping? Dying?

Dead? an evil voice added before he could stop it. Dead, Jack? Already dead?

Sop it.

Hefdt the burning sting of tears.

'Why s0 sad, my little lad?

He looked up, startled, and saw the rug salesman looking a him. He was as big as the meat-
vendor, and his ams were dso tattooed, but his smile was open and sunny. There was no
meannessin it. That was abig difference.

‘It's nothing," Jack said.

If it's nothing makes you look like that, you ought to be thinking of something, ny son, my
son.’



'l looked that bad, did 17 Jack asked, smiling a little. He had adso grown unsdfconscious about
his speech — a least for the moment — and perhaps that was why the rug sdesman heard
nothing odd or off-rhythminit.

‘Laddie, you lboked as if you only had one friend left on this Sde o' the moon and you just saw
the Wild White Wolf come out o' the north an' gobble him down with a silver spoon.’

Jack amiled a little. The rug slesman turned away and took something from a smaler display
to the right of the largest rug — it was ovd and had a short handle. As he turned it over the sun
flashed across it — it was a mirror. To Jack it looked smal and cheap, the sort of thing you
might get for knocking over dl three wooden milk-bottlesin acarniva game.

'Here, laddie,’ the rug sdlesman said. 'Take alook and see if I'm not right.’

Jack looked into the mirror and gaped, for a moment so stunned he thought his heart must
have forgotten to beat. It was him, but he looked like something from Pleasure Idand in the
Disney verson of Pinocchio, where too much pool-shooting and cigar-smoking had turned boys
into donkeys. His eyes, normdly as blue and round as an Anglo-Saxon heritage could make
them, had gone brown and amond-shaped. His har, coarsdy matted and fdling across the
middle of his forehead, had a definite mandike look. He raised one hand to brush it away, and
touched only bare skin — in the mirror, his fingers seemed to fade right through the har. He
heard the vendor laugh, pleased. Mogst amazing of al, long jackass-ears dangled down to below
hisjawline. As he stared, one of them twitched.

He thought suddenly: | HAD one of these!

And on the heds of that: In the Daydreams | had one of these. Back in the regular world it
was...was...

He could have been no more than four. In the regular world (he had stopped thinking of it as
the real world without even noticing) it had been a great big glass marble with a rosy center. One
day while he was playing with it, it had rolled down the cement path in front of their house and
before he could caich it, it had fdlen down a sewer grate. It had been gone — forever, he had
thought then, gtting on the curb with his face propped on his dirty hands and weeping. But it
wasn't; here was that old toy rediscovered, just as wonderful now as it had been when he was
three or four. He grinned, delighted. The image changed and Jack the Jackass became Jack the
Cat, his face wise and secret with amusement. His eyes went from donkey-brown to tomcat-
green. Now pert little gray-furred ears cocked dertly where the droopy donkey-ears had dangled.

‘Better,' the vendor said. 'Better, my son. | like to see a happy boy. A happy boy is a healthy
boy, and a hedthy boy finds his way in the world. Book of Good Farming says that, and if it
doesnt, it should. | may just scratch it in my copy, if | ever scratch up enough scratch from my
pumpkin-patch to buy a copy someday. Want the glass?

'Yes!" Jack cried. 'Y eah, great!" He groped for his sticks. Frugdity was forgotten. ‘How much?

The vendor frowned and looked around swiftly to see if they were being watched. 'Put it away,
my son. Tuck it down deep, that's the way. You show your scratch, you're apt to lose the batch.
Dips abound on market-ground.’

'What?

‘Never mind. No charge. Take it. Half of em get broken in the back of my wagon when | drag
em back to my store come tenmonth. Mothers bring their little 'uns over and they try it but they
don't buy it

'Wdll, at least you don't deny it," Jack said.

The vendor looked a him with some surprise and then they both burst out laughing.



‘A happy boy with a snappy mouth,' the vendor said. '‘Come see me when you're older and
bolder, my son. Well take your mouth and head south and treble what we peddie.’
Jack giggled. This guy was better than aragp record by the Sugarhill Gang.
"Thanks,' he said (a large, improbable grin had appeared on the chops of the cat in the mirror).
"Thanks very much!'
"Thank meto God," the vendor said . . . then, as an afterthought: "And watch your wad!'
Jack moved on, tucking the mirror-toy carefully into hisjerkin, next to Speedy's bottle.
And every few minutes he checked to make sure his sticks were ill there,
He guessed he knew what dips were, after all.
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Two ddls down from the booth of the rhyming rug-vendor, a depraved-looking man with a
patch askew over one eye and the smell of strong drink about him was trying to sdl a famer a
large rooster. He was telling the farmer that if he bought this roogter and put it in with his hens,
the farmer would have nothing but double-yolkers for the next twelve-month.

Jack, however, had neither eyes for the rooster nor ears for the sdlesman's pitch. He joined a
crowd of children who were garing a the one-eyed man's star attraction. This was a parrot in a
large wicker cage. It was dmogt as tal as the youngest children in the group, and it was as
smoothly, darkly green as a Heineken beer-bottle. Its eyes were a brilliant gold . . . its four eyes.
Like the pony he had seen in the pavillion sables, the parrot had two heads. It gripped its perch
with its big ydlow feet and looked placidly in two directions a once, its two tufted crowns
amaog touching.

The parrot was taking to itsdf, to the amusement of the children — but even in his
amazement Jack noted that, while they were paying close attention to the parrot, they seemed
neither sunned nor even very wondering. They werent like kids seeing their firg movie, gtting
dupefied in ther seats and dl eyes they were more like kids getting their regular Saturday-
morning cartoon-fix. This was a wonder, yes, but not a wholly new one. And to whom do
wonders pal more rgpidly than the very young?

'‘Bawwwrk! How high is up? East-Head enquired.

'Aslow as low," West-Head responded, and the children giggled.

‘Graaak! What's the great truth of noblemen? East-Head now asked.

That a king will be a king dl his life, but once a knight's enough for any man!" West-Head
replied pertly. Jack smiled and severd of the older children laughed, but the younger ones only
looked puzzled.

'‘And what's in Mrs. Spratt's cupboard? East-Head now posed.

‘A dght no man shdl see!" West-Head rgjoined, and athough Jack was mydtified, the children
went into gales of laughter.

The parrot solemnly shifted its talons on its perch and made droppings into the straw below it.

'And what frightened Alan Dedtry to deeth in the night?

'He saw hiswife — growwwwk! — getting out of the bath!'

The farmer was now walking away and the one-eyed sdesman ill had charge of the roogter.
He rounded furioudy on the children. 'Get out of here! Get out of here before | kick your asses
square!’



The children scattered. Jack went with them, sparing a last bemused look over his shoulder at
the wonderful parrot.
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At another dal he gave up two knuckles of wood for an gpple and a dipper of milk — the
sweetedt, richest milk he had ever tasted. Jack thought that if they had milk like that back at
home, Nestlé's and Hershey's would go bankrupt in a week.

He was jud finishing the milk when he saw the Henry family moving dowly in his direction.
He handed the dipper back to the woman in the stal, who poured the lees thriftily back into the
large wooden cask besde her. Jack hurried on, wiping a milk moustache from his upper lip and
hoping uneasly that no one who had drunk from the dipper before him had had leprosy or herpes
or anything like that. But he somehow didnt think such awful things even existed over here.

He waked up the market-town's man thoroughfare, past the mimers, past two fa women
sling pots and pans (Territories Tupperware, Jack thought, and grinned), past that wonderful
two-headed parrot (its one-eyed owner was now drinking quite openly from a clay bottle, reding
wildly from one end of his booth to the other, holding the dazed-looking rooster by the neck and
ydling truculently a passarsdby — Jack saw the man's scrawny right arm was ceked with
ydlowidhwhite guano, and grimaced), past an open area where famers were gathered. He
paused there for a moment, curious. Many of the farmers were smoking clay pipes, and Jack saw
severd clay bottles, much the same as the one the bird-salesman had leen brandishing, go from
hand to hand. In a long, grassy fied, men were hitching stones behind large shaggy horses with
lowered heads and mild, stupid eyes.

Jack passed the rug-gdl. The vendor saw him and raised a hand. Jack raised one in turn and
thought of cdling Use it, my man, but don't abuse it! He decided he better not. He was suddenly
aware that he fdt blue. That feding of drangeness, of being an outsder, had fdlen over him
agan.

He reached the crossroads. The way going north and south was little more than a country lane.
The Western Road was much wider.

Old Travelling Jack, he thought, and tried to smile. He sraghtened his shoulders and heard
Speedy's bottle dink lightly againgt the mirror. Here goes old Travelling Jack along the
Territories version of Interstate 90. Feets don't fail me now!

He st off again, and soon that great dreaming land swalowed him.
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About four hours later, in the middle of the afternoon, Jack sat down in the tal grass by the sde
of the road and watched as a number of men — from this distance they looked little bigger than
bugs — climbed a tdl, rickety-looking tower. He had chosen this place to rest and eat his gpple
because it was here that the Western Road seemed to make its closest approach to that tower. It
was dill a least three miles away (and perhagps much more than that — the dmost supernaturd
clarity of the air made distances extremely hard to judge), but it had been in Jack's view for an
hour or more.



Jack ate his apple, rested his tired feet, and wondered what that tower could be, standing out
there dl by itsdf in a fidd of rolling grass And, of course, he wondered why those men should
be cdimbing it. The wind had blown quite Seadily ever snce he had Ieft the market-town, and the
tower was downwind of Jack, but whenever it died awvay for a minute, Jack could hear them
cdling to each other . . . and laughing. Therewas alot of laughing going on.

Some five miles west of the market, Jack had waked through a village — if your definition of
a village dretched to cover five tiny houses and one store that had obvioudy been closed for a
long time. Those had been the last human habitations he had seen between then and now. Just
before glimpsing the tower, he had been wondering if he had dready come to the Outposts
without even knowing it. He remembered well enough what Captain Farren had sad: Beyond the
Outposts the Western Road goes into nowhere . . . or into hell. I've heard it said that God
Himself never ventures beyond the Outposts

Jack shivered alittle.

But he didnt redly believe he had come s0 far. Certainly there was none of the deadily
degpening unease he had been feding before he floundered into the living trees in his effort to
get away from Morgan's diligence . . . the living trees which now seemed like a hideous prologue
to dl the time he had spent in Oatley.

Indeed, the good emotions he had fdt from the time he woke up warm and rested ingde the
haystack until the time Henry the farmer had invited him to jump down from his wagon had now
resurfaced: that feding that the Territories, in spite of whatever evil they might harbor, were
fundamentally good, and that he could be a part of this place anytime he wanted . . . that he was
redly no Stranger a dl.

He had come to redize that he was part of the Territories for long periods of time. A strange
thought had come to him as he swung easily adong the Western Road, a thought which came haf
in English and hdf in whatever the Teritories language was. When I'm having a dream, the only
time| really KNOW it's a dream is when I'm starting to wake up. If I'm dreaming and just wake
up all at once — if the alarm clock goes off, or something — then I'm the most surprised guy
alive. At first it's the waking that seems like a dream. And I'm no stranger over here when the
dream gets deep — is that what | mean? No, but it's getting close. | bet my dad dreamed deep a
lot. And I'll bet Uncle Morgan almost never does.

He had decided he would take a swig out of Speedy's bottle and flip back the firgt time he saw
anything that might be dangerous . . . even if he saw anything scary. Otherwise he would wak dl
day over here before returning to New York. In fact, he might have been tempted to spend the
night in the Territories, if hed had anything to eat beyond the one gpple. But he didn't, and dong
the wide, deserted dirt track of the Western Road there was not a 7#Eleven or a Stop-'n-Go in
sght.

The old trees which had surrounded the crossroads and the market-town had given way to
open grasdand on ether sde once Jack got past the find amal settlement. He began to fed that
he was waking dong an endless causaway which crossed the middle of a limitless ocean. He
travelled the Western Road aone thaet day under a sky that was bright and sunny but cool (late
September now, of course it's cool, he thought, except the word which came to mind was not
September but a Territories word which redly did trandate better as nine-month). No pedestrians
passed him, no wagons ether loaded or empty. The wind blew pretty seadily, sghing through
the ocean of grasses with a low sound that was both autumnal and lonely. Great ripples ran
across the grasses before that wind.



If asked How do you fed, Jack?' the boy would have responded: 'Pretty good, thanks.
Cheerful." Cheerful is the word which would have come into his mind as he hiked through those
empty grasdands, rapture was a word he associated most easly with the pop hit of the same
name by the rock group Blondie. And he would have been astounded if told he had wept severd
times as he stood watching those great ripples chase each other toward the horizon, drinking in a
gght that only a very few American children of his time had ever seen — huge empty tracts of
land under a blue sky of dizzying width and breadth and, yes, even depth. It was a sky unmarked
by ether jet contrails acrossits dome or smutty bands of smog at any of its lower edges.

Jack was having an experience of remarkable sensory impact, seeing and hearing and smelling
things which were brand-new to him, while other sensory input to which he had grown utterly
accusomed was missing for the firg time. In many ways he was a remarkably sophidticated child
— brought up in a Los Angdes family where his father had been an agent and his mother a
movie actress, it would have been odder if he had been nave — but he was 4ill jugt a child,
sophigticated or not, and that was undeniably his gain . . . a least in a Stuation such as this. That
lonely day's journey across the grasdands would surely have produced sensory overload, perhaps
even a peavadve sense of madness and hdlucination, in an adult. An adult would have been
scrabbling for Speedy's bottle — probably with fingers too shaky to grasp it very successfully —
an hour west of the market-town, maybe less.

In Jack's case, the walop passed dmost completdy through his conscious mind and into his
subconscious. So when he blissed out entirely and began to weep, he was redly unaware of the
tears (except as a momentary doubling of vison which he attributed to sweat) and thought only:
Jeez, | feel good . . . it should feel spooky out here with no one around, but it doesn't.

That was how Jack came to think of his rapture as no more then a good, cheerful feding as he
waked done up the Western Road with his shadow gradualy growing longer behind him. It did
not occur to him that part of his emotiona radiance might sem from the fact that hardly less than
twelve hours before he had been a prisoner of Updike's Oatley Tap (the blood-blisters from the
last keg to land on his fingers were Hill fresh); that hardly less than twelve hours ago he had
escaped — bardy! — some sort of murdering beast that he had begun to think of as a were-godt;
that for the firgt time in his life he was on a wide, open road that was utterly deserted except for
him; there was not a Coca-Cola sign anywhere in view, or a Budweiser billboard showing the
World-Famous Clydesddles, no ubiquitous wires ran besde the road on ether sde or
crisscrossed above it, as had been the case on every road Jack Sawyer had ever travelled in his
entire life there was not so much as even the disant rolling sound of an arplane, let done the
rolling thunder of the 747s on ther fina approaches to LAX, or the F-111s that were dways
blaging off from the Portsmouth Navd Air Station and then cracking the ar over the Alhambra
like Osmond's whip as they headed out over the Atlantic; there was only the sound of his feet on
the road and the clean ebb and flow of his own respiration.

Jeez, | fedl good, Jack thought, wiping absently at his eyes, and defined it dl as 'chearful.

6

Now there was this tower to look at and wonder about.

Boy, you'd never get me up on that thing, Jack thought. He had gnawed the apple right down
to the core, and without thinking about what he was doing or even taking his eyes off the tower,
he dug a hole in the tough, springy earth with his fingers and buried the gpple-coreinit.



The tower seemed made of barn-boards, and Jack guessed it had to be at least five hundred
feet high. It appeared to be a big hollow square, the boards rising on dl sdes in X after X. There
was a platform on top, and Jack, squinting, could see a number of men strolling around up there.

Wind pushed by him in a gentle gust as he sat a the sde of the road, his knees againg his
chest and his ams wrapped around them. Another of those grassy ripples ran away in the
direction of the tower. Jack imagined the way that rickety thing must be swaying and fdt his
somach turn over.

NEVER get me up there, he thought, not for a million bucks

And then the thing he had been afraid might happen since the moment he had observed that
there were men on the tower now did happen: one of them fdl.

Jack came to his feet. His face wore the dismayed, dack-jawed expression of anyone who has
ever been present a a circus performance where some dangerous trick has gone wrong — the
tumbler who fals badly and lies in a huddled heap, the aeridist who misses her grip and bounces
off the net with a thud, the human pyramid that unexpectedly collapses, spilling bodies into a
heap.

Oh shit, oh cripes, oh —

Jack's eyes suddenly widened. For a moment his jaw sagged even father — until it was
amog lying on his breastbone, in fact — and then it came up and his mouth spread in a dazed,
unbdlieving grin. The man hadnt fdlen from the tower, nor had he been blown off it. There were
tonguelike protrusons on two sdes of the platform — they looked like diving boards — and the
man had smply waked out to the end of one of these and jumped off. Hafway down something
began to unfurl — a parachute, Jack thought, but it would never have time to open.

Only it hadn't been a parachute.

It waswings.

The man's fdl dowed and then stopped completey while he was Hill some fifty feet above the
high fiddgrass. Then it reversed itsdf. The man was now flying upward and outward, the wings
going up 0 high they dmog touched — like the crowns on the heads of that Henny Y oungman
parrot — and then driving downward again with immense power, like the ams of a svimmer in
afinishing sorint.

Oh wow, Jack thought, driven back to the dumbest cliché he knew by his totd, utter
amazement. This topped everything; this was an utter pisser. Oh wow, look at that, oh wow.

Now a second man legped from the diving board at the top of the tower; now a third; now a
fourth. In less than five minutes there must have been fifty men in the ar, fying complicated but
discernible patterns: out from the tower, describe a figure-eight, back over the tower and out to
the other sde, another figure-eight, back to the tower, alight on the platform, do it dl again.

They spun and danced and crisscrossed in the air. Jack began to laugh with ddight. It was a
little like watching the water balets in those corny old Esther Williams movies. Those svimmers
— Esgther Williams hersdf mogt of dl, of course — dways made it look easy, as if you yoursdf
could dip and swirl like that, or as if you and a few of your friends could easly come off the
opposite Sdes of the diving board in timed choreography, making akind of human fountain.

But there was a difference. The men flying out there did not give that sense of effortlessness,
they seemed to be expending prodigious amounts of energy to say in the ar, and Jack felt with
sudden certainty that it hurt, the way some of the cdigthenics in phys ed — leglifts or hdfway
gt-ups, for ingance — hurt. No pain, no gain! Coach would roar if someone had the nerve to
complan.



And now something ese occurred to him — the time his mother had taken him with her to see
her friend Myrna, who was a real bdlet dancer, practicing in the loft of a dance studio on lower
Wilshire Boulevard. Myrna was part of a balet troupe and Jack had seen her and the other
dancers perform — his mother often made him go with her and it was mosily boring duff, like
church or Sunrise Semester on TV. But he had never seen Myrna in practice . . . never that close
up. He had been impressed and a little frightened by the contrast between seeing bdlet on stage,
where everyone seemed to either glide or mince effortlesdy on the tips of their pointes, and
seing it from less than five fest away, with harsh daylight pouring in the floor-to-celing
windows and no musc — only the choreographer rhythmicaly clgpping his hands and yelling
harsh criticiams. No praise; only criticisms. Ther faces ran with sweet. Ther leotards were wet
with sweat. The room, as large and airy as it was, stank of sweat. Seek muscles trembled and
fluttered on the nervous edge of exhaustion. Corded tendons stood out like insulated cables.
Throbbing veins popped out on foreheads and necks. Except for the choreographer's clapping
and angry, hectoring shouts, the only sounds were the thrup-thud of ballet dancers on pointe
moving across the floor and harsh, agonized panting for breath. Jack had suddenly redized that
these dancers were not just earning a living; they were killing themsdves Mog of dl he
remembered their expressons — dl tha exhausted concentration, al that pain . . . but
transcending the pain, or a least creegping aound its edges, he had seen joy. Joy was
unmistakably what that look was, and it had scared Jack because it had seemed inexplicable.
Wha kind of person could get off by subjecting himsdf or hersdf to such deedy, throbbing,
excruciating pain?

And pan that he was seeing here, he thought. Were they actud winged men, like the bird-
people in the old Flash Gordon serids, or were the wings more in the Icarus and Daedaus line,
something that you strapped on? Jack found thet it didn't really matter . . . at least, not to him.

Joy.

They live in a mystery, these people live in a mystery.

It's joy that holds them up.

That was what mattered. It was joy that held them up, no matter if the wings grew out of their
backs or were somehow held on with buckles and clamps. Because what he saw, even from this
distance, was the same ®rt of effort he had seen in the loft on lower Wilshire that day. All that
profligate investment of energy to effect a splendid, momentary reversd of naturd law. That
such a reversa should demand so much and last such a short time was terrible; that people would
go for it anyway was both terrible and wonderful.

And it's all just a game, he thought and suddenly fet sure of it. A game, or maybe not even
thaa — maybe it was only practice for a game, the way tha dl the sweat and trembling
exhaustion n the Wilshire loft that day had just been practice. Practice for a show that only a few
people would probably care to attend and which would probably close quickly.

Joy, he thought again, sanding now, his face turned up to look a the flying men in the
disance, the wind spilling his hair across his forehead. His time of innocence was fast
gpproaching its end (and, if pressed, even Jack would have reluctantly agreed that he felt such an
end approaching — a boy couldn't go on the road for long, couldn't go through many experiences
such as the one he had gone through in Oatley, and expect to reman an innocent), but in those
moments as he stood looking into the sky, innocence seemed to surrounded him, like the young
fisherman during his brief moment of epiphany in the Elizabeth Bishop poem, everything was
rainbow, rainbow, rainbow.

Joy —damn, but that's a cheerful little word.



Feding better than he had since dl of this began — and only God knew just how long ago that
had been — Jack st off dong the Western Road again, his step light, his face wreathed in that
same slly, splendid grin. Every now and then he looked back over his shoulder, and he was adle
to see the fliers for a very long time. The Territories ar was so cear it dmost seemed to
magnify. And even after he could no longer see them, tha feding of joy remaned, like a
rainbow insde his head.

v

When the sun began to go down, Jack redized he was putting off his return to the other world —
to the American Territories — and not just because of how terrible the magic juice tasted, ether.
He was putting it off because he didn't want to leave here.

A dreamlet had flowed out of the grasdands (where smal groves of trees had again begun to
appear — hillowy trees with oddly flat tops, like eucalyptus trees) and had hooked a right so that
it flowed dong besde the road. Farther off, to the right and ahead, was a huge body of water. It
was so0 huge, in fact, that until the last hour or so Jack had thought it was a patch of sky that
somehow had a dightly bluer color than the rest. But it wasn't sky; it was alake. A great lake he
thought, smiling at the pun. He guessed that in the other world that would be Lake Ontario.

He fdt good. He was headed in the right direction — maybe a little too far north, but he had
no doubt that the Western Road would bend away from that direction soon enough. That feding
of dmost manic joy — what he had defined as cheerfulness — had mellowed to a lovely sort of
cdm serenity, a feding tha seemed as clear as the Teritories ar. Only one thing marred his
good feding, and that was the memory

(six, issix, Jack was six)

of Jary Bledsoe. Why had his mind given him such a hard time about coughing that memory
up?

No — not the memory . . . the two memories. First me and Richard hearing Mrs. Feeny telling
her sister that the electricity came out and cooked him, that it melted his glasses all over his
nose, that she heard Mr. Soat talking on the phone and he said so . . . and then being behind the
couch, not really meaning to snoop or eavesdrop, and hearing my dad say 'Everything has
consequences, and some of those consequences might be on the uncomfortable side.’ And
something surely made Jerry Bledsoe uncomfortable, didn't it? When your glasses end up melted
all over your nose, I'd say you'd been through something mildly uncomfortable, yes

Jack stopped. Stopped dead.

What are you trying to say?

You know what I'm trying to say, Jack. Your father was gone that day — he and Morgan both.
They were over here. Where, over here? | think they were at the same spot over here where their
building is in California, over in the American Territories. And they did something, or one of
them did. Maybe something big, maybe no more than tossing arock . . .or burying an apple core
in the dirt. And it somehow . . . it echoed over there. It echoed over there and it killed Jerry
Bledsoe.

Jack shivered. Oh yes, he supposed he knew why it had taken his mind so long to cough up the
memory — the toy taxi, the murmur of the men's voices, Dexter Gordon blowing his horn. It
hadn't wanted to cough it up. Because

(who plays those changes daddy)



it suggested that just by being over here he could be doing something terrible in the other
world. Starting World War 111? No, probably not. He hadn't assassinated any kings lately, young
or old. But how much had it taken to set up the echo which had fried Jerry Bledsoe? Had Uncle
Morgan shot Jerry's Twinner (if Jerry had had one)? Tried to sdl some Territories bigwig on the

concept of dectricity? Or had it been jus some little thing . . . something no more earth
shattering than buying a chunk of meat in a rurd market-town? Who played those changes?
What played those changes?

A niceflood, a sweet fire.

Suddenly Jack's mouth was as dry as slt.

He crossed to the little stream by the side of the road, dropped to his knees, and put a hand
down to scoop up water. His hand froze suddenly. The smooth-running stream had taken on the
colors of the @ming sunset . . . but these colors suddenly suffused with red, so that it seemed to
be a stream of blood rather than water running beside the road. Then it went black. A moment
later it had become transparent and Jack saw —

A litle mewling sound escgped him as he saw Morgan's diligence roaring dong the Western
Road, pulled by its foaming baker's dozen of black-plumed horses. Jack saw with amost
swooning terror that the driver dtting up high in the pesk-seat, his booted feet on the splashboard
and a ceasdesdy cracking whip in one hand, was Elroy. But it was not a hand at dl that hed that
whip. It was some sort of hoof. Elroy was driving that nightmare coach, Elroy grinning with a
mouth that was filled with dead fangs, Elroy who just couldn't wait to find Jack Sawyer again
and split open Jack Sawyer's belly and pull out Jack Sawyer's intestines.

Jack knelt before the stream, eyes bulging, mouth quivering with dismay and horror. He had
sen one find thing in this vison, not a large thing, no, but by implication it was the most
frightful thing of al: the eyes of the horses seemed to glow. They seemed to glow because they
werefull of light — full of the sunset.

The diligence was travelling west along thissameroad . . . and it was after him.

Crawling, not sure he could stand even if he had to, Jack retreated from the stream and lurched
clumsly out into the road. He fdl flat in the dudt, Speedy's bottle and the mirror the rug
sdesman had given him digging into his guts He turned his head Sdeways so that his right
cheek and ear were pressed tightly against the surface of the Western Road.

He could fed the steady rumble in the hard, dry earth. It was digtant . . . but coming closer.

Elroy up on top . . . Morgan insde. Morgan Soat? Morgan of Orris? Didn't matter. Both were
one.

He broke the hypnotic effect of that rumbling in the earth with an effort and got up again. He
took Speedy's bottle — the same over here in the Teritories as in the U.SA. — out of hisjerkin
and pulled as much of the moss-plug out of the neck as he could, never minding the shower of
partices into the little bit of liquid remaining — no more than a couple of inches now. He looked
nervoudy to his left, as if expecting to see the black diligence appear a the horizon, the sunset-
filled eyes of the horses glowing like weird lanterns. Of course he saw nothing. Horizons were
closer over here in the Teritories, as he had dready noticed, and sounds travelled farther.
Morgan's diligence had to be ten miles to the east, maybe as much as twenty.

Stll right on top of me Jack thought, and raised the bottle to his lips. A bare second before he
drank from it, his mind shouted, Hey, wait a minute! Wait a minute, dummy, you want to get
killed? He would look cute, wouldnt he, standing in the middle of the Western Road and then
flipping back into the other world in the middle of some road over there, maybe getting run down
by ahighbaling semi or a UPS truck.



Jack shambled over to the side of the road .. . and then waked ten or twenty paces into the
thigh-high grass for good measure. He took one find deep breeath, inhding the sweet smdl of
this place, groping for that feding of serenity . . . that feding of ranbow.

Got to try and remember how that felt, he thought. | may need it . . . and | may not get back
here for along time.

He looked out at the grasdands, darkening now as night stole over them from the east. The
wind gusted, chilly now but ill fragrant, tossng his har — it was getting shaggy now — asiit
tossed the grass.

You ready, Jack-O?

Jack closed his eyes and seded himsdf againg the awful taste and the vomiting that was apt
to follow.

'‘Banzal,’ he whispered, and drank.



CHAPTER 14

Buddy Parkins

1

He vomited up a thin purple drool, his face only inches from the grass covering the long dope
down to a four-lane highway; shook his head and rocked backward onto his knees, so that only
his back was exposed to the heavy gray sky. The world, this world, stank. Jack pushed himsdf
backward, away from the threads of puke settling over the blades of grass, and the stench altered
but did not diminish. Gasoline, other nameless poisons floated in the ar; and the air itsdf stank
of exhaudion, faigue — even the noises roaring up from the highway punished this dying ar.
The back end of a roadsgn reared like a gigantic teevison screen over his head. Jack wobbled
to his feet. Far down the other sSde of the highway glinted an endless body of water only dightly
less gray than the sky. A sort of malignant luminescence darted across the surface. From here,
too, rose an odor of metd filings and tired breeth. Lake Ontario: and the snhug little city down
there might be Olcott or Kendal. HEd gone miles out of his way — lost ahundred miles or more
and just about four and a haf days. Jack stepped under the sign, hoping it was no worse than
that. He looked up at the black letters. Wiped his mouth. ANGOLA. Angola? Where was that?
He peered down a the smoky little city through the dready nearly tolerable air.

And Rand McNadly, that invauable companion, told him that the acres of water way down there
were Lake Erie — ingead of losng days of travel time, he had gained them.

But before the boy could decide that hed be smarter after dl if he jumped back into the
Territories as soon as he thought it might be ssfe — which is to say, as soon as Morgan's
diligence had roared long past the place he had been — before he could do that, before he could
even begin to think about doing that, he had to go down into the smokey little city of Angola and
see if this time Jack Sawyer, Jack-O, had played any of those changes, Daddy. He began to make
his way down the dope, a twelve-year-old boy in jeans and a plaid shirt, tal for his age, aready
beginning to look uncared-for, with suddenly too much worry in hisface.

Hafway down the long dope, he redlized that he was thinking in English again.

2

Many days laer, and a long way west: the man, Buddy Parkins by name, who, just out of
Cambridge, Ohio, on U.S. 40, had picked up a tal boy cdling himsdf Lewis Farren, would have
recognized that look of worry — this kid Lewis looked like worry was about to snk into his face
for good. Lighten up, son, for your own sake if no one else's; Buddy wanted to tell the boy. But
the boy had troubles enough for ten, according to his story. Mother sick, father dead, sent off to
some schoolteacher aunt in Buckeye Lake . . . Lewis Farren had plenty to trouble him. He looked
as though he had not seen & much as five dollars dl together since the previous Chrisgmas. Stll .
.. Buddy thought that somewhere aong the line this Farren kid was jiving him.



For one thing, he andled like fam, not town. Buddy Parkins and his brothers ran three
hundred acres not far from Amanda, about thirty miles southeast of Columbus, and Buddy knew
that he could not be wrong about this. This boy smdled like Cambridge, and Cambridge was
country. Buddy had grown up with the smel of farmland and barnyard, of manure and gowing
corn and pea vineries, and the unwashed clothes of this boy besde him had absorbed al these
familiar odors.

And there were the clothes themsdves. Mrs. Farren must have been awful sick, Buddy
thought, if she sent her boy off down the road in ripped jeans 0 Hiff with dirt the wrinkles
seemed bronzed. And the shoes! Lewis Farren's sneakers were about to fall off his feet, the laces
al spliced together and the fabric split or worn through in a couple of places on each shoe.

'So they got yore daddy's car, did they, Lewis? Buddy asked.

‘Jugt like | sad, that's right — the lousy cowards came out after midnight and just stole it right
out of the garage. | don't think they should be alowed to do that. Not from people who work
hard and redly are going to start making their payments as soon as they can. | mean, do you?
Y ou don't, do you?

The boy's honest, sunburned face was turned toward him as if this were the most serious
guestion since the Nixon Pardon or maybe the Bay of Pigs, and dl Buddy's ingincts were to
agree — he would be inclined to agree with any generdly good-hearted opinion uttered by a boy
S0 redolent of farm work. 'l guess there's two Sides to everything when you come down to it,
Buddy Parkins sad, not very happily. The boy blinked, and then turned away to face forward
again. Again Buddy felt his anxiety, the cloud of worry tha seemed to hang over the boy, and
was dmogt sorry he had not given Lewis Farren the agreement he seemed to need.

'l suppose yore aunt's in the grade school there in Buckeye Lake' Buddy said, at least in part
hoping to lighten the boy's misery. Point to the future, not the past.

'Yes, dr, that's right. She teaches in the grade school. Helen Vaughan.' His expresson did not
change.

But Buddy had heard it agan — he didn't congder himsdf any Henry Higgins, the professor
guy in that mugcd, but he knew for certain sure that young Lewis Farren didn't tak like anyone
who had been raised in Ohio. The kid's voice was al wrong, too pushed-together and full of the
wrong ups and downs. It wasn't an Ohio voice at dl. It especialy was not a rurd Ohioan's voice.
It was an accent.

Or was it possble that some boy from Cambridge, Ohio, could learn to tak like that?
Whatever his crazy reason might be? Buddy supposed it was.

On the other hand, the newspaper this Lewis Farren had never once unclamped from beneath
his left ebow seemed to vdidate Buddy Parkinss degpest and worst suspicion, that his fragrant
young companion was a runaway and his every word a lie. The name of the paper, vishle to
Buddy with only the dightest tilt of his head, was The Angola Herald. There was that Angola in
Africa tha a lot of Englishmen had rushed off to as mercenaries, and there was Angola, New
York — right up there on Lake Erie. Hed seen pictures of it on the news not long ago, but could
not quite remember why.

'I'd like to ask you a question, Lewis," he said, and cleared histhroat.

'Y es? the boy said.

'How come a boy from a nice little burg on U.S. Forty is carrying around a paper from Angola,
New York? Which is one hdll of along way away. I'm just curious, son." The boy looked down at
the paper flattened under his am and hugged it even closer to him, as if he were afrad it might
squirm away. 'Oh," he said. 'l found it."



'Oh, hell,' Buddy said.

'Yes, ar. It was on abench at the bus station back home!'

'Y ou went to the bus station this morning?

‘Right before | decided to save the money and hitch. Mr.

Parkins, f you can get me to the turnoff a Zanesville, Il only have a short ride left. Could
probably get to my aunt's house before dinner.’

'‘Could be' Buddy sad, and drove in an uncomfortable slence for severa miles. Findly he
could bear it no longer, and he sad, very quietly and while looking straight ahead, 'Son, are you
running away from home?

Lewis Faren adonished him by smiling — not grinning and not feking it, but actudly
amiling. He thought the whole notion of running away from home was funny. It tickled him. The
boy glanced a him afraction of a second after Buddy had looked sdeways, and their eyes met.

For a second, for two seconds, three . . . for however long that moment lasted, Buddy Parkins
saw tha this unwashed boy dtting besde him was beautiful. He would have thought himsdf
incgpable of usng that word to describe any mde human being above the age of nine months,
but underneath the road-grime this Lewis Faren was beautiful. His sense of humor had
momentarily murdered his worries, and what shone out of him a Buddy — who was fifty-two
years old and had three teenage sons — was a kind of graightforward goodness that had only
been dented by a host of unusuad experiences. This Lewis Farren, twelve years old by his own
account, had somehow gone farther and seen more than Buddy Parkins, and what he had seen
and done had made him beautiful.

'No, I'm not arunaway, Mr. Parkins,' the boy said.

Then he blinked, and his eyes went inward again and logt their brightness, therr light, and the
boy dumped back again againgt his seat. He pulled up a knee, rested it on the dashboard, and
snugged the newspaper up under his bicep.

'No, | guess not,’ Buddy Parkins said, snapping his eyes back to the highway. He fdt relieved,
though he was not quite sure why. ‘I guess yore not arunaway, Lewis. Y ore something, though.'

The boy did not respond.

‘Been workin on afarm, haven't you?

Lewislooked up a him, surprised. 'l did, yeah. The past three days. Two dollars an hour.'

And yore mommy didn't even take the time out from bein sick to wash yore clothes before she
sent you to her sister, is that right? Buddy thought. But what he said was 'Lewis, 1'd like you to
think aout coming home with me. I'm not saying yore on the run or anything, but if yore from
anywhere around Cambridge I'll et this beat-up old car, tires and dl, and | got three boys mysdlf
and the youngest one, Billy, he's only about three years older'n you, and we know how to feed
boys around my house. You can day about as long as you like, depending on how many
guestions you want to answer. 'Cuz I'll be asking em, at least after the first time we break bread
together.'

He rubbed one pam over his gray crewcut and glanced across the sesat. Lewis Farren was
looking more like aboy and less like areveation. "Y ou'll be welcome, son.’

Smiling, the boy said, That's redly nice of you, Mr. Parkins, but | can't. | have to go see my,
ah,auntin. ..’

‘Buckeye Lake," Buddy supplied.

The boy swallowed and looked forward again.

'I'll give you hdlp, if you want help,” Buddy repested.

Lewis patted his forearm, sunburned and thick. ‘Thisrideisabig help, honest.'



Ten nearly slent minutes later he was watching the boy's forlorn figure trudge down the exit
ramp outdde Zanesville Emmie would probably have braned him if héd come home with a
strange dirty boy to feed, but once shed seen him and talked to him, Emmie would have brought
out the good glasses and the plates her mother had given her. Buddy Parkins didn't beieve that
there was any woman named Helen Vaughan in Buckeye Lake, and he wasnt so sure this
mysterious Lewis Farren even had a mother — the boy seemed such an orphan, off on a vast
errand. Buddy watched until the oy was taken by the curve of the off-ramp, and he was saring
out at space and the enormous yellow-and- purple sgn of a shopping mall.

For a second he thought of jumping out of the car and running after the kid, trying to get him
back . . . and then he had a moment of recdl of a crowded, smokey scene on the six-o'clock
news. Angola, New York. Some disaster too smal to be reported more than once, that was what
had happened in Angola; one of those little tragedies the world shovels under a mountain of
newsorint. All Buddy could caich, in this short, probably flawved moment of memory, was a
picture of girders drewn like giant straws over battered cars, jutting up out of a fuming hole in
the ground — a hole that might lead down into hell. Buddy Parkins looked once more at the
empty place on the road where the boy had been, and then stamped on his clutch and dropped the
old car into low.

3

Buddy Parkinss memory was more accurate than he imagined. If he could have seen the firgt
page of the month-old Angola Herald ‘Lewis Farren,' that enigmatic boy, had been holding so
protectively yet fearfully beneath his arm, these are the words he would have reed:

FREAK EARTHQUAKEKILLS5
by Herald staff reporter Joseph Gargan

Work on the Rainbird Towers, intended to be Angolas talest and most luxurious
condominium deveopment and dill Ix months from completion, was tragicdly
hated yesterday as an unprecedented earth tremor collapsed the structure of the
building, burying many condruction workers beneath the rubble. Five bodies have
been retrieved from the ruins of the proposed condominium, and two other workers
have not yet been found but are presumed dead. All seven workers were welders and
fitters in the employ of Speisr Condruction, and al were on the girders of the
building's top two floors & the time of the incident.

Yesterday's tremor was the first earthquake in Angolas recorded higtory. Armin
Van Pdt of New York University's Geology Depatment, contacted today by
telephone, described the fatd quake as a 'seismic bubble’ Representatives of the
Sate Safety Commission are continuing thelr examinations of the dte, as is a team of

The dead men were Robert Heidd, twenty-three; Thomas Thigke, thirty-four; Jerome Wild,
forty-eight; Michad Hagen, twenty-ning and Bruce Davey, thirty-nine. The two men dill
missng were Arnold Schulkamp, fifty-four, and Theodore Rasmussen, forty-three. Jack no
longer had to look at the newspaper's front page to remember their names. The firgt earthquake in



the history of Angola, New York, had occurred on the day he had flipped away from the Western
Road and landed on the town's border. Part of Jack Sawyer wished that he could have gone home
with big kindly Buddy Pakins esten dinner around the table in the kitchen with the Parkins
family — boiled beef and deep-dish apple pie — and then snuggled into the Parkinses guest bed
and pulled the homemade quilt up over his head. And not moved, except toward the table, for
four or five days. But pat of the trouble was that he saw that knotty-pine kitchen table heaped
with crumbly cheese, and on the other sde of the table a mouse-hole was cut into a giant
baseboard;, and from holes in the jeans of the three Parkins boys protruded thin long tals. Who
plays these Jerry Bledsoe changes, Daddy? Heidel, Thielke, Wild, Hagen, Davey; Schulkamp and
Rasmussen. Those Jarry changes? He knew who played them.

4

The huge ydlow-and-purple sign reading BUCKEYE MALL floated ahead of Jack as he came
around the find curve of the df-ramp, drifted past his shoulder and regppeared on his other side,
a which point he could findly see tha it was erected on a tripod of tal yelow poles in the
shopping-center parking lot. The mal itsdf was a futurisic assemblage of ochre-colored
buildings that seemed to be windowless — a second later, Jack redized that the mdl was
covered, and what he was seeing was only the illuson of separate buildings. He put his hand in
his pocket and fingered the tight roll of twenty-three single dollar bills which was his earthly
fortune,

In the cool sunlight of an early autumn afternoon, Jack sprinted across the dreet toward the
mal's parking lot.

If it had not been for his conversation with Buddy Parkins, Jack would very likely have stayed
on U.S. 40 and tried to cover another fifty miles — he wanted to get to Illinois, where Richard
Soa was, in the next two or three days. The thought of seeing his friend Richard again had kept
him going during the weary days of nonsiop work on Elbert Pdamountain's farm: the image of
gpectacled, serious-faced Richard Soat in his room a Thayer School, in Springfidd, Illinois, had
fuded him as much as Mrs. Pdamountain's generous meds. Jack ill wanted to see Richard, and
as soon as he could: but Buddy Parkinss inviting him home had somehow ungrung him. He
could not just climb into another car and begin dl over again on the Story. (In any case, Jack
reminded himsdf, the Story seemed to be losing its potency.) The shopping mdl gave him a
perfect chance b drop out for an hour or two, especidly if there was a movie theater somewhere
in there — right now, Jack could have watched the dullest, soppiest Love Story of amovie.

And before the movie, were he lucky enough to find a theater, he would be able b take care of
two things he had been putting off for a least a week. Jack had seen Buddy Parkins looking at
his digntegrating Nikes. Not only were the running shoes fdling apart, the soles, once spongy
and dadtic, had myserioudy become hard as asphalt. On days when he had to wak great
distances — or when he had to work standing up dl day — his feat sung as if they'd been
burned.

The second task, cdling his mother, was so loaded with guilt and other fearful emations that
Jack could not quite allow it to become conscious. He did not know if he could keep from
weeping, once hed heard his mother's voice. What if she sounded wesk — what if she sounded
redly sck? Could he redly keep going west if Lily hoarsdly begged him to come back to New
Hampshire? So he could not admit to himsdf that he was probably going to cdl his mother. His



mind gave him the suddenly very clear image of a bank of pay telephones beneeth their hairdryer
plagic bubbles, and dmost immediately bucked away from it — as if Elroy or some other
Territories cregture could reach right out of the receiver and clamp a hand around his throat.

Just then three girls a year or two older than Jack bounced out of the back of a Subaru Brat
which had swung recklesdy into a parking spot near the mal's main entrance. For a second they
had the look of modes contorted into awkwardly elegant poses of delight and astonishment.
When they had adjusted into more conventiond posures the girls glanced incurioudy a Jack
and began to flip their hair expertly back into place. They were leggy in ther tight jeans, these
confident little princesses of the tenth grade, and when they laughed they put their hands over
ther mouths in a fashion which suggested that laughter itsdf was laughable. Jack dowed his
wak into a kind of deepwaker's droll. One of the princesses glanced a& him and muttered
something to the brown-haired girl beside her.

I'm different now, Jack thought: I'm not like them any-more. The recognition pierced him with
londliness.

A thicksat blond boy in a blue deeveless down vest climbed out of the driver's seat and
gathered the girls around him by the smple expedient of pretending to ignore them. The boy,
who must have been a senior and at the very least in the varsity backfield, glanced once a Jack
and then looked gppraisngly a the facade of the mal. Timmy? sad the tdl brown-hared girl.
'Yeah, yeah,' the boy said. 'l was just wondering what smells like shit out here’ He rewarded the
girls with a superior litle smile. The brown-haired girl looked smirkingly toward Jack, then
svung hearsdf across the agphdt with her friends. The three girls followed Timmy's arrogant
body through the glass doors into the mall.

Jack waited until the figures of Timmy and his court, visble through the glass, had shrunk to
the sze of puppies far down the long madl before he stepped on the plate which opened the
doors.

Cold predigested air embraced him.

Water trickled down over a fountain two sories high set in a wide pool surrounded by benches.
Open-fronted shops on both levels faced the fountain. Bland Muzak drifted down from the ochre
ceiling, as did the peculiar bronzy light; the smell of popcorn, which had struck Jack the moment
the glass doors had whooshed shut behind him, emanated from an antique popcorn wagon,
panted fire-engine red and dationed outsde a Wadenbooks to the left of the fountain on the
ground levd. Jack had seen immediately that there was no movie theeter in the Buckeye Madll.
Timmy and his leggy princesses were floating up the escdator at the mal's other end, making,
Jack thought, for a fast-food restaurant caled The Captain's Table right a the top of the
ecaator. Jack put his hand in his pants pocket again and touched his roll of bills. Speedy's
guitar-pick and Captain Farren's coin nested at the bottom of the pocket, aong with a handful of
dimes and quarters.

On Jack's level, sandwiched between a Mr. Chips cookie shop and a liquor store advertisng
NEW LOW PRICES for Hiram Waker bourbon and Inglenook Chablis, a Fayva shoe store drew
him toward its long table of running shoes. The clerk a the cash register leaned forward and
watched Jack pick over the shoes, clearly suspicious that he might try to sted something. Jack
recognized none of the brands on the table. There were no Nikes or Pumas here — they were
caled Speedster or Bullseye or Zooms, and the laces of each pair were tied together. These were
sneakers, not true running shoes. They were good enough, Jack supposed.



He bought the chegpest pair the store had in his sze, blue canvas with red zigzag stripes down
the gdes. No brand name was visble anywhere on the shoes. They seemed indistinguishable
from mogst of the other shoes on the table. At the register he counted out sx limp one-dollar bills
and told the clerk that he did not need a bag.

Jack sat on one of the benches before the tall fountain and toed off the battered Nikes without
bothering to unlace them. When he dipped on the new sneskers, his feet fairly sghed with
gratitude. Jack left the bench and dropped his old shoes in a tall black wastebasket with DON'T
BE A LITTERBUG dencilled on it in white. Beneath that, in smdler letters the wastebasket
read The earth is our only home

Jack began to move amlesdy through the long lower arcade of the mdl, searching for the
telephones. At the popcorn wagon he parted with fifty cents and was handed a quart-size tub of
fresh popcorn glisening with grease. The middle-aged man in a bowler hat, a warus moustache,
and deeve garters who sold him the popcorn told him that the pay phones were around a corner
next to 31 Havors, upstairs. The man gestured vaguely toward the nearest escdator.

Scooping the popcorn into his mouth, Jack rode up behind a woman in her twenties and an
older woman with hips so wide they nearly covered the entire width of the escaator, both of
them in pants suits.

If Jack were to flip indde the Buckeye Mdl — or even a mile or two from it — would the
wadls shake and the celing crumble down, dropping bricks and beams and Muzak speskers and
light fixtures down on everybody unlucky enough to be insde? And would the tenth-grade
princesses, and even arogant Timmy, and most of the others, too, wind up with skull fractures
and severed limbs and mangled chests and . . . for a second just before he reached the top of the
ecaator Jack saw giant chunks of plaster and metd girders showering down, heard the terrible
cracking of the mezzanine floor, the screams, too — inaudible, they were il printed in the air.

Angola. The Rainbird Towers.

Jack felt his palms begin to itch and sweat, and he wiped them on his jeans.

THIRTY-ONE FLAVORS, gleamed out a chilly incandescent white light to his left, and when
he turned that way he saw a curving halway on its other sde. Shiny brown tiles on the wals and
floor; as soon as the curve of the halway took him out of sght of anyone on the mezzanine leve,
Jack saw three telephones, which were indeed under transparent plastic bubbles. Across the hall
from the telephones were doorsto MEN and LADIES.

Beneath the middle bubble, Jack dided O, followed by the area code and the number for the
Alhambra Inn and Gardens. 'Billing? asked the operator, and Jack said, This is a collect cal for
Mrs. Sawyer in four-oh-seven and four-oh-eight. From Jack.'

The hotel operator answered, and Jack's chest tightened. She trandferred the call to the suite.
The telephone rang once, twice, three times.

Then his mother said 'Jesus, kid, I'm glad to hear from you! This absentee-mother business is
hard on an old girl like me | kind of miss you when youre not moping around and telling me
how to act with waiters!'

'You'e just too classy for mogt waiters, that's dl," Jack said, and thought that he might begin to
cry with reief.

'Areyou dl right, Jack? Tell methe truth.'

I'mfine, sure hesaid. "Yeah, I'mfine. | just had to make sure that you . . . you know.'

The phone whispered dectronicdly, a skirl of datic that sounded like sand blowing across a
beach.



I'm okay,' Lily said. 'I'm great. I'm not any worse, anyhow, if that's what you're worried about.
| suppose I'd like to know where you are.’

Jack paused, and the dtatic whispered and hissed for a moment. 'I'm in Ohio now. Pretty soon
I'm going to be able to see Richard.'

'When are you coming home, Jack-O?

'l can't say. | wish | could.’

You cant say. | swear, kid, if your father hadn't cdled you tha slly name — and if youd
asked me about this ten minutes earlier or ten minuteslater . . . '

A risng tide of static took her voice, and Jack remembered how sheld looked in the tea shop,
haggard and feeble, an old woman. When the datic receded he asked, 'Are you having any
trouble with Uncle Morgan? |'s he bothering you?

'l sent your Uncle Morgan away from herewith afleain hisear, she sad.

'He was there? He did come? I's he till bothering you?

'l got rid of the Stoat about two days after you left, baby. Don't waste time worrying about
him.

'Did he say where he was going? Jack asked her, but as soon as the words were out of his
mouth the telephone uttered a tortured dectronic squed that seemed to bore right into his head.
Jack grimaced and jerked the receiver away from his ear. The awful whining noise of daic was
30 loud that anyone stepping into the corridor would have heard it. 'MOM!" Jack shouted, putting
the phone as close to his head as he dared. The squed of datic increased, as if a radio between
stations had been turned up to full volume

The line aoruptly fdl slent. Jack clamped the receiver to his ear and heard only the flat black
dlence of dead ar. 'Hey," he said, and jiggled the hook. The flat silence in the phone seemed to
press up againgt his ear.

Just as abruptly, and as if his jiggling the hook had caused it, the did tone — an oass of
sanity, of regularity, now — resumed. Jack jammed his right hand in his pocket, looking for
another coin.

He was holding the recaiver, awkwardly, in his left hand as he dug in his pocket; he froze
when he heard the diad tone suddenly dot off into outer space.

Morgan Sloat's voice spoke to him as clearly as if good old Uncle Morgan were standing at the
next telephone. 'Get your ass back home, Jack." Soat's voice carved the air like a scalpd. 'You
just get your ass back home before we have to take you back ourselves!

'Wait, Jack said, as if he were begging for time: in fact, he was too terified to know quite
what he was saying.

'‘Can't wat any longer, little pa. Youre a murderer now. That's right, isnt it? Youre a
murderer. SO we're not able to give you any more chances. You just get your can back to that
resort in New Hampshire. Now. Or maybe you'll go homein abag.’

Jack heard the click of the recelver. He dropped it. The telephone Jack had used shuddered
forward, then sagged off the wall. For a second it drooped on a network of wires, then crashed
heavily to the floor.

The door to the men's room banged open behind Jack, and a voice ydled, 'Holy SHIT!"

Jack turned to see a thin crewcut boy of about twenty daring a the telephones. He was
wearing awhite apron and abow tie: aclerk at one of the shops.

'l didn't doit,' Jack said. 'It just happened.’



'Holy shit." The crewcut clerk goggled at Jack for a split-second, jerked as if to run, and then
ran his hands over the crown of his head.

Jack backed away down the hdl. When he was hdfway down the escdator he finadly heard
the clerk ydling, 'Mr. Olafson! The phone, Mr. Olafson!" Jack fled.

Outsde, the air was bright, surprisingly humid. Dazed, Jack wandered across the sidewak. A
haf-mile away across the parking lot, a black-and-white police car swung in toward the mall.
Jack turned sideways and began to wak down the pavement. Some way ahead, a family of sx
druggled to get a lawn char in through the next entrance to the mdl. Jack dowed down and
watched the hushand and wife tilt the long char diagondly, hindered by the atempts of the
gndler children to either St on the chair or to assst them. At lagt, nearly in the posture of the
flag-rasers in the famous photograph of lwo Jma, the family staggered through the door. The
police car lazily circled through the big parking lot.

Just past the door where the disorderly family had succeeded in planting their char, an old
black man sat on a wooden crate, cradling a guitar in his lgp. As Jack dowly drew nearer, he saw
the metd cup besde the man's feet. The man's face was hidden behind big dirty sunglasses and
beneath the brim of a dained felt hat. The deeves of his denim jacket were as wrinkled as an
€lephant’'s hide.

Jack swerved out to the edge of the pavement to give the man dl the room he seemed to
warrant, and noticed that around the man's neck hung a sgn handwritten in big sheky capitd
letters on discolored white cardboard. A few steps later he could read the letters.

BLIND SINCE BIRTH
WILL PLAY ANY SONG
GOD BLESS YOU

He had nearly waked past the man holding the beat-up old guitar when he heard him utter, his
voice a cracked and juicy whisper, 'Y eahbob.'



CHAPTER 15

Snhowball Sngs

1

Jack siwung back toward the black man, his heart hammering in his chest.
Speedy?
The black man groped for his cup, held it up, shook it. A few coinsrattled in the bottom.
It is Speedy. Behind those dark glasses, it is Speedy.

Jack was sure of it. But a moment later he was just as sure that it wasn't Speedy. Speedy
wasn't built square in the shoulders and broad across the chest; Speedy's shoulders were rounded,
a little dumped over, and his chest consequently had a dightly caved-in look. Missssppi John
Hurt, not Ray Charles.

But | could tell one way or the other for sureif he'd take off those shades.

He opened his mouth to speak Speedy's name adoud, and suddenly the old man began to play,
his wrinkled fingers, as dully dark as old wanut that has been fathfully oiled but never polished,
moving with limber speed and grace on both gtrings and frets. He played well, finger-picking the
melody. And after a moment, Jack recognized the tune. It had been on one of his father's older
records. A Vanguard dbum cdled Mississippi John Hurt Today. And dthough the blind man
didn't sing, Jack knew the words:

O kindly friends, tell me, ain't it hard?
To seeole Lewisin a new graveyard,
The angels laid him away

The blond footbdl player and his three princesses came out of the mall's main doors. Each of
the princesses had an ice cream cone. Mr. All-America had a chili-dog in each hand. They
sauntered toward where Jack stood. Jack, whose whole attention was taken up by the old black
man, had not even noticed them. He had been trandfixed by the idea that it was Speedy, and
Speedy had somehow read his mind. How else could it be that this man had begun to play a
Missssppi John Hurt composition just as Jack happened to think Speedy looked like that very
man? And a song containing his own road-name, as well?

The blond football player transferred both chili-dogs to his left hand and dapped Jack on the
back with his right as hard as he could. Jack's teeth snapped on his own tongue like a bear-trap.
The pain was sudden and excruciating.

"You just shake her easy, urine-breeth,' he said. The princesses giggled and shrieked.

Jack stumbled forward and kicked over the blind man's cup. Coins spilled and rolled. The
gentlelilt of the blues tune cameto ajangling hdlt.

Mr. All-America and the Three Little Princesses were dready moving on. Jack dtared after
them and felt the now-familiar impotent hate. This was how it fdt to be on your own, just young
enough to be a everyonés mercy and to be anyones meat — anyone from a psychatic like
Osmond to a humorless old Lutheran like Elbert Pdamountain, whose idea of a pretty fair work-
day was to dog and guelch through gluey fields for twelve hours during a steedy cold downpour



of October rain, and to St bolt-upright in the cab of his Internationd Harvester truck during
lunch hour, eating onion sandwiches and reading from the Book of Job.

Jack had no urge to ‘get’ them, athough he had a srange idea thet if he wanted to, he could —
that he was gaining some sort of power, admogt like an dectrica charge. It sometimes seemed to
him that other people knew that, too — that it was in their faces when they looked a him. But he
didn't want to get them; he only wanted to be |eft dlone. He—

The blind man was feding around himsdf for the spilled money, his pudgy hands moving
gently over the pavement, dmost seeming to read it. He happened on a dime, st his cup back up
again, and dropped the dime in. Plink!

Faintly, Jack heard one of the princesses. 'Why do they let him stay there, he's so gross, you
know?

Even more fantly gill: "Yeah, rilly!

Jack got down on his knees and began to hep, picking up coins and putting them into the
blind man's cup. Down here, close to the old man, he could smdl sour sweat, mildew, and some
sweet bland sméll like corn. Smartly dressed mal shoppers gave them a wide berth.

‘Thankya, thankya' the blind man croaked monotonoudy. Jack could smell dead chili on his
breath. "'Thankya, blessya, God blessya, thankya.'

Heis Speedy.

He's not Speedy.

What findly forced him to spesk — and this was not realy so odd — was remembering just
how little of the magic juice he had left. Bardly two swalows now. He did not know if, after
what had happened in Angola, he could ever bring himsdf to travel in the Territories again, but
he was Hill determined to save his mather'slife, and that meant he might have to.

And, whatever the Tdisman was, he might have to flip into the other world to get it.

‘Speedy?

'Blessya, thankya, God blessya, didn't | hear one go over there? He pointed.

'‘Soeedy! It's Jack!”

'Aint nothin speedy round here, boy, No dr." His hands began to whisper-wak dong the
concrete in the direction he had just pointed. One of them found a nicke and he dropped it into
the cup. His other happened to touch the shoe of a smartly dressed young woman who was
passng by. Her pretty, empty face wrinkled in dmost painful disgust as she drew away from
him.

Jack picked the last coin out of the gutter. It was a Slver dollar — a big old cartwhed with
Lady Liberty on oneside.

Tears began to oill out of his eyes. They ran down his dirty face and he wiped them away
with an am that shook. He was crying for Thieke, Wild, Hagen, Davey, and Heidd. For his
mother. For Laura Del_oessian. For the carter's son lying dead in the road with his pockets turned
out. But most of dl for himsdf. He was tired of being on the road. Maybe when you rode it in a
Cadillec it was a road of dreams, but when you had to hitch it, riding on your thumb and a story
that was just about worn out, when you were a everybody's mercy and anyones mesdt, it was
nothing but a road of trids. Jack fet that he had been tried enough . . . but there was no way to
ay it off. If he cried it off, the cancer would take his mother, and Uncle Morgan might well take
him.

'l don't think | can do it, Speedy,” he wept. I don't think so, man.'

Now the blind man groped for Jack instead of the spilled coins. Those gentle, reading fingers
found his am and closed around it. Jack could fed the hard pad of calus in the tip of each



finger. He drew Jack to him, into hose odors of sweat and heat and old chili. Jack pressed his
face againgt Speedy's chest.

'Hoo, boy. | don't know no Speedy, but it sounds like you puttin an awful lot on him. You—"

I miss my mom, Speedy,' Jack wept, 'and Sloat's after me. It was him on the phone ingde the
madl, him. And that's not the wors thing. The worst thing was in Angola . . . the Rainbird Towers
... eathquake . . . five men . . . me, | did it, Speedy, | killed those men when | flipped into this
world, | killed themjust like my dad and Morgan Soat killed Jerry Bledsoe that time!"

Now it was out, the worst of it. He had sicked up the stone of guilt that had been in his throdt,
threstening to choke him, and a sorm of weeping ssized him — but this time it was relief rather
than fear. It was said. It had been confessed. He was a murderer.

'Hooo-eeee!' the black man cried. He sounded perversdy delighted. He held Jack with one
thin, strong arm, rocked him. 'You tryin to carry you one heavy load, boy. You sure an. Maybe
you ought to put some of it down.’

'l killed em," Jack whispered. Thidke, Wild, Hagen, Davey . . ."

"W, if yo friend Speedy was here,’ the black man said, Whoever he might be, or wherever he
might be in this wide old world, he might tell you that you caint carry the world on yo shoulders,
son. You caint do that. No one can. Try to carry the world on yo shoulders, why, fird it's gonna
break yo back, and then it's gonna break you sperrit.'

' killed —"

'Put agun to their heads and shot somebodies, didya?

'No. .. theearthquake. .. | flipped. . ."

'Don't know nothin bout dat,’ the black man said. Jack had pulled away from him a bit and was
daring up into the black man's seamed face with wondering curiogty, but the black man had
turned his head toward the parking lot. If he was blind, then he had picked out the smoother,
dightly more powerful beat of the police car's engine from the others as it gpproached, because
he was looking right at it. 'All 1 know is you seem to have this idear of 'moider’ a little broad.
Prolly if some fella dropped dead of a heart-attack goin around us as we st here, you'd think you
killed him. 'Oh look, | done moidered that fella on account of where | was st-tin, oh woe, oh
dooom, oh gloooooom, oh this. .. oh that! ' As he spoke this and that, the blind man punctuated
it with aquick change from G to C and back to G again. He laughed, pleased with himself.

‘Speedy — '

‘Nothin speedy round here' the black man reiterated, and then showed yelow teeth in a
crooked grin. 'Cept maybe how speedy some folks are to put the blame on themsalves for things
others might have got started. Maybe you runnin, boy, and maybe you bein chased." G-chord.

'Maybe you be just alittle off-base.’

C-chord, with anifty little run in the middle that made Jack grin in Spite of himsdif.

'Might be somebody el se gettin on yo case.’

Back down to G again, and the blind man laid his guitar asde (while, in the police car, the two
cops were flipping to see which of them would actudly have to touch Old Snowbdl if he
wouldn't get into the back of the cruiser peaceably).

'‘Maybe dooom and maybe gloooooom and maybe this and maybe that . . . ' He laughed again,
asif Jack's fears were the funniest thing he'ld ever heard.

‘But | don't know what could happen if | —*

'No one ever knows what could happen if they do anything, do dey? the black man who might
or might not be Speedy Parker broke in. 'No. Dey do not. If you thought about it, youd stay in yo
house dl day, ascairt to come out! | don't know yo problems, boy. Don't want to know em. Could



be crazy, takin bout earthquakes and al. But bein as how you helped me pick up my money and
didnt stedl none — | counted every plinkety-plink, so | know — I'll give you some advice. Some
things you caint help. Sometimes people get killed because somebody does somethin . . . but if
somebody didn't do that somethin, a whole lot of more people would have got killed. Do you see
where I'm pushin, son?

The dirty sunglassesinclined down toward him.

Jack fet a deep, shuddery relief. He saw, dl right. The blind man was taking about hard
choices. He was suggesting that maybe there was a difference between hard choices and crimind
behavior. And that maybe the crimina wasn't here.

The crimina might have been the guy who had told him five minutes ago to get his ass home.

'Could even be' the blind man remarked, hitting a dark D-minor chord on his box, ‘that dl
things soive the Lord, ug like my momma tole me and your momma might have tole you, if she
was a Chrigian lady. Could be we think we doin one thing but are redly doin another. Good
Book saysdl things, even those that seem evil, soive the Lord. What you think, boy?

"I don't know, Jack said honestly. He was dl mixed up. He only had to close his eyes and he
could see the telephone tearing off the wall, hanging from its wires like aweird puppet.

'Well, it smells like you lettin it drive you to drink.’

'What? Jack asked, astonished. Then he thought, | thought that Speedy looked like Mississippi
John Hurt, and this guy started playing a John Hurt blues . . . and now he's talking about the
magic juice. He's being careful, but | swear that's what he's talking about —it's got to be!

'You're a mind-reader,’ Jack said in a low voice. 'Aren't you? Did you learn it in the Territories,
Speedy?

‘Don't know nothin bout readin minds' the blind man said, 'but my lamps have been out forty-
two year come November, and n forty-two year your nose and ears take up some of the dack. |
can smdl chegp wine on you, son. Smdl it all over you. It's dmogt like you washed yo hair
widdit!'

Jack fdt an odd, dreamy guilt — it was the way he aways fdt when accused of doing
something wrong when he was in fact innocent — mostly innocent, anyway. He had done no
more than touch the dmogt-empty bottle since flipping back into this world. Just touching it
filled him with dread — he had come to fed about it the way a fourteenth-century European
peasant might have felt about a splinter of the One True Cross or the fingerbone of a saint. It was
meagic, dl right. Powerful magic. And sometimes it got people killed.

I haven't been drinking it, honest,’ he finally managed. 'What | started with is amost gone. It .

.1 ... man, | dont even like it!" His somach had begun to clench nervoudy; just thinking about
the maglc juice was making him fedl nausested. 'But | need to get some more. Just in case’

'More Poiple Jesus? Boy your age? The blind man laughed and made a shooing gesture with
one hand. 'Hell, you don't need dat. No boy needs dat poison to travel with.'

But — '

'Here. I'll Sng you a song to cheer you up. Sounds like you could useiit.'

He began to s$ng, and his singing voice was nothing a al like his spesking voice. It was deep
and poweful and thrilling, without the Nigger Jm 'My-Huck-dat-sure-is-gay!" cadences of his
talk. It was, Jack thought, awed, amost the trained, cultured voice of an opera Snger, now
amusng itsef with a little piece of popular fluff. Jack felt goosgbumps rise on his ams and back
a that rich, full voice Along the sdewak which ran dong the dull, ochre flank of the mal,
heads turned.



"When the red, red robin goes bob-bob-bobbin along, ALONG, ther€ll be no more sobbin
when he starts throbbin hisold . . . sweet SONG —'

Jack was druck by a sweet and terrible familiarity, a sense that he had heard this before, or
something very like it, and as the blind man bridged, grinning his crooked, ydlowing smile, Jack
redized where the feding was coming from. He knew what had made al those heads turn, as
they would have turned if a unicorn had gone galoping across the mal's parking lot. There was a
beautiful, dien darity in the man's voice. It was the clarity of, say, ar so pure that you could
and| a radish when a man pulled one out of the ground hdf a mile away. It was a good old Tin
Pan Alley song . . . but the voice was pure Territories.

'‘Get up . . . get up, you Sleepyhead . . . get out . . . get out, get outta bed . . . live, love, laugh
and beha —'

Both guitar and voice came to a sudden hat. Jack, who had been concentrating fiercely on the
blind man's face (trying subconscioudy to peer right tirough those dark glasses, perhaps, and see
if Speedy Parker's eyes were behind them), now widened his focus and saw two cops standing
beside the blind man.

'You know, | don't hear nothin, the blind guitaris said, dmost coyly, 'but | blieve | smell
somethin blue'

‘Goddammit, Snowbadl, you know you're not supposed to work the mal!" one of the cops
cried. 'What did Judge Hd-las tell you the last time he had you in chambers? Downtown between
Center Street and Mura Street. No place else. Damn, boy, how senile have you got? Your pecker
rotted off yet from that whatal your woman gave you before she took off ? Chrigt, | just don't —
" His partner put a hand on his am and nodded toward Jack in a little-pitchers-have-big-ears
gesture.

'Go tdll your mother she wants you, kid," the first cop said curtly.

Jack darted waking down the ddewak. He couldnt stay. Even if there was something he
could do, he couldnt stay. He was lucky the cops attention had been taken up by the man they
caled Snowball. If they had given him a second glance, Jack had no doubt he would have been
asked to produce his bona fides. New sneakers or not, the rest of him looked used and battered. It
doesn't take cops long to get good at spotting road-kids, and Jack was a boy on the road if there
ever had been one.

He imagined being tossed into the Zanesville pokey while the Zanesville cops, fine upstanding
boys in blue who listened to Paul Harvey every day and supported Presdent Reagan, tried to find
out whose little boy he was.

No, he didn't want the Zanesville cops giving him more than the one passing glance.

A moator, throbbing smoothly, coming up behind him.

Jack hunched his pack a little higher on his back and looked down & his new sneskers as if
they interested him tremendoudy. From the corners of his eyes he saw the police cruiser dide
dowly by.

The blind man was in the back seet, the neck of his guitar poking up besde him.

As the cruiser svung into one of the outbound lanes, the blind man abruptly turned his head
and looked out the back window, looked directly at Jack . . .

... and dthough Jack could not see through the dirty dark glasses, he knew perfectly well that
Lester 'Speedy' Parker had winked a him.



Jack managed to keep further thought at bay until he reached the turnpike ramps again. He stood
looking & the signs, which seemed the only clear-cut things left in aworld

(worlds?)

where dl dse was a maddening gray swirl. He felt a dark depresson swirling dl around him,
gnking into him, trying to desroy his resolve. He recognized that homesickness played a part in
this depresson, but this feding made his former homesickness seem boyish and cdlow indeed.
Hefdt utterly adrift, without asingle firm thing to hold on to.

Standing by the sgns, waetching the traffic on the turnpike, Jack redized he fdt damn near
suicidd. For quite a while he had been able to keep himsdf going with the thought that he would
see Richard Soa soon (and, dthough he had hardly admitted the thought to himsdf, the idea
that Richard might head west with him had done more than cross Jack's mind — after dl, it
would not be the first time that a Sawyer and a Sloat had made strange journeys together, would
it?), but the hard work a the Paamountain farm and the peculiar hgppenings a the Buckeye
Madl had given even that the fdse glitter of fool's gold.

Go home, Jacky, you're beaten, a voice whispered. If you keep on, you're going to end up
getting the living shit kicked out of you . . . and next time it may be fifty people that die. Or five
hundred.

[-70 East.

[-70 West.

Abruptly he fished in his pocket for the coin — the coin that was a dlver dollar in this world.
Let whatever gods there were decide this, once and for dl. He was too beaten to do it for himsdf.
His back ill smarted where Mr. All-America had whacked him. Come up tails, and he would go
down the eastbound ramp and head home. Come up heads, he would go on . . . and there would
be no more looking back.

He good in the dust of the soft shoulder and flicked the coin into the chilly October ar. It
rose, turning over and over, kicking up glints of sun. Jack craned his head to follow its course.

A family pasing in an old dationwagon stopped sguabbling long enough to look a him
curioudy. The man driving the wagon, a bading C.PA. who sometimes awoke in the middie of
the night fancying that he could fed shooting pains in his chest and down his left am, had a
sudden and absurd series of thoughts: Adventure. Danger. A quest of some noble purpose
Dreams of fear and glory. He shook his head, as if to clear it, and glanced at the boy in the
wagon's rear-view mirror just as the kid leaned over to look a something. Christ, the bading
C.P.A. thought. Get it out of your head, Larry, you sound like a fucking boys' adventure book.

Larry shot into traffic, quickly getting the wagon up to seventy, forgetting about the kid in the
dirty jeans by the sde of the road. If he could get home by three, he'd be in good time to watch
the middleweight title fight on ESPN.

The coin came down. Jack bent over it. It was heads. . . but that was not al.

The lady on the coin wasn't Lady Liberty. It was Laura Deloessian, Queen of the Territories.
But God, what a difference here from the pde, ill, degping face he had glimpsed for a moment
in the pavillion, surrounded by anxious nurses in their billowing white wimpled This face was
dert and aware, eager and beautiful. It was not a classic beauty; the line of the jaw was not clear
enough for that, and the cheekbone which showed in profile was a little soft. Her beauty was in
the rega set of her head combined with the clear sense that she was kind as well as capable.



And oh it was S0 like the face of his mother.
Jack's eyes blurred with tears and he blinked them hard, not wanting the tears to fal. He had
cried enough for one day. He had his answer, and it was not for crying over.
When he opened his eyes again, Laura Del.oessan was gone, the woman on the coin was
Lady Liberty again.
He had his answer al the same.
Jack bent over, picked up the coin out of the dudt, put it in his pocket, and headed down the
westbound ramp of Interstate 70.

3

A day later; white overcast in the ar that tasted of chilly rain on its way; the Ohio-Indiana border
not much more than alick and a promise from here.

'Here' was in a scrub of woods beyond the Lewisburg rest area on +70. Jack was standing
conceded — he hoped — among the trees, patiently waiting for the large bad man with the
large bald voice to get back into his Chevy Nova and drive away. Jack hoped he would go soon,
before it garted to rain. He was cold enough without getting wet, and adl morning his snuses had
been plugged, his voice foggy. He thought he must findly be getting a cold.

The large bad man with the large bad voice had given his name as Emory W. Light. He had
picked Jack up around deven oclock, north of Dayton, and Jack had felt a tired sinking
sensation in the pit of his belly dmost a once. He had gotten rides with Emory W. Light before.
In Vermont Light had cdled himsdf Tom Ferguson, and sad he was a shoe-shop foreman; in
Pennsylvania the dias had been Bob Dar-rent (Almost like that fellow who sang 'Splish Splash,’
ah-ha-hah-hah'), and the job had changed to Didrict High School Superintendent; this time Light
sad he was Presdent of the Firsd Mercantile Bank of Paradise Fdls, in the town of Paradise
Fadls, Ohio. Ferguson had been lean and dark, Dar-rent as portly and pink as a freshly tubbed
baby, and this Emory W. Light was large and owlish, with eyes like boiled eggs behind his
rimless glasses.

Yet dl of these differences were only supeficid, Jack had found. They dl ligened to the
Story with the same breathless interest. They dl asked him if he had had any girlfriends back
home. Sooner or later he would find a hand (a large bad hand) lying on his thigh, and when he
looked a Fergusor/Darrent/Light, he would see an expresson of haf-mad hope in the eyes
(mixed with hdf-mad guilt) and a sipple of sweat on the upper lip (in the case of Darrent, the
sveat had gleamed through a dark moudache like tiny white eyes peering through scant
underbrush).

Ferguson had asked him if he would like to make ten dollars.

Darrent had upped that to twenty.

Light, in a large bad voice that nonetheless cracked and quivered through severd regiders,
asked him if he couldn't use fifty dollars — he dways kept a fifty in the hed of his left shoe, he
said, and held just love to give it to Master Lewis Farren. There was a place they could go near
Randolph. An empty barn.

Jack did not make any correlation between the steadily increasng monetary offers from Light
in his various incarnaions and any changes his adventures might be working on him — he was
not introgpective by nature and hed little interest in sdf-anayss.



He had learned quickly enough how to ded with fdlows like Emory W. Light. His firg
experience with Light, when Light had been cdling himsdf Tom Ferguson, had taught him that
discretion was by far the better part of vaor. When Ferguson put his hand on Jack's thigh, Jack
had responded automaticadly out of a Cdifornia senghility in which gays had been merdly part
of the scenery: 'No thanks, miger. I'm gtrictly A.C!

He had been groped before, certainly — in movie theaters, mostly, but there had been the
men's-shop dek in North Hollywood who had chearfully offered to blow him in a changing
booth (and when Jack told him no thanks, the clerkk sad, 'Fine, now try on the blue blazer,
okay?).

These were annoyances a good-looking twelve-year-old boy in Los Angeles smply learned to
put up with, the way a pretty woman learns to put up with being groped occasondly on the
subway. You eventudly find a way to cope without letting it spoil your whole day. The
deliberate passes, such as the one this Ferguson was making, were less of a problem than the
sudden gropes from ambush. They could Smply be shunted aside.

At leest in Cdifornia they could. Eastern gays — especidly out here in the gicks —
apparently had a different way of dedling with rgection.

Ferguson had come to a screeching, diding hdt, leaving forty yards of rubber behind his
Pontiac and throwing a cloud of shoulder-dust into the air.

'Who you cdling D.C.?" he screamed. 'Who you cdling queer? I'm not queer! Jesus Give a
kid afucking ride and he cdls you afucking queer!"

Jack was looking a him, dazed. Unprepared for the sudden stop, he had thumped his head a
damned good one on the padded dash. Ferguson, who had only a moment before been looking at
him with meting brown eyes, now looked reedy to kill him.

'Get out!" Ferguson ydled. "You're the queer, not me! You're the queer! Get out, you little
queerboy! Get out! I've got a wife! I've got kids! 1've probably got bastards scattered all over
New England! I'm not queer! You're the queer, not me, SO GET OUT OF MY CAR!"

More terrified than he had been since his encounter with Osmond, Jack had dore just that.
Ferguson tore out, spraying him with gravd, 4ill raving. Jack staggered over to a rock wall, sat
down, and began to giggle The giggles became drieks of laughter, and he decided right then
and there that he would have to develop A POLICY, d least until he got out of the boondocks.
'‘Any serious problem demands A POLICY, his father had said once. Morgan had agreed
vigoroudy, but Jack decided he shouldn't Iet that hold him back.

His POLICY had worked well enough with Bob Darrent, and he had no reason to believe it
wouldnt dso work with Emory Light . . . but in the meantime he was cold and his nose was
running. He wished Light would head em up and move em out. Standing in the trees, Jack could
see him down there, walking back and forth with his hands in his pockets, his large bad head
gleaming mdlowly under the white-out sky. On the turnpike, big semis droned by, filling the ar
with the sink of burned diesd fud. The woods here were trashed-out, the way the woods
bordering any interstate rest area dways were. Empty Dorito bags. Squashed Big Mac boxes.
Crimped Peps and Budweiser cans with pop-tops that ratled ingde if you kicked them.
Smashed bottles of Wild Irish Rose and Five O'Clock gin. A pair of shredded nylon panties over
there, with a mouldering sanitary napkin ill glued to the crotch. A rubber poked over a broken
branch. Penty of nifty suff, dl right, hey-hey. And lots of graffiti jotted on the wals of the
men's room, dmog dl of it the sort a fellow like Emory W. Light could redly relate to: |1 LIKE
TO SUK BIG FAT COX. BE HERE AT 4 FOR THE BEST BLOJOB YOU EVER HAD.



REEM OUT MY BUTT. And here was a gay poet with large aspiraions LET THE HOLE
HUMAN RACE/JERK OFF ON MY SMILING FACE.

I'm homesick for the Territories, Jack thought, and there was no surprise a dl in the
redization. Here he stood behind two brick outhouses off [-70 somewhere in western Ohio,
shivering in a ragged swester he had bought in a thrift store for a buck and a haf, waiting for that
large bald man down there to get back on his horse and ride.

Jack's POLICY was smplicity itsdf: don't antagonize a man with large bad hands and a large
bald voice.

Jack sighed with relief. Now it was starting to work. An expresson that was haf-anger, hdf-
disgust, had settled over Emory W. Light's large bad face. He went back to his car, got in,
backed up s0 fast he dmogt hit the pick-up truck passing behind him (there was a brief blare of
horns and the passenger in the truck shot Emory W. Light the finger), and then left.

Now it was only a matter of danding on the ramp where the rest-area traffic rejoined the
turnpike traffic with histhumb out . . . and, he hoped, catching aride before it sarted to rain.

Jack spared another look around. Ugly, wretched. These words came quite naturdly to mind as
he looked around at the littery desolation here on the rest areds pimply backside. It occurred to
Jack that there was a feding of death here — not just at this rest area or on the interstate roads
but pressed deep into dl the country he had travelled. Jack thought that sometimes he could even
see it, a desperate shade of hot dark brown, like the exhaust from the shortstack of a fast-moving
Jmmy-Pete.

The new homesickness came back — the warting to go to the Territories and see that dark
blue sky, the dight curve at the edge of the horizon

But it plays those Jerry Bledsoe changes.

Don't know nothin bout dat . . . All I know is you seem to have this idear of 'moider’ a little
broad

Waking down to the rest area — now he redly did have to urinate — Jack sneezed three
times, quickly. He swalowed and winced a the hot prickle in his throat. Getting sick, oh yesah.
Great. Not even into Indiana yet, fifty degrees, rain in the forecast, no ride, and now I'm—

The thought broke off cleanly. He dared at the parking lot, his mouth faling wide open. For
one awful moment he thought he was going to wet his pants as everything below his breastbone
seemed to cramp and squeeze.

Stting in one of the twenty or so dant parking spaces, its degp green surface now dulled with
road-dirt, was Uncle Morgan's BMW. No chance of a mistake; no chance a dl. Cdifornia vanity
plates MLS, standing for Morgan Luther Soat. It looked asif it had been driven fast and hard.

But if he flew to New Hampshire, how can his car be here? Jack's mind yammered. It's a
coincidence, Jack, just a—

Then he saw the man standing with his back to him at the pay telephone and knew it was no
coincidence. He was wearing a bulky Army-syle anorak, fur-lined, a garment more suited to five
below than to fifty degrees. Back-to or not, there was no mistaking those broad shoulders and
that big, loose, hulking frame.

The man at the phone started to turn around, crooking the phone between his ear and shoulder.

Jack drew back againgt the brick side of the men'stoilet.

Did he see me?

No, he answered himsdf. No, | don't think so. But —



But Captain Farren had said that Morgan — that other Morgan — would smell him like a cat
andls a rat, and s0 he had. From his hiding place in that dangerous forest, Jack had seen the
hideous white face in the window of the diligence change.

This Morgan would smdl him, too. If given thetime.

Footfals around the corner, approaching.

Face numb and twisted with fear, Jack fumbled off his pack and then dropped it, knowing he
was too late, too dow, that Morgan would come around the corner and seize him by the neck,
amiling. Hi, Jacky! Allee-allee-in-free! Gamés over now, isn't it, you little prick?

A tdl man in a houndstooth-check jacket passed the corner of the rest-room, gave Jack a
disnterested glance, and went to the drinking fountain.

Going back. He was going back. There was no quilt, a least rot now; only that terrible trapped
fear mingling oddly with fedings of relief and pleasure. Jack fumbled his pack open. Here was
Speedy's battle, with less than an inch of the purple liquid now left

(no boy needs dat poison to travel with but | do Speedy | do!)

doshing around in the bottom. No matter. He was going back. His heart legped at the thought.
A big Saturday-night grin dawvned on his face, denying both the gray day and the fear in his
heart. Going back, oh yeah, dig it.

More footsteps approaching, and this was Uncle Morgan, no doubt about that heavy yet
somehow mincing step. But the fear was gone. Uncle Morgan had smelled something, but when
he turned the corner he would see nothing but empty Dorito bags and crimped beercans.

Jack pulled in bresth — pulled in the greasy stink of diesd fumes and car exhausts and cold
autumn air. Tipped the bottle up to his lips. Took one of the two swdlows left. And even with his
eyes shut he squinted as—



CHAPTER 16

Wolf

— the strong sunlight struck his closed lids.

Through the geagging-sweet odor of the magic juice he could sndl something dse . . . the
warm smell of animas. He could hear them, too, moving dl about him.

Frightened, Jack opened his eyes but at firs could see nothing — the difference in the light
was S0 sudden and abrupt that it was as if someone had suddenly turned on a cluster of two-
hundred-watt bulbs in a black room.

A wam, hide-covered flank brushed him, not in a threstening way (or so Jack hoped), but
mogt definitely in an I'mrin-a hurry-to-be-gone-thank-you-very-much way. Jack, who had been
getting up, thumped back to the ground again.

'Hey! Hey! Get away from im! Right here and right now!" A loud, hedthy whack followed by
a diggruntled anima sound somewhere between a moo and a baa. 'God's nails! Got no sense! Get
away fromimfore | bite your God-pounding eyes out!'

Now his eyes had adjusted enough to the brightness of this dmost flawless Territories autumn
day to make out a young giant standing in the middle of a herd of milling animds whacking
their sdes and dightly humped backs with what appeared to be great gusto and very little red
force. Jack sat up, automaticaly finding Speedy's bottle with its one precious swalow left and
putting it away. He never took his eyes from the young man who stood with his back to him.

Tdl he was — gx-five a least, Jack guessed — and with shoulders so broad that his across
dill looked dightly out of proportion to his high. Long, greasy black hair shagged down his back
to the shoulder blades. Muscles bulged and rippled as he moved amid the animds, which looked
like pygmy cows. He was driving them away from Jack and toward the Western Road.

He was a driking figure, even when seen from behind, but what amazed Jack was his dress.
Everyone he had seen in the Teritories (induding himsef) had been wearing tunics, jerkins, or
rough breeches.

Thisfdlow appeared to be wearing Oshkosh bib overdls.

Then he turned around and Jack fet a horrible shocked dismay well up in his throat. He shot
to hisfest.

It was the Elroy-thing.

The herdsman was the Elroy-thing.

Except it wasnt.

Jack perhaps would not have lingered to see that, and everything that happened thereafter —
the movie theater, the shed, and the hdl of the Sunlight Home — would not have happened (or
would, a the very least, have happened in some completdy different way), but in the extremity



of his terror he froze completely after getting up. He was no more able to run than a deer is when
it isfrozen in a hunter's jacklight.

As the figure in the bib overdls gpproached, he thought: Elroy wasn't that tall or that broad.
And his eyes were yellow — The eyes of this creature were a bright, impossible shade of orange.
Looking into them was like looking into the eyes of a Haloween pumpkin. And while Elroy's
grin had promised madness and murder, the smile on this felow's face was large and cheerful
and harmless.

His feet were bare, huge, and spatulate, the toes clumped into groups of three and two, barely
vigble through curls of wiry har. Not hooflike, as Elroy's had been, Jack redlized, hdf-crazed
with surprise, fear, a dawning amusement, but padlike-pawlike.

As he closad the distance between himsdlf and Jack,

(his?its?)

eyes flared an even brighter orange, going for a moment to the Day-Glo shade favored by
hunters and flagmen on road-repair jobs. The color faded to a muddy hazd. As it did, Jack saw
that his amile was puzzled as wdl as friendly, and understood two things a once: fird, that there
was no harm in this fellow, not an ounce of it, and second, that he was dow. Not feeble, perhaps,
but dow.

'Wolf!" the big, hairy boy-beast cried, grinning. His tongue was long and pointed, and Jack
thought with a shudder that a wolf was exactly what he looked like. Not a goat but a wolf. He
hoped he was right about there not being any harm in him. But if | made a mistake about that, at
least | won't have to worry about making any more mistakes .. . ever again. 'Wolf! Walf!' He
guck out one hand, and Jack saw that, like his feet, his hands were covered with hair, athough
this hair was finer and more luxuriant — actudly quite handsome. It grew especidly thick in the
pams, where it was the soft white of a blaze on a horse's forehead.

My God | think he wants to shake hands with me!

Gingerly, thinking of Uncle Tommy, who had told him he must never refuse a handshake, not
even with his worg enemy (‘Fight him to the desth afterward if you must, but shake his hand
fird,) Uncle Tommy had sad), Jack put his own hand out, wondering if it was about to be
crushed . . . or perhaps esten.

'Wolf!l Wolf! Shakin hands right here and now!" the boy-thing in the Oshkosh bibals cried,
delighted. 'Right here and now! Good old Wolf! God-pound it! Right here and now! Wol f!

In spite of this enthusasm, Wolf's grip was gentle enough, cushioned by the crip, furry
growth of har on his hand. Bib overalls and a big handshake from a guy who looks like an
overgrown Sberian husky and smells a little bit like a hayloft after a heavy rain, Jack thought.
What next? An offer to come to his church this Sunday?

'‘Good old Wolf, you bet! Good old Wolf right here and now!" Wolf wrapped his arms around
his huge chest and laughed, delighted with himsalf. Then he grabbed Jack's hand again.

This time his hand was pumped vigoroudy up and down. Something seemed required of him
a his point, Jack reflected. Otherwise, this plessant if rather smple young man might go on
shaking his hand until sundown.

'‘Good old Woalf, he sad. It seemed to be a phrase of which his new acquaintance was
particularly fond.

Wolf laughed like a child and dropped Jack's hand. This was something of a relief. The hand
had been neither crushed nor eaten, but it did fed a bit seasick. Wolf had a faster pump than a
dot-machine player on a hot stresk.



'Stranger, ain'tcha? Wolf asked. He suffed his hairy hands into the dit sides of his bibals and
began playing pocket-pool with acomplete lack of salf-consciousness.

'Yes' Jack said, thinking of what that word meant over here. It had a very specific meaning
over here. 'Yes, | guessthat'sjust what | am. A stranger.’

'‘God-pounding right! I can smdl it on you' Right here and now, oh yeah, oh boy! Got it!
Doesn't smdl bad, you know, but it sure is funny. Wolf! That's me. Wolf! Woalf! Wolf!" He threw
back his heed and laughed. The sound ended being something that was disconcertingly like a
howl.

‘Jack," Jack said. "Jack Saw — '

His hand was seized again and pumped with abandon.

‘Sawyer,' he finished, when he was rdeased again. He amiled, feding very much as though
someone had hit him with a great big goofystick. Five minutes ago he had been standing
scrunched againg the cold brick side of a shithouse on I-70. Now he was standing here talking to
ayoung felow who seemed to be more animd than man.

And damned if his cold wasn't completely gone.
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'Wolf meet Jack! Jack meet Wolf! Here and now! Okay! Good! Oh, Jason! Cows in the road!
Ain't they supid! Wolf! Woalf!'

Ydling, Wolf loped down the hill to the road, where about haf of his herd was sanding,
looking around with expressions of bland surprise, as if to ask where the grass had gone. They
redly did look like some strange cross between cows and sheep, Jack saw, and wondered what
you would call such a crossbreed. The only word to come immediately to mind was creeps — or
perhaps, he thought, the singular would be more proper in this case, as in Here's Wolf taking care
of hisflock of creep. Oh yeah. Right here and now.

The goofystick came down on Jack's head again. He sat down and began to giggle, his hands
crisscrossed over his mouth to stifle the sounds.

Even the biggest creep stood no more than four feet high. Ther fur was woolly, but of a
muddy shade that was Smilar to Wolf's eyes — at least, when Wolf's eyes weren't blazing like
Halloween jack-o'-lanterns. Their heads were topped with short, squiggly horns that looked good
for absolutely nothing. Wolf herded them back out of the road. They went obediently, with no
ggn of fear. If a cow or a sheep on my side of the jump got a whiff of that guy, Jack thought, it'd
kill itself trying to get out of his way.

But Jack liked Wolf — liked him on sght, just as he had feared and didiked Elroy on sight.
And that contrast was particularly apt, because the comparison between the two was undeniable.
Except that Elroy had been goatish while Wolf was. . . wel, wolfish.

Jack waked dowly toward where Wolf had set his herd to graze. He remembered tiptoeing
down the ginking back hdl of the Oatley Tap toward the fire-door, sensng Elroy somewhere
near, smelling him, perhaps, as a cow on the other sde would undoubtedly smel Woalf. He
remembered the way Elroy's hands had begun to twist and thicken, the way his neck had swelled,
the way his teeth had become a mouthful of blackening fangs.

'Wolf?



Wolf turned and looked a him, smiling. His eyes flared a bright orange and looked for a
moment both savage and intdligent. Then the glow faded and they were only that muddy,
perpetudly puzzled hazel again.

'‘Areyou . . . sort of awerewolf ?

'Sure am," Wolf said, smiling. 'Y ou pounded that nail, Jack. Wolf!'

Jack sat down on a 1ock, looking a Wolf thoughtfully. He believed it would be impossible for
him to be further surprised than he had dready been, but Wolf managed the trick quite nicdly.

'How's your father, Jack? he asked, in that casud, by-the-way tone reserved for enquiring after
the relatives of others. 'How's Phil doing these days? Wolf!'
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Jack made a queerly apt cross-association: he felt as if dl the wind had been knocked out of his
mind. For a moment it jus sa there in his head, not a thought in it, like a radio dtation
broadcasting nothing but a carrier wave. Then he saw Wolf's face change. The expresson of
happiness and childish curiosity was replaced by one of sorrow. Jack saw that Wolf's nogtrils
wereflaring rgpidly.

'He's dead, isn't he? Wolf! 'm sorry, Jack. God pound me! I'm stupid! Stupid!" Wolf crashed a
hand into his forehead and this time he redly did howl. It was a sound that chilled Jack's blood.
The herd of creep looked around unessily.

‘That's dl right,’ Jack said. He heard his woice more in his ears than in his head, as if someone
€lse had spoken. 'But . . . how did you know?

"Your smdl changed,’” Wolf said amply. 'l knew he was dead because it was in your smdl.
Poor Phil! What a good guy! Tel you that right here and now, Jack! Your father was a good guy!
Wolf!"

'Yes,' Jack sad, 'he was. But how did you know him? And how did you know he was my
father?

Wolf looked at Jack as though he had asked a question so smple it barely needed answering. 'l
remember his smell, of course. Wolfs remember dl smells You andl just like him!'

Whack! The goofystick came down on his head again. Jack felt an urge to just roll back and
forth on the tough, soringy turf, holding his gut and howling. People had told him he had his
father's eyes and his father's mouth, even his father's knack for quick-sketching, but never before
had he been told that he amdled like his father. Yet he supposed the idea had a certain crazy
logic, at that.

'How did you know him? Jack asked again.

Wolf looked at a loss. 'He came with the other one,' he said at last. 'The one from Orris. | was
jusgt little. The other one was bad. The other one stole some of us. Your father didnt know," he
added hadtily, as if Jack had shown anger. 'Wolf! No! He was good, your father. Phil. The other
one...'

Wolf shook his head dowly. On his face was an expresson even more smple than his
pleasure. It was the memory of some childhood nightmare.

‘Bad,” Wolf said. 'He made himsdf a place in this world, my father says. Mogly he was in his
Twinner, but he was from your world. We knew he was bad, we could tell, but who ligens to
Wolfs? No one. Your father knew he was bad, but he couldn't smell him as good as we could. He
knew he was bad, but not how bad.’



And Wolf threw his head back and howled again, a long, chilly ululation of sorrow that
resounded against the deep blue sky.



INTERLUDE

Soat in ThisWorld (I1)

From the pocket of his bulky parka (he had bought it convinced that from the Rockies eat,
America was a frigid wasteland after October 1t or 0 — now he was swesting rivers), Morgan
Soa took a smdl sted box. Bdow the laich were ten smdl buttons and an oblong of cloudy
ydlow glass a quater of an inch high and two inches long. He pushed severd of the buttons
caefully with the fingernal of his left-hand pinky, and a series of numbers appeared briefly in
the readout window. Sloat had bought this gadget, billed as the world's smdlest safe, in Zurich.
According to the man who had sold it to him, not even a week in a crematory oven would breach
its carbon-gted integrity.

Now it clicked open.

Soat folded back two tiny wings of ebony jewder's vevet, reveding something he had had
for wdl over twenty years — since long before the odious little brat who was causng dl this
trouble had been born. It was a tarnished tin key, and once it had gone into the back of a
mechanica toy soldier. Soat had seen the toy soldier in the window of a junkshop in the odd
little town of Point Venuti, Cdifornia — a town in which he had great interest. Acting under a
compulson much too srong to deny (he hadn't even wanted to deny it, not redly; he had dways
made a virtue of compulson, had Morgan Soat), he had gone in and pad five dadllars for the
dusty, dented soldier . . . and it wasn't the soldier he had wanted, anyway. It was the key that had
caught his eye and then whispered to him. He had removed the key from the soldier's back and
pocketed it as soon as he was outside the junkshop dor. The soldier itsdf he threw in a litter-
basket outside the Dangerous Planet Bookstore.

Now, as Sloat stood beside his car in the Lewisburg rest area, he held the key up and looked at
it. Like Jack's croaker, the tin key became something dse in the Territories. Once, when coming
back, he had dropped that key in the lobby of the old office building. And there must have been
some Territories magic left in it, because that idiot Jerry Bledsoe had gotten himsef fried not an
hour later. Had Jerry picked it up? Stepped on it, perhaps? Soat didn't know and didn't care. Nor
had he cared a tinker's damn about Jerry — and considering the handyman had had an insurance
policy specifying double indemnity for accidentd deeth (the building's super, with whom Soat
sometimes shared a hashpipe, had passed this little tidbit on to him), Soat imagined that Nita
Bledsoe had done nipups — but he had been nearly frantic about the loss of his key. It was Phil
Sawyer who had found it, giving it back to him with no comment other than 'Here, Morg. Your
lucky charm, isn't it? Must have a hole in your pocket. | found it in the lobby after they took poor
old Jerry away.'

Yes, in the lobby. In the lobby where everything smelled like the motor of a Waring Blender
that had been running continuoudy on Hi Speed for about nine hours. In the lobby where
everything had been blackened and twisted and fused.

Except for thishumble tin key.

Which, in the other world, was a queer kind of lightning-rod — and which Soat now hung
around his neck on afine slver chain.



'‘Coming for you, Jacky,' said Soet in a voice that was dmogt tender. Time to bring this entire
ridiculous busness to a crashing hdt.'



CHAPTER 17

Wolf and the Herd

1

Wolf tadked of many things, getting up occasondly to shoo his cattle out of the road and once to
move them to a stream about half a mile to the west. When Jack asked him where he lived, Wolf
only waved his am vaguely northward. He lived, he said, with his family. When Jack asked for
clarification a few minutes later, Wolf looked surprised and said he had no mate and no children
— that he would not come into what he caled the 'big rut-moon' for another year or two. That he
looked forward to the 'big rut-moon' was quite obvious from the innocently lewd grin that
overspread hisface.

‘But you said you lived with your family.’

'Oh, family! Them! Wolf!" Walf laughed. 'Sure. Them! We dl live together. Have to keep the
cattle, you know. Her cattle.’

"The Queen's?

'Yes. May she never, never die' And Wolf made an absurdly touching sdute, bending briefly
forward with his right hand touching his forehead.

Further quedtioning draightened the matter out somewhat in Jack's mind . . . a least, he
thought it did. Wolf was a bachdor (dthough that word bardy fit, somehow). The family of
which he spoke was a hugdy extended one — literdly, the Wolf family. They were a nomadic
but fiercely loya race that moved back and forth in the great empty aress east of the Outposts but
west of The Settlements," by which Wolf seemed to mean the towns and villages of the esst.

Wolfs (never Wolves — when Jack once used the proper plurd, Wolf had laughed until tears
spurted from the corners of his eyes) were solid, dependable workers, for the most part. Ther
drength was legendary, their courage unquestioned. Some of them had gone east into The
Settlements, where they served the Queen as guards, soldiers, even as persond bodyguards.
Ther lives, Wolf explained to Jack, had only two great touchstones. the Lady and the family.
Most of the Walfs, he said, served the Lady as he did — watching the herds.

The cow-sheep were the Territories primary source of meat, cloth, talow, and lamp-ail (Wolf
did not tdl Jack this but Jack inferred it from what he sad). All the catle belonged to the
Queen, and the Wolf family had been waiching over them since time out of mind. It was ther
job. In this Jack found an oddly persuasve corrddive to the reationship that had existed
between the buffdo and the Indians of the American Plains . . . a least until the white man had
come into those territories and upset the balance.

‘Behold, and the lion shdl lie down with the lamb, and the Wolf with the creep,’ Jack
murmured, and smiled. He was lying on his back with his hands laced behind his head. The most
marvellous feding of peace and ease had stolen over him.

'What, Jack?

‘Nothing,' he said. 'Wolf, do you redly change into an anima when the moon gets full?

"'Course | do!" Wolf sid. He looked astounded, as if Jack had asked him something like Wolf,
do you really pull up your pants after you finish taking a crap? 'Strangers don't, do they? Phil
told methat.'



'The, ah, herd,’ Jack said. 'When you change, do they —*

'Oh, we don't go near the herd when we change,’ Wolf said serioudy. 'Good Jason, no! Wed
edt them, don't you know that? And a Wolf who egts of his herd must be put to deeth. The Book
of Good Farming says so. Wolf! Wolf! We have places to go when the moon is full. So does the
herd. They're supid, but they know they have to go away a the time of the big moon. Wolf!
They better know, God pound them!'

‘But you do eat meat, don't you? Jack asked.

'Full of questions, just like your father,” Wolf said. 'Wolf! | don't mind. Yeah, we eat meat. Of
course we do. We're Wolfs, aren't we?

‘But if you don't eat from the herds, what do you eet?

'We eat well," Wolf said, and would say no more on that subject.

Like eveaything €se in the Teritoriess Wolf was a mysery — a mydey that was both
gorgeous and frightening. The fact that he had known both Jack's father and Morgan Sloat —
had, a least, met their Twinners on more than one occason — contributed to Wolf's particular
aura of mystery, but did not define it completdy. Everything Wolf told him led Jack to a dozen
more questions, most of which Wolf couldn't— or wouldn't — answer.

The matter of Philip Sawtelle's and Orriss visits was a case in point. They had first gppeared
when Woalf was in the Tittle moon' and living with his mother and two 'litter-sisters.” They were
goparently just passing through, as Jack himsdf was now doing, only they had been heading east
ingead of west (‘Tell you the truth, you're just about the only human I've ever seen this far west
who was dill going west,’ Wolf said).

They had been jolly enough company, both of them. It was only later that there had been
trouble . . . trouble with Orris. That had been after the partner of Jack's father had 'made himself
a place in this world, Wolf told Jack again and agan — only now he seemed to mean Sod, in
the physicd guise of Orris. Wolf sad that Morgan had stolen one of his litter-gsters (‘(My mother
bit her hands and toes for a month after she knew for certain that he took her,” Wolf told Jack
matter-of-factly) and had taken other Wolfs from time to time. Wolf dropped his voice and, with
an expression of fear and superdtitious awe on his face, told Jack that the 'limping man' had taken
some of these Wolfs into the other world, the Place of the Strangers, and had taught them to esat
of the herd.

‘That's very bad for guyslike you, isn't it? Jack asked.

"They're damned,’ Wolf replied smply.

Jack had thought a first that Wolf was spesking of kidnapping — the verb Wolf had used in
connection with his litter-sgter, after dl, was the Territories verson of take. He began to see
now that kidngpping wasnt what was going on a al — unless Wolf, with unconscious poetry,
had been trying to say that Morgan had kidngpped the minds of some of the Wolf family. Jack
now thought that Wolf was redly taking about werewolves who had thrown over their ancient
alegiance to the Crown and the herd and had given it to Morgan ingead . . . Morgan Soa and
Morgan of Orris.

Which led naturdly enough to thoughts of Elroy.

A Wolf who eats of his herd must be put to death.

To thoughts of the men in the green car who had stopped to ask him directions, and offered
him a Tootse Rall, and who had then tried to pull him into their car. The eyes. The eyes had
changed.

They're damned.

He made himself a place in thisworld.



Until now he had fdt both safe and delighted: delighted to be back in the Territories where
there was a nip in the ar but nothing like the dul, cold gray bite of western Ohio, safe with big,
friendly Wolf besde him, way out in the country, miles from anything or anyone.

Made himself a place in thisworld.

He asked Wolf about his father — Philip Sawtdle in this world — but Wolf only $ook his
head. He had been a God-pounding good guy, and a Twinner — thus obvioudy a Stranger — but
that was al Wolf seemed to know. Twinners, he said, was something that had something to do
with litters of people, and about such busness he could not presume to say. Nor could he
describe Philip Sawtdle — he didn't remember. He only remembered the smell. All he knew, he
told Jack, was that, while both of the Strangers had seemed nice, only Phil Sawyer had redly
been nice. Once he had brought presents for Wolf and his litter-sisters and litter-brothers. One of
the presents, unchanged from the world of the Strangers, had been a set of bib overdls for Woalf.

'I wore em dl the time,’ Wolf said. ‘'My mother wanted to throw em away after I'd wore em for
five years or s0. Said they were worn out! Said | was too big for them! Wolf! Said they were
only patches holding more patches together. 1 wouldn't give em up, though. Findly, she bought
some cloth from a drummer headed out toward the Outpodts. | don't know how much she paid,
and Walf! I'll tel you the truth, Jack, I'm afraid to ask. She dyed it blue and made me sx pairs.
The ones your father brought me, | degp on them now. Woalf! Woalf! It's my God-pounding
pillow, | guess' Wolf smiled so openly — and yet 0 widfully — that Jack was moved to take
his hand. It was something he never could have done in his old life, no matter what the
circumstances, but that now seemed like hisloss. He was glad to take Wolf's warm, strong hand.

'I'm glad you liked my dad, Walf,' he said.

| did! | did! Wolf! Wolf!"

And then al hdll broke loose.

Wolf stopped talking and looked around, startled.

'Wolf ? What'swr —'

'Shhhh!'

Then Jack heard it. Wolf's more sengtive ears had picked the sound up firg, but it swelled
quickly; before long, a deaf man would have heard it, Jack thought. The cattle looked around and
then began to move away from the source of the sound in a rough, unessy clot. It was like a radio
sound-effect where someone is supposed to be ripping a bedsheet down the middle, very dowly.
Only the volume kept going up and up and up until Jack thought he was going to go crazy.

Woalf legped to his feet, looking stunned and confused and frightened. That ripping sound, a
low, ragged purr, continued to grow. The blegting of the caitle became louder. Some were
backing into the stream, and as Jack looked that way he saw one go down with a splash and a
clumsy flaling of legs. It had been pushed over by its milling, retreating comrades. It let out a
dvill, baaa-ing cry. Another cow-sheep stumbled over it and was likewise trampled into the
water by the dow retregt. The far Sde of the stream was low and wet, green with reeds, muddy-
marshy. The cow-sheep who first reached this muck quickly became mired init.

'Oh you God-pounding good-for-nothing cattle!" Wolf belowed, and charged down the hill
toward the stream, where the first animd to fal over now looked asif it werein its death-throes.



'Wolf!" Jack shouted, but Wolf couldnt hear him. Jack could bardy hear himsdf over tha
ragged ripping sound. He looked a little to the right, on this sde of the stream, and gaped with
amazement. Something was happening to the ar. A paich of it about three feet off the ground
was rippling ad blistering, seeming to twist and pull at itself. Jack could see the Western Road
through this patch of air, but the road seemed blurry and shimmery, as if seen through the hested,
rippling ar over an incinerator.

Something's pulling the air open like a wound — something's coming through — from our
side? Oh Jason, is that what | do when | come through? But even in his own panic and confusion
he knew it was not.

Jack had a good idea who would come through like this, like argpe in progress.

Jack began to run down the hill.
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The ripping sound went on and on and on. Wolf was down on his knees in the stream, trying to
help the second downed animd to its feet. The firgt floated limply downstream, its body tattered
and mangled.

'Get up! God pound you, get up! Wolf!"

Wolf shoved and dapped as best he could at the cow-sheep who milled and backed into him,
then got both ams around the drowning anima's midriff and pulled upward. "WOLF! HERE
AND NOW!" he screamed. The deeves of his shirt split wide open dong the biceps, reminding
Jack of David Banner having one of the gamma-ray-inspired tantrums that turned him into The
Incredible Hulk. Water sprayed everywhere and Wolf lurched to his feet, eyes blazing orange,
blue overdls now soaked black. Water streamed from the nodtrils of the animad, which Wolf held
clutched againg his chest as if it were an overgrown puppy. Its eyes were turned up to sticky
whites.

'Wolf!" Jack screamed. 'It's Morgan! It's—

"The herd!" Wolf screamed back. "Wolf! Wolf! My God-pounding herd! Jack! Don't try —

The rest was drowned out by a grinding clap of thunder that shook the earth. For a moment the
thunder even covered that maddening, monotonous ripping sound. Almost as confused as Wolf's
cattle, Jack looked up and saw a clear blue sky, innocent of clouds save for a few puffy white
ones that were miles away.

The thunder ignited outright panic in Wolf's herd. They tried to bolt, but in ther exquidte
supidity, many of them tried to do it by backing up. They crashed and splashed and were rolled
underwater. Jack heard the bitter snap of a breaking bone, followed by the baaaa-ing scream of
an animd in pain. Wolf bellowed in rage, dropped the cow-sheep he had been trying to save, and
floundered toward the muddy far bank of the stream.

Before he could get there, hadf a dozen cattle struck him and bore him down. Water splashed
and flew in thin, bright sporays. Now, Jack saw, Wolf was the one in danger of being
smultaneoudy trampled and drowned by the stupid, fleeing animas.

Jack pushed into the dream, which was now dark with roiling mud. The current tried
continudly to push him off-baance. A bleating cow-sheep, its eyes rolling madly, splashed past
him, dmost knocking him down. Water sprayed into his face and Jack tried to wipe it out of his

eyes.



Now that sound seemed to fill the whole world: RRRRRII-IPPPP — Woalf. Never mind
Morgan, a least not for the moment. Wolf was in trouble.

His shaggy, drenched head was momentarily visble above the water, and then three of the
animas ran right over him and Jack could only see one waving, fur-covered hand. He pushed
forward agan, trying to weave through the cattle, some 4ill up, others floundering and drowning
underfoot.

‘Jack!" a voice bellowed over that ripping noise. It was a voice Jack knew. Uncle Morgan's
voice.

‘Jack!'

There was another clap of thunder, this one a huge oaken thud that rolled through the sky like
an atillery shell.

Panting, his soaked hair hanging in his eyes, Jack looked over his shoulder . . . and directly
into the rest area on I-70 near Lewisburg, Ohio. He was seeing it as if through ripply, badly made
glass . . . but he was seeing it. The edge of the brick toilet was on the left side of that blistered,
tortured patch of ar. The shout of what looked like a Chevrolet pick-up truck was on the right,
floating three feet above the fidd where he and Wolf had been stting peacefully and taking not
five minutes ago. And in the center, looking like an extra in a film about Admird Byrd's assault
on the South Pole, was Morgan Soat, his thick red face twisted with murderous rage. Rage, and
something else. Triumph? Y es. Jack thought that was what it was.

He stood at midstream in water that was crotch-deep, cattle passng on ether sde of him, baa-
ing and blegting, saring a that window which had been torn in the very fabric of redity, his eyes
wide, his mouth wider.

He's found me, oh dear God, he's found me.

‘There you are, you little shithead!" Morgan bellowed a him. His voice carried, but it had a
muffled, dead qudity as it came from the redity of that world into the redlity of this one. It was
like ligening to a man shout ingde a teephone booth. '"Now we'll see, won't we? Won't we?'

Morgan darted forward, his face swimming and rippling as if made of limp plagtic, and Jack
had time to see there was something clutched in his hand, something hung around his neck,
something small and sivery.

Jack stood, pardyzed, as Soat bulled his way through the hole between the two universes. As
he came he did his own werewolf number, changing from Morgan Soa, invesor, land
gpeculator, and sometime Hollywood agent, into Morgan of Orris, pretender to the throne of a
dying Queen. His flushed, hanging jowls thinned. The color faded out of them. His har renewed
itsdf, growing forward, firg tinting the rondure of his skull, as if some invisble beng were
coloring Uncle Morgan's head, then covering it. The hair of Soat's Twinner was long, black,
flapping, somehow dead-looking. It had been tied at the nape of his neck, Jack saw, but most of
it had come loose.

The parka wavered, disappeared for a moment, then came back as a cloak and hood.

Morgan Soat's suede boots became dark leather knee-boots, their tops turned down, what
might have been the hilt of aknife poking out of one.

And the smdl slver thing in his hand had turned to asmal rod tipped with crawling blue fire.

It'sa lightning-rod. Oh Jesus, it'sa—

‘Jack!"

The cry was low, gargling, full of water.

Jack whirled cumgly aound in the dream, bardy avoiding another cow-sheep, this one
floating on its Sde, dead in the water. He saw Wolf's head going down again, both hands waving.



Jack fought his way toward those hands, gill dodging the cattle as best he could. One of them
bunted his hip hard and Jack went over, inhding water. He got up again quick, coughing and
choking, one hand feding ingde his jerkin for the bottle, afraid it might have washed away. It
was dill there.

'‘Boy! Turn around and look at me, boy!"

No time just now, Morgan. Sorry, but I've got to see if | can avoid getting drowned by Wolf's
herd before | seeif | can avoid getting fried by your doomstick there. | —

Blue fire arched over Jack's shoulder, szzling — it was like a deadly eectric ranbow. It
struck one of the cow-sheep caught in the reedy muck on the other sde of the stream and the
unfortunate beast smply exploded, as if it had swalowed dynamite. Blood flew in a needle-
spray of droplets. Gobbets of flesh began to rain down around Jack.

"Turn and look at me, boy!"

He could fed the force of that command, gripping his face with invisble hands, trying to turn
it.

Wolf druggled up again, his hair plastered againgt his face, his dazed eyes peering through a
curtain of it like the eyes of an English shegpdog. He was coughing and staggering, seemingly no
longer aware of where he was.

"Wolf!" Jack screamed, but thunder exploded across the blue sky again, drowning him out.

Wolf bent over and retched up a great muddy sheet of water. A moment later another of the
terrified cow-sheep struck him and bore him under again.

That's it, Jack thought despairingly. That's it, he's gone, must be, let him go, get out of here —

But he druggled on toward Wolf, pushing a dying, weskly convulsng cow-sheep out of his
way to get there.

‘Jason!" Morgan of Orris screamed, and Jack redized that Morgan was not cursing in the
Territories argot; he was cdling his, Jack's, name. Only here he was not Jack. Here he was Jason.

But the Queen's son died an infant, died, he —

The wet, Szzling zgp of dectricity again, seeming dmogt to pat his har. Agan it sruck the
other bank, this time vaporizing one of Wolf's cattle. No, Jack saw, a least not utterly. The
animd's legs were 4ill there, mired in the mud like shake-poles. As he watched, they began to
sag tiredly outward in four different directions.

‘TURN AND LOOK AT ME, GOD POUND YOU!" The water, why doesn't he throw it at the
water, fry me, Wolf, all these animals at the same time?

Then his fifth-grade science came back to him. Once eectricity went to water, it could go
anywhere. . . including back to the generator of the current.

Wolf's dazed face, floating underwater, drove these thoughts from Jack's flying mind. Wolf
was dill dive, but partidly pinned under a cow-sheep, which, dthough apparently unhurt, had
frozen in panic. Woalf's hands waved with pathetic, flagging energy. As Jack dosed the last of the
distance, one of those hands dropped and smply floated, limp as awater-lily.

Without dowing, Jack lowered his left shoulder and hit the cow-sheep like Jack Armsirong in
aboy's sports story.

If it had been a full-sized cow instead of a Territories compact mode, Jack would probably
not have budged it, not with the dream's fairly giff current working aganst him. But it was
smaler than a cow, and Jack was pumped up. It bawled when Jack hit it, floundered backward,
sat briefly on its haunches, and then lunged for the far bank. Jack grabbed Wolf's hands and
pulled with dl of his might.



Wolf came up as reluctantly as a waterlogged tree-trunk, his eyes now glazed and haf-closed,
water streaming from his ears and nose and mouth. His lips were blue.

Twin forks of lightning blazed to the right and left of where Jack stood holding Wolf, the two
of them looking like a par of drunks trying to wdtz in a swimming pool. On the far bank,
another cow-sheep flew in dl directiors, its severed head Hill bawling. Hot rips of fire zigzagged
through the marshy area, lighting the reeds on the tussocks and then find-ing the drier grass of
the field where the land began to rise again.

"Wolf!" Jack screamed. "Wolf, for Christ's sake!'
'Auh,” Wolf moaned, and vomited warm muddy water over Jack's shoulder. 'Auhhhhhhhhhhh .

Now Jack saw Morgan standing on the other bank, a tal, Puritanicd figure in his black cloak.
His hood framed his palid, vampirelike face with a kind of cheerless romance. Jack had time to
think that the Territories had worked their magic even here, on behdf of his dreadful uncle. Over
here, Morgan was not an overweight, hypertensve actuaria toad with piracy in his heart and
murder in his mind; over here, his face had narrowed and found a frigid masculine beauty. He
pointed the slver rod like atoy magic wand, and blue fire tore the air open.

'‘Now you and your dumb friend!" Morgan screamed. His thin lips split in a triumphant grin,
reveding sunken yellow teeth that spoiled Jack's blurred impression of beauty once and forever.

Wolf screamed and jerked in Jack's aching arms. He was staring at Morgan, his eyes orange
and bulging with hate and fear.

"You, devil!" Wolf screamed. "You, devil! My sister! My litter-sister! Wolf! Wolf! You, devil!

Jack pulled the bottle out of his jerkin. There was a sngle swdlow left anyway. He couldn't
hold Wolf up with his one aam; he was losng him, and Wolf seemed unable to support himsdf.
Didnt matter. Couldn't take him back through into the other world anyway . . . or could he?

"You, devil!" Wolf screamed, weeping, his wet face diding down Jack's am. The back of his
bib overdlsfloated and belled in the water.

Smdl of burning grass and burning animals.

Thunder, exploding.

This time the river of fire in the ar rushed by Jack s0 close that the hairs in his nostrils snged
and curled.

'OH YES BOTH OF YOU, BOTH OF YOU!" Morgan howled. ‘I'LL TEACH YOU TO GET IN
MY WAY, YOU LITTLE BASTARD! I'LL BURN BOTH OF YOU! I'LL POUND YOU DOWWN!

'Wolf, hold on!" Jack yelled. He gave up his effort to hold Wolf up; instead, he snatched Wolf's
hand in his own and held it as tightly as he could. 'Hold on to me, do you hear?

"Wolf!"

He tipped the bottle up, and the awful cold taste of rotted grapes filled his mouth for the last
time. The bottle was empty. As he swalowed, he heard it shater as one of Morgan's bolts of
lightning struck it. But the sound of the bresking glass was fant . . . the tingle of eectricity . . .
even Morgan's screams of rage.

He fdt as if he were fdling over backward into a hole. A grave, maybe. Then Woalf's hand
squeezed down on Jack's s0 hard that Jack groaned. That feding of vertigo, of having done a
complete dipsy-doodle, began to fade . . . and then the sunlight faded, too, and became the sad
purplish gray of an October twilight in the heartland of America. Cold ran gsruck Jack in the
face, and he was faintly aware that the water he was standing in seemed much colder than it had
only seconds ago. Somewhere not far away he could hear the familiar snhoring drone of the big
rigson theinterdtate . . . except that now they seemed to be coming from directly overhead.



Impossible, he thought, but was it? The bounds of that word seemed to be sretching with
plagtic ease. For one dizzy moment he had an image of flying Territories trucks driven by flying
Territories men with big canvas wings strapped to their backs.

Back, he thought. Back again, same time, same turnpike. He sneezed.

Same cold, too.

But two things were not the same now.

No rest area here. They were danding thigh-deep in the icy water of a sream beneath a
turnpike overpass.

Wolf was with him. That was the other change.

And Wolf was screaming.



CHAPTER 18

Wolf Goes to the Movies

1

Overhead, another truck pounded across the overpass, big diesel engine bellowing. The overpass
shook. Wolf wailed and clutched at Jack, dmost knocking them both into the water.

'Quit it!" Jack shouted. ‘Let go of me, Wolf! It'sjust atruck! Let go!”

He dapped a Wolf, not wanting to do it — Wolf's terror was pathetic. But, pathetic or not,
Wolf had the best pat of a foot and maybe a hundred and fifty pounds on Jack, and if he
overbore him, they would both go into this freezing water and it would be pneumoniafor sure.

"Wolf! Don't like it! Wolf! Don't like it! Wolf! Wolf!"

But his hold dackened. A moment later his ams dropped to his sdes. When another truck
snored ly overhead, Wolf cringed but managed to keep from grabbing Jack again. But he looked
at Jack with a mute, trembling apped that said Get me out of this, please get me out of this, I'd
rather be dead than in this world.

Nothing I'd like better, Wolf, but Morgan's over there. Even if he weren't, | don't have the
magic juice anymore.

He looked down at his left hand and saw he was holding the jagged neck of Speedy's bottle,
like a man getting reedy to do some serious barroom brawling. Just dumb luck Wolf hadnt
gotten a bad cut when he grabbed Jack in histerror.

Jack tossed it away. Splash.

Two trucks this time — the noise was doubled. Wolf howled in terror and plastered his hands
over his ears. Jack could see that mogt of the hair had disgppeared from Woalf's hands in the flip
— mog, but not dl. And, he saw, the first two fingers of each of Wolf's hands were exactly the
same length.

'‘Come on, Wolf," Jack said when the racket of the trucks had faded a little. 'Let's get out of
here. We look like a couple of guys waiting to get baptized on aPTL Club specid.’

He took Wolf's hand, and then winced &t the panicky way Wolf's grip closed down. Wolf saw
his expresson and loosened up . . . alittle.

'Don't leave me, Jack,' Wolf said. 'Please, please don't leave me!

'‘No, Woalf, | wont," Jack said. He thought: How do you get into these things, you asshole?
Here you are, standing under a turnpike overpass somewhere in Ohio with your pet werewolf.
How do you do it? Do you practice? And, oh, by the way, what's happening with the moon, Jack-
O? Do you remember?

He didn't, and with clouds blanketing the sky and a cold rain faling, there was no way to tell.

What did that make the odds? Thirty to one in his favor? Twenty-eight to two?

Wheatever the odds were, they weren't good enough. Not the way things were going.

‘No, | won't leave you,' he repeated, and then led Wolf toward the far bank of the stream. In
the shdlows, the decayed remains of some child's dolly floated belly-up, her glassy blue eyes
daing into the growing dark. The muscles of Jack's am ached from the drain of pulling Wolf
through into thisworld, and the joint in his shoulder throbbed like a rotted tooth.

Asthey came out of the water onto the weedy, trashy bank, Jack began to sneeze again.
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This time, Jack's total progress in the Teritories had been haf a mile west — the distance Wolf
had moved his herd so they could drink in the stream where Wolf himsdf had later dmost been
drowned. Over here, he found himsdf ten miles father west, as bes he could figure. They
struggled up the bank — Walf actudly ended up pulling Jack most of the way — and in the last
of the daylight Jack could see an exit-ramp Splitting off to the right some fifty yards up the road.
A reflectorized sign read: ARCANUM LAST EXITINOHIO  STATELINE 15 MILES,

'We've got to hitch," Jack said.

'Hitch? Woalf said doubtfully.

‘Let'shave alook at you.'

He thought Wolf would do, a least in the dark. He was ill wearing the bib overdls, which
now had an actud OSHKOSH labd on them. His homespun shirt had become a machine-
produced blue chambray that looked like an Army-Navy Surplus specid. His formerly bare feet
were clad in ahuge pair of dripping penny loafers and white socks.

Oddest of al, a pair of round sted-rimmed spectacles of the sort John Lennon used to wear sat
in the middle of Wolf's big face.

'Wolf, did you have trouble seeing? Over in the Territories?

I didn't know | did,” Wolf said. | guess so. Wolf! | sure see better over here, with these glass
eyes. Walf, right here and now!" He looked out a the roaring turnpike traffic, and for just a
moment Jack saw what he must be seeing: great sed beasts with huge yedlow-white eyes,
saling through the night a unimaginable speeds, rubber wheds blistering the road. 'l see better
than | want to," Wolf finished forlornly.
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Two days later a pair of tired, footsore boys limped past the MUNICIPAL TOWN LIMITS sign
on one sde of Highway 32 and the 104 Diner on the other sde, and thus into the city of
Muncie, Indiana. Jack was running a fever of a hundred and two degrees and coughing pretty
geadily. Wolf's face was swollen and discolored. He looked like a pug that has come out on the
short end in a grudge match. The day before, he had tried to get them some late apples from a
tree growing in the shade of an abandoned barn beside the road. He had actually been in the tree
and dropping shrivelled autumn gpples into the front of his overdls when the wal-wasps, which
had built their nest somewhere in the eaves of the old barn, had found him. Wolf had come back
down the tree as fast as he could, with a brown cloud around his head. He was howling. And
dill, with one eye completely closed and his rose beginning to resemble a large purple turnip, he
had inssted that Jack have the best of the gpples. None of them was very good — smadl and sour
and wormy — and Jack didnt fed much like eating anyway, but after what Wolf had gone
through to get them, he hadn't had the heart to refuse.

A big old Camaro, jacked in the back so that the nose pointed at the road, blasted by them.
'Heyyyyy, assholes!' someone ydled, and there was a burst of loud, beer-fuded laughter. Wolf
howled and clutched at Jack. &ck had thought that Wolf would eventudly get over his terror of
cars, but now he was redly beginning to wonder.



It's dl right, Wolf, he said wearily, peding Wolf's aams off for the twentieth or thirtieth time
that day. They're gone.'

'So loud!" Wolf moaned. 'Wolf! Woalf! Wolf! So loud, Jack, my ears, my ears!'

'Glasspack muffler, Jack said, thinking wearily: You'd love the California freeways, Wolf.
WE'll check those out if we're still travelling together, okay? Then we'll try a few stock-car races
and motorcycle scrambles. You'll be nuts about them. 'Some guys like the sound, you know.
They — ' But he went into another coughing fit that doubled him over. For a moment the world
swam away in gray shades. It came back very, very dowly.

'Likeit," Wolf muttered. 'Jason! How could anyone like it, Jack? And thesmells. . ."

Jack knew that, for Wolf, the smells were the worst. They hadn't been over here four hours
before Wolf began to cdl it the Country of Bad Smels. That firg night Wolf had retched hdf a
dozen times, a fird throwing up muddy water from a stream which exiged in another universe
onto the Ohio ground, then smply dry-heaving. It was the smdls he explained miserably. He
didn't know how Jack could stand them, how anyone could stand them.

Jack knew — coming back from the Territories, you were bowled over by odors you barely
noticed when you were living with them. Diesdl fud, car exhauds indudrid wastes, garbage,
bad water, ripe chemicals. Then you got used to them again. Got used to them or just went numb.
Only that wasn't happening to Wolf. He hated the cars, he hated the smdls, he hated this world.
Jack didn't think he was ever going to get used to it. If he didn't get Wolf back into the Territories
farly soon, Jack thought he might go crazy. He'lll probably drive me crazy while he's at it, Jack
thought. Not that I've got far to go anymore.

A dattering farm-truck loaded with chickens ground by them, followed by an impatient line of
cars, some of them honking. Wolf amost jumped into Jack's ams. Weakened by the fever, Jack
reded into the brushy, trasht-littered ditch and sat down so hard his teeth clicked together.

'I'm sorry, Jack," Wolf said miserably. 'God pound me!

'Not your fault,” Jack said. 'Fdl out. Timeto takefive.

Wolf sat down besde Jack, remaining sllent, looking at Jack anxioudy. He knew how hard he
was making it for Jack; he knew that Jack was in a fever to move fagter, patly to outdistance
Morgan, but mogtly for some other reason. He knew that Jack moaned about his mother in his
deep, and sometimes cried. But the only time he had cried when awake was after Wolf went a
little crazy on the Arcanum turnpike ramp. That was when he redized wha Jack meant by
‘hitching.” When Wolf told Jack he didn't think he could hitch rides — & least not for a while and
maybe not ever — Jack had sat down on the top strand of guardrail cable and had wept into his
hands. And then he had stopped, which was good . . . but when he took his face out of his hands,
he had looked a Wolf in a way that made Wolf fed sure tha Jack would leave him in this
horrible Country of Bad Smells.. . . and without Jack, Wolf would soon go quite mad.
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They had waked up to the Arcanum exit in the breskdown lane, Wolf cringing and pawing a
Jack each time a car or truck passed in the degpening dusk. Jack had heard a mocking voice drift
back on the dipstream: 'Where's your car, faggots? He shook it off like a dog shaking water out
of his eyes and had amply kept going, taking Woalf's hand and pulling him after when Wolf
showed sgns of lagging or drifting toward the woods. The important thing was to get off the
turnpike proper, where hitchhiking was forbidden, and onto the westbound Arcanum entrance



ramp. Some dates had legdized hitching from the ramps (or so a road-bum with whom Jack had
shared a barn one night had told him), and even in dates where thumbing was technicdly a
crime, the cops would usualy wink if you were on aramp.

So firgt, get to the ramp. Hope no date patrol happened aong while you were getting there.
What a date trooper might make of Wolf Jack didn't want to think about. He would probably
think he had caught an eighties incarnation of Charles Manson in Lennon glasses.

They made the ramp and crossed over to the westbound lane. Ten minutes later a battered old
Chryder had pulled up. The driver, a burly man with a bull neck and a cap which reed CASE
FARM EQUIPMENT tipped back on his head, leaned over and opened the door.

'Hop in, boyd Dirty night, ain't it?

Thanks, migter, it sure is' Jack said cheerfully. His mind was in overdrive, trying to figure out
how he could work Wolf into the Story, and he barely noticed Wolf's expression.

The man noticed it, however.

His face hardened.

'Y ou smdl anything bad, son?

Jack was snapped back to redity by the man's tone, which was as hard as his face. All
cordidity had departed it, and he looked as if he might have just wandered into the Oatley Tep to
eat afew beersand drink afew glasses.

Jack whipped around and looked at Wolf.

Woalf's nodrils were flaring like the nodrils of a bear which samdls a blown skunk. His lips
were not just pulled back from his teeth; they were wrinkled back from them, the flesh bdlow his
nose stacked in little ridges.

'‘What is he, retarded? the man in the CASE FARM EQUIPMENT hat asked Jack in a low
voice.

'No, ah, hejust —'

Wolf began to growl.

That wasit.

'Oh, Chrigt,' the man sad in the tones of one who smply cannot believe this is happening. He
sepped on the gas and roared down the exit ramp, the passenger door flopping shut. His
tallights dot-dashed briefly in the rany dark a the foot of the ramp, sending reflections in
smeary red arrows up the pavement toward where they stood.

'Boy, that's great,’ Jack said, and turned to Wolf, who shrank back from his anger. That's just
great! If hed had a CB radio, héd be on Channd Nineteen right now, yeling for a cop, tdling
anyone and everyone that there are a couple of loonies trying to hitch a ride out of Arcanum!
Jason! Or Jesust Or Whoever, | don't care! You want to see some fucking nails get pounded,
Wolf?You do that afew more times and you'll feel them get pounded! Usl We'll get pounded!”

Exhausted, bewildered, frustrated, amost used up, Jack advanced on the cringing Wolf, who
could have torn his head from his shoulders with one hard, swinging blow if he had wanted to,
and Wolf backed up before him.

'‘Don't shout, Jack," he noaned. The smdlls . . . to be in there . . . shut up in there with those
smells..."

I didnt smell anything!" Jack shouted. His voice broke, his sore throat hurt more than ever, but
he couldn't seem to stop; it was shout or go mad. His wet hair Fed fdlen in his eyes. He shook it
away and then dapped Wolf on the shoulder. There was a smart crack and his hand began to hurt
a once. It was as if he had dapped a stone. Wolf howled abjectly, and this made Jack angrier.
The fact tha he was lying made him angrier gill. He had been in the Territories less than sSx



hours this time, but tha man's car had smdled like a wild animd's den. Harsh aromas of old
coffee and fresh beer (there had been an open can of Stroh's between his legs), an ar-freshener
hanging from the rear-view mirror that smelled like dry sweet powder on the cheek of a corpse.
And there had been something ese, something darker, something wetter . . .

'‘Not anything! he shouted, his voice bresking hoarsdy. He dapped Wolf's other shoulder.
Wolf howled again and turned around, hunching like a child who is being beaten by an angry
father. Jack began to dap at his back, his smarting hands spatting up little sprays of water from
Wolf's overdls. Each time Jack's hand descended, Wolf howled. 'So you better get used to it
(Sap!) because the next car to come adong might be a cop (Jap!) or it might be Mr. Morgan
Bloat in his puke-green BMW (Sap!) and if dl you can be is a big baby, were going to be in one
big fucking world of hurt! (Sap!) Do you understand that?

Wolf said nothing. He stood hunched in the rain, his back to Jack, quivering. Crying. Jack felt
a lump rise in his own throat, fdt his eyes grow hot and ginging. All of this only increased his
fury. Some terrible part of him wanted most of dl to hurt himsdf, and knew that hurting Wolf
was awonderful way to do it.

“Turn around!'

Woalf did. Tears ran from his muddy brown eyes behind the round spectacles. Snot ran from
his nose.

‘Do you under stand me?”

"Yes,' Wolf moaned. 'Yes, | understand, but | couldn't ride with him, Jack."

'Why not? Jack looked at him angrily, fisted hands on his hips. Oh, his head was aching.

'Because he was dying,’ Wolf said in alow voice.

Jack stared & him, dl his anger draining away.

‘Jack, didn't you know? Wolf asked softly. "Wolf! Y ou couldn't smell it?

'No," Jack sad in a amdl, whistling, out-of-breath voice. Because he had smelled something,
hadn't he? Something he had never smelled before. Something like amixture of . . .

It came to him, and suddenly his drength was gone. He sat down heavily on the guardral
cable and looked at Wolf.

Shit and rotting grapes. That was what that smel had been like. That wasn't it a hundred
percent, but it was too hideoudy close.

Shit and rotting grapes.

'It's the worst smell,’ Wolf said. 'It's when people forget how to be hedthy. We cal it — Wolf!
— the Black Disease. | don't even think he knew he had it. And . . . these Strangers can't sméll it,
can they, Jack?

'‘No," he whispered. If he were to be suddenly teleported back to New Hampshire, to his
mother's room in the Alhambra, would he smdll that stink on her?

Yes. He would smdl it on his maother, drifting out of her pores, the smdl of shit and rotting
grapes, the Black Disease.

'We call it cancer,’ Jack whispered. We call it cancer and my mother hasit.

I just dont know if | can hitch,” Walf sad. 'I'll try again if you want, Jack, but the smells . . .
ingde. . . they're bad enough in the outsde air, Wolf! but insde. . ."

That was when Jack put his face in his hands and wept, partly out of desperation, mostly out of
ample exhaustion. And, yes, the expresson Wolf believed he had seen on Jack's face redly had
been there, for an indant the temptation to leave Wolf was more than a temptation, it was a
maddening imperative. The odds agang his ever meking it to Cdifornia and finding the
Tdisman — whatever it might be — had been long before; now they were so long they dwindled



to a point on the horizon. Wolf would do more than dow him down; Wolf would sooner or later
get both of them thrown in jal. Probably sooner. And how could he ever explan Walf to
Rationd Richard Soat?

What Wolf saw on Jack's face in that moment was a look of cold speculation that unhinged his
knees. He fdl on them and held his clasped hands up to Jack like a suitor in a bad Victorian
melodrama

'Don't go away an' leave me, Jack,' he wept. 'Don't leave old Woalf, don't leave me here, you
brought me here, please, please don't leave me done. . ."

Beyond this, conscious words were logt; Wolf was perhaps trying to tak but al he redly
seemed able to do was sob. Jack felt a great weariness fal over him. It fit well, like a jacket tat
one has worn often. Don't leave me here, you brought me here. . .

There it was. Wolf was his responshility, wasn't he? Yes. Oh yes indeed. He had taken Wolf
by the hand and dragged him out of the Territories and into Ohio and he had the throbbing
shoulder to prove it. He had had no choice, of course; Wolf had been drowning, and even if he
hadn't drowned, Morgan would have crisped him with whatever that lightning-rod thing hed
been. So he could have turned on Wolf again, could have said: Which would you prefer, Wolf old
buddy? To be here and scared, or there and dead?

He could, yes, and Wolf would have no answer because Wolf wasn't too swift in the brains
department. But Uncle Tommy had been fond of quoting a Chinese proverb that went: The man
whose life you save is your responsibility for the rest of your life.

Never mind the ducking, never mind the fancy footwork; Wolf was his respongihility.

‘Don't leave me, Jack,” Wolf wept. "Wolf-Wolf! Please don't leave good old Walf, I'll help you,
I'll gand guard at night, | can do lots, only don't don't— '

'Quit bawling and get up,” Jack said quietly. ‘I won't leave you. But weve got to get out of here
in case that guy does send a cop back to check on us. Let's moveit.'
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'Did you figure out what to do next, Jack? Wolf asked timidly. They had been stting in the
brushy ditch just over the Muncie town line for more than haf an hour, and when Jack turned
toward Wolf, Wolf was rdieved to see he was smiling. It was a weary smile, and Wolf didnt like
the dark, tired circles under Jack's eyes (he liked Jack's smdl even less — it was a sick smdl),
but it was asmile.

'l think | see what we should do next right over there Jack said. 'l was thinking about it just a
few days ago, when | got my new sneskers.’

He bowed his feet. He and Wolf regarded the sneskers in depressed dlence. They were
scuffed, battered, and dirty. The left sole was bidding a fond adieu to the left upper. Jack had
owned them for . . . he wrinkled his forehead and thought. The fever made it hard to think. Three
days. Only three days since he had picked them out of the bargain bin of the Fayva store. Now
they looked old. Old.

‘Anyway . . . ' Jack sghed. Then he brightened. 'See that building over there, Wolf?

The building, an explodon of uninteresting angles in gray brick, sood like an idand in the
middle of a giant parking lot. Wolf knew what the asphdt in that parking lot would smel like:
dead, decomposng animas. Tha smel would dmost suffocate him, and Jack would barely
noticeit.



'For your information, the sign there sad Town Line Sixplex, Jack sad. 'It sounds like a
coffee pot, but actudly it's a movie with ax shows. There ought to be one we like' And in the
afternoon, there won't be many people there and that's good because you have this distressing
habit of going Section Eight, Wolf. ‘Come on.' He got unsteadily to his feet.

'What's a movie, Jack? Wolf asked. He had been a dreadful problem to Jack, he knew — such
adreadful problem that he now hesitated to protest about anything, or even express unease. But a
frightening intuition had come to him: that going to a movie and hitching a ride might be the
same thing. Jack cdled the roaring carts and carriages 'cars’ and 'Chevys,’ and 'Jartrans,’ and
'sation-wagons (these latter, Wolf thought, must be like the coaches in the Territories which
carried passengers from one coach-ddion to the next). Might the belowing, sinking carriages
aso be called 'movies? It sounded very possible.

'Wdll,' Jack said, 'it's eeser to show you than to tell you. | think you'l likeit. Come on.'

Jack stumbled coming out of the ditch and went briefly to his knees. 'Jack, are you okay?
Wolf asked anxioudy.

Jack nodded. They sarted across the parking lot, which smdled just as bad as Wolf had
known it would.
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Jack had come a good part of the thirty-five miles between Arcanum, Ohio, and Muncie, Indiana,
on Wolf's broad back. Wolf was frightened of cars, terrified of trucks, nauseated by the smells of
amog everything, apt to howl and run at sudden loud noises. But he was aso dmost tirdess. As
far asthat goes, you can strike the ‘almost,’ Jack thought now. So far as | know, heistireless.

Jack had moved them away from the Arcanum ramp as fagt as he could, forcing his wet,
aching legs into a rusty trot. His head had been throbbing like a dick, flexing fig indde his skull,
waves of heat and cold rushing through him. Wolf moved easly to his Ieft, his stride so long that
he was keeping up with Jack easily by doing no more than a moderately fast wak. Jack knew
that he had maybe gotten paranoid about the cops, but the man in the CASE FARM
EQUIPMENT hat had looked redlly scared. And pissed.

They hadn't gone even a quarter of a mile when a deep, burning sitch settled into his sde and
he asked Walf if he could give him a piggyback for awhile.

'Huh? Wolf asked.

'Y ou know," Jack said, and pantomimed.

A big grin had overspread Wolf's face. Here a last was something he understood; here was
something he could do.

'Y ou want a horseyback!" he cried, delighted. 'Yeah, | guess.. . .’

'Oh, yeah! Walf! Here and now! Used to give em to my litter-brothers! Jump up, Jack!" Wolf
bent down, holding his curved hands ready, stirrups for Jack's thighs.

'Now when | get too heavy, just put med —'

Before he could finish, Wolf had swept him up and was running lightly down the road with
him into the dack — redly running. The cold, rainy ar flipped Jack's har back from his hot
brow.

'Walf, you'll wear yoursdlf out!" Jack shouted.

'‘Not me Wolfl Wolf! Runnin here and now!" For the firs time since they had come over,
Wolf sounded actudly happy. He ran for the next two hours, until they were west of Arcanum



and traveling dong a dark, unmarked dretch of two-lane black-top. Jack saw a deserted barn
standing dumped in a shaggy, untended field, and they dept there that night.

Wolf wanted nothing to do with downtown areas where the traffic was a roaring flood and the
dinks rose up to heaven in a noxious cloud, and Jack didnt want anything to do with them,
either. Wolf stuck out too much. But he had forced one stop, a a roadside store just across the
Indiana line, near Harrisville While Wolf waited nervoudy out by the road, hunkering down,
digging a the dirt, getting up, waking around in a giff little cirdle, then hunkering again, Jack
bought a newspaper and checked the weather page carefully. The next full moon was on October
31st — Haloween, that was fitting enough. Jack turned back to the front page so he could see
what day it wastoday . . . yesterday, that had been now. It had been October 26th.

v

Jack pulled open one of the glass doors and stepped inside the lobby of the Town Line Sixplex.
He looked around sharply a Wolf, but Wolf looked — for the moment, at leest — pretty much
okay. Wolf was, in fact, cautioudy optimistic . . . a& least for the moment. He didn't like being
ingde a building, but at least it wasn't a car. There was a good smdl in here — light and sort of
tasty. Or would have been, except for a hitter, dmost rancid undersmel. Wolf looked left and
saw aglass box full of white suff. That was the source of the good light smell.

‘Jack," he whispered.

'Huh?

'l want some of that white stuff, please. But none of the pee.’

'Pee? What are you talking about?

Wolf searched for a more forma word and found it. ‘Urine’ He pointed at a thing with a light
going off and on indde it. BUTTERY FLAVORING, it read. That's some kind of urine, isn't it?
It's got to be, the way it smdlls!

Jack smiled tiredly. 'A popcorn without the fake butter, right,’ he said. 'Now pipe down, okay?

'Sure, Jack," Wolf said humbly. ‘Right here and now.’

The ticket-girl hed been chewing a big wad of grape-flavored bubble gum. Now she stopped.
She looked a Jack, then a Jack's big, hulking companion. The gum sat on her tongue insde her
half-open mouth like alarge purple tumor. Sherolled her eyes at the guy behind the counter.

"Two, please,’ Jack said. He took out his roll of hbills, dirty, tag-eared ones with an orphan five
hiding in the middle.

'Which show? Her eyes moved back and forth, back and forth, Jack to Wolf and Wolf to Jack.
She looked like a woman watching a hot table-tennis match.

'What's just starting? Jack asked her.

'Wel . .. " She glanced down at the paper Scotch-taped beside her. There's The Flying Dragon
in Cinema Four. It's a kung-fu movie with Chuck Norris' Back and forth went her eyes, back and
forth, back and forth. 'Then, in Cinema Six, theré's a double feature. Two Raph Bakshi cartoons.
Wizards and The Lord of the Rings.'

Jack fet relieved. Wolf was nothing but a big, overgrown kid, and kids loved cartoons. This
could work out after dl. Wolf would maybe find a least one thing in the Country of Bad Smells
that would amuse him, and Jack could deep for three hours.

‘That one," he said. 'The cartoons!'



Thet'll be four dollars,” she said. 'Bargain Matinee prices end & two." She pushed a button and
two tickets poked out of a dot with a mechanicd ratcheting noise. Wolf flinched backward with
asmdl! ay.

The girl looked at him, eyebrows raised.

'Y ou jumpy, mister?

'No, I'm Wolf,” Wolf said. He smiled, showing a grest many teeth. Jack would have sworn that
Wolf showed more teeth now when he smiled than he had a day or two ago. The girl looked at
al those teeth. She wet her lips.

'He's okay. He just — ' Jack shrugged. 'He doesn't get off the farm much. You know.' He gave
her the orphan five. She handled it asif she wished she had a pair of tongsto do it with.

‘Come on, Wolf.'

As they turned away to the candy-stand, Jack stuffing the one into the pocket of his grimy
jeans, the ticket-girl mouthed to the counterman: Look at his nose!

Jack looked at Wolf and saw Woalf's nose flaring rhythmicaly.

'Stop that,' he muttered.

'Stop what, Jack?

'Doing that thing with your nose!

‘Oh. I'll try, Jack, but —

'Shh.’

'Help you, son? the counterman asked.

'Yes, please. A Junior Mints, a Reese's Pieces, and an extra-large popcorn without the grease.”

The counterman got the stuff and pushed it across to them. Wolf got the tub of popcorn in both
hands and immediately began to snaffle it up in grest jaw-cracking chomps.

The counterman looked at this silently.

'Doexn't get off the farm much,’ Jack repeated. Part of him was adready wondering if these two
had seen enough of sufficient oddness to get them thinking that a cdl to the police might be in
order. He thought — not for the firg time — that there was a red irony in dl this. In New York
or L.A., probably no one would have given Wolf a second look . . . or if a second look, certainly
not a third. Apparently the weirdness-toleration level was a lot lower out in the middle of the
country. But, of course, Wolf would have flipped out of his gourd long since if they had been in
New York or L.A.

I'll bet he don't,’ the counterman said. That'll be two-eighty.’

Jack pad it with an inward wince, redizing he had just laid out a quarter of his cash for ther
afternoon a the movies.

Wolf was grinning a the counterman through a mouthful of popcorn. Jack recognized it as
Wolf's A #1 Friendly Smile, but he somehow doubted that the counterman was seeing it that
way. There were dl those teeth in that smile.. . . hundreds of them, it seemed.

And Wolf was flaring his nodrils agan.

Screw it, let them call the cops, if that's what they want to do, he thought with a weariness that
was more adult than child. It can't Slow us down much more than we're slowed down already. He
can't ride in the new cars because he can't stand the smell of the catalytic convertors and he
can't ride in old cars because they smell like exhaust and sweat and oil and beer and he probably
can't ride in any cars because he's so goddam claustrophobic. Tell the truth, Jack-O, even if it's
only to yourself. You're going along telling yourself he's going to get over it pretty soon, but it's
probably not going to happen. So what are we going to do? Walk across Indiana, | guess.
Correction, Wolf is going to walk across Indiana. Me, I'm going to cross Indiana riding



horseyback. But first I'm going to take Wolf into this damn movie theater and sleep either until
both pictures are over or until the cops arrive. And that is the end of my tale, sir.

'Wdll, enjoy the show,’ the counterman said.

'You bet,’ Jack replied. He dtarted away and then redized Wolf wasn't with him. Wolf was
daing a something over the counterman's head with vacant, dmost superdtitious wonder. Jack
looked up and saw a mobile advertisng the re-issue of Steven Spieberg's Close Encounters
floating around on drafts of convection.

'‘Come on, Wolf,' he said.
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Wolf knew it wasn't going to work as soon as they went through the door.

The room was smdl, dim, and dank. The smédls in here were terrible. A poet, smeling what
Wolf was smdling a that moment, might have cdled it the stink of sour dreams. Wolf was no
poet. He only knew that the smdl of the popcorn-urine predominated, and that he felt suddenly
like throwing up.

Then the lights began to dim even further, turning the room into a cave.

‘Jack,” he moaned, clutching at Jack's arm. "Jack, we oughtta get out of here, okay?

Youll like it, Wolf," Jack muttered, aware of Woalf's distress but not of its depth. Wolf was,
after dl, dways distressed to some degree. In thisworld, the word distress defined him. Try it

'‘Okay,” Wolf said, and Jack heard the agreement but not the thin waver that meant Wolf was
holding on to the last thread of his control with both hands. They st down with Wolf on the
ade, his knees accordioned up uncomfortably, the tub of popcorn (which he no longer wanted)
dutched to his chest.

In front of them a match flared briefly yelow. Jack smdled the dry tang of pot, so familiar in
the movies that it could be dismissed as soon as identified. Wolf smelled aforest-fire.

‘Jack — I

'Shhh, picture's garting.’

And I'm dozing off.

Jack would never know of Woalf's heroism in the next few minutes Wolf did not redly know
of it himsdf. He only knew that he had to try to stick this nightmare out for Jack's sake. It must
be all right, he thought, look, Wolf, Jack's going right to sleep, right to sleep right here and now.
And you know Jack wouldn't take you to a Hurt-Place, so just stick it out . . . just wait . . . Wolf! .
. itll beall right . . .

But Wolf was a cydlic creature, and his cycle was agpproaching its monthly dimax. His
ingincts had become exquidtdy refined, dmost undenidble. His rationd mind told him that he
would be dl right in here, that Jack wouldn't have brought him otherwise. But that was like a
man with an itchy nose teling himsdlf not to sneeze in church because it was impoalite.

He sa there amdling forest-fire in a dark, stinking cave, twitching each time a shadow passed
down the ade, waiting numbly for something to fdl on him from the shadows overhead. And
then a magic window opened a the front of the cave and he sat there in the acrid stink of his own
terror-sweat, eyes wide, face a mask of horror, as cars crashed and overturned, as buildings
burned, as one man chased another.



'Previews," Jack mumbled. 'Told you youd like it ' There were Voices. One said nosmoking.
One sad don't litter. One sad groupratesavailable. One sad Bargain Matinee-
priceseveryweekdayuntilfourp.m.

'Wolf, we got screwed,” Jack mumbled. He started to say something else, but it turned nto a
snore.

A find voice sad andnowourfeaturepresentation and that was when Wolf lost control.
Bakshi's The Lord of the Rings was in Dolby sound, and the projectionist had orders to redly
crank it in the afternoons, because that's when the heads drifted in, and the heads redly liked
loud Dolby.

There was a screeching, discordant crash of brass. The magic window opened again and now
Wolf could see the fire — shifting oranges and reds.

He howled and legped to hisfest, pulling with him a Jack who was more adeep than awake.

‘Jack!" he screamed. 'Get out! Got to get out! Wolf! See the fire! Wolf! Wolf!

‘Down in front!" someone shouted.

'Shut up, hoser!" someone else yelled.

The door at the back of Cinema 6 opened. 'What's going on in here?

'Wolf, shut up!" Jack hissed. 'For God's sake — '

'OVWWWWWW-00000000000000000000!"

Wolf howled.

A woman got a good look a Wolf as the white light from the lobby fell on him. She screamed
and began dragging her little boy out by one am. Literdly dragging him; the kid had fdlen to
his knees and was skidding up the popcorn-littered carpet of the center aide. One of his sneskers
had come off.

'OVWWWWWWWWWW-000000000000000OHHHHHHHOOOOOOHHHHOOOOO0O!

The pothead three rows down had turned around and was looking a them with bleary interest.
He held a smouldering joint in one hand; a spare was cocked behind his ear. 'Far . . . out,’ he
pronounced. 'Fucking werewolves of London strike again, right?

'‘Okay,' Jack said. 'Okay, well get out. No problem. Just . . . just don't do that anymore, okay?
Okay?

He started leading Wolf out. The weariness had falen over him again.

The light of the lobby hit his eyes sharply, needling them. The woman who had dragged the
little boy out of the theater was backed into a corner with her arms around the kid. When she saw
Jack lead the dill-howling Wolf through the double doors of Cinema 6, she swept the kid up and
made a break for it.

The counterman, the ticket-girl, the projectionist, and a tal man in a sportcoat that looked as if
it belonged on the back of a racetrack tout were clustered together in a tight little group. Jack
supposed the guy in the checkered sportcoat and white shoes was the manager.

The doors of the other cinemas in the hive had opened partway. Faces peered out of the
darkness to see what al the hooraw was. To Jack, they dl looked like badgers peering out of
their holes.

'Get out!" the man in the checkered sportcoat said. 'Get out, I've cdled the police dready,
they'll be herein five minutes’

Bullshit you did, Jack thought, feding a ray of hope. You didn't have time. And if we blow
right away, maybe — just maybe — you won't bother.

'Were going,' he said. 'Look, I'm sorry. It's just that . . . my big brother's an epileptic and he
just had asaizure. We . . . weforgot his medicine.!’



At the word epileptic, the ticket-girl and the counterman recoiled. It was as if Jack had said
leper.
‘Come on, Wolf.'

He saw the manager's eyes drop, saw his lip curl with distaste. Jack followed the glance and
saw the wide dark stain on the front of Wolf's Oshkosh biballs. He had wet himsdlf.

Wolf dso saw. Much in Jack's world was foreign to him, but he gpparently knew well enough
what that look of contempt meant. He burst into loud, braying, heartbroken sobs.

‘Jack, I'm sorry, Wolf is so SORRY!
'Get him out of here,’ the manager said contemptuoudy, and turned away.

Jack put an arm around Wolf and got him started toward the door. 'Come on, Walf,' he said.
He spoke quietly, and with an honest tenderness. He had never fet quite so keenly for Wolf as he
did now. '‘Come on, it was my fault, not yours. Let's go.'

'Sorry." Wolf wept brokenly. 'I'm no good, God pound me, just no good.'
'Y ou're plenty good,’ Jack said. '‘Come on.’
He pushed open the door and they went out into the thin, late-October warmth.

The woman with the child was easly twenty yards away, but when she saw Jack and Wolf,
she retreated backward toward her car, holding her kid in front of her like a cornered gangster
with ahogtage.

'Don't let him come near me!' she screamed. 'Dont let that monster come near my baby! Do
you hear? Don't let him come near me!'

Jack thought he should say something to cdm her down, but he couldnt think what it might
be. He was too tired.

He and Wolf dstarted away, heading across the parking lot a an angle. Hafway back to the
road, Jack staggered. The world went briefly gray.

He was vaguely aware of Wolf sveeping him up in his ams and carying him that way, like a
baby. Vagudly aware that Wolf was crying.

‘Jack, 1I'm so sorry, please don't hate Wolf, | can be agood old Wolf, you wait, you'll see. . ."
'l don't hate you,' Jack said. 'l know you'e. . . youreagood old —'

But before he could finish, he had fdlen adegp. When he woke up it was evening and Muncie
was behind them. Wolf had gotten off the main roads and on to a web of farm roads and dirt
tracks. Totaly unconfused by the lack of signs and the multitude of choices, he had continued
west with dl the unerring indinct of amigrating bird.

They dept that night in an empty house north of Cammack, and Jack thought in the morning
that his fever had gone down alittle.

It was midmoring — midmorning of October 28th — when Jack redized that the hair was
back on Wolf's pams.



CHAPTER 19

Jack in the Box

1

They camped that night in the ruins of a burned-out house with a wide field on one sde and a
copse of woods on another. There was a famhouse on the far sde of the fidd, but Jack thought
that he and Wolf would be safe enough if they were quiet and stayed in most of the time. After
the sun went down, Wolf went off into the woods. He was moving dowly, his face close to the
ground. Before Jack log sght of him, he thought that Wolf looked like a nearsghted man
hunting for his dropped spectacles. Jack became quite nervous (visons of Wolf caught in a sted-
jawed trgp had begun to come to him, Wolf caught and grimly not howling as he gnawed & his
own leg . . .) before Walf returned, waking amost upright this time, and carrying plants in both
hands, the roots dangling out of hisfigs.

'What have you got there, Wolf? Jack asked.

'Medicing, Wolf said morosdly. 'But it's not very good, Jack. Wolf! Nothing's much good in
your world!'

'Medicine? What do you mean?

But Wolf would say no more. He produced two wooden matches from the bib pocket of his
overdls and dtarted a smokeless fire and asked Jack if he could find a can. Jack found a beer can
in the ditch. Wolf smelled it and wrinkled his nose.

'More bad smells. Need water, Jack. Clean water. I'll go, if youretoo tired.'

'Wolf, | want to know what you're up to."

T'll go,’ Walf said. Theres a fam right across that fidd. Wolf! Therell be water there. You
rest.’

Jack had a vison of some farmer's wife looking out the kitchen window as she did the supper
dishes and seeing Wolf skulking around in the dooryard with a beer can in one hairy paw and a
bunch of roots and herbsin the other.

"l go," he said.

The fam was not five hundred fet away from where they had camped; the warm ydlow
lights were clearly visble across the fidd. Jack went, filled the beer can a a shed faucet wthout
incident, and darted back. Hafway across the fidd he redlized he could see his shadow, and
looked up at the sky.

The moon, now dmost full, rode the eastern horizon.

Troubled, Jack went back to Wolf and gave him the can of water. Wolf sniffed, winced again,
but said nothing. He put the can over the fire and began to gft crumbled bits of the things he had
picked in through the pop-top hole. Five minutes or so later, a terrible smell — a reek, not to put
too fine a point on it — began to rise on the steam. Jack winced. He had no doubt at dl that Wolf
would want him to drink that stuff, and Jack aso had no doubt it would kill him. Sowly and
horribly, probably.

He closed his eyes and began snoring loudly and theetricdly. If Walf thought he was degping,
he wouldn't wake him up. No one woke up sick people, did they? And Jack was sck; his fever



had come back a dark, raging through him, punishing him with chills even while he oozed swesat
from every pore.

Looking through his lashes, he saw Wolf set the can aside to cool. Wolf sat back and looked
skyward, his hairy hands locked around his knees, his face dreamy and somehow beautiful.

He's looking at the moon, Jack thought, and felt athread of fear.

We don't go near the herd when we change. Good Jason, no! We'd eat them!

Wolf, tell me something: am | the herd now?

Jack shivered.

Five minutes laler — Jack dmost had gone to deep by then — Wolf leaned over the can,
sniffed, nodded, picked it up, and came over to where Jack was leaning againg a fdlen, fire-
blackened beam with an extra shirt behind his neck to pad the angle. Jack closed his eyes tightly
and resumed snoring.

'‘Come on, Jack,” Wolf said jovidly. 'l know you're awake. Y ou can't fool Wolf.'

Jack opened his eyes and looked at Woalf with bleary resentment. 'How did you know?

'People have a degp-amdl and a wake-smel, Wolf sad. 'Even Strangers must know thet,
don't they?

'l guesswe don't,’ Jack said.

'‘Anyway, you have to drink this. It's medicine. Drink it up, Jack, right here and now.’

'l don't want it," Jack said. The smell coming from the can was swampy and rancid.

‘Jack,” Wolf said, 'you've got asick-smdll, too.'

Jack looked a him, saying nothing.

'Yes,' Wolf said. 'And it keeps getting worse. It's not redly bad, not yet, but — Wolf! — it's
going to get bad if you don't take some medicine.’

‘Walf, I'll bet you're great a sniffing out herbs and things back in the Territories, but this is the
Country of Bad Srells, remember? You've probably got ragweed in there, and poison oak, and
bitter vetch, and — '

They're good things,” Wolf said. 'Just not very strong, God pound them." Wolf looked wistful.
‘Not everything smells bad here, Jack. There are good smdlls, too. But the good smdls are like
the medicine plants. Wegk. | think they were stronger, once.’

Wolf was looking dreamily up a the moon again, and Jack felt a recurrence of his earlier
unease.

'I'll' bet this was a good place once,’ Wolf said. ‘Clean and full of power .. ."

'Wolf? Jack asked in alow voice. 'Walf, the hair's come back on your pams!

Wolf started and looked at Jack. For a moment — it might have been his feverish imagination,
and even if nat, it was only for a moment — Wolf looked a Jack with a flat, greedy hunger.
Then he seemed to shake himsdlf, asif out of abad dream.

'Yes' he sad. 'But | don't want to talk about that, and | don't want you to talk about that. It
doesn't matter, not yet. Wolf! Just drink your medicine, Jack, that'sal you have to do.'

Wolf was obvioudy not going to teke no for an answer; if Jack didn't drink the medicine, then
Wolf might fed duty-bound to smply pull open his jaws and pour it down his throat.

'Remember, if thiskills me, you'll be done," Jack said grimly, taking the can. It was till warm.,

A look of terrible distress spread over Woalf's face. He pushed the round glasses up on his
nose. 'Don't want to hurt you, Jack — Wolf never wants to hurt Jack.' The expresson was so
large and s0 full of misery that it would have been ludicrous had it not been so obvioudy

genuine,



Jack gave in and drank the contents of the can. There was no way he could stand againgt that
expresson of hurt dismay. The taste was as awful & he had imagined it would be . . . and for a
moment didn't the world waver? Didn't it waver as if he were about to flip back into the
Territories?

"Wolf!" he yelled. "Wolf, grab my hand!'
Wolf did, looking both concerned and excited. ‘Jack? Jacky? Whét isit?

The tagte of the medicine began to leave his mouth. At the same time, a warm glow — the sort
of glow he got from a smdl dp of brandy on the few occasons his mother had dlowed him to
have one — began to spread in his somach. And the world grew solid around him again. That
brief wavering might so have been imagination . . . but Jack didn't think so.

We almost went. For a moment there it was very close. Maybe | can do it without the magic
juice. .. maybel can!
‘Jack? What isit?

I fed better,’ he said, and managed a amile. '| fed better, that's al.' He discovered that he did,
too.

"Y ou smell better, too,” Wolf said chearfully. "Wolf! Wolf!'

2

He continued to improve the next day, but he was weak. Wolf carried him 'horseyback’ and they
made dow progress west. Around dusk they started looking for a place to lie up for the night.
Jack spotted a woodshed in a dirty little gully. It was surrounded by trash and bald tires. Wolf
agreed without saying much. He had been quiet and morose al day long.

Jack fell adeep amog a once and woke up around eleven needing to urinate. He looked
beside him and saw that Wolf's place was empty. Jack thought he had probably gone in search of
more herbs in order to administer e equivalent of a booster shot. Jack wrinkled his nose, but if
Wolf wanted him to drink more of the suff, he would. It surdy had made him fed one hdl of a
lot better.

He went around to the dde of the shed, a sraight dim boy wearing Jockey shorts, unlaced
sneekers, and an open shirt. He peed for what seemed like a very long time indeed, looking up at
the sky as he did so. It was one of those mideading nights which sometimes comes to the
midwest in October and early November, not so long before winter comes down with a crud,
iron snap. It was amogt tropicaly warm, and the mild breeze was like a caress.

Overhead floated the moon, white and round and lovely. It cast a cler and yet esily
mideading glow over everything, seeming to smultaneoudy enhance and obscure. Jack stared at
it, aware that he was amost hypnotized, not redly caring.

We don't go near the herd when we change. Good Jason, no!

Am | the herd now, Wolf?

There was a face on the moon. Jack saw with no surprise that it was Wolf's face . . . except it
was not wide and open and a little surprised, a face of goodness and smplicity. This face was
narrow, ah yes, and dark; it was dark with hair, but the hair didn't matter. It was dark with intent.

We don't go near them, we'd eat them, eat them, we'd eat them, Jack, when we change we'd —

The face in the moon, a chiaroscuro carved in bone, was the face of a snarling bead, its head
cocked in that find moment before the lunge, the mouth open and filled with teeth.

We'd eat we'd kill we'd kill, kill, KILL KILL



A finger touched Jack's shoulder and ran dowly down to hiswaist.

Jack had only been danding there with his penis in his hand, the foreskin pinched lightly
between thumb and forefinger, looking a the moon. Now a fresh, hard jet of urine spurted out of
him.

'l scared you,' Wolf said from behind him. 'I'm sorry, Jack. God pound me!'

But for amoment Jack didn't think Wolf was sorry.

For amoment it sounded asif Wolf were grinning.

And Jack was suddenly sure he was going to be eaten up.

House of bricks? he thought incoherently. I don't even have a house of straw that | can run to.

Now the fear came, dry terror in his veins hotter than any fever.

Who's afraid of the big bad Wolf the big bad Wolf the big bad —

‘Jack?

| am, | am, oh God | am afraid of the big bad Wolf —

He turned around dowly.

Wolf's face, which had been lightly scruffed with stubble when the two of them crossed to the
shed and lay down, was now heavily bearded from a point so high on his cheekbones that the
hair amost seemed to begin at histemples. His eyes glared a bright red-orange.

'Wolf, are you dl right? Jack asked in a husky, breathy whisper. It was as loud as he could
talk.

'Yes' Wolf sad. 'I've been running with the moon. It's beautiful. | ran . . . and ran . . . and ran.
But I'm dl right, Jack.” Wolf amiled to show how dl right he was, and reveded a mouthful of
giant, rending teeth. Jack recoiled in numb horror. It was like looking into the mouth of thet
Alien thing in the movies

Wolf saw his expresson, and dismay crossed his roughened, thickening festures. But under
the dismay — and not far under, ether — was something else. Something that capered and
grinned and showed its teeth. Something that would chase prey until blood flew from the prey's
nose in its terror, until it moaned and begged. Something that would laugh as it tore the
screaming prey open.

It would laugh even if he were the prey.

Especially if he were the prey.

‘Jack, I'm sorry,’ he said. The time . . . it's coming. WEIl have to do something. Well . . .

tomorrow. Well have to . . . have to . . . ' He looked up and that hypnotized expresson spread
over hisface as he looked into the sky.
Heraised his head and howled.

And Jack thought he heard — very faintly — the Wolf in the moon howl back.
Horror stole through him, quietly and completely. Jack dept no more that night.

3

The next day Wolf was better. A little better, anyway, but he was dmost sick with tension. As he
was trying to tell Jack what to do — as well as he could, anyway — a jet plane passed high
overhead. Wolf jumped to his feet, rushed out, and howled at it, shaking his fids at the sky. His
hairy feet were bare again. They had swelled and split the chegp penny |oafers wide open.

He tried to tel Jack what to do, but he had little to go on except old tales and rumors. He knew
what the change was in his own world, but he sensed it might be much worse — more powerful



and more dangerous — in the land of the Strangers. And he fdt tha now. He fdt that power
sweeping through him, and tonight when the moon rose he felt sure it would sweep him away.

Over and over again he reiterated that he didnt wart to hurt Jack, that he would rather Kkill
himsdf than hurt Jack.

4

Daeville was the closest smdl town. Jack got there shortly after the courthouse clock struck
noon, and went into the True Vdue hardware store. One hand was suffed into his pants pocket,
touching his depleted rall of hills.
'Help you, son?
'Yessir, Jack said. '| want to buy a padlock.’
'‘Well, step over here and let's us have a look. Weve got Yades, and Mosders, and Lok-Tites,
and you name it. What kind of padlock you want?
‘A big one' Jack said, looking at the clerk with his shadowed, somehow disquieting eyes. His
face was gaunt but still persuasive in its odd beauty.
'A big one,' the clerk mused. 'And what would you be wanting it for, might | ask?
'My dog,” Jack said deadily. A Story. Always they wanted a Story. He had gotten this one
ready on the way in from the shed where they had spent the last two nights. 'l need it for my dog.
| haveto lock him up. He bites.’
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The padlock he picked out cost ten dollars, leaving Jack with about ten dollars to his name. It
hurt him to spend that much, and he amost went for a cheaper item . . . and then he had a
memory of how Woalf had looked the night before, howling a the moon with orange fire spilling
from his eyes.

He paid the ten dollars.

He stuck out his thumb at every passing car as he hurried back to the shed, but of course none
of them stopped. Perhaps he looked too wild-eyed, too frantic. He certainly felt wild-eyed and
frantic. The newspaper the hardware store clerk had let him look a promised sunset at S
oclock P.M. on the dot. Moonrise was not listed, but Jack guessed seven, at the latest. It was
dready one p.m., and he had no idea where he was going to put Wolf for the night.

You have to lock me up, Jack, Wolf had said. Have to lock me up good. Because if | get out,
I'll hurt anything | can run down and catch hold of. Even you, Jack. Even you. So you have to
lock me up and keep me locked up, no matter what | do or what | say. Three days, Jack, until the
moon startsto get thin again. Three days. . . even four, if you're not completely sure.

Yes, but where? It had to be someplace away from people, so no one would hear Wolf if —
when, he amended reluctantly — he began to howl. And it had to be someplace a lot stronger
than the shed they had been daying in. If Jack used his fine new ten-dollar padiock on the door
of that place, Wolf would bust right out through the back.

Where?

He didn't know, but he knew he had only six hoursto find aplace. . . maybeless.

Jack began to hurry dong even fagter.
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They had passed severa empty houses to come this far, had even spent the night in one, and Jack
watched dl the way back from Ddeville for the sgns of lack of occupancy: for blank uncovered
windows and FOR SALE dgns, for grass grown as high as the second porch step and the sense
of lifdlessness common to empty houses. It was not that he hoped he could lock Wolf into some
farmer's bedroom for the three days of his Change. Wolf would be able to knock down the door
of the shed. But one farmhouse had a root cdllar; that would have worked.

A gout oaken door st into a grassy mound like a door in a fary tale, and behind it a room
without walls or celling — an underground 10om, a cave no cregture could dig its way out of in
less than a month. The cdlar would have hed Wolf, and the earthen floor and walls would have
kept him from injuring himsdlf.

But the empty farmhouse, and the root cdlar, must have been a least thirty or forty miles
behind them. They would never make it back there in the time remaining before moonrise. And
would Wolf 4ill be willing to run forty miles especidly for the purpose of putting himsdf in a
foodless solitary confinement, so close to the time of his Change?

Supposg, in fact, that too much time had passed. Suppose that Wolf had come too close to the
edge and would refuse any sort of imprisonment? What if that capering, greedy underdde of his
character had climbed up out of the pit and was beginning to look around this odd new world,
wondering where the food was hiding? The big padiock threatening to rip the seams out of Jack's
pocket would be usdless.

He could turn around, Jack redlized. He could walk back to Daeville and keep on going. In a
day or two hed be nearly to Lapd or Cicero, and maybe he would work an afternoon at a feed
gtore or get in some hours as a farmhand, make a few dollars or scrounge a med or two, and then
push dl the way to the lllinois border in the next few days. Illinois would be easy, Jack thought
— he didn't know how he was going to do this, exactly, but he was pretty sure he could get to
Springfield and the Thayer School only aday or two after he made it into lllinais.

And, Jack puzzled as he hestated a quarter-mile down the road from the shed, how would he
explan Wolf to Richard Soat? His old buddy Richard, in his round glasses and ties and laced
cordovans? Richard Soat was thoroughly rationd and, though very inteligent, hard-headed. If
you couldn't see it, it probably didnt exist. Richard had never been interested in fairy taes as a
child; he had remained unexcited by Disney films about fairy godmothers who turned pumpkins
into coaches, about wicked queens who owned speaking mirrors. Such @nceits were too absurd
to snare Richard's sx-year-old (or eight-year-old, or tenryear-old) fancy — unlike, say, a
photograph of an dectron microscope. Richard's enthusasm had embraced Rubik's Cube, which
he could solve in less than ninety seconds, but Jack did not think it would go so far as to accept a
sx-foot-five, sxteenyear-old werewolf.

For a moment Jack twisted helplesdy on the road — for a moment he dmogt thought that he
would be able to leave Wolf behind and get on with his journey toward Richard and then the
Tdisman.

What if I'm the herd? he asked himsdf slently. And wha he thought of was Wolf scrambling
down the bank after his poor terrified animas, throwing himself into the water to rescue them.
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The shed was empty. As soon as Jack saw the door leaning open he knew that Wolf had taken
himsdf off somewhere, but he scrambled down the sde of the gully and picked his way through
the trash dmog in disheief. Wolf could not have gone farther than a dozen feet by himsdf, yet
he had done 0. 'I'm back, Jack called. 'Hey, Wolf? | got the lock." He knew he was talking to
himsdf, and a glance into the shed confirmed this His pack lay on a little wooden bench; a
dack of pulpy magazines dated 1973 stood beside it. In one corner of the windowless wooden
shed odd lengths of deadwood had been cardesdy hegped, as if someone had once haf-heartedly
made a stab a squirrding away firewood. Otherwise the shed was bare. Jack turned around from
the gaping door and looked helplessy up the banks of the gully.

Old tires scattered here and there among the weeds, a bundle of faded and rotting political
pamphlets 4ill bearing the name LUGAR, one dented blue-and-white Connecticut license plate,
beer-bottles with labels so faded they were white . . . no Wolf. Jack raised his hands to cup his
mouth. 'Hey, Wolf! I'm back!" He expected no reply, and got none. Wolf was gone.

'Shit, Jack said, and put his hands on his hips. Conflicting emotions, exasperation and relief
and anxiety, surged through him. Wolf had left in order to save Jack's life — that had to be the
meaning of his disappearance. As soon as Jack had st off for Ddeville, his partner had skipped
out. He had run away on those tirdess legs and by now was miles away, waiting for the moon to
come up. By now, Wolf could be anywhere.

This redlization was pat of Jack's anxiety. Wolf could have taken himsdf into the woods
visgble a the end of the long fidld bordered by the gully, and in the woods gorged himsdf on
rabbits and fiddmice and whatever dse might live there, moles and badgers and the whole cast
of The Wind in the Willows Which would have been dandy. But Wolf jus might sniff out the
livestock, wherever it was, and put himsdf in red danger. He might dso, Jack edized, sniff out
the farmer and his family. Or, even worse, Wolf might have worked his way close to one of the
towns north of them. Jack couldn't be sure, but he thought that a trandformed Wolf would
probably be capable of daughtering a least haf a dozen people before somebody findly killed
him.

'‘Damn, damn, damn," Jack said, and began to climb up the far Sde of the gully. He had no red
hopes of seeing Wolf — he would probably never see Wolf again, he redized. In some smdl-
town paper, a few days down the road, hed find a horrified description of the carnage caused by
an enormous wolf which had gpparently wandered into Main Street looking for food. And there
would be more names. More names like Thielke, Heidel, Hagen . . .

At firg he looked toward the road, hoping even now to see Wolf's giant form skulking away to
the et — he wouldnt want to meet Jack returning from Dadeville. The long road was as
deserted as the shed.

Of course.

The sun, as good a clock as the one he wore on his wrist, had dipped well below its meridian.

Jack turned desparringly toward the long fidld and the edge of the woods behind it. Nothing
moved but the tips of the stubble, which bent before a chill wandering breeze.

HUNT CONTINUES FOR KILLER WOLF, a headline would read, a few days down the
road.

Then a large brown boulder a the edge of the woods did move, and Jack redlized that the
boulder was Wolf. He had hunkered down on his heels and was staring a Jack.



'Oh, you inconvenient son of a bitch, Jack said, and in the midst of his relief knew that a part
of him had been secretly delighted by Wolf's departure. He stepped toward him.

Wolf did not move, but his posture somehow intensfied, became more dectric and aware.
Jack's next step required more courage than the fird.

Twenty yards farther, he saw that Wolf had continued to change. His hair had become even
thicker, more luxuriant, as if it had been washed and blow-dried; and now Wolf's beard redly did
seem to begin just beneath his eyes. He entire body, hunkered down as it was, seemed to have
become wider and more powerful. His eyes, filled with liquid fire, blazed Haloween orange.

Jack made himsdf go nearer. He nearly stopped when he thought he saw that Wolf now had
paws ingead of hands, but a moment later redized that his hands and fingers were completely
covered by a thatch of coarse dark hair. Wolf continued to gaze a him with his blazing eyes.
Jack again halved the distance between them, then paused. For the first time since he had come
upon Wolf tending his flock besde a Territories stream, he could not read his expresson. Maybe
Wolf had become too dien for that dready, or maybe dl the hair smply conceded too much of
his face. What he was sure of was that some strong emotion had gripped Wolf.

A dozen feet away he stopped for good and forced himsdif to look into the werewolf's eyes.
'Soon now, Jacky,' Wolf said, and his mouth dropped open in afearsome parody of asmile.
'l thought you ran away," Jack said.
'Sat here to see you coming. Wolf!'

Jack did not know what to make of this declaration. Obscurdly, it reminded him of Little Red
Riding Hood. Walf's teeth did look particularly crowded, sharp, and strong. ‘I got the lock,' he
sad. He pulled it out of his pocket and held it up. 'Y ou have any ideas while | was gone, Wolf?

Wolf'swhole face — eyes, teeth, everything — blazed out at Jack.
‘You're the herd now, Jacky,” Wolf sad. And lifted his head and released a long unfurling
howl.
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A less frightened Jack Sawyer might have sad, 'Can that stuff, willya? or 'Well have every dog
in the county around here if you keep that up,” but both of these statements died in his throat. He
was too scared to utter a word. Wolf gave him his A #1 smile again, his mouth looking like a
tedevison commercid for Ginsu knives, and rose effortlesdy to his fest. The John Lennon
glasses seemed to be receding back into the brigtly top of his beard and the thick hair faling over
his temples. He looked at least seven feet tal to Jack, and as burly as the beer barrds in the back
room of the Oatley Tap.

'You have good smdls in this world, Jacky,” Wolf said. And Jack findly recognized his mood.
Wolf was exultant.

He was like a man who againgt steep odds had just won a paticularly difficult contest. At the
bottom of this triumphant emotion percolated that joyful and ferd qudity Jack had seen once
before.

‘Good smelld Wolf! Wolf!’
Jack took a delicate step backward, wondering if he was upwind of Wolf. "You never sad
anything good about it before,” he said, not quite coherently.

‘Before is before and now is now," Wolf said. 'Good things. Many good things — dl around.
Wolf will find them, you bet."



That made it worse, for now Jack muld see — could nearly fed — a flat, confident greed, a
wholly amora hunger shining in the reddish eyes I'll eat anything | catch and kill, it sad. Cach
and kill.

'l hope none of those good things are people, Woalf,' Jack said quietly.

Walf lifted his chin and uttered a bubbling series of noises haf-howl, haf-laughter.

'Wolfs need to edt,’ he said, and his voice, too, was joyous. 'Oh, Jacky, how Wolfs do need to
edt. EAT! Wolf!"

I'm going to have to put you in that shed,' Jack said. 'Remember, Wolf? | got the lock? WEell
just have to hope itll hold you. Let's start over there now, Wolf. You're scaring the shit out of
me.'

This time the bubbling laughter balooned out of Wolf's chest. 'Scared! Wolf knows! Wolf
knows, Jacky! Y ou have the fear-amdl.

'I'm not surprised,’ Jack said. ‘Let's get over to that shed now, okay?

'Oh, I'm not going in the shed,” Wolf said, and a long pointed tongue curled out from between
his jaws. 'No, not me, Jacky. Not Wolf. Wolf can't go in the shed." The jaws widened, and the
crowded teeth shone. 'Wolf remembered, Jacky. Wolf! Right here and now! Wolf remembered!'

Jack stepped backward.

'More fear-smell. Even on your shoes. Shoes, Jacky! Wolf!"

Shoesthat smelled of fear were evidently desply comic.

"Y ou have to go in the shed, that's what you should remember.’

'Wrong! Wolf! You go in the shed, Jacky! Jacky goesin shed! | remembered! Wolf!"

The werewolf's eyes did from blazing reddisrorange to a mdlow, saidfied shade of purple.
'From The Book of Good Farming, Jacky. The story of the Wolf Who Would Not Injure His
Herd. Remember it, Jacky? The herd goes in the barn. Remember? The lock goes on the door.
When the Wolf knows his Change is coming on him, the herd goes n the barn and the lock goes
on the door. He Would Not Injure His Herd." The jaws split and widened again, and the long dark
tongue curled up at the tip in a perfect image of ddight. 'Not! Not! Not Injure His Herd! Wolf!
Right here and now!"

'Y ou want me to stay locked up in the shed for three days? Jack said.

'l have to eat, Jacky,” Wolf sad smply, and the boy saw something dark, quick, and sinister
dide toward him from Woalf's changing eyes. "When the moon takes me with her, | have to eat.
Good sméls here, Jacky. Plenty of food for Wolf. When the moon lets me go, Jacky comes out
of the shed.’

'What happensif | don't want to be locked up for three days?

"Then Wolf will kill Jacky. And then Wolf will be damned.

Thisisdl in The Book of Good Farming, isit?

Wolf nodded his head. 'l remembered. | remembered in time, Jacky. When | was waiting for
you.'
Jack was 4ill trying to adjust himsdf to Wolf's idea. He would have to go three days without
food. Wolf would be free to wander. He would be in prison, and Wolf would have the world. Yet
it was probably the only way he would survive Woalf's trandformation. Given the choice of a
three-day fast or death, held choose an empty stomach. And then it suddenly seemed to Jack that
this reversd was redly no reversa a al — he would 4ill be free, locked in the shed, and Wolf
out in the world would ill be imprisoned. His cage would just be larger than Jack's. "Then God
bless The Book of Good Farming, because | would never have thought of it mysdf.



Wolf gleamed a him again, and then looked up at the sky with a blank, yearning expresson.

'Not long now, Jacky. You're the herd. | haveto put you insde.’
'Okay," Jack said. 'l guessyou do haveto.’

And this too struck Wolf as uproarioudy funny. As he laughed his howling laugh, he threw an
am around Jack's waist and picked him up and carried him dl the way across the fidd. "Wolf
will take care of you, Jacky, he sad when he had nearly howled himsdf indde-out. He st the
boy gently on the ground at the top of the gully.

'Wolf,' Jack said.
Wolf widened his jaws and began rubbing his crotch.

You cant kill any people, Walf,' Jack said. 'Remember that — if you remembered that story,
then you can remember not to kill any people. Because if you do, they'll hunt you down for sure.
If you kill any people, if you kill even one person, then a lot of people will come to kill you. And
they'd get you, Walf. | promise you. They'd nail your hide to a board."

'No people, Jacky. Animas smell better than people. No people. Wolf!'

They waked down the dope into the gully. Jack removed the lock from his pocket and severd
times clipped it through the metd ring that would hold it, showing Wolf how to use the key.
"Then you dide the key under the door, okay? he asked. "When you've changed back, I'll push it
back to you." Jack glanced down at the bottom of the door — there was a two-inch gap between
it and the ground.

'Sure, Jacky. Youll pushit back to me.’

'Wéll, what do we do now? Jack said. 'Should | go in the shed right now?

'St there,' Wolf said, pointing to a gpot on the floor of the shed afoot from the door.

Jack looked at him curioudy, then stepped inside the shed and sat down. Wolf hunkered back
down just outsde the shed's open door, and without even looking at Jack, held out his hand
toward the boy. Jack took Wolf's hand. It was like holding a hairy creature about the sze of a
rabbit. Wolf squeezed so hard that Jack nearly cried out — but even if he had, he didnt think that
Wolf would have heard him. Wolf was gtaring upward again, his face dreamy and peaceful and
rgpt. After a second or two Jack was able to shift his hand into a more comfortable postion
ingde Wolf's grasp.

'Are we going to say like thisalong time? he asked.

Wolf took nearly a minute to answer. 'Until," he said, and squeezed Jack's hand again.
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They sat like that, on ether Sde of the doorframe, for hours, wordlesdy, and findly the light
began to fade. Wolf had been dmost imperceptibly trembling for the previous twenty minutes,
and when the air grew darker the tremor in his hand intensfied. It was, Jack thought, the way a
thoroughbred horse might tremble in its gal a the beginning of a lce, waiting for the sound of
agun and the gate to be thrown open.

'She's beginning to take me with her,” Wolf said softly. 'Soon well be running, Jack. | wish
you could, too."

He turned his head to look at Jack, and the boy saw that while Wolf meant what he had just

sdd, there was a Sgnificant part of him that was glently saying: | could run after you as well as
beside you, little friend.



'We have to close the door now, | guess’ Jack said. He tried to pull his hand from Wolf's
grasp, but could not free himsdf until Wolf amost disdainfully released him.

'Lock Jacky in, lock Wolf out." Wolf's eyes flared for a moment, becoming red molten Elroy-
eyes.

'‘Remember, you're keeping the herd safe Jack said. He stepped backward into the middle of
the shed.

"The herd goes in the barn, and the lock goes on the door. He Would Not Injure His Herd.'
Wolf's eyes ceased to drip fire, shaded toward orange.

'Put the lock on the door.’

'‘God pound it, that's what I'm doing now,” Wolf said. 'I'm putting the God-pounding lock on
the God-pounding door, se€? He banged the door shut, immediatdy seding Jack up in the
darkness. 'Hear that, Jacky? That's the God-pounding lock." Jack heard the lock click againg the
meta loop, then heard its raichets catch as Wolf did it home.

'‘Now the key," Jack said.

'‘God-pounding key, right here and now,” Wolf said, and a key rattled into a dot, rattled out. A
second later the key bounced off the dusty ground benesth the door high enough to skitter onto
the shed's floorboards.

‘Thanks,' Jack bresthed. He bent down and brushed his fingers dong the boards until he
touched the key. For a moment he clamped it so hard into his padm that he dmost drove it
through his skin — the bruise, shaped like the gstate of Horida, would endure nearly five days,
when in the excitement of being arrested he would fal to notice tha it had left him. Then Jack
caefully did the key into his pocket. Outsde, Wolf was panting in hot regular agitated-sounding
spurts.

‘Are you angry with me, Wolf? he whispered through the door.

A fist thumped the door, hard. 'Not! Not angry! Wolf!'

‘All right," Jack said. 'No people, Wolf. Remember that. Or they'll hunt you down and kill you.'

No peopOOOWWW-0O0O0O0O0O0OOOHHHOOOQ!" The word turned into a long, liquid howl.
Wolf's body bumped aganst the door, and his long black-furred feet did into the opening
beneath it. Jack knew that Wolf had flattened himsdf out againgt the shed door. 'Not angry,
Jack,” Wolf whispered, as if his howl had embarassed him. 'Walf isnt angry. Wolf is wanting,
Jacky. It's so soon now, so God- pounding soon.'

' know," Jack sad, now suddenly feding as if he had to cry — he wished he could have
hugged Woalf. More panfully, he wished that they had stayed the extra days a the farmhouse,
and that he were now standing outside aroot cellar where Wolf was safdly jailed.

The odd, disturbing thought came to him again that Wolf was safely jailed.

Wolf's feet did back under the door, and Jack thought he had a glimpse of them becoming
more concentrated, dimmer, narrower.

Walf grunted, panted, grunted again. He had moved wel back from the door. He uttered a
noise very like'Aaah.’

'Wolf? Jack said.

An earsplitting howl lifted up from above Jack: Wolf had moved to the top of the gully.

'Be careful,’ Jack said, knowing that Wolf would not hear him, and fearing that he would not
understand him even if he were close enough to hear.

A szries of howls followed soon after — the sound of a creature set free, or the despairing
sound of one who wakes to find himsdf gill confined, Jack could not tell which. Mournful and
ferd and oddly beautiful, the cries of poor Wolf flew up into the moonlit ar like scarves flung



into the night. Jack did not know he was trembling until he wrapped his ams around himself and
fdt hisarms vibrating againg his chest, which seemed to vibrate, too.
The howls diminished, retregting. Wolf was running with the moon.
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For three days and three nghts, Wolf was engaged in a nearly ceasdess search for food. He dept
from each dawn until just past noon, in a hollow he had discovered beneeth the falen trunk of an
oK. Certanly Wolf did not fed himsdf imprisoned, despite Jack's forebodings. The woods on
the other Sde of the fidd were extensve, and full of a wolf's natura diet. Mice, rabbits, cats,
dogs, squirrds — dl these he found easlly. He could have contained himsef in the woods and
egten more than enough to carry him through to his next Change.

But Walf was riding with the moon, and he could no more confine himsdf to the woods than
he could have hdted his transformation in the first place. He roamed, led by the moon, through
barnyards and pastures, past isolated suburban houses and down unfinished roads where
bulldozers and giant asymmetrical rollers sa like deeping dinosaurs on the banks. HAf of his
intelligence was in his sense of sndl, and it is not exaggerating to suggest that Wolf's nose,
aways acute, had attained a condition of genius. He could not only smdl a coop full of chickens
five miles away and distinguish their odors from those of the cows and pigs and horses on the
same fam — that was dementary — he could smell when the chickens moved. He could smell
that one of the deeping pigs had an injured foot, and one of the cows in the barn an ulcerated
udder.

And this world — for was it not this worlds moon which led him? — no longer stank of
chemicas and death. An older, more primitive order of being met him on his travels He inhaed
whatever remained of the earth's origind sweetness and power, whatever was left of qudities we
might once have shared with the Territories. Even when he gpproached some human dwelling,
even while he snapped the backbone of the famly mutt and tore the dog into gristly rags he
swdlowed whole, Wolf was aware of pure cool streams moving far benegth the ground, of bright
shiow on a mountan somewhere a long way west. This scemed a pefect place for a
transmogyrified Wolf, and if he had killed any human being he would have been damned.

He killed no people.

He saw none, and perhaps that is why. During the three days of his Change, Wolf did kill and
devour representatives of most other forms of life to be found in eastern Indiana, induding one
skunk and an entire family of bobcats living in limestone caves on a hillsde two vdleys away.
On his firg night in the woods he caught a low-flying bat in his jaws bit off its head, and
swvdlowed the res while it was dill jerking. Whole squadrons of domestic cats went down his
throat, platoons of dogs. With a wild, concentrated glee he one night daughtered every pig in a
pen the size of acity block.

But twice Wolf found that he was myderioudy forbidden from killing his prey, and this too
made him fed a home in the world through which he prowled. It was a question of place, not of
any abstract moral concern — and on the surface, the places were merely ordinary. One was a
cearing in the woods into which he had chased a rabbit, the other the scruffy back yard of a
farmhouse where a whimpering dog lay chained to a dake. The indant he set a paw down in
these places, his hackles rose and an dectric tingling traversed the entire distance of his spine.
These were sacred places, and in a sacred place a Wolf could not kill. That was dl. Like dl



hallowed stes, they had been sat gpart a long time ago, so long ago that the word ancient could
have been used to describe them — ancient is probably as close as we can come to representing
the vast wdl of time Wolf sensed about him in the farmer's back yard and the little clearing, a
dense envelope of years packed together in a small, highly charged location. Wolf smply backed
off the sacred ground and took himsdf esewhere. Like the wing-men Jack had seen, Wolf lived
in amystery and so was comfortable with dl such things.

And he did not forget his obligations to Jack Sawyer.
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In the locked shed, Jack found himsdf thrown upon the properties of his own mind and character
more starkly than a any other timein hislife.

The only furniture in the shed was the little wooden bench, the only didraction the nearly
decade-old magazines. And these he could not actudly read. Since there were no windows,
except in very ealy morning when light came streaming under the door he had trouble just
working out the pictures on the pages. The words were streams of gray worms, indecipherable.
He could not imagine how he would get through the next three days. Jack went toward the
bench, struck it painfully with his knee, and sat down to think.

One of the firg things he redized was tha shed-time was different from time on the outsde.
Beyond the shed, seconds marched quickly past, meted into minutes which meted into hours.
Whole days ticked dong like metronomes, whole weeks. In shed-time, the seconds obstinately
refused to move — they sretched into grotesque monster-seconds, Plasticmant seconds. Outside,
an hour might go by while four or five seconds swelled and bloated insde the shed.

The second thing Jack redlized was that thinking about the downess of time made it worse.
Once you darted concentrating on the passing of seconds, they more or less refused to move a
dl. So he tried to pace off the dimensons of his cdl just to take his mind off the eternity of
seconds it took to make up three days. Putting one foot in front of another and counting his steps,
he worked out that the shed was approximately seven feet by nine feet. At least there would be
enough room for him to stretch out a night.

If hewalked all the way around the inside of the shed, held walk about thirty-two feet.

If he walked around the insde of the shed a hundred and sixty-five times, hed cover amile,

He might not be able to eat, but he sure could walk. Jack took off his watch and put it in his
pocket, promising himsdf that he would look at it only when he absolutdy had to.

He was about one-fourth of the way through his firs mile when he remembered that there was
no water in the shed. No food and no water. He supposed that it took longer than three or four
days to die of thirs. As long as Wolf came back for him, hed be dl right — well, maybe not al
right, but at least dive. And if Wolf didn't come back? He would have to break the door down.

In that case, he thought, held better try it now, while he till had some strength.

Jack went to the door and pushed it with both hands. He pushed it harder, and the hinges
squeaked. Experimentaly, Jack threw his shoulder at the edge of the door, opposite the hinges.
He hurt his shoulder, but he didnt think he had done anything to the door. He banged his
shoulder againg the door more forcefully. The hinges squeded but did not move a millimeter.
Wolf could have torn the door off with one hand, but Jack did not think thet he could move it if
he turned his shoulders into hamburger by running into it. He would just have to wait for Wolf.



By the middle of the night, Jack had waked seven or eight miles — hed log count of the
number of times he had reached one hundred and sixty-five, but it was something like seven or
eight. He was parched, and his somach was rumbling. The shed stank of urine, for Jack had been
forced to pee againg the far wall, where a crack in the boards meant that at least some of it went
outsde. His body was tired, but he did not think he could deep. According to clock-time, Jack
had been in the shed bardly five hours, in shed-time it was more like twenty-four. He was afraid
to lie down.

His mind would not let him go — tha was how it fdt. He had tried making ligs of dl the
books hed read in the past year, of every teacher hed had, of every player on the Los Angeles
Dodgers . . . but disurbing, disorderly images kept bresking in. He kept seeing Morgan Soat
tearing a hole in the ar. Walf's face floated underwater, and his hands drifted down like heavy
weeds. Jary Bledsoe twitched and rocked before the eectricd pand, his glasses smeared over
his nose. A man's eyes turned yellow, and his hand became a claw-hoof. Unde Tommy's fdse
teeth coruscated in the Sunset Strip guitter. Morgan Soat came toward his mother, not himsdif.

'Songs by Fats Wadler,' he sad, sending himsdf around another circuit in the dark. ' "Your
Feets Too Big.' 'Ain't Misbehavin." 'Jitterbug Waltz.' 'Keepin Out of Mischief Now." '

The Elroy-thing reached out toward his mother, whispering lewdly, and clamped a hand down
over her hip.

'Countriesin Centra America. Nicaragua. Honduras. Guatemaa CostaRica. . .'

Even when he was 0 tired he findly had to lie down and curl into a bal on the floor, usng his
knapsack as a pillow, Elroy and Morgan Soat rampaged through his mind. Osmond flicked his
bullwhip across Lily Cavanaugh's back, and his eyes danced. Wolf reared up, massive,
absolutdy inhuman, and caught arifle bullet directly in the heart.

The firg light woke him, and he smdled blood. His whole body begged for water, then for food.
Jack groaned. Three more nights of this would be impossible to survive. The low angle of the
sunlight dlowed him dimly to see the walls and roof of the shed. It dl looked larger than he had
fet it to be last night. He had to pee again, though he could scarcdly believe that his body could
afford to give up any moisure. Findly he redized that the shed seemed larger because he was
lying on the floor.

Then he smdled blood again, and looked sideways, toward the door. The skinned hindquarters
of a rabbit had been thrust through the gap. They lay sporawled on the rough boards, lesking
blood, glisening. Smudges of dirt and a long ragged scrape showed that they had been forced
into the shed. Wolf was trying to feed him.

'Oh, Jeez, Jack groaned. The rabbit's sripped legs were disconcertingly human. Jack's
gomach folded into itsdf. But instead of vomiting, he laughed, startled by an absurd comparison.
Wolf was like the family pet who each morning presents his owners with a dead bird, an
eviscerated mouse.

With two fingers Jack ddicately picked up the horrible offering and deposited it under the
bench. He ill fdt like laughing, but his eyes were wet. Wolf had survived the firg night of his
transformation, and so had Jack.

The next morning brought an absolutely anonymous, amost ovoid knuckle of mest around a
gartingly white bone splintered at both ends.
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On the morning of the fourth day Jack heard someone diding down into the gully. A sartled bird
squawked, then noigdly lifted itself off the roof of the shed. Heavy footsteps advanced toward the
door. Jack raised himsdlf onto his elbows and blinked into the darkness,

A large body thudded againgt the door and stayed there. A pair of split and Stained penny
loafers was visible through the gap.

'Wolf? Jack asked softly. That'syou, isn't it?

'Give me the key, Jack.'

Jack dipped his hand into his pocket, brought out the key, and pushed it directly between the
penny loafers. A large brown hand dropped into view and picked up the key.

'Bring any water? Jack asked. Despite what he had been able to extract from Wolf's gruesome
presents, he had come close to serious dehydration — his lips were puffy and cracked, and his
tongue felt swollen, baked. The key did into the lock, and Jack heard it click open.

Then thelock came away from the door.

‘A little, Wolf said. 'Close your eyes, Jacky. Y ou have night-eyes now.'

Jack clasped his hands over his eyes as the door opened, but the light which boomed and
thundered into the shed gill managed to trickle through his fingers and stab his eyes. He hissed
with the pain. 'Better soon,” Wolf said, very dose to him. Wolf's arms circled and lifted him.
'Eyes closed,’ Wolf warned, and stepped backward out of the shed.

Even as Jack said, 'Water,' and fdlt the rusty lip of an old cup meet his own lips, he knew why
Wolf had not lingered in the shed. The ar outsde seemed unbdievably fresh and sweet — it
might have been imported directly from the Territories. He sucked in a double tablespoon of
water that tasted like the best med on earth and wound down through him like a sparkling little
river, reviving everything it touched. He felt as though he were being irrigated.

Wolf removed the cup from his lips long before Jack consdered he was through with it. ‘If |
give you more youll just Sck it up, Wolf said. ‘Open your eyes, Jack — but only alittle bit."

Jack followed directions. A million particles of light stcormed into his eyes. He cried out.

Wolf sat down, cradling Jack in his arms. 'Sip," he said, and put the cup once more to Jack's
lips. 'Eyes open, little more.'

Now the sunlight hurt much less. Jack peered out through the screen of his eyelashes a a
flaring dazzle while another miraculous trickle of water dipped down his throat.

'Ah," Jack said. 'What makes water so delicious?

"The western wind," Wolf promptly replied.

Jack opened his eyes wider. The swarm and dazzle resolved into the weathered brown of the
shed and the mixed green and lighter brown of the gully. His head rested agang Wolf's
shoulder. The bulge of Wolf's stomach pressed into his backbone.

'Are you okay, Wolf? he asked. 'Did you get enough to eat?

'Wolfs dways get enough to eat, Wolf said smply. He patted the boy's thigh.

"Thanks for bringing me those pieces of mest.’

'l promised. Y ou were the herd. Remember?

'Oh, yes, | remember,’ Jack said. 'Can | have some more of that water? He did off Wolf's huge
lap and sat on the ground, where he could face him.

Wolf handed him the cup. The John Lennon glasses were back; Wolf's beard was now little
more than a scurf covering his cheeks his black hair, though Hill long and gressy, fel wel short
of his shoulders. Wolf's face was friendly and pesceful, dmost tired-looking. Over the bib



ovedls he wore a gray sweatshirt, about two sizes too smal, with INDIANA UNIVERSITY
ATHLETIC DEPARTMENT gencilled on the front.

He looked more like an ordinary human being than a any other time since he and Jack had
met. He did not look as if he could have made it through the smplest college course, but he
could have been a great high-school football player.

Jack sipped again — Wolf's hand hovered above the rusty tin cup, ready to snatch it away if
Jack gulped. "You're redly okay?

‘Right here and now," Wolf said. He rubbed his other hand over his bdly, so distended that it
dretched the fabric at the bottom of the sweatshirt as taut as a hand would a rubber glove. 'Just
tired. Little deep, Jack. Right here and now.’

'Whered you get the sweatshirt?

It was hanging on aline," Wolf said. 'Cold here, Jacky.'

"You didn't hurt any people, did you?

‘No people. Wolf! Drink that water dow, now." His eyes disconcertingly shaded into happy
Halloween orange for a second, and Jack saw that Wolf could never redly be said to resemble an
ordinary human being. Then Wolf opened his wide mouth and yawned. 'Little deep.” He hitched
himsdf into a more comfortable podtion on the dope and put down his head. He was amost
immediately adeep.
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CHAPTER 20

Taken by the Law

1

By two o'clock that afternoon they were a hundred miles west, and Jack Sawyer fdt as if he too
had been running with the moon — it had gone tha easly. In spite of his extreme hunger, Jack
gpped dowly a the water in the rusty can and waited for Wolf to awaken. Finaly Wolf dirred,
said, 'Ready now, Jack," hitched the boy up onto his back, and trotted into Daleville.

While Wolf sat outside on the curb and tried to look inconspicuous, Jack entered the Daeville
Burger King. He made himsdf go firg to the men's room and drip to the waist. Even in the
bathroom, the maddening smel of grilling meat caused the sdiva to oill into his mouth. He
washed his hands, arms, chest, face. Then he stuck his head under the tap and washed his hair
with liquid sogp. Crumpled paper towels fell, one after the other, to the floor.

At last he was ready to go to the counter. The uniformed girl there stared a him while he gave
his order — his wet hair, he thought. While she waited for the order to come through, the girl
stepped back and leaned againgt the service hatch, till unabashedly looking at him.

He was hiting into the first Whopper as he turned away toward the glass doors. Juice ran down
his chin. He was s0 hungry he could scarcely bother to chew. Three enormous bites took most of
the big sandwich. He had just worked his mouth far enough around the remainder to take a fourth
when he saw through the doors that Wolf had attracted a crowd of children. The meat congedled
in his mouth, and his somach dammed dhut.

Jack hurried outsde, dill trying to swalow his mouthful of ground chuck, limp bread, pickles,
lettuce, tomatoes, and sauce. The kids stood in the Street on three dSdes of Wolf, staring a him
every bit as frankly as the waitress had stared at Jack. Wolf had hunched down on the curb as far
as he was able, bowing his back and pulling in his neck like a turtle. His ears seemed flattened
agang his head. The wad of food stuck in Jack's throat like a golfbdl, and when he swalowed
convulsvely, it dropped down another notch.

Wolf glanced a him out of the Sde of his eye, and visbly rdaxed. A tdl blue-jeaned man in
his twenties opened the door of a battered red pick-up five or sx feet away down the curb,
leaned againg the cab, and watched, smiling. 'Have a burger, Wolf,' Jack said as cardlesdy as he
could. He handed Wolf the box, which Wolf sniffed. Then Wolf lifted his head and took a huge
bite out of the box. He began methodically to chew. The children, astounded and fascinated,
stepped nearer. A few of them were giggling. 'What is he? asked a little girl with blond pigtails
tied with fuzzy pink gift-wragpping yan. ‘Is he a mongster? A crewcut boy of seven or eght
shoved himsdf in front of the girl and sad, 'Hes the Hulk, isnt he? Hes edly the Hulk. Hey?
Hey? Huh? Right?

Wolf had managed to extract what was left of his Whopper from its cardboard container. He
pushed the whole thing into his mouth with his pam. Shreds of lettuce fel between his upraised
knees, mayonnaise and meat juices smeared over his chin, his cheek. Everything ese became a
brownish pulp smacked to death between Wolf's enormous teeth. When he swalowed he started
to lick the ingde of the box.



Jack gently took the container out of his hands. 'No, he's just my cousin. HeE's not a monger,
and he's not the Hulk. Why don't you kids get away and leave us aone, huh? Go on. Leave us
aone’

They continued to stare. Wolf was now licking hisfingers.

'If you kegp on gawping a him like that, you might make him mad. | don't know what held do
if he got mad.’

The boy with the crewcut had seen David Banner's trandformation often enough to have an
idea of what anger might do to this monstrous Burger King carnivore. He stepped back. Most of
the others moved back with him.

'Go on, please, Jack said, but the children had frozen again.

Wolf rose up mountainoudy, his fists clenched. 'GOD POUND YOU, DONT LOOK AT
ME!" he bellowed. 'DONT MAKE ME FEEL FUNNY! EVERYBODY MAKES ME FEEL
FUNNY!'

The children scattered. Breathing hard, red-faced, Wolf stood and watched them disappear up
Ddevilles Man Street and around the corner. When they were gone, he wrapped his ams
aound his chest and looked dartingly a Jack. He was miserable with embarrassment. "Wolf
shouldn't have ydled, he said. They were just little ones!'

'Big fat scarell do them a lot of good," a voice said, and Jack saw that the young man from the
red pick-up was dill leaning againg his cab, amiling a them. 'Never saw anything like that
before mysdf. Cousins, are you?

Jack nodded suspicioudly.

'Hey, | didn't mean to get persond or anything.' He stepped forward, an easy, dark-hared
young man in a deeveless down vest and a plaid shirt. '| especidly dont want to make anybody
fed funny now, ya know.'" He paused, lifted his hands, pam-out. 'Redly. | was just thinking that
you guys look like you've been on the road awhile!

Jack glanced a Wolf, who was 4ill hugging himsdf in embarrassment but dso glowering
through hisround glasses at thisfigure.

'I've been there mysdlf,' the man said. 'Hey, dig it — the year | got out of good old DHS —
Ddeville High, you know — | hitched al the way to northern Cdifornia and dl the way back.
Anyhow, if you're sort of going west, | can give you alift.

‘Can't, Jacky." Wolf spoke in a thunderous stage whisper.

‘How far west? Jack asked. 'Were trying to make it to Springfidd. | have a friend in
Springfield.'

'Hey, no probleema, seenyor.’ He raised his hands again. 'I'm going just this Sde of Cayuga,
right next to the lllinois border. You let me scarf a burger, we gone. Straight shot. An hour and a
haf, maybe less— youl'l be about hafway to Springfied.

‘Can't,’ Wolf rasped again.

"There's one problem, okay? | got some suff on the front seat. One of you guysll have to ride
behind. It's gonna be windy back there.’

'You don't know how greeat that is' Jack said, speaking nothing more than the truth. 'Well see
you when you come back out' Wolf began to dance in agitation. 'Honest. WEIl be out here,
mister. And thanks''

He turned to whisper to Wolf as soon as the man went through the doors.

And 0 when the young man — Bill '‘Buck' Thompson, for that was his name — returned to his
pick-up carrying the containers for two more Whoppers, he found a sedate-looking Wolf



kneding in the open back, his ams resting on the sde pand, mouth open, nose dready lifting.
Jack was in the passenger seat, crowded by a stack of bulky plastic bags which had been taped,
then dapled shut, and then sprayed extensvely with room freshener, to judge by the smdll.
Through the tranducent sdes the bags were visble long frondlike cuttings, medium green.
Clusters of buds grew on these amputated fronds.

'l reckoned you 4ill looked a little hungry,’ he said, and tossed another Whopper to Wolf.
Then he let himsdf in on the driver's Sde, across the pile of plagtic bags from Jack. Thought he
might catch it in his teeth, no reflection on your cousn. Here take this one, he dready
pulverized his!

And a hundred miles west they went, Wolf ddirious with joy to have the wind whipping past
his head, hdf-hypnotized by the speed and variety of the odors which his nose caught in flight.
Eyes blazing and glowing, regstering every nuance of the wind, Wolf twitched from Sde to Sde
behind the cab, shoving his nose into the speeding air.

Buck Thompson spoke of himsdf as a famer. He taked nonstop during the seventy-five
minutes he kept his foot near the floor, and never once asked Jack any questions. And when he
swung off onto a narrow dirt road just outside the Cayuga town line and stopped the car beside a
cornfield that seemed to run for miles, he dug in his shirt pocket and brought out a faintly
irregular cigarette rolled in dmogt tissudike white paper. 'lI've heard of red-eye’ he said. 'But
your cousin's ridiculous He dropped the cigarette into Jack's hand. 'Have him take some of this
when he gets excited, willya? Doctor's orders.’

Jack absently stuffed the joint into his shirt pocket and climbed out of the cab. Thanks, Buck,'
he called up to the driver.

‘Man, | thought 1'd seen something when | saw him eet,’ Buck said. 'How do you get him to go
places? Yl mush! mush! a him?

Once Wolf redlized that the ride was over, he bounded off the back of the truck.

The red pick-up rolled off, leaving along plume of dust behind it.

‘Let'sdo that again!" Wolf sang out. 'Jacky! Let's do that again!'

'Boy, | wish we could,’ Jack said. 'Come on, let's wak for a while. Someone will probably
comedong.’

He was thinking that his luck had turned, that in no time at al he and Wolf would be over the
border into lllinois — and hed adways been certain that things would go smoothly once he got to
Springfield and Thayer School and Richard. But Jack's mind was 4ill partidly in shed-time,
where what is unred bloats and distorts whatever is rea, and when the bad things darted to
happen again, they happened s0 quickly that he was unable to control them. It was a long time
before Jack saw 1llinois, and during that time he found himsalf back in the shed.

2

The bewilderingly rapid series of events which led to the Sunlight Home began ten minutes after
the two boys had waked past the stark little roadsign telling them that they were now in Cayuga,
pop. 23,568. Cayuga itself was nowhere visble. To ther right the endless cornfield rolled across
the land; to their left a bare fidd alowed them to see how the road bent, then arrowed draight
toward the flat horizon. Just after Jack had redized that they would probably have to wak dl the
way into town to get their next ride, a car appeared on this road, travelling fast toward them.



'Ride in back? Wolf ydled, joyfully rasng his ams up over his head. 'Wolf ride in back!
Right here and now!'

It's going the wrong way, Jack said. 'Just be cdm and let it pass us, Wolf. Get your arms
down or hell think you're sgndling him.

Reuctantly Wolf lowered his ams. The car had come nearly to the bend in the road which
would teke it directly past Jack and Wolf. 'No ride in the back now? Wolf asked, pouting amost
childishly.

Jack shook his head. He was daing a an ovd meddlion painted on the car's dusty white
doorpand. County Parks Commisson, this might have sad, or State Wildlife Board. It might
have been anything from the vehicle of the date agricultura agent to the property of the Cayuga
Maintenance Department. But when it turned into the bend, Jack saw it was a police car.

That's a cop, Walf. A policeman. Just keep walking and stay nice and loose. We don't want
him to stop."

'What's a coppiceman? Wolf's voice had dropped into a dark brown range; he had seen that
the speeding car was now coming straight toward him. 'Does a coppiceman kill Wolfs?

'‘No," Jack said, 'they absolutdy never kill Wolfs' but it did no good. Wolf captured Jack's
hand in his own, which trembled.

'Let go of me, please, Walf,' Jack pleaded. 'Hell think it's funny.'

Wolf's hand dropped away.

As the police car advanced toward them, Jack glanced at the figure behind the whed, and then
turned around and walked back a few paces so that he could watch Wolf. What he had seen was
not encouraging. The policeman driving the car had a wide doughy domineering face with livid
dabs of fat where héd once had cheekbones. And Wolf's terror was plain on his face. Eyes,
nogtrils flared; he was showing his teeth.

"You redly liked riding in the back of that truck, didn't you? Jack asked him.

Some of the terror disgppeared, and Wolf nearly managed a smile. The police car roared past
— Jack was conscious of the driver turning his head to ingpect them. "All right,’ Jack said. 'He's
on hisway. Were okay, Woalf.'

He had turned around again when he heard the sound of the police car suddenly begin to grow
louder again.

'Coppiceman’s coming back!'

'Probably just going back to Cayuga,' Jack said. Turn around and just act like me. Don't Sare
a him!

Wolf and Jack trudged dong, pretending to ignore the car, which seemed to hang behind them
ddiberately. Wolf uttered a sound that was half-moan, haf-howl.

The police car swung out into the road, passed them, flashed its brake lights, and then cut in
diagondly before them. The officer pushed open his door and got his feet planted on the ground.
Then he hoiged himsdf out of the seat. He was roughly Jack's height, and dl his weight was in
his face and his somach — his legs were twig-skinny, his ams and shoulders those of a
normaly deveoped man. His gut, trussed in the brown uniform like a fifteen-pound turkey,
bulged out on both sides of the wide brown belt.

I can't wait for it,’ he said, and cocked an arm and leaned on the open door. 'What's your story,
anyhow? Give.'

Wolf padded up behind Jack and hunched his shoulders, his hands shoved deep into the
pockets of hisoverals.



'We're going to Springfidd, officer,’ Jack sad. 'Weve been hitching — | guess maybe we
shouldnt.’

"You guess maybe you shouldn't. Hol-eee shit. What's this guy tryinna disappear behind you, a
Wookie?

'He's my cousin.' Jack thought franticaly for a moment — the Story had to be bent far enough
to accommodate Wolf. 'I'm supposed to be teking him home. He lives in Springfield with his
Aunt Helen, | mean my Aunt Helen, the one who's a schoolteacher. In Springfield.’

'What'd he do, escape from somewhere?

'No, no, nothing like that. It wasjust that — '

The cop looked a him neutraly, his face Szzling. 'Names.'

Now the boy met a dilemma Wolf was certain to cdl him Jack, no matter what name he gave
the cop. 'I'm Jack Parker,' he said. 'And he's—'

'Hold it. | want the feeb to tell me himself. Come on, you. You remember your name, basket
case?

Wolf sguirmed behind Jack, digging his chin into the top of his overdls. He muttered
something.

'l couldn't hear you, sonny.'

'Wolf," he whispered.

'Wolf. Probly | should have guessed. What's your firg name, or did they just give you a
number?

Wolf had squeezed his eyes shut, and was twisting his legs together.

‘Come on, Phil," Jack said, thinking that it was one of the few names Wolf might remember.

But he had judt finished it when Wolf pulled up his head and straightened his back and yelled,
'JACK! JACK! JACK WOLF!"

'We cdl him Jack sometimes,' the boy put in, knowing it was dready too lae. 'It's because he
likes me so much, sometimes I'm the only one who can do anything with him. | might even day
therein Springfield afew days after | get him home, just to make sure he settles down okay.'

'l sure am sick of the sound of your voice, Jack boy. Why don't you and good old Phil-Jack get
in the back seat here and well go into town and Straighten everything out? When Jack did not
move, the policeman put a hand on the butt of the enormous pistol which hung from his graining
bet. 'Get in the car. Him fird. | want to find out why youre a hundred miles from home on a
school day. In the car. Right now.’

'Ah, officer,’ Jack began, and behind him Wolf rasped, 'No. Can't.’

'My cousin has this problem, Jack sad. 'Hes claustrophobic. Small spaces, especidly the
ingdes of cars, drive him crazy. We can only get ridesin pick-ups, so he can be in the back.'

'Get in the car,' the policeman said. He stepped forward and opened the back door.

'CANT!" Woalf wailed. 'Wolf CANT! Stinks, Jacky, it stinks in there’ His nose and lip had
wrinkled into corrugations.

"You get him in the car or | will,' the cop said to Jack.

'Walf, it won't be for long,” Jack said, reaching for Wolf's hand. Reluctantly, Wolf dlowed him
to take it. Jack pulled him toward the back seat of the police car, Wolf literdly dragging his feet
across the surface of the road.

For a couple of seconds it looked as though it would work. Wolf got close enough to the
police car to touch the door-frame. Then his entire body shook. He clamped both hands onto the
top of the doorframe. It looked as though he were going to try to rip the top of the car in hdf, as
acircus srong- man tears a telephone book in two.



'Please,’ Jack said quietly. 'We haveto.'

But Wolf was terrified, and too disgusted by whatever he had smelled. He shook his head
violently. Siobber ran from his mouth and dripped onto the top of the car.

The policeman stepped around Jack and released something from a catch on his bdt. Jack had
time only to see that it was not his pistol before the cop expertly whapped his blackjack into the
base of Wolf's skull. Wolf's upper body dropped onto the top of the car, and then al of Wolf did
gracefully down onto the dusty road.

'You get on his other sde,' the cop sad, fastening the sgp to his bdt. 'Were gonna findly get
thisbig bag of shit into the vehicle!

Two or three minutes later, after they had twice dropped Wolf's heavy unconscious body back
onto the road, they were speeding toward Cayuga. 'l aready know what's gonna happen to you
and your feeb coudn, if he is your cousn, which | doubt." The cop looked up at Jack in his rear-
view mirror, and his eyes were raisins dipped in fresh tar.

All the blood in Jack's body seemed to swing down, down in his veins, and his heart jumped in
his chest. He had remembered the cigarette in his shirt pocket. He clapped his hand over it, then
jerked his hand away before the cop could say anything.

'l gotta put his shoes back on," Jack said. "They sort of fell off.’

'Forget it,’ the cop said, but did not object further when Jack bent over. Out of sight of the
mirror, he first shoved one of the split-seamed loafers back up on Wolf's bare hed, then quickly
snatched the joint out of his pocket and popped it in his mouth. He bit into it, and dry crumbly
particles with a oddly herba taste spilled over his tongue. Jack began to grind them between his
teeth. Something scratched down into his throat, and he convulsvely jerked upright, put his hand
in front of his mouth, and tried to cough with his lips together. When his throat was clear, he
hurriedly swalowed dl of the dampened, now rather dudgy marijuana. Jack ran his tongue over
his teeth, collecting dl the flecks and traces.

'You got a few surprises ahead of you,' the policeman said. "You're gonna get a little sunlight
in your soul.

'Sunlight in my soul? Jack asked, thinking that the cop had seen him guff the joint into his
mouith.

‘A few bligers on your hands, too, the cop said, and glared happily at Jack's guilty image in
the rear-view mirror.

The Cayuga Municipd Building was a shadowy maze of unlighted hdlways and narrow
darcases that seemed to wind unexpectedly upward aongsde equdly narrow rooms. Water
sang and rumbled in the pipes. 'Let me explan something to you kids' the policeman sad,
ushering them toward the last staircase to their right. You're not under arrest. Got that? You are
being detained for questioning. | don't want to hear any bullshit about one phone cdl. Youre in
limbo until you tell us who you are and what you're up to,' the cop went on. 'You hear me?
Limbo. Nowhere. Were gonna see Judge Fairchild, he's the magidtrate, and if you don't tdl us
the truth, you're gonna pay some big fuckin consequences. Upgtairs. Move it!

At the top of the dairs the policeman pushed a door open. A middie-aged woman in wire
glasses and a Hack dress looked up from a typewriter placed Sdeways againg the far wal. Two
more runaways,' the policeman said. Tell him we're here!’

She nodded, picked up her telephone, and spoke a few words. 'You may go in,' the secretary
sad to them, her eyes wandering from Wolf to Jack and back again.



The cop pushed them across the anteroom and opened the door to a room twice as large, lined
with books on one long wall, framed photographs and diplomas and certificates on another.
Blinds had been lowered across the long windows opposite. A tal skinny man in a dark suit, a
wrinkled white shirt, and a narrow tie of no discernible pattern stood up behind a chipped
wooden desk that must have been sx feet long. The man's face was a relief map of wrinkles, and
his hair was 0 black it must have been dyed. Stde cigarette smoke hung vigbly in the air. 'Wdll,
what have we got here, Franky? His voice was artlingly deep, amost thesatrica.

'Kids | picked up on French Lick Road, over by Thompson's place!

Judge Farchilds wrinkles contorted into a smile as he looked a Jack. 'You have any
identification papers on you, son?

'‘No sir," Jack said.

'Have you told Officer Williams here the truth about everything? He doesn't think you have, or
you wouldn't be here!’

'Yesdr,' Jack said.

Then tdl me your story." He walked around his desk, disturbing the flat layers of smoke just
over his head, and haf-sat, hdf-leaned on the front corner nearest Jack. Squinting, he lit a
cigarette — Jack saw the Judge's recessed pae eyes peering a him through the smoke and knew
there was no charity in them.

It was the pitcher plant again.

Jack drew in a large breath. 'My name is Jack Parker. HEs my cousin, and he's called Jack,
too. Jack Wolf. But his red name is Philip. He was staying with us in Daeville because his dad's
dead and his mother got sick. | was just taking him back to Springfield.’

'Smple-minded, is he?

‘A little dow,’ Jack said, and glanced up a Wolf. His friend seemed barely conscious.

'What's your mother's name? the Judge asked Wolf. Wolf did not respond in any way. His
eyes were clamped shut and his hands stuffed into his pockets.

'She's named Helen,' Jack said. 'Helen Vaughan.'

The Judge eased himsdf off the desk and waked dowly over to Jack. 'Have you been
drinking, son? You're alittle unsteady.’

'No.'

Judge Fairchild came to within afoot of Jack and bent down. 'Let me smdll your breath.’

Jack opened his mouth and exhaled.

'‘Nope. No booze' The Judge sraightened up again. ‘But that's the only thing you were telling
the truth about, isn't it? Y ou're trying to string me aong, boy.’

'I'm sorry we were hitching,' Jack said, aware that he had to speak with great caution now. Not
only might what he said determine whether he and Wolf were to be let free, but he was having a
little trouble forming the words themsdves — everything seemed to be happening with great
downess. As in the shed, the seconds had wandered off the metronome. 'In fact, we hardly ever
hitch because Wolf — Jack, that is — hates being in cars. Well never do it again. We haven't
done anything wrong, Sr, and that redly is the truth.’

'You don't understand, sonny,’ the Judge said, and his far-off eyes gleamed again. He's
enjoying this, Jack understood. Judge Fairchild moved dowly back behind his desk. 'Hitching
rides isn't the issue. You two boys are out on the road by yoursdf, coming from nowhere, going
nowhere — red targets for trouble’ His voice was like dark honey. 'Now we have here in this
country what we think is a mogt unusud faclity — state-approved and state-funded, by the way
— which might have been set up expresdy for the benefit of boys like yoursdves. It's c