BAD MONKEYS
MATT RUFF

For Phil

Cain said to hisbrother Abdl, “Let usgo out to thefield...”
—Genesis4:8

Conscience: the inner voice that warns us someone may be looking.

—H. L. Mencken
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About the Publisher

white room (i)

ITSA ROOM AN UNINSPIRED PLAY -wright might conjure while staring at a blank page: White
walls. White ceiling. White floor. Not featureless, but close enough to raise suspicion that its few contents
aredl crucid to the upcoming drama.

A woman sitsin one of two chairs drawn up to arectangular white table. Her hands are cuffed in front of
her; sheisdressed in an orange prison jumpsuit whose bright hue seems dull in the whiteness. A
photograph of a smiling palitician hangs on thewall above the table. Occasiondly the woman glances up
at the photo, or at the door that isthe room’s only exit, but mostly she stares at her hands, and waits.

The door opens. A man in awhite coat sepsin, bringing more props: afile folder and ahandheld tape
recorder.

“Hello,” he says. “ Jane Charlotte?’
“Present,” she says.

“I'm Dr. Vde.” He shutsthe door and comes over to thetable. “I’m hereto interview you, if that’sal
right.” When she shrugs, he asks. “Do you know where you are?’

“Unlessthey moved theroom...” Then: “LasVegas, Clark County Detention Center. The nut wing.”
“And do you know why you're here?’

“I’'minjail because| killed someone | wasn't supposed to,” she says, matter-of-factly. “Asfor why I'm
in thisroom, with you, | guess that has something to do with what | told the detectives who arrested me.”

“Yes” He gestures at the empty chair. “May | St down?’

Another shrug. He sits. Holding the tape recorder to hislips, he recites: * June 5th, 2002, approximately
nine forty-fiveam. ThisisDr. Richard Vae, speaking with subject Jane Charlotte, of ... \What' s your
current home address?’

“I'm kind of between homes right now.”

“...of nofixed address.” He setsthe tape recorder, still running, on the table, and opensthe folder.
“S0...You told the arresting detectives that you work for a secret crime-fighting organization called Bad
Monkeys.”

“No,” shesays.
“No?’

“Wedon't fight crime, wefight evil. There sadifference. And Bad Monkeysisthe name of my divison.
The organization as awhole doesn't have aname, at least not that | ever heard. It'sjust ‘the
organiztion.””

“And what does ‘ Bad Monkeys mean?’

“It' sanickname,” she says. “All the divisons have them. The officid names are too long and complicated
to use on anything but |etterhead, o people come up with shorthand versions. Like the adminigtrative
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branch, officidly they’ re* The Department for Optima Utilization of Resources and Personnel,’ but
everyone just cdlsthem Cogt-Benefits. And the intel-gathering group, that’ s ‘ The Department of
Ubiquitous Intermittent Survelllance,” but in conversation they’ re just Panopticon. And then theré smy
divison, ‘ The Department for the Final Disposition of Irredeemable Persons...””

“Irredeemable persons.” The doctor smiles. “Bad monkeys.”
1] Rigl,]t-ﬂ

“Shouldn’t it be Bad Apes, though?” When she doesn’'t respond, he sartsto explain: “Human beings are
more closely related to great apes than—"

“Y ou're channding Phil,” she says.
“Who?’

“My little brother. Philip. HE sanitpicker, too.” She shrugs. “Y eah, | suppose technicaly, it should be
gpesinstead of monkeys. And technicaly”—she lifts her ams and gives her bracel ets a shake—“these
should be called wrigtcuffs. But they're not.”

“Soinyour job with Bad Monkeys,” the doctor asks, “what isit you do? Punish evil people?’
“No. Usudly wejust kill them.”
“Killing’ snot a punishment?’

“Itisif you do it to pay someone back. But the organization’ s not about that. We're just trying to make
the world a better place.”

“By killing evil men.”

“Not dl of them. Just the ones Cost-Benefits decides will do alot more harm than good if they go on
breathing.”

“Doesit bother you to kill people?’

“Not usudly. It'snot like being apolice officer. | mean cops, they haveto ded with al kinds of people,
and sometimes, upholding the law, they’ ve got to come down on folkswho redly aren’t al that bad. |
can see where that would give you acriss of conscience. But the guyswe go after in Bad Monkeys
aren't the sort you have mixed fedings about.”

“And the man you were arrested for killing, Mr.—"
“Dixon,” she says. “Hewasn't abad monkey.”

“No?’

“Hewasaprick. | didn’t like him. But hewasn't evil.”
“Thenwhy did you kill im?’

She shakes her head. “I can't just tell you that. Even if | thought you' d believe me, it wouldn't make
sense unless| told you everything e sefirst. But that’ stoo long astory.”

“I don't have anywhere ese | have to be thismorning.”



“No, | meanit’salong story. Thismorning | could maybe give you the prologue; to get through the
whole thing would teke days.”

“Y ou do understand you' re going to be in herefor awhile.”

“Of course,” shesays. “I’m amurderer. But that’ s no reason why you should have to waste your time.”
“Do you want to tell the story?”’

“| suppose there’ sapart of me that does. | mean, | didn’t have to mention Bad Monkeys to the cops.”
“Wel if you'rewilling totalk, I'mwilling to listen.”

“You'rejust going to think I'm crazy. Y ou probably aready do.”

“I'll try to keep an open mind.”

“That won't help.”

“Why don’t we just gart, and see how it goes?’ the doctor suggests. “Tell me how you first got involved
with the organization. How long have you worked for them?’

“About eight months. | was recruited last year after the World Trade towers went down. But that' s not
redly the beginning. Thefirgt time| crossed paths with them was back when | was ateenager.”

“What happened?”’

“I ssumbled into aBad Monkeys op. That'show alot of people get recruited: they’ rein the wrong place
at thewrong time, they get caught up in an operation, and even though they don’t really understand
what’ s hgppening, they show enough potentia that the organization takes notice. Then later—maybe
days, maybe decades—there’ sajob opening, and New Blood paysthem avisit.”

“So tell me about this operation you ssumbled into.”

“Well, it dl started when | figured out that the janitor at my high school wasthe Angel of Degth...”

Nancy Drew, Reconsider ed as a Bad Seed

IT WASTHE FALL OF 1979. | WASfourteen yearsold, and I’ d been sent away from hometo live
with my aunt and uncle.

Where was home?
San Francisco. The Haight-Ashbury. Charlie Manson’ s old scomping grounds.
Why were you sent away?

Mostly to kegp my mom from killing me. We d been fighting pretty much nonstop dl that year, but
towards the end of the summer things got especialy bad. Y ou know, physical.

What did you fight about?

The usua. Boys. Drugs. Me staying out dl night with my friends. Plus there was my brother. My dad had
taken off afew years before, and to support us my mom was working twelve-hour days, which she
hated, and so | was supposed to watch Phil, which | hated.
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How old was Phil?

Ten. Smart ten, | mean he knew enough not to drink Clorox or set fire to the apartment. Plushewasa
redly internd kid, the kind where if he had abook to read, he' d st quiet for hours. Whichisonereason |
resented having to watch him: there was nothing to watch. It was like babysitting a pet rock. Sowhat I'd
do ingtead, alot of thetime, I’ d take Phil out and park him somewhere, go off and do my own thing, and
come back later and pick him up. And if my mom got home before us, or if it turned out she' d tried to
cal in fromwork to check on us, I’ d just make up some story about how | took Phil to the523e
zoo—and Phil, he' d back me up, because I’ d threatened to sdll him to the gypsiesif hedidn’t.

That worked out OK for awhile, but eventualy my mother got wise. Onetime | didn’t bring Phil home
until nine 0’ clock at night, and she knew the zoo wasn't open that |ate. Then this other time, | got caught
shoplifting at arecord sore, and by thetime | talked my way out of it, the library where I’ d lft Phil was
closing. One of the librarians found him in the stacks and reported him abandoned.

It was after that that my mother and | redlly went to war with each other. She started calling me her bad
seed, saying | must have gotten all my genes from my no-good father. Looking back on it now, | don’t
blame her—in her shoes, I’ d have done some name-calling too—buit at the time, my position was“Hey, |
didn't ask for alittle brother, | didn’t volunteer to be deputy mom, and if you think I’ m a bad seed now,
just wait until | get busy trying to earn thetitle.”

Y ou say the fights turned physical.

Y eah. Saps and hair-pulling, mostly. | gave as good as | got—we were about the same Sze—so it
wasn't like abuse. More like scuffling. She had more anger than me, though, and every so often she'd
escal ate to wegpons: belts, dishes, whatever was handy. And likel say, | gave asgood as| got, but
long-term, that was't ahedlthy trend.

What about your brother? What was your mother’ srelationship with him like?
Oh, sheloved Phil. Of course. He was the low-maintenance kid.
Did shedisplay affection towards him?

Shedidn't throw plates at him. Beyond that, | don’t know, maybe she kissed him on the forehead once
inawhile. | wasn't jedous, if that’ swhat you' re asking. The only thing that bugged me about their

rel ationship was having to hang around for it. She expected meto help mind Phil even when shewas
home, which struck me astotally unreasonable. We had abunch of fights about that.

Wasit one of these fights that |ed to you being sent away?
No. That was adifferent incident. Phil wasinvolved, but it wasn't redly about him.
What happened?

It was kind of funny, actually. There was this big vacant lot across from our apartment building that some
hippies had turned into a community garden. Y ou could sign up for aplot of ground and raise vegetables
or whatever. My friend Moon had some marijuana seeds, so we decided to try growing our own pot
there.

In apublic garden?

Not the brightest scheme ever, | know. But you have to understand, we' d only ever seen pot in baggies
before, so we had no idea how big the plants got. We figured, it's aweed, and weeds are small. We



thought we could grow bigger plants around it as cover, and then harvest it before anybody noticed what
itwas.

So | sgned us up for aplot, but under Phil’s name. The garden was one of the places| used to leave
him; he didn’t care about plants, but he liked animals, and there were these Stray cats there that he could
play with. That’swhat he was doing, herding cats, the day our marijuana patch got raided.

Y ou’ d think the hippies would have been the first to spot it, but it was abeat cop. The guy’ sname, |
swear to God, was Buster Friendly. Officer Friendly’ s vice detector went off as he waswalking past the
garden one afternoon, and the next thing you know he had every adult in the place up againgt the fence,
and he was waving the sign-up sheet in their faces, wanting to know which one of them was Phil. Then
Phil came up and tugged him on the deeve, and the officer asked him, “ Are those your marijuana plants,
son?’ and Phil said yes, but without me right there whispering “gypsies’ in hisear, hewasn't avery
convincing liar, so it only took about ten minutesfor Officer Friendly to get thered story out of him. Ten
minutes after that, | came back from Moon’s house to pick up Phil and got nabbed.

Did the officer arrest you?

Hetook us back to the police gtation, but he didn’t book us. He ran us through the Scared Straight
routine: showed usthe holding cell, introduced usto some of the losersthey had locked up in there, told
us some horror stories about how much worse the actud jail was. Once redlized he wasn't actualy
going to do anything to us, | wasn't impressed, but | pretended like | was, because | figured | might need
this guy in my corner once my mom showed up. So | caled him“sir” alot, and tried to come off likea
little rascdl instead of alittle bitch.

Eventudly my mom got there, and she went right for me, no preliminaries. By this point | had Officer
Friendly hafway liking me, but he till needed meto learn alesson, so if my mother had just smacked me
around alittle hewould have let it go. But shewasin full fury, screaming about the bad seed, and she
garted, like, throttling me, and then | lost my cool and started fighting back, and it turned into thisbig
drama scene, with cops running in from other roomsto help pull us off each other. After they got us
separated they called in asocia worker, and we had this three-hour encounter session, during which my
mom madeit clear that if they sent me home with her, shewasn’t just going to send meto bed with no
supper, she was going to drown mein the tub. So they had to come up with aPlan B.

Wheat finaly happened, my mom agreed to see ashrink for anger management, and in exchange she got
to take Phil home. | stayed at the police station while Officer Friendly went with them to pick up acouple
bags of my clothes, and then he drove me out to my aunt and uncle’ s place in the San Joaquin Valley. It
was the middle of the night by now, and it was a |east ahundred-mile drive, but he inssted on taking me
himself. So at first | wasthinking, wow, he redlly bought my little-rascal act. And so | kept it up, kept
playing him, until at one point | wasin the middle of this completely bogus story about my mother, and he
gave methislook, and | redized: he seesthrough me. He knows I’ m bullshitting him, but he' s cutting me
this huge break anyway, not because he' s stupid but because he' s a decent guy. So that shut me up for a
while

Wereyou grateful, or just embarrassed?

Both. Look, | know what you're thinking: absent father, and now here’ sthis male authority figure going
out of hisway for me, blah blah blah, and there is something to that. But aso, him being smarter than |
figured, that was achangein plan.

| mean, | had no intention of staying with my aunt and uncle. Theway I’ d dready worked it out in my
head, I’ d let Officer Friendly drop me off, I’ d spend the night, get some breakfast, maybe steal some



cash, and take off. Hitchhike back to S.F. and seeif Moon’'s parents would let me crash at their place.
But now it turned out Officer Friendly had abrain, so of course he knew | was planning to do that.

We were amost there when he said to me: “Do me afavor, Jane?” And | said, “What?’, and he said,
“Giveit twoweeks.” And | didn't have to ask, give what two weeks—he definitely had my frequency.
Soingtead | said: “Why two weeks?” And he said, “ That should be enough time for you to cool down.
Then you can decide whether you really want to do something stupid.” That pissed me off alittle, but not
asmuch as | would have expected, and | said, “What are you, my foster dad now?’ and he said, “Isthat
what it' s going to take?’, which shut me up again for afew seconds. Findly | said, “ Twenty bucks,” and
he said, “Twenty bucks?” and | said, “Y eah. That' swhat it'sgoing to take.” But he shook his head and
sad, “For twenty bucksyou' ve got to giveit at least amonth.”

We spent therest of the ride haggling. A part of me wasthinking, thisisridiculous, but in spite of mysdf |
was warming up to the guy, so it was a serious haggle. In the end we settled on twenty-five dollars, plusl
promised that if | did decide to run away when the month was up, I'd cal him first to give him achance
to talk me out of it. Getting meto agreeto that last part, that was a sharp move.

How s0?

Well, he'd gotten meto like him, right? Asmuch as| liked any adult at that age. But & the sametime, |
wasn't supid either, | knew in hisjob he must dedl with hundreds of kids, most of them alot more
screwed up than me, so who knew if he' d even remember mein amonth. And if | did call him up, and he
said “Janewho?’, | knew | wasn't going to enjoy that. But aded’saded, so the only way for meto not
cal himwasto either not run away, or wait until things got bad enough that I’ d fed OK about breaking
my word.

So that’ s how | ended up at my aunt and uncle' s place. How | ended up staying there.

They lived in Sesta Corta, which is Spanish for “wake meif anything happens.” It was awide spot on
the road between M odesto and Fresno, with everything atruck driver or amigrant fruit-picker could ask
for: agas ation, agenerd store, adiner, abar, afleabag motel, and aHoly Roller church. My aunt and
uncleran the genera store.

What sort of people were they?

Old. They were my aunt and uncle on my father’ sside. My father had been fifteen years older than my
mother, and my aunt was his older sister, soto look at her you'’ d think she was my grandmother. My
uncle was even older.

Wasit awkward for you, staying with your father’ s sister?

Not redly. My father was completely out of the picture a this point; he'd cut tieswith the rest of his
family the same time he walked out on us. And my aunt wasn't anything like him. She’ d been married to
my uncle and living in the same house since the end of World War I1.

How did they fed about you coming to live with them?

If there d been some other option, | don’t think they’ d have volunteered to let me stay with them aslong
as| did, but they never complained abot it.

So you got dong with them?

| didn’'t redlly have achoice. They were the most nonconfrontationa peoplel’d ever met: you couldn’t
pick afight with themif you tried. And it’ s not that they didn’t have rules, but their way of getting you to



behave was to make it impossible for you not to.

Like my uncle, right, he was the kind of guy who liked to have a glass of whiskey before he went to bed.

| thought that was a pretty good idea, so the second night | wasthere, | snuck into his study after he went
to deep and helped mysdlf. And | didn’t take much, but the thing about guys who drink every day, they
know exactly what' sleft in the bottle they’ re working on, and if theleve is off by even aquarter inch,
they notice.

Now, if my mom had caught me drinking, especidly her stuff? She' d have beenin my face about it in two
secondsflat. My uncle never said aword—but the next day, | passed by the study and heard drilling
ingde, and that evening when | went to fix mysdlf another nightcap | found abrand-new lock on the
liquor cabinet. A big lock, fist-sized, the kind you can't pick.

They werelike that with every bad thing | did. They never lectured me; they assumed | knew right from
wrong, but if | ingsted on doing wrong, they found some way to lock out that choice.

One morning my aunt asked meif I'd liketo come help out at the store. Normally there’ d have been no
chance, but | was dready so bored that | said OK. At the end of the day she gave mefifty cents, which
seemed pretty cheagp for eight hours, eveniif | did spend most of that time flipping through magazines.
Next day, same dedl. The day after that, | bailed out around noon, and instead of waiting to get paid |
swiped a couple dollars from thettill. Then that night before bed, | went to put the two bucksinto the
drawer where | kept my other wages and my Officer Friendly money, and instead of the twenty-six
dollarsthat should have been there, | only found twenty-four. It was obvious what had happened, but |
pulled the drawer out anyway and shook it upside-down, just in case the rest of the money had gotten
stuck somehow. A single quarter fdl out.

Y our pay for the haf-day you d just worked?
Right.
Did you say anything to your aunt?

What would | have said? No fair stealing back what | stole from you? Anyway | had to hand it to her,
keeping a step ahead of me that way. And no energy wasted on yelling. It seemed, | don’t know,
effident.

But it was dso frudtrating. If | haven't made it clear dready, therewasn't alot for meto doin Siesta
Corta, and once you took away the stuff | shouldn’t be doing, life got really dull redly fast.

The low point came about ten daysin. My aunt and uncle didn’t own a TV—of course they didn’t—but
they did have alot of booksin the house, and one day in desperation | started rooting through their
library. Now | don’t want to give you thewrong impression. | wasn'tilliterate, and | wasn't dlergic to
books the way some people are, but still, on my list of preferred lelsure activities, reading anything more
demanding than Tiger Begt ranked somewhere down around badminton and pulling taffy. But there |
was, on a perfectly good Friday afternoon, curled up in an easy chair with aNancy Drew mystery in my
lap.

| wouldn’'t have guessed you' d be a Nancy Drew fan.

| wasn't, redlly. | was a Pamela Sue Martin fan. She was the actress who played Nancy Drew on
televison—had played her, until she got kicked off the show for being atroublemaker. She was one of

my role models. On TV she was squeaky-clean, but in redl life she had areputation for being abad girl
who wouldn't take shit from people. She' d been in Playboy, and done R-rated movies—just that year



she’' d sarred as John Dillinger’ s girlfriend in The Lady in Red. So because of Pamela Sue Martin, | had
thisimage of Nancy Drew as a sort of closet bad seed, cooler than she had any right to be.

The book turned out to be strictly G-rated, but | got sucked into the story anyway, and by thetime
came up for air, most of the afternoon had gone by. Which freaked me out when | redlized, because, you
know, gitting in the same spot for hours, barely moving, that’ s the kind of thing Phil would do.

Y ou were worried about turning into your brother?

Y eah. | know it sounds comica now, but at the time? That really was a panic-inducing thought for me.
So | got up right then, went and got my money, and made abedline for the highway.

What about your promiseto Officer Friendly?

Well, | wasn't redlly going to run away. It was more like atest run—kind of ahitchhiking feasibility studly.
Turned out to be good timing, too, because while | was standing there by the roadside, | spotted
something redly interesting.

It wasagirl, about my age. Mexican, but with acigarette in her mouth, which marked her as amember
of my tribe. She was sitting out next to the diner, along the wall where they kept the dumpsters. She'd
gotten abunch of empty produce crates and built them into asort of hunter’ sblind, and shewas
hunkered down in there with a pile of green rocks. Then | got closer and saw that the rocks were actualy
oranges. The girl had a homemade dingshot, and she was using it to fire these unripened oranges out
acrosstheroad.

At cars?

That would have been cool, but no, across the road, at the gas station on the other sde. There wasaguy
over there, Higpanic like the girl but older, eighteen or nineteen. He was supposed to be minding the
pumps, but what he was actually doing was taking alate-afternoon nap. Or trying to; every time he
started to nod off, the girl would cut |oose with another orange.

Shedidn’t try to hit him directly; that would have given the game away. Instead she aimed for the
gas-gtation roof, which was made out of tin. Each orange would make this big thunderboom when it hit,
and the guy would jolt awake and come running out from under the roof overhang just in timeto get
beaned by the orange rolling down. Then he' d stand there rubbing his head and shouting up at the roof,
daring the orange-thrower to come face him like a man.

| watched this happen like five times, and each time, | fell alittle morein lovewith thegirl. | kept moving
closer to her hiding place, too, until | was right on top of her. “Jeez,” shefinally said, “crouch down or
something if you' re gonna be there. He' s not that dumb.”

| joined her in the hunter’ sblind. She gavethisbig sigh, like she didn’t really want company, but then she
offered me her cigarette pack. | went to take one and realized they were candy cigarettes—so, maybe
not amember of my tribe after al. But | took one anyway, just to be friendly.

“Soisthat guy your brother?’ | asked.
“My stupid brother,” shesaid. “Felipe.”
Her brother was Phil, too?

Y eah. Weird coincidence. And not the only one: her name was Carlotta. Carlotta JuanitaDiaz. “I’ m Jane
Charlotte,” | told her, and she nodded like she dready knew that, and said, “Y ou' re staying with the



Fosters”

“For now,” | said. “What about you?’

“I’ve dwayslived here. My parents came up from Tijuanawhen Felipe was a baby.”

“Y our family ownsthe gas gation?’

“Andthisplace.” Shejerked her thumb at the diner. “And my dad’ s adeacon in the church.”
“Wow,” | said. “Important people.”

“Y egh, we' rethe kings and queens of nowhere, al right.”

Across the way, Felipe had settled back into the lawn chair he was using for a cot. Carlotta handed me
the dingshot. “Remember,” shesaid, “am high.” | did, and | did manage to hit the roof, dthough instead
of rolling back the orange popped up over the peak and fell down the other side. No matter: Felipe
jumped up just the same, and thistime, instead of going back to his sesta, he ran insde the gas-gtation
office. When he regppeared amoment later, he was dragging an extension ladder.

“So Carlotta,” | asked, “how long have you been out here doing this?’

“Y ou mean liketoday, or just in generd?’

“Thisisaregular thing for you?’

She shrugged. “ There' s no movie thester in town, so | gotta make my own fun...Herewego.”

Felipe had gotten the ladder set up and started climbing. Carlottawaited until he was on the roof, then
used one last orange to knock the ladder away. Game over.

“S0,” shesad, “you want to get ice cream?”’

Carlotta s parents both worked in the diner. Her mother ran the cash register and waited tables. Her
father managed the kitchen—athough Sefior Diaz' s management consisted mainly of sitting around,
reading the Bible and the sports pages, and occasiondly yelling at the cooks for not moving fast enough.

“Hey you!” he cdled, as Carlottaled mein the back door. “Where have you been?’

“Walking to and fro on the earth,” said Carlotta, with anod to the Good Book in her father’slap. The
crack earned her a scowl that could have come from the Old Testament God Himself.

“That' s not funny, Carlotta. Y our mother has been looking for you. She needs help out front.”

“Yeah sure, inaminute,” Carlottasaid. She ducked into the walk-in freezer, leaving me aone with
Jehovah.

“Hi,” I sad. “I'm Jane.”

Sefior Diaz cleared histhroat like he was going to spit. He started to return to his Bible study, then
looked up again and gave methislong, thoughtful stare.

“You'rethenew girl,” hefindly said. “At the Fogters .”

“Yeah, that’sme. The new girl.”



“You'll be staying with them awhile?’

“Lookslike.”

“Soyou'll be going to school here, then.”

| hadn’t given it any thought, but of course he wasright. The prospect didn’t thrill me. “1 guess 0.”
He nodded. “ And how are you planning to get to school 7’

“I don't know. | guess...Isthere abus?’

“Ah! A bus” He waved theidea away. “Why would you want to take a bus to school 7’

“Wdl...”

“I'll tell you something—Jane, isit?—the school bus here, it’ s not very good.”

“No?’

“No. | would never let my daughter take the bus. We drive her to school. Y ou could ride dong with her,
if you'dlike”

“1 could?’
“Yes. Infact, | think that would be an excdlent idea”

It sounded like an OK ideato me, too, but there was obvioudy acatch. “Well,” | hedged, “of coursel’d
haveto ask my aunt and unclefird...”

“Oh, I’'m surethey won't object. You just let me talk to them. Here!” He stood up, and dusted off the
stool he' d been sitting on. “Here, sit down, relax! Would you like some ice cream?”’

Later, Carlottatold me what was up. The previous spring, she' d been kicked off the school bus twice for
fighting, and after the second time, the driver refused to let her back on without awritten gpology. But
Sefior Diaz wouldn't hear of it: “He wanted the bus driver fired, you know, for violating my civil rights?
But the superintendent wouldn’t do that, so now my father wants to send me to a private school, only he
wants the superintendent to pay for it. So we' ve got this lawsuit, but until wewin, I've ill got to go to
the public school.” But not by bus. Instead, Carlotta’ s mother would drive her to school in the morning,
and her brother would pick her up at the end of the day. “Which is OK, except it meansalot of waiting,
especidly in the afternoon. Felipe can't leave the gas station before somebody el se takes over for him,
and some daysthat’ s not until five or Sx.”

“So you'vejust got to hang out at the school until then?’

“Wadll, | don't haveto—I could walk back, it'sonly like two miles—but my father getsreal mad if | do
that. He saysit’ stoo dangerous, especidly now, with the deeth angel.”

“Thewho?’

Most newspapers referred to him as the Route 99 Killer—an anonymous somebody who'd been
traveling up and down the highway for the last year, grabbing kids out of rest sopswhiletheir parents
were distracted—Dbut a couple of tabloids, noticing that he only took boys, had given him anew name.

“The Angdl of Deeth,” Carlottasaid. “Likethe onein Egypt, who killed the firstborn sons? And | told my



father, ‘Hey, I’'m not aboy, what do | haveto worry about? but he said, ‘What if the guy makesa
mistake? Y ou think once he getsyou in his car and seesyou'reagirl, he’ sjust going to let you go?”

Which explained why Sefior Diaz wanted me riding aong with his daughter: he figured with someoneto
keep her company, she' d be lesslikely to get bored and go for astroll dong the roadside. Plus, of the
two of us, | was definitely the more butch-looking, so if the worst happened, chances were the Angel
would take me.

Sefior Diaz sounds like agrest humanitarian.

Eh, you know. Parents. | couldn’t redlly bring mysdlf to be offended. Anyway, thisis going to sound
twisted, but it was kind of exciting, thinking about the danger. | mean that’ s one reason people believein
the bogeyman, right? It makesthe dark more entertaining.

Andit' snot like | thought we were ever actudly going to runinto the guy. If | had any doubts on that
score, they disappeared the minute my aunt and uncle said OK to Sefior Diaz' s offer. | had to figure if
therewas any red risk, they’ d have made me take the bus.

Instead, first day of school, my aunt got me up extraearly so I’d be ready when Carlotta s mom came
by. That wasthe only time | had second thoughts, when my bedroom door banged open at five am. Half
an hour later | wasin the car, and by quarter to six Carlottaand | werein front of the school, eating
candy cigarettes with a handful of other early birds.

Around six-fifteen the schoal librarian showed up. Shelet usinto the building and had us come upgtairsto
thelibrary until classes started. Then after final bell, we went back up there and killed time until Felipe
came with his pickup.

Did the schoal library have Nancy Drew?

A full set. The Hardy Boys and the Bobbsey Twins, too. Carlotta was nuts about the Bobbsey Twins,
which | never got—sheredly wasastrangegirl in alot of ways.

What about your classes? What were those like?
Boring.
Did you make any other friends?

Not redlly. | tried to find abad crowd to fal in with, but Carlottawith her sugar Pal Mallswasthe
closest thing to ared j.d. that the place had to offer. Most of the other kids, | don’'t want to say they
were dumb hicks, but they were dumb hicks. So | stuck with Carlotta, and we made our own fun.

And did thisfun include amateur detective work?

Not deliberately. Y ou' re talking about the janitor, right? Me getting wise to him, that was mostly an
accident.

What happened?

The school was only running at about sixty percent capacity, o to save money, an entire wing of the
building had been closed down. The closed wing was officidly off-limits, but of course that was just an
invitation for studentsto try and bregk in; Carlottaand | had aready talked about getting a crowbar from
the gas station so we could go exploring.



Then one afternoon | was on my way to the bathroom when | saw the janitor open up one of the
connecting doorsthat led into the closed wing. He went inside and pulled the door shut behind him, but |
didn’t hear him relock it. It seemed like a golden opportunity; | most ran back to the library to get
Carlotta, but then | thought about it alittle more and realized that it was maybe more than one kind of

opportunity.

See, onething | was definitely missing in Siesta Cortawas dope. And it was making me crazy, because |
wasin the middle of goddamned farm country, and | knew people had to be growing it. But nobody
would tell mewho. Carlottawas no help; the only controlled substance that ever passed her lipswas
communion wine, and not much of that. | had higher hopes for Felipe, but when it cameto drugs he
turned out to be even more draitlaced than hissister. The onetimel tried to raise the subject with him he
just gave metheevil eye.

Y ou thought you might have better luck with the janitor?

Sure. | mean, four o' clock in the afternoon, the guy goesinto an abandoned part of the building. What
for? Not to mop floors. And he wasn't carrying any tools, so he couldn’t be doing repairs. So what's
that leave?

Any number of things, I'd imagine. But | take it you were hoping for vice?

You bet | was. And we're talking about ayoung guy with long hair and a Jesus beard. So what kind of
vicewas helikdly to beinto?

But it wasn’t what you thought.
No, actudly, it waswhat | thought. It'sjust, it was also more than what | thought.

Past the connecting door was along halway lined with empty classrooms. The janitor wasin the last
room on theleft, but halfway down the hdl | could aready smell the pot. Good stuff, too—he obvioudy
knew the right people. So | tiptoed down there, trying to work out how to play this. | figured | could
either goin casual and friendly—"“Hey, can | get ahit off that?—or | could be a hard-ass and threaten to
turn himinif hedidn’t give me hiswhole stash.

Which approach did you decide on?

| couldn’t make up my mind. | didn’t know the guy at al, right, so | had no ideahow easily he'd scare,
or share. And meanwhile—| was standing right outside the room, now—I started hearing these monkey
NOISES.

Monkey noises?

Y eah. Literal monkey noises, | thought &t first, like maybe he had a pet chimp in there with him.
Farfetched, | know, but who can tell with pot-smokers? So | took a peep around the doorframe to see
what kind of sideshow | was about to burst in on.

The janitor was over by the windows. He had a tel escope set up, and his face was mashed down over
the eyepiece like it had been glued there. Hisleft arm was curved above his head, like this, holding ajoint
intheair, and hisright arm was curved down towards hiswaig, likethis, holding...Wdll, | couldn’t see
exactly what he was holding, for which thank God, but from the way his € bow was pumping it wasn't
hard to guess.

Asfor the monkey noises, that was actualy two soundsin one. He was grunting, of course, but aso, to
sort of brace himsdlf, he'd pulled a pupil’ s chair up sideways behind him and planted his butt on the



armrest, and the feet of the chair were going squeak-squeak-squeak in time with the grunts: voilg, instant
chimp sounds. Which, dl things considered, wasn't too far off the mark.

So I'm watching this, and I'm like, yuck, but a the sametime, | il redly wanted some dope. | definitely
had the goods to blackmail this guy now, but the idea of confronting him in the act was too grossto
contemplate, so | decided to wait him out and seeif he' d leave the roach behind when he was done with
his business. That was something Moon and | used to do at her parents parties, go around collecting
leftovers out of the ashirays and recycling them into bong hits. It was agrest way to get high without
actudly having to talk to any fresks.

| hid in another classroom across the hal and prayed for a quick finish. The monkey noises got
louder—they were more gorillathan chimp towards the end—and then there was a bang as the desk fell
over, then silence, and then, very faint, the zip of azipper. And then footsteps, going out and down the
hall, not running but hurrying, like he’ d suddenly remembered an gppointment he had to get to.

When | was sure the coast was clear | came out of hiding. | was out of luck on the dope: he' d left
something behind, dl right, but it wasn't marijuana.

| took alook through the telescope to see what he' d been spying on. | was expecting the girls' locker
room, something like that, but the guy’ stastes turned out to be weirder than I’ d thought. The telescope
wasamed at thislittle picnic area about a quarter mile south of the schooal. It was nothing fancy, just a
turnaround by the side of Route 99 with some wooden tables and atire swing. The place doubled asa
make-out spot, and on a Friday or a Saturday night | suppose there' d have been plenty to keep a
Peeping Tom interested, but at the moment the only people there were thistourist family: Mom, Dad, two
boys, agolden retriever, and an RV plastered with Disneyland tickers.

| didn’t seethe attraction. | mean, there sno accounting for perverts, but thisfamily just didn’t strike me
as, you know, masturbation material. So | wastrying to puzzle it out—was it the mom that turned him
on?Wasit the dog?—when | heard adoor dam. And I’'m like, oh crap, he's coming back, but it wasn't
the door in the hall, it was the school’ sfront door. | looked out the window and saw the janitor downin
the parking lot. He walked over to this brown van, got in, Started up the engine...and just sat there,

iding.
Then after another minute | noticed smoke wafting out of the driver’ s-side window: the son of abitch had
fired up another joint. That got me mad, because | was dready thinking of it asmy dope, so | started

sending out mentd vibesto any of Officer Friendly’ s country cousins who happened to bein the area,
begging them to drive by and bust this guy.

Well, of coursethat didn’t happen. But who did drive by, afew minutes later, wasthe family inthe RV.
And no sooner had they passed the schoal than the van'’ staillights finally winked out; the janitor pulled
onto the highway right behind the RV and sarted following it.

Was that when you began to suspect that the janitor wasthe Angedl of Death?

No. The guy was acreep, obvioudy, but at that point | was il thinking voyeur, not psycho killer. |
figured he was tailing them because he wanted to whack off some more—or maybe he was hoping to
steal some panties, or achew toy.

Then the next morning, | went out to catch my ride and Sefior Diaz was driving the car, which had never
happened before.

“What'sgoing on?’ | said. “Isit the Rapture?’



“Thedeath angel,” said Carlotta. “He grabbed another kid yesterday, right outside Modesto.”

Modesto was north, the same direction the RV had been headed. That should have been enough to start
me thinking, but the lightbulb didn’t go on until Carlottasaid: “ Get this. He didn't just teke the kid this
time. Hekilled the kid' sdog, t0o.”

“Dog?’ | sad. “What kind of dog?’

“I don’'t know, abig one | guess. They think the dog tried to protect the kid, so the angd, like, gutted it.”
“What about the boy? Did they find his body yet?’

“Yegh”

“Where?’

Carlottalooked excited. “You'll see”

A hdf mile out from school, we hit atraffic jam. Thiswas something € se that had never happened
before—the road was usudly empty at this hour—but when | saw the flashing lights up aheed, |
immediately understood.

“The gtate police found him around two in the morning,” Carlottasaid. “Mrs. Zapatero from the motel
was coming back late from visiting her sster and saw them roping off the crime scene. She said the kid
was laid out on one of the picnic tables, like ahuman sacrifice”

Aswe got closer to the turnaround, Carlottaand | rolled our windows down and leaned out, hoping to
catch aglimpse of the corpse. Sefior Diaz yanked us back into the car and gave us each aswat on the
head. “ Show some respect!” he demanded, adding, to Carlotta: “Y ou see why | don’'t want you

waking?’
Did you tell Sefior Diaz about the janitor?

No. I know | should have, but | was pissed a him for hitting me. Besides, telling what I’ d seen meant
explaining how I’ d happened to seeit, and | didn’t think he’ d appreciate the part about me looking to get
stoned. | needed time to come up with a sanitized version of the ssory—one that would stand up to
questioning.

Meanwhile, | decided to ask some questions of my own. When we finaly got to school that morning, |
quizzed the librarian about the janitor. She didn’t know much. His name was Whitmer, Marvin or maybe
Martin, and like me he was new; she' d heard he' d worked at another school before this one, but she
couldn’t say where.

“So you wouldn’t know whether this other school was aso by the highway?’
“ NO, d%r.”

| thanked her and sat down. Then Carlotta started interrogating me: “What are you so interested in the
janitor for?’

“It'snothing,” | told her.
“Like hdl it snothing. Hey, I'm not stupid like Felipe.”

“OK, it'snot nothing. But I’m not ready to talk about it.” 1 didn’t think Carlottawould care about the



dope—at least, not enough to give me shit for it—but she would care that I’ d gone into the closed wing
without her.

Of course, now shewas mad at me anyway: “What do you mean you' re not ready to talk about it? Since
when do we keep secrets?’

“Carlotta...It'snot asecret, exactly, it—"

“Y ou asked about the highway,” she said. “Y ou think the janitor had something to do with that kid who
got killed?’

Good guess, maybe there was something to the Bobbsey Twinsafter al. “Yeah, | do.”
“But why would you think that? What happened? Did you see something?’

“I told you, I'm not ready to talk about it...Look, Carlotta, | promisel’ll tell you later, OK? Buit firgt... |
need your help with something. | want to search the janitor’ s van after school today, and | need you to
be my lookout.”

Now, | came up with this purdly asaway of staling, but when | thought abouit it, | redized it wasn't a
bad plan. If | did find incriminating evidence in the van, | could turn the janitor in for that, and forget
about the other thing.

Wouldn't you still haveto explain your decision to search the van?

Well, that was the beauty of it: if | found proof that the janitor was aserid killer, people would be so
excited they’ d accept pretty much any explanation. At that point | could just say | had a hunch, and even
Carlottawould probably buy it.

So after find bell that day, instead of going back to the library, we went to the lobby and waited for the
other studentsto leave. Not long after the last of them had cleared out, the janitor passed through,
pushing a cartload of garbage bags towards the rear of the building.

“What do you think?’ | asked Carlotta, once he was out of earshot.

“I think this might not be such asmart idea, Jane. What if heredlly isthe death angel? If he catches
ycll ”

“Hewon't. You just stay here, and if you see him coming back, stick your head out the front door and
ydl something.”

“What should | ydl?’
“Anything but my red name.”

Theteachers had al taken off too by now, so aside from the librarian’s Volkswagen, the janitor’ svan
wasthe only vehicleleft inthelot. It was a utility-style van, with no windowsin the rear Sde pandls; the
windows in the back doors were small, and tinted so you couldn’t seein. Add alittle soundproofing, |
thought, and it’ d be perfect for kidnappings.

Itsdoorswere dl locked, but like Nancy Drew I’d come prepared: during lunch period, I’ d stolen a coat
hanger from the closet in the teachers lounge. | dipped it in at the base of the driver’ s-sde window and
fished around until the lock button came up.

Theingde of the van smdlled like cleaning products. | was struck right away by how tidy it was. | mean |



guessit’sno surprise that ajanitor would be aneat fregk, but Hill: the dashboard was completely clear,
with none of the crap that usualy collects there, and there wasn't ascrap of trash on the floor or under
the seets. Even the ashtrays were empty. There was nothing in the glove compartment but the van's

registration papers.

The back of the van was asimilar story. The floor was covered with ablanket that looked likeit had just
come out of awashing machine, and there was agray meta toolbox stowed away neetly in one of the
back corners. Other than that, | couldn’t see so much as astray gum wrapper.

Did you look insde the toolbox?

Yeah. | dmost let it be—it seemed obvious now that the janitor wasn’t the kind of guy to leave body
parts lying around—»but | decided I’ d better be thorough.

The blanket crackled when | stepped on it. | crouched down and lifted up a corner; underneeth it was a
doublelayer of plagtic sheeting. Then | lifted that up, and found a set of luggage straps, pre-positioned for

easy bundling.

| smoothed the blanket back in place and turned to the toolbox. It was padlocked; my coat hanger was
no help here, but | had a couple different-sized paper clips, too, and one of them did thetrick. | dipped
off the padlock and lifted the lid.

And?What was insde?

Tools. A pair of handcuffs, for Sarters; afat roll of eectrician’ stape; gloves. Also four setsof pliers,
three ice picks, and aloop of piano wire.

Oh yeah, and one more thing: ahunting knife. It was afoot long, with ajagged-edged blade. Likethe
pliersand theice picksit was shiny clean and smelled like it had been soaking in detergent, but when |
took acloser look at it | saw that therewas ahair stuck to the handle. A golden hair. | couldn’t tell
whether the hair was from aperson or adog, but | was pretty sure the police would be able to.

“Got you,” | said, and that’ swhen | heard footsteps outside the van.

For amoment | hoped it might only be Carlotta, bored with sentry duty and come to help me search, but
then | heard keysjangling and knew | wasin trouble. Dumping the garbage must have been the janitor’s
last chore for the day; instead of coming back through the building afterwardslike I’ d expected him to,
he’ d walked around the outside, bypassing my lookout.

Ashe fumbled with hiskeys, | packed the knife away in the toolbox and got ready to make arunfor it.
But when | reached for the back-door handle to let mysdlf out, the handle wasn't there.

The janitor opened the driver’ sdoor. | froze. | wastotaly exposed; there was no way he wouldn’t see
me

Then Carlotta called out from the front steps of the school: “ Guadal upe!”

The janitor paused with one foot in the van and looked to see who she was yelling a. That bought me an
extrafew seconds. | did the only thing | could: moved up into the blind spot directly behind the driver’s
seat and made mysdlf assmdl aspossible.

Thejanitor did behind thewhed. | crossed my fingersthat he' d hang out for awhile, maybe give Carlotta
achanceto start lobbing oranges onto the van’ sroof, but not today: quicker than you can say
“Guadaupe!l” we were on the road. The janitor drove north again, awvay from Siesta Corta.



| couldn’t see out, s0 | passed the time by staring at the toolbox. Although I'd closed thelid, I'd
forgotten to latch it, and every time we hit abump it threatened to fly open and dump its contents. Also,
I”d left the padlock lying in plain view on the blanket; | kept waiting for the janitor to noticeit in the
rearview mirror and pull over to investigate.

After we d gone about fifteen miles, hedid pull over. | raised my head up as high as| dared, trying to get
asense of whether we were coming into agas station or some other place where people would hear me
if | screamed. It didn’'t look likeit. It looked like we were in another roadside turnaround.

Thejanitor set the parking brake and killed the engine. He didn’t get out. He rolled hiswindow down,
dug around in his pockets for amoment, and lit ajoint.

Today | didn't begrudge him. Let him smoke al the dope he wanted; aslong ashe didn’t comein back
and kill me, I'd betotally cool withiit.

| listened to the cars buzzing past on Route 99. Come on, Officer Friendly, | thought. Get your vice
detector working... Therewasalull in thetraffic, and | heard anew sound: voices.

V oices gpproaching the van?

Voices off in the distance. Boys' voices, shouting, excited, likein aplayground. Then | heard awooden
crack!, and | thought, ball field, and | thought, oh shit.

| redly didn’t want to die, you know? But | didn’t think | could just Sit quiet if the janitor started with the
monkey noises again. If it came down to that, | thought | was probably going to have to bash him over
the head with the tool box.

But he kept hisfly zipped. Maybe he was worried this spot was too public, or maybe he was storing up
imagesfor later. Whichever, hejust sat and watched, and smoked—first the joint, then half adozen
cigarettes.

Finaly he' d had enough, and got moving again. He drove another three or four miles up the highway
before turning off on aside road. The road was in bad shape, and the toolbox lid started jumping
again—and just to make things more exciting, we were going uphill, so the blanket kept diding
underneath me. | had to hook my hands under the bottom of the driver’s seat and hang on.

We made alast turn, onto gravel, and pulled into agarage. The janitor parked and got out. My
adrendine level spiked as he walked to the back of the van, but he continued around to the passenger’s
sde without stopping, jangling hiskeys. There was ahum of an electric motor as the garage door rattled
shut, followed by more key jangling, and the squeak of another door opening and closing. And then,
incredibly, | was aone. He hadn’t even come close to discovering me.

| crawled back to the toolbox and got the knife. | thought about taking everything, but | didn’t want to
overload myself without knowing how far I might have to run. | figured the knife was the most important
piece of evidence, not to mention the most useful if | happened to get cornered.

| got out of the van on the passenger’ s side and looked for the button that activated the garage-door
opener. | couldn’t find it, but on the wall right where you' d expect the button to be, | saw asmall metal
panel with akeyholeinit. | whipped out one of my paper clips and with a couple deft moves managed to
bresk off thetip in the keyhole.

Shit. A quick check of the garage door confirmed that I’ d need superstrength to open it by hand. |
thought serioudy about trying to crash the van through it, but it looked sturdy enough to withstand a



collison, and anyway, my j.d. skill set didn’t extend to hot-wiring.

| was going to have to sneak out through the house. Worse, now that I’ d jammed the garage-door
opener, | was going to haveto do it soon, before the janitor decided to go out to dinner or another Little
League game.

| went and pressed my ear to the house door, and when | didn’t hear heavy breathing on the other side, |
tried the knob. | expected it to be locked, which was going to create additiona problems, but | guess the
janitor wasn't atota security fanatic after al. The knob turned, and | opened the door adiver.

Water was running somewherein the house. | opened the door wider, and the running-water noise
resolved itsdlf into the sound of ashower.

| couldn’'t believe my luck. | didn’t believeit: as| dipped through the door, | held the knife at the ready.

| found mysdf in alittle dcove equipped with awasher and dryer. The acove opened into akitchen. To
my left as| came out of the al cove was another doorway; it led into abedroom, which led, in turn, to the
bathroom with the shower. | hovered at the bedroom doorway, listening.

Thejanitor was definitdy in the shower gdl; I'll let you guess how | knew that. My nose wrinkled in
disgust, but at the sametime | relaxed, surethat | was safe now for at least the next few minutes.

Rdief made me stupid. Instead of beating it for the front door, | started snooping around, opening
drawers and cabinets. | was over by the pantry, trading glances with the Trix rabbit, when the phone on
the kitchen table rang.

| reacted asif aburglar darm had gone off. | dropped the knife in a panic, and snatched at the phone
beforeit could ring a second time.

The shower kept on running. | raised the phoneto my ear.
“Helo? | sad.
Therewas apause, and aseries of sharp clicks, and then aman’s voice said: “ Jane Charlotte.”

It was the janitor, of course; he' d tricked me. All thistime he d been stringing me dong, letting me think
he hadn’t noticed me. The sounds in the shower stall must have been some sort of recording, meant to lull
me into afase sense of security. The game was over now, though, and in amoment he/ d tell meto turn
around, and he' d be standing right behind me, and then | would die.

But what the voice on the phone said next was: “Y ou don’t want to be messing around in there, Jane.
He' sabad monkey.”

Then the voice broke up in ascreech of static—or maybe it was me who screeched—and the next clear
thought | had | was outside, running screaming for the road.

Two dtate police carswere pulling up in front of the janitor’ s house. Felipe’ s pickup truck wasright
behind them, with Felipe, Carlotta, Sefior Diaz, and the schoal librarian dl jammed into the cab together.

A cop got out of thelead car, and | ran Sraight into hisarms, shouting: “He' sthe Angdl of Death! HE's
the Angd of Degth! The janitor isthe Angel of Desth!” The cop grabbed me by the shoulders and tried
to get meto tell him what had happened, but | just kept on shouting: “He' sthe Angel of Degth!”

The other cops drew their guns and advanced on the house. They were amogt at the front door when the



janitor came out, still damp from the shower, wearing a T-shirt and apair of boxer shorts. I’ d started to
cam down alittle, but when | saw him | logt it again, screaming “Bad monkey!” and scrambling around
to thefar sde of the police cars.

The cops pointed their guns at the janitor and told him to put his hands up, and he did. He was smooth.
Instead of looking scared he acted bewildered, like he was thistotally innocent guy who couldn’t imagine
what the police were doing on his property.

They handcuffed him. “Come on now,” the lead cop coaxed me. “It’sdl right, we' ve got him. Tak to
me.” So | started babhbling about the hunting knife, and eventualy he nodded and said, “ OK, just stay
here,” and went insde the house.

The Diazes formed a protective huddle around me. “Areyou OK, Jane?’ Carlottasaid. “Did he hurt
you?’

| shook my heed. “ Just scared me out of my witsisal...Butit’sfine now.”

Only, itwasn't fine. | Sarted figuring that out as soon as the cop came back with the wrong knife.
“Isthisit?” he asked, holding out a scrawny little steak knife with afive-inch blade.

“No,” | sad. “I told you, it was a hunting knife. It was big.”

“Show me.” Hetook me back inside with him. The hunting knife had disappeared; when | pointed to the
spot on the floor where I’ d dropped it, the cop said, “ That’ swhere | found this,” and held up the steak
knifeagain. “Areyou surethisisn't it?’

“Of courseI’'msure,” | said, annoyed. “ The janitor must have hidden the red knife before he came
outsde.” Then | remembered the toolbox: “Wait aminute... Thisway!”

| led him into the garage and around to the back of the van. “Inthere” | said. “You'll probably need his
keys...” But the van's back doors were unlocked now. The cop pulled them open.

“S0,” hesaid, “what am | supposed to be looking a?’

The back of the van was empty. No blanket, no plastic sheeting, no luggage straps, no tool box.
“Damnit!” | said. “He must have hidden this stuff, too.”

“What guff?’

“His kidnapping equipment.”

“Equipment, huh?’ The cop’ s expression changed, inaway | didn't like. “And you think he gathered up
this...equipment...and hid it away just aswewere arriving?’

“The stuff was here before, and now it' s gone. So yeah. What' s your problem?’
“No problem. It' sjust, he must have been moving awfully fast, don't you think?’
“Look, I'm not making thisup.”

“I didn't say you were making it up. Why would | think you were making it up?’

| should have just shut my mouth then. The thing was, he was right—the janitor would have had to move



quickly, which meant he couldn’t have hidden the stuff very wdll. I'm sure| could have found it.

But the cop was giving me the same I-see-through-your-bullshit look that Officer Friendly had—only naot,
you know, S0 friendly—so not only did | kegp on running my mouth, but | immediately brought up the
one subject you never mention when you' re trying to get somebody to believe you.

“Takeawhiff,” | sad.

“A whiff?’

“Ingdethevan. Smell it.”

He leaned in and sniffed. “ Air freshener?’

“Pot.”

His eyebrows went up. “Marijuana?’

“Thejanitor smokesit.”

“Redlly. You d never guessthat, looking a him.”

“Not to get high,” | said. “1 mean, that too, but he smokesit to excite himsdf. Before...”

“Oh! Before he uses his kidnapping equipment, you mean...And you' re familiar with the smell of
marijuana, areyou?’

It was afast trip downhill from there. The more skeptical he became, the more | talked—when he asked
me what had put me on to the janitor in thefirst place, | actualy told the truth, or at least enough of it to
make myself sound like acompleteidiot. “Monkey noises, en? Well, | can seewhy you’ d be suspicious
of aman who made noises likeamonkey...”

To complete my humiliation, he brought me back outside and asked Carlotta whether she knew anything
about these monkey noises. “Monkey what?’ said Carlotta.

“That’ swhat | thought,” said the cop, and told his buddiesto turn the janitor loose.
My mouth wouldn’t sop running: “Y ou’ reletting him go?’

“Y ou should be worried about whether I’ m going to let you go,” the cop said. “If this gentleman wantsto
press charges againgt you for trespassing, I’ [l be only too happy to runyouin.”

But the janitor, till playing the innocent, said he didn’t want to press charges—he just wanted to know
what was going on.

“Just abig misunderstanding, Sir,” the cop told him. He shot me alook: “One that had better not happen
agan.”

The Diazes took me home. Sefior Diaz made meride in the back of the pickup, which | didn’t
particularly mind, since he and Carlotta spent the entire trip arguing in high-decibel Spanish; when we
stopped at the schoal to drop off the librarian, she ssumbled out of the cab looking pale and half-desf.
Then when we got to my stop, Sefior Diaz had a quieter conversation with my aunt and uncle. 1 didn’t
need to listen in to know that I’ d be taking the bus to school from now on.

After the Diazes|eft, my uncletold methat it “might be best” if | didn’t go by the diner or the gas station



anymore, and my aunt added that they wouldn’t need my help at the store “for awhile,” which |
understood was her way of saying | was grounded. | got redlly mad, and started going on about how
supid it was that no one believed me, and how it wasn't going to be my fault if the janitor killed another
kid; but my aunt and uncle just shook their heads and |eft me aoneto rant and rave.

It was Friday, so | had the whole weekend to fed sorry for myself. Monday was alittle better; | got to
deep an extrahour and a haf, which dmost made up for having to take the school bus. | didn’'t see
Carlotta until second-period English. Sheignored me during class, and afterwards | had to run out into
the hall to catch up with her.

“I’m not supposed to tak to you, Jane,” she said. “My dad thinks you' re a bad influence.”
“I am abad influence. It'sone of the reasonsyou like me.”

Thejokefdl flat, but at least she didn’t walk away. After amoment, she asked: “Did you hear about the
janitor?’

“What about him?’

“He quit hisjob over the weekend. The librarian told me he cdled up the school superintendent on
Saturday and said he was leaving.”

“Leaving asin moving away?’
“l guesss0.”

“Wdl don't you see what that means? He s guilty! Even though the copslet him go, he' safraid they’ |l
remember him next time akid disgppears.”

“Maybe,” said Carlotta. “ Or maybe he' s afraid people will jump to conclusions when they hear the cops
were a hisplace.”

“Carlotta, | swear, | didn't make any of that stuff up.”

“Wall, it doesn’t redly matter now, doesit? | mean, if he' sredly gonefor good.” Shelooked a me.
“Y ou should probably be careful until we know that for sure, huh?’

The thought had already occurred to me. Friday afternoon, as we were about to leave the janitor's
house, I" d caught the janitor eyebdling me. The copswere dready in their cars, and Felipe wasrevving
the pickup, and | looked over and saw the janitor standing in hisfront doorway, still in his underwear,
staring at me. He' d dropped the bewildered routine and put awhole new face on.

A hostileface?

No. Hedidn't show any emotion at al. Hewasjud...intent. Like he wanted to makeredly surehe'd
recognize me next time we met up.

It was good for afew weeks nightmares. In my dreams, he’ d drive up to my aunt and uncl€e' s place after
midnight with his headlights off, and sit smoking dope and looking up at my bedroom window.
Sometimes he’ d just St there, thinking about how he was going to get even with me, and other timeshe'd
get out and walk around the outside of the house, looking for away in. One night | woke up in a swest,
surel’d just heard avan driving away, and when | opened my window to look out, | smelled pot smoke.

| dso dreamed about that voice I’ d heard on the phone in the janitor’ s kitchen. When | was awake |



didn’t think about it o much—I mean, it’snot like | forgot about it, but it wasjust so weird, | sort of
pretended | forgot about it. But it got into my dreams, and in my dreams, it wasn't scary. I'd be like
clutching this phonein the dark, petrified because the janitor was coming for me, and then the voice
would say my name, “ Jane Charlotte,” and there’ d be thiswave of relief, because somehow, dream
logic, I’d know the voice was good, and it was on my side, on the Side of al good people. And it was
more powerful than the Angel of Desth.

So | dreamed about this stuff for afew weeks, and then the dreams Started to taper off. The janitor
hadn’t come calling on me, nobody at school or in town had seen him, no more kids had gone missing,
and whilel still knew the guy was guilty, more and moreit seemed like that was somebody ese's
problem.

Then one evening my aunt and uncle drove down to Fresno to visit some friends of theirs. Origindly |
was supposed to go with them and catch amovie while they played bridge or whatever, but the day
before, I’ d gotten busted for cheating on atest, and after the school superintendent called hometo narc
on me, my aunt went from talking about “when we go out tomorrow night” to “when your uncleand | go
out tomorrow night.”

They left around six. Storm clouds were blowing in from the west, and | was pissy enough to hopethey’d
get caught in adownpour. By seven the sky was overcast and lightning was flickering on the horizon, but
therewas gtill noran.

| read afew chapters of Nancy Drew—I’ d worked my way through most of the series by now, so I'd
had to start rationing the books that were |eft—then ate the cold mesetloaf my aunt had left mein the
fridge. After | cleared my plate | sat back down at the kitchen table to work a crossword puzzle from the
Fresno Bee. Thiswas another Phil-type activity that you couldn’t have paid meto do back in SF. But
with no TV, alooming Nancy Drew shortage, and Sefior Diaz hanging up the phone every timel tried to
cal Carlotta, my entertainment standards just kept getting lower and lower.

It was a hidden-message crossword, which they did sometimes: certain of the clues were highlighted, and
if you solved them and strung the answers together, they’ d form asaying or aquotation, like RED SKY
AT MORNING, SAILOR TAKE WARNING, or THAT WHICH DOES NOT KILL USMAKES
US STRONGER. Usually the specid clues were hard enough that you had to finish the whole crossword
to get them, but sometimes, like tonight, you could solve them directly.

Thefirg highlighted clue, 1 across, four letters, was* Defunct Life magazineriva,” and | knew that was
LOOK. The second clue, 9 across, five letters, was “ Opposite of over,” or UNDER. Thethird
clue—and this one was s0 easy | dmost laughed—was afill-in-the-blank, 13 across, three | etters,
“Winnie__ Pooh.”

Therewas arumble of thunder and therain findly started. It was the downpour I’ d wished for and then
some, but instead of making me happy it set me on edge. | went down the hall to the front door, flicked
on the front-porch lights, and spent along time looking out, making sure that the hiss of the rain was just
rain, and not tires cregping up the drive.

The next cluewasthe only one didn’t get right off the bat: 20 across, four letters, “Wherethe NC gunis
hidden.”

NC gun?

Capita N, capita C. | thought it might be atypo, so | moved on to the next clue, 24 across, four |etters,
“Tarzan'sgirlfriend.” My scap prickled alittle when | saw that, but what redly made my hair stand up
wasthelast clue, 31 across, nineletters, “ The londiest Bronté.”



Now, ordinarily | wouldn’t have gotten that one either, but it just so happened that we' d been reading
Jane Eyrein class that week, and the teacher had given us the rundown on the whole sorry Bronté family,
50 | knew that the loneliest Bronté was CHARLOTTE. After Branwell and Emily and Annedl died,
Charlotte was the one | eft over, the one left donein the house, kind of likel wasright now. And soif you
added it dl together, tonight’ s hidden message was—

LOOK UNDER THE blank, JANE CHARLOTTE.

Y eah. And maybe it was because it shared a couple of letterswith “blank,” or maybeit was because |
was sitting with my back to it, but al at once | knew that the missing word was SINK.

My aunt and uncl€ skitchen had this huge snk—"Big enough to daughter apigin,” my uncle said one
time, and he made it sound like that was more than afigure of speech. It had abig cabinet space
undernegth it too, and once when we were visiting afew years earlier, Phil crawled under there during a
game of hide-and-seek and split his head open on the drainpipe. So between thoughts of pig daughter
and the memory of Phil with blood streaming down hisface, | was't exactly eager to stick my nose
down there.

Of course | had to look. | told mysdlf that it was just a coincidence anyway, there was no way that
message in the crossword could redly be intended for me persondly. Maybe L ook under the sink, Jane
Charlotte” was aline from Shakespeare.

So | opened up the cabinet, and there was nothing there but the usual assortment of under-the-sink junk,
and I’'m like, see, just a coincidence. But then I’'m like, not so fag, if thereisagun, it’snot just going to
be lying out next to the silver polish. So | felt up in the space between the wall and the back of the sink
basin. And at first | wasjust touching air, but then | moved my hand alittle and my fingers brushed
something rough. A package.

It wasrolled up in a piece of potato sack and tied up with twine. | brought it out into the light and
unwrapped it. And there it was.

It looked like atoy zap gun. It was bright orange, with a puffy barrel, and it seemed to be made of
pladtic. It was heavy, though, and from the weight and the fact that it was dightly cold, | thought it might
be awater pistol. But when | checked the base of the handle there was no rubber plug, just aflat plate
embossed with the letters NC.

There were more markings on the side of the gun. Near the back of the barrel, right above the trigger,
was adia with four settings. One setting was |abeled SAFE in small green |etters; the next setting was
labeled NS, in blue; the last two settings, both labeled in dark red, were Cl and MI. The dia was
currently set to MI.

| did the thing that you traditionaly do when you' re ateenager and you find agun, which was point it a
my own face. The dark hole of the NC gun’s muzzle seemed more real than the rest of it, though, so |
decided not to pull thetrigger. Instead | looked around to seeif one of my aunt’s cats wasin the room.
But the cats had made themsel ves scarce, and before | could choose something else for target practice,
dl thelightsin the house went out.

For thefirst few seconds | was amazingly cam. Then lightning flashed outsde and | turned towardsthe
window above the snk, drawn by an afterimage of something that didn’t belong. When the next flash
camel saw it clearly: out beyond the backyard, in the orange groves that ran behind the house, avan
was parked with its headlights off.

Something big walked across the back porch, passing right in front of the window—I say something, but



of course | knew who it was, and what he was here for. He went straight for the porch door, which was
locked but flimsy, and banged on it hard, read hammer blows. | could fed it shaking in itsframe. There
was apause, and then he tarted attacking the doorknob, rattling it like he meant to pull it off.

By thispoint | was practicaly shitting mysdf with fear. | still had the gun, but I’ d gone back to thinking of
it asatoy, and in another moment | would have dropped it in the sink and started running blind through
the house.

Then the phone rang, abeautiful sound. The janitor immediately stopped rattling the doorknob. The
phonerang again, and again, and | moved towardsit, terrified that if the ringing stopped before | reached
it the attack on the door would begin again. | racked my knee on achair, and banged my side against the
corner of the kitchen table, but | held on to the gun.

| answered the phone on the seventh ring: “Hello...?”
“Jane Charlotte.”

“I don’t know who thisis,” | whispered, “but | need help. Y our bad monkey isright outside my back
door.”

“No,” the voice on the phone said. “He' sin the house.”
Down the hal in my uncle' s study, aboard cresked.

“Now don't panic,” the voice advised. “He won't expect you to be armed. Just hold the gun steady in
both hands...”

| hung up. From the phone to the porch door was about a dozen steps, but my feet didn’t touch the floor
more than twice,

The door wouldn't open, even after | remembered to unlock it. Something—one of the porch chairs,
probably—had been jammed under the knob on the other side.

Behind me, another board creaked: he was coming down the hall. | whirled around and raised the gun,
even as his slhouettefilled the kitchen doorway.

The NC gun doesn’'t make any noisewhen youfireit. | didn’t redlize that &t the time, though, because
just as| pulled the trigger, the lightning came again, striking so close behind the house that there was no
pause before the thunder. The kitchen filled up with sound and light, so bright that the janitor himself
seemed to glow like ared angd, an angel with aflaming dagger in one hand and a sparkling wirehdoin
the other. | screamed, and he screamed too, and by the time the brightness failed he was dready falling.

Inthedark | heard hisbody hit the floor. | lowered my aim and pulled the trigger again, but thistime
there was nothing, not even aclick.

The rain stopped. The thunder and lightning moved off, and after awhile the power came back on. |
could see him, then, sprawled on his back in the kitchen doorway, not moving. He was just aman now;
his eyes were glassy, and he had anew expresson on hisface.

Helooked surprised.
Now, this next part may be alittle hard to believe.
Redly.



Y ou know normally, if you shoot an intruder in your house, especidly aserid killer, thefirst thing you do
afterwardsiscal the police.

Right.

Or just runlike hdll to the neighbors .
Right.

Right. But | didn’t do ether of thosethings.
What did you do?

| got deepy. | mean, the guy was dead—I kicked him a couple timesto make sure—so it'snot like
notifying the cops was urgent anymore. And now that | knew | was safe, | just redlly ft likelying down
for awnhile. | thought, my aunt and uncle will be homein afew hours, and we can deal with the aftermath
then.

So | went upstairsto my room. | barricaded the door with my dresser—just in case—and lay down. |
dipped the NC gun under my pillow. | closed my eyes.

When | opened them again, it was morning. My bedroom door was wide open, and | could hear my aunt
making breakfast in the kitchen. | got up and went downstairs, and stood in the empty doorway where
thejanitor’s body had been.

“Good morning, degpyhead,” my aunt said. “Would you like bacon with your eggs?’

The porch door was open too, and | could see my uncle out back, walking around the remains of a
lightning-blasted tree.

“Hold off onthebacon,” | said. “I'll beright back.”

| ran upstairs and looked under my pillow.

The gun was gone too, wasn't it?

Y eah. But there was something eseinitsplace. A coin. A gift from the pistol fairy, maybe.

It was the Size of aquarter, but thicker and heavier. It looked like gold. It had the same image on both
sdes, ahollow pyramid with aglowing eyeinside of it, you know, kind of like the capstone from the
pyramid on the dollar bill. Running around the rim of the coin was athree-word dogan: OMNES
MUNDUM FACIMUS.

My Latinisrusty. Mundum means*“world’?

Yeah. | got aLatin dictionary from the schoal library and worked it out. Omnesis“dl of us,” and
facimus, that's“ creat€’ or “make,” so omnes mundum facimusislike, “We dl maketheworld.” That's
how it trandates; asfor what it meant, though, that wastrickier. It was apuzzle, see? A sort of aptitude
test, like the hidden message in the crossword, only much harder, so it took me alot longer to get it.

How much longer?

Twenty-two years.

whiteroom (ii)
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THE NEXT TIME THE DOCTOR ENTERS the room, he' s carrying a second file folder, thick with
evidence.

“Checking up on my story?’ she guesses, as he dedlsthe folder’ s contents into three negt piles on the
table.

Henods. “1 don't like to confront patients, but in prison psychiatry | find that taking an aggressive tack
early on can bevery useful.”

“For separating the con artists from the genuine head cases?’ Shelooks amused. “ So what' sthe verdict
onme?’

He offers her thefirst of hisevidence piles. “Thisisareport filed by the Madera County sheriff’sofficein
October 1979. A man named Martin Whitmer was found dead in hisvan in aroadside ditch outside
Fresno. Whitmer had worked as ajanitor at arura high school, but quit his job after an unidentified
student accused him of being the Route 99 Killer.”

“Wdl thereyou go. It'sjust like | said.”

“Not quite.” Heflipsto a page near the bottom of the pile. “ There' sno mention of abullet wound in the
autopsy. Mr. Whitmer died of acoronary.”

“Yeah, | know. | told you, | shot him with an NC gun.”

The doctor thinks amoment. “NC stands for Natural Causes?’
“Right. Sorry, | thought that was obvious.”

“The gun shoots heart attacks.”

“Myocardid infarctions,” she says, tapping afinger on the cause-of-death line in the autopsy report.
“MIs. And the CI setting, that’sfor cerebra infarctions. Heart attack and stroke, the two leading killers
of bad monkeys...” She amiles. “So what ese have you got?’

He pushes forward the second pile, which consists of just two sheets, printouts from a newspaper
microfilm reader. It sastory from the San Francisco Examiner, with the questioning headline ANGEL
OF DEATH HANGS UP WINGS?

“* Sixteen months after the Route 99 serid killer claimed hislast victim,”” shereads doud, “* sate police

are beginning to hope that the so-called Angd of Death—whose identity remains a mystery—may have
goneinto retirement...” Yeah, see, | told you the cops didn’t believe me about the janitor. So even after
he turned up deed, they thought the Angel was il out there.”

The doctor pointsto acircled paragraph farther down the page. “Keep reading.”

““Thirteen-year-old David Konovic, the boy believed to have been the Angdl of Death’ seighth and final
victim, disappeared from a Bakersfield gas station on December 12th, 1979..."”

“December,” the doctor says. “ Two months after Whitmer was found dead.”
“Are you sure the newspaper didn’t screw up the date?’

Hedidesthe last evidence pile across the table. “ The sheriff’ sreport on David Konovic's abduction. The
date matches. And when the boy’ s body was recovered, he was found to have been tortured and
strangled in the same manner asall the other Angel of Degth victims. So what doesthat tell us?’



“I don’'t know.”

“Comeon, Jane.”

“Y ou want meto say that Whitmer couldn’t have been the Angel of Desath, isthat it?’
“Doesn't that seem like areasonable concluson?’

“No.”

“Why not?’

“Because hewasthe Angd of Death.”

“Wadll if that’ sthe case, how do you explain thislast victim?’

“l don't.”

“You mean you can't.”

“It'saNod problem,” she says.

“An odd problem?’

“A Nod problem. Y ou know, the land of Nod, east of Eden? In the Bible?’
“I know the reference, but...”

“Cain killshis brother Abdl,” she says, “and God sets him wandering in the wilderness as a punishment.
Cain ends up in Nod, where he settles and gets married. Which isaproblem, logicaly, because Adam
and Eve are supposed to be the first people on earth, and asfar aswe know, Cain and Abd aretheir
only children. So where did thiswife come from?

“Now, people who don't believe in the Bible tend to think the Nod problemisabig dedl. Like for
example, therewasthis guy my mother dated one time for a couple months, Roger, who wasthistotally
rabid atheist, and he used to pick on Phil—"

“Y our brother wasrdigious?’ the doctor asks.

“Inalittle-boy kind of way. My mother was raised Lutheran, and even though she didn’t redlly believe,
shetook usto church because she thought it would be good for us. | stopped going as soon as| wasold
enough to say no, but Phil redlly got into it. Said his prayers every day, the whole bit. So dong comes
Roger, and he' s congtantly razzing Phil about inconsistenciesin Scripture. ‘Hey Phil, it sayshereinthe
Gospels that Judas hanged himsdlf because he was sorry for betraying Christ. But it saysin Acts that
Judaswasn't sorry, and he died when his stomach exploded. How come there are two different versions
of thestory? Or, ‘Hey Phil, if dl the disciplesfell adeep in the Garden of Gethsemane, how did Matthew
know what Jesus said in his prayer? The Nod problem, though, that was hisfavorite: ‘Hey Phil, it says
that God put a mark on Cain to warn other people not to harm him. What other people, Phil? His
parents? The same oneswho didn’t listen when God told them not to eat the fruit?”

“And how did Phil respond?’

“Wadll like| said before, Phil was abig-time nitpicker himsdlf, so a first hekind of got into it. Hetried to
play dong, only Roger wasn't playing. Roger would shoot down every explanation Phil came up with,
until finally Phil had to admit he didn’t have an answer, and then Roger would say, * So does that mean



you' re going to give up this Bible nonsense? and Phil would say, ‘No,” and Roger would say, ‘ That's
because religion makes people stupid.””

“What did you think of that?’
“Oh, | definitely think religion makes people stupid,” she says. “But Roger was il ahypocrite.”
“Why ahypocrite?’

“Because the Nod problem didn’t have anything to do with him being an atheist. If the Bible had been
perfectly consistent, he still wouldn't have believed aword of it. His mind was made up, and pointing out
contradictionswas just away of being smug—and meanwhile, he completely missed where Phil was
coming from.

“Phil did believein the Bible. Part of believing that the Bibleistrueis bdieving that any problemsin the
text have solutions. Actualy knowing what those solutions areisn’'t important. 1t slike, just because |
can't tell you what killed the dinosaurs doesn't mean they aren’t extinct. And o to Phil, looking at it from
that perspective, it was Roger who was being unreasonable. So Phil didn’t know where Cain’swife
came from. So what?

“And it' sthe same with this.” Shewaves ahand at the papersin front of her. “Don’t pretend thisis some
kind of objectiveinquiry for you. You ve dready decided what you believe. All you' re doing now is
looking for aclub to beat mewith until | agree to see things your way.”

“Jane...”

“But that’ s not going to happen. | know my story istrue. If something about it doesn’t add up for you,
we can discussit, but don't try to blow alittle discrepancy out of proportion. It'sjust aNod problem.”

“Wadll, you're putting mein adifficult pogition,” the doctor says. “If | can’t question inconsgtenciesin
your account—"

“Y ou can question them. | just said we can discussit.”

“But you' re unwilling to entertain any red doubt.”

“Which makesuseven,” she says. “Just like Phil and Roger.”

The doctor frowns.

“Sorry to spoil your game plan. Does this mean you don’t want to hear any more?’
“No, | gtill want to hear the whole story.”

“Good. Because it would make you aliar if you didn’t. | mean, you're already aliar for saying you'd
keep an open mind, but if you bailed on me now you'd be adoubleliar.”

“Wael | wouldn’t want to bethat,” saysthe doctor. “So after you killed the Angdl of Death, what
happened next?’

We All MaketheWorld
| GREW UP.

| lived in Siesta Cortauntil | turned eighteen. It wasn't supposed to be for that long, but my mother
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refused to take me back, and not even my aunt and uncle could come up with away to make her.
Were you upset about not going home?

No. Before theincident with the janitor, | would have been, but after...My perspective on pretty much
everything was different.

| can understand that.

I’m not sure you can. | mean yeah, I’ d been through alife-and-desth experience, I’ d killed someone, but
in hindsight, it wasn't the shooting that most affected me. It was hearing that voice say my name on the
phone. It'slike, imagineif God called you up one day, not to give you amessage but just to let you know
He existed. Imagine how you' d fed right after you hung up.

Y ou thought the voice on the phone was God?

No! But it waslikethat: like I’ d been in contact with something big and mysterious, and the fact that it
was out there made the whole world more interesting.

So it was like a conversion experience.

| suppose. Only not bullshit—it really happened, and | had the coin to proveit. And that was another
thing: the fact that they’ d |eft me even that tiny bit of evidencetold meit wasn't over. I'd be hearing from
them again.

Y ou saw that as something positive.
Sure. Why not?
| think many people, having been through the experience you describe, wouldn't be eager to repest it.

Wl yeah, but those people wouldn’t have even gotten thefirst phone call. Not everyoneis cut out for
Bad Monkeys, and that’ s OK. But for me, oncetheinitia shock wore off, of course | wanted to go
again. | mean, Nancy Drew with afucking lightning gun, what’ s not to love?

So with that to look forward to, living in Siesta Cortawas't such adrag anymore. Y ou can wait for a
bright future pretty much anywhere, right? And while | waswaiting, just in caseit mattered, | cleaned up
my act. | never became amode citizen, but | did cut out most of the bad-seed crap. | gave up trying to
outsmart my aunt and uncle, and at school, | actualy applied mysdf—enough so that when | finaly
graduated, | was able to get a scholarship to Berkeley.

So you ultimately did go back to San Francisco.

Yeah. | dmost didn’t, | mean | thought about not taking the scholarship, but Phil convinced mel’d bean
idiot not to.

Y ou were in contact with your brother?

By then, yeah. Thefirgt couple yearsin Siesta Cortal didn’t hear from him, but on histhirteenth birthday
he came out to see me. He stole a page from my old playbook: told Mom hewas staying at afriend's
place for the weekend, then hitchhiked out to the Valley. | came home from working at the store one
afternoon and found him playing with the cats on the front porch.

At firgt | was pissed about the hitchhiking: “Do you have any ideawhat kind of psychos are out on the
road, Phil?” But hejust laughed and said | wasthe pot caling the kettle black, and anyway he was big



enough to take care of himself. And thetruth is, he was; he’ d gone through this mgjor growth spurt, so
even though he was barely ateenager, he had the height and weight to make a bad monkey think twice.

It ended up being agood vidit. The sametime he' d become more like me, I’ d become more like him, so
we were able to sort of meet each other halfway. Turned out we actually liked each other. So from then
on we kept in touch, and when he could he came out to see me. He had aknack for showing up when |

needed advice, like about the scholarship.

What about your mother? Did you and she ever reconcile?

No. | thought about going to visit her once | wasback in SF. | talked to Phil about it—I figured he’d be
al in favor—but he thought it was alousy idea. “Y ou know you'll just end up fighting with her, Jane.
Why would you want to do that?” So | put it off. When shedied in’87, | till hadn’t seen her.

I"m sorry.

No, Phil wasright. Therewas no love lost there, and no sense pretending, either.
Tel me about Berkeley. What was your mgjor?

Chrigt, that question...Which one do you want to hear abouit first? | had likefive.
Y ou had trouble deciding?

| didn’t think | needed to decide. Look, there are basically two reasons people go to college. Some
people actudly go there to learn something, something specific | mean, atrade or avocation. Other
people—like me—just go for the experience. | waslike one of those starving-artist types, people who
convince themsalves back in grade school that they have a destiny to become actors or musicians or
writers. For them, collegeisaplaceto mark time until their destiny kicksin.

And you bdlieved that you had adestiny...to become Nancy Drew with alightning gun?

See, when you say it that way it sounds crazy. It was never that explicit. | didn’t even know what the
organization was a that point, so it’snot like | ever thought to mysdlf, “One day I’'m going to join the
fight againgt evil, and here' show.” It was alot more subtle than that, just this general sensethat | was
covered—I didn’'t need to make aplan for my life, because the plan dready existed, and eventualy it
would come clear to me.

But thewait got long. When | left Berkeley after five years, my destiny till hadn't kicked inyet, and
suddenly it didn’'t seem so smart that | hadn't studied anything useful. To survive, | ended up doing what
the gtarving artists did, taking jobs that even a high-school dropout could get: waitress, pizza-ddivery girl,
liquor-store clerk. ..Name an occupation with no entry qualifications and no future, and | probably tried it
at least once.

So | was poor, and living in one shitty apartment after another, but | was young, and having fun—too
much fun, sometimes—and | ill felt likel was covered. And then oneday | turned around and | was
thirty yearsold. And likel say, my destiny, | never thought about it that explicitly, but on milestone
birthdays, you do think about things, and the day | turned thirty it occurred to me that it had been aredly
long time since I’ d seen the coin. | decided | needed to seeit, to hold it in my hand and remind mysdif,
you know, omnes mundum facimus, we al make the world, whatever the hell that meant.

But | couldn’t find it. | trashed my gpartment looking for it. And it was no surprise—I’d moved so many
times, it wasawonder | hadn't lost more stuff—but | was il very upset. So | went out and got really
fucked up, and to make along story short, my birthday ended with cops and an ambulance ride.



Afterwards, Phil came to see me, and we had along heart-to-heart about what | was going to do with
my life. I'd never told him about the coin, or the voice on the phone, or any of therest of it, but he talked
like he knew: “Y ou don’t need an engraved invitation to do good worksin theworld, Jane,” he said.

“Y ou want to do them, you just go out and do them.” Which, once | got done gagging, actualy madea
lot of senseto me. So that kind of became the theme of my early thirties.

Good works?
W, attempted good works. Turnsout it’ snot as easy asit sounds.

Thefirst couple years, | did abunch of gigswith groups like the Sdvation Army and Goodwill, but |
found out | don't redly have the temperament for charity work, especialy religious charity work. |
decided to try more white-collar suff—March of Dimes, CARE—but that was just boring, plus’m even
worse a office politicsthan | am at charity. So then | thought, getting back to basics, maybe what |
needed was something with amore disciplinarian bent to it.

Law enforcement?

Y eah. But there | had a different problem: to become acop, or aprison guard, or even aparole officer,
you need to pass abackground check, and there were thingsin my history—Ilike that meltdown on my
thirtieth birthday—that made that a deal-breaker. About the best | could do was ajob as a security
guard, and protecting the inventory at some department store didn’t really count as good worksin my
book.

So astime wore on, my thirties started looking more and more like my twenties. lots of pointless,
dead-end jobs. And then | was thirty-five, and thirty-six, and forty wasjust up ahead, and Phil didn’t
have any more suggestionsfor me.

And then one day | bumped into my old pa Moon. | hadn’t seen her in twenty years, but thisone day |
was fedling nostalgic and decided to go back to the Haight, to the Street where we grew up. | was
standing in front of the lot where the community garden used to be—it had been paved and turned into a
skateboard rink—when Moon came dong, dragging apair of kidswith her.

She looked great. Y oung and skinny, not like someone who' d been through two pregnancies. Meanwhile
| was definitely the worse for wear, so it took her aminute to recognize me, but when shefindly did she
gave methis big hug and introduced me to the brood. Then—like thiswasn't depressing enough
aready—she told me that she and her husband had started their own consulting firm and were pulling
down six figures ayear working from home. So | came back with this story about how I'd beenin the
Peace Corps, and if | seemed alittle run down it was because I d spent the last decade fighting AIDSin
Africa. Then she hadto go, so | gave her afake e-mail address and told her to keep in touch.

And | was on my way home when | passed by this pay phone, and just onimpulse| picked up the
receiver. Therewas no dia tone, but the phone wasn't dead—it was an open line. “Hello?’ | said. There
was no answer, but il it felt like someone was ligtening at the other end, so | said, “If you're ever
planning to call me back, do it soon.”

The next day, | got ajury-duty summonsin themail. I’d gotten callsto jury duty before, and | was about
duefor another, so it could have been a coincidence. But maybe not...and either way, | figured thiswas
an opportunity to do some good in theworld, exactly what I’ d been looking for.

It was an arson-murder trid. This guy Julius Deeds, reputed gangster, found out his girlfriend was
cheating on him and threw a gasoline bomb into her living room in the middle of the night. She escaped
through the back door of the house, but she left three kids upstairs and none of them madeit out.



So | wasinthe jury pool for this, and | was pretty psyched, until it dawned on methat I'd met the
defendant before. He' d been at my deder’ s place the last time | went to make a buy.

That’ syour drug dedler?
Y eah. Guy named Ganesh.
May | ask what kind of drugs?

The usua kind. Pot of course, speed, Vaium, coke on specia occasions, acid when | needed a cheap
vacation. | know that probably soundslikealot, but at that point in my life | had it under control.

Anyhow, thelast time I’ d gone to see Ganesh, about a month before the jury call, he'd come to the door
looking scared. Now Ganesh was aways alittle shaky. He' d studied to be an oncologist before flunking
out of med school, and I'm guessing he had a failure mantraplaying 24/7 in his head: “| was supposed to
be curing cancer, instead I’'m one bad day away from doing twenty yearsin Leavenworth.” Thistime,
though, he wasn't just nervous, he was sick with fear, ashen with it, like he' d just come from watching his
twin get autopsied.

“I can’'t seeyou right now, Jane,” he said, and started to shut the door on me. Then the door jerked open
again, and this giant ape of aguy stepped up behind Ganesh and belly-bumped him so hard he nearly fell
on hisface.

“Hi there, Jane,” the ape said, grabbing Ganesh by the back of the neck to steady him. “What bringsyou
here?’

| kept my voice casud: “Just dropping by to say hi.”

“Oh yeah?’ Helooked down at Ganesh, turning him like a can whose label he wanted to read. * Y ou sure
about that? Because Ganesh here, he likesto sell things to people—he s not so good about paying bills,
but he likesto sdll. Y ou sure you didn’t come to do some shopping, Jane?’

“No, redlly...I'mjust hereto say hi. But if you guysarebusy...”
“Yeah, wekind of are...” He started dragging Ganesh back inside. “ So come back later. Much.”
| hadn’t seen or heard from Ganesh since, and | naturally assumed the worst.

| hadn’t seen Julius Deeds since, ether. Hislawyer had him cleaned up for thetrid, but King Kong with a
haircut isstill King Kong, so | should have recognized him right off the bat. But | was so gung-ho to get
onthejury, | spent my first half hour in the courtroom focused on the juror questionnaire. It was't until |
got done bullshitting my way through that and handed it in that | noticed Deeds staring at me, trying to
work out where he knew me from.

We both got it at the sametime. Then he smiled, like Christmas just came early, and al my good
intentions went straight out the window. | started hoping three thingsin quick succession: one, thet |
didn’t get picked for the jury after al, two, that Deeds hadn’t made bail, and three, that if he had made
bail, Ganesh was either dead or out of the country, because Ganesh knew where | lived.

I”’m going to guess that none of your hopeswere realized.

Of coursethey weren’t. I’ d done such a great job on the questionnaire that | wasthefirst juror
seated—Deeds |ooked redly happy about that—and then later, after we were dismissed for the day and
I"d snuck out of the courthouse, | saw him on the sdewalk shaking hands with hislawyer.



So | tried calling Ganesh, but his phone had been disconnected. | didn’t know whether that was good or
bad. | thought it might be a smart ideafor me to skip town regardless, but first | made a stop at the house
of thisother dedler | knew, to re-up my Vaium stash. And it gets hazy after that, but | guess between the
Vaium and the bottle of vodkal kept in my freezer, | decided not to skip town.

Now there s one other important thing | haven’t told you, and that’ s the date that all this happened. | got
summoned to jury duty on Monday, September 10th, 2001. And so the next morning | cameto in my
living room at around six am., and the TV wason, and at first | thought it must be tuned to the Sci-Fi
Channel because there was thisimage of the World Trade Center, and one of the buildings was onfire.
Then | saw the CNN logo in the corner of the screen, and I’'m like, hang on aminute. And it had just
registered that this wasn't abad movie, thiswas real, when the second plane flew in.

| turned up the sound and sat there for about an hour with my jaw hanging open. Then my phonerang.
It was King Kong: “Hi there, Jane.”

Instead of being freaked out like | should have been, like | was supposed to be, | actudly felt sorry for
the guy, because the world had just turned upside-down and he obvioudy hadn’t gotten the memo yet.
Sol said: “Areyou near aTV st?’

That wasn't the reaction he was looking for. “Listen, you stupid bitch,” he said, “do you know who this
is?” And | said, “Yeah, | know whoiitis, and | know you think you' re abadass, but thething is, you've
just been trumped.” And he went off, all threats and swearing, but | didn’t really heer it, because it was
right then that the first tower went down. A hundred-ten-story building, and it turned to rubbleright in
front of my eyes, and | redized in thiswelirdly detached way that | was witnessing amass murder.

On the phone, Deeds was raging: “Areyou listening to me? Areyou listening tome?” And | said, “Get
fucked, killer,” and hung up on him. There was amoment right after | set the phone down when |
thought, That probably wasn't too smart, but then | looked back at the debris cloud on TV, and by the
time the second tower collapsed, I’ d put Julius Deeds completely out of my mind.

| took some more Vaium and went for along walk. Around noon | ended up at Coit Tower on
Telegraph Hill. By then dl the planes had been grounded, and the city was quieter than I’ d ever heard
it—the only sounds were the wind and afew people crying. | waslooking for aplaceto light up ajoint
when | saw Phil. Wedidn't say anything, just wandered off together and sat down to watch the day go

by.

It was after dark when | finally went home. The drugs had worn off enough for meto start worrying
about Deeds again, but by then | couldn’t remember whether that early-morning phone call had redly
happened or was just something I”d imagined. | was wary going into my building, but when | found my
gpartment door closed and locked, not kicked off its hinges, | figured | was safe.

| let mysdlf in. My TV was on, and that seemed wrong, but | told myself not to be paranoid. | started
hunting around the living room for the remote, and then the television shut off on itsown, and Deeds said,
“Helo, Jane”

Hewas Sitting in the darkest corner of the room, with abaseball bat across hisknees. | looked at him,
and the bat, and then at the door I'd just comein by, and he said: “Y ou won't makeit.”

“OK,” | said, sanding very ill. And he said: *Y ou wereright about me being trumped. This morning
when wetaked, | had noidea. Y ou know they say the body count could be as high asfive thousand?’

“Hvethousand...”



“Yeah. Kind of putsthingsin perspective, doesn't it? Still, it'snot al bad news. My trid, for example: it's
been postponed.”

“Postponed?’

“Y eah. The courthouse was closed today, and the way things are, my lawyer saysit could be months
before| get anew trial date.”

“I'm happy for you,” | said.

“Oh, it'snot just good luck for me. It slucky for you, too.”
“Ohyegh?’

“Yeah.” Hestood up. “You'll havetimeto recover.”

That'smy last clear memory from that night. | know | did try for the door, and | eventudly made it—I
was bleeding out on the landing when the neighbors found me—but not before he worked me over. He
broke my collarbone, and my right arm in two places, and cracked or broke haf my ribs. Heaso got in
onereally good shot to my skull—the doctors told me later it wasamiracle| didn’'t end up dead or a
vegetable from that.

| wasin acomafor ten days. | woke up in adarkened hospital room with atelevison playing somewhere
nearby. Tom Cruise was talking about a priest who' d died giving last ritesto afireman at Ground Zero.
Then Mariah Carey started singing that we al have ahero insde us, and | thought maybe I’ d died, and
thiswas hell. But the show went on, with more celebrities coming out to sing and tell stories, and there
were cdlsfor donations, and eventudly | redlized | wasn'tin hdll, | wasjust in America

The cops came around. | told them | didn’t know who' d attacked me. Then Phil cameto seeme, and |
told him the same thing, but he knew | waslying. | told him to mind his own business.

| had another visitor, too. | first noticed him about aweek after | woke up, and for along while | wasn't
sure hewasred. | wasin alot of pain, but because of the coma the doctors were nervous about
drugging me. But | kept after them, and eventudly they put me on amorphinedrip. And | wasfloating on
that when this guy showed up.

He was black, with around face. He sat in achair over by the window, watching me.
What made you think hewasn't real ?

Theway he was dressed. He had on this cheerleader’ s uniform: pink checked skirt, pink sweater with
OMF across the chest, pink pom-poms, plusthiswig—ayarn wig, like a pink mop head with pigtails.

That does sound alittle strange. On the other hand, San Francisco...

Y eah, | thought of that too, but the other thing about this guy, nobody €l se seemed to be ableto see him.
The woman | shared the room with had end-stage brain cancer, so shewas out of it, but there were
nurses and doctors coming through al the time, and they never so much asglanced at him. | tried to draw
attention to him without, you know, actudly saying anything—if it turned out hewasn't red, | didn’t want
my morphine drip pulled—Dbut no dice.

Sofindly | gavein, and tried talking to him: “What do you want?’

“What' sthe magic phrase?’ he said.



“What?'

“What' sthe magic phrase?’ He lowered his pom-poms and puffed his chest out.
“Omnes mundum facimus,” | said.

“That'sit...Now look under your pillow.”

It took some mgor maneuvering, but eventually | dipped my good arm under the pillow. My hand closed
around acoin. The coin.

| was more relieved than | could say, but | was aso pissed off: “Now you show up? Where the hell were
you when that asshole was beating the shit out of me?’

“That was an oversight,” he said, frowning. “Not my department, you understand, but | am sorry—it was
abusy day, and details got missed.” He brightened again, and laughed. “* Get fucked, killer...” | likethat.
That showed spirit. Not alottabrains, but spirit.”

“So why now?’

“Well | know you got hit in the head, but you are aware of recent events, right? The organization |
represent—that that coin represents—is holding arecruitment drive.”

“Y ou want meto help fight terrorism?’
“No! There speopledl over the country lining up to do that.”
“Wel whet, then?’

“Wadll the thing about one big evil taking center stage, it tendsto draw attention away from dl the other
evils. So now somebody’ s got to swim againgt the tide, to make sure those other evils don't flourish from
neglect. Y ou could be apart of that, if you' reinterested.”

“But why now?’ | perdsted. “Those other evils, they were dwaysthere, so why didn’t you come for me
sooner?’

“Omnes mundum facimus,” he said. “Y ou looked up the trandation for that, right?Y ou know it doesn't
mean ‘Wait for further ingtructions' or * Stand around with your thumb up your ass.””

“No, but...”

“Let melay another saying on you: ‘Many are called, but few are chosen.” Now theimplication isthat the
few are specid—brave enough to answer the cal, or worthy enough to be chosen. But there’ s another
way of looking at it. If many are called, and few are chosen, maybe that’ s because most of the many
have better thingsto do.” He shook a pom-pom at me accusingly. “Y ou had alife. It was hoped you'd
do something with it.”

“Gredt,” | said. “ So you'retelling me you' re the booby prize?’

Helaughed again. “1 do like that spirit. —we—can use that spirit. So the question becomes, are you
willing to let it be used? Are you ready to be one of the few?’

“Youknow | am.”

“All right, then... Tomorrow night, between seven and seven-fifteen, you' reto go to the top floor of this



building. Turn left out the elevator, and look for adoor marked Examination One. If you come early, or
show up late, it'll be just an empty room. But if you come ontime, you' [l meet aman named Robert
True, who'll tel you what the next stepis.”

That was al he had to say to me, but still he sat there, watching me and smiling. “ Go aheed,” hefinaly
sad. “Ait.”

“OK. Why are you dressed like a cheerleader?’

“Y ou know what a nondisclosure agreement is, Jane? This outfit serves the same purpose. What do you
suppose would happen if you told the hospital staff about our conversation?’

“They' d cut off my drugs”

“Yougotit,” hesaid, and winked. A few moments|later anurse camein and gave meashat; | fell adeep,
and when | woke up again, my vigitor was gone. But the coin was till there, safe under my pillow.

The next evening, | made sure | was awake. At quarter to seven | hauled myself out of bed, and wheeled
my IV stand to the eevator. | went up to the fourteenth floor and found Examination One, and at 7:01, |
knocked.

“Comein,” avoice said.

Inside, theroom was alot like thisone. Spare, | mean, with just atable and a couple of chairs. Robert
True was standing when | camein. Hewaswearing agray flannd suit that might have been stylish back
when Ozzie and Harriet was a hit TV show; he was short, and heavy, and didn’t have much hair.

“Welcome, Jane,” he greeted me. “I’'m Bob True.”
“Hi,” | sad. “Omnes mundum facimus.”

“That'sdl right. I don’t need the magic phrase. But aslong as we' re on the subject, have you worked it
out yet?’

| had, finally. “It'sacomeback,” | told him. “To that thing people say when they don’'t want to be blamed
for abad stuation: ‘| didn’t maketheworld, | only liveinit.”

“Very good.”

“So that' swhat you' re about, your organization? Making the world a better place?’
“By fighting evil inal itsforms” True said, nodding.

“Areyou the government?’

He seemed surprised by the question. “ Does the government fight evil?’

| thought about it. For some reason, the first thing that came to mind wasn't the FBI or the justice system,
but my last trip to the DMV. “Well,” | said, “it can.”

“Lotsof things can fight evil,” Truereplied. “ Cinderblocks, for example—if acinderblock had fdlenin
Josef Stain’ s crib, the twentieth century might have been a bit more pleasant. Even if one had, though, |
doubt most people would say that the purpose of cinderblocksisto fight evil.”

“So you're not the government. What are you, then? Vigilantes? Y ou hunt bad guys, right?’



“The organization pursuesits goa through diverse means, most of them congtructive. We employ Good
Samaritans, Random Acts of Kindness, Second and Third Chances...” He went on, ticking off more
than a dozen of what | eventualy understood were division names, actua organization departments that
fought evil in pogitive, life-affirming ways. My eyes must have glazed over, because suddenly he stopped
and sad, “Am | boring you?’

“Alittle,” 1 admitted. “ So which are you, a Good Samaritan or a Random Actor?’

“I work for what' s known as the Cost-Benefitsdivison.”

“Y ou handle the money.”

“I help dlocate the organization’ s resources. Which are substantia, but ill finite”
“*Resources’ includes people?’

“Of course”

“Wadl then, if you know anything about people, you know I’'m not agood Samaritan.”

“No,” Truesad, “I don't supposeyou are...” He placed agreen NC gun in the center of the table.
“You'll recognizethis”

“Theonel had last time was orange.”

“The oneyou had in Siesta Cortawas standard issue. Thisisa specid modd.”
“What's specid about it?’

“WE I get to that. First | have ahypothetical question for you. A test question.”
“OK.”

“There are two men, both evil. Oneisaformer concentration-camp commandant, responsible for the
murder of half amillion people; he' sninety yearsold, living in hiding in the South American jungle. The
other man is much younger—bardly twenty-five, in excdlent health—and living openly in the middle of
San Francisco. He' s only killed once so far, but he' s discovered he has ataent and ataste for it, and it's
likely he'll kill again many times...though of course, the total number of hisvictimswill never be more
than afraction of the commandant's.

“The death of elther of these men would leave the world a better place. Y ou have the power to kill one
of them—but only one. Whom do you choose?’

“That'seasy,” | sad. “Theyoung guy.”

“Why?'

“Because killing the Nazi isthe obvious choice, and thisisatrick question.”

“Clever,” Truesad, in atonethat suggested it was anything but. “Now how about aless glib answer.”
“Inthis hypothetica dtuation, I’ m supposed to be you?’

“Someone with my job description, let’s say.”

“Then the answver’ sthe same. Kill the young guy.”



“Why?

“Hisworst days are till ahead of him. With the Nazi, the Holocaust is aready out of the barn—killing
him might be more satisfying, but the net benefitissmdler.”

“What about deterrence?’ True said. “Wouldn't killing the Nazi discourage other people from following
in hisfootsteps?’

“It might, if it were a public execution. If | were the government, | could put him on trid for genocide and
then hang him on pay-per-view. That might turn some heads. Troubleis, I’'m not the government, I'm a
member of a secret organization that dressesits agents like cheerleaders so people can't talk about them.
An execution that no one knows about won't deter squat.”

“What about justice?’

“Isthisahypothetica red stuation, or ahypothetical comic book?’
“And what about vengeance?’

“It' sfun. But it doesn't have anything to do with fighting evil.”
“No,” True agreed, “it doesn’'t.”

“Doesthat mean | passthetest?’

“Thefirg haf. The second half islesstheoretica ...” Helaid acouple booklets on the table. They looked
like those question booklets you get when you take the SATs. A hame was written on the cover of each
onein felt-tip pen. The one on thefirst booklet was BENJAMIN LOOMIS; the one on the second was
JULIUS DEEDS.

“Twomen,” Truesad. “Both evil. One you' ve dready met—"
“Yeah, | have” | said. “And he' snot ninety yearsold, if that’ swhere you re going with this.”

“Julius Deeds has been indicted for murder. The case againgt him is strong, and despite his efforts at jury
tampering he' |l probably be convicted. Evenif he avoids prison, his actions have made him enemieson
both sides of thelaw. A ninety-year-old might well outlive him.”

“And Loomis? Let me guess. he' sbardy twenty-five, in excellent hedth...”

“Twenty-seven, actualy. And he' skilled four times, not just once. Other than that, yes, he’ sjust like the
younger man in the hypothetical. A predator. He' s been operating on athree-month cycle, so unless
someone stops him, we expect he'll take hisnext victim in early December.”

“The policedon’'t have acluewho heis?’

“The police aren’t even aware of his crimes yet. He hunts ma e progtitutes, men who' ve been abandoned
by their families and have no oneto report them missing. He kills discreetly and buriesthe bodies. Intime
he' Il be found out, of course—they dmost always are—but it could be years from now.”

| stared at the tabletop. “ The gun’saone-shot, isn't it? That’ sthe specid modification. And thetest is|
have to choose.”

“We need to know what your red prioritiesare,” True said. “In amoment you' |l select one of these
booklets; insde, you'll find dl the information you need to complete your first assgnment. The other



booklet will go back into our files, with anotation that its subject is never to be harmed or otherwise
acted againgt by any agent of the organization.”

“Soif | pick Deeds, Loomisgetsafree pass? You dredly do that?’

“It wouldn’t be much of atest, otherwise” Helooked at hiswristwatch. “Y ou have one minute to
decide”

“Scraw that. | don't need aminute.” | reached for abooklet. True took the other one. “Don’t lose the
gun,” hesad. “You'll see me again when the job is completed.”

| wasin the hospita for afew more weeks. Towards the end of my stay, eventhough | hadn’t said a
word about the organi zation, the doctors downgraded me from morphineto Vicodin. This made me
cranky.

They released me right before Thanksgiving. | had aquiet holiday a home—just Phil, acouple
microwave turkey dinners, and some nonprescription painkillers—and then, on the last day of
November, | killed Julius Deeds.

It happened likethis: Deeds' favorite hangout was a nightclub in the Mission Digtrict. He' d show up most
nights around ten, driving ared Mustang convertible that he' d park asshole-fashion in front of a hydrarnt,
or just facing the wrong direction—like to say, you know, I'm the king of the jungle, the norma rules
don’t apply to me. If it wasn't raining, he' d leave the top down, too. | figured the dedl with that was he
wanted to show what atough guy he was, so tough that nobody would dare stedl his car. Or maybe he
hoped someone would stedl it, so he' d have an excuse to get in some batting practice.

That night, | was hiding in an aley across the street from the club when he drove up. | watched him go
ingde, and gave him half an hour to get comfortable. Then | set hisMustang onfire.

Gasoline would have been poetic, but besides being redlly conspicuous, agas canistough to ding
one-handed, and my right arm was il inacast. | used charcoad darter instead—a twenty-ounce
container, smal enough to dip ingde my jacket. | strolled up to the car during alull in the street traffic and
stood there casudly, peeing lighter fluid over the front-seat upholstery. When the container was empty, |
took out a strike-anywhere match and lit it off my cast.

The Mustang' sinterior was burning nicely by the time the nightclub’ s bouncer raised the dlarm. People
gtarted coming out of the club. Most of them hung back, but one particular Cro-Magnon went charging
at the car. For asecond it looked like Deeds was going to do my job for me by diving headfirst into the
fire

Wherewere you at this point?

A couple blocks up the street, by the entrance to this park. It wason arise, so | had aclear line of sight
to the nightclub, and vice versa. | was standing under a streetlamp, spatlit.

Y ou wanted Deeds to see you?

That wasthe plan. It took awhile, though. Y ou know that expression, “ablind rage’? | know what that
means now. Deedswas il trying to decide whether to throw himsalf on the flames when the bouncer
came up with afire extinguisher. The guy wastrying to help, right, but as soon as he Sarted spraying
foam onto the Mustang, Deeds went berserk and swung on him. The guy went down, and then Deeds
grabbed the fire extinguisher himsalf, and spent about aminute trying to figure out how to work it. Then
he went berserk again, and tossed the extinguisher through a shop window.



Inthe middle of thistantrum he suddenly stiffened up, and | knew he'd finally sensed me waiching him.
“Over here, killer,” | whispered. He turned dowly in place until he was looking straight at me; | raised my
good arm and gave alittlewave. Then| ran like hell into the park.

About ahundred yardsin, | stopped to look back. Deeds had aready reached the park entrance, and
was ripping atwo-by-four off asign on the park gate. | ran on, my cast banging againgt my ribs;, when |
looked back again, Deeds had closed about haf the distance between us and was swinging the
two-by-four in big warm-up circles.

| made alast dash downhill past aswing set and out the far side of the park, onto a street lined with
houses. | went to ahouse near the end of the block, pulling out akey as| ran up the front steps. Deeds
was right on my heels now—I’ d barely got the door shut behind me when the pounding started. The lock
splintered on the third blow, and gave way on the fourth; the door chain snapped and then Deeds was
ingde

Thistime| wasthe one sitting in adark corner of the living room. Instead of a basebal bat | was holding

adouble-barreled shotgun. | had it up and ready with both hammers cocked, the barrels balanced on my
right wrist, my left hand on thetriggers.

“You're adead woman,” Deeds announced. Then he blinked, noticing the gun, and added: “You're
kidding me, right?’

“No,” I said, “I’'m not kidding. Now here swhat’ s going to happen: you' re going to drop that piece of
wood you' re holding, and we' re going to go downgtairsto the basement...”

“No,” Deeds snarled. “What' s going to happen is, you' re going to give me that fucking gun. Y ou can
either hand it over easy, or | can take it from you—but if you make metakeit, I'm redly going to be

a,gry.”

| pulled the left-sde trigger. The shot struck Deedsin the arm, knocking him back and tearing abig
chunk out of his bicep. He grunted and dropped the two-by-four.

“I'll tell youwhat,” | said. “Y ou want to start worrying about my fedings.”

Deeds cupped a hand to hisruined bicep. “Y ou shot me!l” he complained. “You're crazy...” He glanced
over hisshoulder at the broken front door.

“Youwon't makeit,” | said. | stood up, and gestured towards the back of the house. “ Basement door’s
that way. Start walking.”

He moved dowly, hoping I’d come up too close behind and give him a chance to grab at the gun. When
we reached the basement stairs, he dowed down even more and tried goading me: “1 don’t know how
you think you' re going to come out on top here, Jane. | mean, | know you' re not going to kill me.”

“Kegpmoving.”

“I know you' re not going to kill me. Maybe you’ ve got the gutsto pull thetrigger, I'll grant you that
much, but you don’t want to go to prison, do you?’

“Keegp moving.”

“Or are you stupid enough to think you can claim saf-defense on this? Is that the plan? Tdll the copsyou
had to do it, because of that beating | gave you? Y ou think they’ |l care about that?”’



| was't going to argue with him, but | couldn’t help mysdlf: “I think they’ |l care about those three kids
you burned to death.”

“Thosekids...So that’ swhat thisis about?’ He laughed. “Let metell you something about those kids,
Jane. | didn’'t even know they werein the house that night. But their mother—my so-called
girlfriend?—she knew. And I’ ll bet the sdfish bitch didn’t look back once when she was running to save
hersdlf...Y ou want to pass judgment on someone, Jane? What about amom who leaves her own kidsto

fry?’

“Shut up and keep moving. I’'m not going to say it again.”

“All right, dl right...But I'm telling you, Jane, | redly don’t seethisending well for you. | don't...”
Hetrailed off in mid-threat. We d findly reached the bottom of the sairs.

The basement waslit by strings of hanging bulbs. Its floor had originaly been wood, but the planks had
been pried up and set aside, exposing bare dirt beneath. Here and there—four placesin al—Ilong,
narrow holes had been dug in the dirt, filled in again, and sprinkled with lime. In between the water heater
and the furnace afifth hole had been started, but it was only haf-finished. The handle of ashovd jutted
out of it at an angle; lying facedown in front of it, one hand till reaching for the shovel, wasthe figure of a
man.

“Whét thehdl isthis?’ Deedssaid.

“The greater of two evils” | told him. “His name was Benjamin Loomis. Hewas aserid killer. Earlier
tonight he had a heart attack. Died in the act—at leadt, that’ s what the copswill think.”

“Diedin the act of what?’

“Burying hislast victim.”

Deedsturned and lunged for the gun then, but my finger was dready tightening on the trigger.

“Bad monkey,” | said.

After, | went back into the park, and found True Sitting on a bench near the swings. He wasn't happy.
“I told you to choose one,” he said.

“One booklet,” | reminded him. “But | didn’t need your help to track Deeds down. Hewasin the
damned phone book. And then when | went to take care of Loomis and found that shotgun in his
closat...Wadll, | figured it was part of thetest, to seeif | had the initiative to take out both of them.”

“Did you redlly think that? Or did you kill Deeds because you wanted to?’
| shrugged. “ Doesit even matter? Y ou said it yoursdlf, they were both evil. Theworld' s better off.”

“Y es, but now there are discrepanciesfor the police to wonder about. Such asthe fact that Loomisdied
severa hours before Deeds.”

“They won't be dbleto tdll that, | bet. | mean yeah, if they came right now, while Deedsis ill
warm...But | don't hear any srens, do you? And once his body hits room temperature, it'll bealot
harder to fix atime of death. That basement was cold as amest locker.”

“ And when they discover that Loomis s other victims were poisoned, not shot?’



“So0? Maybe Deeds wasn't anormal victim. Maybe he found out what Loomiswas doing, and tried to
blackmail him, or just walked in on him somehow.”

“Somehow.”

“It'saNod problem. The police will believe that Loomiskilled Deeds because it’ sthe smplest
explanaion. They’ll want to believeit, especidly when they find out who Deedswas. Tell mel’'m
wrong.”

True shook hishead. “ Thisisnot how we do things.”

“Look, you said you wanted to know what my prioritieswere. Y ou want to give me grief for bending the
rules?Y ou want to blackball mefor it? Fine. But we al make theworld, right? And if that’ strue, I'm not
going to settlefor just one bad guy when | can get two. | saw my chance and went for it, and I’m not
sorry. I’'d do it again.” | stopped there, worried about overplaying it, but after aminute had gone by and
True hadn’t given methe chop, | went on, in asofter voice: “So do | passthetest? Am | in?’

Ancther minute. True Sghed.

“You'rein.”

white room (iii)

“WHAT'STHE PROBLEM THISTIME?" sheasks. “Did | screw up the body count?’

“No, your description of the scene in Benjamin Loomis s basement was accurate,” the doctor says. “And
there are detailsin your account, such asthe fact that Deeds was shot in the arm, that were never
released to the press. So it’s plausible you were there, or at least spoke to someone who was.”

“But...?’

“But, there’ s no evidence to support the rest of your story. If Julius Deeds was a vicious gangster, you
seem to be the only person who knew about it. There sno record he was ever indicted for murder; no
record of anyone committing an arson-homicide of the kind you say he was charged with; no record,
ether, of the beating you claim you recelved a his hands.”

“Back up asecond. You'reteling me Deeds didn’'t have arap sheet?’

“Hewasacrimind, al right, just not aviolent one. He had along history of petty drug offenses, including
one early charge for theft of adoctor’s prescription pad. The prescription pad theft happened while he
wasan intern at Saint Francis Memorial Hospital, studying to be an oncologist.”

“No, you' re mixed up. The oncology student, that was—"

“Y our dedler friend Ganesh, yes. Of whom there' saso no record. Or nonethat | could find: | wasn't
sureif Ganeshwasafirg or last name, or an dias”

“I’'mnot sure either,” she says, “but | didn’t just imagine him. Hey, | bought dope from the guy for
years”

“Wadl if Ganeshisared person, Jane, can you explain how Julius Deeds ended up with his biography?
Or isthat another Nod problem?”’

“No, it' snot aNod problem.” She frowns. “It's Catering.”
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“Catering?’
“Organization counterintelligence. They must know I’ m talking to you.”
“The organization atered the police records?’

“Somebody did. And | know how thisis going to sound, but if it is Catering? Y ou can forget about
fact-checking my story anymore.”

“| see. That’ sarather convenient development, isn't it?’
“Ohyesah, it' svery convenient, having you think I'm full of shit...”
“Why ‘ Catering’ ? That’ sa strange name for a counterintelligence division.”

“They do alot of logisticswork,” she explains. “ One way the organization keepsitsdf off the radar is by
not having afixed headquarters. Cost-Benefits, the whole bureaucracy, it' s congtantly moving around,
and Catering are like the movers. They scout new locations, pack and set up equipment, and provide
trangport for personnd. And as sort of anatura extension of that, they’re dso in charge of meetingsand
gpecia events: scheduling, security, hors d oeuvres, whatever.”

“Soif you needed to arrange a rendezvous with another operative, you’ d contact Catering.”
“Right”

“And how doesthat work? Isthere anumber you call?’

“No number. You just pick up aphone and start talking.”

“Operators are standing by?’

“Unlessthe phon€e sin an insecure location. Then you just get adid tone and ook stupid.”

“All right,” saysthe doctor. “Let’s get back to your story. Once you' d been accepted into the
organization, | assume you underwent some sort of training regimen...”

“They cdl it Probate. Training is part of it, but dso they’ re il testing you, making sureit wasn't a
mistake to offer you the job. They team you with asenior operative called a Probate officer, and you're
given aProbate assgnment, which islike astandard op but more complicated, with more waysto screw

up.”

“What was your Probate assgnment?’
“A guy named Arlo Dexter.”

“Another serid killer?’

“More like aserial maimer. Histhing was explosive booby-traps: he' d take, like, a Scooby-Doo
toothpaste dispenser, fill it with black powder, bal bearings, and amotion trigger, and leaveit on astore
shdf for someoneto pick up. He hadn't actually killed anyone yet, but he was definitely working his way
up to it—and then, right before the organization stepped in, he met some people who wanted to legpfrog
him straight to mass murder.”

“Y ou sopped him?’



“No.” Shefrownsagain. “1 was supposed to, but it went wrong.”
“What happened?’
“He saw me coming.”

L ook Both Ways
THE VOICE ON THE PHONE SAID: “Jane Charlotte.”

“Yeah, I’m supposed to make an gppointment to meet my Probate officer...”

“Southeast corner of Orchard and Masonic, tomorrow, eight-thirty am.”

“Do you know what this guy lookslike? Or will he know me?’

“Southeast corner of Orchard and Masonic,” the voice repeated, “tomorrow, eight-thirty am.”
Did tone.

Ohwell, at least | knew where | was going. That intersection wasin the Haight, and assuming | had my
compass directions straight, the southeast corner was just across Orchard Street from the elementary
school that Phil and | had both attended.

Next morning | was there, standing under the awning of acandy store where | used to shoplift Mars

bars, and playing “Who' s the Probate officer?’ with the other pedestrians. Despite the drizzle there were
plenty of prospects. aguy waiting at the bus stop who didn’t check the numbers of the buses pulling up;
another guy who' d been out in the wet so long that the newspaper he was reading had soaked through; a
bag lady who had her forehead pressed up againgt a utility pole like she wastrying to mind-meld with it; a
bored-looking school crossing guard.

My money was on the crossing guard. Hisuniform didn’t fit him, and he held hisstop sgntheway a
circus bear would, like this meaningless prop some midget had just handed to him. He also didn’t seem
to care whether any kids made it across the street in one piece. At the school, the second bell had
aready rung, but there were till afew members of the Jane Charlotte tribe racing to get in under the
wire; if the guard happened to be facing the right direction when they darted out into the crosswak, he'd
make this token gesture to stop the traffic, but for the most part they were on their own.

So | decided thiswas probably my guy and tried to make contact with him, which wasn't easy, because
hewasn't paying any atention to the adults around him, either.

“Hey,” | said, waving ahand in hisface. “Hdlo?’

Three more kidsran into the street behind the crossing guard' s back, on an intercept course with a
speeding ddlivery truck. Out of the corner of my eye | saw the bag lady cometo life. She whipped her
shopping bag up in acircle and let fly; the bag arced above the heads of the jaywal kers and burst on the
truck’ sfront hood, spraying cans everywhere. The truck screeched to ahalt; so did the rest of thetraffic,
and every pedestrian within earshot.

The bag lady went charging at the kids, shrieking, “Look both ways! Look both waysl” Two of them
bolted straight off; the third, definitely my tribe, sood his ground long enough to give the woman who' d
saved hislife aone-finger thank you.

She went after the crossing guard next: “Not...paying...attention!” She started smacking him on the
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chest and shoulders—" Pay attention! Pay attention!”—doppy, overhand girly dapsthat he wastoo
stunned to defend himsdlf againgt. Then her dapsturned into punches and he got mad; he tiff-armed her
and raised his stop sign thresteningly. The bag lady fell back into acringe, chanting “Hit me? Hit me?’
(Or maybeit was* Hit me! Hit mel”—when | thought about it later, that seemed morelikely.)

“Get the hell out of my facel” the crossing guard said, and she did—but as she turned to go she ssumbled
and fdl into me, hissing threewordsin Latin into my ear. Then she was gone, fast-walking east dong
Orchard.

“What do you want?’ said the crossing guard, finaly acknowledging me. | gave him thetriba sdute and
took off after my Probate officer.

By thetime| caught up to her shewasin full schizophrenic muttering mode. Most of it wasimpossibleto
make out, but here and there I’ d catch afew words. “Pay attention! ... Watch! Watch!...Not on the
rocks, Billy!”

Sheled meto addicatessen cdled Silverman’s. A sign in thewindow said CLOSED FOR FAMILY
EMERGENCY, but when she stepped up to the door, it opened for her.

Insde, Bob Truewas Sitting at atable by the meat counter. The bag lady breezed right past him, going
into aback corner of the room and putting her face to the wall. True gave her amoment, then called out
gently: “Annie. We need you in the present day.”

She straightened up and came out of her corner. The crazinessin her eyes had gone back abit but it
hadn'’t disappeared, and when she offered her hand to shake | had to push mysdlf to takeit.

“Annie Charles,” sheintroduced hersdif.
“Hi,” | sad. “I'mthelast of the Bronté ssters.”

“Let’sbegin,” said True, gesturing. | joined him at the table. Therewas athird chair, but rather than sit,
Annie stood behind it, wringing her hands and making little noises.

“Y our Probate assgnment,” True said. He handed me a school notebook, the kind with the
black-and-white speckled covers,; the name ARLO DEXTER had been scrawled in the 1 belong to”
box inred Crayola. | figured it was an officid casefile, like the Deeds and Loomis SAT booklets.

The notebook was full of crayon drawings. Page one showed a frowning stick-figure boy—ARLO,
according to the caption—in a short-deeve shirt and black short pants.

On page two, Arlo stood on a chair beside aworkbench, histongue sticking out in concentration as he
performed some kind of surgery on ateddy bear. On page three, Arlo was walking, holding the teddy
bear out in front of him. On page four, he’ d set the teddy bear on the ground and backed away; a
second stick-figure boy—ROGER OL SEN—approached from the opposite direction. On page five,
Roger picked up the teddy bear, and Arlo covered his ears. On page six, the teddy bear vanished in a
cartoon explosion. On page seven, Roger stood crying with hisface covered in soot and smokerising
from hishead; Arlo, watching from the Sdelines, smiled.

On page eight, Arlo was aone again, and unhappy ...

The same basi ¢ sequence was repeated over and over. Each explosion was alittle more powerful than
thelast one. A boy named Gregg Faulkner who picked up a booby-trapped cereal box didn’t just lose
his hair, one of hiseyeswas X-ed out. A girl named Jody Conrad lost both her eyes, and aboy named
TarigWilliamslost ahand. In the most gruesome scene of dl, aboy named Harold Rodriguez jetted so



much blood from the sumps of hisarmsthat Arlo had to bresk out an umbrella

| looked over a True. “Y ou know, | know you guys are obsessed with secrecy, but thisis like beyond
tageless...”

“What you're holding isn't an internal organization report,” hetold me. “I1t' safacsmile of anotebook
discovered during asearch of Arlo Dexter’s gpartment.”

“Hedrew thishimsdf?How old ishe?’

“Thirty-two. That’s chronologica age, of course. Hismenta sdlf-image—"

“Who cares?’ | interrupted. “When do | kill him?’

“Soon. But there are some questions we' d like answered firg, if possible. Turn to the next page.”

On the page following the Harold Rodriguez bloodbath, Arlo was center stage again, but thistime he'd
been joined by three other stick figures. Not people. Monkeys. Two of them had him bookended and
were whigpering to him in stereo; the third monkey stood nearby, holding ablack briefcase.

On the next page, the briefcase was lying open on the ground, and Arlo was on his kneesbeside it with
his hands clasped and his mouth forming an O of perfect joy. The monkeys clustered behind him, looking
pleased by hisreaction. Asfor the briefcase, the drawing didn’t show what wasin it, but whatever it was
was pumping out yellow and orange rays of light, and given Arlo’ s habitsit wasn't hard to come up with

possibilities
“Do we know who these other guysare?’ | asked.
“That' s one of the questionswe' d like answered.”

“| suppose Al Qaedawould be too obvious, huh?’

“Not too obvious, just unlikely. Arlo Dexter isan gpalitical psychopath, not an Idamic jihadist. Besdes,
look at theway he' s drawn them. To depict Arabs as monkeyswould amost certainly be an expression
of contempt. But Mr. Dexter isn’t contemptuous of his new associates. He admires them.”

“How do you know that?’
“Turn the page.”

On the next page—actually atwo-page spread, and the last drawing in the notebook—Arlo was on the
move again, carrying the black briefcase towards some sort of fenced-in areawhere ahuge crowd of
gtick-figures was gathered. | could tell it was Arlo carrying the briefcase because he was il wearing his
shirt and short pants. But he had anew head on his shoulders: he' d become a monkey too, now.

“I takeit you don’'t know what histarget is, either.”

“No,” sad True, “and that’ s the most important question of al. If Dexter’ s confederates aren’t imaginary,
then stopping him may not be enough,; there could be other monkeys with briefcases.”

“Have you thought about just asking him who his buddies are? | mean, you guys do do interrogations,
right?”

“Wedo, and it may cometo that. But the more effective methods of extracting information tend to be
time-consuming, and we don'’t believe we have much time. So we' ve decided instead to keep aclose



watch on Dexter and see what he does. Y our job will be to help with the surveillance and perform any
other tasks that may come up; and if it looks as though Dexter is about to complete hismission, you' |l see
toit that he doesn't succeed.”

“Coal,” | said. “Where smy gun?’

“It'll be delivered to you shortly. For now, go with Annie and do as she says, she’ sbeen fully briefed on
the details of the operation.”

“With Annie, right...Listen, True, can | talk to you privately for a second?’
“Later,” Truesad, getting up. “We re on atight schedule, and | have other thingsto attend to.”

Right. I knew abrush-off when | heard it—and Annie, for her part, knew avote of no confidence when
she heard it. When we got back outside, thefirst thing she said was: “Y ou' re frightened of me.”

“‘Frightened’ iskind of strong,” | lied. “Y ou do fregk me out alittle, yeah, but—"

“Y ou don't need to be frightened.” She flashed methis brittle smile. “1 know how | seem, but I'm redlly
very dependable. God keeps me focused.”

“Oh-kay, well that’sgood to hear...So what does God want usto do first?’
“How much money do you have?’

“Not alot. Maybe twenty bucks and change.”

“Give methe twenty.”

Two doors down from the deli was a corner grocery that sold scratch lottery tickets. “Which kind do
you like?” Annie asked me. There werefifteen varieties to choose from, most with some type of gambling
theme: Lucky Poker, Scratch Roulette, Twenty-One, Three-Card Monte... Then | noticed this one kind
caled Jungle Cash that had pictures of animason it, including a baboon that was being stalked by a pair
of tigers. “That one,” | said, and Annie nodded approvingly.

Jungle Cash tickets were two bucks each. Annie bought ten, and when we scratched them dl off, nine
were winners. We left the store with over three hundred dollars.

“Doesthat awayswork?’ | asked.
“‘Therewill bewater if God willsit,”” Anniereplied, and flagged down ataxi.

The cab took us to an addressin the Richmond, a Pentecostal church called the Chapd of the
Redeemer. It reminded me of the Diazes church in Siesta Corta, and, already keyed up by Anni€'s
God-talk, | got worried that my training curriculum was going to include speaking in tongues. But then |
noticed the chains on the front doors, and the sign that said PROPERTY FOR LEASE.

“What isthisplace?’ | asked, thinking maybe Arlo Dexter was using it for abomb factory.
“Home” said Annie.
“You live here? Y ou and God?’

“Notindde” shesad. “Around back.”



Around back was a small cemetery. Like the church doors, the cemetery gate was chained and
padlocked, but Annie had akey.

Her home was arefrigerator box covered with awaterproof tarp. The open end of the box faced agrave
marked WILLIAM DANE. The grave plot had been nestly outlined with stones, and Annie was careful
to step around it.

“I'll just beaminute,” she said, and crawled into the box.

Some questions you don't ask, especidly of acrazy person. So while | waswaiting, | decided to treat
this Stuation as one of the organization’ stest puzzles, which for dl | knew it was. | hadn’t seenaring on
Anni€ sfingers, so William Dane probably wasn't her husband. He could have been her lover, | thought,
but then when | took another 1ook at the plot, | noticed the stone outline was too smdl for an adult-sized
coffin.

“All right...” Annie regppeared, wearing alight blue knapsack that clashed with her bag-lady couture.
She crouched beside the grave and patted the headstone in away that dispelled any doubt Billy Dane
was her son. Then she looked up at the sky. Therain had stopped but it was still overcast, and | could
tell shedidn’t liketheideaof leaving the kid alonein bad wesather; | haf expected her to pull the tarp off
the refrigerator box and use it as a blanket. But she resisted the impulse, and got back up after giving the
headstone one more pat.

“Whereto now?’ | asked.
“Jugt follow me. And pay attention.”

We st off onfoot in the generd direction of downtown. We' d gone maybe ablock when Annie Sarted
doing the muttering thing again. Thistime | couldn’t make out asingleword. | tried to just ignoreiit, but |
couldn’t do that either—the babble coming out of her mouth had thisweird insstent edgetoit, like
fingernails on ablackboard.

“Annie?’ | said. “ Sngp out of it, Annie,” but al that did was up her volume a couple notches. People on
the street were turning to stare at us, and so | started craning my head around, looking up at the clouds,
at the buildings we passed, my body language sending out the message: “ Just because I’ m walking next
to this person doesn’'t mean I’ m with her.”

Then suddenly the mutter cut off, and Anni€’' s hand caught my wrist. | looked down; my right foot wasin
midair, about to step down onto the jagged base of a broken wine bottle.

“Pay attention,” Annie said.

So after that | watched where | was walking, while Anni€’ s mutter wormed itsway into my ear and set
up shop in my back brain. Next thing | knew we were back in the Haight, in front of ahotel called the
Rose & Cross. The doorman nodded to Annie and dipped her a set of keys.

We went up to the second floor, to aroom with asingle twin-size bed. The bed wasjust made, the
coversturned down invitingly; Annie pushed metowardsit and said, “1’m going to take ashower. You

deep.”

“Seep?’ | said. “It’slikeleven o' clock inthemorning...” But the truth is | was exhausted; the miles of
ligtening to her babble had worn me out. | kicked off my shoes and climbed under the covers. By the
time my head hit the pillow | was e sawhere.

| wasin aclassroom, sitting at a pupil’ s desk, third row center. Up at the blackboard, ayounger,



saner-looking Annie was sketching out an organizationa chart. The boxesin the chart formed arough
pyramid; the one at the very top was marked T.A.S.E. Directly below this, connected to it by adouble
line, was abox labeled COST-BENEFITS. More lines radiated downwards from there, linking to other
divisons and subdivisions, some of which | dready knew about (Catering, Random Acts of Kindness),
but most of which | didn’t (Scary Clowns?). | was kind of disappointed to see that despite having a
direct link to Cost-Benefits, Bad Monkeys was at the bottom of the pyramid.

While Anniefinished up the chart, | looked around for a distraction. There were no other students, so
note-passing was out, and the classroom windows didn’t offer aview, just thiswhite glow, like the
school wasfloating in acloud. Then | lifted up my desktop and found atextbook insde, something called
Secrets of the Invisible College. It sounded interesting.

It wasn't. The pageswere full of that dense, tiny type that you know is going to be boring even before
you try to read it. | started flipping through the book to seeif there were any pictures (there weren't), and
somebody kicked the back of my chair.

Phil had materidized in the seat behind me. Not the grown-up Phil, who | liked; the ten-year-old Phil,
who'’ d bugged the shit out of me back before | was sent away. “Knock it off,” | warned him. | turned
back to the textbook, and Phil kicked my chair again.

“Knock it off!” | whirled around, brandishing the book with both hands. But Phil was gone.

A sharp rapping came from the front of the classroom. “Jane,” Annie said. “We need you in the present

dw.”
“Yesmdam,” | heard mysdf say.

“The subjectsto be covered in today’ s lesson include the organization’ s command structure, the proper
handling of the NC gun, and the use of the Daily Jumble as a covert communication channel. Please turn
to page one thousand, four hundred and sixty-five...”

Long dream. Theworst part of it was, unlike areal classroom, | couldn’t just drift off, because | dready
hed.

When | finally woke up, it was nighttime. Annie was over by the window, looking out; she heard me
fumbling for the bedsde lamp and said, “Leaveit off.”

| joined her at the window. Across the street from the hotel was a model-railroad store; there were
gpartments aboveit, and in one unit on the second floor, | could see a thirtysomething guy walking
around in hisunderwear. “ That' shim?’

“That’shim.” Annie gave anudge to ashoebox on thewindowsll. “This camefor you.”

My NC gun. | took it out, hefted it, and did a couple quick integrity checksthat I" d learned about in
dream class. Once I’ d verified it was in working order, Annie said: “Now let’ sreview. .. Suppose | asked
you to shoot him from here. Could you?’

Onthe MI etting, the NC gun’ s effective range is about fifty feet; on the Cl setting, around haf that. “I
could probably nail him with aheart attack,” | said. “But I’ d need to open thiswindow, and get him to
open oneof his”

“Why not just shoot him through the glass?’

“Doesn’'t work. The gun can penetrate ordinary clothing, but anything more substantia will either absorb



the shot or bounceit in arandom direction. Reflective surfaces are bad.”
“And another important implication of that is...?’

“UnlessI’m so closethat | can’t miss, | never want to shoot at anybody standing in front of areflective
surface, @ther.”

“Good,” Anniesad. “You werelistening.”

“Y eah, so now I’ ve got aquestion: are you asking me to shoot him? Because | could just go over there
and ring hisbuzzer.”

“Not tonight.” She handed me awirdess headset. “ Thiswill put you in touch with the rest of the
surveillance team. If it looks like he' s going to leave the apartment, let them know. Otherwise, just keep
an eyeon him.” Shewent over to the bed. “Wake me a dawn, or sooner if something happens. And
Jone—"’

“Yeah, | know. Pay attention.”

Anniedidn’t go to deep right away. | heard her praying, and then, for awhile, shetalked to William.
Maybe ahdf hour after shefindly got quiet, the lightswent out at Arlo’s place. After that it wasjust me
in the dark, with nothing to do but twiddle my thumbs.

| wastired. | know that probably sounds strange seeing as I’ d dept the whole day away, but the thing
about dream school is, it’snot restful. Also | hadn’t easten anything Since breakfast, and my feet hurt from
thewalking. | decided to sit down for awhile, only there weren't any chairsin theroom, so | ended up
on the floor with my back to the wall beneath the windowsll. At first | was good about poking my head
up every few minutes to check on Arlo’ s apartment, but pretty soon | was nodding.

| sarted awakein gray dawn light. A fog had comein off the bay while I’ d dept; through the haze, |
could seethat Arlo’swindows were still dark, but whether that meant he was still in bed or had aready
gone out was anybody’ s guess.

What did you do?

Said “Oh, shit!” afew dozen times. Then, for variety, | tried caling mysdaf astupid bitch. | had some
other choice phraseslined up, but before | could get to them, someone came out the front door of Arlo’s
building. Inthefog, dl | could make out was afigure, but this person, whoever he or she was, was
carrying somekind of case.

| tried caling it in to the surveillance team, but dl | got for an answer was static. Thefigure with the case
went into an aley besde the modd-railroad store. | gave the headset one more try, then grabbed my gun
and ran downdtairs.

By thetime | got to the dley, the figure was nowhere to be seen. The headset went on hissing gtic. |
was going to look for apay phone, but then something else caught my eye, something that seemed out of
placein the dinginess of the aley: achinadoll with abright yellow bonnet. It wasjammed into a
dumpster, with itsarm jutting out over thelip like it wanted to shake hands.

Without thinking, | started to reach for it, only realizing at the last second how stupid that was. | backed
up, grabbed arock, wound up to throw it, realized that that was pretty dumb too, and then just stood
thereindecisively.

“What are you doing?’



True had come up behind me, silent inthefog. | nearly brained him.
“What are you doing?’ he repeated.

| looked at the rock in my hand like, How did that get there?, and tossed it aside as casudly as | could.
“I thought | saw Arlo comethisway. | tried to call it in, but the headset’ s broken or something.”

“It'snot broken. The surveillance team got tired of your snoring and turned off the receiver.”
Oops. “Why didn’t they just wake me up?’

“They tried. The volume only goesup so high.”

“Oh...Wdl look, I’'m sorry about that, but Arlo—"

“Dexter is4till inbed.”

“How do you know?’

“How do you think?’

“Y ou bugged his gpartment?’

“Of course”

“Wdll if you've got him covered, what do you need me watching him for?’
“Areyou surethisisaline of questioning you want to pursue?’

“When you put it that way, no.”

“Good. Now get back upstairs, and try not to fall adeep until you'retold to.”
He started to turn away.

“True”

| thought | heerd him sigh. “Y es?’

“Annig” | said. “What'sher ded ?’

“Y ou' ve dready worked out most of it, I'm sure. She had a young son, and a house on the bay. One
day, shelet her attention wander.”

“Thekid drowned.”
13 Ya”
“And now she' sinsane.”

“Not clinically,” True said. “ Shewas agrammar school teacher, but she’ d sudied to be a psychologist.
In the aftermath of her son’s death, she used her knowledge of mental illnessto construct arefuge for
hersdf.”

“She pretends to be crazy to keep from going crazy?’

“It' sdightly more complicated than that, but essentidly, yes. Spend enough time with her, and you' |l



notice she only acts out when it's safe or advantageous to do so. Where sanity is required, she's sane.
She' svery dependable.”

“Yeah, | got that memo. * God keegps me focused' 7’
“You don't believein God.”
“No. Sorry.”

“No need to gpologize to me. But I'll tell you a secret about God: if you' re careful not to ask too much of
Him, it does’t redlly matter whether He exists. Annie doesn’t ask much.”

“Just three squares aday and a cardboard roof over her head, right?’

“She wants to be useful. It would be very easy for someonein Anni€' s position to spend the rest of her
life pardlyzed by guilt, but she wants her remaining time to count for something. The organization gives her
apurpose; God holds her toit.”

“And you' re not worried about the Almighty countermanding your orders during amisson?’

“If | feel aneed to worry about disobedient operatives,” True said, “Anniewon’t be the first onewho
comesto mind.”

“Yeah, yeah, OK...Point taken.”
“I hope s0.”
“Serioudy, True, | getit.” | reached up and tapped my headset. “ So can | order breakfast on thisthing?’

It was actually a couple more hours before | got to eat. After | went back and woke Annie, she took
forever in the bathroom—I guess when you live in abox, you can't get enough of indoor plumbing—and
nearly aslong choosing an ensemble from the collection of ragsin her backpack. | was good, though: |
only got alittleimpatient. Finaly we made it out the door and went to Silverman’s Ddli, where | pigged
out on bagelsand lox.

From there, wefdl into aroutine: we went for apost-breskfast walk; Annie muttered; | listened. Then,
back to the hotel, where | had dream class while Annie—the waking Annie—took another shower.
Then, dl-night sentry duty. Then, more Silverman’s. Rinse and repest, for seven days raight. By the
time we were done, | knew everything a Bad Monkeys operative is supposed to know.

On the morning of the eighth day, Annietold me I’ d completed theiinitid phase of my training. “ Go home
andrdax,” shesaid. “We meet back herein seventy-two hours.”

“What about Arlo?’
“If we'revery lucky, he'll have been taken care of by then. If not...you' Il want to be sharp.”

| went home, crashed, and dept for aday. | woke up starving, but the thought of more smoked salmon
made me queasy, S0 | gavethe ddi arest and went to this pub | knew instead. | was working on my
second plate of cheese frieswhen Phil showed up.

“Those must beredly good,” hesaid. “ Y ou look happy.”

“It'snot thefries. | got anew job.”



“Isit the one you’ ve been looking for?”
“Yeah,” | sad, “I think it might be. If I don’t fuck it up.”
Did you tell him what the job was?

No. | could have, | mean, Phil’ s probably the only person | know who' d have believed me, but...no. |
just cdlled it a“public service” job, stayed vague on the details, and Phil, he knew enough not to push.
He smiled like he was proud of me, though—Ilike he would have been proud of me, if I'd told him

everything.

| did tell him about Annie. | called her my supervisor and had her living in ahomeless shdlter instead of a
cemetery, but other than that | stuck pretty closeto thetruth. “ She' sgrowing on me. At first | didn’t want
to be around her, but now that | know the crazy thing is mostly an act—well, not an act, exactly, more
like acoping strategy—I’m arting to like her... The God thing still bugs me, though.”

“Why?

“Beddesthefact that it’ sjust stupid? 1 can't see giving the time of day to aGod who let your kid
drown.”

“Wel,” sad Phil, “it wasn't God' s responsibility to watch the kid. It was hers.”

“What, and God’ stoo busy to pick up the dack the one time she takes her eyes off him?’
“Wasit just the onetime?’

“Shut up. Anni€' snot like that. She wasn't abad mother.”

“How do you know?’

“Because | know her, OK? She' salittle weird, but she’ snot a bad person. This organization we work
for, they’ ve got standards. They wouldn’t keep her on if shewas bad.”

“Maybe she' s not a bad person now. But before...?’

“Ohyeah, I'm sure she used to be areal terror. Hey, here’ satheory, maybe God killed her kid asa
character-building exercise: ‘Go on, Billy, jump inthe bay, it' [l hdlp Mommy get her prioritiesstraight...’
How’ sthat sound?’

“I don't know. Could be.”
“Could be? Are you fucking serious?’

“Or maybe it sthejob. Y ou say you' re doing important work. But would thiswoman even be apart of
that, if her son hadn't—"

“Jesus, Phil, areyou trying to piss me off?’

He swore he wasn't, but he kept doing it anyway, and pretty soon | told him to take a hike. Goddamned
Phil...Ninetimes out of ten, you know, talking to him made mefed better, but that tenth time left me
wondering why | even bothered. | spent the rest of my break alone at home, sacked out on the couch
with a bottle and my post-Ganesh drug stash, watching oy shows on cable.

When | reported back to work, Arlo Dexter was till aive. Eleven am. on aweekday morning, Annie



and | were watching from the Rose & Cross as he opened up the model-railroad store.
“Soisthat hisshop?’

“Herunsit,” Annie said. “But his grandmother holds the lease and paysfor theinventory. She coversthe
rent on his apartment, aswell.”

“Generous grandma. Did the organization check her out?’

“Yes. She' snot evil, just londly.”

“What about employees?’

“He doesn’t have any. Not many customers, either. He' s not what you' d call a people person.”
“So basicdly the storeisjust aprivate playroom for him.”

“Thet' sabout thesize of it.”

“And what's our play? We just hang out while Arlo foolswith histrains?’

“That depends,” Anniesaid. “1 spoke with True earlier thismorning, and he told me that Cost-Benefitsis
divided on how to proceed. Some membersfed that we should continue to watch and wait. Others,
including True, think that thisistaking too long. They’ d liketo provoke Dexter into making amove, if we
can come up with some way of doing that.”

“Youmeanif | can come up with someway of doing it, right? Isthismy find exam?’
“Doyou have any ideas?’
“Yeah, actudly...Did your son like modd trains?’

Her expression got al brittle again, but then she said: “Modd planes. Billy wanted to be a pilot when he
grew up.”

“OK, planes, same difference. The point is, you’ ve been to ahobby shop.”

“We went every Saturday.”

“ And the geeks who ran the place, you remember how they reacted to having awoman in the store?’
She nodded, seeing where | wasgoing. “Yes.”

“Y eaht—and those guys probably liked having customers.”

Annieturned back to the window and looked down at Arlo’s shop. “Y ou want meto go in?’

“No,” | sad. “Let memesswith him. I’'vegot amood | fed like sharing.”

A taxi sat just up the block from the modd-railroad store, its driver working the Daily Jumble and picking
at acarton of chicken vindaoo that had come from Catering’ skitchens. If Arlo made abreak for it, the
taxi would help track him, or, if necessary, run him down. That was the plan, anyway, but therewasa
wrinkle. As| crossed the street, this black guy approached the cab and tried to hireit, and when the
driver belatedly flipped on his off-duty lamp, the black guy took it persondly. They were arguing as|
dipped ingde Arlo’ s shop.



Thefront of the store was packed with shelves and display cases, but the back was given over to ahuge
train layout, complete with model scenery and a scae-model town. Arlo stood in front of the layout
reading amagazine, while toy passenger and freight trains made an endless circuit of the town.

| gave the door agood dam. Arlo jumped and dropped his magazine.
“Hi therel” | said, in aloud and cheery stupid-chick voice. “Do you sdll trains here?’

Instead of answering, Arlo just stared, wide-eyed, asif he expected me to whip out agun and shoot him
on the spot. That should have been ahint, but | was way too pleased by hisreaction to pick up oniit.

“Sorry,” | said. “Didn’t mean to scare you...But can you help me out? | need to get my brother a
birthday present...Oh, neat!” On ashelf to my right was a stack of boxed miniature evergreen trees. |
grabbed one off the bottom and brought the entire stack tumbling to the floor. “Whoops!” Bending to
pick up thetrees, | dammed my buit into the opposing shelf, scattering more boxes.

Thisbroke Arlo’ s paralysis. He came dashing up the aide, but stopped short as | straightened up again.
“Sorry,” | repested, waving my hands a the mess. “Maybe I’ d better leave thisfor you, huh?’

“What do you want?” Arlo said. He had ahigh voice, and sounded like he might break down crying at
any moment.

“Wadl like| said, | need abirthday present for my brother. | mean, between you and me, he' s been kind
of ashit latdy, soit’snot like he actualy deserves anything, but lucky for him I’'m not the typeto hold a
grudge...Anyway, thislast year he' s gotten into the whole toy-train thing, so | wanted to get him some
Suff.”

“What kind of trains?’

Reverting to stupid-chick mode: “ Oh, you know, the kind with whedls?’
“What scae?’

“Seale?

“HO?O?N?Z2?

“You seg, thisiswhy | had to come to a brick-and-mortar store instead of just buying off the Internet. |
have no ideawhat you just said.”

“Thescaleof thetrains. HOis1:87. Ois—"
“Oneto eighty-seven what?’
“It' sagzeratio. HO-scale modd trains are one eighty-seventh the size of redl trains.”

“Oh...Wédl, I'm not sure. | know thetrainshe’ sgot are small, but I'll be honest, | was never that good
with fractions...What scale arethose?’ | raised my arm to point; Arlo ducked sdewaysasif my finger
werethetip of a pear, which gave me an opening to move past him. | walked up to thetrain layout.

“Y eah, these look about right...” One train was approaching a bridge near the edge of town; | plucked
the locomotive from the track, sending half a dozen passenger cars plunging into ariver gorge. “Isthis
HO sze?

Arlo’scheekswere billowing in and out, and he' d just about bitten his lower lip off. “Sorry,” | said again.



“Thisistheright Sze, though, I'm dmost sure...Do you have any like this?” Unable to speak, Arlo
gestured to anearby display case—and immediately regretted it.

The display case waslocked, but by jiggling the glass doors | managed to knock over acouple of the
train carsingde. | turned to Arlo: “ Could you open this up for—"

“No.”

“I just want to look at—"

“No.”

“OK.” | shrugged, and jabbed afinger at arandom locomoative. “What' s that one called?’
“The Burlington-Northern.”

“And that one?’

“TheUnion Pacific.”

“And that one?’

“ThelllinoisCentrd...Ligten, | don't have timeto name every—"

“Ooh! What about that one up there?’

“The Southwest Chief.”

“That one's pretty dick. Doesit comein other colors?’

“No, it doesn't...Now I’'mredly kind of busy thismorning, soif you aren’'t sure what you want—"
“What about monkeys?’ | said.

“Wh-what?’

“Monkeys.” | smiled at him. “It’ sfreakish, | know, but when we were kids my brother was abig-time
Curious George fan, and he never totaly outgrew it. Do you have any trainswith monkeys on them?’

“No. | don't have anything like that. I’ ve never heard of anything like that.”
“What about a case?’
Arlobit hislip again.

“You know,” | continued, “like acarrying case? Since my brother got into the hobby, he' s made
some....interesting new friends. So | thought he might like acaseto carry histrainsin, when he goesto
vidt them. Y ou got anything like that, say about thisbig? In anice black, maybe?’

A phone began to ring in the store’ s back room. Arlo turned his head towards the sound. “Y ou want to
get that?’ | asked him. It was obvious he did—at |east, he wanted to get the hell away from me—Dbuit it
was just as obvious he was afraid of what might happen to histoysif he left me donewith them. “It's
OK,” I assured him. “I promise | won't touch anything while you' re gone.”

That really made him nervous—as he headed into the back, hetook alast look at the train layout, like he
was sure | was going to trash it the minute he was out of sight.



Which, cometo think of it, wasn't abad idea. ..

As| stepped back towards the layout, my foot kicked something. It was the magazine Arlo had been
reading when | first entered the sore: Modd Train Enthusiast’ s Monthly, something like that. The cover
photo showed adeek locomotive chugging towards arailroad crossing, where—thiswasweird—a
pewter figurine of aboy with asoccer ball had been placed on the tracks, his back to the oncoming train.

The locomotive had amonkey on its side. Not Curious George, or any other friendly cartoon
smian—thiswas a badass nightmare monkey, with sharp fangstipping a blue-and-red snout. THE
MANDRILL, screamed the caption, ON SALE TODAY .

Inset in abox in the lower right-hand corner of the magazine cover was a second, smaler photo, of two
women in train-conductor uniforms. The uniforms must have been digitally added, but the doctoring job
was S0 skillful that | dmost didn’t notice that the women were me and Annie. The caption on this photo
read: “They’re coming for you—details, pg. 23.”

The door to the store’ s back room was locked. | kicked it until it wasn't. The space beyond was lined
with more shelves, but instead of trainsthey held teddy bears, cered boxes, and toothpaste
dispensers... There was aworkbench, too, covered with papers and tools, and a couple of empty
soccer-ball cartons.

Arlowas gone, of course. | ducked out aside door into the aley. There was no sign of him there, either,
but that chinadoll I’ d first seen dmost two weeks ago was ill stting in the dumpster, till holding out its
hand to shake. Someone had dropped a paper bag over its head.

| broke out my headset: “Hello? Anybody?’

“ThisisTrue”

“Arlo’sontherun,” | told him, hoping thiswasn't news.

“What happened?’

“The short versoniis, hismonkey friends sent him awarning... Please tell me you saw him leave.”
“We ve had some difficultieswith the surveillance”

“Ah, men...”

“I’m tasking additiona resources to the search as we speak; Dexter shouldn't get far. How long ago did
I,E_”

“Hold on.”

A corkboard had been mounted on the wall above Arlo’s workbench. Looking back at it from the alley
door, | noticed that the board didn’t hang quite flush. When | grabbed it by the edge and pulled, it swung
outwards. “Holy shit.”

“What?’
“| found the briefcase.”
“Youdid?

“Arlo mugt’ ve been in too much of ahurry to takeit with him.”



“Perhaps,” True said warily. “But before you open it—"
“Toolate”

Therewasabrief slence, and | had this clear menta picture of True pursing hislips. “Very wdl,” he
continued. “ Describe the contents, without touching them.”

“Right... The caseisfoam-lined, with dots holding what look like digital stopwatches. Each watch has
three small buttons on the |eft side and one big one on top—don’t worry, I’ m not going to push any of
them. The brand name on the watch-casingsis—"

“Mandrill.”
“Yegh”
“This next question is very important, Jane. Are any of the stopwatches running right now?’

“Counting down, you mean? No—trust me, that’ sthefirst thing I’ d have mentioned. But thereis some
bad news: Arlo may havel€eft the briefcase behind, but it looks like he took a couple of the watches with
him. Two of the dots are empty.”

“All right, I’ ll notify the other teams. What | need you to do next islook around the areawhere you found
the case. Can you see anything that might indicate where Dexter is headed?’

“Maybe...” | moved aside asoccer-ball carton. “ There’ samap of SFO airport here.”
“Areany of theterminascircled?’

“Yeah, dl of them...Ligten, True, assuming these watches are what | think they are, is Arlo going to be
ableto get them through airport security?’

“That’ san irrdevant question.”
“WWl?l

“He wantsto blow up acrowd, not an airplane. All asecurity checkpoint will do issave him afew
seps”

Oh, right. “OK then, let’s stop him before he gets there. Y ou want me to go after him on foot, or—"
“No. Stay with the briefcase until Catering securesit.”

“What? Wait aminute, I'’m supposed to be hunting Arlo, not—"

“You' vedoneyour job,” True said. “ Stay with the case; another operative will get Dexter.”

“Shit, True...”

Hewasn't listening. | could ill hear him on the headset, but he was talking to other people now,
ordering a close watch on all bus stops, cab stands, BART stations, even the parking garage where
Arlo’sgrandmother kept her car. Between that and the generd surveillance blanket already covering the
neighborhood, Arlo would amost certainly be picked up within amatter of minutes, and therewas no
way he was getting to the airport. | should have been happy about that, and content to have done my
part without any foul-ups, but of course| wasn't.



| stuck my head out the alley door again, on the off chance that Arlo had doubled back to let me take
care of him personally. No such luck. | locked the door, and carried the briefcase into the front of the
shop to walit for Catering.

Arlo’'strain layout was till running. | watched the remaining passenger train wend its way through town,
past the miniature city hall, the department store, the candy shop, the church, the police station, the
schoal...

The school. It was wood, not brick, but just like the real eementary school at Orchard and Masonic, it
had an attached playground: afenced-in lot, packed with tiny figures.

| got back on the headset: “ True, forget about the airport. | know where he' sgoing... True?... True?’

| ran outside. The taxi had taken off, and when | looked up at the second floor of the hotel, Annie was
gone from the window. | kept trying the headset, getting back mostly static; but in between the stretches
of white noise | caught snippets of other transmissions, enough to figure out that | wasn’t the only one
having communication problems.

The school was only seven blocks away, and Arlo had enough of ahead start that he might aready be
there. | had to hope that, knowing we were looking for him, he'd opt for adow and stedlthy approach.

| took off running. Four blocks later, as| rounded the corner onto Masonic, | saw an off-duty cab
stopped for ared light just ahead. “Hey!” | shouted, and started towardsit.

Theworld changed color. Likethefiring of an NC gun, the explosion of the Mandrill bomb wasslent: a
bright noisdessflash of orange and yellow with atranducent cab-shape at its center. | felt something pass
through me—the shockwave, | guess, though it was more like ajolt from a power outlet—and then | was
flat on my back.

| sat up dowly. Steam was rising from my arms, and my face felt hot. | got to my fest—we retalking at
least another minute, here—and went to check on the taxi.

The vehidleitsdf had suffered remarkably little damage. The windows and mirrors had al shattered and
falen out, but the chass's seemed untouched, not even lightly scorched. The driver was adifferent story.
It was like he' d spontaneoudy combusted: al that was left of him was apile of smoldering clothes. |
leaned in for acloser ook, caught awhiff of something awful, and pulled back gagging. That' swhen |
noticed the pedestrians: three separate pairs of shoesin the crosswalk in front of the taxi, each with its
own accompanying clothes-pile.

| gagged again, and my knees buckled. It was OK: | needed to check beneath the taxi anyway. Sure
enough, in the shadow of the undercarriage | saw the remains of aburst soccer ball.

| got back on my feet. In the distance | could hear the school bell ringing: recess. | tried to hurry, but the
best | could manage was a drunken stagger.

By thetime | reached Orchard Street, the school playground was aready full of kids. Arlo Dexter stood
just outside the fence, dipping another soccer ball from a canvas bag. | pulled my gun and tried to draw a
bead on him, but my arm wouldn’t steady.

| needed to get closer, like point-blank range. | stepped off the curb and immediately stepped back asa
car swerved to avoid me. Arlo heard the horn blare and looked over his shoulder. We locked eyes. He
smiled and stuck histongue out, then raised the ball above his head and cocked hisarmsto throw.

A shopping bag full of soup cans caught him square in the face. He went down hard, dropping the ball,



which only bounced once before Annie swooped in and grabbed it. She did aneat half-pirouette and
relayed the ball down the block to another cab driver, who dropped it into an open manhole at hisfedt.

“Areyou dl right, miss?’ someone asked. It was just some guy walking by; he' d missed the show across
the street, but noticed me. “Y ou should be careful waving that around,” he said, pointing to my NC gun.
“The cops, especidly these days, they might not realizeit’ satoy until it' stoo late.”

“You'reright,” | said. “ Thanksfor thetip.”

| swayed alittle on my feet, and he reached out to steady me. “Y ou sure you' re OK? Y ou’re not on
anything, areyou?’

“Not yet,” | told him, “but | hopeto be, soon.” | started laughing.

Then | looked across the street, and my laughter died. Arlo had gotten back up and had his hands
around Anni€ sthroat; she was smacking him in the head to try to get him to let go. Asthey grappled,
they were edging towards the curb.

“Anniel” | shouted. | raised my gun again, but thiswas an even moreimpossible shot. All | could do was
watch astheir fight carried them out into traffic.

Thistime, the ddlivery truck didn’'t even try to stop. Arlo went down and got swept under the whedls, but
Annie was knocked up and away. She flew diagondly across the intersection and crash-landed on the
hood of a parked car.

Shewas till consciouswhen | got to her. | pushed my way through the crowd that was aready gathering
around her, and immediately launched into aline of bullshit about how she' d be OK if she could just hang
on. She shut me up with aglance.

I’d liketo tell you that she died at peace, relieved at the thought of being reunited with her son. But this

was no Halmark ending. Shewasin alot of pain, and she was scared. Maybe just scared of dying, but

maybe—I think thisisit—scared that saving that playground full of kids hadn’t been enough, and where
she was going now, she wouldn’t see Billy again, even looking both ways.

Right before she went out, she grabbed my wrist and said, “Pay attention,” one moretime. Then she
muttered something, which, asusud, | couldn’t quite make out. But | wasin tunewith her now, and o
knew it had to do with the truck that had hit her.

| looked up, and the crowd parted, and | saw it: ablack-paneled truck, idling in the distance. The driver
was |leaning out the cab window, watching Anni€' s death scene through a pair of binoculars. Watching
me. When he saw that | saw him, he pulled his head back insde the truck cab. Thetruck’ staillights
flashed, drawing my attention to the mandrill painted on the back door.

“Hey!” The crowd had closed up again; | started pushing people aside, flailing my arms. “Hey! Stop that
truck! Stop that truck!”

But no one would listen to me, and by thetime | fought my way clear, it was aready too late—the truck
had turned a corner, and like amodd train going into atunnd, it vanished.

white room (iv)

ONE OF THE FLOOR TILESHAS TURNED black. She's prodding it with her foot as the doctor
comesin.
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“Maintenance had to replaceit,” he explains. “ One of the other inmates was feding claustrophobic. She
tried to dig her way out.”

“What did sheuse, achair leg?’

“A balpoint pen. My colleague Dr. Chiang got caled away in the middle of asesson, and he madethe
mistake of leaving his belongings on thetable”

“Y our colleague. So you weren't there when it happened.”

“No, it was on one of my days off. Y ou doubt the story?’

She shrugs. “Nicejob of color-matching.”

“If you' d like, I could cal maintenance back in and haveit pried up.”

“Don't bother. Even if the organization put something under there, dl you' d find isan ordinary patch of
floor.”

“What would they put there, though? Some sort of microphone?’

She shakes her head. “ The spy gear won't bein the floor.”

“Meaning it is here somewhere?’

She glances at the amiling politician on thewadll. “Eyes Only,” she says.
“You'll haveto decode that for me, Jane.”

“I told you about Panopticon, right?’

“*The Department of Ubiquitous Intermittent Survelllance?”

“That' sthe one. Eyes Only isone of their intel-gathering programs. It uses these miniature sensor devices
that are kind of like contact lenses, only smaller and thinner—so much so that they’ re undetectable
without specia equipment. Now in theory you could plant these things anywhere, but in practice
Panopticon only puts them on eyes. Representations of eyes, that is. photographs, paintings, drawings,
sculpture...Any time you see an eyebal| that’ s not in an actua person’s head, there’ sachanceit’'s
monitoring you.”

“How much of achance?’

“Nobody outside Panopticon knows for sure. If you ask, they tell you, ‘Lessthan ahundred percent, but
morethan zero.” It'sajoke, see?‘ Ubiquitousintermittent survelllance meansthey aren’t dways
watching, but they dwaysmight be.”

“Do you think they’ rewatching now?’
“I think the odds are closer to a hundred percent than zero.”

The doctor reaches to take down the photograph, but it' s fixed firmly in place. “Well,” he says, “I
suppose | could get atowd or awashcloth to drape over it.”

“Don’t bother. | don't redlly careif they’ re watching. Besides, those aren't the only eyesin the room.”
She points to the identification badge clipped to the front of hislab coat. “ And you' ve got more photo



1.D. inyour walet, right? And maybe some snaps of the family?’
“They can see out of my wdlet?’

“No, but they can hear.”

“The Eyes have Ears?’

“It’ san imperfect metagphor. Panopticon’ s run by geeks, not poets.”

The doctor takes out hiswallet and does aquick survey of its contents. Peering into the billfold, he asks:
“Do they put these devices on currency, too?’

“Oh yeah. Smart money, they call that. They useit to track cash transactions.”
“Interesting,” saysthe doctor. “And disturbing.”

“It'sscary when it works. But that’ sthe other half of the joke: the Eyes go blind alot, and they miss
uff—whole trucks, sometimes.”

“Who told you about Eyes Only? Annie?’

“We covered it in dream class. But | guess you could say it was Dixon who redlly schooled me on the
subject.”

“Did Mr. Dixon work for Panopticon?’

“A subdivision of Panopticon,” she says. “ Onethat you redly don’t want watching you...”

M alfeasance
| PASSED PROBATE.

| was't expecting to; you' d think letting your Probate officer get killed would pretty much guarantee an
F. But the Loose Endsteam that collected Anni€ s personal effects found a half-finished progress report
that said | showed “red potentid,” which | guess was enough to bump meto aD-minus.

A month later | got my first assgnment as afull-fledged Bad Monkeys operétive, a an old folks homein
Russian Hill. A doctor in the critical-care ward was playing God with the senior citizens. He'd put stuff in
their IVsto cause acardiac arrest, then call an emergency code and bring them back to life. Sometimes
he'd “save’ the same patient two or three times before their systems couldn’t take it anymore,

He' d been at thislong enough that the nurses on the ward were starting to get suspicious, and he
probably would have been busted eventualy, but the organization got wind of him first. Panopticon did a
background check and found out he’ d worked at three other old folks homes before this one. When
Cost-Benefits heard that, they decided enough was enough.

| got ajob sweeping floors on the night shift. My first night on, | caught Dr. God aonein the break room
and gave him ataste of hisown medicine.

That wasit for the Bad Monkeys op, but | decided to keep working at the home for awhile. | needed
the money. It turned out Anni€ slottery stipend was a specia ded just for her; whenever | bought
scratch tickets, they were losers.

You didn’t ask Bob Trueto provide you with asdary?
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Nah. After squesking through Probate, | figured | wasn't in aposition to ask for anything. Besides, when
| thought about it, it made sense: | was supposed to be doing thisfor the good of the world, not for a
buck. And it snot like they had mekilling bad guys every day. | had more than enough downtimeto
manage a second job.

So | stayed on at the home, and even took ashot at having apersond life. | made friends with some of
the night nurses and started going to breakfast with them after our shifts ended. Therewas aso this cute
doctor, John Tyler, who camein to replace Dr. God. | tried to get something going with him.

Didyou?

No. I'd hang around the break room with him, you know, dropping hints, but he wasn't interested. And
not that I'm God' s gift, but | figured that probably meant he was gay. Then one night when he was
off-duty | was sweeping the floor outside his office and noticed the door was unlocked. | decided to
snoop alittle, seeif | could confirm my suspicions—or if hewasn't alogt cause, find some clue to what
might float his boat.

There was nothing out in the open. Nothing in his Rolodex, ether. | started checking desk drawers, hit
one that was locked, grabbed a paper clip...and then, when | had the drawer open and saw what was
ingde, | reached for the phone.

True waswaiting for me on the roof of the nursing home at dawn. Catering had set out chairsand a
buffettable, and as| came out of the stairwell, | saw aguy puttering around the tea service. | might have
taken him for awaiter, except he looked more like nearsghted Gestapo: blond crew cut, black leather
trench coat, and these thick pebble glasses, you know the kind they stopped making once plastic lenses
wereinvented?

And thiswas Dixon?

Y eah, athough | didn’t catch his name right away. He didn’t introduce himself, and | wasin too much of
ahurry to tdl Truewhat I’d found to ingst on the niceties.

“The drawer wasfull of pictures,” | said. “Pictures of little boys. Not, like, hardcore stuff; they were
cutouts from mainstream magazines, product ads mostly: little boysin blue jeans, little boysin bathing
auits, little boysin underwear. .. suppose there could be an innocent explanation, but what makes that
hard to believe is how many of them there were. | mean, we re talking stockpile, hundreds of images...”

“Five hundred and forty-four, at last count,” said True. “ There' salso a catalog of parochia-school
uniforms hidden at the back of the X-ray drawer in hisfiling cabinet.”

“Y ou dready knew about this?’
“EyesOnly,” Truesad.
It took me aminute to get my head around the concept. “Y ou bug children’ s underwear ads?’

“An obvious strategy for identifying pedophiles. Though perhaps not as cogt-effective asinitialy hoped.”
He glanced a the guy in the pebble glasses, who was sitting down now, stirring histea.

“So | wasright. Dr. Tyler isabad monkey.”
“He has potentid.”

“What does that mean?”’



“It meansthat so far aswe know, he'snever laid ahand on ared child, or even tried to. Hejust thinks
about it.”

“Sowhat?’
“So, wicked thoughts done aren’t enough to classify someone asirredeemable.”
| couldn’t believeit. “Y ou’ re not going to do anything?’

“We re evduating him. If it' swarranted, we' |l arrange a Good Samaritan operation to get him some
counsding.”

“That’ sit?'Y ou might make him see ashrink?’

“I wasreferring to mora counsding, actualy,” Truesaid. “If hisown conscienceisn’t enough to keep his
impulsesin check, | doubt psychiatry will be much use...What isit you'd like usto do, Jane? Execute
someone for kegping magazine clippings?’

“Wadl if you're not going to send mein, you could at least et people know about him.”

“And beyond ruining the reputation of aman who' s done nothing wrong, what would that accomplish?’
“Jesus, True, do you redly need meto spell it out?’

“I do appreciate your fedingsin this matter...”

“Y ou appreciate—"

“You're aproactive persondity,” True said. “When you see a potentia threst, you want to eradicateit.
That'sauseful ingtinct in a hunter, and it’s one of the reasonsyou' rein Bad Monkeys. My desiresare a
bit different, however. Likeyou, | want to fight evil, but | want to fight it effectively. In particular, | want
to make sure that when the organization acts, it’s out of a reasonable expectation of a postive result, and
not just for the sake of doing something. That'swhy I’'m in Cost-Benefits. And that’ swhy you take your
ordersfromme.”

| didn't trust myself to respond to that, so instead | jerked athumb at Pebble Glasses. “ And what does
he want?’

“Thisis Mr. Dixon. He s attached to Malfeasance.”

Malfeasance is the Panopticon subdivison that investigates operatives; it' s the organization equivaent of
Internd Affars. “Did | do something wrong?’

Dixon looked up from histea. “In my experience,” he said, “the proper questionisn't ‘Did 17, but ‘ How
much do they know? Then again, there safirst timefor everything. I’ ve dways wanted to meet atruly
innocent person; maybe you' |l be her.” He plucked a card from ahidden pocket in his coat deeve. “This
isthe current location of my office. Come by thisevening at eight o’ clock. We'll chat.”

“Uh, my shift here sarts at nine-thirty. Will that be enough time?’
“Eight o' clock,” Dixon repeated. He stood up. “Don’'t be late.”
| waited until he' d left, then turned to True: “What the hdll isthis about?’

“I don't know. Dixon called melast night, right after you did, and said he wanted to meet you. | assume it



has something to do with your background check.”

“I thought | passed Probate. Why would Mdfeasance till be running a background check?’
“They’ redwaysrunning it.”

“And you have no ideawhat they might have turned up?’

“Dixondidn't say.”

“Well, isthere someway | could find out before | go see him?’

“Try asking yoursdlf,” True suggested.

“Asking mysdf what?’

“Whether you' ve ever done anything evil.”

The address on the card was for avideo arcade in the Mission District. | was surprised to find it open for
business. | stood by the entrance, checking out the crowd—most of them were too young to be anything
but civilians—and wondering if | had the right place, until this guy in achange apron came up and tapped
me on the shoulder. He pointed to asign on the wall that read, ALL TOY WEAPONS MUST BE
SURRENDERED BEFORE PROCEEDING.

| looked at the guy. He tugged &t his earlobe, which was pierced with amonogram earring that had the
letters OMF in gold. | gave him my NC gun. He tucked it into his gpron and brought out ayellow eastic
band that he dipped around my wrist. The wristband was tight and had some sort of meta contactson
theinsde, and right away it started my skin tingling. While | was ill adjusting to that, the guy dapped an
ice-cold can of Cokeinto my other hand. He pointed to another sgn: FREE SODA WITH
SURRENDER OF WEAPON. Then he nodded towards the rear of the arcade and said, “He' swaiting
foryou.”

| started back. The Coke can was freezing my hand, so to warm it up | popped the tab and took a big
gulp. It waslike drinking liquid nitrogen; my whole mouth went numb, and when the Coke hit the back of
my throat | spiked an ice-cream headache that made my eyeswater.

The arcade seemed to go on for miles. Every time| reached the end of arow of machines, there' d be
another one, and as| went farther in, things started to get strange. The kids manning the joysticks were
replaced by gnomes, blond gnomes with pebble glasses and lesther trench coats. The machines changed
too, Virtua Fighter 3 and Dance Dance Revolution giving way to gameswith more of a Seven Deadly
Sinstheme. And the images on the screens...Let’ sjust say, the Concerned Parents A ssociation wouldn't
have approved.

Findly | cameto adoor marked EMPLOY EE INTERVIEWS. | took another sip of Coke, knocked,
andwentin.

Dixon’' s office had asingle overhead light fixture, like asearch lamp mounted in the celling—the bulb was
like athousand waitts or something, and if it had been angled at the door instead of aimed straight down,
I”’d have gone blind on the spot. A long folding table had been set up in the cone of the lamplight. The left
sde of the table was piled with paper, mostly old-fashioned computer fanfold printout. The right sde was
reserved for adeek laptop, its screen flickering with a cascade of green figures.

Dixon stood with his back to the door, flipping through a sheaf of printout and pretending he hadn’t heard
me comein. | took thisfor astandard interrogation tactic: he wanted me to spesk firs, to establish that



he wasthe onein charge. Ingtead | drank more Coke, durping it. The belch at the end seemed to get his
atention.

“It's8:09,” hesaid. “I told you to be here at eight.”
“Yeah, wdll, you didn’t tell me about thewalk in from the street. How long isthis building, anyway?’

He turned around. Some sort of device had been attached to his glasses: atiny arm extended from the
top of theright lens, dangling aclear plagtic rectangle ahdf-inch in front of it. The rectangle flickered,
green, in tandem with the flickering of the lgptop on the table. It was completely geeky, but it wasdso
kind of hypnoatic.

“Do you know why you're here?’ Dixon asked.

Another interrogation tactic: get meto guesswhat I’ d done, and maybe I’ d volunteer something hedidn’t
know about. | shrugged and played dumb. “True thought it might have something to do with my
background check. So what, did you find some unpaid parking tickets?’

“Der schlechte Affe hasst seinen eigenen Geruch.”

“Excuseme?’

“It' sasaying we have in Mafeasance. Not as pithy as‘ Omnes mundum facimus,” but it serves us.”
“Well don't keep mein suspense. What does it mean?’

“It' san observation about human nature,” Dixon said. “One difficulty we havein running these
background checksisthat our information-gathering apparatusis so effective, we end up drowningin
data. Of course we have technology to help sort through it, but even machines have their limits, and a
brute-force search of an entire life—particularly one that hasn't been dl that well-lived—eats an
enormous number of computing cycles. So wetry to find cluesto help us narrow the search
gpace...Loosdly trandated, Der schlechte Affe hasst seinen elgenen Geruch meansthat people are most
deeply offended by moral failings that mirror their own. The minister who preaches atearful sermon
againg fornication: he sthe oneyou'll find sneaking out of abrothel at midnight. The didtrict attorney who
crusades againg illegd gambling: look for him at the track, betting hislife savings on Bluenosein thefifth.”

“If you'retrying to say that people are hypocrites, that’ s not exactly a newsflash. And what' sit got to do
withme?’

“Who told you to search John Tyler’ s office?’

“Noone”

“Y ou just intuited somehow that there was something to find?’

“No, | wasjust being nosy. I'm like that.”

“How many other officesdid you search?’

“Wdl...none”

“What about the nurses you’ ve been having breskfast with? Did you go through any of their purses?’

“ NO_”



“What about their lockers?’

“No, but—"

“So you're not that nosy. Why singleout Dr. Tyler?’

“| thought he was cute, OK?’

“Oh. So you were gtaking him?’

“No! | wasjust checking him out...l mean, | don’'t know, maybe | did get avibe off him.”
“Avibe”

“Y eah, likeyou said, an intuition. That there was something not right there.”

“But then what about the nurses?’

“What about them?”

“Two of them have been stedling painkillers—shorting their patients dosages—and giving them to their
boyfriendsto sdll. Strange you didn’t get avibe about that. Maybe if they were taking the drugs for
persond use, your intuition would have picked up oniit...”

“Look, where are you going with this? Y ou think | zeroed in on Tyler because I'm like him?’
“Areyou?’

“Hey, if you'reworried I’ ve got my own collection of magazine clippings, you're welcometo search my

apartment.”
“Wedready did.”
“OK...So you know your schlecky-affa-whatever theory doesn’t hold water.”

“It's often arelated transgression, rather than the exact same one,” Dixon said. “ Just to be thorough, |
ran acheck of your reading history to seeif there were any signs of ingppropriate sexud interest.” He
held up the batch of printout he' d been looking at when | camein. “That search was more fruitful. Tell
me, do you recal stealing abook from the San Francisco Public Library when you were twelve years
old?

It was such aleft-fild question | dmost laughed, but the funny thing was, | knew exactly what he was
talking about. When he said, “ Do you recdl,” it waslike my brain got zapped with some kind of
flashback ray.

And what was he talking about? What was the book?

AnaisNin's Deltaof Venus. Moon's mother had a copy, and Moon and | used to read it to each other
during deepovers. Eventualy | decided | wanted a copy of my own, and hooking it from the library was
eader than shoplifting it.

“How do you know about that?’
“Library Binding,” Dixon said.

| thought he was talking about the anti-theft strip: “But | didn’t take it out the front door.”



“No, you tossed it out of the second-floor girls bathroom window. That branch of thelibrary lost alot of
books that way.”

“OK, I'll copto stedling it. But what's so ingppropriate? | mean, Deltaof Venusissmut, but it’ sliterary
snut.”

“It' sacurious sort of literature, though, isn't it?” Dixon said. “For example, thethird story inthe
book—the one entitled * The Boarding School’—concerns ayoung student at amonastery who is ogled
by priestsand sexudly violated by his classmates... Thisiswhat you consder wholesome erotic
entertainment?’

“I don't remember that story.”

“Don’t you? I’ d have thought it was afavorite. According to my records, you read it nineteen timeswhile
the book was in your possession.”

“According to your records?’

“Library Binding.” He offered me the printout. “ There are some other items here I’ d love to get your
commentson.”

| started going through it. It was crazy: acatalog of every piece of porn and erotical’ d ever laid eyeson.
Not just titles, either—there were notes about specific scenes, even specific paragraphs|’d paid specid
attention to. And you know, it was bullshit, what he wasimplying, but with al of it thrown together on
onebig ligt likethat, | could see how someone with an overly suspicious mind might get the wrong idea.

What dse was on thelist?

Well, De Sade, of course. Assorted Victorian gentlemen—in college, | must have gone through the entire
Grove Presslibrary, | mean, who the hdll didn’t? Henry Miller. William Burroughs. Anne Rice.

At firg | waskind of mortified, you know? But as| got further into it—it was along lis—I started to hit
stuff that was harder to be embarrassed about, books and stories that weren't technicaly smut at al,
even if they did have sex in them. Towards the end the list-maker redlly seemed to be reaching—there
were even a couple of Shakespeare plays, | think. And then on the last page, | found the weirdest entry
ofdl...

“TheBible?’

“November 13th, 1977,” Dixon said. “One of the few times you were actudly in church. Eyes Only
caught you lingering over a passage in Genesis—the one where Lot offers his virgin daughters to the mob
in Sodom and Gomorrah.”

“Uh-huh...And because | lingered over this Bible verse, you think | might want to sacrifice ared virginto
anevil mob?’

“If you'd lingered over it nineteen times, I’ d certainly have cause to wonder. Just the once, we can
probably write off to prurient interest.... Although | do find it curious you were laughing asyou read it.”

“Right.” | shoved the printout back into hishands. “I get it.”
“You getit?’

“Yeah. You cantell Trueto get bent.”



“Ah...Youthink Mr. Truetold meto give you a hard time about this.”
“I questioned hiscall on Tyler, didn't 1?7 But thisisn’'t even close to being the samething...”

“Y ou arelaboring under at least two mismpressonsright now,” Dixon said. “Thefirg isthat | care
whether you' re comfortable with Mr. True' s policy decisons. Trust mewhen | tdll you, putting low-level
operatives minds at easeis't one of my concernsin thislife”

“What' sthe other mismpresson?’

“That | disagree with you about Dr. Tyler. If it were up to me, the organi zation would deal much more
aggressively with him—and dl otherslike him. Unfortunately, like you, | have to defer to Cost-Benefits.
And even if the decision was mine to make, my dream solution wouldn't befeasible.”

“Why not? Because everyone has sick fantasies?”’

“No. That' sjust something people who have sick fantasiestell themselves, so they can fed normad. But
there are enough of you to make a clean sweep logitically impracticd...” Hewaited a besat before
adding: “People who act on their sick fantasies, though—that’ s a more manageable number.”

Andjust likethat, | findly got it, what thiswasredly al about: he knew about the pet boys.
“I know about the pet boys,” Dixon said.
The pet boys?

Y eah, OK, how do | explain this...Y ou remember how, when | wastaking about my twenties, | said
there were timeswhen | had alittle too much fun? Thiswas like one of those times.

It was acouple summers after | got kicked out of Berkeley. Weekdays | was working this roach-infested
burger joint in the Tenderloin. On Friday and Saturday nights | had adifferent gig, at aliquor store across
from the Golden Gate Panhandle. There were alot of street kidsin the Panhandle, and every night I’d get
abunch of them coming into the store, trying to buy booze.

Now the legd drinking age was twenty-one, which would be ridiculousin any jurisdiction, but what made
it especidly slly in Cdifornid s caseisthat we aso had the death pendty, and you know what the
minimum age for that was? Eighteen. So think about that, you' re old enough to get aletha injection, but
you' ve got to wait three more years before you can buy abeer. Does that sound logical ?

It soundslike anove judtification for violaing state liquor laws. | assume you sold acohol to these street
kids?

Wi, not dl of them. | used my discretion. If the kid carried himsdf like an adult, and didn’t come off like
someone who was going to get blitzed and go legping in front of atrolley—and if hisphony I.D. wasn't
too bad—then yeah, I’ d give him the benefit of the doulbt.

Andwhenyou say “give,” wasthat afree gift, or did it come a apremium?
Y ou' re asking whether | took bribes?
That’ swhat I’ m asking.

| might have had atip jar...Hey, | was poor. And besides, it was part of the maturity test: if you don't
understand you' ve got to pay in order to play, maybe you' re not grown up enough to drink yet...You
know, if you' regoing to look at me likethat, | may aswell stop right now, because I’ m not even at the



bad part yet.
I’m sorry. Please continue.

Y eah, OK, so one night thiskid camein, six foot, husky, but baby-faced, and right away | pegged him as
underage: old enough for the needle, maybe, but not for the bottle. | watched him while he circled the
store, to make sure he didn’t steal anything, and also because, you know, it wasn't exactly a choreto
look a him. Eventualy he picked out aliter of Stoli and brought it to the counter.

“I.D.7’ | sad, and waited for hispitch. A lot of them had a spid they’ d go through, you know, “I was
sck the day this photo was taken, that’ swhy it doesn't look like me.” But thiskid didn’t say aword, just
handed me adriver’ slicense with the name Miles Davisonit. | checked the picture, and it’ sthisblack
guy with atrumpet.

Miles Davis. Thejazz musician.

Yeah. So | looked at the kid, and there was maybe a hint of asmile on hislips, but other than that he was
completely straight-faced. And I'm like, “Miles Davis, hun?” And he just looked back at me, cool as can
be, like, yep, that’sme. So then I'mlike, “Y ou' re looking awfully paetonight, Miles” And hesaid: “I
have askin condition.”

Wéll, that was good enough asfar as| was concerned. If you can come up with aline like that and
deliver it deadpan, you deserve adrink. So | went to givethetip jar ashake, but he was aready there,
dippinginadollar. “You'rethe man, Miles,” | said, and rang him up.

Fast forward a couple of hours: after | locked up the store for the night, | went into the Panhandle to
score some dope, and found Miles sitting at the base of a statue, smoking ajoint. | went over to him:
“Can | get ahit off that?” He gave me atoke and made room for meto sit.

“SoMiles” | said, taking apull off the Stoli bottle, “do you live around here?’
“Actudly,” hesaid, dl Mr. Casud, “I’'m looking for a place. What about you?’

“I’'m thinking of becoming alandlady.” Which came out lamer than | intended, but it was OK—we were
aready rubbing shoulders, soit'snot like | needed agreet line.

| took him home with me. In the morning | woke up aonein the futon, which wasn't a huge surprise, but
then | smelled smoke, and | waslike, shit, did he set the place on fire on hisway out?

Before | could jump out of bed, though, Miles camein, carrying this cutting board like aserving tray,
loaded with goodies. an omel et, cinnamon toast, coffee, juice, even alittle sprig of grapes. I'm like,
“What' sthis?” and he said, “ Full service.” He got meal propped up on anest of pillowslike the Queen
of Sheba, and put the cutting board in my lap.

| was blown away. No one had ever made me breakfast in bed before, and frankly, at that point, the
food could have tasted like crap and | wouldn'’t have cared. But when | took a bite of the omelet it was
actudly redly good.

So | ate, and meanwhile Miles went over to my dresser and opened up the box where | kept my drug
gash. | watched him roll himsdlf ajoint, sunshine streaming through the window while he did it, and al at
onceit struck me, full light of day, he was even more baby-faced than I’ d thought. So | put my fork
down, and | said, “How old are you redlly, Miles? Nineteen?” He didn’t say anything, didn’'t even look at
me, just went on rolling that joint, but he smiled in away that told me the answer wasno. And I’'mlike,
“Eighteen?’” Still no. SoI’m like, oh boy...“ Seventeen?’ Still no. “ Sixteen?” Findly, hissmilechanged a



little. “Oh great,” | said. “The cops are going to love this.” And Miles reached back into the drug box and
pulled out this big bag of pills| had in there, and said, “1 can tell you' re redlly worried about the cops.”

So now that you knew he was only sixteen, what did you do?
Wheat do you think | did?1 kept him.
Kept him?

Duh, breskfast in bed, of course | kept him. Gave him akey and told him he could stay aslong ashe
liked. We worked out aded: he kept the place clean, cooked for me when | was home, and, you
know...

And how long did this arrangement last?

A few weeks. Until one morning hetook off for real, along with my stereo and haf my dope. | should' ve
been pissed about that, but | couldn’t get too worked up; he’ d earned it, and anyway |’ d have probably
done the samething in his shoes.

And after hel€eft, there were others?

Yeah, but | don’t want you to think | wasatotal dut about it. | did wait awhile, to seeif he'd come
back. But eventualy, yeah. It became like aregular thing for me, dl that summer and fal. Picking up
drays.

Werethey al underage?
They were dl old enough. Asfar as specific ages, after Miles, | didn’t even ask.
But you referred to them as pet boys.

It wasn't me who started that, it was Phil. He showed up one morning uninvited, and before | could get
rid of him, my latest houseguest came walking through the kitchen without a shirt on. So Phil’slike: “The
cat wasn't enough? Y ou' re keeping pet boys now?’

Hedidn't approve.

Y eah, well, no surprise there. Phil dwayswaskind of aprude...And look, I’'m not defending it, OK? |
know it was wrong, but you' ve got to understand, it was adifferent time. It wasn't like today, where
whenever you turn on the news some high-school teacher isbeing dragged off in handcuffs. San
Francisco, 1990, picking up teenage boysin the park wasn't this huge perversion, it was just. . .decadent.

But of courseit’s one thing to be comfortable with that in your own mind, and awhole other thing to sl
ittoacop or ajudge, let alone some four-eyed freak who spends his days cataloging sin. So when Dixon
said, “1 know about the pet boys,” my first thought was, Jane, you' ve got some explaining to do.

Littledid I know. | till hadn’t really grasped the whole Eyes Only thing, how pervasiveit was. | figured
Dixon must have heard stories about the pet boys, like maybe his people had tracked down one of the
neighbors from my old gpartment building. | wasn't expecting video.

But then somebody hit adimmer switch on the overhead light, and suddenly thislittle back room became
an amphitheater. Y ou know that Sony Jumbotron screen they’ ve got in Times Square, the onethat’ slike
forty feet wide? Imagine that popping up on awal in this space that you thought was maybe fifteen by

twenty.



Thewall lit up and started filling with this photo array of pet boys. All of them, even the one-night stands
that | didn’t redly consider part of the officid count. The pictureswere practicaly life-size, at least it
seemed that way, and each one had a caption: MILES DAVIS MONROE, AGE 16—the 16 was
flashing in red—JORDAN GRAHAM, AGE 17, VICTOR TODD, AGE 17, NICHOLAS
MARTINESCU, AGE 16, €t cetera, et cetera.

How many “et ceteras’?

Let'sjust stipulatethat it was abig frigging wall and leaveit at that, OK? 1t took along timeto fill up, and
meanwhile | was sucking down Coke, and my wristband, which was obvioudy some sort of lie detector,
wastingling likemad, and | just knew that whatever | said next was going to be judged redly severdly.
So | thought, and | thought, and | was il thinking when the last picture appeared, and findly | opened
my mouth and said the exact wrong thing:

“How much troubleam | in?’

“Wel, let’' ssee” said Dixon. The overhead light came up again, and he was holding abig red book with
the words CALIFORNIA PENAL CODE on the cover. “Unlawful sexua intercourse with aminor, age
sixteen or seventeen, amisdemeanor, three monthsto ayear per count, 189 counts. .. Providing acohol
to aminor, age Sxteen or seventeen, for immora purposes, a misdemeanor, three monthsto ayear per
count, 131 counts...Providing illega narcoticsto aminor, age Sixteen or seventeen, for immora

purposes, afdony...”

| started to do the math in my heed, but then | was like, wait, he knows how many times| didit? And so
| took another look at the picture array and saw that al the shots were framed the same way, with the
pet boy gtting at the foot of my futon and the image angled like the person holding the camerawas
standing on the futon’ s headboard, which you think | might have noticed at the time. Then the flashback
ray hit meagain, and | remembered that very first night with Miles, me handing him afresh joint and then
looking up at the wall above the headboard and winking, conspiratoridly, at—

“My Marlene Dietrich poster.”
“EyesOnly,” Dixon sad.

| was screwed. | was so screwed. I d had that Marlene Dietrich poster since freshman year at Berkeley,
it had hung onthewall over every bed I’d ever owned, and if Marlene was anarc for Panopticon—

“I’'m screwed.” The Coke can was empty now; my head felt three sizestoo big, and totally detached
from my body. | said to Dixon: “ So when are the cops coming?’

“Why would the police be coming?’
“Because...I'macrimind.”

“Yes, you are,” Dixonsad. “And if | were an agent of law enforcement, I’d be dl too happy to seeyou
locked away inacell. But | work for the organization, and the organization doesn't fight crime, it fights
evil.”

“Soyou'resaying...thiswasn't evil 7’

“It wasreckless. And appdlingly sdfish. Y ou were certainly old enough to know better. But you appear
to have acted without malice, and inasmuch asit’ s possible to judge such things objectively, most of these
young men were unharmed by their association with you.”



| didn’'t missthe qudifier: “Mogt of them?’
“Why don’'t you tell mewho I’'m thinking of 7’

| didn’t haveto guess. | turned back to the photo array, to the picture in the bottom right-hand corner,
my very last pet boy: Owen Farley.

“Age nineteen,” Dixon observed. “A little old for you, wasn't he?’

“No,” | said. “Hewasthe youngest one of dl, in the way that mattered. Hewaslike...”—and |
hesitated, redlizing | was about to bury myself, but there was no choiceredly, so | went on—"...hewas
like the boy in the Anai's Nin story. Innocent. Or no, not innocent. Ddlicate. Fragile.”

“Now we' re getting somewhere. Tell me what happened.”
“Y ou dready know what happened.”
“| want to hear how you tell it.”

Well, | redly didn’'t want to do that, but Dixon just kept staring me down, and then the tingling in the
wristband started to get painful, sofindly | gavein and told the Sory:

By themiddle of fdl, the pet-boy thing had started to get old. | guessthe novelty wore off. Thething
about teenage boys, you know, they're actualy not al that interesting as company. | mean even Miles,
with al that he had going on upstairs, he wasn’'t much to talk to.

So | sarted to get bored. And there were other things going on, too. My boss at the liquor store finaly
got wiseto the fact that I’ d been risking hislicense with my tip-jar scheme; he not only fired me, he kept
my last paycheck and said he’' d turn mein if | made any trouble about it. So because of that | got behind
on my rent, and then dso, | was doing afew too many drugs, which hurt my finances even more and
made it hard to get out of bed in the morning, which started causing problems at my other job...

So dl of thiswas sort of snowballing, right? And then one day out of the blue | got acal from Carlotta
Diaz saying she' d just bought a house in Bodega Bay, and would | like to comevisit her? And | waslike,
that’ sgrest, I'll get out of the city for awhile, get straight, get my head together, and make afresh start.
So | told Carlottayes, and we set adate.

And not long before | was dueto leave, | was coming back from working alast shift at the burger joint,
and that’swhen | saw him.

Hewas agtreet preacher. | never found out where he came from, but it must have been somelittle
church town out in the boonies where they raise kids under glass. What brought himto SF. | don’t
know, but he couldn’t have been off the bus more than five minutes.

He was standing on the sidewalk in the heart of the Tenderloin, testifying about Jesusto a pack of
transvestite hookers. The hookers were having agrand old time cracking on him, but he wasimpervious
to catcalls—not thick-skinned, you understand, just cludess. He called the hookers “ladies,” and from
theway he said it you could tell he wasn't being sarcastic or politically correct. He didn't get the whole
cross-dressing thing; he thought these redlly were women.

So | stopped to watch thistravesty, right? And seeing how green thiskid was, how totaly out of his
depth, the thought cameto me: If | wanted to, | could take him home and really blow his mind.

Now you can believe this or not, but this was a departure for me. | mean, with the other pet boysit had



al been about fun, and free housekeeping. Thiswasthefirst timel ever conscioudy considered messing
with somekid' s head, leaving marks... And some part of me knew that was abad idea, that I’d be
crossing alinel didn’'t want to cross. Normally, | wouldn't have. But | wasleaving for Carlotta sin less
than aweek, and that changed the calculusalittle. It' slike, if you' re asane person, ordinarily you'd
never touch heroin. But if it’ sthe night before you' re going to give up al drugs, and somebody offersyou
alineto snort...

So | was actudly contemplating this, seducing thislittle preacher boy. And il | probably wouldn't have
gonethrough with it, except that as | was standing there, the kid suddenly noticed me, and said: “Ma am,
can | share some good newswith you?” And it must have been pretty obvious what was going through
my head just then, because one of the hookers called out: “Honey, | think she’ sgoing to give you some
good news!”

And me, | just smiled, and stepped over theline: “1’d be happy to hear your good news, but you're going
to have to comewith me.”

“Comewith you, maam?’ hesad. “Where?’
“To my gpartment. | need to get off my feet. Are you hungry?’
Aseasy asthat. Hefdl in beside me and we started for home.

Now here sanother weird thing: | wastelling Dixon about this, right? And the whole time, he sgoggling
at me from behind those glasses of his, but even so, and even knowing what ultimately happened, |
dtarted to get into it. | mean, | remembered what it was like that day, bopping down the street, the kid
next to me jabbering about the love of Christ, and mefedling like the lioness leading the lamb back to her
den...

So | got to the part where we were in my apartment, and | literdly, God help me, offered the kid milk
and cookies, and ducked into the bedroom to “ change into something more comfortable.” And then the
Jumbotron came aive again, and suddenly | waslooking at avideo of what actually happened in my
kitchen that day.

It was atwo-shot, a close-up and awide-angle. For the close-up, they must have had Eyes Only on one
of the Keebler elves on the cookie box, and the wide-angle, | guessthat was from the Quaker Oats
canister over the sink. The video picked up right at the point where | came out of the bedroom, wearing
this semi-see-through kimono. And like | said before, | know I’ m not God' s gift, but if you'redoing a
Mrs. Robinson routine, you don’'t need to be a knockout, just, you know, presentable. But on-screen, |
looked redly bad, scary bad...All those drugs |’ d been doing, | guess they’ d taken more of atoll than
I"d reslized. There were these dark bags under my eyes, and my skin was blotchy, and my hair wasa
freak show, and, you know, | do not have amustache problem, but | swear | could see a shadow on my
upper lip. | wasahag, basically.

And the kid, he was sitting there with amouth full of cookies, terrified, and not in agood way ...
Isthere agood way to beterrified?

Well, you know, there svirgin panic, that feding you get when it’ syour first time, and you weren't
expecting it, but dl of asudden hereitis...But thiswasn't likethat. It' slike | said to Dixon, thiskid
wasn't an innocent. The fear on hisface, you could seeit in the close-up, it wasn't like, Ohmy God, I'm
about to get laid, or even, Oh my God, what's going on here? It was, Oh my God, not again...

Like he' d been seduced before?



Like he was damaged. Like it wastoo late for me to mess with his head, because somebody else had
dready been there, and al | was doing was plugging into this old nightmare. Only | couldn’t seethat,
because | was afucking stoned-out hag.

Y ou can imagine, watching the replay on thiswas complete torture. Seeing just how oblivious I’ d been to
the way thiskid wasfeding. And the things coming out of my mouth. .. Thank God, after | findly took him
by the hand and started leading him into the bedroom, the screen went dark.

But it wasn't over. “What happened next?’ Dixon said.
“Judt kill menow,” | begged him.

“If you' d prefer, we could wetchit...”

In case you' re wondering, there are worse fates than death.

So | got the kid into the bedroom and | started undressing him, and even at thetime, | knew there was
something wrong. He was too passive—not nervous passve, more like catatonic. And then after | got his
pants off, got him onto the futon, suddenly he wasn't passive, suddenly | was the one who was scared,
because thiskid, he might have been younger than me, but he was bigger than metoo, and al a once he
was on top of me, with hisface like an inch from mine and thisfever in his eyes, and now hewasthe one
running it, right, and it was't fun, it was starting to hurt. ..

And then...Ah, man, thisisbed...
What?

Hecaled me“sder.”
Sderasinanun,or...?

What, like oneislessfucked up than the other? 1 don’t know, but at that point | just flipped out. | started
hitting him—maybe | asked him to stop first, but probably | just sarted whaling on him. I hit him,
punched him, four or fivetimes, in the face, and findly herolled off me, and | sat up, and hewasjust lying
there on his back, shaking and crying.

And | waslike, | can’'t dedl with this, | can not dedl with this, so | went and locked mysdlf in the
bathroom and waited for him to leave. And alittlewhilelater | heard thisthump and | thought, front door,
thank God, even though the sound wasn't right for that. So | gave it another ten minutes and came out,
holding thistailet plunger likeaclub.

| did asweep of the gpartment. Kitchen: empty. Good. Living room: empty. Good. Bedroom: empty?
The futon was empty, but the bedclothes were heaped in apile on the floor on the far sde, and then |
saw thisfoot sticking out. “Oh, shit.”

Some ingtinct made me look over at the dresser. My drug-stash box was open. Marijuana was scattered
all over the dresser top, and the pill bag had been turned insde out. “Oh, shit.”

| ran to him and dug him out from under the sheets and blankets. He was facedown, unconscious, and
he' d thrown up at least once, but thank God he hadn’t choked on it—he was bresthing, he ftill had a
pulse. As| dapped hisfaceto try to revive him, | ran amenta inventory of what had been in that pill bag:
uppers and downers mostly—hopefully they’ d counteract each other—but a so some mescdinetabs|’d
been saving for my last day in town. Not the healthiest mix.



The kid' s cheeks were raw from the dapping but he wasn't waking up. His bresthing was getting
sketchy, and | realized | was going to haveto call an ambulance. | dithered, trying to come up with an
dternative,

How long?

Three, four minutes, tops—I swear—but thiskid, he wasn't growing any new brain cellsin the meantime,
you know what I'm saying? At least | didn’t try to put him under the shower—I knew from experience
that doesn’'t work—but ill...

Anyway, | findly called 911. The dispatcher came on: “What' s your emergency? And I’'m like,
“Accidental drug overdose...” She went through the standard Q& A—"“What kind of drugs?’ “Ishe
conscious?’ “Have you checked his airway?’—and then she asked me where | waslocated. Thiswas
back before they had cdler 1.D., right? So | was about to tell her, but then | took another look at my
dresser, at al that dope scattered around.

And the dispatcher said, “Miss? Areyou there?” And | said, “Yeah, I'm here,” and gave her the address
of the building acrossthe street. And she' slike, “Isthat an gpartment building?’ and | said, “Yesh, | think
s0,” and shesaid, “You think so?’ and | said, “I mean it is—just hurry up and get here, OK?” And she
said, sounding skeptica now, “What' s the gpartment number?’ and | told her, “Don’t worry about it. Tdll
the paramedics |’ [l meet them on the sdewalk.” | hung up before she could argue.

The hospita was six blocks away, so | had like zero time. The one smdll blessing was that the kid had
put his clothes back on before he took the pills, so | thought, At least it won't be obvious what we were
up to. | forgot that | wasn't dressed. ..l wrapped him in ablanket and used it to drag him—no way could
| carry him—and on the way out of the bedroom | bumped into the dresser. A bunch of stuff fell off,
including aVdium that he’d missed. | popped that right away, thinking | was definitely going to need it.

| dragged him out the door and down three flights of stairs. | must’ ve banged up hislegs and histailbone
pretty bad, but there was nothing | could do about that—I was busy making sure he didn’t hit his head,
and at every landing | had to stop and check that he hadn’t swallowed histongue. Then one landing from
the bottom | heard this click, an gpartment door opened up, and this old Ukrainian lady who was dways
giving me dirty looks came out to see what the racket was about. And I, | was beyond reason at this
point, | just smiled at her and said something like: “ Allergy attack...Doctor’ son hisway...Nothing to
worry about!” She madethislittle, like, warding gesture with her hands, and shut the door again.

So | got the kid down to the lobby—my back was killing me by now—and of course the ambulance was
aready outside, and the paramedics were talking to the super of the building across the street. | dragged
the kid out onto the stoop and started shouting, “Hey, over here!” and as everybody turned to look, | felt
thisbreeze, and that' swhen | redlized, | was sill wearing nothing but my kimono, and it was flapping
openin front, and I’'mlike, Oh grest.

The paramedics came running. They got the kid unwrapped, started checking him over, and we did
another Q& A: “What did he take? What did he take?” One of the paramedics, he was al about saving
thekid, and | liked that, that he barely even looked at me. The other one though, he was older, beard
stubble, he did look at me, and he was pissed. He said: “Why did you give the dispaicher the wrong
address? Are you too high to remember whereyou live, or areyou just scared?” And I’'m like, “I don't
live here” and he' slike, “Yeah, right.”

Then the other paramedic—he’ d been listening to the kid' s heart with a stethoscope—said, “We' ve got
to go, now.” So they put the kid on a stretcher, and | knew | should just shut up, beinvisible, but asthey
were bundling him into the back of the ambulance, | said, “Ishe going to be OK?’ And the angry



paramedic looked at me again, and said, “Y ou want to come to the hospital with us? Or do you want to
hide?” And | pinched the front of my kimono closed, and said, I’ ve got to get some clotheson...” And
he'slike “Yeah, right.”

They got into the ambulance, and asthey were driving away, | saw the angry paramedic on theradio,
talking to somebody, and | waslike, if the Ukrainian lady hasn't called the police aready ...

| ran back upstairs and got dressed. | took a plastic bag and swept as much of the marijuanaas| could
intoit, and hid it in the back of acloset aong with my drug-stash box. Then | got out—I thought | heard
adren outside, so | |eft by the fire escape—and stayed out.

| called Carlottaand asked if it was OK if | came afew days early. She said sure, so | got acar, some
boxes, and alittle extraVaium, and after midnight | went back to my apartment to pack. | just took the
essentials—I had to leave the furniture behind, but that was OK, most of it wasn't paid for anyway.

As| was packing, Phil showed up.
Inthe middle of the night?

Y eah, | told you, he had aknack for knowing when | needed him. “Phil,” | said, “1 think | redlly fucked

up here” And hewaslike, “Yeah, | tried towarnyou...” And then hejust sat there, looking sad, which
got me packing even fagter. By sunup | was done, and by early that morning | wasin Bodega Bay. End

of story.

Y ou never caled the hospita to find out what happened to the boy?

It's not mafeasanceif you behave like adecent human being. Theway | thought about it waslikethis:
asde from the Officer Friendly types, cops are generaly lazy, and tracking me to Carlotta swould be
difficult enough that they probably wouldn’t go to the trouble unlessthe kid died. So it followed that if |
didn’t hear from the cops, he must be OK...And | never did hear from them. Even &fter | came back to
S.F—you know, | had other scrapes with the police after that, but the thing with the street preacher
never came up. So | told mysdlf I'd dodged abullet, and swore I’ d learned my lesson.

And had you?

Hey, after that day? It was ayear and ahaf before | had sex with anyone again, and when | did, the guy
was like thirty-five—amature thirty-five.

So likel said, | counted mysdlf lucky, and moved on. | tried to forget it had ever happened, you know?
But Panopticon never forgets. They miss stuff, or misfileit, but if they know about it at dl, they never
redly forget...And when the truth finally comes back around, al those excuses you thought were so
clever end up sounding like the bullshit that they are.

So | finished my story and stood there staring at the video wall—it was dl just Owen Farley’ spicture,
now—uwhile | waited for Dixon to passfind judgment. But Dixon was waiting too, looking my way but
focused on apoint ahaf inchin front of hisright eye. Thelittle computer screen flickered like mad, and
my wrigt was tingling so much my hand had gone numb.

And sofindly | just blurted it out: “Did | kill him?’
“Kill him?’ Dixon said. “ That’ s an interesting choice of words.”

“It'stheright choice. You said it yourself, | wasreckless. | knew better. So if he'sdead, it'son me. If
he’ sin acoma somewhere, or locked up in apsycho ward, that’s on metoo. | accept responsbility,



OK?No excuses...Whatever you're going to do to me, just do it.”

Secondsticked by, and | felt another tingling, at the back of my head. | thought: that’swhere he'sgoing
to shoot me, the other Bad Monkeys operative who' s sneaking up behind me even now, waiting for
Dixon to givethe nod. I tried to brace mysdlf.

And then acell phone rang, breaking the spell. Dixon pursed hislipsin annoyance and dipped the phone
from hispocket. “Yes?’ hesaid. “Oh, it'syou...| didn't realize you were monitoring the session... Yes,
I’'m looking at the results now. I'd haveto call them inconclusive, but | was going
to...Redlly...Redly...Isthere somefactor herethat I'm not aware of ?...Redly...Wdll, it would have
been helpful to know that before...Yes, | understand...Of courseit’syour cal, but for the record, | il
don'tthink it swiseto...Yes...Yes...Asyouwish...”

He snapped the phone closed, and then, turning, pressed a single key on the laptop. The computer
screen went dark. The video wall went dark, too.

“You'refreeto go,” Dixon sad.

“What? But what about...Y ou never answered my question.”
“Owen Farley isdive. No thanksto you.”

“Ishe OK, though? What happened to him?1s he—"

“Don’'t push your luck,” Dixon said sharply.

“OK...But when you say I'm free to go, doesthat mean...Am | intheclear onthis? Am | till in Bad
Monkeys?’

“For now,” Dixonsaid. “Unless...”
“Unless?’
“Unlessyou have something e seyou'd like to confess.”

“No.” | hooked afinger under the wristband and popped it loose, then started massaging the feeling back
into my hand. “No, that's OK. I’m done confessing for now.”

“Then get out. And Jane?’
“Yeah?

“I'll beseeing you....”

white room (V)
“INTERESTING,” THE DOCTOR SAYS.

“Whet is?’

“In addition to my duties here, | sometimes conduct interviews at afacility called Red Springs, out in the
desert. It's—"

“A jail for sex predators,” she says, her cheeks coloring. “1 know. | saw asign for it on my way into
Veges”
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“Violent sex predators,” he says, but the correction does nothing to soothe her indignation. “I’ ve spoken
to over ahundred of them now, and they break down into two main categories. sociopaths, and a second
group | liketo think of as maefactors.”

Still flushed, she says: “ Sociopaths are the oneswho don't fed guilty.”

“Very good. Most people think that sociopaths are the oneswho can't tell right from wrong, but of
coursethat’ s not true. They know the difference—enough to understand they have to hide what they
do—they just don't care about it.”

“Bad monkeys.”

“Oh, the malefactors are bad monkeys, too—and in some ways, they’ re harder to take. Sociopaths are
like Martians: their mord indifferenceis very strange, but at least their behavior is consistent with it.
Malefactors, on the other hand, possess anormal sense of conscience. They experience guilt, and are
capable of remorse. But they don't et any of that stop them.

“Which bringsmeto my point,” the doctor says. “ Another way of distinguishing sociopaths from
malefactorsis through the types of liesthey tell. Sociopaths lie to other people. Ma efactors do that too,
but firgt they lieto themsalves. In order to justify their actions, they often construct very elaborate fantasy
scenarios...”

Her irefindly disspates. She snorts. “So thisis your new theory? | dreamed up the organization to help
cope with my repressed guilt about the pet boys?”’

“Youthink it saglly idea?’
“That Dixon was somekind of enabler?Yeah, | dothink it'ssllly. If you' d met him, you’ d know why.”
“Hedid clear you.”

“No, hedidn’t.” She startsto get angry again. “Did you not get the point about the phone call? Dixon
didn’t clear me. Dixon wanted to burn me. At the very least he wanted me kicked out of Bad Monkeys,
and if he could have sent me someplace like Red Springs, that would have made hisday.”

“But that isn’'t what happened.”
“Because Cogt-Benefits overruled him.”
“So you were cleared. By very smart, well-informed people.”

“But why would | doit that way? If | werejust imagining the whole thing to ease my guilt, why would |
put mysdlf through the wringer? Why not just have Dixon say, ‘Hey, so you crossed aline, it'sno big
dal”l

“Because you don't bdievethat,” the doctor says. “You think it isabig deal. And before you could
accept absolution, you wanted—needed—to be taken to task for what you’ d done.”

“You'vegot it dl figured out, huh?’

“Not dl. By your own account, your involvement with the organization goes back long before your
involvement with the pet boys. And while you may have been carrying asignificant amount of guilt over
what happened to Owen Farley, | doubt that incident alone was enough to give rise to such an elaborate
coping mechanism. It'stoo little, too late. So that leaves me with the same question Dixon had: Isthere



something else you' d like to confess?’

“No,” she saysfirmly, and then again: “No.” Sheleansback in her chair and |ooks away; her lips move
asif to shapetheword “no” athird time.

But what actualy comes out—after along pause, and in tones so low asto be barely audible—is. “Not
yet”

Scary Clowns, Shibboleths, and the Desert of Ozymandias

AFTER MY RUN-IN WITH DIXON, | didn’t get another Bad Monkeys assignment for almost three
months. | knew from what Annie had told me during training that that kind of downtime wasn't
necessarily unusua, but under the circumstances | couldn’t help worrying abot it.

Did you think you' d been fired after al?

No, | knew it wasn't thai—I could till get Catering on the phone anytime | wanted, they just didn’t have
anything for me. Then when | asked to speak to True, they kept telling me he was unavailable, and so
from that | got the idea that maybe he was upset.

About what? The pet boys?

Morelikely this other thing I’ d done. Back at that rooftop buffet meeting, right before he left, True had
warned me not to take Dr. Tyler’s case into my own hands:. “I know you' || be tempted, especidly once
your Malfeasance interview isout of theway, but don’t do it. Julius Deeds was strike one; Annie Charles
was strike two; | trust | don't need to tell you what happens after strike three.”

Of coursethismeant | had to quit my job at the nursing home. Maybe I’'m the biggest hypocritein the
universe, but | just didn’t trust myself to rub shoulderswith that sicko every night and not do something.
So | quit, but then during my last shift | brokeinto Tyler’ s office again and found that Catholic
school-uniform catalogue he kept hidden in hisfiling cabinet, and Ieft it on his desk. It wasn't anything
that' d get him into trouble if someone else saw it, but | knew that he’ d know that somebody was on to
him.

And what did you hope to accomplish by doing that?

Chrigt, talk about a Bob True question. | don’t know what | hoped to accomplish; | just did it, OK? But
because of Eyes Only, Panopticon knew I'd doneit, and I'm sure they told True, and if it wasn't bad
enough to count as strike three, till, I’d disobeyed adirect order. So | figured the lack of assgnments
might be True sway of punishing me: unofficid suspenson.

Meanwhile, Dixon kept dropping hints that he was till on my case. | got another floor-sweeping gig at
this office building on the waterfront. It was alot quieter than the nursing home, just me and a security
guard, which should have been great: no boss, whole place practicaly to mysdf, plusthe vending
machine on the top floor had this glitch whereif you hit the buttons just right, you’ d get two sodasfor the
price of one. But | Sarted getting cregped out. The company that owned the building imported
bobblehead dolls from Taiwan, and those freaking things were everywhere, not just watching me but
nodding at me. It got so | couldn’t go more than half an hour without running down to the security station
to cam my nerves.

Onenight | went in there and the guard had his TV on. The Graduate was playing. Not just any part of
The Graduate, either—thefirgt thing | saw coming in the room was Anne Bancroft putting her stockings
on for Dugtin Hoffman. So I’'m like, “Can | changethis?’, and the guard shrugged and said sure, so |
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flipped channels, into the middle of another bedroom scene: Bud Cort lying next to Ruth Gordonin
Harold and Maude.So | flipped channdls again, and it was acommercial, and | waslike, OK, but then
the announcer’ svoice said, “ Coming up next on A& E, The Mary Kay Letourneau Story...”

And you thought thiswas Dixon’ sway of taunting you? By manipulating the TV schedule?

If it had just been the once, | might have put it down to coincidence. But after that, whenever | got near a
televison...l mean, | know they like to repeat stuff on cable, but how many times can they cycle through
the same handful of shows?

Anditwasn'tjust TV. | garted noticing little digsin theradio playli<, too. I'd bein the shower, Snging
aong with KFOG, and dll a oncel’d belike, oh, “The Kids Are All Right,” arethey? And if it wasn't
the song itsdlf, it was the band. .. The Pet Shop Boys. Remember the Pet Shop Boys? They dropped off
the charts, what, a decade ago? But suddenly they were in heavy rotation again.

Michael Jackson too, | suppose.
Don't even get me started on Michael Jackson. If | never hear “Billie Jean” againinthislife...
So what did you do about this...harassment?

Atfirgt | tried to ignoreit; when that didn’'t work, | went back to popping Vaium. That helped for a
while, but then Dixon started to play nasty. One day in the grocery checkout | redlized I d forgotten to
get butter, and when | ran back to the dairy case, someone had turned al the milk cartons so that the
missing-kid photos were face-out. They were dl boys, and al looking at me with these disappointed
expressons.

That wasjust too much. | mean, Harold and Maude, OK, that was funny in a demented sort of way, but
this, to me, thiswas no joke.

So next | got thisideathat | should leave town again. It didn't redly make sense, because Dixon's
jurisdiction wasn't limited the way the SFPD’ sis—Mafeasance is everywhere. But it wasal | could
think to do at that point.

What made you choose Las Vegas as a destination?

It wasn't my choice. Where | wanted to go was the Pacific Northwest, Seettle or maybe Portland. |
figured it'd be anice change of climate, plusthat part of the country isMeccafor serid killers, so | knew
I’d have lots of work once True let me out of the doghouse. But it turned out True had other plansfor
me

| went to thistravel agency that speciaized in helping people plan moves, and asked for someinfo on
Washington and Oregon. The woman behind the desk looked at me like | was nuts. “ The economy up
thereisterrible right now. Have you thought about Nevada?’

“Nevada?’

“LasVegasisbooming. It'sone of the only citiesin the country that hasn't been hurt by the recession.
They’ re building thousands of new homes amonth.”

“Sorry, I'm not interested.”

“No, redly, you should think about it. Just wait here, Jane, let me get you some literature...” She went
into aback room, and | got the hdll out of there. | hadn’t told her my name,



Back a my apartment, | gulped down three Vaium and turned onthe TV. I’ d programmed it to skip
over dationsthat showed movies or sex-offender trids, which didn’t leave awhole lot. Can you guess
what the theme on the Travel Channd wasthat night?

LasVegas?

Three showsinarow. You d dmost think the L.V. chamber of commerce was paying the network to
advertise. And then when | clicked over to ESPN, they were covering apoker tournament at Binion's
Cagno.

| switched off the TV and picked up the phone.

“Jane Charlotte.”

“Yeah, I'm cdling for Bob Trueagain. Tell him | got the message.”

“Look behind you.”

| turned around to see True coming out of my kitchen. “What'sin LasVegas?’ | asked him.
“An operation we believe you' d be perfect for.”

“Y ou don't have anything perfect someplace nicer?” True just arched an eyebrow, asif to say, Y ou want
me to cut you off for another three months?“Yeah, OK,” | said. “Sowhat isit?’

“The detailswill be given to you by your handler after you arrive.”
“Y ou're not supervising me on thisone?’

“I'll bedong later, but during theinitia phase of the operation, you' | be working with a colleague of mine
named Robert Wise.”

“Iseveryone in Cost-Benefits named Bob?’
“Wiseisn't with Cost-Benefits,” True sad. “He sa Scary Clown.”
“Y ou're teaming me with a Clown? What kind of op isthis?’

“It’ s not the nature of the operation so much asitslocation. The Scary Clowns consider Las Vegasto be
their fiefdom, and they are extremdly territorid. It' snot redly possble for usto run an operation there
without including them. But don't worry, Wiseisagood man. He's...much less random than some of the
others”

“Great. Sowhendo | leave?’
“We need you ready to go by Thursday. Catering will handle the travel arrangements.”

“OK. I’'m going to need some money, though. The bobblehead people aren’'t going to give me apaid
vacation, and I’ m aready way behind on my rent.”

“Yes, | know. | wasjust coming to that.” He handed me a Jungle Cash ticket that had aready been
scratched off.

“Um, True,” | said, looking at the prize amount. “Thisistoo little”

“It'senough for along-term storage locker. A small one. Y ou don't have that many possessions.”



“Y ou want meto give up the gpartment?’
“Weren't you planning to do that anyway?’

“Waell yeah, but...How long isthisVegas operation supposed to last? | mean, does it make sense for me
to burn al my bridges here?’

True held up the crumpled eviction notice that hel d fished out of my kitchen garbage can. “I'd say this
bridgeisdready blazing, wouldn't you?’

| put my stuff in storage. | stopped by the bobblehead company, intending to give my notice, and instead
managed to talk thisguy in payroll into giving me two weeks pay in advance. Then | called Black
Helicopters, the subdivision of Catering in charge of trangport. Even though | should have known better, |
was honestly expecting them to fly meto Vegas. Hah.

“At five p.m. thisevening,” the voice on the phone said, “go stand in the parking lot outsde the Safeway
supermarket in Pacific Heights. Someone will park within sght of you and leave their keysin theignition.”

“What kind of car will it be?”

“At five p.m. thisevening, go stand in the parking lot outside the Safeway supermarket in Pacific—"
“Yeah, yeah, | got that. But how will I know it’ sthe right car?’

“Thelicense plate will have an even number.”

It wasadmost six by thetime ablack SUV pulled into the Safeway lot, driven by amother with two kids;
the kids were screaming at each other, which gave their mom a perfect pretext to forget her car keys.
The SUV’slicense number ended in an 8, and it was aNevada plate, which | thought pretty much
clinched it—but just in case, | waited until Mom had dragged the kids into the store before making my
move.

| found aMobil credit card in the glove compartment and used it to top off the tank. Then | blew town.
As| drove south, | thought about the Scary Clowns.

The Clowns are the remnant of another secret society that got taken over by the organization way back
inthe day. They specidizein psychologica ops: mind-fucking for the greater good. Like everybody el se,
they’ re supposed to answer to Cost-Benefits, but because of their specid history they’re actualy
semiautonomous, and their ingstence on playing by their own rules creates alot of headachesfor the
bureaucracy.

What sort of headaches?

Well, one of the thingsthat distinguishes the Clownsisthat they’re alot less publicity-shy than the other
divisons. They consider urban legends aform of tradecraft. It's how they got their nickname.

| don't recall an urban legend about scary clowns.

It was avariation on the old Men in Black gag. Used to be, when the organi zation got wind of a predator
operating in asmall town or asuburb, they’ d send in abunch of guysin freaky clown makeup to drive
around and menace the locals. The ideawas to raise awareness, get people to lock their doors and stop
trusting strangers, until Bad Monkeys could diminate the threet. It was a pretty effective gimmick, but
they had to stop doing it after this one clown actor named Gacy got alittletoo into hisrole.



John Wayne Gacy was an organization operative?

Not one of the better ones, but yeah. He' d worked in Panopticon before switching to psy-ops, so he
knew how to spoof Eyes Only surveillance; that’ s how he managed to rack up so many bodies without
getting caught. And then when the cops nailed him, before the organization could? Y ou can bet heads
rolled in Mafeasance over that screwup.

Anyway, after that, they quit using the Scary Clown gimmick—mostly—but the name stuck.

So thiswasthe group | was going to be working with. Y ou can seewhy | felt kind of ambivaent about it.
Thejob wasn't likely to be boring, but if | drew the wrong psycho for apartner, | might find mysalf
wishing | was back with the bobbleheads.

| stopped in Bakersfield for alate dinner. Not long after | got back on the highway, the gas gauge, which
had been telling me | ill had dmost athird of atank left, suddenly dipped into the red zone. Fortunately
there was aMobil sign at the next exit.

The Mobil station was in aone-stoplight mountain town that had rolled up its sdewaks hours earlier.
Coming down the main drag, | got aweird vibe. The street was deserted, but the kind of deserted you
seein ahorror movie, right before the zombies start coming out in droves. I”d been planning on pumping
my own gas, but when | got to the sation | pulled up to the full-service idand instead.

The gas-gation atendant wore a hooded swegatshirt that hid hisface in shadow. “Chilly night,” he said,
when | cracked the window. “Would you like to comeinside for some coffee?’

“No thanks. Just fill it up with unleaded.”

| kept an eye on him while he pumped the gas. As he was pultting the gas cap back on, he did thisfunny
ten-second freeze with his head cocked, like he' d just heard a branch breaking out in the dark
somewhere.

Then he was back a my window: “Y ou sure you don’t want that coffee?’
“Pogtive”

“It'sredly good.” Hetilted hishead, and hisright arm started twitching. “Trust me, you'll be very glad
youtriedit.”

“Sorry, I'm aMormon. Caffeine even touchestheselips, | go straight to hell.” | made my own twitching
motion with the credit card, and reluctantly hetook it from me. He went into his office and stood just
ing de the door, tapping his feet. Then he came back out again.

My NC gun was stuffed in abrown paper bag next to my seet. | reached for it as the attendant came
around to my window for thethird time.

“Thiscard’ sno good,” hetold me.

“Ohyeah?’ | sad, dipping the gun off safe. “1 hear it works alot better if you actudly run it through the
mechine”

“It'sno good.” Hiswhole body was jerking violently to one sSide now.
“OK, giveit back to methen. I'll pay cash.”

“It' sagaing the rulesfor meto giveit back. I’m going to need you to come insde with me.”



“Yeah, right.”

“Miss—"

“Y ou want to keep the card, go ahead and keep it. But I’m not going anywhere with you.”
“Miss, please...”

| camethis close to shooting him. But as heleaned in to plead with me, | finally got aglimpse of hisface,
and saw that he was scared silly. And then—yprobably because | was dready in ahorror-movie frame of
mind—it occurred to methat I’ d heard this story before somewhere.

“Tell me something,” | said. “ Are you acting weird because there saguy with an ax crouched behind my
back seat?’

The gas-gation attendant blinked. “Y ou know him?’

“Wdl, we haven't been formally introduced, but I'm pretty sure hisnameisBob.”

“Oh,” the attendant said. “OK. I'll just go run your card, then...”

He went back into the office; | looked in my rearview mirror. “Robert Wise, | presume?’

“If I weren't,” Wise said, “you’ d be dead. Or wishing you were.” He got up, and despite the tough talk
and the double-bitter in his hands, my first impression was that he wasn't dl that scary. He didn’t look
like an ax murderer; helooked like an army ranger who' d gotten lost on hisway to chop some firewood.

“How long have you been back there?’ | asked him. “ Since Bakersfiel d?’
“Doesit matter?’

“I just want to know how cranky you are. If you' ve been Sitting on the floor al the way from S.F., your
butt must be pretty sore by now.”

“You'refunny,” said Wise. “True mentioned you were funny.” Then he said, “Wait here,” and got out.

| watched him walk towards the gas-station office, ax swinging at hisside. As Wise came in the door, the
attendant looked up from the credit-card machine and started to raise his hands. Then the office lights
went out.

Two minutes passed. Wise regppeared, minus his ax. He trotted back to the SUV and got into the front
passenger sedt. “Here,” he said, handing me the credit card.

“Uh...What did you just do?’
“Don’'t worry about it.”
“What did you do, Wise?’

“I'll tell you later. Right now, we need to get away from here.” He glanced a hiswristwatch. “ Sometime
in the next forty-two seconds would be good.”

The wristwatch glance stopped me from arguing. | put the SUV in gear and drove, counting “one one
thousand, two one thousand,” under my breath. When | got to “forty-two one thousand,” bright light
flared in the rearview.



| took a hand off the wheel and reached for my NC gun. The paper bag was empty.

“That'sdl right, Jane,” Wise said. “I’ll hang on to the weapon for now. Y ou just concentrate on driving.
And don’'t worry about that guy back there—he had it coming, | promise.”

“Whet the hel—"
“Jugt drive.”

| drove. Wisedidn't spesk again until wewerein Nevada. A few miles past the state line, he had me
leave the highway for an unpaved road that snaked north into the desert.

“WEe re not going to Vegas tonight?’
“No. My place”

The road ended at afenced compound whose gate opened automatically for us. Wise directed meinsde,
to along, low, warehouse-style building with asign that reed LAWFUL GOOD PRESS. Assoonasl!’d
parked, he took the keys.

“It'sOK,” I told him. “I’m not going anywhere. I’'m too tired.”

“Yeah, wdl, thisway | don’t have to worry about you driving off in your deep.”
“What if | walk off inmy degp?’

“There are coyotes,” said Wise. “Sodon't.”

| followed him into the warehouse, to amusty room where a cot had already been set up for me.
“Bathroom’ s straight back if you need it,” he said. “ Other than that, if you get an urge to snoop
around—"

“I know. Coyotes.”

| woke up in the morning to avision of swastikas. To the left of my cot was abookcase labeled ARY AN
LITERATURE, filled with display copies of bookswith titleslike A Hoax Cdled Auschwitz and The
[llustrated Protocols of the Elders of Zion. | got up, rubbing deep from my eyes, and checked out the
other bookcases lining the room, each with its own subject: White Supremacy; Black Supremacy;
Reigion; Fireearms and Slencers, Knife-Fighting and Martid Arts, Bomb-Making; Biologicd Warfare;
Torture Techniques, Confidence Games, Phony 1.D. and Identity Theft; Computer Hacking;
Money-Laundering and Tax Evasion; Staking; Revenge.

I’d wandered over to Bomb-Making and was leafing through The Patriot’ s Cookbook: A Step-by-Step
Guide to Brewing Explosives and Chemica Weapons at Home when Wise cameinto the room. He was
showered and shaved, and in amuch mellower mood than the night before. “Found something you like?’

“Lawful Good Press” | said. “Isthat ajoke?’

“| don’t know. Areyou laughing?’

| held up The Patriot’s Cookbook. “Isthis ajoke?’

“It'sno substitute for acollege chemistry degree, if that’ swhat you' re asking.”

“The recipesdon’t work?’



Wise made a seesawing motion with his hand. “ The quality of the information varies. The smoke-and
stink-bomb recipes are pretty solid; the onesfor TNT and plastique, not so much.”

“What about thisone?’ | pointed to alinein the table of contentsthat reed, “ Sarin Gas.”
“Look at the equipment list.”
| did. “What' saGalinago flask?”’

“A very specidized piece of hardware—so specialized, it doesn't actualy exist. But if you ask for it at a
chemical-supply house, or try to search for it on the Internet, bells go off in Panopticon.”

“ Are the books bugged, too?’

“Some of them. Eyes Only on sdected volumes, plus Library Bindings on some of the hate literature.
And of coursewe kegp amailing list.” He took aremote control from his pocket and pointed it at the
picture of the Reichstag that hung above the Aryan Lit. bookcase; the picture did aside, reveding a
computerized map of the U.S. covered in blinking points of light. “ Green dots are customers we believe
to be harmless—people who think it's cute to have How to Find Y our Ex-Wife as bathroom reading
copy. Red dots are customers who want to do damage. Y ellow dots, we' re not sure yet.”

“Lot of red dotsaround Vegasright now,” | observed.

“Y eah, we noticed that too. But here, take alook at this...” He pressed another button on the remote,
and all the dots vanished except for onein southern Cdifornia. A picture and aname appeared at the
bottom of the screen. “Recognize him?’

“The gas-dtation attendant.”
“He had some unfortunate ideas about anthrax and the U.S. Postal Service.”
“If he was abad monkey, shouldn’t | have taken care of him?’

“Wall, if you' d bothered to check the back of your vehicle for sowaways, we would have had time to
discussthat. Asit was, it just seemed smpler to handle him myself. Plus| redly wasfeding pretty
cranky. You hungry?’

Besdesthe printing press and bindery, the building had afull industria kitchen. | sat at a stainless-stedl
counter making small talk while Wise cooked me breskfast.

“So how’d you end up aClown?’ | asked him. “| mean, axwork aside, you seem likeanorma guy.”

“Don't let the haircut fool you,” Wisesaid. “I wasorigindly inintel, but when | came out hereto start up
the Press, the head of the Scary Clowns made me an offer.”

“Panopticon to Clown seemslike apopular career path. Did you know—"
“Gacy?" Wise shook his heed. “Beforemy time.”

“What about aguy named Dixon? Y ou ever cross pathswith him?’

“Y ou could say 0. | was his Probate officer.”

“Y ou trained Dixon?...So does that mean you were in Mafeasance?’



“No, regular Panopticon. Dixon wastoo &t firgt, but he was bucking for aMalfie post from day one.”
“Didyoulikehim?’

“Hewasagood student. A little overzeal ous, maybe. Why, what’sheto you?’

“He srunning my background check.”

Wiselaughed. “I bet that’ sfun.”

“Thrilling. Listen, maybe you can explain something to me: when Dixon called mein for an interview, |
had to wear thiswristband...” | described it to him.

“Sounds like ashibboleth device” Wisesad.
“What' s ashibboleth?’

“It' sfrom the Book of Judgesin the Old Testament. The men of Gilead went to war against the men of
Ephraim, and the Ephraimites got daughtered. When the survivorstried to pass themsalves off as
members of another tribe, their accents gave them away: Ephraimites couldn’t pronounce the ‘sh’ sound,
s0 when they said the word * Shibboleth,” it came out ‘ Sibboleth.””

“And ashibboleth device...?’
“Samebasicidea It'satool for sorting good monkeys from bad monkeys.”
“By theway they talk?’

“By the way they fed. The device testsfor inappropriate emotiona responses. Like, someonetdlsyou
your mother died, and you' re happy instead of sad. Or someone makes you talk about this shameful
thing you did, only you' re not ashamed.” He laughed again. “Y ou look worried. Don't be. | don’t know
what went on between you and Dixon, but if he had any serious doubts about you, you wouldn’t be here.
This operation’ stoo important.”

“What isthe operation, anyway?’

He handed me asilver medical bracelet like the kind epileptics wear. On one Sde was a cluster of
Egyptian hieroglyphs over the legend OZY MANDIAS LLC. On the other Sde was an inscription:

in case of death
keep body cool & cdl

1-800-EXTROPY
for further instructions

$50,000 cash reward

“Y ou know what cryogenicsis?’ Wise asked.

“Sure. It swhere they put you on ice until doctors can invent a cure for whatever killed you. | didn’t



know there was a rewards program, though.”

“That' sthe deluxe version. The god isto get the cadaver into cryostasis as quickly as possible, to
minimize postmortem decay.”

“Let me guess: thisis one of those clever-sounding ideas that turns out not to be.”

“Thereisacontradiction,” said Wise, “ between wanting to live forever, and offering a cash bounty for the
discovery of your corpse.” He passed me astack of what looked like baseball cards. But the pictures
were of both men and women, and the stats on the back weren't sports-related. “These are dl the
customers of the Ozymandias Corporation who' ve died within the past sx months.”

| counted thirteen cards. “How bigisther client li?’

“Not that big. Going by the average of previous six-month periods, there should be two cardsin that
stack at most.”

“So someone skilling them off for the bounty money...But wouldn’t that be kind of hard to get away
with?1 mean, you' d think the company would get suspicious when the same person kept claiming al the
rewards.”

“The bodieswere dl discovered by different people,” Wise said, “and there’ sno obvious connection
between any of the discoverers. But we believe a connection exists.”

“Soit’ san organized racket? Murder for profit?’
“Profit, and one other motive.”
“What?’

“Evil. Webdievethekillers ultimate goa—after making as much money as possible—isto attract the
attention of the police.”

“Aren't the police dready paying attention?’

“Not yet. But their involvement isinevitableif the deaths continue at this rate—and the first thing they’ll
do when they launch their investigation is order an autopsy of dl the bodies.”

| thought about it. “ Autopsies mean thawing them out...”

“Thawing them out, and cutting them up.”

“So not only are they dead before their time, they lose their shot at resurrection.”

“Y ou find that amusng?’

“Wel no, | think i’ shorrible, but...come on. Thewhole cryogenicsthing is bullshit anyway, right?”
“Y eah, like organ trangplants. Or cloning.”

“OK,” | said, not wanting to argue the point, “ OK, back up, | fill don’t understand why the police aren’t
dready investigating this. If thirteen people were murdered—"

“Youdidn’'t look closely enough at the stats.”

| shuffled through the cards again. * Cause of degth: heart attack. .. Cause of death: heart attack...Cause



of desth: stroke...Cause of desth: heart attack...” | looked up. “Areyou guys missing an NC gun?’
“Along with itsowner.” He laid one more card on the counter.
“Jacob Carlton.”

“Former Good Samaritan, transferred to Bad Monkeysin 1999. He disappeared last June during an
operation in Reno. Origindly the thinking was he’ d been taken out by the guy he was hunting, but now it
looks like there' s another explanation.”

“So how dowe find him?”’

“We believe Carlton has taken ajob insde the Ozymandias Corporation. Panopticon’s been trying to
bug their headquarters for weeks, but the surveillance equipment keeps mafunctioning. You and | are
going to go in there today, posing as clients.”

The Ozymandias facility was another forty miles out in the desert. “If they’ rein such ahurry to freeze
people,” | asked, aswe drove across the wasteland, “wouldn’t it make more senseto build the placein
town?’

“Zoning regulations” Wise said vagudly.
“They havethosein Vegas?’

Thefirst Sgn we were getting close was a shimmer of color on the horizon. | thought it was a heat mirage,
but within another mile the shimmer had resolved itsdlf into agreen circlewith awhite building at its
center.

A big cargo helicopter came screaming overhead as we passed through the gardens of Ozymandiasto
thevigtor parking lot. The helicopter touched down just east of the building, and ateam of guysin moon
suits came running to unload asiiver body bag and hustle it inside.

“OK, so what' s our cover?’
“We' remarried,” said Wise. He handed me aring. “Mr. and Mrs. Doe.”
“Jane Doe? Y eah, that’ s not suspicious.”

“Don’'t worry about it. When we get insgde, I’ll be doing the talking. Y ou just nod your head and keep
your eyes peded for Carlton.” He opened the glove compartment and brought out my NC gun. “One
morething, we d liketo get him diveif we can.”

“No problem.” | set thegun’sdia to NS, narcoleptic seizure.

Coming in the building we got hit with ablast of arctic air, like the company wanted to let us know right
away it could deliver. We went to the reception desk, where awoman in four layers of wool printed us
badges and told usa Dr. Ogilvy would be right with us.

Ogilvy reminded me of Ganesh. There wasn't much of aphysica resemblance—except that he was
smdll, and looked like he' d be easy to beat up—Dbut he had a nervousness about him, and also a sadness,
like thiswasn’'t the career he’ d planned on having. Once he' d introduced himself and got his game face
on, though, he was pretty peppy. “Well, Mr. and Mrs. Doe, thank you so much for coming out here
today! Let’sgo back to my office and talk about what Ozymandias can do for you!”

Ogilvy’ s office had abig bay window that looked out on an acre of fruit trees and flower bushes. The



greenbelt was shot through with rainbows from an automated sprinkler system, and if I'd had atab of
acid | could have stared at it al day. But Ogilvy didn’t offer usany drugs, just comfy chairsand tea. Then
he got down to business: “I understand you' re interested in purchasing one of our life-extension plans.”

| must have looked like | was going to make a crack, because Wise laid ahand on my arm before
answering, “Yes”

“And will thisbefor both of you, or...?’
“Neither,” Wise said.

“Neither.” Ogilvy’ s eyebrowswent up and down afew times. “Isit agift, then? We do have gift
packages, it’ sactually fairly common, or well, not common, but...For the friend who has everything, or a
vaued employee about to retire...”

“It'sfor our son.”

“Oh! Oh, | see. Your son... 7
“Philip.”

“I see. And how old is Philip?’
“He sten.”

“Andishe...ill?

“Hewasin an accident. He was playing outside, and his sister was supposed to be watching him,
but...Wel, you know how kids are. She got distracted.”

“Oh, how terrible”

“It'snot her fault, redly. She should never have been given that responsibility. If anyone sto blame, it's
my wifeand 1.”

“Ohno,” said Dr. Ogilvy. “No, don’t think that way! These things, you know, they just happen
ometimes”

“Anyway, Phil’ sin the hospita now, inintensive care, and we' re praying that he'll pull through, but if he
doesn’t...We want to be ready.”

“Of course. Of course.”

“Sowhat we' d like,” Wise concluded, “isto have alook around your facility, here, and maybe meet
some of your people...”

“Of course! I'd be happy to give you atour right now! Let’s—" The phonerang, and Dr. Ogilvy started.
“Oh dear! I'msorry..."” Peering closer a the blinking light that accompanied theringing: “Hmm, line
three, I'm sorry, you know | redlly should take this...Would you mind if—"

“It'sfine” | said, getting up. “We Il wait for you outside.”

| practically dragged Wise from the room. As soon aswe were out the door, | lit into him: “What the hell
was that about?’



“What was what about?’
“Our son Phil? Who had an accident? While his sster was watching him?’

Wise was blank-faced. “I have no ideawhat’ s eating you. Everything | said in there was part of ascript.
I’'mjud following it.”

“What script?’

“The one Cogt-Benefits gave mefor thisop. Y ou think | make this stuff up as| go dong?’
“Who in Cog-Benefits—"

“All right then!” said Dr. Ogilvy. “ Are we ready for the tour?’

We headed down the hall towards our first stop, with me gtill staring daggers at Wise. Meanwhile Ogilvy,
either because he' d picked up on the tension or because it was part of his standard sales pitch, launched
into arambling explanation of the company name: “1t'sfrom the poem by Percy Shelley.”

“Ozymandias, King of Kings,” said Wise. “‘Look on my works, ye mighty, and despair.

“Yes That'sthe one. And of course, ‘my works,” that’s meant to be ironic, since as the poem goes on
to say, there' s actudly nothing left of those works, other than the inscription that brags about them.
Which, given what we do here, may seem like a strange allusion to be making. But you see, there's
actually adoubleirony, because it turns out Shelley picked on the wrong king. At the time he was writing,
1817, | believe, Egyptology hadn’t gotten off the ground yet, so one pharaoh was as obscure as any
other. Today, though, thanksto science, things are very different. Ozymandias—aka Ramsesthe
Great—is not only one of the most famousrulersin history, but we know, contrary to what Shelley
wrote, that alot of hisworksdid survive.”

“Sowhat’ sthe point?’ | interrupted, not wanting to fall adeep before | had achanceto finish grilling
Wise. “Don’t speak too soon?”’

“Exactly!” sad Dr. Ogilvy. “Exactly. Don’t speak too soon! And we believe asmilar caution appliesto
what we' re doing here. Our industry, Mrs. Doe, perhaps| don’'t haveto tell you this, but it hasits share
of skeptics. Some people, | won't cdl them ignorant, but some. ..uninformed people, think cryogenicsis,
wdl—"

“A load of crap?’

“—afantasy. An optimist’s pipe dream....But the same thing has been said about alot of scientific
advances.”

“Like organ transplants” | said. “Or cloning.”

“Yes! Yes You do understand. What one generation mocks, the next takes for granted. And | promise
you,

Mrs. Doe—we'll pray for your son, of coursewe will, and we'll hope for the bes—but even if the worst
happens, hewon’t be lost forever. | guarantee, we will bring Phil back...And herewe arel”

We d come to a security door marked CRY OSTASIS A. Ogilvy swiped a keycard through areader on
thewall and the door did open, hitting us with another blast of cold air.

| stepped insde, expecting amorgue-type setup, bodiesfiled away in lockers dong the wall. Instead,



Ozymandias clientswere arranged on freestanding racks, encased in tall meta cylinderslike giant
thermoses—what Dr. Ogilvy cdled “cryopods.” There were six podsto arack. They hung upright, but
could swivd to ahorizonta position for loading and unloading. At the far end of the room, ateam of
maoon-suit guys—probably the same ones we' d seen on the helicopter pad—had just cranked a pod into
theloading position; white vapor boiled out of it asthey removed the end cap.

One series of racks held smaller containers, each about athird the Sze of anorma cryopod. | said:
“Pleasetell methose aren't babies”

“Ohno,” said Dr. Ogilvy. “Children are kept in Cryostasis B. Thisis an adults-only chamber. Those are
heads. The, uh, budget option,” he explained, wincing alittle. “Not that there’ s anything wrong with that,
you understand—once we have the means to reanimate a dead body, growing an entirely new one

shouldn’t be much harder. Personally, though, I’ d rather not present areviva team with any unnecessary

chdlenges”

Cryostasis B was amost identical to Cryostasis A, except that the racks were spaced farther apart to
make room for padded benches. “For vigitors,” Dr. Ogilvy explained. “Friends and loved ones of our
adult clientsare welcometo vigit a any time aswell, but for reasons I’ m sure you can appreciate, vists
herein the nursery are much more common. Incidentaly, purchase of aPlatinum Lazarus or
higher-premium plan entitles you to unlimited shuttle service to and from McCarran Airport...”

Figuring it might blow our cover if | dugged him, | stepped away while Ogilvy continued his pitch. | went
over to the nearest rack and pretended to examine one of the pods.

A clanging noise caught my attention. | leaned sdeways and looked around the rack to where a
maintenance hatch had just opened in the floor. Another moon-suit guy climbed up out of it. Asheturned
to drop the hatch cover back in place, | saw hisface.

Jacob Carlton.
“Mrs. Doe?’ Dr. Ogilvy said. “I wasjugt telling your husband something that | think you—"

“Bewithyouinaminute!” | drew my NC gun and stepped quickly around the rack, but Carlton had
vanished.

“Jane?’ sad Wise. “What isit?’

A loud boom! from benegth the floor shook the podsin their racks. The lightsflickered, and the steady
hum of air-conditioning and refrigeration units gave way to asick stutter.

“It' syou-know-who!” | cdled to Wise. “I think he just sabotaged the dectricity!”

“What?’ said Dr. Ogilvy. “Oh no, sabotage isimpossible here, we have excdlent security! And the
power system has two backup generators.”

On cue, asecond explosion rocked the building. An aarm sounded.
“Oh dear,” said Dr. Ogilvy. “Perhaps we d better—urk!”

“Wise? Gun at the ready, | stepped back around the rack and saw the doctor lying facedown on the
floor. Wise, who' d dived for cover behind a batch of frozen heads, mouthed the words Over there and
pointed.

| made my way from rack to rack towards Carlton’ s hiding place. | was nearly there when atthird



explosion knocked out the last of the power. In the seconds of pitch-blackness that followed, | heard
running footsteps.

Battery-operated safety lights came on. | ducked past the last rack in time to see an emergency-exit door
swinging closed. | shouted to Wise, “I’'m going after him,” but when | reached the door | paused to look
back. The room was aready noticeably warmer, and wisps of vapor were curling off the cryopods.

| went through the door. A twisting corridor led me back out to the main hallway, where | found two
more bodies on the ground, another doctor and a security guard. The guard had gone down swinging, a
nightstick still clutched tightly in hisfist. Right next to him on thefloor, nearly invisblein the amber glow of
the safety lights, was an orange pistal.

| tucked Carlton’s NC gun in my waistband and followed the Signsto the nearest exit. Carlton was stuck
there, hisfina escape from the building blocked by a set of automeatic doorsthat were no longer
automatic. Y ou' re supposed to be able to dide those things open manually, but it helpsto have both
hands, and Carlton’ sright arm hung limp, a casuaty of the guard’ s nightstick. Now he' d pulled out aclub
of his own—amonkey wrench—and was using it to bash out the door glass. | snuck up behind him and
waited until he’ d removed enough of the glassto give me aclear field of fire. Then | put him to deep.

A hot desert wind blew in through the shattered door. Looking out, | redlized that the power failure had
killed the garden’ s sprinkler system, so the plants were doomed, too. But it wasn't the fruit trees| was
worried about.

“Weblew it, didn't we?’ | said, as Wise came up behind me. “ They’re dl going to thaw out.”
“I thought you didn’t believe in the resurrection.”

Wise crouched down, pulled the hood off Carlton’s moon suit, and laid a pair of fingerson Carlton’s
jugular. “God damnit! | told you we wanted him divel”

“Heisdive He'sjust degping.”
“Y eah, deeping like those corpsicles back there.”

“No...I had it on stun, see?’ | turned the gun to show him, but the diad was on the M| setting. “Oh
shit...”

“Oh shit what?”

“Thismust be hisgun. | picked it up back there, and...Chrigt, | must have confused it with mine.”
“Good job.”

“Look, I’'m sorry. It was an accident.”

“Yeah, you're proneto those, aren’t you?’ He stood up. “All right, let’ s get out of here.”

“What about him?’

“Leave him. He' susdlessto us now.”

“And what about...?" | gestured in the direction of the cryostasis rooms.

“Nothing we can do.”



“The organization doesn't have some kind of crack repair team that could get the power back online?
What about the Good Samaritans, isn't thisright up their dley?’

“Nothing we can do,” Wise repeated. “Now come on.” He stepped through the door into the dying
garden. “We can't stay here”

white room (Vi)
“ARE YOU READY TOTALK ABOUT what happened to Phil?’ the doctor asks.

Y et another evidence folder lies open on the table, turned so she can read the top page of the police
report ingde. But she refusesto look at it. She hunches back in her chair, keeping her eyes downcast,
fixed on the cuffed handsin her lap.

“Jane,” the doctor prompits her.
“It' safree country,” shefindly says. “Y ou tak about whatever you like.”

“All right...Let’ sstart with what didn’t happen. Y our brother wasn't swept up in some comical marijuana
rad. And despite what you seemed to be suggesting in our last sesson—"

“| didn’t suggest anything.”

“—hewasn't in an accident. Y our mother thought you had done something to him—that’ swhat shetold
the 911 operator when shefirst reported him missing, and it’swhy she attacked you in the police station.
But she waswrong, too. According to witnesses, your brother left the community garden in the company
of aman whose description matched that of arecently paroled felon, a convicted child molester and
sugpected child murderer named John Doyle.

“A child molester,” the doctor says. “But | doubt the police would use that expression in front of a
fourteen-year-old girl, particularly one who was wracked with guilt. They’d probably just refer to him as
abad man...or abad monkey.”

She dtill won't look up, but her lips curl in abitter smile. “Theory number 257,” she says. “Jan€'s
psychoatic breek beginswith euphemism.”

“Wdl you tell me, Jane: isit just acoincidencethat al your missonsfor the organization somehow involve
threatsto children or young men?’

She doesn’t answer.

“Something ese | found interesting...” Helaysahand on thefolder. “The reporting officer: Buster
Keaton Friendly. That really was hisname...But you’ ve been lying about yours, haven't you? Or &t least,
not telling the whole truth. Charlotte is your middle name. Y our full nameis Jane Charlotte—"

“Don’t,” shesays, at last raising her eyesto meet his. “ Just don’t. That’s not my name. She made that
very clear.”

“She?

“My mother. Lagt thing she told me before she sent me packing, | wasn't ever to use that name again.
Which wasridiculous, snceit wasn't her name either, it was my goddamned father’ s, and she hated him
amost as much as she hated me.... But that didn’t matter, she said. What mattered wasit was Phil’s
name, S0 it couldn’t be mine. She said she’ d kill meif she ever caught meusingit: ‘I’ [l choke the life out
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of you,” quote unquote. So no, | wasn't lying.”

“OK. But the story you first told me about your brother and the marijuana patch. Y ou do acknowledge
now that that wasfase.”

Sghing: “Yeah, | acknowledgeit.”

“And the other encounters with your brother over the years—hisvisitswith you in Sesta Corta, and your
relationship once you' d returned to San Francisco—"

“That suff wasdl true”
“‘h,]e. . .77

“I mean, OK, hewas't redlly there, but the conversations we had, the advice he gave me...L ook, |
knew Phil. I might not have liked thelittle shit, but | knew him, he was my brother, and | know what kind
of person he'd have grown up to be, if...So those conversations | told you about, they were genuine.
They were accurate.”

“But hewasn't redly there”

“Yeeh, dl right, no.”

“Because he'sdead.”

“Nol!” Shebristles. “That’ s not true.”
“Jane...”

“Even the police could never say that. They never found abody. They never found anything, and
Doyle—"

“Jane, the man wasimplicated in the killing of two other children. I'm sure you want to believe your
brother survived, but—"

“No! | mean, yes, | wanted to believe that, and for years belief wasal | had, but now, now | know.
Phil’sdive”

“How do you know that?’

“For Chrig’ ssake,” she says, “what do you think thiswhole story I’ ve been telling you is about?’
“Y ou found your brother?’

“yYes”

“InLasVeges”

“Yes...Only | didn’t find him, exactly, | mean | haven’t seen him, but | know he shere. And | know
what redly happened to him.”

“And what did happen to him?’

“Wadll, Doyletook him. That part’ strue. And it’ s probably a so true that Doyle wanted to kill Phil, the
sameway he killed those other kids. But he wasn't dlowed to.”



“Who stopped him?’
“The other bad monkeys, of course.”
“The other bad monkeys.”

“Theoneswho put himuptoit,” she says. “ The anti-organi zation. The Troop.”

Bad Monkeys, Inc.

TRUE WASWAITING FOR USAT A roadsde diner just outsde the Vegas city limits. A waitress
with anametag that read HI THERE! I'M JANE! took usto his booth, then hovered while Wise
decided between the blueberry and the chocol ate-chip pancakes. | spun my wheels, impatient to ask the
question that had been gnawing at me for the past three days, but when the waitressfindly left usaone,
True beat me to the punch.

“It'stimewe had atalk about your brother,” he said.

“Fine. Let'stak. Let’ s start with the fact that you know about him. Y ou’ ve known dl adong, haven't
you?”

“Of course”

“And you never thought to mention it? Like when you were recruiting me, maybe? ‘ By the way, one of
the reasonswe think you' |l be redlly good a hunting down scumbags is because one of them took your
brother.’”

“That is one of the reasons we thought you' d be good at it, as amatter of fact.”
“Thenwhy not say anything?”

“If I'd told you we knew about your brother’ s kidnapping, you' d have wanted to hear what else we
knew. Then | would have had to lie, which | don't like to do, or put you off, which would have made us
al unhappy. Y ou're adifficult enough person to ded with when your wishes are being granted.”

“Why would you haveto lieto me?’

“To preserve operationa security.”

“Y ou mean this operation? It' s got something to do with Phil?’
“yYes”

“Then Phil is...He sdive? HE sOK?’

“Hesdive”

| must have blanked out for aminute, because suddenly Jane the waitress was back with our breakfasts.
When she started talking to Wise about syrup flavors, | gave her the eyes of death and said: “ Fuck off.
Now.” Shedid, and | turned back to True: “Tell me everything.”

True prodded one of the eggs on his plate with afork, dimpling the yolk. “Omnes mundum facimus,” he
sad. “Weal maketheworld...And we, the organization, try to make it better. Have you asked yoursdlf
yet whether there might be another organi zation, devoted to the opposite god 7’
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“What, a bunch of people trying to make the world worse? No. It wouldn’t make sense.”
Theyolk broke and started bleeding over True' s plate. “Why not?’

“What would they get out of it? 1 mean, OK, it can be fun to cause trouble, and there are people who get
off on destruction in abig way, but you can't build an organization around that. WWhen bad people work
asateam, it'sfor something like money, or power.”

“Y ou're saying that evil isameansto an end, never an end initsdf. But what if evil was morethan just a
labd for antisocid behavior? What if evil wasarea force working in the world, capable of drawing
peopletoits service?’

“I aready told you, | don’'t believein God.” Then, anxiousto get to the point, | said: “But what do |
know, right?'Y ou’ re saying this anti-organization exits?’

“Itexigs” Truesad. “Webdieveit has dways existed, in one form or another. In its most recent
incarnation, it stylesitsdf the Troop.”

“The Troop? Like amonkey troop?’ | started to laugh, but then | remembered: “ Arlo Dexter's
notebook.”

“Y es. Until we recovered the briefcase, we couldn’t be sureit wasn't a coincidence, but it’s clear now
the Troop recruited Dexter.”

“OK...But what does this have to do with my brother?’

“Not everyone who joins the Troop does so willingly,” True said. “ The foot soldiers and support staff are
volunteers, but in every case where we' ve poditively identified a Troop leader, that person has turned out
to have been abducted asachild.”

“Holdon...”

“The Bible saysthat if you train up achild in theway he should go, when heisold, he will not depart
fromit. It may bethat the Troop shares that philosophy, and craftsitsleadership from an early agein
order to ensure loyalty. But wethink the real reason they stedl children and turn them into mongtersis
because it is such an awful thing to do.”

“Y ou'retdling me my brother’ s abad monkey? That's bullshit! Phil wasagood kid.”

“Of course hewas. Corrupting abad child wouldn't be nearly as evil an accomplishment...Y our brother
isahigh-level Troop member, working for their equivalent of Cost-Benefits.”

“Wadll first of dl, | don't believeyou,” | said. “And second of dl, | haven’t forgotten my job description.
If you think I"'m going to kill my own brother...”

“We don't want you to kill him. Wewant you to hep usfind him.”
“Right, so somebody ese can kill him? Sorry, | pass”

“Y our brother has grown up to be avery dangerousindividua, Jane. The Ozymandias operation—the
murder of the clients, the sabotage of the facility—that was his handiwork.”

“No it wasn't! That wasyour guy, Carlton.”

“Jacob Carlton was seduced by the Troop,” True said, “and perhaps we do share some responsibility for



alowing that to happen. But he took hisfind ordersfrom your brother.”
“Right. But you don’t want to kill Phil for that, you just—"

“Wewant him stopped. Y our brother is one of the Troop’s most effective strategists. Depriving them of
his services would be amgjor achievement. But we—I—would like to accomplish something more. I'd
liketotry tosavehim.”

“Savehim...Y ou mean like deprogram him?’

True nodded. “| haveto tell you up front that the odds of success are dim. What we know of Troop
indoctrination methods suggests that they are very thorough and very difficult to break. Y our brother may
prefer death to redemption. But because he didn’t choose the path heis on, redemptionisill a
possihility. I d liketo give him the chance.”

“What if he doesn’'t go for it, though? Let’ssay | bring himin dive, and hetellsyou to stick your
redemption. What then? Y ou let him walk?’

“No. If he' struly beyond saving, we obvioudy couldn’t let him go. But we don't have to execute him,
ether. We can keep him contained, indefinitely.”

“Y ou mean lock him up somewhere?| thought you didn’t—"

“It'snot our usud policy with irredeemables. It ties up resources and creates a security issue. But we can
doit, if circumstances warrant. So what do you say, Jane? Will you help ustry to save Phil ?”

Of course | was going to say yes. | just needed a minute to let my brain catch up, to process everything
I’d been told. But | guess True read my hesitation as uncertainty.

“Thereis another factor you may want to consider,” he said. “We chose you for this operation because
we believe you are uniquely suited to draw your brother out into the open.”

“Y ou think I"ll make good bait, you mean.”

“Yes. And there' s already evidence that your brother is moving to take that bait.”
“What evidence?’

“The Ozymandias operation. | understand you were upset about the script.”
“That business about Wise and me having ason named Phil? Y eah, | was upset.”

“Yes, wdl, we didn't write that. The two of you were meant to pose as man and wife, but the script we
composed in Cost-Benefits said nothing about a dying son or a disobedient daughter.”

“ So someone rewrote the script before Wise got it... And you think that someone was Phil ?’
“Morelikely adeep-cover agent working on his behaf.”
“And what' s his point? What' s he trying to tell me?’

“Obvioudy he' saware you're working for us. This could be hisway of Ietting you know that he knows.
Perhaps he hopes to recruit you. Or...”

“‘Or?



“Y ou understand, the indoctrination process your brother was subjected to would have been extremely
unpleasant. So while he may be a committed Troop member now, that doesn’t mean he sgrateful for
being delivered into the Troop’shandsin thefirst place.”

“Y ou're saying Phil’smad a me?’
“If heis, canyou blamehim?’
“I...No. No. But if he wantsrevenge, why wait until now?’

“Perhgps he fdlt thelife you were living before you joined the organi zation was revenge enough. The point
isthis: we can’t force you to accept this misson. But saying no to your brother, whatever he has planned,
may not be so easy.”

“Wall, that works out just great for you, doesn't it?’

“Don’t misunderstand. WE re not going to abandon you to the Troop if you turn us down. But your best
and safest courseisto work with uson this... There' s aso the matter of atonement. | don’t know how
much you care about that, but—"

“Atonement? | let Bad Monkeys Incorporated stedl my brother, True. How do | atone for that?”
“By steding him back. Will youdo it?’

Likel even had achoice. “Where do we start?’

“With the man who took him. John Doyle.”

“He sdill dive?”

“Not for lack of trying on our part,” True said. “In the weeks before he kidnapped your brother, Doyle
was the target of a Bad Monkeys operation. He survived one execution attempt, and then, after
abducting Phil, he disappeared completely. That was our first clue that he was more than just alone
predator. In the decades since, he' s popped up periodicaly—usualy on some mission for the
Troop—only to vanish again before we could get to him. Then, afew days ago, Doyle checked into the
Venetian Hotel on the Vegas Strip...” True set awrinkled newspaper, the Las Vegas Tipgter, onthe
table. Under the headline CASINO GUEST AIDSIN MANHUNT wasafacel’'dlast seeninapoalice
mug shot twenty-three years ago. Doyl€ s hair was white now, and he’ d lost some teeth, but there was
no question it washim.

My pamswere suddenly swesting. “When did you spot him?’

“Almosgt immediately,” Truesaid. “Itis Sin City, after dl: our surveillance coverage of the Stripismore
comprehensive than the casinos own. Also, he registered under hisreal name.”

“Soundslike I’m not the only one being used as bait. Y ou have his room number?’
“He sstaying in one of the penthouse suites.”
“OK, then. Let'sgo seehim...”

Wise, who'd been quietly eating his pancakes thiswhole time, put down hisfork and cleared histhroat.
“Not sofast,” he said. “Before you go to the Venetian, we need to make astop a Harrah's.”

“What for?” asked True, looking annoyed.



“Lovewantsto mest her.”
“Who'sLove?’ | said.
“| thought we agreed we weren’t going to have this sort of interference,” said True.

“I don’t know what you agreed to,” said Wisg, “but my orders come from the man himsdf. Loveian’t
happy with the way the Ozymandias op played out. Before we take this any further, he wantsto be sure
of her.”

“And he couldn’'t have met with her yesterday, or the day before?’
“He sgot afull schedule. Thisiswhen he had time.”
“Who'sLove?’ | repeated.

“The Trickster-in-Chief,” said True. “ The leader of the Scary Clowns.” To Wise “Very wdl. We Il go
seehim.”

“Not ‘we.’” Lovewantsto talk to her in private. Y ou’ re welcome to wait in the casino, but she goesup to
the Mudgett Suite done.”

At that point, True got more pissed off than I’ d ever seen him. He bitched at Wise about how totaly
unacceptable thiswas. Wise listened impassively, like he knew True had to complain for the sake of
form, even though it wasn't going to change anything.

A new waitress cameto collect our plates. Once we' d settled the bill, Wise wasin ahurry to get going,
but when we got outside, | broke away from him and followed Trueto hiscar.

“What' sthis Mudgett Suite?’ | asked him. “And what did Wise mean about L ove wanting to be sure of
me? Am | going to have to do another one of those shibboleth tests?”

“I don't know,” True said, ill steaming. “ Asyou may have gathered, | wasn't consulted about this.”
“Wel OK then, let’sjust blow him off. Go sraight to the Venetian.”

“No. That won't work.”

“Janel” Wise cdled. “Comeon!”

“True...”

“No.” He shook hishead firmly. “Go with him. I’ ll meet you afterwards.”

| could see there was no point in arguing, so reluctantly | let him go. As | headed back to the SUV, |
heard True get into his car, start the motor, and drive off. The sound of the engine wasjust beginning to
fade with distance when the world changed color again.

| wasfar enough from the blast thistimethat | didn’t fall down, just ssumbled. When | caught my balance
and looked back, | saw True' s car rolling to astop in the middle of the road, with dl itswindows gone
and no onein the driver' s sest.

| ran for the SUV. Wise had the door open and was reaching for something. He came out holding afire
ax. Then he dropped it and collapsed.



“Wise?’ | crouched down to check on him, then looked up, sensing another presence. But the parking
lot was empty.

And then it wasn't. Maybe five yards off to my left, the air seemed to shimmer, and this person
just...materidized. It was Jane, the waitress. She’ d swapped her work uniform for apair of black jeans
and a T-shirt silk-screened with amandrill face, and she was holding an orange pistol.

| jumped up, raising my own gun to fire, but the air shimmered again, and suddenly she wasn't five yards
away, shewasright in my face. She dapped my gun aside. She punched me, two quick jabs that
dropped me helplessto my knees. A hand cupped my chin, and aplastic pistol muzzle pressed against
my forehead.

“Welcometo Las Vegas, Jane,” shesaid. “Little brother sends hisregards.”
Shepulled thetrigger.

The world went away for awhile. When it came back, | was lying in amorgue with my skull blown open.
That was my first guess, anyway: | was stretched out on my back on ahard, cold surface; | was
paralyzed, blind, and had a headache a hundred times worse than anything I’ d ever experienced.

A couple centuries went by while | waited for someone to either cut my chest open or dump meinto a
coffin. Then the pain lowered anotch, and | could see again—not well, but enough to know that | il
had eyes. Thefeding came back in my arms, and | ran my hands over thething | waslying on. It wasn't
ametd dab. It waslumpy, and covered in somekind of stiff hide: aleather couch. | raised ahand to my
scap. It hurt, but it was till there.

Now that | knew my brainsweren't going to fall out, | started to wiggle my head around experimentaly.
That' swhen | saw the clown. He was about nine feet tall. He wore a cone-shaped hat cocked to one
sde, and afrilly slk suit with aruffed collar and cuffs. His face was painted white; there was a black
teardrop under hisleft eye and awicked red grin around his mouth. He stood just at the end of the
couch, above and behind me, poised like he was about to bend down and take a bite out of my face.

The sght of him got me up. Therewas ablur of motion and pain, and then | was at the couch’sfar end,
screaming at the top of my lungs. The screams drove needlesinto my brain, but the clown didn’t react,
just stood there leering a me, and around the time my voice gave out | realized he was a mannequin, set
up on awooden pedestal.

| panned my head around dowly, wary of more surprises. The room was lit by old-fashioned gaslamps,
their flames set just high enough to throw shadows. The lamps weren't the only antique touch: the
wallpaper, rugs, and most of the furniture looked like they could have come straight out of a
Victorian-period shop. The only exception was atelevision, set up discreetly in acorner under afaded
poster advertising something called the World' s Columbian Expogtion.

There were no windows. The only exit | could see was a set of double doors. | wanted to run to them,
but to do that I d have to go past the clown mannequin.

The TV came on, showing ablue screen. It cast more light than dl the gas lamps combined, and by its
glow | saw afigure sitting in the shadowy hollow of awing chair. Something told methiswasn't a
mannequin.

“Phil?” | whispered.

Thefigure leaned forward. Pebble-glasslensesflashed in the bluelight. “ Guess again.”



“Dixon...Youwork for the Troop?’

The lensestilted as he cocked his head. “What an interesting question. | was just going to ask you the
samething.”

“Y ou mean you' re a prisoner too?’

“A prisoner?”’

“Yeah. Ian't this...Where are we?’

“The Mudgett Suite”

“Scary Clown headquarters? In Harrah's?’

“Thisweek.”

“So the Troop didn’t capture me? What happened, then? Why does my head hurt like this?’
“Y ou were shot with an NC gun.”

“Yeah, | know, but narcolepsy’ s not supposed to be painful.”

“Itisn’'t. Y ou were poisoned by your own endocrine system. The effects are superficialy smilar to adrug
overdose.”

“What about Wise?”’
“Dead at the scene. He was hit with an aortic dissection and bled out internaly.”
“NC gunsdon’t have asetting for that.”

“Organization NC gunsdon't,” Dixon said. “And organization operatives don't typicaly plant Mandrill
bombsin cars, or feed strychnine-laced apple pie to shadow security teams. Which brings us back to the
question of your dlegiance.”

“Youthink | didit?’

“You'rethe only survivor of asmall massacre. Color me suspicious.”

“So | shot mysalf? With what?’

“When we found you, you were holding a Troop-issue NC gun. Y our finger was ill on thetrigger.”
“No. Noway. That wasn't mine.”

“Of courseit wasn't... Tell me, isthere something wrong with your own wegpon, that you keep ending
up with other people' s?7’

“She must have planted it on me after she shot me...”
[1] s.ei?!
“Jane. The bad Jane, | mean.”

“The bad Jane....Let me guess, she only comes out when you're angry.”



“She was awalitress, you asshole. Inthe diner... She served us breskfast, but then she disappeared
before the check came. She must have left ahead of us and planted the bomb in True' s car. Then she
came at me and Wise with the gun...Please tdl me Eyes Only caught some of this”

“The Eyes Only devicesingde the diner al malfunctioned shortly before you arrived,” Dixon said. “ But
we did manage to get some footage from outside.”

A view of the parking lot appeared on the TV screen. It was ahigh-angle shot, probably from a
billboard, centered on the SUV. Wise was standing at the driver’ sside, yeling my name... Therewasan
orange-and-yellow flash, followed by aburst of static, and then Wise reached for hisax. | raninto the
frame. Now theway | remembered it, | was only drawing my gun at this point, but in the video, | dready
had it out, aimed straight ahead of me. Wise convulsed and fell down.

“Jugtwait,” | sad. “Thisisn't what it lookslike...”
On the screen, | crouched beside Wise' s body, checked for apulse, and then looked up.
“OK. Just watch, here she comes...”

But the video cut out at that point and the blue screen returned, overlaid with the words
TRANSMISSION INTERRUPTED.

“Oh, comeon!” | shouted. “What the fuck, doesit only work when it makes me look bad?’
A high gigglefilled the room. “ She has a point, Dixon. Eyes Only coverage has been very spotty lately.”

The clown mannequin had cometo life and was stepping down off its pedestal. Even with both feet on
thefloor, it was il very tall.

“That’ snot unusud, where the Troop isinvolved,” Dixon said.

“No, | suppose not,” said the clown, and then nodded to me. “Welcome to my demesnes, Jane
Charlotte. My name is Robert Love.”

“I didn't dothis” | said. “I’'m being set up. My brother—”
“I know al about your brother. HE s been athorn in my side for some time now.”

“Y eah, Phil can belike that. And he smad a me. And”—I pointed afinger at Dixon—"he doesn't like
me either. Whatever he' stold you—"

“I"'m aware Mr. Dixon isn't fond of you. Y ou're not fond of me either, areyou, Dixon?’ Heraised a
finger to the teardrop under his eye, and pouted. “No lovefor Love...But then it’snot an inquisitor’ s job
to be affectionate, isit?’

“Look,” | sad, “if | were going to stage an attack, why would | do it thisway? | mean, shoot mysdf with
agunthat | couldn’t get rid of ? What sense does that make?’

“It does seem rather stupid,” Love alowed. “But then, evil is so very tricky, sometimes. .. Perhgpsyou
aretelling the truth, and you' ve been framed. Or perhaps we re meant to believe that you' ve been
framed so that we' Il trust you, and not recognize that you really are working for the Troop.” He stroked
his chin theatricadly. “What a puzzle...Are you agood Jane, or a bad Jane?’

“What do you want meto do? How do | prove mysdf?’



“That' sthe question, isn’'t it? Y our brother isvery taented at manipulating perception. It's one of the
reasons the Troop prizes him so highly. If he’ s decided to ruin your reputation, such asit is, there may not
be anything you can do.” He sighed and shook hishead. “Evil... Tricky, tricky evil...Do you know, | was
amog evil once...”

“That'sswell,” | said. “But getting back to me—"

“It waswhen | was younger. | grew up in the desert, not far from here. Abusively strict father, passive
mother...Wdl, | won't bore you with the details. | had issues, asthey say. And when | finaly got away
to Berkdey, | went wild.”

“You werea Berkeley?’
“Why, do | strike you more as Y ale materid?’
“What”—I couldn’t believe | was asking this—“what was your mgor?’

“Art. Drama. A few others. Redlly though, | think it’ sfair to say my main pursuit in those years was
finding novel waysto tax my liver. And pranks. | was quite the merry prankster, a Berkeley... Thenin
the middle of my senior year—my third senior year—my parentsdied in acar crash. They left me agreat
deal of money and a seven-hundred-acre ranch. The acreage was mostly scrub, but the house was nice.
So | came home. | had some vague notions about using the land to do performance art, or maybe some
ingtalation pieces—build my own Stonehenge on the back forty, stage Druidic rituals—but before that
could go anywhere, | got sidetracked by an ideafor anew prank.

“My best friend in college liked to tell stories about how he' d been abducted by diens. Y ou’ d think
intelligent people would laugh that off, but he was very convincing, and in severa cases he not only got
hislistenersto believe that he' d been abducted, he made them wonder whether they had, aswell.

“One night at the ranch | asked mysalf whether you couldn’t take it a step further: Build an enclosed
stage set, designed to look like the interior of an alien spacecraft. Go out and find people—stranded
motorists, or just barflies who' d had too much to drink—knock them out somehow, bring them back and
put theminit. And do thingsto them.

“Of courseit wasawicked idea. Evil, if you took it far enough. | tried to think of waysto makeit not be
wicked...What if, | thought, you only did it to bad people? Murderers, thieves, people who deserved a
good scare. But inevitably, my fantasies turned towards other kinds of people aswdll...A pretty girl, say,
whose car blew atire on aback road, and who saw a strange light in the sky. And when shewoke up in
the spaceship, shewouldn’t be done. There' d be aman with her, afellow abductee, college age, as
scared as she was, and together they’ d explore the ship, and see what happened...”

“Theseissuesyou had,” | said. “Werethey sexud, by any chance?’

“Some of them.” Love grinned. “| hear you have afew of those yoursdlf...Anyway, | decided that while
of course | couldn’t go through with this prank, there was no harm in at least building the spaceship. |
cdled it my ant farm, because the point wasto put living thingsin it and watch what they’ d do, and
because, let’ s be honest, this was very much aboy’ stoy.

“So | built the spaceship, and then, since | still wasn't ready to admit that | was going to useit, | built
some other ant farms: A nuclear fallout shelter. A desth-row prison wing. Most eaborate of dl, a
Victorian-erahotel floor with no exits.

“All of thistook time, and for most of it | was completely aone. When you' re removed from human



society for that long, especidly if you' reintoxicated, ordinary mora inhibitionsbegin to losethelr grip. It's
not that you deny the concept of evil, it' sthat you begin to find it acceptable, even attractive. Y ou start to
wallow init: you ignore the consequences and concentrate on the fun parts.

“But it turned out | wasn't asaone as| thought. My one remaining contact with the outside world was
the town of Coleman, where I’ d go to pick up supplies. When | bought things, | paid cash, and | put the
changein jars on ahigh shdf in the workshop where | designed my ant farms. In one of the jars, there
was adollar bill that was...specid. The pyramid on the back, it saw what | was about. The organization
became aware of me. And it might have ended there, with me dying quietly of aheart attack or stroke,
except that the young Cost-Benefits operative assigned to my case, Bob True, had some
rather...enlightened ideas about the difference between thought and deed. Also, the Panopticon agent
who first sussed me out—Bob Wise—well, he wasn't as hesitant as True when it came to dedling degth,
but he did think my ant farms might be useful as an intel-gathering tool.

“Sothey didn't kill me. They decided to study me. They built an ant farm around my ant farms. Thetown
of Coleman: they bought it. That wasn't as hard as you might think. It was...What was the name of that
town where you spent your teenage years? Little Nap?’

“SegaCorta,” | sad.

“Right,” said Love. “ Compared to Coleman, Siesta Corta was ametropolis. Coleman wasjust asaloon
with agas pump and amail drop. The organization bought it and brought in their own people. The night |
finally camelooking for an ant to put in my ant farm, they were waiting for me.

“The setup was perfect—too perfect. They'd doubled al the saloon staff | might recognize, and there
wasapretty girl Stting at the bar, dightly drunk, looking exactly like the pretty girl I’ d fantasized

about. .. She smiled at me and encouraged me to Sit with her, and in that moment, | knew two things:
Firg, that I'd walked into atrap. And second, that since what I’ d been planning to do was clearly evil,
the people who' d set the trap must be good. So good could be tricky, too. That was arevelation to me.”

“Uh-huh,” | said. “So you just saw the light then?’

“It wasn't exactly Saul on the road to Damascus,” said Love. “But it was asignificant epiphany. So
looked at this pretty, helpless girl who wasn't helplessat al, and said to her, ‘1 surrender.’”

“And they recruited you?’

“Wadll. It wasn't quite that smple. The road from there to here was along and twisted one, and adong the
way | gave True more than afew opportunitiesto regret hisleniency towards me. But in the end, yes,
herel am, running the circus.

“And thereason I’'mtelling you all this,” Love continued, “isthat | want you to know | understand evil.
I’ve been there; I ve felt its draw, and dmost succumbed.

“I understand it, but | don’t condoneit. | know that | was lucky. The organization would have been right
to put me down. And if I'd gone ahead and done to that pretty girl what | wasthinking of doing...A
quick death would have been amercy to me.

“So maybe you are agood Jane. We'll proceed on that assumption for now. And if you are agood Jane,
then dl will bewdll: if the Troop wantsto play tricky, we'll show them whét tricky redlly is.

“But if you're abad Jane? If you'relying to us now, if even adrop of True or Wise sblood ison your
hands?...Y ou' Il weep before we re through. True was enlightened; Wise was patient. I'm neither. Are



weclexr?’
“Yeah,” | sad. “I think | have the ground rules straight.”

“Good.” He brightened, and held out his hand—like | wasredly going to touch him after hearing that
story. “Let’sgo in the next room. We'll talk strategy. ..and see what we can’t do about that brother of
yours.”

white room (Vvii)
IN THE WHITE ROOM, ONE LAST PROP has been laid on the table.

“Where did you get this?” she says.
“From Officer Friendly.”
“Youfound him?’

“It wasn't difficult,” saysthe doctor. “He sretired now, but he draws apension, so hisaddressisonfile.
| thought he would be worth contacting. Most of the policemen | know, over the course of their careers,
have ahandful of casesthat continue to haunt them long after they are officialy closed. With Officer
Friendly, | had an inkling that your case might be one of those.”

Wary, now: “What did hetell you?’

“Y ou know that even after she learned about John Doyle, your mother still blamed you for your brother’s
abduction. And shewasn't just accusing you of being irresponsible: she believed you' d abandoned your
brother in the garden deliberately, as you' d abandoned him many times before, hoping that something
would happento him.”

“My mother was out of her mind.”

“ She made some outrageous claims. The socid worker thought she was paranoid, and Officer Friendly
wanted to agree, but his patrolman’ sintuition told him not to dismiss her so quickly. So when he
volunteered to drive you to your aunt and uncl€' s house, he wasn't just being kind—he wanted to spend
moretimewith you.”

“That son of abitch...He actudly thought | wanted Phil to get kidnapped?’

“Hewasn't sure. It bothered him that he was't sure. Unfortunately, the car ride didn’t settle the matter.
He said you seemed like anormadl, if very troubled, girl—one who’ d done a careless thing and was now
putting up atough front to keep remorse from eating her dive. Ordinarily, he said, he’ d have been
worried about you hurting yoursdf, especidly if your brother was found dead. But he couldn’t shake the
feding that you were hiding something, and that made him wonder if your remorsewas just an act.

“So he went back to your mother. She repeated her claims. That you were an evil child. That you hated
your brother. That you' d intentionaly put him in jeopardy asaway of getting rid of him.”

“If | wasso evil,” she says, “why did she make mewatch Phil? | mean, does that make sense, that you
have your monster daughter babysit the brother she strying to kill?”

“Officer Friendly asked her about that. She said she didn’t have a choice—as a single mother working to
support two children, she couldn’t afford ared babystter...”
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“Oh, that’ sgood. Why didn’t shejust get apit bull to watch Phil? | hear they’ re great with kids.”

“She dso said she' d been in denid about your true nature. She said of course you were no angel, she'd
aways known that, but it was only now she saw what adevil you were.”

“And Officer Friendly bought that?’

“No,” the doctor says. “He thought it was nonsense. He was about to concede that the social worker
had been right after dl. Then your mother said one more thing.

“She said she should have known that this was going to happen—she’ d had a clear warning, and she'd
never forgive hersdlf for ignoring it. Officer Friendly asked what she wastalking about, and she said that
the day before your brother was abducted you' d all been at the post office together. Y our mother Ieft the
two of you in the lobby while she went to stand in line, and when she came back, your brother was
crying. It was obvious something had frightened him badly, but he wouldn't say wheat, and neither would
you. Then that night, he woke up screaming. She asked him again what was wrong, and hetold her that
the man who collected children for the gypsies was coming to get him. * Jane showed me hisface,’ he
sad.

“It sounded like more paranoia, but when Officer Friendly went to the post office to have alook around,
he found this tacked up on a bulletin board in the lobby. ‘ Jane showed me hisface...””

She' sdlent along time before asking: “Did he tdl my mother about this?”’

“No,” saysthedoctor. “It’' spossible she’ d dready seenit, but he saw no reason to upset her further if
shehadn't. It'snot asif it were evidence—at least, not the kind he could act on. But you can see why he
kept this, even after the hunt for Doyle was abandoned. And you can understand why, when | called him
afew days ago, he knew right away which Jane | wasreferring to. .. So what about it, Jane? How does
thisfigure into the story you' ve been telling me? Or doesit?’

“Of courseit does.”

“Really? Because | was under the impression the story’ samost over. Shouldn't this have come at the
beginning?’

“Sure, if | wasan honest person...| wanted to forget it all, you know? What happened to Phil, or even
that | had abrother. Wdll, | couldn’t do that. | got good at lying about it, but that’ s not the same as
forgetting. But this...” She nods at the piece of paper on thetable. “This| amost did manageto forget. |

thought | was the only one who knew—ather than Phil, | mean. But it turnsout it' s not just Panopticon
on the lookout for bad behavior.”

“You'relogng meagain, Jane”

“Jugt ligen,” shesays. “I’'mgetting to it.”

The Good Jane and the Bad Jane

WHEN LOVE FINALLY LET ME GO, | went down to the street and stood there taking deep bregths
until 1 was sure, absolutely sure, that | wasreally outside, on the actua Vegas Strip, and not in some
ant-farm extension of the Mudgett Suite. What ultimately convinced mewasn't theair quality so much as
the sheer number of tourists bumping past me on the sdewalk: even the organization, | figured, couldn’t
afford to hire that many extras.
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It was |ate afternoon. Which afternoon was harder to say, but that didn’t matter: | had ajob to do.
Panopticon had confirmed that John Doyle wasin hissuite at the Venetian. It wastimeto pay him avisit.
| joined the flow of pedestrians headed north, past the Casino Royale to the fake Doge' s Palace.

Thetourigt crowd ingde the Venetian was salted with Clowns, white-faced Italian mimes and harlequins.
None of them made eye contact with me, but | knew they were watching—when | sarted to follow the
hall of shops towards the Grand Cana, a passing mime caught me by the elbow, spoun me around, and
pushed me back in the direction of the escaator bank. | rode down to the lower level and found the hotel
lobby, where ared-headed bellhop, hislong hair combed in aBozo flip, was waiting to dip me a
keycard.

It wasn't until I’ d boarded the devator that | redly let mysdlf think about who | was going to meet. | took
out my NC gun and checked, twice, that the did was on the narcolepsy setting. “Do not pick up any
other wegpons,” | reminded myself.

The elevator arrived on the penthouse floor. | located Doyl€ s suite and used the keycard to open the
door, stepping through into an entry hdl that waslarger than most hotel rooms. Thewallsand celling
were mirrored and the floor was polished marble, so whichever way | looked | saw infinite Janes holding
infinite NC gunsthat they didn’t darefire.

| followed the hall to its end, to an enormous sitting room with still more reflective surfaces. another
mirror wall; aline of floor-to-ceiling windows overl ooking the Strip; assorted glass-and marble-topped
tables and cabinets. Here, though, my gaze was drawn to the body on the floor, the blood fanning out
fromitinal directionsaready beginning to dry to adull finish.

John Doyl€ sthroat had been dit, and hisface, pams, and chest dl bore dashing cuts. Hislegswere
curled under him, like he’ d been on his knees and flopped over backwards. The thought that he'd died
begging for mercy didn’t exactly break my heart, but thiswas obvioudy a problem asfar asinterrogating
him was concerned.

As| dug in my pocket for my comm unit, | sensed movement in the room. | looked up and saw what
seemed like an opticd illuson reflected in the mirror wall: there | was, stlanding over Doyl€ s corpse,
while above and dightly behind me asecond Jane extended upside-down from the ceiling. | turned and
raised my head; sure enough, there was the bad Jane, stlanding on the celling with her hair and jacket
dangling up, like gravity wasreversed just for her. “Hello again,” she said, and while | was il trying to
make sense of this, she reached down, grabbed my head with both hands, and gave it asharp twist.

| woke up paradyzed in achair, facing the mirror wall. Doyl€ sbody was at my feet, and my NC gun was
on atableto my right, within easy reach, if only | could reach. The bad Jane was behind me, standing on
the floor now like anorma person, only not normd: as | watched her in the mirror, she kept shimmering,
disappearing, and regppearing, just as she had in the diner parking lot.

“How’ stheneck?’ she said, solidifying long enough to lay acool hand against my jugular. “I hope |
didn't overdo it. Phil would be pissed if | did any permanent damage.”

| couldn’t reach, but | could talk: “What the fuck are you?’

“What, you don’t recognize your evil twin? Or do you mean this?” She winked, and winked out. Her
voice camefromthinair: “It'sthe drugs, Jane.”

“Y ou drugged me?’

“Not you, genius. Me.” Shewas back, crouched behind me with her chin propped on my shoulder.



“Altered-gtate theory, Jane. Remember?’

| remembered.

Altered-gtate theory, that was a Berkeley thing. She must have gone there too. Smadl world.
What is dtered-state theory?

This stupid acidhead idea about the relationship between consciousness and redlity. There wasthis crazy
guy, right, leftover flower child, who used to hang out on campus. He had great dope, and he waswilling
to share, but it was like the Salvation Army, where before you get the free soup you haveto ligento a
sermon. So this guy would go on about thistheory he had, that any time you dtered your perception of
redlity, there was a corresponding dteration in the way redlity perceived you, or something like that. ..

Getting stoned changes the laws of physics?

Inanutshell. Which, you don't haveto tell me, isthe kind of insane logic that makes people jump off of
buildingsthinking they can fly. But thisguy, he' d spent alot of time refining his hypotheses, and if you
pointed out that gravity doesn't seem to care how you look at it, he'd say that it wasn't aone-to-one
correspondence, consciousness was obvioudy more flexible than truth, and so you’ d need abig change
in perception to produce even asmal changein redlity. In other words, ordinary drugs weren't strong
enough, usudly, to let you do magic. But he claimed to have heard rumors about this other, much more
potent class of drugs, cdled X-drugs. With X-drugs, he said, you really could fly, bend time and space,
or even go back and undo history.

So the bad Jane—

—wastelling me the Troop had accessto X-drugs. Which | would have laughed off, if she hadn’t been
S0 busy demonstrating her powers.

Didit occur to you that it redlly was you who' d been drugged, and that this* demonstration of powers’
wassmply atrick?

Of courseit occurred to me, but thething is, | didn't feel drugged, | felt sober. Trust me, | know the
difference.

I’'m sure you do. But by your own account, at this point you were recovering from an overdose.
A smulated overdose. | wasn't—

Simulated, but still...And you' d just been knocked unconscious a second time.

| know al that, but it doesn’t change the fact that | wasn't the one who was tripping, shewas.
Of course, | il tried to deny it: “You're full of shit! X-drugsdon’t exist!”

She laughed, faded out, and phased back in again. “Do you redly want to waste time pretending you
don’'t believe me?’ she said. “Or can we get down to business before J.D. here startsto stink?’

“What business? What does Phil want from me?’
“WEell cometo that. But first, check out the painting.”

A portrait of a Renaissance nobleman hung on the wall behind me. The bad Jane angled my heed likea
camera, aming it at the portrait’ s reflection in the mirror, and zoomed in my perspective until 1 could



make out individua brush strokes. Closer ill and | began to see, very faint around the portrait’ s eyes,
the outline of apair of lenses.

“Panopticon.”

“Yes” the bad Jane whispered. “ They' re watching. They think they’ re seeing. They know we canjam
their sgna, but what they don’t know—Shh! Don't tell!—isthat we can dso subgtitute afase signd.
Would you like to know what we re feeding them now?’

My point of view zoomed out again, until | could see the whole mirror wall. It flickered, and suddenly in
the reflection John Doyle was dive again, down on hiskneesin front of me. | had my NC gun leveled a
his chest and was forcing him to keep still as1 took swipesat him with aknife.

“Quch!” the bad Jane said, as my reflection made a particularly nasty cut across Doyl€ sscap. “You
know, | don’t know what Love s ordersto you were, Jane, but I'm pretty sure he didn’t tell you to do
this...”

Unable to take the pain anymore, Doyletried to pull away. Instead of shooting him, my reflection bent
forward and dashed histhroat. As blood geysered from the wound, | felt real wetness splash meinthe
chair.

“Oopd” said the bad Jane. “ Y ou redly want to stand behind the person when you do that...” She
clucked her tongue asthe vision in the mirror faded. “ So what do you suppose Dixon isthinking right
now?" Asif in answer, the elevator dinged off in the distance. “Uh-oh. Thiscan't begood...” | heard the

suite' s outer door burst open. Footsteps echoed in the hdl of mirrors. “ All right, Jane, you' re on. Think
fadt.”

She dapped the back of my neck, and | could fedd my armsand legs again. | dove for my gun, but by the
time | got turned around in the chair she' d disgppeared, and | found myself drawing down on apair of
harlequins. They were armed with horns: rifle-length, brass-belled instruments with rubber squeeze-bulbs.

“Put down the weapon, Jane,” the lead harlequin said. Then he clapped ahand to his head and dropped
dead of an aneurysm.

“I didn’t do that!” | shouted at the remaining harlequin. Weirdly enough, he believed me. Instead of
blasting me with his horn, he pivoted towards the mirror wall.

Then he was dead, too.

The bad Jan€' s gun hand extended from aring of ripplesin the mirror glass. “ There are more of them on
theway,” | heard her say, as the hand withdrew. “ Y ou’ d better get out of here.”

| tried to find my comm unit, but she'd takenit. “If you can hear me,” | told the nobleman’ s portrait, “I
didn’t do thisl” The nobleman stared back skepticaly.

| 1eft the suite and ran to the eevator. When the doors opened on the lobby aminute later, the corpse of
Bozo the bellhop fdll into the car. | stepped over the body and saw two more harlequins coming for me. |
ran the other way.

A flight of stairs brought me up beside the Grand Cand. A gondolafloated by, the touristsingdeit al
garing. Although I"d tucked my NC gun back in my jacket, my hands and face were still covered with
John Doyl€ s blood spatter. “It’sjust ketchup!” | called to them. Hurrying along, | rounded abend in the
canal and came face-to-face with amime, who immediately drew a hatchet from his belt.



“Wait!” | said. 1 surrender!”
The hatchet clipped alock of my hair asit flew past my head.
“| surrender, God damn it!”

The air behind the mime shimmered. The bad Jane reached around with her knife, and the front of the
mime swhite blouse turned red.

“You see?’ the bad Jane said, asthe mime crumpled. “Not adrop on me!”
Wink. Gone again.

And | ran on, past more staring tourigts, through adoor marked NO ADMITTANCE, down another hall
and some more gtairs, coming out finaly on an underground loading dock.

A sportscar idled at the dock’ sedge. “Get in,” the bad Jane said.

| felt the weight of my NC gun pressing against my ribs. My hand twitched.
“Tryitand I'll leaveyou here,” shesaid. “Y ou don't want that.”

Behind me, adoor banged open.

“Last chance...”

| got inthe car. An ax blade kissed the back bumper aswe pulled away.

“Better buckle up,” the bad Jane advised, steering us up aramp and out onto the Strip. As| clicked my
safety bt into place, | heard asqued of tires and looked back; a subcompact stuffed with Scary
Clownswas coming up fast behind us.

The bad Jane saw them too. “All right,” she said. “Let’splay.” She shifted into a higher gear and began
zigzagging through the traffic. The subcompact, nimbler than it looked, kept right on our tail. Hatchets
dtarted thunking off the sports car’ strunk.

My hand was twitching again. | asked mysdlf: if | could get my gun out from under my seetbelt, and if |
managed to shoot the bad Jane before she shot me or stabbed mein the neck, and if | brought the car to
astop without crashing it, would the Clowns let me live long enough to explain what had redlly

happened?

“I wouldn’'t put money onit,” the bad Jane said. The rear windshield exploded, and a hatchet buried itself
inthe back of her headrest. | screamed; she laughed.

Up ahead, two identical trailer trucks rode side-by-side with an open lane between them. The trucks
back panels were unmarked, but as we got closer, | saw that their mud flaps were decorated with
meandrill faces.

“Pattycake, pattycake,” the bad Jane said, and flashed her high beams. The trucks began drifting towards
each other. The bad Jane floored the accel erator and zipped through the narrowing gap; when the Clown
car tried to follow, the trucks swerved aside, causing their trailers to swing together like clapping hands.
The subcompact was caught and crushed.

That took care of the pursuit, but not the threat of looming death: the sports car was doing like a hundred
and ten, and the light at the approaching intersection had just turned yellow. “What do you think?’ the



bad Jane asked me. “Can we makeit?’ Laughing hystericaly, shetook her hands off the steering whed!.
Thelight turned red. | covered my eyes.

When the car jerked sharply to theright | was sure we' d been hit. The seatbelt cut into my waist and
chegt; the shift in g-forces combined with a sudden loss of friction was the cue that we' d | eft the ground
and were tumbling through space. | braced mysdf for afina impact that never came.

Sowly the car leveled out. There was alight jolt asthe tires reestablished contact with the road, and our
Speed began to drop back into asaner range. The blare of horns had aready faded, leaving only the purr
of the motor and the steady rush of air through the broken back window.

When | pried my hands from my face, we were out in the desert under astarry sky. Thelights of Vegas
and the last rays of sunset were just aglow on the horizon behind us. The bad Jane wore the satisfied
gmile of someonewho'sjust had amazing sex.

“BEvil,” shesaid, in answer to my gare, “isjust so much cooler than even you know.”

The road we were on led to aramshackle house that stood aone in the middie of the wasteland. The bad
Jane parked the car and got out. By the time | staggered from the passenger side, she was at the front
door with her back to me, which would have been a perfect opportunity if my NC gun hadn’t
disappeared. “ Sorry,” she said, without bothering to turn around. “1’m alittle too tapped out to play
hide-and-seek right now, but if you give me a chanceto recharge, I'll be happy to go again.”

The house was just a shell; beyond the front door, metal stepsled down into an underground complex.
Thefirst room we came to was a cross between a bomb shelter and a den: the walls were reinforced
concrete, but there was a gasfireplace and afully stocked bar.

“I"ve got sandwichesin therefrigerator if you're hungry,” the bad Jane said. “And minera water and
juiceto drink—I’d offer you something stronger, but I’ m guessing your head’ sin aweird enough space
asitis” When | didn’'t answer, she shrugged and said, “ Suit yoursdlf. | definitely need alittle
omething...”

While sherummaged in the fridge, | went over to the shelvesthat flanked the fireplace, drawn by a
familiar row of yellow book spines. Nancy Drew mysteries. Tucked into agap in the line of books was
an autographed photo of Pamela Sue Martin.

“Thereyou are,” the bad Jane said, holding up aglassvid filled with clear liquid. Shefitted it into an
auto-injector and shot the full doseinto her arm. “Ah-h-h...” Her outline got fuzzy, then snapped back
into sharp focus. “ That’ s better.” She gected the empty via into atrash bin. “Y ou wouldn't believe how
expensvethis stuff is...And before you get any ideas, you should know that it's DNA-specific. If you're
not me, dl it'll doisgiveyou aredly bad trip, the kind you don’'t come back from.”

“So when areyou going to tell mewhy I'm here?’ | said. “What does Phil want from me?’

“What does Phil want?” Sherolled her eyes. “ Thisisn't about Phil, Jane. It s about you, playing for the
wrong team.”

“Y ou want meto join the Troop.”
“No, that’ s backwards. Y ou want to join us. And we' re going to grant your wish.”
“My wish? My wish isto get my brother back, and for you to go to—"

“Areyou auditioning, Jane?’ She grinned. “ Trying to show mewhat agreat bullshit artist you are? Trust



me, | know you’ ve got that down cold. And hey, it'sauseful skill, we can definitely put it to work for the
Troop, but right here and now? | need you to start coming clean with yourself.” She pointed to adoor at
the end of the bar. “In there.”

“Intherewhat?’

“Thething you’ ve been denying for the past twenty-three years. Y our true nature. Go on in and check it
(]Jt_”

| looked at thedoor. | didn't move.

“Goon,” shesad, and the door opened on its own, and then | was moving—not walking, you
understand, just moving. | passed through into this darkened space, and the door dammed shut behind
me, S0 it waslike total blackout, and that was bad, not for the dark itself but because | knew it wouldn't
last. She gave me afew seconds to think about what was coming, and then she said, “Now look,” and
the lights came on, and there he was, staring at me from every angle. John Doyle.

Hiswanted poster, you mean. The one from the post-office |obby.

Y eah. Officer Friendly may have kept one copy, but the Troop had amillion of them. Every inch of wall
gpace in this room was plastered with them. The celling, too, and | didn’t even need to look down—I
could fed the paper crackling under my feet.

“Heredlly was acreepy guy, wasn't he?’ said the bad Jane. “ Some child molesters, you know, they’re
actudly very sweet when they want to be, but J.D. wasn't one of those. He was more the
come-with-me-now-kid-or-else type.”

“Did Phil...Hetold you what | did?’

“At the post office? Y eah, that’ s il kind of asore spot with him, but he told me. Showed me the tape,
too.”

“The—"

“The surveillance tape. Probably you guessed this already, but the organi zation doesn’t have amonopoly
on Eyes Only technology. WEe ve got our own version. Have had for years.”

“Thewanted pogter...?’ | said. She nodded. “And that’s...how you find victims?’

“Recruits,” shesaid. “Yeah, that’ sone of theways. Y ou think about it, it’ snot abad profiling strategy:
show someone the face of evil, see how they respond. Y our brother’ s reaction was classic. That look of
vulnerability on hisface, like he was just begging someone to comein and start rewiring hisbrain—I can
see why the powersthat be snapped him up. What | don’t understand iswhy they didn’t recruit you at
the sametime”

((Mel?!

“Jane...” Suddenly she was right behind me, with her hands on my shoulders. “Don’t be coy, now. Y ou
know what I’ m talking about.”

“ NO_”

“Y ou were standing behind Phil, just like this, whispering in hisear, saying...Let’s see, what were your
exact words again? Oh yeah: ‘ That’ sthe guy, Phil, the one who kidnapslittle kidsfor the gypsies. | told



him al about you: where you live, where you play, whereyou deep...””
| shut my eyes.

“*...and when he comesfor you, Phil, you’ d better not scream or try to run away. That'll just make him
mad, and then he'll hurt you. And don’t go crying to Mom about this, either. She can't protect you. He'll
hurt her too, maybe even kill her, and he'll till take you away afterwards.””

“I wasjust messing with hishead!” | said. “I wasteasing him! | didn’t know—"

“Teasing him?’” She touched the side of my face and | flinched. “I think you' reteasing me, Jane. | mean, |
saw the tape. Phil was practicaly pissng himsalf from fear, and you: you wereinto it. Teasing! Y ou were
being evil. You liked it. Y ou were good at it. Good enough to make a casud observer think that maybe
you' d had some practice...”

“Fuck you! | was't—it was just that one day.”

“Yeah, right. That'sahdll of acoincidence, Jane. The onetimeyou giveinto asadisticimpulse, put on a
performance that couldn’t have been better if you' d been trying out for the Troop, and we just happened
to bethereto record it...Y ou know what | think?Y ou had ten years with Phil before we took him, and |
bet if we picked any day out of those ten years and put J.D.’s poster in aroom with the two of you,

we d have caught something just astelling. Jane being evil ? Hah. How about Jane being Jane?’ She
touched my face again, and whispered: “Bad monkey.”

Thistimeinstead of pulling away | turned on her, but my fists punched empty air. | heard the sound of her
laugh off to my left and lunged for it, il swinging.

“Open your eyes, Jane,” shesaid. “1 know you don’t want to see, but you' re never going to catch me
blind.”

| opened my eyes. Shewasright in front of me, and thistime | actualy managed to get my hands around
her throat before she melted away.

“Stop doing that!” | complained, as she remateriaized, just out of reach.

“All right,” shesaid. “You want afair shat, I'll give you one. Here, I'll even give you ahandicap...” She
brought out the knife she' d used to kill John Doyle, and tossed it to me. “Now come on,” she said,
showing me her empty hands. “No tricksthistime, | promise.”

“OK,” | said. “Just one other thing...” And | lunged at her, leading with the point of the knife blade. She
Sdestepped, caught my wrist, and threw me face-first into the nearest wall.

“Sowheredidit dl gowrong?’ she asked, pinning me effortlesdy. “ After such apromising art...Were
you actudly sorry when Doyletook Phil away? Or wasit that business with Whitmer? 1 mean, no
offense, that was pretty impressive for afourteen-year-old, but till. Y ou think taking out aserid killer
makes you somekind of saint?’

She released me and stepped back, and | whirled around, dashing with the knife.

“Or wasit the organization?’ she said, dancing clear of the blade. “ Talking to Catering on the phone, |
can see how that might have an effect on ayoung girl, even abad seed. Weird though, how they waited
50 long before actudly recruiting you...Why do you suppose that is?”

| cut at her again, and thistime she ducked beneath my arm, hooked a boot behind one of my ankles,



and jerked my feet out from under me.

“Wasthat just a bureaucratic oversight, you think? Or did they maybe have areason for not rushing to
takeyou on?’

“I had alife,” | gasped. “ They hoped. .. They wanted meto do something withiit.”
“Oh, that line.” Shelaughed. “ So why didn’t you do anything with it?”

When I'd landed on my ass, I’ d dropped the knife. | tried to pick it up, but she got there first and toed it
out of my reach.

“They did recruit me,” | said. “Maybe it took twenty years, but—"

“Y eah, and how’ sthat been working out? Word from our spiesis, not great. Y our mission falurerateis
kind of an embarrassment. And why isthat?

| made another try for the knife. She kicked mein theface.

“What' sthe problem, Jane? Areyou just atitanic fuckup? Or could it be that your heart’ snot redly in
it?

As she hauled back to kick me again | sprang up and locked my hands around her throat. | felt her try to
pull away and thought: Got you now, you bitch! But then her own arms came up, breaking my grip, and
she spun me around and dammed meinto thewall again, eye-to-eye with John Doyle.

“Yeah,” shesad. “l redly think that’sit, your heart’sjust not init. And | think you' |l fed awholelot
better once you admit it... Say it, Jane.”

“Fuck you!”

“Say it...” Shepressed up againgt me, belly to back, like afull-body hug from behind, and then—the
intimacy of it was hideous—our clothes, our skin, just dissolved, and we started to merge. ..

“Say it,” she commanded, her voice insde and outside now.
('mevil.)
“What'sthat? | didn’t catch that, Jane. Say it again. Say it loud.”

“I'm—" 1 said, and then fought it, pushing back until the pressurein my skull wasjust too greet to resst:
“I'mevil!”

“Now we re getting somewhere.”
She pulled back, withdrew, and | collapsed to the floor.

“Frg time' sawaysthe hardest...” She squatted beside me, hands balanced casudly on her knees. “ So
listen up, Jane, I'm going to tell you what your options are. Option one, you can deny what you just
admitted. Go back to Vegas, try and square things with Love—aor just run like hell, which amountsto the
samething, except he'll be even lesslikdy to believe you when he catches you. Option two, you can
think it over some more. No one knows about this room but me—not even Phil—so you' |l be safe here,
long asyou like. But the lights stay on.

“And then there' s option three. Y ou can stop hiding from yourself. Embrace what you redlly are, what



you' ve dways been. Join the Troop, and start making the kind of difference in the world you were meant
to make. Now”—she leaned forward, lowered her voice—*| know what option you' re going to pick,
because | know which one you want to pick. But | dso understand you don’'t want it to look too easy,
don’t want to seem like you' re caving just because | kicked your ass. So we' re going to pretend you're
going for option two. You stay in here, ‘think it over’ aslong as you need to, to save face—only not too
long, OK, because we ve got stuff to do. I'll be waiting for you outside when you're ready...”

When | dragged myself back into the den twenty minutes|ater, ablack case was sitting on the bar. It was
smaller than the case the Troop had given to Arlo Dexter, but the style was identical.

“Y ou know one of the great things about evil?’ the bad Jane said. “Y ou can't fakeit. | mean, think about
it, thereisn’'t agood deed you can name that an evil person couldn’t do, and till be evil afterwards. But it
doesn’t work the other way around. Y ou pass our shibboleth test, and there’ s no question that you're
oneof us”

| popped the latches on the case, lifted thelid. “Y ou expect meto usethis?’

“‘Expect.” When you say it like that, it makesit sound like there' sroom for doubt. | havefaithinyou,
Jane”

“Who do you want meto kill?’

“Just some people. Nobody important. It's part of an op you' |l be doing for us. For Phil, actudly. He' s
throwing a party next week, and he wants a Clown for the entertainment.”

“Y ou mean Love? Y ou want meto kill Robert Love?’

“No, I'm going to kill him. Y ou'rejust going to bring himin so Phil can talk to him first. And this’—she
patted the case—*thisis going to help you get him.”

| shook my head. “Evenif | waswilling to do that—"
“God, Jane, don't start backdliding. Y ou want to go another round in the poster room?’
“Evenif | waswilling to doit, there’ snoway | could get back into the Mudgett Suite now.”

“Oh, you could probably get back into it. It s getting out that’ s hard. But that’s OK, you' re not going
after himin the Suite, you' re going to hit him at thetables...He gambles,” she explained. “Baccarat, if you
can believeit. | mean, of dl the boring games....But that' s histhing, and tonight’ s hisusua night out. Of
course he may have changed his plans after your little defection today, but | doubt it. We'll know for sure
in about an hour.”

“I want to talk to Phil.”

“Youwill. After you grab Love, I'm going to take you straight to him.”
“No, | want to talk to him now.”

“Sorry.”

“I need to talk to him, OK?’

“| get that you' reanxious,” shesaid. “If it helpsany, you should know that Phil isgoing out on alimb,
bringing you in likethis. | mean, corrupting organization membersis part of hisjob, but there are specia
ruleswherefamily isinvolved. If the Uber-bosses knew he was going after hisbig Sster persondly, they’d



be pissed.”
“Why? The Troop has a problem with nepotism?’

“It'smore aquestion of objectivity. Those old sibling bonds, you know, they can screw up your
emotions. So thisistechnically abreach of protocol. But Phil figuresif we bring in Love, the tiber-bosses
will owe him some dack—he' saready gotten big pointsfor taking out True and Wise. And with
this’—she patted the case again—"there shouldn’t be any questions about your loydlties, ether...So just
be patient, Jane. Once you're officiadly on board, there |l be plenty of time for you and Phil to reconnect.”

“Oncel’monboard,” | said. “And what’s my job going to be? Phil’ s assistant? His number two?’

“Morelike his number three.” She grinned. “Now come on, let’ s get you cleaned up. Y ou' ve still got
JD. sblood dl over you.”

Two hourslater | was back in the sports car’ s passenger seat, wearing afresh set of clothes. Coming up
on thewest Sde of the Strip was the black pyramid of the Luxor, its glasstip shooting abeam of light half
amileinto the sky.

My evil twin was giving me some last-minute ingtructions. “Put these on,” she said, handing mean
amazingly ugly pair of cat’ s-eye glasses. “ There sabuilt-in comm unit, and it also transmitsvideo, so Il
be able to keep tabs on you.” Noticing my expression, she added: “I know it'safashion felony, but
that’ s part of the point. It'll help disguise you if you bump into any Clowns on the way to Love stable.”

“What about Eyes Only?’ | said. “Doesn’t Panopticon have face-recognition software that can pick me
out, even disguised?’

“Y eah, and that softwareis so reliable...Don’'t worry, we ve got it covered. The lenses are specidly
treated S0 you can see Eyes Only sensors. Go ahead, try it.”

| put on the glasses and looked out. Above us, abillboard showed aline of haf-naked showgirls, and my
attention was drawn ingtantly to the girl with the biggest boobs. Her eyes were glowing.

“Of course,” the bad Jane continued, “ spotting them is only half the battle. This car’ s shielded against
Eyes Only surveillance, but outside, you' |l need this.” She passed me an expensive-looking wristwatch.
“State-of-the-art jamming device. It'll shut down every Eyewithin line of sight.”

| read the brand name on the watch face: “Mandrill.”

“Yeah.” She shrugged apologeticaly. “I don’t want to be untrusting, but | figure there' still an outside
chance that you and Love are running some kind of eaborate counterscheme here. So dong with the
jammer, there’ s a destruct mechanism that |ets me vaporize you by remote control if | get abad vibe.”
Her right arm came up, and | was staring into the muzzle of my own NC gun. “Put it on.”

| dipped the watchband around my wrist. The clasp emitted afaint beep as| snapped it closed, and |
didn’'t need to be told that trying to undo it without permission would be fatal.

“Good girl,” the bad Jane said. She put my NC gun on safety and dropped it in my lap. “Herewego...”

Two bright-eyed statues of the Egyptian god Horus guarded the entrance to the Luxor casino. Asl
stepped from the car, the light in their pupils dimmed and went out. The next test was waiting just indde
the casino doors. apair of real security guards. When one of them looked straight at me | thought | was
busted, but the guy just yawned and turned away.



“You see?’ thebad Jane said, avoicein my ear. “It'slikeyou'reinvishble...Walk straight ahead, now.
The high-stakesroom is at the center of the casino floor.”

| passed between rows of blackjack tables, awave of darkness preceding me as my Troop watch turned
every king, queen, and one-eyed jack blind. Next came bank after bank of dot machines. Here the effect
was more subtle: even with their Eyes Only devices jammed, the dots had lightsto spare.

The entrance to the high-stakes room was a diding door of frosted glass. The door wastriggered by a
motion sensor, but my watch seemed to have jammed it, too.

“Problem,” | said.

“Don’'t worry. I’'m patched into the eectrical system. Before | open the door | need you to pay attention.
Love sdressed in atuxedo. HE s ditting at a table with two women; they’ re his bodyguards. There' saso
adeder at thetable, apit boss off to the right, and a couple other dealers cooling their hedls at the back
of the room. Any of them might be bodyguards, too.”

“So | need to shoot six people in, what, three seconds?’

“Two secondsif you can manageit. And don’t hit Love—even if he werelight enough to carry, you
aren't that invisble. Can you handle this?’

“Let’'sfind out,” | said. “ Open the door.”
The door did aside. | stepped forward, raised my gun, and pulled the trigger Six times.

“Wdll,” said Robert Love, glancing over the haf dozen unconscious bodies sprawled around him, “1 see
my warning didn’t take.”

“Shut up.” Without his clown outfit, he wasn't nearly asfrightening.
“Search him,” the bad Jane said.

| set the bomb case on the floor and gestured at Love with my NC gun. “ Stand up and lean forward. Put
your handsflat on thetable.” Love did as hewastold. | moved around behind him. Feding under his
jacket, | found ahand ax tucked into his cummerbund. | pulled it out and set it aside. | checked his
pockets. “He s clean,” | announced.

“Good. Now explain to him what the Stuation is.”

“There are some people waiting to meet you in the VIP parking garage,” | told Love. “ So we regoing to
walk out of here now. You'll stay in front of me, go where| say, not make any sudden moves, not make
trouble”

“Interesting plan,” said Love. “But as| can only assume you' re taking me to be tortured and murdered,
what’ s my motivation, exactly, for not making trouble?’

| kept the gun on him as| transferred the case from the floor to the table. | showed him what wasinside
it. “ Y ou know what thisis, right?’

“I recognize the brand name. | can't say I’ ve seen that particular model before.”

“It'sgot adamper switch onthe back,” | explained. “If the switch ison, the blast islimited to an area
roughly the sze of thisroom. But if the switch is off, everyone within two hundred yards gets turned to
ashes”



“I see. And in the latter case, will you be one of the dead?’ Hetilted hischin to indicate my glasses. “I'm
guessing your controller won't be hagppy if you fail to bring me out of here.”

“He sgot that part right,” the bad Jane said.

| leaned in close and pressed my gunto Love' stemple. “If | fail thismisson,” | told him, “it means|’ve
blown my only chance to see my brother again. And if that’ strue, | don’t care what happensto me. Are
wecdear?’

“Yes” sad Love Then he amiled. “So shdl | kegp my hands up while we rewaking, or will that be too
conspicuous?’

“Don’t worry about being conspicuous.” | pulled back but kept the gun pointed at him. “ Take your
clothes off.”

“What?’

“Strip. Everything, even your socks and shoes.” | lifted the bomb out of the case, then pulled up the
case' slining to reveal abutton-down shirt, khakis, and apair of loafers. “ These should fit you. The stuff
you' re wearing now goesin apile on the floor. Put your little ax in the pile, too.”

“...and asfar asthe organization knows, | died inthe explosion.” He nodded. “Tricky. Very tricky.”
“Dixonwill figureit out eventualy. But by the time he does, it'll betoo late to do anything.”

“S0 you get to see your brother again, and stick it to Dixon on your way out. | can see now why you
turned.”

“Less conversation, more action,” the bad Jane said. “We don't have forever here”

“Let’'sgo,” | said, waving the gun. Love changed his clothes. When we were ready, | set the timer on the
bomb.

Neither one of uslooked like a high-stakes gambler now, but my invisible status held, and nobody paid
us any mind aswe left the room. We crossed the casino floor without incident, the bad Jane directing us
towards a private elevator whose doors opened as we gpproached. | pushed Loveinside.

In the parking garage the bad Jane, maybe worried about a last-minute change of heart on my part, was
standing back at a safe distance from the elevator. She' d caled in backup: eight guys dressed as parking
vaets, al packing Troop-issue NC guns. The bad Jane's own gun was still holstered, but she held the
detonator for my wristwatch ready in her hand.

I’d taken off the glasses but my vison was crystal-clear. Even from fifty feet away, | could make out the
little hairs on the back of the bad Jane’ s thumb asit hovered over the detonator button. | could see, and
count, the beads of swesat on the foreheads of her backup team, and the grains of dust on the van they’d
brought to carry Love away in. | saw the eddies of hot air risng from the engine of the bad Jan€ s sports
car whereit sat parked beside the van. And | saw the bad Jan€’ sjaw muscles tighten, as she redized her
concerns about adouble-cross werejustified.

“Whereishe?’ shesad.
“Where swho?”’

Her thumb tensed. “ Don't fuck with me, Jane. Where' sLove?’



“Oh, him...He got off between floors. He claimed it was a security issue, said he knowstoo much to let
himsdf be captured. Personally, | think he' s just awimp about being tortured by psychopaths.” | waited
abeat, then added: “ Oh yeah. He said to tell you the Scary Clowns have sealed off dl the exitsfrom this
building. None of you are getting out of here dive.”

Her backup guys started exchanging glances, but the bad Jane hersalf was unmoved by the threat. “None
of us?’ shesaid. “Not even me?’

“Especidly not you. I'm going to kill you mysdf, right after you tell me where Phil is”
“Sureyou are...Good-bye, Jane.”

AsLoveand | had waked through the casino, we' d passed by aVegas version of an old-fashioned
carniva whed. Now | imagined that time was like that, abig whed of fortune, and | reached out,
mentally, and stopped it in its spin. Next | focused on my arm, telling mysdlf that the bonesin my wrist
and hand were dagtic. When | felt them start to Stretch, | brought my arm up sharply. The Mandrill watch
did off with its clasp till fastened, and went flying acrossthe garage like aguided missile, zeroinginona
cluster of four parking valets.

| let go of thewhed of time. The bad Jane' sthumb came down, and half of her backup detail
disappeared in aydlow-orange flash.

“What the fuck?’ the bad Jane said. Some ingtinct had enabled her to protect hersdlf by redirecting the
energy of the blast around her; her hair was mussed, but otherwise she was untouched. Her surviving
minionsweren't aslucky: dazzled by the explosion, they were staggering in blind circles.

| held up the auto-injector I’d found in Love' s pocket when I’ d searched him. “Love took a sample of
my blood before he let me out of the Mudgett Suite,” | explained. “Hewouldn’'t say why, but when you
told me that X-drugs were DNA-specific, | started to get anidea.”

“The Scary Clowns have X-drugs?’

“Y eah. And speaking as a connoisseur of controlled substances? I’ m pretty sure their shit’ s better than
yours, Jane.”

“Let’sfind out,” shesad. “Let’splay.”

She dropped the detonator; | dropped the auto-injector; we both went for our guns. We both tried to
stop time again, too, and in the dow-motion world that resulted, the shots we fired were actualy visible.
The bad Jane’ sNC gun spat thick jagged bolts the color of arteria blood; my own gun sprayed wispy
white lines of narcolepsy. None of the shots connected, and after dodging back and forth for amoment,
we both rolled for cover.

Crouched behind the polished bulk of asilver Mercedes, | listened to the sumbling of the parking valets
until | had aclear picture of wherethey al were. Then | thumbed the dia on my NC gun to M1 and
popped up firing. I'd killed three of them and was about to shoot the fourth when | heard the beep of a
Mandrill bomb being activated, and the soft Swoosh as the bad Jane lobbed it overhand in my direction. |
put a hand on the roof of the Mercedes and flipped mysdf up into the air. My foot connected with the
incoming bomb and kicked it back the way it had come, with adight course correction; it smacked into
the chest of the last valet and detonated.

The blast, much more powerful than the previous one, broke the windows on most of the carsin the
garage; as | dropped back to the ground | had to cover my head againgt ashower of safety glass. By the



time the rain stopped the bad Jane had gotten back in her sports car and was revving the enginefor a
getaway. As shereversed out of her parking dot, | jumped up again, using the hood of the Mercedes as
aspringboard to launch mysdlf through the air. | landed on the roof of the sports car even as the bad Jane
was shifting into forward gear; when she hit the gas, | reached down through the broken front window
and gave the steering wheel ahard yank. | rolled clear asthe car swerved into a concrete pylon.

The crash killed the sports car’ s engine. The bad Jane fought free of the deflating air bag and crawled out
over the crumpled hood. Back on my feet, | tried to draw abead on her, but then another Mandrill bomb
came skittering across the garage floor, its countdown timer reading 0:01.

| closed my eyes and tel eported behind another concrete pylon. The bomb detonated, shattering more
glass. An alarm began to wail—and benesath that, | heard the bad Jane’ s footsteps receding, and the
sound of astairwell door.

The stairsled back up to the casino level. By thetimel got there, the bad Jane was out of sight. As|
stood searching for some sign of which way she' d gone, a security guard approached me. | recognized
him as the same guard who' d eyeballed me when I’ d first entered the building, and | heditated, not sure
whether he was a Troop member, a Scary Clown, or acivilian.

A second security guard tackled me from behind. He locked an arm over my windpipe and tried to
shove me up againgt thewall, but he was no bad Jane: | melted out from under his chokehold,
reappeared behind him, and gave him a double shot of narcolepsy to the back of the head. Then | turned
to dedl with thefirst guard, but he' d aready been knocked senseless by aburst of sound from a
brass-belled Clown horn.

“Hello again, Jane,” Robert Love said. “Enjoying the rush?’
“Yes, actudly...But you could havetold mein advance.”

“What, and spoil the surprise? That wouldn’t be very tricky.” He giggled, but then hisgrinturned to a
grimece. “Ouch!”

“Love?

| wasworried he' d been shot, but he didn’t fal down. He stretched out hisarm, opening and closing his
figt. “Mudt’ ve pulled amuscle climbing out of the devator...No matter. Listen: I’ ve got Clownson
X-drugsguarding al the primary exits, but that will only delay her. Y ou need to hunt her down before she
finds another way out.”

“Right...” | gared at the casino floor, focusing on the individud fibersthat made up the carpet. Out of the
thousands of random impressions left by passing gamblers, afresh set of footprints appeared, asvisble
to me astracksin grass. “ Got her.”

| sprinted away at superhuman speed. The bad Jan€ strail led out under the pyramid atrium, where
another pair of security guardstried to get in my way. I'd just finished taking them down when | heard a
horn blast off in the distance. | ran towardsit, and the bad Jane came darting right in front of me, her hair
more than just mussed, now—she looked like she’ d been through atumble dryer. She saw me and tried
to snap off ashot, but the barrel of her NC gun had cracked, rendering it as harmless asthetoy it
appeared to be. A look of real fear cameinto her eyesthen, and shetook off inablur.

| stayed right on her hedls. | could sense that she was dmost out of power, in need of another dose, but
between the Mandrill bomb explosions and the horn blast, any X-drug vids she was carrying would have
shattered by now. All | had to do was keep pressing her until she was completely tapped ouit.



| chased her into acorner of the atrium, where she broke through another stairwell door. The stairs went
up, the flights staggered to follow the incline of the pyramid. The geometry of it made medizzy, 01
forced mysdlf not to look up the centra well and just concentrated on running. By thetime | passed the
fifth landing, it was morelikeflying.

Weflew up and up, al the way to the top—I nearly caught her at the three-quarter mark, but she put on
afina burst of speed and pulled away again. Then | was a the top landing, in front of a door that
radiated heat. The door was unmarked, but if you were going to make asign for it, the symbol off the
organization coin would have been agood choice.

| nudged the door open and stepped into the eye of the pyramid. It was like stepping into the sun: the
Luxor’ s searchlight was the Size of aswimming pool, and though it pumped most of its energy into the
sky, enough reflected back off the inside of the glass cap to turn the room into a bake oven.

My pupils shrank to pinpointsas | climbed onto the catwalk that encircled the searchlight. The air above
the light was one big heat-shimmer, but | thought | glimpsed ahuman outline on the far side of the
cawalk.

“Y ou might aswell show yoursdf,” | said. “I know you're here, and you don’t have enough juiceleft to
get past me.”

Shesolidified. “ Careful with the gun.” She gestured at the glasswals. “If you miss...”
“I’m not going to shoot you. | need you awake so | can best the truth out of you.”

“Thetruth.” She smiled. “Y ou sure you want the truth, Jane? Because the truth is, even if you get meto
tell you where Phil’ s hiding, you won't save him. He belongs to the Troop now. Y ou might catch him, but
you won't turn him. He' Il curseyou for even trying.”

“Why don't you let me worry about that?”

“I know you are worried about it. That'swhy there’ sapart of you that really would like to shoot me, to
shut me up before | can talk. Go on, check it out.”

| glanced down at the gunin my hand.
The did wasturned to the MI setting.

“Yeah,” the bad Jane said. “If you kill me, Phil gets away, and then you can go on pretending there's
hope. But there is no more hope, Jane. Y ou had your chance to protect Phil twenty-three years ago.
Now he'sgot power, and position, and a purpose—more than you ever had—and he' s never going to
givethat up willingly. He might have shared alittle of it with you, but that chanceis gonetoo. So dl that's
left isdeath. Y ou can hunt him down and execute him, like the bad monkey heis. Isthat the truth you're
looking for, Jane?Y ou want to be responsible for finishing Phil off?’

As shetaked, she moved aong the catwak towards me. She started to get alittle too close for comfort;
| took a step back and my hedl caught, throwing me off-balance. It was dl the opening she needed. She
came forward in ablur, chopping her hand against my wrist to make me drop the gun. Then her hands
were around my neck.

“Don't fight it,” shesaid. | tried to melt away, but she held on to mefirmly, using the last of her power.
“Don’t fight it, Jane...Y ou know thisisthe best way.” She bent me backwards over the catwalk railing. |
felt the heat of the light scorching me. “Just let go. Just let go. No more guilt for you, no more screwups,
and Phil getstogoon...”



With thelast of my strength, | reached up, placed apalm flat against her chest. | pushed, merged, my
hand passing through her jacket, her skin, her breastbone. | grabbed her by the heart, and squeezed.

She gasped and let go of me. Shetried to step away, but | lifted her off the ground.
“Now,” | said. “You're going to tell me where my brother is...”

Her arms and legs started flailing like mad, but her daps and kicks were nothing to me. | pivoted around,
lifting her over therailing to dangle her above the searchlight. | concentrated, the light blazed up, not just
like the sun now, until | could see dl the way through her, al the way to her soul. Steam, then smoke,
curled off of her.

“Tell mewhereheis,” | said. | gave her heart one more squeeze.

She threw her head back, screamed it out; the words echoed off the glass tent asthe light continued to
blaze.

“Thank you,” | said. “And good-bye, Jane.”

| opened my hand. Her body, limp now, dipped free. Descending, she flashed into fire, thelight
consuming her more thoroughly than aMandrill bomb. Not even asheswere | eft.

Tapped out, dripping with sweet, | dumped againg the catwalk railing.
A dark shape moved at the edge of my vison. There was aflash of pebble glasses.
“Wadl,” Dixon said. “That wasrather medieva.”

“I didn’t like her,” 1 told him. “I don’t like you much, either. But that doesn’t matter now...l know where
Phil is”

“Yes, | heard. | hope shewasn't lying.”

“Shewasn't. But we re going to have to move fast. By now Phil will know that this operation has gone
wrong. When the bad Jane doesn't report in, he'll run.”

“Not to worry.” Dixon flipped open his cdll phone. “1 have a Bad Monkeys strike team standing by.”
“I don't want any help. Just get meto him, I'll goinaone”

“Youaren'tgoinginat al. Evenif | trusted you, you can barely stand.”

“Evenif you trusted me? What...Wait. What do you mean, ‘ strike team’ ?’

“What do you think | mean?’

“No. WEe re supposed to bring Phil in alive. Love promised me he' d honor True sded.”

“Loveison hisway to the hospital,” Dixon said. “He had aheart attack—areal one. That putsmein
operational command.”

“It doesn't changethe dedl! Y ou can't—"

“Y ou know that bomb you left on the baccarat table? The technician we sent in to defuse it said that the
‘damper switch’ wasjust adummy. If it had gone off, it would have killed everyone in the casino.”



“It wasn't Phil who put me up to that. It was her.”

“It was hisplan. Thisisthe sort of thing your brother doesfor the Troop. Thisiswhat heis, now...And |
am not going to go in soft and risk letting him escape, just to assuage your guilt about being abad sster.”

“You prick,” | said. “You'rejust doing thisto spite me!”

“I'm doing it becauseit’ stheright thing to do.” He raised the cell phoneto hisear.
| scooped my NC gun off the catwalk.

“Don’'t beafool,” Dixon sad.

“Don’t think | won't...” Thedia wastill onthe MI setting. | tried to switch it back to narcolepsy, but it
must have been damaged in thefdl. It wouldn’t budge.

A cold smirk formed on Dixon’ slips as he watched me struggle with the did. “How very convenient,” he
sad. “To stop me, you'll haveto kill me...And asthere are no witnesses, you'll be free to blame the bad

“Shut up!” | banged the did againgt the catwalk railing. It still wouldn't turn. * Put down that goddamned
cell phonel”

“No.”
“I'm not going to let you kill my brother, Dixon.”

“And what about dl the other people he ll kill, if he getsaway? | suppose you' Il blametheir deaths on the
bad Jane, too.”

“Dixon—"

“Go ahead,” he said, staring me down. “ Pull the trigger. Prove meright.”

“No.”

“No?’

“No...” Reaxingmy grip, | let the gun drop. It bounced off the catwak and vanished into the light.
Behind the pebble glasses, | caught thetiniest flicker of relief. “ That’ s better,” Dixon said. “Now—"

Before he could finish his sentence, | dipped my hand in my pocket and came out holding the bad Jan€' s
knife.

“I’'m not going to let you kill my brother,” | repeated. “ But you’ re wrong about the rest of it. | take full
respongbility. For everything. For Phil.”

Then | flicked open the blade and stepped towards him.
white room (viii)
“SO YOU KILLED DIXON TO PROTECT your brother.”

“No, | killed Dixon because | didn't protect my brother...and because | finaly redized | couldn’'t save
him”
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The doctor shakes hishead. “I don’t understand. If you thought Phil couldn’t be saved—"

“I didn’t say that. | said | couldn’t save him. The bad Jane was right about that much: I’d missed my one
chance, and dl | could do now was get him killed...But Phil could till save himsdf.” Shelooksthe
doctor inthe eye. “1 don’t care what the Troop did to him, what they made him do, | have to believe
there' s some part of him that’s not irredeemable. He was agood kid, you know? He deserved better
than mefor asgter...But | waswhat he got, and if | wasn't strong enough to bring him home, | could at
least buy him some more timeto find his own way back.

“Sothat’smy story.” She shrugs and sinks back in the chair. “What do you think?’
“I’m not sure what you want meto say, Jane.”
“That bad, huh?’

“I could point out some more holesin the narrative, if you like,” the doctor says. “I could tell you that
there have been no reports of bodies found at the Venetian: no butchered guests up in the penthouse, no
mimes with their throats dit beside the Grand Candl. | could tell you that the security guards at the Luxor
are quite certain there was only one Jane, not two, running amok in the casino that night, and none of
them witnessed any laws of physics being broken—just alot of punching and kicking. | could tell you
that, but then you'll tell me that Catering covered up what redlly happened, and if that explanation il
leaves afew loose ends, well, it' saNod problem.”

“Good to see you finaly catching on,” she says. “ So what about Dixon? What did they make him out to
be? Another security guard? A hotel employee who got in my way?’

“Hewas asocia worker,” the doctor tells her.

“Dixon, asocid worker?” Shelaughs. “That’ srich! Let me guess. he worked with street people, right?
Deranged street people?”’

“Homedess addicts.”

“Sure, of course. And that night—don’t tell me—that night, he just happened to be passing through the
Luxor and heard one of his new clients had gone berserk. So he decided to help track me down and
ended up getting stabbed for histroubles.”

“The police don't know how Dixon cameto bein that room with you. But that scenario sounds
plausble”

“Y eah, except for one thing: I’ m not deranged. | mean, my story’scrazy, | know that, but I'm lucid.”
“You'relucid now,” the doctor says. “But that night?’
“Yeah, well... Those X-drugs redlly were something. Too bad | won't be getting any more.”

“I talked to Phil again, you know,” she says. “I mean, not redlly...But after | killed Dixon, when | was
stting at the top of the stairswaiting to seeif the cops or the Clownswould come for mefirg, |

pretended Phil wastherewith me. | told him | was sorry. I’d never done that, you know, in dl the
conversationswe d had, but thiswas like the last time, o | gpologized for being such alousy sster, for
leaving him that day...| told him that no matter what bad things he’ d done for the Troop, it was't his
fault, it wasdl onme. | said | hoped he' d find away to get free of them—that he could, | knew he could,



if heredly wanted to.”

“And what did Phil say?’

“Hedidn't say anything. Hejust listened.” She looksthe doctor in the eye again. “1 hope he listened.”
Before the doctor can respond, his pager goes off.

“Timeto go?’ She sounds disappointed.

“1 have to step out for amoment,” the doctor says. “But | would like to talk some more. If you don’t
mind waiting...?’

“No, | don’'t mind.” She shows him her bracelets again. “It’snot like I’ ve got anywhere to be.”
He stands up and reaches for the tape recorder, then hesitates. “ Did she say anything el se?’
“Who?’

“The bad Jane. Before you dropped her—did she say anything else about Phil, or the Troop?’

“No. | mean, it'snot like she was super-articulate with my fist in her chest. It was al she could do to
scream out afew words...Why?’

“Just curious,” the doctor says. He presses the STOP button on the recorder. “1’ [l be back shortly...”

He goesto the door and triesto open it, but it’s been locked from the outside. “Guard?’ hecdls. “I'm
ready to come out now...Guard?’ Heraisesafigt, knocks. “ Guard!”

Behind him, thereisathunk of handcuffs hitting the table. He looks over his shoulder. Sheisleaning
forward, aming abright orange pistal a him. “What on earth...?” he says. “Wheredid you...?" Then he
sessit: the black tile in the floor has been flipped up to reveal acompartment underneath.

“Phil,” shesays.
He blinks. “Isthis somekind of joke? Did...Did Dr. Chiang put you up to this?’
“It'snojoke, Phil. | wish it was”

He stares at her for amoment, glances at the tape recorder, and then he is hammering on the door.
“Guard!...GUARD!”

“There sno one out thereto help you, Phil. Thisis't the county jail. You'rein an ant farm in the desert.”
He stops pounding. He turns around dowly, anew expression on hisface.

“Yeah,” shesays. “Sorry. | lied to you about Dixon: | probably would have killed him, but he was smart
enough not to give me areason. By the time he showed himsalf on the caiwalk, the strike team was
aready onitsway, and he sent them in with strict ordersto take you aive—not because he' sanice guy,
you understand, but because even he didn’t dare break the deal Love madewith me...Love said the
Clowns had away to trick your memory, make you think you' d come to me on your own, to pump me
for intel, which would give me achanceto try to reach you. Dixon said it would never work, that you had
no conscience left for meto reach, but | told Lovel wassurel could pull it off...” Shesighs. “But | was
wrong about that, wasn't I, Phil ?’



She picks up the tape recorder and damsit down hard. The case splinters, revedling theflat disc of the
Mandrill bomb insgde. There sanervous pause asthey both wait for the timer to finish counting down,
but when it reaches zero, there’ sno explosion, just ashort buzz. A word appearsin the digital readout:

SHIBBOLETH

Then the lead h flickers and goes ouit:

SHIBBOLETH

“Jane” hesays. “I canexplan...”

“Yeah, I'll bet you can,” she says. “But there’ s not much to explain, isthere? It wasasmpletest. You
didn’t haveto confess, or break down crying, or anything dramatic like that. All you had to do waswalk
out of thisroom without trying to kill me.”

“Jane...Jane, please.”

“I’'m sorry, little brother. | tried. | gave you every chancel could. But thisismy haf of theded...”
“Bad monkey,” she says.

Shepullsthetrigger.

The NC gun makes no sound.

He convulses. One hand grabs the knob of the door behind him; the other fliesup to hischest. A
strangling noise issues from histhroat; his face reddens and his eyes bulge. Her eyeswiden, as sheleans
farther forward, taking it al in. His knees start to buckle.

And then, right at the point where he should fall dead of aheart attack, he catches himself. He stops
gasping for breeth. Hislegs straighten and hisarmsreturn to hissides.

She pullsthetrigger again. Once again the NC gunissilent, but it’ sadifferent kind of slence—the kind
that sgnifiesimpotence. Thistime he does't react to the shot. He standstall, hisface returning to its
normal color. She switchesthe gun’'sdia from M1 to CI, ams straight at his head, and tries once more,

Nothing. He doesn’t even blink.

Sheisnot pleased with this outcome.

“Phil,” shesays.

“Jane” hereplies.

“You're not the ant in thisant farm, are you?’

“ NO_”



“Wall, fuck,” she says, and tosses the useless gun on the table.

There' saknock at the door. Phil steps aside, and Dixon enters the room. She greets him with asour
look.

“How long have you known?’ she asks.

“That you are a deep-cover agent, working for the Troop? From the beginning,” Dixon says. He gestures
to Phil. “We were warned about you.”

“Thenwhy recruit me?’

“As an experiment. We d been aware for some time that the Troop was attempting to infiltrate the
organization. We d enacted countermeasures, but were uncertain how effective they were. Recruiting you
offered us an opportunity to test them.”

“So theideawasto see how long it would take to catch meif you didn’t aready know?’
13 Y$11
“It was alot harder than you thought, wasn't it?”

“Yes,” Dixon says. “Of course | expected you to be agood actress, well practiced in passing yoursalf off
asacharming midfit rather than the mongter that you redly are, but your ability to fool shibboleth devices
came as ashock. Your emotiona control was remarkable, especially in someone who seemed so
impulsive. For awhilel dmost despaired of catching you out.”

“Sowheat findly tipped it?” She glancesa Phil. “Him?’

Dixon nods. “ Even the most self-controlled person is subject to temptation. Y ou were able to conced
your enthusiasm for more mundane acts of evil, but | thought your composure might crack if you were
presented with a chance to commit atruly extraordinary sn.”

“ S0 you sent me to hunt down my own brother.”
“Tokill him, on the pretense of saving him.”

“How’d you know I’d go for it, though? | mean, if he' sredly Troop, then we re technicaly on the same
Sde”

“Technicdly,” Dixon says. “But it istrue, isn't it, that your brother’ s abduction by the Troop was no
coincidence?’

“Of courseit wasn't acoincidence,” she says. “He was my ticket in. They wanted a sacrifice to prove
that | was serious. But they didn’t tell me they were going to adopt him.”

“I assumed as much. | thought the discovery that your brother was not only alive, but occupying a
position of importance in an organi zation to which you were little more than a peon, would undermine
whatever loydty you had.”

“Sothiswholething...” Shewavesahand a theroom. “This...play...It wasall so you could read my



heart the moment | pulled thetrigger?’
“Yes,” Dixon says. “And the results, I'm happy to report, are conclusive. You're evil.”

“Yesl am,” shesays, unableto resst asmile. “But you know, you didn’t have to go to so much trouble.
Y ou could have just asked my mother.”

“Perhgps | would have, if shewere dtill dive.”

“Y eah, it'sashame about that. Y ou know they never found the truck that hit her?” She sees Phil bristle
and her smile broadens. “ So what happens now? Y ou turn me? Make me a double agent?’

Dixon shakes his head. “ Y ou' re abad monkey. Now that that’ s out in the open, the organi zation has no
further usefor you.”

“Right.” She nods, then shrugs, accepting the inevitable. “Oh wdll, | had anice run. Did some good
damage dong theway.”

“Some,” Dixon agrees. “But lessthan you believe... The beginning wasred,” he explains. “ But after the
Arlo Dexter mission, Cost-Benefits became concerned that it was too dangerous to leave you running
around loose, even under close surveillance. True began pressuring meto kill you and be done withiit.
Ultimately | convinced him to accept an dternative. We gave you to the Scary Clowns. Everything that
has happened to you since you met Robert Wise has been smulated.”

“Smulated,” she says. “Y ou mean the Ozymandiasfacility... Thediner...Veges...?
“Dreamscapes and ant farms, dl of it.”
“Noway! That...They can’t do that!”

“Lovewill be pleased hisillusons were so effective. It turns out | owe him an gpology. When | first saw
the script his people had prepared, there were anumber of plot twists that | was sure would give the
game away. But the Clowns' understanding of human gullibility is grester than mine.”

Shethinks about it. “ X-drugsdon’t exis?’

“Drugsthat alow you to stop time and fly around like amartid-arts superhero? No, they don’t exist.”
“Well, that’ sembarrassng...So if the scene a the diner never happened, that means—"

“True and Wise are both il alive,” he says. “Oh, and Love didn't have aheart attack.”

“What about John Doyle?’

“Bad Monkeyskilled him twenty years ago.”

“And the bad Jane?’

“Roberta, actually. Roberta Grace. My protégée. She' s aready back at Malfeasance, preparing to use
what we' ve learned from you to weed out the Troop’ s other moles.”

“And what about him?’ she asks. “Isheredly my brother?’
“Yes. And heredlly doeswork for the Troop. But redlly, he works for the organization.”

“How? He was ten when they took him. Don't tell me you recruited him before that.”



“No, and we didn’t recruit him afterwards, either. He cameto us. The Troop’ sindoctrination speciaists
had done their best, but your brother proved to be something they never planned on. Incorruptible.”

“Incorruptiblel” She snorts. “Thelittle shit just didn’t have what it takes to be abad monkey, that’sal!”

“Y ou asked on the day we met, what it isthat | want,” Dixon says, ignoring her outburst. “ The answer is:
to demondtrate the futility of evil. Y ou and your brother, each in your own way, have helped me do that.
But your part of the demongtration isover now.”

He opens his coat to revea another NC gun. This one does not resemble atoy. It'sblack, and itsdia
has only two active settings. Dixon drawsit from its holster, then turnsto Phil and asks with
uncharacteristic deference: “May 17’

“No,” Phil says. “She' smine.”

“Of course” Dixon hands off the pistal, and brushes his pams together asif wiping avay dus.
“Good-bye, Jane Charlotte,” he says. “Wewon't meet again in thislife—or in the next, | hope.” He
leaves the room.

“Prick,” she says, asthe door shuts behind him. Then shelooks at Phil and her demeanor softens. “ So,
little brother. | guess congratulations arein order.”

“Arethey?

“Don’t be asore winner, Phil.”

“Y ou think thisiswinning for me, Jane?’

“Bad monkey dies, good monkey livesto fight another day...”

“That's Dixon'svictory,” hetells her. “ Dixon took for granted that you passed the shibboleth tests by
hiding your true sdlf. | was hoping that there might be another explanation.”

“Ohmy God,” shesays. “Y ou actudly thought I might be good?’
“Conflicted, let' ssay.”

“Oh my God...Y ou wanted to redeem me.” She shakes her head in wonder. “How hasthe Troop not
seen through you yet?’

“The answer to that is S mple enough. Evil people are easy to fool.”

Shelaughs. “Guess| can't argue with that. Still, | don’t know what the hell you were thinking. After what
| didtoyou...”

“About that,” he says. “I know | probably can't trust your answer on this, but | have to ask: When you
gave meto them, wasthat...Did you hate me?’

“Wasit persond, you mean? Eh, not so much...Mom was persond,” she says. “ Definitely. But with you,
well, it was alittle personal maybe—you were my brother, after al—but mostly it wasjust, what did
Dixon cdl it, ‘atruly extraordinary Sn’? Y eah. | guess| do have aweaknessfor those.” She looks over
at the door, not too hopefully. “ So listen, | know you can't let me get away clean, but isthere any chance
| can talk you into giving me athirty-second head start?’

1] &)rry, J’o‘l’]e."



“Fifteen seconds, then. Come on, Phil, you said you wanted to save me. | could still have a change of

“If you do, you' Il haveto takeit up with God. How do you want it?’

“Yeah, OK...I'll takethe stroke. Less painful than the heart attack, and maybe | get anice light show on
the way out.”

He nods, and fixesthe dia on the Cl setting. He takes a deep breath. Letsit out dowly.

Hiseffortsto sted himsalf are afresh source of amusement to her: “ Jesus, Phil, I’d have shot you ten
timesaready.”

“Sorry,” hereplies, but fill he hesitates. She watches him, drawing sirength from hisambivaence. Asthe
gun comes up, sheiscam, and her find words are dmost kind.

“It'sdl right, little brother,” she says. “I’m ready. Send meto Nod.”
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