








"I agree," I said. 

"Rita don't believe that Reilly killed some guy," said Mike. 

"Some guy?" said Paperboy, not even looking away from 

the mirror. "What do you mean some guy? You mean some guys. 

Many other guys. " 

"That's what I told her," Carla said, still looking right at me 

with them eyes. Her mouth slightly parted and I saw her tongue. 

She took a drink of her longneck. Light flashed on and off her 

cheeks, from brown to yellow, when the door opened. I turned. It 

was the door to the parking lot, and framed in it was the city of 

Fresno, glowing yellow on the horizon like radiation after the 

bomb, loud energy of voices and screams and metal machines. The 

bar was on the outskirts of town, amid the grape orchards and 

across the road from a cemetery and a church. A siren wailed off in 

the distance. Off in the distance, dogs howled. The door closed. 

"So if everyone knows he killed some guys, how come he 

ain't been arrested," asked the blonde. "That's all I'm asking." 

"That's just the way it is," I said. 

Fuckyou! 

It was about to happen. 

Everyone turned toward Reilly, who was yelling at the 

other guy, holding him by the collar. Over the loud rock music we 

heard words like "fuck" and "regret" and "born." The other guy 

was almost crying. He knew he had about a minute to live. 

"Go do something, Billy," said Paperboy. "He's going to 

kill that guy." 

"Yeah, maybe you should, Billy," said Carla. "It's kind of 

happening here tonight." She shrugged her shoulders and took a 
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drink ofbeer. But she was looking at me. "Don't you think it's 

happening here tonight?" she asked. 

"Yeah, as a matter of fact I do: ' I said. "Here. hold my 

beer," I said. I took it from the bar and handed it to Carla. She 

smiled as she took it, like it meant something, like the glass was 

some sort of symbol of us, and it was a symbol of us. She was 

mine that night. I could feel it. We'd done it a few times before, and 

I loved her body, her sex , the warmth of that spot between her 

lower back and curve of her ass. I never tired of her thin silhouette 

in the dark. She was beautiful naked. She said she liked to see me 

naked too . She liked watching me get out of bed to get some water 

or beer from the refrigerator. and she liked to watch me walk back 

into the hallway, into the only light, which spilled from the 

bathroom door. We so much liked each other naked that we 

sometimes walked in the middle of her bare living room, in 

opposite directions, in circles, in the dark, around and around, 

slowly, like an ancient mating ritual, around the room, curtains 

open, moonlight shining softly on the lines and curves of our 

bodies. 

Now, at the bar, she touched me on my hip. my thin waist, 

and she squeezed. "Go do it, buffalo boy," she said. I touched her 

hand and squeezed. Yeah. I was hers tonight. And she was mine. 

So I walked over to where Reilly he was talking to that 

other guy. Now everyone in the place was watching me walk, as if 

they knew that once I got to the other side of the pool table, the 

action of this story would end, or the story that they had been 

imagining about Reilly would end. Would he kill the guy before I 

could break him away (and I was the only one who could break 
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him away)? Would he wait for me to get there, would he listen to 

me, would he come to the bar and get drunk with me and 

Paperboy, with Carla, Rita, and Mike, all of us together? 

Right when I reached the edge of the pool table, the door to 

the bathroom slammed opened. 

The rectangle of light framed me. I stood in it, in perfect 

light. I was across the pool table, and Reilly slowly turned toward 

me, fat cheeks, big eyes, his face softened, like a painting, 

beautiful, absolutely still, quiet as death. 

And that's when it happened. That's when I felt it. 

Everybody felt it. 

The next day we would learn that it caused some damage 

to some old buildings in the city, but at the time I thought (and we 

all thought) that it was only happening to us in the bar. The earth 

moved for us. It happily pounded beneath our feet, the hanging 

lights swaying, the bottles behind the bar vibrating and rattling and 

the tiny oceans inside of them waving like in storm. We all started 

to yell like we were happy, we raised our bottles, we took giant 

gulps of spirits. And when it ended, when the quake was over and 

all we could feel was the reverberation of earth in our bones, 

Reilly let the other guy go. 
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