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Tony	was	more	interested	in	stopping	Kelden	than	hurting	him,
but	 it	quickly	became	clear	that	Kelden	felt	no	such	restriction.
His	 attack	 was	 vicious;	 his	 rage	 would've	 made	 his	 blows
dangerous,	had	any	of	them	connected.
	

Antonio	Garza
Kelden	Scott
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	

Chapter	1
	
	
Christmas	came	and	went	 in	snow	and	 ice	and	bitter	 temperatures,

and	 the	 new	 year	 began	 with	 the	 worst	 cold	 spell	 in	 recent	 memory.
Thermometers	strained	upward	toward	zero	at	midday	for	a	week.	Pipes
shattered,	 power	 lines	 snapped,	 and	 furnaces	 in	 many	 homes	 and
businesses	 collapsed	 from	 total	 exhaustion.	 The	 orchestra	 was
scheduled	 to	resume	rehearsals	 in	mid-January,	but	a	sudden	 failure	of
the	 auditorium	 heating	 system	 on	 the	 13th	 teamed	 up	 with	 a	 massive
blizzard	on	the	20th	to	remind	foolish	mortals	of	the	futility	of	schedules.

Paige	waited	and	prayed	 for	 the	phone	 to	 ring.	When	 it	 did,	 it	was
never	 the	 one	 call	 for	 which	 she'd	 prayed	 the	 most.	 Many	 times	 she
pulled	out	her	own	phone,	but	always	backed	down.	Kathy	didn't	share
her	concern;	couldn't,	she	admitted,	for	although	she'd	forgiven,	her	scars
were	still	too	tender.

Paige	 finally	 surrendered	and	called	Kelden	on	 the	14th,	 only	 to	 be
sent	 to	 voicemail.	 She	 figured	 the	weather	 had	 done	 something	 to	 the
tower	and	waited	another	week.	When	she	still	got	nothing	but	voicemail,
she	drove	to	his	apartment.	His	name	was	no	longer	on	the	mailbox;	the
stranger	who	answered	her	knock	had	 lived	 there	 three	weeks.	He	had
no	idea	what	had	happened	to	the	previous	tenant.	On	her	way	out,	she
ran	 into	a	young	mother	with	a	new	baby	who	was	able	 to	 tell	her	 that
Kelden	 had	moved	 out	 the	 day	 after	 Christmas.	 A	 good	 looking,	 long-
haired	 Hispanic	 guy	 had	 helped	 him.	 Neither	 had	 said	 where	 he	 was
going.

Paige	decided	not	to	try	calling	again.	She	was	well	past	anger;	she
now	 feared	 where	 Kelden	 was	 headed.	 In	 a	 way,	 she	 hoped	 he'd	 left
town	completely.	Deep	inside,	she	knew	he	hadn't.	Still,	when	rehearsals



finally	resumed	on	the	last	Monday	in	January	and	he	hadn't	appeared	by
the	downbeat,	her	hopes	surged.	Five	minutes	later,	he	bustled	in.

She	caught	up	with	him	during	their	break.	He	was	joking	with	some
of	the	other	musicians	and	looked	happier	and	more	rested	than	he	had
in	months,	but	there	was	an	edge	to	his	laugh,	a	chill	in	his	smile,	and	a
glitter	 in	 his	 eyes	 that	 brought	 pain	 to	 her	 heart.	 When	 he	 saw	 and
greeted	her,	she	felt	the	sting	of	tears.	She	was	talking	to	a	stranger.

“So,	Paige,	how	you	been?”
“Fine.”	She	debated,	 in	 the	 space	of	 half	 a	 second,	whether	 to	 tell

him	 how	much	 she'd	 missed	 him	 or	 how	 worried	 she'd	 been,	 but	 that
hinted	of	emotional	manipulation,	so	she	just	said,	“I	tried	getting	in	touch
with	you	a	couple	weeks	ago.	What	happened?”

“Jeez,	I'm	sorry.	I	forgot	to	tell	you	I'd	moved.”	Julian	was	calling	the
musicians	 back	 to	 the	 stage.	 “I'll	 give	 you	 my	 new	 address	 later,”	 he
promised	as	he	dashed	back	to	his	chair.	She	followed	slowly.

Kelden	had	dreaded	this	meeting.	He	tried	to	think	of	a	way	out,	but,
after	 rehearsal,	 when	 she	 suggested	 coffee,	 he	 couldn't	 refuse.	 They
arrived	almost	simultaneously.	Java	Joe's	was	quiet;	 fewer	than	half	 the
tables	 were	 filled,	 mostly	 by	 students	 who'd	 challenged	 the	 cold.	 The
most	private	corner	tables	were	already	claimed,	but	Paige	found	a	place
well	removed	from	the	others	while	Kelden	collected	their	orders.

“So,”	 he	 said	when	 they	were	 settled,	 “you've	 been	 trying	 to	 get	 a
hold	 of	 me?”	 He	 made	 no	 reference	 to	 their	 last	 meeting,	 offered	 no
apologies,	and	didn't	explain	why	he'd	been	ignoring	her	calls.

Paige	noted	 the	omissions,	but	said	nothing.	 “I	was	wondering	how
you	were	doing,	since	 I	hadn't	heard	 from	you.	 I	kept	getting	voicemail,
so	I	went	around,	and	found	out	then	you'd	moved.”

Kelden	nodded.	“Michael	Bachman	left	the	Penthouse	a	couple	days
before	Christmas.	Tony's	name	 is	kind	of	permanently	at	 the	 top	of	 the
waiting	 list,	 but	 he's	 never	 had	 the	money.	 But	with	 his	 cut	 of	 the	 tour
profits,	 his	 first	 royalty	 check	 from	 the	CD,	 and	 the	 extra	work	David's
been	throwing	at	him,	he	figured	he	could	split	the	rent	with	a	roommate.
And	I've	wanted	to	get	back	in	there	ever	since	I	had	to	leave,	so.	.	.	.”

“I've	heard	a	lot	about	the	Penthouse.	I'd	like	to	see	it	some	day.”
“Sure.	We'll	have	you	over	for	a	real	Scottish-Mexical	dinner.	Haggis

tortillas,	or	something	equally	revolting.”
“I	can	hardly	wait.”



They	fell	silent.	Kelden	stared	at	Paige,	who	was	avoiding	his	gaze.
“I	knew	Michael	had	moved	in	with	David,”	she	said	at	last.
Kelden's	eyebrow	twitched	quizzically,	then	he	nodded.	“That's	right.

You	and	Michael've	known	each	other	a	while,	haven't'	you?
“Yeah.”	She	decided	to	chance	it.	“How	do	you	feel	about	that?”
Kelden	 shrugged.	 “It	 was	 only	 a	 matter	 of	 time.	 I'm	 just	 surprised

they	waited	that	long.”
“Believe	it	or	not,	you	may	have	had	something	to	do	with	that.”
“Me?	How?”
“I	 gather	 David	 was	 unwilling	 to	 take	 another	 roommate	 after	 you

left.”
“Huh.	I	didn't	think	he	cared.”
“You	know	he	does.”
“No,	I	don't.	I	don't	know	what	he	really	thinks,	or	you,	or	Tony,	or	me,

for	 that	matter.	 I	don't	 think	any	of	us	knows.	So	 I'll	 just	 live	my	 life	 the
way	I	want,	and	make	myself	happy,	and	not	ask	questions.”

“And	that's	going	to	make	you	happy?”
“A	hell	of	a	lot	happier	than	I	was	a	couple	of	months	ago.”
“Are	you	happy	now?”
“Are	you?”
“Of	course!”
“Why?	Because	some	book	tells	you	you're	supposed	to	be?”
“No,	because	my	heart	tells	me	I	am.	What	does	your	heart	tell	you,

Kel?	What	does	it	tell	you	about	you	and	David,	or	you	and	me,	or	Kathy,
or	Laurie,	or	–	or	all	the	rest?”

Kelden	 looked	 away	 for	 a	moment,	 then	 turned	 hard	 eyes	 back	 to
her.	“It	tells	me	it's	up	to	me	to	live	my	life,	and	it's	up	to	you	to	live	yours.
And	if	our	paths	cross	and	we	can	have	a	little	fun,	that's	great.	And	if	we
can't,	well,	that's	how	it	goes.”

“Lovely.	And	what	bumper	 sticker	did	 you	get	 that	 from?	And	what
about	the	ones	you	hurt	on	the	way?”

“That's	their	problem.	I	didn't	ask	them	to	shove	themselves	into	my
life.	If	they	don't	like	the	way	things	have	turned	out,	they	can	work	it	out
for	themselves.”

“We	all	 shoved	ourselves	 into	your	 life,	huh?	David	 forced	you	 into
that	house	with	him?	Laurie	threw	herself	at	you?”

Kelden	just	stared	at	her.



After	 a	 moment,	 Paige	 continued.	 “So	 it	 doesn't	 bother	 you	 that
Michael's	officially	moved	in	with	David?”

Kelden	shrugged.	“Why	should	it?	They've	got	their	own	lives.”
“That's	a	question	you'll	have	to	answer.	Although	I	can't	believe	you

could've	changed	so	much	in	the	past	couple	weeks.”
“What	 you	 believe	 is	 up	 to	 you.	 In	 fact,	 I'd've	 thought	 by	 now	 you

were	an	expert	at	believing	the	unbelievable.”
Another	silence	settled.	Paige	stirred	her	coffee.	The	 tiny	eddies	 in

the	cup	echoed	the	more	violent	ones	inside	her.	She	glanced	up.	Kelden
was	 studying	 her,	 and	 his	 stony,	 challenging	 gaze	with	 just	 a	 hint	 of	 a
smirk	stung	her	into	speaking	again.

“Does	Tony	feel	the	same	way	you	do?”
“What	do	you	mean?”
“Does	he	 feel	 he	 shoved	himself	 into	 your	 life,	 and	 if	 he	gets	hurt,

that's	 his	 problem?	 Or	 you	 shoved	 yourself	 into	 his	 life,	 so	 it's	 your
problem	if	you	get	hurt?”

“I	have	no	idea.”
“Really?	Don't	 you	 think	 you	 should	 find	 out,	 if	 the	 two	 of	 you	 are

going	 to	 be	 –	 sharing	 an	 apartment?”	 She	 backed	 away	 at	 the	 last
second.

Kelden's	smirk	was	clear	now.	“You	can't,	can	you?”
“What?”
“You	can't	bring	yourself	to	say	it.	Fine.	I	will.	Tony	and	I	are	lovers.

You	want	to	know	how	it	happened?”
“No.”
“Really?	 I	 thought	 my	 personal	 life	 fascinated	 you.	 Especially	 the

sexual	and	spiritual	sides	of	it.	Or	have	you	given	up?”
“I'll	never	give	up	on	you,”	Paige	said	quietly.	“No	matter	what	you	do

to	yourself.	Or	to	me.	I	won't	give	in	to	emotional	or	sexual	blackmail,	but
that	doesn't	mean	I	don't	care.	I	think	you	know	that,	but	you	won't	admit
it,	because	then	you'd	have	to	 feel	and	to	admit	you're	not	really	happy
with	your	 life.”	Kelden	snorted	and	waved	his	hand	as	 if	 to	dismiss	her
words,	but	she	pushed	on	before	he	could	interrupt.	You're	running,	Kel;
from	 me,	 from	 David,	 from	 God,	 even	 from	 yourself.	 But	 at	 the	 same
time,	 you're	 so	desperate	 for	 someone	 to	 love	you,	 you're	willing	 to	go
against	your	own	nature.”

“What's	that	supposed	to	mean?”



“I	mean	you're	not	gay	or	even	bisexual	by	nature.”
“How	 the	hell	 do	 you	 know?	Lots	of	 people	are	born	 that	way	and

don't	figure	it	out	till	later.”
Paige	shook	her	head.	“I've	heard	that	argument	from	everyone	from

Tony	to	'Dear	Abby'.	I'm	sorry,	but	until	some	reputable	scientist	can	bring
me	a	microscope	and	say,	'Here,	this	 is	the	gay	gene',	I'm	not	buying	it.
It's	just	not	genetic,	like	big	noses	and	blue	eyes.”

“But	what	if	it	is?	What	if	they	just	haven't	isolated	it	yet?”
“That	wouldn't	necessarily	prove	 it's	desirable.	Sickle	cell	anemia	 is

genetic.	 There's	 evidence	 alcoholism	 might	 be	 genetic.	 And	 then	 I'd
question	 the	 frequency	 of	 its	 occurrence.	 For	 every	 person	 who	might
legitimately	claim	a	gay	gene,	I	believe	there	are	hundreds	or	thousands
for	whom	 it's	 ultimately	 a	 choice.	 Some	 people	 have	 the	 deck	 stacked
against	 them	 from	 birth,	 and	 it's	 almost	 inevitable	 they	 end	 up	 gay	 or
lesbian	or	bi.	I	think	that	happened	with	me.	But	I	still	say	it	comes	down
to	a	moment	when	a	person	chooses	to	fight	those	pressures	or	give	in.”

“Can	you	prove	it?”
“Of	course	not.	Can	you	refute	it?”
“No.	But	I	know	what	I	am!”
“No,	you	don't!	You	know	what	you	want	to	believe	you	are!”
“Semantics!	You're	playing	with	words!”
“Not	at	all!	There's	a	vast	difference!”
“All	right,	then.	If	I	wasn't	born	bisexual,	what	was	it?	Did	my	mother

smother	my	manly	instincts?	Did	my	father	not	hug	me	enough?	Or	am	I
just	out	for	the	ultimate	rebellion?”

Paige	 met	 Kelden's	 sarcasm	 with	 quiet	 certainty.	 “I	 think	 there's
probably	 a	 little	 of	 all	 that	 in	 there,	 except	 maybe	 the	 part	 about	 your
mother.	From	what	you've	told	me,	she	doesn't	sound	like	the	smothering
type.	But,	yes,	I	think	on	some	level	you're	looking	for	the	male	love	and
acceptance	you	never	had,	I	think	you're	thumbing	your	nose	at	me	and
God	and	traditional	morality,	and	I	think	you're	looking	for	a	way	to	punish
Vicki	and	Beth	and	all	the	other	women	in	your	life	for	failing	to	meet	your
expectations.”

Kelden	 slapped	 the	 top	 of	 the	 table	 lightly	 with	 his	 hand	 and
grimaced	in	exasperation.	“Oh,	this	is	crap!”	he	exclaimed.	“I	can't	believe
you're	 trying	 to	 lay	 this	pseudo-psychological	bullshit	 on	me!	Why	don't
you	just	admit	I'm	bisexual	and	let	it	go	at	that?”



“Because	 it's	a	 lie!	 I	was	a	sincere	 lesbian.	 I	was	wrong,	but	 I	was
sincere.	Michael	is	sincerely	gay,	and	Tony	is	sincerely	bi.	You,	however,
are	acting	out	a	 role	 that's	no	more	 the	 real	you	 than	–	 than	when	you
were	running	pizzas.”

“Well,	 then,	maybe	I	 just	don't	know	what	 the	 'real'	me	is.”	Kelden's
face	softened,	and	a	haunted	look	stole	into	his	eyes.	Paige's	heart	leapt.

“You	 can	 find	 out,”	 she	 urged	 softly.	 Maybe	 she	 wasn't	 careful
enough,	or	maybe	Kelden	was	just	too	wary;	in	any	case,	the	crack	in	his
wall	snapped	shut.

“You	really	don't	give	up,	do	you?”	he	scowled.
“I	told	you,	I	care	too	much	about	you	to	give	up,”	she	replied,	but	the

moment	was	gone.
“Fine.	You	say	you	care	about	me.	Prove	it.”
“We've	 been	 through	 that,”	 Paige	 sighed.	 “I	 won't	 be	 sexually

blackmailed.”
Kelden	shook	his	head.	“I	wasn't	going	to	say	that.	That	was	stupid.	I

was	way	off	base.	No,	I	want	you	to	accept	me.	As	I	am.”
“I	will.”	Paige	looked	steadily	at	him.	“I	will	accept	you	as	you	are.	I

will	not	accept	you	as	you	pretend	to	be.”
“Damn	it,	you're	doing	it	again!	How	can	I	convince	you	this	is	real?”
Paige	 sat	 back.	 “All	 right,	 then.	 Be	 the	 'real'	 you.	 Up	 front,	 where

everyone	can	see	it.”
“What	–	you	want	Tony	and	me	to	screw	in	the	middle	of	the	street?”
“Of	course	not.	I'm	just	saying	don't	hide	it.	Come	out	of	the	closet,	to

use	a	horribly	overworked	cliché.	Of	course,	you'll	have	 to	be	 ready	 for
the	reactions	of	your	friends	and	coworkers	and	family.	I	doubt	they'll	all
be	as	accepting	as	you	were	with,	say,	David.	And	who	knows	what	 it'll
do	 to	 your	 career.	 And	 then	 there	 are	 the	 people	 around	 you.	 I	 doubt
Tony'll	suffer	too	much	–	odd	lifestyles	are	almost	a	given	in	young	artists.
But	David?	Since	he's	lived	with	both	you	and	Tony,	rumors	are	bound	to
start	about	him,	and	that	could	harm	his	growing	business.	And	it's	sure
to	impact	Michael's.	And	me	–	I	suppose	I'd	better	get	ready	to	have	my
life	reopened.	But,	hey,	what	you	are	 is	what	you	are,	and	you	gotta	be
you,	and	the	rest	of	us	better	learn	to	shut	up	and	live	with	it,	right?”

“If	you're	trying	to	scare	me	into	changing	my	mind,	you'll	have	to	do
better	than	that.”

“I'm	not	 trying	 to	scare	you	 into	or	out	of	anything.	 In	 fact,	none	of



what	I've	just	said	may	happen.	People	may	be	apathetic.	You	may	even
discover	that	everyone	around	you	is	magnificently	tolerant.	Personally,	I
wouldn't	 bet	 on	 it.	 But	 I	 just	 want	 you	 to	 consider	 all	 the	 possibilities,
because	in	a	lot	of	ways	you're	walking	straight	into	hell,	and	I'm	not	just
talking	about	your	soul	when	you	die.	You	claim	to	be	sincere.	I	hope	so,
because	 this	 is	 the	 kind	of	 choice	 you'll	 have	 to	 live	with	 every	waking
minute	for	the	rest	of	your	life.”

They	stared	at	each	other	for	a	few	seconds,	then	Kelden	said	softly,
“I	know	what	I'm	doing.”

Paige	 sighed.	 “All	 right.	 I	 don't	 like	 it,	 but	 I	 can't	 force	 you	 to	 do
otherwise.”	She	hesitated,	 then	added,	“But	will	you	please	promise	me
one	thing?”

“What?”
“Don't	pull	 away	 from	me	again.	 I	 really	missed	you.	 I	was	worried

about	you.”
Kelden's	 face	 softened	again,	 and	he	allowed	a	 real	 smile	 to	peep

through.	“I	gotta	admit,	I	missed	you,	too.	And	I	really	am	sorry	about	the
way	I	treated	you	before	Christmas.	Things	weren't	going	too	well.”

“I	know.	I'm	not	going	to	say	I	didn't	mind.	You	mean	too	much	to	me
to	just	brush	it	off	like	that.”	She	smiled.	“But	I	accept	your	apology.	Even
if	it	makes	no	difference	to	you	either	way	if	I	do	or	not.”	Kelden	tensed,
but	found	only	gentle	teasing	in	her	words.	“Now,	however,	I	really	have
to	go.”	She	pushed	her	chair	back.	“We	just	picked	up	a	challenging	new
account,	and	I	want	to	get	in	early	tomorrow	to	wrap	up	some	of	my	other
stuff.”

They	rose	together.	“That	dinner	invitation	is	legit,”	said	Kelden.
“Thanks.	Give	me	a	couple	weeks,	and	I'll	take	you	up	on	it.”
Kelden	walked	 her	 to	 her	 van,	 then	 drove	 back	 to	 the	 Penthouse.

Tony	wasn't	there;	in	addition	to	working,	he	was	taking	extra	classes	in
an	attempt	to	graduate	in	May	as	originally	planned,	before	his	sabbatical
with	Glass	Comet.	Now	he	was	all	but	living	at	the	library,	getting	in	after
midnight.	 He	 would	 spend	 an	 hour	 working	 out	 his	 frustrations	 on	 his
keyboards,	using	headphones	so	as	not	to	disturb	Kelden.	Kelden	would,
in	 turn,	 slide	 out	 of	 bed	 as	 quietly	 as	 possible	 in	 the	morning	 to	 avoid
waking	Tony.	Their	routine	guaranteed	they	would	see	little	of	each	other
during	the	week.	For	the	most	part,	this	suited	Kelden,	as	he	was	able	to
maintain	a	certain	independence.	He	never	asked	how	Tony	felt	about	it.



He	wasn't	very	hungry	when	he	got	in	,	so	he	eschewed	a	hot	dinner
in	favor	of	leftover	chicken	from	the	refrigerator.	He	felt	the	urge	to	drink	a
six-pack	or	two,	but	he	knew	Tony	would	be	pissed	if	he	came	home	and
found	 him	 out	 cold	 on	 the	 floor,	 so	 he	 rationed	 out	 a	 single	 beer	 and
forced	 himself	 to	 sip	 it	 slowly.	 Nothing	 on	 the	 bookshelves	 or	 the
streaming	 services	 held	 his	 attention,	 and	 he	was	 too	 restless	 to	write
music	 or	 practice	 or	 sleep.	 So	 he	 decided	 to	 try	 Tony's	 method.	 He'd
experimented	with	 the	keyboards	at	Tony's	urging	and	had	gotten	good
enough	 that	 he	 was	 soon	 lost	 in	 a	 multi-layered	 improvisation,	 first
recording	 several	minutes	 of	moody	 chord	 progressions	 in	 synthesized
strings	 and	 harp,	 then	 interweaving	 layers	 of	 synthesized	 acoustic	 and
purely	electronic	sounds	on	top	of	them.

At	 the	end	of	 three	hours,	he	had	a	 fifteen-minute	piece	 that	 could
depress	the	hell	out	of	Mary	Poppins.	He	left	it	in	the	memory	with	plans
to	 transcribe	 it	 to	paper	 later,	 then	went	 to	bed,	where	he	stared	at	 the
skylight,	still	unable	to	sleep.	A	cluster	of	stars	was	framed	above	him.	He
wondered	if	Paige	liked	looking	at	the	stars,	and	swore	silently	at	himself
for	giving	 in	and	going	 to	Java	Joe's.	He'd	 just	gotten	his	emotional	 life
back	on	an	even	keel,	and	she'd	gone	and	disrupted	it	again!

He	heard	Tony	come	in.	A	light	went	on	in	the	living	room	area,	and
Kelden	knew	he	was	at	his	keyboards.	He	heard	the	soft	thumping	of	the
keys	 and	 a	 whisper	 of	 sound	 from	 the	 headphones.	 After	 a	 while,	 the
thumping	 was	 silenced,	 but	 the	 faint	 sliver	 of	 sound	 continued,	 and
Kelden	wondered	if	Tony	had	found	his	piece.

Kelden	was	awakened	from	a	light	doze	by	the	slight	shaking	of	the
bed.	He	waited	until	Tony	had	settled	himself,	then	asked	quietly,	“¿Como
estuvo	tú	noche?”

“Muy	 productivo,”	 Tony	 replied,	 just	 as	 quietly.	 “No	 pensé	 que	 tu
estúvieras	despierto.”

Kelden	put	his	hands	behind	his	head	and	stared	up	at	 the	skylight
again.	The	stars	had	been	replaced	by	a	cold	moon.	“I	couldn't	sleep,”	he
explained	at	last.

After	a	moment,	Tony	asked,	“That	music	–	it	was	yours?”
“Yeah.”
“Then	 it	 is	 no	wonder.	 It	 is	 beautiful,	 but	 all	 the	 tears	 in	 the	world,

they	are	in	my	keys.”
Kelden	chuckled	quietly.	A	moment	later,	he	felt	Tony	raise	himself	on



his	elbow.
“¿Cúal	es	el	problema?”
“No	lo	sé.”	It	was	a	small	lie;	Kelden	didn't	want	to	get	into	even	the

little	he	thought	he	knew.
“Hey,	man.”	Tony	poked	him	lightly	in	the	arm.	“It	is	me.	You	agreed

not	to	hide	anything	from	me.	¿Recuerdas?”
“Yeah.”
“So?”
Kelden	 finally	 looked	at	him.	Tony's	eyes	glittered	 in	 the	moonlight.

The	hand	and	most	of	 the	arm	that	propped	up	his	head	were	 lost	 in	a
tangle	of	gleaming	black	hair.	“Tony,”	he	asked	at	last,	“are	we	doing	the
right	thing?”

“¡O,	Dios	mio,	Kelden!	It	is	a	little	late	to	be	asking	that,	man!”
“I	 know.”	 He	 looked	 back	 at	 the	 skylight.	 “I	 guess	 that's	 not	 really

what's	bothering	me,	anyway.”
“¿Qué	es	eso?”
Another	silence.	Then,	“I	had	coffee	with	Paige	tonight.”
“Ah,	and	you	finally	realize	you	are	in	love	with	her	and	want	to	leave

me	for	her?”
“Dammit,	Tony,	I'm	serious!”
“So	am	I,	mi	amigo.”
Kelden	pulled	himself	up	to	sit	against	the	headboard.	The	cool	night

air	raised	tiny	bumps	on	his	chest	and	stomach.	He	frowned	at	Tony,	who
was	now	craning	his	neck	to	watch	him.	“What	do	you	mean?”

Tony	 rolled	 over	 onto	 his	 stomach,	 brushing	 his	 hair	 back	 over	 his
shoulders	and	out	of	his	face.	“I	mean,	hombre,”	he	replied	calmly,	“that
you	 have	 been	 in	 love	with	 her	 from	 the	 day	 you	met	 her.	 I	 could	 tell,
David	could	tell,	Paige	would	have	to	be	sin	ojos	not	to	see	it.”

“I	don't	see	it.”
“Then	you	are	the	only	one,	man.”
“Hell,	I	admit	I've	wanted	her	-”
“Well,	that	is	a	start.”
“-	but	I'm	not	in	love	with	her!”
Tony	shrugged.	“Si	tu	lo	dices.	But	if	that	is	not	the	problem,	what	is

it?”
Kelden	 rubbed	 his	 beard.	 “She	 insists	 I'm	 not	 gay	 or	 bisexual	 by

nature,	 that	 I'm	 rebelling	 or	 trying	 to	 prove	 something	 or	 some	 such



bullshit.”
“She	is	right.”
Kelden	 stared.	 “Excuse	 me?	 Did	 I	 miss	 something?	 Is	 it	 my

imagination,	or	have	we	been	lovers	for	the	past	month?”
“Oh,	si,	we	have	been	lovers.	But	your	heart,	it	is	not	in	it.”
“You,	 too,	 Tony?”	 Kelden	 clenched	 his	 jaw.	 “You're	 gonna	 tell	 me

what	I'm	feeling?”
“No,	man.	I	am	telling	you	what	I	am	feeling	from	you.”
“And	that	is.	.	.	?”
“Nada.	Nothing.	You	are	going	through	the	motions,	but	your	heart,	it

is	not	there.”
“Dammit,	Tony,	you're	wrong!	Jeez,	man,	I	love	you!”
“Oh,	si,	and	I	love	you,	too.	But	that	love,	it	does	not	need	this.”	He

patted	the	bed.
“Then	what	the	hell	are	we	doing	here?”
“When	 you	 came	 to	 my	 apartment,	 ¿recuerdas?,	 after	 your

Christmas	concert?	You	were	hurting.	You	needed	someone,	and	 I	was
there.	I	did	not	want	to	see	you	hurting.”

“So,	what,	you're	saying	you	felt	sorry	for	me?”
“No,	no,	no!	You	are	not	the	easy	person	to	feel	sorry	for!	But	you	are

a	friend,	a	very	good	friend.	You	needed	someone	to	help	you	over	some
rough	times,	and	I	needed	someone	to	take	the	Penthouse	with	me.”

“Ah.	Of	course.	A	business	deal.”
“¡No	 seas	 cabeza	 dura!”	 Tony	 scowled,	 the	 first	 indication	 that

Kelden	was	getting	to	him.	He	rolled	over	and	pulled	himself	up	to	sit	next
to	Kelden.	“I	made	the	offer	as	a	friend,	to	a	friend.	I	was	going	to	let	you
move	in	with	me	in	my	apartment,	even	if	it	did	not	have	two	bedrooms.	I
was	ready	 to	sleep	on	 the	couch,	 like	 I	did	our	 first	week	here.	But	 this
place,	she	came	open,	and	I	would	have	been	un	tonto	if	I	did	not	take	it.”

“All	right.	So	what's	your	point?”
“All	of	this	started	out	as	two	friends	helping	each	other.	That	was	all.

And	then,	after	we	have	lived	here	a	week,	you	tell	me	I	was	right	about
bisexuality,	and	that	 if	 I	am	willing	to	accept	you,	you	want	to	be	free	to
express	your	feelings.”

Kelden	was	silent.	He'd	 forgotten	he'd	said	 those	 things,	especially
about	 his	 feelings.	 “But,”	 he	 said	 at	 last,	 “if	 you	 thought	 I	 didn't	 really
mean	it,	why'd	you	agree?”



“I	thought	you	did	mean	it.	I	did	not	know	then	what	I	know	now.”
“What	do	you	know	now?”
Tony	scratched	his	chin.	His	 fingernail	 scraped	against	 the	stubble.

“Many	times,”	he	said	slowly,	“I	have	thought	of	you	as	cruel.	I	could	not
understand	how	you	could	go	to	bed	with	so	many	mujeres	and	not	feel
the	pain	when	you	 leave	 them.	 I	have	never	 told	you,	but	many	 times	 I
did	not	know	how	 I	could	continue	 to	be	a	 friend	 to	you.	But	David,	he
always	 spoke	good	of	 you.	Whenever	 I	 became	sick	of	what	 you	were
doing,	he	would	say	he	did	not	think	you	want	to	hurt	people,	that	there
was	 in	 you	 something	 that	 wanted	 to	 destroy	 itself,	 something	 that
treated	itself	with	desprecio.	And	because	I	liked	you	when	you	were	not
hurting	people,	I	believed	him.	But	I	did	not	see	it	for	myself	until	the	night
you	came	to	my	apartment.	Then	I	saw	that	he	was	right.	But	I	still	did	not
know	how	deep	it	was	in	you	until	this	last	month.

“Kelden,	 I	 have	seen	your	heart.	 I	 have	seen	 it	 rejoice,	and	 I	 have
seen	it	break.	But	never	have	I	seen	it	in	bed.	It	is	like	making	love	to	–	to
un	cuerpo,	una	máquina.	Quizás,	it	is	just	me,	but	I	do	not	think	so.	I	think
that	 when	 you	 make	 love,	 los	 mujeres,	 me,	 we	 do	 not	 exist.	 You	 are
looking	for	something	else;	we	are	just	–	just	–	el	camino	a	une	meta.”

“You	think	I'm	using	you?”
“Si.	In	a	way,	I	think	you	are.”
“Then	why	not	just	kick	me	out?”
“No	lo	sé.	Quizás,	someday,	I	will.”
“Hey,	I	can	save	you	the	trouble.”	Kelden	started	to	slide	out	of	bed.
Tony	stopped	him	with	a	touch	on	the	arm.	“No.”
“Why?”
“Because	you	need	me.”
“Huh!	 Don't	 kid	 yourself.	 I	 can	 get	 off	 anytime,	 anywhere,	 with

anyone.	Or	anything.	Remember?”
“I	 am	not	 talking	about	 sex.	You	are	 right	 –	 you	don't	 need	me	 for

that.”
“What	then?”
“One	 thing	 you	 said	 that	 night	 was	 right.	 You	 are	 running	 out	 of

friends.	A	lot	of	people,	they	will	not	hang	around	long	enough	when	they
are	hurt	to	find	out	if	you	really	are	un	hijo	de	puta.	I	know	you	are	not.”

Kelden	glared.	“Don't	strain	yourself	doing	me	any	favors.”	He	threw
off	the	covers	and	scrambled	from	the	bed.



“Kelden!	¡Momentito!”
Kelden	 whirled	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 loft.	 “No!	 You	 wait	 a	 minute!

Everybody	is	so	concerned	about	my	faults.	My	cruelty,	my	coldness,	my
overactive	 libido,	 my	 drinking	 –	 everything	 has	 been	 dissected	 and
thrown	in	my	face.	But	no	one	has	said	one	damned	word	about	Paige's
self-righteousness,	 or	David's	 pig-headedness,	 or	 your	 self-importance.
Well,	 I'm	 sick	 of	 being	 the	 main	 target	 in	 your	 shooting	 gallery!	 Find
yourselves	 someone	 else	 to	 pick	 on!”	 He	 resumed	 his	 flight	 and	 was
down	 the	 steps	and	halfway	 to	 the	door	when	he	 remembered	he	was
naked.	He	pulled	up,	fists	clenched,	and	muttered,	“Shit!”

“If	you	are	running,	I	think	you	will	need	this.”
Kelden's	black	and	purple	silk	 robe	hit	him	on	 the	shoulder.	After	a

moment,	he	bent	and	picked	 it	up.	He	slipped	 it	on	as	he	 turned.	Tony
stood	a	few	paces	away,	calmly	belting	his	own	blue	and	green	terrycloth
around	him.	They	stared	at	one	another,	then	Kelden	started	back	to	the
loft	 with	 the	 vague	 intent	 of	 dressing	 and	 leaving,	 although	 he	 had	 no
idea	where	he	would	go.	Tony,	however,	stepped	in	front	of	him.

“Kelden	-”
The	attack	 surprised	 them	both.	Before	he	 could	 consider	what	 he

was	 doing,	 Kelden's	 fist	 hurtled	 in	 an	 arc	 that	 should	 have	 ended	 at
Tony's	teeth.	But	years	of	life	in	Pilsen	were	built	into	Tony's	reflexes,	and
the	 blow	 glanced	 off	 his	 ear.	 He	 recovered	 instantly,	 dropping	 into	 a
crouch.	If	he'd	had	a	knife,	it	would	have	been	in	his	left	hand.

What	Kelden	 lacked	 in	experience,	he	made	up	for	 in	blind	fury.	As
soon	as	Tony	slipped	into	a	fighting	stance,	Kelden	thought,	so	that's	how
it	is.	And	he	leapt.

Tony	was	more	interested	in	stopping	Kelden	than	hurting	him,	but	it
quickly	 became	 clear	 that	 Kelden	 felt	 no	 such	 limit.	 His	 attack	 was
vicious;	his	rage	would	have	made	his	blows	dangerous	had	any	landed.
None	 did.	 Tony	 twisted	 and	 dodged	 easily,	 and	 when	 Kelden	 tried	 to
grapple,	 Tony	 wasn't	 there.	 Kelden	 became	 more	 frustrated	 and
infuriated,	and	Tony	soon	realized	that	 if	he	were	to	stop	him,	he	would
have	to	be	more	aggressive.	The	next	time	a	wild	swing	threw	Kelden	off
balance,	Tony	grabbed	him.

Tony	had	the	experience	and	muscles	of	a	former	street	fighter	who'd
kept	himself	in	good	condition,	but	Kelden	had	the	height	and	weight	and
the	 adrenaline-spiked	 drive	 of	 reckless	 anger.	 Tony	 found	 himself	 in	 a



clinch	with	 a	madman,	 and	 for	 the	 first	 time	became	concerned	 for	 his
own	safety.	In	close,	Kelden	was	a	more	effective	brawler,	using	hands,
feet,	elbows,	and	knees.	Tony	had	 to	admit	he'd	be	good	on	 the	street,
given	a	little	seasoning.	A	bit	dirty,	perhaps,	but	Tony	was	used	to	that.	It
just	meant	 he	 had	 to	 step	 up	 his	 own	game.	He	was	 certain	 that	 if	 he
could	get	Kelden	off	his	 feet	and	pin	him	 face	down,	he	could	end	 this
battle	 before	 they	did	 serious	damage	 to	 the	Penthouse	or	 each	other.
They	had	already	sent	Kelden's	music	stand,	music,	and	bassoon	case
flying	 in	 several	 directions,	 and	 knocked	 over	 Tony's	 keyboard	 stool.
Kelden	had	picked	up	a	couple	nasty	bruises	on	his	legs	and	chest,	and
Tony	had	a	burning	scratch	down	his	 right	cheek.	He	was	maneuvering
him	 into	 a	 vulnerable	 position	 when,	more	 by	 chance	 than	 design,	 his
elbow	caught	the	left	corner	of	Kelden's	mouth.	Kelden	reeled	back	with
a	cry,	stumbled,	and	plowed	head	first	into	the	kitchen	table.

Tony	was	at	his	side	 in	an	 instant,	 ready	 to	help	him	up	or	 flip	him
over,	depending	on	his	next	move.	But	Kelden	made	no	move	at	all	 for
several	seconds.	He	lay	partly	on	his	back,	his	eyes	closed,	panting	and
groaning	softly.	A	little	blood	trickled	down	his	cheek	and	into	his	beard.
Tony	hovered	anxiously.	When	Kelden's	eyes	opened	and	focused,	Tony
tensed.	“You	all	right,	man?”	he	asked.

“Yeah.”	Kelden	started	to	get	up,	then	grabbed	his	head.	“Jeez!”
“Tranquilo,”	Tony	cautioned	as	he	caught	Kelden	and	helped	him	to	a

chair.	 “Momentito.”	 He	 left	 Kelden	 to	 translate	 woozily	 while	 he	 wet	 a
couple	 of	 paper	 towels.	 When	 he	 returned,	 Kelden	 tried	 to	 push	 him
away.	He	started	to	force	him	to	accept	his	help,	then	withdrew.	“All	right,
man,”	he	said	quietly.	“I	can	leave	these	on	the	table	and	go	back	to	bed
and	let	you	take	care	of	yourself,	solitario,	if	that	is	what	you	want.	But	if
you	would	let	me,	I	would	like	to	help.”

After	a	moment	in	which	neither	of	them	stirred	or	spoke,	Tony	once
again	 approached.	 This	 time	 Kelden	 sat	 still	 as	 Tony	 knelt	 and	 gently
wiped	 the	blood	away.	His	 lips	were	already	puffing	up	on	 the	 left	side,
and	he	winced	as	 the	paper	 towel	passed	over	his	wound.	 “It	 is	split	 in
the	corner,”	Tony	announced.	“I	do	not	 think	you	will	play	bassoon	for	a
couple	of	weeks.	Lo	siento.	There.	Se	terminó.	You	will	have	to	wash	the
blood	from	your	own	beard.”

He	 got	 up	 from	 his	 knees,	 but	 stopped	 when	 Kelden	 grabbed	 his
arm.	He	looked	down,	and	Kelden's	eyes	glistened	with	more	tears	than



the	stinging	of	his	mouth	would	account	for.	He	relaxed.
“Lo	siento,	man,”	Kelden	murmured	thickly.
“No	 té	 preoccupes,”	 Tony	 grinned,	 then	 winced	 himself	 as	 the

scratch	on	his	cheek	split	open.	He	started	for	the	sink,	but	Kelden	was
on	his	feet,	stopping	him	again.

“Momentito,”	he	said,	grabbing	the	unused	towel	and	cupping	Tony's
uninjured	cheek.

“Hey,	man,”	Tony	protested.	“You	don't	have	to	-”
“Shut	up.”	Kelden	gently	wiped	 the	scratch	clean.	Then	he	stepped

back,	and	they	stared	at	each	other.	“Gar,”	he	said	at	last,	“what's	wrong
with	me?”

Tony	sighed.	“No	lo	sé.”
Kelden	snorted.	“A	few	minutes	ago	you	had	me	all	figured	out.	Now

you	don't	know?”
“Oh,	si,	 there	are	about	you	some	 things,	yo	pienso,	 that	everyone

can	see,	except	you.”
“Like	what?”
Tony	frowned,	choosing	his	words	with	care.	“You	have	a	heart	that

is	enorme,	but	it	does	not	know	how	to	reach	out.	It	does	not	want	to	be
hurt,	 so	 it	 builds	 los	 paredes.	 You	 hurt	 the	 others	 before	 they	 can	 hurt
you.	 But	 you	 do	 not	 want	 to	 do	 that,	 and	 it	 brings	 you	 great	 sorrow.”
Kelden	 started	 to	 shake	 his	 head,	 and	 Tony	 seized	 his	 shoulders,	 his
eyes	 burning	 into	 Kelden's.	 “Mira	 dentro	 de	 tú	 corazon,	mi	 amigo,”	 he
urged.	“Look	into	your	heart,	and	then	tell	me	I	am	wrong!”

Kelden	 turned	his	 face	away	and	squeezed	his	eyes	shut,	but	said
nothing	 to	 refute	 him.	 Instead,	 after	 a	 long	 silence,	 he	 simply	 asked,
“Why?”

“No	lo	sé,	man.	For	that,	you	should	go	to	Paige.”
“Paige?”	Kelden	looked	back,	startled.	“I	thought	you	didn't	believe	in

that	stuff!”
Tony	 shrugged.	 “Once	a	Catholic,	 always	a	Catholic.	 I	 believe	 in	 a

God,	just	not	hers.	But	I	do	not	talk	about	God,	I	talk	about	what	she	calls
her	'special	knowledge'.	She	tells	me	it	is	from	God;	me,	no	lo	sé.	I	think,
quizás,	it	comes	to	her	naturalmente.	But	wherever	it	comes	from,	I	have
never	 known	her	 to	be	wrong.	You	want	 to	 know	why	you	are	 the	way
you	are?	Ask	Paige.	She	will	tell	you.”

“You're	not	afraid	of	losing	me	to	her?”



“Lo	que	pasará,	pasará.	If	it	frees	your	heart,	mine	will	sing.”
Kelden	stared,	then	shook	his	head.	“You're	–	you're	–	increíble.”
“¡Seguro!”	Tony	grinned.	“Now,	vamonos	a	la	cama,	es	tarde.”
Kelden	followed	him	back	to	the	loft.
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
“Brother,	 you	 can	 be	 free	 from	 sexual	 bondage!”	 An	 eager
young	man	of	college	age,	clutching	a	Bible,	blocked	Kelden's
way.
“I'm	not	your	brother,”	Kelden	answered	mildly,	“and	I'm	not	into



bondage.	Yet.”	He	sidestepped,	but	the	young	man	was	in	front
of	him	again.
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Chapter	2
	
	
Kelden	 missed	 two	 rehearsals	 and	 the	 Valentine's	 Day	 “pops”

concert	 while	 his	mouth	 healed.	 During	 that	 time,	 Laurie	 was	 released
from	St.	 Augustine's	Hospital.	 Kelden	was	 unaware	 of	 this	 until	 he	 ran
into	her	–	almost	literally	–	in	the	AgriState	lobby.	They	stepped	back	and
stared	at	each	other.	He	sensed	an	air	of	fragility	about	her	that	reminded
him	of	the	first	time	they'd	met,	some	eight	years	ago.	No.	He	amended
that.	Then	she	didn't	have	this	 look	of	 the	hunted	fawn,	ready	to	bolt	at
the	slightest	crackle	of	a	twig.	He	became	aware	of	the	sudden	lessening
of	 sound	 around	 them,	 and	 of	 the	many	 eyes	 surreptitiously	 watching,
and	 he	 wondered	 if	 their	 coworkers	 knew	more	 than	 he'd	 thought.	 He
forced	a	smile.

“Laurie!	 Hello!	 When	 did	 you	 get	 back!”	 He	 knew	 he	 sounded
asinine;	he	stepped	a	little	closer	so	he	wouldn't	have	to	speak	loudly	and
was	encouraged	when	she	didn't	back	away.



“I'm	not	coming	back,”	she	replied,	her	voice	carefully	even.	“I'm	here
to	clean	out	my	office.”

“They	 didn't	 fire	 you,	 did	 they?”	Kelden	 felt	 indignation,	 alarm,	 and
relief.

“For	 being	 raped?	 No,	 it's	my	 own	 choice.	 I'm	 taking	 a	 position	 in
Bloomington.”

“You'll	be	commuting?	Will	we	see	you	occasionally?”
Laurie	 shook	her	 head.	 “I'm	 selling	my	house.	 I	wish	 I	 could	move

farther	away,	but	they	need	me	for	the	trial.”
“Ah.	The	trial.”	Kelden	looked	away,	wondering	how	he	could	find	out

what	 she	 thought	 she	 remembered	 and	 how	 it	 would	 affect	 him.	 The
police	hadn't	spoken	to	him	in	almost	three	months;	if	they	were	going	to
charge	him,	wouldn't	they	have	done	so	by	now?

Laurie	studied	him.	“Your	other	girlfriend	came	to	see	me.”
Kelden	 was	 taken	 completely	 off	 guard.	 “Other	 girlfriend?”	 he

repeated	in	genuine	confusion.
“Tall.	Red-haired.	I	forget	her	name.”
“Paige?	She's	not	my	'girlfriend'!”
Laurie	 shrugged.	 “If	 you	 say	 so.	She	 seemed	 to	 know	more	 about

you	than	I	ever	did.”
“What	the	hell	did	she	say?”
“She	told	me	exactly	what	happened	at	the	party,	what	you	started	to

do,	and	why.”
'Jeez!”	Kelden	couldn't	look	at	her.	“She	told	you	everything?”
“Everything	you	told	her.	She	said	she	believed	it	was	true.”
“Oh,	God,	Laurie,	I'm	sorry.”
“Oh,	it	didn't	really	upset	me	as	much	as	I	thought	it	would.	I've	been

kind	of	numb	the	last	couple	months,	anyway,	and	she	really	has	a	gentle
way	of	putting	things.	She's	an	amazing	person.”	Her	attitude	clearly	said
she	thought	Paige	to	be	far	above	what	Kelden	deserved.

“I	mean,	I'm	sorry	about	–	what	happened.”
Laurie	shrugged	again.	“It's	kind	of	 late	for	that,	 isn't	 it?	Anyway,	as

far	 as	 I'm	 concerned.	 .	 .	 .”	 Her	 careful	 control	 slipped	 and	 she	 started
trembling.	 “As	 far	 as	 I'm	 concerned,”	 she	 continued	 in	 a	 low	hiss,	 “you
violated	 me	more	 thoroughly	 than	 they	 ever	 did.	 Only	 you	 didn't	 do	 it
physically,	and	you	took	your	own	damned	time	doing	it!”

“Laurie	–	I	didn't	-!”



“Don't	touch	me!	Don't	even	get	near	me!”
“I	won't!	I	just	want	you	to	understand	that	I	-”
“I	 just	want	you	 to	 leave	me	alone!	You	destroyed	 this	 life.	Fine.	 I'll

rebuild.	But	without	you!”
“Can't	I	do	something	to	make	it	right?”
“Make	it	right?	Make	it	right?”	Her	passion	attracted	the	attention	of

the	nearest	tellers,	and	she	dropped	her	voice	again.	“Last	summer	and
fall	 were	 the	 happiest	 in	 my	 life,	 because	 I	 thought	 I'd	 finally	 found
someone	 I	 could	 care	 for,	 someone	 who	 cared	 for	 me.	 I	 thought	 I'd
misjudged	you	when	I	first	met	you.	I	was	right,	but	not	the	way	I	thought.
Now	 I	 can't	 remember	 these	 past	 few	 months	 as	 anything	 but	 a
nightmare.	The	only	 thing	 I	want	you	 to	do,	Kelden	Scott,	 is	 rot	 in	hell.”
She	pushed	past	him,	then	stopped	and	glanced	back.	“By	the	way,	you
can	 relax.	 I'm	not	pressing	charges.	You're	not	worth	 it.”	Then	she	was
gone.

The	 sudden	 flurry	 of	 activity	 at	 the	 nearest	 desks	 and	 teller's
windows	told	Kelden	that	at	 least	some	of	that	had	been	overheard.	He
retreated	 from	 the	 lobby	 as	 gracefully	 as	 possible,	 and	 then	 hid	 in	 his
office	for	the	rest	of	the	day.	By	the	time	he	left,	he'd	worked	himself	into
a	fury	against	Paige.	As	soon	as	he	arrived	at	the	Penthouse,	he	called
her.	 Her	 velvet	 voice	 on	 her	 voice	 mail	 with	 its	 “God	 bless	 you”	 only
increased	 his	 rage.	When	 the	 beep	 sounded,	 he	was	 actually	 shaking.
“God	damn	you,	bitch!”	he	snarled.	“Who	gave	you	the	right	to	stick	your
pious	 face	 into	my	 life?	 Just	 leave	me	 and	my	 friends	 alone!”	 And	 he
flung	his	phone	onto	the	sofa	and	went	out	to	get	drunk.

Tony	came	in	soon	after.	In	one	of	those	rare	conjunctions	normally
reserved	 by	 the	 gods	 of	 caprice	 only	 for	 the	 planets	 in	 their	 complex
dances	 or	 antagonistic	 ex-spouses	 at	 vacation	 resorts,	 his	 professors
had	all	simultaneously	 taken	spontaneous	pity	on	their	classes	and	had
given	them	a	break	from	studying.	He	was	just	settling	at	his	keyboards
when	 he	 was	 startled	 to	 hear	 the	 sofa	 ring.	 When	 he	 found	 Kelden's
phone	and	saw	the	screen,	he	made	a	quick	decision.

“Tony?”	Paige	was	confused.	“Did	I	call	the	wrong	number?”
“No,	no,”	he	laughed.	“I	think	Kelden,	he	left	his	phone	here.	When	I

saw	it	was	you	–	well,	it	has	been	too	long	since	we	have	talked.	In	fact,	I
do	not	think	I	have	seen	you	–	or	talked	to	you	–	since	my	first	day	back,
when	you	made	of	me	an	errand	boy.”



“You're	 right,”	 Paige	 admitted,	 “although	 Kel	 has	 talked	 so	 much
about	you	I	feel	like	we've	run	into	each	other	at	least	twice	a	week.”

“Si,	he	 talks	much	 to	me	about	you,	 too.	So,	when	are	you	coming
over	for	dinner?	How	about	tomorrow?”

There	was	a	short	silence	on	the	other	end.	Then,	“I	don't	think	that
would	be	a	good	idea,”	Paige	answered	slowly.

“What	is	–	¡Oh,	ese	tonto!	What	has	Kel	done	to	you	now?”
“Tony,	 I	 don't	 think	 I	 should	 get	 into	 it.	 Anyway,	 it's	more	what	 I've

done	to	him.”
“Ah,	si,	he	has	expressed	a	certain	–	 frustración	–	with	your	 talk	of

God.	I	tell	him	to	ignore	you,	like	me.”
“Ha!	I	wish	it	were	that	simple!	No,	I	–	went	and	–	interceded	–	with

someone	 he	 was	 afraid	 he'd	 hurt	 badly,	 who	 he	 thought	 might	 have
misunderstood	something	he'd	said.	 It	apparently	didn't	help,	and	now	I
think	 maybe	 he's	 right	 about	 me,	 that	 I'm	 butting	 into	 his	 life.	 I	 think
maybe	 I	 should've	 kept	 my	 mouth	 shut	 and	 let	 her	 believe	 what	 she
wanted.”

“Ah.	You	are	talking	about	Laurie	Pachis?”
“What	–	did	he	tell	you	about	her,	too?”
“Si.	He	was	not	sober	when	he	told	me,	so	I	did	not	know	what	was

true	and	what	was	him	punishing	himself.	I	did	not	ask	him	more	later.	Es
major	no	recordar	el	pasado.	He	did	not	try	to	rape	her,	then?”

“Well,	yes	and	no.	It's	kind	of	complicated.	I	think	he	probably	would
have,	although	he	was	probably	 too	wasted	 to	 think	of	 it	as	 rape	at	 the
time.	 But	 I	 don't	 think	 he'd	 have	 even	 considered	 it	 if	 he'd	 been	 in
control.”

“Si.	 Yo	 pienso,	 que	 después	 de	 todo,	 tú	 tienes	 la	 razón.	 And	 you
tried	to	tell	her	that?”

“Yeah.	See,	I'd	told	him	I	thought	he'd	eventually	have	to	tell	her	the
truth	and	apologize	to	her,	but	I	didn't	mean	he	had	to	do	it	right	away.	I
didn't	think	he'd	taken	me	seriously,	or	I'd've	told	him	to	wait	till	she'd	had
a	chance	to	recover	a	little	more	emotionally.	But	I	guess	he'd	tried	to	tell
her	 while	 she	 was	 still	 in	 the	 hospital,	 and	 she	 misunderstood	 and
thought	he'd	started	it.	Which	he	did,	technically,	but	I	guess	she	thought
he	was	an	active	part	of	the	full	attack.”

“I	did	not	know	he	had	told	her	that.	When	was	that?”
“Early	December,	I	think,	right	before	the	Christmas	concert.”



“Ah.	He	came	over	after	the	concert.	He	was	very	drunk,	and	talked
about	how	many	lives	he	had	ruined,	including	yours.”

“Really?	We	fought	that	night.	 I	didn't	 think	 it	had	bothered	him	that
much.”

“Oh,	 si.	 He	 really	 -”	 Tony	 stopped	 and	 changed	 his	 mind.	 “It	 did
bother	him.	He	was	desvastado.”

“Hmm.	Well,	anyway,	when	he	told	me	what	happened	with	Laurie,	I
felt	responsible,	so	after	she	was	released	and	I	thought	she'd	had	some
time	to	recover,	I	went	and	talked	to	her.	I	thought	it	would	help.”

“It	did	not?”
“Apparently	not.	At	least,	that's	what	I	got	from	his	voice	mail.”
“What	did	he	say?”
“Well	–	he	was	pretty	upset.”
“That	does	not	tell	me	much.”
“I'd	rather	not	get	into	it.”
“It	was	ugly?”
“He	was	angry.	And	anyway,	 like	 I	 said,	maybe	he's	 right.	Maybe	 I

should've	stayed	out	of	it	and	let	him	handle	it.”
“Then	you	would	not	be	the	Paige	I	know.”
There	was	another	silence,	then,	“Am	I	really	that	bad?”	Paige	asked

quietly.
“No!”	Tony	exclaimed.	“¡No,	mi	intencion	no	era	asi!	I	mean	that	you

are	the	first	person	to	help	someone	who	is	in	need,	and	you	never	give
up!	You	are	–	¡Eres	la	madre	del	mundo!”

“Yeah.	I'm	co-dependent	as	hell,	is	what	you	mean.”
“Sí,	tal	vez.	But	me,	I	do	not	care.	You	believe	in	people	and	accept

them,	even	if	you	do	not	agree	with	them.	I	do	not	see	that	often	in	this
world.	Maybe	that	is	why	I	like	you	so	much,	even	when	you	cannot	talk
about	anything	but	how	much	I	need	Jesus.”

Paige	 laughed.	“Antonio	Garza,	you	are	an	 incurable	romantic!	And
when	 it	 comes	 to	 Kel,	 you're	 just	 as	 co-dependent	 as	me!	We're	 both
spending	 half	 our	 lives	 rescuing	 him.	 I	mean,	 here	we	 are,	we	 haven't
spoken	in	weeks,	and	all	we're	doing	is	talking	about	him.	And,	if	I	know
you,	you	were	already	wondering	where	he	was	when	I	called,	and	even
now,	you're	thinking	about	going	out	looking	for	him!”

“That	is	more	of	your	'special	knowledge'?”
“Nope,	just	an	educated	guess.	Am	I	right?”



“Si,”	Tony	admitted	with	a	wry	chuckle.	“I	think	that	both	of	us	should
let	him	take	care	of	himself,	no?”

“Si,”	agreed	Paige.
So,	when	Kelden	walked	in	over	24	hours	later	with	neither	apology

nor	explanation,	Tony	bit	his	tongue	and	asked	no	questions.
On	Wednesday,	Kelden	and	Tony	went	to	the	semi-monthly	meeting

of	the	Central	Illinois	Gay	and	Lesbian	Alliance.	They	had	been	attending
regularly,	 even	 though	 most	 of	 the	 members	 were	 more	 politically,
socially,	 and	 personally	militant	 than	Kelden	 cared	 to	 be.	 For	 the	most
part,	he	sat	in	the	back,	listening,	as	they	argued	and	spoke	passionately
of	 how	 they	 would	 change	 the	 world.	 One	 of	 the	 national	 gay	 rights
organizations	 had	 decided	 to	 celebrate	 Valentine's	 Day	 by	 sponsoring
nationwide	 “Free	To	Love”	parades	and	 rallies	wherever	weather	would
permit	 to	 support	 their	 right	 to	 marry.	 CIGLA	 had	 decided	 to	 take	 a
chance	on	 the	whimsical	 central	 Illinois	climate	and	announced	several
area-wide	events.	They	publicized	heavily,	hoping	not	to	have	to	fall	back
on	their	indoor	alternatives	and	thereby	lose	their	visibility.

Kelden	was	 receiving	 a	 first-hand	 lesson	 in	 the	 clash	 between	 the
gay	activists	and	the	religious	right.	As	soon	as	CIGLA	had	announced	its
plans	 in	 late	October,	 the	hastily	 founded	Livingston	County	Citizens	for
Decency	 joined	 with	 several	 other	 organizations,	 most	 religiously
oriented,	 to	 attend	 city	 council	 meetings	 en	 masse	 and	 protest	 the
issuance	 of	 parade	 permits.	 This	 coalition	 succeeded	 in	 blocking	 the
Decatur	parade,	whereupon	the	American	Civil	Liberties	Union	joined	the
fray,	 filing	 lawsuits	 on	 CIGLA's	 behalf.	 Although	 the	 ACLU	 lawyers
assured	 them	 of	 eventual	 victory,	 it	 was	 certain	 to	 happen	 too	 late,	 so
Decatur's	 events	 were	 moved	 to	 Effingham,	 which	 welcomed	 the
subsequent	media	attention.	This	was	the	protesters'	only	win,	although
they	combined	their	efforts	with	a	massive	letter-writing	and	social	media
campaign	 that	 kept	 the	 issue	 dancing	 about	 the	 editorial	 pages	 and
message	boards	 until	 disgruntled	 readers	 began	begging	 both	 sides	 to
please	just	shut	up.

At	 this	 point,	 the	 protesters	 focused	 their	 attention	 on	 prayer
meetings	 and	 counter-rallies.	 It	 became	 common,	 especially	 around
Christmas,	 to	 see	weekly	 candlelight	 prayer	 vigils	 outside	 the	 city	 halls
and	 courthouses	 of	 the	 host	 towns	 and	 cities.	 They	 were	 temporarily
suspended	during	the	January	cold	snap,	but	when	milder	temperatures



returned	 toward	 the	 end	 of	 the	month,	 so	 did	 the	 rallies.	 Early	 prayers
had	been	mostly	for	the	souls	of	the	CIGLA	members.	But	as	Valentine's
Day	approached,	 the	prayers	became	a	 little	more	practical	 and	a	 little
less	charitable.	One	of	the	leading	petitions	during	the	days	leading	up	to
the	 holiday	was	 that	God	might	 show	His	 displeasure	with	 severe	 cold
and	heavy	blizzards.	But	the	weather	remained	stubbornly	pleasant.

Kelden	had	originally	decided	to	have	nothing	to	do	with	the	parades
and	rallies,	despite	the	urging	of	CIGLA	members.	They	needed	as	many
participants	 as	 they	 could	 get,	 even	 if	 he	 did	 nothing	 more	 than	 walk
quietly	 along.	 He	 held	 out	 until	 one	 of	 the	 last	 meetings,	 when	 Tony
agreed	to	play	his	keyboards	on	one	of	the	floats.	After	that,	it	was	almost
inevitable	that	Kelden	would	give	in.

Valentine's	 Day	 arrived	 with	 blazing	 sun,	 fragrant	 breezes,	 and
temperatures	in	the	fifties	across	the	entire	Midwest.	Backup	plans	were
gleefully	scrapped.	Several	members	of	CIGLA	who	had	been	aware	of
the	 prayer	 campaign	 immediately	 declared	 that	 if	 the	weather	was	 any
indication,	then	God	–	if	He	(or	She)	existed	at	all	–	had	given	them	His
(or	Her)	unqualified	approval.	It	didn't	help	the	Christians'	frustrations	that
the	 logic	was	 sound,	 and	 that	 in	 order	 to	 refute	 it,	 they	would	 have	 to
admit	that	their	own	views	of	God	and	prayer	might	be	slightly	skewed.	In
the	end,	most	decided	to	ignore	the	whole	issue.

The	 parades	 began	 at	 3:30	 Friday	 afternoon,	 give	 or	 take	 a	 few
minutes.	The	 largest	was	 to	 be	 in	Peoria,	with	Champaign-Urbana	and
Bloomington-Normal	 not	 far	 behind.	 Fell	 Park's	 parade	 was	 relatively
small,	but	 they	did	have	approximately	 two	dozen	units,	 including	 three
small	 floats	 and	 two	 modest	 marching	 bands,	 one	 all	 the	 way	 from
Oakland,	 California.	 The	 parade	 was	 well	 attended	 by	 supporters,	 the
media,	 the	curious,	a	 few	 fanatics	on	both	sides	who	 intended	 to	make
their	 opinions	 heard,	 and	 a	 generous	 portion	 of	 the	 Livingston	 County
Citizens	 for	 Decency.	 Many	 of	 these	 carried	 signs	 proclaiming	 GOD
LOVES	 HOMOSEXUALS	 NOT	 HOMOSEXUALITY,	 GAY	 LOVE	 KILLS,
and	 REMEMBER	 SODOM,	 and	 sang	 hymns	 that	 clashed	 with	 the
marching	bands	and	Tony's	keyboards	in	a	way	that	would	have	thrilled
Charles	Ives.

Whether	 the	 Fell	 Park	 “Free	 To	 Love”	 parade	 and	 its	 counter
demonstration	were	of	any	lasting	significance	to	CIGLA	or	the	LCCD	or
Fell	Park	 in	general	 is	debatable.	Both	sides	certainly	claimed	victories,



although	for	sheer	volume,	Tony's	ripping	keyboards	unquestionably	blew
away	“Amazing	Grace”.	But	it	had	a	marked	effect	on	Kelden.

He	 actually	 enjoyed	 the	 parade	 rather	 more	 than	 he	 expected,
despite	a	twinge	of	irritation	at	a	unit	of	women	in	crewcuts,	black	leather
and	 heavy	 chains,	 and	 no	 makeup,	 and	 another	 of	 men	 in	 elaborate
makeup	 and	 evening	 gowns.	 He	was	 also	 disappointed	 that	 he	 wasn't
near	 the	 float	Tony	was	on,	as	he'd	hoped.	But	 the	Bay	Area	Gay	and
Lesbian	Band,	who	marched	directly	behind	Kelden,	were	performing	an
excellent	arrangement	of	Judy	Garland	hits	and	selections	from	Cabaret
that	 were	 a	 bit	 tricky	 to	 march	 to,	 but	 fun	 to	 hear.	 And	 the	 Gay	 and
Lesbian	Professionals,	with	whom	he	was	walking,	more	than	made	up	in
his	eyes	what	he	saw	as	the	stereotyped	excesses	of	the	cross	dressers
and	the	Gay	and	Lesbian	Artists.

The	 late	 afternoon	 sun	 and	 gentle	 breeze	 were	 invigorating,	 the
BAGAL	 Band	 had	 a	 sparkling	 sound	 ideal	 for	 an	 outdoor	 milieu,	 and
Kelden	 joked	 freely	 with	 those	 beside	 him.	 He	 actually	 had	 to	 hold
himself	 back	 at	 times	 and	 not	 walk	 too	 fast.	 He	 felt	 good,	 even	 a	 bit
reckless,	so	when	he	spotted	people	he	knew	along	the	route,	he	grinned
and	nodded	to	them,	enjoying	their	surprise.	A	couple	of	the	women	he'd
bedded	looked	especially	stunned.

Kelden	 was	 getting	 a	 certain	 amount	 of	 wicked	 enjoyment	 out	 of
shocking	 his	 acquaintances	 when,	 as	 they	 passed	 AgriState,	 his	 eyes
locked	with	those	of	Laurie	Pachis.	He	hadn't	realized	she	might	still	be	in
the	 area,	 let	 alone	 at	 the	 bank.	 He	 faltered	 and	 was	 jostled	 by	 an
accountant	behind	him.	They	exchanged	murmured	apologies,	 to	which
Kelden	only	half	listened.	He	glanced	back	at	where	Laurie	had	been,	but
she	was	gone.	He	no	longer	felt	so	blithe;	he	couldn't	recall	ever	having
seen	such	naked,	intense	hatred	and	disgust.

A	 few	 minutes	 later,	 as	 they	 neared	 the	 Van	 Duyn	 Building,	 he
spotted	David	and	Michael,	standing	just	 far	apart	 that	they	might	seem
like	a	couple	of	acquaintances	who'd	happened	to	run	into	each	other	on
the	street.	On	the	opposite	side	stood	Jack	and	Pat	McGregor,	form	the
Brisbane	neighborhood,	clearly	disconcerted	at	his	presence.	He	glanced
back	 at	 David	 and	Michael.	 They	were	 just	melting	 into	 the	 crowd.	He
wondered	if	they,	too,	had	seen	Jack	and	Pat,	and	if	the	McGregors	had
seen	them	and	were	even	now	engaging	in	speculation.

Kelden	 was	 now	 thoroughly	 disquieted.	 All	 he	 needed	 was	 to	 see



Paige.	He	no	longer	looked	for	familiar	faces	along	the	curbs,	but	as	the
parade	passed	Imagination	Unlimited,	he	couldn't	help	darting	his	eyes	to
the	side.	She	wasn't	there.	Chances	were	she	was	watching	from	one	of
the	 reflective	 windows,	 but	 at	 least	 he	 wouldn't	 have	 to	 see	 her.	 He
relaxed.	They	were	nearing	the	end	of	the	route;	 fewer	people	 lined	the
streets.	On	their	 left,	a	 last	cluster	of	Christians	had	gathered	in	front	of
an	unassuming	building	that	looked	more	like	a	small	warehouse	than	the
nondenominational	 church	 that	 it	 was.	 They	 were,	 in	 Kelden's	 opinion,
the	 least	 obnoxious	of	 the	 religious	groups	 that	 had	dotted	 the	 lines	of
spectators.	 A	 few	 knelt	 on	 the	 sidewalk,	 and	most	were	 smiling.	Some
had	 their	 eyes	 closed	 and	 a	 hand	 raised;	 praying,	 Kelden	 assumed,
although	they'd	never	done	it	that	way	at	St.	Andrew's	Episcopal	Church.
His	back	tingled	as	he	passed.	He	almost	felt	he	could	like	these	people,
that	he	might	not	mind	if	he	was	bisexual	or	had	a	few	other	problems.

He	was	startled	at	his	own	juxtaposition	of	his	sexual	preference	with
“problems”,	and	almost	missed	them.	They	were	standing	near	the	back
of	 the	 church	 group.	 First	 he	 spotted	 Marcus	 Petrusko,	 the	 black
detective	who	had	questioned	him	after	the	fateful	party.	He	couldn't	tell	if
he	was	 part	 of	 the	 gathering	 or	 had	 been	 stationed	 there	 to	 watch	 for
disruptions.	A	few	paces	to	Petrusko's	left	stood	Paige	with	her	hand	on
Kathy's	 shoulder.	 Kelden	 quickly	 looked	 ahead	 again,	 pretending	 he
hadn't	seen	 them,	although	he	knew	they	had	recognized	 the	pretense.
Kathy's	expression	had	been	inscrutable,	but	he	could	swear	Paige	was
crying,	at	least	a	little.

Minutes	 later,	 they	 were	 at	 Washburn	 Park.	 A	 crowd	 was	 already
gathering	 for	 a	 brief	 rally.	 The	 sun	would	 set	 in	 less	 than	an	hour,	 and
although	the	day	had	been	warm,	it	was	still	February.	The	gentle	breeze
had	 acquired	 a	 bite,	 so	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 last	 unit	 entered	 the	 park,	 the
chairperson	 of	 the	 Fell	 Park	 chapter	 of	 CIGLA	 mounted	 a	 makeshift
platform	and	launched	into	her	opening	speech.

They	 had	 only	 a	 single	 small	 sound	 system,	 and	 it	 took	 some
minutes	 before	 those	 on	 the	 fringes	 realized	 that	 the	 rally	 had	 started.
The	crowd	noise	died	quickly	 then,	allowing	 the	 tinny	echoes	 to	crackle
off	the	nearer	houses	and	drift	to	the	far	end	where	they	mingled	with	the
creak	of	swings	and	muffled	giggles	of	children.

“I'd	like	to	welcome	the	members,	friends,	and	supporters	of	CIGLA,”
the	 speaker	 began.	 “Thank	 you	 all	 for	 being	 a	 part	 of	 this	 first	 annual



'Free	To	Love'	celebration.”	She	waited	for	the	applause	to	die.	“But	more
importantly,”	she	cried,	“I	would	like	to	welcome	and	thank	the	friends	and
supporters	of	freedom	in	out	society!”	This	time	the	applause	and	cheers
threatened	 to	keep	her	 from	continuing	at	all.	 “We	are	here	 today,”	she
said	when	she	could,	“because	we	in	the	Midwest	have	decided	it's	time
–	 it's	past	 time	–	 that	we	stopped	cowering	under	 the	condemnation	of
narrow-minded,	 bigoted,	 Bible-belt	 Puritanism,	 and	 proclaimed	 our
inalienable	right	to	be	who	we	are!”	The	crowd	roared.	Off	to	either	side,
a	group	of	silent,	sign-wielding	observers	suddenly	found	themselves	the
target	 of	 jeers,	 glares,	 and	 catcalls.	 They	 exchanged	 nervous	 glances
and	huddled	closer	together.

When	relative	quiet	had	returned,	the	speaker	resumed.	“It	has	often
been	 said	 that	 the	 Midwest	 is	 a	 year	 or	 more	 behind	 the	 coasts	 in
fashions	and	fads.	But	in	this	case,	to	our	shame,	we	must	admit	that	we
are	 behind	 by	 far	more	 than	 that.	 And	 in	 what?	 A	 fashion?”	 Scattered
voices	 cried	 “No!”	 “A	 fad?”	 The	 answering	 cries	were	 louder	 and	more
vehement.	“No!”	she	echoed.	“Neither	a	fad	nor	a	fashion!	We	are	behind
our	brothers	and	sisters	in	our	very	existence!	And	we	have	only	our	own
fears	to	blame	–	fears	of	a	society	that	would	chain	and	gag	us	with	their
own	outmoded	morality!	This	must	not	be!	Those	who	would	bind	us	are
fond	of	saying,	'The	truth	shall	set	you	free'.	Well,	the	truth	is,	we	are	gay!
We	are	lesbian!	We	are	transgendered!	And	there	is	no	shame	in	that,	for
there	is	no	shame	in	love!	Once	we	are	willing	to	admit	that	openly	and	to
demand	 the	 treatment	 and	 respect	 to	 which	 we	 are	 entitled,	 then	 and
only	then	will	we	be	free	indeed!”

She	was	forced	to	stop	again	as	 the	swelling	roar	overpowered	the
struggling	 sound	 system.	 This	 time	 she	 raised	 her	 hand	 for	 quiet	 after
only	a	few	seconds.	“Brothers	and	sisters,”	she	shouted,	“today	we	have
taken	our	first	steps	to	freedom!	But	we	must	use	every	tool	in	our	power,
be	it	political,	social	-”

“You	have	taken	your	first	steps	into	deeper	bondage!”
The	 speaker	 on	 the	 platform	 glanced	 about	 for	 the	 source	 of	 the

interruption.	 Unable	 to	 pinpoint	 it,	 she	 continued.	 “Social,	 personal,
educational	-”

“The	truth	will	set	you	free,	but	you	have	exchanged	that	 truth	for	a
lie!”	A	well-dressed,	handsome	young	man	worked	his	way	to	the	front	of
the	crowd.	Appointed	just	six	months	ago	as	the	new	pastor	of	the	largest



Baptist	 congregation	 in	 town,	 he'd	 already	 become	 well	 known
throughout	 the	community	 for	his	outspoken	stance	on	 the	most	visible
and	controversial	local	issues.	He	was	now	the	center	of	a	sudden	circle
of	 jeers	and	boos,	which	he	pointedly	 ignored.	A	trained	speaker	with	a
theatrical	 background,	 that	 –	 along	with	 a	 bullhorn	 –	 carried	 his	words
over	the	mélée.

“The	lie	comes	from	you	people,”	snapped	the	speaker	above	him.
The	pastor	shook	his	head	as	he	turned	to	face	the	crowd.	“The	lie

comes	from	the	devil,”	he	shouted,	“and	is	planted	by	him	in	your	hearts!
The	 truth	 comes	 from	 God!”	 Calls	 of	 “Praise	 God!”	 and	 “Amen!”	 and
“Thank	You,	Jesus!”	floated	in	from	the	fringes.

“Whose	God?”	shouted	a	voice	in	the	crowd.	“Yours?”
“There's	 only	 one	 God,	 Who	 created	 us	 male	 and	 female	 with

specifically	assigned	sexual	roles!”
“Bullshit!”
“He	 gave	 us	 clear	 commands,	 which	 we	 ignore	 to	 our	 own

destruction!”
Another	voice	roared,	“Where	do	you	get	off	telling	us	how	to	live	our

lives?”	 and	 the	 crowd	 shouted	 its	 agreement.	 The	 speaker	 on	 the
platform	 made	 no	 effort	 to	 silence	 them	 or	 continue	 her	 speech,	 but
stepped	 back	 to	murmur	 to	 three	 people	 standing	 behind	 her.	 They	 all
smiled.

At	this	moment,	Kelden,	who	had	been	standing	toward	the	back	of
the	crowd	near	the	playground,	felt	a	hand	on	his	elbow.

“Vamonos,”	Tony	said	quietly.
“No	 way,	 man.”	 Kelden	 shook	 his	 head.	 “I	 want	 to	 see	 what

happens.”
Tony	shook	his	own	head.	 “I	 can	 tell	 you	what	will	happen,	man.	 If

that	guy	 is	 lucky,	he	will	be	arrested.	 If	not,	 there	will	be	a	 riot.	 It	 is	not
sabio	to	be	here	if	that	happens.”

“Hell,	I	can	take	care	of	myself.”
“I	am	sure	you	can,	but.	.	.	.”	he	stopped	abruptly	and	frowned.
“But.	.	.	?”
Tony	made	a	quick	decision.	“But	you	are	right.”	He	smiled.	“You	can

take	care	of	yourself.	And	so	can	I.	I	will	see	you	back	at	the	Penthouse.
Call	if	you	need	bail	money.”

Kelden	 laughed.	 “I	will.	But	don't	worry.	 I'm	not	about	 to	get	myself



arrested!”
Kelden	turned	out	to	be	a	poor	prophet.	To	be	fair,	he	was	guilty	only

of	 being	 in	 the	 wrong	 place	 at	 the	 wrong	 time,	 but	 that	 was	 enough.
When	the	first	punches	were	thrown,	he	was	simply	curious	to	see	what
was	happening.	But	the	fight	spread	quickly;	tempers	had	been	stretched
taut	over	the	past	weeks,	and	now	they	snapped.	Of	the	Christians,	the
only	 one	 doing	 anything	 truly	 inflammatory	 was	 the	 young	 Baptist
preacher;	 the	 others	 had	 stood	 quietly	 at	 the	 fringes.	 But	 they	 had
forgotten	 they	were	still	 holding	 their	 signs.	After	 the	 front	of	 the	crowd
went	for	the	pastor,	the	rest	started	for	the	signs.	Wisdom	and	discretion
should	have	dictated	that	they	abandon	the	signs	and	retreat	gracefully,
but	when	wisdom	and	discretion	clash	with	human	nature,	 the	odds	are
heavily	 weighted	 in	 favor	 of	 the	 latter.	 The	 sign	 bearers	 automatically
chose	to	defend	their	property.	Indeed,	some	saw	it	as	more	than	that;	for
them,	their	dignity,	their	honor,	their	very	faith	was	at	stake.	And	so,	they
fought	 back.	Within	 minutes,	 the	 disruption	 had	 spread	 throughout	 the
park.

Kelden	 decided	 that	 Tony	 might	 have	 a	 point.	 Besides,	 he
rationalized,	unwilling	 to	 confess	 to	a	 touch	of	 fear,	 it	was	beginning	 to
get	chilly.	He	turned	and	started	to	thread	his	way	through	the	agitation.

“Brother,	you	can	be	set	free	from	sexual	bondage!”	An	eager	young
man	of	college	age,	clutching	a	Bible,	blocked	Kelden's	way.

“I'm	 not	 your	 brother,”	 Kelden	 answered	 mildly,	 “and	 I'm	 not	 into
bondage.	Yet.”	He	sidestepped,	but	 the	young	man	was	 in	 front	of	 him
again.

“You	know,	he	whom	the	Father	sets	free	is	free	indeed,”	he	insisted.
“I'll	 remember	 that,”	 Kelden	 promised.	 “Now,	 I've	 got	 to	 go.”	 He

dodged	the	other	way,	but	the	young	man	was	persistent.
“This	could	be	the	only	chance	you'll	ever	have	to	break	free	of	 the

perversion	of	-”
At	that	moment,	someone	crashed	heavily	into	Kelden,	knocking	him

into	the	young	man.	His	glasses	and	his	would-be	converter's	Bible	went
flying.	Kelden	grabbed	the	man's	arm	to	keep	from	falling,	and	the	man,
struggling	 for	his	own	balance,	 tried	 to	push	him	away.	They	struck	 the
railroad	 ties	 that	bordered	 the	playground	and	 toppled	 together,	Kelden
landing	partially	on	top	of	the	young	Christian.	The	latter,	trying	to	fend	off
what	 he	 honestly	 thought	 was	 an	 attack,	 thrust	 his	 open	 palm	 into



Kelden's	nose.	Kelden's	head	jerked	back,	spraying	his	opponent's	face
with	blood.	At	the	same	time,	he	knocked	the	man's	arm	away	and	rolled
to	the	left,	directly	 into	the	path	of	another	victim	of	the	railroad	ties.	He
was	suddenly	at	 the	bottom	of	a	 large	pile	of	squirming,	kicking	bodies.
He	 struggled	 to	 find	 a	 way	 out,	 but	 someone's	 foot	 connected	 sharply
with	his	solar	plexus,	and	he	gave	up	and	concentrated	on	remembering
how	to	breathe.

The	area	where	Kelden	had	been	standing,	being	so	near	the	back
of	the	crowd	and	so	close	to	a	concentration	of	children,	was	one	of	the
first	to	be	reached	by	the	police	who'd	been	stationed	as	inconspicuously
as	possible	beyond	the	fringes.	The	officers	waded	into	the	fray,	arresting
any	and	all	 they	could	get	 their	hands	on.	Complaints	of	police	brutality
were	later	filed,	but	in	this	area	there	was	some	substance	to	the	charge.
In	their	defense,	however,	it	must	be	noted	that	one	of	the	first	victims	the
police	encountered	was	a	nine-year-old	girl,	her	face	smeared	with	blood
from	a	gash	on	her	forehead,	screaming	hysterically	that	her	little	brother
was	being	crushed.	The	four-year-old	boy	was	found	almost	at	Kelden's
back,	 in	 shock,	 with	 a	 broken	 leg	 and	 two	 cracked	 ribs.	 It	 was	 little
wonder	that	after	this	the	authorities	became	less	gentle.

Kelden	 was	 dragged	 to	 his	 feet,	 gasping	 for	 air.	 He	 had	 lost	 his
glasses	 and	 barely	 realized	what	was	 happening.	Nor	 did	 he	 care.	 He
was	half	 dragged,	 half	 flung	 from	 the	park	 and,	 after	 a	 quick	 check	 for
any	 serious	 injuries,	 whisked	 to	 the	 police	 station.	 By	 the	 time	 he	was
deposited,	groggy	and	slightly	nauseous,	in	a	cell,	the	simple	fact	that	he
and	 the	 four-year-old	 had	 been	 found	 together	 had	 become	 the
speculation	 that	he	had	been	 responsible	 for	 the	boy's	 injuries.	And	by
the	 time	 the	 last	 arrest	 had	 been	 processed	 four	 hours	 later,	 it	 was
whispered	 that	 he	 had	 been	 sexually	 molesting	 the	 boy	 when	 he	 was
jumped	by	outraged	witnesses.

The	 whispers	 reached	 the	 now	 crowded	 cell	 around	 midnight.
Fortunately,	by	this	 time	the	 identity	of	 the	supposed	child	molester	had
been	all	but	lost.	Stories	had	been	shared	enough	times	that	everyone	in
the	 cell	 knew	 Kelden	 had	 been	 by	 the	 playground,	 and	 a	 few
remembered	 seeing	 him	 and	 the	 boy	 being	 removed	 almost
simultaneously,	 but	 it	 was	 generally	 agreed	 that	 no	 one	 could	 not
possibly	 have	 been	 doing	 anything	 with	 so	 many	 others	 around.	 The
police,	however,	 remembered	 the	 rumors.	They	kept	 their	knowledge	 to



themselves,	likely	to	avoid	another	riot,	so	even	Kelden	was	unaware	that
he	 was	 the	 boy's	 alleged	 attacker.	 He	 did	 wonder	 why	 the	 guards
seemed	to	be	treating	him	with	unusual	coldness.

After	a	few	hours,	when	the	question	“Well,	what	happened	to	you?”
became	worn	out,	Kelden	withdrew	and	hunched	on	the	floor	in	a	corner.
About	 half	 the	occupants	 of	 the	 cell	 had	already	availed	 themselves	of
the	chance	 to	post	bail;	 the	 rest	either	couldn't	or	wouldn't.	Most	of	 the
latter	 thought	 of	 themselves	 as	 political	 or	 religious	 martyrs;	 Kelden
simply	didn't	want	to	give	Tony	the	satisfaction	of	being	right.	So	he	slept
fitfully	where	he	sat.

It	 was	 nearly	 noon	 the	 next	 day,	 when	 he	 was	 wondering	 if	 he'd
made	the	right	choice,	before	one	of	the	guards	finally	called	him	out.	He
could	 tell	 someone	 was	 with	 the	 guard,	 but	 he	 couldn't	 make	 him	 out
without	his	glasses	until	he	got	close.	Then	he	recognized	the	young	man
with	 the	Bible	 from	 the	previous	day.	His	hand	went	 to	his	nose,	which
was	still	sore.

“Is	this	him?”	the	guard	asked	the	young	man.
“That's	him.”
Kelden	clenched	his	teeth.	If	he	was	to	be	charged,	he'd	be	damned

sure	they	heard	his	side!
The	 two	of	 them	were	brought	 to	a	desk	 in	 the	squad	 room	where

Detective	 Marcus	 Petrusko	 met	 them.	 Kelden	 was	 startled	 and	 a	 little
apprehensive,	but	if	Detective	Petrusko	recognized	him,	he	gave	no	sign.

“Now,”	Petrusko	said,	“this	is	gonna	be	quick	and	informal,	since	we
still	have	a	lot	of	you	to	weed	through.	Briefly,	Mr.	Scott,	can	you	tell	me
what	happened?”

Kelden	decided	that,	given	his	last	meeting	with	Petrusko,	he'd	best
abandon	 righteous	 indignation	 in	 favor	 of	 respect	 and	 humility.	 “I	 was
watching	 the	 rally,	 and	when	 the	 fighting	broke	out,	 I	 decided	 I'd	better
leave.	This	gentleman	 -”	he	nodded	 to	his	companion	 “-	stopped	me	 to
talk	to	me.	I	tried	to	explain	that	I	couldn't,	but	someone	ran	into	me,	and
I	fell	on	top	of	him.	I	got	away	from	him,	but	someone	else	fell	on	me	and
knocked	the	wind	out	of	me.	Next	thing	I	knew,	I	was	being	arrested.”

“Did	he	attack	you?”
Kelden	hesitated.	“Not	exactly.	He	fought,	but	not	until	I	fell	on	him.”
Petrusko	nodded.	“Were	you	talking	to	any	kids	before	that?”
“No.	I	saw	some	on	the	playground,	but	I	didn't	talk	to	them.”



“Thank	you.”	Petrusko	made	some	notes.	“Now,	Mr.	Hannoch.	Your
story,	please.”

“Okay.	I	was	there	with	my	fellowship	group,	hoping	to	talk	to	some
of	the	participants.	When	Mr.	–	Scott?	–	turned	around,	I	started	to	talk	to
him.	Then	he	was	suddenly	on	top	of	me.	I	thought	he	was	attacking	me,
so	I	tried	to	push	him	away.	I	got	him	off,	but	then	we	got	buried.”

“You	thought	he	was	attacking	you?	Have	you	changed	your	mind?”
“Yes.	One	of	my	friends	saw	him	get	pushed.”
“Did	you	see	or	talk	to	any	kids?”
“I	saw	 the	ones	on	 the	playground,	and	 I	 think	a	 little	boy	 ran	past

just	as	Mr.	Scott	fell	on	me,	but	I	didn't	talk	to	any	of	them?”
“Did	you	see	Mr.	Scott	talk	to	any	of	them?”
“No.”
“You	seem	pretty	certain.”
The	 young	 man	 blushed.	 “I've	 never	 really	 witnessed	 to	 anyone

before.	 I	 decided	 to	 try	 him	 -”	 he	 nodded	 at	 Kelden	 “-	 when	 he	 first
showed	up,	 but	 I	was	afraid.	 I	watched	him	all	 the	 time	 I	was	 trying	 to
work	up	my	courage.	 I	saw	him	 talking	 to	 the	Hispanic	guy	who	played
the	keyboards	on	the	float,	but	that's	the	only	one.	There	weren't	any	kids
anywhere	around.”

“All	 right.”	 Petrusko	made	 one	 last	 note.	 “Do	 either	 of	 you	wish	 to
press	charges	against	the	other,	or	anyone	else?”

“No,”	they	both	answered,	almost	in	unison.
“Very	good.	That's	all	I	need	for	now.	Thank	you.”
They	hesitated.	“We	can	go?”	asked	Kelden.
Petrusko	nodded.	 “If	we	need	anything	else,	we'll	 get	 in	 touch.	Mr.

Hannoch,	you're	in	512	Behrens	Hall,	at	the	university?	Mr.	Scott,	you're
at	1523	North	Pine,	apartment	'D'?”

“No.	I'm	back	in	the	Van	Duyn	Building,	downtown.	Top	floor.”
“Ah.	 Another	 move,	 eh?	 Thank	 you.”	 He	 wrote	 that	 down.	 That

should	 take	 care	 of	 it,	 then.	 By	 the	 way,	 are	 these	 yours?	 They	 were
found	under	you.”

Kelden	 took	 the	 offered	 envelope	 and	 drew	 out	 the	 remains	 of	 his
glasses.	 One	 arm	 was	 missing	 entirely,	 the	 other	 was	 bent	 at	 an
impossible	 angle,	 and	 one	 lens	 had	 popped	 out	 and	 was	 lost.	 “They
were,”	he	admitted	ruefully.

“Thought	so.	Tough	break.	You	can	pick	up	 the	rest	of	your	stuff	at



the	 front	 desk.”	 Petrusko	 stood,	 shook	 hands	 with	 both	 of	 them,	 and
walked	away.

Kelden	 and	 the	 student	 looked	 at	 each	 other.	 Then	 Kelden	 said,
“Thanks	–	uh	-”

“Jordan,”	the	young	man	smiled.	“Jordan	Hannoch.”
“Kelden	Scott.”	They	shook	hands
“Sorry	about	your	glasses,”	Jordan	said.	“And	your	nose.	Can	I	pay

for	anything?”
Kelden	shook	his	head.	“You	saved	my	ass	just	now.	That's	enough.

Anyway,	 I	 was	 thinking	 of	 getting	 contacts.”	 He	 slipped	 the	 mangled
corpse	back	into	the	envelope.	“Did	you	get	your	Bible?”

“Yeah.	One	of	my	friends	found	it.”
“Great.”	They	stood	awkwardly.	 “Well,	 thanks	again.”	Kelden	 turned

to	leave.
“Hey,	you	want	to	have	breakfast?	Or	lunch?”
Kelden	 turned	 back	 with	 a	 smile.	 “The	 Hispanic	 guy	 with	 the

keyboards	 is	 probably	wondering	where	 I	 am.	Anyway,	 I've	already	got
one	person	trying	to	convert	me.”

“All	right.	But	if	you	ever	want	to	talk	-”
“I'll	 remember	 that.	 Thanks.”	 Kelden	 started	 to	 turn	 again,	 then

hesitated.	“Can	I	ask	you	something?”
“Sure.”
“Does	it	bother	you	I'm	bisexual?”
Jordan	 grinned.	 “I	 don't	 know	 you.	 How	 can	 anything	 about	 you

bother	me?”
His	easy	grin	was	 infectious.	Kelden	 found	himself	 returning	 it.	 “All

right.	I'll	rephrase.	Does	homosexuality	bother	you?”
“Mm.	Depends	on	what	you	mean	by	'bother'.	Come	on.”	He	led	him

out	of	the	squad	room.	“I	mean,	it	is	a	sin.	And	in	high	school,	I	made	my
share	of	stupid	 jokes	about	 'fags'	and	 'fairies'	and	 'queers'.	But	some	of
my	high	school	friends	have	come	out	since	then,	and	I	even	had	to	deal
with	it	myself	a	couple	years	ago	when	I	became	attracted	to	the	guy	who
led	me	to	Christ.”

“You	did?	How'd	that	happen?”
“I	don't	know.	He	was	warm	and	caring,	but	so	were	a	 lot	of	guys	I

knew.	There	was	just	–	something	about	him.”
They	 reached	 the	 desk,	 where	 they	 retrieved	 the	 rest	 of	 their



property.	 As	 Kelden	 slipped	 his	 phone	 back	 into	 his	 pocket,	 he	 asked,
“Were	 you	 disgusted	 with	 yourself?	 When	 you	 were	 attracted	 to	 that
guy?”

Jordan	 was	 silent	 as	 they	 pushed	 through	 the	 doors	 into	 a	 cold,
sunny	 day.	 Then,	 “Oof!”	 he	 exclaimed.	 “I	 didn't	 realize	 it'd	 dropped	 this
much!”

“I	just	live	about	four	blocks	away.	I'll	drive	you	back.”
“Thanks.	It's	a	bit	of	a	walk	to	the	other	side	of	campus.	What	were

we	talking	about?”
“When	you	were	attracted	to	that	guy.”
“Oh,	yeah.	Was	I	disgusted?	Not	really.	More	like	confused.”
“Why	not?	You	were	in	high	school.”
“I	 think	–	partly	because	 I'd	matured,	at	 least	a	 little.	 I	mean,	 there

were	a	 lot	 of	 things	we	made	 fun	of	 in	 high	 school,	 a	 lot	 of	 people	we
treated	like	dirt,	just	because	they	were	different.	They	were	poorer,	or	a
different	color,	or	Muslim,	or	they	had	some	physical	or	mental	difference,
or	 they	were	 just	more	awkward	than	the	rest	of	us.	Then	I	came	down
here,	 and	 I	 wasn't	 with	 my	 old	 group	 anymore.	 There	 was	 no	 one	 to
support	my	prejudices.	I	guess	I	was	lucky	God	found	me	before	I	could
plug	 into	 some	 new	 'support	 groups'.	 The	 people	 I	 started	 hanging
around	with,	the	Christians,	accepted	everyone.	Maybe	that's	why	I	was
attracted	to	that	guy	–	he	was	just	so	loving	to	everyone.”

“You	say	this,	yet	you	can't	accept	my	bisexuality?”
Jordan	thought	a	moment.	“Have	you	ever	disagreed	with	someone

you	love?”
“Of	course.	Hasn't	everyone?”
“Well,	just	because	you	don't	see	eye-to-eye	doesn't	mean	you	stop

loving	them.”
“Sometimes	it	does.”
“Okay,	granted.	But	for	the	most	part,	you	don't	stop	loving	them	just

because	you	don't	approve	of	what	they're	doing.”
Kelden	 thought	a	moment.	 “Isn't	 that	a	bit	condescending?	 I	mean,

you're	saying,	 in	effect,	 that	you	 love	me.	And	yet	you	don't	even	know
me.”

“Yeah.	 I	 know	 what	 you	 mean.	 It	 does	 seem	 presumptuous	 and
intrusive,	 doesn't	 it?	 But	 that's	 because	 our	 society	 has	 an	 incomplete
idea	of	what	'love'	is.	You	see,	to	most	people,	if	you	say	'love',	they	think



of	 affection	 between	 two	 people	 who	 are	 intimately	 involved.	 And	 it
usually	involves	some	form	of	physical	contact,	from	a	pat	on	the	head	to
intercourse,	depending	on	the	relationship.	Or	they	think	of	a	passionate,
all-consuming	 interest	 in	or	desire	 for	something,	 like	a	car,	or	pizza,	or
movies.	 Either	 way,	 it	 involves	 a	 certain	 amount	 of	 intrusion	 or
possessiveness.

“But	other	cultures	have	a	much	different	view	of	 'love'.	The	ancient
Greeks,	 for	 example,	 had	 four	 different	 words	 that	 can	 be	 translated
'love',	each	with	a	different	shade	of	meaning.	First,	there's	eros.	Sexual
love.	It's	where	we	get	the	word	'erotic'.	It	was	considered	the	basest	of
the	 four	 loves,	 although	 it	 was	 still	 venerated.	 Then	 there's	 storge,	 the
love	for	a	family	member.	Then	there's	phileo,	the	love	for	a	close	friend.
Philadelphia,	 the	 City	 of	 Brotherly	 Love,	 gets	 its	 name	 from	 that.	 And
finally,	the	purest	of	love,	agape,	free	of	ulterior	motives.	This	is	the	word
used	 for	 the	 love	between	God	and	humans.	 It's	 a	 love	 that	wants	 the
best	 for	 other	 persons,	 whether	 or	 not	 they	 appeal	 to	 you	 personally.
When	I	say	I	love	you,	that's	the	kind	of	love	I'm	talking	about,	although
it's	limited	by	my	humanity.”

“In	here.”	Kelden	led	them	into	the	alley	by	the	Van	Duyn	Building.
“Nice	wheels!”	 Jordan	whistled	when	 he	 saw	 the	 Spyder.	 “But	 can

you	drive	without	your	glasses?”
“As	long	as	I	don't	have	to	read	any	street	signs,	I'll	muddle	through.”

They	settled	themselves	in	the	car.	“Behrens	Hall,	you	said?”
“Right.	You	sure	you	don't	want	to	grab	some	lunch?”
“Not	today.	I	just	want	a	shower	and	a	change	of	clothes.”	He	pulled

out	 into	the	street,	 then	said,	“About	those	four	 loves	–	 isn't	 that	kind	of
playing	word	games?”

“Not	 really.	 If	 you	 think	 about	 it,	 it	 explains	 a	 lot	 of	 conflicting
emotions	we	have	about	other	people.”

“I	guess	I	can	see	that.”	They	rode	in	silence	for	about	three	blocks.
Then,	at	a	stoplight,	Kelden	asked,	 “Why'd	you	 try	 to	preach	 to	me	 last
night?”

“We	wanted	to	tell	as	many	people	as	possible	how	Jesus	can	help
overcome	-”

Kelden	held	up	his	hand.	“I	already	know	all	 that,	and	like	I	 told	my
other	friend,	I'm	not	sure	I	want	to	'overcome'	anything.	I	mean,	why	did
you	 choose	me	 in	 particular,	 and	why	 did	 you	 insist	 when	 I	 wanted	 to



leave?”
Jordan	scratched	his	jaw.	“I	don't	know	exactly	why	I	chose	you,”	he

admitted.	“I	just	had	a	feeling	you	were	the	one	I	was	to	talk	to.”
“Word	of	knowledge?”
“You	know	about	that?”
“My	friend's	tried	to	explain	it	to	me.	I'm	not	sure	I	buy	it.”
“Well,	I've	seen	enough	of	it	to	know	it's	real.	I	mean,	when	some	guy

I've	 never	 seen	 before	 gives	me	a	 specific	 answer	 to	 a	 specific	 prayer
I've	prayed	only	in	private	and	never	told	anyone	about,	it's	kind	of	hard
to	deny.”

“If	 that's	true,	I'd	have	to	admit	something's	happening.	Is	that	what
happened	last	night?”

“I	don't	really	know.	I	have	trouble	telling	what's	God	and	what's	only
me.”

“Surely	God	would	make	it	pretty	obvious	if	it	were	him.”
“Oh,	 it's	 not	 His	 fault,”	 Jordan	 grinned.	 “I'm	 too	 self-centered,	 and

He's	too	much	of	a	gentleman	to	force	His	way	in.”
“So	you	don't	know	if	you	were	'supposed'	to	talk	to	me,	or	if	you	just

fixed	on	me	for	your	own	reasons?”
“Yeah.	Basically,	that's	right.”
“So	when	I	started	to	leave,	why	didn't	you	just	let	me	go?”
“Because	if	I	was	supposed	to	talk	to	you,	I	didn't	want	to	blow	it.”
“But	if	you	weren't,	then	you	did	blow	it.”
“True.	But	I	figured	this	way	you	and	I	had	less	to	lose.”
“Less	to	lose?	You	got	us	both	arrested!”
Jordan	 shook	 his	 head.	 “I	 didn't	 get	 us	 arrested.	 The	 riot	 overtook

us.”
“Which	would	not	have	happened	if	you'd	just	let	me	go!”
“You	 can't	 know	 that	 for	 sure.	 For	 all	 you	 know,	 something	 worse

might've	happened.	Did	you	know	we	were	almost	totally	surrounded	by
one	of	 those	white	supremacist	hate	groups?	 I	heard	 they'd	showed	up
just	to	incite	trouble	and	'get'	some	of	the	demonstrators,	and	as	soon	as
the	riot	started,	they	pulled	knives	and	other	weapons.	They	put	several
of	 the	 gay	 rights	 people	 in	 the	 hospital.	 If	 I	 hadn't	 stopped	 you,	 you
could've	been	one	of	them.”

“But	I	might	not	have.”
“Right.	Neither	of	us	can	know	for	sure	what	might've	happened.”



Kelden	sighed	as	he	pulled	up	in	front	of	Behrens	Hall.	“So	I	guess	I
don't	know	whether	to	curse	you	for	getting	me	pinched	or	thank	you	for
saving	my	life.”

“Let's	 just	 say	 we	 both	 had	 an	 interesting	 night.	 I	 was	 the	 only
Christian	in	a	cell	pretty	equally	divided	between	gay	rights	activists	and
white	supremacists.”

“Damn!	They	didn't	kill	each	other,	did	they?”
“Close.	I	had	quite	a	time	keeping	things	cool	and	defending	my	faith

from	both	sides.	I	was	too	conservative	for	the	gays	and	too	liberal	for	the
supremacists.	I	did	have	a	really	good	conversation	with	one	of	the	cross
dressers,	though.	I	think	we	really	surprised	each	other.”

Kelden	laughed.	“I	know	you	surprised	me.”
“Anyway,	thanks	for	the	ride.”	Jordan	climbed	out.	“Sure	I	can't	help

pay	for	your	glasses?	Or	some	contacts?”
“Nah.	I've	got	good	insurance.”
“Okay.	Thanks	again.”
“Sure.	 Hey,	 would	 you	 mind	 if	 I	 -”	 Kelden	 hesitated,	 surprised	 at

himself.	“Um	–	can	I	have	your	number?”
“Sure!”	Jordan	waited	while	Kelden	dug	out	his	phone,	 then	recited

his	number,	adding,	“Please,	call	me	anytime.	I	really	enjoyed	our	talk.”
“Me	too.	Thanks.”
Jordan	paused	in	the	act	of	shutting	the	door.	He	suddenly	seemed

uncomfortable.	“Um	-”
“You	don't	want	me	to	call?”
“No,	 no,	 that's	 fine!	 It's	 just	 –	 I	 heard	 some	 stuff	 in	 the	 cell.	 I	 was

wondering	if	you	were	aware	of	it.”
“What?”
“You	know	why	that	officer	questioned	us	about	kids?”
“Detective	Petrusko?	I	know	there	was	at	 least	one	kid	 injured,	and

someone	was	supposed	to	have	attacked	him.”
“Yeah.	Ah	–	there's	no	easy	way	to	say	this.	You're	the	'someone'.”
“What?”
“Yeah.	 I	 thought	 you	 should	 know,	 in	 case	 something	 comes	 up

later.”
“Just	what	the	hell	am	I	supposed	to	have	done,	and	why'd	they	fix

on	me?”
Jordan's	 face	 was	 flushed.	 “Well,	 there	 were	 a	 couple	 different



stories,	but	the	one	I	heard	most	was	that	you	were	trying	to	molest	him
when	I	jumped	you.	They	found	him	right	behind	you	at	the	bottom	of	the
pile.”

“Shit!”	Kelden	smacked	the	steering	wheel.	“That's	all	I	need	–	to	get
arrested	for	child	abuse!”

“Oh,	no,”	Jordan	hastened	to	assure	him.	“I	don't	think	you'll	have	to
worry	about	that.	As	soon	as	I	realized	who	all	they	were	talking	about,	I
made	sure	as	many	people	as	possible	heard	 the	 true	story,	 inside	 the
cell	and	out.	I	figured,	since	I	was	the	'hero'	of	the	story,	I'd	have	at	least
a	 little	 credibility.	 And	 even	 if	 my	 friends	 were	 too	 busy	 to	 see	 all	 the
details,	 they	 saw	 enough,	 and	 they'll	 back	 me.	 At	 least	 the	 detective
seemed	satisfied.”

Kelden	frowned.	“I	suppose	you're	right.	If	he	had	any	doubt	at	all,	I'd
still	 be	 there.”	 He	 shook	 his	 head.	 “Looks	 like	 I	 owe	 you	 more	 than	 I
thought.”

“No!	You	don't	owe	me	anything!	I	wasn't	even	going	to	tell	you	about
it,	except	I	had	a	feeling	you	hadn't	heard	about	 it	yet,	and	I	didn't	want
you	to	worry	when	you	did!”

“Why?”
For	 the	 first	 time,	 Jordan	 seemed	 at	 a	 loss	 for	 words.	 Finally,	 he

shrugged.	 “I	 just	 didn't,”	 he	 said	 simply.	 “Listen,”	 he	 added	 as	 a	 chilly
breeze	dropped	onto	him	 from	 the	 top	of	Behrens	Hall,	 “I	 gotta	 go.	 It's
freezing!	Thanks	for	the	ride.	And	I	mean	it	–	call	me	whenever	you	feel
like	it,	day	or	night.”	He	slammed	the	door	and	darted	into	the	dorm.

Kelden	 looked	 after	 him	 thoughtfully.	 Then	 a	 horn	 sounded	 behind
him,	and	he	pulled	away	and	headed	for	hot	water	and	food.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
.	 .	 .	 .	 Kelden	 spent	 the	 day	 at	 Lake	 Pontell,	 moping	 and
wondering	why	he'd	ever	decided	to	march	in	the	parade,	why
he	hadn't	called	Tony	for	bail	money	when	he'd	had	the	chance,



and	why	he'd	asked	 for	 Jordan	Hannoch's	phone	number.	He
found	no	answers	and	only	got	chilled	watching	the	fat,	leaden
clouds	of	a	cold	front	roll	in.
	

Kelden	Scott	at	Lake	Pontell
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

Chapter	3
	
	
Tony	welcomed	Kelden	back	as	a	“martyr	for	the	revolution”.	Kelden

just	 snorted.	 Tony	 offered	 no	 “I-told-you-sos”,	 and	 Kelden	 offered	 no
description	of	his	arrest	and	release.	They	actually	talked	very	little	after
Tony's	 initial	 welcome.	 Tony	 went	 out	 Saturday	 night	 –	 he	 didn't	 say
where	 –	 and,	 for	 the	 first	 time	 in	 weeks,	 Kelden	 got	 stoned	 out	 in	 the
garden.	He	was	sprawled	all	over	the	bed	when	Tony	got	in.	He	woke	late
Sunday	 depressed	 and	 angry	 at	 himself	 and	 suffering	 delayed
embarrassment	from	the	parade.	However,	he	said	nothing	to	Tony,	who,
in	 turn,	 said	 nothing	 about	 having	 to	 spend	 the	 night	 on	 the	 couch
because	he'd	been	unable	to	wake	Kelden.

Monday	 was	 Presidents'	 Day.	 Tony	 worked	 all	 day	 with	 David;
Kelden	spent	 the	day	at	Lake	Pontell,	moping	and	wondering	why	he'd
ever	decided	to	march	 in	 the	parade,	why	he	hadn't	called	Tony	for	bail
money	 when	 he'd	 had	 the	 chance,	 and	 why	 he'd	 asked	 for	 Jordan
Hannoch's	 phone	 number.	 He	 found	 no	 answers	 and	 only	 got	 chilled
watching	the	fat,	leaden	clouds	of	a	cold	front	roll	in.	He	did,	however,	try
to	prepare	himself	for	the	firestorm	he	was	sure	to	face	at	work.	He	also
resolved	not	 to	be	 so	grouchy	with	Tony,	 and	 took	him	 to	a	movie	 that
evening.

It	snowed	over	night,	and	was	still	flurrying	when	Kelden	walked	into
AgriState	 the	next	morning.	He	stopped	 just	 inside	 the	door	 to	brush	a



few	snowflakes	off	his	coat,	and	was	hit	with	a	sudden	panic	attack.	What
if	 Nicolette	 decided	 that	 his	 latest	 legal	 escapade	 made	 him	 an
undesirable	 employee?	 Especially	 with	 the	 rumored	 child	 molestation?
Maybe	he	should	avoid	her.	He	scampered	down	 the	stairs,	 turned	 the
corner,	and	almost	ran	her	over.

“Ah!	Kelden!	I	just	came	from	your	desk.”
Kelden	swallowed	and	managed	a	weak	“Oh?”
Nicolette	 saw	 his	 expression	 and	 said,	 “I'm	 sorry.	 I	 didn't	 mean	 to

startle	you,	especially	first	thing	in	the	morning.”
Kelden	 grinned	with	 an	 effort.	 “Well,	 I'm	 awake	 now.	 It	 was	 a	 long

weekend.”
“You	didn't	get	caught	in	the	Battle	of	Washburn	Park,	did	you?”
“Behind	enemy	lines,	in	fact.”
“Any	fallout	I	should	be	aware	of?”
“Well,	there's	bound	to	be	rumors,	of	course	-”
“Oh,	Lord,	am	I	familiar	with	that!”
“-	but	nothing	 in	conjunction	with	 the	bank,”	he	hastened	 to	add.	 “I

was	 charged	 with	 absolutely	 nothing	 and	 released	 after	 a	 couple	 of
questions.	I	was	just	in	the	wrong	place	at	the	wrong	time.”

“You	seem	to	be	turning	that	into	a	fine	art.”	Her	smile	took	the	sting
from	her	words.	 “Anyway,	 I	 just	wanted	 to	 tell	you	you	did	such	a	great
job	of	coordinating	the	confusion	in	the	computer	room	after	that	shake-
up	last	fall,	and	after	everything	crashed	in	the	blackout	last	month,	that
we're	 adding	 an	 extra	 thousand	 a	 year	 to	 your	 salary	 in	 addition	 to
whatever's	recommended	at	your	nine-month	review.”

“I	–	thank	you!”
Nicolette	waved	a	hand.	 “You	earned	 it.	Actually,	 between	you	and

me.	.	.	.”	She	lowered	her	voice.	“I	hate	to	say	it,	but	Jim's	arrest	turned
out	 to	 be	 one	 of	 the	 best	 things	 that	 could've	 happened	 to	 us,	 even
though	we	did	lose	Laurie.	In	a	way,	this	time	you	were	in	the	right	place
at	 the	 right	 time.	 Anyway,”	 she	 added	 as	 she	 headed	 for	 the	 stairs,
“congratulations,	and	keep	up	the	good	work.”

“Thanks,”	 Kelden	 said	 again,	 but	 his	 reply	 was	 automatic,	 and	 his
grin	 had	 become	a	mask.	He'd	managed	 to	 forget	 the	 price	 of	 his	 job,
until	now.	He	hurried	to	his	desk,	craving	a	few	minutes'	solitude	to	regain
his	balance	and	composure.	He	thought	of	Tony,	the	Paige,	then	Jordan,
but	he	didn't	want	 to	 talk	 to	any	of	 them.	He	sat	with	his	elbows	on	 the



desktop	 and	 his	 fingers	 kneading	 the	 back	 of	 his	 neck,	 staring	 at	 the
pictures	under	the	plastic	desk	cover.	He	hadn't	changed	them	in	a	while.
Tony	was	 there,	and	David,	and	Paige,	Kathy,	Laurie,	 and	Colleen,	 the
only	picture	of	any	of	his	family.	He	suddenly	grabbed	his	phone.

Half	 a	 dozen	 rings	 later,	 a	 sleepy,	 slightly	 surly	 voice	 answered,
“H'lo?”

“Hey,	 isn't	 it	 time	you	were	up?”	he	asked,	more	cheerfully	 than	he
thought	possible.

“Who	the	hell	is	this?”
“Is	that	any	way	to	talk	to	your	little	brother?”
“Kelden?”	Colleen	was	awake	now.	“What's	wrong?”
“What's	wrong?	Can't	I	give	my	sister	a	friendly	call?”
“Not	before	nine	a.m.!”	Her	voice	was	suddenly	muffled.	“It's	all	right,

it's	 just	 my	 crazy	 brother,	 back	 from	 the	 dead.”	 The	 receiver	 was
uncovered	and	she	asked,	“Where	are	you?”

“At	work.	Why	aren't	you	at	the	boutique?”
“Haven't	you	heard?	It	snowed	eleven	inches	overnight	here,	and	it's

still	coming	down.	Nobody's	going	anywhere	or	opening	anything	unless
absolutely	necessary.”

“Really?	We	had	maybe	three	inches,	tops.	What	do	you	mean,	I'm
'back	from	the	dead'?”

Colleen	yawned.	 “Mmf.	You	heard	 that?	Well,	 nobody'd	heard	 from
you	since	you	came	 to	see	me,	so	we	all	 figured	you'd	died	or	gone	 to
live	 in	 a	 cave	 or	 something.	 Especially	 since	 your	 phone	 only	 goes	 to
voicemail.	Did	you	at	least	get	our	Christmas	cards?”

“Yeah.	Sorry	about	that.	Things	have	been	kind	of	crazy	down	here.”
“I'll	bet.”	A	voice	murmured	in	the	background.	Colleen	replied,	“No,

just	 coffee,”	 then	 returned	 to	 Kelden.	 “So,	 level	 with	 me,	 little	 brother.
What	gives	with	this	early	morning	chattiness?	Nobody	calls	at	this	time
of	 the	 morning	 just	 to	 shoot	 the	 bull.	 You	 get	 yourself	 arrested	 or
something?”

Kelden	winced.	“As	a	matter	of	fact,”	he	replied	lightly,	“	I	did	spend
Friday	night	in	jail.”

“For	what?	Drunk	driving?	You	need	money	for	the	fine?”
“Jeez,	no,	Colleen!”	He	was	beginning	 to	 feel	a	 little	 irritated.	 “Give

me	a	little	credit!	There	was	a	rally	down	here,	and	it	erupted	in	a	bit	of	a
riot,	But	it	was	no	big	deal.”



“Ha!	My	brother,	the	activist!	What	was	it,	a	right-wing	faction	of	Save
the	Prairie	Chickens?”

“No,	 it	 wasn't,	 and	 I	 was	 only	 a	 spectator	 who	 didn't	 move	 fast
enough.”	 He	 neatly	 sidestepped	 her	 question.	 “They	 sorted	 it	 out
Saturday	morning	and	released	me,	free	and	clear,	no	bond,	no	bail,	no
charges,	 no	 fines,	 nothing.	 So	 how's	 paradise	 with	 you	 and	 Daryl?
Mother	and	Father	happy	with	your	choice?”

“Mother	 and	 Father	 don't	 have	 a	 say	 in	 it.	 Not	 that	 they	 haven't
expressed	their	opinion	of	my	living	with	their	 investment	counselor.	But
as	far	as	the	relationship	itself	goes,	they	couldn't	be	happier.	Of	course,
they're	 going	 to	 have	 a	 fit	 when	 Daryl	 hands	 over	 their	 portfolio	 to
someone	else.”

“Why	would	he	do	that?	What	about	his	commission?”
“My	dear	little	brother,	his	commission	on	the	Scott	accounts	is	but	a

drop	 in	 his	 ever-expanding	 ocean.	 He	 simply	 has	 this	 charmingly	 old-
fashioned	notion	 that	one	shouldn't	handle	 the	business	affairs	of	one's
in-laws.”

“Well,	 I	 don't	 know	 if	 that's	 so	 much	 old-fashioned	 as	 plain	 good
sense.	I'm	not	sure	it's	a	good	idea	to	play	with	the	finances	of	your	wife's
parents,	especially	if	they're	–	hey,	wait	a	minute!	You're	married?”

“Very	good,	little	brother!	You're	awake!”
“I	am	now!	When'd	this	happen?”
“Actually,	it	hasn't	yet.	We	got	engaged	late	last	night,	while	we	were

walking	in	the	snow.	Daryl's	got	this	incredible	romantic	streak,	about	as
different	 from	Robert	as	you	can	get.	 I	can	almost	guarantee	 that	when
he	brings	my	coffee,	it'll	be	on	a	tray	with	a	rose	that	only	he	could	have
scrounged	out	of	the	middle	of	a	blizzard.”

“Sounds	absolutely	mushy!	Are	you	sure	you're	a	feminist?”
Colleen	 wasn't	 laughing.	 “Yes,	 it	 is	 mushy,	 and	 I	 love	 it.	 And	 my

feminism	 has	 nothing	 to	 do	 with	 it.	 Every	 woman,	 no	 matter	 how
'liberated',	wants	her	lover	to	think	she's	a	queen	and	the	only	woman	in
the	world	for	him.	You	might	want	to	take	notes.”

“Yeah.	Thanks.	I	will.	Have	you	set	a	date?”
“Actually,	we	set	it	just	last	night.	You're	the	first	to	know.	Friday,	May

1st,	at	7	p.m.	Be	 there.	You'll	be	getting	an	 invitation,	of	course,	 for	you
and	a	'plus	one',	but	since	I	know	I	won't	hear	from	you,	may	I	have	your
RSVP	now,	please?”



“Hang	 on.”	 Kelden	 quickly	 opened	 the	 calendar	 on	 his	 phone	 and
added	 it.	 “Okay.	 I'll	 be	 there.	With	a	 friend.	By	 the	way,	 I'm	back	 in	 the
Penthouse,	where	I	was	when	I	first	came	down,	so	send	it	there.	I	gotta
go	now,	but	thanks	for	talking.	And	congratulations!	I	really	hope	this	one
works	–	it's	about	time	one	of	us	had	a	little	luck!”

“We've	had	 luck	–	 it's	 just	been	bad.	But	 thanks,	 little	brother.	This
one	is	it.”

Kelden	hung	up,	feeling	much	better.	Then	he	turned	to	his	terminal,
which	was	already	pleading	for	his	attention,	and	began	dealing	with	the
inevitable	problems	that	had	developed	over	the	weekend.

He	kept	 to	his	desk,	as	much	 from	necessity	as	choice,	until	noon.
He'd	brought	his	own	lunch,	 intending	to	eat	at	his	station,	but	he	knew
he'd	have	to	face	the	curious	crowds	eventually.	He	took	a	deep	breath
and	 joined	 the	 lunchtime	 exodus.	 He	 spotted	 the	 group	 with	 which	 he
usually	went	to	Grigio's	Deli,	but	while	they	greeted	him,	none	asked	if	he
was	 joining	 them	 or	 urged	 him	 to	 get	 his	 coat.	 Perhaps	 they'd	 already
noticed	his	brown	bag.	But	then	again.	.	.	.

He	 spotted	 another	 group	 in	 the	 employees'	 lounge,	 and	 sat	 with
them.	The	 chatter	 died,	 and	 he	 noticed	 a	 few	of	 them	–	mostly	men	–
were	 reluctant	 to	 meet	 his	 eyes.	 He	 emptied	 his	 bag	 in	 the	 silence,
determined	not	to	be	the	one	to	break	it,	and	after	a	minute	or	so	one	of
the	women	began	to	talk	about	a	movie	she'd	seen	over	the	weekend.	It
was	 the	 same	 one	 he'd	 gone	 to	 with	 Tony,	 so	 he	 eased	 into	 the
conversation,	noticing	only	a	slight	pause	when	he	did.	He	also	noticed
he	was	pitching	his	voice	slightly	lower	than	usual.

Nothing	else	happened	during	lunch,	and	no	one	made	any	remarks,
but	 Kelden	 was	 still	 relieved	 when	 it	 was	 over.	 He	 stopped	 in	 the
restroom	 on	 his	 way	 back.	 An	 occasional	 drinking	 buddy	 was	 already
using	one	of	the	two	urinals.	He	moved	casually	up	to	the	other	one.	After
a	moment,	he	asked	lightly,	“You	up	for	a	beer	tonight?”

Silence.	It	wasn't	until	he'd	finished	and	backed	away	that	the	other
guy	replied,	“I'm	not	into	that,”	and	left.

Not	 into	 what?	Kelden	 scowled	 as	 he	 flushed	 the	 urinal.	Having	 a
beer?	Yeah,	right!	He	washed	his	hands	more	vigorously	than	usual,	then
ripped	the	paper	towels	from	their	dispenser	as	if	ripping	an	arm	from	its
socket.	The	door	opened	as	he	approached	it,	and	the	newcomer	pulled
up	 sharply	 at	 Kelden's	 expression.	 “Don't	 worry,”	 snapped	Kelden.	 “I'm



leaving.”	By	the	time	the	other	had	deciphered	what	he'd	meant,	Kelden
had	gone.	

“I	can't	believe	it,”	he	raged	later	that	night	as	Tony	sat	at	one	end	of
the	 sofa	 and	 watched	 him	 pace	 the	 floor.	 “All	 I	 did	 was	 march	 in	 a
damned	parade,	and	you'd	think	I'd	tried	to	grab	someone's	crotch	in	the
middle	of	the	lobby!”

Tony	nodded.	“Ahora	entiendes	lo	que	estaba	dicienda.”	
“But	 dammit,	 Tony,	 all	 I	 did	 was	 march!	 I	 didn't	 hold	 hands	 with

anyone,	or	wear	a	dress,	or	even	walk	funny!	For	all	they	know,	I	could've
just	been	there	to	show	my	support	for	you	people!	But	because	I	walked
in	a	parade,	they	automatically	assume	I'm	gay!	Never	mind	that	most	of
them	know	I've	had	more	women	than	any	of	them!”

“But	you	are	 one	of	 'us	people',”	Tony	pointed	out	 quietly.	 “And	 'us
people',	we	do	not	necessarily	strut,	or	talk	with	un	ceceo,	or	cross	dress,
or	have	the	loose	wrists,	or	-”	

“Jeez,	Tony,	you	know	what	I	mean!”
Tony	shrugged.	“Quizás.	But	you	are	right,	a	 lot	of	assumptions	are

made	by	a	lot	of	people	who	should	know	better.”	
“So	what	the	hell	am	I	supposed	to	do?	Assure	each	of	them	I'm	not

going	to	rape	them?”
“You	mean	like	David	had	to	do	for	you?”
“Dammit,	Tony	-!”
“¡Está	 bien,	 calmate!”	 Tony	 raised	 conciliatory	 hands.	 “I	 know	 you

say	it	was	different	-”
“It	was!”
“¡Está	bien!	I	believe	you!	Anyway,	that	would	not	be	a	good	idea.”
“Then	what?	I'm	serious,	man,	I	need	your	help,	you've	lived	with	this

a	lot	longer	than	I	have!”	He	collapsed	on	the	other	end	of	the	sofa.
Tony	 thought.	 “You	have,”	he	 finally	said,	 “several	options.	You	can

be	like	los	militantes	in	CIGLA	who	want	to	burn	down	the	world,	and	you
can	shout	to	everyone	you	meet	that	you	are	bisexual	and	proud	of	it.	Or
you	can	hide	it,	like	David	has	done,	and	tell	everyone	you	were	walking
with	a	friend	and	you	would	never	dream	to	be	gay.	Or	you	can	act	 like
nothing	 has	 changed,	 you	 are	 the	 same	 hombre	 you	 were	 when	 you
started	working	there.	I	do	not	recommend	the	first	approach;	it	will	give
you	too	much	trouble,	and	anyway,	you	are	not	politically	gay.	I	think	it	is
too	late	for	the	second	one.	It	would	cause	too	many	questions	and	too



many	 lies.	The	 third,	 it	 is	 not	 exactly	cierto,	 but	 I	 think	 it	 is	 for	 you	 the
best.”

“What	do	you	mean,	it's	not	exactly	true?”
“The	way	you	are	now,	 it	 is	not	 the	way	you	were	six	months	ago.

But	we	will	let	that	pass.	They	will	not,	quizás,	ask	about	that.”
“Well,	 no	 one	 has	 asked	 a	 damn	 thing	 so	 far,	 but	 they	 seem	 to've

made	a	hell	of	a	lot	of	assumptions!”
“Si,	and	they	will	make	more.	That	is	a	part	of	this	life	that	you	have

chosen.”
Kelden	took	a	deep	breath	and	expelled	it	slowly.	Tony's	quiet	words

delivered	with	the	warm	melody	of	his	Mexican	childhood	were	beginning
to	soothe	him.	“So	what	do	I	do?”

“Nada.”
“¿Nada?”
“Oh,	I	do	not	mean	you	should	remain	forever	silencio.	But	I	do	not

think	 you	 should	 offer	 any	 apologies	 or	 explanations	 unless	 you	 are
asked.	 Then,	 do	 not	 lie,	 do	 not	 hide	 anything,	 but	 do	 not	 push.	 Be	de
hecho,	 answer	 as	 if	 they	 asked	 you	 why	 you	 like	 la	 Nueva	 Music
Impresionista.	 Be	 always	el	 caballero.	 I	 am	 convinced	 that	 to	 be	 quiet
and	friendly	and	sano	is	best	to	be	accepted.	It	will	take	a	while,	and	it	is
not	what	 los	militantes,	 they	 like	 to	hear.	But	 I	believe	 it	will	work	better
than	all	of	 the	screaming	and	demonstrations	and	parades	and	 lawsuits
put	together.”

Kelden	 shook	 his	 head.	 “How	 can	 someone	 so	 passionate	 be	 so
rational?”

“It	is	a	curse,	man.	Paige,	she	is	the	same	way.”
Kelden	snorted.
“No,”	insisted	Tony.	“It	is	true,	man.	A	heart	of	great	depth	and	a	mind

of	great	power.”
“Are	you	sure	you're	not	the	one	in	love	with	her?”
“I	 was	 in	 love	 with	 her,”	 Tony	 replied	 seriously.	 “Muchos	 meses

atrás.”
Kelden	was	startled	and	a	 little	 resentful.	 “She	never	 said	anything

about	that	to	me.”
“She	did	not	know.	She	still	does	not	know,	I	do	not	think.	Por	favor,

no	le	digas	a	ella	acerca	de	ésto.”
“Why	not?



“Because	I	do	not	wish	to	lose	her	trust.”
“But	if	you're	in	love	with	her.	.	.	.”
“No,	ya	no	es	lo	mismo	conmigo.	She	is	to	me	a	friend	now.	It	is	for

someone	else	to	love	her.”
“You're	not	going	back	to	that	crap	about	me,	are	you?”
“I	did	not	say	it	was	for	you.	I	think	it	would	hurt	her	too	much.”
“Thanks!”
“No	té	ofendas.	She	has	had	much	pain	in	her	life.”
“I	 know.	 She	 told	me	 about	 it.	 I	 hate	 to	 admit	 it,	 but	 I	 think	 you're

right.	 I'd	probably	hurt	her,	 like	 I	 did	Kathy,	and	Laurie,	and	Kayla,	and
Rachelle,	and	–	you	can	stop	me	any	time	-”

“You	forgot	Lisa,	and	Diane,	and	Claudia,	and	-”
“Jeez,	Gar,	gimme	a	break!	I'm	doing	a	lot	better!”
“Si,	amigo,	because	I	am	keeping	you	in	control.”	
“True.	You've	been	good	for	me.”
Tony	shrugged.	“I	have	not	been	alone.	Paige,	too,	has	been	there.”
“What	is	this	with	Paige	all	of	a	sudden?”
“I	talked	to	her	not	too	long	ago.”
“And?”
“I	think	she	misses	you.”
“Hell,	I'll	see	her	at	rehearsal	next	week.”
“No	es	lo	qué	pretendo.	She	misses	talking	to	you.”	
“Fine.	Then	she	can	get	off	my	ass	about	my	sex	 life	and	my	 'real'

desires	 and	 her	 religion	 every	 time	 she	 sees	me.	 Look,	 I	 want	 to	 talk
about	how	to	deal	with	people	at	work,	not	Paige.”

“Si.	And	I	have	told	you	how	I	feel.”	
“You	think	it'll	help?”
“No	lo	sé.	Quizás.	You	will	have	to	try	it	and	see.”	
Kelden	 did	 try,	 and	 it	 worked	 fairly	 well.	 A	 few	 people	 asked	 him

outright	if	he	was	gay,	and	he	tried	to	explain	matter-of-factly	that	he	was
bisexual.	 Several	 were	 curious	 and	 wanted	 to	 know	 more	 about
homosexuality	 and	 how	 he'd	 known	 he	 was	 bisexual;	 he	 answered	 as
honestly	as	he	could	despite	his	own	uncertainties	and	was	pleased	 to
see	 that	 they	 soon	 turned	 to	 other	 topics.	A	 few	 tried	 to	 preach	 to	 him
from	religious,	social,	or	psychological	grounds,	and	he	eventually	had	to
tell	them	he	didn't	want	to	talk	about	it	anymore.	They	had	little	to	do	with
him	 after	 that,	 but	 since	 most	 of	 them	 had	 pretty	 much	 ignored	 him



before,	he	didn't	feel	he'd	lost	much.	Three	men	and	two	women	admitted
they	were	gay,	lesbian,	or	bisexual	themselves	and	wished	they	could	be
as	courageous	as	he	was.	This	made	him	feel	good,	but	not	so	good	that
he	forgot	to	tell	one	of	the	men	that	he	was	already	taken,	thank	you,	and
wasn't	 interested	 in	 getting	 together	 “just	 for	 fun”.	 And	 a	 large	 number
simply	 stayed	 away	 from	 him,	 saying	 nothing	 and	 making	 no	 overt
comments	 one	way	 or	 another.	 Some	 of	 them	 (mostly	men)	 had	 been
among	 those	 he'd	 considered	 his	 friends,	 guys	 he'd	 gone	 out	 drinking
with,	a	couple	of	them	working	in	the	computer	room.	Suddenly,	Kelden
was	 no	 longer	 asked	 to	 join	 them	 for	 a	 beer	 after	work,	 or	 even	 being
greeted	in	the	morning.

In	all	of	this,	he	was	never	actually	insulted	to	his	face,	although	he
did	 intercept	 looks	and	snickers	enough	to	 inspire	paranoia.	And	by	the
end	of	 the	week,	 he'd	 discovered	 illustrated	 comments	 in	 two	 separate
bathroom	stalls,	 the	wit	and	artistic	 technique	of	which	almost	achieved
junior	high	levels.	The	ugliness	and	hatred	in	them,	however,	were	quite
mature.	 They	 disappeared	 by	 the	 following	 Monday,	 but	 it	 would	 be
harder	to	eradicate	what	they	represented.	Kelden	grimly	prepared	to	dig
himself	in	for	a	long	siege.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
He	went	to	the	window	and	stared	out	into	the	roof	garden.
So,	are	you	really	there?	he	asked	silently.	Do	all	these	people
really	know	what	they're	talking	about?	.	.	.	A	chill	ran	down	his
back.	.	.	.	“God,”	he	breathed,	“if	you're	really	there	-”	
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Chapter	4
	
	
Paige	and	Kelden	studied	each	other	surreptitiously	across	the	semi-

circle	of	the	orchestra.	Each	wondered	what	the	other	was	thinking;	each
looked	away	when	 it	 seemed	 likely	 their	eyes	would	meet.	And,	 to	one
side,	 Kathy	watched	 them	 both,	 her	 face	 expressionless,	 knowing	 how
deeply	Paige	 felt	 about	 Kelden,	 knowing	 how	 shallow	Kelden	 could	 be
and	yet	suspecting	he	felt	more	for	Paige	than	he'd	shown,	and	trying	to
decide	how	she	felt	about	it	herself.	At	the	moment,	she	was	nearly	ready
to	kill	him	again.	For	the	fifth	time	that	night	she	prayed	briefly	for	love	–
or,	at	least,	tolerance.

During	break,	Kelden	was	caught	 in	a	conversation	with	 their	 third-
chair	 trombonist,	 second-chair	 oboist,	 and	 principle	 cellist.	 But	 after
rehearsal,	he	headed	straight	for	Paige	–	who	was,	it	seemed,	waiting	for
him.

“I	was	hoping	you'd	come	over,”	she	smiled	up	at	his	as	she	put	her
violin	 away.	Kathy,	who'd	 been	 talking	 to	 her,	 quietly	 stood	and	walked
away	after	acknowledging	his	greeting.

“Yeah,	well,	I	wanted	to	apologize	for	that	message.	I	didn't	mean	it.”
“Yes,	you	did.”	Her	smile	never	faltered.	“But	I	accept	your	apology.

Besides,	 you	may	be	 right.	Maybe	 I	 should've	 stayed	out	of	 that	whole
thing	between	you	and	Laurie.”

“No!”
“Yes!”	She	lightly	mimicked	his	tone.	“I	want	you	to	be	happy,	but	that

doesn't	mean	I	should	try	to	manipulate	your	life.”
“But,	you	don't	-”
“Oh,	Kel,	quit	trying	to	be	so	noble!	The	truth	won't	kill	me!”
Kelden	stared	at	her,	then	shook	his	head	with	a	half-smile.	“All	right,



you	 do	 try	 to	 run	 my	 life	 sometimes.	 You're	 also	 infuriatingly
unpredictable.”	He	sat	down	next	to	her.

Paige	chuckled.	“So	are	you.”
“Really?	 I	 thought	 I	 was	 the	 only	 one	 who	 didn't	 have	 me	 figured

out.”
“You	will,	 one	 of	 these	 days,	 when	 you're	 ready	 to	 be	 honest	 with

yourself.	But,”	 she	hurried	on	when	he	 frowned,	 “you	can	still	pull	off	a
surprise	 with	 the	 best	 of	 them.	 I,	 for	 one,	 never	 expected	 to	 see	 you
marching	in	a	gay	rights	parade.”

“Hey,	you	challenged	me	to	come	out.	I	came	out.”
“Yes,	but	 I	expected	a	comment	here,	an	admission	 there	–	 I	didn't

think	you'd	do	it	in	such	a	–	well,	a	dramatic	way!”
“Neither	 did	 I,”	Kelden	grinned	 ruefully.	 “Did	 you	 know	 I	 got	myself

arrested?”
“No!	 I	 tried	 calling	 later	 to	 see	how	you	were,	 but	when	 you	never

answered,	I	figured	you	were	just	busy.”
“You	mean	in	someone	else's	bed?”
“No.	.	.	.”
“Now	who	won't	admit	the	truth?”
“Okay,	that	was	a	possibility.	But	did	everything	work	out?”
“Oh,	yeah.	It	was	just	a	mix-up.	They'd	mistaken	me	for	a	pedophile.”
Paige	 shook	 her	 head.	 “No.	 I	 won't	 even	 ask.	 But	 everything's	 all

right?”
“Yeah.	 There	 was	 a	 witness	 who	 vouched	 for	 me.”	 He	 didn't

elaborate,	and	she	didn't	press.	“So	.	.	.	ah	.	.	.	how've	you	been?”
“Fine.”	 After	 a	 moment	 of	 silence,	 Paige	 asked,	 “You	 having	 any

problems	getting	people	to	accept	you?”
“Some.	Mostly	at	work.	I	haven't	run	into	anything	here,	though.”
“That	doesn't	 surprise	me.	Many	of	 these	people	are	pretty	heavily

into	 the	arts	outside	of	here.	And	since	artists	have	 traditionally	been	a
little	more	liberal	than	the	rest	of	the	world,	we	tend	to	be	more	accepting
of	eccentricity	and	 'alternative'	 lifestyles.	 I	 think	all	 those	creative	 juices
ferment	and	get	us	permanently	 tipsy.	Many	of	 the	straight	people	here
have	gay	or	lesbian	or	transgendered	friends,	or	know	someone	who	is,
so	one	more	doesn't	make	much	difference.	It's	the	ones	outside	the	arts
you'll	 have	 more	 problems	 with,	 although	 most	 of	 it'll	 be	 subtle.	 More
shunning	and	whispering	and	suggestive	glances	than	outright	hostility.”



“I've	already	discovered	 that,”	Kelden	grimaced.	 “How	did	 you	deal
with	it?”

“Well,	 actually,	 I	 didn't.	 I	was	 part	 of	 the	 street	 culture,	 remember?
Questioning	what	someone	on	the	street	did	was	a	good	way	of	getting
yourself	knifed.	The	Christians	who	worked	with	me	were	the	only	ones	I
ever	knew	who	got	away	with	it,	probably	because	they'd	learned	how	to
gently	 point	 out	 sin	while	 still	 accepting	 the	 person.	Even	 so,	 they	 had
some	narrow	escapes,	some	even	miraculous.	I	watched	a	dealer	stick	a
gun	 in	 the	mouth	of	one	of	 the	guys	while	he	was	praying,	and	pull	 the
trigger.	The	bullet	 took	a	chunk	out	of	 the	brick	wall	behind	the	guy,	but
he	was	completely	untouched.	Scared	the	dealer	half	to	death,	and	gave
me	something	to	think	about.	Within	six	months,	we'd	both	given	our	lives
to	Christ.”	

“Oh,	come	on!	You're	asking	me	to	believe	-!”
“No,	I'm	telling	you	what	I	saw.	Anyway,	that's	not	what	you	asked.	I

wasn't	 bothered	 on	 the	 street	 about	 my	 sexual	 preference,	 except	 by
those	who	wanted	me	 to	hook	 for	 them,	and	 that	was	different.	And	by
the	time	I	came	down	here,	I	was	already	a	Christian	and	celibate.	I	went
through	a	little	bit	because	I've	never	hid	that	part	of	my	past,	but	I	can't
say	I've	ever	experienced	the	same	things	you	are.	What	about	Tony?”

“We've	talked,	and	he's	helped	me	some,	but	it's	not	really	the	same
for	him,	either.”

Paige	nodded.	“Because	he's	a	musician	and	a	student	and	not	yet
dealing	 with	 the	 cultural	 mainstream.	 I	 think	 he'll	 see	 some	 changes
when	he	graduates.”

“So	what	do	you	think	I	should	do?”
Paige	 studied	 him.	 “You	 don't	 really	 want	 me	 to	 answer	 that,	 do

you?”	she	replied	at	last.	“'Cause	you	know	what	I'm	gonna	say.”
“Yeah.	But	aside	from	that.”
Paige	 sighed,	 sat	 back,	 and	 rubbed	 her	 eyes.	 “There	 is	 no	 'aside

from	that'.	That's	the	only	way	you're	gonna	get	your	life	in	order.”
“I	was	afraid	you'd	say	that.”	Kelden	stood.	“Thanks,	anyway.”
“Look,	what	do	you	want	me	to	say?”	Paige	also	stood.	“Would	you

have	me	watch	you	do	something	I	believe	will	cause	you	great	harm	in
every	way	 and	 advise	 you	 how	 to	make	 it	 easier	 on	 yourself?	Do	 you
want	me	to	compromise	my	beliefs	for	your	comfort?”

Kelden	scowled.	“Well,	no,	but	-”



“But	 nothing!	 You	 asked	 my	 opinion.	 I	 could've	 lied,	 told	 you
something	soothing,	but	I	happen	to	think	you	deserve	honesty.	You	don't
agree	with	me.	That's	fine.	But	don't	set	me	up,	then	cut	me	off	for	being
honest!	And	if	you	don't	want	my	opinion,	don't	ask	for	it!”

“Thanks.	I'll	remember	that.”
“Kel,	please.”	She	laid	a	hand	on	his	arm	as	he	started	past	her,	but

her	voice	was	softer.	“I	don't	want	this	antagonism	between	us.”
“I	don't	 see	how	we	can	avoid	 it,	when	you	don't	approve	of	how	 I

live	my	life.”
“I	don't	approve	of	it	in	Tony	or	Michael,	either,	but	it	hasn't	disrupted

our	friendship.”
“That's	different.”
“How?”
“I	 -”	He	struggled,	uncertain	how	to	express	something	of	which	he

wasn't	sure	himself.	Finally	giving	up,	he	spread	his	hands	and	said,	 “It
just	is.”

Paige	 looked	at	him	a	 long	moment,	 then	nodded.	 “Yes.	 It	 is.”	She
turned	away,	picked	up	her	 violin,	 and	slowly	 left	 the	auditorium.	Kathy
joined	her	at	the	door.	Kelden	watched	them	vanish.	Something	deep	in
his	chest	wanted	to	shout	“Paige!”	and	run	after	her.	He	held	it	back	until
it	 stung	 and	 blurred	 his	 eyes.	 Then	 he	 picked	 up	 his	 bassoon	 and
followed.	

By	 the	 end	 of	 the	 second	 week	 after	 the	 fateful	 parade,	 Kelden
decided	Tony	and	Paige	were	right.	The	shock	waves	at	AgriState	were
already	lessening.	He	was	still	avoided	by	those	who	couldn't	handle	the
revelation,	but	in	more	subtle	ways.	The	artwork	in	the	stalls	vanished	for
good,	 but	 a	 new	 irritation	 appeared.	 On	 Friday	 morning	 he	 found	 a
comprehensive	 list	 of	 Bible	 references	 to	 homosexuality	 with	 an
exhortation	 to	 repent	 in	 his	 email,	 sent	 from	 an	 unrecognized	 account.
Later	that	day,	it	was	joined	by	an	obscene	and	insulting	joke	and	a	crude
proposition	 from	 other	 accounts.	 He	 remembered	 Tony's	 words	 and
stayed	cool,	simply	blocking	all	three	accounts.

The	day	was	drawing	to	a	close	when	Kelden	was	called	to	the	lobby
to	help	with	a	minor	but	stubbornly	persistent	error	in	the	account	of	one
of	 their	 long-time	 depositors,	 an	 elderly	 gentleman	 who'd	 never
developed	 a	 complete	 trust	 of	 computers.	He	was	 a	member	 of	 a	well
respected	 and	wealthy	 family,	 the	 great-grandson	 of	 one	 of	 Fell	 Park's



original	 settlers.	 He	 was	 also	 a	 charming,	 sharp-witted	 raconteur,	 and
those	who	waited	on	him	once	were	usually	eager	to	do	so	again,	giving
him	 exceptional	 personal	 service,	 even	 by	 AgriState	 standards.	 So
although	 Kelden's	 presence	 was	 not	 strictly	 necessary	 –	 customer
service	personnel	were	experts	at	 soothing	 technophobes,	and	his	end
could	 be	handled	 just	 as	 efficiently	 at	 his	 own	 terminal	 –	 he	was	more
than	 willing	 to	 dash	 up	 front	 when	 the	 gentleman	 asked	 to	 see	 “that
young	fella	in	charge	of	this	electronic	nightmare”.

The	 problem	 was	 a	 knotty	 one,	 a	 small	 hangover	 from	 what	 had
come	 to	be	called	 the	 “Post-Party	Panic”,	but	Kelden	was	able	 to	 trace
and	 repair	 it	quickly	while	 listening	 to	stories	of	Fell	Park	after	 the	First
World	War.	The	gentleman	also	told	of	how	his	grandfather	had	watched
crazy	old	Isaac	Washburn	standing	half-dressed	in	the	snow	and	cursing
the	 people	 of	 the	 town	 he'd	 built	 before	 hanging	 himself	 in	 the	 highest
cupola	of	his	fine	Victorian	mansion,	and	Kelden	was	reminded	of	Tony's
remark	 that	 Washburn	 might	 have	 been	 gay.	 With	 a	 few	 innocent	 but
leading	 questions,	 he	 was	 able	 to	 elicit	 the	 information	 that	Washburn
had,	 indeed,	been	a	misogynist,	 and	had	been	accused	 in	his	 youth	of
having	an	“unnatural	affection”	for	Jesse	Fell,	after	whom	he'd	named	the
town.	More	than	that	he	would	be	unable	to	 learn	without	refocusing	an
uncomfortable	amount	of	attention	on	himself.	

He'd	finished	the	repairs,	accompanied	the	old	man	to	the	door	with
the	 confident	 assurance	 that	 he	 would	 have	 no	 more	 trouble	 with	 his
account	 –	 an	 assurance	 that	 was	 met	 with	 good-natured	 skepticism	 –
and	was	on	his	way	back	across	the	lobby	when	a	voice	called	his	name.
Jordan	Hannoch	was	 just	walking	away	 from	 the	 tellers'	counter.	To	his
own	surprise,	Kelden	was	glad	to	see	him,	and	greeted	him	warmly.

“You	bank	here,	too?”	asked	Jordan.
“More	than	that,”	grinned	Kelden.	“I	work	here.”
“Really!	Doing	what?”
“Programmer-analyst.	Actually,	I	head	up	the	department.”
“No	kidding?	That's	what	I'm	working	toward!”
“You	want	my	job?”
Jordan	laughed.	“Not	this	particular	job.	Unless	you	happen	to	take	a

promotion	about	 the	time	I	graduate	next	December.	But	something	 like
it.”

Kelden	scratched	at	his	chin	 through	his	beard.	 “You	know,	 I	 kinda



pictured	you	as	a	preacher.”
Jordan	 looked	 startled.	 “Really!	 I've	 been	 praying	 about	 that	 very

thing!	I	always	thought	I'd	work	with	computers,	but	lately	I've	felt	an	urge
to	become	a	pastor.	 I	don't	know	if	 it's	God	or	me	that	wants	 it,	 though.
Look,	I	don't	wanna	keep	you	away	from	your	work	-”

“That's	 all	 right.	 I'm	 all	 but	 done	 for	 the	 day.	Unless	 a	major	 crisis
developed	in	the	last	hour,	which	has	been	known	to	happen.	I've	just	got
to	 check	my	 terminal,	 then	 shut	 it	 down,	 and	 I'm	 out	 of	 here.	Want	 to
come	down	with	me?”

“I'd	love	to!”
“Come	on,	 then.”	He	started	 for	 the	stairs,	 then	halted.	 “Oh.	Wait	a

minute.	 It	 might	 not	 be	 a	 good	 idea.	 They've	 just	 found	 out	 about	 me
around	here,	and	might	assume	you're	my	boyfriend.”	He	spoke	 lightly,
but	with	a	drop	of	acid.

Jordan	shrugged.	“Wouldn't	bother	me.”
Kelden	snorted.	 “Live	with	 it,	 and	you	might	 change	your	mind.	 I'm

trying	to	keep	a	low	profile	until	the	excitement	dies	down.”
“Okay.	 Say,	 last	 time	 we	 talked,	 you	 mentioned	 'the	 Hispanic	 guy

with	the	keyboards'.	Would	that	be	Antonio	Garza?”
“Yeah!	You	know	him?”
“Oh,	not	personally,	no!	No,	one	of	the	guys	on	my	floor	was	playing

Glass	 Comet's	 CD	 and	 said	 they	 were	 originally	 a	 local	 band	 and	 the
keyboard	player	was	still	around.	I	was	wondering	if	it	might	be	the	same
guy.”

“It	is.	You	want	to	meet	him?”
“I'd	 love	to,	although	that's	not	why	I	asked.	 I	was	wondering	 if	you

were	also	a	musician.”
“Because	I'm	bi?”
“No.	At	 least,	 I	don't	 think	that	was	part	of	 the	thought	process.	No,

I've	noticed	that	musicians	tend	to	hang	around	musicians,	regardless	of
sexual	preference.”

“Not	always.	One	of	my	closest	 friends	 is	a	building	contractor	and
about	as	musically	inclined	as	an	eggplant.	But	yes,	as	it	happens,	I	am	a
musician.”

“Rock?”
“No.	I'm	actually	a	bassoonist	with	the	LSU/FP	Orchestra.	But	I	enjoy

hard	rock	and	metal,	as	well	as	jazz	and	New	Impressionism.	You?”



Jordan	shook	his	head.	“I'm	strictly	a	listener	and	occasional	shower
stall	singer	when	no	one's	around.	New	Impressionism	–	 is	 that	 like	Liz
Story	and	David	Arkenstone	and	George	Winston?”

“Exactly.”
“I	 like	 that.	 New	 Impressionism.	Gets	 rid	 of	 some	 of	 the	New	Age

'cult'	connotations.	Listen,	 there's	 this	guy,	Paul	Cardall,	playing	over	at
LSU	 tonight.	 He's	 a	 Christian	 artist,	 but	 he'd	 fit	 into	 your	 New
Impressionism	category.	I	can	get	an	extra	ticket,	if	you're	interested.”

“How	much?”
“My	treat.”
Kelden	hesitated.	“Am	I	gonna	get	preached	at?”
“Probably,”	Jordan	answered	cheerfully.	“But	he's	worth	it.”
“Hmm.	What	about	your	reputation?”
“What	about	yours?	I	don't	mind	being	seen	with	a	queer,	if	you	don't

mind	being	seen	with	a	Holy	Roller.”
Anger	flashed	through	Kelden,	then	vanished	as	he	realized	Jordan

was	joking.	“All	right.	Where	is	it,	and	what	time	should	I	be	there?”
“Eight,	in	the	auditorium,	but	I	can	pick	you	up	at	7:30,	7:40.”
“That's	not	necessary!”
“Believe	me,	it	is.	You'll	never	find	a	place	to	park.	And	I	promise,	I'm

not	doing	this	just	to	prevent	you	from	escaping.	Say	the	word,	and	I'll	run
you	 back,	 no	 questions.	 Or	 just	 get	 up	 and	 walk	 out.	 You're	 under	 no
obligation	to	me	or	anyone	else.”

“Is	this	your	normal	approach	when	you're	'witnessing'?”
Jordan	shook	his	head.	“I	don't	have	an	'approach'.	I'm	not	good	at	it,

so	I	hardly	ever	do	it.	Right	now,	I	just	want	to	invite	you	to	a	concert,	but
I	don't	want	to	scare	you	off	or	make	you	feel	I'm	trying	to	control	you.”

“Well,	you	can	lighten	up.	If	I	don't	want	to	do	something,	believe	me,
I'll	tell	you.	It	happens	I've	heard	some	of	Johnson's	stuff,	and	I'd	love	to
see	him	in	person.	You	know	where	I	live,	right?”

“I	can	find	the	building	again,	but	beyond	that.	.	.	.”
“Well,	the	front	door	will	be	locked	by	then,	but	we've	got	an	intercom

system.	Just	ring,	and	I'll	buzz	you	up.	We're	all	the	way	at	the	top	of	the
stairs,	 a	 single	 door	 in	 the	 far	 corner.	Ring	 there,	 then	 come	up	 to	 the
apartment	itself.	Come	around	7,	and	we	can	have	a	Coke	or	something.”

“Sounds	good.	See	you	then.”
“By	the	way,”	Kelden	called	after	him,	“won't	you	have	just	as	much



trouble	parking?”
“Maybe,	 but	 I	 doubt	 it!”	 Jordan	 grinned	 and	 vanished	 across	 the

lobby.
Kelden	worked	later	than	he'd	planned;	the	Friday	Afternoon	Gremlin

had	snuck	 in	and	caused	one	of	 the	ATMs	 to	work	 too	well,	disbursing
double	 cash	 for	 each	 single	 request.	 Kelden	 and	 his	 team	 chased	 the
gremlin	 from	 the	 system	and	curbed	 the	machine's	generosity	before	 it
became	 embarrassing.	 Still,	 it	 took	 a	 couple	 of	 hours	 to	 reconcile	 the
electronic	balance	with	the	actual	money	left	in	the	machine,	track	down
the	 account	 numbers	 used	 during	 that	 time,	 note	 which	 showed
immediate	redeposits	equal	 to	 the	extra	disbursements,	and	generate	a
list	 of	 customers	 who	 had	 come	 out	 ahead.	 They	 sent	 the	 results	 to
customer	service,	who	would	be	working	even	later	to	notify	all	who	had
used	 that	machine	 of	 the	 error	 and	 either	 gratefully	 acknowledge	 their
repayment	or	gently	 remind	 them	of	 the	 true	owners	of	 their	new-found
wealth.	They	would,	of	course,	find	a	few	who	argued	that	it	either	hadn't
happened	or	that	since	it	was	the	bank's	error	they	should	be	permitted
to	 keep	 the	money,	 but	 none	of	 this	was	Kelden's	 concern.	That's	why
they	had	a	legal	department.	He	left	by	six.	

A	quick	stop	at	Grigio's	Deli	provided	dinner.	Then	he	walked	briskly
home,	his	hands	 thrust	deep	 in	his	pockets.	The	air	was	crisp	and	still,
and	 he	 could	 see	 a	 couple	 of	 stars	 through	 the	 cityglow.	 He	 almost
regretted	agreeing	to	the	concert;	it	would	be	a	beautiful	night	for	a	long
walk.	 He	wondered	why	 he'd	 agreed	 to	 an	 evening	 of	more	 judgment,
and	suddenly	he	didn't	want	 to	be	 in	 the	middle	of	a	bunch	of	 religious
freaks.	 He	 wanted	 to	 spend	 a	 quiet	 evening	 with	 Tony.	 They	 hadn't
spoken	much	lately,	aside	from	a	few,	brief,	murmured	exchanges	in	bed.
But	 Tony	wouldn't	 be	 there;	 he'd	 be	 at	 the	 library,	 or	 working	 late	 with
David.	Kelden	wanted	to	be	alone	with	Tony;	he	didn't	want	to	be	alone.
When	he	entered	the	dark,	silent	Penthouse,	an	evening	with	Jordan	and
his	fundamentalist	friends	didn't	look	so	bleak.

He	shaved	his	cheeks	and	throat	and	took	a	quick	shower,	choosing
black	jeans	and	a	dark	green	and	maroon	sweater.	He	had	just	enough
time	 to	 pick	 up	 a	 few	 random	 bits	 of	 flotsam	 when	 the	 lower	 buzzer
sounded.	He	went	to	the	intercom.	“Jordan?”

“Yeah.”
“Come	on	up.”	He	released	the	lower	lock,	then	waited	for	the	upper



bell	to	ring	and	released	that	one	as	well.	He	opened	the	Penthouse	door
just	as	Jordan	was	kicking	off	his	shoes.

“You	 know,”	 Jordan	 commented	as	Kelden	ushered	him	 in,	 “you've
got	more	security	here	than	–	wow!”	He	stopped	and	gaped.	

Kelden	laughed.	“I	felt	the	same	way	when	I	first	saw	it,	too.”
“This	is	incredible!”
“Come	on,	I'll	give	you	the	tour.”
He	 led	 Jordan	 around	 the	 Penthouse,	 switching	 on	 a	 new	 set	 of

ornamental	lights	to	show	off	the	roof	garden	through	the	windows.	When
they'd	finished,	he	offered	a	Coke,	but	Jordan	had	to	turn	him	down.

“I	don't	think	we'll	have	time	after	all,”	he	explained.
“All	right.	I'll	grab	my	coat	and	we'll	be	off.”
At	 that	 moment,	 the	 door	 opened.	 “¡Oye,	 amigo!”	 cried	 Tony.

“¡Vámonos	 al	 cine	 antes	 que	 me	 enoje!”	 Then	 he	 saw	 Jordan	 and
stopped.	“Ah,	perdón.	I	did	not	know	you	were	entertaining.”	

“No	 té	preocupes,”	Kelden	 replied.	 “Actually,	we	were	 just	 about	 to
leave.	Tony,	 this	 is	Jordan	Hannoch,	 the	guy	who	saved	my	ass	 in	 jail.
Jordan,	Tony	Garza.”	

“Es	en	placer	conocerte.”	Jordan	grinned	and	shook	his	hand.	“I	just
heard	 Glass	 Comet's	 CD	 recently,	 and	 your	 keyboard	 work	 blew	 me
away.”	

“Gracias.	Tu	Español	es	muy	bueno.”	
“Gracias.	 I've	 been	 taking	 Spanish	 since	 freshman	 year	 in	 high

school.	So,	when's	the	next	CD	coming	out?”	
Tony	shook	his	head.	“Glass	Comet	es	muerte.”	
“I'm	sorry	to	hear	that!	You	guys	got	real	talent!”
“Gracias	de	nuevo.	But	what	is	this	about	you	saving	Kelden	in	jail?	I

did	not	hear	about	this!”	
“It	 was	 nothing.”	 Jordan	 glanced	 at	 Kelden.	 “He	 was	 accused	 of

something,	and	I	was	a	witness	that	he	didn't	do	it.”
“I	can	tell	you	about	it	later,”	Kelden	interjected.	“We	should	really	get

going.”
“You're	right,”	agreed	Jordan.	“Hey,”	he	added	to	Tony,	“you	want	to

go	to	 the	Paul	Cardall	concert	on	campus	with	us?	He	does	softer	stuff
than	you	do,	but	you'd	probably	like	him.”

“Gracias,	no.	I	think	I	will	stay	here	tonight,	or	go	to	a	movie	myself.
Should	I	wait	up	for	you?”	he	asked	Kelden.	



“Only	 if	 you	 want	 to,”	 frowned	 Kelden.	 “I	 don't	 know	 how	 late	 the
concert	will	run.”

“Está	bien.	Que	tengas	un	buen	tiempo.”	
“What	 was	 that	 all	 about?”	 asked	 Jordan	 as	 they	 descended	 the

stairs.
“I'm	not	sure,”	Kelden	confessed,	“but	I	think	he	thought	I	was	going

to	spend	the	night	with	you.”
“Ah.”
“See	what	I	mean	about	your	reputation?”
Jordan	shrugged.	“That's	the	way	it	goes.	I	can	live	with	it.	I	just	hope

it	doesn't	cause	problems	for	you.	Anyway,	you'll	probably	have	to	face	a
few	assumptions	yourself	at	the	concert.”

They	emerged	onto	the	sidewalk.	Kelden	looked	for	a	car,	but	Jordan
led	 him	 to	 a	 red	 and	white	 Honda	 500	 Interceptor	 parked	 at	 the	 curb.
“Sweet!”	he	exclaimed.

“Hope	your	coat's	warm.”	Jordan	handed	him	a	spare	helmet.
“No	 problem.	 I	 see	 what	 you	 mean	 about	 not	 having	 a	 problem

parking.”
“Yeah.	 There	 are	 a	 lot	 more	 cars	 than	 motorcycles	 on	 campus,

especially	during	February.	You	don't	mind	going	like	this,	do	you?”
“Not	 at	 all!”	 Kelden	 settled	 himself	 behind	 Jordan.	 “I'd've	 gotten	 a

bike	myself	long	ago,	but	neither	my	parents	nor	my	wives	trusted	them.”
“You've	been	married?”
“Twice.”
Conversation	 became	 too	 difficult	 as	 Jordan	 pulled	 away	 from	 the

curb.	Kelden	wondered	briefly	about	road	conditions;	it	hadn't	snowed	for
several	days,	but	not	all	slick	patches	had	yet	dried	up.	Jordan,	however,
was	an	excellent	driver,	quickly	hitting	the	speed	limit	and	even	creeping
a	bit	above	it,	slowing	only	when	necessary.	Ice	he	darted	around	when
he	could	or	sailed	over	when	he	had	to,	but	not	once	did	Kelden	feel	any
hint	of	a	 loss	of	control.	He	 took	 this	as	a	good	omen	and	settled	 in	 to
enjoy	himself.

The	concert	was	everything	Jordan	had	promised,	 in	quality	and	 in
evangelism.	But	the	atmosphere	felt	so	good,	Kelden	willing	sat	through
the	 latter.	 In	 fact,	 he	 listened	 intently	 to	 everything	Paul	Cardall	 had	 to
say,	musically	 and	 philosophically.	 He	 still	 disagreed	with	 the	 theology,
but	 it	 seemed	 to	 be	making	a	 little	more	 sense	all	 the	 time.	As	 for	 the



music,	it	blazed	no	new	trails	and	contained	no	startling	innovations,	but
its	sonorities	were	beautiful	and	rich.

Afterward,	 Kelden	 found	 out	 what	 Jordan	 had	 meant	 by
assumptions.	Jordan's	friends	assumed	he	was	one	of	them,	and	spoke
accordingly.	 Kelden	 smiled	 but	 said	 little,	 listening	 with	 amusement	 to
their	 exclamations	of	 “Praise	God!”	 and	 their	 talk	 of	 being	 “blessed”	 by
Johnson	and	how	so-and-so	had	gotten	“saved”	that	night.	It	was	several
minutes	 before	 someone	 finally	 asked,	 “Didn't	 I	 see	 you	 in	 the	 CIGLA
'Free	To	Love'	parade?”

Perhaps	he	was	being	overly	sensitive,	but	Kelden	swore	he	felt	the
atmosphere	 change.	 He	 was	 suddenly	 an	 outsider,	 and	 not	 only	 an
outsider,	but	one	of	them.	He	nodded.	“Yes.”	

“How'd	 you	 get	 to	 know	 Jordan?”	 asked	 a	 pretty	 coed	 who	 didn't
seem	afraid	of	him.	He	looked	at	her	with	interest,	drawn	to	her.

“We	were	talking	at	the	rally	afterward.”	Jordan	slipped	smoothly	into
the	conversation,	moving	in	next	to	Kelden	in	a	way	that	could	almost	be
called	protective.

“Was	that	when	you	got	arrested?”	one	of	the	guys	asked	Jordan.
“Yeah.”	Jordan	leapt	deftly	over	the	night	in	jail.	“They	released	us	at

the	same	time,	and	Kel	gave	me	a	ride	back	to	the	dorm.	Then	I	ran	into
him	 over	 at	 AgriState	 today,	 and	 found	 out	 he	 likes	 this	 kind	 of	music.
Kel,	this	is.	.	.	.”	and	he	named	the	members	of	the	group.

Kelden	felt	the	tone	shift	again.	The	religious	language	lessened	and
spiritual	topics	were	replaced	with	more	general	ones;	not,	he	realized,	to
hide	any	Christian	 “secrets”,	 but	 to	actively	 include	him.	And,	 after	 that
initial	 hesitation,	 he	 found	 himself	 accepted	 as	 if	 his	 sexual	 orientation
made	no	difference.	In	fact,	 the	parade	wasn't	mentioned	again,	and	no
one	 asked	 him	 about	 his	 private	 life	 or	 tried	 to	 convince	 him	 he	 was
somehow	in	the	wrong.	The	conversation	–	indeed,	the	whole	attitude	of
the	group	–	was	sex	free.	He	didn't	get	a	feeling	that	sex	was	forbidden,
only	 that	 it	 was,	 at	 least	 for	 the	 moment,	 unimportant.	 Even	 his	 initial
attraction	 to	 the	 coed	 had	 become	 absorbed	 into	 the	 general	 group
camaraderie.	 He	 gradually	 understood	 that	 their	 initial	 reaction	 wasn't
one	of	 repugnance,	but	simply	of	surprise	 that	he	wasn't	a	Jesus	Freak
as	 they'd	 thought,	 and	 that	 while	 Jordan's	 support	 had	 quickened	 the
process,	they'd	have	probably	accepted	him	eventually	anyway.	Jordan's
role	was	probably	more	that	of	a	bridge	between	strangers.



The	 crowd	was	 rapidly	 thinning.	 Someone	 suggested	 a	 pizza,	 and
asked	 Kelden	 if	 he	 wanted	 to	 join	 them.	 He	 hesitated	 and	 glanced	 at
Jordan.

“It's	up	to	you,”	smiled	Jordan,	speaking	quietly.	“I'll	follow	your	lead.”
“Would	you	mind	if	we.	.	.	.”	Kelden	began	slowly.
“Skipped?	No	problem.”	He	 raised	his	voice	slightly	and	addressed

the	others.	“Kel	and	I	are	going	to	pass	this	time.”
“Thanks	anyway,”	added	Kelden.
The	 group	 expressed	 their	 regrets	 and	 urged	 him	 to	 come	 around

any	time,	 then	 left	 in	a	 laughing	knot	 that	made	Kelden	wish	he'd	taken
them	up	on	their	offer.	He	turned	to	Jordan.	“I'm	sorry.	Did	you	really	want
to	go?”

“I	can	get	pizza	any	time.	You	want	to	head	back?”
Kelden	chewed	his	 lip.	Not	really,	 he	 thought.	Tony	would	probably

be	at	that	movie.	He	missed	Paige,	but	what	more	could	they	say	to	one
another?	He	felt	the	urge	to	go	to	a	bar,	but	it	wasn't	really	a	desire,	just	a
habit.	What	the	hell	do	I	want?	

He	started	at	 the	hand	on	his	 shoulder.	 “You	want	me	 to	pray	with
you?”	Jordan	asked	quietly.

Kelden	teetered	perilously	on	the	edge,	then	shook	his	head.
“Why?”
“I	don't	know.”
“You	know	it's	right.”
“No,	I	don't.”	Kelden	felt	the	stirrings	of	rebellion.
Jordan	 must	 have	 sensed	 the	 barriers	 going	 up;	 he	 nodded	 and

dropped	his	hand.	“Okay.	You	want	that	Coke	now?”
Kelden	made	a	quick	decision.	“I	think	I	should	just	head	on	back.”
“Right.”
“You	don't	have	to	drive	me,	though.”
“Nah,	that's	all	right.	I'll	drop	you	off	and	catch	up	with	the	others	at

Fortunato's.”
“In	 Fairbury?	 Listen,	 ask	 for	 a	 Pizza	 Santori.	 Carman	 Fortunato

created	 it	 for	 a	 friend	 of	 mine.	 It's	 a	 pretty	 odd	 combination,	 but	 it's
delicious.	 It's	got.	 .	 .	 .”	And	 they	walked	 to	Jordan's	motorcycle,	 talking
pizza.

The	Penthouse	was	dark	and	quiet	when	Kelden	got	 in.	 It	was	only
about	eleven;	he	wondered	if	he	ought	to	wait	for	Tony	to	get	back	from



the	movie.	But	then,	surely,	if	he	were	going	to	be	here	at	all	tonight,	he'd
be	back	by	now.	All	 right,	maybe	he'd	go	out,	 too.	He	didn't	want	 to	go
out.	He	hadn't	practiced	yet	that	day.	He	didn't	want	to	practice.	He	pulled
out	his	phone.	He	put	 it	away.	He	knew	what	she'd	say.	He	went	 to	 the
window	and	stared	out	into	the	roof	garden.

So,	are	you	really	there?	he	asked	silently.	Do	all	these	people	really
know	 what	 they're	 talking	 about?	 I	 wish	 it	 were	 true.	 He	 stopped	 and
examined	that	thought.	Do	I	really?	Or	am	I	just	moody	tonight?	Yes.	No.
Oh,	God,	I	don't	know.	He	chuckled	mentally.	I'm	calling	on	you,	and	I'm
not	even	sure	you're	there!	A	chill	ran	down	his	back	and	he	turned	away
from	the	window.	You're	not	 really	 there,	are	you?	But	what	 if	you	are?
What	if	Paige	and	Jordan	and	Jeff	Johnson	and	even	Father	Martin	at	St.
Andrew's	are	all	right?	“God,”	he	breathed,	“if	you're	really	there	-”	

“Are	you	going	to	pace	all	the	night	down	there?”
The	voice	was	soft,	but	Kelden	still	jumped.
“Jeez,	Tony!”	he	spluttered.	“You	about	scared	the	shit	out	of	me!”	He

came	 around	 and	 peered	 into	 the	 loft	 where,	 in	 the	 starshine	 from	 the
garden	 and	 the	 skylight,	 he	 could	 dimly	 see	 Tony	 propped	 up	 on	 his
elbow	in	bed.	“You	been	here	all	this	time?”

“All	this	time.”
“What	about	your	movie?”
“I	changed	my	mind.”
“You	haven't	been	sleeping	all	evening,	have	you?”
“No.”
Kelden	studied	his	shadowy	form,	then	asked,	“You	all	right?”
“Oh,	si.”	There	was	a	rustle	of	sheets	and	slight	squeak	of	springs	as

Tony	sat	up	and	swung	his	 legs	over	 the	side	of	 the	bed.	 “I	was	a	 little
disappointed	we	could	not	be	together	tonight,	but	I	got	over	it.”	He	came
to	the	head	of	the	stairs,	belting	his	robe.		

“I	thought	you'd	be	at	the	library	all	night.	Or	working.”
“Si.	Lo	sé.	The	concert,	how	was	it?”	
“Very	good.	I	wish	you	could've	gone.”
“There	would	not	have	been	room	for	both	of	us	on	the	back	of	his

motorcycle.”	 Tony	 descended	 the	 stairs	 and	 headed	 into	 the	 kitchen.
“Anyway,	 I	would	have	been	–	what	 is	 it?	The	 third	wheel?”	He	drew	a
can	of	Coke	from	the	refrigerator.

“Jeez,	Tony!	Jordan's	just	a	friend,	the	guy	who	got	me	out	of	jail!”



“Really?	 I	 did	 not	 know	 that.	 Ah,	 but	 then,	 you	 have	 not	 told	 me
anything	about	that	night.”

“Hell,	you	never	asked!”
“I	did	not	wish	 to	pry.	Perdón,	 I	should	have,	 I	 think.”	He	sat	at	 the

table	and	took	a	sip.	
After	 a	 moment,	 Kelden	 sat	 across	 from	 him	 and	 asked,	 quietly,

“What's	this	all	about?”
Tony	 stroked	 his	mustache	 and	 scratched	 at	 the	 stubble	 along	 his

jawline.	 Then	 he	 said,	 “I	 see	 you	 moving	 away	 from	 me,	 amigo.	 The
times	when	we	are	 together	 in	bed,	 it	 is	good,	but	 it	 is	not	enough.	Oh,
you	are	not	so	much	una	máquina,	it	is	true,	and	-”	he	raised	his	hand	to
forestall	Kelden's	protest	 “-	 and	 I	 have	been	muy	ocupado	 to	 finish	my
studies.	But	it	is	more	than	that.	There	is	something	in	here	-”	he	reached
across	the	table	and	gently	tapped	Kelden's	chest,	just	above	his	heart,	“-
that	is	pulling	away.	No	quiero	perderte.”	

“You're	not	losing	me.”	Kelden's	reply	was	equally	quiet.
“I	am.	Your	heart,	it	is	torn	in	many	directions.	There	is	Paige	-”
“I	don't	have	anything	for	Paige	-!”
“There	is	Paige.”	Tony's	gentle	voice	would	permit	no	argument.	“And

now,	there	is	Jordan.”
“Dammit,	 Tony!”	 cried	 Kelden.	 “Will	 you	 listen	 to	 me?	 There	 is

nothing	between	Jordan	and	me!	And	even	if	I	wanted	him,	which	I	don't,
it	wouldn't	do	any	good.	He's	a	Christian,	so	he's	more	interested	in	my
soul	than	my	body!	If	he	wants	me	at	all,	it's	for	his	God!”	

Tony	 shook	 his	 head.	 “That	 does	 not	make	me	 feel	 better.	Paige	 I
can	fight.	 I	do	not	want	to,	and	I	do	not	think	it	would	help	if	 I	did.	But	I
cannot	fight	God.	If	I	lose	you	to	God,	I	will	never	get	you	back.”

“Ha!”	Kelden	snorted.	“If	that's	what's	bothering	you,	you	can	relax!”
Tony	shrugged.	“Ya	veremos.”	
“I	promise	you,	I	will	not	leave	you	for	Paige	or	God	or	anyone	else!”

Their	eyes	 locked,	Kelden's	snapping	defiance	at	Tony's	sad	questions.
Tony	smiled	slightly.

“Do	not	make	such	promises,	amigo,”	he	murmured.	“The	pain	only
becomes	greater	when	they	are	broken.”	He	drained	the	Coke	can,	then
slowly	returned	to	the	loft,	leaving	Kelden	to	sit	in	silence.	

	
	



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
David	was	at	 his	desk,	 leaning	back	 in	his	 chair,	 and	Michael
sat	 nearby.	 Their	 eyes	 held	 neither	 welcome	 nor	 hostility,
although	 either	 could	 appear	 at	 any	 moment.	 Kelden	 hadn't



expected	 to	 confront	 both	 at	 once.	 He	 hesitated	 and	 almost
backed	out.
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Chapter	5
	
	

Jordan	called	 the	 following	Friday	 to	 invite	Kelden	 to	a	pizza	party.
They	 passed	a	 pleasant	 half-hour	 in	 conversation,	 but	Kelden	declined
the	 invitation.	 He'd	 already	 planned	 to	 see	 a	 play	 with	 Tony,	 who	 had
never	had	an	interest	in	theater	but	was	willing	to	try	it.	He	was	also	far
less	willing	to	expose	himself	to	proselytizing	than	he	had	been	the	week
before.

That	 same	 reluctance	 kept	 him	 away	 from	 Paige	 at	 rehearsal.
Neither	did	she	seek	him	out,	which	puzzled	him.	He	wondered	if	Kathy
had	something	 to	do	with	 that;	she	did	seem	 to	be	monopolizing	Paige
during	 breaks.	 He	 wondered	 if	 Kathy	 had	 reawakened	 Paige's
lesbianism.	 The	 possibility	 disturbed	 him	 deeply;	 why,	 he	 couldn't	 say.
Wasn't	Paige	just	as	free	as	him	to	express	herself	sexually	–	or	not	–	as
she	saw	fit?	And	if	she	and	Kathy	had	indeed	become	lovers,	didn't	that
just	 vindicate	Kelden	and	undermine	Paige?	Any	 return	Paige	made	 to



lesbianism	would	be	a	triumph	for	him.	And	yet	he	desperately	hoped	it
hadn't	happened;	wouldn't	happen.	He	studied	them	as	surreptitiously	as
possible,	but	could	come	to	no	firm	conclusions.

But	if	his	relationship	with	Paige	–	and	hers	with	Kathy	–	seemed	to
be	growing	vague,	his	 relationship	with	Tony	seemed	 to	be	coming	 into
sharper	focus.	And	the	picture	wasn't	entirely	pleasant.	Tony	seemed,	 if
not	to	enjoy	the	play,	at	least	to	find	it	interesting.	Kelden	felt	encouraged
to	make	plans	for	them	to	attend	other	plays	and	concerts	and	exhibits	in
Fell	 Park	 and	 Bloomington/Normal	 and	 Kankakee	 and	 Peoria	 and
Chicago.	Tony	begged	off	many	of	them;	he	was	still	spending	a	lot	of	his
time	at	the	LSU	library	and	Cervenka	Construction.	Kelden	began	feeling
a	certain	jealousy,	and	friction	started	growing	between	them.

Kelden	had	known	since	the	day	they	had	returned	to	the	Penthouse
that	he	couldn't	possibly	live	there	and	not	encounter	David	and	Michael.
It	was	blind	luck	–	and	Tony's	willingness	to	deal	with	them	himself	–	that
had	postponed	it	this	long.	And	he	thought	he	was	ready	for	it.	He	was	no
longer	angry	with	either	of	them,	and	was	even	thinking	of	trying	again	to
reconcile	with	David.	 But	when	 he	 came	 bounding	 up	 the	 stairs	 to	 the
second	floor	one	Wednesday	after	work,	he	was	unprepared	to	find	Tony
deep	in	smiling	conversation	with	Michael	outside	his	office	door.

Anger	 flared	 up	 without	 warning.	 Isn't	 it	 enough	 that	 you	 came
between	David	 and	me?	 he	 thought.	Do	 you	 have	 to	make	 a	 play	 for
Tony,	too?	He	immediately	clamped	down	on	himself.	They're	just	talking,
for	God's	sake.	Don't	lose	your	perspective,	get	all	paranoid.	Smile.	Say
hello.	

“Hello,”	he	smiled.	“I	wondered	when	we'd	run	into	each	other.”
Tony	and	Michael	 exchanged	glances.	Kelden	had	been	quick,	 but

not	quick	enough.	They'd	seen	the	rage,	if	only	for	an	instant.
“I've	 been	 down	 here	 all	 along,”	 Michael	 said.	 He	 realized

immediately	that	his	light	jest	had	sounded	accusatory	and	tried	to	cover
quickly.	 “How've	 you	 been?”	His	 voice	 caught	 and	 he	 coughed	 into	 his
fist.

“Fine.	 Couldn't	 be	 better,”	 Kelden	 replied	with	 hollow	 cheerfulness.
“You?”

“Not	bad.	Been	fighting	a	cold	the	last	couple	weeks.”
Kelden	 looked	 closer.	 Even	 in	 the	 subdued	 light	 Michael	 seemed

pale,	his	lower	eyelids	a	little	shadowy,	his	face	a	little	drawn.



“You	talk	to	David	recently?”	Michael	continued.
Kelden	shook	his	head.	“Not	since	around	Thanksgiving.	How	is	he?”
“Good.	He	probably	wouldn't	mind	if	you	went	down	and	asked	him

yourself.”
“I'll	do	that,	soon.”	Silence	fell.	“Listen,”	Kelden	said	after	an	awkward

moment,	 “I	 don't	 think	 I	 ever	 apologized	 for	 that	 day.	 In	 the	 bar.	 Or
thanked	you	for	not	pressing	charges.”

“You're	welcome.”
Again	they	were	silent.	Then	Kelden	said,	“Well	–	see	you	around.”
“Yeah.”
They	 nodded	 to	 each	 other	 and	 Kelden	 resumed	 his	 climb.	 He

started	 trembling	 before	 he	 reached	 the	 next	 floor.	 And	 he	was	 all	 the
way	 to	 the	Penthouse	door	before	he	 realized	he	hadn't	 acknowledged
Tony	during	the	entire	exchange.

Tony	found	him	fifteen	minutes	later	leaning	on	the	wall	at	the	edge
of	 the	 roof	 garden.	 Kelden	 was	 studying	 the	 rooftops	 of	 the	 nearest
buildings	 and	 the	 distant	 towers	 of	 the	 LSU	 dorms	 peeking	 over	 bare
trees	tinged	deep	yellow	and	orange	and	red	by	the	setting	sun.	The	air
was	calm,	the	sky	a	deep,	rich	blue.	Spring	was	approaching.

This	 time	 it	 was	 Tony	 who	 broke	 the	 silence.	 “The	 air,	 it	 smells
wonderful.”

Kelden	nodded.
“I	am	 looking	 forward	 to	spending	some	 time	out	here	when	 it	gets

warmer,”	Tony	continued.
After	 a	 few	 heartbeats,	 Kelden	 murmured,	 “We	 should've	 at	 least

been	using	the	grill	out	here.”
“Si.”	 More	 time	 passed,	 then	 Tony	 said	 lightly,	 “I	 was	 down	 there

when	you	were	talking	to	Michael.”
“I	know.”
“Ah.	I	was	not	sure.”
“Mm.”	Kelden	gave	a	single,	perfunctory	chuckle.	Then	he	said,	“You

know,	 I'm	 not	 really	 mad	 at	 David	 or	 Michael	 anymore.	 In	 fact,	 I	 was
planning	on	going	down	and	making	up	with	them	soon.”

Tony	waited.
“I	screwed	it,	didn't	I?”	Kelden	asked	at	last.
“Todo	depende,	amigo.”
“Depends	on	what?”



“On	what	you	were	trying	to	prove	down	there.”
“I	wasn't	trying	to	'prove'	anything.”
Tony	shrugged.	“Quizás.”
Kelden	scowled.	 “There's	no	 'perhaps'	 to	 it.	 I	was	 just	 trying	 to	 talk

with	the	guy.”
“Then,	si,	you	screwed	it.”
“Hey,	I	tried!”
“Do	you	always	start	 to	make	the	peace	by	 looking	like	you	wish	to

murder	someone?”
“I	was	taken	by	surprise.”
“¿Por	que?	Michael	 in	 the	hall	 by	 his	 own	office	 door,	 or	me	 there

talking	to	him?”
“Dammit,	Tony,	don't	be	ridiculous!”
“Dime,	why	am	I	being	ridiculous?	Your	face,	it	was	como	un	esposo

celoso.”
“Ha!	What	do	you	know	about	jealous	husbands?”
“You	would	be	surprised.	Pero	no	cambies	la	platica.	Why	were	you

so	angry?”
Kelden	struggled,	then	muttered,	“I	was	afraid.”
“Afraid?	¿De	qué?”
Kelden	just	shook	his	head,	refusing	to	look	at	him.
Tony	sighed.	“I	think,	sometimes,	that	you	do	not	trust	me.”
“Of	course	I	do!	It's	not	you	at	all!”
“Then	 it	 is	 Michael?”	 He	 received	 no	 answer.	 “I	 thought	 you	 had

forgiven	him	and	David?”
“I	thought	I	had,	too.”
They	 stood	 side	 by	 side,	 looking	 across	 the	 town.	 The	 sky	 was

darkening	to	purple,	the	gold	on	the	trees	was	retreating,	leaving	browns
and	grays,	and	a	cold	breeze	swirled	over	the	wall.

“The	problem,”	Tony	said	carefully,	“is	not	in	Michael	or	David	or	me,
it	 is	 in	 you.”	 Kelden	 waited,	 so	 Tony	 continued.	 “You	 were	 not	 angry
because	they	were	gay,	except	for	your	own	prejudices.”

“But	I	was	wrong.	I	admitted	that.”
“Si.	 And	 you	 are	 still	 angry.	 It	 is	 not	 because	Michael	 is	 gay,	 it	 is

because	he	is	a	rival.”
“But	I	don't	want	David!”
“Oh,	si,	not	as	a	lover.	As	a	friend.”



“You	think	because	Michael	became	his	lover	-”
“You	saw	it	as	a	threat	to	your	friendship	with	David.	Kel,	you	do	not

want	to	be	a	friend,	you	want	to	be	the	friend.”
“What	do	you	mean?”
“When	you	have	a	friend,	or	a	lover,	or	a	wife,	you	want	him	or	her	to

yourself,	solitario.”
“Oh,	come	on!”
“Si,	 it	 is	 true!	Michael	 did	 not	 threaten	 so	much	 your	 sexuality,	 he

threatened	your	friendship.”
“Hell,	Tony,	I'm	willing	to	share	David	–	or	you	–	with	anyone!”
Tony	shook	his	head.	 “You	 tell	me	 that,	 and,	quizás,	 you	 think	 you

even	mean	it.	But	your	heart,	it	does	not	listen	to	your	head.”
“I	thought	I	was	supposed	to	be	a	heartless	bastard.”
Tony	sighed.	“Tú	sabes	lo	qué	significa.	What	you	say	and	what	you

do	are	como	de	dia	y	de	noche.”
The	glow	was	gone	 from	 the	sky	now.	Kelden	stared	at	 the	distant

sparks	that	were	the	windows	of	the	LSU	dorms,	then	turned.	“What	I'm
doing,”	he	announced,	“is	shivering.	What	I'm	saying	is	'I'm	cold'.	Let's	go
in.”

“Está	bien.”
They	said	no	more	until	Kelden	had	 locked	 the	door.	Then	he	said

quietly,	“I	think	you	may	be	right.”
“¿Qué?”
Kelden	nodded.	“Si.	Tú	tienes	la	razón.	It	bugged	the	hell	out	of	me

to	see	Michael	talking	to	you.	But	it's	not	like	that	all	the	time.	I	don't	have
any	problem	with	you	and	David.	Or	you	and	Paige.”

“We	were	already	friends.	You	were	el	nuevo	de	la	caudra.”
“Yeah.	Maybe.	 I	 couldn't	 feel	 threatened,	 because	 if	 anyone	was	 a

threat,	it	would've	been	me.”	Kelden	sighed.	“Gar,	I'm	sorry.	Perdón.	Por
favor	perdoná	me.”

Tony	embraced	him.	“Si.	Seguro,	mi	amigo.”
“And	you	can	have	any	friends	you	want.	I	won't	stop	you.”
“I	will	be	satisfied	if	you	will	give	to	me	a	little	space	to	breathe.”
“You	got	it.”
A	warm	glow	 settled	 over	Kelden	 and	 stayed	with	 him	 through	 the

following	day	at	work.	He	felt	he	could	handle	the	nastiest	insults	anyone
could	 throw	at	him,	but	no	one	bothered	him	at	all.	There	were	always



new	scandals	to	cherish,	and	the	old	ones	quickly	grew	cold.
He	still	 felt	good	after	work,	so	when	he	walked	 in	 the	front	door	of

the	 Van	 Duyn	 Building,	 he	 went	 straight	 to	 the	 offices	 of	 Cervenka
Construction.	 True,	 David	 was	 probably	 on	 a	 job	 site.	 But	 Kelden	 felt
lucky.	 Jeani,	 the	 receptionist,	 greeted	 him	warmly,	 commenting	 on	 how
long	it'd	been	since	they'd	seen	him.	They	chatted	for	a	bit,	then	Kelden
asked,	“Is	David	in?”

“He	has	someone	with	him	right	now,”	she	replied,	“but	I	can	let	him
know	you're	here.”

“Please.”
Jeani	spoke	on	the	phone,	then	smiled	at	Kelden.	“Go	on	in.”
“Thanks.”	He	 felt	a	momentary	qualm	as	he	grasped	 the	doorknob,

but	pushed	resolutely	in,	a	smile	on	his	face.
David	 was	 at	 his	 desk,	 leaning	 back	 in	 his	 chair,	 and	Michael	 sat

nearby.	 Their	 eyes	 held	 neither	 welcome	 nor	 hostility,	 although	 either
could	appear	at	any	moment.	Kelden	hadn't	expected	to	confront	both	at
once.	He	hesitated	and	almost	backed	out.

“Hello,	 Kel,”	 David	 said	 quietly.	 Michael	 coughed,	 a	 deep,	 bullfrog
cough.	 He	 looked	 worse	 in	 the	 bright	 office	 light	 than	 he	 had	 the	 day
before.

“David.	Michael.”	 Kelden	 nodded	 to	 each.	 “Um	–	may	 I	 sit	 down?”
David	nodded,	and	Kelden	took	the	chair	he	indicated.

They	stared	at	each	other,	then	David	said,	“So,	how	you	been?”
“Fine.	 Listen.”	 Kelden	 decided	 to	 plunge	 straight	 in.	 “I	 need	 to

apologize	to	you	–	both	of	you	–	for	the	way	I've	been	acting.	I've	been
wrong,	right	from	the	beginning.”

Michael	lifted	an	eyebrow,	and	David	nodded	to	him	to	continue.
Kelden	took	a	deep	breath.	“I	had	a	lot	of	prejudices,	but	it	was	more

than	 that.	 I	was	 jealous,	 too.	Not	of	your	sexual	 relationship,”	he	added
quickly,	“of	your	friendship.	I	thought	I	was	your	closest	friend,	David.”

“You	 were,”	 David	 replied	 quietly.	 “What	 Michael	 and	 I	 have	 is
different.”

“I	know.	I	didn't	understand	that	then.	I	thought	you	didn't	want	me	as
a	friend	anymore.	I	thought	Michael	had	become	your	closest	friend,	and
I	 was	 being	 cut	 out.”	 He	 looked	 at	 Michael.	 “That's	 why	 I	 was	 upset
yesterday.	I	thought	it	was	happening	again.”

Michael	 shook	 his	 head.	 “I	 tried	 to	 tell	 you	 before,”	 he	 said	 in	 an



extremely	 hoarse	 voice	 that	 threatened	 to	 fragment	 into	 a	 whisper.	 “I
never	 wanted	 to	 disrupt	 your	 friendship	with	 David.	 That's	 why	 I	 came
over	to	you	at	Bricker's.”

“I	know.”
“And	 I	 wasn't	 planning	 anything	 with	 Tony.	We're	 friends,	 period.	 I

certainly	don't	need	another	partner!”
“I	know	that,	too.”
“You're	 really	 lucky	 with	 Tony,”	 David	 observed.	 “It's	 rare	 when

someone	can	find	a	friend	and	a	lover.	Even	in	traditional	relationships.”
Kelden's	 lips	 twitched	 in	 a	 sardonic	 smile	 that	 was	 gone	 almost

before	it	had	begun.	“Don't	I	know	it?	Which	means	I'll	probably	screw	it
up	somehow.”

David	 sighed.	 “That's	 what	 I've	 always	 liked	 about	 you	 –	 your
incurable	optimism.”

Kelden	 relaxed.	 This	 was	 the	 old	 David,	 the	 one	 who	 could	 trade
good-natured	insults	with	him.	Maybe	things	would	be	all	right	after	all.

“So,	 where	 do	 we	 go	 from	 here?”	 rasped	 Michael,	 and	 coughed
again.

On	 the	 other	 hand,	 thought	 Kelden,	maybe	 this	 won't	 be	 so	 easy.
“Well,”	he	answered	slowly,	“I	guess	that's	up	to	you	guys.	David,	I'd	like
to	renew	our	friendship.	I	know	things	have	changed	since	last	fall,	and	I
can't	really	expect	it	to	be	like	it	was.	I	don't	expect	it	to.	But	–	well,	I	told
you	once	before,	I	miss	you.”	He	faltered,	uncertain	where	to	go	next.	

“I've	missed	you,	too,	Kel,”	David	replied	quietly.	“I	told	you	that.	But	I
also	told	you	we're	not	the	only	ones	involved	in	this	situation.”

“I	know.”	Kelden	looked	steadily	at	him.
“And?”
Kelden	inhaled	deeply,	exhaled,	and	turned	fully	to	Michael,	who	was

staring	at	him	with	an	intensity	that	went	far	beyond	a	lawyer	listening	to
a	 witness	 on	 the	 stand.	 His	 face	 was	 drawn	 and	 pale,	 but	 his	 eyes
burned.	Kelden	was	shaken.	 “I	–	uh.	 .	 .	 .”	He	had	 to	 take	another	deep
breath.	“I	apologize	once	again	for	attacking	you	at	Bricker's	and	for	the
things	I	said.	More	important,	I	apologize	for	the	way	I've	treated	you	and
David.	I	had	no	right	to	force	him	to	choose	between	us	or	to	judge	you	or
accuse	you	of	trying	to	ruin	our	friendship.	I	was	wrong	about	both	of	you.
I	–	I	accept	your	relationship	with	David.	Completely.”	Michael	caught	his
breath,	but	said	nothing.	“I	don't	know	if	you	and	I	can	be	friends.	I	hope



so.”	 He	 paused	 again.	 Michael	 seemed	 to	 be	 waiting	 for	 something.
“Anyway,	I'm	sorry.”	Then,	almost	as	an	afterthought,	he	added,	“Forgive
me.”

Michael	released	his	breath	 in	a	 long	sigh.	“Yes,”	he	murmured,	his
voice	barely	audible.	“Yes.	Of	course.	I'd	welcome	your	friendship.”

Kelden	 stared.	 Surely	 the	 resolution	 of	 this	 problem	 wasn't	 that
important?	He	glanced	at	David,	but	David's	expression	said	that	he	was
as	confused	as	Kelden.

After	 a	moment,	David	 opened	his	mouth	 to	 speak,	 but	 Jeani	 beat
him	to	it.	The	intercom	buzzed.	“David?	Ken	Gordon's	here.”

“Thanks,	 Jeani.”	 David	 stood,	 adding	 apologetically	 to	 Kelden,
“We've	got	a	contract	to	draw	up.”

“That's	all	 right.”	Kelden	stood	also	and	held	out	his	hand.	 “I'm	 just
glad	we	talked.”

“Me,	too.”	David	gripped	his	hand.
Michael	rose	to	join	them.	“I've	been	hoping	for	this	for	a	long	time,”

he	whispered.
“I'll	give	you	a	call	in	a	couple	of	days,”	David	promised,	“and	the	four

of	us	will	get	together	for	dinner,	like	the	old	days.”
“I'd	 like	 that,”	 nodded	 Kelden.	 “I	 know	 Tony	 would,	 too.”	 Then	 he

indicated	 Michael,	 who	 was	 coughing	 again.	 “And	 get	 him	 to	 a	 doctor
before	he	ups	and	dies	on	you.”

“Hey!”	 protested	Michael,	 trying	 to	 sound	 hearty	 as	 they	walked	 to
the	door	together.	“It's	a	simple	URI	and	a	touch	of	laryngitis.	Happens	all
the	time.	I'll	be	fine.”

“He	would	be,”	David	snorted,	“if	 I	could	get	him	to	spend	a	couple
days	in	bed.”

“Then	who	would	draw	up	your	contracts?”	Michael	countered.
“One	thing	I've	learned	the	hard	way,”	Kelden	shook	his	head.	“Never

argue	with	your	lawyer!”	
Michael's	chuckle	started	another	coughing	fit.	They	waited	until	he'd

brought	 it	 under	 control,	 then	David	 opened	 the	 door	 to	 let	 Kelden	 out
and	admit	their	client.

Kelden	said	goodbye	to	Jeani,	promising	to	come	by	more	often.	Out
of	habit,	he	wondered	how	he	might	use	her	friendliness	to	maneuver	her
into	 bed,	 and	 then	 looked	 back	 at	 her	 reflectively	 as	 he	 left.	 She	 was
undeniably	 attractive,	 and	 if	 the	 opportunity	 arose,	 he	 wouldn't	 mind



trying	 her	 out.	 Of	 course,	 there	 was	 still	 the	 matter	 of	 not	 alienating
David,	 made	 even	 more	 important	 now.	 And	 there	 was	 Tony,	 too.	 Of
course.	But	beyond	that,	he	was	surprised	to	discover	that,	deep	down,
he	didn't	really	want	her.	Because	he'd	lost	interest	in	women?	No,	they
still	 excited	 him	 as	 much	 as	 ever.	 Because	 something	 about	 her	 was
undesirable?	Hardly!	No,	the	reason	was	as	clear	as	it	was	unexpected	–
for	 once,	 right	 now	 at	 least,	 he	was	 content.	 He	 dashed	 up	 the	 stairs,
eager	to	tell	Tony	how	his	meeting	had	gone.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
He	 was	 a	 little	 concerned	 about	 Jordan.	 He	 and	 Mark	 had
disappeared	into	the	rooftop	garden	early	in	the	evening,	talking
animatedly	about	music	and	musicians.	Kelden	suspected	that
Jordan	was	going	to	try	to	work	around	to	"witnessing"	to	Mark,
but	Mark	had	a	strong	personality	and	Jordan	had	none	of	his
friends	 to	 back	 him	 up.	 Kelden	 had	 a	 sudden	 impression	 of
Jordan	 being	 thrown	 to	 a	 lion	 in	 a	 Roman	 coliseum,	 and	 he
suspected	that	the	lion	was	going	to	win.
	

Tony	Garza
Unidentified	guest
Unidentified	guests
Kelden	Scott
Unidentified	guest



Jordan	Hannoch
Mark	Hellstrom
David	Cervenka
Unidentified	guests
	
	
	
	

Chapter	6
	
	
March	got	its	zoology	mixed;	instead	of	a	lion	or	a	lamb,	it	went	out

like	a	particularly	deceptive	dragon.	The	last	couple	weeks	of	the	month
had	 been	 unusually	 gorgeous,	 with	 brilliant	 blue	 skies	 and	 soothing
sunshine	 that	 seduced	 people	 into	 stripping	 off	 coats	 and	 hats	 and
gloves,	 then	 lulled	 them	with	 birdsong	 and	 soft	 breezes	 and	 the	warm
scent	of	the	stirring	earth.	Then,	on	the	last	Friday	of	the	month,	when	all
were	 sated	 with	 smooth	 promises	 of	 an	 early,	 gentle	 spring	 and
separated	 from	 their	 winter	 armor,	 the	 dragon	 sprang	 roaring	 from	 its
ambush	with	lightning	in	its	eyes	and	thunder	in	its	wings	and	a	throat	full
of	 ice.	 Its	 victims	 dashed	 home,	 drenched	 and	 cold,	 and	 watched	 in
dismay	as	rain	turned	to	stinging	sleet	driven	by	the	shrieking	wind.

They	hoped	 for	a	brief	 tantrum	and	quick	surrender	 to	warmth	and
light,	but	by	Sunday	everyone	had	reluctantly	returned	to	a	winter	frame
of	 mind.	 Unfortunately,	 the	 damage	 had	 already	 been	 done.	 A
kaleidoscope	of	germs	and	viruses,	reawakened	and	aggravated	by	 the
dragon,	 greeted	 them	 with	 a	 vicious	 April	 Fool's	 joke,	 attacking	 en
masse.	Few	escaped.

Tony	 and	 Kelden	 were	 laid	 out	 within	 twelve	 hours	 of	 each	 other.
Tony	recovered	after	a	day	or	so;	Kelden's	misery	lingered.	He	missed	a
full	week	at	AgriState.	Tony	had	taken	the	day	off	after	his	own	recovery
to	 tend	 to	 him,	 but	 then	 Kelden	 insisted	 Tony	 return	 to	 classes	 and
Cervenka	 Construction.	 Thursday	 night,	 while	 Kelden	 feasted	 on	 soup
and	toast	–	the	first	food	he	could	keep	down	that	week	–	Tony	reported
that	 a	 third	 of	 his	 classes	 were	 out,	 and	 that	 while	 David	 remained
mobile,	he	was	honking	and	hacking	and	frustrated	by	the	complete	loss
of	both	his	voice	and	the	Gordon	contract.	He	was	personally	convinced



that	a	barking,	wheezing	lawyer	was	the	primary	reason	the	project	had
gone	 to	 a	 rival	 firm.	Worse,	 he	 was	 convinced	 that	Michael's	 URI	 had
become	pneumonia.	Michael	still	 refused	to	visit	a	doctor,	maintaining	 it
was	 nothing	 but	 a	 bad	 cold	 the	weather	wouldn't	 let	 him	 shake.	David
had	 at	 least	 convinced	 him	 to	 spend	 a	 couple	 days	 in	 bed.	 Tony	 was
planning	 to	 visit	Michael	 the	 next	 day;	Kelden	wanted	 to	 go	 along,	 but
Tony	refused	–	no	sense,	he	explained,	in	Kelden	and	Michael	combining
two	 already	 nasty	 illnesses	 into	 one	 super-disease.	 Kelden	 didn't	 think
that	 was	 possible,	 but	 he	 was	 too	 weak	 to	 put	 up	 more	 than	 a	 token
resistance.

Friday	afternoon	Kelden	was	practicing	and	feeling	confident	that	he
could	 make	 it	 through	 Rimsky-Korsakov's	 Scheherazade	 at	 the	 next
rehearsal	without	 fainting	when	 the	buzzer	 for	 the	upper	door	sounded.
He	carefully	 laid	his	bassoon	down	and	padded	 to	 the	 intercom,	belting
his	 robe	 securely	 around	 him.	 It	 was	 probably	 David;	 their	 rent	 was	 a
couple	of	days	overdue.	He	toggled	the	switch	to	the	upper	speaker	and
said,	“David?	That	you?”

“No,”	came	the	reply.	“It's	Jordan.”
Kelden	was	surprised,	but	“Come	on	up,”	he	said,	and	thumbed	the

door	 release.	 He	 opened	 the	 Penthouse	 door	 about	 the	 same	 time
Jordan	got	there.	“Come	on	in,”	he	said.

“Thanks.	 Oh	 –	 sorry	 –	 I'm	 interrupting.”	 Jordan	 gestured	 at	 the
bassoon.

Kelden	smiled.	“That's	okay.	I'm	pretty	much	done.”
As	 they	 sat	 in	 the	 conversation	pit,	 Jordan	explained,	 “I	was	doing

some	banking	and	thought	I'd	say	'hi'	to	you,	but	they	said	you	were	out
all	week.	So	I	decided	to	stop	by	and	see	how	you	were,	or	if	you	needed
anything.	Hope	you	don't	mind	me	just	dropping	in	like	this.”

“Not	at	all.	But	a	couple	days	earlier,	and	you'ld've	caught	me	puking
all	over.”

“Had	it	pretty	bad?”
Kelden	nodded.	“Not	as	bad	as	some,	though.	One	of	my	friends	is

down	with	probable	double	pneumonia.	What	about	you?”
Jordan	shrugged.	 “A	 few	sniffles	and	a	 scratchy	 throat	 on	Monday.

We	prayed	over	it	and	it	was	gone	the	next	day.”
“I	wish	it	were	really	that	easy.”
Jordan	spread	his	hands.	“What	can	I	tell	you?”



“I	 dunno.”	Kelden	 sat	 back.	 “I've	 had	 sniffles	 and	 a	 scratchy	 throat
come	and	go	hundreds	of	times	without	either	medicine	or	prayers.”

“Oh,	 of	 course!”	 Jordan	 waved	 a	 dismissive	 hand.	 “Sniffles	 and	 a
scratchy	 throat	 don't	 prove	 much,	 although	 I'm	 convinced	 it	 was	 the
prayer	 that	 kept	 them	 from	 getting	 worse.	 I	 mean,	 my	 own	 roommate
sounds	like	a	freight	train	trying	to	start	up.”

Kelden	grinned.	“Didn't	his	prayers	work?”
“He's	an	atheist.”
“Doesn't	that	make	life	a	little	hard	for	you?”
“Makes	it	interesting.	And	it's	not	much	easier	for	him.	In	fact,	last	fall

the	guys	on	the	floor	were	taking	bets	on	which	of	us	would	be	converted
or	dead	by	spring	break.”

“Either	of	them	likely?”
“Depends	on	what	day	it	is.	Last	night,	it's	a	good	thing	they	weren't

serving	steak	at	dinner.	You	can't	do	as	much	damage	with	butter	knives.
But	 about	 healings.	Sniffles	 drying	 up	might	 not	 impress	 you,	 but	what
about	 cancer?	 Back	 in	 November	 I	 helped	 pray	 for	 a	 woman	 with	 a
malignant	throat	tumor	the	size	of	an	egg.	She	was	scheduled	for	surgery
the	next	week,	but	we	prayed	 for	a	complete	and	 instant	healing.	 I	had
my	 fingertips	 right	on	 the	 tumor,	and	 I	 felt	 it	get	very	warm.	And	 then	 it
shrank.	 It	 took	 about	 five	minutes,	 but	when	 it	was	 over,	 there	was	 no
sign	of	a	lump	anywhere.	She	went	in	for	x-rays,	and	they	canceled	her
surgery	–	 they	couldn't	 find	a	 trace	of	cancer.	Now,	short	of	my	outright
lying	to	you,	can	you	explain	that?”

Kelden	 scratched	 his	 head.	 “Well,	 my	 father's	 an	 oncologist.	 He's
seen	 spontaneous	 remissions,	 but	 nothing	 that	 dramatic.	 I	 suppose	 it's
possible,	though.”

Jordan	sighed	in	mock	exasperation.	“What	–	you	want	me	to	cut	off
my	arm	and	grow	a	new	one	right	here?”

“Starfish	do	it	all	the	time.”
“I'm	 no	 starfish!	 Anyway,	what's	 easier	 to	 believe,	 that	 a	malignant

tumor	can	disappear	all	by	itself	in	five	minutes,	or	that	there's	a	God	who
answers	prayers?”

“Frankly,	 neither	 option	 is	 appealing.	 Can't	 we	 put	 it	 down	 to
chance?”

“I'd	hate	to	be	the	bookie	figuring	odds	on	that.	And	even	if	we	could
accept	 the	 timing	 as	 being	 chance,	 there's	 still	 the	 whole	 issue	 of	 her



being	healed	at	all,	instantaneously,	without	medical	assistance.”
“Well.	 .	 .	 .”	 Kelden	 pondered.	 “Maybe	 there's	 some	natural	 healing

power	 in	 the	 universe	 our	 bodies	 can	 tap	 into	 under	 certain
circumstances.”

“An	 impersonal	 creative	 force?	 Entropy	 is	 the	 natural	 state	 of	 the
universe,	not	regeneration.”

“Ah	 –	 but	maybe	when	 it	 reaches	 a	 certain	 limit,	 it	 rebounds.	 You
know,	like	Newton's	law	–	what	is	it?	–	oh	yeah,	for	every	action	there's
an	equal	and	opposite	reaction.”

“Maybe.	But	who	or	what	established	that	limit?	And	a	'law'	implies	a
power	 behind	 it	 to	 enforce	 it.	 Where	 does	 that	 power	 come	 from?
Certainly	not	Newton	–	he	just	defined	it!”

“Of	course	not,	but	it	doesn't	have	to	be	God!”
“No,	 you're	 right.	 You	 have	 to	 carry	 the	 reasoning	 much	 farther

before	you	come	 to	any	 form	of	 conscious	motivating	power.	And	even
then	 you	 have	 a	 long	way	 to	 go	 before	 you	 can	 identify	 it	 as	 the	God
Who's	revealed	Himself	through	the	Jewish	and	Christian	Scriptures.”

“Huh.	 Another	 friend	 of	 mine	 was	 arguing	 along	 much	 the	 same
lines.”

“Really?	I	got	most	of	that	from	C.S.	Lewis,	a	British	author	from	the
first	half	of	the	twentieth	century.”

“Lewis?	Of	the	Space	Trilogy?”
“Yeah!	You	into	science-fiction?”
The	conversation	veered	 into	books	and	movies,	and	 the	next	hour

passed	quickly.	It	was	the	opening	of	the	Penthouse	door	that	made	them
realize	 how	 late	 it	 was	 getting.	 Jordan	 scrambled	 to	 his	 feet	 as	 Tony
walked	in.

“¡Hola,	Tony!”	he	exclaimed.
“Ah,	 Jordan!	 It	 is	 good	 to	 see	 you	 again!”	 Tony	 shook	 his	 hand

warmly.	“But	you	do	not	have	to	leave	on	my	account!”
“That's	 all	 right.	 I	 really	 shouldn't	 have	 kept	 Kelden	 away	 from	 his

practicing	this	long.”
“But	you	didn't,”	protested	Kelden.
“Anyway,	you	should	probably	get	some	more	 rest,”	 Jordan	argued

with	 a	 smile.	 “And	 I	 should	 get	 going.	 I'm	 meeting	 some	 friends	 for	 a
movie.”

“Momentito,”	said	Tony,	“and	I	will	go	down	with	you.”



“That's	okay,	you	don't	have	to.”
“No	té	preocupes.	I	have	to	take	our	rent	down	to	David	anyway.”
“Well,	all	 right.”	 Jordan	 turned	back	 to	Kelden.	 “Let	me	know	when

you're	back	in	circulation.”
“With	any	luck,	that	should	be	tomorrow.”
“Do	not	push	yourself,	amigo,”	warned	Tony.
Kelden	 laughed.	 “You're	 worse	 than	 a	 nursemaid.	 Got	 that	 check

down	 before	 David	 cuts	 off	 our	 oxygen.	 Or	 something	 equally
devastating.”

“It	 is	 the	 second	 option	 I	 am	 concerned	 about,”	 Tony	 replied
solemnly,	then	winked	and	disappeared	with	Jordan	in	tow.	Kelden	could
hear	them	conversing	easily	in	Spanish	as	they	descended	the	first	flight
of	steps.	Then	the	second	door	cut	off	their	voices.

Kelden	slowly	returned	to	the	chair	by	his	bassoon.	He'd	felt	a	flash
of	anger	when	Tony	and	Jordan	had	left,	but	this	time	he	thought	he	knew
its	source.	He	didn't	want	the	two	of	them	starting	a	friendship	that	might
encroach	 on	 his	 friendship	 with	 either	 of	 them.	 He	 was,	 plainly	 and
simply,	 jealous.	 It	was	 the	same	 thing	Tony	had	pointed	out	 just	over	a
week	ago,	 but	with	 one	added	 twist	 –	 he	was	also	 jealous	 that	 Jordan
could	speak	with	Tony	in	such	easy,	fluent	Spanish	while	he,	despite	his
stellar	performance	in	his	two	classes,	still	muddled	through	much	of	the
time.	And	while	he	was	at	it,	he	was	jealous	of	the	ease	with	which	both
approached	 life,	 the	 confidence	each	had	 in	what	he	was	and	what	he
believed.	Paige	had	that	same	easy	confidence.	Meanwhile,	he	seemed
to	struggle	with	everything.	At	times,	he	seemed	unable	to	decide	what	to
have	 for	 dinner	 without	 drowning	 in	 waves	 of	 angst.	 He	 wondered	 if
David	ever	felt	that	way;	he	certainly	didn't	have	Paige's	peace	or	Tony's
relaxed	acceptance	of	whatever	was	happening	around	him,	but	he	didn't
have	Kelden's	 fears	 and	anxieties,	 either.	And	 then	 there	was	Michael.
For	 all	 that	 Michael	 had	 become	 inextricably	 wound	 about	 their	 lives,
Kelden	 knew	 nearly	 nothing	 about	 him.	 Was	 he	 content	 with	 who	 he
was?	Did	he	have	doubts?	Was	he	-?

Kelden	 started	 slightly	 as	 the	 Penthouse	 door	 opened.	 He	 hadn't
heard	 Tony	 climbing	 the	 steps.	 In	 fact,	 he'd	 been	 so	 absorbed	 in	 his
thoughts	he'd	been	sitting	and	absently	playing	with	one	of	his	bassoon
reeds	and	hadn't	even	touched	the	 instrument.	He	slipped	the	reed	 into
its	protective	plastic	vial	and	began	dismantling	the	bassoon.	“You	get	the



check	to	him	okay?”	he	asked	the	top	segment.
Tony,	 who	 correctly	 interpreted	 the	 question	 as	 having	 really	 been

addressed	 to	him,	 replied,	 “Si.	We	are	permitted	 to	breathe	 for	another
month.”

“Or	something.”
“Or	something.”
Kelden	snapped	 the	case	shut	and	stood.	He	 immediately	grabbed

the	back	of	the	chair.	Tony	was	at	his	side	in	an	instant,	supporting	him.
“You	all	right,	man?”

“Sure.”	Kelden	waved	him	off.	“I	just	stood	too	quickly.”
“Está	bien,	pero	tranquilo,	hombre.	I	do	not	want	you	ill	again.”
“I'll	be	fine!”
“Do	you	think	you	can	eat	something	tonight?”
“As	long	as	you	stay	away	from	the	jalapenos,	I	might	survive.”
“¡Maldición!	That	is	all	I	have!”
Kelden	followed	Tony	into	the	kitchen.	“How	was	Michael?”
Tony	shrugged.	“He	is	about	the	same,	maybe	a	little	worse.”
“Hasn't	David	gotten	him	to	a	doctor	yet?”
“He	will	not	go.	He	says	he	does	not	trust	the	doctors	or	the	hospital,

because	he	has	seen	too	many	malpractice	suits.	I	think	it	 is	more	than
that.”

“You	 think	 he's	 worried	 it	 might	 be	 something	 worse	 than
pneumonia?”

“Si.”
Kelden	was	silent	for	a	moment,	then	“AIDS?”	he	asked	quietly.
“It	is	a	possibility.”
Kelden	watched	Tony	stir	a	pot	of	soup,	then	said,	“What	if	he	does

have	AIDS?”
“No	lo	sé.”	Tony's	voice	was	flat.	 “It	 is	not	 the	death	penalty	 it	once

was,	so	he	could	live.	Or,	he	could	die.”
“What	about	David?”
“He	will	get	a	test,	si	él	es	inteligente.”
Another	long	silence.	Then,	“What	about	you?”
Tony	shrugged	without	turning.	“My	last	test	was	negative,	gracias	á

Dios.”	His	tone	was	carefully	controlled.
“But	if	David	might	have	it	-”
Tony	 stopped	 stirring.	 “Since	 I	 had	 the	 test,	 I	 have	 been	 only	 with



you.”	 He	 turned	 and	 looked	 steadily	 at	 Kelden.	 “Have	 you	 ever	 been
tested?”

Kelden	frowned.	“Are	you	accusing	me	of	infecting	you?”
“I	accuse	you	of	nothing,	man.	But	you	have	been	with	many	women

in	the	past,	and	I	do	not	thing	you	were	their	only	lover.”
“Hey,	 if	 I'm	 too	big	a	 risk	 for	 you,	 just	 say	 the	word,	and	 I	 can	 find

another	place	to	live.”
Tony	 sighed.	 “No	 seas	 estúpido,	 hombre.	 The	 first	 time	 we	 made

love,	 I	knew	the	risks,	even	with	 the	condoms.	But	 I	did	not	mind.	 I	am
ready	to	die,	I	think.	I	am	not	certain	you	are.”

“I	don't	know	that	you	are,	either.”
“Quizás.	I	think	I	am.	But	I	have	not	had	to	face	death,	so	I	cannot	be

sure.”	He	turned	back	to	the	stove.
“What	 if	 I	 take	the	test,”	said	Kelden	after	a	moment,	“and	it	comes

back	positive?”
“Then	you	will	maybe	have	 to	get	 ready	 to	die,	 and	maybe	Jordan

and	Paige	and	their	friends	will	be	useful	after	all.”
“Huh!”	Kelden	snorted.	“I	mean,	what	will	you	do?”
Tony	 turned	 off	 the	 stove	 and	 set	 the	 pot	 aside	 to	 cool.	 Then	 he

faced	Kelden.	“Me,”	he	said	quietly,	“I	will	do	for	you	what	I	wanted	to	do
when	my	friend	Jésus	died.	I	will	stay	with	you	and	care	for	you	and	give
you	the	love	and	support	you	need.	And	then	I	will	bury	you.”

Kelden	grinned,	but	Tony's	gaze	remained	steady.	The	grin	faltered.
Tony	kept	watching	him.	He	knew	he	should	say	something	in	return,	but
his	lips	would	not	form	any	words.	So	he	just	stared	back	until	Tony	finally
said,	 “I	 think	 I	 will	 try	 a	 sandwich	 on	 you	 tonight,”	 and	 turned	 to	 the
refrigerator.

The	subject	didn't	come	up	again,	either	 that	night	or	after.	Kelden,
however,	didn't	forget	it.	It	haunted	him	throughout	the	weekend;	he	knew
he	should've	said	something	 to	 let	Tony	know	he	 felt	and	would	do	 the
same	for	him,	as	indeed	he	did	and	would.	He	knew	it	wasn't	too	late	to
say	 something	 even	 now.	 Yet	 he	 couldn't.	 He	 consoled	 himself	 by
thinking	that	by	now,	surely,	Tony	must	know	how	he	felt.

He	went	back	to	work	Monday	and	to	rehearsal	Monday	night.	Most
who	had	been	taken	out	in	the	first	wave	were	also	back;	a	few	were	still
recovering,	a	second	group	who	had	been	hit	by	ricocheting	“bugs”	were
now	firmly	established	in	their	own	beds,	and	a	third	group	was	already



coughing	and	sneezing.	Paige	and	Kathy	were	both	missing.	Kelden	was
tempted	to	gloat,	thinking	that	Jordan's	kind	of	prayer	wasn't	for	everyone
after	all,	even	in	the	religious	bunch,	but	he	found	it	depressing	to	believe
those	prayers	might	truly	be	ineffective.

He	made	it	through	Scheherazade	as	he'd	hoped,	although	the	piece
sounded	incredibly	empty	with	so	many	missing.	Everyone	filled	in	where
they	 could,	 but	 the	 effect	 was	 sad.	 Although	 still	 the	 assistant
concertmistress,	 Paige	 had	 been	 given	 the	 vital,	 recurring	 solo
representing	Scheherazade	herself,	weaving	her	thousand-and-one	tales
to	captivate	the	murderous	caliph	and	redeem	her	life	for	one	more	night.
Julian	and	the	concertmaster	had	agreed	that	it	was	just	right	for	Paige's
passionate	 style	 of	 playing.	 The	 first	 time	 she'd	 played	 it,	 shivers	 had
raced	 up	 Kelden's	 back.	 Tonight,	 in	 her	 absence,	 the	 solo	 went	 to	 the
concertmaster.	It	was	technically	flawless,	but	somehow	he	made	it	seem
bloodless,	 like	an	exercise.	Damn	it,	Paige!	 thought	Kelden.	Even	when
I'm	mad	at	you,	I	miss	you!	

A	 good	 portion	 of	 the	 AgriState	 computer	 staff	 was	 also	 still	 out.
Kelden	had	been	met	on	his	first	day	back	with	all	the	things	he	normally
would	have	done	the	week	before,	plus	half	a	dozen	other	jobs	abruptly
abandoned	 by	 their	 original	 owners.	He	 ate	 lunch	 at	 his	 desk	 all	week
and	 worked	 two	 to	 four	 hours	 overtime	 each	 evening,	 hoping	 to	 have
everything	under	 control	 before	quitting	 time	Friday	evening	or	his	own
collapse,	 whichever	 came	 first.	 Fortunately,	 he	 avoided	 the	 latter;
unfortunately,	he	also	missed	the	former.

“Oye,	hombre,	are	you	ready	to	go?”
Kelden	surfaced	from	the	screen	and	blinked	absently	at	Tony.	“Hm?”

His	mind	shifted	almost	audibly.	“What're	you	doing	here,	Gar?”
“I	got	out	of	class	early,	 I	got	no	homework,	and	David,	he	was	not

there	today,	so	I	thought	we	could	get	an	early	dinner	and	go	to	a	movie
or	something.”

Kelden	looked	at	his	watch,	then	stretched,	his	joints	popping.	“Jeez,
Tony!	I	wish	I	could,	but	I	got	at	least	another	two	hours	of	work	to	finish!”
He	pondered	a	moment.	 “Maybe	we	can	get	a	 late	dinner,	or	catch	 the
late	showing.	What'd	you	have	in	mind?”

Tony	shrugged.	“I	had	not	decided.”
“Tell	you	what	–	why	don't	you	come	back	about	6:30?”
“Está	bien.	Then	I	will	be	at	the	Penthouse.	Call	me	if	you	are	done



early.”
Tony	 vanished	 quickly,	 leaving	 Kelden	 to	 mutter,	 “For	 a	 guy	 with

nothing	else	to	do,	you	sure	are	in	a	hurry	to	do	it.”	Then	he	returned	his
attention	to	his	terminal.

He	called	Tony	at	about	6:25.	He	tried	again	when	he	got	no	answer,
and	this	time	a	hoarse	voice	responded	after	a	couple	rings.

“Hey,	Kel.”
“Um	–	hey.	Who's	this?”
“Hang	 on.”	 The	 other	 phone	 was	 muted	 for	 a	 moment,	 then,	 “It's

David,”	the	other	voice	informed	him.
“David?	Jeez,	man,	you	sound	like	shit!”
“Thanks.	 It's	good	 to	hear	 from	you,	 too.	Tony	went	 to	pick	you	up

about	ten	minutes	ago.”
“What,	did	he	leave	his	phone	behind?”
“Yep.	He's	not	there,	yet?”
“No.	I	haven't	–	ah,	the	doors	are	locked.”	He	got	up	and	started	for

the	stairs.	“If	you've	got	his	phone,	he's	probably	standing	up	there	right
now.”

“Okay.	You	coming	back	right	away,	then?”
“No,	I	got	about	another	half-hour.	Were	you	guys	planning	anything

special?”
“No,	no,	not	at	all,”	David	hastened	to	assure	him.
“Okay,	there	he	is.	We'll	get	there	as	soon	as	we	can.”	He	hung	up.
Tony	was,	indeed,	standing	outside	the	front	doors.	Kelden	motioned

him	to	a	window	with	only	one	triple	pane,	where	he	bawled,	“Go	around
the	side!”	and	gestured	broadly	in	the	proper	direction.	Tony	nodded	and
disappeared.

Minutes	later	he	was	inside,	rubbing	his	hands	together.	“It	is	a	good
thing	 you	 came	 along,	 mi	 amigo.	 My	 phone,	 I	 think	 I	 left	 it	 at	 the
Penthouse!”

“You	did.	David	answered	it.	That's	how	I	knew	you	were	here.”
Tony's	grin	faded.	“¿Qué?	You	have	spoken	to	David?”
“Yeah.	You	didn't	tell	me	you	were	turning	this	into	a	party!”
“¡Ai!	¡Ese	tonto!	¿Qué	te	dijo?”
“Whoa,	whoa!	 ¡Calmate!	He	only	 said	 you	were	on	 the	way	over.	 I

just	 figured	you'd	 invited	him	along.”	He	 led	Tony	down	to	the	computer
room.	“So	what's	the	big	deal,	anyway?”



“It	is	nothing,	man.”
“Nothing?	 You're	 acting	 like	 David	 spilled	 a	 major	 government

secret!”
“Hey,	man,	it	is	no	big	deal!	You	got	much	more	to	do?”
Kelden	 seated	himself	 at	 his	 keyboard.	 “I	 told	David	 I	 had	about	 a

half-hour	 left.	 But	 -”	 he	 folded	 his	 hands	 in	 his	 lap	 “-	 not	 one	 more
keystroke	till	you	tell	me	what's	going	on.”

Tony	shook	his	head.	“Eres	un	cabeza	dura.”
Kelden	nodded.	“Like	a	mule.	Give.”
“Esta	bién,”	 Tony	 sighed.	 “David	 and	me,	we	are	 taking	 you	out	 to

dinner	for	your	birthday.”
“How	the	hell	did	you	find	out	about	my	birthday?”
“Vee	haff	vays	uff	learning	zees	tings.”	Tony's	faked	German	accent

mingled	 with	 his	 Mexican	 in	 a	 startling	 and	 somewhat	 disconcerting
blend.

“You	 bribed	 my	 sister.	 Slept	 with	 my	 ex-wives?	 Hacked	 into	 the
DMV?”

“That	 is	 close,”	 laughed	 Tony.	 “When	 you	 got	 soaked	 after	 work	 a
couple	weeks	ago	–	¿Recuerdas?	–	right	before	we	got	sick?	You	spread
the	 stuff	 from	 your	 wallet	 on	 the	 kitchen	 table	 to	 dry.	 And	 you	 were
showing	me	pictures	of	your	family.”

“And	I	showed	you	that	stupid	picture	of	me	on	my	drivers'	license!”
“Si.	It	is	a	good	thing,	amigo,	you	do	not	work	for	the	CIA.	You	would

spill	every	secret.”
“As	 I	 recall,	 you	asked	 to	see	my	 license.”	Kelden	shook	his	head.

“And	I	never	suspected.	Well,	I'm	sorry	I	spoiled	your	surprise.”
“Esta	bién.	I	think	we	can	save	for	you	a	little	bit.”
“That's	true.	I	don't	know	the	details.”
“And	you	will	not	know	anything	if	you	do	not	finish.”	Tony	pointed	to

the	screen.
Kelden	laughed.	“Yes,	boss!”
“And	me,	 I	 will	 go	 where	 you	 cannot	 hear	me	 and	 call	 David	 and

make	with	him	our	sneaky	plans.”
“Take	the	last	cubicle	there,	and	dial	'9'	to	get	out.	And	don't	tell	him	I

know	anything.”
Inspired	by	the	promise	of	a	celebration	in	his	honor,	Kelden	finished

with	 a	 burst	 of	 energy	 in	 less	 than	 the	 predicted	 time.	He	 checked	 his



work	 and	 straightened	 his	 desk,	 then	 gathered	 Tony,	 who	 was	 leafing
through	a	scuba-diving	magazine	he'd	found	in	the	cubicle.	Minutes	later
they	were	on	the	street,	 joking	and	briskly	walking	the	few	blocks	to	the
Van	Duyn	Building.

Tony	unlocked	 the	 lower	door	when	 they	arrived,	 standing	aside	 to
let	 Kelden	 enter	 while	 he	 fooled	 around	 with	 something	 by	 the	 door.
When	he	followed,	Kelden	looked	at	him	quizzically.

“I	thought	a	wire,	it	was	coming	out,”	Tony	shrugged.	“Quizás,	it	was
a	trick	of	the	light.”

David	met	them	at	the	Penthouse	door.	“Thought	I	heard	you	coming
up,”	 he	 croaked.	 “It's	 about	 time.”	 He	 stood	 aside,	 and	 Tony,	 who	was
leading,	 turned	 toward	 the	 kitchen.	 Kelden	 naturally	 followed	 and,
consequently,	had	his	back	to	the	rest	of	the	Penthouse	when	the	entire
population	of	Fell	Park	–	or	so	it	seemed	–	screamed	“Surprise!”	behind
him.

He	whirled.	They	were	pouring	from	the	 living	room,	down	from	the
loft,	 and	 even	 through	 the	 garden	 doors.	 They	 were	 fewer	 than	 the
clamor	 suggested,	 but	 still	 enough	 to	 crowd	 even	 that	 spacious
apartment.

“What	the	hell.	.	.	?”	Kelden	finally	found	his	voice.
“Happy	 birthday,”	 laughed	 David,	 and	 Tony	 added,	 “¡Felíz

cumpleaños,	amigo!”
Kelden	shook	his	head,	his	bewilderment	and	shock	 replaced	by	a

broad	 smile.	 “You	 bastards!”	 he	 exclaimed	 affectionately	 as	 someone
turned	on	 the	sound	system	and	 the	party	began	 to	swirl	around	 them.
“How	the	hell'd	you	pull	this	off?”

“It	wasn't	 that	hard.”	David	was	pushing	to	be	heard.	He	would	pay
tomorrow	 for	 the	 extra	 strain	 on	 his	 voice,	 but	 he	 was	 already	 on	 his
fourth	 beer	 and	 had	 decided	 he	 didn't	 really	 care.	 “You're	 in	 your	 own
world	most	of	the	time	anyway,	and	especially	this	week.”

“I	was	afraid,”	Tony	admitted,	“that	it	was	all	over	when	you	said	you
had	talked	to	David.”

“So	that's	why	you	were	acting	stranger	than	usual	tonight!”
“Hey,	 Kel!”	 “Happy	 birthday,	 man!”	 Guests	 began	 to	 greet	 him

individually.	 Someone	 stuck	 a	 beer	 in	 his	 hand	 and	 he	 sipped	 it.	 He
hadn't	 had	 any	 alcohol	 for	 several	 weeks,	 and	 that	 first	 sip	 spread
through	him	in	a	warm	rush.	He	resolved	to	take	it	easy	and	keep	himself



under	control.	He	 took	a	 long,	deep	drink	and	wandered	off	 to	see	who
was	there.

It	 was	 an	 interesting	 assortment.	 Many	 of	 his	 coworkers	 from
AgriState	 and	 about	 half	 the	 orchestra	 had	 come.	 Some	 of	 David's
employees	were	there,	as	well	as	other	acquaintances	he'd	met	through
either	David	or	Tony,	 including	several	members	of	CIGLA	who,	he	was
glad	to	note,	were	keeping	their	sexual	preferences	and	politics	relatively
quiet.	Some	of	the	AgriState	people	were	very	heterosexual;	Kelden	was
certain	the	only	reason	they	hadn't	made	a	fuss	over	him	was	because	it
was	him.	And	there	–	damn!	It	was	Mark	Hellstrom	himself,	 fresh	out	of
the	recording	studio	with	Fallen	Angel	and	looking	halfway	alive!	And	he
was	 deep	 in	 conversation	 with,	 of	 all	 people,	 Jordan	 Hannoch,	 who,
despite	his	fish-out-of-water	status,	looked	surprisingly	at	ease.

If	Mark	and	Jordan	were	conspicuous	by	their	presence,	others	were
equally	 conspicuous	 by	 their	 absence.	Michael	 was	 still	 in	 bed	 fighting
the	fluid	in	his	lungs.	If	David	had	had	his	way,	Michael	would	have	been
admitted	 that	 day	 to	St.	Augustine's	 emergency	 room,	but	Michael	 had
been	 able	 to	 delay	 and	 divert	 the	 inevitable	 by	 setting	 an	 appointment
with	a	general	practitioner	 for	 the	following	Monday.	Meanwhile,	he	was
feeling	 too	 lousy	 to	 move,	 although	 he'd	 insisted	 on	 sending	 David	 to
Kelden's	party	with	his	best	wishes.

David	 also	 bore	 Paige's	 best	 wishes.	 She	 was,	 in	 fact,	 the	 only
reason	David	had	given	in	to	Michael;	she	and	Kathy	had	agreed	to	stay
with	Michael	 and	wait	 on	him.	 Indeed,	 it	 seemed	either	Paige	or	Kathy
was	over	there	on	a	regular	basis,	especially	when	David	was	unable	to
be	there.	Kelden	asked	David	how	he	felt	about	that;	David	shrugged	and
said	he	thought	it	was	great.	Kelden,	who	was	on	his	third	or	fourth	beer,
asked	if	David	wasn't	a	little	jealous.	David,	who'd	lost	count	of	his	beers,
found	the	question	hysterically	funny.

Other	than	that,	the	party	went	well.	Kelden	was	forced	to	admit	that
he	was	unable	to	remember	a	birthday	as	enjoyable.	That	was	why	he'd
given	 up	 celebrating	 them	 years	 before.	 Although	 he	 floated	 through
most	 of	 this	 one	 in	 a	mild	 alcoholic	 haze,	 he	 remained	 far	more	 sober
than	he	had	at	Tony's	going-away	bash;	although	a	little	playful	fondling
occurred	 in	 the	 corners,	 no	 one	 was	 raped;	 although	 he	 was	 a	 little
depressed	about	creeping	one	year	closer	to	thirty,	he	had	no	urge	to	go
lie	down	on	a	 railroad	 track.	So,	generally	 speaking,	he	considered	 the



evening	a	success.
He	 was	 a	 little	 concerned	 about	 Jordan.	 He	 and	 Mark	 had

disappeared	 into	 the	 rooftop	 garden	 early	 in	 the	 evening,	 talking
animatedly	 about	 music	 and	 musicians.	 Kelden	 suspected	 that	 Jordan
was	going	to	try	to	work	around	to	“witnessing”	to	Mark,	but	Mark	had	a
strong	 personality	 and	 Jordan	 had	 none	 of	 his	 friends	 to	 back	 him	 up.
Kelden	had	a	 sudden	 impression	of	 Jordan	being	 thrown	 to	a	 lion	 in	 a
Roman	coliseum,	and	he	suspected	 that	 the	 lion	was	going	 to	win.	His
suspicion	 proved	 well	 founded;	 by	 the	 time	Mark	 left	 around	midnight,
he'd	introduced	Jordan	to	his	own	gods,	and	Jordan	had	been	overcome.
When	the	party	ended	a	couple	of	hours	later,	Kelden	asked	a	couple	of
his	 friends	 who'd	 remained	 sober	 to	 look	 after	 Jordan.	 It	 wasn't	 until
they'd	 supported	 him	 out	 the	 door	 and	 down	 the	 stairs	 that	 Kelden
realized	 he'd	 left	 Jordan	 in	 the	 care	 of	 a	 pair	 of	 CIGLA	members.	 He
hoped	Jordan	would	have	enough	mind	left	to	keep	his	mouth	shut.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	
To	Kelden,	the	small	room	seemed	more	cheerful	than	the	one
Laurie	 had	 been	 in.	 Except	 for	 Michael.	 He	 was	 the	 only
occupant	of	the	two	beds,	lying	in	the	one	nearest	the	window.
An	IV	dripped	into	his	arm,	and	his	pale,	 lined	face	seemed	to
have	 aged	 at	 least	 ten	 years	 in	 the	 past	 three	 weeks,	 since
Kelden	had	seen	him	in	David's	office.	.	.	.
“You	crazy	son	of	a	bitch.”	David's	voice	shook,	and	tears	stood
in	his	eyes.	“You're	lucky	you're	dying.	Saves	me	having	to	kill
you.”
	

Paige	Santori	(holding	door)
Kelden	Scott
Antonio	Garza
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Chapter	7
	
	
Kelden	 and	 Tony	 found	 Jordan's	 motorcycle	 at	 the	 far	 end	 of	 the

alley	when	they	left	the	building	the	next	morning.	They	moved	it	into	the
parking	bay	by	 the	Spyder	 to	keep	 it	 from	being	 ticketed	or	stolen,	and
Kelden	 tried	 to	 call	 Jordan	 to	 let	 him	 know	 where	 it	 was.	 He	 got	 his
voicemail.	He	tried	calling	again	on	Sunday,	with	the	same	results,	so	he
tried	 the	 dorm	 room	 number.	 Jordan's	 roommate	 had	 been	 gone	 all
weekend	 and	 didn't	 know	 where	 he	 was,	 but	 he	 promised	 to	 verbally
augment	Kelden's	voicemail	messages.

The	motorcycle	vanished	some	time	Tuesday.	Kelden	tried	 to	verify
that	Jordan	had	gotten	it,	but	calls	still	went	to	his	voicemail,	so	he	tried
the	dorm	room	again.	This	time	the	roommate	was	able	to	report	seeing
him,	although	only	briefly,	and	when	he	did,	he	seemed	depressed	and
unwilling	to	talk.	The	roommate	confided	that	word	on	the	floor	was	that
Jordan	had	renounced	religion	and	gotten	drunk	and	laid	and	beaten	the
shit	 out	 of	 someone,	 but	 Jordan	 refused	 to	 talk	 to	 anyone.	 Kelden
doubted	 the	 rumors,	 but	 was	 nagged	 by	 the	 increasingly	 disturbing
memory	 of	 Jordan	 being	 half-carried	 out	 of	 the	 Penthouse.	 The
roommate	was,	however,	able	to	reassure	Kelden	that	he'd	seen	Jordan
riding	his	motorcycle	just	that	morning,	so	Kelden	removed	him	from	his
immediate	 concerns.	 Besides,	 other	 issues	 were	 becoming	 more
pressing.

Kelden	returned	from	work	Thursday	to	find	David	pacing	while	Tony
tried	to	calm	him	down.	He	started	to	 joke	about	aerobic	worrying,	 then
saw	 the	 rage	 and	 anxiety	 in	 David's	 face	 and	 quietly	 asked,	 “What's



wrong?”
It	was	Tony	who	answered.	“Michael	got	his	tests	back	today.”
“HIV	positive?”	Kelden	felt	a	sudden	chill.
“Worse.”	David	stopped	pacing.	“The	bastard	has	AIDS.”
“But	they	can	treat	that,	right?	I	mean,	people	have	lived	for	years	on

the	right	drug	regimen!”
David	shook	his	head.	“This	is	that	new	strain.	Drug	resistant.”
“Oh.”	 Kelden	 struggled	 for	 something	 to	 say.	 “How	 bad?”	 He	 felt

immediately	 the	 foolishness	 of	 the	 question,	 but	 asking	 how	 advanced
the	disease	was	seemed,	somehow,	cold.

David	understood	anyway.	“He's	got	maybe	two	months,	tops.”
“I'm	sorry.”	It	was	hopelessly	inadequate,	but	all	Kelden	had.
“I	was	ready	for	 it.	What's	killing	me	is,	he	found	out	this	afternoon,

and	you	know	the	first	person	he	told?	Your	girlfriend!”
Kelden	turned	to	Tony,	who	said,	quietly,	“Paige.”
“She's	 not	 -”	Kelden	protested	automatically,	 but	David	was	pacing

again,	so	he	asked	Tony,	“What	happened?”
“The	doctor,	he	called	Michael	this	morning	and	said	come	in.	David

was	on	a	job	with	his	phone	off,	so	Michael	called	Paige	to	take	him.	She
was	there	when	he	got	the	news.”

“Where's	Michael	now?”
“He	is	in	St.	Augie's.	They	are	treating	him	for	the	pneumonia.”
Kelden	 nodded.	 Then	 he	 intercepted	 David,	 holding	 him	 gently	 by

the	upper	arm.	“Have	you	talked	to	him	today?”
“He's	with	Paige.	What's	he	need	with	me?”
“Everything.	Look,	I	may	not	be	happy	with	Paige	right	now,	but	she's

not	 the	 type	 to	 take	 over.	 She	 just	 happened	 to	 be	 available.	 She	 and
Michael	 were	 already	 friends	 when	 you	 met	 him;	 she's	 just	 helping	 a
friend.	Your	relationship	with	him	is	something	special.	She's	been	there,
she	knows	that.	Hell,	she'd	be	the	first	to	insist	you	be	there.”

David	hesitated.	“It's	not	that	simple.	He's	one	of	them	now.”
“'Them'?”
“Christians.	He	got	'saved'	over	a	week	ago.”
“But	 that	 doesn't	 change	 the	 fact	 you're	 companions,	 lovers,	 for

God's	sake!”
“You've	obviously	never	had	a	 lover	get	 religion	on	you.	From	now

on,	we're	the	enemy.”



“Oh,	come	on!	Paige	is	nothing	like	that!	And	what	about	Jordan?”
“What	about	him?	Have	you	heard	from	him	since	your	party?”
“No,	but	-”
“Did	you	know	he	spent	the	night	with	one	of	the	guys	from	CIGLA?”
“I've	heard	rumors,	but	-”
“They're	not	rumors.	I	talked	to	the	guy.	He	thought	Jordan	was	gay,

the	 way	 he	 was	 coming	 on	 to	 him,	 then	 the	 next	 day	 Jordan	 does	 a
complete	180	and	treats	him	like	shit.”

“Jordan?”	Kelden	was	stunned.	“Are	you	sure	the	guy	wasn't	-”
“Lying?”
“Exaggerating.	Only	seeing	his	side.”
“I	don't	know,	and	I	don't	really	give	a	shit.	I	just	don't	feel	like	walking

into	Michael's	 hospital	 room,	where	 someone	 I	 love	 is	 dying,	 and	have
them	smile	sanctimoniously	at	me.”

“Michael	would	not	do	that.”	Tony	joined	the	battle.
“Neither	would	Paige,”	Kelden	added.	 “Look,	you've	got	 to	get	over

there.	 He	 needs	 you.	 Don't	 forget,	 he	 only	 called	 Paige	 because	 he
couldn't	reach	you	first.	He	wanted	you	to	be	there.”

“Kel	is	right.”	Tony	pressed	the	argument.	“Michael	wanted	you.	You
cannot	abandon	him.	He	needs	all	of	us,	todos	sus	amigos,	but	he	needs
you	most	of	all.”

“We'll	go	with	you,”	Kelden	offered.
David	 closed	 his	 eyes.	 His	 head	 jerked	 up	 and	 down	 almost

imperceptibly.	“Okay.	Thanks.”
Kelden	glanced	at	Tony,	who	nodded,	stood,	and	casually	said,	“Esta

bién,	amigos.	Vamonos.”
“You	got	a	coat?”	Kelden	asked	David.
“Downstairs,”	he	replied	automatically;	then,	“Now?”	he	exclaimed.
“Now.”	Kelden	was	firm.
“You	 may	 never	 again	 find	 us	 together	 at	 the	 same	 time.”	 Tony

slipped	 his	 own	 coat	 on,	 then	 came	 up	 behind	 David	 on	 his	 left	 and
reached	 up	 to	 place	 his	 right	 hand	 on	 David's	 right	 shoulder.	 “We	 are
here	 now,	 we	 will	 go	 with	 you	 now,	 we	 will	 all	 visit	 Michael,	 and
everything,	it	will	be	all	right.”

Kelden,	 from	 the	other	 side,	 crossed	arms	with	Tony	 to	put	 his	 left
hand	on	David's	other	shoulder.	“We've	made	it	 through	everything	else
together	this	past	year.	We'll	make	it	through	this,	too.”



“Yeah.”	David	took	a	deep	breath.	They	could	feel	the	muscles	of	his
back	and	shoulders	relax,	 then	shift	and	tighten	with	 iron	determination.
“Okay.	Let's	do	this.”

Tony	 rode	 over	 to	St.	 Augustine's	Hospital	 in	David's	 pickup,	while
Kelden	 drove	 himself	 rather	 than	 squeeze	 another	 person	 into	 David's
cab.	 By	 the	 time	 they'd	 arrived,	 David's	 determination	 had	 all	 but
dissolved.	Tony	stepped	out	of	the	pickup	while	the	Spyder	swept	into	a
space	 two	 rows	behind,	 but	Kelden	had	plenty	of	 time	 to	 lock	his	 door
and	join	them	before	David	stepped	out.	He	stood,	hunched	against	the
breeze,	staring	across	the	seemingly	endless	lot.	The	hospital	was	on	the
southeast	edge	of	Fell	Park,	across	the	highway	from	the	cornfields,	with
few	trees	to	soften	its	stark,	practical	 lines	as	it	rose	five	stories	against
the	formless	overcast.	David	shivered,	but	not	from	the	cold.

“Vamonos,”	murmured	Tony.
David	hung	back.	“I	dunno.	Maybe	this	isn't	such	a	good	idea.”
Tony	frowned.	He'd	seen	this	coming	on	the	way	over,	and	had	tried

to	 distract	 David	 with	 cheerful	 conversation	 to	 which	 David	 obviously
wasn't	listening.	Now	it	looked	like	they'd	have	to	start	all	over	again.

But	 before	 Tony	 could	 put	 words	 to	 his	 frustration,	 Kelden	 was
beside	David	with	his	arm	protectively	around	his	shoulders.	 “Look,”	he
said	quietly,	“I	know	how	you	feel.	I	don't	particularly	like	this	place,	either.
The	only	time	I've	ever	been	here	was	to	see	Laurie,	and	you	know	how
that	went.	But	it's	gonna	be	okay.	You	got	us,	and	we'll	stay	with	you	as
long	as	you	need	us.”

“Yeah.	Okay.”	David	squeezed	the	hand	on	his	shoulder	and	smiled
at	Kelden.	“I'm	ready.”

They	 hurried	 across	 the	 lot	 and	 into	 the	 lobby	 before	 David	 could
change	his	mind.	Tony	got	Michael's	 room	number	 from	 the	 front	desk,
then	 steered	 them	 to	 the	 elevators.	Minutes	 later,	 they	were	 outside	 of
Michael's	room.

“Wait.”	David	 stopped	at	 the	door.	Tony	 frowned,	 but	Kelden	 laid	a
hand	 on	 his	 arm.	 He	 had	 a	 feeling	 David	 just	 needed	 a	 moment	 to
compose	 himself.	 “All	 right,”	 David	 said,	 after	 running	 a	 hand	 over	 his
hair,	 shifting	his	shoulders,	and	smoothing	down	his	 jacket.	 “I'm	 ready.”
He	stepped	forward	and	tapped	on	the	door.

Paige	 opened	 it.	 David	 stiffened,	 but	 she	 grabbed	 his	 hand	 and
impulsively	hugged	him.	“Oh,	David!”	she	exclaimed.	“I	was	hoping	it	was



you!	He's	been	 fretting	ever	 since	he	couldn't	 find	you!”	Her	eyes	went
beyond	David.	 “Tony!”	 Then	 she	 caught	 sight	 of	Kelden,	 and	 her	 smile
faltered.	“Kel,”	she	finished	quietly.

“Paige.”
Despite	 his	 words	 to	 David	 earlier,	 Kelden	 had	 not	 been	 looking

forward	 to	 seeing	 her.	 He	 had	 replayed	 their	 last	 conversation	 several
times,	more	 irritated	each	 time	with	what	he	perceived	as	her	stubborn
intolerance.	Now	after	Jordan's	apparent	fall	from	grace,	he	was	weary	of
their	 moralizing.	 He	 hoped	 Paige	 would	 give	 it	 a	 rest	 under	 the
circumstances,	but	somehow	he	doubted	that	would	happen.

Paige	 stepped	 back,	 drawing	 David	 in.	 “Come	 in,	 you	 guys.	 See,
Michael?	I	told	you	he'd	come	through.	And	with	reinforcements!”

To	 Kelden,	 the	 small	 room	 seemed	 more	 cheerful	 than	 the	 one
Laurie	had	been	in.	Except	for	Michael.	He	was	the	only	occupant	of	the
two	beds,	lying	in	the	one	nearest	the	window.	An	IV	dripped	into	his	arm,
and	his	pale,	 lined	 face	seemed	 to	have	aged	at	 least	 ten	years	 in	 the
past	three	weeks,	since	Kelden	had	seen	him	in	David's	office.

“The	 Three	 Musketeers!”	 crowed	 Michael	 as	 they	 entered.	 He
immediately	began	coughing,	 the	pain	curling	his	body	under	 the	sheet
and	squeezing	his	face	like	a	fist.	They	watched	helplessly.	It	was	a	short
spell;	when	it	was	over,	he	winced	and	muttered,	“I	gotta	stop	doing	that.”

“How	you	doin',	man?”	Tony	asked.
“I'm	dying,	I	can't	keep	anything	down,	I'm	up	half	the	night	hacking,	I

feel	lousy.	Other	than	that,	great!”	Michael	grinned.
“You	crazy	son	of	a	bitch.”	David's	voice	shook,	and	 tears	stood	 in

his	eyes.	“You're	lucky	you're	dying.	Saves	me	having	to	kill	you.”
Michael	had	no	answer;	he	just	looked	at	David.
“Oye,	 hombre.	 Vamonos,”	 Tony	 whispered	 to	 Kelden.	 Then	 to

Michael	he	said,	“we	will	be	back	un	poco	tarde.”
“You	better.	Hey,	Kel!	Happy	birthday!”
“Thanks,	man.”	 Kelden	 smiled	 and	 half-waved	 as	 he	 left	 the	 room

with	 Tony	 and	 Paige.	 As	 he	 closed	 the	 door,	 he	 saw	Michael,	 solemn
again,	staring	at	David,	who	stood	as	they'd	left	him.

They	 lingered	 in	 the	hall,	 silent,	 until	Paige	said,	 “There's	a	 lounge
down	there.”

“Bueno,”	Tony	replied,	and	Kelden	nodded,	so	she	led	them	to	a	little
bay	 of	 soft	 couches,	 armchairs,	 and	 a	 television	 high	 in	 one	 corner,



muttering	 a	Friends	 rerun.	 Three	 other	 people	 sat	 ignoring	 each	 other.
Paige	 chose	 a	 sofa	 as	 far	 away	 from	 them	 and	 the	 television	 as	 she
could,	and	Tony	and	Kelden	sat	near.	Kelden	avoided	looking	at	her.	After
a	 few	minutes	 in	which	Joey's	 latest	scheme	 threatened	 to	become	 the
most	 interesting	 thing	 in	 the	 immediate	 area,	 Tony	 asked	 Paige,	 “The
doctors	–	what	have	they	said?”

Paige	 shrugged.	 “What	 can	 they	 say?	 They'll	 do	 what	 they	 can	 to
make	him	comfortable,	maybe	get	him	past	the	pneumonia	so	he	can	at
least	 go	 into	 hospice	 for	 the	 duration,	 but	 they	 can't	 promise	 anything
beyond	that.	And	they	can't	even	really	promise	that.”

“Do	they	know	how	long	he	has	been	sick?”
“Not	 really.	He	 could	have	had	HIV	 for	months,	 even	 years.	 It	was

that	virus	that	went	around	last	month	that	set	it	off.	And	it	didn't	help	that
he	refused	to	do	anything	about	it	until	a	few	days	ago.”

Kelden	 glanced	 around;	 Paige's	 voice,	 though	 not	 loud,	 had
apparently	reached	the	nearest	of	the	others	in	the	room.	Kelden	locked
eyes	with	the	woman,	and	she	hastily	went	back	to	her	reading.

Tony	was	talking	again.	“-	been	notified?”
It	 was	 a	 moment	 before	 Paige	 answered.	 “He	 doesn't	 want	 that.

They	don't	know	he's	gay.”
“They	will	have	to	be	told	when	he	dies!”
“He	knows.	He	knows	he'll	have	to	tell	them	in	the	next	few	days.	He

wants	to	put	off	the	confrontation	as	long	as	possible.”
“Christians,	are	they?”	Kelden's	tone	was	harsh.
“No.”	Paige	remained	calm.	“As	a	matter	of	fact,	Michael	comes	from

a	long	line	of	atheists.	As	far	as	he	knows,	he's	the	first	Christian	in	his
family.”	She	gazed	steadily	at	him	as	 if	challenging	him	 to	continue.	He
turned	his	head.

“You	have	been	praying	for	him,	¿no	lo	has	hecho?”	asked	Tony.
Paige	allowed	a	little	smile	to	rest	on	her	lips.	“Religiously.”
Tony's	 chuckle	 couldn't	 totally	 drown	 out	 Kelden's	 snort.	 “And,

seguro,	you	expect	it	to	work?”
Paige's	smile	broadened.	“I	expect	God	to	answer.	That	answer	will

be	'yes',	'no',	or	'wait'.	But	He	will	answer.”
“Bullshit!”
Paige	turned	coolly	to	Kelden.	“You	see	other	options?”
“What	I	see,”	snapped	Kelden,	“is	a	man	lying	helpless	in	bed,	dying



of	 a	 filthy	 disease	 that	 your	 people	 have	 the	 gall	 to	 name	 a	 'righteous
judgment'	against	us,	while	you	dangle	a	false	hope	in	his	face	and	force
him	to	dance	to	your	philosophies	by	guilt!”

There	was	a	moment	of	 silence,	broken	only	by	 televised	 laughter.
Even	the	magazine	pages	ceased	to	rustle	around	them.

“And	what	I	see,”	Paige	said	at	last,	her	voice	still	calm	but	her	eyes
snapping,	 “is	an	 intelligent	man	who's	given	up	all	wisdom	 in	exchange
for	 the	 polemics	 of	 the	 intolerant.	 Believe	me,	 it	 goes	 both	 ways!	 Yes,
there've	 been	 narrow-minded	 men	 and	 women,	 some	 unfortunately	 in
positions	of	authority,	who've	made	some	foolish	statements.	But	if	you're
going	to	condemn	all	because	of	a	fanatic	few,	then	you're	no	less	stupid
than	they	are!

“I've	presented	to	you,	as	thoroughly	and	logically	as	I	know	how,	my
reasons	 for	 believing	 the	 way	 I	 do.	 Whether	 or	 not	 you	 accept	 those
reasons	 is	 your	 business.	But	 know	 this:	whether	 you	believe	 it	 or	 not,
God	 is	 going	 to	 answer,	 and	He's	 not	 going	 to	 care	 if	 you	 accept	 that
answer,	because	it's	not	you	He's	doing	it	for	–	it's	Michael.”	She	stood.
“And	in	case	you've	forgotten,	I,	too,	have	a	good	friend	I	love	very	much
dying	in	that	room	down	there.”	And	she	walked	off	down	the	hall,	away
from	Michael's	room.

“What	is	your	problem,	man?”	Tony	hissed	as	she	vanished.
Kelden	 also	 stood.	 “Get	 screwed,”	 he	 snapped,	 then	 stalked	 off	 to

the	elevators.
Tony	 didn't	 return	 to	 the	 Penthouse	 that	 night.	 Kelden	 figured	 he'd

stayed	in	Michael's	room	or	with	David	at	the	house.	He	told	himself	that
Tony	and	David	and	Paige	could	be	doing	whatever	the	hell	they	wanted
with	each	other	as	far	as	he	cared,	but	it	didn't	make	him	feel	any	better.

The	 next	 morning	 was	 Good	 Friday.	 He'd	 originally	 planned	 on
starting	 his	 three-day	 weekend	 by	 sleeping	 in,	 but	 sunrise	 found	 him
sailing	 south	 on	 I-57,	 pushing	 his	 Spyder	 as	 fast	 as	 he	 dared.	 Before
lunch	he'd	 left	 Illinois	on	 I-24;	by	mid-afternoon	he'd	 reached	Nashville.
Here	he	turned	east	on	I-40	until	he	reached	Monterey,	where	he	left	the
interstate	and	headed	northeast	on	state	 route	164	 for	no	 reason	other
than	the	hills	looked	inviting.	It	was	creeping	toward	evening	by	the	time
he	reached	Crawford,	Tennessee,	where,	on	a	whim,	he	turned	west	on	a
small,	narrow	pavement.	His	fever	took	him	some	miles	into	the	hills,	but
finally	 burned	 out	 as	 he	 pulled	 into	 Cluver's	 Hollow,	 a	 sleepy	 town	 of



small,	tidy	houses,	a	neatly	cared-for	little	white	church,	and	a	store	that
carried	everything	 from	eggs	 to	bolts	of	cotton	cloth	 to	gas	 from	an	old
pump	 around	 the	 side,	 all	 wrapped	 in	 greening	 hills	 and	 tied	 with	 a
sparkling	 creek.	 The	 young	woman	 behind	 the	 store	 counter	 chattered
cheerfully	 about	 the	 town's	 newly-acquired	 awareness	 of	 its	 tourist
potential,	especially	among	fishermen,	and	steered	him	toward	one	of	the
local	 families	who	had	 turned	a	 rambling,	 abandoned	 farmhouse	 into	 a
lovely,	 rustic	 inn	where	Kelden	could	get	a	soft	bed	 for	 the	night	and	a
magnificent	country	breakfast	the	next	morning.	When	he	showed	up	on
their	doorstep,	the	owners	welcomed	him	like	an	errant	cousin,	although
they	were	unable	to	pry	any	real	information	out	of	him.

He	spent	Saturday	stalking	the	hills	and	prowling	the	shadows	of	the
hollow	 that	 had	 given	 the	 town	 its	 name,	 wondering	what	 the	 hell	 had
possessed	him	to	drive	a	good	twelve	hours	to	a	place	he'd	never	heard
of	 just	 to	 sulk	 in	 the	 woods.	 Of	 course,	 it	 wasn't	 only	 a	 whim	 –	 he'd
wanted	to	get	away,	away	from	AIDS	and	homosexuality	and	politics	and
Christianity	 and	 AgriState	 and	 Tony	 and	Michael	 and	David	 and	 Paige
and	Jordan	and	people	who	couldn't	live	up	to	what	they	pretended	to	be.
Like	himself.	Only	he	couldn't	get	away	 from	himself.	He	 thought	about
driving	a	 little	 further	east,	 into	 the	Smokies,	and	maybe	not	 taking	 the
curve	on	a	mountain	road.	Instead,	he	sat	on	the	bank	where	the	creek
tumbled	into	a	wide	pond	and	cried.	He	hadn't	cried	like	that	while	sober
in	years.

He	 got	 up	 later	 than	 he'd	 planned	 on	 Sunday	 for	 the	 drive	 back.
Breakfast	was	lighter	than	Saturday's;	they	were	saving	up	for	an	Easter
potluck	dinner.	His	hosts	urged	him	to	 join	them	at	church;	he	declined,
explaining	that	he	had	a	long	drive	ahead	of	him.	He	left	shortly	after	they
did,	heading	the	wrong	way.	He	turned	himself	around	and	drove	slowly
back	through	town.	When	he	reached	the	small,	square,	steepled	church,
gleaming	in	the	warm	Easter	morning	sun,	he	pulled	impulsively	into	the
postage-stamp	parking	lot	and	sat	there,	his	heart	thumping	in	time	to	the
muffled	 music	 from	 the	 open	 front	 doors.	 It	 seemed,	 somehow,	 to	 be
drawing	him	in;	he	got	out	slowly	and	approached	the	steps.

He	wasn't	sure	what	to	expect.	He'd	been	raised	“high”	Episcopalian,
what	 he'd	 jokingly	 called	 “Catholic	 Lite”.	 Every	 Sunday,	 Father	 Martin
would	 lead	 the	 acolytes	 and	 choir	 in	 solemn	 procession	 around	 the
sanctuary	and	down	the	center	aisle	in	a	cloud	of	smoking	incense	from



his	 swinging	 censer.	 Half	 the	 prayers	 and	 congregational	 responses
would	be	sung	or	chanted,	especially	during	Holy	Communion.	And	that
ritual	 itself	was	almost	a	ballet,	 the	acolytes	gliding	back	and	 forth	and
circling	 Father	 Martin	 with	 the	 wine	 and	 water	 cruets,	 the	 chalice,	 the
small	plate	with	the	Host	–	the	tiny,	 thin	wafers	that	seemed	to	melt	 the
instant	 they	 touched	 the	 tongue	 –	 and	 the	 lavabo,	 the	 small,	 shallow
basin	 in	which	Father	Martin	 rinsed	 his	 fingers.	 Even	 cleaning	 up	 after
Communion	 had	 its	 own	 precise,	 elegant	 steps.	 Kelden	 had	 been	 an
acolyte	for	five	years;	he	still	remembered	the	terror	he	felt	every	week,
the	fearful	certainty	that	he	would	make	a	mistake	and	destroy	the	careful
flow	around	him,	 the	horrible	 embarrassment	when	he	did	occasionally
flub,	and	the	conviction	that	he	would	be	eternally	damned	for	his	error,
even	 though	Father	Martin	was	always	calm	and	kind	and	gentle	 in	his
corrections.

The	 sign	 outside	 this	 warm,	 welcoming	 little	 church	 –	 so	 unlike
stately,	frowning	St.	Andrew's	–	identified	it	simply	as	the	Cluver's	Hollow
Baptist	 Church.	 Kelden	 had	 grown	 up	 with	 the	 implicit	 conviction	 that
Baptists	were	Not	Quite	Right.	He	 trembled	 slightly	 as	he	mounted	 the
steps,	feeling	vaguely	guilty	and	somehow	unclean,	as	 if	he	were	about
to	witness	and	maybe	even	participate	in	some	secret,	sinister	ceremony.
He	reached	the	top	step,	inhaled	deeply,	and	stepped	inside.

He	was	admitted	almost	 immediately	 into	 the	sanctuary.	There	was
room	only	for	a	broad	cross	aisle	and	a	narrow	stairway	to	the	left	leading
down	 to	 the	 basement	 before	 the	 back	 of	 the	 last,	 worn	 pew.	 The
sanctuary	must	 have	 run	 nearly	 the	 entire	 length	 of	 the	 building,	 but	 it
seemed	exceptionally	 tiny.	Three	or	 four	 of	 these	 could	easily	 fit	 inside
the	 sanctuary	 at	 St.	 Andrew's	 without	 crowding	 the	 altar.	 Yet,	 unlike
shadowy	 St.	 Andrew's,	 the	 interior	 of	 this	 room	 was	 ablaze	 with	 light.
Most	 came	 through	 an	 abundance	 of	 vividly	 colored	 glass	 that	 stained
the	 sunlight	 in	 a	 dozen	 or	 more	 shades	 of	 blue,	 red,	 green,	 yellow,
orange,	and	purple.	He	had	walked	into	the	middle	of	a	luminous,	radiant
Easter	egg.

The	sound	was	even	more	exuberant	 than	 the	 light.	He	could	hear
an	 organ,	 but	 it	 was	 mixed	 in	 with	 other	 instruments	 including	 piano,
drums,	 harmonica	 –	 and,	 yes,	 even	 electric	 bass	 and	 acoustic	 guitars,
and	was	that	an	accordion?	The	congregation	was	singing	at	 the	top	of
their	 lungs,	 clapping	 and	 bouncing	 in	 place,	 some	 brandishing



tambourines,	 until	 it	 seemed	 the	 walls	 could	 not	 possibly	 contain	 the
sound	and	must	explode	in	a	cloud	of	jubilation.

Kelden	 barely	 had	 time	 to	 be	 overwhelmed	 when	 an	 usher
approached.	He	was	suddenly	aware	of	his	faded	black	jeans	and	purple
T-shirt,	and	of	 the	usher's	crisp,	dark	blue	suit,	but	 the	man	seemed	 to
notice	nothing	amiss.	He	grinned	broadly	and	shook	Kelden's	hand	with	a
warmth	no	less	heart-felt	for	its	wordlessness	–	the	music	made	speech
impossible.	Kelden	allowed	himself	to	be	led	two	pews	up	and	squeezed
in	next	to	a	grizzled,	sun-burnt	man	and	his	plump,	beaming	wife.	They,
too,	welcomed	him	with	mute	generous	smiles,	turning	immediately	back
to	the	song.

The	music	ended	after	another	chorus	 in	a	 tumult	of	applause	and
shouts	 of	 “Hallelujah!”	 and	 “Praise	 You,	 Jesus!”	 from	 all	 around	 the
church.	 The	 uproar	 died	 as	 the	musicians	 and	 congregation	 took	 their
seats.	 Kelden	 was	 having	 second	 thoughts,	 but	 there	 was	 no	 way	 he
could	slip	out	without	drawing	every	eye,	so	he	set	his	teeth	and	waited
to	see	what	he'd	gotten	himself	into.

The	 preacher	 was	 only	 a	 few	 years	 older	 than	 Kelden.	 He	 smiled
easily	as	he	stepped	behind	the	pulpit.	Not	at	all	the	fat,	sweaty,	heavily
jowled	 man	 with	 slicked-back	 hair	 and	 white	 suit	 that	 Kelden	 was
expecting,	he	 looked	more	 like	an	athlete.	His	dark	blonde	hair	 touched
his	collar,	his	strong	jaw	was	softened	by	a	neatly	trimmed	stubble,	and
he	 looked	 relaxed	 in	 his	 light	 blue	 sports	 coat	 and	 jeans	 and	 pale
lavender	shirt	with	a	white	 tie.	He	struck	Kelden	as	being	easily	 likable.
But	what	would	happen	when	he	opened	his	mouth?	Kelden	had	heard
the	 fundamentalist	 preachers	 late	 at	 night	 on	 the	 AM	 radio	 band,	 their
strident,	 hoarse	 voices	 punching	 hysterically	 through	 the	 static	 in	 sing-
song	cadences,	their	accents	thick	enough	to	spread	on	cornbread,	their
phrases	 punctuated	 with	 little	 grunts:	 “Oh,	 my	 brothers	 and	 sisters-uh,
how	can	we	ever	understand-uh,	the	glorious	love	of	Jay-sus-uh!”

Again,	he	was	pleasantly	surprised.	The	accent	was	there,	but	it	was
to	the	radio	preacher's	twang	and	drawl	the	way	a	precise	Oxford	accent
was	to	a	careless	Cockney,	delivered	with	smooth	resonance	and	subtle
drama.	 When	 a	 speaker's	 voice	 and	 mannerisms	 are	 irritating,	 his
listeners	 will	 often	 automatically	 reject	 his	 subject.	 Likewise,	 when	 his
voice	 and	 mannerisms	 are	 pleasing,	 his	 listeners	 will	 view	 his	 subject
with	 favor.	So	 it	was	with	Kelden	and	 the	preacher	at	 the	 little	Cluver's



Hollow	Baptist	Church.	He	heard	 the	man	speak	and	was	pleased	with
what	he	heard	and	settled	in	to	consider	what	he	said.

The	sermon	was	a	basic	one.	Kelden,	though	far	from	a	theologian,
would	 have	 recognized	 that	 himself,	 even	 if	 the	 preacher	 hadn't
confessed	 as	 much	 right	 from	 the	 very	 beginning.	 But,	 the	 preacher
argued,	the	whole	Easter	story	and	all	that	led	up	to	it	was	about	as	basic
as	you	could	get,	and	sometimes	it	did	a	Christian	good	to	recall	just	why
he'd	come	to	Jesus	in	the	first	place,	and	just	what	He'd	done	for	him	–	or
her.

The	preacher	launched	into	a	rapid	history	lesson,	going	all	the	way
back	 to	 Genesis.	 He	 talked	 about	 how	 men	 and	 women	 had	 been
created	 to	 be	 close	 to	 their	 Creator's	 heart,	 but	 how	 they'd	 disobeyed
their	 loving	 Father	 and	 had	 to	 face	 the	 consequences.	 He	 told	 how
rebellion	had	become	part	of	human	nature,	and	how	God	had	to	provide
a	way	 for	people	 to	satisfy	 the	death	penalty	 for	 their	 rebellions	without
dying	themselves	the	first	time	they	broke	the	littlest	point	of	the	Law.	He
spoke	 of	 the	 animal	 sacrifices	 that	 were	 instituted	 as	 a	 substitutionary
payment,	and	the	most	dramatic	of	those	sacrifices,	the	lambs	that	were
slain	and	the	blood	that	was	smeared	on	the	Jewish	doorposts	in	the	very
first	Passover	to	spare	the	Jews	from	the	judgment	that	fell	on	Pharaoh
and	the	Egyptian	nation.

From	 Egypt	 and	 the	 Exodus,	 he	 leapt	 forward	 a	 couple	 thousand
years,	 noting	 as	 he	 did	 that	 the	 system	 of	 animal	 sacrifice	 remained
unchanged	 throughout	 that	 entire	 time.	 He	 also	 noted	 how,	 time	 and
again,	that	system	failed	to	make	any	lasting	difference	in	Israel,	and	how
God	had	planned,	long	ago,	to	provide,	Himself,	the	ultimate	payment	for
humanity's	rebelliousness.

By	 the	 time	 the	preacher	 introduced	Jesus	 into	his	sermon,	Kelden
was	spellbound.	He	knew	of	all	 these	stories	 from	his	 years	 in	Sunday
School	at	St.	Andrew's.	But	somehow,	the	Old	and	New	Testaments	had
seemed	two	separate	worlds.	The	New	Testament	he'd	always	accepted
as	history,	albeit	biased;	the	Old	as	legends.	The	difference	had	felt	much
the	same	as	that	between	the	chronicles	of	the	Caesars	and	the	tales	of
the	Roman	gods.	He	wondered,	 fleetingly,	 if	Father	Martin	had	also	 felt
that	 way.	 But	 sitting	 in	 this	 crowded	 pew	 in	 this	 tiny	 church	 that	 his
parents	would	 have	 considered	 at	 least	 inferior	 if	 not	 outright	 heretical,
listening	 to	 a	man	 they	would	 have	 been	 horrified	 to	 find	 in	 their	 living



room,	he	suddenly	saw	the	histories	of	Moses	and	the	Patriarchs	and	the
histories	of	Jesus	and	the	Apostles	as	one	seamless,	 flowing	whole,	an
unbroken	story	rich	with	poetry	through	which	an	enigmatic	and	incredibly
powerful	 Figure	 moved.	 Once,	 many	 years	 ago,	 the	 mystery	 of	 the
Eucharist	could	make	him	shiver;	he	shivered	now	as	the	preacher	drew
him	and	the	rest	of	the	congregation	back	through	the	centuries	to	a	time
when	God	could	actually	be	touched.

For	now	the	preacher	spoke	of	Jesus;	of	the	humble	carpenter	who
lived	in	poverty	and	spoke	to	all,	men	and	women,	rich	and	poor;	and	of
the	 Man	 of	 power	 attended	 by	 miracles	 and	 fulfilled	 prophecies,	 Who
lived	 a	 perfect	 life	 because	 He	 was	 God,	 and	Who	 proved	 His	 claim.
These	 arguments	 Kelden	 had	 heard	 from	 Paige,	 but	 he	 was	 forced	 to
listen	 to	 them	 now	 unbroken	 by	 his	 protests	 and	 skepticism,	 and	 they
were	compelling.

Then	the	preacher	spoke	of	the	crucifixion,	and	this,	too,	he'd	heard
from	 Paige	 and	 Father	 Martin	 and	 God	 knew	 how	 many	 others	 in
between,	but	there	was	something	in	this	man's	words	that	took	Kelden
and	 the	other	 silent,	motionless	 listeners	out	 of	 that	 tiny	building	 in	 the
Tennessee	foothills	and	stood	them	on	a	barren,	windy	hilltop	and	forced
them	 to	 watch	 the	 laughing	 Roman	 soldiers	 take	 the	 large,	 wooden
mallets	 and	 drive	 great	 iron	 spikes	 through	 the	 wrists	 and	 feet	 of	 the
screaming	 prisoners.	 They	 lived,	 with	 that	 preacher,	 the	 tortures	 of	 a
Roman	 crucifixion,	 both	 as	witnesses	watching	 the	 death	 agonies	 of	 a
man	they	knew	to	be	innocent,	and	as	the	victim	longing	for	release	from
the	tendon-tearing,	bone-wrenching	torments	that	went	far	beyond	pain.
When	he'd	spoken	 to	Paige,	Kelden	had	considered	 that	suffering	 from
an	 intellectual	 viewpoint,	 agreeing	 calmly	 and	 rationally	 that	 it	 was
extreme;	now	the	description	tore	at	his	heart,	 leaving	his	 face	wet	with
horror,	and	anger,	and	compassion,	and	shame.

And	 now,	 the	 preacher	 came	 to	 the	 climax.	 Having	 brought	 his
congregation	through	thousands	of	years	of	Jewish	history	and	the	jarring
spectacle	of	a	Roman	execution,	he	took	them	to	a	quiet	garden	tomb	in
the	cold,	gray,	predawn	hours;	 to	a	stuffy	 room	packed	with	 frightened,
dispirited	men;	to	a	lonely,	dusty	road	between	Jerusalem	and	Emmaus;
and	to	a	warm	beach	on	the	shore	of	the	Sea	of	Galilee.	And	in	each	of
these	 places,	 he	 showed	 them	 Jesus,	 as	 unmistakably	 alive	 as	 He'd
been	 unmistakably	 dead,	 proving	 beyond	 doubt	 His	 own	 divinity	 and



authority,	blazing	the	way	to	complete	forgiveness,	freely	offering	the	final
payment	for	rebelliousness	to	any	and	all	who	would	accept	it.

The	sermon	came	 to	a	 resplendent,	 triumphant	end	amid	waves	of
applause	and	shouts	of	 praise.	The	musicians	 ran	 for	 their	 instruments
and	the	people	roared	out	more	songs.	The	church	was	becoming	close
and	hot.	Kelden	looked	around;	someone	across	the	aisle	and	a	couple
of	 pews	 up	 was	 leaping	 up	 and	 down,	 hands	 raised,	 shouting	 out
machine-gun	 bursts	 of	 a	 language	 Kelden	 couldn't	 even	 place;	 at	 the
back	 of	 the	 church,	 in	 the	 space	 before	 the	 door,	 two	 women	 were
springing	 and	 whirling	 to	 the	music.	 His	 one	 known	 escape	 route	 was
blocked.	He	began	to	sweat.

The	music	 finally	 stopped,	 although	 the	 people	 remained	 standing.
The	 preacher	 spoke	 again	 of	God's	 sacrifice	 and	 of	 the	 forgiveness	 of
sins.	The	musicians	began	to	play	something	soft	and	flowing.	He	urged
people	to	come	forward,	to	accept	Jesus	into	their	hearts.	A	few	stepped
out	 and	walked	 to	 the	 front,	 some	 –	mostly	 women	 –	 sobbing.	 Kelden
knew	he	was	included	in	that	invitation,	but	now	all	he	wanted	was	to	go
home.	 He	 thought	 of	 Tony.	 He	 thought	 of	 David.	 And	 he	 thought	 of
Michael,	some	500	miles	away,	dying.

And	 then	 it	was	over.	His	attention	had	drifted	and	he'd	missed	 the
preacher's	closing	words,	and	now	he	was	 in	 the	middle	of	a	 laughing,
chattering	mob.	The	couple	he'd	been	standing	next	 to	 insisted	he	 join
them	 “over't	 th'	Slater	place”	 for	a	huge	potluck.	The	owners	of	 the	 inn
added	 their	 own	 urging.	 He	 grinned	 and	 thanked	 them,	 but	 firmly
declined.	He	slipped	 through	 the	crowd,	shook	hands	with	 the	preacher
on	 the	 front	 steps,	 deftly	 sidestepped	 any	 questions	 about	 his	 own
spiritual	 state,	 and	 trotted	 out	 to	 his	 car.	Minutes	 later	 he	 swept	 out	 of
town,	bolted	from	the	hollow,	scurried	through	the	hills,	and	fled	onto	the
highway	and	back	to	his	own	life.



	
It	was	Jordan	who	finally	broke	the	silence,	his	voice	heavy	and
hesitant.	He	kept	his	eyes	on	his	hands.	“I	wanted	–	to	explain
–	about	what	happened.	After	your	party.”
Kelden	considered	protesting	that	he	didn't	have	to.	Instead,	he
waited,	watching	Jordan's	hands	and	the	top	of	his	head.
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Chapter	8
	
	
The	drive	home	was	mostly	a	blur.	Kelden	arrived	in	Fell	Park	around

six	Monday	morning,	having	stopped	three	times	along	the	Interstates	for
short	 naps.	 These	 kept	 him	 going,	 although	 they	 didn't	 really	 rest	 him.
The	Spyder	was	a	little	too	cramped	for	that.

The	Penthouse	was	exactly	as	he'd	left	it.	Tony	hadn't	been	there	all
weekend.	He	wondered	if	he'd	even	known	he'd	been	gone.	He	doubted
it.	 He	 started	 to	 stew	 about	 it	 as	 he	 showered,	 caught	 himself,	 and
resolved	not	to	think	of	Tony	or	the	rest	of	them	that	day.

Breakfast	was	a	cup	of	 coffee.	He	arrived	at	AgriState	 looking	and
feeling	 refreshed,	but	by	mid-morning	he'd	caught	himself	dozing	at	his
terminal	 several	 times,	 and	 one	 of	 the	 other	 programmers	 had	 caught
him	at	least	once	that	he	was	aware	of.	He	looked	at	the	rest	of	the	work
to	be	done	 that	day	and	decided	 there	was	nothing	 that	couldn't	be	 left
until	 Tuesday	 or	 done	 by	 someone	 else.	 He	 left	 before	 noon,	 going
straight	to	the	Penthouse	and	to	bed.

The	 alarm	woke	 him	 about	 six	 hours	 later.	 He	must've	 been	more
tired	than	he	thought;	Tony	had	been	in,	fixed	tacos	in	the	kitchen	not	25
feet	from	the	loft,	and	left	again,	all	without	waking	him.	He	reheated	the
beef	 in	 the	 microwave,	 wolfed	 down	 a	 quick	 dinner,	 and	 grabbed	 his
bassoon	and	ran.

Paige	 said	 nothing	 to	 him	 that	 evening,	 which	 didn't	 surprise	 him.
Kathy	 approached	 during	 break,	 but	 seemed	 to	 think	 better	 of	 it	 and
turned	away.	Which	was	fine	with	him	–	the	 last	 thing	he	wanted	was	a
lecture.	Especially	tonight.	He	had	to	face	Tony.

He	 lingered	 after	 rehearsal,	 delaying	 the	 inevitable.	 He	 told	 some
friends	 about	 his	 spur-of-the-moment	 Tennessee	 adventure,	 speaking
lightly	 of	 the	 scenery	 and	 the	 people	 and	 saying	 nothing	 about	 the



Cluver's	Hollow	Baptist	Church.	His	listeners	expressed	envy	at	his	ability
to	take	off	whenever	he	wanted.	He	just	smiled.

He	got	 home	 late,	 hoping	Tony	would	 be	 asleep.	 Tony	was	 on	 the
sofa,	 watching	 Stephen	 Colbert.	 They	 exchanged	 greetings.	 Kelden
stowed	his	bassoon	and	music	and	flopped	down	in	an	armchair.	At	the
commercial,	Tony	stretched	and	got	up.

“You	want	a	Coke,	man?”	he	asked.
“Sure,”	 Kelden	 lied.	 He	 idly	 watched	 a	 message	 for	 erectile

dysfunction	and	another	 for	an	 internet	dating	service.	Tony	came	back
and	handed	him	a	glass.	 “Thanks,”	he	said.	The	screen	 talked	about	a
local	siding	company.	“Good	tacos	at	dinner,”	he	commented.

“Gracias.”
He	 took	 a	 sip.	 A	 Bloomington	 vacuum	 cleaner	 dealer	 talked	 about

their	product.	“How's	Michael?”
“He	 is	all	 right.”	Tony	spoke	quietly,	calmly.	 “The	doctors,	 they	 think

they	 have	 the	 pneumonia	 under	 control,	 at	 least	 for	 now.	 There	 is	 a
chance	they	may	release	him	next	week.”

“That's	great!	How's	David	doing?”
“No	 lo	sé.	He	has	spent	many	hours	with	Michael.	 I	 do	not	 think	 it

helps.	He	is	drinking	a	lot.”
“Did	you	stay	with	him	over	the	weekend?”
“Si.”	Tony	watched	to	see	how	he	would	react.
“That's	good.	He	needs	you.”
“He	needs	all	of	his	friends.	And	so	does	Michael.”
Kelden	 shrugged.	 “I	 don't	 know	 that	 I	 was	 ever	 really	 one	 of	 his

friends.”
“Quizás,	you	did	not	give	him	a	chance?”
Kelden	returned	his	steady	gaze.	“Quizás.”
“I	looked	for	you	over	the	weekend.”
“I	took	a	couple	days	off.”
“You	went	back	to	Chicago?”
Kelden	shook	his	head.	“Tennessee.”
“¿Qué?”	Tony	blinked.	“You	have	family	in	Tennessee?”
“My	family	wouldn't	be	caught	dead	in	Tennessee.	That's	just	where	I

ended	up.”
“Yo	veo.	What	did	you	do	there?”
Kelden	shrugged	again.	“Walked	around.	Looked	at	things.	Thought.”



“¿Acerca	de	qué?”
“Life,	the	universe,	everything.”
If	 Tony	 caught	 the	 feeble	 joke,	 he	 ignored	 it.	 Instead,	 he	 said,

“Jordan	came	by	tonight,	looking	for	you.”
“Jordan?”	Now	it	was	Kelden's	turn	to	blink.	“What	did	he	want?”
“No	lo	sé.	He	just	said	he	had	to	talk	to	you.”
“I	 see.”	 Colbert	 had	 finished,	 unnoticed,	 to	 be	 replaced	 by	 James

Corden.	Kelden	stood	and	picked	up	his	empty	glass.	“It's	getting	late.	I
think	I'll	hit	the	sack.”

Tony	 also	 stood.	 “Si.	 Yo	 también.”	 He	 turned	 off	 the	 screen	 and
followed	Kelden	 in	 to	 the	kitchen	with	his	own	glass.	 “Paige,	she	was	a
little	-”

“Look,	don't	start.”	Kelden	turned	to	him.	“I	know	I	was	out	of	 line.	I
was	-”

“¿Un	hijo	de	perra?”
Kelden	sighed.	 “I	was	going	 to	say	 'upset',	but	yeah.	 I	suppose	so.

I'm	 sorry.	But	 don't	 expect	me	 to	 really	 give	a	damn	what	Paige	 thinks
right	now.”

“Even	if	she	is	right?”	Tony	took	Kelden's	glass	from	him.
“What?	Oh,	 shit,	 Tony!	 Don't	 tell	 me	 you've	 gone	 and	 got	 religion,

too!”
“No.”	 He	 started	 washing	 the	 glasses.	 “But	 what	 she	 says,	 it	 is

something	to	think	about.”
“Fine.	You	think	about	it.”
“Yo	tengo.	And	the	more	I	think,	the	more	it	makes	sense.”
“So	you're	gonna	become	a	Christian.”
After	 a	moment,	 Tony	 replied,	 “No	 lo	 sé.	 I	 think	 –	 I	 think	 a	 lot	 will

depend	 on	 what	 happens	 to	 Michael.”	 Kelden	 waited.	 Tony	 put	 the
glasses	in	the	drainer,	then	stood	looking	at	them.	“Paige,	she	does	not
like	 that.	She	says,	God	will	give	 to	Michael	 the	answer	 that	 is	 the	best
for	him,	but	what	if	 it	 is	not	the	answer	I	want?	I	say,	then	I	do	not	want
that	God.	Paige,	she	is	muy	infeliz.”	A	smile	flitted	across	his	face,	 then
he	 turned	 to	Kelden.	 “I	 am	 tired,	Kel.	 I	 am	 tired	of	 running	 from	Him.	 I
would	 like	 to	know	Paige's	God.	But	 I	do	not	want	a	God	 that	will	kill	a
man	for	loving	someone.”

“Too	bad,	'cause	it	looks	like	that's	the	kind	you're	gonna	get.”
“Quizás.	 Veremos.	 Anyway,	 when	 I	 say	 Paige	 is	 right,	 that	 is	 not



what	I	mean.”
Kelden	waited.
“I	mean,”	Tony	continued	carefully,	 “she	 is	 right	 that	you	have	been

too	 hard	 on	 her	 because	 she	 does	 not	 believe	 as	 you	 do.	 You	 said	 to
David	–	¿Recuerdas?	–	that	she	is	not	like	the	others.	I	think	you	should
listen	to	yourself.”

Kelden	sighed.	 “Maybe	you're	 right.	Or	maybe	not.	Frankly,	 I'm	 just
too	damned	tired	of	the	whole	thing.”	He	turned	and	headed	for	the	loft.
After	 a	 few	moments,	 Tony	 circled	 the	 Penthouse,	 extinguishing	 lights,
and	followed	him.	They	slept	with	their	backs	to	each	other.

Kelden	had	no	more	desire	to	speak	to	Jordan	than	to	Paige.	Jordan,
however,	 gave	 him	 no	 choice.	 At	 five	 o'clock	 the	 next	 evening,	 Kelden
pushed	himself	away	from	his	terminal	and	rubbed	his	eyes.	He	blinked
several	times	to	clear	his	contacts;	when	he	could	focus	properly,	Jordan
was	hovering	nervously	in	his	office	doorway.

“How	long	you	been	there?”	asked	Kelden.
“Not	 long,”	Jordan	admitted.	 “I	didn't	want	 to	disturb	you.	You	were

pretty	intense.	I	figured	it	was	something	important.”
“Eh.	Just	some	crap	I	didn't	get	done	yesterday.”
“You	finished,	then?”
Kelden	 considered	 lying,	 then	 stood.	 “Yeah.	 Tony	 said	 you	 were

looking	for	me?”
Jordan	nodded.	“Yeah.	Got	time	for	a	cup	of	coffee	or	something?”
Kelden	 wavered.	 Jordan	 waited	 quietly.	 Kelden	 had	 to	 admit	 that,

despite	what	else	he	might	 feel,	he	was	curious.	“Sure,”	he	said,	noting
how	Jordan	visibly	relaxed.	“Java	Joe's?”

“Um	–	sure,	fine.”
“You	got	your	motorcycle?”
“Actually,	 no.	 It's	 in	 the	 shop.	 I	 took	 the	 bus.”	 Which	 explained

Jordan's	hesitation;	Java	Joe's	was	on	the	other	side	of	the	campus.
“No	 problem.”	 Kelden	 switched	 off	 his	 terminal,	 straightened	 his

desk,	and	pulled	on	his	coat.	“I	drove	today.”
“Thanks.”
They	 left	 in	 silence.	Once	 in	 the	Spyder,	 Kelden	 asked,	 “Problems

with	your	bike?”
“Oh,	no.	Just	routine	maintenance.	They	wouldn't	even	have	needed

it	overnight,	but	I	got	it	in	late.”



That	topic	died.	Kelden	tried	again.	“Have	a	good	weekend?”
“Yeah.”
“Did	you	see	your	folks?	Where	do	they	live,	by	the	way?”
“Wheaton.	That's	about	25	miles	west	of	Chicago.”
Kelden	nodded.	“I	know	it.”
“That's	 right,	 you're	 from	 –	Winnetka,	 wasn't	 it?	 Did	 you	 go	 up	 for

Easter?”
“Just	 the	 opposite.	 I	 spent	 the	 weekend	 in	 Cluver's	 Hollow,

Tennessee.”
“Really?	Why?”
“Why	not?	I	drove	till	I	got	tired,	and	that's	where	I	stopped.”
Jordan	nodded.	“Yeah,	I	hear	you.”	And	he	fell	silent	again.
Kelden	 made	 no	 further	 attempt	 at	 conversation	 until	 they'd

established	 themselves	at	Java	Joe's.	Jordan	chose	a	quiet,	out-of-the-
way	 table	 that	happened	 to	be	Paige's	 favorite.	Kelden	said	nothing	as
they	sat	with	their	coffees,	and	Jordan	seemed	reluctant	to	begin,	so	they
simply	 sat,	 each	 staring	 at	 his	 own	 thoughts	 in	 their	 murky,	 steaming
cups.

It	 was	 Jordan	 who	 finally	 broke	 the	 silence,	 his	 voice	 heavy	 and
hesitant.	He	kept	his	eyes	on	his	hands.	 “I	wanted	–	 to	explain	–	about
what	happened.	After	your	party.”

Kelden	 considered	 protesting	 that	 he	 didn't	 have	 to.	 Instead,	 he
waited,	watching	Jordan's	hands	and	the	top	of	his	head.

“You	 probably	 heard	 some	 things,”	 Jordan	 continued	 after	 a	 long
moment.

“Yes.”
Jordan	opened	his	mouth,	 took	a	breath,	and	stopped.	He	glanced

up.	“What	did	you	hear?”
Kelden	was	unwilling	to	repeat	what	his	roommate	had	said.	“Well.	.	.

.”	He	shifted	and	looked	away.	“Um	.	.	.	you	were	supposed	to	have	.	.	.
ah	.	.	.	spent	the	night	with	.	.	.	ah	.	.	.	one	of	the	guys	there	and	then	.	.	.
ah	 .	 .	 .	 renounced	 your	 religion.”	 He	 looked	 back.	 Jordan	 was	 again
staring	into	his	cup.	“I	figured	they	were	exaggerating.”

“They	 were.”	 Jordan	 smiled	 wanly.	 “I	 hadn't	 completely	 renounced
Christ.	I	just	couldn't	see	how	I	could	face	him	anymore.”

Kelden	 waited	 for	 Jordan	 to	 continue.	 When	 he	 didn't,	 he	 asked,
“Then	you	did	–	uh	-”



“Sleep	with	that	guy?”	Jordan	finally	met	Kelden's	eyes.	“Yes.”
“Well.	 .	 .	 .”	 Suddenly	 it	 became	 important	 to	 Kelden	 to	 excuse

Jordan.	“You	were	drunk,	and	-”
“Yes,	I	was	drunk.	And	stoned.”	Now	that	it	was	coming	out,	Jordan

seemed	less	nervous.	“But	I	knew	what	I	was	doing.	And	he	didn't	 'take
advantage'	of	me,	either.	I'm	sure	he	would've	driven	me	straight	back	to
the	dorm.	No.	I	made	a	deliberate	choice.”

“Look,	you	don't	have	to	tell	me	any	of	this.”
“I	want	to.	And,	yes,	I	have	to.	I	presented	an	image	of	myself	to	you

that	 I	 turned	 around	and	 totally	 violated,	 and	 I	want	 you	 to	 understand
why.	I	don't	want	you	to	think	I'm	just	another	hypocrite.”

Kelden	nodded	silently	for	him	to	continue.	Jordan	lowered	his	eyes
and	 sat	 silently	 again,	 this	 time	 to	 order	 his	 thoughts.	 Then	 he	 sighed
gently,	looked	up,	and	began	again.

“I	almost	didn't	go	to	your	party.	I'd	been	feeling	down	for	a	few	days;
I	 was	 just	 about	 convinced	 I	 was	 going	 nowhere	 in	 my	 life	 –
scholastically,	 spiritually,	 romantically,	 any	way	 you	want	 to	 look	 at	 it.	 I
should've	stayed	in	my	room	and	prayed	through	it,	but	I	didn't	want	to.	I
didn't	want	to	go	out,	either,	but	I	ended	up	going	to	your	party	anyway.
And	 I'm	 really	 glad	 I	 did.	 I	 don't	 think	 that	 was	 a	 mistake	 at	 all.	 Or	 it
wouldn't've	 been	 –	 I	 just	made	 some	 really	 stupid	 choices	while	 I	 was
there.	And	it	started	when	I	went	out	on	the	balcony	with	Mark.”

“I	thought	you	were	out	there	preaching	to	him.”
“I'd've	been	better	off	if	I	had.	No,	I	didn't	want	to	come	off	pushy	with

a	 rising	 rock	 star,	 so	 all	 we	 talked	 about	 was	 music.	 Then,	 when	 he
offered	 me	 a	 couple	 hits,	 I	 thought,	 gee,	 this	 guy	 doesn't	 know	 I'm	 a
Christian,	and	 I've	always	wanted	 to	 try	 it,	 so.	 .	 .	 .”	He	shrugged.	 “And
that's	where	I	really	blew	it.	After	I'd	justified	that,	I	could	justify	anything
else.	Including	having	sex	with	that	guy.”

“The	way	I	heard	it,”	Kelden	said	carefully,	“you	came	on	to	him.”
Jordan	 toyed	with	his	spoon,	 then	asked,	 “Did	 I	ever	 tell	you	about

the	guy	who	led	me	to	Christ?”
“About	being	attracted	to	him?	Yes.”
“I	don't	think	I	told	you	how	serious	it	was.”
“Just	that	it	confused	and	depressed	you.”
Jordan	 nodded.	 “It	 was	 more	 than	 just	 curiosity.	 I	 wanted	 him	 as

much	 as	 I'd	 ever	 wanted	 any	 girl.	 More.	 A	 bunch	 of	 us	 visited	 at	 his



parents'	 house	 in	 Springfield	 over	 semester	 break.	 I	 slept	 in	 the	 room
next	to	his.	I	was	up	half	the	night,	knowing	Brian	was	just	the	other	side
of	 the	wall,	 trying	 to	sort	out	what	 I	was	 feeling.	 If	he'd	walked	 into	my
room,	 for	any	 reason,	 I	 think	 I'd've	 lost	 it	 right	 there.	He	graduated	 that
spring	–	I	was	a	freshman	–	and	moved	away.	I	never	told	anyone	how	I'd
felt,	and	I	lost	contact	with	him.	After	a	while,	so	did	everyone	else.	I	tried
to	 forget	 the	 whole	 thing,	 but	 I've	 wondered	 every	 now	 and	 then	what
would've	happened	if.”

He	stopped	and	stared	into	his	cup	as	if	he	could	see	something	in
the	few	drops	clinging	to	the	bottom.	After	a	few	heartbeats	he	continued
quietly.

“I	heard	from	a	friend	a	few	days	before	your	birthday.	He'd	run	into
Brian	 in	 a	Manhattan	 subway	 station.	He'd	 been	 driving	 a	 cab	 –	 Brian
had	–	and	living	with	an	independent	film	producer.	Now	he	was	living	in
a	shelter	and	dying	of	AIDS	and	had	nothing	but	contempt	for	God.”

“And	that's	what	depressed	you?”
“I	think	so.	Yeah.	I	know	I	was	thinking	of	him	that	night,	when	I	went

with	that	friend	of	yours.	I	knew	he	was	gay	–	I'd	seen	him	at	the	rally.	I
was	really	messed	up.	I	was	angry	with	Brian	for	not	staying	with	Jesus,
but	feeling	at	the	same	time,	like,	if	I	couldn't	have	him,	I'd	have	someone
else.”

Once	 again,	 Jordan	 fell	 silent,	 his	 head	 down,	 his	 shoulders
hunched.	Kelden	sighed	and	pushed	his	tepid,	half-finished	coffee	to	one
side.	“Look,	why	are	you	telling	me	all	this?”

“Because	I	need	you	to	know	what	really	happened,	and	why.”
“But	what	difference	does	it	make?	I	mean,	your	life	is	your	own,	just

like	mine	 is	my	own.	Your	 religion	 turned	out	 to	be	a	 failure.	That's	 the
way	 it	 goes.	 That's	 also	 why	 I'm	 not	 going	 to	 bother	 with	 it;	 I've	 got
enough	failures	in	my	own	life,	I	sure	as	hell	don't	need	another.”

“But	 that's	 the	point!”	Jordan	 looked	up,	his	eyes	wet	and	 fierce.	 “It
wasn't	a	 failure!	 I	mean,	 I	was,	yeah,	but	God	came	through,	and	that's
what	I	need	to	tell	you!”

Kelden	snorted	and	leaned	back.
“No,	listen,”	Jordan	urged.	“When	I	woke	up	Saturday	morning,	I	was

sober,	 in	more	ways	 than	one.	 I	 looked	at	what	 I'd	 done,	 and	 that	 guy
next	to	me,	and	–	I	mean	–	I	don't	know	if	this	means	anything	to	you,	but
I	 managed	 to	 get	 through	 high	 school	 and	 into	 college	 still	 a	 virgin.	 I



wasn't	 even	 a	 Christian	 yet,	 and	 it	 wasn't	 like	 I	 didn't	 have	 plenty	 of
chances,	I	just	knew	I	was	going	to	get	married	some	day,	and	I	wanted
to	 be	able	 to	 give	 everything	 to	my	wife	 and	meanwhile	 stay	 free	 from
disease.	I	figured,	sure,	we'd	probably	live	together	or	have	some	kind	of
relationship	once	we	were	engaged,	and	then,	after	I	became	a	Christian,
I	 just	assumed	 it	would	happen	on	our	wedding	night.	But	when	I	woke
up	and	saw	where	 I	was	and	 remembered	what	had	happened	–	and	 I
remembered	it	clearly	–	the	first	thing	I	thought	of	was	how	I'd	hurt	God
and	 myself.	 And	 the	 second	 thing	 was	 how	 I	 no	 longer	 had	 anything
special	 to	 give	 to	my	 future	wife,	 that	 I'd	 thrown	away	my	wedding	 gift
without	 thinking	 twice.	 The	 guy	woke	 up	while	 I	was	 getting	 dressed.	 I
told	him	I	was	sorry,	it	was	all	a	big	mistake,	and	then	I	ran.

“If	 I'd	had	my	bike,	 I'd've	probably	done	what	you	did	 last	weekend
and	just	taken	off.	But	it	was	at	your	place,	and	I	didn't	want	to	go	back
there	yet.	So	I	just	wandered	around.	I	spent	some	time	at	the	library,	at
McClendon	Park,	Washburn	Park,	 just	avoiding	people.	 I	 thought	about
getting	drunk,	but	I	didn't	have	any	cash	with	me,	I	didn't	want	to	go	back
to	the	dorm	and	get	any,	and	I	couldn't	force	myself	to	use	my	card.	So	I
didn't	eat,	either.

“I	 snuck	 in	 after	 midnight,	 and	 only	 a	 couple	 people	 saw	 me.	 My
roommate	 was	 gone.	 I	 found	 a	 bottle	 of	 peppermint	 schnapps	 in	 his
bolster	and	drank	 it.	About	 three	 in	 the	morning	 I	got	sick	–	 just	barely
made	 it	 to	 the	 john.	 Then	 I	 slept	 till	 noon	 and	 went	 out	 again	 till	 late.
When	I	got	in,	I	paid	my	roommate	for	the	schnapps,	told	him	not	to	ask
any	questions,	and	went	to	bed.

“I	came	and	got	my	bike	on	Tuesday,	but	I	still	couldn't	talk	to	you.	I
was	sure	 the	guy	 I'd	spent	 the	night	with	had	 told	you	 the	whole	 thing,
and	 I	 couldn't	 face	you.	So	 I	 just	went	 to	class	and	stayed	 in	my	 room
and	didn't	talk	to	anyone.	I	knew	the	guys	on	the	floor	were	talking	about
me,	but	I	just	didn't	care.

“One	of	my	 friends	 finally	cornered	me	 in	my	room.	 I	didn't	want	 to
see	him.	 I	was	afraid	he'd	be	completely	disgusted	with	me,	but	he	sat
with	me	and	forced	me	to	tell	him	everything.	And	then	he	told	me	about
his	 own	 struggles	with	 drugs	 and	 the	 occult	 and	 how	many	 times	 he'd
screwed	up.	He'd	been	a	Christian	 longer	 than	me,	and	 there	was	one
time	a	little	over	a	year	ago	he'd	fallen	so	far	and	gotten	so	strung	out	he
lost	an	entire	week	–	he	still	can't	remember	most	of	 it.	But	he	just	kept



telling	me,	 over	 and	 over,	 how	much	God	 loved	me	 and	was	 ready	 to
forgive	 me,	 no	 matter	 what,	 and	 how	 I	 was	 just	 punishing	 myself.	 He
stuck	 with	 me	 at	 least	 three	 hours	 Thursday	 night,	 just	 talking	 and
praying.

“I	went	home	Good	Friday,	but	I	wasn't	comfortable,	so	I	told	my	folks
I	 had	 to	 do	 something	 at	 church	 down	here	 for	Easter	 and	 came	back
Saturday	night.	I'd	been	thinking	the	whole	time	about	what	my	friend	had
said,	and	finally,	on	the	way	back,	I	couldn't	take	it	anymore.	I	had	to	stop
running.	I	stopped	at	a	rest	stop	and	did	what	I	should've	done	right	from
the	beginning	–	I	prayed.	For	a	couple	of	hours.	I	prayed	for	myself	for	a
long	 time,	confessing	my	sins	and	 faults	and	 letting	God	heal	my	spirit.
And	He	did.	I	could	actually	feel	Him	sitting	on	that	bench	with	me,	loving
me	and	accepting	me	and	cleansing	my	heart.	I	had	a	very	vivid	image	of
my	 heart	 just	 jammed	 full	 of	 wet,	 black	 cinders,	 and	 of	 a	 hand	 gently
scooping	 it	 out	and	 filling	 it	with	 light.	 I	was	completely	overwhelmed.	 I
just	sat	and	cried.”

Kelden	 wanted	 to	 scoff,	 to	 talk	 about	 the	 psychological	 effects	 of
releasing	oneself	from	guilt,	but	the	fire	in	Jordan's	eyes	silenced	him.

“Have	you	ever	heard	about	speaking	or	praying	in	a	language	you'd
never	 learned?”	 Jordan	 asked.	 Sunday	 morning	 in	 Cluver's	 Hollow
sprang	into	Kelden's	memory,	and	he	nodded.	Jordan	continued,	“It	had
never	 happened	 to	 me.	 I	 figured	 it	 never	 would,	 because	 I'm	 good	 at
faking	languages.	In	high	school,	I	once	spent	an	afternoon	with	a	friend
at	 O'Hare	 Airport	 in	 Chicago	 convincing	 people	 we	 were	 foreign
exchange	 students	 from	a	Baltic	 country	who	 thought	we	were	 in	New
York.	But	at	that	rest	stop,	words	I'd	never	heard	before	just	kept	pouring
out	 of	 me	 for	 at	 least	 half	 an	 hour.”	 Kelden	 looked	 away,	 feeling
discomfort,	embarrassment,	and	a	touch	of	fear.	“I'd	never	faked	that	long
or	that	fast	or	that	smoothly,	and	I	wasn't	even	allowing	myself	to	think.	I
just	 opened	my	mouth	 and	 listened.	 I	 could've	 stopped	 it	 whenever	 I'd
wanted,	but	I	just	let	it	go	until	it	slowed	down	and	stopped	by	itself.

“And	then	I	began	to	pray	again,	in	English.	For	Brian.	And	the	guy	I
slept	with.	And	you.”	Kelden	looked	at	him	sharply.	“And	Mark,	and	Tony,
and	your	 friend	Michael,	and	everyone	 in	CIGLA,	and	–	well,	 just	about
anyone	I	could	think	of.	And	when	I	couldn't	pray	any	more	and	was	just
about	frozen	and	had	probably	attracted	the	attention	of	every	state	cop
from	here	to	Joliet,	I	got	back	on	my	bike	and	came	back	here.	And	it	was



Easter	morning,	 and	 I	 was	 back	with	my	 friends,	 and	 I	 felt	 like	 I'd	 just
been	raised	from	the	dead	myself.”

Jordan	 finally	 stopped.	 He	 and	 Kelden	 stared	 at	 one	 another	 until
Jordan	added,	quietly,	“I	just	wanted	you	to	know	that	nothing	we	do	can
ever	keep	us	from	the	love	of	God.	Nothing.”

Kelden	looked	down	at	the	table.	He	noticed,	as	 if	 for	 the	first	 time,
the	 green	marbleized	 top	 that	 looked	 like	 cool,	 shaded	 valleys.	 “There
was	a	church	in	Cluver's	Hollow,”	he	said	abruptly.	“A	little	Baptist	church.
I	 was	 there	 Easter	morning.	 I	 didn't	 plan	 to	 be;	 I	 just	 was.”	 He	 leaned
back	in	his	chair,	passed	his	hand	over	his	face,	rubbed	the	back	of	his
neck.	Jordan	said	nothing.	Kelden	sucked	in	a	long	breath,	eased	it	out.
“Something	was	happening,”	he	said	at	last.	“I	felt	something	going	on	in
there.”	 His	 spine	 tingled	 with	 an	 echo	 of	 Easter.	 “It	 wasn't	 just	 the
preacher,	 though	 he	was	 very	 good,	 very	 persuasive.	 It	 was	 partly	 the
music,	I	think.”

Jordan	nodded.	“You	felt	the	power	of	worship	and	praise.”
Kelden	leaned	forward.	“Maybe.	I	don't	know.	Or	maybe	it	was	a	kind

of	'pep	rally'	effect.”
“It's	possible,”	Jordan	admitted.	“But	you	were	there.	 I	wasn't.	What

do	you	think?”
Kelden	 opened	 his	 mouth,	 but	 before	 he	 could	 speak,	 he'd	 done

what	 he'd	 been	 avoiding	 the	 past	 two	 days.	 He	 remembered.	 Not	 the
close,	humid,	slightly	sour	heat	of	the	packed	bodies;	not	the	hoarse,	off-
key	backwoods	braying	 in	 the	name	of	 song;	not	 the	sun-burnt	women
with	their	gaudy	finery	and	tear-blotched	faces,	whirling	and	hopping	and
lumbering	like	girls	half	their	age	and	weight;	but	the	colored	sunlight	that
saturated	 the	 room	 like	 liquid;	 the	 voices	 that	 trembled	 and	 couldn't
possibly	 contain	 all	 the	 pure	 and	 honest	 joy	 that	 filled	 them;	 and	 the
simple,	warm	 openness	with	which	 the	 people	 approached	 each	 other,
and	 him,	 and	 their	 God.	 And	 as	 he	 remembered	 he	 felt,	 again,	 the
strange,	tingling	sensation	that	something	was	happening,	something	big,
something	far	greater	than	the	sum	of	all	the	bits	and	pieces	around	him,
something	that	hovered	and	danced	just	beyond	his	grasp	–	not	to	tease
and	taunt	him,	but	simply	because	his	understanding	was	insufficient.	His
breath	 caught,	 his	 skin	 prickled;	 he	 felt	 a	 presence	 behind	 him,	 could
almost	 feel	a	hand	on	his	shoulder,	but	when	he	glanced	around,	 there
was	 no	 one	 within	 twenty	 feet	 of	 them.	 He	 looked	 back	 at	 Jordan's



expectant	eyes	and	admitted,	“I	don't	know.	I	don't	know	what	happened.”
“Something	did,	though,	didn't	it?”
Kelden	hesitated,	then,	“Yeah,”	he	said	slowly.	“Yeah.”
“He	was	there.”	Jordan	was	firm.	“You	touched	God.	Or	He	touched

you.”
A	 flood	 of	 weariness	 suddenly	 swallowed	 Kelden.	 He	 wondered	 if

this	was	what	Tony	meant	about	being	tired	of	running.	He	made	an	effort
and	pushed	away	 from	 the	 table.	 “I	 gotta	get	 going,”	 he	 said.	 “I'm	glad
you're	all	right.”

“Thanks.”	Jordan	surprised	him	by	not	pursuing	his	 topic.	He	stood
with	Kelden,	then	said,	“Do	you	mind	if	I	ask	a	favor?”

“You	can	ask,	but	I	can't	guarantee	my	answer.”
“That	guy	from	CIGLA	–	can	you	tell	me	his	name?”
Kelden	was	startled.	“You	don't	know	it?”
Jordan	blushed.	“I'm	afraid	not.”
“Jeez!”	Kelden	shook	his	head.	“Keep	it	up,	and	you'll	be	as	bad	as

me!”
“I	 don't	 intend	 to	 keep	 it	 up.	 And	 if	 I	 screw	 up	 again,	 I've	 got

somewhere	to	go	for	forgiveness.”
“Would	that	were	true	for	all	of	us.”
“It	is.	But,	listen,	you	want	to	get	going,	so	if	you'll	give	me	his	name.

.	.	?”
Kelden	complied.	“You	know,	he'll	probably	rip	you	to	shreds.”
Jordan	hesitated.	“Literally?”	He	looked	a	little	anxious.
“No,”	Kelden	reassured	him.	“At	least,	I	doubt	it.”
“Well	.	.	.	I	probably	deserve	either	one.	Or	both.”	He	sighed.	“But	I'm

not	 gonna	 be	 able	 to	 put	 this	 to	 rest	 till	 I	 talk	 to	 him	 and	 at	 least
apologize.”

“Well,	if	nothing	else,	you'll	blow	his	mind.	Good	luck.”
“Thanks.	Come	up	to	the	dorm	sometime.”
“I	might	do	that.”
But	he	didn't.
	
	
	
	
	



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


