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(Mark Tiedemann) 

 

Phil checked the address a third time as he stared up at the green-trimmed storefront.  

The source for the location, like everything else, had been somewhere between 

apocryphal and best guess, but it looked right. A few people came and went as he 

watched, all of them leaving with packages which eventually Phil recognized as books. 

 

He rubbed his face, did a final check to see if anyone had followed him back---an absurd 

precaution, because how would he know unless he spoke with them?---and entered the 

shop. 

 

He stopped just inside the door.  A cat sat, sentry-like and inscrutable, directly in his 

path, pale eyes staring at him, accusing. Phil's heart skipped a beat before he 

remembered that augments had not reached that level of sophistication in this period.  It 

was, in other words, just a cat.   

 

He let out a long breath and stepped around the animal, which let out an aggrieved 

sound, as if Phil was required to do something with it and had failed. He ignored it as 

best he could and looked around the store. 

 

A desk hulked off to his left, behind which a woman stood watching him, smiling. 



 

“Good morning,” she said. “Anything we can help you find?” 

 

“Maybe,” Phil said. “I'll let you know.” 

 

She nodded and returned her attention to the screen before her.  Phil waited to see if she 

would say anything more to him, then took a few tentative steps further into the space. 

 

 

So this is a bookstore,  he thought, surveying the shelves jammed with paper copies of 

titles many of which he had only heard of.  To see them now, in their time, real 

objects...he wanted to start pulling them out and leafing through them, every one of 

them.  He felt a moment of vertigo, overwhelmed by the multiple realities into which he 

had fallen.   

 

A staircase led down. He knew that the book he was looking for was down there.  The 

briefing he had received, incomplete as it was, indicated that the rare books were in a 

special section in the basement.  He glanced at the woman who still concentrated on her 

screen.  How much interaction might be too much?  The question was moot---he 

couldn't do this without local help. 

 

“Excuse me,” he said. “What's downstairs?” 

 

“Used is to the left,” she said, “Young Adult, Science Fiction, Graphic Novels, Travel to 

the right.” 

 

“Thank you.” 

 



He descended.  At the bottom of the steps he glanced right.  A display had been set up at 

the end of one of the freestanding shelves.  He glanced at the titles on display and he 

throat caught. 

 

“Philip K. Dick,” he whispered.  “They have Philip K. Dick, on the shelf...” 

 

He turned away.  No time to be distracted.  He had to locate the book he had been sent to 

find. He spun around and walked into the used section.  After ten fruitless minutes, he 

gave up.  He would have to ask. 

 

Back upstairs, he approached the desk. 

 

“Can I help you find something?” the woman asked. 

 

“Yes, I, um...well, I'm looking for a special book.” 

 

She watched him, waiting. 

 

“I don't know the title.” 

 

“Author?” 

 

“Nor that.” 

 

An eyebrow went up.  “'Nor that'?  Well.  Do you know what it's about?” 

 

Phil felt his frustration growing.  He had known this was an absurd assignment, but he 

had been given little choice about it.  A blind man searching for an unknown shape in a 



formless void.  But so much hinged on his succeeding.  So much.   

 

The whole future, in fact. 

 

“It has a red cover,” he said. 

 

The expression on the clerk's face was eloquent beyond words.  Disappointment didn't 

begin to describe it.  A slight twitch of the mouth, a minute tilt of the head forward.  

Another inch and she would be regarding him over the rim of her glasses, like a teacher 

with a failing student. 

 

“I see,” she said. “Well...”  She began typing on her keyboard.  “Sometimes we come up 

things with even less information, but it's been a while since...” 

 

“I saw it shelved once in a section containing...I think gardening books?  Some of the 

other titles...The Drunken Botanist.  The Omnivore's Dilemma.  The Golden Age of 

Botanical Art.” 

 

“None of which have red covers.  But botany narrows it down a bit.” 

 

“Really?” 

 

“No.  Is there anything else you can tell me about it?” 

 

“It's rare.  I was told it would be found in your rare book section.” 

 

“We don't—who told you that?” 

 



“I'm a buyer for a private customer.  I get a list, he sends me looking.” 

 

“And he couldn't even tell you the title?”  She shook her head.  “Well, we don't have that 

many rare books.  How rare?” 

 

“Rare as it gets.”  He held up his hands.   

 

“Where was this shelf you saw it in that you couldn't see the title?” 

 

“It didn't have a title on the spine.” 

 

He could see her skepticism mounting with each problem.  Phil began to think his entire 

approach had been exactly wrong.   

 

“Look,” he said, “could you perhaps point me to that section and let me look through 

what you have?  Maybe I'll recognize it when I see it.” 

 

She pursed her lips.  She looked exactly like his supervisor at the agency when he had 

less than great news to report.  “I don't think---” 

 

“Look,” he said, deciding to go for honesty. “I really don't mean to throw you a curve 

ball here, but you have to understand that this is no ordinary book.  Everything kind of 

depends on my finding it.  Or at least making sure someone else doesn't find it.” 

 

“Someone else?” 

 

“I have a competitor.” 

 



She seemed about to laugh now.  He was making a mess of it.  More honesty? 

 

“It's a very...delicate...situation,” he said.  “That book is a fulcrum.” 

 

“A fulcrum.” 

 

“An historical fulcrum.” 

 

She drummed her fingers on the counter.  Phil could almost see the decision tree she was 

climbing to come to some conclusion for or against him. 

 

 (Ann Leckie) 

“Hmm,” she said after a moment. But before she could say anything else someone else 

came in the door, a man whose features seemed strangely familiar to Phil. 

 

“Excuse me,” said the newcomer. “I'm looking for a book.” He was tall—taller than 

Phil—and his face was sharp-featured and thin. Where had Phil seen him before? But he 

couldn't think of any names to match with this person. 

 

“If you'll wait just a moment,” said the young woman, “I'm just dealing with this 

customer here and I'll be right with you.” 

 

“No,” said the sharp-featured man. “You won't.” He pulled a gun out of his jacket. 

Pointed it at Phil. 

 

“I don't know what you want,” Phil said, his voice calm though he didn't at all like that 

gun pointed at him. 

 



“Don't call the police,” the man said to the young woman, “or Phil gets it.” 

 

“Who's Phil?” she asked, but didn't move. 

 

“Yeah,” said Phil, “who's Phil?” 

 

“Downstairs,” said the sharp-featured man. “Nice and slow.” 

 

There were stairs to the right, presumably where this man wanted Phil to go. He turned, 

slowly. Very, very carefully, and made his way down the steps, the man with the gun 

following him.  “No police!” he called again. “I'm not afraid to use this!” 

 

At the bottom of the steps Phil stopped. Saw the cat again, sitting, staring at him, at the 

man coming down behind him. Just a cat, Phil thought, regretfully. No help there. 

 

“So, what is this about?” asked Phil, trying to keep his voice as steady as possible. “You 

called me Phil, before. Who's Phil?” 

 

A gasping, sobbing sound made Phil turn to look. The sharp-featured man still aimed his 

gun at Phil, but the look of utter desolation on his face shocked Phil. “You...you always 

did love her timeline more than mine! I wish I didn't depend on you so much. I wish I 

never had to bother with a mother and a father!” 

 

But... “But I don't...” 

 

“Not yet! And not me if she gets her way! Now. Where's the book?” 

 

“What book?” 



 

“Don't play stupid, Dad, I know better than that. You know the book I mean. The one 

with the red cover. It's rare. It's by...you know, that one writer. You would never tell me 

the title, every time you told the story you'd just laugh when I asked. I bet you told her.” 

 

“Who's her?” asked Phil, and wished he'd brought a weapon himself, but he'd been so 

careful of the local rules. Should have been less of a boy scout. But there it was. He felt 

the cat brush against his legs on its way to the other side of the room, its fur brushing 

feathery against his leg. Just a cat. Damn. 

 

“I am,” said a woman stepping out from behind a bookshelf. “And your timeline is the 

stupidest timeline ever, Joss. You don't deserve to exist.” 

 

“Katnis!” the sharp-featured man cried, “I hate you! I hate you so much! I'll make sure 

you're never born!” 

 

“Where's the book, Dad?” asked the woman—Katnis apparently. “You know the one. 

The red one. By that writer.”  Phil didn't answer right away. “He can't shoot you, you 

know, because if he did, he would never be born to be able to shoot you. He'll miss 

every time. And besides, he's...” she turned to the man—Joss.  “He's a coward.” 

 

“I wonder how long it will be before the police get here?” asked Phil. Conversationally. 

 

“It has a red cover,” Katnis said, as though Phil hadn't spoken. “It's by this one writer. 

It's rare. It's an important book.” 

 

From the top of the stairwell the young store employee's voice floated down. “Is 

everything all right down there?” 



 

“Have you called the police?” Phil shouted. 

 

“Ixnay on the olicepay!” cried Joss. 

 

“Don't worry about me,” Phil called up the stairs, “but don't you come down here.” 

Then, to Joss, “Well? Go ahead. Shoot me.” 

 

“She's right,” Joss said bitterly. “I can't.”  Katnis made a scornful sound. 

 

“You're lying.” Phil had no intention of ever having children. These—these couldn't be 

his children. Could they? There was that familiar face, Joss' face had made him wonder 

from the moment he'd seen it where he'd met him before. But Katnis—she didn't look 

familiar at all. Katnis was right, if he really was Joss' father, Joss wouldn't be able to 

shoot him. 

 

But if I can get the gun, thought Phil, there's no paradox in me shooting him. 

 

“It was a murder mystery,” lied Phil. “It was by, uh...” he searched his memory for a 

likely name, “um, Margery Allingham. This guy was murdered only the murderer cut off 

both his pinkies. Yeah. That was a clue. It was called Raining on One Side of the Street. I 

bet if we look, we can find it together. Right?” There probably wasn't any such book. He 

hoped there wasn't any such book. He hoped he could think of something to do while 

they were looking for a book that didn't exist. Hah, he thought. Now that's a really rare 

book. Wonder if the cover that doesn't exist is red? 

 

(Kevin Killeen) 

LIKE A DRAGON SWOOPING IN, along came another man, arriving outside the 



bookstore on a rickshaw of his own peddling.  It was, of course, Chauncey McGee, a 

little-known time traveler, whose only interest in time travel was money.  McGee had 

come back from 75 years in the future with one purpose in mind – to get a copy of a 

book he could sell in the future to make that month's rent.  He was in the habit of 

shopping for first editions of books which he could sell on Z-baby, the shopping place 

for a forgotten thing, books. 

 

McGee, entered the store, a heavy set man who no longer bothered tucking in his shirt, 

because it told too much of the story of his love for rich sauces and leisure.  In fact, he 

had a casserole in the oven back in the future, which he was planning to eat, after he 

made a quick purchase of the book that would cost only $14.95 in the present, but would 

easily sell on Z-baby for over ten-qulaum units, which was a lot of dough.   

 

“May I help you?” the clerk said, adding, “We have a special on haiku poetry tonight.” 

 

“On what?” 

 

“Haiku!” 

 

“I'm sorry I don't go in for recipe books,” McGee said. 

 

With warning they both heard shouting from the basement.  The toilet was overflowing, 

the result of years of neglect, and paper towels.  This momentary Johnston Flood caused 

the gunman –  Joss to look to the side, as Phil and Katnis both attacked him with a 

section of haiku classics. 

 

The clerk ran to the top of the stairs to look.  McGee wasted no time and ran to the 

section of the store where he knew the book would be waiting. There it was.  The book 



with the red cover.  Inside were secrets so forgotten, truths so truthful, that it hardly ever 

sold. He grabbed it. 

 

A pistol shot in the basement hit the limestone wall and rattled around before landing in 

the Star Trek section.  But that was the only shot Joss got off.  Now Phil had the gun. 

Katnis was holding down Joss, and the bookstore owner Chris Agamemnon came 

rushing out of the back room with a plumber's helper. 

 

“Quick, dammit,” she yelled, “We only have so much time before it reaches the fall 

books.” 

 

She ran into the bathroom and was never heard from the rest of the night. 

 

McGee was now ready to leave, ready to just slip out the front door, while everyone in 

the basement was dealing with gun play overflowing toilets and the high cost of book 

retailing. He looked on the street.  His time machine, disguised as a Central West End 

rickshaw, was being towed for nonpayment of the parking meter.   

 

He ran out the door with the book.   

 

Joss, Katnis and Phil ran after him.   

 

It was a summer night in the neighborhood.  The sidewalk tables were crowded with 

people trying to forget their day jobs and trying to do the math on tips.  McGee spotted 

the police tow truck hauling away his rickshaw and knew it was too far to run.  

Meanwhile, back in the future, the cheese-laden casserole he had left in the oven, was 

now starting to bubble over, and brown around the edges.  He had to get back. 

 



Joss ran up to McGee, tackled him and grabbed the book.  Catnis ran up next jumping 

on top and Phil huffed and puffed along the last horrified at the thought. 

 

 

“STOP!” he yelled, “If you rip up that book it could change multiple futures.” 

 

Just then Chris Agamemnon ran out of the store, still waiving her plumber's helper, 

yelling. 

 

“Get back here. You haven't paid for that,” Chris said. 

 

They all got up, and walked back toward the bookstore. They sat down to talk. They all 

let go of the book and set it down on the table in front of them.  They had to decide who 

should get the book.  While they were talking, McGee's dinner – overcooking in the 

future – caught fire as the greasy, bubbling mess spilled over his oven. 

 

“I have to get back before something bad happens in the future,” he said, looking at his 

watch. 

 

“You're not going anywhere, yet,” Chris said, “I want to know what's so special about 

this book that all of you would go crazy in my store.” 

 

The ones from the future – Phill, Joss, Katnis and McGee-- all looked at each other.  

Who would go first?  And how much would they tell her?   

 

“I'll tell you what I know,” Katnis said, “This book is very special to me and my family 

in the future.” 

 



“It's more than special to me and my family in the future,” Joss said. 

 

“This is a future traffic jam,” Phill sighed. 

 

(Scott Phillips) 

Chris Agamemnon stared McGee down. “I loathe book thieves.” 

McGee sniffed. “Antiquarian book dealer,” he said. 

“Even worse! I've never known a second hand book dealer who wasn't crooked or 

worse.” She paused for an awkward moment. “Except for myself.” 

Joss and Katniss pulled Phil aside. Pay careful attention to the women in the shop, all 

right? It's important.” 

“Why?” 

“It just is.” 

“And it's important that the book is red.” 

“Maybe the book was READ, not red.” 

“Don't be a schmuck, Dad.” 

Don't call me that, it creeps me out. And why in God's name did I name you Katniss? 

And Joss?” 

“You didn't. Mom did,” Joss said, looking a little embarrassed. 

“And don't forget to keep an eye peeled for babes.” 

“Did you just refer to your mother as a babe?” Phil asked, not at all sure he was 

comfortable with what his children seemed to have grown into. 

The store cat leapt up onto the counter near Phil's elbow. “Pssst.” 

“Who said that?' Phil asked, startled. 

“Time travel is impossible,” the cat said. “Think about it.” 

“You're a cat,” Phil said. 

“And you have a marvelous knack for stating the obvious. They call me Spike, but my 

name's actually Bertholdt, as in Brecht. I've never bothered to correct them.” 



“All right, since we're discussing the obvious, I have obviously time traveled, as have 

my as-yet unconceived son and daughter.” 

The cat jumped back off the counter. “I don't believe you. But I sympathize with your 

quest for a red book. I'm color blind, but I know the color of a book's cover is crucial to 

its enjoyment.” 

“How do you know that?” 

On the carpet, the cat lounged and began licking his genitals. “I live in a bookstore. It's 

the only way people ever ask for books.” 

“Any sense of which red book this one might be? Phil asked. 

The cat shrugged, quite a feat for a member of its genus. “Maybe the one the lady with 

the curly black hair just picked up.” 

Phil looked at the woman with the curly black hair, who was standing near the front 

door. “That's a blue book.” 

“So sue me, I told you I was colorblind. Anyway, she's easy on the eyes, ain't she?” 

Phil was forced to agree that she was indeed pretty. She bore a slight resemblance to 

Joss and Katniss. The book she was holding was a young adult title about teenage 

gladiators on one of Saturn's moons: “The Teen Gladiators of Titan.” 

“A grown woman reading a YA novel?” Phil said under his breath. “I don't know.” 

Spike's back fur stood up and he hissed. “YA is a deeply underestimated genre!” 

“You have strong opinions for a cat.” 

“On my planet, cats are the only ones who still read fiction of any kind.” 

“You're an alien?” 

Spike rolled his eyes. “I'm a TALKING CAT for Chrissakes! Of course I'm an alien. 

And, again, I maintain that time travel is impossible.” 

“Is not.” 

“Who cares. Go talk to the lady with the curly black hair and start making those babies,” 

he said, nodding at Joss and Katniss. 

“But the red book.” 



“Find a red book then, and ask her if she's read it yet. You are beginning to exasperate 

me, sir.” And Spike stopped licking his genitals and walked through one of the walls. 

“Does he always do that?” Phil asked Chris Agamemnon. 

“Isn't that the weirdest thing?” Chris said.” Also he licks himself in the weirdest places.” 

Chris walked away carrying a mud-caked shovel, as though she had recently buried 

something. 

“Say, has anyone seen that fellow McGee? Were we going to call the cops on him or 

what?” Katniss said. 

“Don't bother, taken care of,” Chris yelled over her shoulder. 

Phil thought about what the alien cat had told him. He picked up a red book entitled 

“The Thoughts of Chairman Mao.” 

“I see you're interested in literature. I have a book right here that I've always enjoyed.” 

“Is this usually the way you meet people?” 

“No. Usually I'm just faking normal and I make something up. But listen....” He opened 

the book to a random page, hoping it was not, as he suspected it might be, a book about 

corporate governance. “Here's my favorite passage: 'The will of the state cannot be 

thwarted by the bourgeois pursuit of individual happiness.'” He closed the book. “So 

how 'bout that?” 

“Uh-huh,” she said, edging away from him. Glancing over at his future children he saw 

them flicker and dim, then become momentarily transparent. This, then, was definitely 

the woman, and he would have to try harder. He would also have to find another red-

jacketed book, because this one was a real snore. 

“Do you like jazz? Here's a biography of Billie Holliday,” he said, grabbing the first red 

book he saw. 

“Hm,” she said. “I can take jazz or leave it but I love heroin.” She took the book from 

his hands. 

“Aaahh....” 

“I'm just messing with your mind, mister. I love Lady Day. Nonetheless she put the book 



back on the shelf, then held out her hand to shake. “My name's Aquanetta.” 

“No it isn't.” 

“It's actually Maureen. I wish it was Aquanetta, though.” 

“I'll call you that if you like.” 

She cocked her head to one side and studied him, as though he were something once 

intimately familiar to her that she'd strangely forgotten. The look didn't indicate whether 

he was something pleasant or unpleasant, however. 

“There's something about you that's at once laid-back and desperate,” she said. “Why do 

you suppose that is?” 

“I've had an unhappy stretch the last few years.” 

“How's that?” 

He sighed. This was not something he readily discussed with people he knew, let alone 

beautiful women of a few minutes' acquaintance. 

“I'm what people call a common-law virgin.” 

She raised her eyebrows. “Never heard the phrase.” 

“Also known as a retread virgin?” 

“You mean it's been a while.” 

“Seven years.” 

A few feet away Kattnis and Joss covered their ears. “Gross, Dad,” Katniss yelled. 

Maureen/Aquanetta raised her eyebrows. “She's your daughter?” 

“It's just an expression,” 

 

(Mark Tiedemann) 

Maureen graced the two, brother and sister, with a narrow, warning look, folding her 

arms over her chest.  For a moment Phil thought she would say something to them. He 

wondered what it would be, certain it would be original.  There was something about 

her, he realized... 

 



“So,” she said, turning toward him. “Why so long?” 

 

“I've been traveling a lot.” 

 

“For work?” 

 

“You could say that.  I'm a private investigator.” 

 

“What could you possibly be investigating here?” 

 

“I really am looking for a particular book.” 

 

“No you're not,” another voice said. 

They looked around and saw the cat's head poking from the wall nearby, eying them 

critically. 

 

“Spike?” Maureen said.  “What are you doing in the wall?” 

 

“Not Spike,” the cat said. “Nemo.” 

 

“What?”  Maureen sounded a bit alarmed at that.  “That's not...” 

 

“Anyway,” the cat---Spike/Bertholdt/Nemo---continued. “It's not a book you're looking 

for, that was just the excuse.  Something was garbled in the translation.” 

 

“So what am I looking for?” 

 

“Something...monstrous.”  The cat withdrew, its head swallowed into the wall. 



 

“That was weird,” Maureen said.  She aimed a finger at the smooth patch of wall where 

the cat had been.  “But you know, it might explain a few things.” 

 

“Like what?” 

 

“You said you've been traveling a lot?  Traveling where?” 

 

“Um.  Well, not so much where---” 

 

“When.  You're a time traveler.” 

 

“You don't sound surprised.” 

 

“We get a few every so often.  We've had one repeat customer from---she claims---4235 

A.D.  They always go for the new releases.  The year the last Harry Potter came out I bet 

a third of our adult buyers were from the future.” 

 

“Do all of them not know what they're looking for?” 

 

“No, most do, but the ones who don't I think are more genuine.  They don't always leave 

with a book.” 

 

“No?” 

 

She narrowed her eyes at him.  “You do look familiar.  I think you've been here again.” 

 

“What makes you say that?” 



 

“You have red hair.” 

 

“So do you.” 

 

She laughed.  “How do you know?” 

 

“Roots.” 

 

“Observant.  Your name's not Phil, either.  Is it?” 

 

“It is.  Usually.” 

 

“Depends on the period?  The continuum?  The job?” 

 

Phil glanced over at Joss and Katniss.  They were watching intently now, as if this were 

something neither had expected---had never witnessed, had never known might happen.  

Phil felt a strange shifting, a touch of vertigo once again, and focused on Maureen. 

 

“Red cover...” 

 

“Or red color?”  She smiled cryptically. 

 

Another cat strolled between them, pausing for a moment to look up at them.  “Get on 

with it already,” it said. 

 

“Which one are you?” Maureen asked. 

 



“Jamaica.  But really, we're all Bertholdt.  Things kind of fold in on themselves around 

here.  You really have no idea what this place is.  Do you?” 

 

“I'm beginning to wonder,” Maureen said.  She frowned as the cat, Cheshire-like, faded 

out, leaving behind a series of parallel impressions that might have been stripes, had the 

cat ever had stripes.  “Excuse me,” Maureen said, pulling a set of keys from her hip 

pocket.  She unlocked one of the nearby doors and disappeared into another room. 

 

Phil looked over at his children.  They both shrugged.  Phil ran upstairs, thinking it was 

time to leave.  This assignment was becoming too convoluted to parse.  Or perhaps 

involuted. 

 

The door crashed in at that moment, spraying Phil with glass and wood chips 

 

(Ann Leckie) 

Through the ruin of the door stepped a muscular man in red, white, and blue spandex, 

holding a shield. 

 

“Captain America??” asked Phil. It was a fairly foolish question, given the uniform, the 

muscles, and the shield. Obviously Captain America. Who else would it be? 

 

“Obviously,” replied the man. Captain America. “Who else would I be?” 

 

“I'm...not sure. I suppose you're right.” Phil thought a moment. He heard someone 

coming up the stairs—Maureen, maybe. Joss and (or) Katniss, maybe. It was time to be 

gone. “If you'll excuse me, Captain America, I can't crash through the wall to get out.” 

 

“Oh! Sorry.” Captain America stood aside. “Excuse me.” 



 

“No problem, thanks.” 

 

Out on the street, Phil chose a direction and walked. 

 

But walking away didn't make him feel any better. On the contrary, the further away 

from the bookstore he got, the more he was filled with a horrible sense of foreboding. A 

lowering, brooding sensation, as though the air itself had weight. As though something 

was subtly wrong with the universe. 

 

He looked around him. The streets, which had been filled with people, were empty. The 

angles of the buildings were subtly off. Behind him the street looked no more familiar 

than ahead of him. He was lost, somehow, in some kind of eldritch, non-euclidean 

landscape. “What have I done?” he muttered to himself.  He knew that messing with 

multiple timelines was potentially dangerous, that courting paradoxes could lead to 

disaster, but he'd never heard of anything quite like this. 

 

He had to get out of this, whatever it was. It was wrong. Inhuman. But he couldn't just 

retrace his steps. The looming stone walls—they seemed like walls, their color 

was...wrong, not any color that he knew—seemed as though they might fall in on him, 

bury him, consume him. He fled down something that might have been an alley, 

something infinitely more noisesome and disturbing than any alley he'd ever seen 

before. 

 

The alley dead-ended. And there, at the end of the alley, was a perfectly normal 

dumpster.  It was the only thing he had seemed recently that was normal. Human. It was 

even inviting—it was green, and it smelled like garbage, but that was exactly how a 

dumpster should be. 



 

Behind him he heard something move, sickening, slimy, infinitely nauseous and alien. 

He turned. Behind him, along the alley, writhed gray 

 

(Kevin Killeen) 

It was, of course, another horrible, tenticalled monster, as often roamed the CWE after 

midnight.  He thought to himself, maybe I should go back to Left Bank Books, at least 

there they had coffee. 

 

Now things were happening.  As you may remember, the lost hero of our story, 

Chauncey McGee, had been ashamed of his low involvement in the plot and decided to 

take action.  Knocking over a section of time travel fiction, he took hold of the girl – the 

beautiful girl he knew that Phil was supposed to marry.  And how did he know this? 

 

He had been drinking beer and eating cake in the 45th anniversary room with a group of 

aging hippies.  There was even a woman there convicted that Neanderthal men have red 

hair.  “It's all been proven,” she said sipping a glass of wine. 

 

Events accelerated.  McGee, Maureen, Joss and Katniss ran out the store.  As Maureen 

drew got closer to Phill—and drew closer to the timeline in which they would get 

married – the strange landscape turned back into a normal night in the CWE. 

 

“Don't you see?” McGee said, “I was here to buy the red book just to make some money 

off it, but to you, it's a matter of your existence.” 

 

Maureen and Phil embraced.  Joss and Katniss shook hands.  And McGee went into 

Llywellyn’s for a beer.   

 



There was a zombie punk bank in there, playing Melancholy Baby with a waltz rhythm. 

But the fries were good.   

 

He thought over the night, how he had come here to buy a book to he could resell in the 

future to pay the rent, but had instead stepped aside to let Phil and Maureen meet, marry 

and have kids.  It was a noble thing he had done.  And now, his cholesterol level was 

rising, as he wondered how to get back his rickshaw time machine and get back to his 

own time, back in the future where he had left the casserole burning in the oven.  But it 

was too late for that.  At police headquarters, a sgt had already sat on the rickshaw were 

it had been towed to and ended up in the distant future.  He was never heard from again. 

 

So this was where McGee would spend the rest of his life.  He walked back to the book 

store and found a row of old high school yearbooks on the shelf.  He opened the DeSmet 

year book and felt there was no point in matriculating around any further. 

 

This was where he was stuck. This was where the story would end.  Just then the cat 

came back through the wall, and agreed to take him home, where he arrived in the 

future, just as his apartment building was burning to the ground along with his collection 

of first editions he had brought back on past trips from Left Bank Books.   

 

The end.   


