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Stand with me awhile, Angel, I said, and Angel said he'd do that. Angel was
good to me that way, good to have with you on a cold night and nowhere to
go. We stood on the street corner together and watched the cars going by
and the people and all. The streets were lit up like Christmas, streetlights,
store lights, marquees over the all-night movie houses and bookstores
blinking and flashing; shank of the evening in east midtown. Angel was
getting used to things here and getting used to how I did, nights. Standing
outside, because what else are you going to do. He was my Angel now, had
been since that other cold night when I'd been going home, because where
are you going to go, and I'd found him and took him with me. It's good to
have someone to take with you, someone to look after. Angel knew that.
He started looking after me, too.

Like now. We were standing there awhile and I was looking around at
nothing and everything, the cars cruising past, some of them stopping now
and again for the hookers posing by the curb, and then I saw it, out of the
corner of my eye. Stuff coming out of the Angel, shiny like sparks but
flowing like liquid. Silver fireworks. I turned and looked all the way at him
and it was gone. And he turned and gave a little grin like he was
embarrassed I'd seen. Nobody else saw it, though; not the short guy who
paused next to the Angel before crossing the street against the light, not
the skinny hippy looking to sell the boom-box he was carrying on his
shoulder, not the homeboy strutting past us with both his girlfriends on his
arms, nobody but me.

The Angel said, Hungry?

Sure, I said. I'm hungry.

Angel looked past me. Okay, he said. I looked, too, and here they came,
three leather boys, visor caps, belts, boots, keyrings. On the cruise
together. Scary stuff, even though you know it's not looking for you.

I said, Them? Them?

Angel didn't answer. One went by, then the second, and the Angel stopped
the third by taking hold of his arm.

Hi.

The guy nodded. His head was shaved. I could see a little gray-black
stubble under his cap. No eyebrows, disinterested eyes. The eyes were
because of the Angel.



I could use a little money, the Angel said. My friend and I are hungry.

The guy put his hand in his pocket and wiggled out some bills, offering
them to the Angel. The Angel selected a twenty and closed the guy's hand
around the rest.

This will be enough, thank you.

The guy put his money away and waited.

I hope you have a good night, said the Angel.

The guy nodded and walked on, going across the street to where his two
friends were waiting on the next corner. Nobody found anything weird about
it.

Angel was grinning at me. Sometimes he was the Angel, when he was
doing something, sometimes he was Angel, when he was just with me. Now
he was Angel again. We went up the street to the luncheonette and got a
seat by the front window so we could still watch the street while we ate.

Cheeseburger and fries, I said without bothering to look at the
plastic-covered menus lying on top of the napkin holder. The Angel nodded.

Thought so, he said. I'll have the same, then.

The waitress came over with a little tiny pad to take our order. I cleared my
throat. It seemed like I hadn't used my voice in a hundred years. "Two
cheeseburgers and two fries," I said, "and two cups of-" I looked up at her
and froze. She had no face. Like, nothing, blank from hairline to chin, soft
little dents where the eyes and nose and mouth would have been. Under
the table, the Angel kicked me, but gentle.

"And two cups of coffee," I said.

She didn't say anything-how could she?-as she wrote down the order and
then walked away again. All shaken up, I looked at the Angel, but he was
calm like always.

She's a new arrival, Angel told me and leaned back in his chair. Not enough
time to grow a face.

But how can she breathe? I said.

Through her pores. She doesn't need much air yet.

Yah, but what about like, I mean, don't other people notice that she's got
nothing there?

No. It's not such an extraordinary condition. The only reason you notice is
because you're with me. Certain things have rubbed off on you. But no one
else notices. When they look at her, they see whatever face they expect
someone like her to have. And eventually, she'll have it.

But you have a face, I said. You've always had a face.

I'm different, said the Angel.



You sure are, I thought, looking at him. Angel had a beautiful face. That
wasn't why I took him home that night, just because he had a beautiful
face-I left all that behind a long time ago-but it was there, his beauty. The
way you think of a man being beautiful, good clean lines, deep-set eyes,
ageless. About the only way you could describe him-look away and you'd
forget everything except that he was beautiful. But he did have a face. He
did.

Angel shifted in the chair-these were like somebody's old kitchen chairs,
you couldn't get too comfortable in them and shook his head, because he
knew I was thinking troubled thoughts. Sometimes you could think
something and it wouldn't be troubled and later you'd think the same thing
and it would be troubled. The Angel didn't like me to be troubled about
him.

Do you have a cigarette? he asked.

I think so.

I patted my jacket and came up with most of a pack that I handed over to
him. The Angel lit up and amused us both by having the smoke come out
his ears and trickle out of his eyes like ghostly tears. I felt my own eyes
watering for his; I wiped them and there was that stuff again, but from me
now. I was crying silver fireworks. I flicked them on the table and watched
them puff out and vanish.

Does this mean I'm getting to be you, now? I asked.

Angel shook his head. Smoke wafted out of his hair. Just things rubbing off
on you. Because we've been together and you're susceptible. But they're
different for you.

Then the waitress brought our food and we went on to another sequence,
as the Angel would say. She still had no face but I guess she could see well
enough because she put all the plates down just where you'd think they
were supposed to go and left the tiny little check in the middle of the
table.

Is she--I mean, did you know her, from where you--

Angel gave his head a brief little shake. No. She's from somewhere else.
Not one of my--people. He pushed the cheeseburger and files in front of
him over to my side of the table. That was the way it was done; I did all
the eating and somehow it worked out.

I picked up my cheeseburger and I was bringing it up to my mouth when my
eyes got all funny and I saw it coming up like a whole series of
cheeseburgers, whoom-whoom-whoom, trick photography, only for real. I
closed my eyes and jammed the cheeseburger into my mouth, holding it
there, waiting for all the other cheeseburgers to catch up with it.

You'll be okay, said the Angel. Steady, now.

I said with my mouth full, That was--that was weird. Will I ever get used to
this?



I doubt it. But I'll do what I can to help you.

Yah, well, the Angel would know. Stuff rubbing off on me, he could feel it
better than I could. He was the one it was rubbing off from.

I had put away my cheeseburger and half of Angel's and was working on the
french fries for both of us when I noticed he was looking out the window
with this hard, tight expression on his face.

Something? I asked him.

Keep eating, he said.

I kept eating, but I kept watching, too. The Angel was staring at a big blue
car parked at the curb right outside the diner. It was silvery blue, one of
those lots-of-money models and there was a woman kind of leaning across
from the driver's side to look out the passenger window. She was beautiful
in that lots-of-money way, tawny hair swept back from her face, and even
from here I could see she had turquoise eyes. Really beautiful woman. I
almost felt like crying. I mean, jeez, how did people get that way and me
too harmless to live.

But the Angel wasn't one bit glad to see her. I knew he didn't want me to
say anything, but I couldn't help it.

Who is she?

Keep eating, Angel said. We need the protein, what little there is.

I ate and watched the woman and the Angel watch each other and it was
getting very--I don't know, very something between them, even through the
glass. Then a cop car pulled up next to her and I knew they were telling her
to move it along. She moved it along.

Angel sagged against the back of his chair and lit another cigarette,
smoking it in the regular, unremarkable way.

What are we going to do tonight? I asked the Angel as we left the
restaurant.

Keep out of harm's way, Angel said, which was a new answer. Most nights
we spent just kind of going around soaking everything up. The Angel
soaked it up, mostly. I got some of it along with him, but not the same
way he did. It was different for him. Sometimes he would use me like a
kind of filter. Other times he took it direct. There'd been the big car
accident one night, right at my usual corner, a big old Buick running a red
light smack into somebody's nice Lincoln. The Angel had had to take it
direct because I couldn't handle that kind of stuff. I didn't know how the
Angel could take it, but he could. It carried him for days afterwards, too. I
only had to eat for myself:

It's the intensity, little friend, he'd told me, as though that were supposed
to explain it.

It's the intensity, not whether it's good or bad. The universe doesn't know
good or bad, only less or more. Most of you have a bad time reconciling



this. You have a bad time with it, little friend, but you get through better
than other people. Maybe because of the way you are. You got squeezed
out of a lot, you haven't had much of a chance at life. You're as much an
exile as I am, only in your own land.

That may have been true, but at least I belonged here, so that part was
easier for me. But I didn't say that to the Angel. I think he liked to think he
could do as well or better than me at living-I mean, I couldn't just look at
some leather boy and get him to cough up a twenty dollar bill. Cough up a
fist in the face or worse, was more like it.

Tonight, though, he wasn't doing so good, and it was that woman in the
car. She'd thrown him out of step, kind of.

Don't think about her, the Angel said, just out of nowhere. Don't think
about her anymore.

Okay, I said, feeling creepy because it was creepy when the Angel got a
glimpse of my head. And then, of course, I couldn't think about anything
else hardly.

Do you want to go home? I asked him.

No. I can't stay in now. We'll do the best we can tonight, but I'll have to be
very careful about the tricks. They take so much out of me, and if we're
keeping out of harm's way, I might not be able to make up for a lot of it.

It's okay, I said. I ate. I don't need anything else tonight, you don't have
to do anymore.

Angel got that look on his face, the one where I knew he wanted to give
me things, like feelings I couldn't have any more. Generous, the Angel was.
But I didn't need those feelings, not like other people seem to. For a while,
it was like the Angel didn't understand that, but he let me be.

Little friend, he said, and almost touched me. The Angel didn't touch a lot.
I could touch him and that would be okay, but if he touched somebody, he
couldn't help doing something to them, like the trade that had given us the
money. That had been deliberate. If the trade had touched the Angel first,
it would have been different, nothing would have happened unless the
Angel touched him back. All touch meant something to the Angel that I
didn't understand. There was touching without touching, too. Like things
rubbing off on me. And sometimes, when I did touch the Angel, I'd get the
feeling that it was maybe more his idea than mine, but I didn't mind that.
How many people were going their whole lives never being able to touch an
Angel?

We walked together and all around us the street was really coming to life.
It was getting colder, too. I tried to make my jacket cover more. The Angel
wasn't feeling it. Most of the time hot and cold didn't mean much to him.
We saw the three rough trade guys again. The one Angel had gotten the
money from was getting into a car. The other two watched it drive away
and then walked on. I looked over at the Angel.

Because we took his twenty, I said.



Even if we hadn't, Angel said.

So we went along, the Angel and me, and I could feel how different it was
tonight than it was all the other nights we'd walked or stood together. The
Angel was kind of pulled back into himself and seemed to be keeping a
check on me, pushing us closer together. I was getting more of those
fireworks out of the corners of my eyes, but when I'd turn my head to look,
they'd vanish. It reminded me of the night I'd found the Angel standing on
my corner all by himself in pain. The Angel told me later that was real
talent, knowing he was in pain. I never thought of myself as any too
talented, but the way everyone else had been just ignoring him, I guess I
must have had something to see him after all.

The Angel stopped us several feet down from an all-night bookstore. Don't
look, he said. Watch the traffic or stare at your feet, but don't look or it
won't happen.

There wasn't anything else to see right then, but I didn't look anyway. That
was the way it was sometimes, the Angel telling me it made a difference
whether I was watching something or not, something about the other
people being conscious of me being conscious of them. I didn't understand,
but I knew Angel was usually right. So I was watching traffic when the guy
came out of the bookstore and got his head punched.

I could almost see it out of the corner of my eye. A lot of movement, arms
and legs flying and grunty noises. Other people stopped to look but I kept
my eyes on the traffic, some of which was slowing up so they could check
out the fight. Next to me, the Angel was stiff all over. Taking it in, what he
called the expenditure of emotional kinetic energy. No right, no wrong, little
friend, he'd told me. Just energy, like the rest of the universe.

So he took it in and I felt him taking it in, and while I was feeling it, a kind
of silver fog started creeping around my eyeballs and I was in two places at
once. I was watching the traffic and I was in the Angel watching the fight
and feeling him charge up like a big battery.

It felt like nothing I'd ever felt before. These two guys slugging it out well,
one guy doing all the slugging and the other skittering around trying to get
out from under the fists and having his head

punched but good, and the Angel drinking it like he was sipping at an
empty cup and somehow getting it to have something in it after all. Deep
inside him, whatever made the Angel go was getting a little stronger.

I kind of swung back and forth between him and me, or swayed might be
more like it was. I wondered about it, because the Angel wasn't touching
me. I really was getting to be him, I thought; Angel picked that up and put
the thought away to answer later. It was like I was traveling by the fog,
being one of us and then the other, for a long time, it seemed, and then
after awhile I was more me than him again, and some of the fog cleared
away.

And there was that car, pointed the other way this time, and the woman
was climbing out of it with this big weird smile on her face, as though she'd
won something. She waved at the Angel to come to her.



Bang went the connection between us dead and the Angel shot past me,
running away from the car. I went after him, I caught a glimpse of her
jumping back into the car and yanking at the gear shift.

Angel wasn't much of a runner. Something funny about his knees. We'd
gone maybe a hundred feet when he started wobbling and I could hear him
pant. He cut across a Park & Lock that was dark and mostly empty. It was
back-to-back with some kind of private parking lot and the fences for each
one tried to mark off the same narrow strip of lumpy pavement. They were
easy to climb but Angel was too panicked. He just went through them
before he even thought about it; I knew that because if he'd been thinking,
he'd have wanted to save what he'd just charged up with for when he really
needed it bad enough.

I had to haul myself over the fences in the usual way, and when he heard
me rattling on the saggy chain link, he stopped and looked back.

Go, I told him. Don't wait on me!

He shook his head sadly. Little friend, I'm a fool. I could stand to learn
from you a little more.

Don't stand, run! I got over the fences and caught up with him. Let's go! I
yanked his sleeve as I slogged past and he followed at a clumsy trot.

Have to hide somewhere, he said, camouflage ourselves with people.

I shook my head, thinking we could just run maybe four more blocks and
we'd be at the freeway overpass. Below it were the butt ends of old roads
closed off when the freeway had been built. You could hide there the rest
of your life and no one would find you. But Angel made me turn right and
go down a block to this rundown crack-in-the-wall called Stan's Jigger. I'd
never been in there--I'd never made it a practice to go into bars--but the
Angel was pushing too hard to argue.

Inside it was smelly and dark and not too happy. The Angel and I went
down to the end of the bar and stood under a blood-red light while he
searched his pockets for money.

Enough for one drink apiece, he said.

I don't want anything.

You can have soda or something.

The Angel ordered from the bartender, who was suspicious. This was a
place for regulars and nobody else, and certainly nobody else like me or the
Angel. The Angel knew that even stronger than I did but he just stood and
pretended to sip his drink without looking at me. He was all pulled into
himself and I was hovering around the edges. I knew he was still pretty
panicked and trying to figure out what he could do next. As close as I was,
if he had to get real far away, he was going to have a problem and so was
I. He'd have to tow me along with him and that wasn't the most practical
thing to do.

Maybe he was sorry now he'd let me take him home. But he'd been so weak



then, and now with all the filtering and stuff I'd done for him he couldn't
just cut me off without a lot of pain.

I was trying to figure out what I could do for him now when the bartender
came back and gave us a look that meant order or get out, and he'd have
liked it better if we got out. So would everyone else there. The few other
people standing at the bar weren't looking at us, but they knew right where
we were, like a sore spot. It wasn't hard to figure out what they thought
about us, either, maybe because of me or because of the Angel's beautiful
face.

We got to leave, I said to the Angel but he had it in his head this was good
camouflage. There wasn't enough money for two more drinks so he smiled
at the bartender and slid his hand across the bar and put it on top of the
bartender's. It was tricky doing it this way; bartenders and waitresses took
more persuading because it wasn't normal for them just to give you
something.

The bartender looked at the Angel with his eyes half closed. He seemed to
be thinking it over. But the Angel had just blown a lot going through the
fence instead of climbing over it and the fear was scuttling his
concentration and I just knew that it wouldn't work. And maybe my knowing
that didn't help, either.

The bartender's free hand dipped down below the bar and came up with a
small club. "Faggot!" he roared and caught Angel just over the ear. Angel
slammed into me and we both crashed to the floor. Plenty of emotional
kinetic energy in here, I thought dimly as the guys standing at the bar fell
on us, and then I didn't think anything more as I curled up into a ball under
their fists and boots.

We were lucky they didn't much feel like killing anyone. Angel went out the
door first and they tossed me out on top of him. As soon as I landed on
him, I knew we were both in trouble; something was broken inside him. So
much for keeping out of harm's way. I rolled off him and lay on the
pavement, staring at the sky and trying to catch my breath. There was
blood in my mouth and my nose, and my back was on fire.

Angel? I said, after a bit.

He didn't answer. I felt my mind get kind of all loose and runny, like my
brains were leaking out my ears. I thought about the trade we'd taken the
money from and how I'd been scared of him and his friends and how silly
that had been. But then, I was too harmless to live.

The stars were raining silver fireworks down on me. It didn't help.

Angel? I said again.

I rolled over onto my side to reach for him, and there she was. The car was
parked at the curb and she had Angel under the armpits, dragging him
toward the open passenger door. I couldn't tell if he was conscious or not
and that scared me. I sat up.

She paused, still holding the Angel. We looked into each other's eyes, and I



started to understand.

"Help me get him into the car," she said at last. Her voice sounded hard
and flat and unnatural. "Then you can get in, too. In the back seat."

I was in no shape to take her out. It couldn't have been better for her if
she'd set it up herself. I got up, the pain flaring in me so bad that I almost
fell down again, and took the Angel's ankles. His ankles were so delicate,
almost like a woman's, like hers. I didn't really help much, except to guide
his feet in as she sat him on the seat and strapped him in with the
shoulder harness. I got in the back as she ran around to the other side of
the car, her steps real light and peppy, like she'd found a million dollars
lying there on the sidewalk.

We were out on the freeway before the Angel stirred in the shoulder
harness. His head lolled from side to side on the back of the seat. I
reached up and touched his hair lightly, hoping she couldn't see me do it.

Where are you taking me, the Angel said.

"For a ride," said the woman. "For the moment."

Why does she talk out loud like that? I asked the Angel.

Because she knows it bothers me.

"You know I can focus my thoughts better if I say things out loud," she
said. "I'm not like one of your little pushovers." She glanced at me in the
rear view mirror. "Just what have you gotten yourself into since you left,
darling? Is that a boy or a girl?"

I pretended I didn't care about what she said or that I was too harmless to
live or any of that stuff, but the way she said it, she meant it to sting.

Friends can be either, Angel said. It doesn't matter which. Where are you
taking us?

Now it was us. In spite of everything, I almost could have smiled.

"Us? You mean, you and me? Or are you really referring to your little pet
back there?"

My friend and I are together. You and I are not.

The way the Angel said it made me think he meant more than not together;
like he'd been with her once the way he was with me now. The Angel let me
know I was right. Silver fireworks started flowing slowly off his head down
the back of the seat and I knew there was something wrong about it. There
was too much all at once.

"Why can't you talk out loud to me, darling?" the woman said with
fakey-sounding petulance. "Just say a few words and make me happy. You
have a lovely voice when you use it."

That was true, but the Angel never spoke out loud unless he couldn't get
out of it, like when he'd ordered from the bartender. Which had probably



helped the bartender decide about what he thought we were, but it was
useless to think about that.

"All right," said Angel, and I knew the strain was awful for him. "I've said a
few words. Are you happy?" He sagged in the shoulder harness.

"Ecstatic. But it won't make me let you go. I'll drop your pet at the nearest
hospital and then we'll go home." She glanced at the Angel as she drove.
"I've missed you so much. I can't stand it without you, without you making
things happen. Doing your little miracles. You knew I'd get addicted to it,
all the things you could do to people. And then you just took off, I didn't
know what had happened to you. And it hurt. " Her voice turned kind of
pitiful, like a little kid's. "I was in real pain. You must have been, too.
Weren't you? Well, weren't you?"

Yes, the Angel said. I was in pain, too.

I remembered him standing on my corner, where I'd hung out all that time
by myself until he came. Standing there in pain. I didn't know why or from
what then, I just took him home, and after a little while, the pain went
away. When he decided we were together, I guess.

The silvery flow over the back of the car seat thickened. I cupped my hands
under it and it was like my brain was lighting up with pictures. I saw the
Angel before he was my Angel, in this really nice house, the woman's
house, and how she'd taken him places, restaurants or stores or parties,
thinking at him real hard so that he was all filled up with her and had to do
what she wanted him to. Steal sometimes; other times, weird stuff, make
people do silly things like suddenly start singing or taking their clothes off.
That was mostly at the parties, though she made a waiter she didn't like
burn himself with a pot of coffee. She'd get men, too, through the Angel,
and they'd think it was the greatest idea in the world to go to bed with her.
Then she'd make the Angel show her the others, the ones that had been
sent here the way he had for crimes nobody could have understood, like the
waitress with no face. She'd look at them, sometimes try to do things to
them to make them uncomfortable or unhappy. But mostly she'd just stare.

I wasn't like that in the very beginning, the Angel said weakly and I knew
he was ashamed.

It's okay, I told him. People can be nice at first, I know that. Then they find
out about you.

The woman laughed. "You two are so sweet and pathetic. Like a couple of
little children. I guess that's what you were looking for, wasn't it, darling?
Except children can be cruel, too, can't they? So you got this-creature for
yourself." She looked at me in the rear view mirror again as she slowed
down a little, and for a moment I was afraid she'd seen what I was doing
with the silvery stuff that was still pouring out of the Angel. It was starting
to slow now. There wasn't much time left. I wanted to scream, but the
Angel was calming me for what was coming next. "What happened to you,
anyway?"

Tell her, said the Angel. To stall for time, I knew, keep her occupied.



I was born funny, I said. I had both sexes.

"A hermaphrodite!" she exclaimed with real delight.

She loves freaks, the Angel said, but she didn't pay any attention.

There was an operation, but things went wrong. They kept trying to fix it as
I got older but my body didn't have the right kind of chemistry or
something. My parents were ashamed. I left after awhile.

"You poor thing," she said, not meaning anything like that. "You were just
what darling, here, needed, weren't you? Just a little nothing, no demands,
no desires. For anything." Her voice got all hard. "They could probably fix
you up now, you know."

I don't want it. I left all that behind a long time ago, I don't need it.

"Just the sort of little pet that would be perfect for you," she said to the
Angel. "Sorry I have to tear you away. But I can't get along without you
now. Life is so boring. And empty. And--" She sounded puzzled. "And like
there's nothing more to live for since you left me."

That's not me, said the Angel. That's you.

"No, it's a lot of you, too, and you know it. You know you're addictive to
human beings, you knew that when you came here when they sent you
here. Hey, you, pet, do you know what his crime was, why they sent him to
this little backwater penal colony of a planet?"

Yeah, I know, I said. I really didn't, but I wasn't going to tell her that.

"What do you think about that, little pet neuter?" she said gleefully, hitting
the accelerator pedal and speeding up. "What do you think of the crime of
refusing to mate?"

The Angel made a sort of an out-loud groan and lunged at the steering
wheel. The car swerved wildly and I fell backwards, the silvery stuff from
the Angel going all over me. I tried to keep scooping it into my mouth the
way I'd been doing, but it was flying all over the place now. I heard the
crunch as the tires left the road and went onto the shoulder. Something
struck the side of the car, probably the guard rail, and made it fishtail,
throwing me down on the floor. Up front the woman was screaming and
cursing and the Angel wasn't making a sound, but, in my head, I could hear
him sort of keening. Whatever happened, this would be it. The Angel had
told me all that time ago, after I'd taken him home, that they didn't last
long after they got here, the exiles from his world and other worlds. Things
tended to happen to them, even if they latched on to someone like me or
the woman. They'd be in accidents or the people here would kill them. Like
antibodies in a human body rejecting something or fighting a disease. At
least I belonged here, but it looked like I was going to die in a car accident
with the Angel and the woman both. I didn't care.

The car swerved back onto the highway for a few seconds and then pitched
to the right again. Suddenly there was nothing under us and then we
thumped down on something, not road but dirt or grass or something,



bombing madly up and down. I pulled myself up on the back of the seat
just in time to see the sign coming at us at an angle. The corner of it
started to go through the windshield on the woman's side and then all I
saw a long time was the biggest display of silver fireworks ever.

It was hard to be gentle with him. Every move hurt but I didn't want to
leave him sitting in the car next to her, even if she was dead. Being in the
back seat had kept most of the glass from flying into me but I was still
shaking some out of my hair and the impact hadn't done much for my back.

I laid the Angel out on the lumpy grass a little ways from the car and
looked around. We were maybe a hundred yards from the highway, near a
road that ran parallel to it. It was dark but I could still read the sign that
had come through the windshield and split the woman's head in half. It
said, Construction Ahead, Reduce Speed. Far off on the other road, I could
see a flashing yellow light and at first I was afraid it was the police or
something but it stayed where it was and I realized that must be the
construction.

"Friend," whispered the Angel, startling me. He'd never spoken aloud to me,
not directly.

Don't talk, I said, bending over him, trying to figure out some way I could
touch him, just for comfort. There wasn't anything else I could do now.

"I have to," he said, still whispering. "It's almost all gone. Did you get it?"

Mostly, I said. Not all.

"I meant for you to have it."

I know.

"I don't know that it will really do you any good." His breath kind of bubbled
in his throat. I could see something wet and shiny on his mouth but it
wasn't silver fireworks. "But it's yours. You can do as you like with it. Live
on it the way I did. Get what you need when you need it. But you can live
as a human, too. Eat. Work. However, whatever."

I'm not human, I said. I'm not any more human than you, even if I do
belong here.

"Yes, you are, little friend. I haven't made you any less human," he said,
and coughed some. "I'm not sorry I wouldn't mate. I couldn't mate with my
own. It was too ... I don't know, too little of me, too much of them,
something. I couldn't bond, it would have been nothing but emptiness. The
Great Sin, to be unable to give, because the universe knows only less or
more and I insisted that it would be good or bad. So they sent me here.
But in the end, you know, they got their way, little friend." I felt his hand
on me for a moment before it fell away. "I did it after all. Even if it wasn't
with my own."

The bubbling in his throat stopped. I sat next to him for a while in the dark.
Finally I felt it, the Angel stuff: It was kind of fluttery-churny, like too much
coffee on an empty stomach. I closed my eyes and lay down on the grass,



shivering. Maybe some of it was shock but I don't think so. The silver
fireworks started, in my head this time, and with them came a lot of
pictures I couldn't understand. Stuff about the Angel and where he'd come
from and the way they mated. It was a lot like how we'd been together, the
Angel and me. They looked a lot like us but there were a lot of differences,
too, things I couldn't make out. I couldn't make out how they'd sent him
here, either--by light, in, like, little bundles or something. It didn't make
any sense to me, but I guessed an Angel could be light. Silver fireworks.

I must have passed out, because when I opened my eyes, it felt like I'd
been lying there a long time. It was still dark, though. I sat up and reached
for the Angel, thinking I ought to hide his body.

He was gone. There was just a sort of wet sandy stuff where he'd been.

I looked at the car and her. All that was still there. Somebody was going to
see it soon. I didn't want to be around for that.

Everything still hurt but I managed to get to the other road and start
walking back toward the city. It was like I could feel it now, the way the
Angel must have, as though it were vibrating like a drum or ringing like a
bell with all kinds of stuff, people laughing and crying and loving and hating
and being afraid and everything else that happens to people. The stuff that
the Angel took in, energy, that I could take in now if I wanted.

And I knew that taking it in that way, it would be bigger than anything all
those people had, bigger than anything I could have had if things hadn't
gone wrong with me all those years ago.

I wasn't so sure I wanted it. Like the Angel, refusing to mate back where
he'd come from. He wouldn't, there, and I couldn't, here. Except now I could
do something else.

I wasn't so sure I wanted it. But I didn't think I'd be able to stop it, either,
any more than I could stop my heart from beating. Maybe it wasn't really
such a good thing or a right thing. But it was like the Angel said: the
universe doesn't know good or bad, only less or more.

Yeah. I heard that.

I thought about the waitress with no face. I could find them all now, all the
ones from the other places, other worlds that sent them away for some
kind of alien crimes nobody would have understood. I could find them all.
They threw away their outcasts, I'd tell them, but here, we kept ours. And
here's how. Here's how you live in a universe that only knows less or more. 

I kept walking toward the city.


