GORDON EKLUND

THE CROSS ROAD BLUES

| went to the crossroad

fdl down on my knees

| went to the crossroad

fdl down on my knees

Asked the Lord above "Have mercy
save poor Bob, if you please.”

--Robert Johnson

What rough beast, its hour come round at last
Slouchestowards...?
(Andsoon.)

--W. B. Yesats
Chapter Zero -- Who Do You Love/(11/1)

The short, hard-boiled, shaven-headed young woman comes energeticaly hopping in
through the front door like a cat out of the rain and the first thought Leary's
thinking is how it's been seven, eight months since the last time hel's had any
other human being insde this here persona domicile. (In redlity: araw sewage
dump of acommuned roomapt in anasty comer of the Little Hell Projects.)) And
with various of his soiled persona possessions, records and socks mostly,
chaoticaly strewn about the bare dirt floor, half empty bottle of mesca (with
Leary, mescal bottles are dways haf empty, never haf full) resting forlornly

atop the clanking radiator like amourner a afunerd. Well shit inthe sink,

thinks Leary, struggling to St and taking asquint at hiscdler, so here he
liesadrunken spent dick of alowzone ex-cop and here watzesin somekind of
skin pale-as-death, big wet doe brown eyes, grab-your-balls and
sgueeze-for-sweet-Jesus class act of abebopping girl-child'sface and body ina
red vinyl leather vest, boots, and bursting blue velvet pantaloons.

So what gives?

Then he recognizes her. (And freezes up indde: ohjesuschristnotagainoh please
not fucking again.)

Shepurrs. "Hi, I'm Sunny," plopping her fetchingly boyish little butt
unceremonioudy down beside him, knees crossed seductively, boot tops clinging
to bare calf skin. "What'sthat music you're playing? | think | know it."

"Robert Johnson,” helies. "Now get out of here. I'm retired.”



She amirks, showing far too much gum. "Forcibly retired.”
ll&?l

"So who cares? Get up off the floor. Sit straight. Y ou look like a dead turd
down there"

He stands, swaying over her, scowling like agoose, wagging abony finger. " Get
the fuck out of my--"

"Y our home?' Shelaughs, spraying gleelikealizard. "L eary, you crazy shit.
Y ou've got to be --"

Hebdlows "It'still my home!”

Shelets her big brown eyesflutter. "And that's not Robert Johnson ether. He
never played eectric guitar. And hedied in 1938 -- '39. A jealousgirlfriend
poisoned him."

"That'soneverson,” saysLeary.

"Theré'sanother?' she asks, eyes wide with interest. Chapter Zero and One-half
-- Swest Little Angd (11/1)

"So how come you're here, Sunny? He swayss, taking aswig from the mescal,
wishing he would stop swaying. (It's so goddamn undignified.)

"You redly want to know?"
"Uh-uh. But you're going to tell anyway."

She nods like a puppet on aloose string. " The guys downtown wants you to take
out Rathbone," shetdlshim.

Chapter One -- Dust My Broom (11/1)

Leary isn't much interested in hearing Sunny out. But he doesn't want her to go
away anytime soon either. (Maybe he'sin love now or maybe he's horny asahog
or maybe he just hasn't spoken to another human being for over amonth.)

He thinks he should probably explain thefactsfor her, fill in some

prerequisite background: "Rathbone and | came up through the ranks together like
brothers, him taking abullet in the thigh for me onetime, me aknifeinthe

groin for him another, you look hard you can see the movie playing in front of

your face likeit wasred life. Which it was. And the Central Zone was our
bailiwick, nobody € se knowing how to keep it from blowing night after boiling
night, both of us crazy asthe niggers but knowing the whole fucking time any

one of them could take us both out any time and not spit snot over it."

"I don't likethat word,’ she says.



"What word?"
"Nigger.”
"I'm il not going to fucking kill him for you," Leary says.

"Sureyou are." Shelaysawarm hand on hisleg above the knee, squeezeslike
mashed potatoes. "I'll tell you why."

Chapter Two -- Terraplane Blues (11/1)

Sunny tells Leary: "William Campbel| Rathbone, asyou likely are aware, has
served as Central Zone Captain for somewhat more than the nineteen months. There
was someinitia resistance to his appointment on the grounds that athough a
highly successful operationa officer he was not a proven administrator, but for
thefirst year of histenure he was an effectiveif a times unconventiona

occupant of an historicaly difficult pogtion. Then in the spring of thisyear,

this previoudy observed unconventionality began to assume amore dominant
aspect in his relationships both within and without the Force. He offended

severd ranking officersthrough his salty language and blunt demeanor. It

became known that he had abandoned hiswife of fourteen years and established
living quartersin aroom at the rear of his precinct station, where he was

reported to fornicate nightly with a succession of mistresses from the Zone,

many of them known progtitutes, sometimes two and three per evening, leaving at
least one known pregnant with child. He further became an obsessive reader of
the Chrigtian Bible, specificdly the four gospels of the New Testamert,

assarting viewswhich while Biblica in origin were neverthdessfar from
conventiona and even, some might assert, illegd. Asan example, he strongly
supported the concept of a second coming of the messiah while also proclaiming
that the first messiah, our lord Jesus Christ, was afalse messiah, the litera

gpawn of the devil. He further aleged that the being we call Satanisin

actuaity God while God isthe devil. Additionaly, he refused to attend

regularly scheduled captains meetings downtown and ceased returning phone calls
from his superior officers. On June seventeenth of thisyear he produced an
interdepartmental memo in which he severed al communication between himself,
his precinct, and the rest of the city. No specific reasonsfor thisdecision

were given, only that he believed it was (and here | quote) 'in the best

interests of mysdlf, the City Police Force, the citizens of the Centra Zone,

and al children of God and/or Cain." Since that .day no officia word has been
received from either Captain Rathbone or his assigned officers.”

Leary grinslike butter in apan: "And you're trying to get meto think you
haven't done afucking thing about it.?"

Her liquid eyesflash as cool asmercury in abottle: ™Y ou know better than
that, Leary. We made three forays. The first we sent in one man, the second
three, the last adozen in an armored cruiser.”

"And Rathbone took them dl out, right.?"



She shrugged. "Nobody's madeit back yet, no."

"They won't. Rathbone's too fucking dy for you guys. Once he's made up his
mind, the moviesdone.”

Sunny intones. " Captain Rathbone to this day continues to operate his command in
atotaly individuaistic and out of control manner contrary not only to the

Edicts and Ordinances of Separation but to the general good order of thiscity,
county, state, and nation."

"So you want meto kill him for you."

"Y ou're an experienced officer, you know the terrain, and, most crucialy, you
know Rathbone."

"None of which sayswhy I'm going to do what you want."

Shegiveshim anather railing dart with her eyes, amilesdlipticaly, lipslike

jdly, and sartsticking off on her razor red fingernails. "Reingtatement in

the Department at your previous rank and grade. All due back pay and alowances
up to and including Zonerations. A Specid Achievement Award and accompanying
officia citation for valor above and beyond. And of course ther€'sthe oldest
motivation of al: revenge. Totdly free and unpunishable too.”

"What revenge? Rathbone was my best friend.”

She laughs out loud, grabs histhigh, jerks him down on the floor next to her.
Her lipsareinches from his. She whispers: "Now who's the dumb shit? Have a
brain, Leary. Billy Rathbone snitched you out. Haven't you fucking figured that
out yet?'

"Hed never --"

"He's the only one who could. Who else knew dl the ragged shit you two were
pulling in the Zone? Rathbone knew and when it came down to him or you, somebody
to take thefdl, he picked you."

"Proveit.”

She pullsamicro from her waistcoat, flipsit over. "Hit play and scan. It's

al there. The complete officid shit. While you're doing that --" she bounces
lightly to her feet with the grace of anative dancer" --I'm going to piddle.”

She leaves the door hanging open as she strides into the corridor. He can hear
hedls rap-tapping like gunfire in the desert.

Leary scansthe micro.

Of courseit could be afucking forgery, hethinks.



Chapter Three -- Shake, Rattle, and Rall (11/1)

Leary twigts his head from sideto one. "How do | know everything in hereisn't
afucking forgery?'

"You don't." She closes the door. "But you used to be a cop. Doesn't it hang
together? Doesn't it make sense?

His head kegps shaking. "1 till won't diefor you bastards. Drop mein the Zone
and they'd spot mein an ingtant. | don't care how much hest I'm packing, |

can't take on awhole precinct.”

"Well take care of that. They won't know you."

"How? Shoe polish? Y ou want me to wear blackface?'

For the firgt time she seems hesitant: "A procedure. Even the genes are somehow
atered. Youwont just ook native. For al intents and purposes you'll be one

-- body and soul.”

"You'regoing toturn meinto anigger?' Hislaughter islike the baying of a
hound.

Shefrowns. "l said it was a procedure. Much of it reversible. There may be
scarsthough.”

"You'redl fucking crazy."
"Youwont doit?’

"Oh, sure. Black, white, what difference does it make? Anything's better than
this. There's one other thing though.”

IIWrH?I
"You."

She says, eyes batting asif irreducibly charmed: "Uh-uh, Leary. Forget it. |
work for the Force. It doesn't own me."

"Afterward, then? After | snuff Rethbone?'
"How do you know hewon't kill you instead?”
"l don't," he says. "That'swhat makesit arisk."
Chapter Four -- Black Snake Moan (11/11)

He runsthick hard rough fieldhand fingers across the polished, ivory sheen,



pale-as-degath flesh of her shoulder blade. Muscles underneeth ripple like waves
inawind.

"I could purr,” she says, voice ariver low in her throat. "God, | want you
inddemeagan.”

So am | ill the same person | was before? Leary ponders, studying his
reflection in the mirror above her bed. Everything about himself seems dtered.
(Itsafeminineroom, full of frilly objects, dainty things: very much her

room. A scent of vanillarifeintheair.) And | told her | wanted to fuck her

dry but now that | haveit's as though I've done it with another man's body,
another man'sdick. Leary's sensud world has transformed itsdlf too. Sensations
are stronger, sharper...more authentic. Like lye instead of bar soap. And not
just sensations: heredizes how he never beieved intheimmorta soul till he
Changed and how now even after only afew hoursin this new body he believes not
only inthe soul but so in God Itsdlf and -- even more crucidly for his

present predicament-- in the devil too -- in Satan. For of course Satanisredl.
And Satan isblack. (As everyone knows. It'sin the Bible.) And because he--
Leary-- isnow black too -- and just asred --s0if Leary exigts, then Satan
must exist too. But not as evil: thisiswhere thefirgt great falacy appears.

And why the Preachings of Rathbone (at least in the form explicated by the
glorioudy lovely barenaked plumpbutted Sunny as he enters her again, thistime
from behind) upon which he has considerably -- and consstently meditated at
length (squeezing fuzzy cheeks) makes no fucking logical sense whatsoever no
how, no way. Which ishow comeit dl got turned around wrong in the first
place: thiswhole coonshow thing where God is supposed to be white and Satan
black so the oneisal good (the white God) and the other evil (black Satan).

What bullshit, hethinks.

Héll, ask Sunny. (As she squirms, ready to come.) Hell, ask anybody who knows:
whiteisthe purity of the essence of faling snow and black the specter of

death but they're both mixed up in the blood like wine and therefore God can be
as evil as Satan and Satan as good as God and snow is death and death snow. Oh
no nothing isever assmple asit seems, on my fucking knees, | pray to the

black dog god of Satan ...

Leary tilts, hurls hislong hard arms around her chest, cups her milky bressts,
onein each big hand. "I'm going to fuck you dry asadove," he says.

("Thereis one other thing you probably ought to know about,” she adds later in
the night.

("Likewhat ?'

("Maybe nothing important, just rumor, but it's part of our regular intelligence
briefings and | suppose you ought to know. But it'sso weird | haven't said
anything till now."

("What?



(" Something about a new messiah being born. Like a second Jesus. Wefigureit's
pretty much got to betied in with Rathbone'sinsanity but which camefirgt, him

or the rumors, we don't know yet. Either this baby's about to be born or it's

just been born and every psychic heder and Tarot deder in the Centra Zone
knowsdl about it, whereit isand what it's about, and they're dl crazy

excited and thinking it means something significant and important, that it's

going to grow up to be the black Jesus Christ or even more. The whole story
seemed to get going just about the same time Rathbone went out of control and
that's why we figure the two things may be connected.")

Chapter Five-- Night in Tunisa (11/12)

(Thisscene will be covered in asingle arty long take, an eevated pan shat,

the setting the broad black ribbon of amid-city boulevard on amoonlesswintry
night, afew patches of snow dotting bleak pavement, aforty-foot-high cyclone
fence crowned with glistening barbed wire severing the dead center of the

street, the buildings on either side dark asthe eyes of avampire and

windowless, big warehouses, abandoned factories, tool-and-die shops, with the
solitary exception of agarishly ritzy cocktail lounge maybe haf-a-block to the
right, pink-and-green neon flashing, from out of which titters the occasond

tinkle of laughter, the clink of glass, the lowdown rumble of nighttrain blues.

Then (suddenly!) light burgts like astar going nova, the roar of an engine

cracks, and adeek streaking black limousine comes rippling down the left Side
of the boulevard, brakes screeching like banshees as it spinsto ahat. Doors

fly open like birdsfrom their cages. Dark furtive figuresemergein long

jackets and cocked fedoras. Four men --no, five -- and alone woman in ablack
skirt (though she appears to be the one giving orders, hands motioning). The men
surge close to the fence. The woman mouths shouted ingtructions. A cutting
grinding noise like eyes wrenched from their sockets: atorn hole gapesin the
chain link fence. One man separates from the others. The camera pans near for a
shadowy close-up: flat nose, ditted eyes, heavy lips, teeth like jewels, as he

dips quickslver-like through the hole in the fence. (The cameralunges after

him, pursuing, rising, as he races stedthily into the degth rattle of the

night.) The others pile back into the limousine. The motor coughs, caiches,
surges. The limousine edges away, around face (the woman) ambiguoudy pressed
to thewindow glass. Then nothing. Only the street. And the darkness. And the
tinkle of glass, the baying of laughter, the rumble of the blues))

Chapter Six -- (You Ain't Nothin but 8) Hound Dog(l 1/13)
Being someinitially sdlected excerptsfrom thejournas of David Leary:

-- Day 1 insdethe Fence and immediatdly I'm finding the Zone largely as|

recall tho smultaneoudy completely different too on account of because atho
what I'm seeing as | snake my way furtively dong the familiar broad streets and
cracked pavements at dawn has changed little (if at dl) in the intervening

years, the perspective from which I'm viewing has now dtered dramaticdly: in
other words where before | was abadass white fuzz cop in ablue uniform with a
black gun now I'm just another Zone dude in my long vinyl jacket and cocked



fedora, my thick fieldhand fingers, my hatchet face, my raspy twang. Hey, nobody
glancestwice a me. (Or once.?) Nor does nobody warily watch from the comers of
his (or her) eyes. They do not watch because they fail to give even itty-bitty

fried shit. For who am | to be watched? | am: nothing. Anonymous. Invisble. An
unseen and unseeable presence. | could fade into walls. Become as one with the
boulevard. | could (and have) cease(d) to exist inthe blink of aneye. | aman
immateria object of no particular consequenceto anyone else. Andinthe old

days as awhite beat cop riding shotgun with Rathbone it was like being on stage
every waking instant, watching warily, wayswatching. And that distorts

redity for aman. It'slike ared hot pipe rammed up the ass. It gives you the

crazy ideayourealot bigger pile of shit than you redly are. It's conducive

to megaomania. So isthiswhat's happened to my old partner Rathbone? | wonder
as| snakethe gtreets. Isthiswhereit's gone wrong with him? It's atheory

anyway, not that | need atheory to snuff Rathbone, revenge being -- asadways,
sincethetime of Cain w sweet asameon. (And by the way: I've ventured into

the Zone deliberately unarmed, knowing guns are cheap and easily come by here.)

-- Two hoursingde the Zone, dawn well etched in the sky, and | spot my first
cop walking afoot beat. Go figure but it's got to be somebody | know from
before: Tony Alonzo. No buttbud or anything intimate but Alonzo and | did go
round afew bases some cool hard timesin the past like one fatd instant when
Alonzo aced an unarmed kid in aliquor storeheist and | held him tight in my
armswhile he cried on my shoulder and Rathbone dipped around and dropped an
extra .38 in case the kid had friends. (Those were fucking wild days, for sure.)
And herel am coolie squetting in front of an Ace Hardware, airing my dirty
socks, when Alonzo saunters around the comer, pauses menacingly likemeet in
front of me, glancing down with the tips of hiseyes only, wiggling shaggy

brows. "What's up here, bro?" he officidly inquires. "All be coal,” | implore,
holding up thick handsto partly shield my face, not looking away though,

keeping my rasp steady in the back of my throat. | let my head loll on my neck
like adrunken moo-cow. "All bevery cool." Alonzo nods, considers, flicksawry
grin (showing alittle tooth), nods again, taps my foot gently with his

nightstick, saunters off. It's over in an ingant-and-a-half. Tho only when he's

well gone past does the air come rushing out of my lungsin aburst of pure
orgasmic relief: heymyfuckingGodwowohboy! No recognition. Nowhere. (Y et one
thing does disturb me: in his open top buttonhole, protruding, wavesthelong

thin stem of adaisy.) (No, two things disturb me because later the more | think
about it, the moretimes| run the movie through my head, the more I'm sure:
Alonzo was not carrying agun.)

-- Noon Day 1 and | do lunch on the far right stool at the stained formica
counter of OI' Uncle Elmer's Hot Sauce Emporium and Bar BQ Grill located
directly across from the station house. Perched inside in three booths (I count)
eight copsin uniform, two in plainclothes: not aone | know from before. (Go
figure.) Three have daisesin their buttonholes, afourth a carnation, and none
are packing hest, including the plainclothes. | durp barbecue grease on a hot
poppyseed bun, splashing down beer. Still the same old gaunt gray concrete
fortress (the station house, | mean, not Uncle Elmer's), tho | note theiron

bars have been removed from the windows and now there's just bare glass. My
waitressis asweet-looking high red with big teeth named Edith Elainewhom |



also recollect. (She doesn't bat an eye. (Edith Elaine, | whisper at one point,
what'sthis| hear about the boys across the street? Strange doings over there,

| hear, and no gunsin their holsters. What gives? But shejust grins. Y ou been

off in neverneverland playing with your pecker, old fool ? But there's no rancor

in her tone, no fear. | St there gazing dreamily through the window soaking up
asecond beer as one shift departs and another assumesits place. But where do
they go? | wonder. None of Rathbone's troops have emerged from the Zone since
the circulation of hismemo of farewdll.

-- And what about God? | get to thinking later on asthe day driftsinexorably
toward night. Maybe what I'm thinking isthat God isalot like acop Himsdlf

and that hdps explain the suffering in the world. Maybe so many billions of
people watching God dl the time, waiting on Him, expecting Him to do something
to set everything right, and pretty soon He just says Fuck It All and does
something mean like summoning up ahurricane or sarting awar or killing ababy
for no reason. And then afterward He fedls miserable as hell abouit it.

-- Edith Elaine and | make adate to hit a couplejointslater tonight, her in
search of company, mein pursuit of further intelligence. | am sorely aware that

| must be careful with my drinking so as not to say the wrong thing at the wrong
time to the wrong person, endangering not only my misson but my black assas
well. Sunny cautioned me often on this point.

Chapter Seven -- Potato Head Blues (11/13)

A Play inOneAct

The Setting: The formica countertop of OI' Uncle Elmer's Hot Sauce Emporium and
Bar BO Girill, the Centrdl Zone.

The Time: November 13, 1680 Hours.

The Characters:

David Leary -- undercover ex-cop looking for revenge swest as honey.
Edith Elaine Lyman -- high red waitress and mother of Barry, age 10.
Leary (rasping): | asked bring me another beer.

Edith Elaine And | said you dready had plenty. | don't want you puking up and
me having to clean after you.

Leary (with feigned sincerity): Now look here, baby (whispering softly) so how
'bout the two of us hopping alittle later on, maybe catching some vibes, a

little night music, making some of our own magic too. When you get off work,
what you say, my swest thing?

Edith Elaine: Man, you have moreto drink than | thought. Y ou crazy as ahoot
owl ...



Leary: And you as beautiful.
Edith Elaine (cackling): Aswhat? As shit. Old man, you blind crazy.

Leary: Now, listen here and look at me good, thisis how it's going down. Y ou do
your shift, you hang your apron on the peg, you say my good sweet lover man,
wherewill it be? And off we go, steppin’ high and handsome.

Edith Elaine: | got alittle boy a home done.
Leary: Wewon't belong then.

Edith Elaine: Besides | don't go steppin’ with gentlemen whose names | don't
know.

Leary: It's Doctor Brown.

Edith Elaine: Doctor of what? Doctor of Fools?
Leary (archly): | am alicensed veterinarian.

Edith Elaine: Y ou gonnaend up injail for lying too.

Leary (sounding dy): But everybody tells me the cops here are sweet as
molasses. Nobody goestojall, | hear. How you figure that?

Edith Elaine (sudden fear in her eyes, tenson in her voice w she speakstoo
loudly): I don't figure nothing where it comesto no police. Now you get out of
here, you crazy old man. Y ou get back to the crazy man's farm where you come
from.

Chapter Eight -- Soul Survivor (11/13)

Leary dances spinning like a merry-go-round in the midnight empty neon speckled
dreet, whirling dervishly, arms outstretched like abird on wing, feet skipping
crazily pat-a-pat-a-pat, head tossed back like an apple, eyes shut, mouth open,
and he's howling asloud as he can, screaming and laughing both at the same

time, and theresawoman in ared spangled dresswith ajug of mesca in her

hand and she's screaming at him too, calling him lunatic and fool and crazy

coot, but she'slaughing amost as hard as he'slaughing and findly, dizziness
overwheming them both at the same time, they collapse like baloonsinto each
other's arms and her dress rips up the spine and the mescd jug goes flying and
they land in the street and he's kissing her naked bosom and snaking his hands

up under the hem of her red dressand it rips too and they're both laughing so
fucking hard, eyeswatering, glass shattering from the broken jug, that when the
beefy moonfaced white cop comes sprinting up with hisbaton in his hand huge and
erect like a bloated wood penisthey don't even hear him.

Wham! (The baton dices down.)



Leary screamsout in pain, throwing up his hands.

But it'stoo late.

A black pool gapesnext to him. Hefdlsintoiit.

Chapter Eight and one-half- Smokestack Lightning (11/14)

Speckled celling spinning crazily overhead like a child's kaleidoscope, Leary
opens his eyes. He lies stretched on his back, legs askew, on athin cot chained
to aconcrete wall. He reaches up and touches his forehead gingerly. A gob of
blood comes away. He moans, skull still splintering asif under attack from
insects boring from within. Cautioudy, cradling histempleslovingly in his

hands like the breasts of amaiden, herollsto asitting position and lets his

feet seek out the solidity of the floor. His pantsare ripped, hisshirt arag

of cloth clinging to his back. Blood spatters everywhere he looks -- on his
chest, hands, everywhere. His own blood.

He occupiesacdl. (Iron bars a prison making.)
He moans again. Even thinking hurts.

In starts and fits like aboat riding out the remnants of a storm hisvison
clears.

Acrossfrom him aman sgquats on atoilet seet, his pants hanging loose at his
knees. The man isamiling beatificaly asif he has only just now heard the
funniest farmer's daughter joke of al time. ("Hot, hdll, I'm sSix inchesdeep in
snow," goesthe punchline as Leary remembersit.)

The man wearsthe black clerical garb of aminister of the gospel.

The Reverend (whispering congpiratoridly) sez: ™Y ou may not goddamn well know
it yet, son, but the best thing in the world to happen to you was last night

when good Sergeant Shaw bashed you over the head with his nightstick in the
service of the Lord God Eternd."

Leary (dtill holding his head) responds. "Y eah, sure.”

The Reverend: "No, boy, you listen to me, you were the one who wasrisking the
fires of damnation because of the carnd rdations of fornication which you

might lustfully have partaken with that Snful whore of awoman with whom you
wereddlying."

Leary: "What are you talking about? We went out and had a couple drinks
together. Edith Elaine Lyman. She'sawaitress at Uncle Elmer'srib joint across
the Street.”

The Rev. proceeds, scowling, "Y our story, son, and an honestly intended one, I'm



sure. But good Sergeant Shaw has adifferent taleto tell, an older, sadder, and

far from uncommon one. The woman was adut, a Jezebel, awhore of the Earth.
Spawn of the devil, she sought to tap into your essence and through it purloin

your soul. Hear my words as we sit, for when the Day of Daysis proclaimed at

last when dl Earthly temptations will be put aside and punishments endured for

al our deadly sins, then salvation must and shall be denied to those many who

will thence be flung into the flaming pitsof hell. | know this must transpire

assurely astheturning of the Earth, for | have seen it witnessed through my

own mind's eye. Remember what | preach, son, for this Day of Days draweth nigh.”

Leary snapsdert in spite of hisagony. Syly, heinfers, " So maybe you're
talking about this new baby Jesus being born I've been hearing about.”

TheRev. (cunningly): "Thereisno new messiah.” He stands, wipeshisass,
hitches up his pants. "Or old one either. Thereis only the one messah whichis
the Truth of the Lord.

Leary sez: "'Y ou mean Jesusthen?”'

The Reverend curtly remarks, "Oh, no. | said no name. This Jesuswasthe
so-called son of God only."

Leary asks, "So what are you talking about?"

Rev. (his smile somehow even broader, more bedtific, hisvoice an even gentler
whisper): "Tel me, son, have you ever consdered the possibility that even God
Himsalf may need agod of His own to worship, agod wein our error have chosen
tocdl Satan?"

Chapter Nine -- Let's Go Get Stoned (11/14)

1. As he departs the Precinct Station later that day ushered by two uniformed
cops neither of whom is the asshole who clubbed him the night before, Leary
shiftshisgaze, searching for any sght of Rathbone.

2. Leary uncovers nothing pertinent to his quest beyond a glazed glass door
inscribed upon which arethefollowing letters: C, A, P, T, A, I, N.

3. Hisescorts leave him at the high front doors. He proceeds down concrete
stepsto the street. It isabrilliant warm sunny day, cloudless blue sky, etc.
From theleft, ashadow falls over him.

4. Leary swivedshishead, glancing up.

5. Hediscovers asharp-tipped sted spike approximately ten feet tall and three
inchesin diameter protruding from the soft sandy ground, impaled verticaly
upon which he recognizes Edith Elaine Lyman. Sheisnaked, bleeding profusdly.

5a Something he has somehow not previoudy noticed: etched in the concrete
edifice of the Precinct Station above the high front doorsisthe design of a



cross, acrucifix. The precise nature of the image upon the crossis uncertain.
But itismogt certainly not Jesus of Nazareth. Instead the image appearsto be
that of a cloven hoofed besst.

5b. Leary's gaze darts from the crucifix to the impaled woman and back to the
crucifix again. "God, Edith Elaine," he murmurslike water in abrook.

6. Edith Elaine's eyes are open and staring. She appearsto be looking at
nothing a dl.

7. A handprinted sign around her neck proclaims: BY ORDER OF THE PRECINCT
CAPTAIN

8. A cursory examination of her wounds indicates that the tip of the spike has
entered her body between the vaginal and rectal canals and exited diagonally
through her right shoulder blade. Her heart therefore has not been pierced.

9. Nevertheless, Leary ishopeful that she's dead.
10. But sheisnt.

11. Her head twists, her shoulders heave. She mouths: "God, please help me. Oh
my God."

Chapter Ten -- Hellhound on My Trail (11/14)
Being some additiona excerptsfrom the journdsof David Leary.

--Two things are now as clear to me asafire bl in the night. (But first an
interruption for narrative purposes. stlaggering away in asate of extreme
psychologica trauma from the sation house and the impaled Edith Elaine, Leary
wanders amlesdy through the teeming afternoon streets of the Central Zone.
[Moreloca color herewith painted, probably in montage sequences reminiscent of
forties Warner Brothers melodrama.) Then as darkness descends like avampire's
shroud Leary dipsahand into atorn pants pocket and to his surprise pulls out
arabbit'sfoot key ring with an addressimprinted upon it. While Leary goggles

at the keys nestled in hisweathered pam, aflashback shot asif through the

haze of memory depicts ared-eyed Edith Elaine (the night before) handing Leary
her keys, saying, "Thisismy extra set, sweet darlin’. Y ou use'em now if we

lose each other." Back inred time, Leary lets himsdlf into the building,

ascends rotting wooden stairs to the fourth floor, unlocks adoor. Here he finds
aten-year-old boy gtting in the dimness staring at amuted television picture.

(A cat and mouse cartoon, dedgehammer violence.) The boy looks up hopefully as
Leary entersand sez, hdtingly, "Did my -- my mammasend for me?")

Chapter Ten point nine-oh-nine -- Got My Mojo Workin' [11/14-11/15)
Being acontinuation of the further excerpts from the journals of David Leary:

--Threethings are now as clear to me asafire bdl in the night. First that



Rathbone (whatever hisfucking story) needsto be killed. Second that I'm the

one guy ready and ableto doit. Thethird thing, | forget at the moment, though

it may have something to do with al this shit about God and Satan and Jesus and
the New Messiah, how it must al mean something, must be leading somewhere, and
where that somewhereisis scaring the holy pissout of meas| St herein poor

dead Edith Elaine's gpartment, jug of red winein one hand, cold chicken leg out

of the fridge in the other, looking at this doe-eyed ten-year-old kid who just

keeps looking back at me.

"Hey, man, what's your name?' | finaly manage.

"Barry," hesez. "What's yours?'

| think for asecond. But the kid's had too much lying in hislife. Then:
"Leary. But don't tell nobody."

"Who tdl?"

"Some dickhead."

"What dickhead?"

"The one who lives under the stairs and eats kids who talk out of turn.”
"Therean't nobody like that.”

| give him awink. "Smart, kid. But don't tell nobody, hear?'

That night asthe TV casts agreenish glow upon our shadowed faces | perch
half-drunk on my end of the couch and tell Barry (my voice fake hard) that his
mamawon't be back. " She took the bus and went away," | say.

He knows better. "Y ou full of shit, man. She dead.”

Likel said: smart kid.

--The next day (with Barry) strolling the main boulevard | spot Rathbone for the
first time as hiswhite limo glides past like aship a sea In the back sest he
sguats aone, like afrog basking on arock. His head turns as we pass. Our eyes
lock. But there's no recognition.

"Who that, boy?' | ask softly, playing dumb.

"That therésthe Devil Man," Barry shouts back.

"Who told you that? Y our mamma?"'

"Everybody knowsthe Devil Man."

--That same day (I've gone dinner shopping for two: four butchered chops,



potatoes to be peeled and mashed, jar of hot mustard, butter dab, milk, sugar
cookiesfor the boy) | see crossing the street ahead of me a beefy white man. |
know him. A cop named Hogan. From the old days.

According to Sunny, Hogan was among the men dropped into the Zone to kill
Rathbone.

For the hdll of it-- and for intelligence gathering purposes-- | follow him
home.

Chapter Eleven -- The Cross Road Blues (11/17)

OMITTED

Chapter Twelve -- Hoochie Coochie Man (11/18)

(The interrogation of the suspect Hogan commenced at 9.015 hours, November 17,
inunit 23b of the Sunny Dell Apartments, Central Zone, interrogeating officer

David Leary present, theinterrogation herewith transcribed.)

Hogan (looking at the gun): So wheréd you get the piece?

Leary (shrugging): On the street.

Hogan: They wouldn' let you bring it in with you?

Leary: They wanted the job done right thistime,

Hogan: | can seethat looking at you. (Smirking.) Hey, | hardly recognized you
asanigger.

L: Neither did Rathbone.

H (more quietly): Y ou seen him dready then?

L: Not up close. In hislimo. Hewent riding by.

H: Aint that somerig?

L: Sowhy don't you tell me what's going on around here?
H: Chrigt, garting where?

L: With you. Like how come you didn't kill Rathbone. And why he didn't kill you.
And how come you're till fucking around herein the Zone.

Chapter Twelve and a Quarter -- Statesboro Blues (11/18)

Some background: Hogan was one of the men dropped into the Zone by armored
cruiser in the third unsuccessful attempt at assassinating Rathbone. Leary knew



Hogan off and on during his years on the Force. They even partnered together
early in their careers before Leary requested reassignment to the Central Zone.
Hogan was best known for his hot gunhand, including five certified
in-line-of-duty kills. Leary hated hisfucking guts, aways had.

Chapter Twelve (continued) -- Hoochie Coochie Man (11/18)

Hogan (finger intheair): Let metdl you afew things, Leary. First, you say

you want to know how come we didn't kill Rathbone. Well, it's not like we didn't
try. We came roaring down herein that fucking cruiser thinking nothing could
stop us and drove straight up to the station house door, you should have seen

the coons scatter, and me and Finnegan and Gordie Shaw al jump out, guns out
too, flack jackets zipped, and guess who's fucking coming out the door just as
we show --fucking Rathbone himsdlf, that's who. So guess what Finnegan's got to
do?

Leary: What?

Hogan: He's ranking officer and he stops dead and goes, " Captain Rathbone, put
your hands on top of your head for you are now under arrest by the authority
investedinme..." | mean bull fucking shit!

Leary: And?

Hogan: And so | shot Rathbone square in heart. But it wastoo fucking late. He
hops back through the door into the arms of his guys and then about a hundred
and twenty others are over uslike flies on shit. That was something elsewe
hadn't figured on. The cops here are fucking nuts about Rathbone. They'd walk
through blood and water to save his ass. Like he was God.

L: So you missed.

H: Likefuck! I never missed inmy life. | hit the asshole for sure, right where
| sad, right in the heart.

L: He's not dead, Hogan.

H: I know. And you won't believe thiseither. | wouldn't myself except he showed
me with my own eyes. It wasthe Bible. The Bible he carriesin his pocket. The
bullet hit the fucking Bible and ricocheted. It was likeamiracle.

L (taking abreath): So tel mewhat you know about this New Messiah thing.
Chapter Thirteen -- Blind Willie McTdl (11/19)

At "home" early the next morning as young Barry nods off on the couch, Leary,
plate of blooded rib bonesin front of him, sits cross-legged in front of the
blank television screen contemplating the whole long sad history of raceinthis
country. And in the contemplation heis at the same time contemplating the fate
of the lush fertile world he and his speciesinhabit. (By the grace of God?)



Brought to thisland in chains and manacles, as commodities, property, as
Things, he thinks, smplifying to the essence. As Thingswhich were regarded as
superficidly human but aso less than human. As Thingsto be used, to be worked
until-broken -- like a plow or areaper or agin. As Things--astools, as
implements. Thingsto be sold. Thingsto be bought. Thingsto be bred. (And
daughtered?) Thingswithout will (or destiny?) of their own. And Leary thinks
(contemplating till) how this horror endured like arock for centuriestill the
land itsdlf rotted with the reddish stain of hell and those who owned it burned
with the brand of Cain. For if God isthe god of love and man created in His
image, then to be human isto love dso and to hate isto be bereft of humanity.
Ohyes, it wasindeed along sad fucking story, he thinks. Generations died. And
lived again. And died. He hearsatirring in his ears. Like the seashell wind.

It isthe promise never kept -- the chalice never tasted. And he closes his eyes
onelast time and standsin bib overdlsin an East Texasfield and above,
dangling from the tree limb, sways the carcass of a human being, neck snapped,
legsand armslike twigs, and he stands so filled with shame and with horror,
with guilt and with dread, that he cannot move amuscle to flee from thisdream
as nightmare, astruth, as history, asvison. And so, my God, why did you not
make us |l the same so that the hate which comes from difference did not bumin
our heartslike afire on the land? (And there is no answer to this question.

Only slence, which ever reverberates)) And the years of attempted integration,
he recdlls, adream pursued too little and too late, and then the savage
uprisings, spreading, and the Edicts and Ordinances of Separation promulgated,
and with that thefinal sealing of the urban walls, the erection of the gresat

fences, the creation of the Zones. And the end of the last dream. To Leary, the
more he thinks, the less he knows. For are we not al born and created equal,
arewe not al birthed by the sameloving God? But if that God is not the true
god, if Heisan impostor, if in other words, the one true God isagod of evil,
then it al does make sensg, it ringstrue, he muses.

And Rathboneisright.
Chapter Fourteen w Preaching Blues (Up Jumped the Devil) (11/18)

Leary tosses out a hand, grabs the wine jug off the formicatable, gulps, wipes
agreasy pam across his mouth, bangs the bottle down. "All right, asshole. So
you missed your chance at aclean kill, you dumb shit. So now the question is.
how come if Rathbone's dive, you're not dead? And what about your partners?
Where arethey?"

Hogan eyesthe wine as he has dl night. Beseechingly -- assiduoudy --his need
for it whineslike aprayer in hisface. A ham-listed man with around head and
the blank, dazed expression of acamd. "Then can | have adrink?’

Leary speaks dowly asif the words chokein histhroat: "I'11 consider it."

Hogan bobs his head, licks hislips, snakes histongue, sez, "Okay. I'll talk.
Finnegan, he'swhat you think. Rathbone killed him. The same day. Never had a
chance. Y ou won't fucking believe what Rathbone did. He impaled Finnegan. Stuck
him up on abig sted pole--"



"I know. | saw it. Not Finnegan. Another friend of mine."

"And you know the strange part, what was really awful? Poor fucking Finnegan. He
stayed divefor hours. | couldn't believe it. Rathbone made us watch. Me and
Gordie Shaw. Handcuffed usto therailing.”

Leary nods. "Rathbone loves shit like that -- teaching lessons. So what about
the other guy?'

"Shaw. He went over. Rathbone must have talked him into it. He's one of hisboys

"Youtoo?'

"No." Hisvoiceis soft.
"What, then?'

"It don't matter.”

Leary picks up the .22 pistol from the tabletop, aimsthe muzzle at Hogan. "Tell
me, goddamnit.”

Hogan averts his eyes. Perspiration beads his chin. ™Y ou want to know, Leary,
I'll tell. But you'd better not fucking ever tell anybody ese. | meanit."

"Whowould | tell?
Hogan nods. "Okay. Then how come I'm 4till diveis because

Rathbone offered me achoice. He said which'll it be, Hogan, your bals or your
life. I thought he was kidding. What would you have done!™

"I want to know what you did do."

"What do you think/I'm here, aren't I?1'm dive. But you don't see metrying to
get back home either. I've got awife and two kids, Leary, on the other side.
Fuck it."

"Haveadrink, Hogan."

"Redly?'

"Redlly. Youvegot it coming."

AsHogan easesthe wine jug to hislips, Leary shoots him through the mouth.

An Unnumbered Chapter -- Big Boss Man (11/18- 12/23)



Time passes. Leary livesaday by day existencein the Zone, taking care of
Barry asif hewere hisown. But hesaso thinking. Leary thinks: If God is
truly divein His heaven and if the rest of usbelow are smply his pawns, his
agents, thenisn't it wisest to wait upon His hand, to seefirst where Heis
choosing to lead before plunging blindly forward? And even if as now seems
likely this god whom we worship (on our knees) isafase God, isin fact the
Beast in disguise, then there still must exist aHigher Force, for the existence
of thisuniverse aoneis proof of that.

And so Leary makes no immediate moveto kill Rathbone.

Chapter Fifteen -- Mystery Train (12/23)

Thediminutive figurein the crimson coat and hood falsinto step beside him as
he makes hisway home from the grocery store, bulging paper bag clasped to his
chest like ababy to beloved. (Which meansno way Leary can get to hisgunin
any kind of hurry to plug the bitch.)

From the scent of vanillahe knowsin aninstant who sheis.

Sunny sez, "So, Leary, you dumb fuck, what do you think you're up to?"

Hée's cool asasnowfdl: "On my way homefor dinner.”

(Itsakeen, warm, gentle, absolutely gorgeous winter day, birds chiming in the
treetops, warbling like warblers.)

"Rethbones dill dive”

"l know that."

"So what the fuck are you going to do about it?"

"I guessthat'sthe part | don't know yet."

"Y ou crazy shit. After dl he'sdoneto you."

"Him and everybody e sein the world when you comeright downtoit.”

"Don't get pathetic with me, Leary. Y ou've been down in the Zone long enough.
Y ou know what he'sturned into."

But that, too, was apart he didn't know yet. (And he thinks how incredibly
vulnerable sheis, waking here beside him, atrue stranger in the strange land,

how oneword from him could seal her fate, impaed on aspike. And the pressures
that must have welled up to cause her to venture down here on her own. Assuming
sheisdone)

He swivels his head but sees no one who looks obvioudy suspect. (Which means
diddly squet.)



He waxes philosophic: " So the guys downtown are pissed are they? That'sthe gist
of the whole fucking problem, Sunny. | have been down herein the Zonelong
enough. And | have seen much, much shit.”

"Not so much that you couldn't ace Hogan."
"y

"If you can do him, do Rathbone."

"Not y&t."

Her hand is on hisarm. She squeezes hard. "Goddamn it, Leary. Do it. Please.
Not for you. Not for me either. For everybody. He'samadman, Leary. Y ou know
that. He rides around in that fucking limo like hewas God on Earth.”

"Maybeheis"

"Bullshit. Gods don't need a back room stocked with sweet brown whores he fucks
two and three at atime.”

"Rathbone doesn't do that."

"Then what does he do?"

"Itsalong ory," saysLeary (tiredly).
Chapter Sixteen -- Stonesin My Pass Way (11/18)

(Inwhichit isreveded for dl to know what Hogan responded when asked by
Leary, "Sotdl mewhat you know about this New Messah thing.")

Hogan sez, "It's not born yet, if that's what you're worried about. Rathbone's
supposed to have the mother holed up in aroom at the station house. He wants
everybody to think it's abunch of hookers he's got back there but it'sredly
only thisonegirl, the mother, and the one thing Rathbone ain't doing is

fucking her, let metell you. Theway | hear, every night he goesin thereand
gets down on his knees and worshipsin front of her and crieslike ababy and
begs forgiveness. Who he's supposed to be begging, | don't know. Maybe her.
Maybe God. Maybe somebody or something -- else. They say you can hear him from
every fucking corner of the station house, even from outside. | haven't been
around to listen. Finnegan said he saw her too. The mother. Rathbone took him
back there before he killed him. He said here's your chance to be forgiven,
Finnegan. Finnegan told him to shoveit up hisass. Maybe metoo if I'd said go
ahead and hang me on the spike, | would've seen her too. But | didn't. Finnegan
said shewasjug alittle kid, no more than like fourteen, but pregnant asa
whale. Somekind of abino kid, he said. Whitelooking but with heavy nigger
features. Didn't talk, he said. Never let out a peep. But he said she scared the
living shit out of him. Just looking at her did it. He said after that he was



amogt fucking glad to die. And he was shivering dl over when he said it too.

Ugly. Like I'd never seen him before. And then they grabbed him and stuck him on
that spike and that was the end of it. He never screamed. | bet al Rathbone's
boys have seen her at least one timetoo. That's how come they believe like they
do. They're scared shitless. Now somell try and tell you Rathbone's the father

but if it'sredly like the son of the nigger god, then, shit, nobody's the regl

father. Except Him. God."

"So when's the baby to be born?”

"Chrigmas Eve." Helaughed. "When do you think?"

"Have adrink, Hogan."

"Redly?'

"Redlly. Youvegot it coming."

AsHogan raisesthe winejug to hislips, Leary shoots him through the mouth.
Chapter Seventeen -- Death Don't Have No Mercy (12/23)

Inwhich Leary comes home and finds Barry gone, snatched (he assumes) by Sunny
and/or her agents. Alone, he drinks himself adeep and suffersadream in which

he and Rathbone debate the meaning of the New Messiah, whether it'sgood or evil
or what. Then a scrawled note arrives signed by Sunny saying he must either kill
Rathbone or else never see Barry again. What shit, he thinks.

Chapter Eighteen -- 32-20 Blues (12/24)

The nation scene will be donein asingle extended take shot from an
objective eye leve viewpoint, theideabeing to replicate through ddliberate

image manipulation the viscerad impact that almost everyone has experienced
whilewitnessing an actud red time nation on televison. A crowded
corridor. Inside the bowels of Rathbone's station house: perhaps a subtitle to

so indicate. And adateline -- December 24. Bare wood benches splintered along
each sde of the corridor, the walls painted in heavy gray-green splotches. Lots

of cops surging back and forth, their uniforms providing asplash of color

though often damp, soaked, covered by black rain dickers, puddles of water
shimmering on the floor -- it'sraining like hell out tonight. Much cacophony.
Voices clashing like hot wires. Shouts. Howls. Few words actualy decipherable.
Upon the wood benches a dozen shabhbily dressed men and an equa number of women
resplendent in satin, lace, and cheap leather idly Sit. (Theideaisto get
acrossaquick impression of the crimina classes.) The people on the benches

are black, the cops white. Then from around a comer at the end of the corridor a
knot of five or so new cops materidizes. Surging. These are different from the
other cops. Soldiery. Disciplined. Martid in ther attitude and bearing. They

seem amost to be marching in step to the beat of asoundless drum. (Bootheels
rapping on the wet tile floor.) Suddenly -- at thefirst gpparition of the knot:
dlence. Heads swive like cranesturning in unison to look. The man hunchedin



the dead center of the knot can barely be glimpsed. His cap and collar glitter

with braid, slver captain'singgniaglisening like astar. No one uttersa

word. They stare like cats wakened from anap. (For the first time the sound of
the rain pounding like hammer and nails on the rooftop can be heard.) And now
the assassin emerges. Lunging past the camera from the opposite end, clenched in
hisfist the black bulk of a.22 pistol, the camerablurry now, asif peeping
through the window of adream. The nwears black, knit cap down over his
eyes. Shotsring out. (Or do shotstruly ring? They crack, they explode, they
burgt, they boom, they thud, they go bang-bang-bang.) Three shots in succession:
bang! bang! bang! The cop inthe middle of the knot -- the captain! -- topples
like a puppet from a severed string, cap saucering off hishead. Now the noise
detonates. awoman screamswordlesdy, aman ydls, "Hey, look out, the fucker's
got agun!" Cops hurl themselves on top of the assassin, bringing him down. One
more gunshot rings out muffled. The cameratilts, bucks, sways, topples, fals.
Glass shatterslike a broken goblet. Theimageis now cracked, spiderwebby.
Abruptly therelooms a huge close-up of the n'sfacelying with his cheek
squashed flat againgt the floor, one eye glassily saring. "Got the

motherfucker!" screamsavoice. "Get adoctor!" screams another. "Oh, fuck fuck
fuck, hesdying,” saysathird. "I know he's dying. Oh, no, oh, no, my God,

fuck nono no!"

Chapter Nineteen -- Fattening Frogs for Snakes (12/25)

" think the only redlly lousy Chrigmas| had when | wasakid," Leary tells
Barry asthey finish Christmas dinner, "was when | was probably about ten and
I'd asked for dl this stuff, | don't even remember what now, games and toys and
shit, and like every year I'd dways be poking through the house -- we lived in
thisbig old barn of awhite house out in the woods: and we raised al these
animals, not just dogs and cats and fish but ducks and rabbits, bantam chickens,
we even had agoat one time, you would've loved it there -- me poking around
trying to find the presents my parents had bought but, Jesus, thisonetime --
guesswhat? -- it sure wasn't funny, then, eveniif it isnow, thisone year |

really fucked up and looked too good and | found them, found al my presents, so
guesswhat? -- | bet you already figured it -- none of the stuff | asked for was
there-- | don't redly know why either, still don't to this day, because

usually whatever | wanted, no matter how stupid, my parents went out and got i,
it waslikether yearly ritud every year my mom and dad going to aloan
company and borrowing the money to get Christmas presentsfor the kids -- the
four of us-- and then taking the rest of the year to pay the money back because
that was the one serious expense in their whole lives -- it wasn't like they

wore good clothes or went on alot of vacations -- they couldn't afford any of
that -- not that any of thiswas stuff | knew then of course -- it was years

later before | figured it out -- and my sister who died in the Third Uprising,
shetold mealot of it -- but you know, that's how it went that year, what |
wanted for Christmas was not what | was getting -- and I'm telling you now, |
felt like shit and what was worse -- think about it -- what was worse was, what
could | do about it? 1 mean, look, | didn't dare say anything, | didn't want to

get my ass chewed, | didn't want them thinking | was asnoop eveniif | was, and
| couldn't go up and say, look, Mom and Dad, guesswhat? | know what you got me
for Chrismas and it's not what | want, so why don't you just take it back and



get me something else? So | had to suffer in slence, acting noblelike | didn't
know shit when | did, and | fdlt lousy the wholetime right up, | think, to the
day itsdf and then al of a sudden that morning it just didn't seem important
anymore, once it was actualy Christmas Day everything was basicaly okay.
Chrigmaswas till Christmas. But | never went snooping after that ether. |
learned to et things be."

Chapter Twenty -- If | Had Possession Over Judgment Day (12/24)

Leary sez, "l know | had to mark you. | fired three fucking bullets. No way I'm
going to missthat many times, not from that range, not even with a.22. No
fuckingway inhdl."

Grinning, lips peding back like the skin of asnake, Rathbone dipsahand in
his blue coat. He pulls out a Bible and holdsit in the air, letting the pages
flutter.

"No, goddamniit,” Leary says, shaking his head. "Goddamn it, no, not again.”
Rathboneislaughing. Hes got four uniformed men behind him, two of them with
their guns out. The windowlessinterrogation chamber. White walls. Two-sded
mirrors. Leary knows the room well. He once saw a man beaten to death in here,
blood running onto the floor like apoal.

"Y ou shot Hogan," Rathbone says, his voice like ahoarse whisper.

"Maybe. So?'

"What did hetell you before he died?"

Leary spreads his hands. "Hetold me dl sorts of shit.”

Rathbone's mouth creases. "Did hetell you that God was on my side?"
"Areyou 0 fucking sure Heis?'

Rathbone wagsthe Biblein his hand. "What do you think, David?'

"That'snot God."

"ltisnt?"

The room seems barely bigger than acloset, two stedl-backed chairsone on
either sde of aformicatable. Leary is secured to hischair by manacleson
both wridts.

"I don't intend to have you executed,” Rathbone says.

"Why not?'



Rathbone shrugs, shouldersrising and failing amost imperceptibly. "And the
little boy will be returned to you too, if that's the other thing bothering you.
Assoon asyou and | arefinished here. You'l then befreeto go."

"How do you know | won't come after you again?”'

"Y ouwont."

"But how do you know?"

A skeletd smile. "What would be the point? It doesn't matter. Don't you
understand, David? | can't bekilled.”

"Bullshit. You're not God."

"No. But as| explained: HEson my side. For now. At least until the childis
grown."

"TheMessiah?'

"Sothey sy."

"He's been born, then?!
"Thismorning at dawn. Shewas."
"Canl seehim -- her?

"Of course.”

"Where arethey?"

"I'll takeyou.”

"Now?"

"If youwant."

Rathbone motionsto one of the cops behind him. The man nods, holsters hisgun,
walks around the table, unlocks L eary's manacles.

Leary comes dowly to hisfeet, knees shaky. "I want you to know | don't givea
shit whether you live or die”

Rathbone remains seated. "Nor do |, David."

Now it's Leary'sturn to shrug. "That's your problem, not mine. What about
Sunny? Is she dead too?"

"Not yet, | believe."



"When?'

"Oh, soon. Justice must be served.”

"That's murder, not justice.”

"And Hogan?' His eyes dance, the lidsfluttering like parchment, not skin. Then
ahand risesfrom hislap and cutsthrough the air. He points to the door in the
farwdl. "Thisway," hesays.

Chapter Twenty point five -- Baby, Please Don't Go (12/25)

As Leary and Rathbone descend the concrete steps outside the station house, a
shadow fals upon them.

Leary glances|eft.
Sunny.

Impaled.

Onthe spike.

Before he can speak Rathbone reachesinsde his coat, pulls out agun, and blows
thetop of her head off.

It isan act of mercy.

For thefirst time dl day Leary fedsawelling up of hope.

Chapter Twenty-one -- The Cross Road Blues (12/25)

The house lies nestled on aback avenue far from the press of traffic. But the
Street is awash with people today, a hundred or more, none of them speaking now,
people just standing and waiting expectantly.

They put Leary in mind of mournersat afuneral.

But no one seemsto be grieving.

Rathbone cuts a path through the crowd. People step back to let him pass.
The houseiswarm, amogt suffy. Thereisapinefresh scentintheair. An
elderly black man in awhite coat and rimless spectacles Sits on the davenport.
He glances up as Rathbone passes.

Thetwo men nod a one another.

Rathbone gestures at adoor inthewadll. "In here," he says.



Leary follows.
AsLeary steps through the door to behold the mother and the child, the New

Messah, the black messiah, the child who is both daughter of God and of the
creature who is not god but God's god and who is known sometimes as Satan, he

finds himsdif filled again with hope.
For beyond the door alight is brightly shining.

And for amoment he can see nothing.



