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GEORGE SA UNDERS 

CIVILWARLAND IN BAD DECLINE 

W x T HEN a potential big investor comes for the tour the first thing I 
always do is take them out to the transplanted Erie Canal Lock. 
We've got a good ninety feet of actual working canal out there and 

a well-researched dioramic of a coolie campsite. Inside the little bunkhouse 
there's this device that gives off the approximate aroma of an Oriental meal. 
Were our faces ever red when we found out it was actually the Irish who built 
the canal. We've got no budget to correct, so every fifteen minutes or so a 
screen comes down on the porch and we show a video of how hundreds of 
Chinese died to build the Canal and how we took the Lock apart cobble by 
cobble and numbered each piece and shipped them all back in padded con- 
tainers for reassembly. 

Today my possiole Historical Reconstruction Associate is Mr. Haberstrom, 
founder of Burn'n'Learn. Burn'n'Learn is international. Their gimmick is a 
fully stocked library on the premises and as you tan you call out the name of 
any book you want to these high school girls on roller skates. As we walk up 
the trail he's wearing a sweatsuit and smoking a cigar and I tell him I admire 
his acumen. I tell him some men are dreamers and others are doers. He asks 
which am I and I say let's face it, I'm basically the guy who leads the dreamers 
up the trail to view the Canal Segment. He likes that. He's hot to spend some 
reflective moments at the Canal because his great-grandfather was a barge 
guider way back when who got killed by a donkey. 

When we reach the clearing he gets all emotional and bolts off through 
the gambling plaster Chinese. Not to be crass but I sense an impending sizeable 
contribution. When I come up behind him however I see that once again the 
gangs have been at it with their spraycans, all over my Lock. 

Mr. Haberstrom takes a nice long look. Then he pokes me with the spitty 
end of his cigar and says not with his money I don't, and storms back down the 
trail. 

I stand there alone a few minutes. One thing I don't need is some fat guy's 
spit on my tie. I think about quitting. Then I think about my last degrading 
slew of resumes. Two hundred send-outs and no nibbles. My feeling is that 
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prospective employers are put off by the fact that I was a lowly Verisimilitude 
Inspector for nine years with no promotions. I think of my car payment. I 
think of how much Marcus and Howie love the little playhouse I'm still paying 
off. Once again I decide to eat my pride and sit tight. 

So I wipe off my tie with a leaf and start down to break the Haberstrom 
news to Mr. Alsuga. 

Mr. A's another self-made man. He cashed in on his love of history by 
conceptualizing CivilWarLand in his spare time. He started out with just a set- 
tler's shack and one Union costume and now he has considerable influence in 
Rotary. 

Mr. Alsuga's office is in City Hall. He agrees that the gangs ar getting 
out of hand. Last month they wounded three Visitors and killed a dray horse. 
Several of them encircled and made fun of Mrs. Dugan in her settler outfit as 
she was taking her fresh-baked bread over to the simulated Towne Meeting. 
No way they're paying admission, so they're either tunneling in or coming in 
over the retaining wall. 

Mr. Alsuga believes the solution to the gang problem is Teen Groups. I 
tell him that's basically what a gang is, a Teen Group. But he says how can it be 
a Teen Group without an adult mentor with a special skill like whittling? Mr. 
Alsuga whittles. Once he gave an Old Tyme Skills Seminar on it in the 
Blacksmith Shoppe. It was poorly attended. All he got was two widowers and 
a chess-club-type no gang would have wanted anyway. And myself. I attended. 
Evelyn called me a bootlicker but I attended. She called me a bootlicker and I 
told her she'd better bear in mind which side of the bread her butter was on. 
She said whichever side it was on it wasn't enough to shake a stick at. She's 
always denigrating my paystub. I came home from the Seminar with this kind 
of whittled duck. She threw it away the next day because she said she thought 
it was an acorn. It looked nothing like an acorn. As far as I'm concerned she 
threw it away out of spite. It made me livid and twice that night I had to step 
into a closet and perform my Hatred Abatement Breathing. 

But that's neither here nor there. 
Mr. Alsuga pulls out the summer stats. We're in the worst attendance 

decline in ten years. If it gets any worse, staff is going to be let go in droves. He 
gives me a meaningful look. I know full well I'm not one of his key players. 
Then he asks who we have that might be willing to fight fire with fire. 

I say: I could research it. 
He says: Why don't you research it? 
So I go research it. 

Sylvia Loomis is the queen of info. It's in her personality. She enjoys dig- 
ging up dirt on people. She calls herself an S&M buff in training. She's still too 
meek to go whole hog, so when she goes out to the Make Me Club on Airport 
Road she limits herself to walking around talking mean while wearing kiddie 
handcuffs. But she's good at what she does, which is Security. It was Sylvia 
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I44 THE KENYON REVIEW 

who identified the part-timer systematically crapping in the planters in the Gift 
Acquisition Center, and Sylvia who figured out it was Phil in Grounds leaving 
obscene messages for the Teen Belles on MessageMinder. She has access to all 
records. I ask can she identify all current employees with a history of violence. 
She says sure if I buy her lunch. 

We decide to eat in-Park so we go over to Nate's Saloon. Sylvia says 
don't spread it around but two of the nine cancan girls are knocked up. Then 
she pulls out her folder and says that according to her review of the data we 
have a pretty tame bunch on our hands. The best she can do is Ned Quinn. His 
records indicate that while in high school he once burned down a storage shed. 
I almost die laughing. Quinn's an Adjunct Thespian and a world-class worry 
wart. I can't tell you how many times I've come upon him in Costuming, dwell- 
ing on the gory details of his Dread Disease Rider. He's a failed actor who 
won't stop trying. He says this is the only job he could find that would allow 
him to continue to develop his craft. Because he's ugly as sin he specializes in 
roles which require masks, such as Humpty-Dumpty during Mother Goose 
Days. 

I report back to Mr. Alsuga and he says Quinn may not be much but he's 
all we've got. Quinn's dirtpoor with six kids and Mr. A says that's a plus, as 
we'll need someone who's between a rock and a hard place. What he suggests 
we do is equip the Desperate Patrol with live ammo and put Quinn in charge. 
The Desperate Patrol limps along under floodlights as the night's crowning 
event. We've costumed them to resemble troops who've been in the field too 
long. We used actual Gettysburg photos. The climax of the Patrol is a 
reenacted partial rebellion, quelled by a rousing speech. After the speech the 
boys take off their hats and put their arms around each other and sing I Was 
Born under a Wandering Star. Then there's fireworks and the Parade of Old- 
Fashioned Conveyance. Then we clear the place out and go home. 

"Why not confab with Quinn?" Mr. A says. "Get his input and feelings." 
"I was going to say that," I say. 
I look up the Thespian Center's SpeedDial extension and a few minutes 

later Quinn's bounding up the steps in the Wounded Grizzly suit. 
"Desperate Patrol?" Mr. A says as Quinn sits down. "Any interest on 

your part?" 
"Love it," Quinn says. "Excellent." He's been trying to get on Desperate 

Patrol for years. It's considered the pinnacle by the Thespians because of the 
wealth of speaking parts. He's so excited he's shifting around in his seat and 
getting some of his paw blood on Mr. A's nice cane chair. 

"The gangs in our park are a damn blight," Mr. A says. "I'm talking 
about meeting force with force. Something in it for you? Oh yes." 

"I'd like to see Quinn give the rousing speech myself," I say. 
"Societal order," Mr. A says. "Sustaining the lifeblood of this god- 

damned park we've all put so much of our hearts into." 
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GEORGE SAUNDERS 145 

"He's not just free-associating," I say. 
"I'm not sure I get it," Quinn says. 
"What I'm suggesting is live ammo in your weapon only," Mr. A says. 

"Fire at your discretion. You see an unsavory intruder, you fire at his feet. Just 
give him a scare. Nobody gets hurt. An additional two bills a week is what I'm 
talking." 

"I'm an actor," Quinn says. 
"Quinn's got kids," I say. "He knows the value of a buck." 
"This is acting of the highest stripe," Mr. A says. "Act like a mercenary." 
"Go for it on a trial basis," I say. 
"I'm not sure I get it," Quinn says. "But jeez, that's good money." 
"Superfantastic," says Mr. A. 

Next morning Mr. A and I go over the Verisimilitude Irregularities List. 
We've been having some heated discussions about our bird species percen- 
tages. Mr. Grayson, Staff Ornithologist, has recalculated, and estimates that 
to accurately approximate the 1865 bird population we'll need to eliminate a 
couple hundred orioles or so. He suggests using air guns or poison. Mr. A says 
that, in his eyes, in fiscally troubled times, an ornithologist is a luxury, and this 
may be the perfect time to send Grayson packing. I like Grayson. He went way 
overboard on Howie's baseball candy. But I've got me and mine to think of. So 
I call Grayson in. Mr. A says did you botch the initial calculation or were you 
privy to new info. Mr. Grayson admits it was a botch. Mr. A sends him out into 
the hall and we confab. 

"You'll do the telling," Mr. A says, "I'm getting too old for cruelty." 
He takes his walking stick and beeper and says he'll be in the Great Forest 

if I need him. 
I call Grayson in and let him go, and hand him Kleenexes and fend off a 

few blows and almost before I know it he's reeling out the door and I go grab a 
pita. 

Is this the life I envisioned for myself? My God no. I wanted to be a high 
jumper. But I have two of the sweetest children ever born. I go in at night and 
look at them in their fairly expensive sleepers and think: there are two kids 
who don't need to worry about freezing to death or being cast out to the 
wolves. You see their little eyes light up when I bring home a treat. They may 
not know the value of a dollar but it's my intention to see that they never need 
to. 

I'm filling out Grayson's Employee Retrospective when I hear gunshots 
from the perimeter. I run out and there's Quinn and a few of his men tied to 
the cannon. The gang guys took Quinn's pants and put some tiny notches in his 
penis with their knives. I free Quinn and tell him to get over to the Infirmary to 
guard against infection. He's absolutely shaking and can hardly walk so I wrap 
him up in a Confederate flag and call over a hay cart and load him in. 

When I tell Mr. A he says: garbage in, garbage out, and that we were 
idiotic tor expecting a Milquetoast to save our rears. 
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We decide to leave the police out of it because of the possible bad PR. So 
we give Quinn the rest of the week off and promise to let him play Grant now 
and then and that's that. 

When Visitors first come in there's this cornball part where they sit in this 
kind of spaceship and supposedly get blasted into space and travel faster than 
the speed of light and end up in 1865. The unit's dated. The helmets we 
distribute look like bowls and all the paint's peeling off. I've argued and argued 
that we need to update. But in the midst of a budget crunch one can't 
necessarily shoot the moon. Once the tape of space sounds is over and the 
walls stop shaking, we pass out the period costumes. We try not to offend 
anyone, liability law being what it is. We distribute the slave and Native 
American roles equitably among racial groups. Anyone is free to request a 
different identity at any time. In spite of our precautions, there's a Herlicher in 
every crowd. He's the guy who sued us last fall for making him hangman. He 
claimed that for weeks afterwards he had nightmares and because he wasn't 
getting enough sleep botched a big contract by sending an important govern- 
ment buyer a load of torn pool liners. Big deal, is my feeling. But he's suing us 
for fifty grand for emotional stress because the buyer ridiculed him in front of 
his coworkers. Whenever he comes in we make him sheriff but he won't back 
down an inch. 

Mr. A calls me into his office and says he's got bad news and bad news, 
and which do I want first. I say the bad news. He says easy, he's got plenty of 
it. First off, the gangs have spray painted a picture of Quinn tied to the cannon 
on the side of the Everly Mansion. Second, last Friday's simulated frontier 
hunt has got us in hot water, because apparently some of the beef we toughen 
up to resemble buffalo meat was tainted, and the story's going in the Sunday 
supplement. And finally, the verdict's come in on the Herlicher case and we 
owe that goofball sixty grand instead of fifty because the pinko judge 
empathized. 

I wait for him to say I'm fired but instead he breaks down in tears. I pat 
his back and mix him a drink. He says why don't I join him. So I join him. 

"It doesn't look good," he says, "For men like you and I." 
"No it doesn't," I say. 
"All I wanted to do," he says, "was to give the public a meaningful 

perspective on a historical niche I've always found personally fascinating." 
"I know what you mean," I say. 
At eleven the phone rings. It's Maurer in Refuse Control calling to say 

that the gangs have set fire to the Anglican Church. That structure cost 
upwards of ninety thousand to transport from Clydesville and refurbish. We can 
see the flames from Mr. A's window. 

"Oh Christ!" Mr. A says. "If I could kill those kids I would kill those 
kids. One shouldn't desecrate the dream of another individual in the fashion in 
which they have mine." 
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"I know it," I say. 
We drink and drink and finally he falls asleep on his office couch. 

On the way to my car I keep an eye out for the ghostly McKinnon family. 
Back in the actual 1860s all this land was theirs. Their homestead's long gone 
but our records indicate that it was located near present-day Information 
Hoedown. They probably never saw this many buildings in their entire lives. 
They don't realize we're chronologically slumming. They just think the valley's 
prospering. Something bad must have happened to them because they're 
always wandering around at night looking dismayed. 

Tonight I find the Mrs doing wash by the creek. She sees me coming and 
asks if she can buy my boots. Machine-stitching amazes her. I ask how are the 
girls. She says Maribeth has been sad because no appropriate boy ever died in 
the valley so she's doomed to loneliness forever. Maribeth is a homely sincere 
girl who glides around mooning and pining and reading bad poetry chap- 
books. Whenever we keep the park open late for high school parties she's in 
her glory. There was one kid who was able to see her and even got a crush on 
her, but when he finally tried to kiss her near Hostelry and found out she was 
spectral it just about killed him. I slipped him a fifty and told him to keep it 
under wraps. As far as I know he's still in therapy. I realize I should have come 
forward but they probably would have nuthutted me and then where would my 
family be? 

The Mrs says what Maribeth needs is choir practice followed by a nice 
quilting bee. In better times I would have taken that idea and run with it. But 
now there's no budget. That's basically how I finally moved up from 
Verisimilitude Inspector to Special Assistant, by lifting 1800s ideas from the 
McKinnons. The Mrs likes me because after she taught me a few obscure 1800s 
ballads and I parlayed these into Individual Achievement Awards I bought her 
a Rubik's Cube. To her, colored plastic is like something from Venus. The Mr 
has kind of warned me away from her a couple of times. He doesn't trust me. 
He thinks the Rubik's Cube is the devil's work. I've brought him lighters and 
Playboys and once I even dragged out Howie's little synth and the mobile bat- 
tery pak. I set the synth for carillon and played it from behind a bush. I could 
tell he was tickled but he stonewalled. It's too bad I can't make an inroad 
because he was at Antietam and could be a gold mine of war info. He came 
back from the war and a year later died in his cornfield, which is now Parking. 
So he spends most of his time out there calling the cars Beelzebubs and kicking 
their tires. 

Tonight he's walking silently up and down the rows. I get out to my KCar 
and think oh jeez I've locked the keys in. The Mr sits down at the base of the 
A3 lightpole and asks did I see the fire and do I realize it was divine retribution 
for my slovenly moral state. I say thank you very much. No way I'm telling 
him about the gangs. He can barely handle the concept of girls wearing 
trousers. Finally I give up on prying down the window and go call Evelyn for 
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the spare set. While I wait for her I sit on the hood and watch the stars. The Mr 
watches them too. He says there are fewer than when he was a boy. He says 
that even the heavens have fallen into disrepair. I think about explaining smog 
to him but then Evelyn pulls up. 

She's wearing her bathrobe and as soon as she gets out starts with the lip. 
Howie and Marcus are asleep in the back. The Mr says it is part and parcel of 
my fallen state that I allow a woman to speak to me in such a tone. He suggests 
I throttle her and lock her in the woodshed. Meanwhile she's going on and on 
so much about my irresponsibility that the kids are waking up. I want to get 
out before the gangs come swooping down on us. The Parking Area's easy 
pickings. She calls me a thoughtless oaf and sticks me in the gut with the car 
keys. 

Marcus wakes up all groggy and says: Hey, our daddy. 
Evelyn says: Yes, unfortunately he is. 
Just after lunch next day a guy shows up at Personnel looking so com- 

pletely Civil War they immediately hire him and send him out to sit on the 
porch of the old Kriegal place with a butter churn. His name is Samuel and he 
doesn't say a word going through Costuming and at the end of the day leaves 
on a bike. I do the normal clandestine new employee observation from the 
O'Toole gazebo and I like what I see. He seems to have a passable knowledge 
of how to pretend to churn butter. At one point he makes the mistake of 
departing from the list of Then-Current Events to discuss the World Series 
with a Visitor, but my feeling is we can work with that. All in all he presents a 
positive and convincing appearance, and I say so in my review. 

Sylvia runs her routine check on him and calls me at home that night 
and says boy do we have a hot prospect on our hands if fucking with the gangs 
is still on our agenda. She talks like that. I've got her on speakerphone in the 
rec room and Marcus starts running around the room saying fuck. Evelyn 
stands there with her arms crossed giving me a dropdead look. I wave her off 
and she flips me the bird. 

Sylvia's federal sources indicate that Samuel got kicked out of Vietnam 
for participating in a bloodbath. Sylvia claims this is oxymoronic. But then 
again she's a liberal with a Kill Whalers sticker on her Chevette. She sounds 
excited. She suggests Itake a nice long look at his marksmanship scores. She says 
his special combat course listing goes on for pages. 

I call Mr. A and he says it sounds like Sam's our man. I express reserva- 
tions at arming an alleged war criminal and giving him free rein in a family- 
oriented facility. Mr. A says if we don't get our act together there won't be any 
family-oriented facility left in a month. Revenues have hit rock bottom and his 
investors have bugs up their butts. There's talk of outright closure and liquida- 
tion of assets. 

He says: Now get off your indefensible high horse and give me Sam's 
home phone. 

So I get off my indefensible high horse and give him Sam's home phone. 
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Thursday, after we've armed Samuel and sent him and the Patrol into the 
Great Forest, I stop by the Worship Center to check on the Foley baptism. 
Baptisms are an excellent revenue source. We charge three hundred dollars to 
rent the Center, which is the former lodge of the Siala utopian free-love com- 
munity. We trucked it in from downstate, a redbrick building with a nice gold 
dome. In the old days if one of the Sialians was excessively masturbating, or 
overeating to the exclusion of others, he or she would be publicly dressed down 
for hours on end in the lodge. Now we put up white draperies and pipe in 
Brahms and provide at no charge a list of preachers of various denominations. 

The Foleys are an overweight crew. The room's full of crying sincere 
large people wishing the best for a baby. It makes me remember our own sweet 
beaners in their little frocks. I sit down near the woodburning heater in the 
Invalid area and see that Justin in Prep has forgotten to remove the mannequin 
elderly couple clutching rosaries. Hopefully the Foleys won't notice and 
withhold payment. 

The priest dips the baby's head into the fake marble basin and the door 
flies open and in comes a racially mixed gang. They stroll up the aisle tousling 
hair, and requisition a Foley niece, a cute redhead of about sixteen. One takes 
her by the neck and she winces. Her dad stands up and a gang guy blackjacks 
him in the head. 

The gang guy pushes her up the aisle with his hands on her breasts while 
pulling her dress off her shoulder with his teeth. She looks right at me. The 
gang guy spits on my shoe and I make my face neutral so he won't get hacked 
off and drag me into it. 

The door slams and the Foleys sit there stunned. Then the baby starts 
crying and everyone runs shouting outside in time to see the gang dragging the 
niece into the woods. I panic. I try to think of where the nearest payphone is. 
I'm weighing the efficiency of running to Administration and making the call 
from my cubicle when six fast shots come from the woods. Several of the 
oldest Foleys assume the worst and drop weeping to their knees in the church- 
yard. 

I don't know the first thing about counseling survivors, so I run for Mr. A. 
He's drinking and watching his bigscreen. I tell him and he jumps up and 

calls the police. Then he says let's go do whatever little we can for these poor 
people who entrusted us with their sacred family occasion only to have us drop 
the ball by failing to adequately protect them. 

When we get to the churchyard the Foleys are walking around kicking 
and upbraiding six gang corpses. Samuel's having a glass of punch with the 
niece. The niece's dad is hanging all over Sam trying to confirm his daughter's 
virginity. Sam says it wasn't even close, and goes on and on about the durabili- 
ty of his scope. 

Then we hear sirens. 
Sam says: I'm going into the woods. 
Mr. A says: We never saw you, big guy. 

This content downloaded  on Thu, 10 Jan 2013 21:35:40 PM
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp


I50 THE KENYON REVIEW 

The niece's dad says: Bless you sir. 
Sam says: Adios. 
Mr. A stands on the hitching post and makes a little speech, the gist of 

which is, let's blame another gang for killing these dirtbags so Sam can get on 
with his important work. 

The Foleys agree. 
The police arrive and we all lie like rugs. 

I'm frazzled and go directly home, forgetting that every second Tuesday 
of the month Evelyn romps with Mr. Hinkle from down the block. I let myself 
in and there she is strapped to the armoir. Hinkle's playing a little flute while 
dancing around with a garland in his hair. She's calling him emperor and tell- 
ing him to dominate her like she's never been dominated before. Hinkle's a fat 
local greengrocer with a cowlick. He's not dominant. He's stupid. I know him. 
On a good day he could maybe dominate a radish or a stockboy. 

I hope to God she's dropped the boys at the community center as usual. 
She doesn't know I've known for months. If I confront her she'll take the 

boys and leave. So I play dumb. Every other Tuesday I pretend not to smell 
Hinkle's bad after-shave permeating my rec room. I pretend not to notice that 
my stock of condoms has been depleted by one or sometimes even two. 

At least it keeps me in the same house as my kids. 
I sneak back out and sit in the car until Hinkle scurries past with his toga 

under his arm. 
I go in and she yells at me for being late and says it would certainly be 

helpful if some lug around here thought about her needs for once and 
defrosted the refrigerator. Her cheeks are red and garland leaves are scattered 
around the home entertainment module. 

She goes to get the boys. I vacuum up the leaves and start on the 
refrigerator. 

The word spreads on Sam and the gangs leave us alone. For two months 
the Park is quiet and revenues start upscaling. Then some highschool kid pulls 
a butter knife on Fred Moore and steals a handful of penny candy from the 
General Store. As per specs, Fred alerts Mr. A of a Revenue Impacting Event. 
Mr. A calls Security and we perform Exit Sealage. We look everywhere but the 
kid's gone. Mr. A says what the hell, Unseal, it's just candy, profit loss is 
minimal. Sam hears the Unseal Tone on the PA and comes out of the woods 
all mad with his face painted and says that once the word gets out we've gone 
soft the gangs will be back in a heartbeat. I ask since when do gangs use butter 
knives. Samuel says a properly trained individual can kill a wild boar with a 
butter knife. Mr. A gives me a look and says why don't we let Sam run this 
aspect of the operation since he possesses the necessary expertise. Then Mr. A 
offers to buy him lunch and Sam says no, he'll eat raw weeds and berries as 
usual. 
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I go back to my Verisimilitude Evaluation on the Cimarron Brothel. 
Everything looks super. As per my recommendations they've replaced the 
young attractive simulated whores with uglier women with a little less on the 
ball. We were able to move the ex-simulated whores over to the Sweete 
Shoppe, so everybody's happy, especially the new simulated whores, who were 
for the most part middle-aged women we lured away from fast-food places via 
superior wages. 

When I've finished the Evaluation I go back to my office for lunch. I step 
inside and turn on the fake oil lamp and there's a damn human hand on my 
chair, holding a note. All around the hand there's penny candy. 

The note says: Sir, another pig disciplined who wont mess with us 
anymore and also I need more ammo. It's signed: Samuel the Rectifier. 

I call Mr. A and he says Jesus. Then he says bury the hand in the marsh 
behind Refreshments. I say shouldn't we call the police. He says we let it pass 
when it was six dead kids, why should we start getting moralistic now over one 
stinking hand? 

I say: But sir, he killed a highschooler for stealing candy. 
He says: That so-called highschooler threatened Fred Moore, a valued 

old friend of mine, with a knife. 
A butter knife, I say. 
He asks if I've seen the droves of unemployed huddled in front of Per- 

sonnel every morning. 
I ask if that's a threat and he says no, it's a reasonable future prognostica- 

tion. 
"What's done is done," he says. "We're in this together. If I take the fall 

on this, you'll eat the wienie as well. Let's just put this sordid ugliness behind 
us and get on with the business of providing an enjoyable living for those we 
love." 

I hang up and sit looking at the hand. There's a class ring on it. 
Finally I knock it into a garbage sack with my phone, pick out a shovel 

from the General Store inventory, and go out to the marsh. 
As I'm digging, Mr McKinnon glides up. He gets down on his knees and 

starts sniffing the bag. He starts talking about bloody wagon wheels and a boy 
he once saw sitting in a creek slapping the water with his own severed arm. He 
tells how the dead looked with rain on their faces and of hearing lunatic sing- 
ing from all corners of the field of battle and of king-size rodents gorging 
themselves on the entrails of his friends. 

It occurs to me that the Mr's a loon. 
I dig down a couple feet and drop the hand in. Then I get out of there 

fast. I look back and he's rocking back and forth over the hole mumbling to 
himself. 

As I pass the well the Mrs rises up out of it. Seeing the Mr enthralled by 
blood she starts shrieking and howling to beat the band. When she finally 
calms down she comes to rest in a tree branch. Tears run down her see-through 
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cheeks. She says there's been a horrid violent seed in him since he came home 
from the war. I stand under the tree trying to tell her it's not my fault. She says 
she can see they're going to have to go away. Then she blasts over my head 
elongate and glowing and full of grief, and my hat gets sucked off. 

That night I have nightmares about severed hands. In one I'm eating chili 
and a hand comes out of my bowl and gives me the finger. I wake up with a 
tingling wrist. Evelyn says if I insist on sleeping uneasily would I mind doing it 
on the couch, since she has a family to care for during the day and this requires 
a certain amount of rest. I think about confessing to her but then I realize if I 
do she'll nail me. 

The nights when she'd fall asleep with her cheek on my thigh are certainly 
long past. 

I lie there a while watching her make angry faces in her sleep. Then I go 
for a walk. As usual Mr. Ebershom's practicing figure skating moves in his 
foyer. I sit down by our subdivision's fake creek and think. First of all, bury- 
ing a hand isn't murder. It doesn't say anywhere thou shalt not bury some guy's 
hand. By the time I got involved the kid was dead. Where his hand ended up is 
no big deal. 

Then I think: What am I saying? I did a horrible thing. Even as I sit here 
I'm an accomplice and an obstructor of justice. 

But then I see myself in the penitentiary and the boys waking up scared in 
the night without me, and right then and there with my feet in the creek decide 
to stay clammed up forever and take my lumps in the afterlife. 

Halloween's special in the Park. The brochure says: Lose Yourself in 
Eerie Autumnal Splendor. We spray cobwebs around the Structures and dress 
up Staff in ghoul costumes and hand out period-authentic treats. We hide 
holograph generators in the woods and project images of famous Americans 
as ghosts. It's always a confusing time for the McKinnons. Last year the Mr 
got in a head-to-head with the image of Jefferson Davis. He stood there in the 
woods yelling at it for hours while the Mrs and the girls begged him to come 
away. Finally we had to cut power to the unit. 

This year I drive home at lunch and pick the boys up for tricks and treats. 
Marcus is a rancher and Howie's an accountant. He's wearing thick fake lips 
and carrying a ledger. The Park's the only safe place to trick-or-treat anymore. 
Last year some wacko in a complex near our house laced his Snickers with a 
virus. I drove by the school and they were CPR-ing this little girl in a canary 
suit. So forget it. 

I take them around to the various Structures and they pick up their share 
of saltwater taffy and hard tasteless frontier candy and wooden whistles and 
toy soldiers made of soap. 

Then just as we start across the Timeless Green, a mob of Chicano teens 
dressed as pirates bursts out of the Feinstein Memorial Conifer Grove. 
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"Gangs!" I yell to the boys. "Get down!" 
I hear a shot and look up and there's Samuel standing on a stump at 

treeline. Thank God, I think. He lets loose another round and one of the 
pirates drops. Marcus is down beside me whimpering with his nose in my pit. 
Howie's always been the slow one. He's standing there with his mouth open 
and one hand in his plastic pumpkin. A second pirate drops. Then Howie 
drops and his pumpkin goes flying. 

I crawl over and beg him to be okay. He says there's no pain. I check him 
over and check him over and all that's wrong is his ledger's been shot. I'm so 
relieved I kiss him on the mouth and he yells at me to quit. 

Samuel drops a third pirate, then runs yipping into the woods. 

The ambulance shows up and the paramedics load up the wounded 
pirates. They're all still alive and one's saying a rosary. I take the boys to City 
Hall and confront Mr. A. I tell him I'm turning Sam in. He asks if I've gone 
daft, and suggests I try putting food on the table from a jail cell while convicts 
stand in line waiting to have their way with my rear. 

At this point I send the boys out to the foyer. 
"He shot Howie," I say. "I want him put away." 
"He shot Howie's ledger," Mr. A says. "But whatever. Let's not mince 

hairs. If Sam gets put away, we get put away. Does that sound to you like a 
desirable experience?" 

"No," I say. 
"What I'm primarily saying," he says, "is that this is a time for knowledge 

assimilation, not back-stabbing. We learned a lesson, you and I. We personal- 
ly grew. Gratitude for this growth is an appropriate response. Gratitude, and 
being careful never to make the same mistake twice." 

He gets out a Bible and says let's swear on it that we'll never hire a crazed 
maniac to perform an important security function again. Then the phone 
rings. Sylvia's cross-referenced today's Admissions data and found that the 
shooting victims weren't a gang at all, but a bird-watching group who made the 
mistake of being male and adolescent and wandering too far off the trail. 

"Ouch," Mr. A says. "This could be a serious negative." 
In the foyer the kids are trying to get the loaches in the corporate tank to 

eat bits of styrofoam. I phone Evelyn and tell her what happened and she 
calls me a butcher. She wants to know how on earth I could bring the boys to 
the Park knowing what I knew. She says she doesn't see how I'm going to live 
with myself in light of how much they trusted and loved me and how badly I let 
them down by leaving their fates to chance. 

I say I'm sorry and she seems to be thinking. Then she tells me just get 
them home without putting them in further jeopardy, assuming that's within 
the scope of my mental powers. 

At home she puts them in the tub and sends me out for pizza. I opt for 
Melvin's Pasta Lair. Melvin's a religious zealot who during the Depression 
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worked five jobs at once. Sometimes I tell him my troubles and he says stop 
whining and count your blessings. Tonight I tell him I feel I should take some 
responsibility for eliminating the Samuel problem but I'm hesitant because of 
the discrepancy in our relative experience in violence. He says you mean you're 
scared. I say not scared, just aware of the likelihood of the possibility of 
failure. He gives me a look. I say it must have been great to grow up when men 
were men. He says men have always been what they are now: incapable of cop- 
ing with life without the intervention of God the Almighty. Then in the oven 
behind him my pizza starts smoking and he says case in point. 

He makes me another and urges me to get in touch with my Lord per- 
sonally. I tell him I will. I always tell him I will. 

When I get home they're gone. 
Evelyn's note says: I could never forgive you for putting our sons at risk. 

Good-bye forever you passive flake. Don't try to find us. I've told the kids you 
sent us away in order to marry a floozy. Incidentally, Norm Hinkle has been a 
source of strength to me for several years, if you know what I mean. 

Like an idiot I run out to the street. Mrs. Schmidt is prodding her 
automatic sprinkler system with a rake, trying to detect leaks in advance. She 
asks how I am and I tell her not now. I sit down on the lawn. The stars are very 
near. The phone rings. I run inside prepared to grovel but it's only Mr. A. He 
says come down to the Park immediately because he's got big horrific news. 

When I get there he's sitting in his office half-crocked. He tells me we're 
unemployed. The investors have gotten wind of the Chicano shootings and 
withdrawn all support. The Park is no more. I tell him about Evelyn and the 
kids. He says that's the least of his worries because he's got crushing debt. He 
asks if I have any savings he could have. I say no. He says that just for the 
record and my own personal development he's always found me dull, and has 
kept me around primarily for my yes-man capabilities and because sometimes 
I'm so cautious I'm a hoot. 

Then he says: Look, get your ass out, I'm torching this shithole for in- 
surance purposes. 

I want to hit or at least insult him but I need the backpay to find my kids. 
So I jog off through the Park. 

In front of Information Hoedown I see the McKinnons cavorting. I get 
closer and see that they're not cavorting at all, they've inadvertently wandered 
too close to their actual death-site and are being compelled to act out again and 
again the last minutes of their lives. The girls are lying side by side on the 
ground and the Mr's whacking at them with an invisible scythe. The Mrs is 
belly-up with one arm flailing in what must have been the parlor. The shrieking 
is mind-boggling. When he's killed everyone the Mr walks out to his former 
field and mimes blowing out his brains. Then he gets up and starts over. It goes 
on and on, through five cycles. Finally he sits down in the dirt and starts weep- 
ing. The Mrs and the girls backpedal away. He gets up and follows them, 
pitifully trying to explain. 
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Behind us the Visitor Center erupts in flames. 
The McKinnons go off down the hill, passing through bushes and trees. 

He's shouting for forgiveness. He's shouting that he's just a man. He's 
shouting that hatred and war made him nuts. I start running down the hill 
agreeing with him. The Mrs gives me a look and puts her hands over 
Maribeth's ears. We're all running. The Mrs starts screaming about the feel of 
the scythe as it opened her. The girls bemoan their unborn kids. We make 
quite a group. Since I'm still alive I keep clipping trees with my shoulders and 
falling down. 

At the bottom of the hill they pass through the retaining wall and I run 
into it. I wake up on my back in the culvert. Blood's running out of my ears 
and a transparent boy's kneeling over me. I can tell he's no McKinnon because 
he's wearing sweatpants. 

"Get up now," he says in a gentle voice. "Fire's coming." 
"No," I say. "I'm through. I'm done living." 
"I don't think so," he says. "You've got amends to make." 
"I screwed up," I say. "I did bad things." 
"No joke," he says, and holds out his stump. 
I roll over into the culvert muck and he grabs me by the collar and sits me 

up. 
"I steal four jawbreakers and a Slim Jim and your friend kills and 

mutilates me," he says. 
"He wasn't my friend," I say. 
"He wasn't your enemy," the kid says. Then he cocks his head. Through 

his clear skull I see Sam coming out of the woods. The kid cowers behind me. 
Even dead he's scared of Sam. He's so scared he blasts straight up in the air 
shrieking and vanishes over the retaining wall. 

Sam comes for me, holding a hunting knife. 
"Don't take this too personal," he says, "but you've got to go. You know 

a few things I don't want broadcast." 
I'm madly framing calming words in my head as he drives the knife in. I 

can't believe it. Never again to see my kids? Never again to sleep and wake to 
their liquid high voices and sweet breaths? 

Sweet Evelyn, I think, I should have loved you better. 
Possessing perfect knowledge I hover above him as he hacks me to bits. I 

see his rough childhood. I see his mother doing something horrid to him with a 
broom handle. I see the hate in his heart, and the people he has yet to kill 
before pneumonia gets him at eighty-three. I see the dead kid's mom unable to 
sleep and pounding her fists against her face in grief at the moment I was bury- 
ing her son's hand. I see the pain I've caused. I see the man I could have been, 
and the man I was, and then everything is bright and new and keen with love 
and I sweep through Sam's body, trying to change him, trying so hard, and 
feeling only hate and hate, solid as stone. 
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