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startedthe irvedigationand a palyr three

A t I I jllion dollars they pirtto it, no more than

n eve u they put into inquiringnio the falling othe
towersso little a sum theonspiracy pundits
(11 h well you fooking mother dooy  knew the Eds were hiding something: if

remember ho it used to beoy they held offinvegigatingthe Tome for
could velk into a pub in America and nothree months and onlgt out three million
be surounded kg the wraiths ofhin-bodied t0 invedigateit, it was because thingsrey
long-haired Scotsmen drinking Guinness &g to hell, the presidirating in New
holding foth on the aste ofthe world and Hampshire as davn to thity-three percent
the wonders ofthe eniuses ofliterature and the ar had gtten to the point that there
gnawingawayat the underpinnings dhe Wee more soldiers dyirthan there wre
Wesernworld who do their best teegit all Kids being ber in Bird, Kansasalvaysthe
to totter into the sea but that's all before tfiest sign that an Americaramwis doomed,
Tome was found and the litterateurs died Bnd the next in line in the Bush Ledges
the score and Manhattan was paralygedestreme measures had toetkemAnd dori
a strike against the cold inhumanitthef Youknow they had to heehad a parin i,
endlessly rising tin soldierstefintenational  Somehw knawing they had to rip open the
currency mart and esn so distant a placefabric of reality and shw the tiump liberals
as Australia could hear the trembling #tey were ping with the wrongre ard
American cities at the edgetio sea, they SO the Feds helped #ieis book down, the
could hear itverthe popping bubbles in theTome, or at least load the other aywhen
heads oftheir beersthey could hear o it was plumped den and stdedin grocery
time had made a turn for the worse or féfores and left in laundnats and seeded
the better no one could tell for sure but it hddl Salation Amies across the continent
turnedand it vas all thatdme'sloing, in that and then the samexds acted alarmed and
awdul April in that dread year that it came ofbouted about sometisf countecultural
and fell open, and gtz that all happenedmadness thatas assaulting tipeaceability
before the &ds knew the Land dfod eeen and reasonability ofthe competentlyed
existed for it was three months before théynerican public and shdaot something be
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done about it, and then do something thegactionar and prilegedriolence that as
did, after three months with a couple penniéself the cause, according to ttmnig, of
in their pokes they took arms and droppethe undermining ofeality that \as taking
a couple missiles on the Land\afd and place.Go ahead and shoot at ghosts) y
then shook don Congress until a thirdrier idiots.Wel, they had akysstot at ghosts
waseracted as an emergency measure, Tihe clock aboe the bar said it was almost
only vayto keg intact the one thread ofmidnight. | would ha stood up to lea
reality that earyone could hold in commonbut knew what might happen. | had been
while their gandmas and nannies and priedisre the last wHidayswith Tomny and
and grocers turned into raving maniaddarcella when the girl-bride Percyw&tb
that one slim thread eryone could age up.| called her the girl-bride because she
on, the one central stupidity that broughiad sule a yung face and she srex up
eveyore together: eveore could point in with a white il and white dress that ledk
one direction at whatwwrong in thearld, likeit had gone through scorching helg lik
so they had todeg the fool in ofcejust she vas some dark-eyed andeskinned
so there would be one thing, just one thibgker whose ‘owing @wn kept getting
people could agree on, an anchor in a daked ly the !res of the infenal overs.She
shifting reality, one still point in a maelstrowardered into the bar and glanced around,
world. The fucking bastards the Feds hatd then on both nights she fastened on
a part in it and the Tome that shouldehaMarcella and lipped at the air as though
ushered in a neweahjas become the sourcehe vas speaking but as though thess w
of the prolonged cruciion of the world.” a door that had close#testhe sound she
Tommy stabbed his stirrer into his beawvasmeking, shutting it all off; anceweould
and twirled. He had awsbeen crazy to stir tell sometimes sheasv talking about the
his beer and it had gottenrae the wyso Tome because her lipsuld make the right

many things had gotten worse shapes and one time she pointed at a copy
“The ghosts said Marcella down theof it sitting on the bar near one hbse
bar. “The ghosts. The ghdsts thin-boned long-haired wraiths with his pint

That was all she ever said. “The ghbst®f Guinness; and sheowid be mouthing
All of ussiting there in the Cauldron, ouat Marcella and Marcella would b&ching
favorite tarem, knew whom she meanerv Pecy and ignoring us and her beer; and
if wetried not to speak ahem ourselss then after the big man in theshirt with
out of nat knowing whether theyere steam rising offhis sveating shoulders
holy creatures or ithey were some kindcame and took PercyayMarcella wuld
of afterimages erupting like promotionapeak nanally agin for a few mutes and
spittle from the mouth othe publisher woud tell us that the girlas nameddrcy
that had released therie and that mg and that Percy wanted her to do something
it was said, @ at the hetaof the reality- because Percy missed her mother, but
stormsthat caused the Great Broagiw Pecy’'shusband alaysdraggd her way
Flood and the rains ahdasses in Centralbefore she couldhish telling Marcella what
Pak. The ghosts were eywhee and in she wanted toga
some places children dressed carefully inTonight it happened sauickly I
ovesized shis and imitated themamting wondered if saneone had tek a slice out
to be ghosts themsesand in other placesof realityprobably kipping out veminutes
madmen shot at them, trying to hold thingg my life and rplacing it with &ent-oer
togetherby sinking more deeply into thewraith in the carer suking noisily at beer
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froth, because it seemed one momertdyP believed herfor | was thinking we ould
wasthere in her bunt white dresshewing at pedal up to the end dhe do&s and not
the air in front ofa apt Marcella, who right!n d the sea wall stretching out into the sea
then looked beautiful with her disged and not Indthe path atop it, abethe reak
blackhair and her soft eyes and her lips thaftthe waves. Thewind was higher here wo
wee maing almost in time witheRey'sso  that we were avayfrom the buildings and
beautiful that in thinking back | shake dolooked forvard to Indng nothing there
muchl spill coffee across my gagmearing at the end othe docks although whaasv
the ink, and the paper for a moment hasting for me there was disappointment, for
the color ofan atumn eening ofblowing after a time | realizecevihad left the @od
leaes and smakheavyair and oaing planking ofthe last ddcbehind us and mo
crows;one moment Percy is there, and theee riding on damp concret®larcella’
next the Cook, we call him that, is theleke still "oaing along with the whing
with his hamm pav on Rercy’'s shoulder of rubber tires mixing with the sounds of
and Rrcy has fi¢ the rictus ofshock and the waves and her lowoice sging, “The
then an adoring look ddve for her capter ghosts the ghosts a murmur | strained
husband in his dirty-ghirt;and then they to catch in m ears even as | strained at
hawe disappeared andriny has gone to my pedals, tryintgp keg up and thanking
the bathroom and Marcella is standing néanana and all the other goddesses and
me and m hand on m beer shals as | gods, aboe and belw, that | had thought
swivel around on the stool to talk ta her  to drink so mchbeer before embarking on
“Will you ride with me tonight,” she saidhis crazy mission. Miftevemission it \&is
“Percysaid it's tonight there will be the te#idg had the strength for it. The mist turned to
and we haeto go to the Land of Nod.” rain and pelted around us; tteve brole
There is no sigplace which is what | toldagainsthe vall; the wind threatened to push
her.The Tome came from the Land biod us over. | wanted to scream out that vegev
but that vas a reality that never quite existeddomed, that the walbwid crumble under
in the Ir¢ place and one that was cut offis,that immenseadd! sh would "y out of
completely by the Feds once tlmtyrgolved  the blak water to seize us by our thighs, that
Tha is how | see it angy the storm-riding gulls would pluck our eyes
Marcella wuld say no moreommy said out, but | had no breath left for screaming,
when he gt ba& from the john that hell, no on top of which the waves quieted den
he vas going to veanother beer and hasv and the wind died and the path broadened,
no wayin hell going bicycling in the rain, seventhough the raindpton péting, and |
that when w were pedaling dowmiad the knew we had reached the Land of Nod.
dockshere vere only the vof us Marcella Marcella stopped and gadin front of
to my left seeming to glide along the strdbé squat building that lazklile a gayrock
beneath the diyeglassed street lights whileHaving twosquare candle-lit ey&éhen ve
wasstuggling with my pedals, my chaig, nwalkedinside enough lighbame out that |
tires, evaithing—as though the fog que®y  could read the name on thed®achnent
across the tarac vas lifting up whiteigers  Pub,a name | knew ell from the ®me,
to tangle in my spokes. the pub where one dhe daracters, Ben
We rode to the end othe do&s and Wardermanhad spent his last dwpound
although | had anted to believe Marcella irtoin on a pint that he ditaap. Still thirsty, he
the one moment when she said somethingd started looking at tlwusof old books
besides'The ghoststhe ghosts1 had not  lining the walls ofthe Rarchmentilling time
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while hoping someoneuld valk in with a ourselvetalking with him obooks and beer
gererous heart and a full purse wiomledk  and geniuses and stamses and boors and
buy him a round: but it was a gloomy arndiots,and ve were having abgd timega better
rain-swpt night when no one was abroad aritine than we ev had in the company afy
Wardermanended up going up andvdo of the gunt long-haired specs that haunted
the book-lined alls while &sythe raen our county'stavernsand that looked justdik
haired baender,shook her head and saidhis Ben \@hdermarand Ben \&hdermas
“Oh, you'rein a bad way,Ben Wanderman, eyes gleeddak as beer while hadkiad with
but who knows but some kind soul wéllkv us,and they had a brillzsthat was brightdik
in,” and Vndermargrowing thirstier pthe the sweat-beading sidesafint; and then &
moment, pulled down a book that called gawhis glassas empty, and then emuigia
him from a high shelird it was the book and then yet a@, and &sy would not tak
that had not been opened in a thousant/dollars when Marcelkrshort ofcoins.
yearshe Tome itself: and from that moment  “And | hate to do it,” saidasy,!x ing
reality s banged forevefrd in the Land us with her dedy set, haunted eyébut
of Nod, and then in the whole world. wehawe our rules here andyifu'reout of
We seppeal in as Btsy with the x@n money you'll hee to not loiter so | thank
hair and desy set, haunted eyes said, “Olgpufor your business and hope you'll come
youre in a lad vay, Ben Wanderman, but again and good-bye
who knows but some kind soul willlkv “But Ben here—"
in,” and | knew in ad$ that Percy had  “Oh, Bersan old friend andoy dort
somehw guided us here. Percy had s&too out an old friend whenshdwn on
Marcella on a road leading into the past, ifiis luck.
exactly the right past, the one where there Ben had that lost look, gazing upon his
wasa Land ofNod at the end athe long sea glass
wal: and ve were the kind-hearted stiensg The walls were lined with books.
who would valk in and who would buy the  Outside Marcella toleed ny sleeg and
poor soul another pint aneée& him from lookednear tears anshid, “Vé failed, &
wardering dwn the book-lined walls tife  failed,”and since she stosdnear my ams
Pachnent and &g him from redung for wert around her and sinshe vas speaking
the Tome.As beautiful as it was there so close to my face | let hesiry lips from
and all the shifts afality it pravoked had answering backly heatr beat fast and | fel
brought win upon our world, for the mind-the rain varmin my hair and | thought to
forsakenLeague was still in paerin our hell with the messedar warld, let reality
countryand nev was bombing halthe change howevetrwanted because awhere
nations ofthe world, and was soomried and Marcellaag hereand the todtof he
about New Hampshire it was thinking olips was like balm upon awd | had not
bombing itself. Oh did we yearn for whatalized as therel squeezed her tightind
they call those Antevellum times said ifwepedaled hard &/could makit bak
Marcella sat at the bar andwbdme for a last one withomny.| had dollarsafter
what Rrcy had genhe, backat the Cauldron: all, and it &s a beautifulirgy night. W& "ew
a handful oftwo-pound coinsTo Patsy she betweeithe ushing \aves davn the sea-all,
said she would buy a round: and there at tiadling out to eamther aginst the wind and
bar vas a man sitting looking dejected at ltiie pelting rain.fie ghosts, the ghosts#l\W
empty pint glass whose face lit and becayas, the ghosto iell with them.
genal and friendly and animated tund en d
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