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It could be night here in this desolate corridor. In the 
outside world, the sun itself could have been snuffed, 
leaving me alone save for dread spirits behind closed 
doors. I wish I’d never thought of entombment—what 
if there are spirits in these forgotten chambers? What 
if they’ve been waiting all this time for someone to 
stumble blindly down the hall?

And yet I don’t turn back.
good girl special girl my girl
There are numbers on the doors, and if I strain my 

eyes, I can make them out. Three-oh-eight, three-ten, 
three-twelve. On the opposite side of the hall are the 
odd- numbered rooms. Room three-thirteen is directly 
ahead of me, carved with the image of a dove carrying 
a laurel branch.

I swallow.
open the door, whispers a voice. It’s not Flying V.
Below a dark keyhole is an iron latch, and I watch my 

hand rise toward it. I marvel at its movement, for I’m 
certainly not controlling it. Am I?

I rattle the latch, but it holds firm. My hand drifts 
down, and I trace the carving of the dove. Then the 
fragile laurel branch. Then back to the dove, which is 
no larger than an egg. My fingers flutter over the deli-
cate ridges of its wings. There’s the slightest gap at the 
tip of one wing, a fracture in the wood. My thumbnail 

catches on the grain. I pull back, and the dove moves. I 
wiggle the dove as I’d wiggle a loose tooth, and slowly, 
centimeter by centimeter, it rocks its way out.

How amazingly cool. I’m pretty sure my mouth 
drops open, because I’m breathing differently. I can 
feel air moving over my lower lip.

The dove is like an incredibly well-made puzzle 
piece; whoever carved this door did it with meticulous 
care. I’m in love with the smoothness of its edges. I’m 
in love with the satisfying sluice it makes when at last 
it flies free.

I draw in my breath. In the space behind the dove 
is a key.

I lift the key from its hiding spot. It’s rusty and old 
and brings to mind clanking metal jail cells. I hesitate, 
then insert it into the lock. I twist it, but it sticks. I 
rattle it harder.

From behind the door I hear the muffled cry of a 
baby.

It pulls me hard out of my trance—only, when I try 
to step back, I can’t. My hand is glued to the key, and 
the key is glued to the lock. I can’t withdraw it. Panic 
slicks me with sweat.

The smell of my own fear drowns out the hypnotic 
scent of citrus, and with a mighty effort I pull the key 
from the lock. From the dusty recesses comes a rage-
filled Noooooooo!



“The ‘Love that dare not speak its name’ in this century . . . is that deep
spiritual affection that is as pure as it is perfect. . . . It is beautiful, it is fine
t is the noblest form of affection. There is nothing unnatural about it . . . 
That it should be so the world does not understand. The world mocks at it
and sometimes puts one in the pillory for it.” “Yyou’re neither unnatural, nor
abominable, nor mad; you’re as much a part of what people call nature as
anyone else.” “Persons with homosexual histories are to be found in every
age group, in every social level, in every conceivable occupation, in cities and
on farms, and in the most remote areas of the country.” “What is a lesbian?
A lesbian is the rage of all women condensed to the point of explosion.”
“Our continued existence as gay men upon the face of this earth is at stake
Unless we fight for our lives, we shall die. In all the history of homosexua
ty we have never before been so close to death and extinction. Many of us are
dying or already dead.” “It suffices for us to acknowledge that adults may choose
to enter upon this relationship in the confines of their homes and their own





One figure in a silver cloak and feathered 
headpiece stepped out of the group, looked 
up, and met his gaze. Matt turned away, but 
it was too late. He felt a presence in his mind, 
searching, commanding, “Give it back.” It was 
more than words he was hearing, it was as if an 
alien presence had entered his skull, its fingers 
weaving through his brain, prodding, trying to 
shape his actions. He had to get them to stop. 
Matt ran down the stairs, flung open the door, 
and stepped onto the porch.

There must have been a hundred of them 
standing in the grass. They stood shoulder to 
shoulder in a wide crescent at the edge of the 
yard. The image of them shimmered before 
Matt’s eyes. Not one appeared to be more 
than a couple of feet high. Where were his 
parents? Couldn’t they hear anything? Becky 
was looking out of the bedroom window, 
with her doll clutched in her arms and tears 
streaming down her face. “What are you?” Matt 
demanded. “What are you doing here? What do 
you want?”

“You have something that belongs to us,” 
came a high-pitched voice, from the one dressed 
in silver. “Give it back, and we will leave.”

“I haven’t got anything that belongs to you. 
Get off of our property, or I’ll wake up my dad.”

“Your father will not come,” said the female 
in the silver cloak. “Your family is sleeping very 
soundly tonight. We have made sure of that. 
Now give us what we ask for, and we will go.”





Vincent Biggs’s table was in the back 
right corner of the caf, strategically chosen 
for its view of the entire room. He was using 
his meaty hands to delicately eat a salad 
too green and fresh to have been gotten 
from the cafeteria. Sitting to his left was 
his right-hand man, Kevin Carling, eating 
potato chips one at a time, wiping the salt 
from his fingers after each one. 

I crossed my arms and waited for Vinny 
to acknowledge my arrival, but he kept right 
on eating his salad. I checked my watch. My 
lunch period was slipping away. I cleared 
my throat too loud and too long to be 
authentic. “That’s doing wonders for your 
figure,” I said, nodding toward Vinny’s salad.

Vinny smiled in spite of himself. He 
looked at me. “A fat joke? Matthew, I 
expected better of you.”

“I guess getting manhandled makes me 
cranky.”

He shrugged, then dabbed the corners 
of his mouth with a napkin.

“Did you call me here just to watch you 
eat?” I asked. “Not that it isn’t fascinating.”

“Not quite,” he said. “Are you still 
for hire, or did things change over the 
summer?”

“I’m still a private detective, if that’s 
what you mean.”

“Excellent. I have a job for you.”
I stood up in a hurry. “Thanks, but no 

thanks. Not being one of your lackeys helps 
me sleep at night.”

“Matthew, why the hostility? I thought 
we got along.”

“We used to get along. Now we 
coexist.”

“Well, then let me put it to you this 
way . . . you were one of the few people 
who stood up for me before I attained my 
current position. I always felt like I should 
do you a favor somehow, so—”

“Whoa,” I said, “the people you do 
favors for either land in detention or end 
up getting popped. How about just a thank 
you and a hearty handshake?”

“How about a thank you, a hearty 
handshake, and twenty dollars?”

My mouth snapped shut. Twenty bucks 
was a lot of money. I mean, there’s stuff I 
wouldn’t do for twenty bucks, but the list 
was pretty short.
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