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crazy little thing

Chapter 1

I DROPPED THE still-smoldering filter onto the ground and
crushed it out with the toe of my sneaker. Back and forth, back
and forth, the toe of my shoe went, grinding the filter and its dreg
of tobacco into dust that was taken by the breeze. I watched it go.
I loved to watch the dust swirl and move into the daylight. Life
was calm and good, and they said things were looking up some.

That is when I first saw her: the most beautiful woman I
had ever seen. Instant bang! love at first sight. No doubt in my
mind, no room in my heart for anything else; just like that I
knew and knew well what my destiny was going to be. We
would fall in love and it would be amazing and pure and
romantic as pigs in shit.

Her hair streamed downwards and was caught by the same
breeze that my dust had wandered off in, so that it flowed like
the gentlest of rivers. Each tendon and ligament and other bits
of her neck under her wonderfully smooth skin all strained
hard, chording like piano wire. It pulsed and rippled as she
fought against the leather band that crossed her forehead. Her
fingers, the nails bright day-glo pink, made claw shapes that
were still beautiful as they struggled against the bonds that
restrained her wrists. The wide leather strap across her chest
crossed her body just under her breasts, accentuating them
enticingly under her white floral cotton gown.
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I turned to her and waved, a happy wave, a hello wave, the
kind of wave you give the love of your life right before you ask
them to marry you. I had, secretly, practiced that wave in the
mirror a lifetime ago. She turned and, glimpsing the motion of
my hand out of the corner of her eye, spoke to me.

“You stupid motherfucker! Release me! Help me! Fuuuuck!
Get me—ugh!—out,” she strained and tensed, trying to rip the
leather straps free, “what good are you, you piece of shit?” The
orderlies shook their heads and Jim waved at me. It was a sad
wave but it was also a hello wave. “Shitbag! Kill them, release
me!” They pushed her through the doors, while discussing
medication under the volume of her cries. The doors swung
shut behind them, and I stood, giving a last glance in the direc-
tion my dust had traveled. I walked to the doors myself and
put a hand on the bar. “Simon B. McGee” the glass door read.
It wasn’t real glass. It looked like glass, but it was much, much
stronger. They told us so once. The other door, the one I never
used because it made me feel bad—didn’t like that door—read
“Mental Health Facility” and completed the name. No one
called it the Simon B. McGee Mental Health Facility, though,
unless people in very nice suits were around. Otherwise we all,
even the staff, called it “McGee’s” and left it at that.

I walked in and waved at Sally, who was working reception
that day, and nodded briefly in Clyde’s direction. I didn’t like
Clyde much. He worked security and he had helped a lot of us
at one time or another, but something about him made me
feel wet inside, like a sack of something not quite solid. Loose.
I hurried on and went in my room to figure out how I would
meet up with my dream girl again. Maybe she’d be in my
group. Or maybe she enjoyed a rousing game of ping pong. I
liked ping pong, because the ball was small; and yet also very
white and it bounced. I also liked golf, but there was nowhere
to play golf.

I paced and thought about it for a while. Ping pong balls
and my mystery woman with no name, and bouncing and
Clyde. They didn’t quite add up to anything useful, but I felt
sure that they would some day.
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I sat on my bed and lay down to think better. I think bet-
ter lying down. I needed to request a change in medications,
my current ones made my thoughts too hard for me to follow;
I used to be so sharp witted. Of course I also used to believe
that John Quincy Adams was out to Kkill me, so things can
change for the better. These days I knew it was Abraham
Lincoln who was going to kill me one day. Not today, he was
waiting for the time to be right. That was how he worked.
“Honest Abe” indeed. They couldn’t fool me with all the ping
pong balls in the world.

Clock number three buzzed and that meant it was time for
dinner. Clock number one told me to wake up; clock number
two was for breakfast, three for dinner and four for bedtime. I
took lunch when I got hungry.

Chapter 2

My EYES SKITTERED across surfaces and the walls seemed to
move in on me. They loomed, moving too fast for me to track,
until I realized that the only thing moving was my eyes and my
head as I tried to find a space to belong, somewhere in the
space I already occupied. The off-white color of the painted
brick was streaked with blacks and reds and grays. What
looked like scorch marks and blood met up with grime and
soot, the mixtures working to coat the walls as completely as
they could. I felt sick just looking at it, my stomach starting to
churn as fast as my eyes had moved. Suddenly a single thought
came to me out of the depth of sickness and lurching: I wasn’t
sure how I had gotten here. I thought I knew where I sat, my
back against another wall just gazing across the hallway to
study the mosaic of wrongness. The corridor felt familiar, but
that was wrong too. The lights didn’t flicker so much as they
had gone out and occasionally forgot, coming back on for a
harsh fluorescent burst of stark relief driving me into fits of
blinking and head turning.

I curled my legs up, tucking my knees under my chin, and
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The rec room was empty, at first sight. I wandered to the
ping pong table and twirled a paddle on my hands, just letting
the aloneness settle over me. It was funny, I knew I wasn’t real-
ly alone, I was never alone here. Not really, not for real. There
was always someone, usually within shouting distance, wan-
dering by. That was part of why I liked it here. It was safe, even
if you didn’t want it to be safe, it was. That safety wrapped
around us like a blanket. They gave us decent blankets for our
rooms here, too.

The emptiness of the room felt both big and small to me
as I stood there, putting the paddle back down.

“Schmuck.”

The word rang out, large in the suddenly small room. It
echoed, more in my head than in the space, and caused me to
startle. Dropping the paddle, I spun around and around, and
finally spotted the shape of a person on one of the chairs by
the TV.

I walked closer and I admit I was kinda nervous. That safe
feeling had vanished with surprise and I thought of what time
it should be, looking for the clock on the wall. Not much time
had passed, thankfully. “Come on over here already. I won’t
hurt you.” The voice cooed at me with an undertone of dislike.
I recognized it then. I moved closer and saw that I was right, it
was her. Abigail, or just Gail, but really Abigail.

“Abigail?” I tried, intending to settle it for myself.

“Schmuck,” she repeated, using it as my name. I sighed
and sat down near her, gazing lovingly at her: her soft skin,
large green eyes, long hair slightly straggly and unkempt, her
legs crossed with one foot jangling quickly to a tempo I could-
n’t hear.

“John, my name is John. We met, [ mean I saw you, you
know when you came in?”

“I remember. Want to help me get out of here?”

“You mean you want to go for a smoke? I have a few more,
we could go for...”

“I mean out of here, fucker. Vamoose, leave, get of out
Dodge.”
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“What, why?” I asked.

She sighed at me, shaking her head slowly, a look of utter
disappointment creasing her face. “I shouldn’t be in this mad-
house. Jesus, fuck. Come on, man.”

I wanted to reassure her that the place wasn’t so bad. They
took good care of us here. I wanted to settle her down and
strike up a friendship, but I knew it would take just the right
words to do it. Something simple but calming. I could tell her
about Doctor Vandrell, or how nice Sally could be. The brown-
ies were really good too, when we had any. She needed to see
things from the right
perspective, like Doctor West told me. It could, she said a lot,
make everything come into the right focus. The right focus
was very important to Doctor West. I tried to remember the
things Doctor West had told me, thinking I could pass them on
to Abigail and help her adjust.

“I love you,” came out of my mouth and I blinked as I
heard the sound of my own voice. It wasn’t really what I had
in mind at all.

“That’s rich. You’re crazy. You? You stay here. I'll get out.
Sounds right.”

I looked at my feet, my hands twisting together. Crazy was
a word we weren’t allowed to use. She could get in trouble for
it. It was also mean, really. I wasn’t crazy. They told me that. I
just needed some help sometimes. I tried to look back up at
her but found I couldn’t. She was so perfect but she just didn’t
see things right, yet.

“We aren’t allowed to use that word,” I whispered. A whis-
per wasn’t the tone of voice I had reached for but it was all I
had in the face of the word. She laughed, her head going back
to expose a perfect throat. I loved that throat then.

“What word? Crazy? Can’t call a spade a digging tool
around here? Fine... John, right? John,” she remembered my
name and used it, a sign that she was seeing things the way
they should be, “listen close, okay? You are crazy. That’s why
you're here. It’s fine, lots of nutters around, and you’re one
of them. I, on the other hand, was put here by my evil step



crazy little thing

sisters. Totally different thing, got it?” Or, then again, maybe
not. She got up, shaking her head at me and heading past me,
out of the room. I sat there, shocked and confused as she
walked away from me. “They’re just jealous, but I'll get out
and get revenge. I just need to find the mice,” she muttered to
herself as she left.

I didn’t exist to her, and when I did it wasn’t in a good way.
I really wanted to stop her, to explain things to her, but I was-
n’t any good at that. I waited until she left and got up myself,
looking for Doctor West, hoping she was in already.

Chapter 5

THERE WAS NO use in putting it off any longer. I opened my
eyes with a shake of my head and forced myself to stare at the
door to the dining room. The doors were almost never closed,
and they looked unnatural to me that way. Sure, they were
pock marked with long scrapes and one of the glass windows
set about head high in the door was busted, leaving bloody
shards like teeth, but even without all of that it would have
looked odd to me. Now it just confirmed my feelings about
this place. Except it hadn’t been like this. I knew it hadn’t. I
was pretty sure it hadn’t.

There was nothing to be gained from staring at the doors,
nothing worth gaining at least, so I carefully opened one. The
door swung cleanly on its hinge, revealing in full what I could
only see a hint of through the tiny square of broken glass: the
room was worse than the halls. It was, thankfully, mostly
empty; but what people were in there though weren’t a pretty
sight. What was left of them. I didn’t let myself recognize
anyone in the room, I just refused. That might’ve been Sally’s
head, that half a skull there, but I wouldn’t let it be. I couldn’t
let it be.

I rejected it. It wasn’t real, none of this was real. I had
problems, I did. Turning, I started to leave the room but
stopped cold. I had to know if she was in there, which meant
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I had to recognize the bodies, as best I could. I wanted to cry.
My stomach churned at the thought but I turned back into the
room.

Checking the bodies, and body parts, to see who they were
did me in. I added vomit and bile to the mess of blood and rub-
ble on the floor at least twice. Dry heaves crippled me, leaving
me leaning heavily on a table, slick with grease and rotten
spilled milk. It was while I hunched there, bent over the table
with my stomach trying to claw its way out of my body that I
noticed the bullet holes in the floor and chairs.

Those puzzles they used to sell at malls, the fields of dots
that you would stare at endlessly until a picture formed out of
them, swirled into focus from hidden view, it hit me like one
of those. I looked around the room again, the missing piece in
place, and saw it all over again for the first time. There had
been a gun fight in here, fight was the wrong word; there had
been a slaughter in here using lead slugs as a medium for its
dark art. Carnage. Massacre. Terms swarmed to my forebrain
in a useless attempt to make sense of it, to label it and lock it
in a nice box. Each severed limb, splotch of bone and strange
shaped bit of meat and gristle had been part of a person. I
couldn’t secure it away all safe and warm. It had to be dealt
with.

She didn’t seem to be there. Dealing with it became easier
suddenly, like a breath of slightly less rancid air. Maybe I
would taste fresh air again sometime, but until then I'd take
what I could get. I fumbled in my pants and found nothing,
cursing slightly. On one of the tables near the door was a pack
of cigarettes, only a small splash of blood on it. I stole a smoke
from the dead and lit my ill-gotten gain, drawing hot smoke
deeply into my lungs. A bark of laughter escaped me, turning
into a cough and then another series of dry heaves as I noticed
the no smoking sign by the door.

I left the room and kept searching.
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Chapter 6

THE EXAMINATION ROOM was chilly, but it was all right, I had
my slippers on. They asked me to not wear sneakers or any-
thing, since this was a medical thing. Clock number two had
gone off that morning, but instead of breakfast it told me to go
see Doctors Vandrell and Lensher for my appointment.
Vandrell smiled at me when I arrived on time, pleased I sup-
pose that I remembered and was punctual. That made me
smile. Thinking that he was pleased made everything a bit eas-
ier. They were just looking out for me, and like they said, they
wanted to recharge my clock. That sounded good to me.

“Hi John,” Lensher said, gesturing me towards an exam
table, “do you want me to explain what we’re going to do?” I
nodded, sitting on the table and giving Doctor Vandrell a small
hello wave.

“That would be great, I like to know what’s going on. It
makes everything so much easier, don’t you think?” Vandrell
nodded and Lensher just smiled at me, reaching out to pat my
shoulder.

“Yes, yes exactly. Why don’t you lie down here,” he asked,
his hand still on my shoulder, friendly and calm, “and Doctor
Vandrell will start preparing you while I explain.” I lay back on
the table, my arms at my sides and shrugged a bit. I always felt
a bit funny lying like that, but most times doctors don’t like it
when you lay on the exam table with your arms dangling. I
guess it gives everything the feeling of play, and lots of doctors
take themselves very seriously.

“John, can you take off your shirt for me?” I nodded at
Vandrell and half sat up again to take my shirt off, handing it
to him. I was happy to see that he took it and folded it for me,
placing it on a chair behind him. That was really nice of him.
Some doctors, before I came to McGee’s, would just toss your
clothes on the chair. I always felt it told me a lot about how
they would treat me. The doctors here, though, were really
good about that sort of thing. They liked to, like Doctor West
always told me, put you at ease.

15
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“Now, Doctor Vandrell is going to put something on your
chest to monitor your heart rate. We don’t want you getting
hurt during this, do we?” I shook my head and watched the lit-
tle contact sticky get pressed down. “To make sure you aren’t
scared either, we don’t want you scared or hurt, we’re also
going to give you an LV, just something to make you sleep.
You can sleep this whole thing away.”

As Lensher talked, Vandrell acted out his words. It made
me want to laugh and distracted me so that I didn’t even feel
the LV. go in my arm. Then Vandrell asked me to count back-
wards from twenty. I grinned at him and started to count.

“Twenty. Nineteen. Eighteen. Seventeen. Sixteen.” As I
counted I started to feel like I was drifting away. Like a rocking
boat on the water, maybe. It reminded me of a time I went fish-
ing with my dad when I was a kid, and the sun was bright and
happy and we didn’t catch anything but the boat swayed con-
stantly and made me all sleepy, made me feel like I could coast
forever. It felt just like that time. My eyelids grew heavy and I
stopped really hearing or noticing either doctor.

A flash of light. A sharp sudden crack, deep in my brain.
Something came loose and ran away from me. I was being
chased. The sky was floating away. The ground drifted by,
except there was no ground. I was giving chase.

Teeth. Eyes. Fear. Panic. Pain.

Even as I felt and thought and struggled, the memory of it
slid away like a snake. The well was deep, the water warm. I
sank.

Down.

Down.

Up.

I woke up and felt like I had been beaten. My jaw ached
and my temples felt hot. My arms and legs and back all
burned, the muscles sore, and I winced. The crinkling of my
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face made me notice the plastic mask over my mouth and
nose. I opened my eyes, confused and frightened and saw
Doctor Vandrell standing near me, moving to help me sit up
slowly even as I came awake.

“What... did I make the appointment?” I couldn’t remem-
ber it clearly. I had gone out for my smoke and then gone back
to my room. My second clock had buzzed at me to remind me
to go to the examination room and then things went blurry,
like static on a television set. Vandrell nodded at me and gave
me a soft smile. He didn’t look concerned for me, he looked
relaxed and fine, helping me to feel a little better.

“You did fine, John. That was what we call electroconvul-
sive therapy, and sometimes it can hurt your memory for a
little while. I'm sorry for that, but it should help your clock
recharge. Hopefully you’ll be able to think clearer now,
hmm?” It seemed like the kind of question that wanted an
answer.

“I... maybe? Ow, I dunno, I feel... really bad right now. Are
you sure this helps?”

“It will, John. Here,” he handed me a cup of orange juice
from a table by his elbow, “drink this and relax. You’ll be fine.
When you feel up to it, I'll walk you back to your room.”
Electroconvulsive therapy contained two things I knew, elec-
tro and convulsive, and I didn’t like either. If Vandrell was
really sure that it would help though, I decided to trust him.

“I think I can stand now,” I said quietly and swung my legs
slowly over the side of the exam table. Doctor Vandrell helped
me, keeping a hand on my shoulder.

“Where’s Doctor Lensher?” I asked, looking around the
room. The movement of my head made me a bit dizzy but I
didn’t realize that until after my head moved.

“Doctor Lensher wasn’t in today, but he asked me to go
ahead without him.” That was wrong, I was sure of it. | remem-
bered... well it was fuzzy, but I thought I remembered Lensher
there too, talking. A bewildered look crossed my face and
Doctor Vandrell studied me carefully. “Are you okay, John? Do
you need to sit back down?”

17
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“No,” I shook my head, again suddenly remembering that
moving my head made me dizzy, “I just thought I remembered
him here.” He helped me put my shirt back on, and we walked
slowly out into the hall together.

“Well like I told you, ECT can hurt your memory a little
sometimes. I wouldn’t worry about it.” I nodded and we wan-
dered back to my room, his arm on my shoulder still and the
cup of orange juice still in my hand.

We passed the front desk and Sally got a small hello wave
from me, but instead of smiling she glanced away from me
and ignored it. She must’ve been having a bad day. I let it go.
We all have bad days and you can’t hold them against a person.
I'd make sure to come back later and say hello to her for
longer, maybe ask if everything was all right.

Doctor Vandrell opened the door to my room for me and
nodded at me, letting go of my shoulder. I set the cup of
orange juice down and looked around slowly, not turning my
head.

“You rest, John. I'll have someone check in on you later,
okay?”

“Sure, thanks, Doctor Vandrell. Hey if you see Benny
maybe you could send him by? That’'d make me feel better.”
Vandrell looked away and shook his head, gradually coming to
rest looking at me again.

“Benny Rico?”

“Yeah, Benny. You know him?”

“Benny died a day or so ago. John, you were there. Maybe
we should do a few tests...”

“No, that’s... he died? How?” I sat down heavily on my bed,
leaning forward to rest my elbows on my knees. I had seen
Benny not too long ago, and I knew I would’ve remembered if
he had died.

“He slipped and fell on a chair, it broke and a piece of it
stabbed... We shouldn’t discuss this, John. I really think I
should set up some tests.” Benny slipped, when I was there?
Sure, I remembered that but he just fell on his ass; he didn’t
hit a chair or get stabbed or die.
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I was sure of it.

Sure.

Mostly.

“No, I remember now,” I lied to Doctor Vandrell, not real-
ly sure why I was lying other than something in me telling me
it was a good idea, “I must still just be a bit confused. I think
I'll take a nap.” Vandrell nodded at me, telling me again that
he would make sure someone checked in on me in a while and
left, shutting the door gently. Benny was dead? That didn’t
make any sense at all, not really. I checked my clocks and
curled up in bed, laying on my side and pulling my knees up
to my chest, tugging the blanket up under my chin. Why
would I remember it differently?

I fell asleep, turning the question over in my mind.

Chapter 7

I WOKE UP in the middle of the night and stretched slowly,
squeezing my eyes shut. Things still felt off, but they felt off
outside, not on the inside where I normally would feel off
about the universe. An external tilt had taken me.

I staggered out of my own space and headed down to the
rec room, just hoping for a larger space to be alone in. Pushing
the door open I spotted her. My instincts ran in two directions
at once: I wanted to go to her and I wanted to leave. I still loved
her. I knew that, but I also didn’t look forward to more of her
cutting tongue.

“Uhhh,” I started bravely, “hey there.” My feet took me to
the couch she was curled up on all by themselves. They never
even asked me, just happily walked me right up to her. Her
knees were held tightly to her chest by her arms and she
seemed to be looking at the floor through a cloud of her own
hair. At my words she glanced over at me.

“Hey, John, hey. What are you doing up this late?” She
looked back at the floor and held out a foot. “What size does
this seem to be to you?” I decided she must be distracted, to be
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speaking calmer. Then I remembered the time, she had to be
tired. That was it.

“I... I don’t know. A seven or eight maybe? I never really
sized shoes real good, you know, and uh, yeah. So why are you
up so late?”

“Couldn’t sleep, I need a better reason? Nightmares, that’s
the normal one around here right? Did you have nightmares
then?” Her arms unwrapped from her legs and she held her
hands up in front of her face, wiggling her fingers, “Big scary
nightmares maybe, chased by some guy who had your mice
captive and wouldn’t give you the right shoe?” I sat slowly on
the edge of the couch, not too near her and shook my head.

“No, I've never had a nightmare like that. I mean, there
was time I had a dream that [ was a hamburger but that was a
long time ago and I...”

“Yeah, okay John, thanks. So why are you up so late, huh?”
My fingers plucked at the couch cushion and I looked directly
at her, quickly changing my mind and looking away from her
eyes.

“I just got up, the clocks didn’t tell me to,” I said fast, “it
just happened, okay? Have you seen Benny?”

“You mean that guy who died?” My stomach lurched. “Oh,
you were there when it happened weren’t you? I'm so sorry.”
She leaned over and hugged me. Just... she hugged me, right
then and there, clutching me to her awkwardly but firmly,
bent far over with one leg coming up to rest on the couch
while the other balanced her against the floor.

“See, I don’t remember it that way. I thought he just... it’s
not important,” I fell silent and hugged her back. After a
minute or so she let go and sat up straight. I stood and looked
around the room, trying to place everything. “I should get
back to bed, clock number one is going to go off way too soon,
right, and I don’t want to... I should go.” She raised an eye-
brow at me but shrugged, dismissing me.

I went back to bed, totally unsure of why I remembered
things wrong and adding her behavior to the list of things that
made no sense to me. Abigail had seemed far too nice to me,
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but Doctor West said that I should embrace new friends and I
did love her and embracing her was pretty high on my list of
ideas. She hugged me. It wasn’t the warmest hug in the world,
but she had hugged me.

Chapter 8

DOWN THE HALL again to the stairs. Upstairs to the sunroom.
I walked by rote, memory guiding me while my mind tried to
refuse looking at anything. I almost slipped on some blood
that splashed along the stairs but caught the handrail and kept
moving. The sunroom door was open, propped that way by
Horatio Fersetter, my old next door neighbor, his body inert on
the ground. His eyes had rolled back in his head and his hands
clutched at air dangerously, as if it had knives and teeth. I
stepped over him, not wanted to, muttering an apology to him
while I did, and took in the room.

The sunroom itself was largely untouched. Fairly clean
and, except for Horatio, devoid of bodies, the only issue was a
few broken window panes. The sky was dark, bruise colored
and heavy with clouds sprinkled throughout. It didn’t look like
rain; it didn’t look like much of anything except bad. I stared
into the dim sunlight a while, closing my eyes and just breath-
ing but I couldn’t relax. I knew I had to keep moving, to try
and work out what had happened and make some sort of sense
out of things.

More importantly, I had to find her. Alive or dead, I had to
know. Everything was so dangerous now, even if the danger
felt like it had passed. I wasn’t sure what happened, no, I had
no idea what had happened, but it was obvious that fights
broke out. Deadly fights, the kind that no one walks away from.

So how had I missed it and why didn’t I remember it? I
didn’t remember anything leading up to it, the concept simply
wasn’t there before... before what?

Before the changes, the shifts and the swirls.

My tongue felt large in my mouth and I worried it along
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the side of a tooth, the structure of the problem feeling like a
sliver of vegetable caught in my mouth. So I worked at it, rub-
bing my tongue. It wasn’t really caught there of course, I knew
that, but it felt like it and if pretending was going to help me
solve this then I would go for it.

I wondered what time it was as I left the sunroom and
headed for the stairs again, down to the basement. We weren’t
allowed in the basement, but we all knew it was down there,
heavy and solid like a fist of emotion. We weren’t allowed
down there but I was sure that didn’t matter any more. I really
wanted to know what time it was.

Chapter 9

DocCTOR VANDRELL CAME and got me for a second treatment.

I didn’t want to go. I really wanted to tell him no, and start-
ed to, but I got nervous. The doctors had always been nice to
me, for the most part. When did I start thinking that addition
to it? When did the “for the most part” creep in? Doctor West
was watching my case, even if I kept trying to see her and
couldn’t seem to make a time with her. That was strange to
me, too, since before this she would make time for me.

I followed Doctor Vandrell down the hall to the examina-
tion room. The table he had me sit on was in the same place
as the table from before—it was the same room, I was sure it
was—but it was dented around the edges now. The straps
looked more worn and the room itself seemed to have seen a
few bad days, but there hadn’t even been a few days between
sessions. I shook my head and shut my mouth and sat down,
giving Vandrell a hint of a smile. He didn’t even bother to talk
to me as he was putting me under and I closed my eyes.

I woke up in my room. No, that was wrong, I regained con-
scious control of my mind in my room, but I had obviously
been awake before then since I woke up standing up in the
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room, looking out the window. The time between didn’t exist
for me, lost again, but a bigger slice of time than had been lost
previously. It scared me and made me hide my smiles, even
from myself. Clock number three went off and I hit the button
to silence it.

I had to eat dinner. Still, my nerves were jangly and a
smoke might calm them some. I wasn’t sure I could get any-
thing down if I didn’t stop and have a cigarette before I tried
to eat. The hallway was mostly empty and the lobby was even
more bare, having only Sally, Clyde and a new guard I didn’t
recognize. I smiled at Sally, giving her a small hello wave but
she glared at me in return, so quickly my hand fell down by
my side and my smile hid itself again.

“Mister Dillon,” Clyde said from behind me as I walked
past him and put a hand on the door, “you know occupants
aren’t allowed outside.” I froze and moved my hand off the
door, turning to Clyde and the new guard.

“What? But I always go outside to smoke.” I held up my
pack of smokes and my lighter to show him, shaking them
slightly. “Always, every morning before breakfast and after din-
ner and sometimes, if I really want one at other times but I
don’t know when those will be, like now.” I tried to catch the
other guard’s eyes but his were hard and challenging so I
looked somewhere else.

“That simply isn’t true Mister Dillon, the Facility has never
allowed smoking inside and does not allow occupants to go
outside without escort.” For the life of me, I could not work
out why Clyde was being this mean and telling lies. Clyde
looked at the other guard who nodded.

“Mister Dillon,” the other guard said softly. His voice was a
lot nicer than Clyde’s even if he looked somewhat colder, “you
know that is how it has always been here. I don’t know how or
where you got those cigarettes but you aren’t allowed to use
them here. We’ve had this discussion before.”

“We have? We’ve never even met before...”

“Now, Mister Dillon... John,” he gave me a patronizing
look, the kind of look they weren’t supposed to give you at all,
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“why don’t you go get some dinner. Clock number three
must’ve gone off, right?” For a new guy he did seem to know
a lot.

I nodded dumbly and left, heading to go get dinner and
figure out what was wrong, outside or inside, something was
wrong.

Chapter 10

“ABIGAIL?” THE SUNROOM was fairly warm and inviting, after
the strange coldness of the dining room during dinner the
next night. The coldness down there was no more temperature
than the warmness in the sunroom was. She was curled up on
a couch with her head thrown back to catch some of the sun
on her face. At the sound of her name her head lowered and
her eyes opened to search the room and find me, fixing on me
quickly.

“Call me Abby.” She smiled at me and patted the couch
next to her. I blinked, but refused the urge to frown, allowing
my smile to return one to her and giving her a small hello
wave. “Are you feeling better? I'm feeling better.” She
stretched like a kitten, suddenly all limbs and angles. I walked
to her and sat down near her, folding my hands in my lap. I
wondered about the change in her, change that felt too fast.

“I'm... so the doctors are helping you? Did they give you
any good medications yet? I always talk to Doctor West about
my medications...” She frowned at that and turned, slugging
my shoulder gently.

“I'm not on anything yet, John. Can’t a girl just be happy?”

I supposed yes, but somehow I wanted to answer no. She
muttered something about her step-sisters and leaned against
me like I was a comfortable piece of furniture. How I loved her.
Even as everything... the thought stopped me cold, making
me go stiff. She felt the change too and pulled away from me.
I turned and looked at her face, taking it all in. It was like the
world got worse but somehow even as it did she liked me
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more. There was a word for that. I didn’t know what it was, but
I knew it existed.

“Are you okay?” she asked, carefully trying to lean against
me again.

“Hmmm? Huh, yeah. Yeah I'm, thanks, yeah I'm fine,
Abby.” The name tasted strange in my mouth, but not a bad
sort of strange, the sort of strange of a new flavor of gum that
could become your favorite flavor and easily beat out straw-
berry with some time.

“Good, I was thinking, John, that we should do something
tonight.”

“Like what? Ping-pong? I like ping-pong.” I shrugged and
turned to her as she kissed me. So many thoughts swam
around my head then at incredible speed, but all of them were
chased by or chasing the singular thought that she kissed me.
I gave in to it and enjoyed it, not wanting it to end by the time
it did.

“Not,” she said softly, “ping pong.”

I nodded dumbly but happily and wasn’t really sure what
she did mean. Maybe she liked a good game of foosball. “So,
John Dillon, what do you think?” I didn’t remember telling her
my last name, but it wasn’t hard to find out really. I shrugged
and nodded at her again, looking into her eyes.

“Well Abby... I don’t know your last name... I think that
would be fun.”

“Lincoln.”

My jaw fell open an inch. Now I was hearing things.

“My parents thought it was funny, okay? Abby Lincoln, like
the president, but less male.”

I stood up quickly. Everything made a sudden, sick sense.

“You won’t, you know.”

“I won’t what?”

“I know!” I knew. She was trying to lure me into calmness
to kill me. Abe Lincoln, Abby. It fit. It did.

I headed for the door at speed.

“John, you knew what?” she asked, getting off the couch
and coming after me. Oh lord she was coming after me. I hit
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the door with the palm of my hand and ran down the stairs. I
could hear her feet slapping the floor behind me.

“John! Wait!”

I wouldn’t wait. I knew, and everything made suddenly
sense.

“No, I know, okay? Stop trying to... just... stop!” I didn’t
want her to be my destruction made flesh. Such sweet, won-
derful flesh. She had kissed me; I could still taste her on my
lips. I turned back from the door out of the stairway and
caught a glimpse of her face, screwed up with passion and
anger and resentment and fear. A huge melting pot of emo-
tional breakfast cereal that condemned me and begged me to
stop at the same time. I shook my head at her and walked out
of the stairwell.

“Damn you, fine. Bastard,” she shouted at me as I left. I felt
a tightness in my chest. I loved her, I did, even once I knew she
was going to eventually kill me, but I couldn’t let her kill me
even if it broke my heart. It felt like she already had killed me.

The new guard, who seemed to not be new, stopped me
outside the stairs with a cold smile.

“John,” he used my name instead of trying to be bossy like
Clyde, “Doctor Vandrell sent me to collect you. Follow me?” I
closed my eyes for a second while I nodded and fell into step
behind him. Suddenly Doctor Vandrell felt I couldn’t be trusted
to get somewhere on my own and I didn’t care anymore.

“What’s your name,” I asked him as we walked. I didn’t
really care but I wanted to know at the same time.

“Warren.” And that was that apparently. Warren ignored
me and kept walking me down to the examination room. The
table had been removed and in its place was a large metal
chair. The thing had a lot of padding and didn’t look uncom-
fortable but it loomed there. The table had fit the room; the
chair fit some other room that thankfully wasn’t the one I was
in. Except I was still expected to sit in the chair. I sat in the chair.

“Thank you, Warren,” Doctor Vandrell said as he slid metal
cuffs over my wrists and ankles to secure me. “Now, John, I
need you to just relax.” He slid the black rubber mouthpiece
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into my mouth and smiled at me, but it wasn’t the smile I was
used to. Unfriendly and fake, his smile loomed in front of my
eyes while he flicked his fingers against a needle and reached
down to inject it into my arm.

Somehow fragments stayed with me.

Another flash of light, dazzling in intensity but not sun-
light. Light from inside me. Interior lighting, self-lighting, that
chased away shadows haunting my brain and replaced them
with things all its own. A snapping sound, a displacement and
I knew, as certainly as I knew that I was still breathing, that
something chased me.

Lincoln.

Not Lincoln—time.

Time was chasing me, I was out of time, I was full of time.
The clocks knew my name and had my address and they
didn’t want to give me a check, they wanted me to check out.

Tick.

Tock.

Tick-tock.

Tock-tick.

And the alarms went off.

Bells and gongs and a troupe of truth marched by, leaving
me alone with my nothingness. Everything I remembered
moved away from me as I tried to hold on to it. I knew I could.
I realized I couldn’t.

I came back to my senses in my room. I was sick of coming
to my senses; no, I was sick of losing them and having to
find them all over again. Each time felt longer and harder, a
struggle back. I was in my bed and I laid there, eyes closed,
slowly letting feeling come back to me. My toes all wiggled,
my ears followed suit and my muscles all ached in the right
places as I stretched. Whatever else the ECT did, it beat me up.
Then again I also found that I felt broader, not physically
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but mentally. [ was sharper, like the brightness on a television
turned up after years of being dim, the greys resolving into
images you knew were there but could never quite make out.

As I stretched I realized I was also naked under the sheets.
That was new and I had to wonder why they had undressed
me, or why I had gone to bed nude. I never slept that way, my
pajamas made me happy so there was no reason to. Every time
I went through this I came back and things were different.
Different in so many ways that I couldn’t even second guess
myself and now the blackouts that followed were getting
longer and the things I did while my short term memory
wouldn’t save seemed to get odder.

I started to get out of bed and heard a noise next to me.
Freezing, I thought about it and realized that while I stretched
I had felt skin against my own, skin that wasn’t attached to me
at all. My confusion level ran up the flagpole right off the scale
as I debated turning my head and seeing what I had done.

“Mmm, John?” I didn’t have to turn. I knew that voice,
even if ] hadn’t heard it filled with sleep before. She was in bed
with me. I was naked. I felt her skin against... she was proba-
bly naked. She was plotting to kill me! I jumped out of bed,
realized I was, as I thought, really naked, and grabbed a piece
of clothing off the floor to cover myself. Glancing down at
myself, even as she raised her head and propped it up on a
hand, I realized I had grabbed her bra and was holding it in
front of my crotch. I dropped it and reached down again to
grab my own underwear and slip it on.

“Uhhh, Abby.” The name was hard to say, a struggle to get
out when all I wanted to do was run. “Hi?”

“Hi, baby,” she smiled at me. “What’s wrong?”

I started to say something, anything, an excuse to leave
when she shifted and the sheet slid to reveal her right breast.

“John, what are you doing?”

I tore my eyes away from her breast and tried to not think
about what the two of us in bed, together and naked, implied.

“Ishould... I should go. I mean, you know, I, we, well, you’re
going to kill me.” I nodded and gave her a small shrug.
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“Okay, first of all? You aren’t going to leave your room
because of me. Second of all we talked about the whole ‘me
killing you’ thing and it’s settled. Wasn’t it settled? I could’ve
sworn,” Abby sat up and crossed her legs in my bed, the sheets
pooling in her lap, “it was all settled before we fucked. You
didn’t lie to me just to get me in bed did you?” I sighed, loudly,
and pulled my chair out from the desk, sitting in it and facing
her.

“No, it’s settled. I mean if we settled it, we settled it—but
the procedure...”

“That thing they take you for?”

“Yeah. It messes with my short term memory. It... it does
things like that. So I'm not going back on anything I said or
anything we did, okay, I just don’t remember it.”

Her head shook, her hair shifting with the motion like hay
in the wind.

“You don’t remember talking to me about all of this
already?”

I shook my head sadly, I wished I did remember it—I really
did. “You don’t remember... us... fucking? I mean it wasn’t
exactly porn star sex, but forgettable?”

“Abby, I didn’t forget it because it was bad or forgettable;
I forgot it because I was under the influence of electroconvul-
sive treatments. I really don’t think it’s fair to blame me for
memory lapses, considering.”

She gave a little laugh and patted the bed.

“We can go over it all again then. Are you sure you’ll
remember it this time?” I left the chair and moved to sit on the
edge of the bed both happily and hesitatingly.

“No,” I said softly, “I can’t promise that. I think I will, but
I'm sure that I thought I would before too. I wish I did know
for sure, but I don’t.” I looked at her hopefully, trying to hide
the underlying fear I had of her, and of what I was sure was her
destiny. She shook her head again and put a hand on my knee
gently enough that I was able to squelch the flinch I felt build-
ing inside of me.

“Okay, John, okay. My parents named me Abigail as a joke,
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a sick little joke. That’s all it was. Abraham Lincoln isn’t out to
kill you and neither am I. I know it’s hard to swallow, but you
told me that you loved me more than you thought Abe want-
ed to kill you, and that you trusted in that.” I wasn’t sure if I
had said that. How could I be sure? It felt like something I
would say, though, and as she said the words I could feel
almost an echo of them in my head. The memories tried to
swim back from unknown shores.

“Just for the sake, okay the sake of, you know, argument,
okay? You could be making this up. It’s not that I think you
are, but you need to see the problem here.” I frowned and con-
sidered everything.

“I see that, John, I really do see it. I just don’t know what
else to do, what else I can do.” I nodded at her and patted her
hand. A small happy smile crept out onto my face by itself and
shone towards her. She returned it, adding a sly grin. I liked
that grin, the way it played with the corners of her mouth. A
mouth I could still taste, and that I was slowly getting hints of
memories about.

“So, if I do trust you and you turn out to really be Abe
Lincoln out to kill me, then what?”

“I... John,” her laughter was loud but warm, not directed
at me but only my words, that much was thankfully obvious,
“I don’t even know how to begin to respond to that, dumbass.
I guess if this is all a ploy to catch you unaware and kill you,
then you’ll die. But you said you loved me, and that has to
count too, right?”

“I do love you,” I insisted, “and I guess so. Everything is
just so confusing recently and I don’t know why. It’s on the tip
of my tongue maybe, but I can’t quite find it.” Something
occurred to me then that made me squeeze her hand tightly,
“Did you say it back, I mean do you...?”

“Love you? I like you a lot, John. I do. Ever since I came into
this place and you waved at me in the lobby. When I told you
I liked you then, I meant it.” That certainly didn’t match my
memory, but a lot of things, more and more, weren’t. “But
love? John, I don’t think so, and don’t take it personally.” She
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exhaled loud and long through the corner of her mouth, “This
was hard enough to say the first time. I like you a lot, obvi-
ously, okay? I don’t just sleep with people I hate. You can
blame it on a bias after you saved me from that Clyde guy
when we were in the rec room, but that really only reinforced
what I was already feeling.” I saved her from Clyde? If I added
up everything that didn’t match my memory of events I would
shut down completely and just start drooling on the floor.

“Okay,” I told her softly leaning over to hug her, to take
that first move myself; even if it wasn’t a first move to her any-
more, it was to me, “okay, thanks for going over it all again. I
didn’t mean to sound... crazy, [ guess.” She leaned into the hug
and buried her face in my neck.

“We’re all supposed to be crazy in here, John. Crazy little
things, moving like unexpected clockwork until they beat us
up, drug us out, or lock us deeper away, right?” she asked,
muttering the words into my flesh. I held her and we lay back
down, curling tightly around each other and falling back to
sleep slowly.

Chapter 11

THE NEXT NIGHT Clyde and Warren came for me. During the
day I noticed the guards all carried guns, Abby told me they
always had but I knew different. At least I thought I knew dif-
ferent. I had no proof, except what my memories told me.

“Guys, I'd rather not go... I don’t feel too good.” I gave
them both a fake smile, a nervous one that I tried to put an ele-
ment of queasy into. A weak gambit, a simple ploy but it had
a chance, I thought. I thought a lot of things that were proven
wrong it seemed.

“John, don’t make this hard for us,” Warren said as one of
his hands drifted toward his belt and the thick wooden stick
that hung there. Clyde’s hand drifted towards his gun. He was
gonna shoot me? Was that even possible?

“I don’t want to make it hard on you, but really I just don’t
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feel...” A soft snap cut me off. Clyde’s thumb unsnapped his
holster and his eyes drilled into mine.

I shrugged. “Let’s go,” I said glumly.

When there was no choice, there was no choice.

As we walked through the building I saw other guards,
more than we ever had around, wandering and giving the res-
idents grim looks. I saw one of the residents go down in a
quick flurry of sticks, beaten to the floor for some transgres-
sion or another, I couldn’t tell what they had done to deserve
it where I was. The only sounds from the altercation that
reached me were a few screams and some wet, meaty thuds.
We kept walking.

The examination room was dim, only every other light
functioned, and chilly. Vandrell stood near the doorway and
nodded at the guards as they brought me in. They both turned
to go and I considered Vandrell carefully.

“Look, Doctor Vandrell, I think these treatments are bad
for me.” The facility hadn’t done me wrong, but then again, in
the facility I remembered none of this would have happened.
It was time to stop taking things for granted. It was time. What
time was it, exactly? I spun around looking for a clock but
there was none. I did, however, notice the chair. It looked like
an old electric chair and not like any good examination device
I had ever seen. The skull cap was there, the wooden frame
slightly charred from use. I felt sick just looking at it.

“John, get in the chair. We must continue, don’t you see?”

I didn’t see. Not one bit did I see. In the realm of seeing
why, I was the blind.

“No.” I tried to put some force into the word, to hide my
fear. Vandrell, for his part, stabbed me in the arm with some-
thing, taking advantage of my glances at the chair.

“‘No’ isn’t a word we like here at McGee’s, John. You know
that,” he said as I grabbed at my arm, blackness swirling up to
drag me under.

Damn it. What time was it?
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I woke up, I came to, whatever term is right for it, in a hall-
way. Then I got up and started looking for her. The gore
disturbed me, it made me feel cold and harder than I wanted
to admit to myself.

I worked my way down the stairs to the basement and my
sense of self seemed to expand with every step. It wasn’t a
sense of answers being below, it was just time, time was my
answer for this. Snatches of memory flooded my brain when I
would let them, I just had to stop trying and let them. The
problem, I found, was that I couldn’t let them. I had to keep
moving and keep trying to find her.

The basement door was pristine. There was no blood, no
bodies and the door was firmly locked. I shook the doorknob
a few times anyway, just to be sure, and then put my ear to it
to listen. The metal surface was surprisingly cool against my
skin, making me shiver. I blamed the shiver on the metal,
wanting it to be that and not fear. It was a dead end, but I tried
banging on the door anyway. The metal was too thick to be
heard through and I was only hurting my hand so I climbed
back up the stairs reluctantly.

Turning down the hall I watched the smears tell a story. It
was a story I didn’t know and one I had trouble piecing togeth-
er. It looked like war had hit the facility, but it was all too quiet
now. I headed towards the lobby.

The reception desk was battered and cracked but thank-
fully Sally wasn’t behind it. There was blood on her chair, but
I had no way of knowing if it was hers or not, so I assumed not
and glanced out the front doors. About thirty feet beyond the
doors there was a wall. Thick solid looking metal glinted in the
low sunlight. There had never been a wall beyond the grounds.
I knew it, I was sure of it. Running to the doors, I grabbed one
and shook it hard, trying to get it to open but it was firmly
locked. I could see a gate, a closed gate, in the wall and start-
ed to outright panic.

Nothing was right and nothing was true. I pounded on the
doors with my fists until they started to bleed, wet smears run-
ning along the glass that wasn’t just glass. I sank to my knees
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and smashed my forehead against the doors next, it wasn’t
worth anything. My head was worthless, the lump of meat in
it confused and bad and wrong. Hope had run out and when it
had it left only despair behind for company. I cried, I wept and
railed and got up. Backing up a few feet I started to throw
myself against the doors as hard as possible. I needed to get
out, I had to get out. It was all wrong, so perfectly and horribly
wrong. Everything was wrong and I lived in a world of shit and
evil. I had problems, that’s why I was sent here in the first
place. Big problems, they said, but they only showed as little
ones most of the time. Indicators, they called it, and put me
away.

I felt clear now though, come full circle past madness to
clarity and in clarity I was madder than before. The doors
shook from the force of my body flying into them and my cries
of powerlessness echoed around the lobby.

“John?” A dimly heard voice said, washed out by the thuds
and rattles of my relentless attack on the doors. “John,” it
repeated louder and with a strong sense of panic behind it. I
stopped moving, bracing to be hurt. “John, hey, will you... will
you stop?”

I spun and faced her, her voice breaking through where
reason wouldn’t.

“Abby?” It was more than a word, it was a question full of
every shred of hope I had left, the shreds that weren’t cur-
rently spreading slowly across the surface of the doors. She
was bruised and bloodied, wearing a loose yellow sundress.
She had a plastic bag in her hand, clutched tightly like it was
her anchor in a rough sea. Just from her eyes I could tell she
was as close to losing it as I was. “Oh fuck all, Abby, where
were you? What happened, where is... what...” the words
wouldn’t come out right, my brain and mouth both fighting
for dominance.

“You don’t... you don’t remember do you?” she asked as
we embraced. “I thought you were one of the ones who didn’t
make it, but I,” she pulled away from me and offered me the
bag, “I stole these for you from the exercise room, in case.” The
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bag had three small plastic stopwatches in it, the kind you
hang around your neck while you jog. Each one was a differ-
ent color and they all told the same time. “I thought maybe
they would help you some, you know how you like clocks and
I thought maybe...” she trailed off and just watched me as I
put each one around my neck in turn.

“This is just the greatest, the best thing anyone has ever
done for me.” The words spilled out of my mouth, their truth
pure and simple.

“Well, I love you, what else was I supposed to do,
schmuck,” her eyes settled and a bit of her old fire crept back
in, “leave you lost and hopeless?” She loved me, she didn’t
even have to say it, the act alone told me volumes, but she
loved me and suddenly nothing else was wrong. I kissed her
and held her gently and thought.

“Okay, this is going to sound crazy,” I began and stopped,
both of us laughing and then started to cry, “but when I was,
before I came here, I got electrocuted.” Her head tilted and I
started to walk around the lobby looking for something, any-
thing, that could help us. Clyde’s body was hidden behind a
large floor pot and I walked up to it as I continued.

“I'm telling you, Abby, this place wasn’t anything like it is
now when I first got here. No one but me seems to remember
that though. And it only started changing when,” I bent down
and picked up Clyde’s gun, “I got those treatments.”

“So you think that, what, each treatment changed every-
one but you?” She followed me and grabbed Clyde’s metal-
shod nightstick.

I walked to the doors, standing a few feet behind them and
held the gun.

“No, yes but no. I think maybe I changed where I was. Not,
like, what room I was in, but what world I was in. It kept get-
ting worse each time I went through it. They said I would lose
some memory.”

I pulled the trigger and shot the door twelve times in gen-
erally the same area. The not-glass grew spider webs.

“But this wasn’t memory loss, I mean there was that too,

ing

35



crazy little thing

but it’s like each time I got shocked I ended up in a different
world entirely.” Abby walked up and started smashing at the
door with the stick, the spider webs pushing outward as they
fractured worse. “When we first met, that I remember, you
screamed and hated me. This place was sunny and bright and
happy, I liked it here. Now this. What happened?”

The door shattered and the pane of not-glass fell out with
an unsatisfying noise. We stepped out into the daylight and
fresh air.

“I think you’re crazy,” she said nervously, “but I suppose,
for you, it makes as much sense as anything else. It’s what do
you call it, subjective reality?”

I shrugged and nodded as we walked around the grounds.

“As far as I remember though, this place has always been
what it is. They brought me in, drugged, and my first night
here when they dragged me into the dining room you came
and snuck me some extra food. Anyway, your clocks went off
and Fernsetter, what was...”

“Horatio,” I supplied as we started to walk around the
building, looking for a way through or over the wall.

“Horatio. He lost it and started screaming about the noise
from the alarm and attacked that guard, Simon, when they
wouldn’t break down your door to shut the alarm off. Simon
panicked a bit and fired a shot. He missed Horatio, who ran
off, but he hit poor Ms. Klienstock. The other inmates”—
inmates they called us now, it used to be residents—“got
scared and a few of them tried to get the gun away from
Simon. Doctor Lensher came out and started screaming and
soon everyone was screaming and running and the guards
tried to shut us all up. They started killing people and getting
killed and everything just went wrong at once.” I nodded at
her as we walked.

“So we’re all that’s left?”

“I think so? I don’t know, I hid in a supply closet until the
noise died down and then went looking for you. I didn’t see
anyone else moving though, so I guess...” A noise startled me
and I raised the gun, not sure if I had any bullets left. I let go
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of Abby’s hand and lifted one of the stopwatches, the red one.
It was early afternoon and I felt like lunch or possibly a smoke
or both.

“Get back in the building, John, Abigail.” Warren shook his
head and raised his own gun at me, his eyes growing wide as
he talked once he saw I had a gun myself. “Put the fucking gun
down now, John.”

I fired, I don’t know if I meant to or if I just freaked a bit
but a bullet took him in the leg and made him drop his gun in
surprise and pain. I pulled the trigger again but it just clicked
at me. [ started to turn towards Abby but she was already rush-
ing towards him, screaming.

“Don’t you ever try to shoot him,” she bellowed, bringing
the nightstick down on his head and shoulders rapidly.

A sharp crack as the metal shod stick connected with his
head. “You don’t try to kill him, or me,” a crunch underlined
her point, “or the mice, or anyone ever again!” Wet things slid
against hard things as her arm pistoned up and down in the
direction of his skull. “You don’t raise guns at the President!”
His head deflated as she caved it in, wet gray meat and blood
running across the grass and seeping into the ground. Did she
say President? I shook my head and moved to her side, hug-
ging her from behind.

“Abby, Abby, it’s okay, he’s not going to hurt anyone.” Her
body shook for a second in my grasp and then she calmed,
turning her head to look at me over her shoulder.

“He was going to kill us, John. We have to, can we even get
out of here?” I turned her in my arms to face me, running a
hand down her arm. It was coated from the elbow down in
blood and gore but I didn’t care. I wasn’t exactly pristine
myself.

“We can get out of here. Look, Abby, I feel sharper, bigger
inside, than I have in a long time. Moving around worlds, los-
ing my mind, whatever else the process did to me it seems to
have opened my head some. I don’t know if it’ll last but it’s
here now, okay?” She nodded at me and we started to go on
when she stopped.
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“Wait,” she said and left me, running back towards Warren’s
body. She came back to me quickly holding two small lumps
in her hands, the bloody nightstick tucked under an arm. “He
had grenades. Why would he have grenades? I don’t know
either but he did. He did and now we have them.” I laughed then.

“Of course he had grenades.” He was looking for a way out,
too, I think. And I think then I knew why he had them. I
dropped the useless gun and took the grenades from her, walk-
ing up to the wall. I pulled the pins of both and ran, giving her
a hurried follow-me wave. She followed and we were only
thrown to the ground by the force of the dual explosions, but
not hurt. I spat some grass out of my mouth and sat up, look-
ing at the small jagged hole in the wall. I gave it a big hello
smile, that I turned on the sky and then finally on Abby.

We stood up and ducked out of the hole, a piece of hot
ragged metal tearing at my shoulder.

“Hey Abby,” I asked as we clasped hands and started walk-
ing down the road together, “what did you mean by ‘you don’t
raise guns at the President’ anyway?” I looked at the red stop-
watch. It was certainly a fine time for lunch and a smoke, and
maybe a change of clothes. In the distance I could see fires and
smoke, the craziness of the planet didn’t end at McGee’s, the
whole world seemed aflame.

“Huh, oh that. Just a... it was uhh just a childhood thing,
you know, when people would make fun of my name, huh?”
She beamed a smile at me that faded fast as she pointed
towards the horizon. “How are we gonna...”

“We’ll get by,” I told her, shrugging. I had some freedom,
three new portable clocks and the love of my life with me.
What was the end of the world compared to that?

“Just a childhood thing, huh?” I asked, glancing at her
with a small grin.

“Yeah, stupid name.” I decided to trust her, for now. If she
really was out to kill me, I would deal with that too, in time.

“Do you like golf?” I asked her as we walked.

“I always lose the little balls. Fucking things drive me
insane.”
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“Really? I like the way they bounce and are white and
round and all.” She shook her head at me and grinned a bit,
punching me in the shoulder.

“You have issues, John.” I glanced back at McGee’s one last
time and suddenly, just like Doctor West always said, I saw
things in the right perspective.

“Don’t we all? I love you, Abby Lincoln.”

“I love you too, schmuck.”

THE END
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