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For Sarah, who dreams with me

Special thanks to my publisher for taking a chance.

Chapter One

The previous morning, Ed Derringer sat in a comfortable office chair in front of the large and immaculately organized desk of his
boss Raymond Garner. Raymond was late. Ed checked his watch; it
was 8:37 AM. Raymond had asked in an e-mail that Ed meet him in
his office at 8:30 AM. When Ed poked his head into the office three
minutes early, his boss’s quarters were still lit only by the ambient
light from a hazy winter sun. Raymond hadn’t given Ed any indication why he was requesting the meeting.
Naturally, Ed was worried. He knew that he did a good job—
an exceptional job, in fact. Ed found it hard to imagine anyone who
could perform the constant and persistent tasks of a data entry clerk
as well as he did. A meeting first thing in the morning with the boss,
with no prior notice and no knowledge of the subject matter, led Ed
to believe this would be his last visit to Raymond Garner’s office.
He checked his watch again: 8:38 AM. Ed glanced at the
silver-plated picture frame on Raymond’s desk. On the frame the
legend, “15 Years of Sterling Service,” was engraved. Inside the frame
was a four-inch by six-inch school photo of Raymond’s daughter, a
teenager just coming out of that unfortunate stage of adolescence
where one grew from an ugly duckling into a swan, or perhaps
remained a duck. Ed feared that Raymond’s daughter was destined
to quack. Welcome to the pond, my dear. Mind the geese.
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Ed heard the dull click of the light switch behind him, coupled
with the simultaneous illumination of the fluorescent lights above.
He also heard the sound of the office door closing shut. Yes, Ed
believed this would, in fact, be his last visit to Raymond Garner’s
office.
“Good morning, Ed.”
Ed cleared his throat. “Hi, Raymond.”
“I’m sorry to keep you waiting. I made a couple of stops on
the way to my office.” Raymond walked smoothly past Ed. Ed could
smell cologne or aftershave. Not a subtle scent, but one that drove
straight to the point. Raymond was broadcasting his cologne to anyone in range. Was it a gift from the maturing duckling on Father’s
Day? Birthday, perhaps?
Ed could see two, plain-white, business-size envelopes in
Raymond’s hand. This was no fatalistic paranoia playing through
Ed’s thoughts; he was being fired. His mind raced through all of the
possible reasons and finally settled on three pretty good ones: habitually late from lunch, long and frequent smoke breaks, add to that the
painful admission that no one at the office really liked him. Was there
anything else? Because he was a duck? A slightly overweight
mustachioed duck?
“We’re letting you go, Ed.”
Just like that. In the midst of it all, Ed admired Raymond’s
directness.
He neither liked nor disliked his job, but it had infused him
with a comfortable feeling of purgatory that allowed him to forget
about nearly everything for eight hours a day, five days a week. Everyone at the office left Ed alone, and he, in turn, didn’t talk to them.
He preferred it that way. Ed disliked unnecessary relationships. Maybe
it wasn’t that he disliked the unnecessary relationships so much as
that he was terrible at the necessary ones.
After the death of his dad three months earlier, he’d come to
the realization that he was terrible at the necessary relationships simply because he categorized relationships as either “necessary” or “unnecessary.” The ones that fell into the former category seemed to Ed
relationships that needed to be nurtured and maintained in order to
ensure his humanity—they were, in fact, necessary. Here, the
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concept of nurturing and maintenance brought thoughts of tedium
and routine-work, in other words. What else is there that can suck
the joy out of something more thoroughly than when that thing is
converted into work? He avoided relationships that he felt he had to
work at in order to maintain. The act of avoiding those relationships
led to feelings of guilt at not working harder on his part to keep ties to
family and friends strong. If he had to work so hard just to keep up
relations with those he loved, how in the hell could he expect himself
to engage in the day-to-day chitchat of interactions with co-workers,
grocery clerks and casual acquaintances?
Getting fired gave him a good reason to go out on a serious
bender—a memory erasing drunk that started shortly after depositing
his last paycheck into his checking account and cashing the check for
his unused week’s vacation. That one, the vacation check, that was
drinking money: $383.27. Ed was pretty sure he couldn’t drink that
much, but it was worth a try. Let it be a crass solo flight around the
bar tap. A barfly newly born, if just for one night, if just for one
seriously what-the-hell-have-I-got-to-lose? booze-drenched evening.
Ed remembered looking at his watch shortly after three that
afternoon and realizing that he was already very drunk and he’d only
managed to spend a little over thirty dollars. He remembered cigarette after cigarette until his lungs burned and then the near euphoric
sensation when the smoke being drawn in tasted crisp and cool like
fresh air. He remembered the sky growing dark as evening came, and
not much beyond that waning of day.
When he finally got out of bed the next day, he smelled like
too many cigarettes. He could still taste beer, maybe whiskey,
Scotch—who knew what else? As Ed made his way into the bathroom, he found that his breathing was difficult. He had to sit down
against the wall. His lungs and heart felt as if they might come out of
him. Had he smoked that much? Some sort of anatomical revolt was
beginning. His stomach hurt, his eyes hurt, and his balls hurt. Ed
didn’t remember getting home. He didn’t remember leaving the bar.
He noticed then, feeling the hair on his arms beginning to stand on
end, that the door to his apartment was ajar, his keys still in the lock.
Cold panic bolted through him, a feeling like touching an electric fence. It was the kind of panic that might seize the heart after days
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of paranoia, of finally being found out for doing something horrible:
murder or maybe incest.
He stood up, legs weak and trembling. Ed wondered if his car
was in decent shape, making him wonder if he’d killed anyone in a
booze-induced hit and run. Drinking, drinking, so drunk he didn’t
actually remember driving home. He hoped he hadn’t driven. He
hoped the bartender or one of the wait staff at Dillon’s noticed he was
decimated by the time he’d left.
Let’s hope they stuck me in a taxi, Ed thought, a yellow taxi
with old upholstery; a taxi with a vulgar driver discussing politics
with a man too drunk to figure out if it was an election year.
He took the keys out of the door and thought about walking
out to the parking lot to look for his car when the sick, hangover
shakes hit him. The poisoned feeling took over. His lungs felt raw, he
could taste only ashes, beer, and if he was not mistaken, the peaty
grimace of neat Scotch whiskey. It made him feel worse and the
shakes, the shakes, the shakes were going for his stomach and Ed had
to make it fast to the bathroom.
He welcomed it when the nausea finally swept over him and
made him vomit. He welcomed it until he realized he would have to
remain prostrate before the toilet with dry heaves pulling his guts
inside out and making his eyes feel as though they were tight in the
maw of a pair of vice-grips unwilling to let go.
Ed thought he’d passed out at one point. He wasn’t sure if
he’d smacked his head on the toilet bowl or if the exertions of his
body trying to expel the alcohol had finally overwhelmed him. Whatever had happened, there remained in Ed’s memory a brief, dreamlike feeling of peace where the sick feeling became non-existent. A
moment of floating and warmth where he could see something just
out of his reach. He knew if he could just reach it, whatever “it”
might be, then the sickness would pass and everything would be all
right. Even before he could consider what that something wonderful
might be, it was gone, and Ed was heaving so that it felt as if his ribs
might crack.
He felt like crying. There was nothing left for him to do except cry. Though the dry heaves had not hit him for several minutes,
the nausea remained, and much to Ed’s shame, he realized that at
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some point he’d managed to shit himself. Quite involuntary, but there
it was all the same. He didn’t think he had the strength to get up and
take care of it.
Ed wept quietly. The uncontrollable need to keep vomiting
had passed. The awful sensation of the alcohol and nicotine poisoning that brought the shakes and vomiting was gone. The smell of the
shit in his pants though, was overwhelming. He feared it would bring
on a fresh bout of nausea.
“Oh hell,” he said aloud. His voice sounded hoarse. “Christ,
I hope I had fun last night!”
As if in response, the phone in the living room rang. It rang
four times as Ed lay there, propped up by one elbow on a linoleum
floor that hadn’t seen a broom or a vacuum in weeks. The answering
machine picked up and a feeling of cement in his aching guts told him
it was the police calling to tell him that his car had been found wrapped
around a tree somewhere in Meridian Township. No, that couldn’t be
it. The police would just come a-knockin’.
He heard the digital recording of his voice announce to the
caller that he wasn’t able to reach the phone. Nope, not able to reach
the phone at all, thought Ed, what with all of the kaka in my drawers.
Would they please leave a message? Why, yes!
It was Margaret. Margaret with the voice like cold water.
The eyes and face that were so tired it made Ed want to yawn just
thinking of her. Margaret, his older sister.
“Ed?” Margaret’s voice dug at him. With the way he felt
now, her voice was like a tick trying to sink its head beneath his skin.
Definitely parasitic, definitely unwanted. “I know you’re probably
hard at work at the office doing your data entry, or whatever it is you
do there.” Ed thought he could hear her yawn. “Anyway, when you
get back in this evening, give me and Mom a call. Well,” she paused,
her voice shaking, just enough to make Ed roll his eyes. That wasn’t
a yawn, she was on the verge of tears, here come the tears. Margaret’s
tears. Drip, drip. A river of tears. A lake. His sister’s voice continued to speak, continued to be recorded for Ed to enjoy when he got
back from doing “whatever it is” he did there.
“Get fired! That’s what I do there,” he muttered to the
answering machine.
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“. . . so just give us a call. Well, give me a call. Okay?”
Her voice grew silent, making Ed wonder if she’d hung up.
No, he could hear his sister crying. He felt suddenly terrible for resenting her. She was doing more than he would have done. More
than he could do, perhaps. And what had he done after Dad’s funeral? He’d told Margaret to handle it, to do whatever she thought
was best. Why? Because he couldn’t do it, didn’t want to do it. His
mother was a burden he couldn’t carry, and instead of pitching in,
shouldering part of the burden until he and Margaret could figure
something out, he’d simply refused any part of it. As far as he was
concerned, Dad should have put Mom in a nursing home before she’d
gotten this bad.
Ed waited, feeling and smelling the hangover lingering in his
clothes, in his guts, in the stale and soiled air, in every wave of light
from the five bulbs above the vanity.
“I can’t do it, Ed,” Margaret had regained her voice. “I don’t
know how Dad did it for so long, but I can’t. I don’t blame you for
staying away. I don’t blame you at all, but if you could just call. I
need to talk. We need to talk. You don’t have to make any decisions.
I’ll do it all, but I just need to talk to you about it. She’s your mother,
too.”
There was another pause; Ed listened, waiting for her to end
the message with a “Goodbye,” or “Talk to you later.” Instead,
Margaret’s voice reported what kept him away from home, what he
didn’t have the courage to face himself.
“She’s getting worse. It doesn’t seem possible for it to be
worse, but I don’t even know if Mom’s in there anymore. She’s gotten
worse since the funeral. I just can’t do it by myself. So give me a
call,” Ed heard a sniffle, “okay?”
The answering machine beeped to signal it had received a
message.
“Yeah,” Ed said, wishing for nothing more than to get cleaned
up and then burn his clothes. If only that were the worst of his
problems. Well, he’d been fired, hadn’t he? Maybe that’s enough of
an excuse to give Margaret a hand. He was now officially
unencumbered by the responsibilities of the duly employed. He could
afford to make the drive to Port Grace and help Margaret with Mom.
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It was Mansy Cribbins who found Mom at the end of the dock,
staring into the water. He’d gone out to fill his bird feeders with
black oil sunflower seeds. “I feed those damned squirrels just as much
as I feed the chickadees and nuthatches,” Ed had heard him comment
on more than one occasion. Mom was found sitting in her wheelchair, eyelids drooping, mouth gaping, gazing into the water at the
capsized aluminum fishing boat that Dad had used for fishing on Grace
Lake ever since Ed could remember. That was August.
Almonzo had about twenty years on Ed’s parents. Ed had
known him all of his life. Almonzo’s wife Laurie had given him the
nickname ‘Mansy’. ‘Just like Little House on the Prairie,’ she used to
tell anyone who’d ask. ‘Except I’m not Laura Ingalls and he’s not
Almonzo Wilder, so I can’t call him ‘Manly,’ that’s why he’s Mansy.’
She’d been outside on the dock all night, Mansy told him.
“God bless her,” he said, “she stayed right out there with him, Ed. I
feel just awful, and I hope you and Margaret can forgive me for not
finding her sooner, for not being there to help your Dad. If she
screamed for help, I didn’t hear her, and neither did Laurie, I swear it.
I’d have run out there in just my socks if I’d heard a thing.”
Ed stuffed his soiled clothes into a trash bag and showered
under water hot enough to hurt. He stood there with the water hitting the back of his neck until the shower grew tepid. The hot water
had eased the throbbing in his guts and his head, but his mind became
troubled with panic when he tried to remember how he’d gotten home.
What is the last thing I can remember? he thought.
He remembered euphoria and abandon upon lighting the last
cigarette in his pack and having it taste like the first warm breeze of
spring. He remembered that was when he decided he would start
drinking the best single malt Scotch behind the bar. He couldn’t remember what it was, save the bartender had said to him,
“blahblahblahblah . . . sixteen year old . . . blahblah . . . very peaty . .
. blah . . . Isle of Islay.” Remembering he’d drunk Scotch brought the
taste back to him. The nausea was gone, but it made him grimace all
the same. The taste of it made him remember. He remembered drinking with an older guy. A businessman of some sort. An insurance
agent? Stockbroker? No, something a little more esoteric.
There’d been something startling about the man. His eyes.
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The man had stared at Ed as though he’d just discovered a winning
lottery ticket on the men’s room floor. A feeling of embarrassment
dug at Ed’s insides. The man had given him a ride home. He could
only remember pieces of it. Ed remembered shivering, with his head
resting against the passenger window of the man’s car. He remembered trying to close his eyes, waiting to get home as everything spun.
His vision surged and spun with his eyes open, accelerating beyond
feverish proportions, so he’d closed them and made it worse.
Ed didn’t remember getting home. He couldn’t remember
much more than that one moment on the ride to his apartment, but he
remembered that the look in the man’s eyes reminded him of his Uncle
Dale. It was a hungry look, the kind of hunger that Ed imagined a
starving man might have in his eyes.
Uncle Dale had looked a little spooky like that, spooky like
there was some secret behind his crazy, hungry look, some secret that
Ed might want to know, but would regret, wish he could give back
upon finding out what it was. Colin Clive had the same look in
Frankenstein. “The dead can walk again,” the look said, “ask me
how!”
When Ed was nine, Uncle Dale, his dad’s older and only
brother, had spent a week with them. It was the only time Ed could
remember meeting him. Uncle Dale knew the Chinese alphabet. He
could spin a quarter on his elbow and a dime on his nose (learned
how to do that in a bar in Winnipeg, Eddie). His mother disliked
Dale: “Bad habits! He’s like a walking, talking poster for bad habits!
Nothing but a jack-ass!” His mother had opinions then. His mother
had a mind.
Ed had begged to go with them when his dad drove Uncle
Dale back to his trailer in Standish. Uncle Dale had wrecked his own
car on the way home from a bar the night before.
No one spoke during the five-hour drive. It was just Dad,
Uncle Dale, and Ed; but no one spoke. Ed was afraid he’d be yelled
at, his dad wasn’t talking and that meant mad. He didn’t think he was
mad at Dale, not really. It was Mom he was mad at; he slammed the
door when they left. They’d argued about why it couldn’t wait another
day-another day, just to see if Dale could get his car situation worked
out.
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When they’d gotten to Uncle Dale’s, Dad helped Dale with
his suitcases. He set them on the lawn next to the driveway and stood
there looking up at the blue sky. Ed remembered looking up too-how
blue and clear! It was as blue as forever. Grasshoppers buzzed in the
tall weeds in the vacant lot next to Dale’s trailer. Goldfinches lighted
on bull thistles, twittering, the purple thistle wands bobbing under
their weight. Uncle Dale smoked a cigarette and stared at the ground.
“Sure am sorry about all the trouble,” Uncle Dale had said
when his cigarette was done, flicked into the gravel driveway,
smoldering out.
“Yeah,” Ed’s dad answered, still looking at the sky. “Maybe
you’ll come see us again when you get your shit together. Ed thinks
he’s got a new best friend.”
“Sure. He’s great. Your wife ain’t never really liked me much,
though. Guess I didn’t change her opinion any.”
Ed never saw Uncle Dale again. It was only a few weeks after
they’d driven him home when his dad took a few days off work for
Dale’s funeral. But when it came time to leave, Martin Derringer
decided he didn’t want to see his brother laid out in a coffin and lowered
into the ground.
“Do you remember your Uncle Dale?” his dad asked him later,
when Ed was older, a teenager, fifteen maybe, fishing on the lake in
the aluminum fishing boat. “Nothing slowed him down. Stupid
sonofabitch. We all thought it was going to be the booze that’d take
him.” He remembered his dad shaking his head slowly and smiling.
“You just never know, Ed. Who knew it was going to be a brain
tumor? I guess Dale knew. Do you think he’d tell me?” His dad
chuckled, a laugh completely absent of mirth. “You’d have thought
he’d tell me.”
Ed wondered now, as he stood in the shower rubbing his scalp
through his hair with the tips of his fingers, if it was Dale’s knowledge
of his own life near its end that brought on the reckless drinking.
The water felt good. Sometimes Ed believed the shower was
a trap, perhaps shrouding a hidden power lurking within the gallons
of water spraying from the shower head, a power that waited to prey
on the weakest bathers.“Stay with me,” it said, “stay with me.” The
feeling of the hot shower on naked skin was mesmerizing, enticing in
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the same way the syrupy beads of a carnivorous honeydew plant must
seem to passing insects before being trapped and slowly digested with
dissolving enzymes.
Ed imagined himself drowning. He imagined the struggle to
hang on, hang on, before drawing water into his lungs for the final,
suffocating end.
The boat capsized clean, smooth, and hit Dad square on the
head. He didn’t even know he’d drowned. He was already
unconscious.
Mom had been there that night, out on the dock, enjoying the
summer dark and evening breeze, keeping Dad company, as much as
she could, as he fished some hundred yards or so off the dock.
“Mom heard a splash, Ed. You know how she goes in and
out. That’s as much as she could tell us,” Margaret told him, “she
thought it was a fish jumping. She couldn’t even tell what happened;
you know how her eyes are at night. You know how her mind is.”
Yes, he knew his mom. He knew a side of his mom that no
one else did. A side of his mother that visited in dreams. He knew the
part of his mom that hid in a wheelchair, hiding behind careful eyes,
eyes that seemed to not want to see as much as they could. Eyes
stupid with senility—senility shadowed by the occasional passage of
lucidity. In those dreams, Ed blamed her for his father’s death. It
couldn’t possibly have been her fault, but the dreams lingered long
after waking. In the dream, his mother sat in her wheelchair. The
dementia clouding her face was nothing more than a mask. Her shadow
cast on the floor from an unknown light source. The shadow that
should have been a distorted and darkened silhouette of his mother
cast quietly on the living room floor had awakened: a spider shape
spinning a web around some newly trapped prey.
Premature senile dementia, her doctors labeled it, for lack of
anything better. An unfortunate mental condition brought on from
years of multiple sclerosis. They didn’t know the pathology behind it,
but that was their professional diagnosis. The best that a whole room
full of specialists could say for certain was that it wasn’t Alzheimer’s.
He’d spent the last years of high school growing ashamed as his
mother’s mind deteriorated. Ed had grown to hate her for it. He
hated her dislocated and confusing speech. He hated her wheelchair.
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Ed sighed. He did feel better after the shower. He’d need to
get his car. Time to stop dwelling on Mom. Mother with the quick
shadow. He’d taken a ride home with some guy that was probably
the same age as his dad. A guy that had reminded him of Uncle Dale.
Ed wondered if it was bad luck for a stranger to remind him of a dead
person.
Was that a sign? What kind of a sign? Ed didn’t believe in
omens, but he considered them often.
He dressed and walked into the living room. He’d need to
take a taxi back to Dillon’s Bar so he could pick up his Grand Prix.
He hoped it hadn’t been towed. He doubted it, but bad luck had a
tendency to be a frequent visitor once it found the right address.
Ed was surprised to see two messages on his answering
machine. He knew that one was from Margaret. The other one?
Perhaps left while he’d been in the shower. Ed pushed the playback
button and the machine clicked twice as something in its digital memory
retrieved information. He thought the first message would be
Margaret, but it wasn’t.
“Hello, Mr. Derringer,” a man’s voice said. “I hope this
message finds you well. I can’t recall seeing a young man toss back
as much liquor as you did last night. It’s 11 AM and I am calling to let
you know, in case your memory is patchy, that a Mr. John Stanford
gave you a ride home. That’s me. I’m an Assurance Agent. I procure
assurances. I occasionally give assurances, but that isn’t the purpose
of this call. You gave me your assurance that you would repay the
favor of transportation home from a night of excess by giving me a
moment of your time, something that might be easier when you were
in a clearer state of mind. I trust the effects of the alcohol you
consumed yesterday have worn off, in which case I’d like to take that
moment from you this evening. I’ll meet you at Dillon’s when you
get there to pickup your car. A taxi will be sent to pick you up at 7
o’clock this evening. The taxi will be paid for in advance by me, as
your wallet is currently in my possession. Thank you, Mr. Derringer.”
The message ended. Ed hit the stop button on the machine.
He didn’t want to hear Margaret’s voice again.

Chapter Two

Ed spent the remainder of the afternoon drifting in and out of
sleep on his sofa. He’d considered eating a couple of times, but didn’t
feel his stomach could take it. His sides felt torn and bruised from
vomiting. His eyes hurt. So he lay there waiting for the taxi, drifting
into a strange sort of half-sleep, and smoking the occasional cigarette. The man who’d given Ed a ride home (and nicked his wallet)
was not an Assurance Agent. There was, after all, no such thing as an
Assurance Agent. It was likely that the older gentleman who reminded him of his Uncle Dale was either an Amway salesman looking
for another block in his distribution pyramid, or some kind of queer.
It was closing in on 7:30 when Ed finally got back to
Dillon’s Bar. His Grand Prix was parked where he’d left it. He’d
arrived at Dillon’s early enough yesterday to park beneath the
purple neon above the front entrance. Ed opened the passenger
side door in the back seat of the cab, double-checked for his keys
(right-front pants pocket), and pulled out a cigarette. Walk in
smoking. One tough hombre. Nobody messes with a man who
walks into a bar smoking. Right.
The halogen parking lights buzzed above him, making the
cold December night seem more frigid. December in Michigan,
almost as bad as January. Ed braced himself, dragging on his
cigarette.
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When he walked in, he was greeted by a scowl from the
bartender. Ah, yes! The bartender—Ed was bitten by an embarrassing
recollection from the night before. He’d taken to calling the bartender
“Bump” even though the nametag on his Rugby shirt clearly read
“Skip.” That made him remember the song he’d sang, a little too
loudly, while waiting for Skip to make good with another neat singlemalt: “Bump, bump-a-roo! Bump will give the drink to you!” It had
seemed pretty funny and brimming with good-hearted barroom
camaraderie last night. If there was any humor in it now, Ed couldn’t
see it. He decided it best to avoid Skip.
He scanned the room, taking in the obscure sports
paraphernalia and old license plates hanging on the wall. There, at a
table adjacent to the Addams’ Family pinball, sat the Assurance Agent.
John Stanford. He looked nothing like Uncle Dale. Ed chalked the
mistaken familiarity off to drunkenness. Lord, he’d been drunk! This
guy had a clean, new-looking, crew cut. Silver hair. His complexion
was dark—either from tan or some parentage other than the typical
European Caucasian. He wore an expensive sweater. Wool, with
suede patches on the elbows. The man took a drag from a cigarette,
then turned his head and glanced in Ed’s direction. A smile flashed
across the man’s face. He reached into one of the pockets on the
front of the sweater and pulled out a wallet, then placed it on the
table. He reached into another pocket and pulled out a second wallet.
They looked identical.
The Assurance Agent smiled and held up both of the wallets
for Ed to see. “Mr. Derringer!” he said. The man’s eyes were piercing.
Ed felt the Agent’s gaze as a pressure against his own eyes. “A moment
of your time, please!”
Ed felt his knees fill with helium, a feeling that he might lose
his legs. His face grew hot, and he felt a sick tugging sensation in his
midsection. His peripheral vision began to dance a little. He felt the
tug a little stronger at his belly. The man’s eyes were doing it, Ed
thought. For an instant, a moment that he couldn’t say for sure had
actually happened, Ed saw the man as a strange glowing shape. A
shining coin spinning on its side. A man-sized egg, glowing. Humpty
Dumpty infused with radium. Goo goo goo joob.
Then it was gone. It had never been there. Ed knew that.
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It was like the dream he kept having that his mother’s shadow was
actually a spider. It just wasn’t so. Everything was as it should be.
The man motioned for Ed to join him at the booth. Ed felt a tug (no,
that’s not it; the tugging sensation had never left) and he wanted to
run. Run to his car and drive back to his apartment. Drive back to his
apartment and sleep. Sleep with his head buried under the pillow.
Under the pillow where silver-haired gentleman with crewcuts didn’t
turn into glowing eggs. And if they did, hell, he could just wake up
and roll over, maybe fall back asleep and dream of nothing.
Ed made no effort to offer a handshake. He was relieved to
see that the man across from him didn’t offer to shake hands either.
“You’re John Stanford?” asked Ed. He still felt the weird pressure in
his eyes, and the pulling at his gut. “I guess I was pretty drunk. You
don’t look like the way I remembered you, but my memory from last
night’s pretty sketchy.” Ed made a nervous laugh. He was no good
at chitchat and that had come out sounding reasonably stupid.
“That’s right,” the man said, “John Stanford. We won’t waste
time getting acquainted. How does that sound?” He didn’t wait for
Ed to answer. “You feel a pressure in your eyes and a pulling sensation in your guts. Yes?”
Ed opened his mouth to answer, but was startled as his vision
began to distort once more. He thought he saw a large egg sitting
across from him again.
“You want your wallet returned to you, and I will return it,
after I have received a moment of your time. How does that sound to
you, Mr. Derringer? Fine? Agreed!”
Ed put his hands up, a protest, a refusal to see the silverhaired man as a glowing egg, refusal to cooperate at all.
The Assurance Agent placed both wallets in the center of the
table.
“Pick one,” he said to Ed.
Ed felt the room spin a little.
“Go ahead,” the Agent said, “one of them is yours.”
Both wallets looked exactly like Ed’s. He picked the one on
the right, opened it, saw his driver’s license, then stuffed the wallet in
his back pocket.
The Assurance Agent picked up the remaining wallet and
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opened it. He slid the driver’s license out of the wallet and held it up
for Ed to see.
“This one’s yours Mr. Derringer.”
Ed felt the tugging at his guts grow a little stronger. He pulled
the wallet he’d chosen out of his back pocket, opened it, and looked
at the license again. The picture on the I.D. was an ultrasound snapshot
of the skull of a fetus. The photo looked grainy at first, but grew in
clarity. Ed closed the wallet quickly and threw it back onto the table.
“Can I have my wallet?” Ed asked.
“I’m looking for something special from you, Ed Derringer. I
have your assurance that I will get it. You assured me a moment of
your time, and I will have it. I’m looking for a moment between
moments. I want the Moment in sleep before dreams begin. I need
the Moment between heartbeats.”
The egg was buzzing. Ed guessed that was simply how
glowing eggs talked. Goo goo goo joob, Mrs. Robinson. Goo goo
goo joob, Ed Derringer. The egg floated up out of the seat across
from him and started bobbing towards the door. Ed couldn’t see the
door, there were only silver filaments filling his sight, and those he
refused to look at for they pierced his eyes. He closed his eyes but
could still see them. Web-lines from the mother of all spiders, perhaps.
Iktome the spider god. He knew the egg was floating toward the
door, the luminous threads told him so. Roll up; roll up for the Magical
Mystery Tour! Step right this way!
Ed stood up and followed. He wondered if he was an egg
man, too. Possibly the walrus. Goo goo goo joob.
He felt himself dreaming, but he was not dreaming. Ed drove
his car back to his apartment. John Stanford sat in the passenger seat
smoking. In the dream that he was not dreaming, he wondered why
he didn’t just tell the Assurance Agent to get bent. Go dance on the
head of a pin with a handful of angels. Go to hell. He didn’t care.
He didn’t say any of those things. He just drove. He knew
that he was driving, but it felt like a dream, an airplane flying into a
cloud. Something’s on the other side of the cloud, something’s always
on the other side of the cloud. It turns into blue sky eventually. Ed
flew into a cloud. The cloud was an Assurance Agent named John
Stanford. A moment of his time.
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They were at Ed’s apartment. It happened the way things
happen in a dream. There’d been no natural progression of moments,
one action leading to the next. He’d been driving. The silver-haired,
dark-skinned man sat in the passenger seat smoking. It wasn’t a man.
It was an egg, man. Great gosh almighty glowing Humpty Dumpty.
Ed knew that he was an egg, too. I am he as you are me and we are
all together. Goo goo goo joob. We are the egg men.
Just one chance to snap out of this, Ed thought. Just one
chance to wake up. It was a Dream. He felt the Moment approach,
the Moment before it’s too late to wake up. The Moment before the
Dream becomes something else.
The Moment was gone and he was standing in his apartment
with John Stanford. Ed wanted to light a cigarette, but he couldn’t
find his hands. It was a dream. A dream where all he needed to do
was find his hands, hold them up in front of his face and look at them.
He was submersed in the nonsensical plot of dreams, a story of no
consequence that hummed with urgency; he just needed to find his
hands. Ed looked at his hands, but his hands were not his hands, his
hands were a dream and he couldn’t see them.
“I’m going to take you into the Moment,” John Stanford said.
“This moment is the Moment between moments. It’s where we Dream.
We’re going into the Moment together. You’re special, Ed. You can
get there while you’re awake. You’re like me; I can see it in you.”
Ed nodded. He understood. No, he didn’t understand. In the
dream, he understood, but he wasn’t dreaming.
“Do you know what a sorcerer is?”
Ed nodded again. In the Dream, he knew, even though he
didn’t think he could quite remember right now. It was like flying in
a dream. He did it, and he knew he could do it, but the part of him
that woke up in the morning knew it wasn’t real.
“A sorcerer lives in a Dream. The Moment is sorcery. You
assured me a moment of your time. I want the Moment between
moments, Mr. Derringer.”
Ed felt himself grow light. He heard the furnace in the hallway between his bedroom and the bathroom rumble as it prepared to
heat the apartment.
“You didn’t know you were a sorcerer, so you won’t miss it.
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None of the others have missed it. They just sleep. I apologize Mr.
Derringer; I’m taking the Moment from you. I’ve had so many, but
I’m sure that all I need is just this one more Moment added to my
own. I’ve assured myself that yours is the one. My Dream. Imagine
living a life in the Moment between moments. I could be the Father,
the Son, and Holy Ghost. Me, myself, and I. Think about that.”
The man’s chatter seemed loose and unformed to Ed. He
thought there might be some sense in it, but whatever that might be
escaped him. The Assurance Agent’s attempts at an explanation made
Ed’s mind swim. The man seemed crazy, and Ed suddenly wondered,
surprisingly for the first time, how he’d allowed himself to get into
this situation.
John Stanford made a polite nod at Ed, then cocked his head
to the left, toward Ed’s TV. “This is my ally.” Stanford gestured to
his left. “It was born from a Dream. It’s my link to the Moment. It’s
all I have left from a Dream that I can’t remember. A Dream I shared
with another. I was there once and I can feel it in my gut, behind my
eyes. I want to get back. I can’t tell you more, I don’t remember. All
I need is the Moment you assured me, and I’ll leave you, I’ll be
complete again, this time my Dream will be whole. I need you to be
lucid, awake. I need you to give it of your own free will.”
The television in Ed’s living room began to shine from within,
as though it might turn on. A shape came out of the television. It was
a small skeleton; the skeleton of an infant floating toward him, its
skull white like sugar: eyeless, grinning, and toothless. Its body was
drawn into a protective fetal curl. Tiny finger bones in a fist. Its
eyeless gaze fixed Ed.
“Mohmaluk,” John said. “My ally.”
Something tugged at Ed’s stomach and he noticed a luminous
cord flowing out from just above his navel. Stanford, he saw, was
now a glowing egg; a giant spinning coin with its own umbilical, which
to Ed’s horror, was connected to his own.
Dark spots began to float in front of Ed’s eyes. He could no
longer see the room around him; instead, he was standing amidst a
web of luminous fibers, all of them the same type as the strands that
still protruded from his midsection. The fibers criss-crossed in all
directions. He tried to reach out with his right hand to touch one of
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them but nothing happened; his arm, it seemed, was no longer a part
of him. He strained his eyes to find something familiar, but there was
nothing.
The infant skeleton drew closer to him. Mohmaluk. Stanford’s
ally. Ed saw movement in one of the thing’s eyeless sockets as it got
near. The movement inside the ally’s eye became more distinct. Spider
legs poked out from the thing’s left eye; they groped in the air, inching
farther out. The legs pulled a fat spider body from the socket.
Ed could still hear the furnace rumbling, louder than normal,
it seemed. He thought he could see the faint outlines of a spider
shape in front of him. The floor dropped and he was surrounded by
milky gossamer. Everything had become a glowing web. He felt the
tugging sensation at his abdomen again. It was, he thought, the closest
thing to pain one could experience without actually feeling pain. The
feeling was at him again, this time harder, it was not a sensation of
discomfort so much as an overwhelming insistence to go in a direction
he’d not chosen. He was a dog on a leash being heeled.
The cat’s cradle architecture that filled his vision moments
before vanished to darkness. A sensation overcame him; it was the
feeling of sleep, that last moment of wakefulness before drifting into
the deep of slumber. It was the Moment dividing dusk and night, the
realization one has when it becomes apparent that the water is now
too deep, and the arms are too tired to swim back, the Moment right
before panic edges in behind the eyes. He felt a final tug at his abdomen,
which seemed to lift him dreamily into the air and into the soft dark of
sleep.

Chapter Three

Ed found himself facedown in icy water coughing, gasping.
He’d swallowed some of the water and was now choking on it. He
could taste it, stagnant and black on his tongue and the back of his
throat. He opened his eyes to moonlight, darkness, and snow. His
sides and gut still hurt from the vomiting spell earlier that day and the
coughing tore at him some more.
He was in a ditch. The water was shallow underneath the
broken layer of ice. The ditch had steep but short embankments, no
more than three feet high on either side. The embankments were
snow covered, moonlit.
Ed pulled himself up to his knees, trying to bring an end to the
coughing fit, but succeeded only in bringing on the worst bout yet as
he dragged air into his lungs. This, much to his dismay, made him
retch. He screamed as he did it. His sides felt like they were tearing,
soft taffy in a child’s hands. Then it was over.
What had happened? He’d been in his apartment. A skull
with a spider in its eye socket. Just a moment of his time. Tired old
hang-over time. Take it now. Take this moment. A dream. No, this
was real. His guts hurt. The Romans pierced Jesus’ side with a sword;
Ed drank too much, threw up for it and now he’d choked on ditch
water. His sides felt bruised, kicked in. Jesus had it easy.
This moment, take this moment, thought Ed. Give me back
that other one, and take this moment.
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He clambered out of the ditch, his cold hands plunging into
the snow on the embankments, pulling himself up and out. There
were streaks of black muck clinging to the snow, a trail of decaying
matter where he’d dragged himself. It made him feel sick all over
again to think that he’d been choking on the stuff. Had it in his mouth.
Black, gritty, and slimy all at once. Noxious. The length of his body,
his entire front, was covered in the same black muck that clung to the
snow. The air was filled with a stagnant smell. Leaves rotting in
water. A moan made a weak effort to escape his throat but was cut
off by his chattering teeth. He figured he’d freeze. He saw that he
stood at the edge of a field. The field was snow glowing with soft
moonlight.
That bastard Stanford. John Stanford, Assurance Agent. Just
a moment of his time. He’d had no choice. The man dragged him
along like a balloon charged with static sticking on a dog’s back.
Fine. All good and fine, thought Ed. Paid in full. Now the only thing
left was for him to find his way back to his apartment before his ass
froze and fell off his backside and busted on the ground. Once your
ass busts on the ground, you’re done. Ed wasn’t ready to be done.
Beyond the ditch was a two-lane highway. On the other side
of the highway was another field. Ed didn’t feel sharp enough to get
his bearings and determine whether or not the road was an east/west
highway or the other kind. It wouldn’t have mattered. He couldn’t
tell north by starlight if his ass depended on it. His ass probably did
depend on it, but it didn’t help him get his bearings. No, the road had
to go somewhere—east? North?
Cold. Stanford had done something to him and then threw
him face down in a ditch. Left him to die, even.
“Moment of my time, my eye,” Ed muttered. “It’s gonna take
me all night to get back to my apartment.” With soaked jeans, soaked
shirt, socks, shoes, soaked hair, he didn’t have all night. His clothes
were already icy and it hurt his skin to move.
Ed felt humiliated. Stanford had screwed him good. Some
kind of con he’d never heard of before, one for the books. He’d
heard horror stories of guys who get picked up by attractive women
in bars, only to wake-up in a bathtub filled with ice and a note pinned
to their shirts and a phone at the side of the tub. “Call 9-1-1,” the
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notes invariably said, “your kidneys have been removed.” And sure
enough, the poor bastards realize they had incisions in their backs
where their kidneys had been. Some vicious, black market, kidneystealing operation. An urban legend for the twenty-first century. How
would the Assurance Agent’s tale go?
It was a dream. A moment of his time. The Moment between
moments. It had felt like a dream. Ed felt scared. Not scared like in
a nightmare though; there was no claustrophobic anxiety, no horror
lurking just out of sight. He was cold, real-life cold. The kind of cold
a person can only experience when the wind begins to bite into the
skin and there is nowhere to go to get out of it. No shelter.
A wooded area bordered the far side of the field. The moon
was bright enough—shimmers of pale light reflecting off of the snow,
enough light for Ed to see that trees enclosed the entire field. The
field on the other side of the highway was the same. He wondered
what was on the other side of the fields. A farmhouse? Who’s got
bets on a farmhouse? “Not me,” he said. His teeth chattered. Wind
blew small drifts of snow across the ice-encrusted field. If he didn’t
find a way into something warmer, he would freeze. His dad had
drowned just a few months ago. His mother’s been living with
dementia for nearly a decade. Yesterday he’d been fired. Freezing to
death in the middle of nowhere would certainly fit in with the way
things were going.
His best chance was the road. It might just be forest once he
got into those trees. If he walked straight through the woods, he
might find a house eventually, but he might get too cold and stop, just
to think. Then he’d get turned around and walk in some other direction.
He’d wander until he froze. Didn’t Jack Nicholson do just that in a
maze of hedges in The Shining? Oh, you know he did, sunshine.
Ed turned to face the road. He’d have to jump across the
ditch. He didn’t want to crawl back down, then back up the other
side. That left too much room for wet all over again, sticking his
hands in the snow all over again. It looked to be five feet across from
the top of each embankment. He leapt, and slipped, then fell forward,
hands out. His hands, already cold, smacked, stinging onto the crusted
snow.
A moment of my time, thought Ed. You bet. Just a
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moment. Just like letting those clean-cut folks from The Church of
the Latter Day Saints into your living room. Just a moment, that’s all.
Ed wanted a cigarette. Even though his guts hurt and his lungs burned
from coughing, he wanted a cigarette. When did smoking become
such a part of him that a cigarette sounded like the best thing to have,
even when faced with the possibility of freezing to death?
Ed pulled himself out of the ditch again and onto the two-lane
highway that stretched quiet and cold into the night. East? West?
North? South? It didn’t matter which way the highway took him.
He couldn’t stop to think about it. His legs were already feeling
leaden, sore. Positively Antarctic. His hands were still smarting from
the failed jump. Ed looked in both directions; there were no headlights
in either direction. A gust of wind blew at Ed’s right side, cutting
through him. That was all he needed to help him decide. He turned;
he’d travel with the wind at his back. It was already cold enough, he
didn’t need it in his face.
Ed shuffled forward in the oncoming traffic lane. There was
no oncoming traffic though, only darkness ahead. The wind blew,
cutting through his jeans, his shirt. Ed’s teeth chattered (had they
ever stopped? he wasn’t sure). He wrapped his arms around himself
and walked on. As he walked, Ed noticed that the night was more
vivid than recent memory could recall. Perhaps it was the starkness
of it all, the frozen blankets of snow to either side of him, the empty
road stretching before and behind him. More likely, it was the
impending certainty of dying.
Now that the initial panic of finding himself in an irrigation
ditch had passed, Ed noticed the sharpness, the vivid clarity of the
night. He could hear his heart beating in his eardrums. He could feel
even now the tugging at his midsection. He tried to remember what
had happened in his apartment, but came up with nothing. The floating
baby skeleton. A spider climbed from its eye socket. He’d felt a tug
as he noticed that Stanford had become a glowing, luminous egg shape.
Goo goo goo joob, he thought, we are the eggmen. Then he’d found
himself coughing and puking in the ditch.
“Gonna call the police,” Ed mumbled, “first thing I do, after I
change my clothes.” Press charges? Yes sir and/or madam, Ed
Derringer, the most stupid man of the year, would most certainly press
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charges against the Assurance Agent. Nobody, and I mean nobody,
he thought, tosses Ed Derringer in a ditch and gets away with it.
“Oh, good Christ!” he said out loud, shouting it into the
moonlight. He stopped walking, stomped his feet. Cold, very cold.
His toes hurt; it was a burning, tingling feeling. He guessed it had
been all of five minutes since waking facedown in the ditch to now.
He was frozen through already.
“I don’t want to do this!” Ed muttered, looking around. In
the sky ahead of him, a light winked on and off—red . . .white . . .
Some airplane, satellite, something. His nose ran. It hurt his sides to
do it, but Ed started jogging. He had to or he’d very likely succumb
to exposure before he’d had a chance to find shelter, before he had a
chance to call the police on one John Stanford, Assurance Agent.
The wind cut into his water-soaked clothes, but as his legs pumped,
his body began to feel warmer. If he could keep up the pace, he might
just stay alive long enough to find shelter or a passing car. Before
he’d made a quarter of a mile (A quarter of a mile? Ed gave himself
the benefit of the doubt, it had to be close to a quarter-mile), his chest
began to burn. The feeling was like a furnace getting stoked. Ed
slowed his pace to a tired walk. He was winded already.
“Christ almighty!” He came to a stop, hands on his knees, his
breath gasping, chest burning, sides aching. Cigarettes! “Christ
almighty,” he gasped, “I can’t jog!” Ed forced himself to begin walking
again, his hands clasped together behind his head. He felt stupid. He
thought he was going to die. He was scared, but more than that he
felt humiliated. Stanford had done something to him and then left him
in a ditch. What had happened?
That spider climbed out of the dead baby’s eye. Now, now—
that wasn’t really how it went, was it? That dead baby just had empty
sockets for eyes. It was a skeleton. A floating skeleton. Stanford had
become an egg, silver filaments crowding Ed’s vision. Now this. Ed
could remember nothing between the luminous filaments, the floating
skeleton, and waking up in the ditch.
The air in Ed’s lungs began to feel less jagged, less like inhaling
fiberglass and more like the run-of-the-mill, standard issue air that he
was used to breathing. Granted, there was usually a bit of cigarette
smoke in that standard issue air, but this would do, thank you very
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much. His breathing had downgraded from gasping to labored.
This was something you heard about from someone else and
said, “bullshit,” to. An Assurance Agent. Only Martin and Janet
Derringer’s son would fall victim to an Assurance Agent.
Ed saw the headlights in the distance before he heard the
approaching vehicle. He stomped his feet, smiling, sure he’d have a
ride. No way anyone could drive past him. Ed paced. The car/truck,
whatever it was, seemed to be taking a long time. It occurred to him
that there might be an intersection up there; the damned thing could
turn off in another direction before it even got to him. It didn’t though.
The wind blew, bringing with it a cold thought that made the
inside of Ed’s mouth feel awash with electricity. Panic. What if it was
John Stanford coming back to finish him off? The certainty of it filled
his gut and crowded his thoughts until he could think of nothing but
jumping back in the ditch on the other side of the road to hide. He
wondered if he could make it to the woods. Of course he could make
it. No way Stanford could track him in there.
In Ed’s mind, Assurance Agent suddenly became synonymous
with serial killer. Stanford had told him that he looked for people like
him, like Ed, just to take a moment of their time. They didn’t need it,
Stanford had said, but he needed it, needed assurances. That was
serial killer talk. It meant dying miserably at the hands of a man in a
nice suit.
Ed pounded his fists against his thighs. He felt it, he wasn’t
too cold not to feel that, not yet. He forced himself to calm down.
Stanford wasn’t coming back for him. He’d have killed him outright,
not left him there in a ditch, leaving to chance the possible escape of
his intended victim. No, not Stanford, those headlights had to belong
to someone else.
Once the headlights were about a hundred yards off, Ed began
jumping and waving, flapping, add a scissoring motion to his legs and
he’d be doing jumping jacks. If it was Stanford, Ed would just try to
overpower the guy and leave the bastard out in the snow.
The headlights soon became a pick-up truck with a camper atop its bed. The truck slowed and stopped. It was a new model Ford
F150. He could hear the faint sound of some rock tune coming from
the cab. The engine was quiet. Ed wasn’t sure from the light of the
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moon what color the truck was—could have been wine, purple, brown
. . . he didn’t know. Dark-colored, that much was clear. The sides
were gray from road salt and slush. Ed stayed where he stood, shivering, hopping from foot to foot with his arms wrapped around himself, waiting to be offered a ride. He couldn’t quite make out the
people in the cab of the truck, but he could tell that there were two of
them. It wasn’t Stanford, that much he knew. He noticed the glow of
the brake lights shutting off as the driver put the transmission into
park.

Chapter Four

The passenger-side door opened, the dome light inside the
cab of the F150 switched on and Ed could see both of the truck’s
occupants now. The person stepping out of the passenger side was a
middle-aged black man. He wore a red baseball cap, which Ed noticed bore the STIHL chainsaw logo on its front. Judging from the
narrow features of his face, Ed guessed the man was thin beneath his
insulated Carhartts. The driver, Ed saw, was a white woman, also
middle-aged looking with a stocking cap on her head. He could see
her hands on the steering wheel; she wore gloves with the fingertips
cut off. He looked at the man who’d gotten out of the pick-up and
raised his hand in greeting.
“Well, damn me all to hell,” the man said. “What in the name
of Richard are you doin’ out here?”
“I’m freezing in my goddamned tracks,” Ed answered, trying
his best to sound convivial as his teeth chattered. He felt relieved.
The panic he’d felt moments before vanished, leaving him with a giddy
turmoil in his guts. Butterflies. These people would help him, he was
sure of it.
“Yeah, no doubt.” The man had advanced to the front of the
F150 and stopped midway between the headlights. Ed noticed that
the man had a graying, pencil-thin mustache and wondered if everything
about him was thin. He’d hoped the man would offer to give him a
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ride, but instead, he simply stood there staring at Ed. Ed glanced in
again at the woman driving the truck, who had just turned up the
volume of the truck’s stereo. He heard the distinct sound of John
Lennon’s voice chiseling out the words of “Come Together.”
“I guess I need to know if I can get a ride,” Ed finally said to
the man, speaking a little louder to compensate for the change in
volume on the radio. His body felt rigid from shivering. “I have no
idea where I am or how I got here. Can you give me a ride to a
phone?”
“You on drugs or somethin’?” the man asked.
“No. No, I’m not. Really.” Ed didn’t know what to tell him.
“I got mugged,” he said finally. “The bastard who did it drove me out
here and threw me in a ditch. That’s where I woke up.” Ed pointed
in the direction that he’d come from.
“You look like you’ve been dragged around, man. Do you
need a doctor?” the man asked. He raised an eyebrow and then added,
“You sure you ain’t some kind of whacko?”
“Not yet. I mean, no, I don’t think I need a doctor. I’m not a
whacko.”
“Hold on,” the man told him. He walked back to the passenger
side of the truck, leaned inside, and spoke to the woman. Ed couldn’t
tell what they were saying. The man gestured in Ed’s direction. The
woman nodded her head in agreement with a burst of laughter. She
looked at Ed, smiling, then diverted her attention to the sun visor
above the steering wheel. She quickly found what she needed and
handed it to the man in the Carhartts. He took it and walked back to
Ed. The man held a key in his right hand for Ed to see.
“I guess you can ride in the camper. There’s no seatbelts in
there, but you’ll be fine. You can’t ride in the cab, no offense.”
Ed shook his head to indicate that there was no offense taken,
but the man didn’t catch his meaning.
“What? You can’t ride in the camper? There’s not much
room in that cab for three...I mean, of course we’d make room if need
be, but I think the camper’s a little better for you... ”
“Oh no,” Ed interrupted him, “it’s okay. I was just shaking
my head because I meant no offense taken.”
“Yeah, okay then,” the man said, looking a little annoyed.
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“Well, there’s some blankets back there in the camper. You can follow
me. My name’s Bo.”
“Ed,” Ed answered, “Ed Derringer.”
“Okay then, Ed.” The man took Ed around to the back of the
camper. To the right of the camper’s door was the name of the
manufacturer, Wolverine, with a cartoonish painting of the creature
beneath. Near the jolly bear-like animal was a sticker of a grinning
face with a halo and the disclaimer: Proud to be a member of the
Good Sam Club! Bo unlocked the door and opened it. He climbed
inside and switched on a battery-powered lantern. “This here’s a gas
heater. Propane,” he called back to Ed. Ed could see that Bo was
pointing at a small metal grate near the floor. “I’m gonna light it up.
It should get you warm.”
The words “get you” sounded to Ed like “getchu.”
“You might want to try fittin’ into some of my clothes here,”
Bo pointed at a narrow closet to the left of the gas heater. “To be
honest with you, I’m not quite sure where we are myself, but I’m
guessin’ that we’ll be somewhere soon enough. Meanwhile, you might
as well try and get yourself warm.”
The man got the heater lit. He stood up, his head low so as
not to bump the ceiling of the camper; though from where Ed stood
Bo had a good six inches or so of empty space between the top of his
head and the camper. Bo climbed out of the camper, causing the
truck bed to shift upward as he exited. He turned back to Ed and
gestured a gloved hand at him, “She’s all yours. Do us a favor and
lock that door once you’re inside. I don’t think it would pop open
while we’re driving, but let’s not take any chances. Like I said, I
don’t exactly know where it is we’re headed so I don’t know how
long it is ‘til we get there—I reckon we were headed this direction to
save you from some sort of death by exposure,” Bo jerked a thumb
toward the cab of the truck. “Bone’s got a sense for these things.
Anyway, get in there before you freeze any more than you already
have.”
Bone. Could that be what the man had just called her? Bone?
At least she wasn’t a floating dead baby skeleton. That was all bones,
she only had it in her name. Ed’s stomach felt like it had too often
lately; he felt a tug at his midsection and something seemed to turn
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upside down in him. She had a sense for this sort of thing, thought
Ed, damned glad to hear it.
Bo stopped in mid-step and looked back at Ed. “You all right?”
he asked.
“Fine,” Ed told him. He didn’t feel fine, though. He was
terrified. The sensation he felt now was a familiar one to him in the
course of the last twenty-four hours. He glanced at the man who had
probably just helped save his life. Ed expected to see a giant, glowing
egg. Instead he saw only Bo, with a look that held a mixture of both
concern and dismay. “Really, I’m fine,” Ed repeated. “I think I’d
better see about getting warm.”
“That’s it exactly,” Bo said smiling. “Watch your head when
you climb on in there.”
Ed instinctively ducked his head as he walked through the
door. Once inside, he pulled the door closed. He heard the passenger
door shut. Within seconds the camper lurched forward and they were
moving.
He began unbuttoning his flannel shirt. After shedding the
flannel he peeled off the T-shirt that he’d worn beneath it. Shoes
next. Wet socks. The heat from the small gas furnace began to warm
his skin. He felt warmer simply from being out of the cold wind and
taking off his wet clothes. His clothes stank of stagnant water. The
stink in the air became a memory of the taste in his mouth. He wanted
a cigarette to mask the taste.
It was awkward, and he wasn’t sure what he’d do if he couldn’t
find a pair of Bo’s clothes that fit him, but he finally removed his
pants. He looked around nervously—no open curtains, but there was
a window at the front of the camper looking into the cab of the truck,
though that curtain was closed.
As the heat began to warm Ed’s naked skin, the feelings of
awkwardness left him. He opened the small closet that Bo had shown
him and saw that there were in fact some clothes hanging inside. Ed
was not really surprised to see another pair of brown Carhartts identical
to the one’s that Bo wore. Though the lighting was dim, Ed could
also make out a couple of insulated flannel shirts—one a red and
black pattern, the other gray and blue. At the bottom of the narrow
closet was a pair of new-looking Chuck Taylors. They were black,
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canvas high-top sneakers like he used to wear when he was still an
undergraduate at Michigan State.
There wasn’t much room inside the camper. Ed did his best
to dress himself in the battery-powered light near the small heater.
No underwear, no socks, and the Carhartts were a tight fit. Bo was
apparently taller than Ed by a good two or three inches, and the
waistline felt snug. It was an uncomfortable fit—the coveralls clearly
weren’t intended to be worn without underwear—but Ed reasoned it
was better than putting his wet clothes back on. He’d tried the flannel
shirts, but they were too tight. The shoes he noted, were size tens,
just the right size—but Ed didn’t bother to put them on. He wasn’t
game, at least not quite yet, for wearing someone else’s shoes without
a pair of socks. Bad enough he wore a stranger’s clothes without
underwear—the shoes could wait.
He still shivered, but Ed felt the chill leaving him. He longed
now for a cigarette and sleep. Every bit of him seemed to ache in one
way or another. There were no cigarettes to be had, but he might be
able to catch some sleep before his new benefactors reached their
destination and evicted him. After a few moments of debating whether
or not it would be rude, or even comfortable, to try and sleep in the
bed above the cab that his rescuers most likely shared, Ed decided to
just pull the cushions from the bench near the table and lay them out
on the floor in front of the heater. The exhaustion setting in outweighed his fear that he might catch fire sleeping too closely to the
small heater.
It wasn’t the least bit comfortable. The coveralls felt stiff
against his skin and they didn’t fit properly. His feet were cold. He
couldn’t find a decent position to settle into and he continued to shiver
in spite of the heater. His body still ached and he felt every bump in
the road while lying on the floor of the camper. Despite the
awkwardness and discomfort, Ed dropped into sleep. It was a sleep
entirely devoid of awareness.
Ed felt hot. He’d gone from freezing to burning. The warmth
was stifling. The ill-fitting clothes made him feel more claustrophobic.
All of this registered within the gray confines of sleep. He felt panicky,
and with the panic came waking. He became aware of several things
at once. The heat, he realized was coming from him. He’d become
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feverish, making the snug fitting Carhartts feel nightmarish, his fevered
body felt out of proportion with everything else. He also heard the
man’s voice, Bo, speaking to someone.
“Sweet Larry, Moe, and Curly!” Ed heard him say. “He’s
ripe beyond all reckoning. I’d go so far as to say that he’s over-ripe!
Do you smell that, Bone? It’s like sewage! What kind of ditch water
was he soakin’ in? Damn! Would you look at him sweat? He’s
sweatin’ in my clothes!”
“I thought you said he could wear your clothes, Bo?” It was
the woman’s voice answering. Bone was her name! Ed’s eyes opened.
Startled, he panicked. “See that, Bo? What a trooper! He’s alive and
awake!”
Ed stared at them. He propped himself up on his elbows. His
bare feet were getting cold. They stood outside the camper, door
open, looking in at him. Daylight pushed its way into the camper
through the door. It came in behind his new benefactors, casting
Bone and Bo as silhouettes. Ed could still make out a trace of a smile
on Bo’s face.
“I think you were right about him, too,” Bo said to the woman.
“I think it’s a good thing we woke him or he’d have slept himself into
a coma or something.”
“Sure,” the woman answered quietly. “I believe he’s expended
a great deal of energy trying to find us—more than he could afford, I
suppose.”
Ed sat up. His back ached and his ribs shot protesting retorts
of pain into his sides.
“You’re going to need a little recovery time,” the woman said
matter-of-factly to Ed. “All of us will, I suppose. It’s not usual for us
to get yanked by our noses like that. But all signs pointed your way.
So we found you. Or you found us, maybe. Either way, here we are,
the three of us.”
Ed squinted through the sunlight, looking into the woman’s
face. Her voice sounded quiet enough, though Ed sensed something
more hiding beneath the voice—a sense of command or leadership,
perhaps.
The woman held out her hand to Ed in greeting. “My name is
Bone Kimbé,” she told him, “and this is my sidekick, Bum Bo.”
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Feeling more or less confused, Ed shook the woman’s hand;
she still wore dark, knit gloves with the fingertips cut off. It made Ed
think of Barretta. He noticed that the man, Bo, had offered his hand
as well. Ed shook it.
“I’m Ed Derringer,” he said to them. The woman claimed
that Bo was a “sidekick.” He remembered also, that she’d been driving
the truck. Ed wondered what kind of people he was riding with.
Bone Kimbé and Bum Bo. Their names sounded like they belonged
to comic book characters.
Bone smiled broadly now and continued speaking. Her dark
blue stocking cap was pulled low over her forehead, not quite covering
her eyebrows. “Well, Ed,” she said to him, “me and Bo here were
driving along just now waiting for our next sign. That’s just about
what it is we do from one day to the next—we drive around looking
for signs. Anyway, I started seeing some headlights in my side mirrors.
That’s headlights in the middle of the day mind you! Anyway, I see
these headlights trailing behind us a ways back off in the distance. I
couldn’t recognize the make of the car. It being too far back.” She
shrugged. “Under normal circumstances that might not be a cause
for alarm. However, recent circumstances being what they were, I
figured I need to take notice of such things. So I said to Bo right
away, ‘you know what, Bo?’ is what I said to him, ‘those are Death’s
Headlights following us a ways back there.’ So we thought we’d
better check in on you.”
Ed stared at the two of them. He blinked.
“There’s nothing to worry about now,” the woman said to
him. “The car just kept on going. It was some kind of Toyota. A new
model Camry most likely. It was a beige color. I don’t believe that it
was Death after all. But like I said, circumstances being what they
are, I thought it best to be cautious.”
Ed didn’t know what to say. Sensing his confusion, Bone
Kimbé spoke. “Right now we’re in Wawa, Ontario. We picked you
up near Thunder Bay, been driving all night. I don’t think you live
around here do you?” she asked.
Ed shook his head. “No,” he added, “not from around here at
all. Are you sure we’re in Canada?”
“Oh yeah,” Bone answered, “It’s Canada all right. Bo and
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me were driving to New York. We’re from Minnesota. Babbit, if you
want the particulars. Not originally, just recently. I figured Thunder
Bay would be a good place to set up camp for a rest. So there we
were sitting at our campfire when a big, bull moose came out of nowhere and started trampling through our fire. That big bastard
trampled clockwise, counter-clockwise, every direction it could until
it fell over.”
Ed tried as best as he could to take the story in, but it made no
sense to him. His thoughts drifted back to his apartment, then to the
ditch. His sides hurt. His head felt like it was expanding and
contracting with each word of Bone Kimbé’s story.
“So here’s this big moose, collapsed from exhaustion right
there next to what was left of our campfire. I climbed up close to its
face and looked it right in the eyes. It looked back and snorted at me!
Damn thing stank to high heaven. Lord, and Bo thought you was
ripe!” Bone chuckled. “So I looked that bugger right in its eyes and
do you know what I saw?”
Ed shook his head.
“I saw a big tick. Smack between its eyes. Big bastard tick
engorged on moose blood. Now, I know a portent when I see one.
Let me tell you, when you see a big moose running into your camp,
trampling your fire, then falling over and it’s got a tick between its
damned eyes, that Ed, is a sign. And that sign said get up and move!
That was four days from now. That’s four yesterdays—we’ve got
some catching up to do before we cross the scrim of dreams separating
us from tomorrow. You just go ahead and wrap your head around
that one! Dreamtime. I’m not talking about Australian Outback
aboriginals. It’s not normal time is what I mean, it’s yesterday and
now, and it moves at its own pace. Then tomorrow comes. Well,
that’s a challenge and it’s different every time.”
Ed could barely hold his head up; he didn’t think he’d be
wrapping his head around anything. He felt hot. He was burning.
Though a part of him could hear what the woman was telling him, he
couldn’t understand a word of it. Ed’s thoughts were racing and hot:
a moose trampled a campfire, not last night, but four days from now.
He lay flat on his back again. There was more talk coming from the
woman but Ed couldn’t understand it. I get fired and drunk, and it
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all goes to hell from there, he thought. Crossing the scrim of dreams
into tomorrow. Why, he wondered, did he have to get rescued by
survivors from the Age of Aquarius who’d very likely dropped too
much acid on Haight Street while George Harrison played sitar in the
park?
Ed slipped towards unconsciousness. He saw himself in the
living room at his mother’s house. It was Christmas. His mother was
there with him in her wheelchair, and his sister Margaret sitting next
to him. Margaret got up from the couch where she sat next to Ed and
walked into the kitchen. A dark shape, the shadow of a person, seemed
to separate from the shadow of Ed’s mother in her wheelchair and
follow quickly, almost imperceptibly, after Margaret. From this feverdriven perspective, Ed thought the shadow most closely resembled a
spider.

Chapter Five

The Assurance Agent stared at the empty space where Ed
Derringer had stood an instant before. Anger buzzed inside his chest.
The stinging-hornet rancor grew from behind his ribs, hot, up to the
place behind his eyes, demanding to have what had been promised.
How long had it taken him to find another sorcerer? Years?
He wasn’t sure. The past was sketchy. Sketchy? Let’s say absent,
not accessible. It might have been days. He could only really remember the day he met Ed Derringer in the bar. That seemed normal to
him though; here he was at this advanced age, where all he had to do
was look in the mirror to know that other days had preceded yesterday. Not only that, his driver’s license told him his birth date was July
21, 1947.
He could remember moments, though, maybe they weren’t in
sequence. But he knew who he was, he knew what he was doing.
His entire life had been lived waiting for others like Ed Derringer to
cross his path, someone from whom he could steal. Just one Moment
of time, a Moment that could breathe life back into a dead Dream.
There had been others, other Moments, bringing his Dream
so much closer. None of them had ever eluded him. Once he’d been
assured a moment of time, it was his.
Mohmaluk, his ally, was born of a Dream. A Dream fragment
that remained with him at all times, leaving a bitter taint of death
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inside of him. He was responsible for it somehow, but he couldn’t
remember. The years before the ally came to him were lost. His own
life had moved on: a progression of moments that aged his body,
bringing him closer to dying. Mohmaluk had given him something
though, the knowledge that if he could take the Moment from someone
like him, then it would give him the strength to one day live inside the
Moment indefinitely.
Knowing the key to the Moment and finding it were much the
same as knowing the Theory of Relativity and actually traveling in
time.
He remembered driving in his car, Mohmaluk on the dashboard,
rattling bony dream fingers. He’d turned into Dillon’s in East Lansing
and there he was, Ed Derringer, key to the Moment, as drunk as a
whole room full of sailors.
It was easy enough to offer the young man a ride home, Ed
was drunk. Drive him home, a moment of his time. He’d driven
home, but he couldn’t have him then. He’d tried. The ally had stopped
him. Mohmaluk had diminished when it came time to take Derringer.
Must have been the booze. Had to have been the booze. So
he’d just taken Ed’s wallet and waited. Did he sleep? He didn’t
remember. He couldn’t remember.
Now this disappearance.
His own life was a disappearance.
When he tried to remember, his ally insisted (in its subtle
memory-aborting fashion) that any memories connecting him to his
mundane life before his search for the Moment were deadly. The
Moment was everything. Memories that might prove upsetting in
any way, in fact, were simply dealt with by Mohmaluk before they
ever reached the conscious part of Stanford’s mind. Sometimes
memories slipped through, fragments that meant nothing.
Now Derringer was missing. Mohmaluk had faltered. And
now the anger thrummed inside of him, in his chest, behind his eyes.
John Stanford stood alone in Ed Derringer’s apartment. The ally had
faltered last night and now again. What did that mean for Derringer?
He was missing. He’d been standing right there, not six steps from
where Stanford stood.
Stanford approached the ally and picked it up by its skull.

37

Dan Goodrich

He couldn’t feel it in his hand the way one might feel a softball, but it
was there in his grip. He hurled it across the room and its bones
clacked together like discordant bamboo chimes. Stanford smiled
grimly. I had his assurance, he thought. An assurance brokered to
an Assurance Agent is legally, or at least metaphysically, binding. A
dream contract. An agreement between sorcerers. That Ed had no
idea of being a sorcerer held no bearing on the situation.
In spite of Stanford throwing his ally across the room,
Mohmaluk merely floated through the air, tumbling naked bone head
over naked bone toe, clunking its bamboo chime sound. At the far
side of the room was a closet door that housed the apartment’s furnace
unit. Mohmaluk disappeared through the door. There was a low
whooshing sound of the furnace kicking on. Thin wisps of smoke
began curling between the sides of the door and the frame. The ally
passed back through the door, flames licked at the carpet. A good
fire, a furious fire. All of those years burned behind Stanford’s eyes.
A fire within, fire without. Something itched at his brain, some memory
trying to burn away the fog.
He’d been tricked. Derringer knew more of his own sorcerer’s
abilities than he’d guessed. No, that was foolishness, he’d seen it
through Mohmaluk’s eyeless sockets. Derringer knew nothing of his
ability. It should have been simple. He’d become overconfident,
trying to steal from Derringer. He’d lost the focus of his intent and it
had undone him. He could try to lay the blame on the ally, convince
himself that some fault in the gruesome dream fragment had allowed
Derringer to slip away, but that wasn’t it. He’d become overconfident.
Hubris had undone his intent.
The apartment was catching fire. Stanford smiled. Through
his anger he smiled. “He won’t be coming home to this place,” he
said to the ally. Mohmaluk smiled its death grin as it always did; it
only had one expression on its dead face. “Smiling, always smiling,”
Stanford muttered.
Let it burn. He’d found the Moment in Derringer. He’d find
Ed again. Let the apartment burn. He’d find him no matter where he
went. This place was ruined. Burn it. Fog and shadows. It didn’t
make sense.
Smoke was filling the apartment now. He needed to get out.
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Something caught his eye on the way to the door. An itch nagged at
the back of his mind. Had it caught his eye, or was it Mohmaluk
who’d drawn his attention to it. He’d been with the ally for so long
(how long?), he was not sure when his perceptions were his own or
the product of the dream fragment that remained permanently at his
side.
Flames from the furnace began tasting parts of the ceiling in
the living room. Thick grayish-black smoke raced along the walls
like a polluted stream that defied gravity. He needed to get out now,
but there was that something that had drawn his attention away from
the immediacy of exiting.
On the floor directly to the left of a small wooden table that
held the phone and its answering-machine base was, of all things, a
superb looking walnut-colored creel. It looked old and used, made
of wicker. Despite the wear, or perhaps because of it, John could tell
that the thing was loved. Rather, it had been at one time. He crouched
down, knees cracking like popcorn, and flipped open the wicker lid.
He guessed that Ed wasn’t the fisherman who’d worn this at his hip,
dropping a catch of brookies or browns inside. Ed bought it used
perhaps; no fisherman would use it to store his address book and old
telephone bills. No matter, John spilled the contents of the wicker
creel onto the floor. Let that stuff burn, he would keep this prize.
This thing seemed important to him. Something about it seemed important. He coughed from the smoke. Take it. Take the address
book, take the creel, it was too nice to burn.
John reached down and snatched the address book, flipped
open the lid of the creel and dropped it back inside. It was hot now
inside the apartment, and there was knocking at the door.
“Ed!” a voice from the hallway shouted. “Hey Ed! You in
there? Open up! Come on, are you home? I smell smoke!” A woman’s
voice, urgent.
A witness. A witness was an unfortunate thing.
Stanford gestured in Mohmaluk’s direction and the tiny
skeleton floated across the room, through the door and into the hallway.
Stanford could see her through his ally’s non-eyes. The woman had
her ear pressed against the door, a hand raised, ready to pound on the
door again with the heel of her palm. She looked young, pretty. Dark
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hair, almost the color of new black leather.
He crossed the room and opened the door. The look of relief
on the woman’s face turned to confusion.
“I smelled smoke. Where’s Ed?” she asked. Her voice was
still frantic, edged now with confusion that bordered on fear. Just
one slip on that line and fright would creep through. Fear was the
silent partner to confusion, always waiting to assume a greater
responsibility in their partnership.
“Ed?” John answered. “Ed’s not here.” John watched as the
woman’s face spelled out the conclusion her mind had reached: smoke,
a stranger in Ed’s apartment, foul play. She was pretty, even with the
dyed-black hair. “Have you seen my baby?” John asked suddenly,
building an edge of hysteria in his voice. Burn.
“Baby?” Confusion again on the woman’s face.
“Oh, thank heavens!” Stanford said. “There it is, behind you.”
The woman turned her head, and saw nothing. She looked
back at Stanford again, fear had returned in her eyes. Crazy, she was
thinking, the man’s crazy and he’s done something to her neighbor,
Ed Derringer. She could see clearly now that the place was, in fact,
burning. John could read the thoughts on her face.
“Come back,” John said. He gestured with one finger and
Mohmaluk dipped behind the woman, passing through her back,
between her shoulder blades, and out again through her chest. The
woman knew nothing of it. Sheryl, Mohmaluk told him, the woman’s
name was Sheryl. She was a waitress at a Red Lobster in Okemos,
and this morning she’d awakened suddenly from a dream that she’d
forgotten her opals in her Aunt Tia’s medicine cabinet. She didn’t
own any opals, and her Aunt had died when Sheryl was ten.
Sheryl began coughing, black smoke coming out of her mouth.
Dreaming awake. It’s my Dream, thought Stanford, and I
dream there are no witnesses (witnesses to what? what had he done?
why this path?).
The woman gasped for more air, but her lungs were already
filled with more smoke than they could hold. Instead, she fell down
onto her knees. John walked around her. Smoke, too much smoke, he
thought. The woman fell forward on her face as he walked away.
Stanford knew she would die. People do die of smoke inhalation in a
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fire, tragic. It wasn’t his intention to kill, but it seemed to be
Mohmaluk’s nature. Not killing: death. There really was very little
that he could do to prevent it. The ally was not a delicate thing. It
worked in broad strokes, not details.
He was not a murderer though, of that he was certain. People
had died over the years, to be sure. He couldn’t remember anything
specific, but the deaths were there, hidden in his mind like a sand bag
in the center of a down pillow. Tragic deaths, untimely deaths of
completely natural cause, but never a death as the result of foul play.
No witnesses. There mustn’t be any chance of witnesses. Messy, and
this had already gotten messy with Ed’s disappearance. Mohmaluk
left his side and returned to the apartment building. The fire in
Derringer’s apartment spread to each of the other apartments as
Mohmaluk tumbled through the building. The gas leaked in a dream,
in someone’s dream. Dreams do cross over from time to time. Dreams
of tragedy. Mohmaluk had found the dream. It was tragic. So sudden,
so many deaths. All but one of the residents dead of smoke inhalation.
What are the odds of that, Stanford wondered? And where was that
one who’d gotten away? Where was Ed Derringer?
A nagging finger of guilt jabbed at John Stanford’s gut.
Mohmaluk worked quickly.
A seven-year-old boy named Carter in the apartment below
Derringer’s died in a choking, coughing fit after awakening from a
dream that he’d flown low over the snow-covered ground to the
amazement of all in his first grade class. His teacher was just about to
give him a gold star on his personal achievement board. He didn’t
even know what a personal achievement board was, but he wanted
the gold star all the same. Then the coughing started, his lungs burned,
worse than getting a mouthful of smoke at the 4th of July campfire.
The death was sudden, much more sudden than if he were to actually
choke to death with lungs full of smoke. At least there was that
mercy.
The boy’s mother had a recurring dream that she was thin
again, and that she always passed her Classical Literature exam, even
though she’d forgotten she’d signed up for the class and hadn’t read
any of the material. She died on the floor, on her stomach, trying to
stay low, out of the smoke that Mohmaluk had dreamed into her lungs.
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Carter’s dad was an insomniac who hadn’t dreamed in six
weeks. Mohmaluk had no effect on him, and he might have lived, had
he not been rushing to his son’s bedroom to help the boy when he’d
tripped on his own feet, knocking himself unconscious in a clumsy
fall, giving Mohmaluk a window, and his lungs filled with smoke.
There were fourteen others. Not a Moment in any of them.
Even so, Stanford knew the last dream that each of them had dreamed
as Mohmaluk passed through them. The guilt in his gut turned into a
hard ball, making him feel that he might get sick.
Stanford walked quickly along the sidewalk leading to the
parking lot, to Ed’s Grand Prix. He sent the ally through the door,
causing it to unlock. It passed through the steering column, through
the dashboard and under the hood. The car started, and John climbed
inside. He sat the creel in the passenger seat and drove.

Chapter Six

When Ed woke again it was dark. He felt damp from sweat
and was stiff from sleeping curled in one of the bunks of Bone Kimbé’s
and Bum Bo’s camper. He still wore the Carhartts and there were a
couple of blankets draped over him. The furnace, he guessed from
the way he could see his breath pluming out of his mouth, had either
been turned off or the thermostat had been turned way down. No,
that’s silly, he reasoned, the camper’s furnace probably didn’t have a
thermostat. This was a stripped-down model, the furnace was either
on or off.
Ed could hear voices outside the camper, and the unmistakable smell of a campfire. He had no desire to move. Something
though, reached into him and brought him to life.
He sat up and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. It hurt
him to move so quickly. It hurt him to move at all. Now though, he
was certain he caught the aromatic smell of burning tobacco through
the smell of burning wood. It was a smell that pulled him from his
sleep. The smell of the cigarette cut through everything else and
made his entire body ache, not with the pain of bruised muscles, but
with the craving of an addiction that never starved for more than a
few hours at a time. But this? This, Ed reckoned, had to be nearing
a twenty-four hour period since he’d last had a puff on one of his
smokes.
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He surveyed the floor of the camper. His shoes had to be
somewhere. He opened the narrow closet door next to the small gas
furnace. Yes, there they were, his socks too. Also what looked to be
his clothes, dried and hanging from a hook. Ed removed the clothes
from the hook. They were cleaned and no longer smelled of the ditch.
An excitement began to fill him, the likes of which he could not
remember. There were his clothes, cleaned, and dried—ready to be
worn. The smell of a cigarette, which he began to feel that he needed
more with each passing second, rode the air promising familiarity and
comfort. Cigarettes! The sublime pleasure of smoking! And his own
comfortable fitting clothes!
Ed unzipped the Carhartts and climbed out of them, heedless
of worry that the door to the camper might open at any time revealing
his nakedness to whoever might be outside. His own clothes were a
little cold, though dry. It was good to be out of the Carhartts. He’d
sweated a great deal as he slept. Whatever fevered sleep it was that
had occupied his exhausted mind had at least abated for the time being.
A cigarette! It didn’t take Ed long at all to get fully dressed.
He had no coat, but he hoped the campfire would be enough to keep
him warm. Ed opened the door of the camper and was greeted by
brisk night air. The voices he’d heard and the sound of the campfire
were coming from his left. Ed could see shadows cast by the glow of
the fire playing across the snowy ground. He stepped down and closed
the door. The talking by the fire stopped. Ed turned to his left and
looked cautiously around the side of the camper where he’d heard the
conversation.
There were three people at the fire. Two of them he recognized
immediately as the strange couple who’d saved his life somewhere
near Thunder Bay, Ontario (if their story could be believed). The
third person was just a silhouette, a face he could not see, just a body
of dancing shadows. The campfire played its quiet, lazy light against
the person. Ed couldn’t be sure whether this new stranger was a man
or a woman. All three, he could tell, were staring at him. Though he
could not make out any characteristics of this new person’s face, he
could see the eyes clearly. They were sharp and gazed directly at him.
Bone Kimbé took a few steps away from the fire in Ed’s direction.
“So you made it through after all,” she said to him, advancing.
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The stranger began walking in the opposite direction, away from Ed.
Ed saw pine trees several yards off through the dark. The stranger
walked toward them. Bone Kimbé paused to turn and speak to Bo.
“See, I told you—that was just an ordinary Toyota, not Death.”
“Yeah, yeah. Right again,” Bo replied.
“Thanks for getting my clothes dried,” Ed said to her.
“No trouble,” Bone said back. She motioned Ed forward with
a wave of the hand. “Why don’t you come and join us at the fire.
This is a great occasion.” Ed could see her smiling through the modest
light cast out by the fire. “It truly is a great occasion. You’re still
alive. That makes it an even greater occasion because I believed from
the moment that we picked up camp north of here, and then saw you
walking that highway back aways, that events were in motion.”
Ed began walking toward Bone and the fire. In the moments
when Bone had spoken to him and gestured for him to join them, the
stranger cleared the distance from the fire to the trees. Ed couldn’t
see any sign of the stranger except the trail of footprints left in the
snow.
“It’s good to know that I can still pick up on a sign when I get
one. Right, Bo?”
“Good to know? You do it all the damned time!” He’d turned
to face the fire. Ed could see his hands open to its warmth.
“You’re going to want to stay warm,” the woman advised Ed.
That was true enough. Already Ed began to feel the winter air
working its way back into his blood. He realized, perhaps for the first
time in his life, that the snow and cold could actually kill him. The
realization made the night seem brighter, more alive. Bone walked
with him the rest of the way to the fire, her arm around his shoulders
now, as though they were companions who’d weathered much
together.
“I woke up because I thought I smelled a cigarette. I’m a
heavy smoker,” Ed confessed to them. “More than anything right
now, I’d like a cigarette. I need a cigarette.”
Ed saw Bum Bo looking at Bone Kimbé. There seemed to be
a moment of seriousness between them. The woman shook her head
in frustration. “I tell you, Bo,” she took her arm from around Ed’s
shoulders, “it was just a Toyota.”
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“I’m not disputing that,” Bo said to the woman. Then he
spoke to Ed, “I think you were just wishing you smelled a cigarette.
We don’t smoke. But if it gets bad for you, we can stop in at that
Marathon gas station in Wawa when it opens in the morning.”
“Maybe that person who was just here was smoking,” Ed said.
“I smelled a cigarette. I know a cigarette when I smell one. Maybe
you just didn’t notice if he smoked.”
Bo turned again so that he was facing the fire, his arms
outstretched. He spoke to Bone, quietly, as if he’d intended for Ed
not to hear. “I’m not saying you don’t know how to suss out a sign
when it comes along, but how do you know it was a good sign?”
That seemed to be the end of the conversation, for a long
pause followed. Ed expected the debate to pick-up where it left off.
He at least expected them to answer his question about whether or
not the stranger at the fire only moments ago had been smoking a
cigarette. He got only silence from the two. They both stood facing
the fire, their hands reaching forward. It seemed to Ed that the two
were not so much warming their hands, but drawing the heat from the
flames into their bodies through their arms. It was as if their open
palms were conduits for the fire’s energy. Ed drew himself closer to
the fire. He moved so that he stood on the opposite side of the fire
from his rescuers.
“What day is it?” Ed asked.
“It’s Monday,” answered Bo, his eyes gazing into the fire.
“Look,” Bone said quietly, “there’s no need to be mysterious
about it. Clearly the guy’s gifted.” She gestured casually at Ed with
one hand. “Whether he realizes it yet or not is beside the point. He
needs to get a grip on the situation before the next time we see
headlights behind us and it really is Death.”
“Yeah,” Bo said, “I think you hit the nail right on the head.
That’s my whole problem right there, next time. You know damned
well there’s gonna be a next time. It’s just a matter of when. And I let
him wear my clothes!” He looked up from the fire, directly into Ed’s
eyes. “You wore my clothes and you’ve got Death tracking you.
Now it’s got my scent too.”
Ed stared back at Bum Bo, not knowing quite what to think.
“Just because I asked for a cigarette?”
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“That pair of Carhartts you’re wearing are yours now. They’re
my gift to you. Please do not feel that you need to give me a gift in
return.”
“You think Death is trailing me?” Ed asked. “Why do you
think it’s Death?”
“Because Death looks like a pair of headlights in your rearview
mirror,” Bo told him. “Only difference between Death and a pair of
actual headlights in your rearview mirror is that Death doesn’t keep
going when you pull over to let it pass. By the time you realize they’re
not going to pass, then it’s too late. ‘Let the lamp affix its beam. The
only emperor is the Emperor of Ice Cream.’”
Ed nodded. He knew that one. Wallace Stevens; probably
one of the few poems Ed had had to read in his American Thought
and Literature classes at Michigan State that he actually enjoyed.
Bone looked from Bo to Ed with a look that Ed thought was
one of sympathy, or perhaps pity. But he couldn’t guess if the look
reflected her feelings for Ed’s situation or for the dire situation that
Bo now felt that he’d been drawn into.
“Let’s suppose you’re right about him being gifted,” Bo
continued, “even the most gifted sorcerer needs time to recoup lost
energy.”
“What sorcerer?” Ed asked, then chuckled. “You mean like
Harry Potter?”
“Nobody can do a Reverse Evanesce like that without expending all their power. We don’t even know how far he came.”
“Lansing,” Ed interjected, a little excited by the prospect of
sorcery. He’d never been mistaken for anything quite as dramatic as
a sorcerer. Hippies, you gotta love hippies. “Lansing, Michigan.”
Bo threw his arms up in the air and rolled his eyes. “There
you go, Bone! Lansing, Michigan! And we pick him up in the middle
of the Trans-Canada Highway just shy of Thunder Bay? Not only
that, it’s now three days before the moose tramples our fire. Tomorrow is closing in. How do you expect us to clear that with somebody
that doesn’t even know what’s happening?” Bo shook his head, looking truly concerned. “See, he doesn’t even know what he is! I hate
this sorcery.”
“Sure, you hate it like you hate to complain. You could let me
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finish explaining to him instead of getting all balled-up about a pair of
headlights in the rearview mirror!” Bone said.
Bo shrugged, scowling. He held his hands out toward the
fire, palms outward. The way he stood, his legs apart, arms forward,
palms out, reminded Ed of Iron Man from Marvel Comics preparing
to blast the Crimson Dynamo with his repulsor rays.
“But first,” Bone added, “I think we should head back inside
the camper. There’s room enough in there for all of us to sit down
and discuss everything. I think this fire has served its purpose.”
Ed strangely (and quite gladly), didn’t feel the least bit cold
standing next to the fire, but remembering the freezing highway made
him think that he might feel a little better inside the camper, with a
roof above him and some walls around him. There was the temperature to worry about, and Ed began to realize that his legs didn’t feel
as sturdy as he was used to. He wanted to sit. He wanted a drink of
water. He wanted a cigarette.
“All right,” Bo said, “I’ll make sure that pilot light is still going and get the heater back in business.”
The three of them sat inside the camper, waiting for a pot of
coffee to finish brewing. It was an old percolator coffeepot, its bottom
blackened from a lifetime of flames. It sat now over a lit burner on
the small gas stove inside the camper. Ed sat on the bed he’d woke
up in, his back against the wall. The coffeepot bubbled vigorously,
the lid thumped and rattled as it percolated. The coffee’s rich smell
made Ed’s desire for a cigarette needle aggressively at his brain, his
chest, and his fingertips.
Bum Bo and Bone Kimbé sat at the small dining table near the
entrance of the camper. Between them sat a flickering oil lamp. It
cast a dim, smudged light over everything.
“What happened to that battery-operated lantern?” Ed asked.
“This suits my mood a little better,” said Bone.
“Is there any aspirin?” Ed asked them. He could feel the
edges of the fever that had played through him as he slept cutting into
him again.
Bone shook her head. “We don’t have anything like that.”
Ed pulled a blanket over himself and folded his arms across
his chest. “I think I’ve still got a fever.”
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“I’m sure you do,” Bone said. “But I’m sorry, we haven’t got
anything like that with us. For the most part me and Bo try to avoid
pharmaceuticals. We make an exception for coffee, though. It should
be ready soon.” She smiled. “I love the sound of percolating coffee.
I won’t use a drip coffee maker. Percolate it, just don’t burn it. It’s a
forgotten art, Ed.”
“Man,” Ed said massaging his forehead with his fingertips,
“no cigarettes, no aspirin. Death is following me in a Toyota Camry.
What else have I got to look forward to?”
“There’s always the snow,” Bo answered. “And don’t forget
that it’s three days ago. When we found you on the Trans-Canada
Highway it was four days ago, Dreamtime. Do you know what happens when Today gets here?”
Ed laughed. They were crazy. He’d been mugged, knocked
out, and dropped in a ditch somewhere. These people must be friends
of John Stanford. Now he had it. Joke’s on me, thought Ed. Ha,
goddamned ha!
“I’m glad you can laugh about it,” said Bo.
Ed sat on the small bed with his eyes shut, his head bowed,
and massaged his temples. No, as weird as the whole situation was,
he believed it. Things had shifted into the realm of the bizarre. Now
he was in Wawa, Ontario—rescued by a couple of sorcerers on the
Trans-Canada highway just this side of Thunder Bay, who drove around
waiting for “signs.” The damnedest thing was that he didn’t doubt
any of it. The only other explanation, as far as Ed was concerned,
would force him to consider the existence of extraterrestrial life, and
he just didn’t feel like he had it in him.
“I don’t think I mentioned it,” Ed said as he looked at his new
companions, “but I’m grateful to you for giving me a ride. I think I’d
have died.”
“Yeah, most likely you’d have died,” Bone said to him. “Not
a lot of traffic this time of year.”
Ed watched her as she spoke. Light and shadow played over
her face. She was middle-aged, pretty, and perhaps even a little
dangerous looking with the stocking cap. Her dark hair was shoulder
length and tucked neatly behind her ears and kept in place, Ed guessed,
by the cap. She wore a dark-colored sweatshirt and black denim
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jeans. She looked like a car thief from a 70’s TV show.
“It’s really not me and Bo that you should be grateful to—we
were waiting for something to do, we’re people of action, we’re ready
to go. It’s the moose who gave us the signal. Thank the moose.
Really. The next time you see a moose, you should express your
gratitude. You owe it to the moose.”
Ed decided that if he ever did see a moose, or come in contact
with one, he would express his thanks.
“What do you mean that you guys are people of action? I
thought you said that you were just waiting for a sign.”
“Sure,” Bone agreed, “but we were actively waiting. That’s
what we were doing. When one is doing something with intent, then
that person is being active. Even if you go to sleep, but sleep with
intent, then you are doing something. That is action.”
“But I fall asleep every night. Ed responded, “I don’t feel
particularly active when I’m doing that.”
“You’re confusing being asleep with sleeping. There’s a
difference.”
“Just like there’s a difference between seeing a pair of
headlights in your rearview mirror and seeing Death’s Headlights in
your rearview mirror,” Bo interjected, smiling.
Bone shot an angry glance at Bo. “Yes, but it’s best to err on
the side of caution in such situations, wouldn’t you agree? It’s better
that we pulled over to face Death on our own terms and find out that
it’s not Death after all, than to keep driving and hope everything will
be all right. There had been too many signs, and this guy probably is
a big Death magnet. He takes the actions of a sorcerer without regard
for the consequences or even knowing that there are consequences.
There is no better way to meet Death than that.”
“Wait,” Ed held a hand up. “So does Death really drive a car
around? Have you seen it? Why wouldn’t it drive without headlights?
Then it could just sneak up on us.”
“Death never sneaks up on anyone,” said Bone. “Most people
just don’t know what Death looks like, so they don’t see it coming.”
“And it drives a car?” Ed asked.
“No, you’re not paying attention. Death looks like a pair of
headlights in the rearview mirror. It doesn’t drive a car with the
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headlights turned on. It just looks like a pair of headlights.”
“That’s it?” asked Ed. “It looks like that all the time?”
“Only if you’re on your guard. If you’re not paying attention
to anything and not looking for signs, then you’d never see Death
coming.”
“But, what about before there were cars? I’ve never heard of
Death personified as a pair of headlights. What happened to the black
cloak and the scythe? What about the bony fingers? What happened
to the Grim Reaper?”
“We’re really not an agrarian society anymore. Death changes
with the times.” Bone shrugged.
“Headlights,” Ed muttered, “now I have to watch out for
headlights.”
“Death’s Headlights!” added Bo. “Just keep your eyes open
for Death’s Headlights, not just any headlights.”
Ed didn’t think he’d have a problem remembering that. In
spite of the other fantastic events of the last couple of days, he felt
more than reasonably certain that he’d have an easy time remembering
that Death now looked like a pair of headlights. It occurred to him,
too, that he felt oddly ambivalent about everything. He felt as though
he should be questioning the recent events more than he did. Since
the night of drinking at Dillon’s and the ensuing hangover, he didn’t
question much of anything that had happened.
“For someone who, I’m assuming, really doesn’t have the
slightest idea of what is actually transpiring, you’re really taking it all
in stride,” Bone Kimbé said.
Ed shrugged. “I’m pretty tired, I guess.”
“That coffee should be ready,” Bum Bo said. “Of course, it’ll
have to cool for a good minute or two.”
“You know,” Ed said to them, “I’m really not so sure that I
want any coffee.” He yawned. His head was pounding. The fever
that had stolen into him was now beginning to echo bolder footsteps
throughout his body. He realized how exhausted he’d become.
Ed lay down on the bed thinking it would be awkward to
sleep with the two of them sitting right there. Where did they sleep,
in the bunk that extended above the cab? Did they sleep together?
Something made Ed doubt that. They seemed more like comrades,
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partners in crime, not lovers.
Ed fell asleep, wondering about sorcery.
He dreamed that he was a contestant on the Wheel of Fortune. The woman standing next to him explained to Pat Sajak that
the beautiful sweater she wore was made from the hair of her two
recently deceased St. Bernards, Ajax and Achilles. They died from
drowning, the poor dears, after chasing a Canada goose onto thin ice
and falling through. Raymond from down the way retrieved them
from their watery grave, the poor dears, with nothing but some heavy
twine and a pair of old headlights tied together bolo-style. Ed found
himself agreeing that it was indeed a beautiful sweater.
“That’s a touching story,” Pat Sajak said. “Now, let’s spin the
wheel!”

Chapter Seven

There was no sign of Bone Kimbé and Bum Bo when Ed woke.
He was curled on the same small bed where he’d fallen asleep. A
couple of blankets were draped over him, one blue and one white. He
sat up, holding the blankets around him. He was fully dressed, but
the air around him was very cold.
It was dark inside the camper, but Ed could see light coming
through the curtains. He checked his watch, staring at the face for a
moment as he tried to discern whether it was after seven or eight. A
gust of wind blew against the camper, making it creak. He noticed
the second hand on the watch wasn’t moving. He stared for a while
longer at the watch. It had definitely stopped. Ed felt displaced,
sensing a strange distance from time, as though it was a separate
thing, something to which he didn’t belong. A slow river to swim in
on occasion, but not inhabit.
It was a new feeling. Until this recent spate of weirdness, Ed
had kept pace with each hour as habitually, if not as obsessively, as he
smoked cigarettes. A cigarette on the other hand . . . that was
something he needed. He still felt a strong sense of belonging to the
world of nicotine.
The harsh wind played at the camper. It sounded wicked and
cold. Ed wondered if it was snowing. He wondered if they’d driven
anywhere and how long he’d slept. He hoped they were getting closer
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to Michigan. Canada’s okay if you’re a sorcerer on the lookout for
signs, but Ed wanted to get back to his apartment.
As he sat there hugging the blankets to him, the wind exercised its grip on the camper. Behind him was a curtained window that
faced the cab of the truck. Ed pushed the curtain aside, finding it odd
that the curtain was not only the color of burlap, but actually made of
the stuff.
He should have been able to see into the cab of the truck. But
the truck was not there. The window looked out onto snow. The
snow on the ground was blowing in swift eddies, forming tall drifts.
The sky was thickly clouded, heavy and gray. Snow fell in big clusters of soft flakes. Ed couldn’t see tire tracks where the truck had
driven away. He wondered how long it might take for snow coming
down like this to cover the tracks.
The fever he’d taken to sleep with him had at least abated. He
wished that the fever had taken his cigarette craving with it.
Ed pushed a blanket aside and reached a hand down near the
furnace. There was a faint heat coming from it, he’d need to turn it
up.
He looked to his right where the small stove was. The old
coffeepot was still sitting on one of the burners. He could smell the
coffee, what was left of it anyway, probably just the grounds. Ed
stood up, reached for the coffeepot, and shook it. There was a sloshing sound of coffee inside and a dull clanking as the metal filter banged
against the sides. If he could find some matches to light the stove,
then he could at least warm the leftover coffee. He scanned the area
above the stove and small sink. There was a box of them inside a wire
basket hanging above the sink. Blue Diamond matches.
He took the box of matches from the wire basket, pushed on
one end of the box to slide it open and took out a wooden, bluetipped match. He struck it against the side of the box. There was a
quick spark and the end of the match lit.
The camper creaked as the wind blew outside. The match
flame flickered with the gusting wind even though he was sheltered
from it.
Ed turned the knob for the burner where the coffeepot sat
until he heard the hiss of gas. He got the burner lit and turned the
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flame up as high as it would go. After shaking out the flame on the
match he tossed it into the small sink. He sat down at the cramped
dining table and waited for the coffee to heat up. Coffee would be
good now. Old for sure, but any coffee right now beat the alternative.
There was another larger window next to the table where he sat. That
window had a burlap curtain, too.
Though he guessed that most would turn up their noses at the
decor, Ed found that he genuinely liked the curtains.
He moved the curtain aside to look out, finding nothing but
gray and white. The wind blew the snow sideways and up and down.
He hoped they’d left a note. He wouldn’t have to search far to discover
whether or not they’d taken the time. For now though, he just sat.
The coffee sounded like it was beginning to boil. It made Ed wonder
if the camper’s small bathroom across from the dining table actually
worked.
He felt warm and revitalized after guzzling what was left of
the coffee in the pot (one-and-a-half cups, from a chipped yellow
mug with red letters exclaiming “Sarnia’s Bluewater Bingo!”). He
wasn’t sure if it was morning, afternoon, or edging toward evening—
everything maintained ubiquitous gray and white overtones. He
noticed then, that for the first time since waking up two days ago, that
his ribs no longer hurt from that bout of hangover puking.
A sudden pressure poked at his bladder. How long since he’d
done that? Ed looked at the flimsy bathroom door next to him. It
wasn’t that he worried about privacy, no; it was more a concern as to
whether or not the toilet would flush. Sure, it was just piss now, but
what if that other voice of nature’s call began to make insistent
demands? He couldn’t think about it. Rather than risk making the
camper smell like an outhouse, he decided to go to the nearest snow
bank.
It didn’t take long for the wind to bite hard. Ed guessed the
temperature to be somewhere very near zero, if not below. He walked
around the camper until he found the side that blocked the cold wind
best. He thought about spelling his name in the snow, then considered
a hearty yellow “F-U-C-K!” He abandoned that, too, as a gust of
wind pushed against his legs from the opening beneath the camper.
Snow whipped against his face and hands.
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Ed ventured toward the front of the camper. He hoped to see
tracks in the snow that might tell which direction the truck had gone.
There was nothing, though.
His feet already sank at least six inches into the soft blowing
snow. Any tracks that had been left by the truck were covered. Ed
was stuck. He knew which way was up and which was down, but
that was the extent of it. He speculated where the campfire had burned
the night before, but couldn’t see far enough through the snow to
discover whether any sign of it actually remained. He knew that even
farther out in that direction lay a row of trees where the mysterious
figure had disappeared.
It was freezing in the wind; his ears began to hurt. Ed braced
himself against the cold and made his way back inside the camper.
Once inside, he shook the snow off and hurried over to the heater.
The pilot still burned. Ed found the knob that adjusted the heat and
turned it up.
He guessed that Bone Kimbé and Bum Bo would not return
in the storm. It would be treacherous driving, especially for a pickup, four-wheel-drive or not, with an empty bed and a light back end.
Ed had a deep-down feeling that they’d be coming back for him
(maybe). He was, after all, the reason the tick-infested moose had
given Bone the sign to pack up and head farther down the road. He
just hoped that another equally or more ominous sign didn’t show up
while he’d been sleeping, demanding that Bone and Bo pack up and
move on without the camper.
His short expedition outside the camper left him cold all the
way through. The wind still whipped against the camper, making it
creak. Had it been snowing, he wondered, when Bone and Bo extended the camper’s legs to let it stand free of the truck? Had they
been in a hurry?
It took some time (a half-hour or so, Ed guessed), but he was
warmed again and found that he had nothing to do except sit and
listen to the wind assault the aluminum siding of the camper. He
began to notice some icy drafts blowing through as some of the particularly strong gusts howled outside: through the snow, through the
trees, and through the gray-cold air that brought thoughts of creeping
shadows.
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Ed began to understand that he dwelt not in the ordinary world
of cigarettes and boredom, but a world of harsh unforgiving wind and
cold. It was a world where vision could distort with the quicksilver
taint of dreams. Here was mystery and survival and he didn’t have a
clue on how to deal with either.
He thought of pulling the burlap curtains aside and peering
out for a sign of Bone Kimbé and Bum Bo. He pushed the thought
back just as quickly, remembering last night’s conversation about
Death’s headlights. He didn’t want to see approaching headlights.
Let them come upon him completely unaware.
The scope of the events he’d endured began to weigh against
him. That and the unanswered questions, too. He couldn’t remember what had happened to him from the time when the Assurance
Agent had started glowing in his apartment, to the moment when
he’d found himself facedown in a ditch of icy water. As much as he
tried, any effort to remember brought only a dark, blank spot.
Wind howled. It was howling at him, trying to get him. Ed
fought a strong urge to hide beneath a blanket until the storm died. It
was stupid, he knew, but there was something that sounded predatory
in the way the wind whipped against the camper. It was a real thing,
a real threat. The more the snow blew, the more he began to see that
Bone Kimbé and Bum Bo would not be coming to his rescue anytime
soon. Wherever they were, they’d left Ed alone for a reason. He
could see that clearly now. The proof was the snow and the wind.
The proof was this camper abandoned in a storm.
Ed knew they’d return to see if he’d survived. They’d return
to see if he’d gotten his wits about him. They’d return to see if the
storm had swept away every trace of him off of the earth.

Chapter Eight

Ed sat at the small table eating a cold can of Campbell’s Bean
with Bacon Soup. It was one of the few things he’d found in the
cupboard above the small stove and sink that he could eat.
When he first found it, he worried that he might share the
same fate as Wile E. Coyote: here was a can of soup to eat, but no
can-opener. He’d found the opener, though, in the only drawer next
to the stove, along with a host of plastic forks, knives and spoons. Ed
opted to eat the soup cold with a plastic white spoon. Best not to
waste the propane, use it only to warm the camper.
Just as he’d swallowed the first spoonful of the orange, salty
paste, he saw it. The spider crawled swiftly from behind one of the
burlap curtains at the front of the camper, across the ceiling toward
the closet where Bum Bo kept his extra pair of Carhartts, then
disappeared. Ed sat at the table waiting for it to reappear, with the
plastic spoon in his right hand and the hair on the back of his neck
standing on end. There was no question that it was the same spider
he’d seen before in his apartment, crawling from the eye socket of
that baby’s skeleton.
Later, Ed caught a blur of motion near the handle of the
bathroom door. He didn’t actually see the spider that time, but he
knew that’s what it had to be. He’d gotten up to investigate, opening
the bathroom door, checking on the floor, under the table, behind the
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curtains. He opened the cupboards above the sink and stove, moving
the remaining cans of Campbell’s soup (six, all Bean with Bacon),
one can of Chicken of the Sea tuna fish, and half a loaf of Gold Spun
wheat bread. As he closed the cupboard door he saw a quick shadow
as it scurried over the stovetop and down the side. Ed took a step
over and peered down the side of the stove. There was nothing there,
just the bed that Ed had been sleeping in prior to this new round of
madness.
He wanted to chalk it off as side effects of the fever,
hypothermia, drunkenness, or even sleep. It was possible that he
hallucinated the whole thing. It’s the last thing that he’d seen in his
apartment before waking up facedown in a ditch. How do you like
ditch water, Ed? Not much to my liking at all, no sir.
The spider was in the camper somewhere. Ed could feel it
watching him. He’d begun to have the feeling that it was trying to
communicate with him. There was a part of him that tried to remain
open to the possibility, but most of him decided that he was probably
just nuts.
As the day slipped by, the part of him that felt the spider was
actually trying to make contact with him began to overpower the part
of him that dismissed the whole notion as lunacy. The other possibility
was that the spider had nothing to do with the recent events, and was
just waiting for Ed to fall asleep so it could take a bite out of him and
keep itself alive. It was possible, after all, that Death did more than
terrorize the rearview mirrors of hapless motorists. It was possible,
as far as Ed could tell, that Death used a mercurial spider as its agent.
Sure, it was possible, but Ed knew that it was the same spider that
he’d seen at his apartment in East Lansing.
Ed believed that it wanted to communicate. It was a sign, of
course. If Bone Kimbé and Bum Bo were here to explain it, it would
all make sense. They’d know the sign for what it was, surely.
The spider, and the search for the spider, had at least taken
Ed’s mind off the notion that Death was toying with him, lobbing gust
after gale in an attempt to drive him over the edge before hypothermia
and starvation brought him down.
He’d fallen asleep, his head resting on his folded arms on the

59

Dan Goodrich

small table. He dreamed restlessly of a car wash and a gopher feather
he’d found in an old book. What woke him was the sound of the
wind. It had intensified and now sounded like it had added freezing
rain to its repertoire. A gopher feather? As Ed leaned over to the
window to move a curtain aside so he could peer out, he saw it, a
quick glimpse, as it dropped from the hanging wire basket above the
kitchen sink. Ed could see its legs extended outward in all directions.
He heard a soft but definite thump as it landed in the metal sink.
There was a fluttering noise of the spider’s legs tapping against the
surface of the sink as it moved.
The wind outside worked itself into a vicious gust that stormed
against the camper. Ed noticed that the light inside the camper, the
soft gray that seeped in from the stormy day, was beginning to dim.
He kept his focus on the kitchen sink though, waiting to see the first
of the spider’s legs crest the basin as it pulled itself onto the counter,
just as it had when it extracted itself from the baby’s eye socket. He
listened, but heard only the sound of the wind and icy rain pelting the
aluminum sides and windows. There was a thin hiss of propane and
sputtering flame coming from the heater, but no sound of a spider
creeping in the sink. Ed wondered if the spider would emerge slowly
over the edge of the sink, or move quickly and boldly into the open
where it could launch itself into his lap. Onto his hands, face, hair . . .
Hello, Ed!
He balled his hand into a fist and stood quickly. He had to do
it. The feel of the spider’s over-sized body exploding under his
knuckles would be sickening, but there was no choice. He couldn’t
stand the thought that he’d fallen asleep with it just creeping around.
He didn’t think he could sleep knowing there was a big-assed spider,
hallucination or not, waiting to jab its hairy fangs into his jugular and
fill him full of spider poison.
He sat back down. Maybe there was a spider, but it wasn’t
that kind of a spider. That was just the panic of waking from an
unexpected sleep. This spider was the same one from his apartment.
Go to work, get fired, get drunk, and wake up in a ditch flirting
with hypothermia. Don’t forget the skeleton of the baby floating across
the apartment. Don’t forget the glowing egg people. Weebles wobble,
man—but dude, they don’t fall down. Goo goo goo joob!
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Ed stood up again and looked in the sink. There was no spider,
of course. Not now, though he was certain that he saw it, heard it.
The spider would be back. He knew that just as he knew he was
screwed. He knew he should be trying to connect the dots, find the
missing pieces of the puzzle, but it wasn’t going to happen. He didn’t
have the strength to think about it. Something extraordinary had
happened. Right, that fucking Assurance Agent had extraordinarily
screwed him. That was clear enough. “Now what, Ed?” he asked
himself. He moved aside the burlap curtain above the table. The
stormy white of the gray afternoon was growing darker. The blanket
of snow outside was being covered in a blanket of ice.
Ed was dismayed to see that the snow had risen up to the level
of the windows.
That wasn’t possible.
He stared out the window a while longer, waiting for the
strange trick of waning daylight to put the snow back down to its
proper level, but wherever he looked, the level of the snow remained
uniformly even. There had to be four feet of snow if it was an inch.
Some drifts appeared higher. Ed got up to open the door of the
camper and look outside. He turned the doorknob and pushed, but
the door didn’t open. He tried it again, pushing harder this time.
There was a cracking sound, and the door gave way to large, cold,
stinging drops of icy rain. The camper was covered in a thin layer of
new ice.
Wind grabbed the door, swinging it open with great force,
slamming it against the camper with a crash. The door bounced back
and Ed reached for it. The doorknob was slippery and cold now. He
grabbed it, pulling it against the gusting wind, closing it tight once
more. He locked it for good measure, not really sure what locking
would prevent. Ed sat back down at the table. His hand cold, as cold
as it’d been when he’d awakened in the icy ditch.
Fresh panic began to ripple inside of him, spreading out,
threatening to take hold. Death’s headlights. A phantom spider. The
two self-proclaimed sorcerers, who rescued him from a freezing death
some odd hours ago, had abandoned him to another death of the
same variety. Night was coming. He wasn’t even sure how long he’d
been stuck in the camper. No more than a day. Just the night before,
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there’d been a campfire. He’d been awakened that evening by the
smell of cigarettes. There’d definitely been a stranger, too, speaking
to Bone Kimbé and Bum Bo. The stranger whose eyes pierced through
to Ed’s core.
There was nothing at all now but the gray and white world
turning dark. He could no longer hear the sound of rain pelting the
camper. The wind showed no sign of relenting. Ed peered outside
once more through the window next to the table. There was nothing.
He could see only the sheen of the snow with a layer of new ice on its
crust. Visibility? There had to be some trees out there in the distance.
They’d been there the night before. He didn’t know north from south.
Geography was by no means a strong point with him, but he knew
enough about Canada and the surrounding Great Lakes area to know
that if he was as far north as Bone Kimbé had said, then he’d very
likely be surrounded by wilderness. Hell, they’d claimed to see a
moose trample their campfire.
“Somebody bring me some smokes and a beer, eh?” he said.
The joke fell flat. The Great White North wasn’t too funny when you
were trapped in it. Anyway, he was the only one present to hear the
joke, and he’d known it was coming. Hard to hit oneself with a surprise
punchline, particularly when the situation is closer to the realm of
Weird Funny rather than Ha-Ha Funny.
Weird Funny for sure. He should be climbing the walls for a
cigarette. He’d tried to quit before. Cold Turkey. He’d tried it twice
and both times his will caved before turning in for the evening. He
wanted a cigarette, but not once during the course of the day did he
linger on the want long enough for it to gather momentum into a fullblown need. Weird Funny, not Ha-Ha Funny.
Ed let his head rest on the table once more. He was hungry,
that was a genuine need. He’d had no real food in a couple of days.
The can of soup/paste was the first real food he’d eaten. There’d
been beer . . . lots of beer. Perhaps starvation was the best way to
kick a nicotine habit.
There were six cans of soup, half a loaf of bread, and a can of
tuna fish in the cupboard. There was no running water, but there was
plenty of snow. He didn’t relish the thought of quenching his thirst by
letting snow melt in his mouth. Sure, it’s great fun when you’re a kid,
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but it’s a hell of a way to try and fight off Death when you’re a disenchanted adult. He tried to remain positive; at least he wouldn’t dehydrate. The food situation wasn’t good though. He had to assume,
simply by the amount of snow that’d accumulated throughout the
course of the day and the unflagging ferocity of the wind, that it’d be
a few days before anyone came to his rescue. Provided of course,
that some person or persons had plans to come to his rescue. The
motives of the camper’s owners lay in the murky vastness of
unpredictability. Prescience was not a faculty he possessed. He’d
have to resort to food rationing. That was something for college
students, the poor, and dieting Hollywood-types. Add to that list
abandoned sorcerer initiates.
A dim bulb that was burning at the back of Ed’s mind suddenly grew brighter. Shadows darkening the recesses of his subconscious dispersed. Sorcerer initiate. He felt thickheaded and dumb.
Ed remembered his dream with the spidery shadow shape
creeping away from his mother’s wheelchair. He let his forehead
drop to the cool table. When he lifted his head from the tabletop, he
saw the large spider directly across from him.

