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Chapter	9
The	rest	of	the	week	settled	into	familiar	patterns.	Kelden,	tired	of	scandals

and	philosophical	debates	 and	battles	with	 friends,	worked	quietly	 at	his	desk,
supervising	 only	when	 necessary.	He'd	 proven	 a	 good	 choice	 for	 the	 position,
successfully	delegating	authority	and	meshing	his	programmers	into	an	efficient
team.	It	helped	that	the	staff	put	together	after	the	November	shakeup	had	been
eager	 to	prove	 themselves;	 they	had	quickly	become	almost	a	single	organism.
Even	the	most	careful	observer	would	be	lucky	to	find	the	least	echo	of	a	ripple
of	the	confusion	following	that	disastrous	party.

Kelden's	relationship	with	Tony	was	also	going	smoothly	–	almost	blandly.
Neither	 consciously	 avoided	 controversy,	 but	 their	 conversations	 dwelt	 on
neutral	topics	–	what	each	had	done	that	day,	the	latest	movies,	what	to	have	for
dinner,	 whether	 to	 start	 using	 the	 roof	 garden	 right	 away	 or	 wait	 until	 May.
Anyone	who'd	 just	met	 them	would	have	 found	 little	 to	distinguish	 them	from
any	 other	 set	 of	 roommates	 –	 or	 the	 average	 couple	married	more	 than	 a	 few
years.



The	 trials	 of	Laurie's	 accused	 rapists	 started	on	 the	 last	Monday	 in	April.
Kelden	hadn't	forgotten	it,	thanks	to	the	Fell	Park	Register	and	the	gossip	lines
at	AgriState.	He'd	 felt	 surprisingly	 little	 anxiety	 –	 or	 any	other	 emotion.	Until
now.	 That	 Monday	 found	 him	 awake	 an	 hour	 before	 dawn,	 staring	 at	 the
skylight,	sweating.	He	lay	as	still	as	possible	so	as	not	 to	disturb	Tony,	 though
how	Tony	could	sleep	with	a	heart	pounding	so	violently	not	two	feet	away	was
a	wonder.

He	was	reliving	the	party.	Some	of	his	memories,	never	clear	to	begin	with,
had	eroded	further	with	time,	but	that	only	made	it	worse.	His	imagination	filled
in	what	he	couldn't	recall.	The	result	left	him	horrified	and	sexually	aroused	and
bitterly	disgusted	with	himself	for	that	arousal.	But	more	than	that,	he	was	afraid
–	afraid	he'd	done	more	to	Laurie	than	he	remembered,	afraid	she'd	remembered
something	 he'd	 forgotten	 and	 was	 waiting	 to	 spring	 it	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 her
testimony,	 afraid	 someone	 else	 had	 seen	 something	 and	would	 reveal	 it	 to	 the
court	 and	 the	 spectators	 and	 the	 newspapers	 and	 the	 world.	 He	 was	 even
beginning	 to	 fear	 he	would	 be	 called	 as	 a	 simple	witness,	 of	which	 there	was
probably	still	a	chance.

He	finally	surrendered	and	left	for	work	early.	On	his	way	over,	he	actually
began	 hoping	 for	 a	major	 breakdown	 in	 the	 computer	 system,	 something	 that
would	 keep	 him	 occupied.	 However,	 the	 system	 was	 running	 so	 smoothly	 it
might	as	well	have	been	running	itself.	The	mundane	tasks	left	him	little	 to	do
but	fret.

At	lunch	he	took	out	his	phone	and	dialed	Paige	before	remembering	he	was
mad	at	her.	She	answered	too	quickly	for	him	to	hang	up,	and	he	was	unable	to
do	anything	but	hold	his	breath	 and	 listen	as	 she	 said	 “Kel?”	 three	 times	with
increasing	force.	She	hung	up	before	he	did.

The	rest	of	the	afternoon	and	the	next	two	days,	when	he	could	find	nothing
else	 to	distract	him,	he	waited	 for	 a	phone	call	 from	one	of	 the	 attorneys	or	 a
deputy	bearing	a	subpoena.	Neither	came.	By	Thursday	he	could	stand	no	more,
took	a	day	off,	and	drove	to	Bloomington,	where	the	trials	were	being	held.	The
courtroom	was	 crowded,	 but	 he	managed	 to	 squeeze	 in	 among	 the	 spectators.
Unfortunately,	 the	 only	 available	 seat	 was	 in	 the	 front	 row.	 Here	 he	 sweated
through	a	day	of	testimony,	feeling	horribly	exposed.	He	knew	from	articles	in
the	Register	and	online	that	Laurie	had	already	testified	Monday;	that	he	hadn't
heard	a	word	from	the	State's	Attorney	suggested	she	hadn't	mentioned	his	name.
He	couldn't	imagine	why.

By	 the	end	of	 the	day,	he	was	no	more	certain	why	he'd	come	 than	when
he'd	arrived.	The	testimony	clarified	nothing	–	if	anything,	it	further	muddied	his
memory.	 Neither	 the	 defendant	 in	 this	 trial	 nor	 the	 witnesses	 ever	 once



mentioned	 seeing	 him,	 though	 he	 couldn't	 imagine	 how	 they	 could've	 missed
him.	As	far	as	the	trial	went,	he	hadn't	existed	that	night.	It	should	have	cheered
him,	but	 instead,	he	felt	unreal,	 like	a	ghost.	He	had	to	conclude	that	 the	other
men	had	been	 so	high	and	 so	 intent	on	 their	victim	 that	 they	 truly	hadn't	 seen
him	cowering	in	the	stairwell.	While	Laurie	should	be	silent	about	him,	though,
was	anyone's	guess.

He	may	have	 felt	non-existent,	but	he	knew	otherwise.	The	witnesses,	 the
defendant,	and	Laurie	could	all	see	him	easily	as	they	entered	the	courtroom	or
took	 the	 stand.	 Some	 radar	 instinct	 drew	 Laurie's	 eyes	 directly	 to	 him	 the
moment	 she	 stepped	 through	 the	 door;	 she	 showed	no	 recognition,	 but	 neither
would	 she	 look	 at	 that	 portion	 of	 the	 gallery	 again.	 A	 couple	 of	 the	 former
programmers	nodded	fleetingly	to	his	as	they	entered.	Jim	Oakes	was	there,	as	a
witness	 in	 this	 trial;	 he	 would	 be	 tried	 later	 for	 rape,	 assault,	 and	 attempted
murder.	 He	 gave	 Kelden	 a	 sad	 half-smile	 from	 the	 stand	 that	 afternoon.	 And
when	Kelden	finally	left	at	the	end	of	the	day,	he	all	but	stumbled	into	Detectives
Fairchilde	 and	 Petrusko.	 Neither	 seemed	 surprised	 to	 see	 him;	 they	 merely
nodded	and	walked	on.	He	stifled	an	 impulse	 to	 run	after	 them	and	confess	 to
everything.

Kelden	drove	the	forty-five	miles	back	to	Fell	Park	without	truly	seeing	the
road.	His	eyes	were	filled	with	 the	faces	at	 the	 trial,	especially	Laurie's.	 In	 the
nearly	 three	months	 since	he'd	 run	 into	her	at	AgriState	 the	Hitchcock	heroine
and	the	small	child	had	both	vanished.	She	was	thinner,	more	drawn	than	ever.
Every	day	of	the	last	half-year,	every	question	by	the	police,	every	story	in	the
papers,	 every	 whisper,	 glance,	 and	 social	 media	 comment,	 were	 permanently
etched	in	her	face.	Looking	at	her,	Kelden	understood	that	he	wasn't	the	haunted
one,	but	merely	one	more	demon	for	her	 to	spend	 the	 rest	of	her	 life	 trying	 to
exorcise.	He	clung	to	the	steering	wheel	as	he	fled.

The	 Penthouse	 was	 empty.	 Tony	 had	 known	 that	 Kelden	 would	 have	 his
phone	off	all	day	and	likely	not	check	his	messages,	so	he	had	left	a	note	in	his
beautiful	hand	urged	him	to	come	to	St.	Augustine's.	He	didn't	want	 to,	but	he
didn't	want	to	be	alone,	either.	He	went	to	the	hospital.

Tony	was	in	the	hall	near	Michael's	room,	on	the	way	back	from	the	coffee
machine,	when	Kelden	arrived.	They	exchanged	long,	silent	looks.	Each	read	in
the	 other	 tales	 of	 stress	 and	 pain.	 Kelden	 knew	 their	 bland	 conversations	 on
neutral	 topics	 were	 over,	 and	 he	 prepared	 himself	 with	 a	 spirit	 that	 felt
ponderously	heavy.	He	took	a	breath	and	licked	his	lips,	but	Tony	beat	him	to	the
opening	question.

“The	trial	–	it	did	not	go	well?”
Kelden	 shrugged.	 “It	 went	 as	 trials	 go,	 I	 suppose.	 I	 just	 shouldn't	 have



gone.”
Tony	nodded.	“I	feared	for	you.	And	Paige,	she	was	praying.”
“Thanks.”	He	ignored	the	second	half	of	the	statement.	“What's	going	on?

How's	Michael?”
“Not	good.	The	doctors,	they	were	going	to	let	him	out	of	the	hospital	today

or	 tomorrow.	 But	 last	 night,	 his	 temperature,	 it	 went	 out	 of	 control,	 and
everything	began	to	fall	apart.”

“The	pneumonia	again?”
“No,	that	is	gone.	This	is	something	different.”
“What?”
“I	do	not	know.	 I	do	not	know	if	 they	know.	 It	 is	an	 infection.	When	you

have	AIDS,	that	is	all	you	need	to	know.”
“They	gonna	pull	him	through	this	one?”
“This	one,	it	is	the	last	one.”
“Jeez.”	Kelden	leaned	against	the	wall.	“How	long?”
“They	will	not	say.	But	I	have	a	friend,	she	works	 in	records,	she	asked	a

nurse.	The	nurse	said,	two,	three,	maybe	four	days.”
“Days?”
“Days.”
“So	what	does	 that	do	 -?”	Kelden	almost	asked	about	Tony's	challenge	 to

God,	but	changed	his	mind.	“How's	David?”
Tony	sighed	and	slowly	shook	his	head.	“I	do	not	know	that,	either.	No	one

has	seen	him	for	three	days.	He	will	not	answer	his	phone	or	his	door.”
“You	don't	think	he's	–	done	anything,	do	you?”
Tony	 took	a	 long	 time	answering,	 and	Kelden	 felt	 a	 chill	 seep	 in.	 “If	you

had	 asked	me	 a	month	 ago,”	 he	 finally	 said,	 “I	would	have	 told	you,	 no	–	no
way.	But	 now	 .	 .	 .	 he	 is	 acting	 very	 strange.	 I	 do	 not	 know	 how	 to	 read	 him
anymore.”

They	 stood,	 avoiding	 each	 other's	 eyes.	 Tony	 drained	 his	 coffee	 and
crumpled	 the	 paper	 cup	 in	 his	 fist.	 Then	 Kelden	 asked,	 “Has	 he	 been	 tested,
yet?”

“Have	you?”	Tony	looked	directly	at	him.
“.	.	.	No.”
“None	of	us	wants	to	get	tested.	I	have	been	tested	every	six	months	for	the

last	four	years.	I	was	supposed	to	go	this	month.	I	have	not	gone	yet,	because	I
am	afraid.	I	do	not	think	David	has	gone,	but	I	do	not	know.	I	am	afraid	he	has,
and	that	is	why	he	has	disappeared.”

“What	do	you	mean?”
“I	do	not	know.”	Tony	sighed.	“I	have	many	fears	these	days,	and	I	am	very



confused.	I	cannot	think	clearly.	Kelden	–	I	do	not	want	to	lose	all	my	friends!”
His	 voice	 caught.	 Kelden	 touched	 his	 shoulder,	 then	 held	 him	 tightly	 as	 he
silently	wept.	People	walked	quietly	past,	not	giving	a	second	glance	at	a	scene
all	too	common	in	a	hospital.

Tony's	shudders	subsided	after	a	few	minutes.	Kelden	released	him	and	he
stepped	away,	sniffing,	wiping	his	eyes	with	 the	back	of	his	hand	and	his	shirt
cuff.	Then	the	door	to	Michael's	room	opened	and	a	nurse	stepped	out.

“You	may	go	in	now,”	she	murmured,	“but	I'll	be	back	shortly.”	She	rustled
swiftly	down	the	hall,	the	rubber	soles	of	her	shoes	occasionally	chirping	on	the
tile	floor.

Tony	combed	his	hair	out	of	his	face	with	his	fingers	and	settled	it	about	his
shoulders	with	 a	 shake	 of	 his	 head.	Kelden	 brushed	 unseen	wrinkles	 and	 dust
from	his	jacket	and	pants.	Then	Tony	tapped	on	the	door,	and	they	walked	in.

Kelden	 hadn't	 seen	Michael	 since	 the	 day	 before	 his	 Tennessee	weekend.
The	man	in	the	bed	couldn't	be	the	same	one;	this	one	was	skeletal,	frail,	and	at
least	 thirty	years	older.	His	eyes	were	closed.	The	smell	of	dying,	of	drugs,	of
bodily	functions	gone	haywire,	of	sorrow	and	despair	and	hopeless	resignation,
clung	to	the	walls	and	bedclothes	and	curtains.	And	then	he	opened	his	eyes	and
smiled,	and	it	was	Michael	after	all.	And	there	was	something	in	that	smile	that
made	the	smell	of	sickness	insignificant	and	totally	banished	the	rest.

“Hi,”	he	said,	and	added,	to	Kelden,	“where	you	been?	I've	missed	you.”
“Really?”	Kelden	smiled	back	automatically.	“How	can	you	miss	someone

you	don't	know?”
“Then	I've	missed	getting	to	know	you.”
“I'm	not	sure	there's	all	that	much	worth	getting	to	know.”
“David	and	Paige	and	Tony	don't	seem	to	agree	with	you.	And	I'd	have	to

give	more	weight	to	their	testimony.”
“Ha!	Spoken	like	a	true	lawyer!”
“No,	 a	 true	 lawyer	 would	 have	 added,	 'that'll	 be	 a	 hundred	 and	 fifty

consultation	fee'.”
They	all	chuckled.	Tony	took	a	bedside	chair	and	asked,	“How	you	feeling,

man?”
“Pretty	good,	all	things	considered,”	Michael	admitted.	“Paige	was	up	here

for	 a	 long	 time	 this	 afternoon,	 and	 I	 can	 honestly	 say	 now	 that	 I'm	 ready	 for
anything.”

Tony	smiled	sadly.	“I	wish	that	I	could	say	the	same	thing.”
“I	wish	you	could,	too.”
No	one	spoke	for	a	moment,	until	Michael	exclaimed,	“Hey!	Kel!	Tony	told

me	you	went	to	the	trial	today!	What'd	you	think?”



“Well,	 I've	only	been	 in	 the	courtroom	for	divorces	and	a	DUI,	 so	 I	don't
have	anything	to	compare	to.”	Kelden	tried	to	keep	his	tone	light.	“I	will	say	the
judge	looked	like	he	was	about	to	fall	asleep.”

“Huh!	Don't	let	Edwards	fool	you!	That's	just	his	way	of	concentrating	on
what's	 going	 on.	 I	was	 up	 before	 him	 in	my	 second	week	 here	 and	made	 the
mistake	 of	 assuming	 he	 wasn't	 paying	 attention.	 It	 was	 not	 a	 pleasant
experience.”

“Yeah?	Well,	neither	was	today.”
“What	happened?”
“Oh,	nothing	in	particular.	It	was	just	–	just	being	there.”
“You	and	Laurie	Pachis	were	involved,	weren't	you?”
“Yeah.”
“And	you	were	at	the	party?	Did	you	know	what	was	happening?”
“Well,	 sort	 of.	 I	mean	–	yeah,	 I	 .	 .	 .	 .”	Kelden	hesitated.	Why	not?	Paige

knew,	Tony	knew,	David	probably	knew	by	now,	why	not	Michael?	And	with	the
day's	events	gnawing	at	his	mind	and	stomach,	he	wanted	to	talk	to	someone.	“I
didn't	know	she	was	 there	at	 first,”	he	began	slowly,	and	 then,	with	 increasing
speed,	he	recited	the	entire	evening	again,	as	well	as	he	could	remember	it.	But
he	went	farther	 than	he	had	with	any	of	his	other	confidantes,	 telling	about	his
questioning	by	the	detectives,	his	encounters	with	Laurie,	and	the	fears	he'd	felt
all	that	day.	When	he	finished,	Michael	frowned	in	thought.

“I	doubt	you'll	 have	 anything	 to	worry	 about,”	he	 said	 at	 last.	 “I've	never
been	 up	 against	 Janet	 Henry,	 but	 I'm	 sure	 if	 your	 testimony	 were	 important,
she'd've	called	you	by	now.	The	State	probably	feels	it	has	a	strong	enough	case
without	calling	an	unreliable	witness	who	left	before	the	majority	of	 the	attack
occurred.	About	all	you	could	do	is	verify	the	identities	of	the	attackers	and	how
the	 attack	 began,	 and	 even	 then,	 the	 defense	 could	 make	 much	 of	 your	 poor
vantage	point	and	your	own	condition.	You	could	do	very	little	good,	for	either
side.”

“Okay,”	Kelden	 acknowledged.	 “But	what	 about	what	 I	 did	 to	 her?	Why
hasn't	she	got	me	up	there	with	the	rest	of	them?”

Michael	pondered	 the	question,	 then	admitted,	“I'm	not	sure.	 It's	clear	she
feels	 as	 violated	 by	 you	 as	 any	 of	 the	 others,	 and,	 I	 gotta	 admit,	 she's	 got	 a
point.”

“Thanks.”
“Don't	 mention	 it.	 But	 why	 she	 hasn't	 told	 anyone	 –	 well,	 she	 could	 be

planning	her	own	revenge,	or	she	secretly	still	 loves	you,	 though	both	of	 those
have	 'Hollywood'	scrawled	all	over	them.	No,	I	think	she	probably	did	tell	Ms.
Henry,	who	probably	advised	her	against	pursuing	it	because	of	your	relationship



with	her	and	because	of	the	way	she	was	acting	when	you	saw	her.	This	is	not	to
say	you	were	 justified	–	morally,	you're	 just	 as	guilty	 as	 the	guys	on	 trial,	 but
legally	–	well,	I'm	sure	I	could	get	you	off,	so	just	about	anybody	else	could,	too.
It	 would	 just	 be	 a	 real	 messy	 public	 display	 that	 would	 do	 nothing	 but	 hurt
Laurie	worse	than	ever.	I'll	bet	Ms.	Henry	told	her	the	same	thing.”

“Which	 leaves	Fairchilde	and	Petrusko,	and	 I'm	 fine	as	 long	as	 they	don't
catch	on.”

Michael	 shook	 his	 head.	 “My	 colleagues	 in	 criminal	 law	who've	 worked
with	 Ian	 Fairchilde	 and	Marcus	 Petrusko	 on	 behalf	 of	 their	 clients,	 and	 those
who've	 cross-examined	 them	 as	 witnesses,	 will	 tell	 you	 they're	 sharp.	 I	 can
almost	 guarantee	 they	 know	 just	 exactly	 what	 you	 didn't	 tell	 them,	 and	 they
came	to	the	same	conclusion	I	just	did.	While	morally	and	ethically	they	might
have	a	strong	case	against	you,	legally,	they	have	a	waste	of	court	time.	I	think
they're	going	after	the	ones	they	know	they	can	get	and	letting	you	go	–	though
personally,	 I	 wouldn't	 advise	 you	 becoming	 a	 celebrity	 or	 running	 for	 the
Supreme	Court	any	time	soon.”

“You	sure	about	 them?”	Kelden	felt	numb.	“They've	never	given	a	hint	of
anything.	Petrusko	was	even	pleasant	after	the	Free	To	Love	riot.”

“Well,	he	may	not	have	put	it	all	together	by	that	point.	But	I'd	lay	odds	he
did.	Those	guys	are	the	ultimate	professionals.	They	may	despise	you	personally,
but	they're	scrupulous	when	it	comes	to	their	jobs.”

“Jeez.”	Kelden	lowered	himself	onto	the	other	bed.	I	suppose	I	should	feel
relieved,	but	–	damn!	I	just	don't	–	damn!	Damn,	damn,	damn!”	He	held	his	head
in	his	hands,	his	elbows	propped	on	his	knees.	After	a	few	moments	of	awkward
silence,	he	looked	up	again.

“You	all	right,	man?”	asked	Tony.
“Yeah.	Yeah,	I	suppose	so.	I	mean,	I	knew	Laurie	was	–	never	mind.	I	guess

that's	just	one	more	bit	of	guilt	I	gotta	learn	to	live	with.”	He	gave	them	a	weak
smile.	“Anyway,	we're	not	here	to	talk	about	me.	How	are	you	doing?”

Michael	waved	 his	 hand.	 “Like	 I	 said,	 not	 too	 bad.	 There's	 actually	 very
little	 pain.	 I	 think	 they've	 got	 me	 pretty	 well	 doped	 up.	 I'm	 more	 tired	 than
anything.”

“You	seem	pretty	calm	about	it	all.”
“I	 am	 now,”	Michael	 smiled.	 “But	 you	 should've	 seen	me	 at	 first.	 I	 was

terrified.	That's	why	I	refused	to	see	a	doctor.	I	had	a	feeling	when	that	'flu	just
kept	getting	worse	that	it	was	AIDS.	And	when	they	finally	dragged	me	in	and	I
found	 out	 I	was	 right,	 I	 lost	 it.	 I	 cursed	God	 and	David	 and	 said	 some	 pretty
abusive	 things	 to	Paige,	 too.	She	stuck	by	me,	 though,	which	was	 just	as	well.
I'm	still	afraid	of	what	I	might've	done	if	she	hadn't	been	there.	When	they	first



put	me	in	this	bed,	I	think	they	were	afraid	they	would	have	to	strap	me	down	to
keep	me	from	pulling	out	the	tubes.”

“But	you	were	 fine	when	we	saw	you	 that	 evening,”	Kelden	protested.	 “I
mean,	aside	from	-”	His	gesture	took	in	not	only	Michael's	room,	but	his	illness
itself.

“I	know.	Doesn't	make	sense,	does	it?	Paige	prayed	while	I	cried	and	tried
to	 scream,	until	 I	was	 exhausted.	And	 then,	without	 any	warning,	without	 any
transition,	I	just	felt	–	peace.”

“Peace?”	asked	Kelden.	Tony	watched	with	something	close	to	hunger.
“Peace.	That's	the	only	way	I	can	describe	it.	And	I	know	what	it	was.”
Kelden	said	nothing;	he	could	see	what	was	coming.	It	was	Tony	who	said	–

almost	whispered	–	“What?”
Michael	 turned	his	eyes	 to	Tony.	“A	week	before,	 I'd	acceded	 to	 the	 logic

behind	Paige's	argument	for	Christianity	and	had	given	my	life	over	to	Christ	on
the	basis	of	 that	 alone.	But	now,	 for	 the	 first	 time,	 I	 actually	 felt	God	–	 in	 the
room,	in	Paige,	in	me.	And	then	Paige	said,	'You	have	to	reap	what	you've	sown,
but	don't	be	afraid,	because	I	won't	let	you	suffer	more	than	you	have	to.	I'll	be
with	you	all	the	way.'	And	I	knew	she	wasn't	talking	about	herself,	that	it	wasn't
even	her	talking.	So	when	you	guys	showed	up	later	with	David	–	well,	by	then	I
had	all	the	assurance	I	needed	that	I	was	going	to	be	all	right.	I	don't	mean	I'm
going	to	be	healed,	though	if	the	intensity	of	Paige's	prayers	has	anything	to	do
with	it,	I	should	be	outta	here	and	bench-pressing	half	a	ton	by	tomorrow.	I	mean
no	matter	 what	 happens,	 no	 matter	 how	much	 pain	 I	 have	 to	 go	 through,	 no
matter	if	I'm	dead	by	tonight,	ultimately,	in	the	end,	I'll	be	all	right.”

He	 believes	 that,	 thought	 Kelden.	 He	 really	 believes	 that.	 And	 I	 can't
honestly	say	he's	wrong.	I	hope	he	is	wrong	–	I	can't	possibly	make	the	kinds	of
changes	in	my	life	I'd	have	to	if	he's	right.	I	don't	even	want	to	change	my	life.	Of
course,	I	don't	really	like	the	way	it	is	–	hell,	sometimes	I	hate	it!	I	can't	stand
what	I	am	and	the	way	I	act	and	the	way	I	treat	people.	Hell,	I'm	lucky	anyone
wants	to	be	near	me.	I	wonder	how	Tony	can	possibly	stand	-

Kelden's	 thoughts	 crashed	 to	 a	 halt	 as	 he	 looked	 over	 at	 Tony.	 Was	 he
praying?	An	unreasoning	fear	caused	his	heart	 to	stutter.	But	then	Tony	looked
up	and	said	to	Michael,	“No,	I	do	not	know	where	he	is,”	and	Kelden	realized	he
was	just	hesitating	over	how	best	to	answer	a	question	about	David.

“He	hasn't	been	in	to	work?”	asked	Michael.
Tony	shook	his	head.	“I	have	been	busy	with	class,	but	Jeani,	she	has	not

seen	him,	either.”
“Well,	I	thought	it	was	just	me.”	Michael	spoke	lightly,	but	his	concern	was

plain.



“I'm	sure	he'll	be	fine,”	Kelden	said	quickly.
“Yeah.”	Michael's	response	was	slower.	“He's	taking	this	whole	thing	very

hard.	I	just	wish	he'd	talk	to	me,	or	one	of	you,	or	Paige,	or	someone.	But	he	just
holds	 it	all	 in.”	He	sighed.	“I	don't	know.	Maybe	he's	 just	off	on	his	own	little
'Tennessee	retreat'	for	a	while.”

There	was	a	tap	on	the	door	and	it	opened	as	Kelden	smiled	and	said,	“Oh,
you	heard	about	that?”

“Time	for	an	oil	change,”	Michael	cracked	as	a	nurse	entered.	“By	the	way,
you	guys	are	still	going	up	to	the	wedding	tomorrow,	right?”

“Good	 Lord!	 I'd	 forgotten	 all	 about	 that!”	 Kelden	 blinked	 and	 thought
furiously.	 “I	 suppose	 I	 should	 really	 go,	 at	 least,	 though	 I'm	 sure	 Colleen'd
understand	 if	 I	couldn't	make	 it.”	Michael	started	shaking	his	head.	“But	Tony
doesn't	have	to	go	if	you'd	rather	-”

“No,	Kel,”	 interrupted	Michael.	“I	 figured	you'd	be	 thinking	like	 that.	No,
you	 and	Tony	 get	 out	 of	 here,	 go	 up	 and	 see	 your	 sister	 get	married.	 I've	 got
Paige	 if	 I	 need	 anything,	 and	 people	 from	 my	 office	 have	 been	 coming	 up
regularly.”

“But	what	if	.	.	.	.”	Kelden	gestured	vaguely,	leaving	his	thought	unfinished.
“Look,	I	promise	not	to	die	till	you	get	back,	okay?”
Tony	 nearly	 choked,	 and	 even	 the	 nurse	 looked	 a	 bit	 startled.	 Kelden

snorted.	“All	right,	you	joker.	But	if	I	come	back	and	find	you	dead,	I'm	going	to
kill	you.	Agreed?”

“Agreed,”	Michael	replied	gravely.
“You	are	both	loco!”	Tony	exploded.	“Two	of	my	closest	friends	are	 loco!

¡Vamonos!”	He	grabbed	Kelden's	arm.	“We	do	not	have	a	present	for	them	yet.
We	 cannot	 stop	 here	 before	we	 leave	 tomorrow,”	 he	 said	 to	Michael,	 “but	we
will	be	here	Saturday.	¿Esta	bién?”

“Muy	bién,”	grinned	Michael	as	 the	nurse	ushered	them	out	with	carefully
gloved	hands.



It	may	have	been	coincidental	 that	Beth	was	 there	 that	night.	 .	 .	 .	 In
any	case,	Kelden,	his	arm	still	around	his	current	lover,	was	suddenly
face-to-face	with	his	most	recent	ex-wife.

Beth	Scott
Blake
Antonio	Garza
Kelden	Scott

Chapter	10
The	wedding	of	Colleen	Fiona	Scott	Jaeger	and	Daryl	Patrick	Crown	took

place,	 of	 course,	 at	 St.	Andrew's	 Episcopal	Church	with	 Father	Albert	Martin
officiating.	It	began	punctually	at	seven,	as	promised	on	the	invitations.	Kelden
and	Tony	had	 left	Fell	Park	 in	plenty	of	 time,	but	an	accident	on	 the	Kennedy
Expressway	between	Madison	Street	and	Belmont	Avenue	too	recent	to	show	up
on	 Waze	 trapped	 the	 Spyder	 inextricably	 between	 two	 semis,	 a	 beat-up	 old
Volkswagen	 minibus,	 and	 a	 furniture	 rental	 delivery	 van	 driven	 by	 a	 human
mountain	of	varied	ancestry	with	a	mangled	cigar	between	his	teeth	and	madness
in	his	eyes.

They	 slipped	 into	 the	 rear	 pew	 at	 precisely	 eighteen	minutes	 past	 seven.
Alistair	and	Jonelle	Scott	could	not	possibly	have	seen	their	entrance	from	their
seat	in	the	front,	but	that	made	no	difference	–	they	would	know,	to	the	minute,
when	Kelden	had	arrived.	He	accepted	 that	as	 inevitable,	 sat	back,	and	 looked
around.

St.	Andrew's	was	as	he	remembered	it	–	monumental,	with	dark	wood	and



dark	stone	and	dim	lights	hidden	where	they	would	create	the	most	drama.	When
Chicago	was	still	 in	its	youth	and	swollen	with	Old	World	names	making	New
World	 fortunes,	 young	 architect	 Francis	 DeVore	 had	 made	 his	 pilgrimage	 to
England	and	the	European	continent	to	study	the	heritage	of	those	for	whom	he
wanted	to	build.	There	he	became	drunk	on	Gothic	cathedrals,	ornate	mountain
abbeys,	 and	 stately	manors,	 and	 returned	with	 visions	 of	 vaulted	 ceilings	 and
deep,	 arched	 alcoves,	 of	 rich	 stained	 glass	 and	 polished	 wood	 glowing	 under
warm	 candlelight.	 But	 although	 DeVore's	 dreams	 were	 those	 of	 a	 master,	 his
hands	were	not.	St.	Andrew's	and	the	homes	he	built	around	the	church	tried	to
live	 up	 to	 their	 transatlantic	 ancestry,	 but	 the	 soul	 of	 the	 old	 cathedrals	 and
manors	 just	 wasn't	 in	 them.	 Tony	 looked	 around	 the	 nave	 and	 saw	 what	 its
creator	 had	 intended	 and	 knew	 immediately	 what	 he	 would	 have	 changed.
Kelden	 looked	 around	 and	 thought	 of	 a	 little	 Baptist	 church	 in	 the	 Tennessee
foothills.

The	 ceremony	 was	 long,	 elaborate,	 and	 well	 attended.	 Colleen	 was
resplendent,	almost	beautiful,	in	her	creamy	gown.	One	would	have	thought	this
to	 be	 her	 first	 marriage.	 Perhaps	 she	 had	 been	 forgiven	 this	 little	 social
subterfuge	 because	 her	 previous	 wedding	 had	 occurred	 in	 a	 judge's	 chambers
with	only	four	close	friends	as	witnesses.	Or	perhaps	Alistair	and	Jonelle	Scott
were	simply	that	influential.

As	 Father	 Martin	 prepared	 communion	 for	 the	 new	 couple,	 Kelden's
thoughts	 drifted	 from	Tennessee	 to	 his	 own	wedding	with	Vicki.	Denied	 their
spectacle	 with	 Colleen	 and	 Robert	 Jaeger,	 his	 parents	 made	 certain	 his	 was
everything	 hers	 should	 have	 been,	 and	 more.	 Vicki's	 parents,	 who	 were	 to
Evanston	what	 the	Scotts	were	 to	Winnetka,	had	perceived	 this	 to	be	a	blatant
attempt	to	upstage	them,	since	it	was,	after	all	their	right	as	the	bride's	parents	to
strut	and	preen.	And	 they	might	have	been	correct	 in	 their	perceptions,	 though
Jonelle	Hamilton	 Scott	would	 have	 icily	 denied	 it.	 In	 any	 case,	 cold	war	was
silently	 declared	between	 in-laws,	 adding	 external	 stress	 to	 a	marriage	 already
suffering	internal	pressures.	When	it	finally	imploded,	few	felt	either	surprise	or
regret.	And	when	Kelden	married	Beth	a	few	weeks	later,	they	chose	an	austere
civil	 ceremony	 that	 rivaled	 Colleen's	 –	 they	 grabbed	 two	 passersby	 as	 their
witnesses.

Now	history	was	reversing	itself,	with	one	big	difference	–	the	lavishness	of
this	wedding	belonged	legitimately	to	the	Scotts.	And	they	reveled	in	it,	wrapped
it	about	themselves,	and	allowed	it	to	expand	their	generosity	and	beneficence	to
include	even	their	wayward	son.	For	after	Father	Martin	had	pronounced	Daryl
and	Colleen	Crown	man	and	wife	and	released	them	with	his	blessing;	after	the
newlyweds	had	sailed	down	the	aisle,	Colleen	winking	at	Kelden	as	she	passed;



after	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 congregation	 had	 inched	 through	 the	 receiving	 line	 and	 it
was,	at	long	last,	Kelden's	and	Tony's	turn;	Jonelle	and	Alistair	Scott	poured	all
their	 gracious	 warmth	 into	 their	 welcome,	 making	 no	 mention	 of	 Kelden's
tardiness	and	only	slightly	cocking	an	eyebrow	at	Tony's	skin	and	hair.	Kelden
didn't	mind	 that	much;	Colleen's	unrestrained	hug	 immediately	afterward	drew
the	sting	from	their	parents'	benevolence.

“Little	brother!”	she	crowed.	“You're	alive!”	Her	face	was	slightly	flushed;
she	and	Daryl	had	stopped	for	celebratory	drinks	on	the	way	to	the	church,	and
she	was	still	slightly	buzzed.

“You	can't	get	rid	of	me	that	easily,”	Kelden	grinned,	and	introduced	Tony.
Colleen	took	Tony's	hand	enthusiastically.	“Kel's	mentioned	you	on	the	rare

occasions	he's	seen	fit	to	call.	I've	been	looking	forward	to	meeting	you!”
“I	got	Glass	Comet's	CD	when	it	came	out,”	Daryl	added.	“It's	one	of	my

favorites.	So	when	Colleen	told	me	Kel	was	sharing	a	place	with	their	keyboard
player	-”

“He	was	about	to	go	down	and	propose	to	Kel!”	snorted	Colleen.
“Jeez,	 Colleen,”	 Daryl	 protested,	 “the	 poor	 guy's	 gonna	 think	 you're

marrying	a	queer!”	They	laughed,	not	noticing	Kelden's	wince	or	the	stiffness	of
his	smile.

“Come	 along,	 children.”	 Jonelle	 Scott	 appeared	 at	 their	 elbows.	 “The
photographer	wants	a	few	shots	at	the	altar.”

“We'll	 be	 right	 there,	 mother.”	 Colleen	 patted	 her	 arm	 indulgently,	 and
Jonelle	 turned	 to	 talk	 to	 a	 bridesmaid.	 “I'm	 glad	 you	 brought	 Tony,”	 Colleen
continued	to	Kelden.	“I	figured	you'd	probably	just	bring	your	latest	lover.”

“What	makes	you	think	I	didn't?”
Maybe	Daryl's	crack	had	bit	deeper	than	he	thought,	but	the	words	were	out

of	his	mouth	before	Kelden	could	stop	them.	Colleen	looked	blankly	at	him,	as
though	waiting	for	a	nude	girl	to	climb	out	of	his	pocket.	He	knew	he	should	just
grin	at	her,	maybe	wink,	wait	for	her	to	laugh;	above	all,	he	knew	he	should	not
look	at	Tony,	but	his	body	seemed	 to	have	outrun	his	brain.	He	glanced	 to	 the
side.	 Tony's	 face	 had	 paled.	 He,	 too,	 was	 staring	 at	 Kelden,	 his	 eyes	 clearly
asking,	 why	 have	 you	 betrayed	 me?	 Kelden	 turned	 back	 to	 Colleen.	 She'd
watched	 their	 exchange	 with	 dawning	 comprehension.	 Her	 mouth	 and	 eyes
slowly	widened,	and	she	whispered,	“Holy	shit!”	He	glanced	past	her.	Daryl	was
frowning,	 clearly	 uncertain	 what	 to	 think.	 He	 looked	 back.	 “Colleen,	 I	 -”	 he
began,	 and	 then	 the	 photographer	 was	 there,	 smoothly	 sweeping	 the	 bridal
couple	away.	Kelden	slowly	released	his	breath.	As	he	turned,	he	saw	his	mother
standing	motionless	within	easy	earshot,	her	expression	carefully	inscrutable.

“¿Que	 infiernos	 estás	 haciendo?”	 hissed	 Tony	 as	 they	 worked	 their	 way



through	the	crowd.
“I'm	sorry,	man,”	muttered	Kelden,	“it	 -”	He	stopped,	and,	mindful	of	 the

people	around	them,	switched	to	Spanish.	“Solo	salió.”
“Bien,	 por	 favor	 deberías	 ser	 cuidadoso	 con	 lo	 qué	 dices.	 No	 vine	 para

causar	ninguna	molestia.”
“Yo	 sé.	 Lo	 siento.”	 A	 cluster	 of	 old	 family	 friends	 came	 up	 and	 greeted

Kelden	 and	 kept	 him	 busy	 for	 the	 next	 few	minutes	 explaining	where	 he	was
now	 and	 what	 he	 was	 doing.	 Then	 he	 and	 Tony	 slipped	 away.	 At	 the	 door,
Kelden	was	stopped	by	one	of	the	bridesmaids.

“Hi,”	she	said.	“It's	Kel,	isn't	it?”
“Huh?	Yes	.	.	.	ah	.	.	.	.”	A	name	flashed	into	his	mind.	“Michelle?”
“That's	right.	How've	you	been?”
“Great.	 How's	 Elyse?”	Michelle's	 younger	 sister	 had	 been	 in	 school	with

Kelden	for	twelve	years.	She	had	also	been	one	of	those	who	had	bedded	him.
“Doing	well	–	she's	a	photographer	for	the	State	Department	in	D.C.”
“Really?	That's	wonderful!	She	was	always	a	good	photographer!”
“I	know.	She	took	some	really	fascinating	shots	in	high	school.	I	remember

one	 in	particular	–	 I	 think	 she	called	 it	 'Sun	Worshipper'	–	made	quite	a	 stir.	 I
wonder	what	happened	to	it?”

“I	don't	know.	I	don't	think	I	ever	saw	that	one.	Where's	the	reception	at?”
“Casa	del	Oro,	in	Oak	Lawn.	Wasn't	it	on	the	invitation.”
“Yeah.	 It	 slipped	 my	 mind.	 Thanks.	 Well,	 see	 you	 there.”	 He	 smiled

woodenly	and	backed	away,	nearly	treading	on	Tony.
“Oye,	watch	the	feet,	man!”
“Sorry,”	he	replied	absently	as	he	led	the	final	run	for	the	door.
“Casa	 del	 Oro?”	 Tony	 asked	 as	 he	 scampered	 down	 the	 steps	 behind

Kelden.
“What	can	I	say?	It's	a	family	tradition.”
“Kind	of	far	to	go	for	a	family	tradition.”
But	 Kelden's	 mind	 was	 on	 neither	 Tony	 nor	 the	 reception.	 Elyse!	 The

photographer	 for	 the	 high	 school	 newspaper	 who	 lived	 directly	 behind	 them.
God,	how	many	people	had	seen	that	photograph?	Who	else,	besides	Michelle,
had	seen	him	that	evening,	or	at	any	other	time	over	the	years,	and	thought	“Sun
Worshipper”,	and	hidden	their	smirks?

“You	all	right,	man?”	Tony	asked	as	they	slid	into	the	Spyder.
“Yeah.”	He	didn't	want	to	–	couldn't	–	explain.
“We	do	not	have	to	go	to	the	reception	if	you	do	not	want.”
“No.	It's	all	right.”
They	 pulled	 out	 in	 silence,	 drove	 the	 thirty	 miles	 in	 silence,	 arrived	 in



silence.	 Kelden	 handed	 the	 car	 over	 to	 the	 parking	 attendant,	 who	 winked	 at
Tony,	and	they	walked	into	their	respective	pasts.

They	were	shown	to	the	reception	room	by	a	waiter	who	gave	no	indication
of	recognizing	Tony,	though	Tony	remembered	him	as	being	one	of	those	most
vocally	 against	 his	 first	 lover.	 They'd	 been	 the	 last	 to	 arrive	 at	 the	 ceremony;
they	weren't	the	first	at	the	reception,	but	they	weren't	far	from	it.	Kelden	went
directly	 to	 the	open	bar	and	got	a	drink.	Tony	said	nothing	 to	him,	but	quietly
ordered	a	Coke.

The	 remaining	guests	began	arriving	 shortly	 after	Kelden	and	Tony.	Tony
noticed	that	Kelden	didn't	mingle	much,	and	tried	to	draw	him	out,	getting	him
to	 make	 introductions.	 But	 each	 time,	 after	 about	 ten	 minutes,	 Kelden	 would
lapse	back	into	silence,	leaving	Tony	to	carry	the	conversation.	He	also	returned
to	the	bar	more	than	once.	He	wasn't	drinking	fast,	and	he	seemed	in	control,	but
Tony	stuck	to	Cokes	in	case	the	driving	fell	to	him.

The	reception	was	going	well.	Kelden's	comment	at	the	church	seemed	not
to	have	been	passed	on;	Tony's	connection	to	Glass	Comet	had.	No	matter	that
Glass	 Comet	 had	 been	 dead	 for	months,	 that	 their	 incarnation	 had	 been	 brief
even	 by	 industry	 standards,	 or	 that	 their	 sole	 CD	 was	 already	 gracing	 the
clearance	bins;	this	was	the	closest	many	of	them	had	ever	been	–	or	ever	would
be	–	to	a	“rock	star”.	Tony	danced	with	several	of	the	women,	some	single,	some
married,	most	quite	attractive,	 and	decided	he	was	glad	he'd	come.	As	 long	as
Kelden	kept	it	together.

Kelden	had	shaken	his	funk	over	Michelle's	comment	shortly	after	walking
into	 the	restaurant,	but	he	couldn't	 shake	 the	general	gloom	that	had	settled	on
him	at	the	church.	It	was	as	if	the	dark	chill	of	the	sanctuary	had	soaked	into	his
blood.	He	watched	Tony	dancing	and	felt	anger	–	not	the	jealous	anger	of	a	lover
whose	partner	is	unfaithful,	but	the	envious	anger	of	one	who	can't	enjoy	himself
watching	one	who	can.	He	avoided	his	parents,	he	avoided	his	sister,	he	avoided
as	well	as	he	could	anyone	who	might	have	known	him.	 It	was	 impossible,	of
course,	 to	 completely	 avoid	 any	 interaction,	 but	 between	 the	 conventional
banalities	of	“how	ya	been”	and	“good	ta	see	ya”	and	the	introductions	of	Tony,
he	sat	at	a	corner	table	and	brooded.

“All	right,	little	brother.”
He	started	as	Colleen	rustled	up	behind	him.
“Nice	party.”	He	 showed	her	his	 teeth.	She	 ignored	his	parody	of	 a	 smile

and	sat	beside	him.
“Just	what	the	hell	did	you	mean	by	that	crack	at	the	church?”	she	hissed.
“What	crack?”
“Don't	play	stupid.	You	know	what	crack.”



Kelden	decided	to	be	stubborn.	“I	don't	know	what	you	mean.”
“About	bringing	your	latest	lover.”
“Ah,	that.”
“'Ah,	that',”	she	mimicked.	“What	about	it?”
“My	sentiments	exactly.	What	about	it?”
“You	mean	you	and	.	.	.	?”	She	tilted	her	head	at	the	dance	floor.
Kelden	looked	at	her,	then	nodded	slightly.	“Can't	say	it,	can	you?”
“You're	–	gay?”
“What	do	you	think?”
“God	damn	 it,	Kelden!”	Colleen	 slapped	 the	 surface	 of	 the	 table.	 Several

nearby	guests	looked	at	them.	“Quit	playing	games!”
“All	 right.”	 Kelden	 leaned	 forward.	 “I'm	 bisexual,	 with	 a	Mexican	 lover

from	the	south	side.	Is	that	what	you	want	to	hear?	Does	that	properly	scandalize
you?	Then	how	about	this	–	I	tried	to	rape	a	woman,	and	I	was	accused	of	child
molestation.	Falsely,	of	course,	but	does	that	make	any	difference	to	you?	To	any
of	you?”	He	waved	his	hand	at	the	room,	that	corner	of	which	had	become	much
quieter.	Although	he	was	 far	 from	shouting,	his	bitter	 anger	cut	 sharply	across
the	nearer	conversations.

“Kelden.”	A	voice	rumbled	ominously	in	his	ear,	and	a	strong	hand	clamped
his	shoulder.

“Father.”
“I	think	a	walk,	perhaps,	might	do	you	good.”
“Yes,	I	think	you're	right.”	He	scrambled	to	his	feet	and	turned,	trembling.

“Perhaps	I	should	take	a	nice,	long	walk.	Or	maybe	better	still,	a	nice	long	drive,
yes?	Maybe	back	to	Fell	Park?”

Alistair	 Scott's	 grave	 expression	 never	 changed,	 although	 anger	 flickered
briefly	deep	in	his	eyes.	“That	is,	of	course,	entirely	up	to	you,	although	if	you
cannot	 control	 yourself	 and	 remain	 civil	 on	 your	 sister's	 wedding	 day,	 then
perhaps	that	would	be	for	the	best.	And	I	believe	your	–	ah	–	friend	–	would	be
more	comfortable	 if	he	were	 to	accompany	you.”	He	 inclined	his	head	 toward
Tony,	who	had	left	the	dance	floor	and	was	standing	nearby,	listening.

“Oh,	 yes,	 by	 all	 means,”	 snapped	 Kelden.	 “We	 mustn't	 let	 any	 honest
affection	 spoil	 this	 little	 charade.”	 A	 hundred	 other	 searing	 words	 fought	 for
release,	but	he	was	unable	to	condense	more	than	twenty-five	years	of	frustration
into	a	 few	sentences.	So,	 instead,	he	said	 to	Colleen,	“Sorry	about	 this	mess.	 I
hope	you	and	Daryl	are	very	happy.”	Then	he	turned	his	back	on	the	stiff	figures
around	 the	 table,	 walked	 with	 great	 dignity	 to	 Tony,	 put	 his	 arm	 protectively
around	his	shoulders,	and	led	him	toward	the	door.

“¡Quita	 tu	 brazo,	 maldito!”	 hissed	 Tony	 as	 they	 crossed	 the	 floor.	 But



Kelden	seemed	unable	–	or	unwilling	–	to	hear,	and	Tony,	leery	of	drawing	more
attention	by	pushing	the	arm	off,	suffered	himself	to	be	escorted	out.

It	may	have	been	coincidental	 that	Beth	was	 there	 that	night.	More	 likely,
she'd	 caught	wind	 of	Colleen's	 upcoming	wedding	 and	 calculated	 that	Kelden
would	be	there.	It	almost	certainly	was	coincidental	that	they	met	in	the	lobby	at
that	moment,	but	even	that	bore	a	faint	air	of	premeditation.	In	any	case,	Kelden,
his	 arm	still	 around	his	 current	 lover,	was	 suddenly	 face-to-face	with	his	most
recnt	ex-wife.

They	 stood	 and	 stared	 at	 one	 another.	 She	 was	 dressed	 in	 deep	 purple	 –
backless,	strapless,	cut	very	low	at	the	neck	and	very	high	at	the	right	thigh,	and
held	on,	apparently,	by	sheer	force	of	will.	Her	fire-blonde	hair	was	gathered	at
the	back	of	her	head	and	allowed	to	cascade	in	a	torrent	down	her	back,	except
for	 two	 tendrils	 that	 curled	 and	 spiraled	 teasingly	 at	 her	 temples.	 Small,	 royal
purple	stones	dangling	two	inches	below	her	ears	and	a	matching	stone	resting
below	 her	 throat	 emphasized	 the	 violet	 shadings	 of	 her	 eyes.	 She	 looked
stunning,	 and	 knew	 it.	 Kelden	 gazed	 on	 the	 beauty	 he'd	 once	 possessed,	 and
hated	her.	She	saw	the	hatred	in	his	eyes	and,	with	a	tiny,	mocking	smile,	melted
closer	to	her	own	companion,	a	handsome,	tanned	man	in	his	early	forties	whom
Kelden	 recognized	 as	 a	 Summit	 Mutual	 vice-president.	 Married,	 too,	 if	 he
recalled	correctly.

“Why,	Kelden!”	she	exclaimed	in	tones	that	could	not	possibly	be	mistaken
for	being	 as	warm	as	 they	 seemed.	 “How	delightful!	So	 that	was	your	 sister	 I
saw	in	there?	Congratulations!	I	believe	you	know	Blake?”

Kelden	nodded	briefly	to	Beth's	companion,	then	said,	“Tony,	this	is	Beth.
Whom	 I've	 told	you	all	 about.”	He	 lightly	 emphasized	 the	 “all”.	 “Beth,	 this	 is
Tony	 –	 quite	 possibly	 the	 first	 person	who's	 ever	 been	 able	 to	make	me	 truly
happy.”

If	he	had	expected	Beth	to	crawl	away	crushed	at	her	inability	to	meet	his
needs,	he	failed	utterly.	She	looked	at	them	coolly,	muttered,	“Figures”,	and	led
Michael	back	into	the	dining	room.

Kelden	 dropped	 his	 arm	 from	 Tony's	 shoulders	 and	 half-turned	 as	 if	 to
follow	 her,	 then	 changed	 his	mind	 and	 joined	 Tony	 at	 the	 coat	 check,	 all	 the
while	muttering,	“Bitch!	Bloody,	damned,	conceited	bitch!”	Tony	said	nothing,
but	simply	pulled	on	his	coat	and	headed	for	the	door.	Kelden	hurried	after	him,
and	they	exited	 together.	Kelden	handed	his	keys	 to	 the	parking	attendant	with
the	words	 “jade	 green	Spyder”,	 then	 turned	 to	make	 a	 further	 comment.	Tony
was	gone.

Kelden	blinked,	momentarily	confused.	Then	he	spotted	his	friend	halfway
down	 the	 drive.	 “Tony!”	 he	 called,	 but	 the	 figure	 never	 hesitated.	Kelden	 ran



down	the	drive	after	him.	“Tony!”	he	panted,	catching	him	at	the	street.	“Where
are	you	going?”

“Home,”	Tony	replied	calmly,	watching	the	passing	cars.
“What,	you	gonna	walk	a	hundred	miles?”
“I	am	going	to	my	home	here	in	Chicago,	where	I	will	spend	the	night	with

my	family.	Then	tomorrow	or	the	next	day	I	will	take	the	train	back,	if	I	do	not
find	a	friend	who	will	drive	me.”	He	waved	at	a	passing	cab,	but	it	swept	by.

“You're	not	going	back	with	me?”
“No.”
“Why	not?”
“I	do	not	wish	to.”
“Tony,	what	the	hell's	eating	you?”
“You	honestly	do	not	know?”	He	gave	up	the	search	for	a	cab.	“Then	I	will

tell	you.	I	came	up	here	to	share	a	moment	of	joy	with	someone	I	love.	I	did	not
come	to	be	a	pawn	in	a	game	of	power.”

“What	do	you	mean?”
“I	mean	that.”	He	jerked	his	head	back	at	Casa	del	Oro.	“I	was	for	you	not	a

person,	but	a	weapon,	a	gun	to	be	held	at	the	heads	of	your	family,	your	ex-wife,
and	bang!	–	see	what	I	have	become,	what	you	have	made	of	me?”

“You're	crazy!”
“I	do	not	know.	Maybe	I	am.	But	I	will	tell	you	something	else.	Many	times

we	have	talked,	remember?	About	the	gay	activists?	And	you	have	said,	like	me,
how	much	you	do	not	 like	 the	ones	who	are	gay	only	for	 the	power.	But	I	 tell
you,	Kelden,	 that	you	are	no	better	 than	one	of	 them.	No,	 that	you	are	one	of
them.”

“Meaning?”	Kelden's	voice	was	tightly	controlled.
“You	are	not	gay	because	you	want	to	be	free	to	express	your	heart.	You	are

gay	because	it	will	make	angry	and	hurt	those	who	have	hurt	you.	I	am	not	your
lover,	I	am	a	friend	you	have	chosen	to	be	a	knife	in	your	hand.”

“You	didn't	fight	becoming	my	lover	very	much.”
“God	forgive	me,	I	did	not.	I	do	not	know	why.	My	heart,	it	warned	me	not

to	do	it.”
“Well,	at	least	I	know	where	I	stand.”
“I	am	sorry.”
“I'll	be	out	of	the	Penthouse	when	you	get	back.”
“You	do	not	have	to.	I	will	go.”
“The	hell	you	will!”	Kelden	suddenly	seized	Tony's	upper	arm.	Although	he

could	easily	have	broken	the	grip,	Tony	stood	and	waited.	“You're	not	going	to
play	martyr!”



“The	way	you	are	playing	homosexual?”
“Playing?	Damn	 it,	what	 the	hell	do	you	 think	we've	been	doing	 the	past

few	months?!”
“I	 have	 been	 giving	 to	 you	my	 love.	 I	 do	 not	 know	what	 you	 have	 been

doing.	I	think	you	have	given	some	affection,	as	much	as	you	are	capable	of.	I
knew	you	could	not	give	much	love,	so	I	did	not	expect	much.	But	more,	there
has	been	the	manipulation,	the	games.	I	do	not	know	what	you	have	been	trying
to	do,	but	I	think	that	you	hate	yourself	and	your	family	more	than	you	love	me
or	anyone	else.	I	am	being	used,	and	I	do	not	like	it.	You	told	me	once	that	Paige
said	 you	 are	 not	 really	 gay.	 She	 is	 right.	Quit	 trying	 to	 be	 something	 you	 are
not.”

Kelden	released	Tony's	arm	and	stared	at	him.	“I	notice	you	suddenly	have
no	trouble	with	English.”

“I	do	not	understand.”
“I	mean,	hey,	we're	talking	about	phonies,	right?”
“Who	is	phony?	I	am	Mexican!	Yes,	I	have	used	a	lot	of	Spanish,	at	first	to

tease	you,	and	then,	when	you	learned,	because	it	was	good	to	talk	to	someone	in
the	 language	of	my	 family.	But	 it	 is	 not	 the	 same	 thing.”	A	cab	 finally	pulled
over.	 “I	will	 always	 love	you,	Kelden,	 but	 I	 can	no	 longer	be	your	 lover.”	He
opened	the	door	and	slid	in.	“When	I	get	back,	we	will	decide	who	will	move.”

“The	Penthouse	is	yours,	damn	it!”	shouted	Kelden	as	the	cab	was	sucked
into	traffic.	He	stared	after	it	until	the	lights	of	the	cars	and	the	businesses	along
the	street	began	to	blur	and	the	back	of	his	throat	began	to	ache.	Then	he	turned
and	trudged	up	the	long	drive	to	where	the	attendant	waited	with	his	car.



He	 watched	 the	 gentle	 wrinkling	 of	 the	 water.	 Out	 there	 were	 his
friends	 and	 family,	 lovers	 and	 wives.	 He	 bent,	 found	 a	 large	 stone.
Look	out,	Winnetka!	Look	out,	Chicago!	Look	out,	 Fell	 Park!	Here
comes	 Kel	 Scott!	 The	 stone	 landed	 with	 a	 deep,	 hollow	 “plunk!”,
sending	up	sprays	of	chaos,	obliterating	the	lovely	star	patterns.	After
a	 few	 minutes,	 though,	 with	 the	 stone	 safely	 gone,	 the	 waves	 grew
calm	and	the	stars	once	again	sparkled	on	the	surface	as	if	the	stone
had	never	existed.

Kelden	Scott
Chapter	11

Kelden	 drove	 blindly.	 Part	 of	 him	 ached	 more	 than	 when	 either	 of	 his
marriages	had	collapsed;	part	of	him	was	relieved	it	was	over;	part	of	him	just
didn't	care.	He	pulled	over	at	the	fourth	decent-looking	bar	he	saw.	But	when	he
got	to	the	door,	he	stopped	and	stared	at	it.	It	opened,	and	two	beautiful,	stylish
women	slid	out.	They	looked	at	him	and	smiled.	He	turned	and	walked	away.

He	 found	 his	 way	 to	 I-55,	 stopping	 only	 for	 gas	 and	 a	 large	 coffee,	 and



headed	south.	It	was	a	cool,	dry,	clear	night;	he	rode	with	his	jacket	off,	his	tie
loosened,	 and	 the	 windows	 open	 and	 radio	 blaring	 to	 stay	 awake.	 Still,	 his
dashboard	clock	read	1:36	a.m.	and	his	eyes	were	closing	when	he	reached	the
rest	area	between	Odell	and	Cayuga.	He	only	had	about	a	half	an	hour	more	to
go,	but	he	had	to	get	out	and	walk	a	little	before	he	fell	asleep.	Besides,	the	large
coffee	and	earlier	drinks	were	clamoring	for	immediate	attention.

He	 took	 care	 of	 that	 problem,	 then	 went	 back	 outside	 and	 circled	 the
building	a	couple	of	times.	Traffic	on	the	interstate	was	light,	and,	other	than	a
group	 of	 silent	 semis	 at	 the	 far	 end,	 his	 was	 the	 only	 vehicle	 in	 the	 lot.	 He
walked	 in	 silence	 broken	 only	 by	 the	 hiss	 of	 the	 night	 breeze	 through	 the	 tall
stalks	of	 last	year's	pampas	grass,	 the	occasional	cry	of	a	hunting	owl,	and	 the
rustle	of	his	own	feet.

He	was	 awake	 now,	 but	 he	wasn't	 ready	 to	 get	 back	 into	 his	 car.	And	 he
certainly	wasn't	ready	to	return	to	the	Penthouse.	He	wanted	to	get	his	stuff	out
before	 Tony	 got	 back,	 but	 he	 wasn't	 ready	 for	 the	 emptiness.	 Not	 yet.	 He
wondered	if	he	should	just	drive,	maybe	go	back	to	Cluver's	Hollow.	He	sat	on	a
bench,	and	thought	of	Jordan.	This	was	probably	where	he'd	stopped.	This	might
even	be	the	bench	where	he'd	sat	and	cried	and	prayed.	Kelden	shivered.

“God,”	he	whispered,	“if	you're	really	there,	what	the	hell	are	you	doing	to
me?	My	whole	damned	life	is	falling	apart!”	He	thought	back	over	the	last	year.
When	he'd	come	to	Fell	Park,	he'd	expected	to	leave	misery	and	failure	behind
with	Beth	and	his	parents.	Instead,	he'd	found	drugs	and	was	likely	an	alcoholic,
even	with	cutting	back	–	the	danger	lay	in	the	attitude,	not	the	amount.	And	the
sex.	Especially	the	sex.	How	many	women	had	he	had?	He	couldn't	remember.
How	many	lives	had	he	ruined?	Laurie,	Kathy,	Claudia,	Kayla,	Tony's	friend	–
who	else?	Should	he	count	Beth?	Vicki?	And	–	oh,	God!	–	what	about	Paige?

Tony,	at	least,	had	been	his	only	male	lover.	He	was	the	only	man	whose	life
he	 had	 ruined.	Or	was	 he?	What	 about	David?	 They'd	 never	 been	 lovers,	 but
could	Kelden	honestly	say	David	would	not	have	been	better	off	 if	he	had	not
come	back	into	his	life?	And	what	about	Jordan?	If	he'd	never	met	him,	would
Jordan	ever	have	been	introduced	to	the	people	of	CIGLA?	Would	he	ever	have
gotten	into	a	situation	that	ended	the	way	it	had?

Kelden	got	up	and	started	walking	again.	As	he	did,	another	name	came	to
him.	Colleen.	He'd	 even	managed	 to	 spoil	 her	wedding.	 It	 didn't	 really	 bother
him	to	upset	his	parents	–	hell,	he	did	that	every	time	he	turned	around	anyway.
But	Colleen!	He'd	actually	begun	getting	close	to	her!	And	now.	.	.	.

Thoughts	of	the	wedding	brought	him	back	to	Tony.	The	one	person	in	Fell
Park	 who'd	 always	 accepted	 him,	 no	 matter	 what.	 Except,	 maybe,	 Paige	 and
Jordan,	if	you	didn't	count	their	religious	thing.	But	now	he'd	exposed	Tony	to	all



kinds	of	embarrassment.	 Just	 so	he	could	 take	a	swipe	at	his	 family.	 Including
Colleen.	He	stopped	and	stared	off	across	a	bean	field.	Was	Tony	right?	Was	his
sexuality	merely	an	act?	Did	he	really	know	so	little	about	himself?

He	 felt	 the	need	 to	use	 the	 restroom	again.	This	 time	he	sat	 in	a	 stall	 and
buried	his	face	in	his	hands.	His	contacts	burned	slightly,	but	his	backup	glasses
were	in	the	Penthouse.	He'd	have	to	go	back	after	all.	He	glanced	at	 the	walls.
Even	 the	 Illinois	 Department	 of	 Transportation	 was	 unable	 to	 keep	 graffiti
completely	 out	 of	 their	 facilities.	 There	were	 two	 entries;	 neither	more	 than	 a
month	old,	if	the	dates	on	them	were	to	be	believed.	Both	were	requests	for	gay
liaisons.	One,	 in	marker,	claimed	to	be	24	years	old;	 the	other,	 in	pencil,	 to	be
16.	Both	described	themselves	and	their	desires	in	intimate	detail,	and	included
dates	and	times	they	would	be	back,	all	of	which	had	expired.	Kelden	had	seen
these	kinds	of	offers	 in	other	 restrooms	and	had	always	considered	 them	jokes
and	even	suspected	the	writers	of	being	straight,	possibly	even	lurking	nearby	at
the	 promised	 times	 to	 see	 what	 kind	 of	 freaks	 responded.	 Now,	 however,	 he
wondered	 –	 could	 these	 graffiti	 rendezvous	 be	 legitimate?	 Could	 someone
actually	be	willing	to	find	a	partner,	even	for	one	night,	like	that?	Could	he?

The	 restroom	 door	 sighed	 open	 and	 shut	 and	 footsteps	 echoed	 loudly.
Kelden	suddenly	felt	nervous.	He	didn't	want	 to	be	alone	with	a	stranger	 in	an
otherwise	deserted	Interstate	rest	area.	He	finished	quickly	and	swung	the	door
open	before	he	thought	maybe	it	might	be	better	 to	stay	in	the	stall.	By	then	it
was	too	late,	so	he	stepped	boldly	out.	A	middle-aged,	slightly	paunchy	man	in
cowboy	 hat	 and	 boots	 glanced	 his	 way	 from	 the	 urinals	 and	 nodded.	 Kelden
nodded	 back	 automatically,	 then	 hurried	 to	 the	 sinks	 and	 busied	 himself	 with
washing	his	hands.	After	a	moment	he	glanced	 into	 the	mirror,	and	 froze.	The
man	now	stood	facing	him,	fully	exposed	and	fully	aroused.

Kelden	stared,	repulsed.	Then	he	glanced	up	and	their	eyes	locked.	The	man
cocked	an	inviting	eyebrow.	The	water	in	the	sink	shut	itself	off.	Kelden	turned
and,	 hands	 dripping,	 strode	 to	 the	 door.	 Seconds	 later	 he	 was	 outside	 the
building,	clumsily	wiping	his	hands	on	his	shirt	as	he	trotted	to	his	car.	The	other
man	still	hadn't	emerged	when	the	Spyder	roared	out	of	the	parking	lot,	leaving
the	semis	as	its	sole	occupants.

His	brain	whirled	as	he	sped	down	the	highway.	What	had	just	happened?
Was	Tony	right?	If	he	were	truly	gay	or	bisexual,	wouldn't	he	have	accepted	that
guy's	 invitation?	 Of	 course	 not!	 If	 a	 woman	 he'd	 never	 seen	 before	 suddenly
stripped	off	her	top	in	front	of	him	with	no	one	else	around,	he	wouldn't	just	go
off	with	her,	would	he?	But	then	he	thought	of	the	bars	he'd	been	in,	the	parties
he'd	been	at,	where	he'd	done	all	but	that	very	thing.	All	right,	what	about	health
and	safety?	What	about	disease?	Anyone	would	be	afraid	of	 that!	But,	again,	a



parade	 of	 nameless,	 faceless	 bodies	 flashed	 through	 his	 mind.	 “Jesus,”	 he
whispered	aloud.	“God,	is	it	true?	Was	I	really	just	using	Tony?”	But	if	I'm	not
really	bisexual,	he	 thought,	 the	what	 the	hell	am	 I?	What	 the	 hell	 have	 I	 been
doing	the	 last	couple	months?	And,	God	help	me,	what	about	all	 the	people	at
AgriState	and	in	the	orchestra	and	CIGLA	and	God	knows	where	else	who	think
I	am?	My	God,	what	about	David,	and	Michael,	and	Paige,	and	Jordan?

He	 gripped	 the	 steering	 wheel,	 sweating	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 cool	 wind	 in	 his
face.	Once	again,	he	couldn't	face	the	empty	Penthouse.	The	Pontiac	exit	flowed
toward	 him;	 he	whipped	 the	Spyder	 onto	 the	 exit	 ramp.	He	was	 in	Pontiac	 in
about	 three	minutes.	His	mind	 immediately	went	 to	 a	place	he	might	 stop	and
lose	himself,	but	it	was	three	in	the	morning,	and	nothing	would	be	open.	He	left
Pontiac	to	the	east	by	state	route	116,	but	after	little	more	than	a	mile,	he	turned
south	onto	the	Lake	Pontell	blacktop.	A	little	less	than	four	minutes	later,	he	was
at	the	northwest	tip	of	the	lake.

He	 pulled	 off	 the	 road,	 stopped,	 got	 out,	 and	 walked	 down	 to	 the	 water.
Here	he	stood	looking	at	the	starlight	on	the	ripples,	thinking	of	nothing.	He	was
tired.	It	wasn't	just	from	driving,	nor	was	he	sleepy;	actually,	he	was	wide	awake.
This	was	 something	 deeper	 that	 reached	 back	 over	 the	 past	 year	 and	 beyond.
He'd	never	been	one	 to	 think	 too	hard	about	others'	 lives	and	how	his	affected
theirs;	he	was	more	interested	in	his	own.	It	was	the	creed	of	his	generation,	their
holy	trinity:	self-awareness,	self-improvement,	and	self-satisfaction.	It	had	taken
Laurie's	ordeal	to	jar	him	out	of	himself.	He'd	felt	despair	and	disgust	then;	that
was	nothing	compared	to	what	he	felt	now.

What,	he	wondered,	if	I'd	never	been	in	their	lives?	Like	George	Bailey	in
It's	A	Wonderful	Life,	would	things	have	been	worse	for	them	had	he	never	been
around?	 Suppose	 an	 angel	 appeared	 to	 me	 right	 now.	 Could	 he	 show	 me
anything	 or	 anyone	 I've	made	 better	 by	my	 existence?	 He	 watched	 the	 gentle
wrinkling	of	the	water.	Out	there	were	his	friends,	and	family,	lovers	and	wives.
He	bent,	found	a	large	stone.	Look	out,	Winnetka!	Look	out,	Chicago!	Look	out,
Fell	 Park!	 Here	 comes	 Kel	 Scott!	 The	 stone	 landed	 with	 a	 deep,	 hollow
“plunk!”,	sending	up	sprays	of	chaos,	obliterating	the	lovely	star	patterns.	After
a	few	minutes,	though,	with	the	stone	safely	gone,	the	waves	grew	calm	and	the
stars	once	again	sparkled	on	the	surface	as	if	the	stone	had	never	existed.

Kelden	 turned	 and	 walked	 back,	 trying	 not	 to	 think.	 His	 hands	 were
suddenly	very	cold.	Something	deep	inside	him	shivered;	his	heart	and	stomach
fluttered.	 He	 slowly	 drove	 the	 winding	 blacktop	 to	 the	 other	 end	 of	 the	 lake
where	it	climbed	some	low	hills,	pulling	away	from	the	water	until	it	reached	a
man-made	scenic	overlook	at	 the	northeast	end.	He	pulled	off	 the	road	and	sat
looking	down	the	long	slope.	He	fiddled	with	his	radio	until	he	found	a	station



out	of	Champaign-Urbana	that	was	playing	Samuel	Barber's	Adagio	For	Strings.
He	swallowed	and	drew	a	deep,	trembling	breath.	He	inched	the	Spyder	forward
to	 the	brink	of	 the	hill.	“Sorry,	Tony,”	he	whispered.	“I	can't	 leave	you	 the	car
after	 all.”	 He	 thought	 he	 heard	 someone	 call	 his	 name.	 “Ha!”	 he	 said	 aloud.
“What	angel	would	waste	his	 time	on	me?”	Then	he	 slipped	 the	gearshift	 into
neutral,	depressed	the	clutch,	and	took	his	foot	off	the	brake.

The	 car	 barely	moved	 at	 first.	But	 as	 the	music	 grew	 in	 intensity,	 gravity
and	 the	 incline	 took	 over.	 Kelden	 gripped	 the	 wheel	 as	 the	 car	 jounced	 on
uneven	 turf,	 determined	 to	 enter	 the	water	 cleanly.	 Doubt	 flashed	 through	 his
mind	 –	 what	 if	 the	 water	 wasn't	 deep	 enough?	 Suddenly	 certain	 it	 wasn't,	 he
raised	his	foot	and	poised	it	above	the	brake.	The	Adagio	approached	its	climax.
And	then	something	white	leapt	in	front	of	him.

He	reacted	instantly,	 jamming	his	foot	down	and	twisting	the	wheel	 to	 the
right.	The	car	rocked	and	the	right	front	and	rear	wheels	actually	left	the	ground.
He	fought	for	control	as	the	tires	slid	on	the	slick	grass.	Then	the	car	came	to	a
rest	with	 its	 nose	 angled	 away	 from	 the	 lake,	 its	 rear	 bumper	 inches	 from	 the
final	drop.

Kelden	 sat	 and	 shook.	 What	 the	 hell	 had	 happened?	 He'd	 joked	 about
angels;	had	he	actually	seen	one?

He	 set	 the	 parking	 brake	 and,	 leaving	 the	 engine	 running,	 grabbed	 a
flashlight	 from	 the	 glove	 compartment	 and	 cautiously	 climbed	 out.	 The	 spot
where	he'd	slammed	on	the	brakes	was	clear;	the	turf	was	chewed	up	from	there
to	where	the	car	now	sat.	But	there	was	no	sign	of	anyone,	angel	or	mortal.	He
moved	away	from	the	grumbling	motor.	As	he	did,	he	heard	gasps	and	splashes
from	the	lake.

He	ran	to	the	edge	and	shone	the	light	down	on	a	woman	who	clung	to	the
bank	and	 struggled	 to	keep	her	head	above	water.	Long,	wet	hair	 clung	 to	her
face	and	floated	on	either	side;	her	white	nylon	 jacket	billowed	up	behind	her.
Kelden	 dropped	 the	 light	 and	 bent	 to	 grab	 her	 wrists.	 For	 a	 moment	 she
continued	to	cling	 to	roots,	 then	suddenly	 let	go	and	grabbed	his	hands,	nearly
pulling	 him	 in	 on	 top	 of	 her.	He	 threw	 himself	 backward	 and	 hauled	 her	 out,
straining,	her	sodden	clothing	trying	to	pull	her	back	into	the	water.

He	 collapsed	 at	 her	 back,	 panting.	She	 still	 gasped	desperately	 for	 air;	 he
must	have	grazed	her	and	knocked	the	wind	out	of	her	before	she	tumbled	into
the	water.	He	found	 the	flashlight	and	came	around	 in	 front	of	her	 to	see	 if	he
could	do	anything	else	for	her.	“Listen,”	he	began,	“are	you	-”	The	light	hit	her
face.	“Paige?!”

She	 coughed	 and	 tried	 to	 sit	 up.	 He	 pushed	 her	 back	 down.	 “Just	 lie
quietly,”	he	ordered.	“I'll	take	care	of	you.”	He	ran	to	his	car,	got	out	the	blanket,



and	ran	back.	“Here,”	he	said	as	he	unfolded	it.	“This'll	keep	you	warm.”	This
time	she	was	able	to	sit	up.	“Can	you	stand?”	he	asked.

“Yes,”	she	replied	hoarsely,	and	coughed	again,	this	time	spitting	out	a	little
of	the	lake.

“Come	 on,	 then.”	 Kelden	 helped	 her	 to	 her	 feet.	 “We've	 got	 to	 get	 you
home.”

He	supported	her	gently	as	he	led	her	to	the	passenger's	seat,	wrapped	in	the
blanket.	Then	he	walked	around	the	car,	studying	its	situation.	This	was	going	to
be	tricky,	if	he	wanted	to	avoid	rolling	backward	into	eight	feet	of	water.	He	was
so	close	 to	 the	edge	he	didn't	even	have	 room	 to	completely	circle	 the	car.	He
climbed	 in	 and	 stepped	 firmly	on	 the	 regular	 brake	 as	 he	 released	 the	 parking
brake	and,	for	the	first	time,	wished	he	had	an	automatic	transmission.	No	matter
how	 fast	 he	 was,	 there	 would	 be	 an	 instant	 when	 the	 car	 would	 be	 held	 by
neither	 brake	 nor	 gear.	God,	 he	 thought,	 if	 you	 ever	 existed,	 and	 if	 you	 ever
planned	on	answering	one	of	my	prayers,	now's	the	time.	Get	us	out	of	here!

He	held	his	breath,	 shifted	 into	 low	gear,	and	quickly	 transferred	his	 right
foot	from	the	brake	to	the	accelerator.	He	forced	himself	not	to	let	his	left	foot
off	the	clutch	or	press	down	on	the	accelerator	too	quickly	lest	he	kill	the	engine
or	dig	the	wheels	into	the	turf	and	lose	control.	The	car	rolled	backwards;	he	was
certain	it	rolled	much	farther	than	it	should	have	without	toppling	over	the	edge.
Then	the	transmission	took	hold	and	they	began	to	crawl	forward.

He	drove	at	an	angle,	fearing	they	would	be	unable	to	climb	straight	up	the
steep	 slope.	They	 fishtailed	 four	or	 five	 times	 in	 the	wet	grass,	 and	more	 than
once	he	had	to	jerk	the	wheel	to	one	side	to	avoid	a	hump	or	a	hole.	A	stand	of
trees	 loomed	ahead;	he	prepared	 to	deal	with	 them.	But	 the	ground	 leveled	off
several	 yards	 before	 the	 trees	 began,	 and	 he	 turned	 hard	 away	 from	 them.	An
open	field,	bumpy	but	obstruction	free,	lay	between	them	and	the	road;	he	risked
shifting	into	second.	In	less	than	a	minute	the	front	tires	hit	gravel,	then	asphalt,
and	he	was	able	to	relax	his	death	grip	and	stretch	his	cramped	fingers.

They	drove	south	in	silence	along	a	county	blacktop	while	Kelden	listened
anxiously	to	the	Spyder	and	analyzed	every	creak	and	shimmy.	He	would	have
to	 take	 it	 in	 for	an	alignment,	but	at	 least	he	hadn't	punctured	a	 tire	and	didn't
seem	 to	have	damaged	 the	 shocks	 too	badly.	What	 he	might	 have	done	 to	 the
undercarriage	or	transmission	remained	to	be	seen.	Satisfied	with	his	inventory,
he	 glanced	 over	 at	 Paige.	Huddled	 in	 the	 blanket,	 she	 reminded	 him	 of	 Sarah
Lynn,	her	doll.

“Are	 you	 all	 right?”	 he	 asked.	 She	 nodded.	 He	 turned	 east,	 then	 asked,
“What	the	hell	were	you	doing	out	there?	I	could've	killed	you!”

Paige	watched	the	lights	of	Fell	Park	edge	closer	as	Kelden	rocketed	along



at	 about	 seventy,	 pushed	by	nervous	 energy.	 “I	 called	 out	 to	 you,”	 she	 replied
quietly,	“but	you	didn't	hear	me.	So	I	did	the	only	thing	I	could	think	of.”

“You're	 lucky	 I	 didn't	 run	 you	over!	Why	were	 you	 even	out	 there	 in	 the
first	place?”

Again	Paige	was	silent.	Then	she	sighed	and	said,	“I	had	a	nightmare	about
midnight.	I	saw	you	drive	into	Lake	Pontell.	I	watched	you	go	into	the	water,	and
saw	the	head	and	taillights	as	you	sank.	And	then	I	was	inside	the	car,	begging
you	to	get	out,	but	you	wouldn't	move.	You	just	sat	there,	listening	to	the	radio.
The	water	started	seeping	in,	and	you	started	crying.	Then	you	were	afraid,	and
tried	to	open	the	door,	but	the	water	pressure	was	too	great.	So	you	opened	the
window,	and	the	water	poured	in,	and	you	couldn't	fight	it.	Then	you	started	to
drown,	and	I	was	crying,	and	I	suddenly	couldn't	breathe	or	scream.	And	then	I
woke	up.”	Tears	were	sliding	down	her	face,	but	she	kept	her	voice	steady.	“I	lay
in	 the	dark	 and	 cried	 and	prayed	 for	 about	 half	 an	hour.	 I	 couldn't	 go	back	 to
sleep.	And	I	suddenly	felt	I	had	to	get	to	the	lake	right	away.	At	first	I	thought	it
was	just	the	nightmare,	because	Michael	had	said	you	and	Tony	were	spending
the	night	in	Chicago.	So	I	got	up	and	put	on	an	old	album	to	take	my	mind	off
the	dream.	Empty	Tomb.	One	of	their	songs,	'Do	It',	has	a	line,	'You	know	what
you	gotta	do,	you	know	you	gotta	do	it	now.'	I've	never	had	so	much	as	a	scratch
on	that	album,	but	now	it	stuck	on	that	line	and	kept	repeating	'Do	it	now,	do	it
now,	do	it	now'.	I	took	it	off	and	was	would've	probably	written	it	off,	but	Kathy
called	right	then	and	said	she	just	woke	up	and	had	the	urge	to	tell	me	that	God
wanted	me	to	do	something,	but	I	had	to	do	it	now.

“So	 I	 got	 dressed	 and	 drove	 out	 here.	 I	 must've	 gotten	 here	 somewhere
between	half	an	hour	and	an	hour	before	you	did.	I	parked	around	the	tip	of	the
lake	from	where	you	ended	up,	because	I	wasn't	sure	where	you'd	be.	I	got	out
and	was	walking	around	the	lake	and	praying,	and	the	next	thing	I	know,	I	see
these	headlights	appear	at	the	top	of	the	hill,	above	and	ahead	of	me.	I	shouted,
but	the	car	started	moving.	So	I	ran.”

Kelden's	hands	tightened	on	the	wheel.	He	felt	cold,	and	afraid.	He	licked
his	lips,	cleared	his	throat,	and	asked,	“In	your	dream	–	what	was	I	listening	to?”

Paige	 frowned.	 “I	 don't	 .	 .	 .	 just	 a	 second.	 .	 .	 .”	 She	 closed	 her	 eyes	 and
scowled.	Kelden	glanced	at	her.	Her	face	was	harsh	without	makeup	and	older
with	the	strains	of	the	night,	but	he	thought	she	looked	more	beautiful	than	ever,
and	 a	 great	 yearning	 joined	 his	 fear.	 He	 looked	 back	 at	 the	 road.	 They	 were
entering	Fell	Park.	As	they	crossed	the	city	limits	and	he	forced	himself	to	slow
down,	she	sighed	and	said,	“Samuel	Barber.	Adagio	For	Strings.”

“Jeez.”	 Neither	 said	 any	 more,	 but	 as	 they	 drove	 the	 predawn	 streets,
Kelden's	mind	raced.	This	was	just	too	coincidental!	All	right,	maybe	she	could



hear	 the	music	 from	where	 she	was	 standing	–	he	did	have	 the	window	open,
after	 all	 –	 but	 as	 far	 as	 she	 knew,	 he	 was	 spending	 the	 night	 over	 100	miles
north.	Unless	Tony	had	called	to	say	Kelden	was	heading	back.	But	why	would
he	call	anybody,	let	alone	Paige?	Anyway,	Tony	wouldn't	have	know	he'd	end	up
at	the	lake.	Ah,	but	the	lake	was	one	of	Kelden's	favorite	haunts	when	depressed.
And	wait	a	minute	–	didn't	Paige	say	 that	 in	 this	 so-called	dream	of	hers,	he'd
opened	the	window	while	under	water?	But	his	window	was	already	open.	Okay,
so	Tony	had	called	and	 told	Paige	what	had	happened	and	 that	Kelden	was	on
the	way	 down	 and	would	 probably	 end	 up	 at	 the	 lake.	 So	 she	went	 out	 there
herself,	maybe	even	hours	ago,	and	happened	to	pick	the	right	spot.	She	waited,
heard	the	radio,	and	made	up	this	garbage	about	a	dream	and	a	stuck	needle.	She
would	probably	even	tell	Kathy	to	play	along	if	Kelden	asked	her	about	it.	Yeah.
Tenuous	though	it	was,	that	had	to	be	it.	The	alternative	was	just	too	damned	–
unthinkable.

Paige	was	watching	as	he	pulled	into	the	lot	behind	her	apartment.	He	was
aware	of	her	eyes.	He	glanced	at	her	and	suddenly	felt	ashamed	of	his	doubts.
Yet,	how	could	he	accept	her	story	at	face	value?	His	entire	life	was	based	on	the
belief	 that	God	was	 impersonal	and	unknowable,	 if	he,	she,	or	 it	existed	at	all.
What	would	it	do	to	his	life	if	Paige	were	right?

He	tore	himself	from	her	scrutiny	and	bolted	from	the	car,	hurrying	around
to	help	her	out,	although	 it	was	no	 longer	necessary.	Wet	patches	 remained	on
the	 seat	where	 the	 blanket	 had	 soaked	 through.	He	 didn't	mind.	 “I'll	 take	 you
back	tomorrow	so	you	can	get	your	van,”	he	said.

“Thanks.	I'll	be	all	right	now.”	She	started	to	remove	the	blanket.
“Nonsense.”	He	 stopped	 her.	 “You	 took	 care	 of	me	when	 I	was	 sick	 last

summer,	the	least	I	can	do	is	fix	you	a	cup	of	tea	while	you	get	a	hot	shower.”
“That's	not	really	-”
“Anyway,”	he	continued,	“I	don't	have	anywhere	I	can	go.”
“The	Penthouse?”
He	shook	his	head.	“Not	any	more.”
“Your	stuff.	.	.	?”
“It's	still	there	–	I	just	haven't	had	a	chance	to	get	it	out	yet.	It's	a	long	story.

But	I	can't	go	back.”	He	was	stretching	the	truth,	but	he	didn't	care.	At	this	point,
he	was	willing	 to	 endure	Christianity	 if	 it	meant	 not	 being	 alone.	 She	 studied
him	closely,	and	he	added,	“I	give	you	my	word,	I	won't	try	anything.”

She	hesitated,	then	nodded.	“Okay.	Come	on.”
When	they	got	to	Paige's	apartment,	Kelden	filled	the	kettle,	then	called	out,

“Do	you	want	me	to	throw	your	clothes	in	the	wash?”
After	 a	 moment,	 she	 replied,	 “Sure.	 I'll	 leave	 them	 in	 the	 hall.	 Soap



powder's	in	the	pantry,	along	with	a	jar	of	quarters.”
“Okay.”	He	put	the	kettle	on,	found	the	soap	and	quarters,	and	came	down

the	hall	to	the	bathroom.	Her	jeans,	shirt	and	jacket	were	in	a	heap	on	the	floor.
“Anything	else?”	he	asked	through	the	door.

“That's	it.	I	can	do	the	rest	later.”
“Okay.	I'll	be	back	in	a	few	minutes.”
He	 ran	 downstairs	 and	 threw	her	 clothes	 and	 the	 blanket	 into	 the	washer.

His	 shirt	 and	 pants	were	 stained	with	 lake	water	 from	 pulling	 her	 out;	 after	 a
moment's	hesitation	he	stuffed	his	 tie	 into	his	pants	pocket	and	 threw	 the	shirt
into	the	machine	as	well.	The	stains	on	the	black	pants	were	less	noticeable;	he
could	wash	them	later.	He	added	the	soap	and	inserted	the	quarters,	then	ran	out
to	his	 car.	He'd	promised	 to	behave,	 so	he	grabbed	his	 jacket	 from	behind	 the
seat.

The	kettle	was	just	beginning	to	whistle	when	he	got	back	to	the	apartment.
Paige	had	 a	wide	 selection	of	 herbal	 teas;	 he	 chose	hibiscus	 and	 rose	hips	 for
himself	 and	 wildflowers	 and	 honey	 for	 her	 and	 poured	 the	 water	 just	 as	 the
shower	 stopped.	He	 added	 some	unsalted	 crackers	 to	 their	 saucers	 and	 carried
them	out	to	the	living	room,	setting	hers	by	the	couch	and	his	by	a	chair	across
the	room	next	to	the	stereo.	As	he	sat,	he	noticed,	propped	by	the	turntable,	an
album	with	“Empty	Tomb”	on	the	cover.	Then	Paige	came	out,	dressed	in	a	long,
thick	robe,	 toweling	her	hair.	She	 twitched	an	eyebrow	at	his	 jacket-without-a-
shirt,	 but	 quickly	 figured	 out	 what	 he'd	 done	 and	 why.	 So	 all	 she	 said	 was
“Thanks”	as	she	settled	on	the	couch	and	drew	her	feet	up.

They	looked	at	each	other	for	a	while.	She	took	a	cracker	and	nibbled	on	it,
then,	when	Kelden	seemed	disinclined	to	speak,	said,	“So	–	why	were	you	trying
to	kill	yourself?”

Kelden	shrugged.	“Why	not?	I	had	nothing	better	to	do.”
“No.	I	won't	accept	that.”	Paige	frowned	and	leaned	forward.	“Look.	I	know

we've	 had	 our	 differences	 lately,	 but	we	didn't	 start	 that	way.	We	built	 a	 solid
base	of	trust	and	respect.	I'd	like	to	think	that's	still	there.”

Kelden	looked	away.	He	suddenly	felt	like	crying.	He	wanted	so	much	just
to	open	up	to	her,	but	couldn't	say	anything.”

“You	and	Tony	fought.”
“Did	he.	.	.	?”
“No.	He	didn't	 call.”	She	paused,	 then	 added,	 “And	 I	 didn't	make	up	 that

dream.	I	wish	I	had.	I've	never	been	so	terrified.	Even	when	I	was	on	the	street,
or	being	abused	as	a	child,	my	nightmares	were	never	that	real.	Kel,	I've	never
lied	 to	 you.	 I	 don't	 care	 how	 much	 I	 –	 I	 care	 for	 you,	 I	 would	 never	 try	 to
manipulate	you	like	that.	Everything	I	told	you	is	the	truth.	Do	you	believe	me?”



“Yes.”	Kelden	shivered.
After	a	moment,	Paige	repeated,	“Why	did	you	try	to	kill	yourself?”
Kelden	bit	his	lip.	It	wasn't	going	to	be	easy,	but	she	was	right	–	he	missed

the	honesty	that	had	existed	between	them.	“I	–	don't	know.	Because	–	because
my	life	is	shit.”	He	swallowed.	“I	–	I	think	you're	right.	What	you	said	–	I	don't
think	I'm	gay	or	bisexual	by	nature.	But	I	really	loved	Tony.	I	hurt	him,	though.	I
mean,	 really	 bad.”	 He	 sighed.	 “Not	 that	 that's	 unusual,”	 he	 said	 bitterly.
“Everyone	I	get	close	to	seems	to	get	hurt,	one	way	or	another.	You	were	smart
not	to	get	involved	with	me.”	Paige	said	nothing.	She	just	looked	steadily	at	him,
so	he	continued.	“Oh,	you'd've	been	so	proud	of	me!	I	–	we	ran	into	my	ex-wife,
Beth,	 and	 I	paraded	him	 in	 front	of	her.	 I	used	him,	 just	 as	you	 said,	 to	 try	 to
punish	her	for	not	being	woman	enough	for	me.	At	least,	I	suppose	that's	what	I
did.	God,	I	don't	know!	I	don't	know	what	I	did,	or	why!	I	just	know	I	can't	do	it
any	more.	I	just	can't!	I	can't	hurt	anyone	else!”	He	turned	away,	refusing	to	look
at	her.

Paige	spoke	quietly.	“You're	right.	You've	made	a	mess	of	your	life.”
“Huh!	And	doesn't	that	just	reaffirm	my	existence!”
“But	you're	very	wrong	if	you	think	you've	messed	up	everyone	else's	 life

and	that	we'd	all	be	better	off	without	you.	No,	I	haven't	forgotten	about	Laurie
and	 a	 couple	 other	women.	 But	 there	 are	 a	 lot	 of	 other	 people	who	 love	 you
dearly.”

“Name	one.”
“I	can	name	at	least	four	–	Tony,	David,	Jordan,	and	me.	No,	five	–	Jesus.”
Kelden	gave	a	disgusted	sigh.	“You	don't	give	up,	do	you?”
“No,	I	don't!	I've	told	you	before,	I	love	you	too	much	to	give	up!”
“Ah,	yes.	Your	pure	and	noble	love	for	all	mankind.”
Paige	started	to	say	something,	then	changed	her	mind.	“If	you	want	to	take

it	 that	way,	 that's	up	 to	you.”	She	 ignored	his	sharp	 look	and	pressed	on.	“The
point	is,	you've	made	a	mess	of	your	life,	but	so	has	everyone	else.	Some	are	just
more	thorough	than	others.	Most	of	us	have	a	lot	of	people	who	love	us	despite
our	faults,	no	matter	how	it	looks,	but	even	the	most	abandoned	has	one	–	God.
No,	don't	interrupt.	You	need	to	hear	this,	once	and	for	all.

God	 exists	 and	 He	 created	 you.	 I	 know	 you	 well	 enough	 to	 know	 you
believe	that,	deep	down,	no	matter	what	you	tell	yourself	or	others.	And	as	your
Creator,	he	loves	you	the	way	a	father	loves	his	child.”

“I	don't	find	that	a	compelling	argument,	and	I'm	surprised	you	do.”
Paige	 smiled	 slightly.	 “You're	 right.	 Okay,	 then,	 the	 way	 a	 father	 should

love	his	child.”
“Look,	I	admit	too	much	has	happened	lately	like	tonight.	I	have	to	accept



the	existence	of	some	kind	of	God.	But	why	should	I	believe	He	gives	a	damn
about	me?”

“Because	of	what	Jesus	went	through.	Remember,	we	talked	about	that.”
“Yeah,	but	He	did	that	for	humanity	in	general,	right?”
“Yes,	but	He	also	did	it	for	you	specifically.”
“He	doesn't	know	me.”
“He's	God;	He	knows	you.	And	He	knows	every	pain	you've	ever	suffered.

He	 knows	 about	 that	 nude	 photo,	 'Sun	Worshipper',	 and	 how	 the	 high	 school
girls	were	competing	to	get	you	into	bed.”	Kelden's	back	began	to	crawl.	Had	he
told	her	about	that?	He	couldn't	remember.	He	knows	about	Jess,	and	how	you
wrestled	 with	 feelings	 for	 him.	 He	 knows	 how	 Beth	 compared	 you	 to	 others
she'd	been	with,	even	in	the	middle	of	your	lovemaking.”	He	gripped	the	arms	of
the	chair.	He	knew	he	hadn't	told	her	that!	He'd	never	told	anyone!	She	seemed
not	to	have	noticed	his	reaction	as	she	quietly	continued;	indeed,	her	eyes	were
closed.	 “He	 was	 there	 when	 you	 were	 nine,	 and	 your	 parents	 thwarted	 your
friendship	with	Bobby.	He	was	there	when	you	were	fifteen,	on	vacation	at	the
lake,	sitting	on	the	shore	letting	sand	and	water	dribble	through	your	fist	to	make
marvelous	fairy	castles	on	a	 log,	and	your	father	came	up	behind	you	and	 told
you	 to	 stop	wasting	 time	 and	 find	 something	 constructive	 to	 do.”	Kelden	 had
forgotten	 that	 episode.	 Now,	 at	 Paige's	 words,	 the	 echo	 of	 his	 father's	 voice
slammed	into	him	and	brought	tears	 to	his	eyes.	“He	was	there	with	you	when
you	were	 ten	 and	 your	mother	made	 you	 take	 that	 gerbil	 back	 to	 your	 friend
because	she	was	 too	busy	 to	deal	with	 the	mess.	He	was	 there	when	you	were
picking	out	your	 first	bassoon	and	all	you	 really	wanted	was	 that	 saxophone.”
Kelden	was	beyond	wondering	how	Paige	could	have	known	these	things.	The
tears	were	flowing	freely	now.	“He	was	there	with	you	when	Vicki	asked	for	the
divorce,	 and	when	you	came	 in	 late	one	night	 and	 found	Beth	 asleep	between
two	of	your	coworkers.”

She	stopped,	shivering.	The	pictures	had	come	so	quickly,	so	clearly,	she'd
had	 no	 time	 to	 wonder	 if	 she	 were	making	 them	 up.	 She	 did	 wonder,	 as	 she
spoke,	 if	she	were	doing	the	right	 thing,	how	he	would	react;	but	she	knew	all
she	could	do	was	speak	and	pray	for	the	best.	She	opened	her	eyes	and	looked	at
Kelden.	 He	 was	 doubled	 over,	 his	 face	 buried	 in	 his	 hands,	 his	 shoulders
shaking.	She	got	up	silently	to	check	on	the	laundry.

Kelden's	tears	had	run	their	course.	He	could	feel	something	hovering	just
beyond	his	reach,	something	immense,	from	which	he	was	excluded	by	his	own
choice.	He	could	deny	it	no	longer	–	there	was	a	God,	and	He	had	touched	him.
If	 anyone	 else	 had	made	 that	 claim,	 he	would	 have	 scoffed.	 It	was	 so	 easy	 to
deny	that	which	he	had	never	experienced;	so	easy	to	claim	that	the	speaker	was,



at	best,	misled.	It	was	so	easy	to	dismiss	in	others	simply	as	emotions.	But	now
that	he	had	 to	 face	 it	 himself,	 he	 could	not	dismiss,	 could	not	deny,	 could	not
rationalize	 it	 into	a	comfortable	explanation.	Something	had	 touched	him	–	he
could	doubt	it	no	longer	–	and	that	“something”	was	God.

He	 felt	 fear,	which	 turned	 slowly	 to	 anger.	And	 the	more	 he	 thought,	 the
angrier	he	grew.	When	Paige	returned,	he	was	scowling.

“What's	wrong?”	she	asked.
“God!”	he	snapped.
“What	about	Him?”	she	asked	carefully.
“He's	either	impotent	or	sadistic!”
“I'm	sorry?”	She	was	completely	confused.
“You	 claim	He	 loves	me,	 and	He	 hurt	 when	 I	 did.	 Yet	 He	 didn't	 do	 one

damned	thing	to	help	me!”
“I	can	promise	you,	it	wasn't	because	He	enjoyed	watching	you	suffer.”
“So	He's	impotent?”
“Only	in	so	far	as	He	limits	Himself.”
“You	mean	He	chose	not	to	do	anything?”
“Well,	basically,	yes,	but	-”
“Then	He	is	sadistic!”	Kelden's	voice	held	a	note	of	triumph.
“No,	not	at	all!”	She	folded	herself	back	on	the	couch.	“I've	never	had	kids,

but	I've	got	friends	who	do,	and	I've	watched	them	and	talked	with	them.	Every
one	 of	 them	would	 love	 to	 be	 able	 to	 give	 their	 kids	whatever	 they	want	 and
right	 every	wrong	 for	 them	 and	 take	 away	 every	 hurt	 and	make	 them	 always
happy.	But	they	know	if	they	did,	those	kids	would	grow	up	spoiled	and	entitled
and	 miserable.	 And	 they	 know	 that	 while	 those	 kids	 will	 always	 be	 their
children,	 they'll	 have	 to	 eventually	 relate	 to	 them	 as	 adults	 and	 friends,	 not
minors.	So	although	it	hurts,	they	have	to	teach	their	kids	what's	right,	then	step
back	and	let	them	grow	and	learn	from	their	pains.

“Now,	as	far	as	you	and	God	are	concerned,	not	only	did	you	have	to	learn
on	your	own	what	life	was	like	without	Him,	there	was	another	factor	involved.	I
sometimes	see	kids	I	know	have	to	be	hurting,	or	I	see	them	doing	wrong,	and
while	 I	 can	 try	 do	 something	 in	 a	 limited	 way	 to	 change	 the	 situation,	 and	 I
might	even	succeed	if	someone's	willing	to	listen,	ultimately	I	have	no	authority
over	them.	The	only	way	I	can	have	full	right	to	help	or	discipline	them	is	if	I've
been	given	that	right	–	in	effect,	if	I've	been	appointed	their	mother.

“Now,	 that	 kid	 is	 you.	 Estranged	 from	 God.	 An	 orphan.	 To	 switch
metaphors,	 an	outlaw.	The	ultimate	 sentence	 is	 hell,	 carried	out	 at	 your	 death,
kind	of	like	when	the	sheriff	finally	catches	the	outlaw	and	tosses	him	in	jail.	But
until	the	outlaw	is	captured,	the	sentence	can't	be	carried	out.	By	His	own	laws,



God	 is	 limited	 in	 what	 He	 can	 do,	 for	 or	 against	 you,	 while	 you	 remain	 an
outlaw,	at	large.	Or	to	go	back	to	the	idea	of	a	child,	you	have	to	give	Him	the
right	 to	 be	 your	 Father	 before	 He	 can	 have	 unlimited	 authority	 over	 what
happens	to	you.”

“I	 thought	 we	 were	 already	 'children	 of	 God'.	 And	 if	 He's	 all-powerful,
what's	limiting	Him?”

Paige	shook	her	head.	“Don't	take	these	metaphors	to	extremes;	they	won't
hold	up.	We're	all	His	children	by	creation,	but	we've	rejected	that	relationship.
He's	gone	more	than	halfway	to	restore	it	through	Jesus,	but	it's	up	to	us	to	take
the	final	steps.	And	He's	limited	by	only	one	thing	–	Himself.	It's	His	choice	not
to	 force	Himself	 on	 us,	 but	 to	woo	 us	 like	 a	 lover.	 If	 I	may	 throw	 in	 another
metaphor.”

Kelden	 leaned	back,	 scowled	 at	 the	 ceiling,	 and	 clasped	his	 hands	behind
his	head,	throwing	his	jacket	wide	open.	Paige	noted	he'd	managed	to	keep	the
muscle	definition	he'd	gained	on	David's	equipment.	She	looked	away,	berating
herself,	and	concentrated	on	praying	while	she	nibbled	crackers	and	sipped	tea.
She	wanted	 to	 keep	 this	 situation	 as	 pure	 and	 free	 from	personal	motives	 and
desires	 as	 she	 possibly	 could,	 but	 the	 vision	of	Kelden	drowning	had	 torn	 her
carefully	woven	 emotional	 veil	wide	 open	 and	 forced	 her	 to	 confront	 feelings
she	 had	 thought	 dead,	 murdered	 by	 years	 of	 emotional	 abuse.	 Many	 of	 the
prayers	that	now	spun	through	her	head	were	for	herself.

“Let	me	get	this	straight.”
Paige	 jumped	 slightly	 and	 looked	 back	 at	 him.	 He	 was	 leaning	 forward

again	and	staring	intently	at	her,	his	hands	clasped	between	his	knees.	When	he
had	her	attention,	he	continued,	“I'm	in	rebellion	against	God,	by	choice	and	by
nature,	correct?”

“Essentially,	yes.”
“Rebellion	 against	 God	 is	 punishable	 by	 hell,	 correct?	 The	 old	 fire	 and

brimstone,	bit?”
“Jesus	used	 fire	 and	brimstone	 in	His	pictures	of	hell,	 yes,”	Paige	 replied

cautiously,	“although	being	completely	cut	off	 from	God	for	all	eternity	 is	hell
enough,	without	the	fire.	So	if	the	traditional	imagery	bothers	you	-”

Kelden	shook	his	head.	“Doesn't	matter.	If	it's	true,	it's	true,	clichéd	or	not.”
“Then	yes,	it's	true.”
“Okay.	But	God	loves	me,	right?”
“Right.”
“He	could've	stopped	any	of	this	crap	from	happening	at	any	time,	but	He

didn't,	right?”
“He	won't	force	you	to	do	something	against	your	will.	By	the	same	token,



He	won't	force	someone	else	to	do	something	against	their	will,	either.	He'll	do
what	He	can	within	His	own	limits.	And	even	then,	there	are	some	things	we're
better	off	going	through.	He	allowed	me	to	go	through	more	hell	in	some	ways
than	you've	ever	known,	but	if	I	hadn't	experienced	it	for	myself,	I	could	never
relate	in	the	same	way	to	others	who've	gone	through	the	same	kinds	of	things.”

Kelden	nodded.	“I	understand	that.	I	don't	like	it,	but	I	understand	it.	Okay,
so	He	couldn't	 intervene	directly,	so	instead	He	somehow	becomes	Jesus	while
staying	God,	and	comes	to	earth	and	lives	life	as	a	human	so	He	can	really	know
how	we	feel,	then	dies	as	a	criminal	in	our	place.	Right?”

“Basically,	 yes,	 except	He	was	 completely	 innocent.	 If	He	had	 to	 pay	 for
His	own	sins,	He	couldn't	stand	in	for	ours.”

“Yeah,	I	get	that.	So	all	I	have	to	do	is	accept	His	death	on	my	behalf	and
surrender	control	of	my	life	to	Him	and	all	my	problems	will	be	over?”

Paige	 hesitated.	 “I	 promised	 I	 wouldn't	 lie	 to	 you,”	 she	 replied	 at	 last.
“You'll	 still	 have	 problems,	 some	 just	 as	 bad	 as	 the	 ones	 you're	 having	 now,
some	even	worse.	You're	still	living	in	a	fallen	world,	among	fallen	people.	But
you	won't	have	to	face	them	alone.	You	can	appeal	to	the	Creator	of	the	universe
for	 the	power	 to	overcome	them,	and	you	can	be	secure	 in	 the	knowledge	 that
whatever	 you	 have	 to	 go	 through,	 it's	 being	 allowed	 by	 a	 loving	 Father	 who
wants	to	help	you	mature.”

Kelden	 sighed,	 leaned	 back,	 and	 rubbed	 his	 face.	 Paige	 waited,	 then
cautiously	asked,	“What	do	you	think?	Do	you	want	it?”

Kelden	held	his	hand	motionless	over	his	face,	then	dropped	it	and	looked
steadily	 at	 her.	 In	 a	 quiet	 voice	 he	 asked,	 “Why	 did	 you	 stop	me	 at	 the	 lake
tonight?”

Paige	was	 taken	 aback,	 but	 she	met	 his	 gaze	 and	 replied,	 just	 as	 quietly,
“Because	God	told	me	to.	He	didn't	want	you	to	die.”

Kelden	shook	his	head.	“No.	I	know	that.	I	also	know	you	could've	said	'no',
or	gone	about	it	differently.	Why'd	you	risk	your	life?”

He	 was	 coming	 perilously	 close	 to	 what	 she	 was	 trying	 not	 to	 admit	 to
herself.	“You	didn't	hear	me	shout.	There	was	no	other	-”

“No!”	His	eyes	burned	into	hers.	“You'd	done	all	you	could!	You'd	obeyed
and	come	looking	for	me	and	tried	to	stop	me.	Surely	even	God	wouldn't	expect
you	to	die	to	save	my	life!	So,	why?	Why'd	you	jump	in	front	of	my	car?”

She	 began	 to	 point	 out	 that	 he	 would've	 died	 condemned,	 while	 she
wouldn't.	But	 it	 suddenly	 struck	her	 that	he	was	doing	more	 than	asking	her	a
question,	he	was	somehow	testing	her.	Her,	or	God,	or	both.	And	she	would	have
to	be	honest,	no	matter	how	much	it	frightened	her.

“Because,”	she	replied	slowly,	in	a	near	whisper,	“because	I	love	you.”



He	 gripped	 the	 arms	 of	 the	 chair.	 “That	 pure,	 noble,	 all-encompassing
love?”	His	voice	was	intense,	no	louder	than	hers,	devoid	of	all	sarcasm.

Her	heart	pounded.	Her	palms	were	damp.	Lord,	she	prayed,	 let	me	do	the
right	thing!	“No,”	she	said	out	loud.	“I	mean	I	love	you.”	She	swallowed,	licked
her	lips.

“The	way	I	love	you?”
“I	don't	know	how	you	love	me.”
“Desperately.	 Totally.”	 His	 hands	 trembled,	 and	 she	 realized	 he	 was	 as

frightened	as	 she	was.	“The	way	 I	 should've	 loved	Vicki.	The	way	 I	 thought	 I
loved	Beth.	The	way	–	the	way	I've	always	wanted	to	love	a	woman.”

Paige	pleaded	silently	with	him,	but	he'd	finally	opened	his	heart	to	her,	and
to	himself.	It	humbled	her.	Dare	she	do	less?	Even	if	it	meant	pain,	pain	she	had
thought	 herself	 long	 beyond?	 She	 took	 a	 deep	 breath.	 “Yes,”	 she	 replied,	 as
steadily	as	she	could.	“I	love	you	in	that	very	way.	I	thought	it	had	been	beaten
out	of	me	long	ago.	When	I	renounced	lesbianism,	I	reconciled	myself	to	never
being	able	to	love	a	man.	And	then,	 in	the	last	few	months,	as	I	grew	to	know
you,	I	realized	it	wasn't	dead,	that	I	had	the	capacity	to	fall	in	love.”

Kelden's	eyes	swam	with	tears.	“How?”	he	asked	simply.
She	understood	what	he	meant.	How	could	she	love	him;	how	could	anyone

love	 him?	 “I've	 seen	 your	 heart.”	 She	 spread	 her	 hands.	 “There's	 great	 beauty
there,	underneath	the	pain	and	the	anger.”

“I	felt	the	same	about	you,”	Kelden	whispered.	“Almost	since	the	first	time
we	met.	I	just	didn't	know	how	to	say	it.	And	then	I	tried	to	deny	it.”	He	finally
looked	away.	“Do	we	have	any	chance?”

Paige	also	looked	away.	“I	don't	know,”	she	said	at	last.
“What	if	I	did	what	you	said?	What	if	I	-”
“No!”	Her	answer	was	swift	and	vehement.	“If	you	give	your	 life	 to	God,

you	do	it	because	you	want	it	more	than	anything,	even	me!”	She	looked	at	him
again,	her	eyes	blazing.	“I	can	promise	you	nothing!	I	know	what	I	want,	but	that
makes	no	difference!	I	could	die	tonight,	right	here,	right	now!	If	you	give	your
life	to	Christ,	it	has	to	be	with	the	full	knowledge	and	acceptance	that	you	may
never	have	me,	regardless!”

Kelden	held	her	gaze.	“And	if	I	don't	accept	Him?”
“Then	 I'll	 reconciled	 myself	 once	 again	 to	 living	 without	 you	 or	 anyone

else,	 because	 I'd	 rather	 live	 alone	 than	with	 a	man	who	 doesn't	 love	God	 and
Jesus	more	than	he	loves	me.”

She	sat	back.	She'd	said	all	she	could.	Perhaps	she'd	been	wrong	 to	speak
her	 heart,	 but	 she	 felt	 a	 deep	 peace	 spread	 throughout	 her.	Whatever	 happens
now,	she	thought,	at	least	the	truth	is	out.	The	next	move	was	up	to	God,	and	to



Kelden.	 He	 sat	 hunched	 over,	 scowling	 at	 the	 floor,	 hands	 clasped	 tightly
together.	 Was	 he	 praying?	 Thinking?	 Brooding?	 She	 waited	 patiently	 in	 the
lengthening	silence.

And	then	her	phone	rang.
They	both	 jumped	 slightly.	Kelden	 looked	up	as	 the	phone	 rang	 a	 second

time,	waiting	to	see	what	she	would	do.	It	rang	a	third	time.	She	seized	it,	looked
at	the	screen,	then	raised	it	to	her	ear.

“Hello?”	 She	 listened,	 then	 said,	 “It's	 okay.	 I	 was	 up.	 What's	 wrong?”
Another	 pause,	 and	 then,	 reluctantly,	 she	 said,	 “Um	 .	 .	 .	 actually,	 he's	 here,
talking	to	me.”	One	more	pause,	then,	“Just	a	moment.”	She	looked	at	Kelden,
and	extended	the	phone	to	him.	“David,”	she	explained	simply.

Kelden	got	up	and	took	the	phone.	“David?	What's	wrong?	.	.	.	When?	.	.	.
Are	you	there?	.	.	.	Then	I'll	be	right	over.”	He	handed	the	phone	back	to	Paige.
“I've	got	to	go.	David's	in	bad	shape.”

“You	 can't	 leave	 yet!”	 Paige	 blurted,	 scrambling	 to	 her	 feet.	 “Not	 when
you've	come	this	close!”

“I	can't	abandon	David!”
“You	won't	be!	David	has	Michael,	and	now	that	Michael	has	God,	he	can

help	David	better	 than	you	can!	 If	 you	walk	out	now,	 I'm	afraid	you'll	 just	 be
walking	into	a	nightmare!”

“Paige,	listen	to	me.”	Kelden	spoke	gently,	taking	her	hands.	“What	we've
been	talking	about	–	I	want	it.	But	not	right	now.”

“Kel	.	.	.	!”
“Paige,	Michael	died.	About	fifteen	minutes	ago.”
“Oh,	Kel!”	Paige	whispered.
Kelden	nodded.	“I	don't	know	the	details.	Jordan	was	with	him	and	called

David	at	the	house.	That's	where	David	was	calling	from.”
“I'm	going	with	you.”	She	started	to	pull	away.
“No.”	 Kelden	 stopped	 her.	 “I	 think	 Jordan	 could	 probably	 use	 your	 help

more	right	now.”
Paige	hesitated.	“I	don't	want	to	leave	you	alone.”
“I'll	be	fine.	I	promise.”
“You	can't	promise	that.”
“Then	I'll	just	have	to	chance	it.”	He	released	her	and	started	for	the	door.
“Your	shirt?”
“I'll	get	it	later.”
The	door	opened	and	shut	and	Paige	was	alone.	She	stood	in	the	middle	of

the	 living	 room	 and	 prayed,	 for	 Kelden	 and	 David	 and	 Jordan	 and	 herself.
Kelden	had	obviously	forgotten	that	they	had	left	her	van	at	the	lake.	She	would



have	to	wake	Kathy	for	a	ride	to	the	hospital.	She	slowly	went	down	to	get	her
clothes	from	the	dryer.

David	was	nowhere	to	be	seen.	Kelden	looked	for	him	in	the	cab	of	his
pickup	 truck,	 but	 his	 vision	 was	 obscured.	 The	 rear	 window	 looked
like	a	Jackson	Pollock	overlaid	with	a	spider's	web.	A	series	of	cracks
in	the	glass	radiated	from	a	point	directly	behind	the	driver's	seat,	and
the	inside	was	spattered	with	deep	black-red	and	dull	gray.

Paige	Santori
Kelden	Scott
David	Cervenka

Chapter	12
The	dawn	sky	was	a	clear,	opalescent	blue.	A	gentle	breeze	stirred	the	new

leaves,	and	the	sun,	peeping	between	houses	and	tree	trunks,	shimmered	on	the
dew-laden	lawns.	Kelden	swept	up	Brisbane	through	the	very	essence	of	a	spring
morning	out	of	a	child's	beloved	picture	book,	redolent	with	hope	and	promise;	a
morning	 in	 which	 the	 ugly	 slashes	 and	 splashes	 of	 paint	 on	 David's	 pristine
property	were	even	more	hideously	out	of	place.

Kelden	pulled	up	 to	 the	curb	and	stared	with	rising	anger	at	 the	violation.
He	 got	 out	 and	 slowly	walked	 across	 the	 grass.	A	 red	 arrow	 sprayed	 into	 the
lawn	 pointed	 at	 1904,	 while	 large	 letters	 on	 the	 sidewalk	 identified	 it	 as
“QUEER	HOUSE”.	On	the	driveway	was	printed	“DIE	COCKSUCKERS”,	also
in	red,	with	a	crude	representation	of	the	epithet	crudely	sketched	below.	And	the
garage	bore	 the	 capstone,	 in	bold	black	 letters:	 “AIDS	KILLS	FAGS	DEAD”.



He	turned	away	and	climbed	the	steps	to	the	front	door.	A	tract,	“God's	Judgment
on	Homosexuals”,	was	taped	to	the	glass.	He	tore	it	off,	crumpled	it	in	fury,	and
tossed	it	to	the	side.	Then	he	pressed	the	doorbell.

There	was	no	answer.	He	pressed	again.	He	could	 faintly	hear	 the	chimes
inside,	but	nothing	else.	Should	he	call	out,	let	David	know	it	was	him	and	not
some	prankster?	No,	he	didn't	want	 to	waken	the	neighborhood	to	 the	fact	 that
David	 had	 an	 early-morning	 male	 caller,	 a	 former	 housemate	 at	 that.	 They'd
hidden	a	spare	key	in	the	evergreens	when	they	first	moved	in;	he	knelt,	found
the	hole	in	the	shrubbery	and	felt	around	inside.	The	key	was	still	hanging	on	the
stub	of	a	twig.	He	drew	it	out	and	stood,	praying	David	hadn't	changed	the	locks
or	left	the	chain	on.	The	deadbolt	slid	aside	with	only	the	slightest	scraping,	and
the	door	swung	open.

The	 living	 room	 was	 dark;	 the	 lights	 were	 out,	 the	 shades	 and	 curtains
drawn.	Kelden	 flicked	 the	wall	 switch	 two	or	 three	 times.	David	had	probably
switched	off	the	lamp.	He	closed	the	door	behind	him	and	took	a	tentative	step
in.	Something	didn't	 feel	 right.	He	 stopped	and	quietly	called	out,	 “David?	 It's
me.”

“Kel?”	 a	 hoarse	 voice	 answered	 from	 beyond	 the	 kitchen	 doorway.
Something	clattered	on	 the	 table,	 then	a	 figure	 stumbled	out	of	 the	gloom	and
into	Kelden's	arms.	He	was	 trembling,	and	smelled	of	 stale	alcohol	and	sweat.
He	 clung	 desperately	 to	 Kelden,	 and	 Kelden	 held	 him	 tightly,	 searching	 for
something	to	say,	finally	saying	nothing,	letting	his	embrace	do	the	comforting.
And,	after	a	bit,	the	trembling	eased.	Kelden	loosened	his	grip	and	backed	away
a	little,	still	steadying	David	by	the	shoulders.	“You	all	right?”	he	asked.

“Yeah.”	Now	that	his	eyes	had	grown	accustomed	to	the	dim	light,	Kelden
could	see	that	David's	answer	was	more	automatic	than	true.	Deep	lines	scored
his	 face,	 and	 the	 darkness	 under	 his	 haunted	 eyes	 had	 nothing	 to	 do	with	 the
uncertain	illumination.

“Good	thing	you	identified	yourself.”	David	tried	to	clear	his	throat,	but	his
voice	remained	husky.	“I	just	about	shot	you.”

“Where	the	hell	have	you	been?”	Kelden	asked.	“You	had	us	worried	sick!”
“Where's	Tony?”	David	asked	in	reply,	then	swayed.
“Jeez!”	Kelden	grabbed	him	and	steadied	him.	“Let's	get	you	to	bed	before

you	pass	out.	You	still	in	the	basement?”
David	shook	his	head	and	mumbled,	“Michael's	office.”
“Come	 on,	 then.”	 Kelden	 helped	 him	 upstairs.	 “Tony's	 in	 Chicago.	 He

should	be	back	later	today	or	tomorrow.”	He	offered	no	further	explanation,	and
David	didn't	ask.	Kelden	led	him	into	the	master	bedroom	and	over	to	the	bed.
“Sit	 down,”	 he	 commanded,	 then	 started	 unbuttoning	 David's	 shirt.	 David



stopped	him.
“Thanks,”	he	said	more	clearly,	working	the	buttons	himself.	“I'm	not	drunk

now.	Just	–	tired.”
“Then	we'll	get	you	to	sleep.”
David	sighed,	his	shirt	hanging	open.	“I	don't	think	I	can.”
“You	can	try.”
“I	already	have.”
“Then	try	again.	Come	on.”
Despite	his	protests,	David	obediently	removed	his	shirt.
“Where	were	 you?”	Kelden	 asked	 a	 second	 time	 as	 he	 took	 the	 shirt	 and

laid	it	on	the	back	of	a	chair.
David	 didn't	 answer	 right	 away.	 He	 sat	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 bed,	 hunched

over,	staring	at	his	fists.	It	wasn't	until	Kelden	had	come	back	to	sit	near	him	that
David	finally	said,	in	a	flat	voice,	“I	went	home.	To	Red	Creek,	Indiana.”	Kelden
just	 waited,	 so	 he	 continued,	 “I	 had	 to	 get	 away	 for	 a	while.	 I	 drove	 around,
looked	at	things.	Did	I	ever	tell	you	I	came	from	a	small	town?”

“Probably.	How	small?”
“Real	 small.	 Probably	 500,	 600	 people,	 including	 the	 farms.	 I	 visited	 the

grain	elevator,	the	five-and-dime,	the	cafe.	I	even	drove	over	to	Axton,	where	I
went	to	high	school.”

“And?”
David	was	silent,	 reliving.	Then	he	said,	“I	knew	all	 those	places.	 I	knew

every	 brick,	 every	 tree.	 I	 touched	 the	 spot	 on	 the	 fence	 around	 the	 ball	 field
where	my	first	and	only	home	run	hit	it.	I	sat	at	the	top	of	the	bank	where	we	slid
down	into	the	crick.	I	even	found	the	place	in	the	bushes	back	of	the	Axton	post
office	where	I	first	got	laid.	I	knew	every	one	of	these	places,	but	it	was	like	I'd
never	seen	them	before,	like	I'd	dreamed	them	all.

“Most	all	the	kids	I'd	grown	up	with	moved	away	long	ago,	like	me,	but	I
ran	into	a	couple	who'd	stayed.	And	I	saw	a	lot	of	the	older	people	–	the	owner
and	mechanic	down	at	the	old	Red	Creek	Texaco,	the	butcher	at	Porter's	Market,
even	the	woman	who'd	tried	to	teach	me	piano	in	the	third	grade.	But	it	was	the
same	as	the	places.	We	knew	each	other	right	away,	we	said	hello	like	we'd	seen
each	other	just	the	day	before,	only	it	wasn't	us,	it	was	a	bunch	of	strangers.

He	 lay	 back	 and	 covered	his	 eyes	with	 one	 arm.	 “But	 the	worst	 part	was
when	I	went	home.	I	told	them.	I	told	them	I	was	probably	gonna	die,	and	why.
Everything.	I	didn't	expect	them	to	say	it	was	all	right,	I	just	wanted	.	.	.	I	don't
know.	Maybe	just	for	them	to	say	they	were	sorry	for	me.	But	the	old	man	threw
me	out.	Said	he	didn't	want	me	there	when	my	little	brother	got	back	from	high
school,	said	he	didn't	want	me	screwing	with	his	head.	Said	dying	was	about	the



best	thing	I	could	do,	that	I'd	brought	it	on	myself,	and	I	was	never	to	come	back.
We	 fought	 for	 about	 an	hour,	 and	Ma	was	 crying	 the	whole	 time.	 I	wanted	 to
beat	the	shit	out	of	him,	and	I	think	he	felt	the	same	about	me.	I	don't	know	what
we'd've	done	if	she	hadn't	been	there.

“Later	 I	 ran	 into	my	high	 school	 girlfriend,	 the	one	 from	 the	bushes.	Her
husband	was	gone	overnight,	so	I	went	out	to	their	farm,	tried	to	prove	I	was	just
as	“normal”	as	anyone	else.	But	nothing	happened.	And	the	next	day,	when	her
husband	got	back,	I	wanted	him	more	than	her.	I	went	back	to	my	parents'	house
to	give	 'em	my	key,	but	 they	weren't	home,	so	I	 took	a	couple	 things	I	wanted
and	left.”

He	stopped.	After	a	while,	Kelden	said,	“I'm	sorry.”
“Shit.”	David's	voice	was	more	tired	than	angry	or	bitter.
They	said	nothing	more	 for	a	 few	minutes.	David	 lay	motionless,	his	arm

still	 over	 his	 eyes.	Kelden	 searched	 helplessly	 for	words	 that	would	 bring	 his
friend	comfort.	He	had	nothing.	He	looked	at	him,	then	got	up	carefully,	trying
not	to	disturb	him.

“I'm	not	asleep,”	David	said.
“Come	on,”	Kelden	pressed	quietly.	“Get	in	bed.”	He	walked	around	to	the

other	side	and	pulled	down	the	covers.	David	sighed	and	got	up	as	the	bedspread
and	sheets	 tugged	at	him,	 then	stripped	his	 jeans	off,	crawled	under	 the	sheets,
and	stared	at	the	ceiling	with	eyes	that	looked	like	they	hadn't	closed	in	days	and
never	would.	Kelden	 folded	 the	 jeans	over	 the	shirt	and	sat	next	 to	him	again.
“You've	got	to	try	to	sleep,”	he	urged.

David	finally	looked	at	him.	“How	the	hell	can	you	be	so	goddamned	cold-
blooded?”

Kelden	blinked.	“What?”
“Michael	is	dead.”
“I	know.”
“That	doesn't	bother	you?”
“Yes.	But	you	were	closer	to	him	than	I	was.	Don't	forget	–	the	first	time	I

talked	to	him	I	tried	to	break	his	jaw.”	He	was	rewarded	with	the	faintest	shadow
of	a	smile.	“It's	you	I'm	hurting	for.”

David	reached	out	and	squeezed	Kelden's	hand.	“Thanks.”	He	retained	his
grip,	 and	Kelden	didn't	 seek	 to	break	 it.	They	 remained	 silent	 for	 a	 time,	 then
David	said,	“I	should've	been	there.”

“You	were	in	Red	Creek.”
David	shook	his	head.	“I	was	here.	I	got	back	late	Thursday	night,	and	hid

in	 here.	 I	 drank	most	 of	 Friday,	 down	 in	 his	 office,	 while	 they	 decorated	 the
house.”



“I	saw	it.”
“Lovely,	isn't	it?”
“Did	you	see	who	it	was?”
“I	looked	out	the	basement	window	a	couple	times,	while	I	still	could.	Then

I	passed	out	for	a	while.	So	I	guess	I	did	get	some	rest	after	all.”
“That	doesn't	count.	Trust	me.	Were	they	from	around	here?”
“A	couple	of	'em.	Kids,	from	a	block	or	two	away.	No	one	did	a	goddamn

thing	to	stop	'em.”
“They're	scared.	And	ignorant.”
“That	makes	it	okay?”
“No.”	After	a	moment,	Kelden	added,	“I'll	help	you	clean	it	up.”
David	squeezed	his	hand	again.	“You're	not	afraid	of	being	seen	with	me?”
Kelden	felt	a	rush	of	affection.	“You're	my	friend,”	he	replied	simply.
David	clutched	Kelden's	hand.	He	clenched	his	eyes	shut	like	fists	and	his

body	began	to	tremble.	His	mouth	opened	wide,	but	all	that	emerged	was	a	soft,
strangled	 keening.	 Kelden	 slid	 closer	 and	 reached	 out	 his	 other	 hand.	 When
David	felt	it	touch	his	shoulder,	he	grabbed	it,	too.	Kelden	grabbed	him	swiftly
in	his	arms	as	David	began	to	cry	with	the	ragged,	gasping	sobs	of	a	man	unused
to	 tears.	His	 body	 shook	 and	 heaved,	 tangling	 the	 sheets.	Kelden's	 jacket	was
pulled	askew;	he	had	to	get	rid	of	it	before	its	constricting	hold	could	cut	off	the
circulation	to	his	arm.	Then	he	gave	his	full	attention	to	David.

Perhaps	even	David	didn't	know	how	long	he'd	hidden	his	pain,	clinging	to
it	like	a	treasure,	not	daring	to	reveal	it	even	in	private.	Now	as	it	burst	forth	in
wordless	moans	and	wracking	sobs	and	violent	shaking,	Kelden	tried	to	absorb
that	 pain	 and	 press	 silent	 strength	 into	 him.	 He	 grew	 stiff	 and	 eased	 himself
down,	drawing	David	across	his	own	chest.	They	 lay	 that	way	 for	a	 long	 time
while	David	slowly	calmed.	Kelden	eased	his	grip	and	began	gently	stroking	his
hair	in	an	age-old	gesture	of	reassurance.

At	 that	moment,	 for	 the	 first	 time	 in	 a	 long	 time,	 Kelden	 had	 no	 hidden
agendas	 or	 ulterior	 motives.	 He	 wanted	 only	 to	 comfort	 a	 friend.	 When	 he
craned	his	neck	and	kissed	the	top	of	David's	head,	it	was	an	expression	of	pure
affection,	 intended	 to	 soothe.	He	 could	 never	 say	 afterwards	 just	 exactly	 how
and	when	his	touch	became	that	of	a	lover,	or	whether	either	of	them	was	fully
aware	 of	 what	 was	 happening.	 The	 thought,	 this	 is	 wrong,	 flitted	 through	 his
mind	once	or	twice,	but	he	was	dazed	from	his	own	lack	of	sleep	and	confused
emotions,	 and	he	hurt	 for	his	 friend	and	wanted	 to	do	 something,	 anything,	 to
comfort	him,	and	 those	 thoughts	of	caution	were	 fleeting	and	slippery	and	 too
easily	ignored.	And	soon	they	were	lost	altogether.

The	exchange	was	intense,	but	brief.	Both	were	too	emotionally	exhausted



to	make	 tenderness	 a	 high	priority.	When	 they	were	 done,	David	 stared	 at	 the
ceiling	with	 eyes	 that	 saw	 death,	 longing	 for	 sleep	 that	 wouldn't	 come;	while
Kelden,	 fighting	desperately	 to	stay	awake,	 lost	 the	battle.	He	struggled	 in	and
out	 of	 consciousness,	 only	 dimly	 aware	 that	David	 had	 turned	 to	 look	 at	 him,
that	 he'd	 slid	 away	 from	 him,	 that	 he'd	 left	 the	 bed.	 As	 in	 a	 dream,	 he	 felt	 a
gentle	kiss	on	his	forehead	and	heard	a	sad	voice	murmur,	“Forgive	me	Kel.	I've
just	killed	you.”	And	then	sleep	took	over	completely.

It	 couldn't	 have	 been	 the	 pounding	 that	 wakened	 him	 an	 hour	 later;	 the
bedroom	door	muted	 that.	But	 it	was	 the	 pounding	 of	which	Kelden	was	 first
aware	 as	 he	 clawed	 his	 way	 out	 of	 some	 bizarre	 and	 terrifying	 nightmare	 he
could	never	recapture.	He	vaguely	recalled	David	leaving.	He	tried	to	focus,	but
the	 pounding,	 punctuated	 now	 with	 ringing,	 was	 too	 insistent.	 He	 shook	 his
head,	trying	to	clear	it.	His	contacts	blurred	and	clouded	over.	He	blinked	rapidly
as	he	pulled	his	briefs	and	slacks	back	up.	He	left	his	 jacket	on	the	floor	as	he
stumbled	out	of	the	bedroom	and	down	the	stairs.

He	flung	the	front	door	wide,	ready	to	face	David's	persecutors	head	on	and
smash	a	few	faces	if	necessary.	He	wasn't	ready	for	Paige,	staring	at	him	through
her	tears.

“Kel?”	she	whispered	as	if	she	couldn't	quite	believe	it.
“Paige?”
And	suddenly	she	was	in	his	arms,	clinging	to	him,	scared	and	vulnerable,

totally	 unlike	 the	woman	Kelden	 thought	 he	 knew.	 Though	 he'd	 longed	 to	 be
able	to	hold	her	like	this,	this	Paige	frightened	him.	He	looked	past	her	and	saw
Kathy	 standing	on	 the	 porch.	 “What	 -?”	 he	 began	 in	 bewilderment,	 and	Paige
pulled	away	to	look	at	him.

“All	you	all	right?”	she	asked	shakily.
“Well,	yeah,”	he	replied,	unwilling	to	let	go.	“Why?”
“I	don't	know,”	she	sniffed,	trying	to	smile.	“Maybe	I	blew	it	this	time.	I	just

had	a	feeling	about	an	hour	and	a	half	after	you	left	that	something	was	horribly
wrong.”	Kelden	remembered	with	a	start	what	had	happened	upstairs	in	bed.	He
slowly	released	her.	She	seemed	not	to	notice	as	she	continued.	“-	got	here,	and
the	neighbors	said	they	heard	something	like	a	shot	from	the	house	about	twenty
minutes	ago.	And	I	panicked.”

Now	 Kelden	 looked	 past	 Kathy	 and	 noticed	 the	 knot	 of	 people	 –	 the
Morgansons,	the	McGregors,	and	others	from	the	immediate	vicinity	–	standing
at	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 drive	 and	 trying	not	 to	 look	obvious	 in	 their	 curiosity.	Then
Paige's	 words	 penetrated	 his	 befuddled	 senses.	 “David!”	 he	 exclaimed.	 He
whirled	 and	 hesitated.	 David	 hadn't	 been	 upstairs.	 He	 plunged	 down	 into	 the
basement,	calling	for	him.	The	weight	set	was	there,	but	all	that	was	on	it	was	a



small	collection	of	bottles.	Michael's	office	was	empty.	He	ran	back	upstairs	and
nearly	collided	with	Paige.	She	grabbed	him.

“Kel.”	She	stopped	him	and	forced	him	to	listen	calmly.	“I	think	he's	in	the
garage.	The	kitchen	door	is	blocked	from	that	side.”

“All	right.”	He	started	for	the	front	door,	but	she	held	him	back.
“Kel,”	she	pleaded,	“let	someone	else	look.”
He	 hesitated,	 then	 shook	 his	 head.	 “It's	my	 fault,”	 he	 replied	 simply,	 and

turned	away	again.
“It's	not	-”	Paige	began,	but	he	was	already	heading	out	the	front	door.	He

no	 longer	 ran,	 and	 as	 he	 approached	 the	 garage	 with	 its	 garish	 new	 sign,	 he
became	more	reluctant.	He	stopped	at	the	near	edge	of	the	doorway,	aware	of	the
slowly	growing	group	of	silent	watchers.	He	forced	himself	to	raise	his	hand	and
punch	 the	four-digit	code	on	 the	electronic	 lock,	hoping	David	had	changed	 it.
He	 hadn't.	 The	 opener	 kicked	 in	 and	 the	 door	 rose	 with	 a	 frighteningly	 loud
clatter.

At	 first,	 nothing	 seemed	 amiss,	 except	 that	 the	 handle	 of	 the	 lawnmower
had	been	jammed	under	the	knob	of	the	door	to	the	house	and	a	heavy	aluminum
extension	 ladder	 had	 been	 shoved	 against	 the	mower's	wheels	 to	 keep	 it	 from
rolling.	David	was	nowhere	to	be	seen.	Kelden	looked	for	him	in	the	cab	of	his
pickup	truck,	but	his	view	was	obscured.	The	rear	window	looked	like	a	Jackson
Pollack	 painting	 overlaid	 with	 a	 spider's	 web.	 A	 series	 of	 cracks	 in	 the	 glass
radiated	 from	 a	 point	 directly	 behind	 the	 driver's	 seat,	 and	 the	 inside	 was
spattered	with	deep	black-red	and	dull	gray.

“David?”	Kelden	whispered,	 taking	 a	 halting	 step	 forward.	 There	was	 no
sound	inside	the	garage	or	out.	He	took	another	step,	and	another.	He	could	see
something	 in	 the	 truck	 now,	 huddled	 over	 the	 steering	 wheel.	 He	 cleared	 his
throat.	“David?”	he	repeated,	louder,	his	voice	echoing	slightly.	“You	all	right?”

“Kel.”	 He	 started	 as	 Paige	 took	 his	 arm.	 “Come	 on,”	 she	 murmured.
“There's	nothing	you	can	do.”

He	didn't	move;	couldn't.	“He	needs	me.”
“You	 can't	 do	 anything,”	 she	 repeated	 quietly,	 firmly,	moving	 in	 front	 of

him,	 putting	 an	 arm	 around	 him,	 gently	 moving	 him.	 “Kathy's	 called	 an
ambulance.	They'll	take	care	of	him.”

He	allowed	himself	to	be	led	from	the	garage.	“It's	my	fault,”	he	mumbled.
“It's	 not	 your	 fault.”	 Paige	 tried	 to	 steer	 him	 back	 to	 the	 house,	 but	 he

stopped.
“He	–	he	called	me.”	Kelden's	voice	was	beginning	to	shake.	“He	–	wanted

my	help.	I	was	supposed	to	–	to	help	him.”	His	knees	buckled.	Paige	eased	him
down	to	kneel	on	the	pavement.	She	knelt	beside	him,	her	arm	a	protective	cover



over	him.	“I	–	I	was	.	.	.	he	wanted	me	.	.	.	I	–	didn't	mean	to	–	Oh,	God!”	He	was
suddenly	 sobbing.	 “Oh,	 God!	 Why?	Why?”	 His	 body	 tried	 to	 vomit	 out	 his
horror	and	grief,	but	he'd	eaten	little	in	the	past	24	hours.	Paige	held	him	while
he	wept	and	moaned	and	gagged	and	retched.

A	 police	 car	 howled	 to	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 drive,	 followed	 by	 a	 pair	 of
ambulances.	 Kathy	 motioned	 Paige	 to	 stay	 with	 Kelden	 while	 she	 led	 the
paramedics	and	officers	into	the	garage	and	explained	as	much	as	she	and	Paige
knew.	Kelden,	meanwhile,	 rocked	 back	 and	 forth	 on	 his	 knees,	moaning,	 “I'm
sorry,	David,	I'm	sorry!”

After	 a	 couple	 of	minutes,	 one	 of	 the	 paramedics	 came	 to	 squat	 opposite
Paige.	An	 officer	 joined	 them	 and	 said,	 “I'd	 like	 to	 get	 him	 away	 from	here.”
Paige	nodded	and	bent	her	head	close	 to	Kelden's	 “Kel,”	 she	murmured,	 “will
you	 come	 with	 me?	 Come	 on.”	 She	 coaxed	 him	 to	 his	 feet.	 He	 offered	 no
resistance	 until	 she	 turned	 him	 and	 he	 saw	 once	 again	 the	 messages	 spray-
painted	on	the	ground	and	the	silent,	watchful	crowd.	He	blinked	and	stopped.

“He's	 dead,”	 he	 hissed	 at	 them.	 “Just	 like	 you	wanted.”	 They	 exchanged
glances,	but	said	nothing.	Paige	and	the	paramedic	tried	to	ease	him	along,	but
he	refused	to	move.	“Did	you	hear	me?”	he	shouted.	“Bastards!	He's	dead!	Just
like	you	wanted!”

“Kel,”	Paige	tried	to	gently	persuade	him,	“no	one	wanted	-”
“The	hell	they	didn't!	Look	at	the	driveway!	Look	at	the	garage!	The	lousy

bastards	couldn't	leave	him	alone!	You	couldn't	leave	him	alone,	could	you?”	His
voice	was	a	near	scream,	and	the	officer	joined	Paige	and	the	paramedic	in	trying
to	 pull	 him	 away.	 He	 struggled.	 “All	 he	 wanted	 –	 all	 he	 wanted	 was	 to	 live
peacefully	 and	 build	 your	 homes	 and	 offices	 for	 you!	 But	 he	 was	 a	 little	 bit
different,	and	you	couldn't	stand	it!	What	the	hell	did	he	ever	do	to	you?	He	just
wanted	to	be	happy!	Was	that	too	much	to	ask?	Well,	you	got	your	wish	–	first
Michael	 and	 now	 David!”	 The	 other	 paramedics	 emerged	 from	 the	 garage,
pushing	a	covered	gurney.	Kelden	spotted	them	and	strained	to	follow.	“Look	at
him!	Look	at	him!	Are	you	satisfied?	Have	you	had	enough	blood?	Or	do	you
want	mine,	too?	Or	Tony's?	How	much	do	you	want?	Fucking	murderers!”

The	 officer	 took	Kelden's	 other	 arm.	 “Sir,”	 he	 said	 quietly,	 “it's	 all	 right.
We'll	take	good	care	of	him.”

“No!”	Kelden	tried	to	force	his	way	after	 the	gurney.	“Don't	 take	him!	He
called	me	to	help	him!	I	gotta	–	David!	David!	You	can't	take	him	without	me!	I
gotta	be	with	him!	He	needs	me,	damn	it!	He	needs	me!	David!”

The	paramedic	tried	this	time.	“Sir,	he'll	be	all	right,	I	promise.”
“No!	No!”	Kelden	 struggled	 harder.	 “You	 don't	 understand!	He	 can't	 die!

He's	 too	 good!	 I'm	 the	 one	 who	 screwed	 up	 everything!	 I'm	 the	 one	 who's



supposed	to	die,	not	him!	Not	David!	Me!	Me!”	He	yanked	his	arm	away	from
the	 paramedic	 and	 lunged	 for	 the	 officer's	 gun.	 The	 officer,	 prepared	 for
something	 like	 that,	 twisted	 away	without	 breaking	 his	 grip,	 throwing	 his	 hip
against	Kelden's	 and	 bringing	 him	 to	 his	 knees.	More	 paramedics	 ran	 another
gurney	over	and	dropped	it	to	the	pavement	next	to	him.	Together	they	wrestled
him	 onto	 it,	 securing	 his	wrists	 and	 ankles	with	 leather	 restraints.	 He	was	 no
longer	 shouting,	but	 continued	 to	 thrash	as	 they	 lifted	 and	wheeled	him	 to	 the
second	ambulance.

Paige	 started	 to	 follow,	 but	 was	 stopped	 by	 the	 officer	 who	 had	 helped
subdue	Kelden.	“I'm	sorry	ma'am,”	he	said,	“but	we're	going	to	have	to	ask	you
some	questions.”

Paige	hesitated	as	the	ambulances	pulled	away	and	started	silently	down	the
street.	 Then	 she	 turned	 away	 from	 the	 onlookers	 and	 followed	Kathy	 and	 the
officers	into	the	silent	house.

They	 looked	 at	 each	 other	 a	moment,	 then	Michael	 approached	 the
table.	asked,	“Have	you	looked	at	him,	yet?”	he	asked.
Kelden	shook	his	head.
“Don't,”	Michael	advised	flatly.



“I	never	said	goodbye,”	Kelden	replied	quietly.
Michael	Bachman
Kelden	Scott

Chapter	13
By	 the	 time	Kelden	was	 admitted	 to	 St.	Augustine's,	 his	 fury	 had	 run	 its

course,	leaving	him	drained	and	numb.	They	checked	him	for	shock	and	injury,
then	moved	him	to	a	 room	“for	observation”,	helping	him	remove	his	contacts
and	 any	 clothing	 or	 jewelry	 that	 might	 interfere	 with	 their	 ministrations.	 He
knew	they	were	waiting	on	a	psychiatric	consultation	for	fear	he,	too,	would	kill
himself.	He	didn't	care.

A	police	officer	came	by	after	a	while,	asking	questions	about	David	and	the
night	 before,	 which	 Kelden	 answered	 briefly.	 He	 was	 followed	 by	 the
psychiatrist	on	call.	Kelden's	 listless	answers	apparently	 satisfied	both	of	 them
and	 he	 remained	 undisturbed	 except	 by	 nurses	who	 breezed	 in	 periodically	 to
check	his	vitals	and	make	sure	he	wasn't	dangling	from	a	curtain	rod.	They	had
no	reason	to	worry	–	he	couldn't	even	muster	the	energy	to	want	to	die.

He	fell	asleep	before	noon	and	slept	until	nearly	five.	Then	nightmares	crept
in	–	visions	of	David's	head	exploding	while	Kelden	held	him	in	bed,	of	Tony's
doing	the	same,	of	Paige	helplessly	reaching	for	him	as	she	was	dragged	into	the
muddy	 depths.	 He	 awoke,	 sweating	 and	 gasping,	 curled	 on	 his	 side.	 As	 he
surfaced	from	his	confusion,	he	became	aware	of	a	hand	resting	on	his	shoulder.
He	lay	still,	too	empty	to	wonder	whose	it	was.	The	hand	was	warm	and	strong.
A	wild	thought	leapt	into	his	mind:	What	if	 it's	God,	actually	touching	me?	He
cautiously	 rolled	 over,	 ready	 to	 see	 a	 shining,	 white-robed	 figure,	 or	 even
nothing	at	all.	He	squinted	at	the	blurry	figure	sitting	by	the	bed,	then	caught	his
breath.	It	was	Michael.

They	looked	at	each	other	for	a	long	time.	Kelden	felt	as	though	everything,
including	his	fear,	had	come	to	a	complete	halt.	Then	Michael	smiled.

“It's	all	right,”	he	whispered.	“I'm	real.”
Kelden's	tongue	felt	wooden.	“David	said.	.	.	.”	he	began,	his	voice	hoarse.
Michael	 nodded.	 “He	 was	 right.	 I	was	 dead.	 For	 about	 an	 hour,	 I	 think.

Maybe	more.”
Kelden	just	stared.	He	heard	the	words	and,	on	one	level,	even	understood

them.	Yet,	at	the	same	time,	he	felt	he	was	struggling	with	something	hopelessly
beyond	comprehension.

After	a	moment,	Michael	continued.	“It	was	that	friend	of	yours,	Jordan.	He
wouldn't	give	up.	He	sat	with	me	for	hours,	talking	to	me,	praying	with	me.	I'd
never	actually	met	 the	guy	 till	he	 showed	up	 in	my	 room.	But	 I've	never	 seen



such	 –	 such	 single-mindedness.	 I'm	 still	 not	 sure	 why,	 but	 I	 think	 he'd've
replaced	every	drop	of	my	blood	with	his	own	 if	he	could've.	The	 last	 thing	 I
remember	 is	 how	 sorry	 I	 felt	 for	 him,	 praying	 so	 hard	 for	my	 healing.	 I	 was
ready	to	go,	but	at	the	same	time	I	was	hoping	God	would	hear	him.”

He	stopped,	remembering.	Then	he	looked	up	and	smiled.	“I	think	he	even
threw	Paige,	 and	 she's	 seen	 some	 pretty	 amazing	 things.	 It's	 a	 good	 thing	 she
knows	some	of	the	staff	here	–	she	said	Jordan	refused	to	leave	after	I	died,	and
she	had	to	pull	a	few	strings	to	keep	them	from	carrying	him	out.	She	wanted	to
get	him	out	herself	–	I	guess	she	was	worried	about	you	–	but	he	refused.	He	was
flat-out	convinced	I	was	going	to	come	back.	Paige	said	a	doctor	finally	brought
a	security	guard	to	pick	him	up	bodily	when	I	let	out	this	deep	sigh	and	started
breathing.	Scared	'em	all	half	to	death	–	even	Paige!”	He	grinned	at	the	memory
of	her	description	of	the	moment.

“David!”	Kelden	exclaimed,	struggling	to	sit	up.
“I	tried,”	Michael	said,	forcing	him	back	down.	His	hand	on	Kelden's	chest

was	incredibly	strong;	all	sign	of	disease	had	vanished.	“I	went	down	to	him	as
soon	as	 I	heard.	Paige	didn't	 even	have	 to	pull	 strings	 this	 time;	everyone	had
already	heard	of	me.	I	think	I	could've	demanded	just	about	anything.	I	was	with
him	a	long	time.	Kathy	took	Jordan	home	–	he	was	exhausted.	But	Paige	and	I
tried.	 He	 was	 a	 real	 mess,	 but	 after	 what	 happened	 to	 me,	 we	 were	 ready	 to
believe	God	could	grow	new	bone	and	brain	and	flesh	in	an	instant.	We	prayed,
and	sweated,	and	if	tears	were	needed,	I	gave	enough	for	two	resurrections.	But
it	just	wasn't	going	to	happen.”

Kelden	 stared	 at	 the	 ceiling,	 bitterly	 disappointed	 and	 resentful.	 Michael
studied	him	a	moment,	then	softly	said,	“Kel,	let	him	go.”

“They	didn't	let	you	go.”
Michael	shook	his	head.	“I'm	not	just	giving	up	on	him.	Look,	I	know	now

what	David	and	I	did	was	wrong	in	God's	eyes,	but	that	doesn't	mean	I	loved	him
any	less.	If	my	love	were	all	we	needed,	David	would	be	sitting	here	with	me.
But	it	wasn't	up	to	me,	or	Paige,	or	Jordan.	God	made	the	final	decision.	I	don't
know	why	He	 sent	me	back,	 and	not	David,	 but	He	did,	 and	 I	 have	 to	 accept
that.”

“He	deserved	a	second	chance,	too,”	muttered	Kelden.
Michael	 was	 silent.	 After	 a	 while,	 Kelden	 turned	 his	 head.	 Michael	 was

looking	 down,	 chewing	 on	 his	 lip.	When	 he	 heard	 the	 rustle	 of	 the	 pillow,	 he
raised	 his	 head	 and	 met	 Kelden's	 eyes.	 “He	 had	 a	 second	 chance,”	 he	 said
quietly.	“He	had	several	chances.”	Kelden	waited.	Michael	 took	a	deep	breath.
“You	didn't	see	him	as	much	as	I	did	these	last	few	weeks.	He	took	it	really	hard
when	 I	 was	 diagnosed.	 And	 when	 I	 became	 a	 Christian,	 it	 was	 worse.	 He'd



always	felt	threatened	by	Paige,	and	jealous	of	her	friendship	with	you	and	me.”
Kelden	 shook	 his	 head,	 refusing	 to	 believe.	 “They	 got	 along	 fine!	 I	 saw

them!”
“Paige	liked	him,”	Michael	acknowledged.	“But	he	tried	to	hide	the	way	he

felt	about	her.	You	didn't	know,	and	I	don't	think	she	did,	although	knowing	her,
she	 did	 but	 just	 didn't	 care.	But	 he	 couldn't	 hide	 it	 from	me.	He	 resented	 our
friendship	 to	begin	with,	hers	and	mine,	and	when	 I	prayed	with	her	 to	accept
Christ	as	Lord	of	my	life,	 that	 tore	 it.	We'd	already	stopped	making	love	when
that	 'flu	went	around	and	never	started	again	because	of	 the	AIDS,	but	he	was
convinced	 it	was	 because	 of	 the	Christianity,	 even	 though	 that	 came	 later.	He
saw	her	influence	on	you	and	Tony,	too.	I	think,	in	the	last	few	weeks,	he	began
to	really	hate	her.”

Kelden	wanted	to	protest	that	no,	that	couldn't	be	true,	they	liked	each	other,
but	he	had	paid	little	attention	to	what	had	been	happening	between	his	friends,
except	insofar	as	it	directly	affected	him.	“So	.	.	.”	he	said	slowly,	“just	because
he	and	Paige	weren't	getting	along	.	.	.	?”

Michael	 shook	his	 head	 vigorously.	 “No,	 no,	 I	 don't	 think	 even	he	would
have	 said	 that.	But	 I	 do	 think	he	projected	his	 feelings	 about	Paige	onto	God.
Paige	was	coming	between	us,	therefor,	God	was	coming	between	us.”

Kelden	frowned.	Michael	had	an	appealing	air	of	logic	and	reason.	He	had
to	 almost	 consciously	 remind	 himself	 that	 this	 was	 a	 man	 who,	 only	 hours
before,	had	experienced	an	event	far	beyond	both.	“But	you	were	his	friend,”	he
protested,	“his	roommate,	his	–	his.	.	.	.”

“His	lover,”	Michael	finished	quietly.
“Well	.	.	.	yeah.	Couldn't	you	make	him	understand?”
“I	couldn't	 'make'	him	do	anything.	And	even	 if	 I	could,	 I	wouldn't.	 I	had

too	much	 love	 and	 respect	 for	 him	 to	 push	 something	 on	 him	 he	 didn't	want.
Even	something	like	God.	No,	especially	something	like	God.”

“Then	you	did	just	let	him	go.”
“No!	If	anything,	I	might've	 tried	too	hard!	I	never	 tried	to	force	anything

on	him,	 but	 he	 took	 it	 that	way.	We	 argued,	 and	 the	 sicker	 I	 got,	 the	worse	 it
became.”	He	 squeezed	his	 eyes	 shut	 and,	 after	 a	pause,	 continued	 in	 a	hushed
voice.	“Our	last	fight	was	about	two	weeks	ago.	He	said,	 'There's	no	God,	why
won't	 you	 face	 that?	 He	 doesn't	 exist,	 and	 if	 he	 does,	 he's	 a	 cruel,	 petty,
tyrannical	bastard,	and	I	don't	want	anything	to	do	with	him	or	Jesus	or	any	of
that	crap!	Ever!'”	Deep	pain	crossed	Michael's	face,	and	he	opened	his	eyes.	“I
saw	him	only	 a	 couple	 times	 after	 that.	He'd	been	drinking	both	 times,	 but	 he
wouldn't	tell	me	where	he'd	been	or	what	he'd	been	doing.	I	tried	to	get	him	to
see	it	was	because	I	 loved	him	that	I	wanted	him	reconciled	to	God,	but	all	he



would	say	was,	'I've	made	my	decision,	so	just	drop	it.'”	Tears	stood	in	Michael's
eyes.	“I	couldn't	do	anything	about	it.”

Kelden	lay	in	bed	and	said	nothing.	There	was	nothing	that	could	be	said.
He	wanted	 to	 lash	 out,	 to	 blame	 someone	 –	Michael,	 Paige,	 himself	 –	 but	 he
couldn't.	 Only	 one	 person	 could	 be	 held	 responsible	 for	 David,	 and	 that	 was
David	himself.	Michael	was	right.	He'd	had	his	chances,	and	made	his	choices,
and	 now	 he	 was	 forever	 beyond	 either.	 Tears	 slipped	 from	 the	 corners	 of	 his
eyes.	No	 longer	 the	hysterical	paroxysms	 that	had	 seized	him	 in	 the	driveway,
this	 was	 a	 release	 of	 deep	 mourning.	 Michael	 slipped	 over	 onto	 the	 bed	 and
touched	his	shoulder.	Kelden	reached	for	him	and	Michael	drew	him	close	and
wept	with	him.

A	 nurse	 slipped	 in	 and	 out,	 unnoticed.	 He	 gently	 closed	 the	 door,	 then
turned	 to	see	Paige	walking	up	 the	hall,	 carrying	a	 folded	shirt,	 and	hurried	 to
meet	her.

“How's	he	doing?”	Paige	asked,	encouraged	by	his	smile.
“Well,”	cautioned	the	nurse,	“I'm	no	psychiatrist,	but	-”	he	smiled	again.	“It

looks	 to	me	 like	 he's	 begun	 to	 deal	with	 it.	 I	 think	 he's	 going	 to	 be	 fine.”	He
described	what	 he'd	 seen,	 and	 Paige	 began	 to	 feel	 real	 hope	 for	 the	 first	 time
since	the	nightmare	that	had	sent	her	to	the	lake.

“Of	course,”	the	nurse	concluded,	“we'll	probably	want	him	to	stay	with	us
'til	tomorrow,	just	to	be	sure,	but	I	really	think	he's	out	of	danger.”

At	that	moment,	Michael	appeared.	“I'll	tell	her,”	he	said	softly.	He	shut	the
door,	 turned,	 and	 saw	 her.	 “Hi!”	 he	 grinned.	 “Kel	 just	 told	me	 to	 tell	 you	 he
wants	to	see	you.”

Paige	nodded	and	led	him	to	a	small	alcove	nearby.	“I	want	to	see	him,	too.
But	first,	tell	me	what	happened.”

After	Michael	left,	Kelden	lay	and	stared	at	the	ceiling,	allowing	himself	to
remember	David.	An	occasional	tear	slid	down	his	cheek.	He	squeezed	his	eyes
shut.	“God,”	he	finally	whispered,	“I	miss	him.	Take	care	of	him,	will	You?”	But
it's	too	late	for	that	now,	he	thought.	He's	cut	off	from	God	forever.	“Oh,	David,
you	dumb	son	of	a	bitch,	why	 the	hell	didn't	you	 listen	 to	Michael?	Or	Paige?
Damn	it,	David,	it	didn't	have	to	happen	that	way!	You	had	a	chance.	Why	didn't
you	just	try	it?	For	a	while?	What	would	it	have	hurt?”

“It	wouldn't	have	been	that	easy.”	Paige's	voice	came	from	the	doorway.	He
opened	his	eyes	and	 tentatively	reached	out.	She	drew	near	and	 took	his	hand,
then	 dropped	 beside	 him.	 They	 clung	 to	 each	 other.	 “I	 was	 so	 afraid,”	 she
whispered.	“I	thought	I	was	going	to	lose	you.”

“I'm	 sorry,”	 he	 murmured,	 almost	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 “I'm	 sorry.	 For
everything.”



“I	know.	I	forgive	you.”
“You	don't	know	what	happened.”
“I	do.	It's	all	right.	It's	past.”
“But	David	and	I	-”
“I	know.”
“How?”
She	drew	back	and	smiled.	“You	were	pretty	restless	in	your	sleep.”
“You	don't	mind?”
Her	smile	vanished	and	she	looked	down.	“I	didn't	say	that.	When	I	figured

out	you'd	actually	slept	with	David,	I	couldn't	believe	you'd	be	so	–	so	stupid.	I
was	ready	to	walk	away	for	good	and	just	let	you	screw	up	your	own	life.”

Kelden	felt	a	rush	of	anger,	an	urge	to	defend	himself	and	attack	in	return,	a
desire	 to	withdraw	 and	 coldly	 tell	 her	 to	 do	whatever	 the	 hell	 she	wanted,	 he
didn't	give	a	shit.	But	he	forced	himself	to	face	her	words,	to	let	their	pain	sink
in,	and	he	had	to	admit	she	was	right,	he	deserved	every	bit	of	her	judgment,	and
more.	So,	“Why	didn't	you?”	he	asked,	very	quietly.

She	looked	at	him	with	tear-softened	eyes.	“Because	I	love	you.”
“People	who	love	me	get	hurt.	Some	of	them	even	die.”
“It	doesn't	have	to	be	that	way.”
“I	know.”
They	 fell	 silent.	 Paige	 held	 her	 breath	 as	 she	 watched	 the	 struggle	 in

Kelden's	face.
He	sighed.	“I	want	it,”	he	said	abruptly.
“What?”	Her	voice	was	nearly	inaudible.
“What	 you	 have.”	 Kelden	 forced	 the	 words	 out.	 “What	 Jordan	 has.	 And

Michael.	And	Kathy.”
“You	know	how	to	get	it.”
Kelden	nodded,	not	daring	to	look	at	her,	feeling	his	heart	pound.	His	hands

were	 ice.	 Something	 about	 this	 frightened	 him	 more	 than	 anything	 he'd	 ever
done.	“What	if	I	screw	this	up,	too?”

“Just	be	honest.	You	won't	screw	it	up.”
It	was	still	a	struggle	to	speak.	Kelden	fumbled	for	the	words.	Paige	touched

him	lightly	on	the	shoulder,	and	he	knew	she	was	praying	for	him.	He	couldn't
be	 sure	 if	 it	 was	 that	 prayer	 or	 just	 his	 awareness	 of	 it,	 but	 he	 suddenly	 felt
calmer,	 stronger.	 He	 closed	 his	 eyes.	 “God,”	 he	 breathed,	 “I'm	 sorry.	 For
everything.	 I	 think	 I'm	 ready	 to	 admit	You	 exist,	 and	You	want	 to	 help	me.	 I
believe	You	died	for	me,	though	I	still	don't	understand	it.	I	hate	the	way	I	am.	I
hate	 the	 things	 I've	 done	 to	my	 friends.	 I	want	 to	 –	 to	 –	 to	 leave	 all	 that	 crap
behind,	to	start	over,	to	be	new.	I've	heard	people	talk	about	being	'born	again'.



That's	what	I	want.	I	want	the	way	I've	been	and	the	things	I've	done	to	just	die.	I
want	to	be	clean	and	pure	like	I	was	just	born.	You	gave	me	a	gift	when	You	died
for	me.	 I	 accept	 that	 gift.	 I	 want	 to	 live	 right.	 I	 want	 to	 live	Your	 way	 for	 a
change.	Please,	God,	give	me	the	strength	to	fight.	Change	me.	Make	me	new.”
He	paused,	and	added,	“Thank	You.”	Then	he	fell	silent,	waiting.	After	a	 long
moment	 in	which	 nothing	 happened,	 he	 opened	 his	 eyes	 and	 looked	 at	 Paige.
“That's	it?”

She	smiled	through	her	tears.	“That's	it?”
“No	trumpets?	No	heavenly	choirs?	No	fireworks?”
She	 chuckled	 lightly.	 “Oh,	 they're	 there.	 Your	 eyes	 and	 ears	 just	 aren't

attuned	to	them.”
“Am	I	supposed	to	feel	different?”
“You	 might.	 Some	 do.	 I	 did.	Most	 likely,	 though,	 you	 won't	 –	 not	 for	 a

while,	 at	 least.	But	 hey,	 you're	 new	born!”	 she	 reassured	him	when	he	 looked
disappointed.	 “Give	 yourself	 a	 chance!	 If	 you	 need	 to	 feel	 or	 do	 something
special,	He'll	make	sure	that	happens,	as	long	as	you're	open	to	Him.	You've	got
the	word	of	the	Creator	of	the	Universe	that	you're	part	of	His	family	now,	with
all	its	rights	and	responsibilities.”

Kelden	 pondered	 a	 moment,	 then	 asked,	 “You	 got	 an	 extra	 Bible	 lying
around?	I	better	find	out	what	I	just	got	myself	into.”

“The	 adventure	 of	 a	 lifetime,”	 she	 promised.	 “I'll	 dig	 something	 up	 for
you.”

“Thanks.	Um	–	have	you	seen	my	contacts?	They	took	them	out	for	me,	but
I	don't	know	where	they	put	them.”

“Hang	on.	I'll	check	in	the	bathroom.”
Someone	knocked	softly	on	the	hall	door	as	Paige	disappeared.	“Come	in,”

Kelden	called.
The	door	opened.	“I	hope	I'm	not	bothering	you.”
“Not	 at	 all,”	 Kelden	 replied	 automatically.	 He	 squinted,	 then	 caught	 his

breath.	Even	without	his	lenses,	there	was	no	mistaking	the	linebacker	figure	of
Marcus	Petrusko.

“Here	 they	 are.”	Paige	 stepped	back	 into	 the	 room.	Then	 she,	 too,	 caught
sight	of	the	detective.	“Hi,	Mark!”

“Paige?	I	didn't	know	you	knew	Mr.	Scott.”
“For	almost	a	year	now.”
Kelden	frowned.	“Is	there	anyone	in	this	town	you	don't	know?”
She	laughed.	“A	few.	Actually,	we	go	to	the	same	church.	Is	this	an	official

visit,	Mark?	Should	I	wait	outside?”
Detective	Petrusko	smiled.	“That's	up	to	Mr.	Scott.	 I'm	just	 tying	up	some



loose	ends.”
Kelden	took	Paige's	hand.	“Stay,”	he	urged.	She	sat,	and	he	cautiously	asked

the	detective,	“What	can	I	do	for	you?	Oh,	God,	this	is	about	trying	to	grab	that
gun,	isn't	it?”

“No,	no!”	Petrusko	waved	a	reassuring	hand.	“We've	talked	to	the	D.A.	and
assured	her	you	weren't	 trying	 to	harm	anyone	but	yourself,	and	 they're	 taking
care	of	 that	here.	They	won't	be	filing	any	charges.	No,	 this	 is	something	else.
May	I	sit?”	When	Kelden	nodded,	he	pulled	a	second	chair	over	next	to	Paige's
and	 produced	 an	 envelope.	 “We	were	 going	 over	 the	 house	 one	 last	 time	 this
afternoon	 and	 found	 this	 behind	 the	 microwave	 cart.	We'd	 missed	 it	 the	 first
time.	I	brought	it	around	earlier,	but	you	were	asleep.”	He	handed	it	to	Kelden.
“I'd	appreciate	it	if	you'd	look	at	it	and,	if	it's	not	too	personal,	let	me	see	what
bearing	it	might	have	on	our	investigation.”

Kelden	stared	at	his	name	on	the	envelope.	He'd	never	read	a	suicide	note
before;	he	was	certain	that	was	what	this	was.	Paige	handed	him	a	case	with	his
contacts	 and	 a	 bottle	 of	 wetting	 solution.	 He	 nodded	 absently.	 Paige	 and
Petrusko	leaned	back	and	began	a	whispered	conversation	as	he	put	his	lenses	in,
opened	 the	 envelope,	 and	 slowly	 drew	 out	 several	 sheets	 of	 paper	 filled	with
David's	bold,	blocky	handwriting.	His	hands	trembled	and	his	eyes	stung	as	he
unfolded	the	sheets	and	began	to	read.
Kel-

By	the	time	you	get	this,	I'll	be	gone.	I	know	you'll	probably	blame	yourself,
but	don't.	You	did	the	best	you	could.	I'll	always	be	grateful	for	your	friendship.	I
just	wish	to	hell	you	hadn't	got	mixed	up	with	that	God	crowd.	I	lost	Michael	to
them.	I	can't	stand	to	see	you	and	Tony	go	the	same	way.	But	I	guess	I	won't	have
to,	will	I?	Ha!

I	hope	you	can	forgive	me.	Not	just	for	what	I'm	going	to	do,	but	for	what
I've	already	done	to	you.	There	was	something	I	didn't	tell	you.	I	finally	went	and
had	the	test.	I'm	HIV-positive.	That's	what	I	went	home	to	tell	my	folks.	I	thought
they	would	be	more	sympathetic	 if	 they	 thought	 I	was	going	 to	die.	Boy,	was	 I
wrong!	The	old	man	said	I	was	better	off	dead.	I	guess	I	 told	you	that.	But	for
once	in	my	life	I	agree	with	the	bastard.	When	I	went	back	to	the	house	I	swiped
his	gun.	Figured	it	was	a	little	poetic	justice.

Anyway,	that's	what	I	tried	to	tell	you	this	morning.	I	don't	even	know	if	you
heard	me.	 I've	 infected	you	now,	and	 I	 can't	 forgive	myself.	 I'm	sorry.	 I	wish	 I
had	last	night	back	again.	I	never	would	have	called	you,	and	you	would	be	safe.
Your	religious	girlfriend	would	have	her	claws	in	you,	but	at	least	you'd	be	alive.

I'm	sorry.	I	shouldn't	have	said	that.	She's	a	nice	girl,	and	I	just	want	you	to
be	happy.	Actually,	I	kind	of	envy	her.	At	least	she	knows	who	the	hell	she	is.	I



don't	know.	Maybe	if	we	were	all	like	her,	at	least	we'd	be	happy.	Brain	dead,	but
happy.	Ha,	ha,	joke.	Anyway,	she	almost	makes	you	wish	there	really	was	a	God.
Too	bad	I	can't	fool	myself	like	that.

Anyway,	 I	 just	wanted	 to	 tell	you	how	sorry	I	am.	And	Tony,	 too.	Tell	him
goodbye	 for	me.	 I	wish	 the	 little	 bastard	was	 here.	He's	 going	 to	 have	 to	 find
himself	another	builder	to	build	his	dreams	for	him.	He's	good,	though.	One	of
the	best.	He	shouldn't	have	any	trouble.	Tell	him	to	check	with	Violano	or	Kaplan
in	Bloomington	or	Anderson	in	Pontiac,	but	not	to	admit	he's	gay.	Ever.

That's	 the	 one	 thing	 I	 can't	 figure	 out.	 How	 did	 they	 find	 out	 about	me?
Although	I	guess	it	wouldn't	take	a	rocket	scientist,	with	you	in	the	parade	and
Michael	 in	 the	 hospital.	 I	 don't	 blame	 you	 guys.	 Michael	 didn't	 ask	 for
pneumonia,	or	AIDS,	either,	and	 like	you've	said,	you've	got	your	own	 life.	 It's
just	that	no	one	cares	of	some	nameless,	faceless	computer	programmer	is	gay,
but	it's	different	for	guys	like	Michael	and	me.	We	have	to	deal	directly	with	the
public,	and	if	they	don't	like	us,	we	starve.	So	when	you	think	about	it,	Michael
came	out	ahead,	didn't	he?

I	know	what	you're	thinking.	Just	move	away	and	start	over,	right?	I	thought
of	 that,	 but	 I	 just	 can't.	 I'm	 not	 like	 you.	 It	 would	 break	my	 heart	 to	 give	 up
everything	here,	and	 I'd	always	be	afraid	 they'd	 find	out	and	 I'd	have	 to	 leave
again.	I've	already	lived	that	way.	I	can't	do	it	again.

Anyway,	 I'm	 going	 to	 die.	 It's	 just	 a	matter	 of	 how.	 And	 AIDS	 is	 a	 dirty,
filthy,	obscene	way	to	go.	I	won't	do	it	that	way.	I	can't.	I'm	going	to	go	the	way	I
want.	Quick,	painless.	Unfortunately,	it's	going	to	be	messy,	but	I	don't	have	to
clean	it	up.	Ha!

I	guess	there's	just	one	other	thing	I	should	let	you	know.	Michael	insisted	a
while	back	that	we	make	wills.	You	know	how	lawyers	are,	right?	We	agreed	to
leave	everything	to	each	other,	but	after	he	got	sick,	he	made	me	change	mine.	I
left	a	couple	things	to	my	little	brother	and	my	son,	if	they	can	find	him	or	Jacki,
but	the	house	and	furnishings,	the	Van	Duyn	Building,	and	all	the	rest	is	yours.
Except	the	Penthouse.	I'm	giving	that	to	Tony.

Anyway,	thanks	for	everything,	Kel.	I	know	we	had	some	problems,	but	you
were	 always	 a	 good	 friend.	 I	 think,	 after	Michael,	 I'm	 going	 to	miss	 you	 and
Tony	the	most.	I	really	love	you	guys.	I	hope	you	can	forgive	me.

David
Kelden	lowered	the	final	page	and	stared	at	the	ceiling.	His	eyes	filled	with

tears,	but	only	one	or	two	escaped.	He'd	wept	so	much	he	had	no	more	to	give.
Paige	and	Petrusko	had	 fallen	 silent	beside	him,	and	he	 turned	his	head.	They
were	watching	him.	Wordlessly,	he	handed	 the	 letter	 to	 the	detective.	Petrusko
murmured	“Thank	you,”	and	settled	back	to	read.	Paige	leaned	forward	and	took



Kelden's	hand.
“Are	you	all	right?”	she	whispered.
Kelden	 nodded.	 “He	 said	 -”	 He	 had	 to	 stop	 and	 clear	 his	 throat.	 “He

apologized.	He	said	a	lot	about	not	being	able	to	go	on,	not	being	able	to	sell	his
business	and	start	over.	He	was	afraid	of	dying	like	Michael.	Didn't	anyone	call
and	tell	him	about	Michael?”

“We	tried.	Several	times.	There	was	no	answer.”
Petrusko	glanced	up.	“One	of	our	guys	noticed	the	cover	on	the	pool	pulled

back.	We	found	Mr.	Cervenka's	cell	on	the	bottom.”
Kelden	nodded,	and	Petrusko	went	back	to	his	reading.
“What	else	did	he	say?”	Paige	asked.
“He	 left	 me	 the	 house,	 and	 Cervenka	 Construction,	 and	 the	 Van	 Duyn

Building.	He	left	the	Penthouse	to	Tony.	Oh,	God,	does	Tony	know,	yet?”
Paige	shook	her	head.	“He's	not	answering,	either.”
“Jeez,	 he's	 probably	 still	 in	 Chicago.	 I	 gotta	 tell	 him.	 Is	 my	 cell	 in	 my

jacket?”
“I	don't	know.	We	left	that	back	at	the	house.”
Kelden	 hesitated.	 “Can	 you	 do	me	 a	 favor?	 I	 hate	 to	 ask	 you	 to	 go	 back

there,	 but	 his	 parents'	 number	 is	 in	my	phone.	He	gave	 it	 to	me	when	he	was
touring.	Is	that	okay?”	he	added	to	Petrusko.

“Sure,”	 nodded	Petrusko	 as	 he	 slipped	 the	 papers	 back	 into	 the	 envelope.
“We're	done	there.”

“Okay.”	 Paige	 got	 up	 and	 slipped	 around	 Petrusko.	 “I	 should	 be	 back	 in
about	 20,	 30	 minutes.	 Oh,	 and	 if	 you	 need	 it,	 I	 brought	 your	 shirt	 from	 my
laundry.”	She	pointed	to	where	she'd	laid	it	at	the	foot	of	the	bed.

“Thanks.	No,	wait	–	look	in	my	car	first.	I	think	I	left	it	there.	It's	in	front	of
the	house.”

Detective	 Petrusko	 held	 up	 the	 envelope	 as	 Paige	 vanished.	 “May	 I	 keep
this	for	a	day	or	two?	We	might	have	to	refer	to	it	in	our	report.	I'll	get	it	back	to
you	as	soon	as	we're	done,	in	case	you	need	it	for	any	legal	questions.”

“Legal	questions?”
“With	Michael	alive,	he	might	challenge	the	will.”
Kelden	shook	his	head.	“If	he	did,	I	wouldn't	fight	it.	He	deserves	that	stuff

more	than	I	do.	I'll	probably	just	give	it	all	to	him	anyway.”
“Well,	in	any	case,	I'll	get	this	back	as	soon	as	I	can.”
“Okay.”
Petrusko	 hesitated.	 “Um	 –	 I	 hope	 you	 don't	 mind.	 .	 .	 .”	 he	 began,	 with

diffidence	surprising	in	such	a	large	man.
“Huh?	Not	at	all.	You	gotta	do	what	you	gotta	do.”



“Oh,	 not	 about	 this.”	 He	 waved	 the	 envelope.	 “Paige	 told	 me	 you	 just
accepted	Jesus.	I	just	wanted	you	to	know,	I	been	praying	for	you	ever	since	we
questioned	you,	after	that	party.”

“You?	Praying	for	me?	Why?”
Petrusko	spread	his	hands.	“When	I	looked	at	you,	God	told	me,	'I	got	plans

for	 this	 young	 man,	 if	 he'll	 come	 to	 Me.	 Pray	 for	 him.'	 So	 I	 did.	 Maybe	 I
shouldn't've	said	anything,	but	I	thought	you	oughtta	know	how	much	you	mean
to	God,	and	that	He	does	answer	prayers.”

“Yeah.	Thanks.”	So	he	had	something	else	to	ponder	now.
“No	 problem,	 brother.	 See	 you	 around.”	 He	 stood	 and	 headed	 out	 of	 the

room.
“Yeah.”	Something	that	had	been	building	in	Kelden	suddenly	broke.	As	the

door	closed,	he	called	out,	“Hey!	Detective	Petrusko?”
The	door	opened	and	Petrusko	stuck	his	head	back	 in.	 “Marcus,”	he	 said.

“Or	Mark.”
“Huh?	Oh.	Thanks.	Marcus.	Listen,	can	I	talk	to	you?”
“Sure.”	He	came	back	in	and	sat	down.	“I	got	a	few	minutes.	What	can	I	do

for	you?”
“It's	about	that	–	that	party.”
Petrusko	leaned	back,	crossed	his	legs,	and	nodded.	“Go	ahead.”
So,	 one	 more	 time,	 Kelden	 told	 the	 whole	 story,	 unedited,	 as	 he

remembered	 it,	 including	 his	 intentions.	 When	 he	 finished,	 the	 detective
remained	silent,	 thinking.	Then	he	said	the	last	 thing	Kelden	expected:	“Thank
you.	That	took	a	lot	of	guts.	Tells	me	I	was	right	about	you.”

Kelden	waited,	feeling	confused.	Then	he	asked,	“Don't	you	want	to	.	 .	 .	I
mean.	.	.	?”

“Arrest	you?”	Petrusko	shook	his	head.	“Ms.	Pachis	said	nothing	about	you,
so	as	far	as	we're	concerned,	the	case	is	closed.”

“But	.	.	.	what	they	did	–	I	wanted	to	do	it,	too!”
“But	 you	 didn't.	 Oh,	 I	 suppose	 we	 could	 charge	 you	 with	 assault,	 if	 we

wanted	 to	 reopen	 the	 case,	 but	 it	 just	 ain't	 worth	 it.	 As	 far	 as	 the	 state's
concerned,	for	right	now,	you	did	nothing	wrong.”

“But,	I	did!”
“I	 know.	 I'm	 just	 giving	 you	 the	 legal	 viewpoint.	Morally,	 you	 got	 some

stuff	to	straighten	out	with	God	and	Ms.	Pachis.”
Kelden	looked	away.	“I	tried	with	Laurie.	So	did	Paige.	She	won't	listen.”
“Well,	you	can't	force	her	to	respond.	What	about	God?”
“What	about	Him?”
“You	asked	Him	to	forgive	you?



“Ha!	Many	times!”
“Has	He?”
“How	do	I	know?”
“Because	He	says	so.	'If	we	confess	our	sins,	He	is	faithful	and	just	and	will

forgive	our	sins	and	cleanse	us	of	all	unrighteousness.'	It's	a	promise.”
“That's	in	the	book?”
“That's	in	the	book.	It's	one	of	the	things	Jesus	paid	for	when	He	died.	You

accepted	Him,	you	were	 forgiven.”	He	waited	while	Kelden	 took	 that	 in,	 then
asked,	“You	forgive	yourself?”

Kelden	squeezed	his	eyes	shut.	“I	don't	want	to!”	he	hissed.
“Why	not?”
“It's	too	damned	easy!”
“You	don't	deserve	it?”
“No!”
“You	should	suffer	for	what	you've	done?”
“Yes!”
“If	I	took	you	out	and	slapped	you	around,	would	that	satisfy	you?”
“Yes!	No!	I	don't	know!”
“And	after	 a	while,	when	you	got	 around	 to	 thinking	 about	 it	 and	 feeling

guilty	again,	 then	what?	A	little	more	slapping	around?	Maybe	a	broken	hand?
Then	what?	Blowing	your	own	brains	out?”

Kelden	was	 crying	 again.	Petrusko	 laid	 a	hand	on	his	 shoulder.	 “It's	 been
paid	 for,”	 he	 said	 quietly.	 “You	 gotta	 accept	 that.	Maybe	 Laurie	 Pachis	 hasn't
forgiven	you.	Maybe	she	never	will.	That's	her	choice,	and	you	can't	do	anything
about	it.	Maybe	you'll	have	to	face	it	socially	every	day	for	the	rest	of	your	life.	I
know	some	people	will	never	forgive	you,	and	that's	their	choice,	too,	and	you're
gonna	 have	 to	 accept	 that.	 But	 God	 has,	 and	 you	 don't	 have	 the	 right	 to	 do
anything	less.	You're	not	the	judge,	He	is.	You	can't	take	the	law	into	your	own
hands.	Look,	brother,	you're	not	alone.	I've	done	some	pretty	rough	things	in	my
life,	 too.	 That's	 why	 I	 can	 never	 take	 what	 Jesus	 did	 for	 me	 lightly,	 and	 I'm
humbled	every	time	I	think	of	it.	I	don't	deserve	it,	and	neither	do	you.	But	we
got	 it,	 brother.	We	 got	 it.”	 He	 waited	 while	 Kelden's	 shaking	 subsided.	 “You
gonna	be	okay,	now?”	Kelden	nodded.	“Good.”	He	squeezed	Kelden's	shoulder
and	stood.	“I	really	gotta	go	now,	but	I'll	be	praying	for	you.”

“Thanks,”	whispered	Kelden.
As	 the	door	 closed,	 he	 thought,	 It's	 too	 easy.	 It's	 all	 too	 easy.	 I	 can't	 just

forgive	 myself.	 Not	 for	 what	 I've	 done	 to	 Laurie.	 And	 Kathy.	 And,	 oh	 God,
Claudia	and	Kayla	and	Deborah	and	Tony	and	David	and	Michael	-!	He	had	to
stop	before	the	list	could	overwhelm	him.	It's	too	easy,	his	mind	insisted.



And	then	another	thought	crept	in,	one	he	swore	wasn't	his.	If	it's	so	easy,	it
asked	gently,	why	can't	you	do	it?

He	was	stunned.	He	hadn't	escaped	punishment;	he'd	been	carrying	his	own
with	him	for	months,	years.	He'd	been	in	his	own	hell.	And	now	it	was	time	to
come	out.

Restlessness	seized	him	and	he	got	up,	pulling	on	his	clothes.	After	a	brief
search,	he	found	some	thin,	hospital-issued	slippers.	Moments	later,	he	was	out
in	the	corridor.

“Mr.	Scott?”	The	floor	nurse	turned	as	he	appeared.
“I've	got	to	walk	around	a	little.	I	promise	I	won't	leave	the	building.”
The	nurse	narrowed	his	eyes,	then	softened.	“Well,	I	shouldn't,	but	I	think	I

can	trust	you.	But	if	you're	not	back	in	half	an	hour,	I'll	sic	the	dogs	on	you.”
“Half	an	hour,”	he	promised.
He	left,	and	Kelden	looked	up	and	down	the	hall.	Where	could	he	go?	He

didn't	want	to	just	prowl	aimlessly	or	sit	in	a	lounge	with	a	blathering	television,
and	 the	 thought	 of	 a	 crowded	 cafeteria	 almost	 sent	 him	 back	 to	 his	 room.	He
wanted	a	quiet	place	where	he	could	sort	things	out.	He	rode	the	elevator	to	the
first	floor	and	studied	the	directory	and	floor	plan.	He	found	the	chapel	and	was
about	 to	head	 that	way	when	another	 listing	caught	his	eye.	He	hesitated,	 then
took	the	elevator	to	the	basement.

The	 morgue	 was	 as	 he'd	 expected	 –	 cool,	 quiet,	 and	 sterile-looking.	 No
bodies	were	in	evidence,	but	an	older	black	man	in	a	lab	coat	sat	just	inside	the
door.	A	bell	chimed	as	Kelden	entered,	and	the	man	looked	up	inquiringly.

“Ah.	 .	 .	 .”	Kelden	hesitated.	“Is	–	is	David	Cervenka	–	that	 is,	 is	his	body
here?”

The	attendant	reached	for	a	clipboard.	“How's	that	spelled?”
Kelden	obliged	him,	and	the	attendant	found	his	record.	“Family	member?”

he	asked.
“Friend.	I	was	–	in	the	house	when	he	–	did	it.”
The	 attendant	 nodded	 sympathetically.	 “Know	 how	 to	 get	 in	 touch	 with

someone	to	make	arrangements?”
“Didn't	the	police	notify	his	family?”
“Nobody's	called.”
“I	don't	know,	then.”
“Hm.	You	want	to	see	him?”
Did	he?	Kelden	wavered.	Then,	“Yes,”	he	replied	slowly.
The	attendant	stood.	“This	way.”
He	 led	Kelden	 into	another	 room,	 this	one	 far	colder.	Several	 small	doors

lined	the	walls.	The	attendant	checked	labels	on	them,	then	opened	one	and	slid



a	 covered	 table	 out.	 At	 that	 moment,	 the	 bell	 chimed	 again.	 “If	 you	 need
anything,	just	holler,”	he	said	as	he	left.

Kelden	stared	at	the	suggestively	mounded	sheet,	but	made	no	move	to	turn
it	back,	wondering	what	he'd	hoped	to	accomplish	by	coming	down	here.	Surely
he	didn't	have	to	prove	to	himself	that	David	was	dead?	Or	that	he'd	killed	him?
No,	he	amended	firmly,	I	did	not	kill	him.	He	was	already	on	his	way	there	when
I	went	 to	bed	with	him.	God	help	me,	 I	will	not	blame	myself	 for	 this,	 too!	He
took	 a	 corner	 of	 the	 sheet	 in	 his	 hand,	 but	 faltered.	As	he	did	 the	door	 across
from	him	opened.	He	glanced	up.	Michael	was	standing	there.

They	 looked	 at	 each	 other	 a	moment,	 then	Michael	 approached	 the	 table.
“Have	you	looked	at	him	yet?”	he	asked.

Kelden	shook	his	head.
“Don't,”	Michael	advised	flatly.
“I	never	said	goodbye,”	Kelden	replied	quietly.
“I	know,”	Michael	nodded.	“But	I	promise	you,	you're	about	to	make	a	big

mistake.	Maybe	your	last	memories	of	him	aren't	the	best,	but	at	least	they	won't
be	that.”	He	inclined	his	head	toward	the	covered	body.	“Say	goodbye,	but	don't
look	at	him.”	He	turned	and	walked	out.

Kelden	 stared	 down	 at	 the	 sheet.	Michael	was	 right.	He	 couldn't	 bear	 the
thought	of	remembering	David,	beautiful	David,	with	half	his	head	gone.	“You
son	of	a	bitch,”	he	whispered,	“why	the	hell	didn't	you	just	 take	some	pills,	or
something?”	 He	 turned	 abruptly.	 It	 made	 no	 difference.	 David	 wasn't	 there
anyway.

Michael	was	signing	some	papers	when	Kelden	emerged	from	the	room.	He
looked	up,	his	eyebrows	asking	a	question.	Kelden	shook	his	head	and	walked
out.	Michael	finished,	murmured,	“I'll	be	back	later”	to	the	attendant,	and	caught
up	with	Kelden	at	the	elevator.

“Listen,	 Kel,”	 he	 said,	 “I	 hope	 you	 don't	 mind,	 but	 I	 started	 making
arrangements.”

Kelden	nodded.	“I'm	sure	that's	what	he	would've	wanted.	But	–	what	about
his	parents?”

Michael	sighed.	“I've	known	some	pretty	hateful	people,	but.	.	.	.”
“You	talked	to	them?”
“I	finally	got	through	to	them	about	an	hour	ago,	after	I	left	you.”
“Did	you	tell	them	you	were	his	companion?”
“I	 just	 said	 I	 was	 a	 lawyer	 representing	 his	 estate.	 I	 spoke	 to	 his	 father,

asked	what	arrangements	they	wanted	to	make.”
“And?”
“He	said	he	didn't	give	a	shit.”



“What	about	his	mother?”
“I	don't	know.	He	hung	up	on	me.”
The	elevator	door	opened.	They	got	in	and	Kelden	said,	“He's	got	a	younger

brother,	too.”
“I	know.	They	were	really	close.”
“Do	you	think	they'll	let	him	come,	at	least?”
Michael	shrugged.	“Who	knows?	I	doubt	they'll	even	tell	him	he's	dead.”
“Bastards.”
Michael	sighed	again.	“They're	hurt.	Scared.	Angry.	They	don't	know	what

to	do,	how	to	feel.”
The	elevator	stopped	and	the	doors	slid	open.	They	stepped	out,	and	Kelden

said,	“That	makes	it	okay?”
“No.	That	makes	them	human.”
“You	approve	of	 the	way	they're	acting?”	He	headed	down	the	corridor	 to

his	room,	nodding	to	the	floor	nurse.
“No.”	Michael	followed	him.	“But	I	can	forgive	them.”
“Then	you're	a	hell	of	a	lot	stronger	than	I	am.”
“Maybe.	But	 I	doubt	 it.	 I	 think	 I'm	 just	 tired	of	being	angry.”	He	stopped

Kelden,	 drew	him	 into	 the	 little	 alcove	where	he	 and	Paige	had	 talked	 earlier,
and	looked	up	at	him.	“You've	got	to	let	go	of	all	this	anger	and	bitterness,	Kel.”

“How?”
“I	don't	know.	Maybe	you've	just	got	to	realize	we're	all	human,	just	like	the

Cervenkas.	 We	 all	 make	 mistakes,	 including	 you.	 Or	 maybe	 you	 just	 got	 to
wrestle	it	out	with	God	yourself,	let	Him	take	it	away.”

“With	God,	with	God,”	hissed	Kelden.	“I'm	beginning	to	 think	I	made	the
wrong	decision!”

“Why?”
“Why?	 Because	 all	 I	 hear	 is	 'forgive,	 forgive,	 forgive'.	 What	 the	 hell

happened	to	justice?”
Kelden	 looked	away,	his	 fists	 clenched.	Michael	watched,	his	 eyes	 full	of

compassion	and	understanding.	Then	he	said,	softly	and	gently,	“There	is	justice,
Kel.	Perfect	justice.	Take	the	word	of	a	lawyer.	What	there	isn't,	is	revenge.”

“I'm	not	 sure	 that's	good	enough.”	Kelden's	voice	was	quieter,	but	he	still
avoided	his	eyes,	and	his	fists	wouldn't	relax.

“No.	It's	too	good.	Perfect	justice	is	better	than	anyone	deserves.”
Kelden	finally	looked	at	him.	“I	can't	forgive	people	like	David's	parents,	or

the	bastards	who	wrote	that	shit	on	his	house.”
“I	 know.	And	 you	 never	will,	 until	 you	 learn	 to	 forgive	 yourself,	 and	 the

forgiveness	that's	been	given	to	you.”



They	 stood	 silent	 again.	 Then	Kelden	 sighed	 and	 nodded	wearily.	 “Yeah.
That's	perfect	justice,	isn't	it?	Everything	you	and	Paige	and	Petrusko	and	all	the
rest	have	been	saying.”

“Yeah.”
Kelden	 looked	 down,	 chewing	 on	 his	 lower	 lip.	 Then	 he	 raised	 his	 eyes

again	and	asked,	“What	happened	to	you?”
Michael	understood	 immediately.	“Oh,	 the	usual,”	he	replied	 lightly.	“You

know	–	floating	above	my	body,	the	silver	cord,	the	dark	tunnel,	the	bright	light,
the	dear	departed,	the	-”

“Michael,	I'm	serious.”
Michael	shrugged	helplessly.	“What	do	you	want	me	to	say?	That	happened

only	 about	 thirteen,	 fourteen	 hours	 ago.	 I	 haven't	 even	begun	 to	 sort	 it	 all	 out
yet.”	He	 thought,	 then	continued.	“Most	of	 it,	 I	don't	 think	 I	can	ever	explain.
The	words	haven't	 been	 invented.	And	even	 if	 I	 could	 find	 the	words,	 I'm	not
sure	how	much	 I'd	want	 to	 say.	A	 lot	of	 it	was	personal,	 just	between	me	and
Him.”

“'Him'?	You	mean,	like	–	God?”
“Jesus.”	Michael	nodded.	He	stepped	back	out	into	the	hallway	and	began

walking	slowly.	Kelden	followed,	listening	intently.	“Yes,	I	saw	Him,	talked	with
Him.	But	like	I	said,	most	of	it	was	for	me	alone.	But	there	was	one	thing	I	can
tell	you.	I	knew	Who	He	was,	as	soon	as	I	saw	Him.	Not	by	sight,	of	course,	but
in	 my	 heart.	 I	 couldn't	 look	 at	 Him,	 anyway,	 but	 I	 could	 feel	 His	 love,	 like
something	I	could	touch.	All	I	could	say	was,	'I'm	sorry,	Lord,	I'm	sorry,	I'm	not
worthy'.	 I	said	 that	 two	or	 three	 times,	and	 then	I	 felt	a	 touch	on	my	arm,	so	I
stopped.	 And	 He	 said,	 'I've	 made	 you	 worthy.	 I	 paid	 it	 all.'	 And	 of	 course	 I
already	knew	 that,	 but	 to	hear	Him	actually	 say	 it	 –	well,	 you	 just	 can't	 argue
with	 that.	And	 I	 didn't,	 but	 I	 couldn't	 help	 thinking	 about	 everything	 I'd	 done,
throughout	my	life.	And	then	He	touched	me	again,	and	said,	'The	past	is	beyond
your	 reach.	 There's	 nothing	 you	 can	 do	 about	 it.	 I	 can,	 and	 I	 have.	 I	 have
forgiven	you.	Who	gave	you	the	right	and	authority	to	do	any	less?'”	He	stopped
outside	Kelden's	 room.	“What	He	 said	 to	me,	 I	 say	 to	you.	He's	 forgiven	you.
Who	 gave	 you	 the	 right	 and	 authority	 to	 do	 any	 less?	 For	 yourself	 or	 anyone
else?”

They	looked	at	each	other,	then	Kelden	nodded	and	pushed	the	door	open.
Michael	followed.

Paige	was	 sitting	by	 the	bed.	She	 smiled	as	 they	walked	 in.	Then	Kelden
saw	Tony,	standing	by	 the	window,	 looking	out	at	 the	cornfields.	He	 turned	as
they	 entered,	 and	 he	 and	Kelden	 locked	 eyes.	Tony's	 expression	 didn't	 change
until	he	looked	past	Kelden.	Then	his	eyes	widened.	“Michael?”	he	whispered,



and	reached	for	the	windowsill	for	support.
“Hey,	Tony,”	Michael	smiled.
Tony	took	a	hesitant	step	forward.	“But	–	but	why	are	you	not	in	bed?”
Kelden	glanced	at	Paige.	“I	found	your	phone	in	the	car,	then	stopped	at	the

Penthouse,”	she	explained	quietly,	“and	ran	into	him	there.	I	told	him	you	were
in	the	hospital,	it	wasn't	serious,	but	you	wanted	to	see	him.	That's	all.”

Tony	looked	at	him	expectantly.	Kelden	took	a	deep	breath.	“Tony,	a	lot	has
happened	since	last	night.	First,	 I	have	to	apologize	for	what	I	said	and	did	up
there.	I	was	very	wrong.”

Tony	waved	his	hand.	“De	nada,	man.”
“It's	not	'nothing'!”	Kelden	cried.	Tony	stared,	and	Kelden	forced	himself	to

continue	quietly.	“I	need	you	to	forgive	me.	Please.”
Tony	nodded	slowly.	“You	are	 right.	 It	was	not	 'nothing'.	 I	was	very	hurt,

very	angry.	But,	si,	I	will	forgive	you.	Now,	will	you	or	will	you	not	tell	me	what
is	going	on?”

“Sit	down.”	Kelden	sat	on	his	bed,	and	Tony	sat	on	the	one	opposite	him.
“First	of	all,”	Kelden	began	slowly,	“Michael	died	early	this	morning.”

Tony	frowned	at	Michael,	then	at	Kelden.	“You	have	a	very	healthy	corpse
by	your	door.”

Michael	smiled	again.	“He's	not	 joking.	 I	was	clinically	dead	for	about	an
hour.	Kel's	friend	Jordan	prayed	me	back.”

Tony	looked	at	Paige.	She	nodded.	“I	was	there.”
“I	do	not	know	what	to	say.”	Tony	looked	back	at	Michael.	“Of	course,	I	am

glad	 you	 are	 all	 right.	 But	 when	 I	 challenged	 God,	 I	 did	 not	 expect	 Him	 to
answer	like	that.”

“None	of	us	did,”	agreed	Michael.	“Except,	maybe,	Jordan.”
Tony	 pondered	 a	 moment,	 then	 asked,	 “What	 about	 David?	 How	 did	 he

react?”
Silence	greeted	Tony's	question,	then	Kelden	cleared	his	throat.	“He	called

me	 right	 after	 they	 told	 him	 Michael	 had	 died.	 He	 was	 at	 the	 house.	 The
neighborhood	and	his	family	had	found	out	he	was	gay.	It	was	pretty	bad.	He'd
dumped	his	phone	into	the	pool	because	of	harassing	calls,	and	I	guess	I	must've
left	mine	in	my	car	-”	he	glanced	at	Paige,	who	confirmed	it	with	a	nod	“-	so	we
didn't	know	that	Michael	had	come	back.	We	–	talked.	He	was	very	upset.	I	tried
to	 help	 him,	 but	 I	 fell	 asleep	 and	 he	went	 out	 to	 the	 garage	 and	 –	 and	 killed
himself.”

“David?”	whispered	Tony.
Kelden	nodded.
“I	do	not	believe	it!”



“You	were	the	one	afraid	of	what	he	might	do,”	Kelden	reminded	him.
“Well	–	well,	si,	but	I	did	not	think	he	really	would	do	it!”
“He	did.	I	found	him.	That's	why	I'm	in	here.	I	went	a	little	nuts,	and	they

were	afraid	I	was	going	to	do	the	same	thing.”
Tony	stared	at	his	hands,	then	asked,	“How	did.	.	.	?”
“Hand	gun.”
“The	head?”
Kelden	glanced	at	Michael,	who	said,	“The	mouth.”
They	were	all	silent	a	long	time.	Then	Tony	murmured,	“I	cannot	believe	–	

David	–	but	–	he		did	even	own	a	gun.	And	what	is	this	about	his	neighbors	and	
his	family?”

“Actually,”	Kelden	said,	“it	began	when	he	found	out	he	was	HIV-positive.”
“¡O	Dios	mio!”
“I	didn't	know	that!”	exclaimed	Michael.
“He	 just	 found	 out	 a	 few	 days	 ago,”	Kelden	 explained.	 “I	 didn't	 find	 out

myself	until	last	night	–	this	morning,”	he	corrected	himself,	then	stopped,	struck
by	the	realization	that	David	had	been	alive	just	that	morning.

“That's	why	he	went	home?”	asked	Michael.
“Huh?	Yeah	–	yeah.	He	wanted	to	make	peace	with	his	family.”
“It	did	not	work?”	asked	Tony.
“No.	His	father	threw	him	out,	pretty	much	disowned	him.	That's	where	he

got	the	gun	–	he	took	it	when	he	left.	Then,	after	he	got	back,	they	started	writing
that	shit	on	the	house	and	harassing	him.”

“¿Que?	I	thought	he	got	along	with	his	neighbors?”
Paige	 joined	 the	 conversation.	 “I	 don't	 think	 it	was	 any	 of	 his	 immediate

neighbors.	 Mark	 Petrusko	 says	 they	 were	 as	 surprised	 and	 shocked	 by	 the
vandalism	as	we	were.	Most	of	them	didn't	even	know	David	was	gay,	though	a
couple	 had	heard	 rumors.	Bev	Morganson,	 across	 the	 street,	 saw	 three	or	 four
high	school	kids	running	from	the	house.	She	thought	one	of	 them	was	from	a
couple	blocks	over.	Mark	is	looking	into	it.	He	thinks	a	lot	can	be	traced	to	social
media,	 that	 one	 of	 the	 right-wing	 groups	 got	 wind	 of	 David	 and	 'outed'	 him
online,	and	it	just	escalated	from	there.”

Tony	shook	his	head.	“But	David	was	strong.	He	would	not	just	give	up	like
that.”

“David	was	afraid,”	Michael	said	quietly.	“He	never	said	much,	but	he	lived
in	constant	fear	–	of	rejection	by	his	friends	and	coworkers	and	peers,	of	losing
his	business,	of	AIDS.	I	 think	that's	one	reason	he	was	so	reluctant	 to	visit	me
here.	All	his	fears	were	coming	together,	and	he	just	couldn't	deal	with	it.	We	all
thought	of	him	as	strong,	but	I	think	we	were	looking	at	his	body	and	expecting



the	rest	to	be	the	same.”
Again	they	sat	without	talking,	until	Tony	said,	“So.	What	do	we	do	now?”
“We	bury	David,	clean	up	the	mess,	and	go	on.”	Kelden	surprised	himself

with	his	soft	vehemence.
Tony	frowned.	“But	what	of	these	people	who	persecuted	him?”
“Marcus	–	Petrusko	–	can	take	care	of	the	legal	side.	But	I	think	we	have	to

forgive	them.”
“Forgive!	This,	it	does	not	sound	like	you,	mi	amigo.”
Kelden	 felt	 the	 bed	 move,	 and	 he	 knew	 Paige	 was	 leaning	 forward.	 He

reached	back	 and	 she	 took	his	 hand,	 squeezing	gently.	 “I	 know	 it	 doesn't,”	 he
admitted.	 “In	 fact,	 before	 we	 walked	 in,	 I	 was	 saying	 just	 the	 opposite	 to
Michael.	 I	 wanted	 people	 to	 pay	 for	 what	 they	 did.	 I	 still	 do,	 really.	 But	 I'm
beginning	to	see	we	can't	go	on	hating.	I	can't,	anyway.	For	one	thing,	it	wouldn't
be	 like	David.	He	could	get	angry,	and	he	could	get	bitter,	but	 I	don't	 think	he
ever	 really	 hated	 anyone.	 I	 know	what	 you	 said,	Michael,	 about	 how	 he	 was
feeling	about	Paige,	but	I	think	he	would	have	eventually	gotten	over	that.”

“Kel	-”	Michael	began,	but	Paige	interrupted.	“It's	okay,”	she	said.	“I	knew.
I	was	praying	we	could	get	past	it.”

“But	you	and	I,”	Tony	protested,	“we	both	know	you	are	not	David.	You	tell
me	you	cannot	hate.	But	I	saw	you	last	night,	with	your	family	and	their	friends,
and	 especially	 with	 your	 ex-wife.	 If	 you	 cannot	 hate,	 then	 what	 was	 that	 all
about?”

Kelden	hadn't	 anticipated	 this	moment.	 It	hadn't	occurred	 to	him	what	 the
revelation	of	the	last	eighteen	hours	or	so	would	do	to	his	relationship	with	Tony.
“Things	have	changed,”	he	hedged.

Tony	glanced	at	Kelden's	hand	clasping	Paige's.	“Si.	I	can	guess	one	of	the
changes.”	He	smiled	sadly.	“Did	I	not	tell	you	what	I	saw	in	you?”	When	Kelden
looked	away,	Tony	shook	his	head.	“I	knew	long	ago	I	could	not	hold	you.	I	will
miss	you,	but	I	have	been	expecting	this.	But	this,	it	does	not	explain	the	change
in	your	attitude.”

“No,”	Kelden	agreed	reluctantly.	He	licked	his	 lips,	suddenly	afraid	of	 the
one	man	who	knew	him	most	intimately	and	had	always	accepted	him.	“It's	more
than	 that,”	he	 said	at	 last.	 “Much	more.	Deeper.”	He	 stopped,	not	 sure	how	 to
explain,	unwilling	to	hurt	his	friend	even	more.	Paige	gripped	his	hand,	and	he
knew	she	was	praying.

“You	have	become	a	Christian.”	Tony's	voice	was	calm,	matter-of-fact.
Kelden	blinked.	“Today.	This	afternoon.	You're	not	–	I	mean	-?”
Tony	 shook	 his	 head.	 “I	 did	 not	 see	 it	 coming	 so	 soon,”	 he	 admitted.	 “I

thought,	quizás,	I	would	be	the	one	to	go	first.”



“You?	You've	become	a	Christian?”
“Not	yet,	no.	But	I	have	made	the	bargain	with	God.	He	has	kept	His	side	of

it	-”	he	nodded	to	Michael	“-	so	I	must	keep	mine.”
“No.”
“¿Que?”	Tony	looked	at	Paige	in	surprise.
“No,”	she	repeated	firmly.	“Tony,	you	know	I	love	you	to	death,	but	I	say	to

you	what	I	said	to	Kel.	If	you	come	to	God,	do	it	for	yourself,	because	you	want
it	more	than	anything,	not	for	anyone	else	or	because	you've	been	manipulated
into	it.	You	have	to	be	convinced	in	your	own	mind	it's	right.”

Tony	nodded.	“Si.	Yo	comprendo.	But	I	cannot	argue	with	a	man	who	was
dead	and	is	now	talking	to	me	like	he	never	was	even	sick,	and	I	cannot	explain
the	 complete	 change	 in	 you.”	 He	 gestured	 at	 Kelden.	 “It	 is	 more	 than	 your
words.	You	say	'no	more	hate'	and	'forgive',	and	the	words,	they	sound	strange	in
your	mouth.	But	when	 I	 hear	 you	 say	 them,	 I	 know	 they	 are	 real.	 I	 feel	 them
here.”	He	pressed	his	fist	 to	his	chest.	“You	are	not	 just	saying	the	words,	you
are	speaking	tu	corazón,	your	heart.	And	that	is	what	is	so	confusing.	The	heart	I
have	 seen,	 it	 can	 be	 cold	 and	 cruel.	 Not	 because	 it	 wishes	 to	 be	 so,	 no,	 it	 is
because	it	does	not	know	how	to	be	any	other	way.	I	think	it	has	been	hurt	too
many	times.	Quizás,	Paige	and	I	are	the	only	persons	you	have	ever	completely
trusted,	even	more	than	David.	So	I	know	what	is	in	you.	Even	when	you	have
tried	to	hide	your	heart,	I	have	seen	it.”

Kelden	nodded.	 “You	have.	You	and	Paige	have	 always	known	me	better
than	I've	known	myself.”	He	felt	her	hand	tighten	again.

“¡Esta	bién!	So	now	I	hear	you	and	I	see	you	and	it	is	Kelden	Scott,	amigo
de	mi	corazón,	that	sits	in	front	of	me,	but	it	is	a	stranger!	I	do	not	feel	or	hear
any	 more	 the	 anger,	 the	 coldness,	 the	 cruelty.	 Pfffft!	 It	 is	 gone,	 desapareció!
Paige	 and	 I,	we	 have	 had	many	 arguments	 about	God	 and	 Jesus	Christ,	 and	 I
have	said,	'that	is	interesting,	maybe	she	has	a	point,	but	maybe	not'.	But	now	I
see	a	man	you	say	was	dead,	and	the	heart	of	a	man	has	changed	completely	in
less	 than	24	hours,	and	 I	know	I	have	seen	 la	mano	de	Dios.”	He	 lowered	his
eyes.	They	waited,	 and	 after	 a	moment	 he	 looked	 up	 again	 and	 said,	 “That	 is
why	I	must	keep	my	bargain.”

Paige	studied	him,	and	then	nodded.	Michael	came	over	and	clasped	Tony's
shoulder,	and	Paige	and	Kelden	both	reached	out	and	took	his	hands.



“....I	don't	want	us	to	go	the	way	Vicki	and	I	or	Beth	and	I	did.	But	it's
not	gonna	be	easy	waiting.”
“I	know.”
“Meanwhile	–	would	you	mind?	There's	something	I've	wanted	to	do
since	the	first	time	we	met.”
“Yes.”	She	smiled	and	reached	for	him.	“This	time	it's	right.”

Kelden	Scott
Paige	Santori

Chapter	14
Kelden	and	Michael	were	both	released	Sunday	morning.	Tony	was	there	to

meet	 them	as	 they	 stepped	off	 the	elevator.	He	was	 surprisingly	clear-eyed	 for
one	who'd	spent	most	of	the	night	coming	to	grips	with	David's	suicide	and	his
own	conversion.	Paige	and	Kathy	and	Jordan	had	slipped	out	of	church	early	and
were	waiting	in	the	parking	lot.	Kelden	hadn't	seen	Jordan	in	nearly	two	weeks;
he	 had	 the	 look	of	 someone	 still	 trying	 to	 put	 things	 together.	He	kept	 eyeing
Michael	as	though	expecting	him	to	vanish.

They	all	piled	into	Paige's	van.	Kelden	sat	next	to	her	in	the	front;	the	rest



found	clear	spots	on	the	floor	behind	them.	They	had	decided	to	go	to	the	house.
Kelden's	 car	 was	 still	 there,	 and	 he	 and	 Michael	 and	 Tony	 wanted	 to	 start
cleaning	up	the	testimony	to	hatred	and	prejudice	that	had	helped	destroy	their
friend.	The	back	of	the	van	bore	buckets	and	scrub	brushes	and	pain	thinner	and
even	 a	 gallon	 of	white	 paint	 in	 case	 the	 garage	 door	 proved	 beyond	 cleaning.
They	felt	physically	ready	to	take	on	the	grim	job,	but	emotionally,	they	dreaded
what	lay	ahead.

The	day	was	bright	and	warm	and	they	ran	with	the	windows	down,	so	they
could	clearly	hear	the	low	growl	of	a	lawn	mower	as	they	turned	onto	Brisbane.
Jack	McGregor	was	in	 the	front	yard	of	David's	house,	 trying	to	cut	 the	words
from	 the	grass.	Pat	McGregor	 and	Bev	Morganson	were	 repainting	 the	garage
door,	while	Bev's	husband,	Ron,	directed	a	small	team	of	neighbors	in	an	effort
to	 scrub	 the	paint	off	 the	driveway	and	sidewalk.	He	and	Jack	spotted	 the	van
rounding	the	corner.	He	stood	with	a	hand	on	his	back	and	Jack	stopped	walking.
The	 scrubbers	 saw	Ron	 stand	 and	 turned	 to	watch	 Paige	 pull	 over	 behind	 the
Spyder.	 Jack	 turned	 off	 the	mower	 as	Kelden	 and	 his	 friends	 stepped	 out	 and
stared,	not	knowing	quite	what	to	think.	The	dying	echoes	of	the	motor	and	the
slamming	of	the	van's	doors	caught	the	attention	of	Bev	and	Pat,	who	also	turned
to	watch.

The	 two	 groups	 contemplated	 each	 other	 in	 silence,	 then	 Jack	 stepped
forward.	 “I	 hope	 you	 don't	 mind,”	 he	 said	 to	 Kelden.	 “We	 wanted	 to	 do
something	to.	.	.	.”	He	faltered	as	he	spotted	Michael.	“I	–	we'd	heard	you	were
dying!”

“I	was,”	Michael	smiled.	“It's	a	long	story.”
“Jack,”	 said	Kelden,	 “this	 is	 fantastic!	 I	 –	 don't	 know	what	 to	 say.	Thank

you.”
“We	 just	wanted	you	guys	 to	 know,”	 said	 Jack,	 “that	 –	well,	we	 all	 liked

David.	It	was	–	well,	a	surprise,	I	guess	you	could	say,	to	find	out	about	–	about
him	and	–	and	Michael	and	you.	But	it	–	but	we	–	hell,	I	don't	agree	with	what
you	guys	are	doing,	but	this	-”	he	indicated	the	house	and	yard	with	a	sweep	of
his	hand	“this	 is	 inexcusable!	 I	know	we	can't	bring	him	back,	and	I	know	we
can't	make	up	for	what	was	done,	but	we	had	to	do	something	to	help.”

“Thank	you.”	Kelden's	voice	was	husky.	“I	–	 this	would've	meant	a	 lot	 to
David.”	 He	 stepped	 forward	 and	 extended	 his	 hand.	 Jack	 took	 it	 without
hesitation,	then	moved	to	Michael	and	gripped	his	hand	as	well.	Ron	took	Jack's
place,	 and	 other	 neighbors	 came	 up	 to	 murmur	 their	 condolences.	 Last	 of	 all
came	Bev	and	Pat,	who	hugged	 them	and	 then	apologized	 for	getting	paint	on
them.	 They	 all	 laughed,	 then	 Tony	 and	 Michael	 joined	 the	 group	 on	 the
sidewalk,	Paige	and	Kathy	grabbed	brushes	and	slipped	in	easily	next	to	Bev	and



Pat	 on	 the	 garage,	 and	 Kelden	 and	 Jordan	 knelt	 in	 the	 driveway	 with	 scrub
brushes	and	paint	thinner.

When	they	finished,	they	stood	together	and	inspected	their	handiwork.	The
red	marks	on	 the	 lawn	were	 fainter,	 although	 it	would	 take	 two	or	 three	more
mowings	to	remove	them	completely.	The	stains	on	the	driveway	and	sidewalk
were	now	formless	gray	and	pink	blobs	that	would	fade	away	over	time.	And	the
garage	door	gleamed	an	unsullied	white	in	the	sun.

“That	is	not	good.”	Tony	scowled	at	the	garage.
“What?”	Paige,	Kathy,	Bev	and	Pat	protested	in	unison.
“The	garage,	it	is	so	nice	to	look	at,	you	will	now	have	to	paint	the	rest	of

the	house!”
“Are	you	volunteering?”	asked	Kelden.
“Me,	I	only	design	the	houses.	I	do	not	paint	them.”
“You	want	me	to	sue	him	for	slander?”	Michael	asked.
“Nah,”	Kelden	said.	“He	doesn't	have	anything	for	me	to	take.”
“He's	got	the	Penthouse.”
“That	is	not	mine,”	Tony	objected.
Kelden	and	Michael	exchanged	looks.	“It	is	now,”	Michael	told	him	gently.
“¿Que?”
“We'll	talk	about	it	later,”	Kelden	promised.	“Thanks,	all	of	you.”
“No	problem,”	said	Jack.
“What	happens	to	the	house	now?”	asked	Pat.
“Um	–	we're	not	sure	yet.”	Kelden	looked	at	Michael.
“It's	yours.”	Michael	looked	back	at	Kelden.
Kelden	shook	his	head.	“We'll	talk	about	that,	too.”
“Do	you	need	help	inside?”	Bev	asked.
“I	don't	think	so,”	Kelden	replied.	“Except.	.	.	.”	he	looked	at	the	garage.
Paige	 touched	 his	 shoulder.	 “It	 was	 only	 the	 truck,	 and	 they	 had	 that

towed.”
“I	can	go	get	that	and	clean	it	up,”	Jordan	volunteered.
“You	don't	have	to,”	Kelden	protested.
“I	don't	mind.	I've	got	a	strong	stomach,	and	I	wasn't	as	close	to	him	as	you

guys,	so.	.	.	.”
“All	 right.”	Kelden	 looked	back	at	Bev.	“I	guess	 that's	 it,	 then.	We'll	 take

care	of	the	inside.”
“Okay,”	 Bev	 nodded.	 “But	 if	 you	 need	 anything	 –	 anything	 at	 all	 –	 just

call.”
“We'll	watch	the	house	for	you,”	promised	Ron.	“In	case	anyone	else	tries

anything.”



“Thanks.	I	-”	Kelden	stopped	and	chewed	his	lower	lip.	He	reached	blindly
for	Paige's	hand	and	held	 it	 tightly.	 “I	was	wrong	about	you	guys.	All	of	you.
Yesterday.”

“You	were	under	a	lot	of	stress,”	Pat	began,	but	Kelden	shook	his	head.
“No,”	he	said.	“I	mean,	sure,	I	went	a	little	crazy	for	a	while	there,	but	what

I	 said,	 I	 really	 meant	 it.	 I	 really	 believed	 it.	 I'd	 really	 started	 seeing	 you	 as
enemies,	even	 though	I'd	done	much	 the	same	 to	David	when	I	 first	 found	out
about	 him.	 But	 I	 was	 wrong.	 I	 just	 wanted	 to	 say,	 I'm	 sorry	 for	 what	 I	 said.
You're	all	good	friends.”

Pat	smiled	and	hugged	him	again.	“It's	okay.”
“David's	 being	 buried	Tuesday,”	Michael	 said.	 “We'll	 be	 having	 a	 service

for	 him	 tomorrow	 night	 at	 the	Wesley-Ingersoll	 funeral	 home.	 Seven	 o'clock.
We'd	appreciate	it	if	you'd	all	come.”

“We'll	be	there,”	nodded	Jack,	and	many	of	the	others	agreed.	Then	they	all
gathered	up	their	tools	and,	as	the	neighbors	drifted	away,	Kelden	unlocked	the
front	door	and	let	his	friends	in.

The	police	had	disturbed	very	little.	Michael	took	Jordan	downstairs	to	deal
with	his	office	and	the	basement	in	general;	Paige	and	Kathy	opened	the	living
room	blinds	 and	 straightened	 the	kitchen;	 and	Kelden	and	Tony	went	upstairs.
Kelden	found	his	shoes,	socks	and	jacket	on	the	floor	where	he'd	left	them.	The
bed	 was	 still	 a	 jumble	 of	 sheets	 and	 covers;	 Tony	 silently	 helped	 pull	 them
straight.	No	one	volunteered	to	check	the	garage.	They	all	 took	Paige's	word	it
was	fine	as	it	was.

Little	 was	 said	 while	 they	 worked.	 Sorrow	 clung	 to	 the	 rooms	 and
smothered	their	words.	They	knew	David	was	gone,	but	each	felt	he	might	walk
in	at	any	moment	and	find	them	violating	his	privacy.	They	found	bits	and	pieces
of	his	 last	few	days	scattered	about	 the	house	–	empty	bottles	in	the	basement,
his	truck	keys	tossed	carelessly	on	the	kitchen	counter	after	his	return	from	Red
Creek,	an	unfinished	to	his	little	brother	in	the	bedroom.	After	half	an	hour,	they
could	stand	no	more	and	met	in	the	living	room.

“I	feel	like	a	ghoul,	going	through	his	stuff	like	this,”	Kelden	scowled.
“It's	got	to	be	done,”	Michael	said	quietly.
“I	know,	but	can't	we	at	least	bury	him	first?”
“We're	here	now,	we	may	as	well	do	it	now.”
“I	can	take	Jordan	to	work	on	the	truck,”	offered	Kathy,	and	Jordan	added,

“I	don't	think	there's	much	more	we	can	do	here,	anyway.”
“All	 right.”	 Paige	 handed	 Kathy	 her	 keys	 and	 Jordan	 took	 David's.	 The

other	four	lingered	in	the	living	room.
“Esta	bién,”	 said	Tony.	 “Where	 do	we	 start?	Do	we	bring	David's	 things



down	 here	 and	 make	 of	 them	 a	 big	 pile?	 ¿Y	 entonces	 lo	 que?	 Divide	 them
between	us?	I	would	not	be	like	a	treasure	hunter!”

Paige	shook	her	head.	“Of	course	not.	But	his	 family	wants	nothing	 to	do
with	him,	so	it's	up	to	us.”

“Well.	.	.	.”	Kelden	hesitated.	“He	did	say	what	he	wanted	done	with	some
of	his	things.”

“¿Que?	When	did	he	do	that?”
“We	made	wills,”	Michael	explained	slowly.	“A	couple	months	ago.	I	made

him	change	his	when	I	was	hospitalized.”
“You	have	seen	his	will?”	Tony	asked	Kelden.
“No.	He	mentioned	it	in	his	note.”
“He	left	a	note?”
“Yes.	Didn't	I	-?	I'm	sorry	–	I	guess	I	forgot	to	tell	you.	He	addressed	it	to

me,	because	he	thought	Michael	was	dead.	I	let	Marcus	Petrusko	have	it	for	their
investigation.”

“What	was	in	it?”
Kelden	glanced	at	Paige.	“Well	.	.	.	he	said	some	things	that	he	.	.	.	well,	he

was	hurt.”
“He	mentioned	me?”	When	Kelden	didn't	answer,	she	asked,	“What	did	he

say?”
“It's	not	really	important.”
“Kel,	don't	protect	me.	I	won't	break.	I	knew	something	had	come	between

us.	If	he	said	anything	that	helps	me	understand	why,	I	think	I	deserve	to	know.”
Kelden	took	a	deep	breath.	“He	thought	you	were	taking	us	all	away	from

him.	 I	honestly	don't	 think	he	disliked	you	as	a	person.	 I	know	he	 really	 liked
you	at	first.	I	think	he	thought	you	were	actually	too	good	for	me.	It's	just	–	he
resented	the	influence	you	and	God	had	on	us.”

Paige	sighed.	“I	was	afraid	it	was	something	like	that.	I'm	sorry.”
Michael	reached	over	and	squeezed	her	hand.	“It	wasn't	your	fault.	You	did

your	best	with	him.	We	both	did.	It	just	wasn't	going	to	happen.”
Paige	 squeezed	 his	 hand	 in	 return,	 then	 asked	Kelden,	 “What	 else	 did	 he

say?”
“A	lot	of	things	about	not	wanting	to	move	away	and	start	somewhere	else

and	about	not	wanting	to	die	of	AIDS.	I'll	 let	you	all	see	it	when	I	get	 it	back.
But	he	said	he	was	leaving	this	house	and	the	Van	Duyn	Building	and	Cervenka
Construction	to	me,	and	the	Penthouse	to	Tony.	But	 that	was	before	Michael	–
came	back.	Everything	really	should	go	to	you,”	he	said	to	Michael.

“No.”	Michael	shook	his	head.	“I've	got	my	own	business	to	run,	and	I	don't
know	a	thing	about	construction.	If	you	don't	want	the	building,	I	think	I	could



take	 that	 on,	 but	 I	won't	 fight	 you	 for	 the	 house.	Although	 I'd	 appreciate	 it	 if
you'd	let	me	stay	here	until	I	can	find	my	own	place.	And,	if	you	decide	to	keep
the	building,	if	you	wouldn't	raise	my	rent	right	away!”

“Michael	-!”
“No,	Kel.	If	he	hadn't	changed	his	will,	I'd've	ended	up	with	a	lot	of	stuff	I

wouldn't	know	what	to	do	with,	and	would	probably	have	ended	up	putting	most
of	it	on	the	market	anyway.	It's	just	as	well	it	goes	to	you.”

“Okay,”	Kelden	agreed	reluctantly.	“But	 there's	still	a	 lot	here.	Did	he	say
anything	in	the	will	about	that?”

Michael	rubbed	his	jaw.	“I	didn't	handle	the	will,	so	I	don't	know	the	details.
Actually,	 I	 think	 he	 named	 you	 executor,	 so	 you	 won't	 really	 know	 until	 it's
probated.	Until	then,	this	is	all	subject	to	change.	But	from	what	we	discussed,	I
know	Tony	gets	the	truck	and	you	get	the	weight	set,	and	pretty	much	everything
else	is	divided	equally	between	the	two	of	you.”

“He	didn't	say	anything	about	his	family?”
“He	did	talk	about	setting	up	a	couple	of	accounts,	one	for	his	brother	and

one	for	his	son	when	he	turns	18,	assuming	they	can	locate	him,	so	they	can	go
to	 college.	Other	 than	 that,	 nothing.	He	must've	 expected	 his	 father's	 reaction,
because	he	never	talked	about	them.”

Another,	 longer	 silence	 was	 broken	 only	 by	 the	 drone	 of	 another	mower
starting	somewhere	up	the	street.	Then	Tony	cleared	his	throat,	straightened,	and
looked	at	Kelden.

“Bién”	he	said	briskly,	“it	looks	to	me,	mi	amigo,	like	you	have	for	yourself
a	house.	So	it	is	to	you.	What	do	we	do	with	David's	things?”

“Jeez,	 I	don't	know!”	Kelden	passed	a	hand	over	his	 face	and	 through	his
hair.	 It	 felt	 a	 little	 oily,	 and	 he	 suddenly	 wanted,	 more	 than	 anything	 else,	 a
shower.	“I	guess	all	his	clothes	and	shit	like	that	we	should	just	bring	down	here.
He's	got	boxes	in	the	garage	from	when	we	moved	in;	we	can	put	'em	in	those.
His	papers,	I	guess	we	can	pile	on	the	dining	room	table	until	I	get	a	chance	to
go	through	those,	see	if	there's	anything	that	needs	to	be	taken	care	of.”

“I	can	help	with	that,”	offered	Michael.
“I	was	 going	 to	 ask	 you.	Thanks.	Oh,	wait	 a	minute.	 I	 forgot	 –	 you'll	 be

living	here.	Do	you	want	that	mess	in	here?”
“We've	got	to	do	it,”	shrugged	Michael.	“All	I	need	is	my	office,	a	bedroom,

and	some	kitchen	space.”
“All	right.”	Kelden	stood.	“I'll	go	get	the	boxes.”
“I'll	go	with	you,”	said	Paige.
“Thanks.”
“I	will	start	collecting	his	clothes,”	Tony	volunteered.



“And	 I'll	 start	 on	 his	 papers,”	 Michael	 added.	 “He	 kept	 everything	 in	 a
cabinet	in	my	office.”

“Great.	 Let's	 do	 it.”	 Kelden	 headed	 for	 the	 garage,	 Paige	 in	 tow,	 and
Michael	 started	 for	 the	 stairs.	 Only	 Tony	 remained	 motionless	 until	 Kelden
passed.	Then	he	reached	out	and	stopped	him.

“I	do	not	know	if	this	is	the	time	to	ask,”	he	said,	“but	will	you	be	coming
back	to	the	Penthouse?”

“Oh,	Lord!”	Kelden	exclaimed.	“I'd	forgotten	about	that!”
“Esta	 bién,	 do	 not	 worry,	mi	 amigo,	 everything,	 it	 has	 changed.	 You	 are

welcome.”
“Thanks.”	Kelden	glanced	at	Paige,	who	was	watching	without	expression.

“But	 I	don't	 think	 I'd	better.	You're	 right,	 everything	has	 changed.	And	 if	 I	 go
back	to	the	Penthouse,	one	of	us	will	have	to	sleep	on	the	couch.	Here,	at	least,
I'll	have	my	own	bedroom.	If	Michael	doesn't	mind	a	housemate.”

“Housemate?”	 Michael	 appeared,	 carrying	 his	 first	 armful	 of	 papers.
“Who's	moving	in?”

“I	am,”	grinned	Kelden.	“If	you'll	have	me.”
“It's	your	house.	But	I	thought	you	were	living	–	ah!	Of	course!	Yes,	I	guess

it	would	be	better	if	you	were	to	move	in	here.	Which	bedroom	do	you	want?”
“You	don't	mind?”
“I'll	be	looking	for	my	own	place	right	away	anyway.	You	want	the	master

suite?”
“I	don't	know	.	 .	 .	 .”	Kelden	hedged.	“That	was	where	 .	 .	 .	 .”	He	stopped,

unwilling	to	remember	the	last	night	David	had	spent	there.
Michael	shrugged.	“I	can	stay	in	there,	if	you	want	one	of	the	other	rooms.

All	my	clothes	are	already	there	as	it	is.”
“Yeah.	That'd	be	fine.”
“Great.	You	need	help	moving	in?”
“I	don't	think	so.	Paige	has	helped	me	enough	times	that	we've	got	it	down

to	a	science.”
“All	right.	But	that	reminds	me	–	Tony,	you	might	want	to	wait	on	David's

things.	I	don't	want	you	accidentally	packing	some	of	mine.”
“Ah,	si.	Tú	 tienes	 la	 razón.	 I	will	 help	you	downstairs,	 and	 then	you	will

help	me	upstairs,	si?”
“Si.”	Michael	deposited	his	load	on	the	table,	then	he	and	Tony	headed	back

downstairs	as	Kelden	and	Paige	approached	the	door	to	the	garage.
“Are	 you	 all	 right?”	 Paige	 murmured	 as	 Kelden	 hesitated,	 not	 quite

touching	the	door.
Kelden	nodded	and	firmly	grasped	the	knob.	The	door	swung	open.



The	garage	was	as	the	police	had	left	it,	with	the	mower	and	ladder	moved
to	one	side.	The	boxes	Kelden	wanted	were	stacked	against	 the	back	wall;	 the
paramedics	 had	 knocked	 a	 few	 down	 while	 removing	 David's	 body.	 Paige
gathered	 these	 while	 Kelden	 slowly	 returned	 the	 mower	 and	 ladder	 to	 their
original	spots.	Then	he	joined	her.	There	was	no	other	sign	anywhere	of	David's
last	moments.	No	bullet	hole	pierced	the	roof	or	wall;	no	blood	spatter	speckled
the	floor.	The	place	of	David's	death	showed	the	least	evidence	of	his	life.	This
could	have	been	anyone's	garage	on	any	spring	day	–	except	that	it	felt	unusually
cold.	Kelden	quickly	chose	 the	boxes	he	wanted,	and	he	and	Paige	returned	 to
the	house.

They	 finished	gathering	 the	 remnants	of	David's	 life	 in	 the	 late	afternoon.
Half	of	it	rested	in	boxes	on	the	living	room	floor;	half	 in	stacks	on	the	dining
table.	 Kathy	 pulled	 up	 in	 the	 van	 and	 Jordan	 in	 the	 truck.	 He	 parked	 in	 the
garage,	 choosing	 by	 chance	 the	 side	 David	 had	 used.	 When	 he	 came	 in,	 he
seemed	pale.

“Are	you	all	right,	man?”	Kelden	asked.
“Yeah.	 It	 was	 –	 rougher	 than	 I	 thought.	 I'm	 glad	 Kathy	 was	 there.”	 He

extended	the	keys	to	Kelden,	who	shook	his	head.
“The	truck	goes	to	Tony,”	he	explained.
Jordan	handed	the	keys	to	Tony.	“I	couldn't	get	the	back	window	completely

clean,”	he	apologized.	“There's	blood	in	the	cracks.”
“Gracias.	It	is	all	right.	The	window,	I	will	have	to	replace	it	anyway.”
“What's	next?”	asked	Kelden.
“I	 don't	 think	we	 should	 do	 anything	 else	 until	 the	will	 is	 read,”	Michael

advised.	“In	case	of	special	instructions	or	provisions	in	it.”
“We	just	leave	everything	as	it	is,	then?”	asked	Paige.
“If	Kel	can	live	with	it,	I	can,”	replied	Michael.
“Yeah.”	Kelden	looked	around.	“I	suppose	so.”
Silence	 fell.	 The	 immediate	 needs	 were	met,	 but	 while	 they	 weren't	 sure

they	wanted	to	stay	in	the	house,	neither	did	they	want	to	part	with	each	other.
“What	now?”	Paige	asked	at	last.	“Do	we	get	you	moved	in	here?”
“Yeah.”	Kelden	sighed.	“I	guess	we	should.	Will	you	have	enough	room	in

the	van,	though?”
“If	you'll	stop	at	the	apartment,”	offered	Kathy,	“I'll	get	my	car.”
“I'm	afraid	my	motorcycle	won't	be	much	help,”	said	Jordan.
“And	we	 had	 to	 sell	my	 car	 to	 cover	 the	medical	 expenses	my	 insurance

didn't,”	said	Michael.	“We	weren't	expecting	me	to	use	it	again.”
“Do	you	want	me	to	bring	the	truck?”	asked	Tony.
“Well,	you	could.”	Kelden	was	hesitant.



“I	 don't	 think	 it'll	 be	 necessary.”	 Jordan	was	 firm.	 “I'll	 go	 in	 the	 car	with
Kathy,	and	we	can	take	you	with	us,	Tony.”

“You	guys	take	the	car,”	smiled	Paige.	“I	have	plenty	of	room	in	the	van	for
Michael	and	Tony.”

“You're	sure?”	asked	Jordan.
“Positive.	 I'll	 drop	you	and	Kathy	off,	 and	we	can	meet	 at	 the	Penthouse.

Can	we	all	park	in	front?”
“Absolutely,”	Kelden	assured	her.	“No	one	else'll	be	there	today.”
“Okay.”	Paige	accepted	her	keys	from	Kathy	and	headed	for	the	door.
“Paige?	Hang	on	for	a	minute,	will	you?”	Kelden	said.
As	everyone	else	left,	Paige	asked,	“Are	you	all	right?”
Kelden	smiled.	“You	keep	asking	me	that.”
“I'm	concerned	for	you.”
“Well,	I'll	be	fine.	I	was	just	wondering	what	you	were	up	to.”
“What	do	you	mean?”
“Are	you	trying	to	put	Kathy	and	Jordan	together?”
“Um	–	is	it	that	obvious?”
“Well,	you're	not	the	most	subtle	of	matchmakers.”
“I	guess	I	just	don't	have	enough	practice.”
“I	guess	not.	But	why'd	you	decide	on	them?”
“Actually,	 I	 didn't,”	 Paige	 confessed.	 “And	 I'm	not	 really	matchmaking.	 I

didn't	 even	know	Jordan	until	 the	 last	 couple	days.	You	never	mentioned	him.
All	 I	knew	was	he	appeared	 in	Michael's	 room,	announced	he	was	a	 friend	of
yours,	and	said	he	wanted	to	pray	for	Michael.	Which,	by	itself,	was	more	than	a
little	confusing.”

“I'll	bet!	So	what's	with	sending	them	off	on	their	own?”
“Well,	they	just	met	each	other	yesterday,	but	after	he	left	last	night,	Kathy

admitted	she	likes	him.	And	he	seems	to	like	her	a	lot,	too.	So	I	just	thought	I'd
give	them	a	chance.”

“I'm	glad.”
“You	are?”
“Sure!	Jordan's	really	a	nice	guy.	Amazingly	nice.	Kathy	deserves	someone

like	 him.	And	 it'd	 be	 refreshing	 to	 see	 something	 good	 come	 out	 of	 knowing
me.”

“Now	quit	 it!”	Paige	 slapped	him	 lightly	on	 the	arm.	“I've	gotten	a	 lot	of
good	out	of	knowing	you!”

“Mm.	Not	as	much	as	I've	gotten	out	of	knowing	you.	Paige,	I	need	to	ask
you	something.”

“They're	waiting	for	us.”



“I	 know.	But	 this	 is	 the	 first	 chance	 I've	 had	 to	 talk	 to	 you	 alone	 since	 –
everything	 started	 happening.	 And	 it	 may	 be	 the	 last	 chance	 we	 have	 for	 a
while.”

“Okay.	Shoot.”
“Um.	 .	 .	 .”	Despite	his	 insistence	on	 talking,	Kelden	hesitated.	“Paige	 .	 .	 .

what	we	talked	about	the	other	night	at	your	apartment.	.	.	.”
“We	talked	about	a	lot	of	things,”	she	replied	cautiously.
“I	mean,	about	us.”
“Yes.”
“Do	you	–	do	you	still	feel	the	same	way?”
“More	so,”	she	said	quietly.	“Why?	Have	you	changed	your	mind?”
“What?	No!	Not	at	all!	I	just	–	well,	I	don't	know	any	other	way	to	say	this,

but	–	will	you	marry	me?”
“Yes.”
“You	will?”
“Yes.”	Paige	smiled	and	held	up	her	hand.	“But.	.	.	.”
“I'm	not	sure	I	like	the	sound	of	that	word.	But	what?”
“Can	we	wait	at	least	a	few	months?	You'll	be	going	through	a	lot,	getting

used	 to	 being	 a	Christian.	 I	wanted	 to	 invite	 you	 to	 a	 recovery	 group	 I	 go	 to,
Celebrate	 Recovery.	 It's	 a	 12-step	 program,	 based	 in	 Christianity,	 that's	 really
helped	me	in	all	areas.	And	I'll	be	going	through	a	 lot,	 too,	getting	used	to	 the
idea	of	being	married!	Kel,	I	gotta	be	honest	–	I	love	you,	but	the	idea	of	being
with	a	man	still	terrifies	me.	I	still	have	a	lot	of	healing	to	do.”

Kelden	nodded.	“I	understand.	And	you're	right,	I	need	to	get	a	lot	of	stuff
straight	in	my	own	mind.	I	don't	want	us	to	go	the	way	Vicki	and	I	or	Beth	and	I
did.	But	it's	not	gonna	be	easy	waiting.”

“I	know.”
“Meanwhile	–	would	you	mind?	There's	something	I've	been	wanting	to	do

since	the	first	time	we	met.”
“Yes.”	She	smiled	and	reached	for	him.	“This	time	it's	right.”
Kelden	felt	almost	shy,	almost	like	a	teenager	on	his	first	date.	She	trembled

slightly	as	he	gathered	her	to	him.	She	tilted	her	face	up	and	he	kissed	her	gently,
first	on	the	forehead,	then	the	nose,	and	finally,	on	the	lips.	He	was	careful	not	to
push.	He'd	done	 it	 this	way	before	–	holding	himself	 back	 at	 first,	 proceeding
slowly	 and	 cautiously.	 The	 most	 recent	 time	 had	 been	 with	 Laurie.	 In	 those
situations,	he'd	acted	with	calculation,	meticulously	planning	how	to	manipulate
his	partner	 into	his	bed.	This	 time,	he	 thought	of	nothing	but	how	best	 to	 treat
Paige,	how	to	respect	her	fears	and	needs,	how	to	keep	from	further	frightening
her.	At	that	moment,	all	he	wanted	was	to	make	her	happy.



They	stood,	wrapped	in	each	other,	until	the	door	opened.	“You	guys	gonna
be	 in	 here	 all	 -”	 began	 Kathy.	 Then	 her	 eyes	 adjusted,	 and	 she	 exclaimed,
“Whoops!	Sorry!”

“That's	 okay,”	 grinned	 Paige,	 leaning	 away	 from	Kelden.	 “We'll	 be	 right
there.”

“Right.”	Kathy	backed	quickly	out.
Kelden	grimaced	as	the	door	closed.	“You	think	we	upset	her?”
“I	 doubt	 it.	 I	 think	 she	 knew	 it	 was	 coming.	We	 haven't	 talked	 about	 it,

though.	Come	on,	before	they	carry	us	out.”
Kelden	laughed	and	they	left	the	house	together.	He	put	his	arm	around	her

as	he	walked	her	to	the	van.	This	time	she	didn't	protest.
He	 arrived	 at	 the	Van	Duyn	Building	well	 before	 Paige	 or	Kathy.	 He	 let

himself	 in,	 then	 stopped	 as	 he	 saw	 the	 door	 to	 Cervenka	 Construction.	 He
wondered	 if	 Jeani	 or	 any	 of	 David's	 crew	 had	 heard	 yet.	 Kelden	 had	 found
David's	office	keys	on	his	bedside	table;	he	used	them	now	to	open	the	door.	His
footsteps	 echoed,	 and,	 somewhere	 in	 the	walls,	 a	 pipe	 faintly	 clanked.	 Jeani's
computer	 was	 shrouded,	 her	 desk	 carefully	 straightened,	 the	 file	 cabinets	 and
other	 furniture	 equally	 neat.	 The	 door	 to	 David's	 inner	 office	 was	 closed.
Cervenka	Construction	was	 far	more	silent	and	empty	 than	1903	Brisbane,	yet
here,	 more	 than	 at	 the	 house,	 Kelden	 felt	 David's	 presence.	 He	 shivered.	 He
quickly	 found	paper,	marker,	and	 tape,	and	wrote,	“David	Cervenka	died	early
Saturday	morning.	 Services	will	 be	Monday,	May	 4,	 at	 7	 p.m.	 at	 the	Wesley-
Ingersoll	 funeral	 home.	 The	 offices	 of	 Cervenka	 Construction	 will	 be	 closed
until	Monday,	May	 11.	 For	 further	 information,	 call	 Kelden	 Scott	 or	Michael
Bachman.”	He	added	their	phone	numbers,	neatened	the	drawers	he'd	disturbed,
and	took	the	sign	and	taped	it	to	the	outer	door.	He	was	relocking	it	as	the	others
walked	into	the	building.	Without	a	word,	Kelden	led	them	upstairs.

The	move	went	 a	 lot	 faster	 than	 anticipated.	 Tony	 and	 Jordan	 had	 gotten
more	 boxes	 out	 of	 the	 garage	 while	 Kelden	 and	 Paige	 were	 occupied;	 they
brought	 these	up	and	soon	had	everything	of	Kelden's	 that	would	 fit	 crammed
into	them.	Kelden	didn't	bother	folding	his	clothing	–	which	horrified	Kathy	and
even	made	 Paige	wince	 a	 bit	 –	 but	 just	 tossed	 them	 from	 the	 dresser	 and	 the
wardrobe	straight	 into	 the	boxes.	They	soon	had	a	steady	parade	going	up	and
down	the	stairs	and	were	on	their	way	back	to	the	house	within	an	hour.

The	 streetlights	 were	 on	 and	 the	 western	 sky	 a	 deep	 crimson	 when	 they
pulled	into	the	driveway.	They	unloaded	the	vehicles,	then	gathered	again	in	the
living	room.	They	still	weren't	anxious	to	go	their	separate	ways,	and	Kelden	and
Michael	 showed	no	 inclination	 to	chase	 them	out.	So	 they	ordered	pizzas,	 and
sat	 and	 talked	 quietly	 and	 didn't	 look	 at	 the	 boxes	 stacked	 against	 the	 wall.



Kelden	sought	Paige's	hand	several	 times,	and	Kathy	and	Jordan	spent	a	 lot	of
time	talking	and	laughing	together.

Finally,	 though,	Paige	 looked	 at	 her	watch	 and	 stood.	 “I	 have	 to	 go,”	 she
said	apologetically.	“I've	lost	too	much	time	at	work	as	it	 is,	so	I'd	better	go	in
early	tomorrow.”

“And	 I've	 got	 an	 8	 o'clock	 class,”	 added	 Jordan.	 He	 and	 Kathy	 stood
together.

Tony	sighed	and	stood	again.	“Yo	también.	Could	I	have	a	ride	with	one	of
you?”

“I'll	take	you,”	Paige	offered.
“Gracias.”
“Do	you	want	us	back	here	tomorrow	afternoon?”	asked	Jordan.
Kelden	glanced	at	Michael,	then	said,	“I	don't	think	so.	We	can	handle	it.”
“What	time	should	we	be	there	tomorrow?”	asked	Kathy.
“Well,	I	need	to	be	there	early,”	Michael	replied,	“but	whenever	you	make	it

will	 be	 fine.	 And	 if	 anyone	 wants	 to	 say	 anything	 at	 the	 service,	 just	 let	 me
know.”

“If	it	is	all	right,”	Tony	said,	“I	would	like	to	provide	the	music.”
“That	would	be	wonderful.	Thank	you.”
They	 chatted	 for	 a	 few	 minutes	 more,	 then	 the	 others	 left.	 Kelden	 and

Michael	watched	them	leave,	then	went	back	in	to	clean	up.

Paige	leaned	toward	Kelden.	“Come	on,”	she	said	quietly.	“Let's	go
break	down	some	walls.”
Together,	hand	in	hand,	they	walked	up	the	aisle.
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Chapter	15
Kelden	 had	 no	 desire	 to	 go	 into	work	 the	 next	 day,	 but	Michael	 insisted,

saying	 he	 could	 work	 on	 David's	 papers	 better	 alone.	 So	 Kelden	 drove	 to
AgriState.	 As	 soon	 as	 he	 got	 there,	 he	 notified	Nicolette	 of	 his	 latest	 address
change,	 explaining	 why	 and	 warning	 her	 that	 it	 might	 not	 be	 permanent.	 He
accepted	her	condolences	and	went	to	his	desk.

He	thought	of	David	 less	frequently	as	 the	day	progressed.	At	first	he	felt
guilty.	 He	 should	 be	 spending	 the	 day	 mourning	 his	 friend,	 not	 playing	 with
numbers.	But	the	alternative	was	to	mope	around	the	house,	getting	in	Michael's
way	and	digging	himself	 into	a	deep	depression	 that	would	 likely	end	 in	a	bar
someplace.	And	with	Paige	in	his	life	at	last,	he	didn't	want	to	screw	things	up	by
falling	back	into	his	old	habits.

That	was	 another	 thing,	 though.	How	could	he	 launch	 an	 engagement	 the
very	 weekend	 David	 died,	 and	 to	 a	 woman	 by	 whom	 David	 felt	 threatened?
What	right	did	he	have	to	any	happiness?	His	friend	was	dead!	He	pushed	back
from	his	desk,	pressed	his	fist	hard	against	his	forehead,	and	squeezed	his	eyes
shut.	He	 hadn't	 done	much	 praying	 since	 the	 hospital;	 he'd	 felt	 uncomfortable
whenever	 he	 tried.	But	 now	he	 cried	 out	 silently,	God,	what's	 going	 on	 here?
Why'd	you	give	me	Paige	and	take	David	away?	How	can	I	be	happy	with	her
when	he's	not	here?	He's	the	one	who	deserved	happiness,	not	me!	I've	screwed
up	my	life	and	everyone	else's,	too;	why	should	I	be	happy?

He	suddenly	 felt	 the	urge	 to	 call	Paige,	but	hesitated.	Hadn't	 she	 said	 she
was	behind	 at	 her	own	 job?	He	went	 ahead	 and	dialed	her	number	 anyway.	 It
wouldn't	hurt	just	to	say	“Hi”.

“What's	up?”	Her	smile	was	in	her	voice.



“Nothing	much,”	he	 replied	 lightly.	 “I	 just	wanted	 a	 friendly	voice.	Am	 I
interrupting	anything?”

“Not	at	all	–	I	needed	a	break.	You	having	trouble	at	work?”
“Oh,	no,	 it's	 just	 that	–	well,	 I've	been	 thinking.”	And	despite	himself,	his

doubts	spilled	out.
“I've	 been	 feeling	 some	 of	 the	 same	 things,”	 Paige	 admitted	 when	 he'd

finished.	“We're	all	going	to	miss	David.	Those	who	were	closer	to	him	will	miss
him	the	rest	of	their	lives.	But	those	lives	do	go	on.	We	still	have	to	eat	and	sleep
and	work.	And	we'll	still	fall	in	love	and	marry.	I	got	to	know	him	enough	that
I'm	 sure	 David	 wouldn't	 want	 you	 to	 put	 your	 own	 life	 on	 indefinite	 hold
because	his	is	over.”

“No,”	 sighed	Kelden,	 “you're	probably	 right.	 I	 just	 feel	 I'm	betraying	him
by	being	so	happy.	Or	that	God	somehow	got	His	wires	crossed,	that	I	should've
been	dead	and	David	should've	found	love	and	been	happy.”

“Well,	David	should	have	been	happy.	And	so	should	you.	God	doesn't	base
His	love	for	us	on	our	merits.	Otherwise	we'd	all	lose	it	at	some	time	or	another.
But	it	all	comes	down	to	choices.	You	made	a	choice	to	live.	David	didn't.”

“But	David	didn't	choose	to	die	–	it	was	forced	on	him.”
“No.	 His	 family	 and	 the	 vandalism	 made	 his	 choice	 that	 much	 more

difficult,	 but	 it	 still	 was	 his	 choice.	 You've	 got	 to	 remember,	 he	 was	 making
choices	 and	 decisions	 all	 along	 the	way,	 not	 just	 that	 final	 one	 in	 the	 garage.
From	the	moment	he	opted	to	pursue	his	first	gay	encounter	–	even	the	decisions
he'd	made	long	before	that	–	they	all	worked	together	in	a	slow	and	subtle	way.
Each	choice,	no	matter	how	tiny,	made	the	next	one	that	much	easier	or	harder.
All	those	years	of	choices	were	in	that	pickup	truck	with	him	Saturday	morning
when	he	made	the	final	one.”

Kelden	 let	 that	 sink	 in,	 then	 said,	 “But	what	 about	me?	 I	made	 far	more
horrendous	choices	than	he	did,	all	through	my	life.	Yet	I'm	being	rewarded	with
eternal	life	and	the	girl	of	my	dreams.”

“Am	I	really	the	girl	of	your	dreams?”
“You	are.”
There	was	 silence	 on	 the	 other	 end,	 then	Paige	 said,	 “Nobody's	 ever	 said

that	to	me.	Ever.	It	feels	good,	but	I	can't	help	feeling	I	don't	deserve	it.”
“See?	You're	feeling	it,	too!”
“Yes.	 I	am.	But	 that	doesn't	change	anything.	You	made	some	horrendous

choices,	 and	 so	 did	 I.	And	 here	 I	 am,	 in	 the	 same	 place	 as	 you.	Actually,	 it's
probably	more	a	shock	to	me,	because	I'd	long	ago	accepted	that	I	would	never
be	 loved	 by	 any	 man	 on	 this	 earth.	 Yet	 I'm	 right	 where	 I	 thought	 it	 was
impossible	for	me	to	ever	be.”



“So	how	did	we	get	here?”
“The	love	of	God,	and	our	own	choices.	We	both	came	so	close	to	dying	in

our	lives.	I	never	tried	to	kill	myself,	but	I	had	more	than	one	person	try	to	do	it
for	me.	And	you	were	almost	there	Friday	night.”

“But	 I	didn't	choose	 to	stop.	 I'd	be	at	 the	bottom	of	 the	 lake	 if	you	hadn't
jumped	in	front	of	me.”

“No,	 that's	 true.	That's	where	my	 choice	 influenced	your	actions.	 But	 you
still	made	 your	 own	 decisions	 afterwards,	 especially	 in	 the	 hospital	when	 you
turned	control	of	your	life	over	to	Jesus.	That's	the	ultimate	difference	between
you	and	David.	That's	the	only	reason	he	didn't	have	the	happiness	you	think	he
deserved	and	you	have	the	happiness	you	think	you	don't	deserve.	Neither	of	you
deserved	it	on	your	own.	Neither	did	Michael,	or	Jordan,	or	Tony,	or	Kathy,	or
me.	 God	 wanted	 us	 to	 have	 that	 happiness	 just	 because	 He	 loves	 us.	We	 all
accepted	what	God	wanted	to	give	us.	David	didn't.	I	don't	want	to	sound	cold,
but	 that's	 what	 it	 came	 down	 to.	 He	 didn't	 want	 God,	 but	 he	 couldn't	 see
anywhere	else	to	get	that	happiness,	so	he	chose	not	to	live	without	it.”

Kelden	 thought	 a	 moment,	 then	 asked,	 “Why	 didn't	 He	 intervene	 with
David	the	way	He	did	with	me,	sending	you	to	me?”

“I	 think	He	 tried	many	 times.	He	 tried	 to	use	me	and	Michael.	 I	 think	He
wanted	to	use	you	Friday	night,	but	you	hadn't	let	Him	into	your	own	life	yet,	so
He	couldn't	work	through	you	for	David	the	way	He	did	through	me	for	you.”

“Great.	 So	 if	 I'd	 become	 a	 Christian	 before	 I	 left	 your	 apartment,	 David
would	still	be	alive?”

“No!	Not	at	all!	I'm	just	saying	that	was	one	possibility!	He	might	still	have
killed	 himself,	 just	 later.	 He	 was	 still	 under	 a	 lot	 of	 stress,	 facing	 a	 lot	 of
potential	pain.	 I'm	 just	 saying	 it	was	ultimately	David's	 choice.	Not	yours,	not
mine,	 not	 even	 God's.	 David's.	 He	 made	 his	 decision,	 and	 you	 can't	 let	 that
sidetrack	your	own	 life.	 I'm	pretty	sure	 if	he	were	here,	he'd	 tell	you	 the	same
thing.”

Kelden	sighed.	“I	guess.	So	why	is	it	every	time	I've	decided	I'm	scum,	and
I've	worked	up	a	good	self	hatred,	you	come	along	and	spoil	it	all?”

“Because	I	love	you.	You're	stuck	with	it,	so	you	might	as	well	enjoy	it.”
“I	do.	Very	much.”
“Good.	Do	you	want	me	to	stop	by	on	the	way	to	the	visitation?”
“No,	that's	all	right.	I'll	meet	you	there.	Or	I	can	come	by	for	you.”
“I'd	like	that.	What	time?”
“How	about	6:15?”
“I'll	be	ready.”
“I	love	you.”



“I	love	you,	too.”
He	hung	up	feeling	much	better.
Kelden	 left	work	 early.	He	 didn't	 yet	 know	what	 he	wanted	 to	 say	 in	 his

eulogy	and	was	hoping	to	take	some	time	to	think	about	it,	but	when	he	returned
to	the	house,	he	found	Michael	sitting	on	the	bench	of	David's	weight	set,	quietly
crying.	“It	was	supposed	to	be	me,”	he	said.	“It	was	supposed	to	be	me.”

Kelden	 knelt	 and	 touched	 his	 shoulder,	 then	 gathered	 him	 to	 himself	 and
comforted	 him	 the	 way	 he'd	 been	 comforted	 by	 Michael	 in	 the	 hospital.	 He
gently	repeated	his	conversation	with	Paige,	and	Michael	was	soon	able	to	take
him	up	to	the	dining	room	and	show	him	what	he'd	done.	Then	they	had	to	get
ready.	Kelden	showered	and	dressed	a	little	more	slowly	than	he	should.	He	felt
strange	putting	on	his	black	suit;	he	hadn't	worn	 it	 since	 the	divorce.	When	he
finished,	he	had	just	enough	time	to	call	the	orchestra	secretary	and	let	her	know
why	he,	Paige,	and	Kathy	would	be	missing	rehearsal.	He	still	hadn't	thought	of
what	he	wanted	to	say	at	the	visitation.

He	tried	to	work	up	a	speech	on	the	way	to	Paige's	apartment,	but	his	mind
kept	straying	to	her.	He	hadn't	felt	this	kind	of	anticipation	before	his	marriages
to	Vicki	or	Beth.	He	hadn't	originally	considered	keeping	the	Brisbane	property,
but	 suddenly	 he	 could	 see	 her	 there	 with	 him.	 He	 even	 began	 to	 envision
children,	 their	 children,	 something	 never	 considered	 even	 a	 possibility	 with
either	 of	 the	 other	 women.	 In	 fact,	 the	more	 he	 contemplated	 his	 future	 with
Paige,	the	more	he	felt	that	this	was	his	first	true	marriage.

Paige	was	stunning	in	black.	They	didn't	talk	much	on	the	way	over,	but	he
held	 her	 hand	 almost	 constantly.	 When	 they	 arrived	 at	 the	 funeral	 home,	 he
thought	he	might	find	a	quiet	room	where	he	could	work	on	what	he	wanted	to
say.	But	Tony	had	also	arrived	early,	so	Kelden	and	Paige	helped	him	set	up	his
keyboards	 in	 an	out-of-the-way	 corner	 –	 not	 that	Tony	 really	 needed	 the	help,
especially	 of	 two	 people,	 but	 none	 of	 them	 really	 wanted	 to	 be	 alone.	 Then
Michael	grabbed	Kelden	to	help	with	last-minute	preparations.	Since	it	was	to	be
a	closed-casket	service,	Michael	had	found	a	number	of	photographs	he	wanted
to	display	on	and	around	the	casket	and	among	the	flowers	that	filled	the	room.
Kelden	glanced	at	 the	cards.	Some	of	 the	names	he	didn't	 recognize,	but	many
were	 from	David's	co-workers	and	members	of	CIGLA.	He	saw	no	cards	with
the	name	“Cervenka”.

The	 room	 started	 filling	 shortly	 before	 seven.	 Jordan	 and	 Kathy	 arrived
together	and	stayed	together	 throughout	 the	evening.	Tony	sat	at	his	keyboards
and	 quietly	 improvised.	 There	 was	 no	 receiving	 line;	 Michael	 and	 Kelden
circulated	 among	 the	 mourners.	 Paige	 stayed	 close	 by,	 and	 Tony	 took	 brief,
frequent	breaks	to	join	them.



Kelden	was	surprised	how	calm	he,	Michael,	and	Tony	were.	Many	others
wept,	but	the	three	of	them	smiled	and	talked	about	David	and	comforted	those
who'd	come	to	say	goodbye.	The	short	memorial	service	was	set	for	8:30;	about
fifteen	minutes	 before	 that,	 Tony	 pressed	 a	 button	 on	 his	 console	 that	 started
playing	 back	 a	 piece	 stored	 in	 the	 keyboards'	memory.	He	 joined	 them	 as	 the
first	soft,	sorrowful	string	chords	crept	in,	murmuring	to	Kelden,	“I	hope	you	do
not	mind,	mi	amigo.	 I	 forgot	 about	 this	until	 I	was	on	my	way	over	 tonight.	 I
thought	it	would	be	fitting.”

Kelden	 listened	 and	 shivered.	 He'd	 forgotten,	 too,	 about	 the	 piece	 he'd
composed	back	in	January,	 the	night	he'd	 told	Paige	he	was	Tony's	 lover.	Only
four	months	ago.	“It's	perfect,”	he	said.

“What	is	it?”	asked	Paige.
Tony	answered	for	him.	“It	 is	a	piece	Kel	wrote	and	 left	 in	my	keyboards

one	night.”
“It's	beautiful,”	she	said	to	Kelden,	“but	it's	so	heartbreaking.”
“It's	how	I	felt	at	the	time,”	he	explained	quietly.	“It	was	right	after	the	new

year.	When	we	talked.”
“I	remember.”	Her	reply	was	equally	quiet.	“What's	it	called?”
“I	never	gave	it	a	name.	How	about	'Elegy'?”
“I	like	it.”
People	were	finding	seats.	Kelden	led	Paige	to	a	chair	in	the	front	row,	next

to	Tony	and	Michael.	As	 the	 last	of	 the	music	whispered	 into	silence,	Michael
stood,	walked	 to	 the	 front,	 faced	 the	 room,	 and	 unfolded	 a	 sheet	 of	 paper.	He
paused	to	organize	his	thoughts,	then	began.

“Thank	you	all	for	coming.	I'm	Michael	Bachman.	For	the	past	few	months,
I	was	David	Cervenka's	 housemate.	During	 that	 time,	 and	 a	 couple	 of	months
before	 that,	 I	was	also	his	 lover.”	He	paused,	allowing	the	word	to	sink	in.	No
one	 made	 a	 sound,	 but	 the	 atmosphere	 suddenly	 became	 tense.	 “David's
sexuality	 was	 something	 he	 kept	 hidden	 from	 all	 but	 his	 closest	 friends.	 I
suppose	a	case	could	be	made	for	keeping	 it	hidden	even	now.	But	David	was
fundamentally	an	honest	person.	His	decision	to	keep	quiet	was	born	of	the	fear
of	 what	 coming	 out	 would	 do	 to	 his	 career,	 his	 friendships,	 and	 the	 tenuous
remains	 of	 his	 family	 relationships.	 David	 was	 a	 very	 strong	 person,	 and	 his
fears	were	few.	But	this	one	controlled	him.	It	was	one	of	the	few	that	could.

“David	was	born	in	Red	Creek,	Indiana.	His	father,	Karl,	was	a	construction
worker;	his	mother,	Maureen,	a	homemaker.	He	was	the	oldest	of	three	children.
He	had	a	sister,	Annie,	who	died	when	David	was	ten,	and	a	brother,	Bill,	who
was	born	two	years	after	that,	when	David	was	twelve.	He	loved	his	little	brother
dearly,	 but	 didn't	 get	 along	with	 his	 father.	When	David	 came	 to	 Fell	 Park	 to



attend	Lincoln	State	University,	majoring	 in	microbiology,	 it	was	 a	 permanent
move.	 After	 he	 moved	 here,	 he	 married	 Jackie	 Pippin	 and	 had	 a	 son,	 David
junior.	That	marriage	ended	in	divorce.	And	along	the	way,	David	quit	LSU	to
become	a	contractor,	a	job	in	which	he	was	phenomenally	successful.

“And	 that's	 about	 all	 I	 know	of	 his	 life	 before	 I	met	 him.	He	 spoke	 very
little	about	his	past.	 I	 learned	some	of	 it	only	 today,	going	 through	his	papers.
Others	can	tell	you	better	than	I	can	of	the	David	I	never	knew.	He	was	already
the	 top	 local	 contractor	 when	 he	 came	 to	 me	 for	 legal	 advice,	 shortly	 after	 I
moved	here.	He'd	never	retained	a	lawyer	before	–	he	didn't	trust	them.	That	was
his	one	fault.”	He	smiled,	and	 the	 listeners	chuckled.	Their	 tension	eased.	“We
quickly	became	friends,	and	when	I	needed	a	bigger	office,	he	suggested	I	move
into	the	Van	Duyn	Building,	which	he'd	just	bought.	He	put	off	improvements	to
the	 rest	 of	 the	 building	 to	 get	my	 suite	 ready	 for	me.	 I	was	 impressed	 by	 his
willingness	to	do	something	like	that	for	someone	he	barely	knew.	I	learned	later
that	was	 just	 his	way.	He'd	 do	 anything	 for	 a	 friend,	with	 no	 thought	 of	 how
inconvenient	it	might	be	for	him.	He	genuinely	liked	people,	and	I	think	it	hurt
him	deeply	whenever	 someone	 treated	him	badly,	because	he	honestly	 thought
people	would	automatically	treat	him	the	way	he	treated	them.	I	think	the	brutal
realization	that	 this	 just	wasn't	 true	was	one	of	 the	things	that	ultimately	led	to
his	death.

“In	the	last	few	weeks,	David	and	I	suffered	a	lot	of	tension	between	us.	It
began	 when	 I	 was	 hospitalized	 with	 AIDS.	 Many	 of	 us	 are	 terrified	 of	 that
disease,	and	David	was	no	exception.	But	this	was	the	first	time	it	struck	so	close
to	home	for	him.	He	didn't	know	what	to	do	when	someone	so	close	was	going
through	something	he	had	dreaded	so	much.	And	some	of	the	things	happening
to	me	spiritually	just	added	to	his	confusion.	I	had	discovered	God	and	Jesus	to
be	 the	 source	of	 comfort	 and	peace	and	 forgiveness	 I	needed.	David	had	been
that	source	before	this,	and	I	think	he	felt	cut	out.	He	didn't	see	that	I	still	loved
him	deeply.	What	he	did	see	was	my	desire	to	give	what	was	left	of	my	life	to
God	 follow	 His	 commands	 as	 much	 as	 I	 was	 able.	 And	 because	 this	 meant
acknowledging	that	my	sexuality	was	against	God's	perfect	design	and	rejecting
it,	David	feared	I	would	turn	against	him.	I	tried	to	convince	him	this	wasn't	true,
that	 I	needed	him	and	 loved	him	as	much	as	ever,	 and	 that	 the	only	 thing	 this
changed	was	our	sex	life,	but	he'd	already	been	hurt	too	many	times	by	too	many
people.	When	he	was	told	I'd	died,	I	 think	that	was	one	rejection	too	many	for
him.	I	desperately	wish	he'd	been	there	when	God	sent	me	back	so	I	could've	had
one	more	chance	to	tell	him	how	much	God	and	I	loved	him.	But	it	didn't	turn
out	 that	way.	And	 I'm	going	 to	miss	 him,	more	 than	 I've	 ever	missed	 anyone.
And	no	matter	what	happens	to	me,	no	matter	where	God	takes	me,	I	think	I'll	be



a	little	less	complete	because	David's	not	here	to	share	it	with	me.”
Michael	wiped	his	eyes	and	returned	to	his	chair.	After	a	moment	in	which

nothing	but	sniffling	could	be	heard,	Tony	slowly	stood	and	turned	at	his	seat.
“I	am	Antonio	Garza,”	he	said.	“I	will	not	talk	very	long.	I	 just	wanted	to

say	that	I	felt,	in	many	ways,	closer	to	David	than	almost	anyone.	I,	too,	was	his
lover	for	a	short	time,	but	to	me,	he	was	much	more.	He	was	one	of	the	few	to
look	at	me	and	see,	not	an	immigrant,	not	a	Mexicano,	but	a	person	no	different
from	himself.	He	gave	to	me	the	chance	to	design	for	him	my	buildings	and	my
houses,	 and	 he	was	willing	 to	 help	me	 to	 see	my	dreams	become	 real.	 I	 have
made	 jokes	 about	becoming	 the	most	 famous	Mexican	 architect	 ever.	But	 if	 it
happens,	it	will	be	because	of	David.

“Michael	has	said	that	David	was	an	honest	man.	Si.	But	he	was	also	a	very
secret	man.	I	did	not	know	he	was	gay	for	months,	and	then	it	was	because	he
heard	I	was	bisexual.	I	did	not	even	know	of	his	college	life	until	a	year	ago.

“He	 was	 a	 secret	 man,	 si,	 but	 he	 was	 not	 a	 selfish	 man.	 He	 gave	 all	 of
himself	to	the	people	around	him,	and	held	only	to	himself	his	life.	He	wanted	to
control	it,	to	make	of	it	what	he	wanted.	I	think	that	is	why,	when	he	started	to
lose	control	and	could	not	give	it	to	God,	he	chose	to	take	it	himself.	That	was
the	last	bit	of	control	he	had.

“I	do	not	know	what	else	to	say.	I	am	angry	at	him.	I	suppose	this	is	not	the
time	to	say	such	things,	but	it	is	true.	A	few	years	ago	I	lost	a	friend	and	did	not
have	the	opportunity	to	say	to	him	goodbye.	I	promised	to	myself	that	that	would
never	again	happen.	And	now	I	am	burying	another	friend	to	whom	I	did	not	say
goodbye.	But	also	I	am	angry	because	I	have	seen	another	friend	who	has	been
destroyed	because	other	people,	they	could	not	say,	 'It	 is	all	right,	we	like	you,
you	do	not	have	to	be	like	us'.

“When	my	first	friend	died,	and	the	religious	people,	they	condemned	him
because	he	dared	to	 love	another	man,	I	decided	all	 religious	people	should	be
themselves	 condemned.	 But	 I	 have	 learned	 that	 not	 all	 Christians	 are	 like	 the
ones	I	once	knew.	I	have	met	people	I	think	who	are	the	real	Christians,	and	it	is
because	of	them	that	I,	too,	am	now	a	Christian.	But	it	does	not	change	the	fact
that	 David	 is	 now	 dead	 in	 part	 because	 of	 the	 self-righteous	 people	 who
condemned	him	 in	 the	name	of	God.	 I	have	 lost,	now,	 two	 friends,	and	 I	have
seen	a	lot	of	hate	because	of	them.	I	do	not	want	to	see	this	hate	any	more.	I	have
learned	that	God	is	a	God	of	 love.	Sometimes,	I	am	not	so	sure	about	some	of
the	people	who	say	they	love	Him.

“But	that,	 it	 is	not	important	now.	The	important	thing	is,	my	friend,	he	is
gone,	and	I	loved	him.	I,	too,	will	miss	him.”

Tony	sat.	Paige	 reached	over	and	squeezed	his	shoulder,	and	Tony	rubbed



her	hand.	“Lo	siento,”	he	murmured.
“It's	all	right,”	she	whispered.
Silence	descended	again.	Kelden	felt	it	was	his	turn,	but	he	still	didn't	know

what	he	wanted	to	say.	He	stood	anyway,	walked	to	the	front	where	Michael	had
stood,	and	 turned.	He	was	surprised;	 it	appeared	very	few	had	 left,	 if	any.	The
room	held	a	fair	sprinkling	of	strangers,	but	he	spotted	the	Morgansons	and	the
McGregors	and	several	others	from	the	neighborhood,	David's	entire	office	staff
and	 crew,	more	 than	 a	 few	CIGLA	members,	 and	 even	 a	 couple	 of	AgriState
people.	The	sight	of	Laurie	Pachis	jolted	him.	He	took	a	deep	breath,	thought	of
nothing	to	say,	and	decided	to	just	jump	into	it.

“For	 those	 of	 you	 who	 don't	 know	 me,	 I'm	 Kelden	 Scott.	 I	 think,	 of
everyone	here,	I	may	have	known	David	the	longest.	But	I	don't	know	if	I	knew
him	any	better	than	Tony	or	Michael	did.

“I	met	David	about	eleven	years	ago.	We	roomed	together	our	first	semester
at	LSU.	At	the	time,	he	was	an	overweight	hippy	with	a	steady	girlfriend	and	a
biology	major.”	He	smiled,	and	a	few	people	chuckled.	“But	I	lost	track	of	him
after	graduation.	I	moved	to	Chicago	and	screwed	up	my	life	for	a	while.	Then,
about	a	year	ago,	I	moved	back	down	here.	One	of	the	first	people	I	ran	into	was
David.	 He	 was	 celebrating	 his	 birthday.	 In	 fact	 –	 in	 fact,	 yesterday	 was	 his
birthday.”	He	stopped.	 It	had	been	only	a	year	since	he'd	 returned	 to	Fell	Park
with	 plans	 to	make	 an	 auspicious	 new	 life	 for	 himself.	 “He	would	 have	 been
twenty-nine	 yesterday.	 Do	 you	 know	 how	 unusual	 it	 is	 for	 someone	 to	 be
successful	before	 the	age	of	 thirty?	Most	of	us	would	be	 lucky	 to	have	half	of
what	David	had.	Yet,	here	we	are,	and	there	he	is.”	He	gestured	to	the	coffin.	“If
someone	 had	 told	me	 six	months	 ago	 that	 one	 of	 us	 would	 be	 there,	 the	 last
person	 I'd've	 guessed	would've	 been	David.	 I	was	 the	 temperamental	 one,	 the
angry	one,	 the	one	whose	life	was	out	of	control.	 I	was	 the	one	who	should've
been	 in	 that	 coffin.	 At	 least,	 that's	 what	 I	 would've	 predicted.	 But	 not	David.
David	was	 strong,	 David	was	 happy.	 Of	 us	 all,	 David	 knew	what	 he	wanted.
David	was	 in	control	of	his	destiny.	That	 just	shows	how	well	we	didn't	know
him.

“Tony	and	Michael	are	right	when	they	say	David	was	a	giving	person.	My
first	night	down	here,	he	handed	me	the	keys	to	the	Penthouse	because	I	didn't
have	a	place	to	stay.	He	was	open	with	everything,	except	himself.	Maybe	that's
why	he	and	I	became	close,	even	though	we	were	about	as	different	as	we	could
be.	Maybe	we	saw	in	each	other	that	part	of	ourselves	unwilling	to	let	others	get
close.	I	think	I	can	count	on	one	hand	those	of	us	that	were	really	close	to	him,
and	even	we	didn't	see	certain	things	about	him	till	the	end.	We	thought	of	him
as	an	easy-going	guy,	a	joker,	someone	who	could	get	really	angry,	but	got	over



it	quickly.	We	didn't	know	until	these	last	few	weeks	–	these	last	few	days,	even
–	how	much	anger	and	resentment	and	bitterness	and	fear	were	inside	him.

“I	learned	a	lot	about	David	the	last	few	days.	But	I	didn't	realize	until	after
he	was	gone	how	much	I	 learned	about	myself	 just	from	knowing	him.	I	came
down	here	expecting	to	get	my	life	 together.	Things	were	gonna	be	different.	I
was	gonna	be	different.	But	 then	 I	 ran	 into	David.	And,	 somehow,	 just	having
him	as	a	friend	again	began	uncovering	things	in	my	life.	He	challenged	a	lot	of
things	I	was	doing,	and	forced	me	to	question	why	I	was	doing	them.	And	then	I
discovered	he	was	gay,	and	I	had	to	examine	a	lot	of	my	beliefs	and	prejudices.
A	lot	has	happened	 to	me	 in	 the	 last	 twelve	months,	 things	I	could	never	have
anticipated,	things	that	have	changed	my	life	forever.	Some	things	happened	in
spite	 of	 David.	 He	 wanted	 nothing	 to	 do	 with	 Christianity,	 and	 here	 I	 am,	 a
Christian.	But	almost	everything	else	that's	happened	to	me,	almost	every	change
I've	made	in	my	thinking,	has	ties	somewhere	to	knowing	David.

And	now,	 he's	 gone.	 I'm	having	 a	 hard	 time	believing	 that.	Over	 the	 past
year,	we've	gotten	angry	and	frustrated	with	each	other.	But	I	could	always	count
on	 him,	 just	 like	 Tony	 and	 Paige,	 to	 be	my	 friend.	 Like	Michael	 and	 Tony,	 I
loved	him,	and	I'm	going	to	miss	him.”

Kelden	stopped	and	frowned	at	the	floor,	feeling	there	was	something	else
that	needed	to	be	said.	The	room	waited.	He	looked	up	at	the	Brisbane	neighbors
on	one	side,	and	the	CIGLA	members	on	the	other.	“I	was	–	confused	–	the	last
few	months,”	he	 continued,	 slowly.	 “When	 I	 learned	David	was	gay,	 and	 then
others	I'd	grown	to	trust	were	or	had	been	homosexual	or	bisexual,	I	had	to	face
my	own	feelings	and	beliefs.	I	discovered	I	had	an	ugly	streak	of	homophobia,
and	in	trying	to	deal	with	that,	I	went	too	far	the	other	direction.	I	also	learned	a
woman	 to	 whom	 I	 was	 deeply	 attracted	 was	 a	 born-again	 Christian,	 and	 I
discovered	 I	 was	 also	 –	well,	 I	 guess	 you	 could	 say	Christophobic.	 I	 tried	 to
reconcile	 these	 things	 and	 just	 got	 torn	 all	 over	 the	 place.	 I	 saw	 the	 way	 the
religious	right	and	the	gay	rights	activists	fought	each	other	at	the	Free	To	Love
rally	last	February.	And	I	heard	how	religious	people	had	treated	some	of	my	gay
and	lesbian	and	bisexual	friends,	and	I	heard	that	preacher	at	that	rally	condemn
them.	But	 I	 also	heard	how	some	Christians	had	helped	my	 friend	put	her	 life
back	 together	 when	 it	 was	 far	 worse	 than	 mine	 will	 ever	 be,	 and	 I	 met	 a
Christian	who	was	willing	to	get	 involved	and	get	me	out	of	 jail	when	I	was	a
stranger	 he	 thought	 had	 attacked	 him.	 And	 then	 this	 weekend	 I	 learned	 the
Christian	woman	I'd	fallen	in	love	with	knew	everything	about	me	and	was	still
willing	to	love	me	anyway.	And	I	saw	how	hatred	and	prejudice	killed	one	of	the
finest	men	I've	ever	known,	and	all	I	can	say	is,	why?	Why	does	it	have	to	be	this
way?



“I	 know	 I	 can't	 expect	 everything	 to	 happen	 overnight.	 And	 I	 know	 I'm
asking	for	some	pretty	drastic	changes	in	the	way	people	think	and	act.	I	know
it's	taken	me	a	year	just	to	get	to	this	point,	and	I	have	a	long,	long	way	to	go.
But	I've	seen	the	way	things	are,	and	I've	seen	a	little	of	the	way	things	could	be.
And	I've	seen	what	hate	and	prejudice	can	do.	We	have	 to	keep	David's	coffin
closed,	we	can't	even	look	at	him	one	last	time,	because	of	what	it	did	to	him.

“David	was	gay.	But	more	than	that,	David	was	a	person.	He	had	his	faults,
but	he	just	wanted	to	be	loved	and	accepted.	That's	all.	That's	all	any	of	us	want,
really.	 I	 know	now	 that	what	he	believed	 and	did	will	 separate	him	 from	God
forever,	but	why	did	he	have	to	go	through	hell	here	on	earth,	too?	Maybe	I	don't
have	 any	 right	 to	 talk	 after	 the	way	 I've	 treated	 other	 people	 in	 the	 past	 -”	 he
glanced	at	Laurie	and	Kathy	“-	and	maybe	I've	only	been	a	Christian	a	couple	of
days	and	don't	know	much	of	anything	about	it.	But	it	seems	to	me	God	is	 the
only	One	Who	has	the	right	to	judge	anybody,	whether	it's	me	or	David	or	any	of
you,	and	the	only	thing	we	have	the	right	to	do	is	try	to	love	each	other	and	help
each	other	find	the	truth.	And	maybe	some	of	us	will	miss	the	truth,	and	maybe
some	of	us	won't	like	it	when	we	see	it,	but	that's	between	us	and	God.”

He	 stopped	 and	 thought	 again.	 “I	 have	 a	 lot	 of	 trouble	 accepting	David's
death,”	he	finally	said.	“If	there	was	anyone	I	knew	who	showed	potential	for	a
successful	life,	except	maybe	Tony	or	Paige,	it	was	David.	I	can	think	of	at	least
a	 dozen	 others	 the	 world	 would	 be	 better	 off	 without,	 including	 me.	 But	 not
David.	David	should	have	lived.	Something	in	me	says	there	has	to	be	a	reason
for	him	to	die,	some	good	that	can	come	out	of	it.	But	the	only	thing	I	can	think
of	is	if	his	death	can	at	least	change	the	people	that	knew	him.	I'm	not	saying	that
everyone	who	sees	their	sexuality	as	different	has	to	conform	to	the	majority.	I'm
not	 saying	 that	 everyone	 has	 to	 become	 Christians.	 I'm	 not	 even	 saying	 the
Christians	have	to	stop	trying	to	talk	to	other	people.	All	I'm	saying	is,	can	we
just	 stop	 hating	 each	 other	 and	 start	 treating	 each	 other	 with	 a	 little	 respect,
before	someone	else	ends	up	like	David?

“Anyway,	 that's	all	 I	have	 to	 say.	 I'm	sorry	 if	 I	went	on	 too	 long	or	upset
anybody.	I	just	–	I	don't	know.	Michael?”

Michael	 rose	 and	 hugged	 Kelden.	 “You	 did	 fine,”	 he	 whispered.	 Kelden
nodded	 and	 sat,	 and	 Paige	 put	 her	 arm	 around	 him.	 He	 held	 her	 tight	 while
Michael	asked,	“Does	anyone	else	want	to	say	anything?”

No	 one	 moved.	 The	 atmosphere	 had	 once	 again	 become	 charged	 with
tension	 and	 apprehension.	 Michael	 looked	 around,	 waiting.	 When	 no	 one
seemed	inclined	to	respond,	he	licked	his	lips	and	took	a	breath.	But	before	he
could	speak,	a	chair	creaked	at	the	rear	of	the	room,	and	everyone	turned	to	see	a
rough	hewn,	 burly	man	 in	 his	 late	 fifties,	 awkward	 in	 his	 suit,	 standing	 in	 the



back	row,	his	hands	on	the	shoulders	of	an	attractive,	care-lined	woman	on	one
side	 of	 him	 and	 a	 teenaged	 boy	 on	 the	 other.	He	 cleared	 his	 throat,	 looked	 at
them,	then	back	up	at	Michael.	“Um	-”	he	hesitated.	The	woman	reached	up	and
patted	his	hand.	“I	ain't	much	of	one	for	talkin',”	he	said,	“but	my	name	–	um	–
my	name's	Karl	Cervenka.	Davy	–	David	 –	was	my	boy.	We	wasn't	 gonna	 be
here	 today.	 Leastways,	 I	 wasn't.	 But	 my	 youngest	 here,	 Bill,	 he	 idolized	 his
brother.	I	dunno	how	he	found	out	Davy	was	dead,	but	he	insisted	on	bein'	here,
and	 I	 just	 couldn't	 let	 him	 and	Maureen	 –	my	wife	 –	 Davy's	 mother	 –	 come
alone.	 I	 just	wanted	 to	 say	 –	well,	Davy	 and	me,	we	 didn't	 get	 along.	 I	 didn't
want	him	to	be	a	 laborer	 like	his	old	man,	but	he	 liked	workin'	with	his	hands
more'n	his	head,	so	when	he	quit	school	that	really	pissed	–	'scuse	me	–	made	me
mad.	He	didn't	come	home	after	that,	and	I	didn't	ever	come	out	here.	We	knew
he	got	married	and	divorced,	but	we	didn't	have	no	clue	'bout	–	'bout	this	other
thing.”	He	swallowed.	“'Bout	him	bein'	gay.	He	come	home	'bout	a	week	back,
and	told	us,	and	I	–	I	kinda	went	off	my	head	and	tossed	him	out.

“Anyway,	what	I	wanted	to	say	is	–	well,	I'm	sorry.	I	don't	know	much	'bout
this	gay	rights	stuff.	We	always	been	decent,	God-fearin'	folk,	and	it	 just	made
me	sick	to	think	my	son	could	be	like	that.	But	what	this	young	man	just	said,	it
makes	sense.	I	know	Davy	done	some	things	I	don't	hold	with,	just	like	I	done
when	I	was	growin'	up.	But	Davy	was	my	son,	and	I	 loved	him.	If	you	people
can	put	up	with	a	stubborn,	prejudiced	old	redneck,	I	guess	I	can	live	with	you
all.”

Michael	 swallowed	 and	 nodded.	 “Mr.	Cervenka,	 if	 you'd	 like	 to	 come	up
here,	we've	got	pictures	of	some	of	 the	houses	your	son	built.	 I	 think	you'd	be
especially	proud	of	him.”

David's	father	glanced	down.	His	wife	took	his	hand	and	smiled	at	him	and
then	at	Michael.	“We'd	love	to,”	she	said	simply	as	she	stood.

David's	brother	joined	them	and	the	three	walked	forward,	conscious	of	the
eyes	on	them.	Michael	stopped	them	as	they	reached	him	and	held	out	his	hand.
“Thank	you	for	coming,”	he	said	quietly.	“It	would've	meant	a	lot	to	David.”

Karl	 Cervenka	 hesitated,	 then	 cautiously	 took	 Michael's	 hand.	 He	 was
clearly	 surprised	 at	 the	 strength	of	Michael's	 grip.	Kelden	was	next,	 and	Tony
followed	closely.	The	older	man's	reluctance	melted	visibly	under	the	warmth	of
their	 welcome.	 Tony	 particularly	 charmed	 Maureen.	 Kelden	 smiled	 as	 he
watched	the	Cervenkas	being	led	to	the	coffin	to	share	in	their	son's	life.	Maybe
there's	hope	after	all,	he	thought.	If	Tony	and	Michael	can	reach	David's	family,
maybe	there	really	is	hope	for	the	rest	of	us.

Paige	 came	 up	 and	 slipped	 her	 hand	 into	 Kelden's.	 “That	 was	 a	 good
speech,”	she	whispered.



“Thanks.”
They	turned	at	the	stirring	behind	them.	People	were	rising,	sensing	the	end

of	the	service.	Jordan	was	tentatively	approaching	one	of	the	men	from	CIGLA.
Laurie	Pachis	had	already	vanished;	Kelden	felt	a	tug	of	sorrow.	Others	looked
like	they	wanted	to	say	something	to	one	another,	but	didn't	know	where	to	start.

Paige	leaned	into	Kelden.	“Come	on,”	she	murmured.	“Let's	go	break	down
some	walls.”

Together,	they	walked	up	the	aisle.
THE	END


