Paparazzi of Dreams by Krigtine Kathryn Rusch
"l don't get it," she says, adjusting the telephoto.

It'sdl about waiting -- her and me, Sitting in the car, waiting for the sun to go down, waiting for our third
-- Ryan -- to Sgndl that Xavier has gone to bed. I'm stuck in the passenger seat with Morganato my left.
She'sthe experienced one; I'm the rookie. At leadt, that's how I'm playing it.

We're parked at the end of adirt road just outside the gate. The guard hasn't seen us, won't come down
even if hedoes. Just call the sheriff and we're off, gone before anyone gets here because we not only
have a scanner, we have headquarters with their molesin the various law enforcement agencies dl over
the country monitoring every cal.

Celebrityville USA. We're dl so lucky that everyone wants a piece of the action.

"I mean," Morganasays, dill fiddling with the focus. She's using the damn cameraasapyglass. "My
dreamsarejust as crazed. Redlly. Thelast timel got Xavier, we get the standard
naked-in-front-of-a-crowd thing. And you know, it's from his point of view, so except for that quick take
a hisjohnson, we don't see much of anything -- just crowd reaction and laughter, lots of laughter. Hell, |
can have that dream on my own."

Not with ajohnson, | think, but of course| don't say that. | keep my own counsdl. Hell, | even keep my
own name. | am undercover with the Dream Merchants. They dl call me Max, and I've been herelong
enough to answer toiit.

| bite my fingernail so that | don't give Morganamy first answer. Thefirst answer wouldve been the
honest one: if you think thisisdl such acrock, why the hell do you do it?

But | know why she doesit. I've seen the money. | watch the kids buying this stuff, readily packaged by
the mass-market conglomerates, the ones that used to sponsor magazines and stuff on glitz. Smart
corporate execs -- they figured out, once the dream technology became viable, that other people's
dreams sold well on theinternet. Digitized, compartmentalized, surreal ashell.

The car is cold. Night on the beach, tiny towns. Celebs should know better than to trust locals with
information about travel. Northern Californiawas once the celeb hotspot, then they dl had to move
north. Oregon kept its secrets for the longest time -- poorest state in the nation by the teens, lots of
hunger, lots of need for work -- desperate people don't talk much.

Butin thelast few years, the economy has turned around and word is getting out. Nur and Catherine with
their palace on the Elbow; Sappho (stupid name, that) and Jenellain Y achats; and of course, Xavier --
once Xavier and Lorita-- with their very famous house just outside of Depoe Bay.

Loritamoved on to Cannes -- what goes around comes around, they say, and what was hot will be again
-- but Xavier stayed after the divorce. Word isthat she got the career, and he got the money, but for al
her Oscars, he's ftill ranked number one at the box office.

And because of that, his dreams are worth dmost as much as his pictures. More, if you count the price
per second. Only he doesn't get automatic ownership. The dream hasto be in a permanent form before
that happens: recorded, copyrighted, registered.

That'swherel comein.

Or at least, where I'm supposed to come in. My motorbike is parked inside the back of the van. We get
the recording, | head to the nearest node, and | download the entire thing, a ong with the proper



documentation, to the copyright office.

A few more of these, and I'll be trusted enough that no on€elll double-check me. I'll be ableto move up in
the company, maybe even go into the private offices, view the records, seeif anyoneisbreaking any red
laws.

Wetry to shut these places down one by one, but it's hard. Mostly I'm gathering evidence for a cregtive
artigts lobbying group, one that wants Congress to change the copyright laws to account for the changes
in technology. My bosses want to make dream theft illegd: my job isto find waysto convince the
paliticiansthat it'sworthwhile to buck the multi-billion dollar entertainment industry.

Morganafinaly setsthe camera down. She pushes the dispenser button on the coffeemaker in the dash.
Shefillsher mug, then pointstoit. Y ou look like you need some."

| do, but | hate the generic crap she uses. In my car, which is currently residing in Jersey until I'm done
with this stupid assgnment, | have primo European beans, roasted to perfection and ground the moment |
press dispense. Then boiling water shoots through the grounds, a shot of powdered milk (still can't keep
the real stuff -- there are limitsto technology, even now), and atouch of sugar, and | have the perfect
cup.

| missit.

"Y ou don't even seem thrilled that werre gonnaget Xavier," Morgana says.

Oops. Mistake on my part. Rookies should dways be davering for the big celeb get.
"Xavier'sbeen got before. Y ou said so yoursdlf just afew minutes ago.”

"Y eah, but theré's dways the possibility well get the max dream, you know? The one that replaysthe
gplit memories with him and Lorita, or maybe the one that mixes hisreal memorieswith some fantasy he's
having."

"Everyone has dreamslikethat,” | say.

"But not based in life. When you dream about L orita, Max, you dream about the woman you've seen on
the screen. When Xavier dreams of her, you know you're getting the woman he's seen and touched and
tasted.”

"Too bad dreamsdon't comein dl five senses,” | say.

Morganablows on the mug, trying to cool the brew. It stinks of oil and cheap water. The beans smell
old. "They'reworking it. They say within ten years, well be ableto haveit dl -- smells, touch, taste --

evarything."

Except that running commentary we sometimes get when we dream: that dial ogue about the future or
about your worries or about theway it actudly feesto stand naked in front of a crowd.

Lagt time| had that dream, complete with my johnson looking astired asit doesin life, | was standing in
front of Sxteen refreshers at the detective agency that hires me out, trying to explain theintricacies of
copyright law asit pertainsto our clients.

I'm yammering about the differences between ownership of form versusthe actua dream, and hoping that
the classwill understand how the law is dways behind the technology, when | redlize I'm cold. Not just
any cold. Icebox cold. | look down -- the famous johnson shot every man hasin these dreams-- and |



don't think of covering it up.

Instead, | get someone to close awindow. And then | go on. The class doesn't |0ok; the class doesn't
laugh. They'redl taking notes, and as | cdl up the information they're typing on their PDAS, | seethat the
classisactudly taking notes on what | say, not on what | ook like.

And, | have to admit, there was a sense of disgppointment | can till fed. A sense of disgppointment that,
if some paparazzi were stealing my dream through atelephoto attached to one of those special cameras,
wouldn't come through. Some parts of dreams are still private -- even now.

"Lightsout." Ryan'svoice sounds small and oddly rich through the digitized intercom on Morgana's busy
dash.

Morgana hits the timer she glued to the edge of the steering whedl. The damn timer makes an actud
ticking sound, like those antique clocks rich people like to kegp in their living rooms.

| dip on my lesther gloves, my heart starting to pound. The next fifteen minutes are crucial: Ryan can't get
caught; he hasto get the dream -- there has to be a dream -- and then he has to get back to us, before |
can head off on the bike.

At least we're doing Xavier tonight. Pretty Xavier Caliende, so famous he's only known by one name.
All of America-- hell, dl of the world -- recognizes that five-five frame, that boyish facewith its
fashionable golden skin and smoky eyes. He's been dream-captured so much that even his deep habits
arewell known. It only takes him five minutes from lights out to REM -- hence Morganastimer -- and
his dreams tend to rotate through pretty fast.

We only have timeto wait through the firss REM cycle: Much longer than that, and were as close to
getting caught as possible. Someday, Morganawantsto find away to arrive and set up in the middle of
the night: rumor hasit that Xavier's best dreams happen before dawn, but the guards shift at that time, so
there are twice as many people on the estate, making it nearly impossible to collect the pre-dawn REM.

Theticking continues. | dip on my bomber jacket, and adjust the collar so that the automatic helmet
doesnt hit mein the neck when | activate the damn thing. Precisely ten minutesinto the wait, I'll head to
the bike -- provided we get some kind of communication from Ryan.

Then| just wait -- again -- until he comes crashing through the bushes with hislittle prize.

Five minutesin, Morganarelaxeslike she'sthe one dreaming. She sipsthelast of her crap coffee, then
dispenses another cup, not offering me onethistime. | won't havetimeto drink it if al goesto plan.

The oil-and-old-bean smell makes my stomach turn. Stakeouts were bad enough when | was arookie
detective on homicide. Then | quit, and joined amgor D.C. detective agency, thinking that job might be
more interesting.

It wasn't: mostly politica stakeouts, trying to catch some politician in acontroversid act. | jumped at the
chance to work for the lobbying group.

They taught me that what companieslike the Dream Merchantsdo isn't redly illegd -- not yet, anyway.
The dreams are -- to use the words of the damn techs -- floating out there for anyone to pick up.
Freedom of expression belongs to the person who codifiesit, kindalike shouts heard a araly.

Of course celebs control how their images are used, but here's the beauty of dream marketing: most of us
don't see oursalvesin our dreams. We're the protagoni<t, the point-of-view character, and theres no
"image" involved.



It'sal in the process of change, of course. Celebs are picketing Congress, and one or two of the
senators have had their dreams stolen, so they know what aviolation of privacy it redly is.

Thetimer dings softly. Ten minutes.

Morganalooks at me, tilts her head dightly, her regad command to get my butt out of the car and on the
way tothecycle.

"Wedon't know if he has something yet,” | say, mostly because | hate these coasta nights, with their fog
and damp chill and ingtant cold. It's July, for crissakes, and it's fifty-five degrees out there, if I'm lucky.

"Judt get ready,” shesays. "I'll 9gnd you."

| roll my eyes, ease the car door open, and wince as the fog seepsinto theinterior. | gottaridein this
stuff. I'll be happy when we move operations back to the City of Angels, where nights are seventy-five
and bamy and | don't have to worry about diding off some cliff in the foggy dark.

Asl climb out, | hear Ryan'svoice, dl rich and velvety in theintercom. "Long REM. But | think | got the
bulk. I'm seeing extraguards, so I'm heading out.”

| push the door closed, careful not to let the latch make atelltale click. There aren't any guards near this
part of the gate, but you can't betoo careful. Thelast thing | want isto get caught -- trespassing is il
illegd, and we're within breething range of thet slly little crime.

| dink aong the side of the car, crouching so that my head isn't visible above the roof. Dream Merchants
know what they're doing; their vehicles are al camouflage-equipped. When the camo isn't on, thisoneis
adusky gray. But right now, the exterior isdiding from green to black, depending on the light.

My bike also has camo, and | dmost can't seeit aong the car's back edge. But | fed for the handlebars,
find them, and flick the dismount switch.

The level lowersthe bike to the ground -- the hydraulicsamost silent in the evening air. Infact, asde
from afew confused birds and ever-present shush-shush of the Pacific, I'm not catching much of
anything. Even the highway is quiet, something that's mighty rare on 101 in the summer.

Then | hear it: the crunch of leaves, the heavy breathing, the snap of branches as they move back and
forth. I climb on the bike's leather seat, touch the collar of my bomber jacket and duck asthe automatic
helmet curls out of the jacket's back and form-fits around my head.

| dide my fingers over the automatic controls, rev up the silent engine (which hasdways struck measa
contradiction in terms) and wait -- yet again -- holding my breath.

Through the glazed window, | see Morganagiving me athumbs up, telling mewhat | dready know. The
great crashing sounds, the sobbing bregths, the cresture looming through the forest that Xavier bought is
Ryan, with the handful of guards coming right after him.

Ryan scales the fence like a monkey, the camera around his neck. He's skinny and bardly twenty, and
more athletic than he should be, given hisdiet of cappuccinos and pizza. Heflips over the fence, and
somehow managesto land on hisfeet, catlike.

He dides up next to me, hands me three discs -- the important one no bigger than my thumb; the other
two decoys in case the guards catch me -- and hurries to the passenger side of the car.

| spin the bike out, heading down the gravel driveway asfast as| can. My whedls spit gravel and | long



for abigger windshield, but those, as my Dream Merchants bike trainer inssted, are for wimps. | hunch
down, my head barely above the bars, and let the bike skid and did its way to the highway.

The guards know where I'm going. Even though we're aimost three decades into the new century, there's
gl only one artery on the Oregon Coastline, and that's Highway 101. The question iswhether I'll go
south or north.

If I were banking on me, and of course I'm not, 1'd head north to Lincoln City and dl the tech stuff that
migrated over here fifteen years ago.

Instead, | hit 101 for dl of five blocks, then crossthe bridgein the center of Depoe Bay, heading toward
the Coast Guard station, down in the World's Smallest Harbor. There's agovernment node there, one
most people don't know about, and I'm gambling Xavier's guards fdl into the most people category.

Soon as | reach the Coast Guard gtation, I'm off the bike, the helmet's gone, and the bike is stashed
behind a Jeep Wrangler that has probably seen half amillion miles. My bomber jacket isgoneand I'm
freezing my ass off, but I'm walking like alocd -- the deeves of my sweatshirt pushed up, my thumbs
hooked in the pockets of my jeanslikethisisany old night.

| get to the node, punch in the al-express number for the Copyright Office, add Dream Merchants
privacy code, and download the raw REM from Xavier, along with the date and my employee code.

Xavier, fill warm in hisbed, probably dreaming of Loritalike haf of America, doesn't redize thet the
dreams he probably can't even remember -- the Starter dreamsthat hisbrain first cycled out just after
midnight -- are now the property of Dream Merchants.

And, if those dreams are any good, they'll be uploaded before Xavier begins his rumored main dream
cycleat dawn.

* * % %

Theteam picks me up in front of the SeaHag, the oldest restaurant in thistiny burg. | waked up from the
Coast Guard station. Morgana drives back down, louvers the bike onto the back of the car, and we
head to the condo Dream Merchantsis paying for just north of the city.

The views are spectacular, even in the middle of the night. The ocean hasakind of glow, some of which
isreflected light from nearby hotels. The rest comes from the stars -- the real ones -- and the moon and
the ocean's generd ambience, dl white foam and violent water.

It's way too back-to-nature for me.

I'm the last one into the condo, after spending afew minutes on the bal cony, watching the guards drive
amlesdy back and forth searching for agreen-black car or asingle-rider motorcycle. One sheriff's
vehicle got added to the search but didn't do much. Some wag on the police scanner opined that we
were halfway to Portland by now -- showing no one completely understood the operation, which
Morganatook to be agood thing.

Soon the whole search will be called off. Law enforcement can't do much -- they haven't witnessed the
so-called trespassing, after al -- and the guards do have aduty to Xavier: they can't leave his place
vulnerabledl night.

By thetime | go inside, Morgana has the gas fireplace on high, the windows shaded and the radio beside
the door on so loud you'd think she hasn't yet reached her sixteenth birthday.



Sheand Ryan are huddled in what passesfor the living room -- a high-ceilinged narrow room with
floor-to-ceiling windows and the hardest sofal've ever had the misfortune to sit in. Fortunately, Ryan's
hogging it, S0 | haveto bring one of the kitchen chairsinto the room.

Morganas twesking the download, trying to get high rez enhancement, going for vivid colors-- a
hallmark of Xavier dreams, as opposed to dreams posing as Xavier dreams. In addition to being one of
the biggest starsin the world, Xavier's one of those minority of people who dreamin colors so vivid
Jackson Pollack would have been jedlous -- if he were dive, dreaming, and trying to make afortune off
the uncensored images in his head.

"Mostly fragments,”" Morgana says, spitting thewords, asif it's Ryan'sfault that Xavier's most recent
dreams had no logica consistency. Fragments can be sold asindividual images, but they don't command
the pricesthat the full-story dreams do.

A few vendors arrange the fragments like they are adream, but the fans catch onto that trick pretty
quickly, and often avoid repeat visitsto those Sites. So Morganas under strict ordersto find linked
imagesfirs and foremogt.

Ryan puts his hands behind his head and stretches out on that uncomfortable couch. He watches the get,
unconcerned by Morganas tone.

"Findly," she says, astheimages bump and settle into something passing for an actua dream.
| lean forward, interested in spite of mysdif.

Xavier'sdream starts mundanely enough: Our Point of View Character -- obvioudy Xavier himsdf -- is
sitting on an embankment in the middle of afilthy downtown. Takes meaminuteto redize werein
Chicago about twenty years ago, before Xavier is Xavier, and before I'm even old enough to vote.

Xavier'swearing torn blue jeans and scuffed Nikes, and they don't ook like the uniform of the day. They
look like the best hel's got. He's breathing hard, sifting embankment dirt through his grimy fingerslike he's
looking for something or waiting for someone and needs something to do with his hands.

Then the image focuses on those hands and what | take for grimeisactually blood. Above him, anL train
clankety-clanks by, and the embankment is gone. Were down in the Loop in the days before the L got
upgraded to bullet train, back when the tracks were rusted and made of athick meta that came from the
middle of the previous century.

Xavier'sgot agirl pressed up againgt the staircase, and they seem to be done. She'sbegging him, and |
redlize after a second that she's not begging him to touch her like most women would nowadays, she's
begging him to let her go. Her breath is pretty raspy and her eyes are awful big, glassy -- not with drugs
or lack of deep, but actual pain.

Then | recognize his grunts, and know what he's doing and atear squeezes out of her left eye as sheturns
her face away.

The moment after hefinishes, he zips up -- the sound almost the only thing in that surreal scene -- then
she shoves him, hard, so that he stumbles backwards.

But he recovers, pushing her back, and she damsinto the wrought iron steps. He grabs her, shoves her
again, and again, until her head doesn't look femae any more. Blood's spattering, more blood than would
ever be at that kind of crime scene. The Streetsjust run with it. He daps her again and suddenly
Morganas fast-forwarding.



"What the hell're you doing?' | ask before | realize that | probably shouldn't spesk.
"Seeing if therés anything good here" she says.

"That'snot classc,” | say. "It's not the long-empty-halway dream or the falling dream or your basic wet
dream. It's--"

"A goddamn rerun,” Morgana says. "He hasthis thing damn near once aweek, and it's fucking ussless.

Ice Cream Dreams has owned this thing for ten years, and it's practically the same framefor frame. It's

one of hisrepeaters, and it isn't even very popular. It'sjust somewhere that his brain stutters to with too
much regularity, and not enough variation to make it worthwhile for the rest of us”

The dream endswith the rivers of blood flowing into Lake Michigan. Thisimage goes on for what seems
like forever, or maybe it only does because Morganaisfast-forwarding. Hell, when Xavier dreamsit,
there might be some overlying commentary or music or maybe even screaming from the dead girl, but for
the rest of us, watching an unenhanced dream, al we get is blood and silence.

Morgana dows the fagt-forward down when we reach Xavier again, stting on an embankment. Only this
time, he'snot beside the L. He's itting on atree-lined shore that leads into the blood-filled lake.

In the distance, little sailboats dot the horizon, white againgt the blue sky, anice ironic counterpoint to the
red water, and the blood on Xavier's hands.

I'm shaking. Ryan isadeep. Morganais cursing under her breath. She sits even closer to the screen,
sudying it for some kind of difference and gpparently not finding any.

The REM section ends with afew more fragments -- floating faces, abit of blood, awoman screaming
as her eyesgrow wide -- and then it dl ends.

Morgana freeze-framesthe last image -- the screaming woman -- and curses again.

"A wasted night. | should be doing still photography for al the good thisis doing me." Sherunsahand
through her hair and then snaps the screen off. "Fuck. Y ou paid afee on the copyright, didn't you, Max?'

"Following ingtructions,” | say aslaconicaly as| can manage. My heart is till racing from those dream
images. He has that dream more than once aweek? Has anyone tripped to the significance of that?

Morganasighs. "At leadt it's unfiltered REM. We won't get in trouble for poaching on Ice Cream
Dreams materid."

"It'stheform,” | say idly, and then wish | hadntt.
Morganaswivds, focuses on me asif I'm the REM recording. "What?"

I'm supposed to be arookie, someone who knows nothing. But | might have just blown that image. | try
to recover asbest | can by pretending | don't know that | said something | shouldn't even understand.

"That'swhat you're dways harping on," | say. "The perfect form. That's the problem with the other dream
factories, you say. They don't know how to make their formswork even when the dream-story islame.
So | figure the copyright office shouldn't care, right? It's just the form that's the problem, and we sent an
unfiltered capture. 1t's bound to be different than the unfiltered capture sent by Ice Cream Dreams
however long ago. And it's definitely different from the one they eventudly started to sell.”

Her gazeis sharp, measuring. She glances briefly at Ryan, but he snuffles, adeep, not even famous



enough for either of usto grab his cameraand record his dreams.
"You'relearning awful fast," she says.
| shrug.

"I don't think I've ever had an assistant who learned thisfast." That measuring gaze would've made me
uncomfortableif | hadn't spent so many years as a cop, perfecting agaze like that mysdlf. Still, I'm not
sure how to play it -- as someone who does fed uneasy under aheavy stare, or as someone who
doesn't.

After amoment, | say, "Y ou make that sound like abad thing."

Now it's Morganas turn to shrug. "I can't figure you out, Max. Y ou're not excited by the get. Y ou find
snuff dreams fascinating, and you understand form. Y ou sure you didn't do this before? Maybe some
illegd stuff? Porn? Underage vids? Teen wet dreams?’

| feel my shouldersrelax. She's going the wrong direction with this. She thinks I've got more experience
inthe businessthan | let on, not that I'm undercover.

"No," | say. "But | don't think thisisrocket science.”
She laughs, picks up the equipment, and pops the get out of the machine.
"Sill," | say, "that dream isfascinating.”

"Worthless." She picks up the equipment. "He's going to bein this burg for afew more days, but I'm not
sure| want to waste any more time on him. Maybe Xavier's passe.”

"Maybefor you," | say, "but have you consdered what the dream means?

"Oh, don't get al creepy weird on me, Max. | like you. | thought you were level-headed.” She Suffsthe
get into anearby bag, then shoves the screen against the wall. She gets on the love seat, and Stares at the
fekefire, ignoring the very red ocean, which isvisblein thewindow next to her.

"l amlevel-headed,” | say. "I thought you weretoo.”
She frowns a me, then glances at Ryan. He snorts again, deep in some REM deep of hisown.
"What are you getting at?" she asks.

"You saditaminuteago,” | say. ™Y ou make money off celebs. That'syour job, right? A kind of
paparazzi of dreams.”

"Hell, | used to bethered thing," she says, like being any kind of paparazzi at all isarespectable job.

"And if you're like me, you contract with Dream Merchants on a per-job basis becauseit's not worth
their whileto have anyone on saff, particularly if the getsfade or go adifferent way."

Shel's watching me now as closaly as she had afew moments ago, but thistime her dark eyes are avid.
She's hearing money talk, which appesalsto her.

"S0?' shesays.

"S0, | assume you've studied dream theory?!



"It'scrap,” she says. "Who caresif flying isasex dream or going through a damn tunnel is a metaphor for
the penis entering the vagina?'

"That's not what I'm talking about,” | say. "That _is_crap. I'm talking about the real stuff, the Stuff they've
figured out that's like red science.”

She crosses her arms. "What? That everyone dreams? That you don't live long if you don't dream? That
images change from culture-to-culture, but remain the sameif you were brought up in the same tradition?
Yeah, | got dl that and it'sworth about as much astheair | just used to tell you about it.”

"Youmissed one” | say.
She sighs. Morganalikesto play games, but hates it when other people do. "What?!
"Repeated dreams,” | say.

"Stress- or guilt-related, or maybe building on some other kind of emotion.” Her voiceisflat like she's
reciting from atextbook. "Happens when the dreamer isfeding that emotion and the brain believesthat
emotion needsto be relieved, which iswhy most of these things are stress dreams. However, Xavier's
main stress dream is one where he walksinto astudio for abig movie, and they tdl him they gave the
part to some two-bit newcomer, and he can just leave. Or, the variation isthat heisaready acting in the
role, asking everyoneif he's good enough, and findly, they tell him no, he's not, and then the two-bit
newcomer takes his place.”

"I'm not talking about Xavier or stressdreams,” | say, which isn't entirely true. | am talking about Xavier,
and maybe | should shut up. Maybe | should just et thisone go. It'smy old cop ingtincts, the ones that
gave me my own persona stress dream -- walking up to a crime scene, seeing the perp pull the crime off,
and trying to stop him, only to find myself wrapped in plastic, unable to move. "'I'm talking about
memories”

"Fuck." Morganaleans back in her chair. Y ou had me going for aminute there.”
"Huh?'
"Y ou can't prove someone e se'sdream isamemory,” she says.

"Sureyou can," | say, "and they've doneit, repeatedly, particularly with famousfolks. Since alot of these
people became famous due to asingle -- often traumatic -- event.”

Maybethisis cop work. Maybe | am giving myself away. But there's a part of methat redlly doesn't
care. Thiswork isimpersond and it does burn you out. Or maybe I'm just abit disgusted at my own
reaction to the dream, that hint of excitement | fdlt, asif | redly did understand the get and the high it
gives

"Y ou're talking about survivors of accidents and stuff?* Morgana asks.
| have her atention now.

"Movie-of-the-week kinda people?’ she asks.

"Yegh" | say.

"l don't work that low," she says. "I don't think I've even thought of getting a get from the
fifteen-minutes-of-fame folks."



Itsmy turn to Sgh. She'smore familiar with Xavier than | am, and I'm intrigued enough to need
information. Only | haveto go at it asif I'm nat, asif we're two people sitting in acar, waiting for
someone el se to record the dreams of yet another person.

"| don't care how low you work," | say, becausein my book, it's pretty low even now. "I'm talking about
astudied phenomenon. They've redized with those people that they'll relive the traumain their dreams
over and over and over again. Usudly detall for detail.”

"Likearepeat." Her plucked brows come together. She bites her lower lip, obvioudy thinking.

"You say Xavier hasthat dream every week?' | lean forward on my chair, brace my elbows on my
knees, and look at her.

She doesn't move -- at least not much. If nothing ese, her eyes get narrower. "Y eah.”

"So maybe it's more than arepeat. Maybe it'samemory.”

"Of afilmrole?' sheasks.

"Maybe" | say. "l don't watch hismovies. | wouldn't know adamn thing about him if heweren't aget.”

"Started modeling, hired off the street back about eighteen years ago, when some talent agency was
looking for ‘theredl thing,' not some generic pretty boy. Gets an agent and a manager, makes some redl
money, they find him bit parts, the cameraloves him, and he has one of those break-through teen idol
movies-- "

" Heartbeat ," | say, because| do know something about him, and because that movie wasimpossible
to avoid. Just likethe post- Heartbeat  publicity when hefdlsinlove with hisleading lady, Lorita, who
had aready had two Hollywood marriages behind her, and this one -- she says at the time -- isthe one
that'sgonnalast.

Of course it doesn't. But by then, Xavier's on the map, and he's got some kind of golden touch,
something that makes him choose the movies that connect with a generation. Y ou name the best movies
of the last ten years, and Xavier's been in mogt of them.

" Heartbeat _," Morganasays, shaking her head. "The damn thing sill holds up.”

Asif it'sacentury old instead of adecade. But, | supposg, if you live day-to-day, the way she does, a
decade doesfed like ahundred years.

"Hell," she says, "if you don't know what happened after that, then what in God's name are you doing in
thisjob?"

"I know what happened,” | say. "l just haven't seen any of hisfilms."

Partid lie. | don't remember the ones| have seen. | catch them late night, and realize about halfway
through that | have watched the damn thing before, and it's such fluff that it made no impression at al.

"Consequently,” | say, "I don't know if those dream images we just watched are from some movie."

Morganaraises her eyebrows. "Our Hero Xavier raping and murdering agirl? He didn't even do that in
_Double Double _where he plays both the protag and the villain."

"Not even the early stuff?' | ask.



"Maybe the modeling,” she says. "But | had to go back through the shoots once, and | don't remember
anything violent. They used him for the clean stuff, you know, aftershave and clothing and cars. Nothing
that would appedl to the rougher crowd.”

And as she saysthislast, her voice dows down. She'sfiguring it out.

My heart is pounding, and my breathing's alittle ragged, and that makes me uncomfortable. I'm not sure |
likehow I'mthinking, so | ignoreit.

Ryan, thank God, istill snoring on the couch.

"Y ou think this might have actually happened?’ Morganaasks, findly. ™Y ou think Xavier might have
raped and murdered some girl?"

"Two pointsto thelady,” | say.

"Shit." She stands up, unableto sit with the idea. She paces to the screen, then grabs Ryan's souped-up
camera, aring at it, thinking about theimages it sole out of thin air. I'm staring at it too, wondering why
I'm so0 hyped, and basically knowing even though | don't want to.

The cop's get: solving an unsolved. But I'm not acop any more, and I'm not interested in that get. I'm
working government and business now, protecting cregtivity and cregtive minds al over the country.

Y eah, right.
"Shit," she saysagain. "That's like combining the old and the new."
"Huh?'

Shethrew me with that one. | don't know what she'stalking about. Then she crooks her finger a me,
leads me out of the condo's living room away from snoring Ryan.

We go into the first bedroom, then beyond, into the square box that passesfor akitchen. Shegrabsa
Diet Coke out of the fridge and sits a the table, opens awindow so that we get ocean noise, and taps
her fingernails on the can.

"Old and new," she says, "the ultimate get. Y ou know, the dreams that aren't dreams but memories. The
memoriesthat expose aceleb in away that's sensationalistic, breaking an expose that'll be everyone
elsg's get for aweek, maybe even months. It's got everything, Max."

Okay, so sheisahead of me.
"Everything?' | ask.

"Y ou gotta know the history of celebrity. It'sfull of crimes of the century, trids of the century, ruined
caregrs, and tabloids, tabloids, tabloids. Then we get TV, and tabloid shows. Then the internet comes
along, and the tabloids become hourly, you know, the get of the gets. The dreams, they'rejust a
high-paying version of the photograph -- the chopper over the wedding stuff -- but they don't pay the
way asensational get does, particularly if you're the one who bresksit and controls the information.”

Her faceisflushed. I've never seen her so thrilled.

"You don' just control the flow, eventually you become part of the story. Book deals, movies of your
own--"



"And you become one of those fifteen-minutes-of-famers,” | say, trying to keep myself cam.

"If you'rebad at it, sure," she says. "Or it'sthe get of alifetime, and you make a career out of it, you
become the expert on dream memories or subconscious crimes or whatever. Y ou become the go-to
person. See, that's part of the history of celebrity, too. The LouedlaParsons, and Walter Winchell, and
Barbara Walters and the goddamn tears, and _Entertainment Tonight _ and Sanford Cooper and all those
folks. They started with amgor get, and they parlayed that get into acareer of gets."

"The second-tier celebrity,” | say, using another of her terms.

"Shit, no," she says. "The celebrity journdist. A lot of these folks -- Hedda Hopper, Liz Smith -- they're
not just chasing the get, they _create _it. In her day, Hopper was the one who used her influenceto
cregte the celebrities or destroy them.”

"Power," | whisper.

And Morganasmiles. "Now you're getting it, Max."

"All from one possible murder,” | say.

"A celeb murder pre-fame,” she says, "that no one's nailed down.”
"Andyet," | say, "it might only be adream.”

"Or ascenefromamovie," she says.

"Or oneof hisfantases" | say.

"Yuck," shesays, asif her life and imagination are pure. She guzzlesthe Diet Coke. "Y ou know, | got
some money stashed, and I'm getting mighty tired of Stting in cars, waiting for some lame-o famous
person's subconscious to vomit a storyline. Maybe we should chase these images.”

"We?' | say, even though that waswhat | wasinitidly going for. | thought | needed Morgana, but maybe
not. | was going for the white-knight thing, solving atwenty-year old crime, but she's already made it
something bigger -- and something that intrigues me, againgt my better judgment.

"We, smart boy," she says. "Y ou're the one who figured this out, so | assume you're the one who's done
the reading on dreams and memory and crap. Besides, you like getting your hands dirty, al the
background stuff. Y ou told me that when | hired you and | remember thinking, "Why the hell should |
care? Wdl, | care now, andit'll beredly coal."

She turnsthings on me fagter than | canimagine. I've never known anyone who controls the people
around her like Morgana does. Usudly I'm the onein charge, but in this case, it's her.

"What'll be cool?" | ask.

"The way well work together,” Morganasays. "I'll head back to L.A. and dig up every image | can find
of Xavier -- even his goddamn baby pictures. Y ou head off to -- Whereisthat? D.C.? -- and seeif you
canfind thegirl or what happened to her.”

"It'sChicago," | say, wondering how she can missthe L or thelake. But places aren't Morgana's strong
auit. People are.

"Fine" she says, "whatever. Blow into the Windy City and seeif you can find thisthing."



"Thenwhat?" | ask.

"Then we break the get. We have the scoop of the century -- or at least the decade. And it'll be news not
just because Mr. |-Can't-Make-An-Unpopular-Movie murdered his way to stardom, but also because
we used new technology to catch him.”

Shegrinsat me, and | fedl even more off-balance. | was sort-of thinking along those lines -- the arresting
of amovie gtar lines -- when | started talking to her, but not about individual and persond fame. That's
Morganasthing, not mine.

"What if | can't find anything?' | ask.

She shrugs. "Hdll, we just spent afortune on a get that turned out to be arepest. | figureif you're gone
for africkin' month, burning 10K aday in expenses, the losseswon't be any greater than this one was."

| would never spend 10K aday, but | don't tell her that. If she'swilling to use the expense account to
send meto Chicago and keep me out of the waiting/motorcycle gig, I'm a happy man.

"That'swhat | got?' | say. "A month?’

"Babe, you got half ayear if you bring inthe get." She grinsat me. I've never seen Morgana so pleased.
She reaches across the table and cups my face with her hand. Her skin is cold from the Coke can.
"Youresomething dse"

"Yeah," | say, wondering what I've just gotten mysdlf into. "I certainly am.”

* * % %

The nice thing about undercover isyou don't have to report in weekly, even monthly. The rough thing
about it isthat when you're done, you have to justify each action, explain your reasons for doing each and
evary littlething.

| lieawakein my narrow bed in the smallest room of the condo, listening to the surf pound and the
occasiond truck go by on 101, wondering if | should resign from the agency. Because thisredly has
nothing to do with stealing dreams and putting them into aform. If I'm right about the get (and | cringe,
redlizing Morgana's language has seeped into my brain), then thisis about an actua old-fashioned crime
-- murder -- not anew-fangled, hard-to-prove, maybe-not-ever acrime, like dream theft.

Morgana's aready out of here, heading to Portland to catch the six A.M. back to L.A. My flight'stwo
days from now, giving metime to close up the condo and explain to Ryan why hell be working with a
new team. Ryan'll be just as happy astherest of usto blow thisburg -- celebsliketiny townsfor the
intimacy and illuson of privacy, but these places are hell on therest of us.

| can hardly wait to get to the Windy City and use my redl training -- digging through old records,
opening acold case, seeing if ared-life murder actualy happened some twenty years ago in the Loop.

* k * %

| spend the next night in Portland at Powell's City of Books, the biggest bookstorein the U.S. for going
on thirty years now, buying every single volume | can find on Xavier and his cronies. There are way too
many of thesethings, and I'm not happy looking like some overage fanboy with too much time on his
hands. | even buy ablack City of Books book bag just so that | don't have to carry these things around
inpublic.



Ryan's il in Depoe Bay, il in the condo, waiting for the new team. He says he wants to get the
ultimate Xavier get -- which, in Ryan'smind, is till that predawn dream -- and he'swilling to it on that
fencein the cold damp air every night for therest of hislifeto achieveit.

The new team'll answer to him. He seemsrdieved that Morganas gone, and he's never really even
noticed me. Hell forget that we were even there two days from now.

Me, by thetime | get on the planeto Chi-Town, | know morethan | ever wanted to know about the
publicist's verson of Xavier Calliende's childhood, youth, and pre-fame days.

It seemsliketherés atemplate for actors, a least the successful ones: broken homes, alot of siblings,
need for attention, poor school behavior rescued by love of the theater, agift for performance or comedy
or music. Xavier had dl three according to his early teachers, and then he fell in with the wrong crowd.
He was living on the stireets when his pretty face got him amodeling job -- kind of the
twenty-first-century version of getting discovered in asoda shop.

My cop sdf, reading between the lines, thinks no one noticed thiskid until he suddenly ended up on the
slver screen. Theteachers hear his background, vaguely remember hisface, look up their old classlidts,
and claim they remember him. He's tossed out of the house, heading down the drugs-and-a cohol path
toward totd ruin, most likely paying for his habits by turning tricks when one of those tricks actualy looks
at hisface and redizesthat thisboy isamed ticket.

| log on at thirty thousand feet, surf through the garbage on Xavier to the scandd sheets, figuring the
tabloids that Morgana admires so much probably have the uncensored versons of Xavier's past -- at
least the stuff they dare publish without getting threets from Xavier's "people.”

| find alot of factsto confirm my guesses, dong with some early names. | aso search the old newswire
databases for unsolved teen murdersin Chicago, but get so many hitsthat | fedl discouraged even before
| sart.

| log off, catch afew zzzs, sartle awake when | redlize that if | dream, anyone on the plane can peer into
my brain. Not that I'm famous enough. Not that I'm interesting enough.

But thisjob has gotten to me, and that'swhen | realize how badly | need this break.

* k * %

Chicago isan old-fashioned blue-collar town. Carl Sandburg caled it the City with Big Shoulders, and
not much has changed in the 100-plus years since he wrote that line. The people are blunt and
hard-edged. They also comein al shapes and sizes, mostly alittle overweight and alittle underdressed.

Chicago reminds me how much | hate the world of celeb. All surface and glitter, all appearances and
images -- even the goddamn dreams. It's refreshing to hear someone curse me for grabbing a cab before
they can; it'sthrilling to have the clerk at the hotdl treat me like I'm important rather than some nobody
who'sin town to view the stars; it's exhilarating to walk the streets and not scan passing peopleto seeif
they're someone | "know."

Oncel'minsde my hotel room in one of the glitzy places on the north side of the river where, apparently,
the money's ways stayed since someone decided to settle in this swampland and cdll it acity. | amusing
the Dream Merchants expense account to live in comfort for the week -- or months -- that I'll bein the
Second City, but I'm only using that account at the hotel.

Therest of thetime Max has|eft the building. Therest of my timein Chicago will be as mysdf, Burton



Kledland, theformer New Y ork City policeman, here on assignment for my new job, working acold
case, tracking the background of a suspected crimind for acrime that happened decades ago. There
won't be any mention of Xavier, or Dream Merchants or Hollywood. Only one dead girl, possibly raped
and murdered, and left by the L for someone elseto find.

It'samazing how easy itisto dip back into my old self. First thing | do isget rid of the Hollywood clothes
-- no jeans and ponytails and casud white shirt that somehow hasto stay white. | clean off the fake
tattoos and take out the earrings, glad | didn't get anything else pierced so that | looked like the
middle-aged former metal-head | was supposed to be.

The secondhand storesin the Loop carried the rumpled clothes | needed to reclaim old Burt Klegland.
Jeans till -- guys my age aways wear jeans -- but a suit jacket over them, an old suit jacket that has
seen better days. A trench coat for the rain, and a shabby umbrella (same purpose). Button-down shirts
for under the suit coat, and afew ties so that it looks like I'm trying to be serious about my job. | even get
real shoes-- the kind that have leather exteriors and look like they belonged to my father. | only plan to
wear those when | have to flash my old badge at someone. The rest of the time I'm holding onto my
Nikes.

Research in Chicago's a pleasant thing. Thisisacity that holds onto its history with big mesaty figs. Firs, |
go to the Chicago Cultura Center, a Romanesgue building that had been built in the 1890s asthe
Chicago Public Library. The place smells cool and dry, probably a combination of the marble interior and
the stone exterior, dong with some sort of sophisticated air-conditioning system.

The Museum of Broadcagting livesin this place and while |l like dl the ancient television shows and the
monuments to entertainers I've only seen on documentaries, I'm not in the mood to browse. What | want
isthe research center two floors up, manned by adisgruntled teenager and an ederly maven who spend
their days handing out ol d-fashioned headphones for the ol d-fashioned equipment, and taking people's
driverslicensesfor the folks who want to work on the new equipment.

Me, I'm going for both. | want to see what Chicago thinks of its native son, Xavier Caliende. | want to
seeif the city's broadcast mediarecorded his meteoric rise to fame or jumped on the bandwagon
afterwards.

And | want to use the scanning equipment for afew visuad comparisons. They might cut sometime off my
work.

The cool quiet of the research library cams me quicker than aglass of wine. | haven't been in cool quiet
for nearly ayear. I've been done with my own thoughts -- al that damn waiting -- but never looking at
something that interests me, trying to figure out the past in the best way possble.

Firs | usethedigita index to see what'sin the archives about Xavier. | find the expected stuff -- more
recorded versonsof _Entertainment Tonight__ than anyone should be allowed to see; afew _Dateline:
Entertainments_; and alot of little movie-promotional feeds. Of coursetherésa_Biography _and al of
the _Biography _rip-offs, aswell as ancient, downloaded and perfectly preserved internet sites-- as
Morganawould say, little tiny pictures of anot-quite-red pas.

| skip dl of that. I'm looking for the local stuff, the Stuff that often doesn't make it into the national
consciousness. | want the Xavier only Chicago knows.

But after two hours of searching, it seemsthat the Xavier Chicago knowsis the same one whom the rest
of theworld knows. My hunch about his past becomes even morered to me -- Xavier was anobody
until somebody discovered him.



So | go back to the desk, hand them my driver'slicense and afifty, and get the keycard for the
image-comparison scanner. | also haveto sign awaiver that | won't use this machine for nefarious
purposes, and | must acknowledge that the Department of Homeland Security could be watching me at
any time, worrying about the images I'm trying to compare. | could be aterrorit, after dl -- the
bogeyman from my childhood.

| take the keycard and the little ID number the disgruntled teenager gave me and wander into the
secondary research room. This one's smaller than the main one, partly because the equipment's smdler.
The old stuff isbig and bulky, desktop sized. The new stuff fitsin the pam of my hand.

| haveto gt out in the open to do my work, unlike the other sections of the research library. The
equipment isso smdl that | might stedl it if the old biddy and the boy aren't watching my every move. (I'm
surethey're not, but illusions are aways more powerful than redlity, even in research libraries))

| take the freeze-framed dream image of the girl, her face haf-turned away from the protagonist's, atear
on her cheek, and plug it into the comparison scanner. It take afew minutes because | don't have a
full-frameface.

| looked, of course. In fact, | searched for one. But even when Xavier's humping the girl, he's not redly
looking at her. Her faceisn't quite there. It'salmost like he couldn't quite remember her, and hisbrain
wasn't willing to supply anew facein place of the old one.

Theweird thing is, though, that the image of the tear-streaked half-turned face is so clear it's of
photographic qudity. If | were back onthe old job, | could've used that face for a partial holographic
3-D recongtruct, and one of the forensic art and sculpt team could've used that partid to recreate the
wholeface.

I'd go to the Chicago Police Department and beg for help from their forensic unit if | have to, but until |
do, I'm going to seewhat | can do on my own.

The little scanner in front of me begps, then a printer next to me spits out two 8.5 x 11 single-spaced
sheets of references with images that match this girl's face.

| grab the sheets as they emerge, my heart pounding. All the references are twenty years ago, just like we
thought. But half of them are for amissing personsreport. A quarter are news broadcasts from the same
period. And the last quarter are a series of documentaries on the gridy and violent Loop Rapist -- aman
they caught literaly red-handed.

* k % %

Of course, | don't believe what I'm finding. Did Xavier pay off someoneto takethefal for him? Wasan
innocent man accused? And worse, is Xavier Calliende, Americas Favorite Action Hero, redlly the Loop
Rapist?

A shiver runsthrough me that has nothing to do with the chilled recycled air.

| take my list and go back to the digitized index, checking out al of the news reports and two of the most
reputable companies documentaries. | also hang onto my keycard, just in case my scanisflawed.

But when | settle mysdlf in the main room, in cubicles that were designed back in the late 1990s, and |
plug my headphoneinto ajack that had been designed in the same period, | look at the image the biddy
in the back has sent to my screen. (Patrons aren't alowed to touch the old videos and DV Ds. We must
give areference number to the biddy, and then she puts everything into the machines. We poor peon



patrons only get to watch.)

Theimage on my screenis high-qudity reproduction of amissing poster, clearly designed by aloving
family. A girl -- what passed for an All-American Girl in my childhood -- rounded cheeks, blue eyes,
brownish blond hair and a fresh-faced smile -- dominates the page. In one photograph, she's laughing
and cuddling the All-American Dog -- some kind of mid-sized mutt. In another, she's saring Sdeways at
me, her hair done up, the background all foamy and pretty -- agraduation photo.

And in the photo that matches Xavier's dream/memory vison, her faceis turned sdewaysin the exact
angle of the vison. She'slooking at afriend who has been cut out of the photograph, and there are no
tears on her cheeks. Her smileis soft and radiant, the kind of smilethat girls get when they'rein love.

| peer a the person the poster designers cut off: from what | can tell, it'snot Xavier. All | havetogoonis
an arm, ashoulder, and abit of hair. Hair changes color, but shoulders and arms have a certain sense of
definition, and unless Xavier wasredly smal and scravny when he knew this girl, heisn't the guy inthe

photograph.

Then | ook &t therest of the pogter. It was clearly family-designed for an unexpectedly missing person.
The girl's name was Holly Lescoe, and she was an honor student at one of the suburban high schools.
Sheld gone downtown to see aplay with afriend, and neither girl had returned.

The story, apparently, was maor local news because of the Loop Rapist, and because Holly wasthe
All-American Girl. If aninnocent like Hally, beautiful and smart (her whitenessimplied), could become a
victim of the Loop Rapi<t, anyone could.

And sure enough, afew weeks later, the community'sworst fears had come true. Holly Lescoe,
All-American Girl, had washed up on the shores of Lake Michigan. She'd been beaten so badly that it
took denta recordsto identify her, and after the autopsy, the medica examiner confirmed rape.

| watch the coverage, read through the files. The only thing that tiesthe victims of the Loop Rapist
together wasthat they werein the Loop and they were female. Otherwise, they have nothing in common
-- not ethnicity, not age, not occupation or attitude. They vary from teenage girlsto elderly women, and
they dl died brutaly: raped, beaten, and tossed into the lake.

One afternoon, about a year after Holly Lescoe's body washed up, an off-duty police officer seesaman
carrying abundle toward the boat docks near Jackson Park. The man scurries past when he notices the
cop watching him.

The cop follows him, notes that the bundleis dripping red, and gets close enough to redlize that the man
iscovered in blood. That'swhen the off-duty cop calsfor back up which miraculoudy arriveswithin five
minutes, and they catch this guy, this Tony Knickerson, trying to dump abody into aboat. The boat's his,
and the bottom is covered in guts and blood.

The guts belong to fish. The blood is human.

The physical evidence links Knickerson to dl of the Loop Rapist killings. His semen isinsde the bodies,
his skin cdlls beneath severa fingernails (gpparently not washed away by that wily lake). Their bloodisin
his boat and on his clothes -- since he never once tried to cover histracks.

Tony Knickerson didn't even have atria. He confessed as soon as he got inside and, in exchange for
staying off death row, told the cops where to find more bodies. He went to prison for life.

| sit back in my chair, study al of the news footage before me -- the girl whose face clearly belongsto



Xavier'smemory -- and go over what | know.

| know that physica evidence of that magnitudeis hard to fake. | aso know that Xavier lived on the
dreetsin those years. Literdly on the streets, doing drugs and/or dedling them, possibly turning tricks. He
probably saw lots of stuff he didn't want to see, lots of stuff he needed to forget.

Like the murder of Holly Lescoe?

That could as easily be aguilt dream as amemory dream. They arerelated, after al, and it would make
some sense: he hadn't stepped in. He hadn't stopped the crime. He had seen it dl, and he blamed himsdif.

| bite my lower lip as| consider: he saw her well enough to remember her face, remember the tears, but
not well enough to see what she looked like during the rape. Had there been a period of time between?
Had he tried to save her and failed?

Is Xavier Cdliende's hero complex that smple? Isheahero in hisimagination and afailurein hislife?
Does he have to act that out on screen?

| don't know, and I'm not sure | care. I'm going to follow through on dl of this, but it haslost itsluster for
me. Evenif | can provethat Xavier saw the crime, | can't charge him with anything. All we haveisa
dream, after all. No clear evidence that he could have stopped the killer. No clear evidence that Xavier
hadn't made Holly Lescoe cry on hisown, so that when he heard of her death, he was able to put the
piecestogether.

Actors have vivid imaginations -- that's part of the job.

It'sadead end, ablind dley, and al of those other tacky cliches. Still, it got me away from Dream
Merchants for a short time -- amuch needed break so that | can go back undercover and try to get
enough evidence to convince Congress to create a crime where, a the moment, thereis none.

* k % %

| stay in Chicago for aweek longer than | need to. One full month on Dream Merchants dime. Or their
daily 10K asthe case may be.

| figure | deserveit. Hell, thinking about celebs, dl the waiting, the damn dirt of seeing into someone
else's subconscious, isworth a300K vacation, eveniif it isin ahot, sticky urban environment where |
know no one.

| do ahit of work, of course. | look at the evidence -- sure enough: it's complete, good, accurate, and
wdl | documented. The Chicago Police Department has had a bad reputation for years, but clearly, inthis
case, they wanted to put the Loop Rapist away forever, and no one made any mistakes.

Then | go back to the basics. | want to make sure that Xavier's path couldn't've crossed Holly Lescoe's
and | discover that I'm the one who made arookie mistake.

Their paths crossed. Their paths crossed mgjor.

They grew up on the same block until Xavier ran away. They went to the same schools, they spent years
together in the same rooms.

Maybe he saw her in the Loop that day, maybe he thought of going over to her, talking to her, but was
ashamed.



Maybe he saw her with Knickerson, thought she had a boyfriend, and didn't want to bother her.

Or maybe she talked to him, tried to save him like girls of that age were wont to do, and he pushed her
away -- into the arms of Knickerson.

| have ahunch wéll never know. After all, Knickerson'sarapist and murderer: there ain't no trusting
what he says. Holly Lescoe's dead. Her friend is till missing. And the only possible witness, Xavier
Cadliende, has so much to lose by even mentioning this case that he's probably tried to put the whole thing
out of hismind.

Which s probably why it dl lurksin his subconscious as anightmare: one that ends with rivers of blood.

* * % %

When | can findlly face returning to Dream Merchants and the hunt for the get, | cal Morgana. I'minthe
fancy hotd, lying on my bed, imagining her in that cruddy car, in the cold, hitting the dispenser for the
even cruddier coffee.

"Hey, dollface, itsMax," | say, donning apersonal’d rather forget. "Remember me?'
"Whatchagot for me?' she asks.

"Fird, tel me about the films and the moddling,” | say.

She pauses. She hasn't expected me to take control of the phone call.

"Lots of pretty boy pictures. Some creepy stuff early on -- abit of Heroin Chic, | think -- remember
those perfume ads from the turn of the century? All those skinny people glomming onto each other in
stick-like fashion?-- | got those, but they're not rape imagery or anything. They'rejust gross.”

"Nothing else?" | ask.

"Hey, | did alot of research, especidly for me. | even went back into hisfirst agency's archives -- after
hours, of course.”

"Of course," | say, knowing how it worked. She knows someone everywhere that's important. Her ability
to move around amodeling agency after it closed isno surprise at dl.

"I couldn't find adamn thing," she says. "So | have hopesfor you."

"Wdl," | sy, "it'sabust heretoo."

"Y ou spent amonth on abust?' she asks.

"Yep," | say. "Thegirl exigs, or did. Shewasthe victim of the Loop Rapist. Remember him?"
"No," Morgana says, sounding bored. "I don't do true crime.”

So | gointo the whole song and dance, telling her the history of the Rapit, al about the evidence, and all
thelegwork | did. She'syawning afew times, and then she getssilent.

| think -- | hope -- she'sfallen asleep.
Instead, midway through some explanation of DNA, sheinterrupts me. "Max?"

"What?' | try not to haverelief in my voice. She'sgonnatell meto shut up, which | will gladly do.



"Did you use an image scan to find the girl ?*
"Yep," | say. "l used the tear-stained frame from Xavier'sdream and -- "

Too late, | redize Morganastrapped me. | fed my face flush but | go gamely on, hoping she's dumber
thansheredly is.

" -- and used one of those research machines. It turned up amissing person poster. Must've been dl over
Chicago at thetime. That's probably how he knew about her."

"C'mon, Max." Morganaisn't dumb. Dammit to hell. "He saw her, didn't he?

So | tell her. | tdll her everything. | remind her that the guy's blameless, that he won't talk for fear of
jeopardizing his career, that if thiswere atrue get, he probably would've sued to have the dream images
removed from Ice Cream Dreams site.

She uh-uh and uh-has me, and I'm hoping I'm convincing her. I'm convincing me.
When | pause for breath, she says, "When are you coming back here?"
"Day after tomorrow,” | say. "'I'm booked on aflight out in the morning.”

"Report tothe L.A. office," she says. "'I'm hearing stuff about Cosmo. He might be staying at the Four
Seasons. | have aguy on theinside. If we can get the suite next door, we have a perfect get. Except that
I'm going to need my best runner.”

Me, on the goddamn bike.
I Sgh."I'll bethere" | say, and hang up, feding uneasy. Feding likeit's not over yet.

* * % %

And of courseit'snot. By thetime | get off the planein L.A., the story's everywhere -- mainstream media
has picked it up.

_Did Xavier WitnessaMurder_?
_Did Americas Greatest Action Hero Wimp Out_?
_Why Couldn't Xavier Savethe Girl He Loved?

Taking heads are on the overhead screensin LAX, speculating on the meaning of the dream. The dream
they're showing is the raw footage we got a month ago -- and they attribute it to Dream Merchants.

They specificdly attributeit to Morgana.

She'son the big screenin front of me, pontificating about guilt dreams, repesating the damn pop
psychology | rattled at her.

"Maybe he's making these films because he wishes he had been ahero,” she says, sounding every bit as
oily Wadter Winchell and Barbara Walters and Sanford Cooper.

Shelooks serious. She _sounds _ serious. But | know those eyes -- days of waiting in the cold make you
really familiar with someone's eyes -- and she's gloating. She's got the get of the decade, and she's on her
way: the expert on the guilt dream asit appliesto celebrity.



Another screen cuts away to Xavier, running from alimo to his house on the Oregon Coast. The camera
catches hisfamous face, and because |, liketherest of America, am intimately familiar with al of his
moods from hismovies, | know what he'sfedling:

Devastated.
Hislifewill never bethe same.

Because | sat in afucking condo with afake fire burning, looking at his subconscious dedling with
something | redly don't understand and thought | could have aget. A cop get, but aget all the same.

| stand in front of the giant screen, Morgana still talking, happy with her newfound power, and my
stomach twists. We're no different after dl. It'sjust different things that make us hot. She wants fame and
the power to destroy. | want justice and the power to make things right.

Only I used my limited powersto help hers.
Mistake. Big mistake.

Her eyes -- twenty sizestoo large, and flat on the screen -- sparkle. | can't go back to Dream
Merchants. | can't see thiswoman ever again.

| turn around and head down the corridor toward ticketing. I'm going back to D.C.

| have adifferent get, one | didn't expect. Congressisfull of people with gray areasin their subconscious.
Repressed memories, stuffed-away good-time moments, buried actions-not-taken. Lots of guilt dreams
in both Houses -- and those guilt dreams are bipartisan.

If I can't convince those people to change the laws now, given thelook on Xavier's face, given the wreck
Morganaand | have just made of hislife, then I'll never get the federd lawsto change.

I'll haveto travel sateto state and find some other way to make thisillegal. Ban the dreamcording
cameras, ban the sale of other peopl€'s dreams, ban the sale of dreams altogether.

I'll figureit out. I'll go head-to-head with the entertainment lobby if | haveto.
Because | do haveto.

Or no onewill ever be able to deep soundly again.



