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A MEDIUM TO TRUTH

Some daysago | sat by the window in my room, counting the number of sedative pills I've palmed over
the course of the last three months. Even though my fingerstremble, I've discovered that the erratic action
can be aboon to tricksinvolving deight of hand. In the midst of my tabulation, | happened to ook
outside at the beautiful summer day. A breeze was blowing through the trees that bordered the small
courtyard, and their Slver-backed leaves flashed in the sunlight. It was then that | noticed abright yellow
butterfly flutter past and come to rest on the head of the weathered concrete Virgin that sitsamid the
colorful zinniasthat nurse Carmen had planted in the spring. The orange dot on itslower wingstold meit
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wasan dfdfa, Colias eurytheme.

Thesght of thisbeautiful creatureimmediately reminded me of my benefactor and surrogate father,
Thomas Schell, and | was swept back to my youth, far away in another country. | sat that day for hours,
contemplating aseries of eventsthat took place sixty-seven years ago, in 1932, when | was seventeen.
Decades have since died and been laid to rest, not to mention loved ones and personal dreams, but still
that distant time materiaizes before me like arestless spirit at aséance, inggting its story betold. Of
course, now with penin hand, | have no choice but to be amedium toitstruths. All | ask isthat you
believe

ECTOPLASMIC PRECIPITATION

E very time the widow Morrison cried, she farted, long and low like acall from beyond the grave. |
amost busted agut but had to keep it under my turban. There could certainly be no laughter from
Ondoo, which was me, the spiritua savant of the subcontinent.

Wewere stting in the dark, holding handsin acircle, attempting to contact Garfield Morrison, the
widow's long-dead hushand, who fittingly enough had succumbed to mustard gasin atrench in France.
Thomas Schell, ringmaster of this soiree, sat across from me, looking, in the glow from the candidight,
like aking of corpses himsalf—eyesrolled back, possessed of abloodless pallor, wearing an expression
graight from anightmare of frantic pursuit.

Tomy right, holding fast to the gloved dummy hand that stuck out of the end of my jacket deeve, wasthe
widow's sister, Luqueer, athin, dried-out cornstalk of a crone, decked with diamonds, whose teeth
rattled like shaken dice, and next to her was the young, beautiful niece (I forget her name), whom | rather
wished was holding my prosthesis.

On my other side was the widow herself, and between her and Schell sat Milton, the niece's fiancé, your
typical scoffing unbeliever. Hed told us during our preliminary meeting with the widow that he was
skeptica of our abilities; afast follower of Dunninger and Houdini. Schell had nodded camly at thisnews
but said nothing.

Wedidn't haveto it there long before Garfield made his presence known by causing the flame on the
candle at the center of the table to gutter and dance.

"Areyou there?' cdled Schell, rdleasing his hands from those of the participants on ether sde of him and
rasing hisarmsout in front.

He let afew moments pass to up the ante, and then, from just behind Milton's left shoulder, came a
mumble, agrumble, agroan. Milton jerked his head around to see who it was and found only air. The
niece gave alittle yelp and the widow cdled out, "Garfidd, isit you?'

Then Schell opened his mouth wide, gave asigh of agony, and ahuge brown moth flew out. It made a
circuit of the table, brushing the lashes of the young lady, causing her to shake her head in disgust. After
perching briefly on the widow's dress, just above her heart (where earlier Schell had inconspicuoudy
marked her with adab of sugar water), it took to circling the flame. The table moved dightly, and there
came arhythmic noise, asif someone was rapping his knuckle againgt it. Which, in fact, someone was it
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was me, from undernesth, using the knuckle of my big toe.

Ghostly sobbing filled the dark, which was my cue to dowly move my free arm insde my jacket, reach
out at the collar for the pendant on my neck, and flip it around to reveal the back, which held a
glass-encased portrait of Garfield. While the assembled family watched the moth orbit closer and closer
to fiery destruction, Schell switched on thetiny beacon in hisright deeve while with hisleft hand he
pumped the rubber ball attached to athin hose beneath hisjacket. A fine mist of water vapor shot forth
from aholein the flower on hislapd, cregting an invisble screen inthe ar above thetable.

Just asthe moth ditched into the flame, which surged with acrackle, sending athin trail of smoke toward
the ceiling, the beam of light from within Schell's deeve hit my pendant, and | adjusted my position to
direct the reflection upward into the vapor.

"I'm here, Margaret,” said abooming voice from nowhere and everywhere. Garfidd's misty visage
materiaized above us. He stared hard out of death, histop lip curled back, his nogtrilsflared, asif evenin
the afterlife held caught wind of hiswife's grief. The widow's sster took one look at him, croaked like a
frog, and conked out cold onto the table. The widow hersdlf let go of my hand and reached out toward
the stern countenance.

"Gafidd," shesad. "Garfidd, | missyou."

"And | you," said the phantom.

"Areyouinpan?' sheasked. "Areyou dl right?'

"I'mfine. All'swdl here," he said.

"How do | know it'sredly you?' she asked, holding one hand to her heart.

"Do you remember that summer day by the sound when we found the blue bottle, and | told you | loved
you?"

"Oh," cried thewidow. "Oh, yes. | remember."

The ghosily image dowly disintegrated.

"Remember me," said the voice asit Sarted to fade. "'I'm waiting for you..."

Milton, who was well shaken by the visitation, said in afdtering voice, "I bdieveit'sraining in here."
Schell spoke from the sde of hismouth, "Merely ectoplasmic precipitation.”

Thewidow's sster came around then. The niece called, "Uncle Garfidld, | have aquestion.”
Unfortunately Uncle Garfield had taken a powder. He spoke no more, but afew seconds after it had
become obvious he was gone for good, a dead rat fell out of the darkness above and onto the table right

infront of Milton, who gave a short scream and pushed back his chair, slanding up.

"What doesthismean?' heyedlled at Schell, pointing at the razor-toothed corpse before him. Hiseyes
and hair were wild.



Schell stared straight ahead.

Milton turned to look at me just as| wasin the process of sowing the fake hand in the pocket ingde my
jacket. If he wasn't so upset, he might have noticed that my left deeve was empty.

"My exalted Mr. Milton," | said in my best Bombay-by-way-of-Brooklyn accent, “the dead speak a
srange symboalic language.”

Heturned away and walked directly to the light switch. | dipped my arm into the deeve, and the lights
came up. The group was silent asthey employed handkerchiefs.

"We've made progress, Mrs. Morrison,” said Schell.

"Thank you so much for bringing himto me," she said. "How can | ever repay you?"

"l ask only my fee"

And ahefty oneit was at that for half an hour's work. Aswe stood by the front door of the mansion,
Schell suffed the wad of billsinto his coat pocket whilelifting the widow's hand to kissthe back of it. |
stood patiently, ever the assstant of the great man, but insde | wasitching to get home and wash that
deed rat residue out of my hair.

"Y ou must come back," said the widow.

"It would be my express pleasure," said Schell.

I'd noticed that while we stood gathered in the foyer that Milton tried to put hisarm around Morrison's
niece, but she shrugged his hand off her shoulder. Apparently she had no problem interpreting the strange
symbolic language of the dead. Milton ignored this brush-off and stepped up to Schell.

"Mogt uncanny," hesaid. "'l too would like to employ you for a séance.”

"I'll condder it," said Schell, "dthough, usudly, | make my services avalableto only a certain quality of
individud."

Milton seemed to take this as an affirmation.

| delivered my Ondoo nightcap, one of my favorites from the Rig-Veda, "May he whose head isflaming
burn the demons, haters of prayer, so that the arrow day them," and we left. It was our practiceto
adwayswalk in snglefilewith Schdl first and mysdlf behind, moving dow and measured, asif in adady
procession.

Antony Cleopatrawas waiting beside the Cord, dressed in his chauffeur uniform and cap, holding the
door. Schell got in the front, and after closing the door, Antony came around and held open the other
door for me. Once we were seated, he got in the driver's seat, squeezed his hulking mass behind the
whed, and started the engine. Aswe traveled down the long, winding driveway toward theroad, | lifted
the turban off my head.

"How'd it go?" asked Antony.



"That widow held more gasthan azeppdin,” | said.

"Or didn't,” said Schell. "'l wasafraid to light the candle.”

"How'd you come up with the bit about them on the beach and the blue bottle?' | asked.

"Passing through the parlor, on the way to the dining room where we had the séance," said Schell,
"therés alovely photograph on the fireplace mantel of the widow and poor Garfield, standing on abeach.
In her hand isthe bottle."

"But the color of it?" | asked.

"It was of adigtinct shape most commonly used to hold an old curative dixir, Angel's Broom, now
outlawed for its a cohalic content. These were sometimes made of brown glass but more often blue. |

smply played the odds on the color."”

| laughed in admiration. Thomas Schell possessed more flim-flam than a palitician, a poet, and a pope put
together. As Antony often put it, "He could sall matchesto the devil."

THE BUGATORIUM

T heworld was on the skids, soup lines and Dust Bowls, but you would never have known it from the
polished brass banisters and chandedliers of Mrs. Morrison's Gold Coast palace. The Depression wasn't
our concern ether asthe three of us sat in Schell's Bugatorium (Antony's name for it), Spping champagne
in celebration of ajob well done. Theair was dive around us with the flutter of tiny wings, ahundred
colorsfloating by, like living confetti, to mark our success. An orange dbatross, Appias nero, the
caterpillars of which had arrived from Burma some weeks earlier, lighted on the rim of Schell'sglass, and
he leaned forward to study it.

"I'm pogitive the widow will have us back," he said, "and when she doeswelll haveto give her alittle
more of ashow. She'savein weve only begun to tap.”

"Maybe Antony could pose as Garfield, you know, aflour job. WEll ghost him up,” | said. "I noticed a
window therein the dining room. If we could direct her to the window, he could be standing out in the
garden in the shadows."

"Not abad idea," said Schell, coaxing the butterfly off his glasswith a gentle nudge of his pinky.

"| hate being dead people,”" said Antony.

"Youreanaturd," | said.

"Watchit, junior,” said the big man.

Wewaited along while for Schell to jump back in the conversation, but he didn't. Instead he merely
sghed, took one more sip of hisdrink, and set his glass on the table. "Gentlemen, I'm through,” he said
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and stood up. "Nice work thisevening.” He stepped around to where | sat and shook my hand. This had
been the protocal since | was a child; never ahug at bedtime, only hand shaking. He then moved on to
Antony and did the same. "Remember, no smoking in here, Mr. Cleopatra,” he said.

"Whatever you say, Boss," said Antony.

We watched Schell leave the room, moving weerily, as though carrying someinvisible burden. A few
minutes later, the muffled sound of Mozart's Requiem cameto us from down the hall and through the
closed door.

Hearing the sad music in the distance, Antony poured another drink for himself and said, "Funerd time."
"What's wrong with him these days?' | asked, holding out my glassfor arefill.

"No more booze for you tonight,” he said.

"Comeon."

"When you're eighteen.”

"Okay," | said, knowing not to test his patience. "But what about the boss?”

"The boss?' he said, taking a pack of cigarettes and alighter out of his shirt pocket. "Hisfedingsare on
unemployment.”

"Wl put," | said.
"Y ou better believeit,” said Antony, lighting the cigarette held placed between hislips.

"Why, though?' | asked. "We could be out there scrounging for acrust of bread, but business has never
been better.”

"This shit can get to you after awhile. Bilking people, scamming old ladies. He leaned back and blew a
big smokering. A beautiful blue morpho flew right through the center, dispersing it.

"That'swhat he does, though, and hesthebest at it,” | said.
"He'safucking artist, for sure, but it'snot redly right.”

"The widow looked pretty pleased to see her husband again tonight,” | said. "How much do you think
that wasworth to her?’

"Yeah, yeah, | know the arguments, but I'm telling you, he's caught the funk fromiit," he said, standing to
lean across the table and grab Schell's glass. As he sat back down, he flicked his ash into the remaining
champagne, and it fizzed.

"What makes you so sure?’

"Back when | worked the carnivas, wrestling pal ookas and bending iron barswith my teeth, | saw al
manner of shills. These guys, some of them were champs, you know, made ahedlthy living at it. Some of



them would con their old ladiesfor aquarter if they could, but some athem actualy had a conscience,
and after awhile, evenif they never thought about it up front, undernesth, the unhonestness of it ate them

away.
"Schdll...aconscience?’ | asked.

"If not, why'd he take you in? | told him back when first he brought you home, | said, 'Boss, the last thing
you heed's some spic brat running around your life' He said, 'Too late, Antony, he's ours and we haveto
rasehim.

"And then you grew to loveme," | said.
"Yeah," hesad. "But, the boss, he's caught between a shit and a swedt.”

| shook my head, unable to conceive of Thomas Schell ever being confused about anything. The
revelation disturbed me, and Antony must have seen thisin my expression.

"Don't worry, well think of something,” he said, dropping the spent butt into the champagne glass. He
stood up. "I'm hitting the sack." He pointed to the glasswith the butt in it. "Do me afavor and get rid a
thiscrap so | don't get in trouble.”

"Okay," | whispered, gtill degp in thought.

Antony walked around behind me and put his palm on top of my head, hislong fingers encompassng my
crown likeanormal size hand holding an apple. He shook me gently back and forth. " Schell's gonna be
fing" hesad. "Youreagood kid, Diego. Youre ahdluvaswami.”

Helet go and lumbered toward the door, asmal swarm of pine whitesfollowing in hiswake.
"Good night, Antony," | said.

"Seep tight, babe," he called back and then dipped out of the room as quickly as he could to keep the
butterfliesin.

| sat quietly, surveying the veritable jungle of plants and potted trees surrounding the table and chairs. The
blossoms were as varied in color and shape as the insects. Up above, | could see the stars through the
glass skylight. In hisroom, Schell had exchanged the platter on hisVictrolafor some equaly melancholic
piece, and the serenity of the scene made me ponder thisturning point in my life. I'm sure the moment
comesto most earlier, but few have had a"father" as extraordinary asmine. In my conversation with
Antony, it had struck me for the first time that Schell was merely mortd. The thought of him troubled,
confused, made the world seem ingtantly more sinigter.

THE EXTENT OF SUSCEPTIBILITY

T henext day, Schell and | took off in the Cord to stake out anew mark. There was avery wealthy
gentleman over in Oyster Bay whose bank account required lightening. It was our practice to meet with
perspective patrons first before performing a séance in order to case the room where the event would
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take place and judge what effects would be possible. It was aso an opportunity to pick up cluesthat we
could spininto prescient revelations. The boss focused on artwork, the type of furniture, jewelry,
repetitions of words and phrases the mark might use, hand gestures, pets. Not an errant nose hair
escaped his attention, and held extract from these crumbs of information secrets of the bereaved asif he
were Conan Doyl€'s detective.

The thing he most concentrated on, though, was the apparent degree of the mark's grief, for as he dways
reminded me, "The depth of lossisdirectly equivadent to the extent of susceptibility.” In other words, the
more one longed for contact from the other side, the more readily one would embrace theillusion.
Occasiondly, wewould run into a snake, some self-professed debunker, whose intent was merely to out
usasfrauds, but Schell could spot thiswithin thefirst five minutes of an interview.

"Watch the nose, Diego," hewould say. "The nodtrils flare dightly when oneislying. The pupilsdilate an
iota. In athinner person, you can detect treachery by the pulsein the neck.” For aman who trafficked in
the spiritual, he was ever focused on the physical.

"And how are your studies going?' Schell asked me as we sped dong.

"I'm reading Darwin, The Origin of Species,” | said.

"My hero," he said, laughing. "What do you make of it?'

"We're apes,” | said, adjusting my turban.

"Tootrue" hesad.

"God'safart inawindstorm. It's only Nature that rigs the deck."

"It isn't aperfect being that's brought al of thisabout," he said, lifting hisright hand off the whed and
gracefully describing acirdeintheair. "It'sal chance and tiny mistakes that give an advantage, which are
compounded over time. Think of the intricate, checkered patterning of the spanish festoon [a butterfly
we'd had aspecimen of sometime back]; dl aresult of someinfinitesma, advantageous mistakein the
makeup of asingle caterpillar.”

"Migakes are a the heart of everything,” | said.

He nodded. "That's the beauty."

"But you never make mistakes," | said.

"When it comesto work, | try not to. But, believe me, I've made mistakes—great yawning gaffes.”
Hewassdlent for atime. "l let my past dictate my future,” he said.

"l can't think of you employed in any other career,” | said.

"Perhaps,” he said, "but | can certainly conceive of you doing something else. Y ou don't want to remain
Ondoo for the rest of your days now do you? This repatriation businesswill blow over eventualy. The



economy will rebound. By the time you're nineteen, I'd like to see you in college.”

"Asfar asmy records are concerned, | don't exist. | haveno past. I'millegal.” My education, athough
superior to any that could be obtained at a public school, was dl garnered through a series of quality
tutorsthat Schell had paid asmdl fortunefor.

"You leave therecordsto me," he said. "Arrangements can be made."
"What if | want to stay in the séance business with you and Antony?"

He shook his head but said nothing. We drove on for afew more minutes, and then he turned off the
road onto a private drive. The path wound, edl-like, for amost a mile before coming to aguarded gate.
A man in auniform gpproached the car. Schell rolled down the window and gave his name. "We're here
to see Mr. Parks," he said. The guard nodded, and we continued on toward an enormous house that had
turretslike acastle.

We parked in the circular drive, and before exiting the car, Schell touched my shoulder and said, "Time
to be mydticd." We waked dowly, singlefile, to the entrance. Aswe ascended along flight of marble
steps, the front door opened and aman in abutler's uniform greeted us.

I'd grown used to the opulence of the residences we frequented on our jobs, but, as they went, the Parks
estate was impressive. Antony and | had done thelegwork on him and found he'd had money left to him
by hisfather, who'd invested in railroads and trucking and increased it during the Great War by selling
munitions to both sides. Parkss wife had died recently at a sanatorium from TB.

We met the man, himsdf—portly, with thinning sandy hair—in aparlor at the rear of the mansion. The
large window that took up much of the back wall offered, at adistance, aview of the Long Idand Sound.
He sat, dressed in awhite suit, in an overstuffed chair that resembled athrone, smoking a cigarette
attached to an exceedingly long holder. | doubt he was much older than Schell, somewherein hisforties.

"Mr. Schell,” he said upon seeing us, and rose to shake hands with the boss. He turned to me and
nodded but didn't offer his hand.

"This," said Schell, waving & me, "ismy assstant, Ondoo, anative of India. He has aremarkable facility
with the mystical. Since working with him, I've found that the channels through which the departed travel
from the other Sde are clearer in his presence.”

Parks nodded and took his sest.

"There are spirits present now,” | said as| sat in one of the chairsfacing him.

"Prdiminary ethered sensations have led meto believe you seek contact with awoman who has passed
over," said Schell.

Parks's eyes widened, and he gave asmile devoid of joy. "Remarkable," he said.
"Y ou must miss her very much,” said Schell.

Parks stubbed out his cigarettein alarge, sterling silver ashtray in the shape of adeeping cat. He nodded,
and tears came ingtantly to hiseyes. "Yes," he said, his voice having shrunk to a peep.



"Your wife...," Schell said, but at the same moment, Parks said, "My mother..."

Before Parks could regigter the dip, Schell continued, "As| was saying, your wife, of course, is sorely
missed, but | knew it must be your mother to whom you wish to speak.”

"l won't lie, Mr. Schell," he said. "Y ou're right again. | miss my mother. When shewasdive, | would sit
with her for an hour every day and confer with her on business, the news, the drama of the household.
Though she's been gonefor ten years, | il find mysdlf thinking, after making some astounding
transaction, 'l can't wait to tell Mother.™

"| understand," said Schell.

"Themother isthemilk of the universe,” | added, wondering what kind of relationship held had with his
wife.

"Perhaps pathetic in aman of my age," hesaid. "But | can't help my fedlings." He broke down at this
point, lowering his head and lifting ahand to cover hisface.

| looked over at Schell, who shifted his gaze to direct mineto thewall. There were three paintingsin the
room—one was a Madonnaand child, one was of a child standing alone by the seashore, and the last
was of atrain. Beyond this, | noticed that the room was painted and decorated in primary colors.

My andysis of Parkss surroundings was leading meto apsychologica reveation, but just then ayoung
woman, no older than me, walked into the room. She was carrying atray holding a pitcher of lemonade
and three glasses with ice. "Will you have the drinks now, Mr. Parks?"' she asked.

Hedried hiseyes. "Yes, Isabd," hesad.

| looked at her again and somehow knew ingtantly that she was Mexican. At the same moment, she took
mein, and in the subtle heave of her chest and signs of a suppressed smile at the corners of her lips, |
knew she had made me. | looked at Schell, and he at me. He ran hisindex finger aong thethin line of his
mustache, our sgnd that | should remain cam.

Isabel poured Parks aglass of lemonade and handed it to him. Then she did the same for Schell. When
she handed me mine, she nonchaantly turned her back to her employer, leaned in closeto meand
whispered, "Me encanta tu sombrero,” glancing at my turban. | wanted to smile at her because she was
pretty with along woven braid of black hair and large brown eyes. At the sametime | wanted to cringein
embarrassment. Instead | held fast to my Oriental role and never flinched. As she backed away, she
winked at me.

IMAGINE THAT

| maginethat,” said Schell aswe passed the guard at the gate and traveled back down the winding
driveway, "acagptain of industry, afinancial powerhouse, and what he wants mogt in lifeis his mother. I'd
be touched if | went in for such things, but on apurely andytica levd, it'singructive. Two points. there's
little comfort in wedlth, and on€'s childhood tags along through life like a shadow.” He gazed out the
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windshield asif trying to reconcile these idess.
"But we're not going to take thejob,” | said.

"Certainly weare," hesad. "Well do aworld of good for Mr. Parks."

"But the girl, Isabel, made meinasecond,” | said. " She whispered to me, 'l love your sombrero.
"] think sheliked you," said Schell and smiled.

"Shell rat me out to Parks.”

He shook his head. "No shewon't."

"Why not?'

"She's obvioudy abright girl. Y ou could seeit in her eyes. And the phrase she spoke to you indicates
wit, which indicates intelligence. She'stoo smart to interfere with her employer'sbusiness. | daresay she
ether finds him pathetic—his word—or she fedls bad for him. Parks, for his part, wouldn't be ableto tell
the difference between a Hindu wise man and a Hottentot. I'm afraid, for him, you are a permanent
resdent of the kingdom, Other, phylum, Rabble. The fact that you might be useful in gaining him what he
wantsis, in hismind, your sole purposein life. I'm sure he fedls the same about the young lady. No,
Parksisoblivious on this score.”

"Whatever you say," | said, and as Schell turned out onto the road and gunned the engine, | recalled a
few years earlier, when | wasin the process of becoming Ondoo. We had taken the train to New Y ork
City to vigit thelepidopteradisplay at the Museum of Natura History. Along our route, from thetrain
station uptown, Schell had regaded me, gpropos of nothing, at least it seemed so then, with his opinions
concerning bigotry.

"I hold no preconceived prejudice againgt anyone," hed said, "because to do so is utter folly for someone
inmy line of work. It's only ignorance that causesindividuasto label an entire race as either good or bad.
These are generdities so broad as to be both worthless and dangerous. | dedl only in specifics. God, as
they say, isin the details. | must focus on the unique traits of theindividua in order to tailor anillusion that
will ultimately enchant. To see othersin thismanner isto never giveinto labdling. Tofall to dothisisthe
equivaent of putting on ablindfold. Do you understand? The devil isin the details."

| understood well enough, and athough, thanksto the reading I'd done the terms he used were not
foreign to me, even at the age of fifteen it struck me astroubling that he'd never once mentioned the
immordity of it. Schell never seemed to operate out of a sense of morality but instead took his cues solely
from what worked and what didn't. In hisview, prejudice wasn't evil, it was merely bad business.

| asked him what he had in mind for Parks.

"Parks has never |eft the nursery, one might say, so | think we should keep thingslight. I'm considering
levitations, some buiterfly effects, and to steal your ideafrom last night, | thought we could have Antony
pose as his mother.”

"Hell haveto go about on hisknees," | said, laughing.



"Precisely,” said Schell, smiling at the thought of it. "And as the hoary old Mrs. Parks, what should she
say to her son? Think hard now, how should she address him? What does he want to hear from her?"

| thought for amoment and said, "A good scolding.”

Schell beeped the horn. ™Y ou're getting frighteningly expert at this" he said.

"Did you get agood look at the old lady's photograph?' | asked.

"Her image is emblazoned on my memory. Al Capone with rouge and awig, minusthecigar,” he sad.
"| think Ma Parks should suggest araisefor Isabd.”

Schell nodded. " Antony will haveto start practicing his fal setto.”

When we arrived home, we found the future Ma Parks Sitting at the kitchen table. He waswearing a
deeveless undershirt, his mountai nous tattooed biceps on display. Upon hearing us, helooked up, and it
was evident that he'd been crying.

"I hateto tell you guysthis™ hesaid, "but | got acal alittle while ago from Saly Coots. Hewanted to let
us know that Morty bought the farm. Blew afuse. They found him in his apartment.”

| watched the air go out of Schell asit went out of me. He took off his homburg, laid it on the table,

pulled out achair, and sat down. | did the same with my turban, and took the other seet. He Ssmply

stared, but the tears came easily to my eyes. Wedl sat therein silence for along time, asif about to
begin a séance.

Eventudly Antony spoke. "Morty was afucking ace.”
"A gentleman and apro,” said Schell. "Best ropetrick | ever saw. Thistruly marksthe passing of an era.”
| dried my eyes. "Who's got Wilma?' | asked.

"Sally said that the snake was dead too, must've died from a broken heart when Mort went. They were
two peasin apod. Saly said Mort had told him awhile ago that if anything happened to him, he wanted
you should get Wilmasince you were his prodigy.”

Antony obvioudy meant protégé and in thishewas correct. | had learned everything | knew about being
aswami from Morton Lester.

In 1929, when the economy wasredlly starting to dip and things got uglier than usua for illegalsin the
United States, citizens perceiving them as stealing scarce jobs, Schell and Antony were worried they
might lose me. By 1930, Mexicans were being rounded up by law officersand "repatriated” acrossthe
border. Schell considered adopting me, but to do so would have made it necessary to reveal my illega
gatus. The nasty tenor of the times made him uneasy with thismove, so it was decided that another way
had to be found.

Schdll had told me that one afternoon he wasin the Bugatorium, reading atreatise from 1861 he had
recently acquired by afamous British naturalist, Henry Walter Bates. In it, Bates discusses the ability of
certain Amazon species of butterfly to practice mimicry. According to him, in some cases, butterflies,



specificaly the ydlow or orange Dismorphia, which predatorsfind particularly tasty, are able to change
their outward appearance to mimic the appearance of lesstasty brethren, most notably, Heliconia.

It was while Schell wasin the midst of reviewing this essay that abrainstorm struck, and he hit upon the
ideaof changing my nationdity. By that time, I'd been a him for awhileto find me arolein hisbusness,
and so he concelved of apersonafor me, that of amystical assistant, whose very presence elevated

spiritud possbility.

Ashéed put it at thetime, "We can't change your complexion, so well shift your point of origin. From this
day forward, you'll beaHindu."

"But | know nothing of what aHindu isor does,” | said.

"Yes," headmitted, "but neither does anyone else. They'll maybe think of GungaDin, or perhaps abrown
man atop the back of an elephant, or, if you can carry it off, aturbaned swami whose holy presence
negates the border between life and death.”

"Peoplewill befooled?' | asked.

"Diego, there was once a very famous Chinese magician whose name was Chung Ling Soo. Hewas
world renowned. Part of hisact wasatrick caled Defying the Bullets. Two bullets, marked by audience
members, were loaded into rifles. Two marksmen fired across the stage a Soo. Night after night, he
would catch those bullets on a china plate. One night, after having performed the trick for eighteen years,
one of the guns mafunctioned, and a bullet was actudly fired. It passed through hisbody, and hefdl to
the stage mortally wounded. When he was rushed to the hospital, it was discovered that he wasn't
Chinese at dl, but afellow by the name of William E. Robinson. No one had ever suspected this, for Soo
often spoke Chinese. Or wasit Chinese? For dl those years, he might have been mouthing gibberish. But
he had the Oriental costume, beautiful stage settings, the right makeup.”

| never really considered what it would take for me to become aswami, and to be honest, | didn't care,
as| was hot to participate in the séances. But I'd had to admit to Schell, "I don't know whereto begin.”

"Leavethat to me," hed said and went straight to his office and made aphone cal. Early the next day,
Antony and | took the train from Port Washington into Jamaica, and from there boarded atrain for
Coney Idand. We arrived at the gate to the Nickel Empire by the seaat midmorning. I'd never been
there before, but Antony had. Upon taking alook around, he proclaimed, "This place islooking shabby.
| remember the old days here. What ablast, the Drop and Dip, the Red Devil, the Ben Hur Race, Hula
HulaLand, and dinner a Stubenbord's. Jeez L ouise, this place isadump now."

Wewaked dong The Bowery until we came to Sam Wagner's World Circus Side Show. Antony gave
me two dimes and told meto go in and find Chandra. "He knows you're coming,” said Antony.

"Aren't you coming in?" | asked.

"I'd comewith you, kid, but I'm afraid of seeing those pinheadsthey've got in there." He shivered dightly.
"They givemetheyips. I'll be over banging the high strikers when you're done.”

| found Chandra, Prince of Swamis, after having spent alittle time gaping at Laurdlo, the man with the
revolving head, and Pipo and Zipo, pinheads extraordinaire. Chandrawas a small, severe-looking Hindu
fellow, ditting cross-legged on a platform before avelvet curtain. He wore aturban and akind of diaper



and was playing along flutelike instrument with abulge at the end. As he blew on that pipe, the odd
music caused an enormous, hooded cobrato rise straight up out of awicker basket that sat afew feetin
front of him.

There were no customers around, so | stepped up, giving the snake awide berth and said, "Excuse me,
Mr. Chandra, I've been sent by Thomas Schell to seeyou.”

He removed the flute dowly from hislips, but didn't turn his head to take mein. Instead, his eyes merely
shifted while he remained facing the snake. Helaid down the flute and rose in one fluid motion. Ashe
stood, the snake descended back into the basket.

"Follow me," he said with adigtinct Indian accent, parting the curtain and leading medown ahdl toa
large dressing room. Once we were inside, he turned and looked me straight in the eyeswith a
penetrating stare that made me uneasy. He pursed hislips and bresthed out, and asthe air left him he
changed. Before heinhaled again, it became obviousto me, asit hadn't been at al before, that he was
definitely not Indian but awhite man with some kind of dark makeup applied to his skin. Suddenly, he
smiled.

"S0," he sad, "how's those two knuckleheads you live with?!

Inmy surprise, dl | could do was nod.

"Tommy wants me to make you aswami? No swest, kid, we got it covered.”

ACE OF HEARTS

T he next evening, Antony, Schell, and | drove to Flatbush for the wake. Upon entering the viewing
parlor a thefunerd home, shouts of "Tommy" and "Henry" went up. In my time with Morty, 1'd gotten
the ideathat Schell was something of a celebrity among the show folk at Coney and with magiciansand
con artistsfrom around the city. A lot of the old-timers till called Antony "Henry," which was hisredl
name, Henry Bruhl. Antony Cleopatra had been his stage name, taken more than twenty years earlier
from a Broadway marquee announcing aplay about the famous ancient lovers. He didn't care what they
caled him but smiled and hugged them dl anyway. | wasintroduced asthe kid, or Diego, or Ondoo, my
percaived identity shifting madly from oneto the other.

| knew some of the crowd—Sa Coots, amagician who went by the moniker Saldonicathe Wizard; the
dog man, Hal 1zzle, who had been born with arare disease, the effects of which had left him hairy from
head to foot; Marge Templeton, the fat lady; Peewee Dunnit, atwo-bit con man who ran shell gamesand
card scamsal over the five boroughs, Miss Belinda, afemale magician whose act involved twenty
pigeons, and Jack Bunting, the legless spider boy, who walked on his hands and could bite asilver dollar
in haf. There were others, too: Captain Pierce, the retired, doddering knife thrower, and Hap Jackland,
part-time geek, part-time traveling shoe salesman.

The place was packed. Morty waslaid out in a coffin amid bouquets and floral arrangements at the front
of the room, but the mood was |ess than somber. The constant rolling sound of conversation was
occasiondly interrupted by outbursts of raucous laughter. Every now and then, one of the mourners
would wander up to the coffin, spend afew moments, and then drift away, drying his eyes.
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After theinitid introductions, Schell whispered to me, "Firgt thingsfirst,” and nodded toward the coffin.
We approached it together, and as we drew near, | fdt atightening in my stomach. | had seen desth
before, when | was younger, living with my brother on the streets. | found the prospect of itsfindity
frightening, and no manner of study, no intellectual ided, could offset that response. Schdll must have
sensed the difficulty | had standing there so closeto it, and he put hisarm lightly around my shoulders.

Morty was frowning as he never had in life. Even in the guise of Chandra, when a serious demeanor was
anintegrd part of hisrole, he worked to never let that solemnity dip into negativity. As he oncetold me,
"L ook, kid, nobody's paying to come here and see me sniff shit for adime. A swami isn't usudly gonna
be cutting up, telling jokes, but you gotta be careful that your ook never didesinto the sad or the angry,
‘cause then your audience is gonnathink you're judging them. Y ou're supposed to be ametaphysical
conundrum, not God mighty, get it?"

He was dressed in abrown suit and was wearing his eyeglasses. His sparse hair was neatly combed over
his balding head. Whenever I'd seen him without the turban, that hair wasin atwist or awhirl, but never
combed. | shook my head to see how death puts its own disguise on aperson. Coiled up next to the
pillow on which his head rested was Wilma, his close companion and best friend. Who would have
thought that a man and a snake could be so close, but they were. The snake had even answered to
verba commands. Morty told methat alot of timesal he had to do was think something and Wilma
would do it. The cobra carried the name of agirl who'd once broken his heart.

Schdll took hisarm from around my shoulders and reached into the breast pocket of his jacket, retrieving
aplaying card. From his pocket to the coffin, herolled it from finger to finger, turning it over and over,
and | saw that it wasthe ace of hearts. Just before helaid it facedown on the satin, he snapped it, and
said, "Okay, Morty." He forced asmile, dthough | could see sadness on hisface (Schell never cried),
and then turned away.

| stood there uneasily, unable to reach that place in my mind where | could hold amenta discussion with
the dead. Behind me the conversation swelled and ebbed, and at one point | heard someone say, "How's
the kid doing?' and Antony answered, "1 swear to Chrigt, the kid's adamn genius." From another
quarter, | heard someone say, "I'm developing atrick where | pull apig out of ahat. A big pig. Anybody
can pull arabbit out, I'm pulling apig asbig asadachshund.” In answer, | heard Sdlly say, ™Y ou couldn't
pull your dick out of your pants." There was aburst of laughter, and then the conversation turned somber
asit moved onto the topic of Coney and how it wasfailing. "Morty'sin better shape than that joint,” said
Peewee. Someone recounted the story of Electro's demise. "Dreadful," said Marge. "l wasthere. His
eyeballs caught fire and smoke came out of hisears." "Soundslike my ex," said the dog man, and then he
howled.

| was about to turn back to the group, when in the back of my mind | felt the stirrings of amemory.
Concentrating on it, it dowly blossomed into afull-blown recollection. It was from the last day of my
weeks of ingtruction with Morty. We sat at the counter at Nathan's, eating hot dogs. It was midsummer,
overcas,, in the middle of the week. The crowds had stayed away in droves, and the park was amost
deserted. There was abreezerolling in off the ocean, and rain wasimminent. Morty, still dressed in his
swami getup, turban and digper, fingered apile of sauerkraut to his mouth and wiped hishandson a

napkin.

"| gave you the books, right?' he asked. He'd lent me his Hindu texts, trandations of holy books | wasto
scour for incomprehens ble phrases that would dazzle Western minds.



| nodded.

"Y ou got the turban?’

| nodded.

"Y ou're working on the voice? Let me hear something,” he said.

"May Shivadancelike aflameinyour heart,” | said, in the rigid-tongued, singsong method that he'd
taught me.

Heamiled. "Y ou're aswami's swami."
| laughed.

"Okay, kid, hereésthelast thing I'm gonnatell you. Maybeit's the most important." He reached over and
gave me a gentle dap on the cheek, something he did often when teaching me. At first I'd been angry at
these intrusions on my persona space, but over time they'd become for me like pats on the back. "I hope
al of thisnonsense helps you out, but you've gotta promise me one thing. Never forget who you redlly
are. What we're doing here is actually an abomination. Were not swamis, we're the siwamis of peoples
imaginations, swami knockoffs out for abuck. For us, the turban's ajob, you see? Always remember
that." Helaid three quarters on the counter and hopped off his stool. | stood up next to him.

"Thanksfor everything,” | told him.

He reached up and swatted me again across the cheek, but thistime harder than usua, so that it stung.
"Adios, Diego," he said. Ashewaked away there was acrack of thunder, and it instantly started to
pour. | glanced up at the sky, and when | looked back, he'd vanished.

"Thanks, Morty," | whispered to the corpse and then leaned over and lightly petted Wilma's hood. |
turned away from the coffin and went to sit with a dozen people discussing some intricate con Schell had
worked when he was younger. It involved ahansom cab, a cop, and ared baloon filled with helium, but
| wasn't ableto pieceit together. Every oncein awhile, one of them would cal back to Schell, who sat
by himsdlf inthelast row of chairs, "What was the take on that little mission, three grand?’ or, "The bull
was McLaren, wasn't it?" and I'd see him force asmile and nod. In another small group, Antony was
regding three women with hisexploitsin the traveling carniva trade, specificaly hisact inwhich he
stopped acannonball with hisgut.

| dipped away and went to join Schell. Neither of us spoke for afew minutes. Findly, | asked him how
long hed known Morty.

"Long time," he said. "When | was akid and my father would be gone for days on end, Morty let me
come and stay at his place. I'd deep on his couch, and held have Wilmado tricks for me. Sometimes
he'd read me a book."

"Hewasgood,” | said.

"They'redl good," he said, nodding at the assembled mourners.

Time passed and people started heading out. Antony approached and leaned over us. "Boss," he said.



"Do you mind driving home? | think I'm gonna tick around and spend some time with VVonda over
there”

"Who'sVonda?' asked Schdll.

"Y ou know," Antony said, pointing backward with histhumb, "the Rubber Lady. We're gonna go and get
afew cocktails."

“The Rubber Lady?" asked Schell.

"Hey, she'sgot afriend,” said Antony. ™Y ou should join us. We can put the kid on atrain, and he can
catch acab from the station.”

"Thanks, but | think I'll pass," said Schell.

Antony leaned even closer to Schell and | heard him whisper, "I hear she'sa sword swallower."

Schell begged off, and soon after, he and | said our good-byes and Ieft. On the long drive home, he said
nothing. Later that night, as| lay in bed nodding off to deep, | heard the strains of melancholic music
drifting down the hal from Schell's room.

| was awakened the next morning by the sound of Antony'svoice, ydling, "Come off it," and redized
Schell must have just informed him that he would be playing MaParks. | got dressed and went out to the
kitchen.

"Thiswas your doing, you little pissnob," said Antony as| entered the kitchen.

"What?' | said but couldn't hold astraight face.

"Old lady Parks" hesaid.

"Typecasting,”" said Schdll, who looked asif he hadn't dept dl night.

"I heard you yesterday, Antony," | said. "You said | wasagenius.”

"| takeit back," he said and got up to get himsalf a cup of coffee.

"How was the Rubber Lady?" asked Schell.

Antony poured cream and stirred. "My little pretzel? | told her about how | used to let cars run over my
head, and she was swept avay with me."

"A trueromantic," said Schell.

"I gpent three hourswaiting for the first train out here this morning. Didn't catch awink. I'm gonnahit it
forawhile

"I'll call you a one," said Schell. "We haveto go to the Sdvation Army and seeif we can find anice
dressfor you."



"Youtwo arejust jealous” he sad, leaving the kitchen.
"l have anew makeup for you to try," said Schell. "It glowsin the dark."

From down the hal, we heard, "I hate being dead people.”

MANY DOORSARE OPENED

Pathetic' might just have been an apt description of Parks's existence, for the night of the séance, when
we arrived, heinformed usthat he could find no one among his acquaintances or family who would
participatein it with him. It wasto be only Schell and Parks and mysdlf. Thisthen, asit looked from the
outset, promised to be the equivaent of shooting fishinabarrd. All the better, as| was somewhat
digtracted, hoping for another glimpse of Isabel, whom | hadn't been able to get off my mind sncewed
been there aweek earlier.

We met the tycoon in the same room his butler had led usto on our initia vist. After thenormal
pleasantries, Schell described the rules of engagement for calling forth the deed: bresthe deeply and
regularly so as not to hyperventilate; do not shout (it might scare the spirits away); keep your distance
from any visud or physical manifestation that might coalesce (to make contact with it could possibly be
fata); be solicitous of the dead (humor them); do not leave your seat unless otherwise ingtructed. Parks
nodded eagerly, obvioudy anxiousto get through the preliminaries and on with it. His voice had gone up
an octave or two, and he swung hislegs back and forth while sitting in histhrone.

We moved to the room that Schell and | had reconnoitered on our last visit, asmall drawing room on the
eastern Sde of themansion. It was at ground level and had apair of wide glass doorsthat gave aview of
alandscaped terrace with faux Greek statuary and a series of waist-high hedges. The room itself was
comfortable, not quite aslarge aswe liked but with a nice round wooden table and rafters over which we
could tossalinein order to levitate an object.

Before we began, as Schell lit the candle at the center of the table, Parks made arequest. "I don't know
if thisis possible or warranted,” he said, "but, please, Mr. Schell, if my wifetriesto...come through,
please do everything in your power to prevent it."

"l understand,” said Schell. "Her desth istoo closeto you right now."
"Something likethat," said Parks.

Schell nodded to me, anindication that | should turn off thelights. This| did while he assumed the
mediumistic state. WWhen he went under, so to speak, it was asight to behold. His entire body trembled,
eventualy giving way to what gppeared to be akind of living rigor mortis. The eyes turned upward so
that the pupils were hidden benesth lowered lids, and his mouth opened wide in agrimace. Parkswas
entranced by the performance, giving me the opportunity to tossalength of near-invisble thread, asmall
washer attached to the end to give it weight, up over arafter. Just asit cleared the beam and began its
descent, | took my seat and let loose a string of incomprehensible gibberish. Parks's attention now swung
tome, and asit did, Schell caught the end of the line and pulled it down next to him, whereit couldn't be
detected in the dim candlelight. When Parks turned back to look at Schell, he was again wrapped in his
rictus of spiritudity.
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Before long, there came from out of the darkness alow murmuring, the candle flickered asif caught ina
breeze, and sounds of weeping filled the air. Schell, far more expert at projecting hisvoicethan |,
covered the murmuring, and | was responsible for the weeping. Parks looked everywhere, up and down,
wide-eyed. When | rapped my toe against the bottom of the table, he nearly jumped out of his sedt.
Schell lifted hisarmsinthe air and said in alow, croaking voice, filled with urgency, "The gatesto the
other side open,” and a dozen pine whites suddenly appeared between his hands. They svarmedina
chaos of pale, fluttering wings above the table and then made for Parks, who'd aready been marked with

sugar water. The millionaire panicked and began swatting the air in front of him. Schell then had achance
to dip from beneath hisjacket and attach to the end of the line atoy bear weld picked up at the Salvation

Army.
"Georgie, Georgie," came avoice from above. "It'sme, your mother.”

"Mother?' said Parks. "'l can hear you." He raked hisfingersthrough hishair, and within seconds his eyes
glistened with tears. "Mother," he called, looking around the room feverishly.

As Parkslooked behind him, Schell blew afew grains of flash powder into the candle flame and there
was atiny, bright explosion in the middle of the table. Parks covered his eyes and when he looked again,
the bear hovered inthe air five feet above our heads.

"I've brought your bear, darling,” said the ghostly femae voice.

Parks began to stand, asif to grab for the toy, but | cautioned him, "Remain seated, Sir. To touch this
gpparition could mean your life."

He sat back down, but his hands remained thrust upward, the perfect image of a child begging to be
carried.

"George, I've been watching you."

"Yes, Mother," hesaid.

"Y ou've not been on your best behavior."

"l have, Mother. | have."

"No you havent. If you lieto mel'll go away."
"I'm sorry,” cried Parks, "please don't leave.”
"Carolineis here with me, George."

Parks groaned.

"She said you were unkind to her."

"l wasnt," hesaid.



"Good-bye," said the voice.
"All right, yes, | didn't like her. Shewastoo...forceful. I'm sorry."

"That's better, dear. To make up for it, | want you to be kinder to others. Treat the young woman | sabel
nicely. Sheworks so hard.”

"I'll raseher sdary,” sad Parks.

"That's an excellent sart. Be kinder to everyone, George. That way Death will treat you kindly whenit's
timefor you to make the voyage.”

"Yes" hesad, hisvoice and body trembling.
"I'm on the terrace, dear. Cometo the glassand | will et you see me, but you mustn't open the doors.”

Parks looked over a me. | nodded. He got out of his chair, and Schell and | aso stood. We moved
toward the glassdoors, | infront of Parks, and Schell bringing up the rear.

"Behold, sr, your mother's ectoplasmic form,” | said.

He stepped up next to me and pressed his face against the glass. Outside the wind was blowing through
the giant caks that bordered the property. There was ahdf moon that night, its pale light shining through
avery light mist. Standing behind one of the hedges, so that she was visble from thewaist up, wasthe
glowing form of MaPerks, agood dedl larger in death than life. She wore awide-brimmed hat as she did
in three of the photosin Parks's parlor, and stared directly at us. Through the glass, we could hear her
repesting the name " Georgie."

Parkslogt control and started fumbling with the knobs on the doors. | put my hand upon his shoulder and
cautioned him not to open them. He paid no attention to me, and | tried to restrain him long enough so
that Schell could get ahand on him. But Schell just stood there, staring at the glass, astrange ook on his
face, completely immobile. Then Parks rammed me with his elbow and sent me tripping backward onto
my rear end.

From where | lay on the floor, | expected to see Schell jump to action, but he didn't. Parks got the doors
open and dipped out onto the terrace. He ran toward the gpparition, screaming, "Mother!”

| scrambled to my feet just in time to see him reach the hedge behind which the ghost stood. Schell finaly
cameto and lunged forward out the door after him. As Parks reached out for the object of his affection,
his mother's spirit feinted to the Sde and threw aright cross. The punch caught him on the jaw and
dropped him, unconscious, onto the grass.

| reached the scene in time to see the ghost of Ma Parks, now grown to something well over six feet tal,
lumbering across the perfectly manicured lawn toward the circular driveway at the front of the house.

"Hdp melift him," said Schell.
Hetook thearmsand | the legs. There were a hundred questions | had concerning what had just

happened, but | knew to keep my mouth shut, not sure as to how deeply Parks was under. We managed
to get himinsde and lay him on adivan in the drawing room. As Schell tried to gently revive him, |



latched the glass doors and wound up the line we had used for the levitation. | left the bear at his spot on
the table, asort of party favor to make up for the séance having ended with him getting dugged. When |
was finished with these smdll tasks, Schell instructed me to turn the lights on and blow out the candle.
"He's coming around,” Schell whispered, crouching next to the divan.

| stood at a short distance and watched as Parks surfaced, calling for his mother.

"Liedill,” Schell saidto him."You'redl right. Y ouve had aphysical encounter with the void. Breathe
deeply.”

Parkss eyeswere wild, and he was agitated to the extreme. He flung hislegs over the sde of the divan
and sat up, rubbing hisjaw.

"I warned you not to make contact with the materialized forms of the dead,” said Schell, "and now you
seewhy.”

"Thevel must remainintact,” | said.

Parks camed down and winced as he touched his chin. "I'm okay," he said. "I gpologize for getting
carried away." He couldn't look directly at either of us.

"Window," he said, addressing me. "Theréswhiskey and atumbler in that smal bar in the corner. Please
pour meadrink."

"Ondoo, your excellence," | said as| moved to the task.

Schell stood and backed away from our patron.

"My mother hasn't changed in death,” said Parks. "She gill packsawallop.”

"One of the most remarkable vistations I've ever witnessed,” said Schell.

| brought Parks his drink, and he dashed it off in three gulps. He then handed me the glass and stood
unsteadily. It took afew secondsfor him to get his bearings, but then he saw the toy bear lying on the
table. Herushed to it, dmost losing his balance in the process. "L ook here," he said, "she'sleft it behind
for me." Hetook it up and held it cradled in hisarmslike an infant. ™Y ou know, Schell, | had absolutely

no recollection of thisbear until | saw it hovering in theair tonight. Then it dl came back to me.”

"Yes, Mr. Parks," said Schell, "thisis often the way. Many doors are opened when the dead pay avist.”

DUBIOUSRIGMAROLE

A mile down the road from the entrance to the drive that led into the Parks estate, Antony pulled off the
blanket that had concealed him and sat upright in the back seat of the Cord.

"Sorry | had to clip Georgie," he said, removing the powdered wig from his glowing head.
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"It was probably for the best," said Schell, the firgt utterance he'd made since wed gotteninthe car. |
could tell before we |eft the mansion that something was wrong with him. His not having reacted when
Parks opened the terrace doors was unthinkable. | was reminded of my statement to him afew days
earlier that he never made mistakes and now fdt badly, asif I'd jinxed him—a concept Schell himsdlf
would scoff at.

"Parks wants us back as soon as possble," | told Antony to assuage his guilt.
"There's something not Jake about that guy.”
"That's an understatement,” | said.

Schell spoke no morefor the entire ride home, and Antony and | both sensed it was better to leave the
slence done. When we arrived at the house, the boss said nothing but left usin the living room and went
down the hal to the Bugatorium.

"Is he pissed off & me?' asked Antony.

"No," | sad. "I think he's upset with himsdlf."

"What happened in there?' he asked. "All | saw was Parks come through those doors like gangbusters.”
"Once he saw you done up like the old lady, he knocked me over and was gone.”

"Where was Schell ?* he asked.

"Standing right there behind him, but it waslike he couldn't move.”

"That's not right.” He shook his head. "'I'm gonna get abath and get this crap off me," he said, referring to
the phosphorescent makeup we'd painted on hisface, neck, and arms.

Normally, I'd have wisecracked about his dress, but everything was off-kilter. Antony retired to his
room, and | went in search of Schell.

| found him in the Bugatorium, Sitting at the table amid his plants and beloved butterflies, abridge deck in
his hand and alarge Taygetis echo hovering above his head like some dark thought. He was repeatedly
doing one-handed cuts with the deck. | sat across from him, knowing full well that he would not spesk
for along time. I'd seen him like this before. He fanned the cards, closed the fan, and then subtly crimped
one. That card, the jack of spades, kept regppearing in al the tricks he ran through. The graceful
flourishing of his hands, and the popping, flipping, and sailing of the cards was hypnatic.

Just when | thought he might be winding down, another deck appeared asif out of thinair in hisfree
hand, and he now worked two decks with the facility that any normal sharp might only one. Hewas
completey lost to histhoughts, and | knew | might aswell go to bed. Sleegp didn't come easily that night,
for it was a certainty that something was very wrong.

| wasjust dozing off when | heard aknock on my door. The door opened, letting in adiver of light.
From the size of the silhouette, | knew it was Antony. He stepped inside and closed the door behind him,
bringing the darkness back.



"| redly botched it thistime," he said.
"What?"' | asked.

"When | was running for the car, the old lady's hat mustaflown off my head. | can't find it anywhere. Can
you imegine?'

"l wouldn't worry about it," | said. "Parks doesn't seem to be that with it. Evenif hefindsit, hell think it's
like the bear; agift from his mother.”

"l hope s0," said Antony. "Hey, how's the boss?*
"He'sin the bug room doing his card thing. Helll probably be et it al night.”

The next morning, Antony and | had already eaten breakfast and washed the dishes by the time Schell
appeared. He poured himsalf acup of coffee and joined us at the table.

"Get much degp?' asked Antony.

Schell shook his head.

"l guesswe redly mucked it up yesterday, huh?" asked the strongman.

"Onthe contrary,” said Schell, "I think we improvised like true pros. Y our downing Parks was actudly a
stroke of genius. Diego and | set it right with him, and dl'swell that endswell. Don't worry, you'll not get
out of reprising your role as his mother."

"Chrig," said Antony.

"Why wereyou so slent last night?' | asked.

Schell took asip of his coffee and then reached across the table to steal one of Antony's cigarettes. It
was arare happenstance when the boss smoked and usudly signaled something was awry. Helifted the
lighter, used it, and returned it to the table. After taking along drag, he seemed to compose himsalf
before answering. "Y ou two have to be honest with me," he said.

Antony and | both nodded.

"Wereyou playing agame with melast night?'

"What do you mean?' asked Antony.

"Don't get defensive,” said Schell. "I smply need to discount that possibility. Y esor no: were you two up
to some scam last night?'

"No," | said, and Antony said, "Never on ajob, Boss."

"As| thought," said Schell.



"Why do you ask?" | said.

"Because | saw something last night | can't explain,” said Schell. "I've gone over it and over itin my mind,
but there'sjust no explanation, unless of course Parkswas playing us, which | hardly would believe

possble”

There was a slence during which Schell took another drag of the cigarette.

"Well," said Antony, "are you gonnatell usor do we have to guess?'

"After Diego and | ran the levitation with the bear, and Mrs. Parks stopped by to gently tongue-lash her
son abit,” said Schell, "we got up and moved toward the glass doors to watch your command
performance amid the hedges. Diego was to the front and left of Parks as we approached, and | was
behind and to the right. Aswe came up to the doors, | distinctly saw, on the right-hand pane of glass, the
image of achild. It wasasif shewas insde the glass. About six or seven, somewhere around that age,
curly, chestnut hair, large eyes, wearing asmple dress with aflower pattern.” He stubbed out the
cigarette and rubbed his forehead with his opposite hand.

"What was she doing?' asked Antony.

"Just standing there, looking at me," said Schell, avacant ook in hiseyes.

"Eerie" | sad.

"She remained there until Parksfinaly flung open the doors and took off after Antony. How do | explain
that?' he asked.

"Now | know why you didn't react,” | said.

"It'sreally no excuse," said Schell, shaking his head. "I should have stayed with the job at hand, no matter
what."

"So what do you think it was?' asked Antony.

Schell shrugged.

"Maybewith al of our séance business we actudly caled over aghogt,” | said.

"It'samost too easy to believe that,” said Schell, "but | don't buy it. There are no such things as ghosts.
Houdini may have been someone who could have made life very difficult for usif hed ever caught wind
of our operation. But | haveto say | had the utmost respect for him, because he wasright: the spiritudist
phenomenonisal deight of hand, relying one hundred percent upon gullibility. | dare say it doesn't end
there, but you can throw in religion, romantic love, and luck aswell. No, thiswas something ese."

| wastimid about bringing it up, but | offered, "Maybe your mind played atrick on you."

Schdll turned, and | thought at first he was going to rebuke my suggestion, but instead he said, "1've
consdered that. It ssemsthe only thing possible”

"Look," said Antony, "weve done adozen jobsin the last two months. That's an awful lot.”



"True" sad Schell.
"Hows about avacation?' said Antony.

"Not abad idea," said Schdl, "but it seemsrather crimind to take avacation in themidst of a
depression.”

| threw caution to thewind and said, "By depression, you mean the economic crisis or your own?"
Antony winced and said, "Oo-faa."
"Crids, me?' said Schell, wearing an expression of incredulity.

"Boss," said Antony, "I wouldn't have brought it up, but now that the kid's mentioned it...He'sright,
you've been dogging around here like some kind of ghost yourself lately.”

Schdll reached over to pat me on the shoulder. "I confess,”" he said, turning his gaze toward the table. "I
know what you're saying. Things have been very...how shdl | put it?...sodden for melately. | can
explanit lessthan my seeing theimage of thet girl."

"How about we go to the city, like in the old days, get a couple of rooms at the Waldorf, catch a show,
meet some ladies, grab arasher of cocktails? The kid can stay here and keep an eye on the butterflies.”

"Hey," | sad, "how come | haveto stay home?"
"There could be some dubious rigmarole,” said Antony.

"Let methink about it," said Schell.

INNOCENT

| nthe days that followed, | made it my mission to get to the bottom of Schell's predicament. This, of
course, was easer said than done. Wandering around like a somnambulist, he skipped meals, dept late,
and forsook his usud work of perfecting new seance techniques. The classica dirges never sopped
flowing from his Victrola. More than once | found empty wine bottlesin the kitchen garbage. Whatever
time he did spend employed in some conscious task was spent in the Bugatorium, away from Antony and
me.

| knew | couldn't get him to discuss hisfedings (1'd have had more success with Wilmathe snake were
she dill dive), and whenever through the years1'd tried to get him to talk about his past, held dwaysdyly
change the subject. Instead, | decided to pump Antony for information, thinking that the key to the
trouble lay somewhere back in the caterpillar stage of Schell'slife. It made senseto methat the grim
agpect that had recently emerged and spread its dark wings had its origin sometime in those early years
before | knew him. Otherwise, | was sure I'd have understood. | didn't agree with Antony's assessment
that it had to do with the " unhonestness” of our present occupation. 1'd read Freud just the previous year
and rather believed the i ssue was something more fundamental.
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On the third day following our engagement with Parks, | asked Antony to take awalk with me. Schell
was holed up with his butterflies. We left the house through the back door and struck out on the path that
led through thick woodsto acliff overlooking the sound. | carried a notebook and pencil with me. He
was amused by my earnest nature, but | didn't care.

"Who are you, Walter Winchell?' he asked.
| cut him alook, and he knew from then on | meant business.

We cameto the end of the trail—an awe-inspiring vista.of the sound framed by two huge oak trees, their
gnarled roots growing out of the cliff-sideinto thin air. He sat down on afdlenlog and lit acigarette. |
took up apostion on aflat rock some few feet across from him. It was a clear, windy day. Branches
swayed and leavesfell around us.

It had struck me at the wake, when Schell had told me asnatch of how Morty had taken him in from time
to timewhen hewas akid, that | had never heard the story of hisearly years.

"I'll tell youwhat | know," said Antony, "but I'm not saying it'sthe truth. Schell'sa strange cat. The man
has secrets.”

| nodded.

"Okay," hesaid, "here goes. What | know ishewas born in Brooklyn, | think. His mother died when he
was a babe—two, three maybe. Only kid. His old man was a piece awork, agambler. I'm not just
talking like a poker game here and there, | mean aread gambler, ashark and asharp. A legend with the
cards. Y ou see the stuff that Schell does with adeck? Child's play compared to what his old man could
do. | never saw it, but it was said he knew how to throw a single card with such force and accuracy, it
could pardyze aman.

"I'd heard his name before | even met Schell. Magus Jack was what they called him. He did some
deight-of-hand stuff too, worked asmooth con from time to time, would bet on just about anything,
knew everyone from Legs Diamond to Immy Walker when they were dl on the way up.

"So he had thiskid. He took good care of the kid. Everything was dicker than snot on adoorknob until
he got involved in one particular con. | don't know, | think him and a couple of other guysweretrying to
blackmail this businessman. They set him up with ayoung down-and-out actressthat they hired. The
usua—caught him up in acompromising Situation and then threstened to have the tart spill to the guy's
wife. It waslow stuff, not the kind of thing that Magus Jack usudly got involved with. Stupid. | don't
remember the details, but it ended with this milquetoast businessman going on arampage and shooting
the young actress, the wife, and himsalf to finish it off. A fucking bloodbath. Now, amost nobody knew
Magus Jack was behind it, but he did. He was offstage, so to speak.

"Anyway, after that disastrous con, Magus Jack started to dip into the bottle, if you know what | mean.
The kid was older now, maybe around eight, and the old man would take off and leave him in the
gpartment for a couple adays at atime. Whenever Jack would return, he'd make amends by spending
time with the kid, but instead of going to abal game or something normal, what he did wasteach the kid
how to work the cards. Instead of taking the kid to church on Sunday, he'd take him out to the park and
show him how to con people.



"By the time hewastwelve, Tommy was basicaly on hisown, running the sreets, involved in dl kindsa
cons and games and shenanigans. That's around the time that he met Morty. | think he tried to scam him
on the street one day with athree-card monte or something, and Morty just took him apart. But Mort
saw potentid in the kid and took him under hiswing somewhat. The old man came homelessand less
and the kid was|eft more and more on hisown until he was paying for the gpartment himsdf and living
therelikeit was his own place when he wasfifteen.

"I know he's not realy your old man, but he might aswell be. HE's got abrain like you do, you know, for
book study, and it was Morty turned him on to books. Mort was akind of scholar, | guess you could
say. Schell taught himself everything he knows. | think he only got up to about thefirst year in high school
and then bagged it. But when he was seventeen, around there, he got himself hooked into some deep
trouble. | don't know what it was, but the cops had the nippers on him, and he was drug before ajudge.
The judge gave him achoice: join the service or gotojall. So, the army not being good enough for him,
he joined the marines and went to war.

"He wound up in France and saw the redl shit. | know for afact he was at thisfamous béttle at a place
cdled the Baleau Wood. | met aguy who knew him then, was there with him. The Germanswere held
up in thiswood, and the good guys didn't know how much firepower they had. They couldve just shelled
the whole thing to splinters but they didn't. Tommy's regiment, division, whatever it was, was made to
charge the wood across awhest field. The Hunsjust tore them to ribbons with machine guns. | heard it
was the worst beating we took in the war.

"Schell survived and came back hometo find that his old man waskilled, rubbed out by some shady
characters he got involved in a card game with. Magus Jack was a has-been by then, squeezed through
the end of awhiskey bottle. He got doppy and took these mooks dough too fast. They caught him
crimping cards, put abullet in hishead, and threw himin the East River. I'll say no more about this but
that Schell later caught up with them and settled the score.

"Afterward, he figured for awhile he needed a bodyguard. Hal, you know, the dog man, sent him to me.
| waslooking to get out of the strongman trade. Y ou can only have so many cars run over your head
beforeit gets tiresome. | couldn't bring mysdlf to bend another iron bar with my teeth, but | didn't mind
busting headsif | had to. That's easy, dmost a pleasure sometimes. So me and Schell hooked up,
became partners sort of and worked together ever since. How's that?!

| looked down at my notebook and realized | hadn't written aword. Antony's recounting of Schell'slife
had been as complete as | could ask for, but nothing in it, although it was turbulent, led me to see why
held envison alittle girl on the pane of aglassdoor.

"Thanks" | said.

"What'syour diagnosis?’ hesad.

| shook my heed, "I'm more confused than before,” | told him.

He amiled and lit another cigarette.

"What about the butterflies?" | asked.

"Who thefuck knows?" he said. "The guy likes butterflies.”



"Theré'sgot to beareason,” | said.

"Yeah," said Antony, getting up. "'Cause he does. Come on, kid, | gottaget back and start dinner. I'm
making stew tonight. No comments, please.”

"I'm glad to find out about him. | never knew that stuff, but | thought it would tell me something about
why he's down now."

"Look, Diego," he said, putting ahand on my shoulder aswewalked along. "Thisain't fucking geometry.
It makes sense that when he goes loopy he sees akid. He had no childhood. That'swhy hetook you in.
Why's aguy without awife, acon man no less, take in aMexican kid off the street? He's making up for
what his old man didn't do. Makes sense, right?"

"It does, actualy," | said.

"When you see things, when your eyes play tricks on you, what you see iswhat you want. Maybe Parks
isascrewbdl, but in away Schell wants his mother too. Or at least he wants his childhood, get it? He
grew up hard and doesn't believe in anything but the con, or so he says. He's taken people six waysto
Sunday for years. So he seesalittlegirl. What'salittle girl?!

"What?' | asked.

"Innocent,” hesaid.

"Antony," | said, "you should moveto Viennaand hang ashingle”

"Hang my ass" hesad.

EXCEEDINGLY STRANGE

T here'sacertain species of parasitic wasp that attachesitself to the hind wings of female butterflies
When those femaeslay eggs, the minuscule moochers disengage and drop onto the nascent clutch to
feed. The North Shore of Long Idand, with its mansions and fabulously wedthy citizens, the Vanderhilts,
the Coes, the Guggenheims, was like some beautiful butterfly, floating just above the hard scrabble life of
most Americans after the crashin '29. We, of course, were the parasitic wasps, thriving upon the golden
grief of our betters.

As Schell had explained, "To our benefit, death isn't affected by an economic failure, and it never takesa
holiday. In addition, a bereaved rich man is easier to con than apoor one in the same condition. A poor
man, straightaway, understands death to beinevitable, but it takes arich man sometimeto seethat the
end can't be circumvented with the application of enough collaterd.”

| consdered this equation as | watched, from the train window, the passing signsthat held the names of
those towns comprising that stronghold where therich hid out against a spreading plague of poverty.
There had even been news recently of foreclosures among some of the dite families, but there was il
plenty of affluence to sustain three enterprising parasitesthe likes of Schell, Antony, and myself.
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It might have been true that Degth never took aholiday, but we were. To his credit, Antony had been
persstent with his suggestions of aweek off in the city. Schell vacillated, unable to make a commitment.
He was obvioudy weary from whatever emotiond or intellectud issue hed been obsessing over for the
past few months. The death of Morty had hit him hard. Still, he'd continued to take callsfrom new marks
for séances and used the list of prospective patrons as his main defense againg getting away.

"What'sthe rush?' Antony had asked. "It's not like the dead are going anywhere in the next week."

Schell dmost lost histemper one morning in the face of the constant barrage and then threw hishands up
and agreed to two daysin New Y ork. Antony knew to take what he could get, and even said okay when
Schell insisted that | be dlowed to come along. The butterflies would survive on their own for forty-eight
hours. Once it had been decided we were going, we had to move quickly before he changed his mind.
I'd dressed in my Indian traveling garb—high-collared shirt, mystica medalion of the many-armed Shiva,
baggy pantaloons, and sandals. | gave the turban arest.

Schell sat next to me on the aide, dozing, and Antony took up his own segt directly facing us, reading an
old newspaper someone had left behind on an earlier journey.

With a sudden start, Schell roused and sat forward, asif waking from anightmare. He shook his head
and then dowly eased back into the set, rubbing hiseyes. "What e seisin there?' he asked Antony. "
haven't bothered with a newspaper in days."

Antony kept scanning whatever it wasthat had his attention and at the sametime said, "L ooks like we're
headed for a'Y ankees/Cubs series. Otherwise, the usud bullshit.” Then he looked up and said, "Let'sgo
seethe Marx Brothers new one whilewerein town.”

"What'sthe name of it?" | asked.

"Horse Feathers," sad Antony.

"Sounds enlightening,” said Schell.

"I know, Boss, you're holding out for Marlene Dietrich.”

Schell gave awesk smile.

"I want to go see Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde," | said.

"Fredric March downsthe gigglejuice and turnsinto me," said Antony. "Forget that.”

Schell turned to me. "Did you cancel your tutoring gppointments?’ he asked.

| nodded. "All but Mrs. Hendrickson, she doesn't have a phone.”

"That should be good for ahdf hour of admonition next week," he said.

"Mrs. Hyde," said Antony and grimaced. He turned the paper over, folded it, and went back to his
reading.

| was about to fill Schell in on the work she'd been having me do, Chaucer in Middle English, when he



lunged forward and snatched the paper out of Antony's hands and brought it up closeto hisface.
"What gives, Boss?' said Antony.

Schell shook his head and held one hand up to silence us. It was obvious he was heatedly reading some
article. Antony looked at me with aquizzica expresson. All | could do was shrug.

Eventually Schell turned the paper around and held it out to show us. He pointed at a photograph on the
sde of the page he/d been reading. He was as pale as when he'ld go under in his medium trance, and his
hand trembled dightly.

"Theresheis," hesad.

It was abright day, and the light coming in the train window obscured my view withitsglare. Both
Antony and | leaned forward, amost touching heads.

"Thegirl," said Schell, tapping hisfinger againgt the paper. "The girl intheglass.”

| only caught abrief glimpse of the child held described seeing at Parks's place—the dark, curly hair, the
floral design of the dress—before he turned the paper around again and began reading aloud to usin an
urgent whisper.

"The serene North Shore borough of Wellman's Cove has been devastated by the recent disappearance
of seven-year-old Charlotte Barnes, daughter of that town's most distinguished couple, Mr. and Mrs.
Harold Barnes.

"On Wednesday, September twenty-first, the child waslast seen some time after one P.M. inthe
afternoon, playing in the garden of the family estate. She did not respond when cdled in for dinner at four
P.M. It was soon determined that she was missing. Local police were called and the grounds and house
were thoroughly searched to no avail. On the following day, aparty of concerned citizens continued to
comb the nearby woods and shoreline for signs of young Charlotte.

"At the time of her disappearance, she was wearing ayellow dress, black shoes, white socks and had
gold dlipsin her hair. Sheis gpproximately four foot tal with brown hair in pigtails, green eyes, and a
missing front tooth. Should you see a child fitting this description, please contact your local authorities.
"Harold Barnes, wdl-known shipping magnate, is offering aszable reward for information concerning his
daughter's whereabouts. He could not be reached for further comment. The community's hopeisthat the
child haswandered off and will soon be found and reunited with her family."

Schdll finished reading, sat back, and stared straight on.

"How?"' | asked.

Antony reached over and dipped the paper out of Schell's hand. He turned it and looked at the
photograph.

"Exceedingly srange," said Schell.

"Does this mean the kid's dead?' asked Antony.



"How old isthat paper?' asked Schell, suddenly becoming animated.

Antony unfolded it and flipped to the front page. "Four daysold," he said.

"Wewere a Parks place five daysago,” | said.

"Yes" sad Schdll, "the twenty-second.”

"A ghogt?' asked Antony.

"I'm not certain of anything,” said Schell. "But I mean to find out. What's the next stop?”
"Jamaica," | sad.

"I hate to disappoint you fellows, but I'm getting off there and turning back. Y ou two can go on to New
Y ork without me."

"Comeon, Boss," said Antony. "You need arest.”

"No, no, no," said Schell. "I'm heading back. | have to make an appointment to see Mr. Barnes."

"Y ou're not going to take this poor bastard now, with his daughter missing,” said Antony.

"Onthe contrary,” said Schell. "I'm going to try to find her."

“I'min," | sad.

"Freeof charge" said Schell.

"Threewords| never thought I'd hear you say," said Antony.

"I've got to get to the bottom of this" said Schell.

"Okay," sad Antony, "what the hell "

We got off at Jamaicaand toted our luggage over to the eastbound track. While we waited for the next
train, Schell paced impatiently up and down the platform. Antony and | sat on abench. When Schell was
some distance from us, the big man leaned toward me and said, " So much for our head shrinking, kid."

| didn't answer as my mind was caught up in the notion that Schell's occult experience offered possible
proof of an afterlife. The fact that there might actually be another side from which the dead might travel,
and that we had played so fast and loose with it, didn't bode well for our eterna souls. Antony's thoughts

must have been running aong the same path, because when | asked him for acigarette, he actualy gave
meoneand litit.

THE CHEATERS
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H arold Barneswasn't an easy man to get to see, even if you wanted to offer your services"free of
charge." Schell had called the estate but got no further than a secretary, who had curtly informed him that
Mr. Barnes was not available for comment or interview. He admonished himself afterward for not
thinking through the Stuation. "The pressismost likely hounding the family at every turn. | let my
eagerness get the better of me," he admitted. ""From now on, | haveto treat our efforts as acon, even
though delusion's not the god here.”

Antony and | were dispatched on aresearch misson. We drove into Jamaicato the offices of the
Republican Long Island Farmer, where Peewee Dunnit's sister, Kate, worked asaclerk in thefile
room. Antony dipped her twenty dollars, and she dipped him the newspaper's dossier on Barnes.
Usudly when we tapped her for afile, sheld let us haveit for aday or two, but with the millionaire's
daughter missing, it wasin hot demand by their own reporters. We could have one hour with it before it
had to be returned.

We staked out atable in adiner around the corner from the paper, ordered coffee, and set about
consuming and recording as much pertinent information as possible. It was athick file, as Barneswas
well-known; even if we had al day with their file, it would be difficult to decide which pieces of
information were relevant to our investigation. What we might consider inconsequentia, Schell could
possibly snatch up and spin into gold. We had to work fast, with a scattershot method, and merely hope
for the best.

For eye work thisimportant, Antony wore what he referred to as his"cheaters,” apair of black,
horn-rimmed glasses that held swiped, years earlier, from someone obvioudy on the verge of blindness.
The scratched lenses did nothing more than magnify things ten times—not the least hisown eyes.
Whenever we'd chance to look up from our work at the sametime, I'd get a start from the sight of those
two huge peepers, big as pandes, staring at me. With mein my turban and him looking like a
three-hundred-pound, six-foot-four owl, no one bothered us while we worked.

Werifled madly through the stack of clipped articles, typed sheets, photographs, jotting down snippets of
information. The minute hand on the big clock above the grill moved like a thoroughbred on the back turn
as | noted information about Barnes's shipping business, his political ffiliations, the movie sarswho'd
visited his home, the charitable contributions held made. From what 1'd uncovered, he seemed likea
typica member of the American aristocracy, yet somewhat more staid than his Gold Coast compatriots.

Only five minutes before we had to return the dossier to Kate, Antony looked up, fixed me with that
gigantic sare, and said, "Wegot him."

"How?' | asked.

"I'll tell youinthecar," hesad.

We shuffled the |oose pages together in as close to the order as wed found them, and | lifted the stack
and banged it twice to even it out. Antony took fifty centsfrom his pocket and threw it on the table.
Whipping off his cheaters and stowing them in hisinsde jacket pocket, he said, "Let's blow."

| had to wait until hed emerged from the newspaper building to get the dope on his catch. He returned to
the car with abig smile on hisface. Ashe got in behind thewhed he said, "I told Kate we might want
another twenty-dollar peek at that file."

He gtarted up the Cord, and we pulled away.



"What did you find?" | asked.

"Kid, I'mgood,” he said. "Nothing escapes the gaze of the cheaters.”

"Okay, you'regood,” | said.

"Guess who stayed with Barnes when he visited the U.S.?" he asked.

"l giveup."

"None other than A. Conan Doyle."

"Theauthor?"

"Yegh"

"Sowhat?'

"The guy's afird-class spook booster, atrue believer. Fagries, ghosts, spirits, séances, psychics, you
nameit, hell believeit. Y ou could serve him the holesin doughnuts. | found an article about Conan
Doylé€'s stay with Barnes, which noted that they share an interest in spiritualism. Barnesisamark.”

"That's good to know, but how'sit get usinto see him?' | asked.

"Thisisthekicker. Another article from afew years ago mentions Barnes and hisfdlow Harvard dumnus
and closefriend...guesswho?"'

"Parks" | said.

"Hey..." hesaid and turned so quickly to look at me, the car swerved momentarily into the oncoming
lane.

"Watch theroad,” | told him.
"How'd you know?" he asked, steering back into our lane.
"I saw adiplomafrom Harvard on Parksswall when we were there the first time. | just guessed.”

"Y ou're becoming more like the boss every day," he said. He shook his head and then added, " So we get
Schell to talk to Parks, who gets on the blower to Barnes and putsin agood word for us. Bingo."

"That might actudly work," | said. "Nicefishing."

"Nothing escapes,” said Antony. "Nothing."

Even though Schell wished we'd had more time to gather basic information, he was pleased with our
work and agreed that Antony's plan was sound. | listened in as he put the cdll through to Parks.

Witnessing Schell get hisway with words was like watching aknife thrower plit ahair at twenty yards.
He peppered his spiel with mentions of Parks's mother and how much she'd no doubt appreciate seeing



us help poor Barnes. By the time Schell was done, Parks would have called the emperor of China.on our
behdlf.

Thenwewaited. A day passed, and we checked the papersto seeif there had been any break in the
case. The search parties continued, the police were till on the job, but the girl had not surfaced, dead or
dive. Schell pored over the meager information we'd brought him, and to see what he could turn up, he
put in some callsto friends of hiswho traveled in high society. He was curiousto find out if our subject
had any shady dedlingsand if his marriage was sound. From al accounts, Barnes, though filthy rich,
seemed to be astraight shooter

On the afternoon of the second day, Schell and Antony were out getting the local papersand I'd just sent
Mrs. Hendrickson on her way after abrutal session focusing on my Middle English pronunciations, when
the phone rang. | ran through the kitchen to the office and grabbed it on thefifth ring.

"Hdlo," | said, out of breath.

There was sllence, and | thought for amoment that 1'd been too late. Then asoft voice said, "Hola" A
pause followed. "Do you know who thisis?"

Therewas avagueflutteringin my chest. "Yes" | sad.

"Y ou left something behind when you were herelagt,” she said.

"A sombrero?' | asked.

g

"Have you shown it to anyone else?" | asked.

"Solamente |os fantasmes,” she said.

| forced alaugh.

"Si lo quieres, ven estanoche. Eleven o'clock on the beach behind the mansion.”

"What'll happen if | don't show?" | asked, but she'd already hung up.

THAT'SWHAT HAPPENSAT NIGHT

At ten o'clock that night, Antony went down the hall to the Bugatorium, knocked on the door, and
caled, "Boss, me and thekid are going out for adrive. | gotta get some smokes. Do you want to go?"'

We were hoping held stay put, because all Schell would have needed was onelook at usto tell we were
up to something. Luckily, he called out, as| had surmised hewould, "No, I'd better not in case Barnes
triesto contact us."

| wasn't hgppy about hiding our venture from Schell, but Antony was dead set on him not finding out
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about the hat. " Schell doesn't look kindly on screwups,” was how held put it to me.
"He screwed up himsdlf that night,” | said.

"Youdont getit, kid," hesaid. "I'll take you over there. Y ou get the hat from the girl and well be back
here before anybody knowswhat's up.”

| went dong withit, hating to see the big man in aquandary.

Antony knew of aspot along the North Shore, close to the Parks place, where there was amunicipal
Stairway that led down from the cliffsto the beach. All of the estates had their own private access, usually
protected by locked gates. The cliffs were an excellent security feature, and since most of the real estate
along the sound was privately owned, it was tough finding away onto the beach unless you wanted to
hoof it in from one of the more eastern towns.

At about ten-thirty, he pulled over at the Sde of aroad bordered by woods. Through the dark | could
just make out the head of atrail leading in among the trees toward the sound.

"Once you hit the beach, head west. Parks's place is about three-quarters of a mile down the beach,” he
said. "And for Christ sake, be careful on those steps.”

"You'regoing to wait for me, right?’ | asked.

"I'm gonnadrive up to Wintchell's speak, have abeer, get a couple of packs, and be back in forty
minutes. If I'm Sitting here al that time and a cop comes dong, they're gonna want to know what I'm
doing. So move your ass asfast as you can. Don't make me wait."

"It'sdark out there," | said.

"Y eah, that's what happens at night. Don't worry, the moon's out tonight. Once you get past the trees, it
won't be so bad.”

| sighed, shook my head, and got out of the car.
"Good luck," he said as| swung the door shut. Then the Cord pulled away and was gone.

Although the late September days had been warm, this night was windy and cool, astrong breeze
blowing in from the east. Laced in with the digtinctive aroma of the sound was that of true autumn. I'd
chosento leave dl of my Ondoo regdiaat home and dressin norma street clothes, the easier to movein,
and so as not to draw the derision of 1sabdl. It was her image in my mind that kept me forging on through
the pitch-black woods. Acorns dropped and small animals scurried through the brambles. If there were
such things as ghogts, thislonely tract of trees would have been a perfect place to meet one. | crept
along, spooked by every little snap and pop.

Antony wasright, as| gpproached the edge of the dliff, | could see moonlight shining amid the branches
of the pinesand oaks. When | findly broke free of the woods and stood at the head of the stairway,
leading down to the beach, | had aview of amilky white, full moon off to the east, a beacon reflected in
the choppy waters of the sound. | took the rickety wooden stairs, holding tight to the handrail and
braving the threat of splinters. The descent was steep, occasiondly broken by a series of landings after
each of which the steps changed direction in azigzag course.



Once| findly reached the beach, | breathed asigh of relief but realized, as| looked back up the rickety
dairs, what astruggle the return ascent would be. The wind was redlly whipping down there next to the
water. | looked around to find alandmark to fix the spot in my mind. If clouds should roll init would be
easy to missthe sairs. | saw, fifty paces or so off to the east, the rusting remains of an old buoy, tipped
at an angle and half-buried in sand. | made amental notethat if | passed it, | would know that I'd gone
too far. | turned west and started to walk.

The wide beach was littered with stones and broken shells, causing each footfall to sound asif | were
traipsing dong agravel path. | turned my thoughtsto Isabel and wondered why she'd asked me to mest
her. My speculations ranged from blackmail to the possibility that Schell wasright and sheliked me. |
rather hoped for the latter, as| had brought no money, and even though I'd only met her once, | found |
couldn't forget her.

I'd paced off what I'd thought to be alittle less than amile and then turned and surveyed the area. The
beach was wider now, and there were anumber of larger rocks and boulders at the base of the cliffs.
The moon till shone, dthough it gppeared smaller and wasrising quickly. Clouds were now intermittently
skirting by, obscuring it for aminute or two at atime. Its light showed me the way to the base of a set of
steps. | had no ideawhether they led up to the Parks estate or if 1'd overshot or underestimated my
destination. On closer ingpection, | found that the gate that barred entrance to them was swinging free, an
open padlock dangling from the hasp.

| fet atingling at the back of my neck as| dowly turned, peering through the shadows. In that second |
wondered how I'd let Antony talk meinto thisfoolishness. My anticipation findly got the better of me,
and | caled out in awhisper, "Hello? Isabal?' No sooner had | spoken than a pebble hit the rocks at my
feet. | spun around, but saw no one.

Then, from very close by, | heard, "Psst, Sefior Swami, over here.”

| was relieved to hear her voice, but when | looked in that direction, | saw only aclutch of boulders.
"Psst," sherepeated, and | turned my gaze upward to find her Sitting atop the tallest one, wearing the hat.
| walked over to stand beneath her. "Hola," | said.

"Sube," shetold me and pointed to asmaller boulder that led to alarger one, and then to her.

| climbed the rocks, dmost dipping on my last big upward step, and this drew alaugh from her.

"Nice running into you here," | said as| sat down, cross-legged.

" ¢Hastraido los fantasmas?' she asked.

"The ghosts were too afraid to follow me tonight. They heard | was coming to seeyou.”

She amiled as she removed the hat and handed it to me. Her hair, now unbraided, blew wild in thewind,
and | couldn't stop staring long enough to take the hat from her. She reached over and placed it on my
head.

"It looks better on you than on € gigante," she said.



"Antony?Y ou saw him?"

"From the upstairs window. | watched the whole thing.”

"l have one question,” | said. "Why are you helping us?'

"Not us," shesad. " You. We Hindus have to stick together.”

"Y ou were never convinced, even for asecond, by my turban?”’

She shook her head.

"When did you come north?" | asked.

"'In twenty-four,” shesad. "l waseight.”

"Thebig year," | said. "Metoo, but | wasnine."

"Wegot on abusin Ciudad Juarez," she said, "and it took usto Cdifornia. My parents went to work in
Parkss orchard out there. | was sent to the mansion to work in the kitchen. My mother died of typhoid.
My father was eventually repatriated. | was lucky, | suppose. When Parks moved here from Cdifornia, |
was brought aong.”

Themoonlight illuminated her face, and | could seethe sadnessiniit. "¢Y t0?" she asked.

"Welived in Mexico City, and my family survived the worst of the struggle—the shelling, Zapatals sege
of thecity, dl of it. Just when it seemed that things were looking up, my father was caught in an exchange
of gunfire between Zapatistas and Carranza's soldiers. He was on hisway to the market."

"How old were you?' she asked.

"Four. Later, when the border opened in twenty-four, my mother took me and my older brother,
Hernando, and we fled."

"You pick crops?' asked Isabdl.

"No," | said. "My mother wanted to go east, to New York."

" ¢Por quée aqui?*

"She heard farm labor was bad, that factory work was better. We got asmall gpartment in abuilding on
the East Side, no hest, and we had to boil the water that came from the pipes. We were only therefor a
month before she didn't return from work one day. No one knew what happened to her. Shejust never
came back."

"Y ou must have been scared,” she said.

"My brother and | were evicted and roamed the streets, eating out of garbage pails and scrounging
leftovers from the back doors of restaurants, begging change.”



She put her hand out and lightly touched the side of my face. " And the handsome man with the
mustache?'

"Hefound mein the street, unconscious,” | told her. "I'd been separated from Hernando, and | couldn't
survive without him. | passed out in the gutter one night, and Schell just happened to beinthe city ona
job. He took me home and raised me."

"Unmilagro,” shesad.

| nodded, clearing my eyes. It had been so long since I'd alowed myself to think about the past. All of

the considerable effort put toward my studies had been an attempt to eraseit. Sitting close to I sabel
made the early daysreturn, vivid and full of life, asif my memory wasaroom full of butterflies.

LIKE A GHOST

Y our Englishisperfect,” shesad.
"Better than my swami?'
She laughed. "Me da problemas.”

"Youdowel," | said. "l had private tutors. They came five days aweek. Schell told meif | wanted to
succeed here, | needed to get so good at the language that | could convince people that night was day."

"And that'syour life now," shesaid.

| nodded, lifting the hat off my head.

"What's your name?' she asked.

| told her.

"Siéntate ami lado, and well watch the water,” she said, patting the air beside her.

| moved closer to her and turned to look out over the sound. Her hair lightly whipped across my face,
carrying the vague scent of some spice. Leaning back, arms behind me and fingers braced againgt the
rock surface, our shoulderstouching, | wasin adaze. My head swam, | felt weak and therewas a

nervous energy in my chest. We sat for sometimein silence, and then she leaned against me.

"Parksis sending me back to Mexico in the soring,” she said. "The only reason he'swaiting isthat he
doesn't want to train someone new during the holidays."

"Why?' | asked, stting forward and dipping my arm lightly around her shoulders.

"Hisfriends have told him it's not right to have aMexican working for him. Y ou know, La Depresion, the
repatrigtion..."
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| wanted to say something to comfort her, but al | could offer was silence and afirmer grip.
"It'sfing" shesad. "l want to go back and find my father."

"In twenty-four they invited usto come, because they needed us. Now were vermin.”

"Un pais desconocido," she said and shook her head.

We sat very il then, watching the water and the moonlight upon it. Eventudly | remembered Antony
and the promise I'd made to be back within an hour. Saying nothing, | turned, kissed Isabel on the cheek
and got up. Shetook hold of my shirt before | could rise, though, and pulled me closeto her, kissing me
quickly onthelips. Inthat moment, | redized | had fdleninlove.

When | stood, | nearly toppled off the boulder and had to scrabble for amoment to right mysdlf. She
laughed. "I want to stay, but | can't,” | told her.

"Il cal you," she said.

"I'll come," | promised as | stepped down onto the beach. Filled with anew kind of energy, | sprinted for
adistance. Then missing her dready, | turned for one more glimpse. | scanned the dark beach but didn't
seeher. Findly, | caught sight of her white dress, glowing in the moonlight as she ascended, like aghost,
thelong flight of steps. | waved to her with the hat, but she couldn't see me.

| began to walk quickly, hoping | hadn't kept Antony waiting too long. A bank of clouds moved in,
obscuring thelight of the moon. My thoughts were gtill with Isabel, and memories of our street in Mexico
City mingled with my image of her. | trudged aong, awake but dreaming, until | heard avoice.

| started and looked toward the water's edge. There, | saw a cigarette ash go red hot for an instant, and |
redlized | was not alone on the beach. | stopped walking and listened. There were four or five shadows
moving, gathered around the larger shadow of what appeared to be a boat pulled up on the shore. The
sound of voices came more clearly to me now. | stayed very still, hoping they hadn't seen me.

Who they were, | had no idea, but | was certain | didn't want to be discovered. In amoment, my eation
over having kissed |sabel gave way to fear. | thought if | stepped carefully, making aslittle noise on the
rocks aspossible, | could get past them without their noticing me. After no more than ten steps, though,
the moonlight found a break in the cloud cover and bathed the beach inits glow. | panicked and began to
run, and the moment they heard my shoes on the stones, | heard one of them whisper, "Over there, get
him."

| brokeinto afull sprint, and above the sound of my own pounding heart, heavy breathing, and footfalls, |
heard my pursuers close behind me. There was no time to turn and see who was following, but from the
sound of it, | surmised there were at least two of them, maybe three. Now that | had been spotted, |
hoped the moon would continue to shine, as| could not pare an ingtant trying to locate the stairway
leading to my rendezvous with Antony.

| ran like arabbit, spurred on by fear, for at least five full minutes before | began to weaken. My legs
cramped, therewas apan in my side, and | gasped for air, but | pushed on asthey closed the gap
afforded by my head start. Then | saw ahead, along the shore, the outline of the white buoy | had noted
earlier. Withaquick cut, | turned in toward the cliffs, searching frantically for the sairway.



For afew moments, | ran with no destination in sight, merely guided by faith that | would find my escape
route. Another cloud covered the moon, and the beach was again plunged in darkness. Almost at the last
moment, | saw the steps running up the cliff face and made for them. One of the pursuers had broken
away from the others and was so close | could hear him panting behind me.

| reached the stairs and took the first ten stepsin three inspired bounds. | lingered on the tenth step, and
when | heard the wood of the stairs creak behind me, | turned, sat, and lifted my legs, drawing themin
toward my chest. He was a big man with wide shoulders, aknitted cap on hisbald head, and grasping
hands that appeared huge as they lunged for me out of the dark. That was al | saw of him, though,
because when | released my legs, the soles of my shoes hit him square in the face, and he tumbled
backward and away. | didn't wait to see where he landed but immediately rose and continued upward.

In the meantime, another of them had gained on me and was aready on the steps. The exertion of
stopping the lead fellow had sapped my strength, and with every step in the ascent, | lost ameasure of
speed. | wasliterally gasping now, and | thought my heart would explode. There was no choice, | had to
stop, if only for amoment to catch my breath. In doing so, | looked down and saw the second man just a
dozen steps below me. Luckily, he was also winded and had paused briefly.

During that respite | looked up and saw that | had only twenty stepsto go. | knew | could make it. One
more deep breath, and | plunged forward. | saw the trees of the woods above me, saw thefinal step of
the stairway, and felt anew burst of energy. That'swhen | dipped, lost my footing, and fell forward,
banging my shins and e bows on the hard wood. My stumble gave the man behind me just enough timeto
catch up.

Yes, | madeit to the top and onto the forest path before he caught me, but | wasn't too far in among the
trees before | was hit from behind. He lunged and managed to wrap hisarms around my ankles. The hat
I'd carried through dl of it flew out of my grasp, and the impact of thefal jarred me. Still 1 squirmed like
an animd to escape hishold. Managing to roll over and free one of my legs, | began kicking him as hard
andfast as| could.

"I'll kill you, you son of abitch," he groaned.

Onthelast wild kick, my shoe flew off and hit him in the face, and that was the moment of distraction |
needed to free my other leg and scrabble to my feet. | was off again, hobbling over sharp sticks and
stones littering the path. Then a gunshot sounded from afew feet behind me and | froze. When the echo
of the exploson died away | heard him say, "Move aninch and I'll drop you."

| turned to face him, bent in half, trying to catch my breath. He was only asilhouette, but most definitely a
slhouette with agun. Resting ahand against atree at the side of the path, he too was panting. "Over

here, Bill," he caled out, apparently signaling his position to hisfriend somewhere behind him.

Helifted hisgun arm and said theword "What...," but that was dl he said. A shadowy figure darted out
from behind the tree he leaned againgt. There was a heavy thud whose center was aquiet crunch of

bone, and my captor went down fast without so much as a peep. The large shadow moved toward me.

"Let'sget out of here, kid," it said.

"There's another one coming,” | told Antony.



"No thereisn't," he said.

DANCING IN THE DARK

B ootleggers," he said aswe took the road back to the house. He drove with the window open, flicking
ashesinto the night.

"What?' | asked.

"They're running booze in from Canada,” he said. "Probably somelousy grain they mix with juniper
berriesand perfume.”

" think they wanted to kill me."

"I doubt it," said Antony. "They don't need bodies. They wanted to know who you were. If they thought
you were afed, then they might kill you."

"Thanks" | sad.

"Hey, wheresthe hat?'

"Back onthetrail. | dropped it when the guy jumped me."
"Well, at least Parkswon't find it now. So, you saw the girl ?"

"Yeah," | said, and there must have been something intheway | said it because Antony hummed and
mumbled "Dancing in the Dark" the rest of the way home.

Schell waswaiting for usin the living room when we came in. He eyed me up and down once, focusing
on thedirt stains on my pants and shirt, my torn collar, my missng shoe. He didn't ask any questions but
merely raised hisright eyebrow.

| knew he was expecting an answer, and | was more than willing to tell him what had happened, but
Antony had sworn me to secrecy. Stammering, "l've got to get changed,” | quickly left the room and
went down the hdl, leaving it for the big man to sort out. Stopping short of my bedroom, | waited to hear
the excuse held concoct.

"| thought you were going for cigarettes,” said Schell.

"Well, Boss," said Antony, and therewas along pausein which | could dmost hear the gearsin that
enormous head dowly turning. "1 did get cigarettes, but the kid asked me to drop him off for an hour so
he could meet up with that girl he'd met at the Parks place a couple weeks ago."

"What wasit, a bare knuckle match?' asked Schell.

"You know," said Antony. "First date.”
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"It'sagaing policy to socidize with the clients” said Schell.

"Boss, she's Mexican. | thought it'd be good for him."

"Why didn't hejust tell me?

"Y ou're hisold man. No kid telstheir old man that kind of crap.”

Some time passed, and then Schell added, " She must be atough customer.”

"What could be better?' said Antony.

Schel must have known | was eavesdropping from the hallway because he called for meto comeinto the
living room. | hobbled in, one shoe gtill on my right foot. He pointed for meto take asest in the chair
opposite his. Antony was sitting on the couch, his elbows on his knees, his hands folded.

Schell leaned forward and rested his wineglass on the coffee table. "Gentlemen, we'rein business," he
said. | thought alecture would follow, but instead he told us that Barnes had caled and was eager to
meet us.

"When?' | asked.

"Tomorrow morning. Ten sharp. | think we should appear in force. So Antony, you'll wear the chauffeur
rig. Diego, you'll bein sivami mode, but let me do dl thetalking on this venture.”

"Have the police come up with anything?' | asked.

"Asfar ashe sad, nothing,” said Schell. "Tomorrow, after he meetsus, if he's convinced, he promised to
fill usinonthedetals.

"l hateto say it," said Antony, "but the girl's probably dead.”

"Why?"' | asked.

"Unless Barnestells us otherwise tomorrow, it's been too long atime without aransom demand,” said
Schdll. "If someone kidnapped her, there'd be areason, and usualy that's money, especialy with amark
like Barnes™"

"There could be another reason,” | said, not wanting to think of the girl having been murdered.

"Sim," said Antony.

"And," said Schell, "the chances are it was someone who knows her. That's just the odds. So keep your
eyes peeled when we get over there tomorrow. Watch the help, the wife, everybody's a suspect. Even
Barneshimsdf."

"WEell figureit out," said Antony.

"I don't take kindly to being apatsy for the spirit world,” said Schell. "Thegirl in the glass, when she
looked at me, it was dmost asif she was daring meto figure her out.”



Antony stood up and announced that he was turning in. As heleft the living room, walking behind Schell's
chair, he turned his head and winked a me, asmile on hisface. Hed sold me down theriver to hide the
fact that we'd gone out to get the hat, and | was somewhat upset with the story held told, but | had to
hand it to him, he wasn't abad con man.

| also stood up then, but the moment my rear end left the seat, Schell said, "Sit down.” | did.
"Y ou went to see Isabel tonight?' he asked.

"Yegh"

"Does Parks know?"'

"No, we met on the beach.”

Schell sat quietly, asif weighing thisinformation. When hefinaly spoke, histoneled meto believe hewas
overriding his better judgment. "Do what you have to do, but make sure he never hears of it."

"| undergand.”
"One mistake and we could be out of business," he said.

| nodded and then stood up to leave. As| passed by him, he reached out and grabbed my arm. "Do you
like her?' he asked.

"I likeher alot,”" | said.

"Good," hewhispered. He closed his eyes and sat there for a couple of seconds, holding my arm, before
findly letting go.

HUSH

H arold Barnes presented a more convincing Teddy Roosevelt then | did aHindu swami: blunt
mustache, squinting eyes behind round glasses, teeth like piano keys, stocky build draped in ablack suit.
He wasn't exactly a Rough Rider when it came to the personality though. It was easy to see how hard the
loss of hisdaughter had been on him. His complexion was ashen, and he more dragged himself around
than walked, asif he hadn't dept since she'd disappeared. Another man might have been frantic and filled
with anger, but Barneswas mild as alamb and spoke so low | often had ahard time hearing him.

Wewound up, after navigating the extensive halways of his enormous mangon, in asolarium on the
ground floor in the western wing. Barnes sat behind a desk and Schell and | on cushioned chairsfacing
him. Outside, the sun beat down on the last few rose blossomsin the garden his child had been snatched
from.

Schell made the introductions. There was dways a moment when he relayed my lineege to the clients
during which I held my breath and waited for asign that they'd bought our bill of goods. Many of them, |
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could tell, viewed me as some exotic but not very inviting necessity of Schell's occupation, sort of like
Morty's snake, but Barnes was truly interested and seemed pleased to have the input of the exotic East in
his corner.

"Mr. Barnes, we were devastated by the news of your daughter's disappearance and thought it only right
to volunteer our servicesto help locate her,” said Schell.

"Y ou comewith excellent credentids, Mr. Schell," he said. "George Parks, the widow Morrison, the
Vincents, Mr. Goshen, have dl vouched for your abilities and your professonaism. Y our concernis
appreciated.”

"When achild'swell-beingisat stake...," said Schell.

"How did you become aware of our Situation?" he asked.

"To tell you the truth, | was conducting a séance for Mr. Parks aweek ago, and your daughter'simage
came through to mein the midst of it. Thiswas before I'd even heard of her disappearance. When | read
the newspaper and saw her photograph, | realized sheld been caling out to mefor help.”

"Agonishing," said Barnes. "Do you think...?"

"I'm uncertain. I've received afew more vague signs, but | needed to come here and try to pick up her
vibration in order to get aclearer sgnd.”

"I can show you around, if you like" he said.

"That'll help meimmeasurably. I'd dso like you to tell me anything you know, including whatever the
police have discovered.”

"l will," hesaid.

"Theimages I'm receiving from the spirit world are suggesting to me that you have not been contacted for
aransom payment, am | correct?" asked Schell.

"That'sright,” said Barnes.

"I'll need alist of dl those who visited your home in the last month or so. Can you have that prepared for
me?'

"The police asked for the same thing. | can give you acopy.”

"Very good. I've had a premonition that your daughter didn't wander off but was abducted by someone
who knows you. In other words, | don't believe thisis an instance of arandom kidnapping.”

Barnes nodded.
"And | will need to meet your household staff."

“Verywdl."



"Onemorething...l ask that you not mention the assistance were affording you to the police, asthey're
suspect of our abilitiesand will most likely interferein our own investigation.”

"The police have been lessthan usdless" said Barnes, and for thefirst timel saw ahint of ire. "They've
come up with nothing."

"They'relimited by their reliance on the physical, whereas Ondoo and | take our cues from the unseen
universe," said Schell.

"Theresonly one demand | have, Mr. Schell," he said.
"Please" said Schell.

"I'll need you to work in concert with another gifted individud 1've hired. She'sa psychic, can foreseethe
future and look into the past. She'simpressed my wife tremendoudly, told her things about us and our
lives she would have no way of knowing. I'll introduce you to her in afew minutes. She'supstairswith
Helenright now."

"Wed be ddlighted,” said Schell, barely skipping abeat. Of course, he felt the opposite. Barneswould
never have noticed it asasign of distress, but | caught a minute downturn at the corners of Schell'slips.

"|sthere anyone you can think of who might wish harm upon your family?* asked Schell, quickly
recovering.

"Mr. Schell, I'min charge of enterprisestotaling in the millions. | have none of your specid ingght, but |
can assure you, | know my enemies better than my friends. They might try to beat meto aded, pull an
underhanded financid trick now and then, but thiskind of thing isfar too messy and, frankly, unnecessary
for them."

"Of course," said Schell.

Barnes then looked up and his expression softened. "Hello, dear, 1'd like you and Miss Hush to meet Mr.
Schell and hisassociate,” he said.

| turned to see the two women who had entered the room. The older woman, obvioudy Barnesswife,
was short with dark hair gathered into atight bun at the back of her head. Her eyes were ringed with
dark circles, and she appeared every bit asfatigued as her husband. She wore along, black shawl over
her shoulders and clutched the tails of it in balled fists. Behind her, though, like day following night, came
Miss Hush, dressed dl in white, her light blonde hair fanning out around her head like afrizzy aura. Her
complexion was nearly as pae as her ouitfit, and she wore akind of absentminded smile.

A dight ripple of consternation moved across Schell's brow, and | interpreted it as surprise that the seer
in question had not turned out to be someone we aready knew. It was obvious to me that he had never
heard of Miss Hush before, and that was odd, because between Antony and himself, they knew just
about every conin New Y ork.

Schdll stood, asdid I, and offered his hand to Helen Barnes while her hushand made the introductions.
The older woman did not release her shawl but bowed dightly and thanked Schell for coming. "I'm very
sorry about your daughter's disappearance,” he said. Then it was on to Miss Hush, who shook his hand
timidly and whispered agreeting | couldn't make out. Neither of the ladies bothered to take my own



offered palm, but that was not unusual. When Schell gave them the capsule review of my credentiasand
name, the younger woman stared with large eyes and said, "How wonderful."

Schell and | gave up our seatsto the women and each pulled another chair into the circle that formed
around Harold Barness desk. The millionaire cleared histhroat, and said, "Miss Hush here tells me that
she believes my daughter is still on Long Iand somewhere. Isthat not correct?' he asked.

"She'sclose by," said the pale young woman.

" She needs someone to take her around the locdl area, to pick up theimage more clearly,” Barnes said to
Schell. "I'd put my own driver at her disposd, but | need him herein case I'm caled for."

"l see" said Schell. "My driver, Antony, can take her around. Ondoo will accompany them aso. His
presence tends to open a clearer conduit with the spirit world. | think Miss Hush will find that hisclose
proximity will increase her abilities. In the meantime, 1'd like to stay here and see your daughter's room,
walk around outside in the garden, if that'sal right with you."

"Miss Hush?' Barnes asked.
She nodded.

"No sensein waiting to get started,” said Barnes. "Every minute is precious. Mr. Schell, make yoursdlf a
home. I'll et the staff know you are to have complete access to the entire estate.”

Weadll stood, save Mrs. Barnes, who, | just then noticed, had given herself up to silent tears. Her genuine
grief made me fed ten times the impostor. Her husband moved around from behind the desk and took
the seat next to her, wrapping an arm around her shoulders.

Schell and | werethefirst out of the room. Aswe walked the maze of hallways through the paatia house
back to its front entrance, the boss quickly whispered to me under his bregth, "Keep her in your sights
constantly. She'sawild card. | want to know everything she does.” | nodded, and then he dropped back
and waited for our passenger.

Asl| reached the Cord, Antony stood holding the door open on the passenger side. Eventually, Schell
and Miss Hush exited the house and walked down the drive to the car. She gathered up her dress but,
before dipping into the backseat, requested that she be allowed to ride up front. The big man opened the
front door, and she did in. Schell held the door open instead of |etting Antony close it. Antony then went
around, got in behind the whed, and started the car.

"Follow Miss Hush's directivesto the letter,” he said to us over the turning of the engine.

"Gentlemen," shesad, "please, cal meLydia"

"Thomas," said Schell and again shook her hand.

"Thomas, from what Mr. Barnes has told me of your reputation, you must aready be aware that the girl
isdead.”

"No," said Schell. "I hadn't picked that fact up.”



"l wouldn' tell Barnesand hiswife until wefind her."

"Naturdly," said Schell.

"Well find her, though,” she said. "I've seen it. Henry and young Diego herewill be with mewhen | do."
Upon hearing our real names, | squirmed alittle beneath my turban, and Antony's head whipped around.
"Y ou've done your homework," said Schell, smiling.

"Nowork at al," shesad.

Then he shut the door, Antony gaveit the gas, and we were off.

SLEIGHT OF MOUTH

T he Cord sat at the edge of afield that had been burnt brown by the summer sun and now was strewn
with falen leaves from the woods that bordered it in the distance. The sky was bright blue, and there was
acool and steady breeze. We had the windows rolled down, and both Antony and | sat in the front sedt.
The big man was smoking histhird cigarette snce wed stopped forty-five minutes earlier. Off to our |eft,
halfway acrossthefield, LydiaHush traipsed dowly in wide circles, talking to hersdf. It wasthe fourth
such stop weld made since leaving Barnes's place.

"Thisdetall'sasnooze and ahdf," said Antony, blowing smoke.

"Miss Hush's powers seem somewhat less than gtartling,” | said.

"Well, onething'sfor sure, not that we should talk, but that name's phony as athree-dollar bill."

"| thought it was poetic,” | said.

"Poetic, maybe. Phony, for sure. Besides that, though, Miss Hush is afine-looking woman, even if she's
got the complexion of asnowball.”

"She must live under arock," | said.

"Did you see the boss's face when she coughed up our real names?"

"I doubt she could see his surprise, because he covered it with that smile.”
"Y eah, the busnesssmile" said Antony. "Sleight of mouth.”

"Maybe hisbest trick," | said.

"Do you think she pulled that information out of adream?" he asked.

"I don't know. She seemslike she could either be acon or thered thing, if thereés any such thing asthe
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redl thing. Schell's pretty much convinced methereisnt.”

Antony blew asmoke ring, then flicked his cigarette butt out the window. "Once | waswith thistraveling
show in Georgiafor afew weeks, wrestling abear—"

"Herewego," | said.

"No, it'strue. The sorriest fucking bear in the world. It was sort of like rolling your grandmother, like
moving furniture. Had to quit; | felt sorry for the bear. Anyway, with that show, there wasthisold hag,
and | mean hag. She sat in atent and you went in and paid your dime and shed tell you your future. And
for an extranickel sheld tell you the day you were gonnadie.”

"Soundslikefun,”" | said.

"Weretaking thelondiest of occupations,” said Antony. "But in the short time | was with that crap outfit
two people actualy took her up on the nickel special. Onewas alocal guy in alittle town outside of
Atlanta. Shetold him he had two daysto live. Two days later, sure as shit, he'swalking home from work
and gets struck by lightning. Blood boils, head popslike agrape.”

"Shegot lucky,” | said.

"That's pretty damn lucky. Well, not for the guy. But there was another guy too. A midget who was with
the show. He went to see her after thefirst guy got hit by lightning. The midget's show name was Mg or
Minor. He dressed in amilitary outfit; was ared sdf-important little prick. The hag gave him adatein six
years. So what? Right? Who's gonnaremember that? But about maybe eight years later, | ran into Bunny
Franchat, the Alligator Girl, one of the most screwed-up-looking broads| ever knew, inacarniva in
South Jersey. Sheld been with the outfit in Georgiawhen | wasthere. We got to talking, and it came out
that the Mg or, who had thisMode T rigged so he could drive it stlanding up, went out one night, got
loaded, and ran himsdlf into atree. HE'd forgotten the prediction, but Bunny never did. It was the exact
day she predicted.”

| shook my head.

"There's more bullshit in heaven and earth, than you can dream up in your scenario,” said Antony.

"Wl put,” | said.

"Now," hesaid, "go out there and tell MissHushit'stimefor lunch.”

| adjusted my turban, opened the door, and got out. My legs were iff from gitting al morning, and it felt
good to be out of the car. | took my time crossing thefield. As| approached, she turned to face me.

"Areyou feding anything, MissHush?' | asked as| drew near. | didn't bother with the Indian accent,
since she dready knew who we were.

"Cold," shesaid, and | could see shewas shivering dightly.
"Does that mean we're close?' | asked.

"No, it just means|'m cold,” she said and smiled. It was ared smile, not that vague one shed flashed a



the Barnes place. Thistime | thought | caught aglimpse of her true sdif.

"Antony wantsto get something to eat,” | said. "Isthat dl right with you?'

"Okay," she said and waked up beside me. Shewas beautiful in akind of fairy-taleway, and | thought
about astory 1'd once read called " The Snow Queen." Her closeness to me made me nervousto begin

with, but when she put her hand on my shoulder aswewalked, | had to swalow hard.

Of course, the silence was too much to bear, so | said, "And what will it be like when you discover the
locetion?!

"I'll fed very tired, very tired. In my mind, I'll begin to dream, standing straight up, and I'll see poor
Charlotte. Maybe shell tell me where she's hidden. Or | might see the placein my mind before | seeit
with my eyes”

"Why do you talk while you're waking around?' | asked.

"I'm not talking. I'm singing to pass the time until something happens.”

"Have you found lost people before?’ | asked.

"Everybody'slost in someway,” she said. "'l found you, didn't I, hiding benesth a turban?'

I'd been reminded of my identity once too often in recent days and the frustration of it made me bolder.
"What are you hiding, MissHush?"

"Plenty," she said and removed her hand from my shoulder. "Andit'sLydia."

"How'sthe fishing?"' asked Antony as we drew near the car. He began to open the door to get out and
do his chauffeur thing.

"Nothing yet," she said, smiled, and waved for him not to bother getting the door for her.

We drove out to Cedar Swamp Road, and Antony bought afew sandwiches and Cokes at alittle
market. Behind the place were atable and chairs set up beneath a huge oak tree, where we sat and ate.
Miss Hush had nothing but a crust from one of my sandwich halves and asip of Coke. No one said
anything for the longest time until, a one point, out of the blue, shejust sarted Snging aRuth Etting tune,
"Ten CentsaDance." Antony sat staring at her with his mouth open and aglazed look in hiseyes. She
sang the whole song, and when she was done, she bummed one of the big man's cigarettes.

After Miss Hush sang that song, Antony never complained about the boredom again. There were three
more fruitless stops that afternoon, two more fields and awooded |ot. When the sun started to go down,
we headed back to the Barnes estate.

Schell waswaiting for us on the front steps of the mansion. Aswe pulled up and parked, he descended
and walked over to open the door for Miss Hush.

"Anything?' he asked.

"Nothing today,” she said. "But soon. I'd say in the next day or two."



"Will you need Antony and Ondoo tomorrow?" he asked as she stood up and stepped past him.
"If youwould be so kind," she said.

"Shall | have them pick you up at your own address?" asked Schell.

"No, herewill befine. Ten?'

"Very good," said Schell.

Before heading toward the mansion, she turned and leaned over to ook into the car. She waved to us
and caled, "'l had adeightful day, gentlemen. Thank you."

Antony and | both waved back.
"You're quite acozy trio," said Schell ashe got in the car and shut the door.

"Boss," said Antony, giving the Cord gas and pulling away down thelong driveway, "that MissHushisa
cupcake.”

"Anything ds=?" asked Schell.
The big man thought for amoment aswe passed along line of hedges. " She's probably crazy.”

| noticed that up ahead another car, headlamps on in the twilight, had entered Barness drive and was
headed toward us.

"And you, Diego? Did you find out how she knowswho we are?" asked Schell.
"No," | said, and as| spoke, | turned to look into the passing car. There were three large shadowy forms
init besde the driver—two in the back and one in the passenger seet. | caught aclear glimpse of the

driver, not noticing hisface in any detail but focusing on the fact that he wore alarge, broad-brimmed hat.
The car passed quickly, but that hat looked awfully familiar.

SHE'SA CON

Thearinthe Bugatorium was very till that night, moths splayed out on the walls and butterflies closed
tight on branches and slems. Only one two-tailed swallowtail drifted in circles up near the skylight.

"I'm sorry we never got to Barnes before his daughter disappeared,” said Schell. "He and hiswife are
true believers. They've had spiritudists, cold readers, psychics, in their parlor. The missus clamsto bean
adept at the technique of automatic writing. The houseislittered with talismans and volumes on the
occult. We could have made asmdll fortune on them.”

"How's Barnes strike you?' asked Antony, setting his wineglass down on the table.
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"I have to question either the intelligence or sanity of anyone who goesin for the mysticd to the extent he
does, but otherwise he seemed aman distraught at the loss of his daughter. He showed me around the
garden from which she was taken and then had to leave to attend to some business. After that, hiswife
did the honors. She'svery quiet and clearly heartbroken.”

"Well," said Antony, "anyone who can make the kind of money he doeslegdly can't be completely
Supid.”

"Did you find anything in the garden?" | asked.

Schell shook his head. "Nothing there. We went through the entire house. Of course, | had to stop every
now and then and make believe | was picking up an impression from the country of spirits—ashiver, a
nod, agasp. It was a pitiful thing to see the expectation bloom in the eyes of Mrs. Barnes and then wilt
again when | had nothing subgtantia to offer.”

"Thiswhole thing gives methe cregps” | said.

"The charity angle, thefact that weretrying to do something real, hasmeall bollixed too," said Antony,
nodding.

"Either of you can back out if you'd like," said Schell. "For me, | have no choice but to continue until
there's nowhereleft to turn or I'vefound the girl."

"Y eah, yeah, Johnny, saveit,” said Antony. "What did you find?'

Schell laughed. "I met the staff, questioned them alittle, but detected no signs of dissembling. Then Mrs.
Barnesled meto her daughter'sroom. It's on thefirst floor with a huge bay window, and has aview of
the grounds at the back of the house. A lovely room for a child—dolls, a dollhouse, a canopied bed,
rocking horse, just beautiful.

"I looked around, but found nothing remarkable until | got to adesk in the corner and began going
through astack of drawings Charlotte had made. It wasthefirst timel got asense of thechild asa
person and not merely animage. Mrs. Barnestold methat in the days prior to her disappearance, her
daughter had complained about seeing aghost at night walking the grounds, staring in her window. Sheld
cried out in the middle of the night two evenings before she was abducted, and Mrs. Barnes remembered
going to her room."

"Did the mother see anything?' | asked.

"No, but the girl did three pastel drawings during that time, trying to capture what she'd seen. A mae
form, glowing in the night, head like a big white potato, and crystal blue eyes. In one, it crouchesin the
bushes, in another it's back by thetree line. Thelast isthe most startling becauseit's afull-on portrait of
the face at thewindow. As Mrs. Barnes attested, the child was awonderful little artist and drew quite
often.”

"What kid doesn't see thingsin the dark, though?' said Antony.

"Maybe somebody was casing the place at night,” | said.

"| thought both these things myself," said Schell. " Some of the girl's other drawings hung on the wals of



her room—portraits of her parents, her kitten, and the like. I would say she had a knack more for
redligtic depiction than for fantastic imagining. Also, Barnes hastwo night watchmen who patrol the
grounds, and aguard at the front gate.”

"Did the mother seem to think there was a connection between the drawings and Charlotte's
disappearance?’ | asked.

"In the Barneses view everything has somekind of supernatural connection,” said Schell. "But shewas
visbly rattled by the drawings. She didn't use the word ghost when talking about them. Theterm she
used was 'dybbuk.”

"What the hell'sthat?' asked Antony.

"I don't know," said Schell, "but she used it in away that indicated she expected me to understand. Not
to shake her confidencein me, | smply nodded asif | did.”

Antony lifted hiswineglass and drained it. "What do you say, Boss, can | have acigarette in here?!
"No," said Schell.

"Okay, I'mjust gonnalip one." Hetook acigarette out and held it in his mouth without lighting it. "The
whole dedl's screwy, and the one thing that makes no sense at dl isthat there's been no ransom demand.”

"We don't know enough about Barnes," | said. "He might have enemies.”

"We don't know enough about alot of things," said Schell. "I got that list of names from him of people
who had visited the housein the last month." He reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out afolded
sheet of paper.

"Anything stand out?" asked Antony.

Schell unfolded the paper and scanned it up and down. "It looks like mostly society women, and five or
sx men's names. Our friend, Mr. Parks, isamong them. I'll start looking into them tomorrow while you
two are driving LydiaHush around.”

"Did you find out how Miss Hush came to the Barneses attention?" | asked.

"All Mrs. Barnes would tell me was that she showed up at the mansion two days after the girl
disappeared, suggesting she might be able to help. Hush ingtantly convinced Barnesswife of her abilities
by revealing things about the family's persond life. That'sit. | didn't want to seem too nosy on that score.”
"| think Antony'sfalen for her," | said.

The big man looked over at me and dowly shook his head.

"She'sacon,” said Schell. "She'sacon and alousy con at that."

"Y ou think she might beinvolved in the girl's abduction?’ | asked.

"l condderedit,” said Schell, "but basicaly | think she'sjust making hay while the sun shines, so to



After along pausein the conversation, Antony said, "1'm going to go have asmoke in the kitchen and
thenturnin. I've got along day tomorrow with junior G-man, here, and Madame Snowflake."

We wished Antony agood night, and then Schell leaned back and closed hiseyes, asif hewastrying to
figure out how all of the pieces of the puzzle fit together. The whole thing was too confusing for me to sort
out. | let my mind wander, firgt thinking about Lydia Hush putting her hand on my shoulder, then about
her singing at lunch. Somehow these thoughts bled into amemory of 1sabel and the night we sat on the
boulder by the sound. | wanted to see her again.

The next thing | knew, Schell's eyes were partidly open, and he was staring at the yellow and black
flutter of the two-tailed swallowtail hovering above the table between us. He smiled wearily, and said,
"The Aztecs called that specimen Xochiquetzal, which means 'precious flower.' There was agoddess
who followed warriorsinto battle, and when they were mortally wounded and lay dying, shed copulate
with them while holding one of those swallowtailsin her mouth.”

"I remember my mother telling methat mariposas were the souls of the dead,” | said.
"Do you think about Mexico often?" asked Schell.

"l didn't till 1 met Isabd,” | said. "Now I'm starting to see pieces of it in my dreams. I'm remembering little
bits and pieces. Funny thing is, | wasjust thinking about her when you mentioned the Aztecs."

"Maybe we need to take atrip back there for you to remember,” he said. He turned hisleft hand over,
and there was a bridge deck init. Where it had come from, I'm not sure. As he began manipulating the
cards, he said, "Maybe it was wrong of me to want you to forget Mexico, but | did. | thought if you
carried it around your wholelife, it would weigh you down with sorrow for al the things that had

happened.”
| smiled, not wanting to trouble him, and waved my hand. "I'd say I've been pretty lucky."

"I wonder if," said Schell, "when a caterpillar becomes a butterfly"—here, he fanned open the deck—and
gainsthe ability to fly, it rememberswhat it waslike to be a caterpillar?!

"It's probably just happy to be free" | said.

"Or," said Schell, closing the deck, "perhaps dl of its restless movement from blossom to blossomiis
merely an attempt to return to and regain its caterpillar nature.” He raised his eyebrows and then
shrugged.

While continuing to work the deck, now with both hands, Schell eventudly closed hiseyes again,
returning to histhoughts. Hismusings struck me at first asinsightful and profound, but the longer | sat
there the more something bothered me about what hed said. | couldn't precisdy put my finger oniit, but it
had to do with his equating Mexico with acaterpillar.

THISMOVING WORLD
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T henext day, in between stopsto let LydiaHush get out of the car and psychicaly sniff the surrounding
areq, | entertained her and Antony with sdlect stanzas from the |sa Upanishad. Using my swami voice, |
recited the lines with a heightened solemnity that both honored and mocked the materid.

"When once one under stands that in oneself

The self's become all beings

When once one's seen the unity

What room s there for sorrow? What room for perplexity?"

Antony laughed and pronounced the holy utterances "double-talk," and Miss Hush praised me for my
ability to memorize. She said that she could amost make out what the words were getting at. Like achild
vying for attention, | milked the act for asolid hour until 1 began to bore mysdf. Afterward, wetraveled
in apeaceful slence broken only by Lydias occasiona whispered requests for Antony to pull over. A
little while after lunch, for no apparent reason, she offered abresthy rendition of "As Time GoesBy."

Her perfume carried the scent of fresh-cut lemons. 1t filled the car and dazed the big man and me, so that
even while we waited by the side of the road for her, we kept to our own thoughts. Her pale beauty was
bewitching, and it made me think of marshmalow, cream, clouds, and snow. Whenever she put her hand
on Antony's shoulder to get hisattention, | noticed that it caused him to shiver dightly, and | felt astab of
jedlousy with each touch.

Not until the end of the day, the Sky growing overcast as twilight came on, when wed pulled over at the
edge of awood in alittle town named Mt. Misery, did her spell dissipate. | sat in the front seat next to
Antony, who had begun humming the tune she'd sung earlier. More than an hour had gone by sncewed
last seen her drifting like aghost amid the gray trunks benesth the darkening sky. Only then did | recall
something 1'd meant to tdl him firgt thing that morning.

"Oh," | said, "yesterday, after we picked up Schell and were driving out of the Barnes place, do you
remember the car that passed us?"

Hetook adrag of his cigarette, flicked the ash out the car window, and said, ™Y eah, now that you
mention it."

"| tried to get alook at whoever wasin that car. I'm pretty sure it was four men—big guystoo. | couldn't
get alook at any of their faces, but onething I could see was that the driver was wearing ahat.”

ll%?l
"I think it was that hat. Y ou know, the one you wore when you were Parkss mother.”

Antony sat gtill for amoment, taking in what | had told him. Then he turned to me, eyes squinting, brow
furrowed. "Why?' he said.

"Same style, same color, same big brim. If | remember when we bought it at the thrift Sore, it was
actudly aman'shat."

Heturned and stared out the windshidld. "Oh shit,” he said. "I wonder if Barnesis bringing booze in from



Canada”

"Why would he?" | asked.

"I'll give you amillion guesses," said Antony. He held up hisright hand and rubbed histhumb and first two
fingerstogether. "If you have abig enough operation, therésafortuneinit. You bringitinon Long
Idand, less cops, and you've got the city close enough to unload al of it and then some.”

"Would he do something likethat?' | asked.

He laughed once and rubbed his chin. "'lllegal’ takes on awhole new meaning when you're loaded like
Barnes. Therich have a separate rule book. To them if it makes money, it can't be wrong."

"Theonly thingis, we haveto tdl Schdl,” | sad.

"Damnit," he said and smacked the steering whedl. "We are gonnahaveto tdl him. I've got nothing
againgt bootlegging. Prohibition is complete bullshit anyway, but this shows us something about Barnes
that could be important. Are you sure it wasthat hat?"

"No," | sad. "But I'm mostly sure.”

"Jeez, trapped in my own spiderweb,” he said. "My con is busted.”

"I don't think Schell'sgoing to care,” | said. "Hell be happy to get the news about Barnes.”

"Yeah, but if wetdl him, you better beright,” he said. "I'm gonnalook like an ass."

"Why should thisingtance be any different?’ | said.

| managed to open the door and get out of the car before Antony could grab me. Helet himself out and
stretched. Then he looked over a where | stood and said, "If | catch you, kid, I'm gonnawrap that
turban around your neck."

"Whatever movesin this moving world, abandon it and then enjoy,” | said in my swami voice.
"Enough of that,” he said. "It'sgonnaget dark in about fifteen minutes. Wherés Miss Hush?"
"She'sbeen gonealongtime” | said.

"Toolong," sad Antony. "We better find her."

"| think shewent thisway," | said and pointed at a path that wound among the trees.

Wefollowed the path for afew minutes, looking al around, but saw no sign of our passenger.
"MissHush," | called out. There was no response.

Wewaked on abit more until we cameto afork inthetrail. "Lydia," heroared. Welistened for her

voice but heard only the sounds of crowsin the treetops and asquirrel running through the brambles. Red
leavesfdl around us, joining othersthat littered the ground.



"Okay, kid, you go that way," he said, pointing to theright. "I'll go thisway. Just keep calling her. If you
don't see anything by thetime it gets dark, get back to the car.”

"All right," | said and took off down the path, caling her name. Weydlled a intervals, and | heard
Antony's voice for agood distance as | walked aong. Darknesswas faling quickly, and | wondered
where she could have gone.

About fifteen minutes later, when | was just about ready to turn back, | thought I heard something. When
| looked around, | saw acrow lift off afallen tree and fly up between barren branches. That'swhen |
caught sight of asmal structure sitting amid athicket of pines. It was adilapidated old shack with atar
paper roof. There was abroken window to the left of the door, which hung crookedly from aleather
strap-hinge at the top; the bottom one was torn. The place was small, and looked like it had once been a
toolshed or woodshed.

| made my way over toit, and as | approached, | called Miss Hush's name, alittle more quietly than
before. | heard nothing but silence. | stepped up on the cracked, moss-covered concrete block at the
entrance. Anxiety was building in my chest. | reached out and pulled the crooked door back, and the
leather hinge just sort of crumbled and broke. The door fell away, dmost clipping my shoulder, and hit
the ground with a crash. What meager daylight was left, rushed in, lessening the gloom. Asthe light
poured in, asmell came out—ahorrid stench of mildew and bad mest. There was abuzz and flutter as
fliesand moths rose from something lying on thefloor.

| knew it was her before | could even focus on the pale form at my feet. There was the Barnes child,
maggotsin her curly hair, naked, and white as Lydia, asmal square of materia with abizarre circular
design on it covering her from waist to midthigh. She was staring hard with rotting eyes, and the sight of
her made my knees buckle. Suddenly, the smell registered with full force, and my stomach heaved. |
turned away from the door, tripped on the concrete block, and hit the cold hard ground with hands
outstretched. | vomited, supporting mysdlf on dl fours. | don't know how long | stayed like thet, but dl |
could hear above the buzzing in my earswas the wind in the trees, the sound of the leaves blowing along
the ground.

The next thing | knew, | was being lifted bodily onto my feet and it was night. Antony whispered to me,
"Take adeep breath, kid." Helet go of me, and | knew he was going to look in the shack. From behind
me, | heard him give agiant Sgh, and then say, "Jesus fucking Chrigt." Aningtant later he was beside me,
arm around my shoulders. "L et's get out of here," he said.

"What about Miss Hush?' | asked.

"Forget her. Thiscould be asetup,” he said. "Come on, kid, you've got to run." He gave me a push.
"Moveyour ass."

| did. Once| located thetrail, | broke into asprint, running asif to escape the vision of the girl's corpse.
Behind me, | heard Antony lumbering aong, wheezing with the exertion.

We made it back to the car in only a couple of minutes, got in, and Antony started it up. He pulled away,
tires screeching, without turning on the headlights. Rain started to hit the windshield. About amile down
the road, once we'd caught our breath, he turned on the lights and dowed down.

"You okay, kid?' he asked.



"No," | said. | tore the turban off my head and flung it in the backseat. There weretearsin my eyes.

"I know what you mean," he said. He drove on for afew more seconds and then added, "This shit just
got about amile deeper.”

SHARDSOF EVIL

U pon arriving home, | went immediately to the couch in the living room and curled up in the corner, my
head on a pillow and my knees pulled nearly to my chest. Only then did | redlize | wastrembling. | ill
felt faintly nauseated, and every time I'd focus on that indelible image of Charlotte Barnesin degth, the
sensation would intensify. Even though my eyeswere closed, | could fed Schell's presence enter the
room. Then | heard Antony addresshim.

"Boss, we found the Barnes kid," the big man said in avoice so weary it came out awhisper.
"Bad?' asked Schell, and | could hear him Sitting down in the chair next to the couch.
"Red bad," said Antony. " She's dead.”

Schell made no reply. | heard Antony dump into the chair directly across the coffee table from wherel
lay.

"LydiaHush?' Schell findly asked.

"Sort of," said Antony.

"Tdl me everything,” said Schell, and Antony did, beginning with when we pulled over next to the woods
late in the afternoon. | listened, reliving the entire scenario, and as | drew closer to the shack in the
retelling, | began to sweat. When it was over, | breathed deeply and opened my eyes.

"Sheled you to the body," said Schell.

"Y eah, and then vanished,” said Antony. "Once Diego found the girl, | thought it was best to run. | was
afraid it might be a setup—the cops are tipped off and just happen to show when the two of usare
standing over the body."

"It was good thinking," said Schell.

"Onething," | said. "Antony said the girl was naked. She was, mostly, but there was some kind of cloth
draped over her lap."

"That'sright," said Antony. "Thekid'sright."
"Therewasadesign on it too."

"Of?" asked Schell.
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"l didnt catchit,” said Antony.

"A symbol,” | said. "I've never seen it before and can't quite remember it. A circle was part of it and there
were other thingsinvolved, but..."

"Well, not right now," said Schell. "Buit later on, try to remember theimage.”
| nodded.
"What kind of shape was the body in?" asked Schell.

"I don't know, Boss," said Antony. "The poor kid was dead. | didn't look that closdly. All | cantell youis
the place stunk of death, and my guess was that she'd been there for a couple of days.”

"Any marks? Wounds? Bruises?' asked Schell.

"Nothing," | said. "Just white, and her eyes, fliesand moths, maggots..." | gagged, unableto finish.
Schell reached across the arm of the couch and put his hand on the top of my head. "Okay," he said.
"l guesswejust call the cops and let them take it from here, right?’ said Antony.

Schdll lifted his hand off me and leaned back. "Wrong," he said.

"Tommy, forget it. It wasamistake to get hooked up in thisto start with," said Antony.

"Therewasapoint at which | could have backed out but not now. Thét little girl'scometo lifein my
mind. Something stinks about the entire mess."

"Y eah, something tinks," said Antony. "A kid's been murdered, probably by some lunatic. L et the cops
findhim."

"What about LydiaHush?' said Schell.

"What about her?' asked Antony.

"She obvioudy knew where the body was. What else do you think she knows?" asked Schell.
"Maybe she'sredly got the gift," said Antony.

"Bullshit," said Schell. "If you fed that way, then why did you suspect a setup?'

"Kid?' sad Antony.

"l don't know," | said. "Her method of finding the girl seemed pretty suspicious. But shedid lead usto
Charlotte. There was something about her..."

"Y ou two are wifty. I'm going to find her, then I'm going to find out what happened.”



"All right,” said Antony, "Whatever you say, Boss."
Schell looked over at me. | nodded. "I haveto know," | said.

"Our firgt order of busnessisfor meto anonymoudly tip off the police to where the body is. Then I'll call
Barnes and tell him we found her. I'm going to beg him not to tell the copsthat we wereinvolved. That
way we can hopefully avoid trouble and stay in his confidence. Were going to need to talk to him again,
I'm sure.” Schell stood up and took a deep breath. "Thisll be rough,” he said.

"Don't forget, you've only got a couple minutes before they can tracethe cal,” said Antony.
"Yeah, | know," said Schell. "Comewith me. | need you to give methe directions to the body."

Antony stood and headed out of the room. He stopped midway to the hall entrance, turned, and said,
"Sorry you had to find her, kid."

"I'm better," | said.

After they left, | didn't want to be aone and thought of following, but a great weariness came over me. |
thought, I'll just rest my eyesfor asecond and then go listen in. | woke hours later, surprised in adream
by the appearance of Charlotte Barnes. The room was dark. | heard avoice.

"Areyou okay?' asked Schell.
"Just had adream,” | said.

My eyes adjusted, and | saw him gitting by my feet at the end of the couch. | wondered how long hel'd
been there.

"Did you talk to Barnes?' | asked.

"es"

"What happened?’

"Hewept," said Schell and patted my shin. "Go back to deep. It'slate. Everything'sfine."

The next morning | woke to find the nausea gone, replaced by a subtle sense of dread. | took a bath and
changed my clothes, and got ready to lielow. That was the directive from Schell. We had to wait afew
daysfor the furor to die down before we could dive back into the investigation. Antony had gone out
early and picked up the newspaper. Pictures of the shack and partia shots of the body were al over the
front page. "Barnes Girl Found Dead" wasthe headline. | passed on reading it, wanting to keep my
breakfast down. It wasn't that the newspaper photos were so explicit, but | was afraid they'd awaken the
image of her that, for thetime being, dept in my memory.

| returned to my studies. Mrs. Hendrickson would be arriving in two daysto discuss Chaucer's
Parliament of Fowls, and it would get pretty unpleasant if | didn't know what | was talking about. Since
wed begun looking for Charlotte Barnes, I'd done no book work. | went to my room to get my notes
and the huge copy of Chaucer. In the bookcase | saw another book | hadn't opened in years. | took it,
instead, off the shelf and opened it. Very old and somewhat tattered, it was one of the first books that



Schdll had read to me from—Fabulous Tales from Around the World. On thetitle page, a previous
owner, one Luciere Londdl, had inscribed her name. | paged through until | found theillustration for "The
Snow Queen," awoman who, in her paleness, could have passed for Miss Hush.

| turned back to the beginning of the tale and read thefirst few paragraphs. It had been many years since
I'd read about the demon who had created amirror, the specia nature of which reflected dl of thetrue
and good thingsin the world so that they seemed distorted, absurd, frightening. When the demon tried to
take hismirror to heaven to show the angelstheir warped reflections, he dropped it and it fell back to
earth, shattering into amillion tiny particles. Thewind blew theseinfinitesma shards of evil into the eyes
of two children who loved each other, and their views of the world and each other turned dark and
disturbing. Theimage in my mind's eye of Charlotte's corpse was ashard from that demonic mirror.

BLESSING THE MANSION

T hemorel tried not to think of Charlotte Barnes, and the more | thought of LydiaHush, the more
desperate | became to again see Isabd. | had no means of contacting her to set up another rendezvous
on the beach or to even let her know | wasthinking of her. | lived in hope that she might call, but when
the phone rang and I'd go to answer it with afegling of nervousnessin my stomach I'd be met by the
voice of Sd, or the fake signature bark of Hal 1zzle, or Vonda, the Rubber Lady, cdling for Antony. It
was frusirating, to say theleast, and | began to plot, which was a perfect diversion from recent events.

As Schell had taught me, "a con starts when there is something you want and you are blocked from
attaining it by certain obstacles. The good con artist dlicits the assistance of those who mean to stand in
the way of one's attainment by appedling to their vanity, pride, jealousy, ignorance, or fear. One must first
throw into a pile the expected rules of engagement, morality, society, and thought, set them onfire, and
then proceed. Think big, have confidence." | did just that.

| knew Schell had thelist of al the visitorsto the Barnes estate in the monthsleading up to the
disappearance of the girl. | was dso aware that Parks was on that list. Schell wanted very much for usto
pay another vist to Katie at the newspaper office to research the biographies and associations of the
people in question. He was prevented from doing this by his own cautionary rule that we should lielow
for aperiod, have nothing to do with our investigation until the hubbub died down and the reporters and
police had somewhat withdrawn from the scene. With thisin mind, | went to see him in the Bugatorium.

He'd been doing some reading about one of his blue butterflies and wanted to tell me about what he'd
read. "Were you aware of the fact that when this specimenisin its caterpillar state, it's protected from
predatory wasps and generally tended to by ants?"

Of course | didn't know that, but | sat and heard the whole lecture out, nodding in the appropriate
places, affecting alook of great interest. | learned that these servile ants perform their dutiesto the
excluson of just about al ese because the caterpillar exudes achemica known as "honeydew,” which
the ants are mad for. Schell went on for nearly twenty minutes, and when his enthusiasm had findly run its
coursg, | tried to change the subject.

"It'skind of frustrating just waiting around for thingsto blow over,” | said.

"I know," he said, standing. He moved toward the large work table at the rear of the Bugatorium. |
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followed.

"When you get around to looking into the people on that list Barnes gave you, who are you going to start
with?'

He bent over and peered into the screen cages he used to house caterpillarsin their molting stages. "Il
gart with the gentlemen, although that might be shortsighted on my part. | suppose any one of the women
could be as culpable. Y ou just don't hear many stories of women kidnapping children to whatever end.
I'll play the odds on thisone.”

"lsn't Parkson that list?" | asked.

"Yes, but asof now | don't redly suspect him. From what we found, he and Barnes are old college
chums”

"He might know the other felows, though,” | said.

"Good point,” said Schell.

"Maybewe should pay him asurprise visit. The police wouldn't have to catch wind of it, and we might be
ableto get ajump on the information we need from Parks. He's been a cinch for you to manipulate so

far," | said and then stood very dtill, asif to make the dightest move might give away my hidden agenda.

Schdll straightened up, having seen that dl wasin order with histiny charges. When he turned to me, he
said. "Not abad idea. I'll go out there this afternoon.”

"Perhaps | should go withyou,” | said.

"Don't worry, it won't be necessary. | know you have to catch up on your studying.”

My mind was racing quickly to find argoinder that might make him reconsider. | was so frantically
scheming | didn't, at first, notice the smile on hisface. It wasn't hisbusiness smile, but abroad grin. When
| finally noticed it, | gave up and laughed.

"Conning the con?" he asked.

| nodded. "I need to seelsabdl," | said.

"Need?' said Schdll, raising hiseyebrows. "This girl has you conned.”

"I'matruebdiever," | sad.

"Okay, well go. Itisn't abad ideato pump Parks for someinformation. | just want you to know one
thing. Even though honesty israrely the best policy, you can dwaystell methetruth.”

"I know," | said, thinking about the fact that we still hadn't told him about the episode with the hat.
Three hourslater, Schell and | sat before Parks, who was perched on histhrone in the parlor, cigarette

holder in hand. He'd been ddlighted that we'd come by to see him and had the guard send usright up to
the mansion. Upon greeting us he patted Schell on the back asif he were an old friend and even shook



my hand.

"Poor Barnes," said Parks, "'l doubt helll ever recover from thisloss."

"As| understand it, they're burying the girl tomorrow," said Schell.

Parks closed hiseyes. "Yes, I'll bethere. | spent yesterday evening at the wake. Dreadful.”

"I'd very much liketo go, but | can't be seen at the funeral. I'm afraid the police would find out it was us
who'd found the body. We'd then become suspects. I'd prefer if you didn't mention our involvement to

anyone!

"So, itwasyou," said Parks. "I should have known that once you were on the case things would move
morerapidly. Say no more." He waved hisfree hand. "I understand the dilemma. I'm just pleased | was
ableto put you in contact with Harold. If it wasn't for your specia gifts, the police would till be looking
for her."

"Ondoo and | are herefor aspecific purposetoday,” said Schell. "I've obtained alist of namesfrom
Barnes of everyone who visited his home in the last month before Charlotte's disappearance. | need to
know whatever you know about them.”

Parks was obvioudy pleased with himsdlf as now being the man with the answers, and he showed it by
swinging hislegs. "I probably know them dl,” he said.

"Thefirst is Stephen Trumbdl, do you know him?
"Of course" said Parks. "He's..."

Schell held up hishand and said, "Excuse me for amoment. | just remembered that I'd intended to have
Ondoo clear your house of any evil manifestations while we were here. Asafavor, of course, for your
having hel ped me to contact Barnes. Do you have any reservations about Ondoo walking the hallways of
your house and blessing it?'

"None whatsoever," said Parks. "Infact, I'd gppreciate it. Ever since the séance I've felt someiill
sensations, cold breezes and so forth. | believe my wife hasleft some of her spirit behind. If your boy can
whisk that away, 1'd be delighted.”

Parks smiled at me, and | smiled back, athough his use of the phrase"your boy" rankled me. Schell was
obvioudy opening awindow for meto go and find I sabel, o whatever small complaint | had was
swamped by gratitude. | put my hands together, like a Catholic in prayer, and dowly stood. Taking a
sep forward, | began gibbering my fake siwami language, low and guttura, driving away the evil spirits
before me. Parks's eyes were wide with an gppreciation of the power | was employing on his behalf, and
Schell wore his business smile. They watched me inch my way toward the door of the room. Asl
stepped out into the halway, | heard Schell say, "Thisfdlow, Trumball, what's he about?’

Once out in the hallway, | dropped my arms and quickened my pace. The Parks place was enormous,
and | had no ideawhere Isabel might be. | surmised that Schell could buy me almost an hour, and that
would have to be sufficient. It wasn't long before the opulence of the rooms and decor put mein akind
of trance. | met two maidsin my travels, but neither of them was Isabd. | passed through a glassed-in
patio with an indoor swimming pool, avast ballroom, akitchen big enough to hold suppliesfor an army.



It seemed everything was made of gold or serling silver, glittering quartz or smooth teek.

I'd searched for the better part of ahalf hour and was beginning to think that all of my elaborate scheming
would go for nothing when | passed into along halway. There was Isabel a the opposite end on her
knees, scrubbing thetiled floor with abrush. | was sartled to findly find her, and for amoment | Smply
watched. At fird, | noticed the graceful, purposeful manner with which she worked, leaning forward and
employing the brush in hard, measured strokes, occasiondly rinsing the brush in apail of sogpy water.
Somewhere during my observation, my attention was distracted from the laudable scrub job she was
doing to the curves of her body, and it was at that moment she looked up.

"Here to rescue me from my drudgery?' she said and smiled, sitting back on bent knees. She reached up
with the back of her forearm and wiped the swest off her brow.

"I needed to seeyou,” | said.
She stood up, her expression growing serious, no doubt in reaction to mine. "Is something wrong?"

| nodded as | walked toward her. She dropped the brush into her pail and then lifted it by the handle.
"Come," she said and waved me toward adoor to her |eft. We entered akind of anteroom, and then
went through another door to an inner office furnished with adesk and bookcases, filing cabinets, and a
separate table with atypewriter. She set the pail down beside the door, which she closed behind us.

"¢Qué pasa?’ shesad.
| wanted to tell her about the Barnes girl, but knew, in al fairnessto Schell, that | couldn't. Instead |
dowly put my arms around her. She didn't push me away but fell softly forward againgt me, and we

kissed. Thiswas no parting kissto initiate aromance, as the last had been, but an urgent, passionate one.
| had no ideawhat | was doing, but | was doing it with everything | had.

DEMONIC ESSENCE

| wanted to call you, but there was never the chance," said Isabel. As she spoke she stepped backward,
pulling me aong by the shoulders. She came to rest against the edge of the desk, and then hopped up to
sgtontopof it.

"We've got to find away to be together without relying on the phone," | said as she hiked her skirt
somewhat and lifted her legsto encircle my waist. We kissed again, thistimefor at least five minutes, and
| felt her tongue enter my mouth. Thiswas dl wonderfully new to me. | could fed my temperature, among
other things, rise.

"Do you have any days off?" | asked when our lipsfindly parted.
She reached her hand down between my legs and rubbed me through the gauzy materid of my swami
trousers. "El domingo, por lamafiana, | walk to the church in Oyster Bay. Meet me there after the ten

o'clock mass."

"I'll bethere" | said and started kissing her again.
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She pulled down the waistband of my trousers, releasing my swollen member, and said, " ¢Quién es e
encantador de serpientes ahora?"

| brought my hand up to her breasts. My mind was reding. At the same moment that | wasfrantically
engaged, dl thetimel wasthinking, | can't believethisis happening.

Then she pushed me gently back away from her, reached up under her dress, and drew her underpants
down to her knees. "Take them," she said, none of her dy humor in her voice, only agenuine urgency. |
pulled them down around her ankles and off over her shoes. With them till balled up in my hand, |
moved back toward her, my own trousers at midthigh, my erection arching upward asif trying to escape
my body. As| stepped up close, she opened her legs and began to lift her skirt, and then | stopped
dead, for in my mind rose the image of the cloth covering the lower portion of Charlotte Barness body. |
saw it clearly, and saw as plain as day the symbol that was emblazoned uponit.

My erection ingtantly wilted as the memory of the dead girl blossomed to fill my mind. There was no time
for Isabe to complain, because just then came the sound of someone entering through the door from the
hall to the anteroom. "Sunday," she whispered, legped off the desk, ran around behind it, and ducked for
cover. | lifted my trousers a mere moment before the door to theinner office opened. When | turned

around, Schell and Parks were standing there, saring at me. | lifted my hand to straighten my turban and
redized | was till holding Isabd's underpants.

"Gentlemen, you'vefound me" | said in adightly shaky swami singsong.

"One of my people said she saw you heading toward this side of the house," said Parks. Both he and
Schdll looked expectant—Parks hopeful, Schell somewhat bemused.

"Find something there?" asked Schdll, pointing to the balled-up contents of my hand.

"Mogt certainly, good Sirs. | have discovered the culprit. Mr. Parks, when we were last here and brought
forth the spirits, your mother left you atoy bear, but it seems your wifeis more mischievous and left you
her undergarment. No doubt a curse upon your house." | held up the offending articleand let it unfurl. |
noticed then for thefirst time that they were pink.

Parks gave aviolent shudder. "The bitch,” he said. "Even in degth she taunts me."

"Good lord," said Schell, "I can't imagine the damage this item would have eventudly doneto you had it
gone undiscovered.”

"Excuse my language, please, Mr. Schell, but | feared her spirit was till out to do mein.”

"You'l bedl right for the time being, but we'd better schedule another séance in order to solve this
problem once and for dl. | believe we can effectively rid you of her demonic essence.”

Parks nodded. "Please, I'd pay anything to get rid of her for good."

"To clear the entire house would be somewhat more expensive, but for avalued patron like yoursdf, we
can make the price reasonable,”" said Schell.

| went to the desk and lifted a pen that stood upright in an elaborate inkstand. Hooking the pink curse



upon one end of it, | walked forward and handed the other end to Parks. He took it but grimaced
horribly and held the pen with the tips of only two fingers. "Revolting," he said and shuddered.

"Do not wait, but take them immediately to your closest fireplace and burn them. Then collect the ashes,
mix them with chopped garlic, and bury them no lessthat three feet degp in the ground. Thisyou must
perform without the help of another,” | said.

| saw the merest corner of Schell's dour expression crack, and he had to look away from mefor a
moment to collect himsdlf. "Don't worry about us, Parks, we can show ourselvesout,” he said. "Best to
seetothetask a hand immediately.”

The millionaire turned and headed out the door. "I owe you agreat debt of gratitude. Call me as soon as
you can to set up that gppointment.”

"Will do, gir," said Schell.

| waved my arm to indicate to Schell that he should exit first. He did. Then | followed. We walked back
to the Cord in silence. | wasn't sure if Schell was amused by my antics or upset with me for playing so
recklessly. Once we were in the car and had | eft the estate, | looked over at him. His body was jerking
up and down asif he was quietly convulsing. Then | looked up at hisface, saw asmile onit, and knew he
was laughing. He shook his head.

"Diego," hesad, "1 might aswell just turn the business over to you now."

"Did you see hisface when | handed them to him?" | asked.

Schell pulled the car over, parked, and gave himsdlf up to mirth. When he dried his eyesaminute later,
he said, " Can you imagine what that poor woman had to ded with?"

"Thanks," | saidto him.

"Yes, well, you're welcome, but let's keep our wits about us, shal we?1'd like you to proceed at a
somewhat dower rate with thisyoung lady.”

"l know," | said.

"It wouldn't pay at your age to have to get married,” he said, putting the car back in gear and pulling out
onto the road.

The conversation was getting embarrassng, and then it came to me how to quickly changeit. |
remembered the symbol from the cloth on the Barnes girl,” | said.

Schell took the bait. "What wasit?" he asked.

"A largecircle, outlined inred. Ingdeit wasacross, equdly dividing the circle, outlined in black. At the
center of the cross was another circleal of white, and at the center of that circle ared teardrop.”

WHY THE TEARDROP?
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The day we went to see The Worm, the city wore adisguise of jangling excitement over itsnormally
grim features of unemployment and degtitution. On the previous afternoon, in Chicago, during the seventh
inning of the World Series, scoretied 4 to 4, Babe Ruth had come up to bat. There had been a
season-long, bitter rivary between the two clubs. Ruth was met by calls of derision from the opposing
bullpen. His only reaction wasto camly lift hisbat and useit to point out into the distance at something or
someone only he could see. The pitch came from Charlie Root, and the Babe blasted a home run that
broke the tie and gave the Y ankees the momentum to win the game. The city's predominantly
downtrodden inhabitants feasted on thisfeat of confidence, and we overheard people talking about it on
thetrain, in the gation, and on the streets. None of us, Antony, Schell, or I, cared much about baseball,
but the feding was infectious, and the entire city seemed to be swaggering.

Around the corner from the main branch of the New Y ork Public Library, across the street and down an
aleyway littered with ash cans and junk, was aplain metd door in the Sde of abrick building. Antony
stepped forward, rapped twice, waited a second, rapped again three times, and then took a step back
and joined Schell and me. The door squedled open a quarter of theway and asmall, old woman with a
nearly bald head covered in ahairnet, wearing apair of thick-lensed glasses, appeared.

"What do you want?' she said in anasty tone.

"Which way to Paradise?' asked Antony.

She opened the door wider and beckoned for usto enter. Her look of anger melted into asmile, and she
sad, "Get in here, Henry Bruhl."

Once we were stlanding insde adimly lit foyer and the door had been closed and locked, Antony |eaned
over and kissed the woman's wrinkled cheek. She then turned to Schell and said, "How are you, Tom?"

"Pleasure to seeyou again, Grace," he said. Helifted her hand and kissed it.
"Stll full of shit, | see" shesaid.
"At your service," said Schell.

She turned to me and eyed me up and down, focusing on my turban. "Who's this, Genghis Khan?' she
asked, holding her hand out to me.

"ThishereisOndoo," said Antony. "Hesaswami."

"Halloween isnt till the end of the month,” she said and grabbed my hand and squeezed it.
"Niceto meet you," | said.

"Isthisyour boy, Thomas?' she asked Schell.

He nodded.

"God helpyou,” she said to me.



"We'relooking for The Worm," said Antony.

"Well, you know, he's aways either here or over at thelibrary. You'rein luck, 'cause he's back there
right now, three sheetsto the wind and diddling some Columbia professor'swallet.”

"Thanks" said Schell.
"I'll bring you back around of drinks," she said.

We |eft the foyer and walked down adark halway that ended in a short downward flight of steps. The
place had obvioudy been the basement of an old warehouse; the bricks of the walls were crooked, and
some had fused together over time. The stairs led to alarge expanse crammed with tables and booths
beneath alow celling of thick wooden timbers. There were candles on the tables and one e ectric light
behind amakeshift bar made of sawhorses and old doors, covered with tablecloths. It was still early in
the afternoon, and besides the bartender, who sat on achair behind the bar, there were only three or four
other customers.

| followed Antony and Schell toward one of the boothsin the shadows of arear corner of theroom. As
we drew closer, | could see the booth held two men sitting across from each other.

"Emmet," said Schell, "when you're done, weld like to do some business.”

The man he was addressing, whom | supposed was " The Worm," waved and said, "Hey, Tommy, give
me another minute here." He had a bushy gray beard and wore arumpled overcoat, tattered hat, and
fingerless gloves, like somekind of hobo.

We waited while he finished talking to the other man, who was as neatly dressed as The Worm was
dovenly. Thefdlow in the auit, tie, and smdl circular glassesfindly stood up, reached into his pocket,
and handed over awad of billsto The Worm. Then helifted his hat off the table, placed it on his head,
and walked away.

"Okay, you guys, the shop isopen,” said the hobo.

Antony and | took the bench across the table from Schell and his odd acquaintance. | was introduced to
the man and learned his name was Emmet Brogan. Schell gave him a brief run-down on my story, to
which he nodded and said, "A swami, nice touch."

"How's New Y ork these days?' asked Schell.

"Wadl," said Brogan, "they kicked Waker out at the start of last month. He's off in Europe spending dll
the money he bilked from the citizens of thefair metropolis. La Guardiasin. The usud ball of crap keeps
pinning. Same old, same old.”

"Has business been good?' asked Antony.

"Bugnessisawaysgood,” said Brogan. "Information's more vauable than gold.”

Grace gppeared, carrying atray, and set four drinks on the table. Schell handed her abill, which she
crumpled and stashed in her apron. "Drink up, boys," she said before retreating back into the shadows.



| took asip from my glass, expecting it to be beer. Whatever it waslit afirein my mouth and throat, and
| coughed.

"Businessisgood, but the coffin varnish never gets any better,” said Brogan, downing asizable gulp.
"What isthis?" | asked Antony.

"Bahtub gin," hesad, taking asip.

Animage of the old lady, Grace, itting in atub of the stuff, cameinto my mind, and | couldn't shakeit.

"Grain acohol with amixture of special ingredients, so to speak,” said Brogan. "Drink enough of this
shit and it'll make you go blind. I'm surprised | can till see”

"Two questionsfor you today," said Schell, turning to The Worm.
"Il giveyou onefor freg," said Brogan. "I'm in agood mood 'cause the Y ankswon.”
"What's a dybbuk?" asked Schell.

"A dybbuk?' said Brogan. "Hold on asecond." He sat asif thinking, staring into the distance. "Hey,
Henry, you got acigarette?’ he said.

Antony took two from his pack, put both between hislips, and lit them. He handed one acrossthe table.
The Worm nodded his thanks, took along drag, and went back to thinking.

Whilewe waited, Schell tapped my arm to draw my attention. "Emmet's mind is like acamera Whatever
he reads, he can eventudly remember likeit's sitting right in front of him," he said.

"A dybbuk," said Brogan, obvioudy smiling with pride at Schell's description of his powers. "It's Jewish.
Hebrew occult.”

"Isitaghost?' asked Antony.

"Not exactly,” said Brogan. "I remember now. It'sakind of demon. When the spirit of adead person,
wicked, of course, enters and controls the body of aliving person, you get adybbuk. Inthefolklore,
when this happens, the spirit's out to harm the living in some way."

"Jewish you said?" said Schell.

"Y eah, definitely,” said Brogan.

Schell nodded. "Okay, here's the second question,” he said. He looked a me. "Diego, do you have the
drawing?'

| reached into my vest pocket and took out a square of paper. Unfolding it, | laid it on the table and
smoothed down the creases. On it was the symbol | had rendered from my memory of the cloth draped
over Charlotte Barnes. | pushed it across the table toward The Worm.

"Oh, | know this," he said. He tapped the paper with hisindex finger, and with hisfree hand lifted the



glassto hismouth. ™Y eah." He nodded to himself.

"| thought it might bereligious," said Schell, "because of the crosses”

"Y ou could say that," said Brogan. "Thisisfrom the Klan."

"What clan?' asked Antony.

"Theresonly oneKlan," said Brogan. "The Ku Klux Klan."

"TheKlan?" said Schell. "This came from out on theidand."

"No shit,” sasdd The Worm. "The Klan was dl over theidand afew years back."
"l had no idea," said Schell.

"June 1923, over twenty-five-thousand people gathered in ahuge field to hear the message of the Klan,”
said Brogan. " Guess where? We're not talking Alabama, we're not talking South Carolina or
Missssppi.”

Schell and Antony shook their heads.

"East Idip, Long Idand," he said and dapped the tabletop. " Sure, | did awhole workup on this stuff for a
guy from the federa government afew years ago. One out of every seven or eight people on theidand
bel onged. White hoods, burning crosses, the works."

"In my traveling show days down south, we heard about colored men being lynched by them," said
Antony.

"Thiswasa new type of Klan. They were still race haters, but they sold themselves to the populace on
the platform of law and order. Imagine. There weren't enough colored people out there on theidand for
them to get that worked up about, so they kind of transferred their energy into hating the Catholics, the
Jews, the immigrants. They were down on what they considered the dissolution of the white race by dl of
the foreigners coming into this country. And they were heavy supporters of Prohibition.” Brogan lifted his
glass, asif making atoast, and took adrink.

"What part of theidand werethey located in?" asked Schell.

"All over the damn place. They formed these little bands to guard the shordline againgt bootleggers and
would prevent them from landing. Shoot-outs, ot of violence there. White supremacy iswheat they've
aways been about, and that's basically what they're il about. Eventudly, their own palitical infighting
undercut their power. By the end of the twentiesalot of it dishanded, but I'm sureit's till there. There
weretimes during their heyday, we're talking less than ten years ago, when they'd be alowed in churches
and schoolsto give speeches, hoods and al. Lot of pastors were big supporters. Some shameful shit.”

"That'sascary group,” said Antony.

"Scary, yeah," said Brogan, "but mostly just abunch of ignoramuses. Thereésguysalot scarier than them
out there.”



"Who'sthat?" | asked.

"Guyswith the same philosophy, but with real power, brains, and money. | hate to say it, my friend, but
you'd be mincemeat with these bastards whether you were aswami or...where are you from,

Guatema a? Mexico? Anyway, you'd be finished.”

"Why theteardrop?’ | asked.

"That's no teardrop, chum. That'sadrop of blood. It'sal in the blood. Their big fear isthe mixing of the
white race with, quote, unquote, inferior blood.”

MURDER AT A PARTY

Schell paid The Worm, who thanked him kindly and used some of the money to order another round of
drinks. I passed, my first till unfinished. For afew minutes, Schell and Brogan exchanged facts about
butterflies, and then the conversation moved on to acquaintances and old times, and Antony jumped in.
Beforewe | eft, Schell inquired asto aname, someone he could contact on Long Idand who might have
been or gill was serioudy involved with the Klan.

Emmet went through his usud thinking phase where you could envison him flipping through the stored
pagesin hismind. "Of the klavernsthat haven't broken up, they've dl pretty much gone underground. |
remember reading about aguy who was abig ded with this mess. Stephen Andrews. HE'san old guy,
might be dead by now. Hewas out in Fregport. Check out thistitle he had—he was a Grand Exated
Cycdlops. | supposeintheland of the blind, the one-eyed man isking. He might till be around. If heis,
and hell talk to you, you might be able to get some more out of him."

Antony, Schell, and | stood up, and Emmet did over to the edge of the booth to shake each of our
hands. "Great to seeyou guysagain,” hesaid.

"I may be back for somemore," said Schell.

"If you need to get something quick, call the library and leave amessage for me at the desk. They all
know me."

Brogan bummed one more cigarette off Antony and then turned to me and said, "Listen, son, the future's
ininformation. That's where the money and power are going to be. By the time your kids reach your age,
they'll have machinesthat do what | do. And they'll be free. Only one problem.”

"What will that be?" | asked.

Hewaved ahand inthe air. "Don't worry about it. First we have to get through the next war."

We bid good-bye to Grace, who told us to come back and see her soon. Then we were out inthe dley.

"Brogan's crazy asaloon," said Antony aswe traced a path around the ash cans and junk.

"Yeah," said Schdll. "He knows hisfacts, but when he startsto talk about the future, it'stimeto inquire as
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to how many of those piss gins he's consumed.”

"l guessthey call him The Worm because he's abookworm?' | said.

"No, kid, they call him The Worm because he'safucking worm," said Antony.

"What do you mean?"

"Can you imagine hanging around with that guy for any length of time? Hes murder a aparty.”

"Emmet can't turnit off," said Schell. "Theworld to him ismerely an accretion of facts. After awhile, he
burrows under your skin, and you just want him to shut up. Hence, The Worm."

"Doeshelivein afreight car or something?' | asked.

"He's got a place up on Park Avenue. Nice place,”" said Schell. ™Y ou wouldn't believe the people who
hire him. The guy hasdough.”

"Hedresseslikeabum,” | said.

"Lifeof themind," said Antony.

After leaving Grace's Paradise, we went back to the station and caught the two o'clock train out to Port
Washington. For thefirst part of the journey, no one spoke, but after Jamaica, Schell bent forward,
resting his elbows on hisknees, his hands clasped together, and said, "Why would the Klan want to kill
Barness daughter?'

Antony and | sat therein silence, waiting for the answer.

"Well, if theKlan killed her," said Schell, "considering it was agroup, and agroup with apolitical agenda,
no matter how screwed up, 1'd say it would have to be ether revenge for something or to make a
gatement. Otherwise, why leave acdling card? Obvioudy, the girl couldn't have done anything to
warrant it."

"Does the mother's use of the term 'dybbuk’ indicate that she's Jewish?' | asked.

"I'm wondering about that," said Schell. "Not necessarily, but it'sa strong possibility.”

"So maybe they killed the girl because she was half-Jewish?' | asked.

"Why, though? There's agood-sze population of Jews on Long Idand. Why pick thisgirl?* asked Schell.

"Emmet said they don't like the blood to mix," said Antony. "Maybe, like the kid said, it was because she
was hdf-Jewish.”

"But Barnes and hiswife didn't seem redlly up-front about her being aJew. I'd bet in that blueblood
landscape he travels, that's not the best advertisement. If sheis, most people don't know, so how would
the Klan find out?*

"What do you want the guy to do, put an ad in the paper? Headline: 'My WifesaJew," said Antony.



Schell cocked his head to the side and vaguely nodded. "Good point. It just doesn't seem to make sense,
though. From what Emmet said, it doesn't wash with the law-and-order fagade of the Long Idand Klan."

"Therésone other thing," | said.

Schell looked over at me and sat up straight.

"Thehat?' asked Antony.

| nodded.

"Okay, go ahead. Weld haveto spill it sooner or later,” he said.

"What hat?" asked Schell.

"Remember that hat | wore when | was Parkss mother?* asked Antony.

Schell nodded.

Even though held told me to relate the story, the big man jumped in and proceeded to lay out the entire
adventure of the hat, our attempts to recover it, and our overal decait. Asmuch as| cringed as Schell
told thetale, | wasthankful to Antony for ending with the statement, "Don't blame the kid, Boss. | put
himuptoit.”

"Deception seemsto bethe order of the day," said Schell, looking over a me.

"Sorry,” | said.

"Makethat two, Boss," said Antony. "I just didn't want you to think | waslosing my professona edge.”
Schell laughed. ™Y our professiond edge?’ he sad.

"I didn't want you to think I'd try to do anything but agood job."

"Okay," said Schell, "let's move on before this dides into the mawkish. Y ou've told me you lost the hat
the night of the séance, then you went to retrieve it from the girl, and Diego logt it again when he was
attacked by bootleggers on the beach. Y ou two live an eventful life. But my question is, what doesthis
have to do with the murder of Charlotte Barnes?'

"After that, the hat turned up again,” | said.

"Thekid saw it on aguy at the whed of acar we passed on the drive when we were leaving the Barnes
place the day we met LydiaHush,” said Antony.

"The same hat?' asked Schdll.
"l think s0," | said.

"I figured maybe Barnes was running a bootlegging operation, bringing booze in from Canada, and those



guysin the car worked for him," Antony said.

"A guess," | whispered.

Schell took it dl in and then answered me by saying, "No, no." He held his hand up. "That makes sense
actudly. So you two think the girl was murdered in revenge for her father's rum-running operation? That
makes alot more sense than a random kidnapping and murder. Emmet said the Klan are strident
Prohibitionigts.”

"Seems arather severe punishment,” | said.

"l don't think making senseistheir strong suit,” said Antony.

"This meansthat we're going to have to pay avigt to the Exdted Cyclops,” said Schell. "He might know
if theresthat kind of bad blood between Barnes and the Klan. When we get back to the house, Antony,
| want you to get the Broomhandle out and get it ready.”

"Boss, redly, the Mauser?' said the big man. Do we need the stock?"

"No, it's got to be concedled.”

"What's the Broomhandle?' | asked.

"Thisold pigtal,” sad Antony.

"A gun," | said. "l didn't know we had one."

"Oh, yeah," said Antony.

"Have you ever used it before?' | asked.

"Once," said Schell.

"Do weredly need it? Guns make me nervous,” | said.

"Peoplewho'd kill alittle girl wouldn't think twice about offing two con men and aMexican.”

"Y ou have apoint there," said Antony.

"Just think, Mr. Cleopatra, if you hadn't lost that hat, we'd have never suspected this connection,” said
Schell.

"l try todowhat | can," said Antony.

DOWN THE TOILET

Thenext day, using the smple means of alocal phone book covering Freeport, we found the home of
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the Exalted Cyclops on the outskirts of that town. It was an unremarkable, one-story dwelling, painted
brown, with alawn and rosebushes, at the end of a cul-de-sac.

"| thought somebody so exalted would have abigger place,” said Antony aswe drove past to giveit the
once-over. "l guess cyclopping doesn't pay ahdl of alot.”

"That's probably him right there," | said, pointing to an old man, thin and dightly bent, heading dowly
around the side of the house toward the backyard.

"Go back around,” Schell said to Antony. "Diego, you and I'll find him. Antony, you wait aminute and set
yourself up at the Sde of the house."

Antony nodded, turned the car around, and passed the place again. Thistime he pulled over to the curb
ten yards beyond the edge of the property. We got out, closing the doors quietly. Schell and | took the
lead, and the big man followed. We didn't head for the front door but strolled around to the backyard.
The old man wasthere, dtting at apicnic table, smoking a cigarette. He didn't hear us approaching and
only looked up at thelast minute.

"What do you want?" he asked when he saw us. His head |ooked like adried apple; hishair wasan
afterthought—afew strands blowing around in the breeze. Behind big glasses, his eyes shrunk down to
dits, and he made aface like he was chewing glass.

"Mr. Andrews," said Schell. "I need to ask you afew questions concerning the Klan."

"Well," said the old man, "I'm not answering any questions, and | think you'd better get out of my yard.”
"I'm afraid that won't do," said Schell, and he sat down across from him at the picnic table.

Andrews|ooked over at me and his eyeswidened. "What the hell isthat?' he asked Schdll, pointing to
me

"Ondoo, spiritud savant of the subcontinent,” said Schell.
"May the scalesfdl from your eye, my most exalted one," | said and gave alittle bow.
"That's border nigger,” said Andrews. Theveinsin his scrawny neck bulged and his hand shook.

"'Border nigger?" said Schell. "Mr. Andrews, | have to inform you that Ondoo is considered aprincein
the mydica reelm.”

"Ligten, miger,” said Andrews, launching his cigarette butt at Schell with aflick of hisfinger, "my boy is
justingdethat house, and if | call him, he's going to come out here and break your neck."

The cigarette hit Schell's shoulder and bounced off, dropping ash on his deeve. Schell swiped the ash of f
himsdf and sad, "Cdl him."

"Cavin," yeled Andrews.

"Y eah?' we heard from the kitchen window.



"Get out here, we've got trouble.”

Two seconds later the screen door opened with a squeal and there appeared on the back steps ayoung
man with acrew cut and a basebal bat. He wore awhite T-shirt beneath which his muscles bulged.
"What'swrong, Dad?' he said.

"Remove these two assholesfrom theyard," said Andrewswith asmile.

"What the hell'sthis one?" asked Calvin, pointing the bat a me asif he was the Babe, indicating a home
run.

"I'm not sure," said Andrews.

Calvin took a step toward me, and | backed up. Schell didn't need to cal for Antony because he was
aready in the backyard.

"I brought my own," said Schell.

Cdvin shifted his sghts from meto focus on Antony. Andrews's son was big, but Antony dwarfed him.
"Put down the bat, sonny," he said.

There was atense moment or two, and then Calvin grunted and ran a Antony, cocking the bat over his
shoulder. The big man went into asort of half-assed crouch, and when Calvin swung, Antony came up
with hisleft hand and caught the fat end of the bat in midswing, stopping it with seemingly little effort. The
right fist followed, catching Cavin on the temple and dropping him to hisknees. Then Antony lifted his
own knee and caught his attacker directly under the jaw. The young man, blood leaking from his nose
and mouth, fell backward, flat out on the grass and leaves.

The old man started to stand up, but Schell leaned across the table and pushed down on his shoulder,
returning him to his seet. "Reedy to talk, Mr. Andrews?" he said.

"Go to the devil. I've got nothing to say." He trembled with anger, and | thought for amoment he was
going to ked over.

"Blow hisbrainsout,” Schell said to Antony.

The big man dropped down to his knees, straddling Calvin. From within hisjacket, he drew the Mauser
out of ashoulder holster, cocked the trigger, and lightly pressed the end of the long barrel againgt Cavin's
closed right eydid.

"Okay," said Andrews. "What do you want to know? Tell him to stop.”

Schell held his hand up, and Antony pulled the gun back afew inches. | bresthed asigh of relief. This
was asde of Schell and Antony I'd never witnessed before. My stomach churned. | fdt alittle dizzy and
waked over to take aseat next to Schell on the picnic bench.

"l need some information about the Klan," said Schell.

"You acop or areporter?' asked Andrews. He took a pack of cigarettes out of his swesater, his hand il
shaking.



"Neither," said Schell. "And the information you give me stayswith me."

"Okay, what do you want?" asked the old man, putting a cigarette to hislips. He brought up asilver
lighter and sparked it.

"Back inthe mid twenties, the Klan ran their own operations to stop bootleggers dong the shore of Long
Idand."

Andrews blew smoke and nodded.

"Y ou must have known who the money was behind theillega imports,” said Schell.
"Some of them,” said Andrews. "We stopped alot of it from comingin.”

"Doesthe name Harold Barnesring abel 17" asked Schell.

"Barnes," said the old man. "Y eah, Barnes and Parks. They had one of the biggest deals going. Wetried
to get thelaw on them, but they had too much money. We stopped their shipments more than once.”

"Do you remember any particular vendetta againgt those two?"

"They were a couple of the worst. Some of my people got involved with some of their peopleina
shoot-out one night up by Matinecock Point. They killed a constable who was part of our organization.”

"Y ou know Barnes's daughter was recently kidnapped and killed?' said Schell.
"l read about it," said Andrews. "But ook, Mr.... what's your name?"
"Forget the names," said Schell.

"What happened that night they killed one of our own happened along time ago. That murder was
avenged pretty quickly. It'sal ancient history. Y ou can't pin thisgirl's desth on us."

"Did you know that there was a Klan symbol found with the girl's body?"

"Y ou don't know what you're talking about,” said Andrews. "That'simpossble.”

"Soyou say," said Schell.

"Whatever theory you've got cooking is bullshit, mister. The Klan'sfinished here on theidand. Been
finished for sometime. Y ou've got little groups here and there, glorified socia clubswherethe only thing
burning ishot ar. I'm not going to live much longer, and to tell you thetruth, | don't mind. This country's
going down thetoilet. Youvegot al kinds of heathens mixing in here. The blood of our nationis
corrupted to the point of being poisoned. That sociaist dupe, FDR, isgoing to get into office, lift
Prohibition, and then you'll see. Straight to the bottom.”

Schell stood up. "Thanks for the hospitality, Mr. Andrews," he said. "'It's been apleasure.”

"Y ou better hope | never find out who you are," said the old man.



"I'm the Exalted Cyclops," said Antony, releasing the trigger of the gun. Calvin had come back to
consciousness and was lying motionless, eyeswide with fear. The big man stood up, holstered the gun,
and stepped away from him.

Oncewe were back in the car and driving away, Antony said, "Pleasant fella, that Andrews.”

"Y ou guys scared the hell out of me back there" | said. "'l dmost puked.”

"Theresdl kinds of cons," said Schell.

"Do you believe him?' | asked.

"I think so, which meanswhoever killed Charlotte Barnesis working their own scam. Well see”

THISCASE ISCLOSED

After wed goneto see Andrews, our pursuit of Charlotte Barnesskiller hit astone wall. Schell judged
the stuation as still too hot to interview the other people on the list or go back to her father's etate to try
to glean more clues, the Klan deal seemed to be adead end, and Lydia Hush had melted like the snow
gueen shewas.

Schell resumed his zombie act, drinking too much at night, and | tried to return to my studies. The days
were beautiful and clear and the nightswere long. All of our hours were underscored by the magisteria
dirgesthe bass spun on hisVictrola. Antony, proclaiming himself "bored shitless” fled tothe city to
spend two days with VVonda, the Rubber Lady.

On the morning he returned on the early train, he entered the kitchen and threw afolded newspaper onto
the breskfast table so that it landed faceup, the headline showing. He took his coat off, hung it on the
back of hischair, and said, "According to the cops, this caseis closed." He tossed his hat onto the
counter and headed for the stove.

Schel and I, who had been wearily sipping coffee, sat up and focused on the words—"Arrest Madein
Barnes Case." The big man returned to the table and sat down with his cup.

"What's the dope?" asked Schell. "My eyes aren't awake enough to read yet.”

"They picked up aguy, Frederick Kern, ahophead, connections to the Klan, arecord of minor
burglaries—one for assaulting an off-duty cop in abar some years back. He's done some time, a couple
of months here and there. The copstell, | think for thefirgt time, that the girl wasfound with that Klan
rag. They say the cause of desth was strangulation. The story they'retdlling isthat Kern wasanut job on
alonemission to revivetheloca Klan. He picked on Barnes, because, asthey put it in the article, back
inthetwentiesit wasfasdy believed by the Klan that Barnes was behind agood dedl of the rum-running
on the North Shore. Of course, they go on to say that Barnes had been cleared of these false dlegations
along time ago. | love what money can do.”

"Doyou buy it?" | asked.
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Antony shook his heed.

"Obvioudy arailroad job," said Schell. "No doubt Kern'salowlife, probably not dl that smart. They
needed aquick arrest in this case, so they went through their files after finding out about the symbal,
came up with thisloser, and dragged him in. Case closed. Everybody |ooks good.”

"I'd lovefor thisto be over,” said Antony, "but | have to agree with you, Boss. Thisreeks."

"Strangulation,” said Schell. He looked over at me. "Do you remember any marks on the girl's neck when
you found the body? There'd be bruises.”

Now that some time had passed, | was able to think back to the image of the body without feding | was
going to get the dry heaves. | Seded mysdlf and let theimage come into my mind. "Thelight wasn't
good,” | said, "but what | remember isthat she was very pale and that wasit. No marks, no bruises.”

"I don't remember marks around the neck,” said Antony. "But like | told you before, | wasin ahurry to
get out of there."

"Maybe we could take that fed badge and papers| lifted off that guy afew years ago in Penn Station and
put it to good use here," said Schell. "We go vist the coroner and tell him theré's an investigation going on
abovethelevd of the local copsand seeif we can get him to spill something. If he can proveto me she
was strangled, I'll reconsider and drop the whole thing.”

"Not abad..." Antony started to speak, but at that instant the phone in the office next to the kitchen rang.

While Schell went to answer the phone, | asked Antony what Schell had meant when he'd referred to
Penn Station.

"Oh, that," he said. "We were signed up to do aséance for thisrich old hermit in the city. The guy'slife
was ared mystery, murder to find anything we could use when we did the job. Schell was desperate for
information on the guy. We knew some people who could tell usafew things, but he'd paid them off
redlly well or had scared them into keeping their mouths sht.

"Anyway, we decided we needed to pose as cops in order to get them to sing. We were in Penn Station
talking about it, and right there, we spotted this guy. We knew he was a bull, undercover. | mean hewas
the flattest flatfoot you ever saw. Anyway, we worked out a plan. We passed by the guy, arguing. |
pushed Schell, he bumped into the guy, gpologized profusaly, et cetera. The guy was going to say
something but takes onelook at me, and | give him my bear wrestling stare, and he letsit go. Wewak
away, and Schell, of course, hasthe guy's wallet. When we opened it later, we found out he wasn't a
cop, though. Hewas afederd agent, FBI."

"What happened with therich old hermit?" | asked.

"The fucking guy died before we could jerk hischain. If we were ever going to see him again, it would
have to have been at someone else's séance.”

"Have you used the FBI stuff snce then?"

"No, it's not the kind of thing you want to play with if you don't have to. Posing as an agent carries a stiff



sentence. If those guys catch wind of ascam, they'll find you by hook or by crook. Welet it St after
thet."

Schell came back into the kitchen. "Okay, gentlemen, let'smove. Ten minutes, inthe car. I've got aline
on something good," he said. He'd dready turned and started down the hall to hisroom to get dressed
when | caled after him, asking what it was.

“LydiaHush," he caled back.

No more than ten minutes later, Antony had the Cord rumbling at anidle, and Schell and | got in.
"Whereto, Boss?' asked Antony.

"Head down toward Syosset,” he said, "then take Berryhill Road to Eastwoods going west.”

Once we were on our way, | asked Schell if held spoken to Lydia Hush.

"No, not her. It was Tremaine. He just got back from agtint in Philadephia.”

"Who's Tremaine?' | asked.

"Abel Tremaine, King of the Cold Readers,”" said Antony. "The guy'sared pro, smoother thanagin
hit"

"He said he'd been meaning to call mefor awhile" said Schell, "but that it had dipped his mind, and then
he had to take off for ajob in Philly. Anyway, he just got back last night and he remembered. He said
thisguy in the business, Lester Brill, had called him awhile ago and asked about us, wanted to know
whether we could be trusted, etc. So Abel tellsthe guy he knows us and that were trustworthy. Answers
afew questions, you know, professiond courtesy. Told him we had Diego working with us now and so
on. You know how Tremainelikesto talk."

"S0, you think thisis how shefound out about us?' asked Antony.

"Morethan likely," said Schell. "Tremaine said the guy told him he needed to check up on us because he
was going to do ajob with us. Later on, though, he redlized that this guy isalightweight, not bad for tea
parties and rotary club gigs but not areal con. Then he started to thinking that it was highly unlikely wed
be working with him. By then, though, Tremaine was off to Philly, but he made anoteto cdl usas soon
as he got back in town just in case it wasn't on the up-and-up.”

"Have you ever heard of him before?" | asked.

"No," said Schell. "Y ou ever hear that name before?"

"Never heard of him, Boss," said Antony.

"WEell pay himavist and find out why hesso interested in us" said Schell.

"I hope he doesn't have any kidswho play basebadl,” said Antony.

The address Tremaine had given to Schell turned out to be the Immaculate Redeemer Nursing Home, a



sprawling one-story building set back from the road among scrub pine. Aswe pulled into the parking lot,
Schdll said to Antony, "I don't think you have to worry about arepesat of yesterday's drama.”

"I don't lean on cripplesor feebs" said Antony. "That'swhere | draw theline.”
"Admirable," said Schell.

Asit turned out, Lester Brill wasn't acripple or afeeb but a sharp-looking older gentleman with silver
hair, atrim goatee, and a cane. We found him in adayroom, playing cards with some of the other
residents. When Schell introduced himsdlf, Brill seemed to know immediately why we were there and
excused himself from the game. He led usto his room and, once we wereinside, closed the door. Ashe
seated himself in arocking chair, he waved his hand at the bed and invited Schell and meto sit down.
"Sorry, Goliath," he said to Antony, "but | don't think my bed can handlethe strain.”

Antony nodded, folded hisarms, and leaned his back against the door.

"Mr. Brill, you caled Abd Tremaine and told him you'd be working with us and asked for information
concerning our operation. Why?'

"I love thisyoung man's getup,” said Brill, pointing hiscane a me. "I bet that disarmsthe marks."
"Who wasit that wanted to know about us?' asked Schell.

"l remember Tremainetdling me stories of your exploits," he said to Schell. "Y ou're quite famousin the
community.” Brill gpoke calmly, smiling as hewent on, asif weweredl old friends, but no matter how
many times Schell tried to move the conversation back to his main question, the old man went off in
another direction.

Findly Schell switched tactics, and | was surprised by his gpproach. "Miss Hush, the young woman you
were helping out,” he said, "isin some very deep trouble.” Brill's composure cracked ever so dightly, a
line of worry forming on hisbrow. Still he continued to smile. Then Schell launched into a protracted
description of the entire Barnes case and our involvement in it. I'd never before witnessed him reved so
much about our methods and secrets.

When he was done, he said, "I'm taking avery big chancetelling you dl of this, Mr. Brill, but | havea
reason. Miss Hush'slife could be at stake, and if you care anything for her, you'll want usto find her
before the people who killed Barness daughter do."

The old man began rocking in the chair, tapping his cane on the floor. He looked out the window once
and then back at Schell. "Her nameis Morgan Shaw," he said. "I'm the one who concocted the moniker
LydiaHushfor her."

"Very effective name," said Schell, and Antony seconded this affirmation, asdid 1.

"Sheworks here afew daysaweek asan aide," he said. "We became friends and | taught her cold
reading so that she could make some extramoney for herself. She's gotten very good. An excellent

student. Please, Mr. Schdll, don't let any harm cometo her. She'slike adaughter to me."

"Well watch out for her," said Schdll.



"I'm sorry | dropped adime on you and your friends here, but she was desperate to work those Barnes
people, and she was worried you'd outclass her and sheld lose the job. She thought if she got the jump
on you, had alittle edge, you'd be convinced of her skill. Actualy, | suggested the tactic to her when she
told me Barneswasbringing youinonit.”

"It wasn't abad strategy,” said Schell. "Can | trust you to keep our secrets?!

"I'll makeyou aded," hesad. "If you trest Morgan well, what you've told mewill stay in thisroom. If
anything happensto her, I'll sing like anightingale to the press about how you tried to dupe Barnesin his

time of tragedy."

"Fair enough,” said Schell. "Now, where does shelive?'

CABIN NUMBER SIX

Due west of Syosset was atract of woods in a place called Muttontown. Brill told us all we had to do
was continue on Eastwood for five miles and it would take us through the pines. Along that road, amid
the trees, there were some old cabins that had at one time been summer places. Since the Depression
had hit, the owner had begun renting out the few that were still in decent shape for afew dollars amonth.
Morgan Shaw, dias Lydia Hush, supposedly lived in one of those places. No running water, no
electricity. Ashe explained, it was merely aroof over her head. She walked to work, and showered and
ate when she could at the nursing home.

We found the half dozen or so old run-down structures, pread out over an area of about three acres and
hidden benesth the deep shade of tall pines. Antony pulled the car off the road and in among the trees.
We got out, and Schell motioned for usto follow him. He picked the first place we cameto that had a
trail of smoke issuing from its chimney, walked up to the front door, and knocked. A womaninaplain
cotton shift answered. In her arms was a baby, and there were two other little kids standing behind her.
She wore that blank, stunned expression that seemed to me to be the mask of poverty. I'd seenitin the
city on men standing around atrash barrdl fire and in newspaper photos of whole families out west,
trapped in the Dust Bowl.

"Sorry to bother you, maam,” said Schell, "but | am looking for ayoung woman who livesin one of these
cabins. Her name is Morgan Shaw. She's got long very blonde hair, dmost white. Do you know her?"

The woman stared for amoment asif she didn't understand. "I might,” shefinaly said. "Who wantsto
know?'

"Mr. Lincolnisinquiring,” said Schell, and afive-dollar bill appeared in hishand.

| was somewhat put off by the crassness of this approach, playing on the woman's situation, but I'll admit
it was successful. Her eyeslit up, and she snatched the bill from his hand.

"Cabin number Sx," shesaid. "All the way in the back. The onewith the ydlow curtain.” She then shut
the door, and | could hear the lock bolt dide home.

"Fivedollarsmust go along way here," | said to Schell as he started toward cabin six.
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He looked somewhat sheepishly at me and said, "It al doesn't have to be difficult, doesit?"
| wasn't quite sure what he meant.
"Y ou probably could have gotten away with three," said Antony.

A few minutes|ater, we stood in front of the cabin with the yellow curtain. Schell put hisfinger to hislips
and motioned with hishand for Antony to go around back in case she tried to escape that way. Then he

reached in his pocket and retrieved hiskey ring. Singling out the one long thin key with atiny hook &t the
end, he held the skeleton key up for me to see. He tossed the set to me and pointed at the door. | knew

what to do. Held let me practice with the key on the lock of the Bugatorium door since | wasten.

| worked the lock like a pro, and in aminute the door was open adiver. Schell grabbed me by the
shoulder and pulled me away before | could enter. He pushed on the door, |etting it swing dowly inward.
Only after he had looked around the interior of the cabin did he step over the threshold. "Okay," he said
to me and waved mein.

The place wastiny, barely enough room for abed, alittle wood-burning stove, achair, and adesk.
There were no closets, and whoever lived there, | supposed it was LydialMorgan, appeared to store her
thingsin cardboard boxes. Even though the one window over the bed let in somelight, it was ill dim and
somewhat dank aswell, smelling of mold and the pine scent of the trees outside. There was atattered,
well-worn old rug, rumpled and lying askew on the floor, bearing afaded maroon and green flord design.
Two candlesin old-fashioned copper holders sat on either side, and a hurricane lamp rested on the floor
between the end of the bed and the desk. A small anemic-looking plant grew in aclay pot on the
windowsll.

"A tidy little ship," said Antony from the doorway, having just come around from the rear of the cabin
after finding no evidence of LydiaMorgan.

"This place reminds me too much of the shack we found Charlotte Barnesin,” | said.
"Yeah," said Antony, "I know what you mean.”

"Well, perish the thought, gentlemen,” said Schell, "because | think our best bet of finding Miss Shaw will
be to stake this place out. We might be here for awhile.”

"Boss, | better go hidethe car,” said Antony. "She knowsit, and if she seesit, shéll run.”
"Good idea," said Schell.

After Antony left, | took aseat on the desk chair and Schell settled down on the bed, the springs of
which squealed unmercifully beneath hisweight. "The ydlow curtainsare anicetouch,” hesaid.

| nodded. We sat in sllence, and | listened to the sound of the wind quietly whistling through asmall crack
in the corner of the window, the boughs of the trees outside cresking. | could imagine how cold and
lonely it must get there late at night and began to fed ameasure of sympathy for our quarry. It aso struck
me, as| looked around, just how well Schell had provided for me from the time | had first cometo stay
withhim.



Antony returned after afew minutes and closed the door behind him. Seeing Schell on the bed, he turned
to me and pointed histhumb over his shoulder, evicting me from the only other seet. "Curtain cdl, junior,”
he said. | got up and sat on the floor in the middle of the musty rug, crossing my legsIndian style. As
Antony eased into the chair, | told him | hoped the legs broke.

"Youlook likeared swvami now," hesad.

Schell looked over and smiled vacantly, then turned his gaze back out the window. He had aslver dollar
in hisleft hand that he was rolling across his knuckles from pinky to thumb and back again.

"Onething | want to know," said Antony, "iswhat we are going to call Lydia Hush now. I'm confused.”
"WEell ask her what she prefers when she shows up,” said Schell.

That wasthe last thing any of ussaid for along time. An hour, passed, and eventudly | lay down on my
sde and used my turban as amakeshift pillow. Closing my eyes, | was heading for a catnap when | heard
something odd, something very faint below the whisper of the wind and the soughing of the branches. It
was dow and regular, like the sound of someone breathing. | sat up and looked over at Antony but soon
redlized that the noise wasn't coming from him, nor wasit coming from Schell.

"Have abad dream?' asked Antony, who sat leaning back in the chair with hishat pulled down over his
eyes.

| lay back on the floor, and after amoment or two heard the rhythmic sound again. Thistime | could
placeit. There was something or someone under the rug. | got dowly to my feet and kicked Antony in
the bottom of his shoe. He sat up and looked at me, was about to speak, but | motioned for him to be
quiet. Schell turned around, and | put my finger to my lips. With my other hand, | pointed &t the floor. He
gavemeaquizzica look, so | walked over to him and whispered in his ear, " There's someone under the
floor. | heard them breathing.”

Schell stood up. Antony was dready on hisfeet. | stepped off the rug, and each of them leaned over and
took acorner. They folded it back to reved the outline of asmall trapdoor. At the midway point, dong
the edge on the | eft-hand side, was a brass ring handle sunk into asmall recessed metd square that lay
even with theleve of thefloor. Schell moved around the folded rug, crouched down, and pulled on the
handle. Asthe trapdoor opened, Antony and | stepped closer to look in.

There, in afour-foot-by-four-foot square shalow depression in the ground, lay LydiaHush. A blanket
covered the bare dirt beneath her, and she rested on her side, her knees gathered up close to her chest,
her head bent forward so that her chin touched her knees. She wore nothing but aman's flannel shirt. The
paleness of her long legs and the brightness of her hair seemed to glow in the dark hole.

"Okay, MissHush, or should | say, Miss Shaw, come on out of there," said Schell.
Her eyes opened. Sheturned her head to look up at us, and she smiled. "Gentlemen,” she said.

Schell reached a hand down to her. She grasped it and with alittle maneuvering managed to stand up.
Antony went over to the bed and stripped the cover off. As she emerged from underground, stepping up
into the light, he draped the quilt around her asif she were royaty preparing for aprocession. She
thanked him and then stepped over to the chair and sat down. After | had closed the trapdoor and
replaced the rug, we stood around her like three children waiting to hear astory.



"Perhaps we should gtart at the beginning,” said Schell.

Morgan Shaw's bottom lip began to tremble and tears formed at the corners of her eyes.

NOTHING TO HIDE

Schell handed her his handkerchief, and we stood by while she vented her sorrow. Antony looked like
he was on the verge of tears himsalf by the time shefindly stopped crying and began to dry her eyes.

"I'msorry,” shesaid. "It'sjust that things have been so hard latdly. I'm scared.”
"Y ou've got nothing to be frightened of with us" said Schell.
"They're after me," she said.

"Who's after you?' | asked.

"I don't know, but since the Barnes thing, some men have been after me. They've come here, looking for
me. | live so far back from theroad, | can hear when someone's coming and | hide.”

"How many times have they been here?' asked Schell.
"Threetimes," shesaid. "l thought you werethem.”
"What do they want?"

"I don't know," she said, shaking her head.

"If you don't mind my asking," said Antony, "how do you manageto get in thefloor and havetheruglie
down on top of the secret door?"

"Oh, | worked that out awhile ago,” she said. "l figured out away to roll the rug back hafway and lightly
tuck it under the edge. | only open the door enough to just about dip in, and when | let it fal back down,

the impact loosensthe rug and it rolls down flat.”

"Ingenious,” said Schell. "But now let's get to the real question. How did you know where the Barnes girl
would be?"

"Yes, thered question,” she said. Even wrapped in that blanket with her hair atangle from having been
under the floor, she was beautiful. She turned to Antony and put her first two fingers up to her lips.

The big man reached into his jacket pocket and took out his cigarettes. With aflick of hiswrigt, onedid

aquarter of the way out of the pack. Shetook it, put it in her mouth, and he had the lighter ready. She
took adrag, flicked an ash onto the floor, and said to Schell, Y ou don't know the half of it."

"I'll settlefor any part of it,” hesaid.
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"Charlotte Barneswasn't the first child killed,” she said. "Two years ago there was alittle boy downin
Amityville who was found murdered too. Y ou can check it out with the newspapers, but it wasn't on
page one. In fact it wasn't even on page three. It was buried back in the paper, in atiny little article. The
kid'sfather was aNegro, so he was picked up and charged with the murder. | don't think he was guilty.
It was a that timethat | got the first note.”

"About the murder?* asked Schell.

"Not the murder but where the body was going to be. | had just moved into this dump, after leaving the
city. | was here no more than two weeks when, one night, | heard someone moving around outside the
cabin. | can't tell you how scared | was. From then on, | dept with abutcher knifel stole from the
kitchen a the nursing home,

"| asked my neighbor if she ever heard strange noises at night. Shetold me it was probably just
deer—but deer don't leave bouquets of wildflowers on your doorstep now do they? SometimesI'd find
flowers, or little broken toys or pennies. It was bizarre. | couldn't go to the police because there were
certain people from my past who | didn't want to find me. Then one morning, | found a piece of paper
with a scrawled map on it and some words. The words made no sense, but the map had a crude picture
of an old house, busted windows, door hanging off, and athree-digit number written with two backward
numerd. Okay, just strange, right?

"About aweek later, | was at the nursing home, having my lunch, and reading the paper. | was reading
about this kid who'd been kidnapped in Amityville. They'd found his body in an abandoned house, and
they gave the address. The three-digit number was the same as on the map that had been left.”

Antony whigtled.

"Therésmore," she said. "There was another kid earlier this year from out east on theidand. Her parents
were migrant workers, you know, for the potato farms out in Patchogue. Again, nothing much was made
of it. | forget who took the rap for that one, but | knew where they were going to find her before they
did."

"The same happened with the Barnes girl ?* asked Schell.

"When Charlotte Barnes went missing, | knew it wasn't just an isolated thing. | might have been the only
other person who knew besides the killer, because the cops sure weren't onto it. I'd been learning the
cold reading from Lester, and | thought that maybe | could save the Barneses alittle grief by showing
them where their daughter was and test out my skills..."

"And make some money intheded," said Schell.

"You, of al people, aren't going to give me the holier-than-thou line now are you?' she asked.

Schell shook his head.

"Y ou can see where I'm living; | needed the dough, and they needed to find their girl. Lester taught me
wdll, because | was able to convince both of them that | had the gift. When you gentlemen came on the

scene, you presented me with a chance to lead them to the body and not have to be involved if there was
aninvedtigation.”



"You buy that, Boss?' asked Antony.

"It'skind of far-fetched," said Schell.

"l don't careif you believe me or not. I've got nothing to hide," she said.
"Wadll, you're abetter con than | gave you credit for," said Schell.

"That whole wifty act was part of my LydiaHush routine," she said. "'l don't want to go into what | was
involved inwhen | wasin thecity, but I know how to string someone along.”

"How do | know you're not lying to me now?" said Schell.

"Look, | admit | played them, but a the sametime, | felt for those people and their kid."

"We have to figure out who's leaving you these messages,” said Antony.

"That'sthething,” she said. "There was anew one two nights ago. Let me get it." She turned around to
the desk, leaned over to open the bottom drawer, and pulled out an envelope. Swiveling back around,
she pulled afolded piece of paper from within it. Asthe paper came forth dried flower petasdrifted to
thefloor. "Thisone's different from the others. It'sjust amap,” she said, "and you can make out some of
the road names, even though there are some letters backward and missing. It's also got apicture of abig
house, but nothing about whether it'saboy or girl thistime."

"May 17" asked Schell. Helooked at it. "Antony," he said, "do you have amap in the car?

"I'monit, Boss," said the big man, dready heading for the door.

"Now, gentlemen, | want you two to go outsde for aminute while | get changed.”

"Y ou won't disgppear on us again, will you?' asked Schell.

"Wheream | going to go, up the chimney?"

Schell and | stepped outside and closed the door behind us. By then it was | ate afternoon, and it was
starting to get cold. Leavesfrom the occasiond oak tree fell here and there.

"l bdieve her," | said.
"] dotoo," said Schdll. "For somereason it's hard not to."
"Obvioudy, whoever isleaving her the notes must know her," | said.

"Or know about her," said Schell. " She referred to her timein the city. | can imagine what that was
about."

"What do you mean?"'

"Forget it," hesad.



A few minutes passed and then the door opened and she called to us. She had dressed in agray skirt
and jacket, aviolet blouse, and smple, flat shoes. Her hair was pulled back, and she reminded me of a
librarian. Aswe traipsed back into the cabin, Antony returned, and | held the door for him.

"Let's see your note," the big man said to Morgan, and she handed it to him.

He sat down at the desk, opened the map from the car, and spread it out in front of him. Then he pulled
one of the candle-holders close, and lit the wick with his cigarette lighter. A warm glow rosein asmall
circlearound him, and he carefully laid Morgan's note next to the larger map. Out came the cheaters. He
ceremonioudy positioned them on the bridge of his nose and affixed them behind hisears. Schell and |
each leaned over a shoulder.

It took Antony along timeto figure out what part of theidand he should belooking a. Hed crane his
neck forward, so that it was amost touching the paper, and then back away alittle and squint. HEd
follow the line of aroad with hishig thick finger and then retract the finger and say, "That'snot it."
Fifteen minuteslater, dl of us having grown weary of waiting, we were spread around the room, leaning
agang thewalls. "Oh shit," hefinally said, and Schell moved across the room toward him. "What isit?"
he asked.

"Y ou're never going to believethis, Boss. But if I'm not mistaken, this drawing would lead you up by the
sound.”

"What area?' | asked.

"Forget area," said Antony, whipping off the cheaters. " Straight to Parks's place.”

KILL THELIGHT

| f there was one thi ng that Schell couldn't somach, it wasfast, reckless driving, and, when called upon,
Antony was amaster practitioner. As hisfoot increased its pressure on the gas peddle, a steady string of
foul language issued from hismouth, increasing in intengity asthe Cord picked up speed. He cursed the
other vehicles, the bumpsin the road, the twilight. As scared as| was, | wanted him to go even faster, as
my thoughts were consumed with |sabdl's safety.

The boss st in the back with Morgan Shaw, and | sat up front, my fingers dug into the cushion. Although
there were times when | wanted to close my eyes, they remained open, asif welded so, out of morbid
curiosity, not wanting to missthetree or car that would ultimately be our end.

We arrived a the front gate sometime after seven. The headlamps showed the guard's booth to be
empty. Schell and | got out of the car and walked up to the gate. There was no onein sight, but Schell
cdled out, "Hdlo?' It wasthen that | saw something lying on the ground, only partialy visble, behind the
guard booth.

"There," | said to Schell and pointed to the body.


ch_28

Hetook aquick look and called for Antony. The big man got out of the car, followed by Morgan.
"Y ou're going to have to be aladder for Diego here," said Schell. "Let him get on your shoulders.”

| looked up at the top of the gate, which was at |east nine feet high, and inpected the tips of its pointed
bars. The thought of scaling it made me wesk in the knees. "I don't know if | can do this," | said.

"Come on, kid, climb aboard," said Antony as he crouched down to make it easier for meto step up
onto hisshoulders.

| hesitated, and in that moment, Morgan had dipped off her shoes and waslifting aleg high to get a
foothold on Antony'sleft shoulder. He reached up and took her small handsin his giant mitts. Clasping
them tightly, he dowly stood. Morgan settled her other foot on hisright shoulder asthey rose.

"We oughtajoin the circus," said Antony as he moved closer to the gate.

She had to stand on her toes to reach the base of the spikes above the last crossbar. | doubted whether
she would have the strength to pull hersalf up, but once she called Antony off and he stepped away, |
could see her aramstense, and though they were thin, you could easily make out their long cablelike
muscles.

"Good God, watch those spikes, Morgan,” said Schell.

"Thanks," she said as she pulled hersdf straight up, and swung aleg out to the Sdeto rest her toeson the

crossbar. Once she managed to get afoothold, she made the rest seem easy. | looked over at Schell,
and his mouth was agape as she lowered herself, hand over hand, to the ground.

"Get the keys off the guard,” | said, but she was already at the task.

In less than aminute, she had opened the gate. Antony and Schell each took a side and pushed it back
enough so that the car could pass through. | went to check on the guard to seeif hewas il dive. As
soon as | crouched down next to him, | sensed something wasterribly amiss. | had reached for hiswrist
to find a pulse and then suddenly became aware that, athough he was lying on his back, his head was
turned facedown. Calling to the others, | stood and stepped dowly away from the corpse.

"Broken neck," said Schell.

Morgan grunted, turning away from the sight. "I never even noticed.”

"'Somebody'd have to be pretty strong to do that," said Antony.

"Dowego on, or turn back and cdl the police?' asked Schell.

"I've got to go to the house," | said. "Isabd'sin there."

Schell didn't hesitate. "Okay, let'sgo,” he said.

We piled back into the car, Antony started it, and we cruised dowly up the drive. There were no lights
on in the mansion, and the grounds were pitch-black.



After parking, we made our way up the steps to the front door, which we discovered was dightly gar.
Antony took out hislighter and flicked it on. The flame came up and offered alittle respite from the
darkness, illuminating an area of only about four feet around our huddled group.

"Let'shead for the parlor,” said Schell.

Antony nearly tripped over the butler in the foyer. When he held the lighter close to the body, it became
evident that the man had been strangled. His eyes were huge, histongue hung from the side of his mouth,
and there were angry black-and-blue marks around thisthroat. Schell knelt and checked the man's pulse.
"Forget it," hesad.

Everything was happening so fast, and | was at least partidly in shock from the sight of the bodies. Every
second, | expected someone to legp out of the darkness and wrap their fingers around my throat. Aswe
inched forward into the shadows, | tried to clear my mind enough to think what part of the house | sabdl
might bein.

We stumbled through the dining room, and it was there Morgan spotted two candles, which she
appropriated. Antony lit them and gave hislighter arest. Schell took one and gave me the other.

"| think the servants quarters are on the other side of the house," he said. ™Y ou'd better go and find
Isabd. Antony, go with him."

"Don't know if we should split up, Boss," said the big man.

"Time could beimportant,” said Schell. "Miss Shaw and | will seeif we can locate Parksin that parlor
where we dways met with him. Well be careful, and believe me, if we need you, you'll hear me scream.”

Antony shook hishead, sill unhappy with the arrangement. | didn't think it was such agreat ideamysdlf,
but | knew Schell wasright. In the time we would spend trying to find Parks, something could be
happening to Isabd. We moved through the dining room and came to amain hallway that connected the
eastern and western sides of the mansion.

AsAntony and | wereinching adong, listening for sounds of an intruder, he whispered to me, "I'll bet you
wish I'd brought the gun.”

"From here on out, I'll never try to dissuade you from carrying thegun,” | said.

Passing through the indoor swimming pool area, the candldight reflected off the water and the large glass
panes of the floor-to-celling windows, creating a dazzling display. Beyond that, the ballroom was avadt,
echoing box of blackness. Eventudly we cameto the halway that held the door to the room in which
Isabel and 1'd had our tryst. We'd taken no more than two steps down that corridor when | thought |
heard something at the other end.

Lowering the candle so that my vision would not be disturbed by the glare of the flame, | peered into the
shadows.

"Did you hear anoise down there?' asked Antony.

"Yeah," | said, and as| spoke, | caught sight of something moving, likeablur. It darted from one sde of
the hdl to the other. | stopped, and Antony walked into me. "There's something down there,” | said.



"Kill thelight," he said, and when | wastoo dow to carry out his order, he leaned over my shoulder and
blew out the flame.

Smoke rose up in front of me, and for asecond that's al | could see, but when that cleared, | saw it
again—awhiteform, like aghost. It legped acrossthe hall.

"Shit, | seeit," hesaid. "What the hell isthat?'

Next thing | knew, it was moving toward me a an incredible rate, asif flying just above the ground. | was
going to warn Antony, but before | could get the words out, avery materia fist struck me squarein the
face and sent me sprawling sideways against the wall. | dropped the candle and very nearly passed out
from the blow but held on, teetering in a crouch hafway between standing and faling.

| blinked once, twice, to clear my vision, and when | could see Sraight again, what | saw was Antony's
shadow wrestling with the white form. They moved from one side of the hdl to the other, banging into the
walls, and the sound of the big man's grunts was interspersed with those of fists hitting their marks.

My eyes began to adjust to the darknessin time to see Antony's silhouette cock back its right hand and
land ahaymaker directly into what should have been the phantom'’s head. The white form was driven
back by the blow, but it seemed unhurt asit sprang forward again. Some small object hit mein the chest.

"Kid, thelighter. Find the candle and..."

| dove down and scrabbled on the floor to find the lighter. When | sparked it, | noticed the figure had its
hands around the big man'sthroat. | wanted to believe it wasjust aman, but | wasn't convinced. It was
nearly astall as Antony, pure white, and disfigured in someway | couldn't focus enough to discern. The
two were ever moving in and out of the glow from the lighter'sflame, and | couldn't get aclear view for
more than haf asecond at atime.

Antony was trying to say something to me, but hiswords cameforth asakind of gurgling, and judging
from the position of the shadowed figures | could tdll the thing was strangling him. | forgot my search for
the candle, legped up behind the phantom, and set the flame of the lighter against its back. There
followed a high-pitched squedl, like the cry of awounded animal, and then its elbow shot back and
caught mein the chest. | was knocked off my feet by the incredible force of the impact and lay gasping
for breath.

| lost consciousness for no more than afew seconds, and when | cameto, | managed to prop myself up
on my ebow and again flick thelighter to life. Just then another form appeared in afrantic whirl from
behind the phantom, who had Antony up against the wall and was obvioudy wringing his neck. Thisnew
presence lifted something high in the air and brought it down on the head of the attacker. Therewas adull
thud. The phantom dropped its arms, staggered back, and Antony recovered enough to lash out with a
right and then alleft, landing two punches, ether one of which would have put anorma maninthe
hospital. The thing retreated, turned, and ran into the darkness at the other end of the hall. A moment
later there was asound of glass shattering, and without turning to look, 1 knew the phantom had smashed
through the window at the end of the hal in order to escape.

"Fuck," | heard Antony say in ahoarse whisper. "Kid, you il dive?’

Then there was ahand holding the candle up to the flame of the lighter that was il lit in my hand. |



turned and saw Isabel's face. She was|eaning down to kissme.

TALK TOME

| sabel and | had to help Antony along for agood part of the journey to the opposite side of the mansion.
| got under one arm, she got under the other, and | know he must have been in pain and perhaps dizzy,
because there were times when it felt like he was bearing down on us with hisfull weight. | wanted to
know how hefelt but didn't want to ask, as every time hetried to speak it came out as arasping cough.
Eventually, helet go of us, straightened up, and croaked, "Okay." Still he moved dowly, and we had to
wait up for him.

Wefindly saw light ahead, emanating from the parlor where we'd had our initial meetings with Parks. |
caled out for Schell as we approached the room. He came to the door, holding the candle, and waved
uson. Aswe entered, he said to me, "Parksisdead.”

"How?" | asked, trying to seeinto the shadows beyond the bubble of the combined candldight.

Morgan Shaw appeared behind Schell like aspecter of somekind hersdlf, her face and hair aglow.
"Horrible," she said with an anguished expression.

"It looks like someone drove their thumbsinto his eyes. Hisfaceis abloody mess, empty eye sockets.
Ther€'s nothing we can do here," said Schell.

Antony sidled past Isabel and me. "Boss," he said in aharsh whisper, "weve gotta scram.”

"Yeah," said Schell, and then the sound of Antony's voice registered, and helooked up at the big man's
face. "What the hell happened to you?'

"Weranintothekiller,” | said. "I'll tell you inthe car. Let'sgo.”

Schell's gaze remained locked on Antony for amoment as he addressed Isabdl. "Listen, the butler and
the guard are already dead, are there any others ill in the house?!

"No," she sad, shaking her head. "The other maidslivein town. They go homeat night." For thefirst time
since sheld rescued Antony and me, there were tearsin her eyes. Her bottom lip trembled, and | put my
arm around her.

"Go," said Schell. Finding our way by the light of the candles, we moved quickly toward the front of the
manson with Isabdl leading the way and Antony bringing up the rear.

It was agreet rdief to findly stand outside in the cool night air where there were no dark cornersto
conceal murderousthings. | took afew deep breaths while waiting for Antony to catch up. When we got
to the car, the big man handed the keysto Schell and waited for Morgan, Isabel, and me to squeeze into
the backsest. As soon asthe Cord was running, Schell put it in gear and took off, driving asfast ashe
could bear, down the long driveway. We passed the dead guard, lying next to his booth, and two minutes
later were out on the road, making for home.


ch_29

Schell eased off the gas once we had escaped the grounds of the estate. "Tak to me," he said.

| filled him in on our meeting with the phantom, describing as best | could the look of it, the way it moved
and its strength. When | was done, Antony, who'd been resting with his eyes closed, sat forward and
sad, dill having trouble speaking in anorma tone, "Whatever heis, thisguy's strong, likean animal. | hit
him with shots that could crack stone, and he just kept coming. If it wasn't for Isabel here, me and junior
would have been up shit creek.”

"Can you tell uswhat happened?’ Schell asked her.

"It had been dark outsidefor only alittle while. Then, suddenly, dl the lightswent out. | left my room and
went to find Mr. Parksto seeif he needed my help. | found himin the parlor. Hed lit a candle and was
gtting a his desk, looking at something. The phonelineisdead too,' he said to mewhen | cameinto the
room. | asked him if he wanted meto get Mr. Quigley, the butler, but he said not to worry about it, hed
find himinafew minutes

"I was heading back to my room, when something passed mein the hallway—like aghost. | ran back to
warn Mr. Parks something was in the house. When | got to the parlor entrance, he was fighting the thing.
It had his head in both its hands. Mr. Parks saw me at the doorway and yelled for meto run. Asl ran, |
heard him screaming for hismother, and | knew he was dying. | hid, and the fantasmo was trying to find
me. Then | heard Diego's voice in the hdl, came out, and saw them fighting with it. | went to help.”

"The police are going to be looking for you," said Schell. "First they'll be looking for your body, and
when they don't find it, they'll be looking for you. Y ou and Morgan had both better stay at my place for
thetimebeing.”

Schdll's proposal was met with silence, and eventudly he said, "Okay, that's settled.”
"Did thekiller leave anything behind in the parlor?' asked Antony.

"No," said Schell, "but | took a framed photo that was sitting in the middle of Parks's desk. His body was
dumped on top of it. It may or may not be important.”

"He waslooking at thet picture earlier,” said Isabel. "I brought him teain the late afternoon, y € sujataba
esafoto, mientras charlaba por teléfono. Later, when | went to tell him dinner was reedy, he was till on
the phone, Hill looking at the picture.”

"Here," said Morgan and held up the picture | hadn't been aware sheld been carrying. In the thick
shadows of the backseat, | could barely make out the scene. It looked like agroup of people standing in
ablack rain. Then acar passed us, and the fleeting illumination from its headlamps reveded the
precipitation in the photo to actualy be blood splattered on the glass of the frame.

"Who arethey?' | asked Schell.

"Wadl," hesad, "Parksis one of them. Who therest are, | don't know. It could very well have nothing to
do with thekilling. What we can be relatively certain of isthat the person who offed Parksisthe same
person respongible for the deaths of Charlotte Barnes and the other children.”

"The same person who |eft me the notes," said Morgan.



"Yeah," said Schell. "There's something going on here, and it's got nothing to do with ghodts.”

Schell's statement put a cap on the conversation, everyone no doubt mulling some piece of the puzzleor,
asin my case, wondering what in God's name it was that Antony had done battle with. Ghosts may not
have been apart of it, but this creature seemed far worse than any airy spirit. | wasreminded of The
Worm's definition of the dybbuk.

After awhile, there came a sound from somewherein the car. At first | thought it was Antony, moaning
dightly from hiswounds. Eventudly, though, it became clear that Someone was humming. The moment |
redlized it was Morgan Shaw, who was sitting to my right, she broke into song—a subdued, deepy
verson of "Wrap Y our Troublesin Dreams."

| noticed Schdll turn his attention from the road and give aquick glance into the backseat. Hisface was
lined with consternation and his brow was furrowed. Antony turned profile then too, and | saw Schell
flash aquick glimpse a him and give abrief elevation of the eyebrows, asif to say, Whet the hdll isthis?
Antony gave adight shrug, and hisface brokeinto asmile. I'm not sure whether Morgan saw their
reactions, but either way she continued unfazed, carrying on to the end with genuinefeding.

Isabel, who had rested her head on my Ieft shoulder, put her lipsto my ear and whipered, "L a sefiora
blancaestaloca" Her hand wasin mine, and | gave it asqueeze to indicate my agreement. When the last
line of the song had come and gone, there was an awkward slence, which was eventuadly broken by
Schell.

"Nicely done, Miss Shaw," hesaid.

"Thank you, Mr. Schell," she said and then leaned back and closed her eyes.

When we got within ahaf mile of the house, Schell turned off the headlamps and dowed down to seeiif

we were being followed. We hadn't seen another car for quite awhile. He pulled into the drive and
around the back, hiding the car from the road.

CHANGE

Oncewewerein the house, Schell drew me aside and said, "Y ou let Isabel have your room, and I'll
give mineto Morgan. I'll deep in theliving room, and you can take the couch in the Bugatorium. When
the girl gets Situated, come and seeme.”

| nodded and took Isabel down the hall to my room.

"Areyoutired?' | asked her. From thelook on her face| could tell she was exhausted.

"Yes, but | don't know if I'll be ableto deep,” she said. "Everything istoo strange.”

"Youll be safe here" | said, pushing open the door to my room. "No one knowswhereyou are.”

She swept the strands of hair that had come loose from her braid out of her eyes and nodded. | realized
that she had nothing to wear to bed, so | went to my closet and took out one of my undershirts and my
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first pair of swami trousers, which I'd recently outgrown. She thanked me and laid the clothes on the end
of the bed. As| turned to go, she put her hand on my shoulder and pulled me back. We kissed, briefly.

"Come see melater," she said.

"If I can,” | said.

"Promisg," shesaid.

| nodded and closed the door behind me as| |eft.

Antony, Morgan, and Schell were in the Bugatorium, sitting around the coffee table. In the lighted room,
it was easy to now see the bruises on the big man's neck and awet on hisleft cheek. Schell must have
been feding badly for him, snce Antony, in addition to drinking whiskey from a beer glassfilled to the
brim, was dso smoking acigarette. He had his jacket off and his shirt open halfway.

Schell was holding aglass of wine, and Morgan had ateacup on a saucer in front of her. They'd been
discussing something when | camein, and as soon asthey saw me enter, the conversation died. The
butterflieswerein aturmoail that night, swirling and swarming, afrantic sorm of movement that wasa
metaphor for what was going on behind my eyes. Schell waved me over.

"Diego, teke asedt,” he sad.
| did, opposite him.

"We haveto tak about Isabel. I'm afraid she'sin quite abad Situation. | sarted to mention it in the car,
but | wasn't exactly sure how to proceed, and | thought I'd run it by you first to seeif therewas
something you could add or that | was missing. The main thing is, the police are going to want to know
what happened to her."

My mind wasn't working too well, what with everything we'd been through. " Should we take her to them
tomorrow?" | asked.

"l wouldn't," said Antony.

"If we take her in, that implicates us, which isn't good for any of us, becauseiif they start digging, they're
going to find that we were dl working for Barnes," said Schell. "Honedtly, if | thought it would help her, |
might be persuaded to do that. But if she shows up, she's going to be a suspect. Now, | don't think the
D.A. could possibly make a case that she did to those men what happened to them."”

"She's not strong enough,” said Antony.

"Shesanillegd, though. And it wouldn't surprise me, if they can't come up with an answer that they might
try to pin therap for al three of tonight's murders on her. Possible or not, given the right circumstances, it
might not matter whether she's strong enough.”

| shook my head, barely ableto takeit al in.

"Evenif they treat her asjust awitness, when they're done with her, they'll deport her for sure. If she
wants to stay, she's got to go underground for awhile and leave the area. Y ou see? No good solutions.”



"What can | do?" | asked him.

"W, you can art by explaining thisal to her. After that, | guessit's up to her what she wantsto do. |
hateto say it, but | think her best bet isto go back to Mexico for awhile, on her own. Does she have
family there?"

"Her mother's dead,” | said. "Her father's been sent back, but she doesn't know where."

"That'sabum dedl," said Antony.

"I'll talk to her,” | said. "Not tonight, though. She'stoo upset.”

"Okay," said Schell. "She can stay here aslong as shelikes."

"Thanks" | said.

Morgan Shaw reached over and put her hand on my forearm. "Thingswill work out,” she said, and |
cringed, hoping she wasn't going to Sing again.

Antony reached for a second cigarette, but Schell held up hishand and said, "My sympathies have been
exhaugted.”

Antony laughed and put the pack away. Hetilted his head back and drained off the sizable portion left in
hisglass. "Okay, Boss," he said, looking alittle bleary but nearly back to hisusud sdlf. "I'm going to bed.
| haveto rest up. If | get another chance at that fucking...you know, that thing, | know exactly what I'm
going to do."

"Run?" asked Schell.

"Oh, don't say thet," said Morgan. "Henry was very brave."

Antony shook his heed. "I'm getting old, Tommy."

"Yeah, | know. Weadl are. It beatsthe dternative, though. Just ask Parks," said Schell.

"Have you ever been beaten in afight before?’ | asked.

"Who says | was beaten?' he asked, laughing. He stood up, weaving dightly. "Once when | was younger,
| wasin abar in San Francisco. | was shooting my mouth off, being ared jerk. Anyway, | got in afight
and thislittle Chinese guy, no bigger than Miss Shaw, kicked the crgp out of me. That wasthe last time
until tonight.”

"That'sagood record,” | said.

"No," hesaid. "Next time | meet thisthing, I'm going to give him my secret punch. It stop his heart and
hell shit blood.”

"In that order?' asked Schdll.



"What isit?' | asked.
"The Stunner," Antony said.
"You'reastunner," said Schell. "Go get somerest. I'm glad you'rein one piece.”

Antony smiled and bowed to us. As he moved toward the door, his bulk caused a disturbancein the
atmosphere that rippled throughout the room, its current made evident by the motion of theinsects.

Oncethe door was closed, | got up from my seat and went to the couch where Antony had been sitting
and lay down, propping my head on the end pillow next to a perching, closed pipevine. | exhded, and
the specimen beat itswings and was gone.

"Will we disturb you if we st for afew more minutes?' asked Morgan. "I'm still too wide awake to turn
in

"No," | sad. "I'm dmost adeep.” | closed my eyes. There was sllencefor alittle while, and then sheand
Schell continued speaking in whispers about the events of the night.

| dozed off for alittle while, no more than afew minutesit ssemed. They were ill talking, but in even
more hushed tones now. When | opened my eyesadiver, wanting to see but not wanting to interrupt
them, | noticed that someone had turned off the lights. Morgan Shaw, glowing like afull moon in the
autumn sky, lifted awineglass from off the table, and | redlized that at some point when | was out shed
switched over fromtea. | lay there with my eyes closed, breathing as shallowly as possible so | wouldn't
givemysdf away.

"You haveavery nicevoice," Schell said, "but | never expected a song at quite that moment.”

"Y ou mean, inthe car?' she asked.

llYall

"l angto cammysdf.”

" liked both your voice and that song,” said Schell.

""Wrap your troublesin dreams,™ she said. "It'saniceidea, but somehow they have away of unwrapping
themselves and escaping.”

"I'venoticed,” said Schell.

"So | have my songs, and you, Thomas Schell, have butterflies. I'd never have suspected it. Why?"
"It'sahobby,” he said. "Kegps me off the street at night.”

"Collecting sampsisahobby,” she said. "Thisis something much more."

"I'm fascinated by agood trick when | seeit,” he said "Seight of hand with adeck, amagician'silluson, a

con's scheme. The butterfly has the best trick in the world. They wrap their naked selvesin ablanket,
taking nothing with them, you can check if you'd like. They work aone and never leave that cocoon while



they perform their magic. Time passes and as it doesthey transform themsalves with only what they have,
which as've said is nothing but themsel ves. And when they bregk out, they have become something
entirdly different. A flying enchantment.”

"And what have you learned from them?"' she asked.

"Simplicity and subtlety make for the best con. A digtraction should lead the mark’s attention upward,
either toward the sky or to some better vision of himself. Color signals danger. Try to appear to have as
many eyesasposshle.”

"Very good,” shesad.

"Almog," said Schell. "Thereésonething | haven't gotten yet, though, and it kegps me studying them. It's
the one thing that's the heart of their art, and it still escapes me.”

"What'sthat?"' asked Morgan.

"Change," he said. "They change, but | can never move beyond mysdf.”

"That'sthe bitch," she said. "It make you want to sing to yourself."

| dozed again, and when | next woke, it was il dark, and they had |eft the Bugatorium. Asquietly as
possible, | got off the couch and moved across the room to the door. Down the hall | went on my toes,
being careful not to bang into anything and give mysdlf away. When | reached the kitchen, the light was
gtill on, and | prayed Antony wasn't up, as he was sometimes, called from deep by the need for asmoke.
Luckily his seat was empty. Findly, | reached the door to my room, opened it dowly, and when there
was just enough room, dipped into the darkness, closing it behind me.

"Who'sthere?' |sabel whispered.

"Itsme” | said.

"I knew you would come back," she said.

"Haven't you dept a dl?'

"A little, but the dreams keep waking me." | could make out her silhouette Sitting up in the bed. She threw
back the edge of the covers and patted the spot next to her, as she had on the boulder when we met by
the sound. | climbed into bed, and she put the cover up over my shoulder. Then we settled back, our

arms around each other. | felt her pressing against me. My hand moved down her side to rest upon her
hip. Welay likethat for along time, and though | meant to kiss her, instead | fell into adeep deep.

THEBULLET'SIN THE CHAMBER

T he next morning | wasthe last in the house to rise. Apparently, 1sabel had gotten up early, dressed,
and gone to the kitchen to make eggs, bacon, and coffee for everyone. When | findly pulled myself
together and went out to join the others, they were al nearly done eating. | poured myself acup of coffee
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and sat down. Thefirst two things | noticed were I sabel's smile and Schell's stern countenance. He gave
me an icy stare but said nothing. It was clear to methat he had discovered | had not spent the entire night
on the couch in the Bugatorium and was not happy about it. | knew, though, that his sense of decorum
would prevent him from making ascene over it. There would most definitely be alecture coming later on.
At firg, | was embarrassed by hislook and wouldn't make eye contact with him. Thisonly lasted for a
short time and was circumvented by my seeing Isabel talking and laughing with the others. | knew | was
inlove, and | wasn't going to deny it. Schell will haveto accept it, | thought to myself. After that, |
became defiant, and when he looked at me, | stared back and smiled.

Antony had, asusud, risen early and gone to get the newspaper. There, just as we found the news about
the discovery of Charlotte Barnes, we found the headlines announcing the shocking murders of Parks and
hisgtaff.

"l guesswere on thelow profile here for even longer now," said Antony. "It's gonna get cozy."

"Y ou'reright. We haveto continueto lie low for awhile. Diego and | are going out thisevening,” said
Schdll. "It's probably not agood idea, but | need more information.”

"Where?' asked Antony.

"We're going to see the coroner," said Schell.

"Y ou going G-man?' asked Antony.

Schell nodded.

"What about me?'

"I want you to stay here and rest up,” said Schell. "Practice the Stunner.”

To my surprise, Antony agreed to stay put. He still must have been hurting from the previous night.
"How'd you find out about the coroner?' asked the big man.

"| called Katie and got an address,” said Schell.

"I'm surprised she didn't charge you for it."

"Who says she didn't?" asked Schell.

"Wait asecond,” said Morgan, "1 need clothes. I'm sure thisyoung lady needs afew thingsaso. | know
you can't stop at the Parks place for her things, but | have plenty of clothesin those boxes back at my
cabin. How about stopping there tonight and picking some of them up for us, seeing aswell be herefor a
week or more?"

Schdll thought for amoment, considering her request, and then shook his head. "I don't want to take the

chance. I'll risk shaking down the coroner for some information, but | don't want to run into whoever has
been casing your place. One of uswill haveto go shopping for you," said Schell.



That ended the conversation, and soon after we |eft the table. The issue of stopping or not &t the cabin
was far from decided, though, as | observed Morgan Shaw go to work on Schell. Isabel and | were
gtting in the living room, but we could hear them talking in the kitchen as they washed and dried the
dishestogether.

"| see some woods out there, Thomas. | think you should take me out for awalk and show me your
property.”

"I never go out there," said Schell.

"Never?It'sabeautiful day. I'd like to see your place. We wouldn't be seen from the road. This house
seemsvery secluded.”

"l was going to do some work with the butterflies,” said Schell.

"Forget the butterfliesfor awhile" shesaid. "I'm your guest. I'll go crazy if | haveto stay indoorsthe
entiretimel'm here."

There was no response from Schell.

"Isthereaview of the sound through those woods?' she asked.

"l think s0," he said. "I've never been back there. Diego could tdll you.”

"Diego'sbusy,” shesad. "I'd like you to take me."

| could picture Schell in the kitchen, staring into the dishwater. He said nothing we could hear, but afew
moments later, Morgan started humming atune, which turned into asong. The next thing | knew, the
water stopped running and the back door opened and closed. | got up and went to the kitchen window
and watched as Schell and Morgan Shaw headed out across the grass toward the path that led through

the trees.

Whilel stood there, Antony came through the kitchen and stopped to glance out the window to see what
| waslooking at.

"Isthat the boss?' he asked. "Taking awalk in the woods?*

"So to spesk,” | said.

"Between the two of them,” he said, "it's hard to figure who's the mark and who's the con.”
"She'sgot him," | said.

"Or isheletting her think she's getting him?' said Antony.

"Or issheletting him think that he'sletting her think she's getting him?” | said.

"Romance," said Antony. "A con o crazy that by the time the bullet's in the chamber, you don't know if
you've taken someone or you've been taken."



"Romance?' | said. "That'salittle premature.”

"Call it whatever the fuck you want," he said.

When we turned around from the window, 1sabd was standing, leaning againgt the entranceway to the
kitchen with her arms folded. | wondered how long she'd been listening to us. Antony went to thetable
and grabbed his newspaper. "I'm gonna check the morning line," he said. He held the paper up as he left
the kitchen, saying, "Adios," and padded off down the hall, past the office, toward hisroom.

As soon as Antony was gone, | sat with Isabd at the kitchen table and explained to her the predicament
shewasin asit had been explained to me by Schell. She aready had afairly good grasp of the Situation
and knew shewasin atight spot. | told her that Schell thought she should head for Mexico and try to find
her father.

"Areyou sure he just doesn't want meto be asfar away from you as possible?’ she asked.

"What do you mean?' | said.

"Did you see hisface when you came out of the room?"

"Yeah," | sad. "I never thought of that. He does have big plansfor me. He wants meto go to college.”

"He doesn't want you getting mixed up with anillegd," she said and gave me asarcagtic amile.

"l don't think Schell has anything against you,” | said. "'l just think he's protected mefor so long, he's
having ahard time accepting that 1've grown up.”

"Creo que d tiene dificultad con que te vuelvas mejicano otravez," she said.
"Thet I'll admit," | said.

"And what do you think | should do?" she asked.

"Stay withme," | said.

"No espossible, enredidad,” shesad. "And if | did, wed haveto leave Long Idand and find
somewhereesetolive

"True" | said.
"I don't know," shetold me. | could see the sadness creeping into her expression.

"Schell said you could stay herefor aslong asyou liked. We don't have to decide right now. Maybe if
we think about it for afew days, we can come up with asolution.”

She bit her bottom lip and nodded.

"Hey," | said, changing the subject. "Come, I'll show you something incredible.” We both stood, and |
took her by the hand. | led the way down the hallway to the Bugatorium. When we came to the door, |
told her to close her eyes, and she did.



Once shewas in the middle of the room, | told her to open them. "Behold, the Bugatorium,” | said. The
butterflies seemed to perform on cue. She spun around to take in the entire sight, giggling nervoudy.

"ThisisMr. Schell's?" she asked.
| nodded. "What do you think?'
"I don't know," she said and took a seat at one end of the couch, her gaze darting about.

| sat down at the opposite end. "He says he studies butterflies because they are masters of deception, but
| think therés moreto it than that."

She nodded, and | wished I'd owned acameraso | could have captured the look of enchantment on her
face. We spent the next few hours telling each other our childhood memories. Shed grown up in atown
in Zacatecas, an old colonid town in the highlands, where her father had |abored in the silver mines. Her
mother's family was Huesteca, originally from northern Veracruz, and they spoke aform of ancient
Mayan aswell as Spanish. We recaled relatives and games, mole poblano and chilaguiles, and | told her
about the men in the Plaza Santa Domingo who composed love letters and wills for those who could not
write. The tide of memoriesincreased the longer we talked.

When findly it wastimeto leave the Bugatorium, | asked her again what she thought of it.
"Unacarcditamuy preciosa," shesad.

| was disappointed that she didn't loveit, but at the same time her words planted a seed in my thoughts,
and | wondered if | would ever seethat room againin the way | did before sheld spoken them.

TRUTH ISBEAUTY

By the time Schell was finished with the makeup kit, we each looked ten years older. He now sported a
trim goatee and fuller eyebrows. My complexion was nearly white, and | sported abushy black mustache
and round-frame glasses. He told me that government agents don't usualy havefacia hair, but that we
needed to take the chance in order to thoroughly confuse the coroner's memory.

Hisbelief was that the most important aspect of any costume was the shoes, and he had pairs and pairs
of them he'd picked up on the chegp at the Salvation Army to add the right touch to hisfalse incarnations.
"A G-man'sacop with greater jurisdiction,” he said, "but till acop.”" With thisin mind, he chose two
pairs of smple black shoesthat appeared dightly scuffed, with well-worn heels. We dressed in
three-piece suits, each ouitfit topped off with afedora and atrench coat.

Schell was agent Barlow, as stated on thefase ID he and Antony had lifted in Penn Station, and | was
agent Smith. The county coroner, a Dr. James Cardiff, lived in anice, old, two-story place off Middle
Neck Road in the town of Great Neck. We arrived at his house precisdy in the middle of the dinner
hour, as Schell had planned it. The sun had dready set, and the night felt more like winter than autumn.
There were lights onin most of the houses on the block and the air was laced with the smell of frying
onions. Aswe walked up the path to the front porch, Schell advised me, "No pleasantries. Just stare at
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him asif you believe he's guilty of something.”

| nodded.

We climbed the steps, and Schell rapped rather long and hard on the front door. A plump womanin late
middle age, with graying hair, impressive jowls, and wearing an apron, answered. Shewas alittle sartled
to see us standing there, but she composed hersdlf and asked, "Can | help you?'

Schell flashed the badge and ID quickly and then pocketed them. "Federal Bureau of Investigation,” he
sad. "I'm agent Barlow and thisis agent Smith." | quickly touched the brim of my hat as agreeting to the
woman but did not ater my blank expression. "We're here to speak to Dr. Cardiff."

"Please comein,” she said and pulled the door back for usto enter.

We stepped into the living room of the house. Off to our left was adining room, and Sitting at the table
was aboy, about fourteen, and aman | figured was Cardiff. The gentleman stood, placing his napkin on
the table, and came toward us. He was a heavyset fellow, balding on top, and had akind of nervous
spring in his step. Schell introduced us again and showed the ID, thistime more dowly, so that Cardiff
could get agood look &t it.

"What can | do for you?' he said, shaking Schell's hand. " Always happy to be of serviceto thelaw." He
reached toward mefor ahandshake aswdll, but | didn't offer my hand, only my look.

"Isthere aplace we can speak in private?' asked Schell.

Hiswife went back to the dinner table as Cardiff led us through the house to asmall book-lined study.
Onceingde, he shut the door behind him and offered us seats. Schell and Cardiff sat in legther chairs. |
remained standing, off to the Sdealittle, but in aplace where he could see me watching him.

That nervous energy 1'd noted earlier in the coroner's step had now manifested itself in hishands ashe
clasped them together, then rubbed them, then flexed hisfingers, only to begin again with this unconscious
ritud.

Schell tipped his hat back with one finger. "We're conducting a secret investigation concerning the Barnes
case" hesad. "You know the stuation I'm referring to? The murder of Charlotte Barnes?!

Cardiff nodded.

"You'reto tell no oneof our vist," said Schell.
"Certainly not, gentlemen,” he said. "Mum'stheword.”
"Y ou worked on thiscase, am | right?" asked Schell.
"Not officidly,” said Cardiff.

"Y ou didn't Sgn the death certificate?"

"No, | sgned off onit, yes, but someone else did the autopsy.”



"That seemsrather unusud,” said Schell, lifting one bushy eyebrow.
"I'm the coroner," said Cardiff. "l sgn thelega paperwork in that capacity. That'sit."
"Who looked at the girl 7' asked Schell.

"Well, usudly | examine bodiesif theré's any question asto cause of degath, as1'm aso alicensed medical
examing."

"But you didn't handle this case?"
"No. Someone from higher up ordered aspecid Forensic Pathologist to comein to oversee things.”
"Do you know who it was?" asked Schell.

"Never met them," said Cardiff. "l wastold to take the day off when the procedure was done. At first I'd
assumed Barnes had gpplied his significant influence, but asit turned out, | rather think hisinfluence was
blocked by someone even more powerful.”

"It's stated that the girl died of strangulation,” said Schell.
"That'swhat it says," said Cardiff. "But, to tdl you thetruth. ..that'sfishy.”
"What do you mean, fishy?" | asked.

Cardiff glanced quickly up at me. He was now obvioudy sweating and wiped his brow with the hed of
hispam. "I looked the girl over when shefirst camein,” he said. "There were no marks on her throat.
There was no traumatic damage done to the windpipe. None of the telltale signs of strangulation. Nothing
indicated to meto look in that direction at dl. Instead, she was pae, her complexion dightly yellow, asif
she were both anemic and jaundiced at the sametime.”

"No violence?' asked Schdll.

"The only mark | saw on her was a puncture wound in the crook of the left arm.” Here helaid two fingers
of hisright hand ontheinsde of hisleft ebow.

"What kind of puncture mark?" asked Schell.

"Some kind of needle, large gauge. | took blood for atest, but by then the word came down to leave her
be. That'swhen | had an inkling it might not be Barnes who was calling the shots. Still | had the blood. |
waited until the pathologist issued hisreport. When | read that he/d determined the cause of death to be
srangulation, | couldn't believeit. | mentioned to my superior that this couldn't be, and he said to me, 'Do
you like your job? Wdll, these days. ..you know the way thingsare. | couldn't jeopardize my job."

"Soyou letit dide" said Schell.

"Not entirdly,” said Cardiff. "Even if no one €lse seemed to care, | wanted to know what was going on. |
sent the blood to the lab to be tested under another name.”

"And what did you learn?"



"The strangest thing," said the coroner. "I can't be sure, because I'd have to check theinternd organs,
and that'simpossible now, but it seemed to me that the girl wastransfused. | think she died of abad
transfuson.”

"Bad in what way?"

"I know this sounds crazy, because the girl seemed to have been otherwise healthy, but | think someone
pumped blood into her that was the wrong type. All the signs are there, clotting, jaundice caused by
kidney mafunction, the paleness from the lack of oxygen getting to the cells.”

"What happensto a person under these circumstances?' asked Schell.

"Fever, pain throughout the body, in the organs. Not a pleasant way to go. The only problem with my
theory," said Cardiff, "isthat there should have been some indication of the other blood in her system.
Her type was A positive. There seemed to be other blood there, but it had no type asfar as| could
determine. Admittedly, | had only one sample and one chance at atest. If I'd had another go at it, | might
have been able to determine what it was."

"Ever seen anything likeit before?" | asked.
"I've heard of people getting abad transfusion. But never this," he said.

"Y ou've been most helpful,” said Schell as herose from the chair. "Thanks for the information. Y ou're
sworn to secrecy about this conversation. It doesn't matter who's asking. In other words, Mr. Cardiff, do
you likeyour job?"

Cardiff nodded vehemently and laughed, asif Schell had made ajoke. Neither of us cracked aamile,
though, and the coroner quickly regained his composure.

Once we were back in the car and on theroad, Schell said to me, "I fed asif God, in return for my years
of flimflam, isworking some cosmic con on me. Now we have bad blood transfusions and a conspiracy
to contradict the facts. I've never been so concerned with the Truth beforein my life”

"Truth is Beauty, that'swhat Keats said,” | told him as | worked to tear off the fake mustache. I'd already
ditched the eyeglasses, the overcoat, and the fedorain the backsest.

"The Truth—highly overrated,” he said. "Nothing but abig painin the ass.”

When | wasfindly free of my disguise, | said to him, "And what about I sabel and me?' I'd been waiting
al day for hislecture and till it hadn't come. All through the drive out to Cardiff's place, I'd waited for
him to broach the subject. Now that our job was complete, | was more than ready to face him.

He sighed and smiled. "Diego,” he said, "you're agood person, agood son. I'm going to have to trust
your judgment on this, but | think you're moving too quickly with Isabdl. Seeping together in the house?
Y ou know that's not right. Why get so deeply involved with her at this point? Who knows where shelll
wind up? She may have to go back to Mexico. Shell definitely have to leave the state. Y ou have too
much ahead of you that you haveto do. I'm expecting gresat things."

"| thought you would be angrier,” | said.



"I was put out thismorning, I'll admit, but mostly I'm worried."
"Isabel thinksit's because she'sMexican,” | said.

He considered this for amoment and said, "Y es, but not in the way she probably thinks. She seemslikea
nicegirl. She'svery smart, very pretty. But | don't want you falling back into that. 1t's too dangerous.”

"Fdling back into what?" | said.
"Getting logt in the past,” he said.

| didn't have the heart to tell him | was considering returning to Mexico with her if shewent. It wouldn't
do to heap that upon him now, with al that was happening, so | bit my tongue.

"Ingenerd,” he said. "you've got to watch out for women. They work amean con.”
"How?' | asked.

He pulled adip of paper out of his pocket and handed it to me.

"Whet'sthis?'

"A list of the boxesthat we haveto pick up from Morgan's cabin,” he said.

| started to smile, but he held his hand up. "Please," he said, "spare me theindignity.”

A SWEET DEAL

| t wasblack asakettlein among the trees near the cabin. Schell had pulled off the road and hidden the
car behind anatura wall of brambles someway off from number six. We ssumbled through the dark,
avoiding trunks and trying to steer clear of the other cabins. Somewhere high above us an owl sounded
every haf minute. I'd left my trench coat in the car and, wearing only my suit jacket, was freezing.

"I think thisisit up here," said Schell as he struck awooden match to life. The momentary flame showed
ustheway to the door of the place, and once we were standing in front of the small cabin, helit another
s0 we could check the number.

"Yeah, youfoundit,” | said.

Reaching into his pocket, he retrieved the key Morgan had given him. He opened the door and we
sepped ingde. That dank mildew smell made me gag dightly, bringing to mind Charlotte Barnes's body
in the tumbledown shack. Schell lit one of the candles on the desk, and the light chased the bad memory
from my mind.

"Can you imagineliving here?' | said to him, my breath coming as seam in the cold.
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"Better yet," he said, "how about hearing someone prowling around outside and having to climb into a
hole under the floorboards?"

"She'sresourceful, I'll give you that. But shesalso..." | wastrying to think of away to describe her
eccentric nature without being derogatory.

"...aloon?" said Schell and laughed quietly.
"Asameatter of fact," | said, "l think she'svery nice, but thesinging..." | shook my head.
"My favorite part isthe singing," said Schell. ™Y ou have that dip of paper?’

| handed him thelist. Helooked it over and shook his head. "Box with tartan jumper,” he said. "What in
Chrig'snameisthat?'

| shrugged.

"I'm not going through dl of thiscargo,” he said. "WEell take four boxes, two tripsto the car, and then
weregiving thisplacetheair.”

| grabbed abox and so did he and we headed out. On the return trip it was easier to find the cabin with
the candle glowing in the window. Schell had had the trip to the car and back to reconsder his position
on the clothes. Once ingide the cabin, he took the list out of his pocket and lifted the candle off the desk
to get a better look at it.

"Okay, maybe we can actudly find some of this stuff,” he said.

| walked over to where the boxes were stacked and waited. Eventually, he said, "Her€e's one that sounds
smple enough—box with black dress"

| went to work, moving boxes off the stack onto the floor, reaching in and flipping the folded clothes
back to look. | was going to tell him to bring the candle closer when | heard something outside. Schell
looked up from the list and turned his head. | froze. A second later, the door, which was unlatched,
began to open. Thefirg thing | saw was the muzzle of agun. Aningtant later, | could seeit wasa
machine gun. Theman who held it, dressed in ablack suit, yelled, "Don't move."

Before the gunman could get completely into the cabin, Schell jumped to the side and kicked the door as
hard as he could. It caught the stranger in the Sde, and he went down, the weapon flying from his grasp.
Schell wasted no time and kicked the fallen man in the face. At the sametime, another fellow wasforcing
hisway in, pushing the door againgt his partner's body. He managed to get hafway in and beganto raise
the pistol in hisright hand. Schell reached into his suit jacket pocket, took out a handful of something, and
threw it inthe air. Flash powder. Theintruder was about to pull the trigger when Schell tossed the candle
into the miasma of powder floating inthe air. There was adull bang and a bright explosion. The second
man reded backward, his gun going off, and the dug hit the ceiling.

"Now," Schell yelled to me, and | legpt across the narrow cabin and followed him out the door. Asl
passed the machine gunner on the floor, who was scrabbling to hisknees, | kicked him again, thistimein
theribs. Outside, the other fellow, temporarily blinded by the flash, was furioudy rubbing hiseyes. He
heard us running past him and he squeezed off two shots that went high above our heads. Weran out,
around, and behind the cabin, sprinting full tilt.



Wed run for about aminute, luckily not damming into atree or tripping on abranch, when something hit
me from behind, and | went down. It was Schell who'd knocked me over. " Cover your head,” he
whispered. And then it came, a storm of machine-gun fire, chewing up the landscepe al around us. Bark
splintered off the trees and dirt and stones kicked up to the right of us.

By the time the barrage ended, | was dazed and shaking. Schell got up, shoved his arms beneath mine,
and lifted me. He offered no verbal command, but | ingtinctively began running. | couldn't see athing.
Brancheswere whipping my face, and | tripped and caught mysdlf from falling more than once. We'd
gone another twenty yards when we heard the machine gun cometo life again. | didn't need Schell to
tackle me. We hit the ground, and thistime the gunman's aim was even farther to our right. When he
stopped firing, in the accentuated silence that followed, | could hear distant footsteps on the fallen leaves,
drawing closer.

A voice called then, not from behind us but off to our right. "Hurry, they're coming,” it said, and afew
seconds later, "Thisway," from even farther off in that direction. Asthe machine gun blared again, |
realized the voice had been Schell's; held projected it in an attempt to confuse our pursuers, aclassic
séance technique. The shooting stopped, and we heard the men pass only ten yards from wherewelay,
heading in the direction of Schell's projected voice. Two or three minutes passed, and we heard the
machine gun spray again, but thistime at agood distance. The smell of gunpowder was everywhere.

Schell tapped my shoulder, and we got to our feet. He whispered, "Don't run.” We moved in the
direction of our parked car, cautioudy pacing, trying not to make asound. A single shot from apistol
rang out in the distance, and | imagined adead raccoon or deer. Wandering through the dark waslike a
nightmare, and it was only by blind luck that we found the Cord.

Oncewewerein the car, he said to me, "The minute | start this up, they're going to come running, so stay
down.” Then the engine turned over and it sounded louder to me than ever before. Without turning on the
headlamps he backed out of the hiding place behind the undergrowth, whipped the whed to turn the car
around, and hit the gas peda. We made the turn onto the road so sharply, | thought the car was going to
tip over.

A few yards down on the left-hand side of the road, we saw their car. Schell stopped. He reached down
somewhere near his shoe and came up with a switchblade. Pressing atiny latch on the Side, along thin
blade snapped out. "Y ou've got to hurry,” he said. "Slash atire.”

| grabbed the knife, jumped out of the Cord, and was beside their car in aningtant. | plunged the blade
into their right front tire, and the air came hissing out. Schell hit the gas the moment | jumped back into
our car, and we took off so quickly thetires squealed.

A shudder ran through me as | handed the knife back to Schell. He folded and locked the blade against
histhigh and said, "How | dmost died for atartan jumper,” as hefinaly switched on the headlamps.

"So far 1've been chased on the beach, beaten up by that thing at Parks's place, and now shot a with a
Thompson,” | said. "And we're not even getting paid for this™

"It'sasweset dedl, for sure," he said.

"Who do you think those characters were?' | asked.



"l don't know," hesaid. "Thisthing isso...l can't even think of the right word for it. It makes me wonder
if the girl inthe glass, who sarted it dl, wasn't actudly ared ghogt.”

"The ghost girl'sthe easiest part to believe,” | said.
When we arrived home, we found Antony in the living room, entertaining Isabel and Morgan with tales of
thetraveling carniva life. There was a haze of cigarette smokein the air and a bottle of whiskey on the

table.

| douched down on the couch next to I sabel, and Schell took off histrench coat and jacket, tossing them
onachair inthe corner.

"How wasthe coroner?' asked Antony.

Schell didn't answer but went into the kitchen.

"Kid?" he asked.

| waved my hand to put off the question, leaned over, and took one of his cigarettes from the pack on the
table. Helooked asif he was going to say something, but | suppose from my expression, he knew |
needed it. Instead he silently passed methe lighter. Schell returned from the kitchen with atumbler and
proceeded to pour himself atal drink from the whiskey bottle. Before even finding a sest, he swallowed
aquarter of itin onelong gulp.

"Did you get the paidey wrap?' asked Morgan.

Schell took a sest across from her. "I don't know if we got the paidey wrap or the tartan jumper,” he
sad. "Wedid very nearly get an assfull of machine-gun leed, though.”

"At the coroner's?' asked Antony.
"No," | said, "out in the woods, at the cabin.”
"Oh, no," said Morgan.

Schell nodded, and in between sips of whiskey, he related what had happened at both of the stopswed
made that evening.

"Sorry | wasn't with you," said Antony.

"That makestwo of us," said Schell. Helooked over a Morgan. " Those people you were mixed up with
in the city that you told me about this afternoon, could this have been them?”

"l don't know," shesaid. "What did they look like?"

"Two guysin dark suits, hats, with itchy trigger fingers. We didn't stay around long enough to see their
faces”

Morgan shook her head and shrugged.



TAKETHIS

| was standing in cabin number six, the candle flame dancing madly, weaving wild patterns of light and
shadow around me. The man in the black suit brought the machine gun up and pointed it at my chest.
"Wherésthe fucking paidey wrap?' hesaid. "1 don't know," | yelled. He pulled thetrigger. | winced in
expectation of aloud, rapid report and the pain of hot lead ripping through me. Insteed, | heard the
sound of aphoneringing. | opened my eyesinto the darkness of the living room and sat up on the couch.
It took asecond for my head to clear, but it soon came to me that the phonein the office was actualy
ringing. | had no ideahow late it was, but morning hadn't yet come. | pulled myself to my feet and went
around through the kitchen.

| wasn't sure how many timesit had rung and was anticipating that whoever was on the other end would
hang up before | could lift the receiver. When | findly answered it, though, | heard avoice say, " Schell?'
It took me a second to place the inflection: Barnes. " Schell, isthat you?' he asked. | was resourceful
enough to put on my Ondoo accent.

"Onemoment, Sir, | will summon Mr. Schell,” | said. | gently put the receiver down and went to the
Bugatorium. When | flipped the light on, | was surprised to not find him lying on the couch. | madea
quick check of the other rooms, flipping the light switches on as | went. Findly, | gave up and went to his
bedroom door. When | knocked, he answered, "What?"'

"Barnesison the phone," | caled.

| heard the sound of the bedsprings squeaking as he got up, and afew seconds later, he was at the door,
wrapping arobe around himself. He glanced briefly at me as he passed, and | couldn't help but smile.
Then he was gone down the hdl to the office, leaving the door open halfway. Morgan Shaw's pallid body
verily glowed in the dark. Shelay, deeping, completely naked, atop the blankets, her hair fanning out like
acoronaof sunlight around her head. That momentary glimpse of her burned my eyes, and | shifted my
gaze, quickly pulling the door shut.

The phone conversation lasted al of five minutes. From where | waited in the kitchen, | could hear the
low murmur of Schell'svoice but was unable to make out hiswords. Finaly the receiver landed in the
cradle, and he appeared. Taking a seat across from me, he said, "Barnes wants a séance.”

"What did you tdl him?' | asked.

"| said we'd bethere.”

"Did he say why?'

"Hethinksif we communicate with the dead, they'll tell us who murdered Parks and his daughter. Hetold
me he'd seen his daughter's body, and he doesn't buy the strangulation story. He thinks Kern isinnocent.
Every attempt he's made to have the authorities launch a new investigation has been blocked.”

"We could be taking a big chance going out there," | said.

"He promised me no cops. | told him to invite everyone on thet list held given me.”
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"Y ou 4till think it's someone he knows?"
"Not necessarily,” said Schdll, "but I'd like to see their reactions.”
"When?'

"Tomorrow night...or | suppose | should say tonight,” he said, glancing at the clock over the sink, which
showed thetimetobe2 A.M.

"Better get some deep,” hesaid. "Weve got alot to do. Thishas got to be aflawless performance.”
"What happened to the couch?' | asked. "Too buggy in there?!

Schell stared hard at me for agood thirty seconds. | couldn't read his expression, and | was unsureif he
was amused, angry, or perhaps even hurt by my taunt. When hefindly opened his mouth, apae mudin
bombyx flew out and fluttered in aspira up toward the light. He stood and Ieft the kitchen. "Sleep tight,”
he said once his back was turned. He flicked the switch off as he went by, leaving meto sit in the dark by
mysdlf. The bright moth flew in erratic circles around the entire room three times before landing in my
hair.

When | got up, | didn't return to the living room couch but went to my room. Isabel avoke when |
climbed into bed beside her. Sufficeit to say, Schell's advice to get some degp went unheeded, but when
we had settled down and both lay back with our heads upon the single pillow, Isabel said, "Y ou were
nearly killed tonight when you went to the cabin.”

"I'mtrying to forgetit," | told her.

"Did you ever think your luck has turned bad because you mock the dead by what you do?"

"I never really thought about it quite as mocking them,” | said. "Besides, what do the dead care once
they're dead?’

"Your Mr. Schdll has taught you to doubt the power of the dead?"

"Well, he doesn't believein spirits, if that's what you mean. And hisargument is very convincing.”
"But he's seen the ghost of agirl, no?' shesaid. "Isan't that what drew you dl into this?’

"You haveapoint,” | said. "Do you believein ghosts?'

"iClaro!" shesad.

"Have you ever seen one?"

"No."

"Then you believe only because you want to believe or you've been taught to believe?'

"No seastan condescendiente,” she said. "When | wasfive years old, my father came to me one Sunday



afternoon and said, '‘Come, | want to show you something.' 'What isit? | asked. 'Something to help you
liveyour life," he said. Hetook me by the hand, and we | ft the house. We walked to the end of town
and then out across the meadow and up the large hill, nearly the Size of amountain that watched over al
our lives. 'Where arewe going? | asked. 'To themines, he said. | knew that he worked in the silver
mines, but I'd never been to them.

"There were no workers at the mine on Sunday, only aguard, who we found sitting in arocking chair on
the porch of the mine office, fast adeep. My father woke him and told him we were going to take awak
inthe mine. The guard smiled and nodded. Y ou're taking her to number three? asked the man. My
father nodded. 'l took my boy only last month,’ said the guard, who gave us ahemet and lantern.

"A few minutes later, we stood at the opening to the sllver mine, ahuge dark hole framed by timbers. Just
insde, inthe shadows, | could see atrain track and afew cars, but my father told me we would be
walking. He held the lantern up in front of him and | wore the helmet, which was far too big for me, and
we walked down into the ground, asif we were being swallowed whole by a giant snake. Aswe walked,
he started talking. 'Some years ago,’ he said, ‘there was discovered in tunnel number three, avery rich
vein of slver. The discovery made everyone very happy. Five men were sent to work there. They began
mining the slver, the purest quaity, and so much of it."

"All the time he talked, we continued to descend. Theair got thin, and it became very warm. Still we kept
walking. When we reached a place where the main tunnel split, we headed right. Then the tunnels split
and split until if | had been done | could never have found my way back to the surface. 'One day, while
the five men were working in tunnd three," he said, ‘there was aterrible cave-in. Something shifted in the
earth, and hundreds of tons of rock and dirt collapsed into the tunndl. There was too much debrisfor us
to try to dig through. We called out to the men on the other side of the wall of rubble, but nothing came
back, not a single word, not awhisper. They had al died.’

"Eventually we cameto a particular tunnel and turned into it. It ended abruptly, though, and when my
father held the lantern up, | could see it was choked with large rocks. 'Step up,’ he said, 'and put your ear
totherock.' | did. 'Listen hard, he said. Immediately | heard a sound that seemed to come from inside
the pile of rocks. Many voices, screaming, yelling. | couldn't make out any words, but their sound was so
frantic and frightening, | could not listen for long, for the lament chilled meto my soul. 'Now they know
we are here,' said my father, and the sound of the voices grew so that we could detect them clearly even
standing back.

"'Some say the sound is from a stream that runs through the ground there, some say it isthe echoing of
the wind blowing into the mine from some unknown opening. But no, it ishaunted, said my father, 'by the
spirits of the dead miners. Men who have to work near here always bring wads of sheep wool to stuff in
their ears, so they don't have to hear the cries of the dead.' 'Why do they cry out? | asked. 'They are
angry a having died, he said. The mine owner knows thereis much silver in there, but hewill not alow
the vein to be reopened, because he fearstheir ghosts will haunt the entire mine." "'Why did you bring me
here? | asked. 'l wanted you to know that this existsin the world. To know thisisto know something
important about life." | didn't understand what he meant at al and thought he was just trying to scare me,
which hedid.

"Later that day, | told my mother about our trip to the mine. The ghosts are so unhappy to have died,’ |
told her. 'Nonsense," she said. 'Death is hard, but once you're gone there is nothing to be unhappy about.’
‘Thereis only one reason the dead come back,’ said my mother. They return to ingtruct the living.™

"But that doesn't mean that the sound on the other side of the cave-in wasn't running water or the wind



coming through ashaft that led to an opening,” | said.

Isabel gently laid her |eft arm across my chest. "Wait," she said, "therés more. That night, | had a bad
dream. Init | was being chased by some unknown evil. Theonly part | clearly remember was that my
grandmother, who had recently died, appeared. She materiaized, aghost, her face contorted in anguish
asit had been when shewaslaid in her coffin. She screamed at me, "Take this!" and thrust forward a
slver candlestick. | awoke and knew that the voicesin the mine had given me this nightmare. Even
though | was only five years old, that image stayed with me forever.

"Two years|later, arich man bought the mine. He fired everyone who worked there, including my father.
The new owner was warned about tunndl three, but he said he didn't believe in superstition. When he
learned that arich vein of slver lay down there, he ordered his new men to excavate the tunnd. Asthey
dug, the crying of the dead minersincreased until it could be heard al the way to the entrance. Still, he
inssted they continue to dig. On the day they broke through the debris and found the bones of the old
miners, dl of the new workers, eight men, suddenly died.”

"A curse?' | asked.

"No," she said. "Poison gas from underground. Later it was discovered that the origina collapse was
caused by an explosion dueto this gas. My mother had been right, the spirits were trying to warn the
miners not to dig there. Once the gas was discovered and the mine was vented, the voices of the spirits
were never heard again.”

"I don't know," | said. "It'sagood story, but doesit prove that there are ghosts?”

"Onemorething," shesaid. "That night you came to save me at the mansion, and that thing was fighting
Mr. Cleopatrain the hallway, | knew the phantom might be hurting you and | wanted so badly to help. |
looked around the darkened room for something, aweapon. Then | heard my grandmother's voice,
Takethis, it sad, "and | remembered a heavy slver candlestick that was on the mantdl in that room. |
used it to best the demon on the head.”

BY WAY OF YOUR ART

| t was after dark when Antony parked the car at the end of aline of othersin the circular drive of the
Barnes estate. From the considerable number of autos present and the absence, asfar aswe could see,
of the police, it ssemed Barnes had been good to hisword. Antony, in his chauffeur guise, got out and
came around to open the door for Schell and me. He then retrieved the large traveling trunk that carried
the props that would be necessary for that evening's séance, and we began our dow, cadenced walk to
the front steps. We hadn't done ajob since Parks's place, and it felt good to be working again. | gave my
turban alast-minute adjustment before we began the ascent to the front door.

Barnes met usin the foyer, looking more haggard than ever, asif held aged two decades since last we'd
seen him. He gpproached Schell with hishand out, but | stepped forward to intercede.

"Mr. Barnes, please do not take thisasadight, but Mr. Schell has asked me to communicate for him
until after the séance. Heisin the process of preparing himself to go more deeply into his mediumistic
trance than he has ever gone before.™
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Barnes, at firdt, appeared disappointed at the progpect of dealing with me, but as| continued with my
explanation hisfears seemed to subside. "Thiswill be avery arduous, and to some degree dangerous,
foray into the spirit world tonight, and Mr. Schell has been preparing since early this morning, descending
through the various level s of concentration and consciousness to reach the very quincunx of afterlife
afinity."

Thislast phrase made Barnes take a step back, asif he feared he'd already possibly been too disruptive
to the great man's preparations. Schell was turning in acommand performance, his eyes closed, hislids
fluttering, his Adam's apple bobbing, and his hands out in front of him, fingers splayed wide. Before wed
|eft the car, held purposdly rumpled his hair, displacing it to achieve just theright look of duress,

"I've assembled everyone from thelist, as Mr. Schell requested,” said Barnes. "All of them, that is, except
poor Parks."

"Mr. Schell has asked me to express his condolences to you for this sudden, tragic loss of your friend
following so hard upon the hedls of the loss of your daughter.”

Barnes said nothing, nor gave so much asanod, but stared fixedly off into the distance, asif stunned by
the thought of what he'd been through. It was only the arrival of hiswife that brought him back to the
moment. She came up next to him and entwined her armin his. Mrs. Barnes had fared no better than her
husband. Her previoudly dark hair had gone completely gray in only the short time since I'd last seen her.
| bowed dightly to acknowledge her presence, and Barnes explained Schell's condition to her.

"If you will gather your gueststogether,” | said, "Mr. Cleopatraand | will begin setting up. Once the room
has been prepared, | will usher in Mr. Schell.”

"Very wel," said Barnes. "Follow me. Were going to use the dining room, asit has atable large enough
to accommodate everyone.”

Mrs. Barneswent off to gather the others, and | started down the hall after Barnes, taking a quick glance
behind to see Antony lift the trunk held momentarily set down and fal in line. When we reached the room
in question, there were aready anumber of people there. The place was spacious, with atable a its
center that could easily seat adozen. The men and women were dressed in evening clothes, and |
scanned thelr facesin an attempt to memorize them.

| overheard one older woman in ablue chiffon evening dress whisper to her male companion, "l
understand this savage speaks fredly to the dead.” " Savage' was an appellation 1'd not yet heard applied
to me at these events, but it very nearly made me smile.

| decided that Schell would sit in the center of the left-hand side of the table and directed Antony to lay
his case down on the floor afew feet behind that chair. He did so and began unlatching it. Onceit was
open, lying flat onitssde, | reached in and retrieved the candleholder and candle that would sit in the
middle of the table during the séance. Next, Antony took out an easd with telescoping legsand asmdll
folding stand. We brought these to the side of the dining room opposite the entrance and set themup a
few feet from the end of thetable.

Antony positioned alarge white sheet of paper on the easdl, and | put the stand in front of it, finishing the
job by placing two candles at either side so that the paper would be visible to everyone at the table. The
last two itemsto be put in place were incense burners that clamped onto the back of, and rose above,



the chair that Schell would be using. Once they were affixed | filled them with sticks of sandalwood.

When the candle &t the center of the table and the two caches of incense were lit, smoke risng and
twining about the room, | began seating people. | held my hand to my forehead for amoment, asif
receiving asigna from the spirit world, and then, with awhispered phrase of "Yes," or "I understand”
sought out the guests one by one, bringing each inturn to hisor her spiritualy ordained chair. It was
during thisthat | learned their names and took a quick inventory of who waswho. Schell had instructed
me to place the two oldest participants on either sde of him. Although | offered my hand, few would take
it, but one gentleman dipped me adollar when | showed him his spot. The chair opposite Schell'swas
reserved for hisfaithful servant, Ondoo.

When the Barneses and all of their guests were seated, | bowed beside Mr. Barnes and told him that |
would fetch Mr. Schell. As| |eft the room to get him, Antony turned out the lights. | found Schell
meandering down the halway like a smpleton, weaving from side to Side, sunken deep in hismediumistic
trance. | took hisarm, and he whispered to me, "How do | look?" His hair was now crazier than ever,
and hiseyeswererolled up. "Like an escapee from the Immacul ate Redeemer Nursng Home," | said.
"Perfect,” he said and smiled. | could readily sense hisjoy at being back in action.

We entered the dining room, and Antony, who had taken up a position by the door, asif standing guard,
closed it behind us. Stifled gagps went up from Barness friends a the sight of Schell. | led him to his seat
and helped himinto it while holding my breath againgt the prodigious output of the incense burners.
Before seating mysdlf, | walked over to the easdl and lit the two candles directly in front of it. Oncel was
Stuated, Schdl ingantly began twitching.

Wewarmed up with some preliminaries—the moth from the mouth, the knocking of my big toe on the
underside of the table, voices thrown here and there, a couple of bangs of flash powder. The crowd was
Jittery, expectant, the gentlemen losing their gruff facades, the women losing their bresth. When Schell
was shuddering so badly it seemed asif he would soon explode, he opened hismouth wideand ina
vibrating voice, the words seeming to legp from his tongue rather than being spoken, he said, "We call
forth Charlotte Barnes. We implore you to pass through the vale of tears and legp the yawning divide to
help us understand your departure from thisworld.”

Mrs. Barnes, who sat to theright of Schell, began weeping. Her husband looked asif he might smply
crumbleto dust. The gentleman | had marked as Mr. Trumball dabbed his high forehead with a
handkerchief, and the old woman in the blue chiffon, Mrs. Charles, nervoudy pursed and unpursed her
lips, asif offering dainty kissesto the unseen. Just to the right of me, the family physician, Dr. Greaves,
watched suspicioudy from behind thick-lensed glasses.

"We ask you to identify your killer, Charlotte Barnes," intoned Schell, "by way of your art. Come forth
and show uswho took your life."

"Absurd," said Callins, a gentleman with adrooping black mustache and one continuous eyebrow.

"Please, refrain from speaking,” | said, and Collins, instead of looking annoyed at my request, suddenly
appeared chastened.

The voice of ayoung child could be heard in the room. At first it was only amurmur, but it soon grew
into the clear sound of agirl'svoice Snging "Mary Had a Little Lamb." It wavered on abreeze that blew
increesingly strong. Luckily no one seemed to notice that it came from the spot where Antony was
gtanding in the shadows.



"The child has come," said Schell, his ghoulish demeanor taking on alook of triumph.

"My god,” said Mrs. Barnesin ashrill voice. "Look, there, at the picture.”

Everyoneturned his attention to the easel, where adrawing was dowly reveding itself onelineat atime.
"Thiscan't be...," said the oldest woman, sitting to the left of Schell.

But it was, the figure gppeared incrementaly, asif an invisible entity was standing before the easd,
sketching. The portrait in the process of becoming was obvioudy that of aman, but the distinguishing
features had not yet been rendered.

"Whoisit?' cried Barnes. " Charlotte, who?"

Theflame at the center of the table exploded with adull pop, and sparks streamed out in dl directions.
All eyeswere diverted, but when the effect from that had passed, and the group's attention reverted back
to the drawing, what we saw, nearly completely executed, was the misshapen head and snarling visage of
the phantom Antony had done battle with.

"It'sademon,” said Trumball.

"Harold, it'sthe figure from her drawings,” said Mrs. Barnes. " The figure that haunted the grounds before
she was abducted.”

"Yes, but who or what isit?" asked Barnes, posing his question as much to the darkness around him as
to hiswife and the others. "Schell, ask her for aname.”

"What more can you tell us about thishorror?' said Schell.

My eyeswent wide, and when the others saw my expression they aso looked up, for behind Schell's
chair, amid the billowing incense smoke, rose the ghost of Charlotte Barnes. Her hair wasin curlsasit
had been when she had died, and her cheeks shone with a strange waxen paor.

Mr. Gallard passed out sideways off his chair, and hiswife hit the tabletop with athud. Trumball madeto
lift Mrs. Gdlard, but | whispered harshly to him to stay ill.

The ghost of Charlotte Barnes cast down her icy stare, and her gaze swept across the assembled
participants. Mrs. Barnes was breathing heavily, audibly, and clutching her chest.

"My killer movesamong you," said the spirit, and the voice was high and tremulous. "Avenge my deeth.”

Mrs. Barnes grasped at her own throat and then sprawled back in her chair. "Helen," her husband called
and reached one arm out toward her and one toward the image of Charlotte. The doctor, sitting next to
me, ydlled, "Mrs. Barnes!" roseto hisfeet, and began to make hisway around the table. | dipped my
foot back beneath my chair and caught his ankle at the last second as he went by. He sprawled headlong
onto the floor. Thelast thing Charlotte did was toss something down that landed on the table with a
definite materid impact.

"Turn on thelights now," cried Barnes. Antony did as he wastold, and the lights suddenly flashed on,



temporarily blinding everyone. The room wasfilled with sobs, gasps, and hushed comments of the guests.
When we looked back, the girl was gone, and Schell was bent forward, head down, passed out on the
table.

IT'SALL RUBBISH

By the time Doctor Greaves managed to pick himsdlf up off the floor, Helen Barnes had revived, so
when he continued on around to that side of the room and passed her by, | thought he was going to seeif
he could assist Schell. Nothing doing. Instead, he got down on his knees and looked under the table,
obvioudy believing that the spirit of Charlotte Barnes had been merely an impostor and was now hiding,
waliting for achanceto dip out unseen. Schell came to then, looking like held been through the mill. He
was groggy and disoriented, and when he noticed Greaves on the floor at hisfeet, he said, "1 beg your
pardon, ar.”

Greaves stood up. "An effective stage trick, Mr..... What was your name again?' he asked.
Schell answered.

"Y es, very amusing, but complete rubbish," said Greaves. "Have you no decency? To perform thiskind
of whim-wham on these poor grieving people—shameful .

"Adam, please, let Mr. Schell catch his breath. He's been through a harrowing experience,” said Barnes,
coming morefully to lifethan he had dl evening.

"Harold," said Greaves, "it'sdl rubbish."

Mrs. Barnes pulled hersdlf up, using the table for support, and wobbled over to where Schell was Sitting.
"Doctor, if you can't respect this grest man's ability, at least don't hound him after he'srendered ussuch a
sarvice." She put her hand on Schell's shoulder and said, " Thank you.”

Schell reached up and patted her hand. "I know how difficult this must be for you," he said.
"Such aservice...," said Greaves under his breath and stepped away.

Antony had gpplied the smelling sdtsto the Gdlards, who were spluttering their respective ways back to
consciousness. Trumbd| stood, leaned over the table, and lifted asmall object. "Look," he sad, "her€'s
what the girl threw." He held it up for everyoneto see. It was ablue drawing pencil. This prompted the
othersto turn their attention back to the picture on the easdl, materid proof that the spirit of the girl had
been present. Mrs. Charles, attended by Mr. Collinsand afew of the others, moved across the room to
where the portrait of the strange figure stood. They blew out the candlesin front of it and unfastened it
from the easdl. Gathered round, they held it up closeto their facesin order to study it carefully.

Barnes had gone to the small bar in the corner of the room and fixed Schell adrink. He was making his
way back to the table when a high-pitched scream came from Mrs. Charles. The suddenness of the cry
startled Barnes and caused him to drop the glass. He let loose a string of curses | would never have
suspected him capable of uttering.
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"Good lord, Margaret,” heyelled, "What ever wasthat for?"

Mrs. Charlesturned and, holding the portrait that had been on the easdl, displayed it to Barnes and the
rest of us. "The drawing," she sad. "It's disgppeared.”

"Right before our eyes,”" said Collins.
Thelarge piece of paper that had held the likeness of the phantom was now totaly blank.
"It couldn't last," said Schell, standing. "' Charlotte did her best, but the spirit world reclaimed her efforts.”

At this, the doctor shook his head and left the room. The rest were wrapped in a state of silent awe.
Antony and | allowed aminute or two of respectful inaction to pass, and then we set to gathering
together our props and putting them in the trunk. While the two of usworked quickly, Schell explained to
Harold and Helen Barnes that he would phone them the next day to discuss more fully what had
transpired. It was clear that they were eager to rehash the events of the evening right on the spot, but
Schell cautioned that it was important to bring focused reflection to bear on the actions and words of the
dead.

"Perhapstheres aclue wewill missif we rush to judgment,” he said.
They reluctantly agreed.

Antony and | had the trunk packed and were ready to go in ten minutes. Schell made the rounds of the
guests and shook their hands. Each and every one of them, even the Gallards, had only praisefor his
abilities and thanked him for the experience. The old crone, who'd sat next to Schell during the séance,
even thanked me, nodding dightly and calling me Mr. Fondue.

Thenwefél into our parade formation with Schdll leading the way and Antony in the rear, lugging the
trunk. We made our dow, ceremonious exit from the dining room to the halway and toward the front
door. On the way to the exit, we encountered the doctor, standing off to the side of the hal, smoking a

cigar.
"Good evening, Dr. Greaves," said Schell and extended his hand.
"Kegpwaking," said Greaves. "I've nothing to say to you."
Schell withdrew his arm and we continued.

Two miles down the road from the Barnes mansion, Antony turned into the parking lot of agrocery and
drove around behind the building, where he stopped. We dl got out of the car and went quickly to the
back compartment of the Cord and retrieved the prop trunk. Laying it carefully on the ground, Antony
unlatched the clasps and opened it. Schell reached in and took out the easdl, the folding table, the
candles, etc., handing each itemto mein turn.

Oncethetrunk was empty, Schell took out hisknife. Releasing the blade, he ran itstip aong the bottom
side of thetrunk. A moment later what had seemed to be the bottom opened outward like the cover of a
book to reved a hidden compartment filled with the contorted body of VVonda, the Rubber Lady. She
looked like awoman who had falen into acar compactor.



Antony reached into the trunk and lifted her twisted form up into hisarms, holding her as one would hold
achild. Very dowly at first, and then with increasing speed, she began to open outward like afolded
paper figure placed in abowl of water. While this remarkable transformation took place, Schell and |
replaced the false bottom of the trunk and began refilling it with our séance implements.

Like abutterfly emerging fromits chrysdis, Vondaturned into adight but perfectly normal-szewomanin
Antony's arms. As soon as the metamorphosis was complete, she said, "Okay, Henry, you can put me
down."

As her feet touched the ground, she reached up and whipped off the curly wig she'd worn to effect the
guise of Charlotte Barnes. I'd only met her once before, and briefly at that, at Morty's funeral. Now |
could tell, even through the makeup job Schell had done on her to get her to look like alittle girl, that she
was a good-looking woman. Her own blonde hair was gathered in atight bun on her head. Shewasthin
but had afine figure, and her face was youthful for someonewho | knew to be only afew years younger
than the big man. Despite what seemed to be alazy |eft eye, Antony had done very well for himsdif.
"Areyou feding good?" asked Antony, gently touching her back.

"Alittledizzy," shesad. "It pass”

"You werein that trunk for along time,” | said, "I don't know how you did it."

"It wasn't thetrunk, kid," she said, "that's a piece of cake. It wasthat fucking stuff you guys had burning
on the back of that chair. It nearly gassed me. What isthat shit? It smelled like dirty feet.”

Antony must have been satisfied that she was back to normal, because he smiled broadly and bent over
to give her ahug.

"Great work," said Schell. "Come on, we've got to best it."

Thetrunk got loaded back into the Cord, and Schell gave Vondathe front seat so she could ride next to
Antony. We pulled back out onto the road and made for home.

"Diego," Schell said, "did you remember to take the drawing? | doubt any of them would figureit out, but
in the event someone analyzed it, we'd be sunk.”

"Yeah," sad Antony, "like that doctor. | wasn't feding the warmth from him."

"That's what happens when you're educated in the sciences,” said Schell. "Y ou lose that charming quality
of nalve acceptance.”

"All you ever talk to me about is getting acollege degree,” | said.

Schell laughed. "I'm talking about our marks, Diego. It's okay for us."
"Wait asecond, there" said Antony. "I think Barneswent to Havard.”
"That doesn't count,” said Schell. " Absolute wedlth befuddles absolutely.”

"| did takethe picture,”" | said and reached up to retrieve the folded piece of drawing paper from beneath



my turban.

"How about the scream that old broad let out when the drawing disappeared?’ said Antony.

"I heard that in thetrunk," said Vonda. "It dmost busted my glasseye."

"I lovethat effect," said Schell.

"I know you guys were saying the drawing appears and disappears, but how do you do it?" she asked.
"The boss never gives away his secrets," Antony said to her.

"It'sdl right, Antony," said Schell. "Since Vondadid such amarvelous job, and she has close persond
connectionsto the operation, I'll reved this one, but you must promise not to tell anyone.”

"Y eah, yeah," said Vonda and turned dightly to look into the backsedt.

| was glad she asked, because athough it had actudly been Isabel who'd origindly drawn the portrait of
the phantom with a solution that Schell had concocted, | had no ideawhat that special ink had been
meade from.

"Cobalt oxide dissolved in nitric acid,” said Schell. Y ou could also use hydrochloric acid instead of the
nitric. Y ou render the writing or drawing with this solution on a piece of white paper and it's completely
undetectable. When it comesin close proximity to hest, like the candle flames we placed directly in front
of it, the drawing appearsin blue lines. Breathe on it, as Mrs. Charles and Collins and the others were
doing when ingpecting it, and it disappears again. | got that one from Morty."

"Jeez," said VVondaand shook her head.

"And | gpologizefor theill effect of theincense, but without it | was afraid it wouldn't have been dark
enough for you to get in and out of the trunk undetected,” said Schell.

"Forget it," said Vonda Sheturned to Antony and lightly punched himin thearm. "Baby, givemea
cigarette” shesad.

HERE'SA CLUE

L ivi ng with Schell often made meforget that the country was suffering the stupidity of Prohibition, for he
had an endless supply of alcohol and not the bathtub swill that Grace served at the Paradise. Once every
few months, he and Antony would drive over to the docks in Hoboken, New Jersey, and visit a
particular longshoreman named Gallagher. It never falled that they would return with astash of European
champagne, wine, and liquor. To celebrate our successful bamboozlement of the Barneses and their
guests, Schell had pulled, from some secret compartment in his room, two bottles of French cognac. We
al crowded into the Bugatorium, and the party took wing.

That night my glass wasrefilled with each round, and | was not held to my usud one-drink limit. My role
had somehow changed. | no longer felt like an apprentice but asafull partner in the séance operation, on
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equa footing with Schell and Antony. | could only think thiswas due to the presence of 1sabel, looking
beautiful in Morgan's paidey wrap. As smpleminded asit sounds, | had my arm around awoman and a
drink in my hand, and | mistakenly thought as I'm sure many have, What, if not this, isevidence of being a
man in the great United States?

My participation in the conversation was no longer merely to ask questions, to Sit back and listen, to act
the student, so | held forth on my own personal ideas asto the ultimate mora nature of the confidence
scheme. Everyone was in agood mood, though, and when | went on too long, the others smply turned
away and smdler conversations broke out around my own monologue. Eventualy Antony said, "Kid,
giveitarest,” and | laughed. Isabd did too, and kissed me on the cheek. | felt asthough | had made
some definitive move toward adulthood.

Schell recounted the goings-on at the Barnes mansion for Morgan and |sabdl; the whole affair and how it
played out—our entrance, the trunk, the guests, etc. Although Isabel nodded with interest, | knew that
privately she disapproved of our con every step of the way. Morgan had a beetific smile on her face and
appeared to hang on Schell's every word. When Schell got to the part where Doctor Greaves legped out
of his seat to rescue Mrs. Barnesand | tripped him, Antony said, "That guy had adoodlebug in his ass.”

Vonda broke in then and said, "Oh, yeah, you mean the guy in the photo.”
Schell stopped speaking and turned to her. "What guy in the photo?" he asked.

"The joker ditting across from where | gppeared, the one with the beard and the little round glasses?’ she
said. She made circleswith her forefingers and thumbs and brought them up to her eyes.

"The photo, though...," | said.

"Right back there," said Vonda, pointing over her shoulder with her thumb. "On that table in the corner. |
looked at it when | camein.”

| went to the table in question and lifted the photo wed retrieved from Parks's house the night he was
murdered. As| walked back toward where the others were gathered around the coffee table, | studied it
but saw no sign of Dr. Greaves. "l don't seehim here," | said.

Vondareached out for it. "Here," shesaid, "I'll show you." Shetook the picture from meand held it up to
thelight. Shelooked &t it for amoment and then began scraping away the stains on its glasswith her long,
red thumbnail. "What isthis crap?' she asked.

"Y ou see that guy right there?' said Antony. He leaned over from where he sat next to her on the couch
and pointed.

"Yeah?' shesad.
"That crap ishisblood.”

"Chrigt, why didn't you tell me?" She rubbed the residue off her nail onto anapkin on thetable. "That's
disgudting.”

"But where's the good doctor?' asked Schell.



"Therésthelittle pissant, right there," said VVonda, pointing now with her nail but not touching the glass.
"Givethat guy abeard and apair of those goofy librarian specs, think of him asafew yearsolder, and I'll
bet you asawbuck that's him."

Schell reached across the table, kegping an eye on the figure V onda pointed to, and took the framed
photo from her. He brought it up close to his eyes, amoment passed, and then he nodded. "Y ou know, |
think you'reright,” hesaid.

"l know I'mright,” said Vonda

"A sawbuck it isthen,” said Schell. He passed the photo to me, and | looked closely at the man they had
singled out. Vondawas right, but had she said nothing I'd not have noticed it. There was Greaves,
dressed in asuit aswere the other subjects of the picture, standing afew feet behind Parksin the group
of adozen or so men.

"Let me have your knife," | said to Schell. Hetook it out, opened it, and handed it to me. | turned the
picture frame over and, using the blade, lifted the thin nails that held the photo and mat in place behind the
glass. | flipped the frame over and | et the photo fal out onto my lap. After handing the knifeto Isabd, |
placed the blood-splattered frame and the mat on the table, picked up the photo, and studied it more
closdy.

"L ook there," said Morgan, pointing, "on the back."

| turned the picture over, and there on the lower |eft-hand side, written in pencil was the date, December
23, 1925. Benegth that were the words Cold Spring Harbor followed by the letters ERO.

"Cold Spring Harbor's atown, we know that,” | said, "but E-RO, what'sthat?"
"How do you know they'reinitids and not aname, Ero?"' asked Morgan.

"Y ou might beright, but they're capitaized, which leads meto believe they'reinitias, each standing for its
own word, perhaps the name of the group or club to which al of these men gathered in the photo

belong.”

"Did you ever hear of anybody caled Ero?' asked Antony.

"No," said Vonda, "but | never heard of anybody called Antony Cleopatraether.”
"Maybeit's a picture from a Christmas party,” said Isabdl.

"That'd make sense, consdering the date,” said Schell. "If I'm not mistaken, a number of the men have
drinksin ther hands."

"And they're not lined up asif for an officia shot,” | added, "but seem to have been milling around
informally when someone interrupted and said, 'Say cheesel™

"I think thisisajob for The Worm," said Schell. "I'll cdl thelibrary firgt thing in the morning.”

"TheWorm?' asked Morgan, and the conversation moved off in another direction with Schell and
Antony telling tales about the incredible memory and equally incredible power to annoy of Emmet



Brogan.

The cognac aswell as the conversation continued to flow, and before long, the sudden discovery of my
own inebriation made me content to again Smply st back, listen, and revel in the sense of the event asa
kind of family gathering. Isabd, who waswdll it hersdf, told the ghost story about the silver mine. |
trandated when it was necessary and was amazed at Schell'sreaction to it. Whereas I'd have expected
him to adopt akind of sneering skepticism in the face of a true tale of spirits, he seemed genuingy
interested. When she was done recounting the details, he even went so far asto say, "from my
experience with the ghost of Charlotte Barnes, | know how you must have felt.” Antony and | looked at
each other in reaction to Schell's statement, both of us wondering if some change had begun in the boss
asareault of our investigation.

There came atime later when, even though the conversation droned on, | was moreinterested in the
butterflies, their flight patterns, and the thought of the fleeting nature of their lives. | must have dozed off
for alittle while then, because when | awoke, it wasto the strains of aduet of "1 Can't Give Y ou
Anything But Love," being sung by Antony and Morgan. Schell, cigarette clamped at the corner of his
lips, was keeping the rhythm by patting his hands on the table, 1sabel was humming the background
harmony, and VVonda was passed out, her mouth open and an orange theope perched on her nose.

| didn't even remember going to bed but found myself there when | woke, close to noon. Isabel had
aready gotten up. Fedling alittle shaky, | crawled out of bed and threw on my robe. Upon entering the
kitchen, | found them dl gathered again, save for Schell. The only verba welcome | got wasan "Hola,"
from Isabel. The others smiled and nodded but |ooked atogether bedraggled.

"Coffee?" | asked.
"Forget the coffee, kid. It's hair-of-the dog-time," said Antony.

Then | noticed the two open champagne bottles on the table. | took a seat, Morgan passed me an empty
flute, and VVonda poured. "Takes the edge off," she said asthe bubblesrose in the glass.

| was just going to ask where Schell was when he came into the kitchen. He took his seat and reached
for the bottle. Filling his glasswith one hand, he held up the other, waving adip of paper. "That was
Emmet just getting back to me," he said. "He does fast work. | called him a eight thismorning. He said
that theinitias ERO, and he thinks they're most definitely initials, in conjunction with the town of Cold
Spring Harbor, refer to the"—here Schell consulted the dip of paper again—"Eugenics Record Office.”

"What'sthat?' asked Antony.

"Never heard of it,” said Schell. "But Emmet said the study of eugenics hasto do with inherited traits, like
in Darwin or, more precisely, Mendd . He's going to look into it more deeply and call back later.”

That afternoon, Schell, Antony, VVonda, and Morgan took off in the Cord to drop Vonda at thetrain
station and then to take Morgan shopping for afew things that were not in the boxes we had been able to
retrieve from the cabin. Isabel couldn't go, asit was till uncertain to the police if sheld been kidnapped

or was asuspect in connection with Parkss murder. Even though there were no photographs of her, it
was too chancy for her to leave the house yet.

She and | stayed home and lolled on the couch in the living room, talking, kissing, napping. At about two
o'clock, the phone in the office rang, and | went to answer it.



"Is Tommy there?" asked the voice of The Worm.
"He's not here, Mr. Brogan.”

"How about tall, smart, and handsome?' he asked.
"Antony?' | said. "He's out too."

"Who'sthis, the swami kid?'

"Yes" | sad.

"Okay, kid, it'sgoing to have to be you, because | don't know when I'm going to have a chanceto cdll
back. Listen good. Do you have a piece of paper and a pen?”

| sat down at Schell'sdesk and lifted apen. "I'm ready,” | said.

"Firg, take down this name. The guy'sin Huntington and has written arecent article, not too
complimentary, about the ERO. He used to work there...adoctor, Manfred Stintson." He gave meless
than two seconds and asked, "Got it?"

| wasgtill writingwhen | said, "Yeah.”

"Well, Schell asked me about the Eugenics Record Officein Cold Spring Harbor. Y our old man hasa
knack for sniffing out the shit, 'cause this one stinks like there's no tomorrow."

He paused for amoment, and when he began speaking again, he sounded agitated, dmost angry.
"Eugenics Record Office, Cold Spring Harbor, founded in 1910 by Charles Davenport and Harry
Laughlin. The main purpose wasto study heredity in relation to the scientific work of Mendd. It'sdl
about breeding, and it's all about breeding the perfect race. They started by tracing the heredity of
anomdieslike your buddies on the midway down in Coney—giants, dwarfs, Sx-finger guys, you know.
Then they got into twins and abinos, imbeciles, any trait that could be traced back generations. Hey, I'll
give you a hundred guesses what the model wasfor perfection.”

"I'venoidea” | sad.

"Heresaclue. All of the people who support this have a heritage from northern Europe. We're talking
Anglo-Saxon, white, blue eyes, get it? And there were and are some very powerful people behind this.
Theinitid money came from the fortune of E. H. Harriman, to the tune of eeven million dollars. You dso
have donations from Carnegie and Rockefeller. Teddy Roosevelt, Woodrow Wilson, Margaret Sanger,
moneymen like Prescott Bush. All were or are solid supporters of this crackpottery. And what isit they
support? A beating back of therising tide of, asthey put it, ‘feeblemindedness; compulsory sterilization
for those of less marked intelligence; distinct separation of the races; and stricter immigration and
naturalization lawsto keep the likes of you and aso those of southern European extraction from sullying
the lineage of the founders of the great USA. Asfar asthese guys are concerned, the very Depression
itself was caused by hereditary mal contents, imbeciles, and the shiftless masses draining the life from our
culture. And kid, please tel me you redize that perfection isin the eye of the beholder.”

| didn't understand that he actualy wanted an answer, but when he didn't continue, | snapped to and



id, "Certainly.”

" Shiftlessness, by the way, is something these doctors at the ERO can gpparently score for. Also things
like'musicd intelligence.’ That's not too subjective adetermination isit? Chrigt, to norma society, I'm as
shiftless asthey come. | could see these guys wanting to make me acastrati. Can you imagine how
annoying I'd beif my voice was even higher? This shit's everywhere, in school textbooks, in church
sermonsthat say only the best should marry the best, in Congress, where the red idiots are passing laws
to put this plan in place. Through the efforts of these arbiters of humanity, twenty-some-odd states have
mandatory laws concerning the sterilization of anyone they consider to be of subpar intelligence. There's
even talk of euthanasia. Y ou know what that means? Who needs the fucking Ku Klux Klan when you've
got these guys? This very year, the International Congress of Eugenics met, and, baby, they've got plans
for you. Are you with me, kid, are you with me?'

"I'm here" | said.

"I'm going to give you alittle prophecy from theilluminated mind of The Worm. Follow meonthis. You
think you've got it bad, well you do. Mexicans are seen as a poison in the bloodstream of true America
Y ou're ashiftlessand thieving lot. That goes without saying, and that's the main reason they want to
round you all up and send you back. It's politicd, it's socid, but they pretend it'samedical condition. But
consider the Jews, they have none other than Henry Ford on their kelsters. Henry's amgjor race baiter.
In the newspaper he owns out in Deerborn, Michigan, he published a piece caled The Protocols of the
Elders of Zion.' The bottom line: Jews need to be eradicated. He's spreading this stuff al over Europe as
well. The Germans, who he does scads of business with, are loving the hell out of him. Take the fact that
in his autobiography he clamsto have gotten the concept for the assembly line from daughterhouses and
put that together with the money and influence these fools have, their desire to sweep humanity clean of
anyone who doesn't look or think like them, and that equals dark days ahead, my young swami. The
Worm has spoken.”

The recaiver went dead. My head was swimming, not only from the cyclone of Emmet's diatribe but dso
fromitsimplications. A strange emotion filled me, but | wastoo stunned to placeit. | went back into the
living room and took my seat on the couch next to Isabd. | put my armsaround her and held her tightly,
closing my eyes. It cameto methen that what | felt, like asnowbal lodged in my chest dowly melting into
my system, wasfear. | felt asfragile as abutterfly, and no matter how tightly | held onto Isabd, |

couldn't help but see, in my mind's eye, theimage of agiant shoe, above me, descending.

A CHIMPANZEE ISCURIOUS

T hat eveni ng, Schell tracked down Stintson's number through phone information and called, pretending
to be areporter for the New York Times who wanted to follow up on the professor'swritingsin
opposition to the ERO. Apparently Stintson was eager to discuss the issue and bring his concernsto a
wider audience. Heinvited Schell to visit him a hishome the next day. | would accompany Schell and
act ashis assstant and photographer.

Early the next morning, aswetooled aong Lawrence Hill Road, Schell told me, "1 till haven't called the
Barneses back to discuss the séance. | have no ideawhat to tell them. They're looking for answers, and
thisthing just keeps getting more complex with zero payoff."
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"Do you think Greaves had anything to do with it?" | asked.

"| doubt it," said Schell. "We're grasping at straws, focusing in on him. But he's all we've got at the
moment. Granted, he's not likeable, he was on to our con, and he belongs to an organization that, as
Emmet reported, and more than likely Dr. Stintson will corroborate, is practicing arich man's subtle
genocide on the wesek, the lame, the hungry, and the foreign, but that doesn't mean that he murdered
Charlotte Barnes. I'm afraid weve pretty much reached the end of the line with this."

"That's not going to look good for us, isit?' | said.

"Not if Barnes gets on the blower to his cronies and tellsthem wefailed a what we have advertised as
our expertise. No, that's going to be adirect hit on our business. Barnes probably knows every wealthy
truebeliever on the Gold Coast of the North Shore. We may haveto relocate. I've aways thought
Hollywood might be agood venue for us. Movie stars seem asif they'd be easy marks."

"l supposethisisalessonintaking jobsfor free" | said.

Schell shrugged, "Not the greatest policy, but we're ill thericher for it.”

"Inwhat way?'

"Y ou've found Isabel, and I've found Morgan. Money is not the only manifestation of good fortune.”
There was something definitely wrong with Schell. It wasn't the sodden depression of afew weeks
earlier, before the Parks séance, but this optimism was completely unexpected. Was Schell becoming a
romantic? | found it nearly as disturbing as the more mordant condition that preceded it. | mulled it over

for afew minutes and was about to mention it to him, when he pulled up to the address Stintson had
givenhim.

Stintson was a vital-looking older gentleman, who sat ramrod straight in his chair as he poured us coffee
at hiskitchen table. He had about him akind of energy and a can-do attitude that, frankly, | found
wearying. It was a certainty he'd been up at sunrise thinking intricate thoughts. Still, hewasnot at all
averse to speaking with us as long as the conversation didn't flag. When | asked him to pose for a photo,
he became exasperated at what he considered to be awaste of time.

"We wanted to find out about the ERO," said Schell, beginning the interview. | took out my pad and pen
and began scribbling.

"Yes" hesad. "l understand.”
"Have you worked there long?'

"Well, Mr. Schdll, I don't spend much time there anymore. | ill have amembership, so to spesk,
but...my interest has cooled over the years.”

"Why'sthat?'
Stintson winced. "'l found | wasworking at cross-purposes with the leaders of the organization. Y ou see,

many of uswho worked there hoped that our research would eventually lead to curesfor inherited
maladies. But astime went by | began to redlize that the intended mission, of those who were supporting



it that is, was to disenfranchise, to persecute, to play God instead of help people. | still believe the
research could lead somewhere positive, but not now, not in this climate.”

"Doesntit dl just fit into Darwinian theory?' asked Schell. "Survivd of thefittest?"

"Yes" said Stintson. "But who or what isthe fittest? It's Nature's purview to make that selection. There
are so many factors, both seen and unseen, that go into that selection; it's not humanity'sjob. Some of my
colleaguesthere bring an dmogt religious zed to it, definitely a subjective zedl. They never congder the
fact that what might seem to them to be aberrant may, in the larger scheme of things, be the next rung on
the evolutionary ladder—a solution of surviva for our species.”

Schell nodded, and | could tell he was truly contemplating the doctor's comments and how they fit with
hisworldview of marks and cons, predators and prey.

| could see Stintson was getting alittle restless, so | put my hand on Schell'sarm to draw his attention.
"Thephoto," | said.

"Oh, yes" he said and held up the photograph from Parkss place. "Doesthislook familiar to you,
doctor?" asked Schell, laying the picture on the table so that the professor could study it.

Hetook alook at it and smiled. "Probably one of theinforma gatheringsat ERO," he said. "That's me,
looking somewhat younger, right there," he said, pointing. | looked and it was true—a more youthful
Stintson, darker hair, fewer wrinkles, stared up at usfrom the static tableau.

"How about this gentleman?' asked Schell, pointing.

"That, | believe, isMr. Parks. He was a contributor to the cause. A wealthy man, who, if I'm not
mistaken, recently met with agridy end.”

"You don't say," said Schell.

| saw alook of suspicion flash across Stintson's face, but Schell obvioudy noted it dso and pushed on.
"And did you know thisfellow, Greaves, here?' he asked.

Stintson bent forward to get a better look. "I know him, but hisnameisn't Greaves."
"What?' asked Schell. "1 wastold he was a Doctor Greaves.”

"Why exactly are you asking these questions?* asked Stintson, suddenly cold. "I don't think I'll be
answering any more.”

"Weresmply curious" said Schell.

"A chimpanzeeiscurious, acat iscurious,”" said Stintson. "What are you after?' He pushed back from the
table and began to stand up, no doubt to show us the door.

"Have you heard the name Charlotte Barnes?' asked Schell.

Stintson stopped midway in his ascent and returned to his seet. "The girl who was found murdered,” he
sad. All of hisgood humor had vanished.



"Yes," said Schell. "Wereinvestigating her death, and | think thisfellow either knows something or was
involved in someway. Now you don't have to help us, but an innocent man, or aman innocent of this
particular crime, isgoing to take the rap for it and that girl's murder will have gone unavenged.”

"You're not with the Times, | take it. Areyou police?' he asked. "Federa agents?' Helooked at me asif
the thought of me working for the government would be a bizarre revelaion indeed.

"We're working for Barnes, and | can assure you were the furthest thing from police as one can get,”
sad Schell.

"Canyou proveit?' asked Stintson. "Say | cal Barnes?'

"Barneswon't admit that were working for him. He's promised me that. Weve told him were spiritual
mediums. He thinks werre communicating with the dead to find out who killed his daughter. Actualy
we're con men, but | swear we aren't taking any money from him."

"That soundsfairly preposterous,” said Stintson.

"Do you have adeck of cards?" asked Schell.

Stintson went to adrawer in the kitchen and brought forth adeck of cards. Schell had them out of the
pack and was putting them through their pacesin aflash. Stintson smiled as he watched theincredible
display. When Schell was finished with the cards he set them down, waved hisleft hand inthe air, and a

monarch butterfly appeared above the table. "Lean over here and shake handswith me," he said to the
doctor. Stintson warily did as he was asked. They gripped hands briefly and then the old man pulled

avay.

"Asl sad," said Schdll, "we're not cops." He pointed with hisleft index finger a hisright wrigt, where
Stintson's watch now resided.

The doctor's eyes focused, he looked down at hiswrist, and broke out laughing. "Okay," he said. "I'm
convinced you're not federa agents. That'swhat | wasworried about.”

"Why would you worry about that?' | asked.

"The man you pointed to isn't named Greaves. Hisred nameis Fenton Agarias, and onething | know
about him is he has mysterious connections to some very powerful people, somewedthy, someinthe
government.”

"Isthere anything e se you can tel us about him?' said Schell.

"He'smad," said Stintson.

BLOOD

Y ou mean like frothing at the mouth?* asked Schell. "When | met him, he didn't seem any worsethan a
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crank." "No, no," said Stintson. "I'm talking about the work he was doing &t the ERO. Agarias was
sold—lock, stock, and barrel—on the whole concept of thinning the unsavory elements fromthe
country's breeding stock. A true zedot. Wetried to force him out of the organization, because his
practices were so blatantly immora. He was doing some experiment that involved the interbreeding of
fraterna twins. Hed found these test subjects somewhere in Pennsylvania—second-generation twins,
born of an incestuous union between twins. We believed that he either paid or coerced this particular pair
to mate. | never found out for sure, but it was rumored that this union resulted in yet another pair of
twins—a so fraternd, brother and sister, whom he'd adopted. | had ahard time believing it, for even
though there is dways a certain percentage of achance that twinswill result from a pregnancy, the
chancesthat it would occur in this same family seemed infinitesmd."

"So you and some of the others questioned him?' asked Schell.

"We went above his head, to our boss, Davenport, and told him we wanted Agarias out. They either
wouldn't or couldn't relieve him of his position, but soon after he got agrant, private money, and alot of
it, to build afecility e sawhere, dl on hisown, and continue hisresearch.”

"When wasthis?' | asked.

Stintson thought for amoment. "About. .. 1918 perhaps, maybe even earlier. I've seen him since then, but
he doesn't speak to me. He's been at the ERO on occasion, for instance the gathering in that photo. He
gtill has an office there, and | heard that he aso opened a private medica practice, catering to wealthy
families here on the North Shore, although | doubt he needs the money. | don't know anything more
about his present circumstances.”

"Can you tell us anything more about the research he was doing?" asked Schell.

"His specidty was hematology. That | remember. He had an insane notion that racia difference was
found in the blood, which has no scientific basis. It'slike something out of the Old Testament.
Unfortunately, the people supporting him aso cull their science from the Bible.

"One other thing, and thiswill explain to you why | was so cautious. One of my ERO colleaguesins sted
on investigating Agarias on his own. He wound up dead. Shot through the back of the head while
knedling on hisliving room floor. Coincidence? Maybe. Then again, maybe not."

"An execution," said Schell.

"The police report called it arobbery, but according to his daughter, nothing was missing from the house.
After that, no one asked about Agarias any further.”

"How do | find out more about Agarias without getting shot in the back of the head?' asked Schell.

"I wouldn't confront him," said Stintson. "But you might take alook through his office. He ftill has one at
the ERO."

"Locked up, | imagine," said Schell.
"Areyou acon man, or are you acon man?' said Stintson.

We eventudly said our good-byes to Stintson after getting a hand-drawn map from him depicting the



layout of the ERO, in particular the location of Agariass office and the security guard's station. His
parting remark was a plea not to ever mention that he spoke to us. On the drive home, Schell admitted to
me that things had finally broken open in his mind and were beginning to become clear to him. Hewasnt
quite ready to share histheory, but he predicted that after our trip to the Eugenics Record Officeand a
look at Agariass papers, if we should find them, weld know the full story.

"In afew hours weve gone from abandoning this goose chase to being on the verge of solving thewhole
thing," | said.

Schell amiled, ruefully it seemed. "Remember you were saying | never made mistakes? Well | was
completely wrong about Greaves/Agarias. He seemsto be the guy, though, or at least apart of it, I'm
sure of that," he said.

"| see the connection between him and what the coroner told us about the death of Charlotte Barnes.
Blood and transfusion,” | said. "But why was Parks murdered? | don't get that.”

"Think about when it happened,” said Schell. "Directly following Charlotte Barness funerd. I'm betting
Agarias, in hisguise of Doctor Greaves, showed up at the funeral or the wake or both. Parks probably
recognized him, tried to remember where he'd seen him before, and eventually put it together. That'swhy
he had the photograph on his desk. Asafriend of Barnes, perhaps he wanted to figure out what kind of
scam Agarias was pulling, using an assumed name. Parks might have remembered that some of the other
researchers had wanted to drum Agarias out of the ERO."

"So they killed him and two of hisemployees?’ | asked.

"Agariasiscovering histrail. Like Stintson said, the guy'salunatic. And if what I'm thinking about the rest
of itiseven closeto true, were going to seethat he's crazier than we could ever imagine.”

When we reached the house, before getting out of the car, Schell put his hand on my shoulder and said,
"Ligten, I'll fill Antony in, but don't say anything to Morgan or Isabel about what we learned.”

| nodded.

For therest of the day, Schell was very quiet. He told me he was planning how we would gain accessto
Agariass ERO office the following day, but | could tell there was something ese on hismind aswell.
Isabel and | packed alunch and took awalk through the trees to sit by the sound. The day was very
cold, threatening afirst snow, but we huddled together against the wind and watched the choppy water.
In the course of our conversation she admitted to me that as soon as things blew over and Schell thought
it was safe for her to leave the house, she would find away to go back to Mexico.

"Comewithme" shesad.

I'd had afedling that things would cometo this, but | wanted to put off thinking about it aslong as
possible. If shewent away and | didn't go with her, | knew | would never see her again. But if | left
Antony and Schell and the promise of college behind, | would be writing off that part of my life. All | sad
to her was, "When you're ready to go, tell me." She smiled and said nothing more about it, and | wasn't
aureif shethought | was promising I'd follow or if sheknew | couldn't decide, but | didn't have the
courage to contemplate the choice any further.

Back at the house, we found Antony sitting at the kitchen table, cleaning the Mauser. He was bent over



the gun, whistling, amid al manner of rods, brushes, and solventslaid out.

"I haven't cleaned thisdamn thing in years,” he said, "and it's not in bad shape—alittle copper fouling,
that's about it."

"Areyou getting an itchy trigger finger?' | asked.
"Not me," hesaid. "Thisis by order of the boss."
"Ishe expecting gunplay?"

"Beatsme," said Antony. "l just clean the gun, drive the car, get strangled by the bad guys, and make the
dinnersaround here." He started whistling again and went back to hiswork.

Schell and Morgan only appeared a dinnertime. | didn't inquire what they'd been up to al afternoon.
During the medl, 1sabel asked Schell when he thought it would be safe for her to leave the house.

"Giveit afew moredays," said Schell. "Where are you thinking of going?'
"Mexico," shesad.

"I'll give you some money,” hesad.

"I couldn't take your money," shetold him.

"Well, it'sgoing to take you along timeto walk there," he said.

"Take hismoney," said Antony. "'l would."

"We could drive you over to Jersey and put you on abus," Schell said. "Once you get to Mexico, send
the dough back to meif you want, or not. | don't care.”

"Why not atrain?' asked Morgan.

"More people traveling on trains read newspapers than people on the bus," said Schell.

"Don't swedt it, hon," Antony said to Isabd. "It's going to work out.”

| quickly changed the conversation to the upcoming presidentia eection, which was only weeks avay.
With the exception of Antony expressing his hopesfor the reped of Prohibition, the topic soon died from
overdl disnterest, but it was enough to divert the discussion away from Isabel's departure.

Later that night, once I sabel was adeep, | went in search of Schell. | wanted to talk to him about my
possibly leaving. Luckily, hed not gone to bed but was sitting on the couch in the Bugatorium. Morgan,
sretched out next to him, had falen adeep with her head resting on a pillow propped againgt histhigh. As
| entered the room, he looked over at me, and | said, "Sorry," and began to leave, but he waved me

back. | walked over and sat down across from him.

Before | could speak, he whispered to me, "I've been meaning to talk to you.”



| was going to tell him the same, but his expression was one of perplexity, asif heéd made himsdf weary
from too much thought.

"What isit?" | asked.
"I've been thinking about the butterflies” he said.
"That'snot exactly unusud,” | said, smiling.

"No," he said, shaking hishead. "I think once this present group dies out in afew weeks, I'll discontinue
the Bugatorium.”

“Why?

"Recent devel opments have left me with abad taste for theidea of breeding in any capacity. It's never
struck me before, but now the whole thing"—here helifted his handsin the air, the same motion he used
to release butterflies during the séances—"seems to me wrought with vanity; the most sdlf-serving
affectation.”

"But the study of butterfliesexcited you,” | said.

"I think | conned mysdlf into the excitement.”

"I dwaysenjoyed them,” | said.

"Did | ever tdl you how | got started?”

"No," | said.

"It was my first con,” he said. "My father, the great Magus Jack, would bet on anything. Hed bet me on
things and never lose—coin flips, horse races, how many times awoman at the mailbox on the corner
would open and close the little door after putting her letter in. When I'd lose, held laugh a me. It got to
the point where all | wanted to do was beat him—if only just once.

"One morning, before the sun was even up, one of the few days he ever spent with me, we were walking
through the park—he was going to show me some scam—and | spotted a butterfly, closed, on aflower.
| bet him | could wiggle the flower and the butterfly wouldn't fly away. He laughed his condescending
laugh at me and took the bet. | got down, grabbed the flower by the stalk, and moved it back and forth,

agood six or seven times. The butterfly hung on, wouldn't budge. He didn't laugh then but paid mein
dlver with agrimlook on hisface.

"Why didn't it fly away?" | asked.

"It was something Morty had read to me one of the nights I'd stayed with him. Out in the wild, abutterfly
can't fly until it'swarmed by the sun. It needs the heat to moveits blood up into thewings. | never forgot
that con. Butterflies became my good luck charm.”

"Y ou never told methat before" | said.

"Yes," hesaid, nodding. "It fedslikealot of things are about to change." He looked up then and



followed the flight of some white specimen whose name | didn't know. Asif snapping out of adaydream,
he again focused on me. "Was there something you wanted to talk about?' he asked.

"No," | said. "l just camein to say good night."

"Okay," he said and leaned back, closing his eyes. Hisleft hand descended to rest on Morgan's shoulder.

SNOW

W hen | wokein the middle of the night thistime, it wasn' to the sound of a phone ringing but something
ahundred times louder and far more ominous. | sat bolt upright in bed just asthe din died, and then |
recalled where I'd heard it before—at cabin number six. A machine gun.

Aslsabd cameto, ditting up next to me, | grabbed her around the wai st and pulled her onto the floor.
She struggled to get free, saying, "What are you doing?" but | whispered in her ear to stay down and
keep quiet. Remaining on dl fours, | scrabbled across the bedroom and out into the hallway. There was
another burst of gunfire, shorter thistime, and then the sound of someone kicking in the front door.

Wed |eft thelight on in the living room, and its glow seeped back into the hall where| was and into part
of the kitchen. On the other sde of theliving room entrance, hunkering down with his back to the kitchen
wall, was Antony in his boxer shorts and an undershirt. He held the Mauser, hisfinger on thetrigger, the
barrel pointing toward the ceiling. Looking over, he saw me and motioned with hisleft arm for meto get
back. | started to inch away, and the next thing | knew he was spinning on his hedls, bringing the gun
around in hisright hand. He peered quickly out into the other room and squeezed the trigger. | don't
know anything about guns, but the Mauser was obvioudy not amere single-shot weapon. A barrage of
gunfire gpat out itsend.

Therewas slencein the living room, and | was tempted to look. | felt Isabel's hand on my back and
knew she had crawled out of the bedroom behind me. | cautioudy moved to the corner of thewall, all
the time Antony motioning meto go back. When | finaly did take aquick glance, | saw abody lying just
insde the door. | pointed for Antony to look and he did. As soon as he saw no one elsein the doorway,
he signded for usto run across and join him.

We literdly leaped across the open entrance into the kitchen. Antony stood up and grabbed me by the
back of the neck, pulling me closeto him. "I'm going to lay down somefire. Take Isabd, leave by the
back door. If it looks clear, run your asses off for the woods. Stay theretill | comefor you."

| just then realized | was shaking. He let go of my head and patted me on the cheek. ™Y ou with me?' he
sad.

| nodded, not even considering that all | wore wasapair of pgjama pants and Isabel one of my dress
shirts. That's when the back door burst in with ajarring crash, shattered glass and splinters of wood flying
everywhere, the chain lock whipping the air. The phantom landed on Antony's back, knocked the gun
out of hishand, and drove him forward, face-first, into thewall as1sabel and | were shoved to the side,
Therewas agreat cracking noise, and the lathing showed an imprint of the big man'shead. | put my arm
infront of 1sabel and pushed her out of the way.
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We watched helplesdy as Antony staggered away from the wall and clamped his hands on the arms of
the phantom, which were now around his neck. He turned and, in one fluid motion, bent and heaved the
cresture over hisback onto the kitchen table, the legs of which broke under the impact.

"Get out,” Antony said to us. The back exit was wide open, inviting usto flee, but | couldn't leave him.

The phantom sprang up immediately, and before Antony could even turn again to face his attacker the
thing had vicioudy punched himin the Sde of the head. Antony went Sideways across the kitchen. We
heard more men entering through the front door in the living room. The big man was dazed, nearly
buckling from the force of the blow. The phantom advanced upon him and threw another punch. Antony
ducked, and the white fist smashed into the wall.

"Diego, run," said Schell, who just then gppeared in the kitchen, his robe billowing behind him. He raised
hisarm and threw something. Only when it struck the creaturé's right shoulder blade and sunk in halfway
to the hilt did | seeit wasthe switchblade. There was an ear-splitting howl, and the thing arched its back.
Schell never stopped moving but went to his knees, scooped up the Mauser off the floor, and tossed it to
me. | grabbed it, turned, and aimed for the phantom's misshapen head. It saw me at the last second, and
when the gun went off with, for me, an unexpected kick and explosion, it ducked and | watched asthe
shots hit aman in ablack suit who was just then entering the kitchen. More intruders were behind him,
who caught his body as heféll backward.

| grabbed Isabel by the arm and we ran over the broken glass. A wild leap from the back steps and we
were off acrossthe yard toward the woods. At thetreeline, | turned to look back and see if anyone was
following us. Someone had flipped on the kitchen lights, and | saw Antony punch the phantom's muscled
white form in the chest as two more men grabbed him from behind. Schell was completely out of sight.

| let go of Isabel and started running back toward the house, but 1'd not taken five steps before Antony
dove headfirgt through the doorway. He sailed over the steps and hit the ground, rolling head over hedls.
In asecond hewas on hisfeet and running a me. Two men ran out after him, but | brought the gun up
and fired wildly. They ducked down long enough for Antony to reach me. He grabbed my arm, nearly
lifting me off my feet, and pulled me toward the trees. Aswe passed | sabel, he took her arm too.

Oncein the woods, hiding in athicket, we looked back and saw that no one was following us. Antony
was out of breath, bent over with his hands on hisknees, heaving. | was stunned, aso gasping for breath,
and I sabel asked the question | would have spoken had | been ableto.

"What about Mr. Schell?" she whispered.

"Weve got to go back," | finaly was able to get out.

Antony sraightened up, still breathing heavily. "Give methe gun,” he said. | handed it to him, and he
shook his head. " Schell thought they might be coming,” he said. "That'swhy he had me take care of the
gun. | just don't think he expected it to come so soon—or so strong.”

"He'sin trouble, though. We've got to do something,” | said.

"Hetold meif anything happened | wasto get you two clear and wait till things died down. So that's what
I'mdoing," hesad.

"They'll kill him," | shouted.



Antony backhanded me across the side of the face. " Shut up,” he said. "I don't get paid to second-guess
him."

There was the sound of commoation in the house, coming from just about every room. "Get down," he
sad. "If we don't see them coming, well stay right here.”

Antony crouched, and Isabel and | followed hislead. It wasfreezing out and | put my arm around her,
the two of us shivering as much from fear asfrom the cold. It was torture waiting for the sound of another
gunshot.

"What arethey doing?" | asked.

"They'relooking for Morgan,” he said.

":Donde estadla?’ asked |sabdl.

"Let's hope for Schdl's sake they don't find her," he said.

Ten minutes passed, maybe fifteen, and then we heard the cars start up down by the road. Gravel
crunched as the cars pulled away, and everything went perfectly quiet. Antony stood up.

"Okay, I'm going in to have alook around. Wait here until | give you the high sign.” As he made hisway
through the trees and across the yard, dressed in his nightclothes, the gun held high, it started to snow;
giant, wet flakes.

"Tengo mucho frio," said Isabel.

"A few minutesmore," | said. In the time we'd waited for them to clear out of the house, I'd thought of
nothing, but now my mind was on fire with images of what we might find in the house. | saw brief mind
flashes of Schell and Morgan daughtered on the kitchen floor. Finally | stood up and told Isabdl, "I can't

wait any longer."

Aswe headed out of the woods, Antony came to the back door, dressed in ashirt and trousers and
sgnaled to usthat the coast was clear. Before turning back inside, he called, "I don't see Schell or
Morgan anywhere. They must have taken them.”

The place was a complete wreck, Schell's once-orderly domain now achaotic mess. The furniture was
overturned, lamps and paintings were smashed, and dozens of butterflies had escaped the Bugatorium
and floated above the debris, dready perishing in the cold air rushing in through the open doorways. The
first thing | did wasfind ablanket for Isabel and wrap it around her, but Antony warned, "No timefor
that. Get dressed. We're getting out of here in case they come back.”

After dressing, we helped Antony perform one more search of the house, but the others were nowhere to
be found. Suddenly, the big man said, " Shit, | just remembered something." We followed him to Schell's
bedroom, where he went directly to the already open closet, reached in, grabbed an armload of suits,
and threw them on the bed. Leaning into the closet again, he put his hand up to the ceiling. "Thereésa
button in here somewhere," he said, groping around. Thiswas something I'd never known about. A
moment later, apane in therear wall of the closat did back to reveal acompartment filled with the form
of Morgan Shaw dressed in along white silk nightgown. Antony held his hand out to her and helped her



into the bedroom.

Thefirgt thing she said was, "Whereishe?'

"They took him," said Antony.

Morgan began to cry, covering her face with her hands.

"No timefor tears, sgter,” said Antony. "Get dressed. I'll go start the car.”

Luckily they'd left the Cord in one piece. Aswe piled in, Antony said he figured that if they were coming
back they'd at least have dashed the tires so we couldn't get away. Still, heinsisted on leaving the house.
When we were on the road, he told me that Schell kept alittle place in Babylon on the South Shore, next

to thebay. "It'ssort of aglorified fishing shack, but it'sgot afireplace and astove,” he said. Thiswas yet
another revelation to me.

"He never told me about it," | said and tears cameto my eyes.

"Shit, kid, he's got secrets he doesn't even tell himself. Don't take it so persondly,” said Antony ashe
pulled out onto the road. Thelight from the headlamps glinted off afine dusting of snow that had dready

stopped fdling.

"It'snot that," | said, now outright crying.

"There's one piece of good news," said Antony. "I got aclear look at that so-called phantom tonight.
He's no mongter. I'm sure of that from the way he yodeled when Schell threw that shiv into him. He'sjust
afucked-up guy with a pasty complexion, abig lumpy head, and in serious need of adentist. HE'SIn

perfect shape, though, and strong as an ox. Must be a bitch wearing nothing but that pair of shorts he's
got onin thiswesther. Nothing a couple of bullets wouldn't bring down, though."”

"Arethey going to kill him?" said Morgan, leaning forward over the front seet.
"Who, Schell?" asked Antony. "I don't know."

She sat back and started crying again. | turned to see how Isabel was doing, and she was staring quietly
ahead in shock. Only Antony was operating asif it was business as usual.

The drive from the North Shore to the South Shore wasfairly long. Both Isabel and Morgan eventudly
dozed off, their nervesfrayed. | was aso succumbing to a deep weariness, my eyes blinking like mad, my
mind numb. | tried to stay awake to keep Antony company, but | was fatigued beyond measure.

Although he hadn't spoken for miles, the big man turned to me somewherein the middle of thetrip and
sad, "You awake?'

| shook my head to bring myself around and sat up. "Yeah," | said.

"Listen, Schell and | agreed yesterday that I'm good at following orders but I'm no mastermind. He said if
anything happened to him, you should take over. So, kid, as of right now, you're the boss."

"What?' | said, unsure asto what 1'd just heard.



"Y ou're the man now, junior,” he said.

"Okay," wasall | could get out. | wastoo tired to comprehend the implications of my new position. My
first act asthe head of our operation wasto dump over and fal fast adeep.

HOLY SHINOLA

By noon the next day, after having slept and eaten something, Antony and | were back at the house.
Wed left Morgan and Isabdl in the fishing cottage in Babylon as it seemed secluded enough to be safe.
I'd dso told Antony to instruct Isabel on how to fire the gun, which we'd left with her.

The weight of my responsibility had begun to dawn on me during the return trip to the North Shore, and
athough the prospect of calling the shots wasfrightening, | had to laugh, remembering how only afew
nights before, 1'd felt so mature, thanks to having my arm around awoman and adrink in my hand. It
struck me now that growing up had more to do with others being able to count on you, and whether or
not you could pull throughin ajam.

Antony rigged the back door to keep it closed and nailed up an old rug over the front entrance to keep
out mogt of the autumn breeze. | built afirein the living room using the shattered remains of the furniture.
Oncethe blaze wasredly rolling and the house had started to warm up, | made my first decison. Going
to my bedroom, | fetched the turban, my pasha pants, and the high-collared blouses that had been the
props, and agood part of thelie, of Ondoo, and chucked them dl into thefire. Black smoke, like some
evil genie, roiled upward from those garments, and the stink of them burning seemed somehow right to
me

| went to Schell'sroom, chose one of hissilk suits (a cream-colored one with avest), apair of shiny
black shoes, and an indigo tie. | knew intuitively somehow that these things would fit me, and they did. It
was astroke of luck that when Schell was abducted, he was in his pgjamas, because that meant he'd | eft
behind hiswallet (we'd need the money) and the skeleton key, which | knew would come in handy.
Slicking back my hair inthemirror, | studied my reflection, and it struck me thét, like one of Schell's
butterflies, 1'd finaly emerged from my cocoon.

| walked out into the kitchen, where Antony was making coffee. Helooked up, and | know he noticed
my new attire but said nothing as he turned his attention back to filling the pot.

"Did they cut the phonewire?' | asked.
"No," he said, turning off the tap.

"When you get achance" | said, "call Ha 1zzle. Tell him what happened to Schell and tell him we need
him to get out here as soon as possible. WEII pick him up at the station.”

"Okay, boss," said Antony. He put the pot on the stove and then went into the office to make the call.

| took my seat at the kitchen table, focused on the intricate wing pattern of amosaic, Colobura dirce,
that lay dead next to the sugar bowl, and took stock of what | knew and what | needed to know. My
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only goal now wasto save Schell. | didn't care any longer if we got Agarias or avenged Charlotte
Barnes.

When we picked Hal up at the station in Port Washington afew hourslater, he was wearing an overcoat
with extra-long deeves, apair of gloves, and ahat with an exceedingly wide brim he kept turned down,
obscuring hisface from the curious and the crud.

"Anything from Tommy?" he asked as he settled into the back-segt of the Cord and removed the huge
het.

"Nothing," said Antony.

"Kid, what'swith you?' Ha said, pulling off hisgloves. "Onetime | seeyou, you're aswami, and now
youreagigolo. You've got more disguises than Lon Chaney."

"Thekid'sin charge now," said Antony.

"Holy shinola," said Hal. " Congrats on the promotion." He reached his hand into the front seat and |
shook it.

"It'snot something | wanted,” | said. "But you can cal me Diego from now on."

| felt Hal's hand on my shoulder. ™Y ou're going to do fine, Diego,” he said.

"Thanks," | said, feding asthough I'd jumped some hurdle by naming mysdif.

"Wait till you see what he's got cooked up for you," said Antony, smiling into the rearview mirror.
| then held up the leash and collar I'd kept out of sight on my lap.

"The old leash and collar,” said Hdl, hiseyeswidening. "Y ou must have been talking to some of my lady
friends”

"I don't know how to say thiswithout being offensive,” | said. "But you've got to play the dog."

"How could | be offended?’ he said. "That's my bread and butter. Y ou want me to bite somebody, pee
on alamppost, hump some damé'sleg? Just let me know."

"Y ou've got to get naked,” said Antony.

Hal howled. "Thisisgoing to be better than | thought,” he said and proceeded to take off his coat and
gart unbuttoning his shirt.

"I should have put atarp down on the backsest,” the big man said.
"Fuck you, Henry," said Hal. "Diego, do | have any lines, or do you just want meto act doglike?!
"All dog," | said.

"My specidty,” hesad.



Wedrovefor awhile, and as Hal put the collar on | explained my plan. After we crossed the Cold
Spring Harbor town line, Antony asked, "What's this street we're looking for?"

| looked down at the directions Stintson had given me. "Bungtown Road,” | told him. "It should be the
third left up here”

It was late afternoon by the time we drove dowly past the ERO. It was agood-si ze building set back
from the road, at the end of astraight path that led right to the front door. | couldn't help but think that it
wastrying to hideitsdf among the surrounding treeswhileits "researchers' did their nefariouswork. |
directed Antony to drive to the end of the block and park. There was afield and some woods behind the
building, and it was my plan to approach the place from the back.

"This could take sometime,” | told Antony. "Once Hal gets back to the car, drive around for awhile and
then pull up on Bungtown alittle ways down the street but facing the building so you can see mewhen |
come out. We may have to move quickly."

"No swest," he said.

"Okay, let'sgo," | saidto Hal.

"Seeyou later, Henry," he said and dipped into his overcoat.
"Spread some fleas around in that joint," said Antony.

Hal laughed, but the second he stepped out of the car, his entire demeanor changed. He was now a
sullen mishap of nature, escaped from who knew where, as evidenced by the leash dangling from the
collar around his neck. His expression had gone completely dull, and aglimmering string of drool hung
from the corner of his mouth. When | started waking, he shuffled dong beside melikeamindlessanimal.
Thetransformation astonished me. Ha 1zzlewas a pro.

We crossed the field and made our way carefully through the woods at the back of the building, making
sure no one was watching usfrom insde. After stashing his coat in the woods, we dashed out from under
the cover of the trees over to the left side of the building, scurrying close to the ground, below window
level. When we reached the front, | took alittle paper bag from inside my pocket and handed it to Hal.
He opened it, put his head back, and brought it to his mouth, letting some of the white powder sftin
between hislips. He chewed on the baking soda and worked up some spit, and before long he was
frothing a the mouth.

"Okay," | whispered, "you're good."

| stayed put with my back to the sidewall of the building, trying to imagine the plan unfolding. Hadl, for his
part, was to enter the foyer and sumble around, asif disoriented. Then he wasto drop to dl fours,
growl, whimper, and eventudly just lie down and curl up on thefloor until the guard got out of hischair.
Theideawasto get the guy to follow him outsde and digtract him long enough for meto dip in behind
them.

Thewait wastorture, and | started to worry that the guard might have a gun and, being spooked by the
sght of Hal, draw it. Somehow twilight had arrived without my noticing its gpproach, and the impending
darkness turned my thoughts gloomy. When | was about ready to come out of hiding and go to Hal's



rescue, | heard the door open. | peered around the corner and saw the dog man on all fours, swaying
back and forth. The door had closed behind him, though, and the guard had obvioudy stayed insde. Hal
growled and barked, clawing the glass of the door, but to no avail. | realized then that if | was the guard,
| might not be too anxiousto get too closeto this creature either, and | feared I'd miscalculated the
gtuation.

Another minute passed and | was sure the jig was up, but then, in what could only be described asa
stroke of genius, the dog man suddenly turned sidewaysto the door, lifted hisleg, and started peeing on
it. Before he even finished, he started crawling on dl fours toward the other corner of the front of the
building. The door sivung open, and from my hiding place, | saw the guard emerge, dressed in hisblue
hat and uniform, holding abilly club.

"Get out of here, you filthy mutt,” heyeled. Hal got to hisfeet and shuffled off around the other side of
the building. "Jesus Christ," said the guard. He took two steps, asif to follow, but then stopped. | started
to make my move as quietly as possible, walking on tiptoe. The guard was only about eight feet from the
entrance, though. I'd have definitely been caught, but just as | was about to open the door, Hal stuck his
big dog head around the corner again and let loose astring of vicious barking. The man jumped alittle,
then lifted his club and gave chase. After that | didn't see what happened. | was insde, moving through
the foyer and down ahall to the left, as Stintson had instructed.

SPEAKING OF MUTATION

Asld hoped, due to the late hour, the halls were deserted. Around the next corner, | found the office
Stintson'singtructions pointed to. The door was unlocked, and when | opened it, though the lights were
aready on, the place was empty. | went in and locked the door behind me. Three of the room'swalls
were lined with wooden filing cabinets and the last held atall bookcase. Therewas achair at adesk with
alamp onit, and opposite that a small couch with one window behind it.

| st to tracing the last names on the cabinets. Stintson's notes had put me in the general area of Agariass
archive, and the specific drawers holding hisfileswere not hard to find. Thefirst drawer | tried was
locked though. Pulling out Schell's skeleton key, | went to work. A few seconds later, there came afaint
click from within the baffle. Thelong drawer did out with one pull on the handle, and | saw it was choked
with folders, each crammed with paper.

| didn't know where to start. There were three more drawers smilarly stuffed. It's going to take forever, |
thought and felt asense of panic begin to spark to lifein my chest.

| took adeep breath and, redizing there was nothing else to do, reached in and pulled out a huge stack
of files, about a quarter of what wasin the top drawer. Carrying them to the desk, | laid them carefully to
onesde. | took off my jacket and draped it over the back of the chair, rolled up my deeves, grabbed the
top file, and sat down.

At firgt, nothing made any sense. There was alot of scientific jargon concerning blood types, equations,
formulas, and testimony concerning individuals who'd been studied. The best | could do was scan as
much as| could and keep alookout for something that rang abell or that made things clearer.

Somewhere well into the second half hour, | started skipping files, smply glancing down whole sheets
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without actudly reading, jumping around from fileto file until the stack beside me on the desk became
two stacks and then three and then just amess of folders. Just when | thought that perhaps my trip to the
ERO, cdling Ha in from Brooklyn, the whole e aborate con was going to go to waste, | finaly picked up
on the thread of something that seemed familiar. | recdled Stintson mentioning Agariass experiment with
twins, and from thelook of the text | was then scanning, | had blundered my way into the middle of that
research.

| did some backtracking, found the origin of the research in question, and then moved forward. Even
though my eyeswere weary by then, and my back hurt from leaning over the desk, | wasinfused with a
new energy and clarity of vison. And then | caught sight of the name Shaw. | read on at arapid rate asit
became clear to methat | had before me certain pieces of the puzzle.

It was precisdy when | uncovered an interesting fact concerning Morgan that | heard the sound of
footsteps outside the door. A key did into the lock from outside. There was no time for me to even get
out of my chair. The door opened adiver, tentatively at first, and then swung dl theway in. Standing in
the entrance, smiling, was Agarias. | stood up, thinking there was going to be trouble.

Hetilted his head downward to look a me over the rims of hisround glasses, and said, "If it isn't the
Spiritud savant of the subcontinent. Ondoo, isit?"

"What have you done with Schell?' | asked.

"He'sin my keeping. Safe, for now."

Seeing hewas aone, | started to move around the desk. All | wanted to do was punch him.

"Please 5t down," he said.

When | kept advancing, he added, "If you'd like to see Mr. Schell again, I'd St down.”

| stopped in my tracks, unclenched my fist, and backed off.

"Sit down and I'll tell you anything you'd like to know, redly. I've nothing to hide. Let mewarn you,
though, if you can't control yoursdlf, I've got agun, and | wouldn't mind shooting you." He patted the side
pocket of hisjacket as he took a seat on the couch.

"How did you know | was here?' | asked.

"After you and Schell went to see Stintson, | figured he would lead you here.”

"Stintson?' | said in awesk attempt to cover the truth.

"Y es, poor Stintson. It seems helll be dl over the front page tomorrow. A robbery, I'm afraid.”

| closed my eyes momentarily at the knowledge that we had been responsible for the man's death.
akC))(I:ljatyy()lljfl naly said. "All I want is Schell. Tell mewhat | need to do to get him back, and well forget

"Simple,” said Agarias, "1 want Morgan Shaw. An even exchange.”



"Why?
"She's critical to my work," he said.

"She'slegdly your daughter, isn't she?' | said.

Agaias nodded. "Adopted. She and her brother. The twins of twins born of twins."
"What is it about twins?'

"Good question,” he said, shaking hisfinger at me. "We know that incest begets birth anomalies,
correct?'

| nodded.

"Thisiswhy it'sillega to marry, say, your Sster, or even your first cousin. But | discovered thisfamily out
inthe woods, where the laws of civilization were largely ignored. | waited until the children came of age
and then, shall we say, persuaded them to couple. Imagine now, if incest between first cousins, brothers
and sgters, causes mutations, just think about what the union of twins might produce. Y ou see? When |
first ssumbled upon these degenerates, | noticed something in the early bloodwork, some anomaly. Over
the two successive generations it has become more pronounced.”

" Speaking of mutations,” | said, "what exactly isthat cresture you sent to murder Parks and visit us at
Schdl's?!

"That'smy boy, Merlin," said Agarias, smiling. "He's quite aphysica specimen, isn't he?”
"He'sdeformed,” | said.

"Now, now," hesaid. "Merlinisavery specid individua. Granted, he's not the most handsome fellow.
But teke, for ingtance, his skin. Hes not dbino. Albino isthe lack of pigmentation. His pigment iswhite.
The other thing aout him, and thisis most important, he's got ablood type like none other.”

"What do you mean?' | asked.

"I mean hisblood typeisunique. If you wereto test it, it would register nothing, not A, A negative, B, B
negative, AB, or O. Only he and one other person possessit.”

"Hissder," | sad. "Morgan.”

"Y ou're shrewd for awetback," he said.

"Not shrewd enough,” | said. "Why exactly do you want her?"’

"Morgan, Merlin, I'm sure you didn't catch the Arthurian reference,” he said.
| shook my head, even though | had.

"| adopted them both but decided early on that | would work only with the male child. I've trained him
from birth, physicaly of course, like acircusanima. Mentdly he's of subpar intelligence. But it washis



blood that interested me most.

"We need manpower in this country to save usfrom economic decline, but unfortunatdly, we'relacking in
the right type of men. Those with Anglo blood, our rightful forefathers, will build agresat civilization here.
We need to deport and eradicate al those of weaker bloodlines. But those of mixed bloodlines, it may
be possible to salvage some of them in order to create workers. My theory isthat Merlin's specia blood
might negate, might cleanse, the tainted blood of haf breeds, like the Barnes girl. In other words, wash
the Jew out of her."

"And s0 shewas part of an experiment. Y ou transfused her, and she died. How many others have you
killed with these experiments?’

"Bdieveme" he said, moving to the edge of his seet, "were making progress. | think the answer lies
within Morgan. | should not have ignored her and concentrated on her brother. | now believe she's got
the blood ingredient necessary to accomplish my god.”

"How can anyone who treats children the way you do creste agrest civilization?' | said.

"Oh, do | sense you disgpprove?' he said, feigning concern. "My work isfar more important than
individud lives."

"What if | go to the police?"

"Think through it, my boy. Youreanillegd. They're morelikely to deport you than to listen to you. And |
have powerful benefactors.”

"Therésjust one problem, Mr. Agarias.”
IIYS?I

"I don't know where Morgan is. She took off the other day after Schell and | ran into your friends out by
her cabin. She didn't want usto get hurt."

"Very sad,” he said. "Poor Mr. Schell. It seems he's conned hislast old lady.”
"What if we canfind her?" | asked.

"l can giveyou three days. After that, I'll rerun the experiment and transfuse Schell. Heis half Jewish you
know, on hismother'sside.”

"No," | sad, "he never mentioned it."

A PATRIOT

T hree days," he repested. "I'll contact you at the end of that time. If you have her, we'll set up amesting.
If you don't, Schell getsthe needle, and my boy Merlin will be out to pay you another vigt. Next time 'l
ingruct him to bring me the head of that big oaf of Schell's.”
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"Agarias," | said asherosetoleave. ™Y ou know, your name doesn't exactly sound Anglo to me. What
areyou?'

"I'mapatriot,” sad Agariasand smiled.

"Cdl me, I'll find her," | said to him as he made for the door.

He stopped before leaving and said, "Three days, my friend. No more.”

| was afraid Agariaswould aert the guard that | wasin the building, so the second the door closed,
without bothering to return the files to their appropriate drawers, | strode across the office and climbed
up on the couch. Reaching over the back of it, | opened the window and removed the screen. When |
landed on the ground on the Side of the building, it was dready night. | didn't hesitate to seeif anyone
was about but just took off running toward the street. A few seconds later, Antony pulled up to the curb
and| gotin.

Hal wasin the backsest, fully clothed now, and firgt thing, | asked him if hed doneal right.

"The guy chased me back asfar asthetrees," he said, "but once | made it into the woods, he stopped
running and just ydled 'Fithy mutt' a me afew moretimes. He didn't want to screw with the dog in the
dark woods, though. I'd have shoved that billy club up his ass."

"Flthy mutt," Antony said, laughing. "1 wonder if the guy redly thought you were adog.”

"I had aninteresting visit while | wasingde," | told them. When | told them I'd seen Agarias, Antony and
Hal were both for going back and getting him. | told them to calm down and then filled themin on
everything I'd learned.

"We haveto get this schmuck,” said Hal.

"If only we knew where they were keeping Schell,” | said. "We could go and get him. My guessit'sthat
specia lab of his Stintson told us about. | was hoping I'd find an addressfor it in there, but it makes sense
that he's not advertising itslocation, what with the kind of work he's doing, murdering children and raising
lumpen-headed mutationslike circus animals.”

"Y ou talking about Mr. Pasty?' asked Antony.

"That thingislegdly hiskid," | sad. "Merlinisitsname.”

"What's he been feeding him?' said Antony.

"He'sMorgan's brother,” | said.

"What?' said the big man, momentarily taking hisfoot off the peddle. When he recovered, he said,
"Makes sense, though, they're both white as milk. But Jeez, she definitely got thelooksin that family.”

"Do you know where thiswoman iswho he wantsto trade Tommy for?" asked Hal.

"Yeah, wevegot her," | said. "But | don't think | can just turn her over to him."



"Wl you're going to haveto," said Ha. "Otherwise Schell takesthe dirt nap.”
"l know Schell would tell menottodoit,” | said.

"Not exactly,” said Antony. " Schell would scheme some con.”

"Yeah," | said. "But we need an edge, which we don't have right now."
"Countmein," said Hal.

"Go back to Brooklyn,” | said. "Get Sal to help you round up the others, anybody who'll help. Stand by.
| might cdll a any time. I'm going to need you dl to move a amoment's notice.”

"Yougotit," hesad.

"Don't go to the ation,” | told Antony. "WEell get some gas and take Hal al theway in and drop him a
the Captain's place, not near his apartment. I'm afraid Agariasis having usfollowed. He knew we'd been
to Stintson's place, because he told me he had the poor guy sandbagged. If they're on us, we can lose
them in the city. Well pay thetoll; take the Motor Parkway."

"Okay," said Antony. "If we take them back to Babylon on our tails, well lose Morgan and Schell.”

In Brooklyn we followed Hal into Captain Pierce's place and hung around awhile to make sure no one
wason our trail. The old Negro knife thrower had served as a scout at fifteen for the Union Army inthe
Civil War. That night he served Antony and Hal amason jar each of the home brew beer that hed
concocted in abarrd in hiskitchen. | explained to him what was going on with Schell, and he volunteered
his servicesif need be. The Captain suffered from the shakes, and his eyes were starting to go cloudy,

but he il had that hair-splitting aim, as he ingsted on demondtrating by skewering, from acrosstheliving
room, an apple he made Antony balance on his head.

We didn't get back to the fishing cottage until well after midnight. By then my fists were just about ableto
unclench. Antony's driving had been inspired, to say the least. Theway he'd piloted the Cord,
two-whedling around corners, weaving in and out of traffic, cutting across open fields, I'm surprised my
pantswere ill dry. If Agariass goons had followed us after all that, they were welcometo us. | was
exhaugted, brain-weary from trying to think of an out for Schell and at the same time not giving up
Morgan. Inthe morning, | knew I'd haveto tell her everything, and that in itsdf frayed me.

Isabel met me at the door, holding the pistal.

"Don't shoot,” | said and put my arms around her. She kissed me and told me it had been aquiet day.
Sheld gone out to the little market in town to get the things she needed to make dinner. | could smell the
richaromaall over the cottage, the scent of thick potato soup with bacon and onion that took me back to
my mother'skitchen in an ingtant.

"No chiles" she said and shook her head. She served us eech—Antony, hersalf, and I—abowlful and a
wedge of bread. Morgan was adeep in the back room.

Whilewe ate, Antony and | filled her in on what had happened a the ERO. She'd never met Hal, so we
had to describe him for her, and then Antony was good for afew stories from the old carny dayswhen



they'd worked the same shows. Finally the big man got up from the table.
"That med's brought me to the conclusion that my cooking stinks" he said. Helooked around the tiny
cottage and then lifted the gun off the table and told us we could cram onto the couch, he was going to

degpinthecar. "If | seeanything going on," he said, leaving, "I'll hit the horn. We should've brought a
fucking bottle from the house."

Isabel and | quietly cleaned up the dinner table, and when we were done, | sat on the couch and lay my
head back. She came over and stretched out, resting her head on a pillow on my thigh. It was the exact
position I'd seen Schell and Morgan in the last time I'd spoken to him.

"Morgan told me about her lifein the city,” 1sabel whispered. "Very sad. She ran away from home and
ended working for some man. Y ou know, como puta. One day she returned to the place where he kept
al hiswomen and found him dead on the floor with abullet in the back of hishead.”

"Soundsfamiliar,” | sad.

"| think she very much likesMr. Schell," said Isabd.

"Yeah," | said, "they need each other. But what am | going to do? Asit stands now, it's either one or the
other."

"Pensarés en dgo; duérmete,” she said.
Theimagery of the day ran through my thoughtsin a crazy patchwork—Hal running around stark naked,
Agariass smirk, Antony's death-wish driving. It al ended with that dead butterfly on the kitchen table

back a home. Suddenly, the wings of the mosaic twitched, and it began to flutter. | continued to Stare as
it lifted into the air, into the sky where the celling had been, and then | knew | was dreaming.

PERFECT

| t waslate morning, and | sat in the kitchen back at Schell's house. Antony camein from the newsstand
but didn't, as usual, throw the paper on the table. He kept it rolled up under his arm as he poured a cup
of coffee and then left it facedown on the counter before pulling out achair and joining me.

"Stintson?" | asked.

He scratched his head and nodded. "Took one the hard way. Back of the head."

"Robbery?'

"That'swheat they say."

"Agariasisout of control," | said.

Antony gave asad grunt of alaugh. "Wdll, think about his plan. From what you told me, he'staking the
blood of some mistake of nature and using it to try to clean out the blood of what he considersto be


ch_44

other mistakes of nature. How's that figure?"

"My guessisthething that attracts him, like ashiny object attracts a cat, isthe whiteness of the skin. This
isabout whiteness."

"That and the blood,” said Antony. "Nothing is ever more fucked up than when someone decidesthey're
going to save the human race from itsdlf."

"Youmean likeme," | said, "thinking Agarias has got to be stopped one way or the other?”

"Boss, make no mistake about it. In case you were thinking otherwise, he's never going to let usliveif he
can help it. Well make the exchange with him, and then hels going to plug us al. So asyou're dreaming
up aplan to save Schell, you better keep that in mind."

| nodded. "My mind'satota blank. | couldn't dream up what to have for lunch.”
"He's definitely got us by the short hairs” said Antony.
"Wedon't even know if Schdll's4till dive" | said.

From that moment on, for the rest of the morning and well into the afternoon, Antony said nothing. He
read the race results, picked up around the house where items from the bresk-in till lay in disarray, and
spent hours in the Bugatorium, carefully collecting the fragile corpses of dead butterflies. Asfor me, | sat
at the desk in the office, pencil and paper at the ready, waiting to jot down an agenda that never
meateridized.

While sitting there, drawing circles, | consdered the talk I'd had with Morgan that morning before
Antony and | had |eft the cottage. She'd had a hard time accepting that she was the cause of Schell's
kidnapping. | didn't think sheld redlly understood the implications of the entire thing, the part about
Agariasand Merlin and herself. When I'd relayed to her that what they were asking for was an exchange
of her for Schell, shed said she would gladly do it but then dissolved into tears and ran to the back room.
| didn't have the heart to pursueit, so | smply asked Isabdl to do her best to calm Morgan down, which
she said shewould. And then we'd | &ft. . .to do what?

That's the way the entire day went. Nothing but bad thoughts—the grief of Stintson's family; the innocent
Kern, wasting away in ajail cell; the Barneses ftill wondering why their daughter had been killed. Grim
redlity, like some insatiable spirit, devoured every ideal might possibly have hatched. | bit my nails,
banged my fists againgt my temples, adl to no avail. Astwilight came on, | caled for Antony, and he
appeared at the office door.

"l guesswe might aswell write this one off and head back down to the South Shore," | said.

"Okay, Boss," he said, and my heart sank to see his dejection.

"Maybe something will come tomorrow,” | said.

Hewent to get his coat. | stood up and threw the pencil down on the desk. We met in the living room,

and just as we were about to push back the makeshift rug of adoor and leave, Antony said, "Oh yeah,
I'm definitely getting a bottle for tonight.”



"Good ideg," | told him.

He resppeared afew minutes|ater from down the hall with acloudy bottle holding an amber liquid. "The
good stuff," he said. " Something ought to be good.”

Weleft, and the rug fell back into place. Aswe made for the Cord, | heard, in the distance, the sound of
the phoneringing.

"Hey," said Antony, coming to attention, but | was dready off, running up the path to the house. | was
out of breath when | reached the office and fumbled the receiver before getting it to my ear.

"Hdlo?' | sad.

There was nothing for asecond, and then avoice suddenly blared.

"Tommy?" It was Emmet Brogan again.

"He'snot here” | said. | wasn't in the mood to explain everything that had gone on.
"Oh, he'sabusy, busy man," said The Worm.

"Can| hdpyou?' | asked.

"It'snothing, kid. Just a point of interest to afellow lepidopterist. Page five in your local paper out there
on theidand today. Thought he'd get akick out of it. Bottom right corner.”

"Il let him know," | said.

"What'd he think of the ERO stuff?" asked Emmet.

"Perfect,” | sad.

"Ain't that the fucking word for it," he said and hung up.

By then, Antony was standing in the hallway, looking on expectantly.

| put down the receiver and said to him, "Where's the newspaper?”

"In here," he said, and | got up and followed him down the hall.

| sat down at the kitchen table, the paper in front of me, and trying to ignore the photo of Stintson on the
front, flipped through it till page five wasfacing me. "Here" | said and pointed to asmall articlein the
lower right-hand corner.

"Boy Finds Exotic Butterfly in Fort Solanga," | read doud and then scanned the rest of the article.
"Let'shaveit,” said Antony.

"It saysthiskid caught abeautiful blue butterfly in the woods near his house yesterday. It's since died, but
he brought it to his science teacher, who reported it to the newspaper. The teacher saysit was bizarre



finding this butterfly, which he identifies as ablue morpho, on theidand, in autumn no less. Histheory is
that it came off apassing ship headed for New York."

"Schell 7' ssid Antony.

"If the teacher hasit right, and it'samorpho, they're from South America. Why would a ship coming up
from the south circle around to the sound to approach New Y ork? Besides, with the temperature asit is,
| doubt it would have made the flight in from the sound to wherever thistown is. This has got to be Schell
leaving hiscdling card,” | said.

"Wherethe hdl is Fort Solanga?' said Antony. "Ever hear of it?'
"No," | said, "but | bet the place he released the butterfly from hasto befairly close by."
"I've got the map inthe car," he said.

A few minutes later, we were back at the kitchen table, Antony hunched over the map. "Fort Solanga,”
he said, "what kind of haf-assed nameisthat?"

"Youvegot to givemeacigarette,” | said. | couldn't Sit ill. Whereas earlier 1'd been so depressed |
could hardly think straight, anew nervous energy made my legs twitch benesth the table.

Antony reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out his butts and the lighter. With his eyes ill trained
on the map, he handed them over. "Light me onetoo," he said.

Two cigarettes gpiece later, hefinadly said, "Okay, werein business. Fort fucking Solanga. Quick, get
me apencil beforel loseit.”

Hetook the pencil | got him from the office and circled the location, blowing a smoke ring a the same
time. "It'sout east aways," he said. "Almost due north of King's Park up by the sound, south of a spot
cdled Crab Beach."

"Tomorrow," | said, "well go out there. Theré's an addressin the article for the kid who found the blue,
Well tell him we're biologists or something, dip him abuck, and get him to show us the exact place he

bagged it."

That night, after dinner at the cottage, we sat around the table and sipped tumblers of the good stuff from
the cloudy bottle. Morgan joined us and seemed to be in somewhat better spirits than she had that
morning. Everyone was alittle high with the promise that the article about the butterfly meant Schell was
dill dive

Antony described how when he had collected the dead butterflies, a breeze from the rug-covered front
door must have blown down the hal and entered the Bugatorium. "It wastoo dight for meto fed,” he
said, "but when | looked down at the table where I'd laid out the dead bugs, | saw their wings start to
move, and for second, | thought they were coming back to life. | swear | thought it was some kind of
ghogt mess, likeamiracle”

Sometime during the third round of drinks, Morgan said, "I've been thinking hard today about the past,
and | remember my foster mother telling me one night when she was drunk that | had a brother. Actudly,
when | wasvery young, | might have met him."



"What about Agarias?' | asked. "Did his name ever come up?"

"I'm not sure, but again, when | was young, | remember a doctor coming to the houseto seeme. |
thought it was just aregular checkup, but for awhile he came quite often.”

"I have atheory,” | said.

"l know what you're going to say," shetold me and held up her hand. "The person who left me the clues
to where the bodieswere was Merlin.”

"Yes" | sad. "Thefellow you lived with in New Y ork was killed the way Stintson and another researcher
werekilled. I'll bet Agarias was kegping an eye on you the wholetime. He didn't like what you were
doing, so he ended that relationship for you."

"| could dmost thank him for that," she said.

"He followed you out to the idand, kept tabs on you, but left you aone until recently, when he decided he
needed your blood. Agariass goonswould drive by and send Merlin to the cabin to get you, but instead
of breaking in and rousting the place, he'd leave you the notes about the bodies and the flowers and so
forth."

"Why?" asked Antony.

"Maybe old Merlinisn't as stupid as Agarias wishes he was. Perhaps he'ld overheard him telling one of his
henchmen that you were his sster. Who knows?"

"Which would mean,” said Morgan, "he knowswhat Agariasisup to."

"Exactly,” | said. "Even if hesamongter, he may be areluctant mongter, but | wouldn't count onit. We
have to remember that he gouged out Parkss eyes, broke the security guard's neck, and strangled the
butler dl in onenight.”

"He doesn't seem to have much affection for me," said Antony. "I'll tell you right now, if it comes down to
it, | wouldn't hesitate to put hislightsout.”

"Antony, what you say, | understand. But | fed sorry for him alittle bit," said Isabdl.

"I'm glad you didn't know anything about him that night at the Parks place," said Antony.

Morgan started to cry, huge glistening tears running down her face.

"I'm sorry, Morgan,” said Antony.

She reached over and patted hisforearm. "It's not you. The whole thing isjust so sad.” Antony offered
her a cigarette to make amends, and, | suppose, to prove she meant what she had told him, she sang him

acouple of verses of "Y ou Forgot Y our Gloves."

After that, | needed another drink.



SWEATING THEKID

With another hit from the dregs of the cloudy bottle to cure the morning funk, Antony and | set out early
for Schell's place. Once we were there, | took a bath and picked another suit thistime, a
double-breasted, gray pinstripe. Antony also bathed, applied some of his specid tear-inducing cologne,
and changed in order for usto make the best impression we could with the parents of the kid who'd
found the butterfly. It was Saturday, so we knew he'd at least be out of school. Before nine, we were on
our way to Fort Solanga.

Maybe it was on my mind from having recently dedlt with Agarias, but | decided an Anglo face would be
more convincing in this Stuation, so Antony led the way as we took the steps to the house on Clayton
Road. He knocked on the door and ayoung boy of around ten with freckles and red hair answered.

Before speaking, the big man took his hat off. "Isthisthe resdence of the remarkable young man who
discovered the blue butterfly?' he asked.

"Yeah," sad thekid. "It wasme."

"May we please speak to your mother or father?' asked Antony.

The kid disappeared and afew minuteslater came back with awoman in tow. She took onelook at the
two of usand her expression went south. "Y es?' she asked, looking asif it might not be a better ideato

close and lock the door.

"I'm Professor Cramshaft from the Roya Academy of Buitterflies, and this" he said pointing over his
shoulder a me, "is Dr. San Francisco, our South American specidig.”

"Hola," | said and bowed.

"Dr. San Francisco?' said the woman. It was evident she wasn't buying it. Antony must have sensed that
too and reached into his pocket. He pulled out afive-dollar bill.

"At the academy, were very interested in the butterfly that your son found. We were wondering if you
would alow him to show us exactly where helocated it.”

Thewoman looked hesitant. Antony flashed the cash. "Of course, wed be willing to offer asmall feefor
your trouble," he said.

"l don't know," said the woman.

Antony took out another five and held the two billsin one hand, flapping them dightly. Like some deight
of hand that Schell might pull off, the woman moved so fast | could hardly track it. Next | looked, she
was holding the bills.

"Jmmig," shesaid. A second later, the kid reappeared. "Put your coat on and take these two professors
out in the woods and show them where you found it."


ch_45

"Yes, Mom," he said and went to get his coat.

Thekid returned again, dressed for the outdoors. Even though the mother still had a sketchy look on her
face, aded wasadeal, and she kissed the kid and told us she'd be watching from the back window. "If
you want to buy it from us, we can make arrangements,” she said.

"I'll bein touch about that,” said Antony. We smiled, tipped our hats, and took off after the kid, who was
out the door and down the stepsin aflash. Aswe moved around the side of the house to the backyard,
Antony said to the boy, "Y our old lady drivesahard bargain.”

"That'swhat my dad says" said Jmmie.

Hetook usto the edge of hisyard and into awood of scrub pine and oaks that seemed to border the
backyards of al the street's houses. We walked through fallen leaves dong a path the local kids had
probably worn. It wound around trees and through stands of sticker bushes.

"How far back doesthiswoods go?" asked Antony.

"l don't know," said Jmmie. "I'm only alowed up to the sand hills"

A few minutes later, we were at the sand hills, alarge clearing of smal white sand dunes, surrounded by
trees. "Thisiswhere | found it,” he said.

"Where, exactly?' | asked.

Thekid looked around, asif he was making up hismind. "Over here," he said, walking to the nearest
pine tree and touching one of its branches.

"Jmmig" said Antony, moving up alittle closer to thekid. "I think you're feeding old Professor Cramshaft
alineof maarkey."

"l found it here" said thekid.

"I know you're not supposed to go past here," said Antony. "But let'sfaceit, Jm, no kid isgoing to be
satisfied for long by stopping at the sand hills.”

The kid shook his head. "I'm going to go back now."

Antony leaned way down so that he was face-to-face with the kid. "Y ou mean to tell me that you and
your friends never went out there to see what was on the other sde of the sand dunes?' asked Antony.

| couldn't believe the big man was sweating the kid.

Jmmie started to get nervous, but then Antony'sjacket opened alittle. The kid's face broke into asmile.
"Hey, miger, you've got agun.”

Antony straightened up. "Of course | do," he said. "This butterfly stuff is dangerous business. You like
guns?'

"Yeah," said thekid.



The big man took the Mauser out and removed the clip. "Here," he said, handing the kid the gun. "Y ou
can holdit. Lead on, James, only the absolute truth will do."

"Dont tell my mother.”
"l swear," said Antony, crossing his heart. "Y ou too, Dr. San Diego."

Thekid led the way. Fifteen minuteslater, after passing two ponds and winding snakdike dong aless
distinct path, our journey ended at aten-foot ssone wall. It stretched a good fifty yardsin either direction.

"Who lives here?" asked Antony.
"l don't know," said Jmmie. "But | found the butterfly on that wall right there.”

Antony took two singles from his pocket. "It could get dicey from here on out, kid," hesaid. "You'd
better give me the gun back." Asthe kid handed over the gun, the big man dipped the two dollarsinto his
hand. "Y ou don't mention the gun, we don't drop one on you to your mom about coming out here.”

Jmmie nodded.

"Run home now," said Antony. Thekid took off through the trees. We started around to the western side
of thewadll, taking painsto walk as quietly as possible. Aswe crept aong, Antony replaced the clip in the
Mauser.

If thewall immie had taken usto was abouit fifty yardsin length, the western wall was agood
seventy-five. Kegping tight againgt it, we followed it to where it turned another corner. The trees thinned
out alittle there, and we could see that hafway down the next wall of the huge rectangle there was adirt
road that led into the place.

"I'll sneak down there and take alook through the entrance,” | whispered.
"I'mright behind you," said Antony.

"No, you'retoo big. I'll make less noise. Give me the gun; you can keep your two bucks." | took off my
hat and handed it to the big man, who crouched down to wait.

| did along the wall like a shadow, gun pointing up and ready as1'd seen Antony carry it. When | got
closeto the entrance where the road passed in, | saw atal iron gate. | got down on my hands and knees
and crept dong only afew inches a atime, stopping to listen every now and then. Reaching the gate, |
took a deep breath and stuck my head out to peer around the corner and through the bars.

The road that led into the place went straight up to atall, old house with awraparound porch and two
gables. Therewas ablack car, aFord, parked at the end of the dirt drive about ten yards from the
house. Sitting on the porch in arocking chair was aman in ablack suit and hat, cradling amachine gun.
Another fellow, inasmilar dark getup, sat on the steps. The yard around the house, with the exception
of the front, which was aleaf-covered, flat expanse, wasthick with trees. | was about to pull my head in
and inch back to Antony, when | heard something just insde thewall.

Another manin ablack suit, carrying a Tommy gun, passed inches away from meinsdethe gae. | was



so low, he didn't notice, but had he turned, held have easily seen me. | waited for him to passthe gate
and continue on behind the other side of the wall before making my move. With the same stedlth | used
to get there, | retrested. A few minutes|ater, | was crouching next to Antony at the corner.

"Thishasgot to beit,” | sad. "l saw three of those guysin the black suits.”

Antony nodded.

"Who are those guys anyway?" | asked.

"If | didn't know better 1'd say they were gangsters, but | never knew any gangsterswho all worethe
same outfits. The black suits are like uniforms amost. Private security maybe, paid for by Agariass
wedthy friends. Who knows, maybe government issue.”

As| was describing the house to him, we heard the sound of acar motor starting up. We moved around
the corner, behind the wall. The gate opened aminute later, and the black Ford sped out down the dirt
road, dust flying up behind it.

We made our way quickly back through the woods and to the Cord sitting parked on Clayton. | wanted
to find the entrance to the dirt road leading to the compound. Leaving Jmmi€'s neighborhood, we drove
south and then took the first road to the right. Before long, we spotted the path through the trees. Antony
marked it on the map.

"I'm not sure what thisis going to do for us, but at least we probably know where Schell is" | said.
"Start thinking, Boss," said Antony as he turned the car around and headed back toward our house.
Along the way, we passed through some smal town; it very well could have been Fort Solanga, | don't
know. There were afew shops and about ahundred yards of sdewalk aong either side of themain
street. Parked in front of the general store was the black, Model A Ford I'd seen leave through the gates
of the compound.

Aswe cruised by, two of Agariass men in those distinctive dark suits came out of the store, carrying
brown paper bags. The second Antony saw them, he hit the gas, and we were gone before they could
look up.

"What do you think?" he asked. "Were they getting lunch maybe?'

"They gottaedt,” | said. "l doubt Agariasis cooking for them."

"Y ou've got asmile on your face" he said to me.

Only whenhesaidit did | redizeit mysdf. | nodded. "I'vegot it," | said. "When we get back to the
house, cdl Sdl. Tdl him they need to come tonight.”

"Okay," hesad.

"Tdl himwe need guns, and if he can, to scare me up astick of dynamite.”



THE FEROCITY OF MY PIGEONS

| sent Antony south to pick up Isabel and Morgan. There was no way, once Sal and the others showed
up, that we could all fit in the cottage in Babylon, and | needed everyone assembled to go over my plan.
It was achance I'd have to take. | hoped Agarias would be too confident and think he had us stymied to
the point where he didn't have to bother tailing us. Otherwise, once everyone was gathered at Schell's, if
he sent araiding party with Merlin and the goons, we'd be finished. Before the big man left, I'd told him
to keep Morgan down in the backsest.

"Tell her to wear along dress and a sweater with long deeves. Have her put her hair up and wrap a
kerchief around it. Dark glassesif you can find some.”

| sat and waited for S to show up with the reinforcements from the city. In that time, | tried to polish my
drategy, tie up the loose ends. There was agood chance someone was going to die when the exchange
eventually went down, and that made me queasy. It would be machine guns versusthe likes of myself and
Hal 1zzle. The deck was most assuredly stacked against us.

Morgan, Isabdl, and Antony arrived only minutes before the two cars carrying Sa'srecruits. Marge the
Ton Templeton was thefirgt to push back the rug and enter. Following her, and giving her ashoveinthe
rear end to squeeze her through the opening, was Hal. Then came Captain Pierce, dressed in his parade
uniform, carrying his case of throwing knives and sporting a cane. Sd wasthe last of thefirst group,
wearing his cgpe and top hat, holding awand in hisleft hand and astick of dynamitein hisright.

A few seconds passed and the next carload filed in—Miss Belinda, toting a huge crate of pigeons,
Peawee Dunnit, carrying another crate of pigeons, and bringing up the rear, scuttling aong on his
knuckles, Jack Bunting, the spider boy. Peawee informed Antony and me that VVonda had to work and
couldn't makeit. " Shit, somebody's gottawork," said Sa as he passed by.

| caught Antony in the hallway, coming out of Schell'sroom with four bottles of champagne.
"Do you think that'sagood idea?" | asked.

"Areyou kidding? It'sagreat idea. We got to keep the morale of our forcesup.”

"I don't want them to get too drunk,” | said.

"No," hewhispered. "Y ou want them to get drunk, so when we get to the part about the machine guns,
they won't have second thoughts."

| acquiesced with asinking fegling. For the next hour, everyone milled around and drank and talked and
smoked cigarettes. | introduced I sabel and Morgan to each of the volunteers.

Miss Bdlindatold me she needed to find someplace to let the pigeons out, so | showed her to the
Bugatorium. She nodded and called down the hall for Peewee and Antony to bring the crates. | closed
the door behind me, and Miss Bdlindasaid, "Okay, let 'em loose.”

Antony and Peawee lifted the diding planks at the ends of the wooden cages, and the birds rushed forth
inatorrent of flgpping wings and falling feathers. Once they settled down and found perches, a
pandemonium of cooing filled the air and set the room to vibrating.
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Miss Bdindatook asmall satchel from within the folds of her gown. Dipping into it, her hand came forth
filled with golden medl, and she began spreading it on the floor like afarmer sowing seeds. The pigeons
fluttered down to feed, strutting and bobbing their heads. Aswe left the Bugatorium, careful asto where
we stepped, Antony muttered, "And | used to worry about butterfly shit.”

The four bottles of champagne didn't last long, and once they were done and some of the guests were
inquiring if therewasmore, | called for dl to gather in the living room. Isabel and Hal brought chairsin
from the kitchen so that everyone could have a seet. Marge took up haf the couch but at least held Jack
Bunting on her 1ap. When everyone was sttled in, | took up a position near the front window, facing
them. Antony stood just to the left of me, hands behind his back in his chauffeur attitude of attention.

Thefirg thing | did wasthank everyone for coming and then didn't waste any time but got right down to
business.

"Okay," | sad, "was anybody ableto bring agun?'

"I brought my Colt," said Captain Pierce. He held hisgun up in the air to show it.

"L ook a that thing," said Hal. "It'srustier than Sd's act.”

"Doesit even fire anymore?" asked Peawee.

"Haven't shot it since...," said the Captain, trying to remember.

"Okay," | said. "Anybody ese?'

"l got my derringer,” said Peewee.

"No need for persona confessonsat atimelikethis," said Miss Bdlinda, and the crowd broke up. As
soon as the mirth died down, Marge farted, a sound like she was Sitting on a string of firecrackers. "I got
aGatling gun," she said. More laughter, and Jack Bunting faked passing out.

| had no choice but to wait. When things had quieted down, | asked Sdl for the stick of dynamite. He
stood and rather ceremoniously handed it over to me. "My wifée's cousin is aforeman on one of the
blasting teams working on the subway tunnels. He snitched thisstick but said it'sonly ahaf of ared stick
from an old batch and is probably pretty unstable to boot."

"Just what | wanted to hear," said Hal.

"A light touch is probably agood ides,” said Sdl retaking his seat.

| gingerly placed the dynamite down on the windowsi Il behind me. " So that'sit on the weaponsthen,” |
sad.

"I've got my knives, of course," said Pierce.
"And I've got astraight razor out in the car," said Jack.

"Don't discount the ferocity of my pigeons should | command them to attack,” said Miss Belinda.



"Excdlent,” | said and then launched into my somewhat prepared speech about the dangers wed be
facing. | didn't get very far before Hal interrupted me.

"Diego, look, | told them dl this stuff dready. Save the gas. Thisloathsome fuck has Tommy, wantsto
take thisfine young woman's blood"—he pointed to Morgan—"would have the likes of us either
serilized or erased, and worst of al consders himself a patriot. We understand, bullets, mayhem,
whatever. We're determined to whack this guy and get Schell back. Case closed. Why get maudlin?”’

There was ahuge round of applause, and | wasn't sure whether it was for the fact that he'd cut short my
oration or had done such afine job himsdf. | noticed even Isabel and Antony were clapping, so | hoped
it wasthe latter.

"Okay, Okay," | said. "Before | get to the particulars, | was wondering if you had anything to add,
Antony?"

Antony looked at me and nodded. He stepped forward and addressed the crowd. "Besides the guns,
onething | wanted to warn you al about is when were in the middle of this, if you happen to seeahuge
white guy charging a you, drop whatever you're doing and run your ass off."

"Shit," said Captain Pierce, "'l've been practicing that my wholelife"

"This guy'sthe whitest guy you ever saw," said Antony, "and he's got ahead like afucked-up
Thanksgiving gourd with teeth. He could bresk your neck with his bare hands."

"Ishesingle?" asked Miss Belinda.

It was close to midnight by thetime| finally could explain what | wanted each of them to do. The second
| wasfinished, though, like some magic trick itsaf, they snapped to and set about the various tasks I'd
assigned.

Isabel and Hal started making gasoline bombs out of old jars and strips of cloth. S Cootsinstructed
Peawee and Margein thefine art of papier-méché as he tore long strips from Antony's old newspapers.
Morgan searched for apair of scissors. Jack and Antony and Pierce planned a harness made of trouser
beltsfor the spider boy. The house was a beehive of activity until well past four in the morning.

Once everyone had finally bedded down on the various couches and on blankets on the floor, | decided
togoinand join Isabd for afew hours of deep. Heading through the living room, | walked by the
lounger that the Captain was Sitting in. | thought he was adeep, but as| passed he reached out and
tugged my shirtdeeve. He looked up a me with his clouded eyes.

"From one captain to another," he said, "when the battleis on, the only real enemy is Doubt." Having said
that, he closed his eyes and leaned his head back.

It was crowded in bed. Besides Isabel on my right, lightly snoring, Doubt wasto my left, tossng and
turning, ebowing mein theribsand talking initsdeep.

BREAK ALEG
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| t was midday and Antony and | sat at atable by the front window of a coffee shop that faced out on
that main street that ran through the little town we now knew to be Fort Solanga. We were on athird cup
of coffee each, slent as statues both, waiting for asign. The street was empty save for an ancient Negro
with a cane, sitting on abench on the corner across from us, near the general store. We'd been there
more than an hour, and the waitress was looking at us alittle suspicioudy.

"Herewe go," Antony whispered.

| turned just in time to see apigeon flutter down out of the sky and land directly on the head of the old
man on the bench. It stayed perched there for nearly a minute before lifting off again. Then the man got
up and headed west on the sidewa k. He was nearly out of sight when he passed asmall shop. At that
ingtant, an exceedingly heavyset woman, filling nearly the entire sidewalk, exited the place. She moved
dowly eastward, stopping often for lingering looks in the shop windows.

A black Model A Ford appeared, heading west down the street. It stopped just past our coffee shop,
turned around in the middle of the road so asto be heading east, and pulled up at the curb in front of the
general store. Two men dressed in black suits got out of the car and went into the store.

The fat woman proceeded down the street toward the corner, il taking her time. There then appeared,
passing by our window, asmdl disfigured fellow, alegless cripple. He was atop a makeshift dolly and
pulled himself dong the sdewak, usng his hands, heading west. Another man, with ascrawvny physique
and abobbing Adam's apple, hat pulled down to cover his eyes, left ashop across the street from us,
and passed the fat woman, heading east, his handsin his pockets, hislips pursed, whistling.

By the time the black-suited men exited the generd store the heavy woman had reached it and was
looking in itswindow. Thetwo men got in the car, and the motor cameto life. The thin man with the
pulled-down hat turned around asif held forgotten something and began heading back toward the general
store. Asthe Ford pulled away, the woman turned with a speed that belied her girth, took three steps,
thelast off the curb, and walked right into the front fender of the car. She went down with athud that
might possibly have cracked the asphalt. The car stopped, and the two men got out. The woman was
lying in the road, writhing and screaming.

The woman's cries covered therattling of the cripple's wheeled board as he crossed the street and
headed for the scene of the accident. The two men in black, with ashow of great exertion, helped the
heavy woman to her feet. The thin man, who'd also come to the woman's ass stance, reached down and
picked up her pocketbook and hat. She put her hat on, took her pocketbook, and then, asif in answer
to aquestion one of the men had asked her, nodded her head, drying her tears with the handkerchief
sheld pulled from her purse. The thin man, seemingly satisfied that his help was no longer needed, broke
away from the group and continued down the street.

By thistime, the cripple had positioned hisrolling board directly behind the Model A and lay down flat
upon it. Asthe heavy woman stepped back onto the sidewalk, the thin man stepped down off the curb
into the street asif to crossit, turned quickly, and with hisright foot shoved the cripple on the dolly under
the car.

Thetwo menin black suits got back in the car. The thin man crossed the Street. The Modd A pulled
away, revealing beneath it an empty board with wheels. Entering the coffee shop, Peewee took a seat at
our table, "Werein," he whispered.



"Let'sjust hope the heat under the car doesn't set the dynamite off on thelittle guy,” said Antony.
Late that afternoon, | sat by the phonein the office at the house, waiting for the call from Agarias. I'd
aready dispatched two cars, each with aladder tied to itsroof, to the street that the kid Jmmielived on.
From there, 1sabel and most of our army would make their way to Agariass compound, through the
woods, past the sand dunes, and the ponds, carrying the ladders and a box full of gasoline bombs.
The minute the sun went down, the phonerang. | answered it, knowing it would be Agarias.

"Do you have her?' he said.

"I've got her, but she'sreluctant to join you. | had to tie her up,” | said.

"Aslong asshe'snot injured,” said Agarias. "'l knew | could count on you.”

"l want to talk to Schell," | said.

"That's not necessary,” he said. "I'm aman of my word."

"Either | talk to him first or the ded isoff," | sad.

There was silence on the other end. " Schell'savery tricky customer, asyou well know," hefindly said.
"He's nearly escaped twice. I've had to chain him and sedate him.”

"Sedate him?' | said, anger cregping into my voice. I'd decided I'd be as cold asice, but my resolve was
aready bresking.

"Okay," said Agarias. "Y ou've got thirty seconds.”
Schell cameon theline. "Don't bring her here," he said, his voice weak, the words durred.

"We're coming to get you," | said. "The hell with her, she's been nothing but trouble. Y ou don't know the
whole story on her."

"Dont," he repeated. "Y ou're not chained to thisded. | don't want you to lift apinky to help me.”
"It'sgoing to be smooth,” | told him. "Just like McLaren and the red baloon.”

"Smooth,” said Agariassvoice. | knew held beligening in.

"That wasn't thirty seconds,” | said.

"Y ou've got one hour to get here," he said. "Get ready to write down the directions.”

| prayed the directions he gave would be to the place we'd staked out. If not, all would belost. Ashe
recited them, | was so nervous | missed thefirst part, but then the words Fort Solanga sounded, and

after that the turns and street namesfdll into place.

When Agariasfinished, | told him, "I want to be able to see Schdll the entiretime. An even exchange. I'll



bring Morgan out of the car, you bring Schell to mest me.”

"Of course," he said. "But you'd better hurry, because if you'reaminute late, I'll start the transfusion, and
| don't think Mr. Schell isin any shapeto receive the pure blood of Merlin.”

| hung up. Antony was standing in the doorway.

"Wereon," | said.

"Did you tak to Schell?' he asked.

"Hetold me he'sgot a pin he can use as akey on whatever chainsthey have himin,” | said.

| meant to get up then, but my determined cool broke like adam, and | started to cry. My memory filled
to burgting with thoughts of Schell, aswirl of scenesfrom my yearswith him. | owed him my life, and
now hiswasin my hands. It took quite afew minutesfor meto regain control of myself, and | was
surprised that Antony didn't say aword. When | was done, | dried my eyes and stood up.

The big man put his hand on my shoulder. "Okay, you ready?' he asked.

"Yegh," | said.

"Let'sgo plug these fucks," he said.

Marge, who'd aready risked life and limb for us and was going to stay behind and man the fort, grabbed
me and gave me a spine-bending hug as we stepped out into the living room. "Break aleg, hon," she said.

| took Morgan's shoulders, Antony took her legs, and we lifted her bound, gagged, and squirming form
off the floor. We followed Hal, who was dressed for battlein abaggy old suit and packing Peewee's
derringer, as he led the way out to the car. Bringing up the rear was Captain Pierce, who was nearly
knocked over asthe rug covering the doorway fell back after we passed through.

"She's sure making aracket,” said Hal as Antony and | laid her across his and the Captain'slegsin the
backsedt.

"At least she'snot singing,” | said.

THAT SOFT ECLIPSE

| t was so dark on the road past Fort Solanga that we nearly missed the turnoff for the dirt path that led
to Agariass compound. My heart started thumping as the Cord's headlamps illuminated the wall, the
open gates, and, beyond them, the dim outline of the house.

"Everybody ready?' asked Antony.

My mouth was too dry to answer.
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"Ready," said the Captain.
"L et me check my pants” said Hal.

| saw aguard with amachine gun just insde the walls as we passed through the entrance. Antony drove
in about halfway to the house and stopped, cutting the engine but leaving the headlamps on. Directly in
front of us, inthe poal of light, was Agarias, sanding on the porch next to Schell, who was in handcuffs.
His head was down, and he looked unsteady on hisfeet. Agarias held apistol, the end of the barrel
resting againgt Schell's |eft cheek. Two black-clad men stood in front of the porch, one with amachine
gun and one holding apistol. Off to theright, the black Moddl A was parked where it had been the day
before. Looking around, | saw two more of our friendsin black suits, one off to the right side of theyard
near the tree line and one off to the | &ft.

Antony and | opened our doors and got out. He stood close to the car behind the open door, and |
stepped clear of my door so that Agarias could see me.

"WheresMorgan?' asked Agarias.

"Right here," | said. | gavethe sign to Hal and Pierce, and with no small degree of grunting effort, they
carried Morgan'swrithing form out of the car and laid her on the ground afew yardsto the side of it. Her
hair, her face, and arms were luminescent in the night. She twisted and turned, struggling against the
ropes, crying against the gag. The two men who had been standing in front of the porch advanced as
Agarias and Schell followed. Hal and the Captain each took two steps back.

When Agariass men reached Morgan, the one with the pistol stuck hiswegpon in its shoulder holster and
knedled down to lift her. No sooner had he placed his hand under her shoulder than he said, "Wait a
second...” That first indication of suspicion was the agreed-upon sgnd for Hal to yank on the length of
fishing line that we'd attached to the chest of our Morgan. He did, and it ripped her wide open. The man
with the machine gun lifted hiswegpon, and the other fellow stood, reding backward, reaching for the
handgun held just put away. A storm of pigeons, the squirming life and gagged voice of the effigy wed
made, rushed up out of the papier-méché shell into their faces. The two ingtinctively stepped back, each
bringing ahand up to cover hiseyes.

Hal took the derringer out of his pocket, walked forward two steps, aimed, and shot the man with the
machine gun in the face. Hefdl forward onto the dummy. His partner recovered, brought his pistol up to
return Hal'sfire, but stopped before pulling the trigger because he found his fingers no longer worked.
There was aknife sticking through hiswrist. He screamed, but that cry didn't last long, cut short by
another knife that had just entered histhroat and severed his spina column.

Before the second man had hit the ground, Antony had aready spun around, taken the Mauser fromits
holster, and squeezed off avolley of shots at the guard standing near the gate behind us. | peered through
the shadows and saw his body jerk twice before going down. And that's when the Model A blew up,
sending arailing firebal into the sky, knocking Schell, Agarias, and me to the ground. Antony, Hal, and
Pierce had aready ducked for cover.

Shattered glass and chunks of hot meta rained down all around us. As soon as the shock wave of the
explogon diminished, Agariass men on ether Sde of the yard started firing their pistolsindiscriminately in
the direction of the Cord. | could hear the dugs damming through the car's chassis, and one or two
kicked up dirt only inchesfrom wherel lay. Antony took down the gunman nearest him with the Mauser.



| could see the man on the right Sde of the yard in the light given off from the burning Ford as he backed
in among the trees and continued firing. Hal gave aydp, and amoment later called out in an anguished
voicethat he'd been hit in the leg. Two more shots rang out, one shattering a side window of the Cord
and the other blowing out aback tire. Then thefiring stopped. | waited what seemed an eternity for
another shot, but none came. A few moments later asmall shadow moved across the yard from the
direction the man had been firing from. It was Jack Bunting, ssumping along on his knuckles. When |
could see him clearly, he said, "That cat'sfinished. | dropped out of thetree and dit histhroat.” Then |
noticed astraight razor sticking out of his shirt pocket.

Aswe got to our feet, the first of the gasoline bombs crashed through the windows of the house,
gpreading their liquid fire. Flames and smoke legped from the windows. Another crashed onto the porch
and set it ablaze. As| scrabbled to my feet, | saw Antony stand up on the other side of thecar. | called
back to Hal, and the Captain, aveteran of battlefield surgery, said he had the situation under control.
"God hdpme" said Hdl.

That left only Agariasto worry about, and when | finaly spotted him, he had Schell in front of him with
the pistal to hisback. Inthe midst of all the fireworks, I'd forgotten about Merlin, who was now standing
next to his master. Agarias was|looking the worse for wear. Hed lost his glassesin the explosion and his
hair waswild.

"You il don't have Schdll," heydled. "Bring methegirl, and helives. Anything dseand | swear Il
shoot.”

Merlin was obvioudy excited, his chest heaving, his nogtrilsflaring, his eyeswide with the desire to
destroy something. It was a standoff. Antony whispered to me, "Do you want meto try to take down
Agaias?'

| shook my head. The shot was too risky, and then what about Merlin? In a second he could be on
Schell and snap his neck. As| stood there trying to decide, Isabel, Sd, Peewee, Belinda, and the redl
Morgan, her hair now close-cropped since donating her locks to the mannequin, approached from out of
the trees. The house was an inferno, lighting the scene with ahellish glare. Belinda stopped to assst
Pierce with Hal's wound, and the others gathered behind me, save for Morgan, who broke away from us
and walked forward toward Agarias and Schell.

"Don't hurt him," shesad. "I'll go with you."

Asshedrew close to them, Merlin crouched down and made akind of whimpering noise. Suddenly
Schell twisted hisforearmsin and out, and shook his hands. The cuffs dipped right off and fell to the
ground. | could tell by the indlegant way in which he doughed the chains that he was drugged. Agarias
cocked thetrigger of hispistal, till aimed at Schell's back.

Morgan stepped up to Schell and they put their arms around each other. Sowly they turned so that the
barrel of Agariass gun was now pointed at the back of her head instead.

"What are you doing?' said the doctor. His hand was shaking wildly, and his voice cracked when he
spoke.

Morgan started singing, softly at first and then more clearly, the song "That Soft Eclipse.” Schell hung on
to her, and they moved dowly away from Agarias asif they were dancing, her back awaysto the gun.



"Stop," cried Agarias, spittle flying from his mouth. It was obvious he was Sraightening hisarm, intending
to shoot.

"Antony,” | sad.

The gun suddenly went off, its sharp crack startling me. A wave of panic surged through my chest. Isabel
screamed, and Antony closed his eyes. Agarias|ooked surprised himself that he'd fired it. A second later,
it was clear the shot had gone high. Schell and Morgan continued moving away from the doctor, who
again lifted the pistol and aimed. Schell picked his head up, asif rousing from along deep, and seeing
Agarias, bent hisknees and pulled Morgan to the ground with him. Asthey fell, Merlin suddenly pounced
at the doctor, and in the exact same ingtant, Antony lifted the Mauser and fired.

Agariass shots dammed into Merlin's chest, and Antony's shots ripped into the broad, white back,
forming dark, smoking holesin the smooth skin. The creature grabbed his father's head and twisted, and
the dull sound of cracking bone was audible. Then the blood came from Merlin, and he staggered
forward, still holding Agariasslifdessfigure. He dropped the body, tried to steady himsdlf, and then
toppled onto it.

| hadn't realized I'd been holding my bresth, but as Merlin hit the ground, | heaved asigh of relief and ran
toward Schell. Antony was aready there, lifting him with one hand and Morgan with the other. 1t took
Schell amoment to get his bearings, and he shook his head, asif to clear it.

"Diego," hesaid inaweary voice, "l think you could have done without blowing up the car, but
otherwise, nicework.” Then helurched forward, and for thefirst timein my life, he hugged me.

"Sorry to bregk in, Boss," Antony said to me, "but we got to move. | know were out in the sticks, but
somebody has to have seen thisfire. The cops, the fire department, and the fucking French Foreign
Legion'l be herein no time. Help mefix thistire and tell the othersto scram.”

"What do you mean, 'Boss?' Schell asked Antony.
"Sorry, Boss," Antony said to Schell, "but the kid's the boss now, at least until thisjob isover.”
"And heéswdcometoit," said Schell.

| instructed Isabel, Sal, Jack, Peewee, and Belindato get going back through the woods to their cars.
Belinda gave thewhistled sgnd that told her pigeonsto fly back to their coop in the city. Isabel kissed
me quickly and then they were off, fleeing around the burning house and through the trees, Jack riding on
Sd'sshoulders.

Although | wanted to stay with Schell, Antony and | jumped to and worked furioudy to changethetire as
quickly as possible. Captain Pierce had removed the bullet from Hal's leg, which had not gone in too
deeply, and, using his own white shirt, made a bandage. By the time we were ready to go, Hd was able
to hobble on one foot back to the car. We settled him up front, so he could stretch hisleg out. Schell
took awindow seet in the back, the Captain crawled in, and | turned to look for Morgan.

She was knedling on the ground next to her fallen brother. They werelike apair of ghostsin the night,
and embers from the burning house fell around them. | ran over and pulled at her arm.

"Wevegotto go," | said. | dragged her back to the car and told her to get in on the Captain'slap, and



then | squeezed into a space that was half of what | needed.

"Pray they didn't put one through the engine," said Antony. He turned the key, and the Cord, our reliable
slent partner, came through one more time. Antony turned the car around and then floored it. We shot
down the dirt path and out the end of the hidden entrance, onto the road, turning toward Fort Solanga.
On our way, we passed the fire trucks and police cars.

Werodein agenera slence, dthough Morgan still quietly wept until it was broken by Captain Pierce.
"I've seen that mongter before," he said.
"Merlin?' asked Schell.

"No," hesaid. "That was aman. | mean the Mongter. It never seemsto die. Wekilled alot of men
tonight, but we didn't even wound the Mongter.”

"Well, we saved Tommy," said Hdl. "I wouldn't have missed it for theworld, bullet in the leg or not.”

"I'll never forget it," said Antony, lighting acigarette, "that's for sure.” He rolled down hiswindow, and
smoke streamed out into the cold night air.

"Thetriumph of the shiftless,” said Hdl.

THE CON

W henwe came through the rug back at the house, Margelifted Schell off the floor and soun him
around. Antony made coffee for the drivers, and everyone congratul ated one another on ajob well done.
To my surprise, Schell hugged usall. | wasin adaze and just sat next to Isabel on the couch with my arm
around her. | gtill couldn't believe we had pulled off the rescue. What had seemed doabl e the previous
day now seemed foolhardy at best.

| was il staring, lost in thought, as the city gang was preparing to leave. 1sabel nudged my arm and told
me to get up and thank them. She followed me to the doorway and stood beside me. As each of them
passed, they wished uswell and told me I'd done agood job, and | felt asif we were standing in the
reception line a our wedding.

Antony decided to deep in the living room with the gun next to him just to be on the safe side. Schell told
me that we'd talk in the morning, but that he had to lie down. Before he and Morgan went to hisroom, |
tried to express to her how sorry | was about her brother.

She said nothing but leaned over and kissed me, and the strange thought struck me that she could
someday very soon be my mother. My entire perspective on her changed in thet instant.

For both Isabel and me, deep came swiftly, but | wokein the middle of the night with Captain Pierce's
wordsin my head, concerning the Mongter and the men wed killed. It struck me al a once that seven
people had died as aresult of my scheme, and the thought of it turned my stomach, making meill. Finaly
| rolled out of bed and ran to the bathroom down the hall to vomit. When | was done, | was swegting
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like mad, but | felt much better.

L eaving the bathroom, | noticed that the door to the Bugatorium was open and the light was on. | peered
in and saw Schell, sitting at the coffee table, working adeck of cards. When | entered, he looked up and
amiled. All traces of the drug-induced exhaustion were gone from hisface. "Comein and seeif you can
find a seat without pigeon shit oniit," he sad.

| sat down across from him, shivering dightly in the draft that seeped in the front doorway.

"l wasjugt thinking," he said. "That con you came up with really showed alot of promise.”

"Thanks" | said.

"Theonly thing is, you've got to learn alittle subtlety. A little subtlety goesalong way. Likel said,
blowing up their car was atad outlandish. I'm afraid you could have killed us al."

| nodded.

"And having poor Jack strapped to the underside of it all afternoon..." He made aface and shook his
head. "Anybody other than Jack would have told you to jump in alakeif you'd asked him to do that. It
just so happens | saved the little cocker's life one night when he got in over hishead in apoker game.”

"Totdl you thetruth, | think he would have doneit anyway," | said.

"Maybe" said Schell. "Maybe. But as| was saying, not bad. The fake Morgan with the pigeonsinside
was abeautiful thing. | think you have potentid.”

"Y ou guys going to make me afull partner?' | said.

"No, of course not."

"Why?" | asked.

"Becauseyou'releaving," hesad.

"What do you mean?' | asked.

"Y ou're going to Mexico with Isabd.”

| paused and then smiled. "You'reright,” | said. "'l am."

"I knew it," said Schell. "It'sthe only way to go. Besides, we have to fly the coop here, no pun intended.
Whoever Agariasworked for, they're never going to settle for us blowing up their 1ab and killing off their
main mad scientist. Maybe not thisweek or next, but make no mistake about it, they'll be coming after
s

"What are you going to do?" | said.

"I'm sending Antony to Cdiforniafor avacation. Morgan and | are going somewhere quiet and out of the
way. Wedl needtolielow for awhile."



"For how long?' | asked.

"Don't worry. I'll let you know when the heat's off. Tomorrow Antony can show you how to drive the
car. You and Isabd will take the Cord to Mexico. I'll give you your cut of the money."

| thought about turning him down, but | had no good reason to. | needed hishelp now, hewas offering it,
and it dl seemed perfectly natura in afather-and-son sort of way.

"You know," | said, "we didn't redly accomplish much with thiswhole thing, did we?"

"We st out to find who killed Charlotte Barnes and we did. | have to contact Barnes and lay it out for
him. Maybe with his connections he can redly sound the darm on this eugenics mess. My only hopeis
that he can get Kern off the hook. There's nothing | can do for him now."

"Do you redly think it was the girl's ghost you saw inthe glass?’ | asked.

"I don't know. And at this point, it doesn't matter."

The next morning, Antony got me up early and took me out driving in the Cord. In broad daylight, the car
looked pretty good, considering it had been in the middle of a shoot-out the night before. There were
three bullet holesin the left Sde, a broken window, and the spare needed to be fixed. Antony said hed
take it later that day and get the work done.

"Kid, you drivelike an old lady," he said when he findly deemed my driving abilitiesworthy of leaving the
driveway and going out on the road.

| drove nervoudy, hunched over the steering whedl, eyes darting right and left. "I'm not used to it,” | said.

"Takestime. Thiscar knowstheway to go, though. Y ou just put it in gear and put your foot on the gas.
Loosenup alittleand letit rall.”

By midday | was zipping along the roads of the North Shore.

"Okay," said Antony, "I'm bored. Takeit back. Y ou're not thrilling me with the short stops and gear
crunching anymore.”

"Antony," | said. "I'm leaving tomorrow for Mexico."

Hetook out acigaretteand litit. "I know," he said.

"What am | going to do without you?' | asked.

"Fuck up, morethan likdy," he said.

"How am | going to contact you? Schell said you're going to Cdifornia

"Yeah," hesad. "Before you go, I'm going to give you aphone number. If you ever need me, cdl it. An
old woman will answer. Tell her who you are and leave anumber and I'll get back to you."



"I'm going tomissyou,” | said.

"Don't worry, kid. You'l get over it." He said nothing el se but just kept smoking his cigarette. When we
pulled back in the driveway at the house, he got out without aword and went inside.

The next morning, the car was ready to go. Isabel and | packed it with blankets and food and whatever
else we would need for the long journey. Schell suggested we crossthe border in Texasin asremotea
spot as possible. He handed me ahuge wad of bills and told meit was my cut of al the jobswe had
worked. | was dressed in one of Schell's best suits, and Morgan had given I sabel the paidey wrap to
wear. We said our good-byesin the house. Morgan kissed us both and started to cry. Antony shook my
hand and said, "Don't take any wooden nickels."

Schell followed us out to the Cord. He held the door for Isabel as she got in and kissed her through the
open window. Then he came around to my side and said, "Once you get set up down there, I'll bein
touch.”

"How?' | asked.
" have connections," he said.

"I want to tell you—" | began, but he cut me off by saying, "Timeto go." He backed away from the car,
and | started it. Pulling out of the driveway, | dmost hit atree but managed to right the back end at the
last second. Then we werein the road and driving away.

The Cord didn't makeit al the way to Mexico but crapped out somewhere around Phoenix, where we
boarded abus for the remainder of the journey. The trip was an adventure, worthy of abook itsdlf.
Isabel helped me relearn Spanish as we travel ed across the United States. We saw alot of places hit
hard by the Depression, alot of people scrabbling to survive, and we felt lucky to have money and a
degtination, ahometo return to.

Antony was right, I'd gotten over leaving him and Schell behind as| fell, every day, deeper in love with
Isabel. Sometimes, on those open country roads, while the Cord was still running, and Isabel's heed lay
on my shoulder, I'd open it up dl the way, and heading straight into the future, with the wind rushing in the
window, I'd fed like | was born anew, never having known anything about the con.

WAIT, THERE'SMORE

As|sabel had said, when shetold methe story of the ghost in the slver mineand | thought it was just
about over: "Wait, theres more.”

We sttled in Mexico City and got asmall gpartment in the Polanco section. It wasn't difficult to find
work, as Isabe and | were bilingua, and we labored as trand ators for anything from bus ness documents
to minor literary works. Through relatives who ill lived in the country, 1sabd was able to locate her
father, amild-mannered and jovia old man, who came and lived with usin the city. He served asa
witness and sole guest at our wedding.

Once we had established oursalves more securdly, | took some of the money Schell had given meand
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whatever we could save and put it toward tuition at the University of Mexico. There | studied literature,
and my early tutors would have been proud of my accomplishments. After many years of working and
studying, with great support from Isabel, | managed to acquire a doctorate. Even better, | was offered a
position at the university and wound up teaching al of those works I'd studied when | was younger and,
even more satisfying, the great writings of my own people. It was aheady timefor us, and life happened
fast and happened fagter. During these years Schell and Antony were never far from my mind, and
sometimes | had the greatest longing to see them again, to know how they were, to tell them how happy |
was. Every day when the post arrived, 1'd search for aletter, even just a postcard, but nothing ever
came.

World War |1 started. During those dark years and for many following Captain Pierce's words returned
to metime and again. The Monster had risen. | knew, as many did not, that the grim protocols of Adolf
Hitler, ahorrifying program of genocide, had been germinated in the United States by "great men" the
likes of Henry Ford and the disreputable, crackpot findings of the Eugenics Record Office. And astime
progressed, | could see that even the scale of thisatrocity would not satisfy the Mongter, but that it would
return time and again to haunt humanity.

In 1946, after Isabel hersdlf had graduated university with a degree in mathematics, we had our first child,
aboy we named Antonio, of course, after Mr. Cleopatra. Our second son, Diego, was born two years
later. During thistime of young parenthood, 1'd wished to have some contact with Schell, as most people
want to speak to their parents when they, themselves, become parents. | tried to locate him, but to no
avall.

The yearsfollowed one after the other, like a string of scarves from the great Saldonica's breast pocket.
One night in 1965, the year | turned fifty, the year my younger son was seventeen, the age | waswhen I'd
left Schell, Diego was rummaging around our attic and found the suit Schell had given meto wear onthe

long-ago escape to Mexico.

He came downgtairs and handed me adip of paper folded in half, saying "I found thisin the pocket.” |
opened the yellowed note and there was a phone number written out in Antony's oddly delicate hand. |
remembered him saying, "Call it. An old woman will answer. Tell her who you are...and I'll get back to
you." | smiled at the 9ght of it and had ahadfhearted notion to dia until | redlized that any woman who
was old in ‘32 would now belong dead. Instead, | folded it and shoved it into my wallet behind a tattered
and creased photograph of Schell and Antony standing beside the Cord, alifetime ago.

Later that year, | wasin California, at Berkeley, participating in aweeklong academic conference called
Literature of the Americas. | spent the first evening drinking and gabbing with colleagues|i'd not seenina
few years; by the second night I'd aready begun to miss Isabel and our sons and stayed to mysdif in the
hotel room, watching television and reviewing a paper | wasto deliver the next morning. At one point |
opened my wallet to retrieve my photo of her, clumsily knocking loose dl of the photos, which scattered
on thetable. With them came that dip of paper. | don't know what got into me—curiosity?
loneliness?>—but | dialed the number. There werefiverings, and | was about to hang up, when an old
woman answered.

"What's your name?"' she croaked.
"Diego,” | said.

She asked for my phone number, repeating each numera as| uttered it. Then, without another word, she
hung up. | was bemused and never really expected to receive acall back. It was not until | wasin bed, a



around onein the morning, that the phone rang.
"Helo?' | sad into the receiver, my mind fuzzy from deep.

"What'sup, kid," said Antony. | sat up straight, instantly wide awake, and burst out laughing to hear his
familiar voice.

"Throw some sawdust under it," he said. "Where are you?'

| told him about the conference. He told me, " Ditch that bullshit and come see me." He gave me
directions and a phone number, and then hung up without further discussion.

Assoon as| finished my lecture the next morning, | ducked out of the conference and rented acar. He
lived not too far away, up in the hills outsde Berkeley. It was early afternoon when, after getting lost a
few times, | pulled into the drive of ahouse that sat alone atop awooded hill.

| knocked on the front door, and ayoung Mexican woman answered. Sheintroduced hersdlf asthe
housekeeper, Marta, and showed meto a patio set away from the back of the house, at the edge of the
hill, which offered a bresthtaking view of the valley below. Antony was Sitting in awicker chair, benegth a
grape arbor facing the viga. In front of him was a glass-topped wicker table holding an ashtray, a pack

of cigarettes, and abeer can.

"Antony," | cried, and he turned and smiled. Unlike most people who shrink with age, he was till agiant.
Hisface was etched with wrinkles, and held lost some hair; what remained had gone white. But hiseyes
were till apiercing blue, as sharp and dert asever.

"Kid, you gonnamake me get up or what?' he said.

| walked over to him and gave him ahug. He enclosed mein one of his huge arms, and hisincredible
strength was still evident. He waved to the chair opposite him and | took a seet. Thefirst words out of
my mouth were, "What happened to you guys?'

Hetold me how held come out to Cdlifornia, decided the climate suited him just fine, and never looked
back—except to send for Vonda the Rubber Lady, who joined him as soon as he said the word.
Although they never married, they had agood life together, starting a profitable business cultivating
marijuana. "Didn't | ever tell you | dwayswanted to be afarmer?' he asked. After Vondadied of cancer
in 1956, Antony retired on the considerable sum he and V onda had managed to stash away. Now, he
said, he wasjust as happy to st in the sun, sip acold one, and daydream.

Next it wasmy turn to fill himin on what Isabel and | had done with our lives,
"That's great, kid," he said. "Schell would be proud of you."
"Antony,” | sad, "I'mfifty and you're dill caling mekid.”

"Fifty, Chrig, that's child's play. Try out my age for awhile. | fed like athree-hundred-pound mest |oaf.
My brain hasn't done an honest day'swork in years.”

"And Schell?' | asked.



Antony took a deep drag on his cigarette and shook his head. "I'm sorry, kid. Right after you left and |
took off for Caifornia, he and Morgan bought the farm. They'd stayed too long at the old house. It
burned to the ground one night, with them init. The police said it was arson, because the fire was so hot
the bodies were burned beyond recognition.”

| hadn't been prepared to hear that Schell had died. 1'd hoped that Antony would tell me whereto find
him. | felt like weeping, but | didn't.

Antony continued, his eyes gazing out across the valley, hisvoice oddly hollow. "No onewas ever
charged. | know who it was, though.”

| knew he was referring to the Monster and the people behind Agarias. And | knew that even then, more
than thirty yearslater, the Mongter il lived. "Schdl wasagreat guy,” | sad. "He saved my lifewhen he
took mein."

"Yeah," said Antony. "And luckily you were able to repay the favor that crazy night out in Fort Solanga.”
"Have you ever wondered about the girl inthe glass?' | asked.

Antony leaned forward in hischair. "I think about it dmost every day,” he said. "There's something I've
wanted to ask you for years. The ghost Schell saw..."

"Charlotte Barnes," | said.

"Y ou had nothing to do with that, did you?' he said and smiled.

"Areyou joking?' | asked.

"Nah," hewhispered and got that far-off look in hiseyesagain.

"So, | guessit wasared ghost.”

llem‘Il

"What do you mean?' | asked.

"Do you remember the shape Schell wasin just before that whole mess?' said Antony. "Moping around
like he had aload in his pants? He was agood con man, but not agreat con man. He wasn't ruthless
enough. He had dl thetricks, dl the techniques, thefacility for it. That part, if you'll excusethe
expression, wasin hisblood. But he never redlly had the heart for it. He wastrying so hard to convince
himsdlf that he was callous because that's the way his old man had been.”

"Well if it wasn't aghost, what the hell wasit?" | asked.

Hetook asp of hisbeer, squinted in the setting sun, and said, " Sometimes | think it was Schell.”

"Y ou mean he was seeing things because he was depressed?”

"Not exactly. When | left the East Coast he took meto thetrain station. It wasthe last | ever saw him.
We were standing on the platform, waiting for thetrain to pull in, and | asked him about the ghogt, ‘cause,



you know, it had never been resolved. Heré'swhat hislast words were to me before | got on board: "The
girl in the glass? She was dwaysthere, my friend. | just never had agood enough reason to notice her
before™

"What was the reason?' | asked.
"l think it wasyou," hesaid. "l think it wasyou.”

| sat in slencefor along time, stunned by the implications of Antony'stheory, until | findly blurted out,
"Y ou mean he conned us?'

The big man wheezed with laughter and nodded. "He didn't want you to follow in hisfootsteps. He
wanted something better for you. But he knew you wouldn't get it Smply because hetold you. So he
mixed things up. The girl in the glasswas the grain of sand in the oyster, the wrench in the gearworks, the
mutation compounded over time, as he used to say about the spots on those fucking butterflies of his.

"Oh, I'm not sayin' he knew anything about Charlotte Barness murder beforewe dl did. I think he
must've made up the story about seeing the ghost of alittle girl, just to tossthe dice, and then BAM! Five
dayslater..."

"Hedmost got usdl killed," | said, smiling.

"Y eah, tell methat wouldn't have been a bitch. Sometimes, though, kid, you gotta do what you gotta do.
That'sthelong and short of it."

By now the sun had nearly set; adiver of orange stretched across the deep purple horizon before
winking out. | didn't talk for awhile but stared off into the twilight, trying to rekindle faded memories of
thewhole affair.

"Look, Diego, it'sjust atheory. No need to get morose. I'm haf senileasitis”

All through the day Marta had been replenishing our beers. And dthough | hadn't had acigarettein
years, | smoked closeto apack that day. | stopped drinking at around eight o'clock and didn't leavetill
after midnight. By thetime| got up to go, Antony had fallen adegp in hischair. | wrote out my address
and phone number on an empty matchbook and gave it to Marta, telling her if he ever needed anything to
cal me. She promised me she would.

Before the year was out, Marta called mein Mexico. Antony had died suddenly, quietly, whiledttingin
his chair, overlooking the valey. | caught aflight, rented a car, and once again found mysdlf lost inthe
hills. By thetime | found the little funera parlor where the wake was being held, the viewing hours were
just about over. | jumped out of my car and ran up the steps. The last of the mourners were leaving, save
one old man who sat, head bowed, in the last row of seatsin the small room.

| stepped up to the large coffin and gave mysdlf over to memories of my youth with Antony and
Schell—the cons, the marks, the tricks. He lay there like he was carved from limestone, big and powerful
even in death. Eventudly, | touched his shoulder and said, "Okay, Antony," but before | turned away, |
noticed something lying on the dark green satin liner, tucked in the corner to the right of hishead. | leaned
over and saw it was aplaying card, turned facedown. My hand trembled as | reached for it. Flipping it
over, | discovered the ace of hearts.



A sudden strong breeze, as if someone had thrown open a door, startled me, and | turned to see who
was there, but the door was closed and the place was empty. That'swhen | noticed it fluttering above the
center ade, asmple pine white, like some ghost of amemory cometo life.
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