Super 8

by Terry Bisson

Look. Wewered| so pretty. And we knew it, shooting everything we did, and one another, turning our
present into instant past, and future too, loaded into memory: Super 8. Cars, faces, clothing, places,
mugging and vamping, boy-girl rompsin dry leaves and on city streets, ripped off from A Hard Day's
Night and Jules et Jim. How much we take from movies! Once, they say, it was the other way around.
Thisfirst dim (poor light? cheap film?) jerky memory of usal together showsthe playful ascent of asmdl
mountain (big rock!) in Centra Park, hand in hand up asteep trail. Laughing. Thecircleissmal, only four
of ussofar, al boysbut one. Two of usare"comic artists' (cartoonists), debuting in anew magazine put
together by the scion of awell-known but never-mentioned-aloud family. Theré's Mason, regretting his
dick-soled cowboy boots. There's John, who doesn't need boots to look cool. The scion, S, leads the
ascent. Our oldest, almogt thirty, he unpacks the food, the grass, the wine, the rest of uslaughing at his
formal picnic basket until he laughstoo, the shy, sdf-effacing laugh of the uncomfortably rich. No beard
yet but dready thinking about it. And Wendi, our one and only girl, long legs, small breasts, expensve
shoes. (Thisis before BJslong legs, big breasts, funny shoes.) It's cold and windy at the top, but it was
cold and windy at the bottom too. It looks like late November, the | eftover leaves fluttering around like
ghosts, looking for a place to rest, hopefully together. Ghosts dready! Each of ustakesaturnwith Si's
Super 8. John mugs, thinking it's cute, and Mason broods, more careful of hisdignity. And Wendi, our
Wendi, dready telling us our story. Shetaksinto the cameraasif it could be persuaded to record her
words. Fast Forward to Park Avenue and the disapproving doorman and the dark apartment, asbig asa
small deserted city, where S's grandfather, even then, is never home. Thecircleissmal. Sitting on the
Persgan rug, reluctantly admitted to be a gift of the Shah, sharing ajoint. Does Wendi know that John as
well as Mason can see her panties? Expensive, like her shoes. We are surrounded by unwanted
treasures. Rockwell Kent onthewall: it is said that he once sat in this chair. John tries on afur coat from
adark, forgotten closet, and S triesto mask his disapproval, unsuccessfully. FF to another, larger circle,
ahigh meadow upstate. BJ burgts from apile of leaveslike Venus emerging from the sea, newborn,
nude, and smply beautiful. Look how happy she seems. John must have taken this shot. But not this next
one. FF, night, watchful shadows around the dome, silver in the moonlight, watching it burn—

"On"
"What's the matter?'

"l don't know. | had adream.”

Mason sat up in the bed. Through the big window, the moon looked in like awondering face,

"A nightmare?' Constancerolled over. She looked old without her make-up. Funny. Mason remembered
the days when he hadn't wanted her to wear make-up. Now he wished she did.



"More of adream. It was a dream about—something."

"Something."

"It was about the old days, back in New Y ork. It wasweird. It was—"
"I'm sure. Can we go back to deep?’

"It wasin Super 8."

"Okay. Now can we go back to deep?

Look! Here we are headed south, to D.C., for the big antiwar protest of '68. S's VW busis covered
with Peter Max swirls and militant dogans. We knew how to paint it but not how to fix it, but it doesn't
matter, for when we break down, abearded VW mechanic, also headed for D.C. and the demo, pulls
over and has us moving in lessthan twenty minutes. "These little forty-horses are hell on points™ We nod
asif we know what points are. Vince (hisnameis Vince) won't take Si'stwenty, but he accepts John's
fat-rolled joint with abeardy grin, and we're off again. Farewdl! Whereis Vince today but here, in our
collective memory? Our busisonein acaravan of crusader children, grinsand peace Signsin rear
windows. FF to the demo itsdlf, aswirl of pretty faces, young, angry only for show, filled with joy at our
newfound power. We are the future! Tear-gassed, still laughing as we puke. Hey, hey, LBJ When SDS
runs through the crowd under red flags, we follow (who wouldn't?), whooping with happy rage. Mason,
who had just last week done hisfirgt cover for S (a Frazettaimitation), sucks on ahugejoint with ahuge
grin. We arein free territory, among our own, for thefirst time. Mason passesthe joint to Si, who passes
it to John, who gticks histongue out at the camera: a puppy, with dl (and only) a puppy's charm. Wendi
in her designer dress, spattered with mud and smelling of tear gas, passes up the camera as she takesthe
joint. The Super 8 withitsblinking light, passed in acircle, hand to hand, is the only one of uswe never
see. FF and the circle grows larger, but tighter too. Now Will isone of us, face and hands, headband and
al. We are sanding around asmall geodesic dome, dl but BJ, who isin the doorway, while the flames
lick a the Celotex skin, casting ayellow light on hers—

"Damn."

Wendi sat up donein her big bed. Through the window, the lights of Manhattan shone like sars, each
inhabited.

"Second night in arow,” she said to herself. She checked the clock: three A.M. Too early to get up, yet
shedidn't want to go back to deep.

She wished there was someone she could call.



There was dways Mason, but it would be midnight in Cdifornia

There was always computer solitaire.

Look. Autumnin New York. You can tel by the light. Y ou can tell by the water tanks, stalking the
horizon like shy wooden beadts, that we are on the roof of theloft, in what isnow Soho. Then it was just
the edge of Little Italy, with live chickens for sale on the corner of Broome and West Broadway. Seethe
neon chicken, nodding, day and night. Mason must be holding the camera, for it was he who found the
loft, and the chicken is histotem. Here's Si, spreading cream cheese on abagd (Sunday morning) while
John insertsajoint into his mouth. Theré's Wendi, talking as usud, our Wendi, teling usa story, and we
cantdl what sory itis, for there arefive of us, not four. Asthe camera goes around the circle, we seean
extrahand with no face to go with it. Will. No face, not yet. But ther€'s the bandaged hand, and Fast
Forward and there's Will, struggling with a posthole digger, putting in thefloor of the dome. Seethe
lordly Hudson in the distance, through the trees, like abroad stedl road. FF and there's the dome, amost
completed, BJ opening the triangular doorway, her perfect figure outlined by the flames—

"Areyou OK?'
It was the stewardess. Rather, the flight attendant. In first classthey are always attentive.

"Just abad dream,” said S.. He didn't mention that he hadn't dept in three nights. They weren't paid to be
that attentive.

Look. Wendi isin along silk dress ($1,400) sitting in the dusty light from West Broadway, telling usa
story. The Super 8 loves her dancing, weaving hands. Wendi isa scion too. Her father was awriter for
the New Yorker, and when he smoked himself to death, he left her with no money but arich circle of
connections. It's not hard to get ajob at Vogue when the editor knew you as a schoolgirl. Wendi
gathered stories uptown and brought them downtown to us. Listen, she says. Sheand S were at a party
when awell-known rock critic beckoned them into a quiet corner and asked, what do you know about
the Underground Expressway? Enough, they said. It was away out of the military for those who hated
thewar, and who of us didn't? Wendi scribbled an address on a matchbook (from Twenty-One, or was
it The Four Seasons?), and sure enough, the next afternoon, adark, intense, and facel ess young man
showed up at the door with his clothesin a paper bag, saying S and Wendi had sent him. Mason and
John took himin. No pictures of that, of course. FF, and he's one of us, walking with BJ up the hill, into
the Upper Meadow, hand in hand, both nude, of course. Thisisour world, opening like aflower in the



sun. FFand S ishanding ashovel to Wendi who doesn't want it, who angrily tossesit into the leaves
drifted againgt the pilings of the dome, narrow locust leaves, smoldering, then burgting into flame—

"You're up dready?"
"Couldn't deep.”
"Agan?'

"I've been having these dreams.” Will didn't tell Emmathat he'd had these dreams before. Y ears before.
And found hisway from them, into her asamslong and small. And therewithal sweetly did mekiss ...

"Why don't you stay home from work today and get some deep?’

"Good idea. | have some cdls | want to make anyway."

Three, no four nightsin arow. Mason thought about it al the way to work, in hisnew Audi A6.
Traffic on the Bay Bridge was bruta: normd, that is. He idled through the obligatory Monday morning
meeting (the latest glitch inthe OS), and a noon he retreated to his bright corner office, teling his

"adminidrative assstant” (secretary) he would be meditating for an hour, and caled anumber that he
hadn't called in so long that he almost had to look it up.

"Renee, you know | don't take calls during lunch crunch.”

"I told him. But he said you'd takeit. Said to tell you it was Mason."
"Oh. Giveit here, then. But you'll haveto watch the front for me."
"Yes, maam."

"And quit maaming me. I'm not that damned old yet. Mason?"
"Wendi."

"My God. Wherethe hell are you?'



"At the office. San Francisco. | know you're busy, | just had to cal you. | had thisweird dream last
night.”

"l know. Sodid I."

"Super 8. So you're having it too."
"Four nightsinarow."

"Shit"

"Welrd, right? Listen, can | cal you back? Thisismy money hour. How late can | call tonight? This
coadt-to-coast time thing—"

"Call tomorrow. We're going to the operatonight. Benefit thing."

"The opera?'

"Y ou don't want to know. Tell youwhat, I'll call youinthe A.M. How early can| cal?'
"I'm the one on the East Coadt, remember?"

"Il cal you at nine. Sx my time."

Wendi's New Y orker Luncheonette was hardly aluncheonette, though it looked like one, until you
opened the menu and saw the burger prices. Dinner, however, was easy and over by ten.

At her gpartment, Wendi found a message on her machine: "'l know thiswill come asasurprise. Or
maybe not. Can you call me back tonight? We need to talk.”

Will too? She wished now she had taken Mason's call. She wanted to talk with him first, before she dedlt
with Will. She wished she il drank. She didn't want to shut her eyes and go to deep, but findly shedid.

And wished she hadn't.

Look. Our hair islonger, and herewe arein Si's grandfather's big, empty Park Avenue apartment.

Wendi isdressed to kill, asaways; she hasjust come from the New Yorker Christmas party, to which
shehasagtanding invitation. S is cooking, as aways. Mason and John arelighting ajoint. Thecircle
grows. theres Nelson, S's brother, who is aways sour but wants to be part of the gang (but isn't) and his
latest, ayoung (eighteen, or so she said) Californiagirl who cameto New Y ork to beamodd. He



continually puts her down and everybody minds but her. BJ seems eager not to notice. FF to the Persian
rug, littered with money, like leaves. We have decided to buy afarm upstate. Everyoneisthrowing in, but
of courseitis S who will actualy put up the money to buy the land. Hisfamily ownsland upstate, but this
isto be anew start. Mason has a couple of grand from hislast FlashKomix contract. Wendi tossesin her
father'sslver lighter, which shetdlsuswe can sdl, snceit was given to him by Robert Benchley. We
dont; itisdill in her pursetoday. BJ sartles uswith aten. And ashy wave. Part of our circle now, she
takes up the Super 8, and we get our first look at Will's face, for which BJis scolded, gently, and only
later told why. FF to the building of the dome. There's Mason on the scaffold, clowning. BJtosseshima
hammer, and he leans out to catch it and dmost fals. No sound, but we can read hislaughing lips. "A
brush with death." Ah, death. FF to Wendi, weeping, holding ashove, her tearsasbright asjewedry in
the orange light of the flames—

"God damn."

John sat up. Through the filthy window of thetrailer, he could see the dome in the moonlight, like a
saucer that had landed in the meadow and never taken off again.

Fire. Five nightsin arow. He dmost wished he had a phone.

"Fuck."

Wendi couldn't go back to deep. She pulled on along tee shirt, one of adrawerful givento her by a
liquor supplier, and padded around the gpartment, not drinking, waiting for the sunto rise, dwaysalong
processin midtown Manhattan.

Having friends on the West Coast was good, &t night. In the morning it was adrag. At seven-thirty it was
gtill four-thirty out there. Wendi lay back on the couch and folded her hands over her negt, small breasts,
looking straight up; closed her eyes and went to deep, ddiberately; she could do that sometimes. It was
likealittle, apractice death.

Not aways.

The phone rang. She opened her eyes. It was eight fifty-five.

Findly! "Mason?'

But no. "Wendi. It's Will. Did you get my message?"

"Will. How many years hasit been. Y ou too, huh?"

"Super 8," he said. "Five nightsin arow. So were al having the same dream again.”



"But different. It dwaysendswith fire. It dwaysendswith BJ."

"I'd rather not talk about al this on the phone," said Will. "Have you heard from any of the others?"
"Mason."

"And S? Aren't you in touch with S?'

"Of course. But he'sflying to Alaska, taking pictures of the pipelinefor the Times. Won't be back until
the fourteenth. That's aweek from yesterday."

"Must benicebeingrich.”

"It'sajob, Will. You have ajob too."

"Let'sdont fight, Wendi. I'm thinking of coming down, into the city tonight. Can | meet you?"
"Y ou know where to find me. Gottago. | have another call.”

It was gone, but she knew who it was. She didled Mason's home number.

Big migtake. "Hdlo?" It was Congance. "Hello! Who isthis, damn it?"

Wendi hung up without saying anything. She and Constance had never gotten dong. The phonerang
immediatdy.

"Mason?"
"Wendi?| caled at six, but your line was busy.”
"l wastalking to Will." No need to mention Constance. "Where are you?'

"Inthe car, on the Bay Bridge. Will too, huh? That meanswe're dl having the same dream again. After dl
theseyears.”

"Seems s0. He sounds worried.”
"Whet dseisnew?'

"Tdl meyour not worried.”
"Haveyou heard from S?'

"He'sin Alaska" Wendi put out her cigarette in the ashtray that had held her father's butts at the New
Yorker for forty-one years. It had been given to her by TinaBrown.

"What does Will want to do? Will always hasaplan.”

"I don't know. He's coming down here tonight. We're mesting after work."



"Where?'
"At the restaurant, | guess, why?'

"Because I'm going to be there too.”

Thetraffic on the West Side Highway wasterrible, as usud. Four-whed drive was no help. Will got to
the restaurant at nine forty-five, and saw Mason at the bar, nursing aKirin. "Wdl, I'll be goddamned,” he
sad. "Whered you come from?"

They hugged tiffly: old friends. Old rivals. The two somehow the same.

"I flew inthis afternoon,” said Mason. " Jet Blue. | talked to Wendi thismorning.”

"Metoo. Y ou too?'

"Super 8. Four nightsin arow. Werreal having the same dream again.”

"Nightmare," said Will.

"Widll, that'sthe thing, isn't it? A dream brought ustogether. A nightmare brings us back.”

Wendi approached from behind and put one hand on each.

"Just like old times," she said. "Give me another half an hour, then Renee can close. What areyou

drinking?"
"Kirin," sad Will. "So thisisyour new place.”

But she was gone dready. He looked around at the tables, still half filled with yuppies, dl in couples. All
untroubled by dreams. Or nightmares.

"l hear you got married,” said Mason.

"Eleven years ago next week" said Will. "Emmaand | are both practicing law in Albany. Degth pendty
appedls.”

"l heard. Good for you."
"And | hear youreamillionaire.

"Only on paper,”" Mason said. "One good thing about owning your own company, you can get away
whenever you want to."

"Or need to," Will said asthe bartender set two Kirins on the bar. "Have you talked to Si? Or John?"



"John?| haven't talked to John in years."

"Me neither,” said avoice from behind. They both turned and saw abearded man in an orange parka,
out of place in the black-on-black of lower Manhattan.

"Sil" they both said at once.

"I've been having them too,” S said as the bartender brought another Kirin.

"In Alaska?'

"Ontheway. | caught aplane back. Just got in an hour ago. | thought I might find you all, usdl, here."

"SiI" said Wendi, hugging him from behind. "Thank God. Let's get the fuck out of here. Renee can
close"

She was dready pulling on her coat: an oversized black motorcycle jacket. Does that mean she has a
boyfriend? Mason wondered, as glad for her as he was sad for himself.

They took Will's SUV uptown to 34 Park Avenue. No one had anything to say until they were upstairs
and ingde. The old apartment looked the same.

"Here, whereit dl began,” said Will, while S opened the drapesto let in the starlight from the street. But
those weren't stars. They were windows, al looking out.

"This place wasin the dreams," said Mason. "Broome Street t0o."

"It sarted for me here,” said Will. "That night you decided to buy the Meadow, last night's dream—we
al hadit, right?"

They had dl had it.

"That waswhen | redized | belonged with you guys. That | didn't have to run away to Canada after al.”
"Did you ever haveto do any time?' Mason asked.

"Six months probation. And an undesirable discharge. Thanksto Jmmy Carter."

"So we needn't have worried?' Wendi asked. Trying not to sound accusatory.

"That was years later. After the war was over. At thetime—"

"Atthetimeit wasal serious,” said S. Hewas carrying little coffee cups out of the kitchen on asilver
tray. Alwaysthe host.

"Coffee?' said Wendi. "It'smidnight, S."



"Do weredly want to degp?’ asked Mason, taking his cup.

"It started up on the Meadow," said Wendi, declining hers. " The dreams, anyway. They began when we
darted building the dome. Thefirg night, after we put in the pilingsfor the floor.”

"Circles," said Si. "'l remember that morning. We all looked at each other, and John—it was John, |
believe, who said, "Hey, am | crazy or did we al have the same dream?”

"And hewasn't crazy," said Wendi. "Not then anyway."
"| don't even remember what the dream was," said Will.

"l do," said Mason. "We all dreamed we were standing in a circle around the dome, watching it build
itsdf."

"It was spooky,” said Si. "That was where | got the ideafor the hubs. Making them out of PV C pipe.”
"It seems spooky now," said Wendi. "We didn't think it was spooky then.”

"I did," sad Will. "Still do."

"l didn't," said Mason. "1 thought it was fucking wonderful."

"Magicd," said Wendi. "And logicd too. We were living the same dream in the day and having the same
dream every night. It seemed right.”

"It wasright, for awhile" said S. "Until it turned into anightmare."

"In Super 8. It brought us together, then it tore us apart,” said Wendi. "Then back together again. What
now?"'

"To deep, perchance to dream,” said Mason.
They dl fdl sllent. Had it redlly been thirty-five years?

"Maybe it was the mushrooms," said Si. "Remember Shroom, thefirst time he brought them up the road?
We dl thought he was the cops. Because we had blasted the postholes. A scare.”

"Shroom,” said Will. "He is acop now, | think. John told me he was till around. The eternal townie."
"Y ou see John?' Wendi was surprised.

"Once, afew years ago,” said Will. "And the dreams were long gone. Why are they back? That'sthe
question. Why arewe al here, having the same dream again?”

"Maybewere hereto end it,” said Wendi. "Besides, it wasn't the mushrooms. It was the dome. The
postholes. Thecircle. Completing acircle”

"It'sBJ" sad Si. "She'sin every dream.”



"Wereadl in every dream,” said Mason.

"It'snot the same," said Will. "Look, we dl know it's not the same. And every dream endsin fire. What's
that al about?"

Wendi was pulling off her jeans. Mason was trying not to notice. "Let'sdon't go there," she said. "Not
yet. Maybe the dreams are telling usastory.”

"Anybody got any dope?' said Mason. "I came on aplane.”

"Don't smoke much anymore,” said S.

It wastwo in the morning. They dept in agtar, heads together, on the musty Persian rug in the big living
room. Mason was still on West Coast time, and he stood at the window as the others went to deep,
looking down on the cabs on Park Avenue, trolling for stragglers.

Perchance to dream, hethought.

Finaly, fearfully, hetoo lay down and closed his eyes. And wished he hadnt.

Look. Here we are, where we adways wanted to be, on a high meadow on the side of amountain,
overlooking the Hudson. It must have been John who shot this sequence, showing the dome going up, in
stop time. Firgt just acircular platform, then the struts, al numbered, attached with PV C hubs and strap.
Wewere all o pretty. BJespecialy. No longer looking over her shoulder, west. Here comes a Jeep,
psycheddic colors. Shroom. Si is brewing tea, looking stage-evil, like awitch in Shakespeare. The dome
isthe center of it al. Thecircle. FFto BJagain, framed in light, like an angel. But no, it'sfire, fire again.
Her outstretched hands are black.

"Shit."

"Youtoo?'

"Of course. Wedl had it, the same, right?’

They weredl stting up, nodding.

"It'snot going to go away," said Si. "We're being cdled. Summoned.”

"Wemight aswell get going,” said Wendi, pulling on her jeans. She had dept in her tee shirt and
underpants. Mason tried not to stare at the little white triangle, once so familiar, so dear.



Will pulled his car keysfrom his pocket. "I haveto moveit anyway," he said. "Y ou can't park on Park
after saven. Andit'ssix thirty."

"| should cdl Congtance."

"l have acdl phone" said Wendi. ™Y ou can call her from the highway."

"Everybody hasacedl phone" said Will.

The West Side Highway. The Henry Hudson. The Saw Mill, the Taconic. They were silent, more or less,

until they reached the first ridge of the little mountains that marched across the Hudson from New Jersey
north toward New England.

New means old, thought Mason. He leaned up over the seat and popped in aCD.
"All Along the Watchtower." Two riders were approaching ...

"Theresgot to bealogica explanation for al this™ said Will.

"Logicd?' S sad. "Dreamsare not logicd. Neither ismemory. It's memory we share. We created a
group memory, and it exists independent of each of us. Even when the group isgone.”

"A hivemind," said Mason.

"A wha?'

"A hive mind. Made out of al of us, but independent. We off-loaded al our memoriesinto the Super 8.

And then the memories started ng us. They only existed when we were together. And we are only
together when we deep.”

"Thank you, Professor,” said Will.

"What about the time zones?' asked Wendi.

"Notimeindreams" sad S. "Adeep we are in the same time zone, maybe."
"Maybe," said Mason. "Anyway, it went away and now it's back. What has changed?'

The leaves had changed, or were changing. That's the only thing | miss about the East, thought
Mason. That and the little triangle.

"It'scaling usback," said Wendi. "It's BJ calling us back,” said Wendi.

"Unlikely," said Will. He was an expert, abusinesdike driver. "Let'stalk about what's red .”

"Thedreams aren't real?' S asked.



"What'sred isthat the dreams are back, after thirty-five years. What'sred isthat were dl having them.
Again. After we thought we had managed to get rid of them.”

"We couldn't get out of therefast enough,” said Si.

"To get rid of them, we had to separate,” said Wendi. "Go our separate ways. And it worked. At least
forawnhile"

"Thirty years," sadd Mason. "That's quiteawhile."

"Thirty-five." Will pressed on. "Secondly, they have atheme. They adl end a the same place. Withfire."
"And BJ" said Wendi. "Fireand BJ."

"Third, we are all responding. Here we are. We're all here because we are scared.”

"Maybeit'squilt,” said Wendi. "Remember guilt?"

"Fourth, we al know wheét to do."

"Wedo?' Mason asked Will.

"We're here, on the Taconic, aren't we? Heading north. After dl those thirty-five years."

Will took the Route 55 exit off the Taconic.

"Y ou remember theway," said Mason.

"I've been back, once, six or eight years ago. To check on John. To make sure he wasn't bringing the
pigs down on the place. He wasn't particularly glad to see me. He was growing dope, living here aone.
Looked like amountain man."

"That was dways hisdream,” said Wendi.

"That wasthen,” said S. "Thisisnow."

"What do you mean?"'

"I mean none of our dreams are our own anymore. Or haven't you noticed?"



"Findly get to usethisfour-whed drive," Will muttered. They were dl slent asthe big Pathfinder rocked
and lurched up the dirt track, through the narrow gate.

Somebody, it could have been anybody, stepped out of the woods with a shotgun in his hand.

"John!" said Wendi. He looked so old. They were al as shocked as she was. He had been the youngest,
the puppy.

"Welcome home," John said with agrim sort of grin.
"What happened to your hand?’

"Fire," said John, opening the shotgun to show it wasn't |loaded before getting into the Pathfinder. Wendi
did over to the middle of the front seet to let himin.

"Fre?' S asked.

"Of course," said Will. "Wedl saw it in the dreams, didn't we?"

"Y ou should know better than to stick your handsinto adream,” Si said to John.

"Yegh, wel—"

"How'd you know we were coming?' said Wendi. "'l mean, right now, up theroad.”

"Alarm," said John. "That box on the gate isalaser, sets off adinger up by thetrailer. But I've been
expecting you al, since the dreams started up again. Or some of you. | didn't expect the whole crew.
Cool. Wendi."

She accepted akiss on the cheek. "What fire?!

Then, asthe SUV pulled up the last steep stretch, through the little grove of locusts, into the clearing, she
saw.

They dl saw.

"My God," sad Si.

The dome had burned. 1t was acircle of charred boards with the blackened two-by-four struts till
standing. The PV C had meited, but the straps till held the struts together.

They stood and looked in silence, then walked around it.

"Happened lagt night," said John. "Went up like abomb. Luckily it wasraining, and it didn't spreed. |
burned my hand trying to get stuff out.”



It was starting to rain again, alittle.

"Stuff," said Will, sniffing the charred wreckage. The dome was twenty feet across, ten feet high. The
Celotex covering had burned away completely, and only the charred struts were left, like adream of a
dome.

A bad dream, thought Mason.

"Meth!" said Will, angrily.

"Huh?'

"A fucking meth lab. Areyou crazy, John?Y ou've gone from growing dope to cooking crystal meth?
Y ou turned the domeinto ameth lab?’

"A guy'sgot to live" said John, heading toward histrailer, trailling his shotgun. "Y ou guys want some
coffee? I'll put apot on.”

Thetrailer was an ancient plywood Windwalker; it stank of mold and socks and cigarettes. They al
dipped out of their shoes, even though the floor was gritty with old mud, and found placesto sit while
John fired up the woodstove and stirred grounds into a coffee pot.

"Cowboy coffee," said Wendi with acomic grimace.

The meth lab didn't bother her. She sipped her coffee and studied John. It was hard to believe that this
narrow-eyed old man had once been the beautiful boy who had come between hersalf and Mason. And
then hersalf and Will.

"Have you seen adoctor?' S asked, taking John's arm and peeling back the bandage.

"It'l hed," John said, rewrgpping it. "Besides, it wasjust last night.”

He went from wrapping hisarm to rolling ajoint. John aways rolled the best joints.

"| was getting out of the business anyway," he said. Nobody believed him.

But it was okay. The sun had come out and the Meadow had the old magic, completing the circle. They
al drifted out of thetrailer into the sun.

"Hard to believe we were once so young," said Wendi. She and Mason waked up the hill to the spot
where they had once planned to build their cabin.

"Maybeyou'reright,” Mason said. "Maybe the dream isjust asignd, to bring us back together one more
time. A summons.”

"From who?BJ?"'



"That makesit aghost tory."
"Maybeit dwayswas aghost story, dl dong.”
"What do you think would have happened if it hadn't been for BJ?' He reached for her hand.

Shelet him takeit. "Do you mean, would we have dl stayed here and lived happily ever after? | doubt it,
Mase. But it'sniceto think so, isn't it?"

"Having the same dreams.”
"It wasn't so bad. It wouldn't have been so bad, would it?"

Mason sat on the grass, and Wendi lay down beside him, at ninety degrees, with her head on hislap. Just
likeoldtimes. It felt weirdly, irreversibly, irretrievably right.

She closed her eyes. And wished she hadn't.

Look. It'sdark outside, but there's alight in the dome. One of us, it's Wendi, pulls open the heavy door,
and there, inthelight of three candles on thefloor, isBJ, twirling dowly, hanging by the neck from arope
tied to the high center hub. How did she get it up there? Now we see the ladder, kicked over on the
floor, amid the boxes and junk that fill the dome. BJ spins around and we see her face. Sheis mouthing
words, slently, but we can dl read lips, in memory at least. "Help. Help me." Then she spinsaway, into
the gathering fire.

"Whoa!"
"What'swrong?'

"| fell adeep.”

"l know. Just like the old days." Mason was smiling. Wendi wasnt.

"I had the dream." She scrambled to her feet, tucking her skirt up under her knees.
"By yoursdf? Just now?"

"Weweredl init. Let'sgo.”

"Where?'



"Back down. Tothetraller. The others.”
Always the others, Mason thought, following.
They were hdfway down the hill when they heard John'swarning bell: ding ding ding.

Thenagain: ding ding ding.

A Jeep Cherokee was pulling up the last part of the hill, dipping in the mud. Onthesideit said Orange
County Deputy Sheriff. A portly man got out and started up the hill toward S and Will. John came out
of thetrailer with his shotgun. Mason and Wendi joined them from the hill above.

"Shroom!" said Wendi.

"God damn, John!" said Shroom, touching the brim of his deputy hat asif for luck. "Put the fucking gun
away. You're running ameth lab here?| told you, man!™

"Not loaded,” said John. He opened the gun to show him then set it down beside the trailer steps.
"Accidentd fire"

"Bull shit," said Shroom. "Isthat you, Will?I'll be damned. And S. Remember me?"

Of course. They dl shook hands.

"And Wendi too. And Mason. Man! Everybody but BJ. What ever happened to her?!

"Y ou don't want to know," said Wendi.

"Probably not," said Shroom. "I always had acrush on her."

"You had acrushonusal," said Wendi. Our townie.

"Somebody saw the fire from theriver last night,” said Shroom, accepting a cup of tea brought from the
trailer by S.. Hetook adrink then spat, politely. "I had to investigate. Now you've compromised my ass,
John. A little grassis one thing, but ameth lab—"

"Therésno meth lab here." John spread his hands. " Just some ashes of an old hippie dome.”

"No meth lab," said Will. " Just an accidentd fire. Civil stuff. No need for you to take note.”

"Well, youreadl full of shit, and I'm glad to seeyou dl," said Shroom. "And believe me, | don't want
trouble for anybody.” As he spoke, he was unsnapping aleather case, one of severa on his belt.

A gun? Wendi wondered, curious but curioudy unconcerned. Whatever would be would be.



It wasaroll of bright yellow tape.

"But you guys have put mein aspot. The sheriff sent me up here, and if he doesn't like my report he will
come up here himsdlf with the fire marshdl. Insuranceand dl.”

"Wedon't haveinsurance,” Si pointed out.

"l haveto cover my ass, just in case," said Shroom. He was wrapping along piece of crime-scene tape
around the burned dome. It took the entireroll.

"Thisisnot acrime scene,” said Will. The others were silent, letting him talk. He who had been their
outlaw was now their lawyer.

"It'sthe only tape | have," said Shroom. "I can't help it if anybody goesin and removes any incriminating
stuff, especidly if | don't know about it, especidly if they don't fuck with the tape. | would hate to see
anybody get in trouble, but | have to cover my ass."

"Understood,” said Si.

"Then we're square,” said Shroom. He shook hands all around and headed back down to his Jeep. "By
the way, the sheriff'san asshole," he caled out the window as he backed down the hill, not bothering to
turn around. "And John, you're an asshole too!”

"Wdll, now we know," said Mason, watching the Jeep back down the hill toward the gate, like Fate
rewinding.

Asif Fate could rewind.
"Know what?' Will asked. "Know John's an asshole?"
"Know why were here. Don't you see? We have to move BJ. Before they start poking around.”

"Shit," said Wendi. "Thet'sit. HE'sright.”

"Thisis some spooky shit,” said Mason. It wasraining again outsde. "Herewe dl are, after thirty-five
years"

Therain beat onthetrailler likeadrum.

"BJwascdlingus" sad S. "Protecting us. Warning us. She doesn't want usto get into trouble.”
"Please. If shedidn't want usto get into trouble, she wouldn't have killed hersdf," said Will.
"She wasn't thinking that far ahead,” said Wendi. " She never did." Shelooked at John.

He stared back. "What?"



"You found her," Wendi said. "l remember the night. Y ou were hollering from indgde the dome. Wedl
camerunning.”

ll&?l
"So. What did you find?"
"What do you mean?" John asked.

"Was she dead when you found her?!

S madetea. Coffee seemed ingppropriate. John sat on the stained, the broken, the filthy couch, either
trying to cry or trying not to cry. It was hard to tell.

"BJwas 0 crazy,” hesad. "Shewas spinning, still kicking.”

"Why didn't you cut her down?" said Mason. "Y ou had aknife. A fucking handmade knife."
Wendi had given John the knifefor histwenty-first birthday.

"| ill don't know why," said John, hisvoice smdl. "I just didn't.”

"She was pregnant, wasn't she," said Wendi. It was a stlatement, not a question. None of the men would
look her inthe eye.

"It'stoo lateto lay blame," said S.. He was the only one who hadn't dept with her.

"Poor BJ," said Wendi. "Poor Betty Jean.” A moment of slencefollowed. They dl knew BJs story.
Rased inatraler park (Mission Oaks) in Riverside, her first boy friend was her uncle Roy. Her Playboy
figure was her ticket out. Away. East.

"It never fdt right to leave," said John.

"Y ou did leave though," said Wendi.

"I kept coming back,” said John. "Then | just sort of stayed. It waslike it was my job to watch her
grave.

"Y ou even fucked that up,” Will pointed ouit.

"Doesn't matter," said Mason. "We till have the samejob, why were here. We have to move her."



As soon astherain let up, they hauled the blackened remnants of the meth apparatus up the hill and
buried it under apile of old trash; John'strash. The dome floor was charred but not burned through. The
floorboards would have to be pulled up, and it wasraining again, hadfheartedly. They returned to the
trailer for spaghetti from cans. S's suggestion that he drive to town for food was vetoed.

"We have until morning,” Will said. "It's getting dark anyway. And are we planning to deep?"

Nobody wanted to deep.

"It'slike we've been dreaming BJs dreams,” said Wendi.

"But BJwasinthedreams," said Will.

"So?I'm dwaysin my own dreams.”

"From the outsde?"

"Weve been dreaming our collective memory,” said Si. "Watch out what you wish for. That was once
our wish, to be as one. It was what we got."

"Only in our dreams,” said John. Was it supposed to be ajoke? No one could tell. He had finished
crying, that wasfor sure.

"Except one of usisdead," said Mason.

"Murdered," said Wendi. If she wanted John to wince, and she did, she was disappointed.
"We'red| murderers,” said Will. " Accessories to murder.”

"You made usthat," said Wendi.

"We had no choice," said Will. "l wasn't just AWOL. | was adeserter. Plus, | had burned that bus. That
was probably treason.”

"They never got you for that anyway," said Mason.
"They had logt interest. They would have been interested if they had caught mein 1970, believe me.”

"It'sdone," said Wendi. "We dl agreed not to call the cops, or anybody. What could it have done for her
anyway? We were her people. Therewasno oneese."

"Therain," sad Mason, at the window. "It'squit again.”

"We need acrowbar," said Will. The floorboards were charred but still intact.



"Therésonein my truck," said John. He got it and pulled up the boards while the others watched. The
old nails squedled. Soon the boards were laid aside. The dirt under the dome was bare and clean, asif
there had been no fire, no intervening thirty-five years.

"Anunmarked grave," said Wendi.

"Quite otherwise," said Si. "Marked with the domeitsdf. Our dreamsfor the future.”

"Now gone," said Mason. "Give me the shovel. I'll do the honors since nobody € se seemsto want to."

They dl stood in acircle and watched as Mason dug. The shovel cut into the damp earth like aknifeinto
flesh, and Wendi flinched with every dice.

Mason felt it too. Careful.
Only two feet down, he hit the deeping bag. It was gray, no longer green. He didn't want to touchiit.

"Let me," said Si. He pushed the dirt back with his hands until the zipper was uncovered. It was brass,
gill bright. He didn't want to touch it.

"Let me" said Wendi. She knelt between the standing Mason and the knedling S while John and Will
looked on. "Rolling away the stone," Mason said, as she pulled the zipper down.

Then wished he hadn't.

The deeping bag was empty.

"Look. Sheé'lsgone," said John.

"Impossible,” said Wendi. She pulled the degping bag out of the long, shalow hole and held it up and
shook it.

"She'sgone,”" said Mason. "Maybe that's the point."

Something lay in the bottom of the grave. "My camera,” said Si. "I thought it waslog.”
"| thought s0 t0o," said John.

"l put it in the deeping bag with her," saild Wendi. "'l didn't put it in the grave.”

"Why didn't you tell me?" S picked it up. It was corroded into alump of brushed auminum, caked with
mud.

"Because | knew you would want it back. | thought it would put an end to the dreams.”



"Wdl, it didn't," said Will. "What about the film?"'
"l kept thefilm,” said S. "All transferred to video long ago.”
"Qur collective memory," said Mason. "Maybe that explainsthe fast forward."

"Where's BJ?' Wendi asked, looking for the first time asif she were about to cry. "Poor BJ. Who called
us here?'

"l say we split," said Mason. "It's not even midnight yet."

"And leave me here to ded with the sheriff aone?'

"Then comewith us" said Wendi.

"You'readl going to different places," said John. "Different worlds."

Wendi rolled up the deeping bag and started back toward the trailer. "I'm cold,” she said.
"Thisisimpossible" said Will.

"Poor BJ," said Mason. "Did we dreamit al?"

"Huh?'

"Theresno body. She'sas gone as ever. More gone. Maybe it never happened. Maybe it waslike the
dreams.”

No one believed that. They shared aglass of tea, with whiskey from John's haf-empty plastic jug of Jm
Beam.

At midnight they went to deep. All on the floor. Mason and Wendi dept sde by sdefor the second time
inthirty years. "I'll call Congtance tomorrow,” Mason said. "Meanwhile, it'skind of niceto al be together
here. Back home."

"The crime scene, you mean,” said Will.

"Our only crime," saidd Wendi, yawning, "was dreaming of a better world.”

"And not cutting her down," amended Will. Thelast to close hiseyes.

Look. It isaways sunny, Super 8. Our collective memory. Perhapsthat's just because no one made films
in bad wegther. Or perhaps memory has becomeimagination. Imagineif it had all worked! Our collective
mind imagineswhat our individua memories couldnt, didn't dare, even then. Here we are, older, wiser
perhaps, walking around the ruins of the dome that was our first collective project. Our first and last. Our
only. It'sinruins, but we are ftill standing.



There are Mason and Wendi, hand in hand, in old age. Will, free at last. S, dill holding things together,
gtill making tea. Even John, having survived heroin and meth, abashed asaways, but with agrin. With a
knife and agun and acircle of friends, his oldest unacknowledged, irretrievable, impossible dream. We
al look worried, but lessworried than the young, who are afraid of losing their youth, asif it isacountry
to which they will never return.

We got over that one.

"I thought it was dead,” says John, cleaning the camerawith atoothbrush. "But therésalight on the
gde”

"That'sjust the sun.”

"Blinking?'

Therainisgone. We are sitting in the sun, on boards and ssumps, since the inside of the trailer was cold.
"No sheriff, anyway." John seems pleased.

"It'sonly ten," says Will, consulting hiswatch. "Ten- ten."

Mason opens the door of the Pathfinder, so we can all enjoy the music floating across the long brown
autumn grass. "All Along the Watchtower."

Look. Wendi is hanging the deeping bag on aline. It looks brighter, greener inthe sunthan it did in ahole
inthe earth.

Ding ding ding.

Mason looks up. "Two riders are approaching.”
Ding ding ding.

"Shit," saysWill. " Shit," says John.

Weadl stand and peer down the road to where the sheriff's car will appear between the knotty, ash-gray
locust trees.

S and Will hurry to make sure that the crime-scene tape is still secure. Thedomeisacircle of ash, apile
of boards around a hole. Maybe we should have nailed the boards back. Or scattered them over the
hole.

" Should've been here by now."

"Maybe he got stuck. Road's till pretty wet."

"Someone's coming.” Wendi points.

Look. Thereisno car. A woman iswalking up theroad. Short gray hair, tal, wearing coveradls and funny
shoes. A little boy walks beside her, holding one hand.



She waveswith the other. A little shyly.
"Look, Mase." Wendi reachesfor and finds his hand. It fesright in her own.

After amoment's hesitation we al wave back. And wait.

TheEnd
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