a1l 'I“'""I"

IhaplnT
2 -r‘]n'rl-ﬂ-
, danzay:

Ll LR ERE LI

LYSERG CALLY YOURS ( Free E-Book)

by Frank Duff

This work is |licensed under the Creative Commpns Attri buti on-NonComrerci al -
Shar eAl i ke Li cense

To view a copy of this license, visit http://creativecomons.org/licenses/by-nc-
sa/1.0/ or send a letter to:

Creative Commons

559 Nat han Abbott Way
Stanford

California

94305

USA.

Publ i shed by:
I nsurgent Productions and No Medi a Kings ( TORONTO)

| SBN: 0-9734807-0-X



Frank Duff likes getting mail at: duff@rankduff.com

The dead-tree edition of Lysergically Yours, perfect bound and with cover art by
Max Meyer and Adam Lonero, can be purchased at http://frankduff.com

Further witings of Frank Duff's can also be found at the site.

For Boot
And with thanks to:

Courtney Lake, Nyala Ali, Jordan Pow ey, Kris Mfukn Hill, Adam Lonero, Max
Meyer, Robert Hopewel |, Pat and Howard McCourt, all the K5ers and everyone el se
wi t hout whom this book woul d never have existed.

Ten hits of acid in my veins,
orbiting tacitly nmy brain,

preparing ere they take the plunge,
despairing there for thoughts expunged,
but never ones to needl ess |inger

and knowi ng wel |l the hapl ess bringer
of these events upon hinself,

t hey wasted nonents not in stealth,
and those sacred halls did enter
driving straight toward the centre,
where Reason net in consultation

with others of inportant station--
included at this fine reception

were Poise, Discretion and Perception
and ot hers who woul d be confused,

to find soon their persons disabused,
of the quaint outdated notion,

that real earth and real ocean

exi sted ever on their own,

without a mind to call their hone.

- =one=-

They occupied nost of their time with a card game call ed Bop Ngo, or sonething
simlar. A scandal ous event had occurred when Johnny tried to actually pronounce
the name of the gane once. Every one of his captors imediately tried to correct
himand to explain the proper pronunciation. They succeeded in conmunicating
exactly nothing, until Thoc had the brilliant idea of witing the word out for
Johnny. This enabled himto i mediately identify it as one of the-words-wth-

| ots-of-circles. This had the secondary benefit of sinultaneously elimnating it
fromhis only other category for Korean words, being: the-words-with-not-so-
many- ci rcl es.

The nethod of play of this gane apparently consisted |largely of putting down
uni nportant cards to lull your opponents into a false sense of security. Then



suddenly soneone would |lay down a card belonging to a special subset for which
the rules of the gane demanded that all players imediately start yelling and
gesticulating as loudly and frantically as possible. The fracas would escal ate
to near junbo-jet-landing nmagnitude until suddenly all players would pull out
their cell phones and continue to squawk loudly into the phones which would then
regi ster on their clamur-o-neters (a feature apparently present in all Korean
cel |l phones) which player had contributed nost powerfully to the pandenoni um
that player then receiving one point and play continuing. Johnny had tried at
one point to determ ne exactly which cards bel onged to this special category.
Hi s most successful theory had been the short-lived but glorious 'odd-nunbered-
red- cards- hi gher-than-six theory'. It was however contradicted three days after
its conception by a controversial seven of squids play (squids being a green
suit).

There were very few all owabl e interruptions to Bop Ngo. The nbst comon bei ng
shift change. There would be a jangling of keys and a click-clack of the door
bei ng unbolted from outside. Then two nen would enter fully rested or, nore

of ten, hungover and two others would | eave. Truth be told though, this rarely
interrupted the game for nore than a nonment; the new arrivals often sinply

pi cking up the discarded hands of their predecessors and continuing from where
the gane had left off. Cenerally, the only other thing that superseded Bop Ngo
was food; four generous neals a day.

There were no cards being played just then however, and for neither of those
reasons; there were gunshots outside. Fromthe sounds of things, there would
very shortly be gunshots inside. Johnny | ooked around for a place to hide or
failing that, sonething to be used as a weapon. Not surprisingly, considering he
was in a cell, there was little in the way of either to be found. It's cone to
this then, he thought, digging into his pocket. Wen his captors had searched
Johnny they had failed to notice the conceal ed second pocket inside the right
hi p pocket of his pants. The fact that they had searched himas one woul d search
for weapons rather than for drugs was a sure sign that they had no idea why it
was that there was such a huge price on Johnny's head. To be fair, Johnny wasn't
exactly sure hinmself. He had sewn the pocket there hinself in order to secret
away his acid in the case of being hassled by the cops. He had never ended up
needing it for that purpose. But now he drew out a dine bag containing a torn
and crunpl ed square of blotter, maybe five hits worth. The gunfire was grow ng
nore sporadic, time was running out. Quickly, so as not to allow hinself tine to
reconsi der, he shoved the acid under his tongue.

- =t wo=-

Three weeks earlier, Johnny poured hinself another drink. He had worked his way
through the four beers in the fridge over the course of an hour and had started
in on the pure ethanol he and Lyle used as a solvent. You couldn't drink it
strai ght of course, unless you wanted to di ssol ve your taste buds, but it went
nicely with orange juice.

When Johnny drank, he had sonething of a nasty tendency to do so alone. This
tendency was nasty only in a social sense, of course. Johnny was by no means an
al coholic, nor was he a violent or nmelancholy drunk. It just so happened that in
early twenty-first century North America, the entire society was fostering the
illusion that ethanol was not a drug. Johnny however had no del usi ons concerning
his status as a user of drugs.



As it happened Johnny wasn't truly drinking alone that night. Well, he was al one
in drinking, but not in the apartnment. A nere four metres away Johnny's roommate
and busi ness partner, Lyle, was going through the follow ng enotional states in
rapi d succession: confusion, concern, fear, anger

"Johnny!"

" Hhm?"

" JOHNNY! "

"Yeah? |'mlistening, whaddya want ?"

"Johhny! Look at ne!"

"Dude! 1'm watching a fucking novie."

At this point Lyle stepped in front of Johnny and turned the TV off.

"What the fuck?"

"Johnny, where did the acid that was on ny dresser go?"

"I soldit. Isn't that the fucking point? Maybe |'ve been wong about this whole
process fromthe start, but aren't we trying to nake noney here? If you want ne
to stop selling the fucking drugs, you should tell me now so | can go back to
wat ching my fucking novie."

Johnny and Lyle were actually very good friends and usually interacted with one
another in only the nost polite and cordial manner. Johnny however, was nore
than a little drunk; and Lyle-- Well, Lyle knew sonmething of great inport that
Johnny did not. But that was about to change.

"Johnny, listen to nme. Listen very carefully. There was a vial of acid sitting
on ny dresser, about three hundred hits. It had a label on it. That | abel said
LA-26f. Did you sell that acid? That specific acid?"

"I don't know, maybe... No, wait, yes. Yes, | put it on blotter and |I pushed it
at the school .”

"Whi ch school ?"

"Central Tech."

"To who?"

"Holy fuck, Lyle! I don't know, the usual people. Lucas and Jesse each took
about a hundred hits to turn around and then |I five and tenned nost of what was
left to random people. VWay all the fucking questions?"”

"Johnny, do you have any of it left?"

"Yeah, | had ten or fifteen hits left when | was done. | tried to find a taker
for a few mnutes, then | just said, 'fuck it, |I'mgonna go hone, have a few

dri nks and watch Doctor Strangelove', which I'd like to get back to if you don't
mnd. What's left is over there on the table if you want it."



Lyl e foll omed Johnny's nod to the table, and picked up the slightly battered
sheet of blotter. It was perforated |like a sheet of stanmps, but broken up into
far smaller squares. Only the corner remained of what had once been a | arger
sheet. He recognized the art. Johnny's ex-girlfriend had designed it. On the
sheet Lyle held was the bottomleft corner of the Illum natus eye-in-the-pyrand
rendered in a garish purple with tiny black angels rem niscent of fruit flies
circling it. Ivan, a friend of Johnny's printed all the paper for them it was
easier that way. Lyle gripped the sheet tightly in his hand.

"Cone into the kitchen."

-=t hr ee=-

Lyl e and Johnny had met in Intro to Psych. Neither of them conpleted the course.
Johnny was taking it because he was in first year and still believed that
University |ife was about becom ng an educated person rather than about getting
in, getting out and getting paid. As such he had signed up for Intro to Psych
and Intro to Advanced Physics as the two first year electives in his Conputer
Sci ence Degree rather than the much nore traditional Intro to Logic (which
anyone who knows the difference between if and iff can ace) and Sci ence and

Soci ety (which gets you your humanities requirenment w thout having to actually
take a humanities courses). Lyle's reasons for being in the course were nuch
nore nysterious. Johnny noticed himstraight off: The punker with the green
nmohawk sitting just to the left of centre in Convocation Hall, where PSY 100 was
held. It was a 9am Monday nmorning class, the first university class in the lives
of nost of the students. Yet Lyle did not have the sane air of trepidation about
hi mt hat hovered over the rest of those in attendance. He sat calmy with his
Docs up on the back of the seat in front of him knitting. Wereas al npst
everyone else in the hall (Johnny included, he was enbarrassed to |ater recall)
had brought with them a shiny new bi nder bought at Wal-Mart (or G and and Toy
for the rich kids) and a pencil case with not only pencils and erasers but pens
in blue, black and red, Lyle had three sheets of folded paper which had clearly
been pulled fromhis pockets minutes earlier and a red Bic pen without a cap
sitting on his fold-down desk.

The instructor was a frightened | ooki ng graduate student named Mhamed Haj -
Mosawi who spoke English with a very thick accent and did so in a voice that
woul d have been rather too quiet for polite dinner conversation, never nnd

| ecturing to 800 students. He did however, conme arnmed with sone pretty serious
Power Poi nt slides. By about the third week some conbi nation of the nearly

i naudi bl e and i ndeci pherabl e English and the Monday- norni ngness had driven
attendance down to the point where Johnny was able to permanently stake out a
seat in the front row. Soon afterwards, Lyle migrated forward as well. Fromthat
vant age point, both were surprised to discover that Haj-Mosawi was quite a
conpel I'i ng speaker once you got used to the way he pronounced all his soft
as hard 'e's.

i's

It was an unseasonably warm day in md-Cctober when Johnny actually talked to
Lyle for the first time. Johnny had stayed around for a few mnutes after class
to ask Haj - Mosawi a couple of questions about the | ecture. When he stepped out
the doors of Con Hall and started down the stairs a voice called from behind
him "N ce shirt."

Johnny spun around, net Lyle's grinning eyes and asked: "You're a fan?" Johnny
was wearing an old Doors t-shirt, a veritable antique. It had bel onged to his
father. The words "The Doors" had faded entirely fromthe back and Jim



Morrison's grimvisage barely continued to peer out from Johnny's chest. The
neckband had frayed to the point that it hardly existed and the sweat stains in
the arnpits were the kind that didn't wash out. Band shirts weren't really in
fitting with Johnny's usual style; in fact this was the only one he owned. He
generally wore a plain black hoodie and bl ue jeans just about every day of the
year, but the sun blazing in through his dorm w ndow t hat autum norni ng had
dictated an i npronptu wardrobe re-eval uation

Lyl e was | eaning up against a pillar snoking a cigarette. Hi s pants were a

pat chwork of |eather, denim plaid flannel and various faded patches for bands
Johnny had never heard of. The pants fit Lyle's long |l egs snugly and were tucked
i nside the tops of his Docs at his ankles. There were zi ppers and buttons, which
seemed to serve no fastening purpose, set into the pants haphazardly across
their surface. Lyle's lower half was always clothed in this way and Johnny
suspected from observation that Lyle had three or four simlar pairs of pants,
but wouldn't be willing to swear that the pants weren't conpletely different
every day. Lyle was also wearing a stained white Sex Pistol's t-shirt on which
the printing job was so sneared that it was alnost certain that he had done the
sil k-screening hinmself. There was a long slash as froma knife running

di agonal Iy across Lyle's chest and the dirty white cotton curl ed outwards around
this wound. Through the tear Johnny could see that Lyle's right nipple had a
safety pin through it. There was a single thick black |ine of tattoo ink running
down the inside of Lyle's forearmfromthe divot of his elbow to where it

di sappeared underneath a black | eather bracelet bristling in steel spikes,
several of which were rusting. In all, he |l ooked as though he had been fashioned
by God for rich girls to date for revenge against their parents.

Lyl e spat onto the ground and, ignoring Johnny's question, asked: "Know where
can get some acid?"

Johnny was visibly surprised: "Wy are you asking nme?"

"I saw you reading 'Doors of Perception' during break."

"Sorry," Johnny said, turning to | eave, "but you've got a wong nunber." Johnny
hopped on his skateboard and sped off in the direction of MLennan Physica
Laboratories. He didn't | ook back, but if he had he woul d have seen Lyle
watching himwi th nore than mld curiosity.

Johnny had been reading 'Doors of Perception' in class, re-reading in fact. That
much was true. However, he had been reading 'The O d Man and the Sea' the week
before and no one had asked himif he knew where they could get sone good
marlin. The disconcerting thing was that Johnny did in fact know where Lyle
could get sonme acid, but his natural defence nechani sns had convinced himto
pl ay dunb. He had been a small tinme dealer all through his high school years in
Pet er borough. He woul d receive a sheet of acid, 200 hits, at an anonynous
mai | box from a Russian guy he knew in Kingston in exchange for 500 dollars. He
woul d then break it down and sell it for five bucks a hit. This kept Johnny in
st eady supply of black hoodi es and pocket noney throughout his teenage years, it
had al so been the primary source of the noney he had saved for university. Wen
he cane to Toronto for school, Johnny figured he had left his acid pushing days
behind him He had assumed that the narket was already saturated and he'd be
unable to find a niche. But now- Now he wasn't so sure.

What he was sure of was that he had a good deal going with the U of T physics
department. The department was desperate for new students so they panpered their
undergrads with free pizza at lunchtime three days a week. Johnny wasn't,



technical ly speaking, a physics undergrad, but he had been tipped off to the

exi stence of the pizza Nirvana by a classmate in Physics 140. The conbi nati on of
Johnny's brief chat with Haj-Msawi and his run in with Lyle had rendered him
ten mnutes late for pizza.

Those were a vital ten minutes in which the vegetarian pizzas had been entirely
consuned. Johnny had been a vegetarian for six years, but he wasn't uptight
about it; he was perfectly willing to pick pepperoni off of pizza. Besides, he
knew that it had not been the other vegetarians in the room who had eaten al
the vegetarian pizza. The truth was that those who ate nmeat would dig into the
vegetarian pizza first, leaving the meat pizzas virtually untouched. They did
this because they knew that, although they were content to eat either, the
vegetarians didn't even see the neat pizzas as food. This nmeant that those

pi zzas coul d be saved for |eisurely consunption as much as thirty m nutes post-
pi zza-arrival

Johnny wasn't one to let others win that easily. He preyed on the fal se sense of
security that the neat-eaters derived fromtheir pizza piracy and nanaged to
find an entire untouched pepperoni pizza still inits box. He closed the |id and
took it over to an unoccupi ed section of the physics student |ounge where he sat
in a beat up arnchair, opened the box onto a coffee table and began to
systematically pluck all the pepperoni slices off of the entire pizza and
deposit theminto the Iid of the box. As he de-neated his pizza, Johnny's

t houghts returned to his short puzzling conversation with Lyle. Johnny had about
fifty hits of quality blotter in his dormroomat this very nonent. It was
earmar ked for personal use, but there was no reason he couldn't sell some of it
to Lyl e and see what devel oped fromthere. If he hadn't already burned his

bri dges. Johnny could certainly use the cash, at the very least. Hi s bank
account was runni ng dangerously | ow and there were four days every week wi thout
free pizza.

Johnny was so caught up in his thoughts that he didn't notice anyone was behind
himuntil an armreached over his shoulder and clainmed a small handful of the
unwant ed pepperoni. He could feel small breasts against the back of his head.
Before he could turn around, the girl had dropped herself into the equally worn
arnchair opposite him "Nice shirt," she said with a nouthful of pepperoni

"People seemto like it," Johnny replied.

"I"'m Tinka. You should eat neat, it's good for you."

Fromthe start it was easy to see that Tinka was sonmething of an enigna. Her
hair was nostly black, though there were patches of red and blue. It had ribbons
and beads knotted randomy into it and, although nearly shoul der |ength, stood
up i nprobably and stuck out in every direction as though straining with all its
will to escape her scalp. She wore a tank top onto which she had marked red "X's
across her breasts in paint that was unconfortably bl ood-like in colour. She was
wearing big black boots, torn fishnet stockings and a plaid flannel mni-skirt
whi ch, given the haphazard way she sat with one leg up on the coffee table, did
absolutely nothing to hide her red silk underwear. She played with her hair for
a nonent before staring directly at Johnny with eyes that blazed from under
epicanthic folds, indicating his turn to speak.

"Johnny. And no, it's not."

"Whatever, it's free," Tinka shrugged as she cramed another fistful of
pepperoni into her |ipsticked nouth.



"You're a physics student?" Johnny asked out |oud al nost by accident.

She smiled a big carnivorous smle and licked her lips. "I'mnot even a student,
are you?"

Johnny started to answer but then instead just grinned.

"Listen," Tinka said, junping up fromthe chair and grabbing all the renaining
pepperoni in her left hand, "if you |like free food, neet ne at Annesley Hal
tomorrow at seven. You can be ny date, | gotta jet."

She then took one quick | ook around and wal ked quickly to the exit, grabbing the
| ast slice of sausage pizza on her way by. Wen she was al npost to the door, she
spun around and yelled: "And dress nice!" at Johnny whil e back-pedaling. She
backed right into a terrified | ooking physics student in a button-down shirt and
gl asses. Quickly catching her balance Tinka turned around, w nked at the boy and
sl apped himon the ass on her way out the door

Johnny just kept grinning, shook his head and set to work on his pizza.

- =f our =-

Johnny was too curious not to show up. He arrived at Annesley Hall at five
mnutes to seven in the nicest outfit he owned: a slick black three piece suit
with a cobalt blue high necked shirt and no tie. He had bought it for his high
school formal-- with drug noney. Tinka was waiting for himon the stairs. He
didn't recognize her at first, but when he did it al nost bow ed hi mover. She
had transformed froman intimdating Asian punker girl into the nost beautifu
woman he had ever seen by sinply putting on a dress and a hat.

The dress was a long formfitting red silk evening gowmn with red sequins and the
hat was bl ack and feathered and pinned into her hair, which | ooked downri ght
aristocratic despite the fact that it peeked out wildly in red, black and bl ue
around the edges. She also wore a black mnk scarf that woul d have | ooked absurd
on anyone but her

Johnny was just about to tell her that she | ooked amazi ng, but she beat himto
t he punch: "Good Evening Dr. Page, you're |ooking sharp tonight."

"Sorry?" was the only thing Johnny could think of to say.

"You are Dr. Edward Emmanuel Page and | amyour wife Bettie," she replied,
checki ng her makeup in a conmpact mrror

"Bettie Page?"
"Only by marriage, now come on." She shoved the mirror back into her purse and
led himinto the building. They ascended the stairs toward the main hall

"Nice dress," Johnny said fromtwo stairs behind and bel ow Ti nka.

"Thanks. Stole it froma costune rental shop." As she said this, Tinka turned
and made eye contact with Johnny. It was then that he noticed that her eyes were
just as wild and fiery as they had been the day before. It nade her |ook |ess



like a respectable aristocratic |lady and rather quite a bit nmore |Iike a wal king
time bomb in an eveni ng gown.

They were at the top of the stairs and Tinka was about to push open the doors to
the main hall when Johnny asked: "What's the occasion, anyway?"

"Chemi stry Department Faculty M xer" cane the reply and then they were through
the doors and inside. There were fifty or sixty people in attendance, nostly
wise and friendly Iooking men in the latter half of their lives wearing old
dusty suits with timd w ves hanging off of their arms, although there were al so
a smattering of single men and wormen in their twenties and thirties. Johnny and
Tinka, or Dr. and Ms. Page, were clearly the youngest people present. The buzz
of conversation was maintaining that preternaturally healthy level only

at t ai nabl e when a good-si zed group of interesting people are coupled with free
al cohol. Tinka liberated two glasses of red wine froma table near the entrance
and handed one to Johnny.

Five m nutes |ater, Johnny was at the buffet filling his plate with some of the
best vegetarian sushi he had ever tasted and trying to avoid talking to anyone
so as not to be caught out. His brain registered sonething incongruous in his
peri pheral vision. He turned to see what it was and was surprised by the sight
of Lyle talking and gesticulating excitedly at a small group of ageing chem sts
not twenty feet away. He was dressed nuch as he had been the day before except
that he was wearing a Dead Kennedy's Holiday in Canbodia shirt that didn't
expose his nipples. At first Johnny thought that Lyle was intentionally naking
sonme sort of scene to disrupt the m xer, but upon |ooking nore closely it becane
clear that the chem sts were not only unoffended by what Lyle was sayi ng, but
actually quite interested. Johnny tried but couldn't nake out the words from
where he was standing. It was then that Lyle noticed Johnny. Their eyes met and
Lyl e raised his eyebrows briefly while he continued to orate. Johnny had no idea
what was going on so he sinply smled and nodded back at Lyle, finished piling
futo maki onto his plate and started | ooking around for Tinka whom he had
conpletely lost track of.

He was still | ooking when he noticed that Lyle had broken off fromhis group and
seened to be gravitating in his direction.

"Didn't expect to see you here," Lyle said when he got close enough

"Me either.”

"You didn't expect to see ne here, or to see you here?" Lyle asked smling.
"Take your pick."

Lyl e grabbed an avocado roll off of Johnny's plate and popped it in his nouth.
He seemed entirely absorbed in his own thoughts as he chewed, as though he had
fromone instance to the next conpletely forgotten that Johnny was there. This
turned out to be untrue the next nmonent when Lyle reached for the glass of w ne
in Johnny's hand, took a generous sip, swallowed and handed the gl ass back
"Pretty damm good for free food."

"No ki dding," Johnny responded guardedly. He couldn't really think of anything
better to say since he was hal f-expecting his nother or sonme other equally
unlikely person to wal k through the door at any second. Johnny's nother was in
fact in Peterborough making | ove to Johnny's father at just that nmonment and



would live the rest of her life without ever setting foot in Annesley hall. So
he was okay on that front.

Despite Johnny's obvi ous disorientation, Lyle kept dragging the conversation
al ong: "That chica is bad news."

Johnny was snapped back into the present by the non sequitur and raised his
eyebrows inquiringly.

"The Korean girl you canme in with", Lyle elaborated, "I've seen her around.
She's trouble.”

Johnny merely smled and shrugged: "Watever”. He didn't mind a little trouble.
Lyl e shrugged as well, as though to say: "I warned you, that's all | can do"

Johnny stopped to take another | ook around the room He took in the two |onely
| ooking girls |leaning against the drink table. They both had that look in their
eyes that said "yeah, I"'ma woman in a man's world. What's it to you?" He took
in the man in his fifties wearing the baby blue suit who was waving his arnms
excitedly and tal ki ng about Buckminster Fuller as his wife | ooked on with

term nal boredom Suddenly Johnny realized that, aside fromLyle's presence,
this scene was no stranger than any nunmber of others he had been through in his
life. Wthout warning, he hit his social stride and grabbed the conversationa
bull by the horns: "It wasn't acid that Huxley was tal ki ng about in Doors of
Perception, it was nescaline."

"I know," said Lyle, "but he tal ks about acid in Heaven and Hell, and if you've
read one, you're going to read the other."

"Yeah, but he also tal ks about strobe lights in Heaven and Hell."
"I"mnot interested in strobe lights. | have a professional interest in acid.”

Ah! Johnny's thought, he's a dealer. Maybe the future wasn't as bright as he had
first thought. But still, Lyle clained to be |ooking for acid. If he was a
deal er | ooking for a new connection there may well be even nore noney to be
made. And at a |ower risk

"Well," Johnny said, "no promises, but if you're still interested I might just
be able to help you out."

Lyl e had opened his mouth to respond when Tinka's voice suddenly interrupted
them "Conme on Doctor, we're |eaving."

At the word "Doctor" Lyle raised his eyebrows and sniled. Tinka shot hima | ook
that would have killed a | esser man. He sniled w der, showing his teeth. Tinka
began to bodily drag Johnny away. He nout hed "Monday" to Lyle and proceeded to
foll ow Ti nka under his own power: "What's the rush?"

"Some old biddy wants to claw nmy eyes out because she thinks | was flirting with
her husband."

"Were you?"
“Irrelevant," she said as they passed the drink table. Tinka |l et go of Johnny's
arm so that she would be able to grab two unopened bottles of wi ne on the way
past. Then they were out the door. Tinka stopped suddenly: "Shit!"



"What's wrong?"
She thrust the bottles into Johnny's hands: "Hold these. Wait Here."

And then she was running back through the doors into the main hall. A nmonent
| ater she reappeared triunphantly holding a corkscrew. She took his arm and said
cheerily "Shall we?"

"Where am | wal ki ng you to?" Johnny asked once they were outside.
"Your place," she said, "we're married."

Ti nka uncorked one of the bottles on the way and they had finished it by the

time they reached Johnny's residence, Tinka drinking nore than her share. As

Johnny unl ocked the door to his room Tinka said suddenly: "I cast a spell on
you this morning."

Caught off guard, Johnny could only ask: "Wat kind of spell?" as they stepped
i nsi de.

"To make you good in bed," she said, kicking the door closed, "It may not have
been necessary, but you can never be too careful."”

-=fijve=-

Johnny woke up to the sound of typing. His first thought was the same as his
first thought every norning: "Where am1?" In ny room good. Now who's typing on
ny conputer? The events of the previous night replayed quickly in his mnd

Ti nka. He opened his eyes: "Watcha doi ng?"

She was sitting naked at his desk, the second bottle of wine half-enpty between
her knees: "Reading your Internet history files."

Li ke a shot, Johnny was bolt upright in his bed: "Wat?!"

"Don't get your panties in a bunch," Tinka | aughed, "Best way in the world to
get to know soneone, saves us a lot of trouble. You shouldn't talk about drugs
on MSN t hough, and you certainly shouldn't track your drug-dealing profits in a
spreadsheet . ”

Def ensi ve now, Johnny said: "It's not like |I |abeled the columms Cocai ne and
Mari j uana. "

"Yeah, but what else could it possibly be. Four hundred units at two dollars
fifty purchased. Thirty-one units overhead. Three hundred and sixty nine units
at five dollars sold. Eight hundred and forty-five dollars gross profits. Good
luck convincing a judge you're tal king about magazi ne subscriptions.”

"Listen," Johnny said, "I know what |'m doing."

He picked up his pants fromthe floor and retrieved his cell phone fromthe
pocket, "If | call the phone nunber for this room.." He did so as he was
tal king and the phone on the desk started ringing. Tinka reached for it
automatically but Johnny stopped her: "Don't answer it"



The phone rang three times and then an answering machi ne picked up. "I'm not
here. You know what to do." said Johnny's voice.

"You hear that?" Johnny said, "That's the conputer. The conputer answers the

| and-1ine and takes nmessages |ike an ordinary answering machine, but if | enter
an access code," he punched fifteen digits into the keypad of his cell-phone and
the conputer enmitted a single DING "I get renpte access to a special command
node. Fromthis point | can wi pe out every file on nmy hard di sk by pressing
three buttons." He pressed three buttons and Tinka's eyebrows shot up

"Those weren't them" Johnny said with a | augh, "that was the exit code."
"Very clever,"” Tinka congratulated him "unless the enemy fucks you and then
reads your files while you're sl eeping”

"It's Canada," Johnny shrugged, "no-one goes to that nuch effort to put soneone
like me injail."

Ti nka suddenly started rummagi ng around on Johnny's floor until she found her
handbag. "Here" she said "I'll cast a spell for you. What do you want nobst in
t he worl d?"

"Ri ght now?"
"Yes, right now"

To have a fucking clue what's going on for once, Johnny had to bite his tongue
to keep hinself fromsaying. Gving the question a bit nore thought he realized
he didn't have a clue what he wanted. If he had been answering the question
honestly the day before, he m ght have said sex. That norning though he felt
that there was very little he was actually wanting for. Excepting, of course,
money. He had known fromthe day he enrolled that his savings wouldn't carry him
through nore than a few nonths. He had been trying out a few | eads on sone easy
noney and though prom sing, they weren't delivering at the rate he had hoped.

Ri ght then, Johnny had a I ot nore than he cared to admt riding on the
possibility that he could get back into the acid ganme. If that fell through, he
would find hinmself in the position before Christnmas of having to, for the first
time in his life, get a real job

"It's crass,” he admitted to Tinka at |ast, "but probably noney."

Tinka was in the process of pulling things out of her handbag and placing them
on Johnny's desk, She stopped and narrowed her eyes at him "I thought you were
a drug dealer."

"You assuned," Johnny said, happy to have some evidence that he wasn't the only
person in the world who coul d be caught off guard.

"What ever. How nuch noney?"

"Not nuch. Not like the lottery or anything, you know, just |like a steady supply
of cash | don't have to work too hard for."

She ripped a sheet of paper out of one of the notebooks on Johnny's desk and
began to doodle with a pencil for a few m nutes. Wen at |ast she was satisfied
there was a sinple yet evocative glyph drawn in the centre of the page.



"G ve me your hand," she said in a suddenly comuandi ng voi ce as she poured a
smal | pool of white paint onto the corner of his desk fromout of a jar that
nmust have conme from her bag.

Bef ore he was even aware he was doi ng so, Johnny had stretched his | eft hand out
towards her. She grabbed a hold of it and slashed across the palmwith a knife
he hadn't realized she was holding. "FUCK!" he shouted and tried to jerk his
hand away but her grip was |like iron.

"Jesus," Tinka said, "Don't squirm It doesn't hurt that nuch". She was
squeezi ng the blood out of the gash into the pool of paint. Soon there was as
much bl ood as there was paint. She was right. After the shock of being cut, it
didn't hurt much at all; it alnost felt good. Tinka squeezed a few nore drops
fromhis hand and | et go. She began stirring the paint and the bl ood together
with a tiny paintbrush she had produced seenmingly fromthin air. As she was
doi ng so she picked up Johnny's bl ack binder from beside the desk. "Do you
usually carry this with you?" she asked.

"Yes" Johnny said al nost absentm ndedly as he held his Ieft hand in his right
and stared absorbedly at the wound. The bl ood started to run down his arm and he
groped around on the floor until he found a sock with which to stop the flow.

"Good" she said and she painted the sane gl yph she had drawn on the paper onto
the front of his binder. The brush strokes | ooked |i ke Chinese calligraphy and
the glyph itself was in a pink-brown col our that was strangely vibrant, as

t hough the bl ood had brought it to |ife. When she was done Tinka placed the

bi nder on the desk to dry, |eaned back and | ooked pl eased with hersel f.

"That's all there is too it?" Johnny asked "Don't we have to dance around I|ike
el ectric nonkeys, burn a bunch of candles or chant sone incantations or
somet hi ng?"

Ti nka shot hima look that refused to even acknowl edge what he had just said:
"The spell is ready. This glyph is your hope, your desire, and its potentia
fulfilment. Now you nust nenorize it. Learn its every feature. Notice every
detail of every brush stroke."

Unexpectedly, Tinka's handbag beeped. She smiled and swept her possessions off
of Johnny's desk and back into her bag, Standing up, she retrieved her evening
gown fromoff the floor and slipped it on over her head, |eaving the zipper up

t he back undone. She cramred the hat into her bag with the rest of her stuff,
mangling it horribly in the process. "Ten o'clock,"” she said, "I am needed

el sewhere." She glanced briefly at her reflection in the tiny mrror on Johnny's
wal | and frowned. Plucking his Doors shirt fromoff the floor and putting it on
over her dress she asked: "mind if | borrow this?"

Johnny hardly had time to say "go ahead" before, with a snmile and a wi nk, she
was gone.

-=Sj X=-

That eveni ng Johnny was in his 8pmcal culus tutorial when his cell phone began

to vibrate in his pants. Surreptitiously | eaving the room he checked the cal
di splay: 'nunmber bl ocked'



"Hel | 0?" Johnny answered the phone as he | eaned up against the wall outside the
men' s room

"Johnny!" the voice at the other end called out excitedly against the too | oud
musi ¢ in the background, "It's good to hear your voice man!"

"Who is this?" Johnny asked, his paranoid streak urging himto hang up
i medi ately.

“I''"'m hurt Johnny. Really, I"'mhurt. It's Ivan, you little son of a bitch! Onh
such a sad thing that | should be forgotten so soon. Put your evil ways behind
you have you? Livin' the straight life now? No time for your old ne'er-do-wel
friends?"

Johnny was surprised despite hinself. "lvan," Johnny said with real happiness in
his voice, "I was just going to call you nyself."

"From you Johnny, |I'd alnpst believe it. Doesn't matter though, only one thing
matters now. |I'mat the Beagle and while | might be able to finish this pitcher
by nyself, | certainly can't manage the other one | just ordered without a
little help.”

"The Beagl e?" Johnny asked.

"Yeah. Jeez kid, don't you live here? Get with the tinmes. The Regal Beagl e,

Bl oor and Huron. Should | expect you in five or do | have to nake this here
waitress drink with me? She's cute, you mght |ike her... yeah love, you'll like
himtoo. Scrappy little skater kid, little on the short side maybe but he--"

"Alright lvan, for fuck's sake," Johnny cut himoff, "I'"mon ny way!"

#H#

The jukebox was playing some hip-hop song Johnny had never heard when he
arrived. He spotted Ivan right off. At six foot four he was easy to pick out of
the cromd. It also didn't hurt that he had all three on duty waitresses at his
tabl e dancing and singing along to the chorus with him Johnny | eaned agai nst

t he pay-phones and sniled as he watched his friend forge on solo into the second
verse. By the time Ivan noticed Johnny the chorus had cone back around again. He
sm | ed widely, showi ng his perfect teeth, and waved. Johnny raised his eyebrows
at his friend and started across the pub to his table.

"Johnny," lvan bell owed enthusiastically, huggi ng himand sl apping himtoo hard
on the back with his trenendous Russian hands, "I want you to neet Megan and
Wendy and that's Anna scanpering back over behind the bar to get a drink for
that custoner. Such a responsible and friendly girl."

Johnny said hello to Megan and Wendy but didn't get a chance to say any nore
before Ivan asked themto [ et himspeak privately with Johnny. Amazingly, he did
so in such a way that it canme off as though he were paying themthe | argest of
conplinments by asking themto | eave. By the tine Johnny pulled out a chair and
sat in it Ivan had already poured hima pint.

"Happy birthday!" he shouted jovially.

"I't's not ny birthday,"” Johnny said, "I've never told you ny birthday. | never
tell anyone ny birthday."



"I"ve noticed that Johnny. But now | have an arm up on everyone el se who doesn't
know your birthday. | know one day that it's not. Know edge is power ny friend,
and power is money, girls, freedom and beer. And nore know edge, power is also
nmore know edge. Kinda |ike perpetual notion if you think about it."

"It's a leg up lvan. You have a leg up on themnot an armup."

"That's what | said," Ivan agreed as he raised his glass, "a leg up. Atoast: to
tomorrow, your birthday."

Johnny smiled, clinked gl asses and drank. After a long draw fromthe pint, he
set it back down on the table and asked: "so who are you running fromthat you
ended up here, I|van?"

Ivan made a grand show of being offended: his eyebrows shot up and his jaw
dropped to fantastic effect as he visibly drew back fromthe table.

"Runni ng, Johnny? | never run. |If you ever need to run you have waited far too

long to make your exit. | always |eave nyself anple time to stroll away casually
and even stop for a butt at the corner if | feel so inclined. Run!?" he said
again with a huff, "I can't believe you think so poorly of ne after all this
time, Johnny! After all |'ve done for you!"

It |ooked Iike Johnny was going to be |ooking for a new connection if he wanted
to get back into the acid business. It was a shane. Ivan was a real card and
nore than a little random but he was a paragon of dependability when consi dered
agai nst his peers in the drug world.

"And what about-- My god what happened to your hand?" |van excl ai ned.

Johnny | ooked down at his hand. Now that he | ooked at it, it was actually pretty
gruesone. "A girl cut ne."

Ivan laughed. "Still the |adies man, eh? So tell nme what have you been doing in
this city Johnny-Boy? Gve ne the real scoop, the dirt."

"I"'ma student, Ivan. I'mgetting nmy degree one slow expensive step at a tinme."

"Yes yes, of course you are. And then you're getting a wife and a nortgage and a
steady job doing something perfectly legal and boring. Don't give ne that party
line kid. What are you doing for MONEY?"

"Well," Johnny said, preparing to talk shop and enjoy it, "I've been starting to
get into ganbling a little lately."

"That's my boy!" Ivan excl ained sl apping the table, "Ganbling, eh? That's a
tricky one. Hard to keep a clientele at a back alley establishnent when the Man
is setting up card houses with the official pat and nod on every other corner.”
Johnny made to interrupt but Ivan waved a hand at himand sat thinking for a
noment before his eyes Iit up. "OF course! You live in a residence! It's a
captive market, and | bet they're all suckers too. Wat's the game? Craps? No,
not enough skill involved, if you don't give themrope they can't hang

t henmsel ves, right Johnny? | know, blackjack. It's blackjack, right?"

Johnny was shaking his head and smiling. "No, lIvan. Pro-Line."



"Pro-Line!?" lIvan was visibly appalled. "Pro-Line!? You' re playing the fucking
lottery? You're playing AGAINST the house? Haven't you read ' The Ganbl er'?
Didn't Dostoyevsky say: Be the house or don't play the gane?"

"Thi nk about it Ivan," Johnny said, sipping fromhis beer, "What's the big

di fference between Pro-Line and the lotto? Or between Pro-Line and craps for
that matter? The odds are fluid. The Pro-Line guys don't know what the actua
chances are of the Sharks beating the Jets. There's too many factors: Mybe the
goalie was out drinking too nuch the night before. Maybe one of the players is
dating the referee's ex-wife. Who knows? All they can do is make an educated
guess. "

"You're trying to out-guess themon the statistics, man? That's a | osing gane.
Those guys rake in a ton of cash for doing what they do. They have those jobs
because they're the best at it. Besides, they always |eave thenselves a big
margin for error. You're throwi ng your nmoney away Johnny, throw ng your nobney
away. "

"Yeah, but no matter how good a job the Pro-Line guys are doing, there are guys
in Monaco, Antigua and Vegas who are doing it better. Pro-Line |ocks its odds

twel ve hours in advance. Then all you have to do is run a script that grabs the
nost up-to-date worl d-w de odds off the Internet and bet on the discrepancies.”

Ivan was rapt. "Where do you get the script fronP"

Johnny smiled. "I wote it nyself. Sinplest thing in the world. Less than a
hundred lines of code. It's running back in ny roomright now. "

Ivan | ooked i npressed. He reached across the table and tried to tousle Johnny's
hai r. Johnny | eaned back expertly. Standing up and putting noney down on the
tabl e, lvan asked: "So this really works then? It's fool -proof? You're making
noney?"

"I''"'m maki ng money, but slowly. Like you said, they | eave thenselves a pretty
good nargin so you can only really bet on the big anonalies and you're |lucky if
they turn up nore than once or twice a week. And they |linmt bets to twenty bucks
so it's not really scal able because you can't automate it and you have to run
around to all these different conveni ence stores buying four or five tickets for

each gane. Not to mention that it's still a matter of playing the odds. | can
skew the odds in ny favour, but still; you win some, you |ose sone. You said it
best: it's still the fucking lotto."

"That's pretty clever," Ivan said as he | ed Johnny out of the Beagle and over to
a ludicrously large grey pick-up truck with farmplates, "but you're goi ng about
it all wong--"

"This is your truck?" Johnny interrupted as lvan pulled two parking tickets out
fromunder the wi ndshield wi per and tossed themin the gutter

"Long-termloan froma friend who owed ne a few nore favours than he could
easily return," Ivan said. "Get in."

Ivan turned the key in the ignition and the truck roared to life |like an entire
pack of angry diesel -powered wol ves. He pulled out on to Bloor and continued
tal king as he drove: "Like |I was saying, you ve got a good idea here with this
Pro-Line thing, but you've got the conpletely wong attitude. You've got to cut
the rope at its weakest link."



"Chain," Johnny corrected politely.

"Right. Like | said, you ve go to cut the chain at the weakest |ink. You can't
scal e up when you're trying to fleece Pro-Line directly, but there's an even
easier mark in the system You' ve got to go right for Joe six-pack hockey fan
All you need to do is set your discrepancies up on a recorded 1-900 nunber which

dunps its profits into an anonynmous Swi ss account, charge a buck a call, and get
some good advertising out through the right channels. Bingo: reliable, scalable
income. If there's one thing | learned in Russia, it's the value of reaching out

to the cormmon nan. "
"Bul I shit," Johnny decl ared, "you' ve never been to Russia.”

"Sure | have," lvan said, |ooking offended, "ny parents sent ne there for a year
when | was fifteen to straighten ne out."

"Did it work?"
I van | aughed. "Where do you think | met all ny contacts?"
Ivan had stopped the truck. They were pulled off to the side of Wellesley Road.

"You see what |'m saying though Johnny? You have to find the weak point and go
for it. You' ve got the eye. You see the opportunities but you haven't learnt to
consider all the factors yet." He opened his door and got out. "All right, it's
your turn to drive."

"I don't have a license," Johnny objected.
"And |I'mdrunk," lvan said, "besides, if we get pulled over, that's the |east of
our worries."

Rel uctantly Johnny slid over into the driver's seat and took control of the
beast. He hadn't driven in three years and then it had been his father's little
Mazda. As he released the clutch and pressed down on the gas, the response was
downright intimdating. Once he got the truck started though, Johnny quickly
grew confortable with its power. He had never been a big fan of driving, but
there was sonet hing about controlling this nmuch machine that stirred up a
feeling of car fetishismin Johnny that he hadn't known exi sted.

Ivan was silent as they drove. Johnny gl anced over and noticed that he had
pulled a very large bag of weed out of his bag and was rolling a joint. Right,
don't get pulled over. lvan |it the joint and opened the wi ndow. After a nonent
he tried to pass it to Johnny. The enber was burning bright in the w nd.

Johnny shook his head. "You know I don't snoke."

Ivan withdrew his hand. In his peripheral vision Johnny could see himtake a
pull fromthe joint and shrug. "Sol zhenitsyn famously said, 'There's a first
time for everything' ," Ivan said, "but suit yourself."

Be that as it may, the first tinme had actually been sonme tine ago. Johnny had
sanpl ed nost types of narcotics at one point or another in his msspent youth
and he hadn't passed over narijuana while he was doing the rounds. It wasn't
that he had anythi ng agai nst pot, or any other organic drug, per se. It just
turned out that God wasn't as good at maki ng drugs as chem sts were.



Shortly after finishing the joint, Ivan tapped Johnny on the shoul der and

poi nted across the road to a Coffee Tine. Johnny pulled the truck into the
parking ot and cut the ignition. The three hundred and fifty horses under the
hood began to cool down and throw off steam As he got out of the truck, Johnny
noticed for the first time something rather largish in the bed of the truck
underneath a waterproof tarp. He said nothing and followed Ivan into the coffee
shop.

After they had ordered their coffees and found a seat Johnny made a quick | ook
around to make sure no-one was near enough to easily overhear their conversation
before saying, "I really was going to call you, Ivan"

"Yeah buddy, don't worry about it. W'IIl be seeing each other a | ot now | think,
no? |I'mnot worried about it. Don't you be."

"That's not it. | need a connection."

Ivan snmiled a knowi ng snile, "What kind of connection?"

"Blotter."

Ivan knotted his browa little before answering "for personal ?"

"No, to nove."

"Jesus fuck man, don't you read the news?"

Johnny didn't; he cocked his head and waited for lvan to go on

"Three major acid factories were shut down in Canada in as many nonths. The feds
hit the Vancouver shop in July, Mntreal in August and then | ast nonth they

rai ded a production house in Regina | didn't even know existed. Same thing's
happening in the States right now. And for some reason they're working their way
down. "

"Working their way down?" Johnny asked incredul ously.

"Yeah man, | know. | don't know why they suddenly care about the little fish but
word has it they're working their way through the entire list of clients and
goi ng after every single one. Everyone who's not already |ocked up has taken to
the ground. | can get you acid if you want it, but it'll be comng via the

Net herlands and it'Il cost you twenty bucks a hit. \Wolesale."

"For fuck's sake man! And you didn't think I'd want to know this a nonth ago?"
"You woul d have known it three nmonths ago if you had stopped to take a fucking

| ook at the world around you. Besides, you're in the safety zone. They can't get
at you until they have me and you can rest assured that | am doi ng abso-fucki ng-
lutely everything in my power to keep nyself out of their hands. Take a | ook at
this."

Ivan slid a passport across the table. Johnny picked it up and opened it.

"Ivan Ml anov? Peters wasn't Russian enough for you?"



"There's no crime in being proud of your ancestry, Johnny. Eastern Europeans
have a noble history. Besides | would have been lvan Petrov if my father hadn't
been scared of persecution during the Cold War. But | wanted to know what you

t hought of the manufacture, not the content.”

"It seens ridiculously good. I'"mnot a border guard, but | sure as hell couldn't
tell it's a fake."

"Yeah that's what | thought. You should have seen the guy who nmade it for ne. He
was a fucking amateur with access to good equi prrent. Col our |aser printers man.
Gone are the days when it took a printing press, a dark room and years of
experience to open a forging shop. Those things only cost |ike eight grand,
absolute top of the line. The only catch is that they docunent the fuck out of
anyone who buys one."

"Why not just steal one then?" Johnny joked.

Ivan snmiled, "Johnny, you're a fucking genius. That's exactly what |'mtalking
about . "

"So you're going to go into the forgery business then?"

"Fuck no; that's a fools vocation. Remenmber what | said about finding the
weakest |ink, Johnny? The sweetest spot? Why woul d you settle for printing and
selling a commpdity |ike passports when you're equi pped to just straight-up
print nmoney. Cut out the fucking mddle-nman."

"You're crazy lvan. You can't just print noney on a laser printer, man. The nint
prints it on sone crazy cotton paper that they make thensel ves and don't |et

anyone el se use. Anything else just doesn't feel |ike noney."

Ivan smled, "have you ever accidentally washed an American one dollar bill with
bl each?"

Johnny | ooked confused for a second before Ivan continued, "It's a rhetorica

guestion. Wong kind of bleach anyway."

He reached into his pocket, the sane one the passport had come from and drew
out a piece of paper which he handed to Johnny. Johnny rubbed it between his
fingers and held it up to the coffee shop's flickering fluorescent light. It was
t he sane shape and wei ght as an Anerican bill. It felt just |ike noney and had
all the little coloured fibers but it was conpletely bl ank.

"It started its life as a lowy 1973 one-dollar bill. Wth a little help from
me, it mght one day better its station by a factor of a hundred."

"Counterfeiting doesn't exactly sound |ike keeping a |low profile to me, Ivan."
"It would be a bad move for Ivan Peters the known narcotics trafficker, true.
But Ivan M 1lanov hasn't comritted any crinmes yet but theft, and no-one knows

that but nme and you."

The puzzle pieces clattered noisily into place in Johnny's head. "That's a
colour laser printer under the tarp in the back of that truck, isn't it?"

lvan sm | ed.



"You robbed a fucking Future Shop didn't you?"

"Hey," lvan said, frowning for half a second, "keep your voice down."

"What ever you say, just don't land ME in prison." Johnny played with his enpty
coffee cup for a mnute. "So there's no-one supplying acid |ocally?"

"Not that | know of, but whoever breaks radio silence first stands to nake a | ot
of noney; captive market and all."

Hal f an hour later, Ivan was dropping Johnny off in front of his residence
bui | di ng.

"Thanks man. Stay out of trouble,” Johnny said as he got out of the truck

"I will, and think about that Pro-Line thing. We could be partners."”

"Sure thing."

As Johnny was wal ki ng away, lvan called out to him "Hey Johnny, I'Il be in
touch. | don't know shit about conmputers and |I'm gonna need some hel p getting

this thing set up."
Johnny turned back and | aughed, "I charge thirty bucks an hour."

Ivan sniled, gave Johnny the finger and peel ed off. When Johnny got to his room
he noticed that a red Mandel brot set had been painted on his door while he was
out. He had never understood why people bothered rendering fractals in print or
pai nt. The second you |l ocked theminto a static mediumthey ceased to be
interesting. He touched the paint and | ooked at his finger. Still wet.

In his roomhe pulled the half sheet of acid out fromwhere he kept it hidden
bet ween pages 102 and 103 of Crine and Punishment. As Raskol ni kov noted that the
bl ood was gushing from Alyonya's head as from an overturned gl ass, Johnny
considered that it might be a very long time before he could get his hands on
any nore LSD. He tore ten hits off of the sheet and shoved it into his wallet
for personal use. He tore off another five and tucked it into his psychol ogy

t ext book. The remaining thirty-five he placed carefully back into Crine and

Puni shment, once again interrupting Raskol ni kov's pani cked dash into Alyonya's
bedr oom

-=seven=-

The next day his hand hurt like hell. It was fine when he wasn't using it for
anyt hing, but as soon as he flexed it even the slightest bit fire shot through
it. Johnny skateboarded south through [ysergic streets.

In any high school conputer class there will be about half a dozen students who
know much nmore than their teacher ever will. These students conme in two
varieties. The first variety can't resist an opportunity to denonstrate how
smart they are. They quickly earn the aninosity of the teacher and usually do
poorly in the class. Not so poorly that they could bring the teacher's
objectivity into question, just poorly enough to clearly give themthe nessage
that, no matter how clever they were, the teacher was still the one in charge.
The second variety of student is the type who knows when to keep their nouth
shut. They invariably finish at the top of the class. In a university class,



there are fewer of these students, but they still cone in the sane two
varieties. Johnny was of the second type. In fact, he knew so well how to keep
his mouth shut that he rarely even went to cl ass.

He reached the harbour just as his 11 a.m algorithms class was starting. As the
prof essor wrote "Basic Recursion" on the blackboard Johnny was dangling his | egs
off the end of the ferry dock, As the professor asked in his ironic drone

whet her or not anyone in the class could define "recursion,”" Johnny was pl acing
two hits of acid under his tongue and then Iying on his back and squinting at
the sky. Ten minutes |later, when one of the students was pointing out that the
exanpl e on the board was m ssing a sem -col on, Johnny was reaching into his
pocket for the inevitable "good neasure dose". The acid hadn't begun to take
effect yet and he began to beconme concerned that he hadn't taken enough. In al
rationality Johnny knew that he hadn't given it nearly enough tine yet to

mani fest and that he did this every tine, but he placed two nore hits under his
tongue anyway... for good neasure.

Anot her ten m nutes passed: still nothing. But Johnny knew better than to get
anxi ous; he turned his attention to the sound of the waves and the boats.
Blotter acid usually has an onset of about twenty minutes but it can sonetines
take al most an hour to wind its horrible way to the brain. At ten to noon, as
t he professor was witing that weeks progranm ng assignment on the board, the
cl ouds began to breathe in tinme with the rushing of the waves.

There really is no such thing as good or bad LSD. There are only three kinds of
aci d: cheap acid, expensive acid and not really acid at all. There are so few
substances that are active enough for an effective dose to be stored in a square
centinetre of card paper that it was virtually guaranteed that if it was LSD at
all, it was pure LSD. The trouble was that a 'hit' was really a very arbitrary
and neani ngl ess quantity. Most kinds of acid these days were double hitters.
This meant that you had to take at least two hits to get high. Expensive. As the
crests of the waves began to blur together and formrecogni zabl e patterns,
Johnny renmenbered how i nexpensive this particular blotter was and began to
regret those second two hits.

Shortly past twelve, when all four hits had sunk their alkaloid claws into
Johnny's brain, he decided that he didn't trust hinself so close to the water
He wal ked up the street to a park that hadn't been there that nmorning. It was
the size of soneone's front yard but contained a prinordial boreal forest with
dragonflies the size of ravens and butterflies the size of, well, inprobably

|l arge butterflies. Johnny started trying to clinmb one of the trees but the nore
he clinmbed, the nore the tree seenmed to stretch out above him Each branch
became a full-fledged tree inits ow right. The tree itself had becone the
entire world. Monentarily terrified, Johnny junped fromthe tree, unconcerned
about the height fromwhich he would fall. Based on the inpact his feet nade
with the ground, it was only about four feet. He lost his balance and fell onto
his back anyway. One of the trenendous butterflies alighted on his chest,
practically crushing him 1t considered himbriefly with its insectoid eyes
before taking off again. As it did so, the wind fromits wi ngs buffeted Johnny's
face, forcing himto close his eyes.

When he opened them again, Johnny realized that he had | eft his skateboard at
the pier. He decided to go back for it. He never reached the pier yet sonehow,
nmonments | ater, when he was lying in the sun, he had his board with himagain. He
had his eyes closed because was concerned that his tinme perception had dil ated
to the point where he might stare into the sun for hours without realizing it.
He was terrified that his eyelids nmight raise against his will so he squeezed



themclosed with all his mght and held his left armacross his face just in
case. He knew for a fact that the "college kid stares into the sun while on acid
and goes permanently blind" story was a myth, but his perception of reality had
opened the gates to all sorts of non-existent things, so it was hardly in poor
conpany.

"You're fucked up man," Tinka said. Johnny raised his arm and opened one eye.
She was standi ng over himwearing his Doors t-shirt. She had it tied up in a
knot at the side, exposing her stomach. She was al so wearing a pair of pink
sungl asses with | enses the size of dinner plates and Johnny strongly suspected
that she m ght be about to feed himnore acid. He tried not to show his fear

"CGCo away, |'m sleeping.”

"You took too much Johnny boy, you took too much. You should see your pupils.
can see your brain through them™

"Where did you come from" Johnny asked, since Tinka apparently remained
unconvi nced he was sleeping, "How did you find nme?"

Tinka idly kicked himlightly in the ribs a fewtines and then scratched the
side of her nose. "I stopped by your room and you weren't there. The guy across
the hall said you had cone stunbling in about half an hour ago, yelled sonething
about a jungle and your skateboard, knocked around for a few mnutes nmaking a

| ot of noise and then left again. He said you left out the east door. You didn't
get very far."

Johnny | ooked in the direction Tinka indicated and saw the east door of his
resi dence about ten nmeters away on the other side of a chain Iink fence. The
fence had one of his shoes stuck on top of it. He glanced down at his feet and
was happy to see the other shoe still on his left foot. He | ooked back up at
Tinka one last tine and decided to nake her go away. He closed his eyes and put
his arm back over his face.

Ti nka kicked himhard in the ribs. He wi nced but didn't open his eyes until he
felt the trenendous rush of wind from her draw ng her |eg back for another
sSwWi ng.

"I'"'mfine," Johnny said, "l've done this before. | know how to take care of
nysel f."

"I know you do. But it's starting to rain and | want to fuck." He felt a big
drop of water hit his forehead. She was right. Johnny pulled hinself to his
feet, blinked a few tinmes and | ooked at Tinka as though she had just appeared
out of nowhere.

"Ch, hello," he said.

"Yes. Hello. Let's go." She began to | ead himeast across the soccer field he
hadn't realized he was |ying on.

"Where are we goi ng?" Johnny asked | ooki ng back over his shoul der at his
recedi ng resi dence buil ding.

"My place," Tinka replied. She has a 'place'? Johnny wondered to hinself. Then
he noticed for the first time that Tinka was holding his black binder in her
hand. She noticed the direction of his gaze.



"I grabbed it fromyour room" she said handing it to him "the door was
unl ocked. "

Johnny | ooked at the binder as he wal ked, studying the glyph she had painted on
it.

"Have you internalized it yet?" she asked.

"Yes," Johnny li ed.

" Good. "

They were wal ki ng under a sandstone archway. There were thousands of nanes
carved in the stone. Johnny stopped to read them Hi s nane was on the list; so
was Lyle's. Lyle Melville. Johnny hadn't known that was his nanme until just
then. He | ooked up. "These brave nen gave their lives to defend their country,
their famly and their way of life" the plaque told him Surprised he | ooked
back at his and Lyle's nanmes but they were gone. |'mgoing to die, Johnny

t hought. He sl unped agai nst the stone, clawi ng upwards with one hand, his nails
digging into the grooves of PFC Edward W nstone.

Ti nka grabbed himby the belt. "Get a grip on yourself."

She dragged himthrough the archway and into Hart House. Hart House was the U of
T student centre and one of the ol dest buildings on canpus. It housed a library,
two cafeterias, a gymmasium a theatre and a | abyrinth of twi sting and turning
corridors and tunnels, nost of which were sealed off fromthe public. Tinka
dragged Johnny down into the basenment |unchroom (conpletely separate fromthe
two cafeterias). There were three long tables, and half a dozen vendi ng machi nes
in the room There were two exits: the corridor fromwhich they had come and a
door with an el ectronic keypad | ock. Tinka shoved himinto a seat while she
peered through the wi ndow of the | ocked door. When she was satisfied that there
was no-one on the other side, she punched six buttons on the keypad and pushed
the door open. Grabbing Johnny by the collar, she pulled himthrough the door
They turned al nost inmediately down a side passageway where Tinka pull ed open
anot her, unl ocked, door. Down a dark, narrow staircase, through an even darker
narrower corridor she led him Wthout warning, Tinka stopped. On their right
there were a few | adder rungs set into the wall. They led up through a hatch in
the ceiling.

Johnny watched with passive interest as Tinka di sappeared through the hatch. He
| eaned his back against the wall opposite the |adder, |ooked lazily down the
corridor to his left, then his right, and slunped down to the floor. He closed
his eyes and found hinself flying forward through a fractal gal axy of bright red
stars. Johnny was skiddi ng and spinning along his second iteration of the Julia
set when Tinka calling his name jolted his eyes open.

"Johnny, don't flake out on ne!l" She was beckoning himup the |adder

Rel uctantly he clinbed to his feet and started his way up the rungs. Tinka
cl osed the hatch behind him l|eaving themin total darkness. She pulled him
cl ose and kissed him

"Me, Johnny! I'mhere. I"'mreal."

Wth a click there was a beamof |ight in Tinka's hand. They were standing in an
extrenely cranped hal l way running perpendicular to the corridor they had just
left. The walls were covered in dust and there were oak doors every three or
four meters on both sides. Each door had a thick iron padlock on it. There was a



faint smell of books and mildew in the air. As she |l ed himdown to the hallway,
Ti nka shone the flashlight on the tiny plaque on each door in turn. 1942 said
the first plaque; 1943 said the second.

"Archives," Tinka said. 1946... 1947... "W're underneath the |ibrary right now.
I went up there and checked once. | found the spot by feeling through the carpet
with my feet. Are you listening to me Johnny? Stay with me. When | found what |
was | ooking for, I cut a small hole in the carpet between two shelves and peel ed
it back. Sure enough, there's a trapdoor into each one of these roons." 1954..
1955... "The carpet |ooks about thirty years old. | don't know if anyone even
renenbers these exist."

They had stopped in front of 1960, the |last door in the row The lock on it was
new and made of steel and copper. The nane Bl ack and Decker was etched on its
face. Tinka | ooked at Johnny, smiled, reached up into a tiny nook above the
door, and produced a key.

"I don't know why there are no records of 1960," Tinka said as the door swung
i nwards, "so don't ask."

She flipped a switch and a small table | anp cane on, illunminating a cubica

stone chamber three neters on a side. The lanp was sitting on a desk fashi oned
of mlk crates and plugged into an extension cord. The extension cord had been
poorly spliced into a bundle of cables and wires that ran along the ceiling
nearest the door. In the centre of the ceiling was an oak hatch with an iron
ring affixed to it. A steel pipe had been run through the centre of the ring and
sloppily bolted into the ceiling on either side.

Ti nka fol |l owed Johnny's gaze. "Just in case," she said.

Al so plugged in to the extension cord were a small amfmradio, an air
filtration system (which Tinka had just turned on) and a space heater. The wal
opposite the door was occupied entirely by a red nural of a Mandel brot set.
There was a bookshel f on Johnny's right so full it spilled out into disorderly
piles on the floor and on his left, next to the desk, there was a single futon
mattress spread out on the floor with black satin sheets and a red felt blanket.
Most of the rest of the floor space was consuned by milk crates and cardboard
boxes filled with random detritus. In one of the far corners there were two | awn
chairs. Tinka pulled the door shut behind them and fastened the padl ock to an
obviously jury-rigged setup on the inside. People had never been meant to | ock

t hemsel ves in.

"Make yourself at hone," Tinka said as she |it two red candl es.

Johnny | ooked at the lawn chairs, decided not to risk the journey through the
sea of boxes and sat down instead on the mattress. Affixed to the wall above the
bed was an anal og cl ock and a photograph of Tinka and a man who | ooked about
five years her senior. Tinka was wearing a black mesh shirt in the photo through
whi ch her nipples could clearly be seen. She was sticking out her tongue,

t hunmbi ng her nose and hanging off the man's arm The man was Korean al so, and
was wearing a sharp black suit with a white shirt and blue tie. His hair was
slicked back and he was staring out of the photo with the sort of penetrating
gray eyes that Johnny had t hought only existed on posters for detective novies.

"Brother?" Johnny asked, turning his head just in time to see Tinka pulling off
her shirt.



"No," she replied, pushing himdown onto his back and clinbing on top of him
"fiance."

Johnny drifted in and out of reality as they nade | ove. One nmonment he was
sweating and squirmng in a forgotten archi ves chanber and the next he was
spiraling through a kal ei doscope | andscape of his mind. Just as he was about to
reach orgasm Tinka grabbed himby the hair and pulled his head back hard.
"Now, " she commanded. "The glyph. Project it."

Johnny did the best he could given the circunmstances.

- =ei ght =-

Johnny awoke to the nost utter blackness he could renenber experiencing. There
is a tiny claustrophobe hiding inside of every person and the one in Johnny was
threatening to start punping his lungs. Quickly he reached behind his head to
where he vaguely renenbered there being a | anp. After a few seconds of funbling
he managed to turn it on.

The room burst into light. Sitting up, he took in his surroundings. At |east
that much of what he remenbered fromthe previous night seemed to correspond to

reality. Night? The sun had still been high when Tinka had found him He could
only have been four or five hours into his trip. There is no way he should have
been able to sleep. "Here. Swallow this," his nenory provided. A pill! Had he

been poi soned? He patted his chest and stonmach with both hands as though that
woul d give hima clue. No, it suddenly occurred to him not poisoned, sedated.
Remenbering a clock, he looked up. To its face there was affixed a note:

Johnny,

be gone

by dawn.

Take the note with you.
- Ti nka

Det aching the note fromthe face of the clock, Johnny learnt that it was three
o' clock (in the norning he could only assune). Johnny | ooked again at the
picture next to the clock and in a nmoment of uncharacteristic jeal ousy wanted to
| eave the note behind so that the man in the picture might find it. This urge
passed and he gathered his skateboard fromthe floor and his binder from what
passed for a desk. He | ooked around once nore before |eaving and resisted the
tenptation to rifle through Tinka's things. He pushed open the door and was
surprised to find that it did in fact open up onto an extrenely narrow passage
with an identical doorway proclainng 1959 directly across the way. In his
ment al separation of the previous day's reality from delusion, he had filed the
fact that Tinka lived in the forgotten archives of the Hart House library firmy
under the del usion colum. C osing the door behind hinmself, Johnny was once
agai n plunged into pure darkness. He reconsidered, re-opened the door and rifled
t hrough Tinka's things just enough to find a working flashlight. Not
surprisingly it seemed that she kept several scattered around the room

Back in the corridor, Johnny noticed that Tinka had | eft the padl ock hangi ng
open fromthe locking ring on the outside of the door. For a brief panicked
nmonment Johnny consi dered how easy it would have been for her to lock himin. He
| ocked the door behind hinself. He found the trapdoor w thout trouble and

| owered hinself down into the hallway.



Johnny couldn't for the Iife of himrenmenber how they had gotten here fromthe
unchroom Well, there were only two choices. Choosing the wong one, Johnny
found hinself, after several twists and turns, at a dead end. Actually, the end
wasn't entirely dead. There was a steel door plastered with warnings which said
"Keep out" and "Authorized Personal Only" and "Danger: H gh Pressure Steam"”
There was a wheel set into the mddle of the door. Johnny had heard of the
abandoned steam tunnels which connected together the ol dest buildings of the

Uni versity. Apparently students had been using themfor years to sneak into
bui |l di ngs after hours and cause trouble. Surely there couldn't be another set of
steam tunnels still in use. O course, it wasn't worth the possibility of being
scal ded to death to find out. Still, Johnny's curiosity overrode his caution; he
found hinmsel f turning the wheel

Sonme peopl e renmenber the onset of their first acid trip as a noment when their
lives changed forever. Johnny had never had a very good menory and honestly
couldn't remenber his first acid trip. He would however always renenber the
nmoment that he |ifted aside the manhole in the Medical Sciences Building's
parking | ot and energed, one shoe short of a pair, into the pre-dawn rain as a
nmonment where his Iife took a very inmportant turn. Not that anything nonentous
happened just then, but it was an instant when Johnny could very easily have
felt unconfortable, |ost and confused. It would have been very sinple for himto
decide that these new things and people he was getting hinmself involved with
were just too strange. Instead he lay down in the asphalt water and | aughed.

-=ni ne=-

On Monday, Lyle was visibly excited when Johnny slipped himthe five hits of
bl otter during break

"How nuch do | owe you?"

Johnny hadn't really considered that. Usually he would charge twenty-five bucks
for five hits; twenty for a friend. But the news of acid's scarcity threw a
whol e new spin on the situation.

"Fifty bucks."

"Yeah sure, no problem" Lyle said as he scrounged in his pockets. He
i medi ately produced two twenties, patted his other pockets hopefully and only
came up with another four dollars in change.

"I"'mgoing to have to owe you six dollars,"” he said, "or maybe | can-"

"Don't worry about it," Johnny said, taking the two bills, "forty is fine."

Lyl e thanked hi mand | ooked nore closely at the blotter. It was ol der stuff,
from Vancouver according to lvan. Only in Vancouver would they put little
pictures of pot |eaves on blotting paper. They coul dn't abide having anything
that could potentially be marijuana thened, not be. Not even other drugs.

"I don't knowif I'Il be able to get nore,"
"I mean | can try, but no prom ses."

Johnny vol unteered after a nmonent,

"Ch, that's fine. | shouldn't need anynore." After a nonment Lyle asked, "how

much LSD is on these?"



"Huh? There's one hit on each square.”

"Yeah," Lyle persisted, "One hit. But how much is a hit? How many m crograns?"
"Fucked if I know. Do you want ne to call the | ab?"

"Coul d you?"

Johnny al nost | aughed, then caught hinself. For a second it seened that Lyle
m ght actually be serious, but finally he grinned. Johnny grinned back

"Seriously though,” Lyle said, "you have no contact whatsoever with the guys who
make these?”

"No way, man. There are at |least three people between ne and the guy in the lab
coat. | know it cones fromBC, that's it." Johnny recalled what Ivan had told
hi m about the cops working their way down fromthe |abs to the street pushers.
"And personally, | like it that way."

Lyl e coughed and finished his cigarette. He | ooked |ike he had about a million
things he wanted to say, and even nore questions he wanted to ask, but instead:
"We should get back in side before Mohamred starts without us.”

#H#

After the | ecture Johnny introduced Lyle to free pizza in the Physics building.
Over a tomato and nushroom pizza that the other students seemed too intim dated
to ask for any of, Lyle asked Johnny if, now don't be offended, he had much
experience with drug dealing.

"I mght know ny way around the business,” Johnny said guardedly. Every piece of
information Lyle let slip seemed to contradict the |ast.

"You see," Lyle went on, "I'mthinking of getting into it myself, but | don't
know where to start."
"Well," Johnny said, "There really is only one place to start. First you need

some drugs."

Lyl e unzi pped one of the many zippers on his pants. This one seened to actually
lead into a pocket fromwhich he drew a vial with a small amunt white powder in
the bottom He handed it to Johnny. "Do you know what this is?"

Johnny | ooked at the vial. It contained some sort of chemical salt. It |acked
the yellow tinge compn to street grade crystal nethanphetam ne. Its consistency
was very even, but the granularity was not so fine as to be dusty; that
contraindi cated heroin and cocaine, but didn't rule themout conpletely. The
nmost likely alternatives were ketanm ne or PCP. OF course, baking soda was al so a
solid possibility.

"l haven't a clue,"” Johnny said at |ast, handing the vial back to Lyle.

"It's LSD," Lyle said.
Johnny shook his head. "You got ripped off, man. No one sells acid in crystals;

that's PCP. Did you buy it in Quebec? They sell PCP as everything. Hell, they'd
sell it as aspirin if they thought they could turn a profit."



Lyl e changed the subject. "How are things going with Tinka?"
"They're going fine, why?"

"Just wondering. In the interest of full disclosure |I should I et you know t hat
her and | had a bit of a thing together |ast year."

"Yeah," Johnny asked, curious despite hinself, "what happened?"”

"She went insane. Or rather she stayed insane. Be careful, if you don't keep her
at a safe distance she'll be the death of you."

Lyl e stood up fromthe arnchair and stretched his arns. Then he | ooked again at
the vial in his hand as though he had forgotten it.

"By the way," he said, "I didn't buy it. | synthesized it. This is zero point
one two five grans of |ysergic acid diethylamde-25 in a tartaric salt."

Johnny felt his jaw go slack. He tried to pull it back up into his face, but it
wasn't responding. He stared Lyle in the eyes. Lyle sinmply returned Johnny's
gaze and cocked his head slightly to one side as he stood next to his chair and
waited for a response. Finally, Johnny found his voice. "Maybe we had better
tal k about this sonewhere el se.”

#H#

"That's enough fucking acid to kill a horse!" Johnny exclainmed in his dorm room
the door tightly | ocked.

"Don't think I don't knowit," Lyle said, "I've read Dr. Hoffman's book too, you
know. By the way, do you mind if | put this in your fridge? It's unstable at
warmtenperatures. | don't |ike even having it out of the freezer this |long, but

I wanted to show you."

Wt hout waiting for a reply, Lyle pulled open Johnny's bar fridge and deposited
the small vial between the beer and the soy-mlKk.

"If you've got that nmuch LSD," Johnny asked, exasperated, "what the fuck are you
doi ng buying it off of me for ten bucks a hit?"

"I want to run sone tests on it. See what the quality is, what the dosage is.
You know, see what |'m up against."

"Alright, you'd better explain everything to ne right now Make |like you're the
villain in a god damed Bond flick."

"Not much to tell,"
right?"

Lyle said, "I'mworking on nmy chem stry PhD. You knew t hat,

"How woul d | know that? Keep talking."

"Well, 1've got a research position under a senile bore who hasn't done any rea
work since the seventies. My job is to | ook busy so he can keep getting grant
noney. Between that and the tine | get as instructor for Chem 130, | have a hel

of a I ot of unsupervised access to the |abs."

"As instructor?"



"Yeah. It's such a shitty job none of the real profs will take it. It's taught
by PhD students every year."

Johnny nodded as a bunch of things clicked in his head at once.
"Have you heard of Dr. Bronski?" Lyle continued.
"No. "

"He was researching a way to synthesize a new type of LSD derivative |ast year
He was followi ng | eads that had been left for dead by Hoffman hinsel f sixty
years ago. He started a few promi sing lines of research but never finished his
work. He was very old. It was fascinating stuff. So |I've kind of been doing ny
own unofficial research, picking up where he left off. And | figured, what's the
harmin supplenenting nmy pathetic Chem 130 pay-check while I"'mat it."

"So you make illegal drugs in the Uof T chemstry |abs?"

"More or less. But only as a sideline to ny real research.”

"You don't say things like that man. What if | had a tape recorder? Not smart."
"You're not a cop," Lyle pointed out.

True enough, Johnny thought, but still: "I wouldn't touch that with a ten foot
pol e made of asbestos and diplomatic inmunity. You're going to get caught. And
fast."
"No way," Lyle said, "you should see the [abs. They've never even heard the word
security, nmuch less paranocia. Hell, | could make |ike twenty pounds of C-4

wi t hout having to sign nore than one form and that would be to prom se that |
woul d properly dispose of the motor oil | was requisitioning. If |I bought the
notor oil at the gas station | wouldn't have to talk to anyone. LSD is even
easi er because you're dealing in such small volunmes. Once you have the LSA the
rest of the reagents are totally common conpounds no one woul d bat an eye at.
You know, |ike hydrazi ne and hydrochloric acid."

"Where do you get LSA?"

"l extract it from Hawaii an Wod Rose seeds | buy on-line. Besides, |'ve gotten
away with making this nmuch already and this alone would be worth what, five
t housand, on the street?"

More |ike ten, thought Johnny. Hell, maybe fifteen; they could set their own
price. For a brief nonment, Johnny's m nd was considering whether |Ivan m ght have
contacts interested in buying plastic explosives. The conversation continued for
some time but really, fromthat nmonment, Johnny was sol d.

-=ten=-
"Cone into the kitchen."

Johnny couldn't for the life of himfigure out what Lyle was so pissed about.
Everyt hi ng had been goi ng beautifully. They hadn't been the first ones into the
acid vacuum l eft by |ast year's busts, but they had been hot on the heels and



there was a | ot of nmoney to be nmade. Ever since Ivan had hooked themup with a
connection in Russia that would ship them Ergotam ne by the half-kilo in air
seal ed coffee packages, they'd been pulling in about five grand a nonth. So,
what was the problenf

"The fucking problemis that this isn't fucking acid.” Lyle held the blotter
like a used condom

"What do you nmean it isn't acid?"
"I nmean it's not lysergic acid di-ethylamde twenty fucking five."
"What is it then?"

"This is the substance Dr. Bronski was working towards when he di sappeared. It
took me alnbst a year to work out the synthesis, but this is it. This is a
| ysergi ¢ conpound Hof f man never i magined."

Johnny's heart was in his throat. "So what happens if you eat it?"
Lyl e paused, maybe for drama, nore likely fromfear. "I have no idea."

Vi sions of teenagers dropping dead all over the city flashed through Johnny's
head. "Fuck."

"Exactly."

"So what are we going to do?"
"What do you think we're going to do?"

"I have a horrible feeling we're about to eat whatever that is you' re hol ding
and see what happens to us."

"Well," Lyle said lifting his fist in a universal gesture, "at |east one of us

is."
They dropped their fists one, two, three tines. Johnny chose paper
#Hit#

Johnny dealt another hand of crazy eights. Five hits of something that wasn't
quite acid were sitting on the corner of the table. The other five hits were
gone. They had figured that at |east soneone would take that much, so that was
how much they had to test.

"So what el se do we know about it?" Johnny was asking.

Lyle lay his cards face down on the table, stood up and wal ked wordl essly over
to his dresser. Fromthe top drawer he pulled out a dozen or so sheets of |ega
si zed paper. He handed themto Johnny. They were covered in chem cal equations,
sketches of atomic structure and scribblings. Johnny couldn't tell whether it
was sone sort of short hand or just incredibly bad handwiting. In all, it told
hi m not hi ng.

"This tells me nothing."



"That would tell a lot of things to a | ot of people, but the one thing that it
will tell no-one is what sort of effects this chemcal will have on the human
brain. How | ong has it been?”

Johnny | ooked at the clock. "Fifteen m nutes.”

Lyl e picked up his cards and made his play. Johnny | ooked at the chem ca
diagrams for a few nonents |onger, as though expecting themto suddenly nake
sense. Finally he put them down, considered Lyle's play, |ooked at his own hand,
and drew a card.

"Kinda i ke when Hof frman first discovered the effects of acid by accident, eh?"
Johnny said diplomatically as play continued. "And then tested it on hinself to
study it."

"Yeah," Lyle agreed, "only Hoffrman didn't have two hundred and some teenagers as
unwi | I i ng gui nea pigs. That and he wasn't conmitting a crininal offence when he
synthed the acid in the first place. Fuck! How | ong has it been?"

"Seventeen m nutes."

"How | ong does this take?"

"What ? You said yourself we don't know anything about it.
"No. How I ong does acid take? |I've never done it before."
Johnny felt his jaw drop. He had heard wrong. "You've never done what before?"

"Acid, you fucking idiot!" The stress had driven Lyle alnpst to the point of
tears.

"Fuck! You're joking me. Wihy didn't you say sonethi ng?"

Johnny knew he shoul d have been the one to eat it. It had been his fuck-up, he
shoul d have been the one to pay for it. And now here Lyle was, a conplete bl oody
mess on their kitchen table and how woul d they ever know what the effects had
been if he had nothing to conpare it to? But what did it matter, really? They
weren't trying to do science here, at |east Johnny wasn't. So |ong as Lyle cane
through the other side alive, kicking and sane, they had nothing to worry about.
They had nothing to worry about. Right?

"Don't worry," Johnny said, "it will be fine. I'lIl talk you through it. It
usual ly takes like twenty mnutes to half an hour. We'll just keep playing cards
and you tell me what you're feeling. Everything will be fine."

Wuld it be fine? Fucked if he knew.

"I"'mfeeling a little |light-headed,” Lyle said ten mnutes later, "The cards
feel sweaty and the |ight seens brighter than before."

Johnny let out a sigh of relief. "You' re having your first acid trip, man.
Enj oy. "

Lyl e I aughed. "An hour ago, | would have cried to find out that | had
synt hesi zed not hing nore than an anal og of acid. But now, it's maybe the best



news | can renenber ever getting. Well, what should we do? Have a drink to
cel ebrate? Heh... | guess |I'mnot going to need one."

"Sure, we'll do whatever you want, man. Let's just play a couple nore ganes of
cards to be sure your head's not going to explode or sonething."”

"Why not?" Lyle said, "I don't mnd kicking your ass for a few nore rounds unti
things get too crazy."

And it was true. Johnny had | ost about five straight hands. He seenmed to be
losing faster every time. He drew eight cards and heard Lyle | augh a sort of
def eat ed | augh.

"Expl ai ns why Bronski di sappeared.”
Johnny grunted. "Huh?"

"He nmust have just run away. Been to enbarrassed to reveal that he was chasing a
dead end after how enthusiastic he had been in his papers.” Lyle slapped his
hand down on his notes for enphasis. "Hard to get people excited about a new,
nmore conplicated and expensive, synthesis for an illegal hallucino-- Wy the
hell would you do that?"

Johnny stopped suddenly. "Do what?"

"Play the two of spades when you know damm wel|l that | have the queen."

Johnny | ooked at the card he was holding in his left hand, about to play. It was
face dowmn with its back to Lyle. "How would | know you have the queen of spades,
Lyle."

Lyle grimced. "Well, | do."

"And how did you know what | was about to play?" Johnny flipped over the two of
spades. "Are these cards marked?"

“No," Lyle said, "I think I nust have just seen your hand by accident or
somet hing. "

Johnny | ooked instinctively behind himfor a mrror he knew wasn't there,
shrugged and said: "pick up two cards."

Lyl e drew two cards, narrowed his eyes and shook his head. "Weird," he said, "I
coul d have swore | knew what | was going to draw before | drew them"

"It's the acid," Johnny said, "fucking with your sense of tinme. It will do
that."

Lyl e shrugged and threw down the queen of spades. Resignedly, Johnny began the
| ong process of drawi ng seven cards.

"Ace of hearts," Lyle said just as Johnny drew it. Johnny | ooked over his
shoul der again. Still nothing. He dropped his cards on the table. "All right, |
give up. What's the trick."

Lyl e shook his head and said: "I just had a feeling."



Johnny put a finger on the draw pile. "Oh yeah? Well, do you have a feeling
about this one?"

"Ni ne of clubs.”

Johnny hesitated for a nonment. He | ooked at the back of the card. He couldn't
see any markings, but they wouldn't be very effective if they were obvious. "And
t he one beneath it?"

"Ei ght of dianonds.

Johnny flipped the nine of clubs and followed it with the eight of dianonds.
Lyl e picked up the deck in his hand and started naming cards as he flipped them
faster and faster. "Three of hearts. King of hearts, four of spades seven of

cl ubs two-of -hearts jack-of-di anondsni neof hearts FUCK!"

He threw the rest of the deck against the refrigerator and | eaped up fromhis
chair, sending it crashing over backwards. They both watched as the cards
fluttered to the floor. It seemed to Johnny that many nore of the red cards

| anded face up than the black. There was a pattern in the cards, a pattern he
couldn't quite see. Johnny |ooked up fromthe cards to Lyle. He was holding his
head in both hands and naking a | ow keeni ng noi se.

Johnny stood up and was trying to think of something to say when Lyle pre-enpted
him "It's not acid. It wasn't fucking acid. It's something else entirely."

"So what is it then?"
"I already told you," Lyle said, taking his hands off his head and | ooki ng at
Johnny with crazy eyes, "that | don't know. |I'm hearing things in the w nd that
were never there before. |I'mseeing patterns in the swirling of dust in the air
bet ween us."

"That's just acid," Johnny said, trying not to let his fear show, "it's just the
acid. There's nothing to worry about man."

"I'"'m hearing thunder, Johnny. |'m hearing thunder ten seconds before it gets
here."

Johnny opened his nouth to speak but the thunder cut himoff. It was the | ow
runmbling kind that you could sonetinmes nistake for a train. But not this tine.
It was the kind that canme |long before the rain. It knocked the wind from
Johnny's lungs. He had to put one hand on the table for support. His eyes were
| ocked with Lyle's and it wasn't a pretty sight.

"Dr. Bronski didn't run away from anything," Lyle said, "he was ki dnapped."
"Fi ne. Whatever you say Lyle. Sit back down. You're fucking scaring me."

"1'm fucking scaring Mg, Johnny. What was it you told me about those drug busts
| ast year?"

"They shut down three acid shops and started arresting everyone on the
di stribution list."

"And why would they care about the small tine deal ers when they' ve got the
cooks? That's the question right?"



"Yeah. That's it, Lyle." Johnny found hinmself backing up half a step without
meaning to. Lyle's eyes were getting nore frightening by the second.
"Do you know what they were | ooking for?"

"Acid, Lyle. They were | ooking for fucking acid."

"Wong!" Lyle said grabbing the tiny crunpl ed sheet of blotter off of the table
and thrusting it towards Johnny, "they were | ooking for this!"

Johnny breathed in too fast, choked on sone spittle and started to cough. Lyle's
eyes got a faraway look in them "And now," he said quietly, "and now they're on
their way here.”

Just as Johnny caught his breath, Lyle shoved the blotter into his hand. Lyle
pushed the sheaf of notes onto himas well. The fear and tension in the room had
doubl ed and redoubled in | ess than five seconds.

"Quick!" Lyle said. "Get out of here. Hi de these sonewhere safe. Somewhere no-
one will ever think to look for them"

Lyl e rushed over to his dresser and began frantically tearing open the drawers.
He | ooked over his shoul der, saw Johnny still standing there and yelled: "What
the fuck are you still doing here? GO"

Johnny grabbed his skateboard and went.

-=el even=-

The al cohol in Johnny's bl ood hardly prevented himfrom skating a straight |ine
Eastward down the centre of Dupont. The streets seemed unnaturally enpty and the
sky |l oomed with thunderheads of the type Johnny usually found strangely
reassuring but now nore traditionally nenacing. Not just nenacing, it occurred
to himas he turned south onto Bathurst, but downright apocal yptic.

On Harbord, less than half a bl ock from canmpus, Johnny nudged a curb and was
thrown from his skateboard. There was a nonment of weightl essness followed by a
nonent of trenendous weight. There were hands striking the pavenent and there
wer e pages of notes dispersing in the gathering wi nd because there never really
is a cal mbefore a stormand there was bl ood everywhere but really just on his
pal s and | eft cheek and of course everything he touched. And there was a girl,
pretty, maybe thirteen, already collecting the pages and handi ng them back to
hi m and saying: "are you all right?"

And Johnny was taking them from her being careful not to get any bl ood on them
but not quite careful enough and saying "Thanks yeah fine" and running now
Eastward again toward canpus feeling this gathering fear and beconi ng | ess
convinced with every passing second despite no further evidence that Lyle was
actually getting all worked up about nothing. And the girl was yelling after him
"Hey! Your skateboard" and he was yelling back "Keep it!" and then he was

| eani ng up agai nst the door into the Conputer Science work-lab and trying to
catch his breath and wi shing he could just stick his finger down his throat and
puke up adrenaline.

He was | ogged on to a conputer in the |lab before the jangling in his nerves
began to quiet. Al around himconmputer science students were grindi ng away



desperately at keyboards trying to finish their assignments before mdnight. The
girl to his left coughed, ate a handful of anti-histam nes that Johnny

recogni zed as bei ng ephedrine based, and chased it with coffee. She wouldn't be
sl eeping any time soon. And neither would Johnny by the way he felt. He lifted
the tray of the scanner and shoved the sheets underneath one by one.

"Somewhere no-one will look for them" Johnny whispered to hinself when the
scanni ng was done. After half a nonment he called up a terminal and started SSH
Loggi ng onto a server run by a friend of his, he uploaded the inages to his
private directory. He then ran an encryption programon them using his student
nunber followed by his phone nunber as a sixteen byte key. Sure, it would only
keep out the nost easily discouraged of snoops, but the only one with access to
the files was the guy who ran the server. A sixteen-byte encryption code was
enough to give the nessage "Hey Tom these are private, not for prying eyes."

Johnny was about to | og-off when he found hinmself checking his mail al nost by
instinct. Tom had mail services on his server and Johnny had al ways preferred
usi ng them over Hotmail or UofT mail. There was one new nmessage. It was from
Ivan. The subject line was "what the fuck did you do?" and according to the tine
stanmp it had been sent ten m nutes ago. Johnny's heart al nost stopped. He | ooked
around hinself for... what? cops? He placed both hands on the desk and took a
second to catch his breath before opening the mail.

To: j @unk.dhs.org
From ivan@non.ru
Subj ect: what the fuck did you do?

Johnny,
You' ve fucked sonething up big. No tine for a snmoke at the corner this tinme, you
have to run. |1've heard your nane twice in the l[ast two hours and not fromthe

ki nds of lips you want to hear say the name of a friend. There's a price on your
head ri ght now Johnny and |'m not certain whether you're worth nore alive or
dead. Every organized crinme syndicate fromthe Triad to the Toronto fucking
Police is going to be looking for you. Lay low. I'Il be in touch in two days.
I"'mgoing to try ny best to get you out of this one because | |ove you, but
you're in deeper than anyone |'ve ever known.

p.s. is this account secure?

The adrenal i ne canme fl ooding back into Johnny's system echoing "I told you so"
down every nerve ending that had desperately wanted free of it fifteen mnutes
earlier. Johnny flashed off a three word email, "I hope so," to Ivan and | ogged

off of Toml s server.

On autopilot, as his mnd unhel pfully vacill ated between i mages of himself in
prison and at the bottom of Lake Ontario with a hole in his skull, Johnny purged
the conputer's tenporary nmenory of the scanned images. Figuring it was

i mpossible to be too paranoid, he also used a sysadm n account he had secretly
acquired while still a student to wi pe any trace of his having used the

conput er.

Johnny was just about to | eave when anot her thought struck him He | ogged back
on and ran a check of dormant processes. Sure enough, soneone had installed a



keypress recorder and was dunping it all to a text file el sewhere on the
network. It was amateurish work, alnost certainly an attenpt at password theft
by sone first year Conp. Sci. student destined to be expelled. Johnny del eted
the program and wi ped the text file.

"Am | sure that's everything?" he asked hinmself. The answer of course was no. He
could sit at the computer checking processes and sockets for hours and still not
be sure. In the end, there was only one way to be certain. Johnny pounded out
two dozen |ines of code, set his programrunning and |eft.

#HH#

Five m nutes after Johnny wal ked out the door, the hard drives of every conputer
in the lab and the hard drives of the lab server itself were simultaneously
overwitten by a long string of zeros. Hundreds of tired-eyed students broke out
crying or laughing or, realizing the futility of doing anything else, sinply

sl unmped forwards onto their keyboards and went directly to sleep

#H#

Qut si de, Johnny was neanwhile setting fire to Lyle's notes. When there was only
a small pile of ash remaining to be dispersed by the wind, Johnny slunped up
agai nst the side of the building and tried to think straight.

Lyl e! He was at the place al one and he would be as high as an acid-tripping kite
by now. Johnny pulled his phone out of his pocket and quickly dialed his honme
nunber. Ring. Ring. Ring. Shit, he was going to get the answering machi ne. Ring.
Ring. Ring. Ring. Ring. Shit! What the fuck had happened to his conmputer? He
stabbed the off button with his finger, junped to his feet and started running
in the direction of hone.

- =t wel ve=-

The converted warehouse that their apartment was in | ooked no different than
usual when Johnny reached the corner of Gssington and Dupont. Still, he was too
cautious to use the front door. He clinbed the fire escape. Wen he reached
their level, he willed hinmself to be silent and invisible before lifting his
head to peek in through the wi ndow. Their apartnment was crawliing with cops and
men in black suits. In the far corner was the reason why the phone hadn't been
answered: It had been pulled out of the wall and Johnny's conputer was a tw sted
heap of still snoking metal. Through the open crack at the bottom of the w ndow
Johnny could snell an odour of nmagnesium There was a cop poking it with his

bat on and hol di ng a handkerchi ef over his face. Johnny al nbst sniled at his | ook
of displeasure. Lyle was nowhere to be seen. Just then, one of the suits | ooked
up and net Johnny's eyes. Johnny froze in panic for a split second before

| eaping to his feet and running down the fire escape.

He | eapt fromthe second story landing and hit the ground running. There was a
wi ndow bei ng smashed above and behind hi m and soneone was yelling "Stop where
you are!" and when Johnny didn't stop, there was the report of a gun. Like nost
peopl e Johnny had never been shot at before. Fortunately, sone aninmal part of

hi m knew how to deal with being hunted. It was animal instinct that carried him
around the corner of the building and over the fence that ran al ongside the
railway tracks. It was animal instinct also that punped his legs until the veins
ran with acid and then still kept punping them Johnny was back on canpus before



animal instinct would turn his body back over to his brain and allow himto be
sure he hadn't been shot. Johnny just wanted to hide. Soneone wanted hi m dead.

It was raining by the tinme Johnny was |ifting aside the manhole cover in the
parking lot of the Medical Science Building. He | ooked around desperately, stil
expecting to hear cop boot-falls overtaking himfrom behind. Then he was down in
the steamtunnels and pulling the manhol e cl osed behind him His nmenory served
himwell and after three quick turns he was rotating the wheel on the door that
led himinto the Hart House basement. \WWhen he reached Tinka's room he found the
key thankfully secreted away in the sane nook above the door as before. Know ng,
by the sinple fact that the door was |ocked fromthe outside, that no one was

i nside, Johnny didn't even grope for the |ight before collapsing onto Tinka's
mattress and falling i mediately into an exhausted and terrified sleep

#H#

He was awakened by the sound of the door being pulled open. He blinked a few
times at the total darkness until Tinka flipped on the light. It took a couple
nore seconds for Johnny's eyes to adjust but when they did, the |ook of shock on
Tinka's face was evident. It was what he had expected.

"Tinka," he began sputtering immrediately, "I know everything hasn't been coo
between us lately but I think I"'min a ot of--"

Johnny didn't finish his sentence because Tinka had punched himin the face.
Hard. Hard enough to knock hi mout cold.

-=thirteen=-

Johnny woke up with blood in his nmouth and ringing in his ears. It was the weird
ki nd of ringing that doesn't sound so nmuch like a bell that was struck too hard
and won't stop reverberating but rather |ike two people having a pitched
argunent inside your head in a |anguage you don't understand. In this case, that
was exactly what was happeni ng, except for the inside Johnny's head part. Both
voi ces were mal e and he recogni zed neither of them Johnny felt in his gut that
that wasn't a good sign. Were was Ti nka?

"What the fuck did he just say?"

There she was.

"He says he doesn't believe you." It was one of the two nmale voices, the younger
soundi ng one. Johnny hadn't been able to get a read on its character before but

now it sounded as smooth and cold as a knife. The kind of knife a butcher would
use for cutting a cow s throat.

"I don't give a shit whether or not he believes nme!" Tinka yelled, her voice
nore than filling the tiny room "I told you already | have no idea who he is or
how he got here. Just get himthe fu--"

She was cut off by the sound of an open palmhitting her cheek with serious
force. Johnny opened his eyes and shot up into a sitting position. Sone |ess
sensi ble part of himwas insisting that he | eap up and defend her agai nst the
two nen. Most of him of course, was happy for Tinka to get whatever she had
coming to her. His head still hurt like hell. He opened his eyes and was on the



verge of junping up despite his better judgnment when he caught sight of the
younger man.

The man of the snooth and cold voice was also the man of the piercing grey eyes
fromthe picture on Tinka's wall. He wasn't wearing the same suit as he was in
the picture, but he was wearing one very nuch like it and it fit himtautly. If
his voice had the character of a knife his physical denmeanour was that of a

| oaded gun being held by a psychopath prone to spasns of the index finger

Johnny had i nmagi ned many horrible scenes involving neeting this man, but none of
them were this bad.

The man uttered a few sharp, terse words at Tinka in Korean. She squinted her
eyes at him shook her head, said "Fuck you, Jin" and spat in his face.

Wth the sort of preternatural calmunique to executioners, Jin w ped the
spittle off of his face and raised his hand to slap Tinka a second tine. Again
Johnny al nost sprang up fromthe bed, but Tinka pre-enpted himby hitting Jin in
the throat with a punch that seenmed to cone out of nowhere. His eyes wide, Jin
col | apsed to the ground choking as Tinka turned and stal ked out of the room

Sei zing the noment of opportunity, Johnny junped up to follow her. Before he
could reach the door the ol der Korean man grabbed him by the collar. Johnny spun
to push himaway but barely had time to notice the man's fatherly resenbl ance to
Jin before he was caught across the chin by a ring-studded fist. He | ost

consci ousness about hal fway back to the futon.

#i#

VWhen he awoke again, he didn't know where he was. He certainly wasn't in Tinka's
room Wherever he was it was cold. And | oud.

He propped hinself up on one armto get his bearings. He was surrounded by
crates and there was a huge steel panel set into the floor next to himthat
| ooked for the world like it would open up if someone pulled the right lever in
sonme adj acent chanber. He was in the cargo hold of a plane. And he wasn't al one.

The m ddl e aged Korean man who had been sitting against a nearby crate reading a
newspaper had noticed Johnny's cogni zance. He stood up and wal ked in Johnny's
direction. Reflexively Johnny covered his face with his arnms in anticipation of
t he knockout punch, but it never cane. Instead, he felt a needle prick in his
right thigh.

Johnny opened his nouth to say "What the fuck"” but he didn't even get past "Wh--
" before coll apsing once again into unconsci ousness.

-=fourteen=-

Quickly, so as not to allow hinself tine to reconsider, he shoved the acid under
his tongue. Or rather, he shoved the not-quite-acid under his tongue. Acid is
nmore stable on blotter than it is in crystal or liquid form Even so, certainly
the drug nust deteriorate somewhat in three weeks tine, even on blotter. This is
what Johnny tried to tell hinmself as osnpbsis invited the foreign chemicals into
his system Certainly, he was actually ingesting something |ess than five hits
wort h. Johnny was not unaware of the fact that he still was conpletely in the
dark as to what had eventually become of Lyle, not to nmention all the kids he
had sold the blotter to. Wre they all dead? Brain damaged?



Suddenly, there was a sound that Johnny could only identify as a shotgun thanks
to a childhood m sspent on videoganmes. But nmuch |ouder. Thoc tunbled down the
stairwell and into Johnny's field of view He cane to rest against one of the
m | dewed concrete pillars with his head twi sted at an unnatural angle fromhis
shoul ders and | eaki ng bl ood from several dozen holes in his chest. There was
anot her burst of firing outside and soneone was yelling in English. Johnny had
never seen a dead body before, except at his grandmother's funeral. He was too
saturated with adrenaline to go into shock just now, but it did rem nd himthat
potential drug overdose was hardly his nobst pressing problemjust now.

The room had only one exit, the one through which Thoc had just entered. His
guards had generally been poorly disposed toward the idea of letting Johnny
close to that door. Still, over the weeks, Johnny had managed to surm se that
i mredi ately behind the first |ocked door, there was a stairway going up and at
the top of that stairway, another |ocked door. Johnny had no i dea whether a
street, a landing, a hallway or the open desert lay behind that second door
because the guards were always careful to ensure that one door was securely

| ocked before opening the other. O they had been careful of that until now.

Johnny rushed over to Thoc's broken form It was instantly clear that he was
conpletely and irreversi bly dead. By sone reflex born of action novies, Johnny
took the pistol from Thoc's grip. It was heavy in his hand and sinultaneously
frightening and reassuring. Know ng nothi ng about guns, Johnny could only assume
that it was | oaded and the safety was off. Looking up, Johnny saw an
unobstructed pathway to freedom Both doorways stood open and the stairway was
obstructed by nothing nore than still-glistening trails of Thoc's bl ood. Johnny
coul d see another dead or dying body | eaning up against the doorframe at the top
of the stairs. Through that doorway, Johnny could see only ceiling, but natura
light was | eaking in from somewhere which neant either a glass door or w ndow

He stood frozen for perhaps fifteen seconds trying to steel hinmself for a nmad
dash to freedom Finally, wapping his fingers tightly around the pistol's grip
he took his first step towards the stairs. Just as he set his foot onto the
first step, a stray bullet struck the wall near the top of the stairs, exploding
in a mst of plaster dust. Johnny took a step back, shut the door and clicked
the deadbolt into place. Trying desperately to catch his breath and cal mhis
nerves, Johnny |eaned his back to the wall next to the door. Slowmy he slid down
into a sitting position. He set the handgun across his lap, held his head in his
hands and waited for the acid to take hold.

Hi s sense of time was the first thing to go. How | ong had he been sitting there?
M nut es? Seconds? Hours? Was it over? Was everything safe? But no, everything
was obviously not safe. So said the dead Korean nan three feet off to Johnny's
left. So said also the | oaded and dangerous weapon | aying across his knees. The
barrel had the words "Custom 10 auto" etched on it. They neant nothing to
Johnny.

Abruptly, the sound of gunfire began again. Seventeen shots, Johnny counted

wi thout intending to, fromthree different guns. As the report of each bullet
being fired reached Johnny's ears, he noticed tiny variations in the patterns of
air nmovenent across the hairs of his arm Which hairs, speaking of, seened to be
growing at a fantastic rate. Before Johnny's eyes, his arns becane those of a
yeti, encased in inprobable sheaths of coarse vibrissa, of which each filanment
was its own private door of perception. Yet the visual inmage remained unchanged.
Hi's arm | ooked just as it ever had; It was the nmeaning and context of that inmage
whi ch had shifted and distorted. If the drug had in fact denatured while on
blotter in Johnny's pocket, it must have started out several tines as potent as
LSD!



And here a sudden breeze played across the wheat field of his arm electrifying
follicles in its wake. Somewhere in Utah, a butterfly was flapping its w ngs.

Johnny becane fascinated by the still grow ng pool of blood surrounding Thoc's
body. The uneven character of the chanber floor dictated a rivulet of blood
towards Johnny's left foot. The rivulet was a branching off of a larger rivulet
which was itself an extension of a pseudopod connected to the primary puddle.
Surface tension prevented the tiny red |line near Johnny's foot from branching
of f any further. As he stared, Johnny realized that the puddl e was not shapel ess
or random but was in fact a very close approximati on of the Mandel brot set. He
wat ched, fixated, as nore and nore bl ood coll ected near his foot and began to
form the bl oated abdonmen of a beetle. Reaching out, Johnny di pped his finger
into the blood and traced several radiating lines away fromthe gathering pool

Real i zi ng suddenly what he was doi ng, Johnny recoiled in disgust. He tried
desperately to wi pe the blood off of his finger and onto the I eg of his pants,
but his finger was still red. Frantically, he began scraping his index finger
agai nst the coarse cenment wall behind him Very soon, droplets of his own bl ood
began to show. The pain brought Johnny back into the present. Thoughts of bl ood
borne viruses flashed briefly across his mnd, but then he renmenbered that his
chances of living |Iong enough to die from AIDS were not | ooking good.

Johnny was further jolted back into the now by a panicked slamm ng and cl awi ng
agai nst the | ocked door. Soneone was screamnming in Korean on the other side.
Johnny coul d make out nothing but fear until the voice finally degenerated into
repeating "KimJae Kim Jae" over and over again. Kim Jae had been one of the
nmore quiet and taciturn of Johnny's guards. Johnny unl ocked the door nore
because he could enpathize with Kim Jae fleeing a gunfight than for any rationa
reason. Johnny pulled open the door just as a bullet forced the back of Kim
Jae's head out through the front. As KimJae's body toppled forward into the
room Johnny tried to force the door closed again. KimJae's right foot was
stuck between the door and the franme. Johnny pulled the foot free and just as he
was slamm ng the deadbolt back honme, a bullet burst through the door nere
centimetres fromhis hand.

Fal li ng backwards in fear, Johnny found hinself sitting on top of two dead nen.
Directly between his legs was KimJae's |lifeless hand. Tight in its dead grip
was a hand grenade:

The End.

Johnny cl osed his eyes tight and waited for it, but it didn't cone. Wen he
opened them again, the grenade was still sitting there, M26 stenciled around its
wai st, unexploded in KimJae's hand. It was then that Johnny noticed the pin, so
simlar to that of a fire extinguisher, still housed safely in the head of the

grenade. Delicately, Johnny lifted the grenade from Ki mJae's grasp.

The expl osi on knocked himclear across the room Different pieces of himin
different directions. He gasped deep for air and somehow his lungs stil
accepted it. I'mhallucinating, he told hinmself. If it was a hallucination, it
was |ike no hallucination he had ever had before. Looking closely at the deadly
package in his hand, Johnny found that it was no | onger exploding, but rather
radi ating the potentiality of explosion.

And then it all clicked. The random and chaotic patterns of dust in the air
remai ned chaotic, but no | onger random This speck tunbled tw ce and shot



upwar ds because, behind the | ocked door, at the top of the stairs, an American
sol di er had coughed four seconds ago. That sane sol dier would now be sighting
down the barrel of his rifle in case the door should open

"They are here for me!"™ Johnny al nost choked on the words. Just as they had cone
for himand Lyle before. They had followed himall the way to Korea seeking that
chem cal which was playing these tricks on his brain. They had followed himto
somewhere near the ocean, an eddy of dust told him Lyle! Wat had ever becone
of hin? But the dust carried no news of that. Either he had gotten away or he
was wherever Dr. Bronski was now. Heaven or hell

Picking up the Custom 10 auto fromwhere it had fallen, he could see tight
discrete bullet paths extending fromits nuzzle. Here was one ricocheting off

t he door and here another shattering the |l eg of the table where Bop Ngo was once
pl ayed. But Johnny's hands were shaking and no trajectory could be trusted or

mai nt ai ned. He dropped the gun back to the fl oor

He was going to die alone in a basenent cell in Korea. Hi s body would drop on
top of those of Thoc and Kim Jae. And there was nothing he could do about it.
Def eat ed, Johnny touched his forehead to the pillar against which Thoc's corpse
lay and cl osed his eyes.

Tiny vibrations in the pillar talked to Johnny of decades of strain fromthe
unrel enting task of supporting the building. Johnny enpathized as tears of
horror and frustration and fear began to roll down his cheek

"End it now," said the pillar

"You want me to kill mysel f?" Johnny asked al oud. He was still holding the
grenade in his left hand. His nenory dredged up a renenbered statistic froma

Si dney Cohen LSD study: 1.2 attenpted suicides per thousand acid trips. Sonehow,
he doubted the study enconpassed many situations |ike this one.

"No," said the pillar, "not you. M."

Johnny's eyes shot open again. The pillar continued to vibrate. Johnny pl aced
both his hands flat against the pillar and listened carefully to everything the
vi brations had to say.

"Lower," the vibrations quivered, "right against the floor. Alittle to the
right. Perfect. Now you need sonething to shield and contain the blast."”

He pulled the pin of the grenade and rel eased the handle just as an Anmerican
sol di er shot the |ock off the door

Johnny said "sorry Kim' and rolled KimJae's body on top of the grenade as the
timer emtted its first quiet "tick." That tick included the potential for three
nmore ticks but entirely precluded the possibility of a fifth. As Johnny ran
across the room he could see drywall and concrete and wood col | apsing al

around himthree seconds in the future, here crushing his leg, there coll apsing
his skull. Until, at the | ast second, he dove into the one spot where he could
al ready feel the potentiality of an unlikely sanctuary: a small pocket of space
agai nst one wall where enptiness and air would be preserved beneath a nountain
of debris. But he dove too hard and struck his head agai nst the wall

Unconsci ousness t ook him



-=fifteen=-

Cal I um woke Johnny as he always did by placing a cup of black coffee on the
floor next to the mat Johnny slept on. The aroma did the rest. Once awake,
Johnny would slowmy pull hinmself up into a sitting position and cradle the cup
bet ween his hands waiting for it to cool. Callumwould always sit in a well worn
arm chair about a netre and a half away with his own cup of black coffee and a
clove cigarette hanging out of his mouth and. He would sit and watch Johnny.
Sonetinmes they would tal k, sonetinmes they wouldn't.

Johnny had never been nuch of a coffee drinker before, but he could feel in the
norni ngs, particularly on the nornings when nothing was said, that it neant a
great deal to the old man to have someone with which to share his norning

cof fee. Sonetinmes Johnny suspected that if he were to refuse his coffee, or
perhaps even fail to finish it one norning, he would be pronptly turned out to
fend for hinself on the streets of Busan. He took a first cautious sip of that
norning's hot tarry mxture.

"Your friend Lyle is dead, you know," Callum said abruptly.

It was all Johnny could do to keep fromspitting out the half nouthful of
coffee. He barely managed to swallow it and choke out: "What ?"

"You know it as well as | do. | just think it's about time you faced up to it
directly. It can take a while to come to terms with that sort of thing Johnny,
but you can't let it |apse into delusion."

It had been three weeks since Callumhad pulled Johnny out of the weckage of
the building in which he had been held prisoner. If curiosity was, as he had
clainmed, his main reason for comng to Johnny's aid, it had certainly been

sati sfied. Johnny had told himeverything. There seened little reason to hide
his story froma lonely old American living on the coast in Korea when so many
ot hers who were obviously nuch nmore hostile seened to already know it. But now,
Johnny sai d not hi ng.

"It's just the way it happens, kid. It's what happens when you get involved in
things that are bigger than you are. Sone secrets are just too big. The only way
to keep secrets like that is to kill everyone who knows them"

Johnny shook his head hal f-heartedly. "They weren't trying to kill me. They were
trying to capture ne. If they wanted nme dead, they could have just blown up the
bui |l di ng t hensel ves. "

"Of course they were trying to capture you," Callum said, "They needed to find
out who el se you had told. They needed to know who else to kill. Trust ne, once
they had the nanmes they wanted, you woul d have been di sposed of quickly and

wi t hout renorse.”

Johnny took another sip of his coffee. "Then | guess you're next on the hit |ist
now, aren't you? If they've already killed Bronski and his connections and if
Lyl e's dead, which | still refuse to believe. That would just |eave you and ne,
man. Better | ook out, they should be showi ng up any day now. "

Cal l um nodded and reached his | eft hand behind his back. Fromthe small of his
back he produced the biggest, neanest |ooking handgun Johnny had ever seen
Movi es and vi deoganes included. "Don't think for a fucking second, kid," he said



whi | e brandi shing the grotesque contraption, "that they aren't on their way
ri ght now "

Johnny put his coffee down and junped to his feet. "You're insane. You're a
fucki ng psychopath. What the hell are you doing keeping sonmething like that in
your pants?"’

"Protection, Johnny. We need protection. Listen, they--"

“No! I1"'mnot fucking listening to another word you say until you put down that
fucki ng hand cannon. |'ve already seen nore guns than | ever want to see.”

Cal | um pl aced the gun on the floor in between them "Sit back down, Johnny."
When Johnny remai ned standing, Callumcontinued, "I'mserious, kid. Sit down."

Johnny sat back down and tentatively picked up his coffee. "Callum" he said,
failing to conpletely keep a trenmor out of his voice, "how would they ever find
me here? They have to assunme | died when the building coll apsed."”

Callum noticed his cigarette had burned out and lit another. The snell of
burning cloves filled the roomand Johnny's nostrils, rem nding him always of
apple pie. He took a drag which seened like it would never end and then said:
"They probably did assune that for a while. But if they have the magi c acid,
they're going to start reading the ripples and, given enough tinme, those wll
| ead them here."

"We don't know they have the drug," Johnny objected.

"How el se did they home in on you and Lyle so fast back in Toronto? How el se did
they find you all the way in Korea? They have it Johnny. They have it. If your
buddy could finish Bronski's work after hours in the university |ab, do you
really think that the fucking mlitary would fail to do the sane with the whole
fucki ng defense budget to work with? You' d better believe they've got a god-
damed airpl ane hangar full of unlucky bastards hopped up on the stuff twenty-
four hours a day, kid."

"They?" Johnny said. "Who the hell is this 'They'? W have no idea. This is al
just spy novel delusion and specul ation.”

"Them Johnny. The bad guys. The CIA, the governnment, the Illumnati, call them
whatever the hell you want. It's not paranoia when they really are breaking down
your doors and com ng hal fway around the goddamm world to punp you full a truth
serum and make you talk, kid."

"But |I'ma Canadi an!" Johnny pl eaded.

Cal lum [ aughed. "Do you really think that the people we're dealing with feel the
need to respect borders?”

He was right. Johnny renmenbered when Callumtranslated the article fromthe
paper for him two days after draggi ng himout of the rubble. 'Fighting between
rival gangs' they had called it. No nention of Americans in there anywhere aside
from'Ni neteen found dead in wreckage, including several Caucasians.' How many
of those deaths am | responsible for, Johnny had wondered. But direct causality
seenmed like a thing of the distant past. Really, how could anyone be held



responsi bl e for anything anynore? But when it came down to it, Callumwas right:
They wanted Johnny and They had the power to conme | ooking for him

"I'f they already have the drug," Johnny said, "then what hope do we have?
They're going to find me and they' re going to find you."

Cal lum patted the handgun like it were a child or a puppy and gri nned.
"Eventual ly, yes."

Johnny's eyes opened wi de. "You want themto conme, don't you? You are insane!"

"I"ve got a story of my own, kid, and this is just the ending it's been waiting
for. This place,” and Callum made a small gesture which sonehow included all of
Korea, perhaps all of Asia, perhaps all of Earth, "will never be ny hone. |
haven't been hone in fifty fucking years, Johnny. |'ve been sitting here in this
vile fucking city, playing chess in the park against other old nen who call ne
white devil to ny face whenever | beat them |'ve been sitting on nmy ass,
drinking and smoking my |ife away, waiting for ny chance to finally go out in a
bl aze of glory like |I should have all those years ago. This is it kid. This is

t he fucking end.”

Suddenly, there was a single WHUMP at the front door of Callum s tiny house. The
old man was at the door with gun in his hand in the blink of an eye. He noved
like a soldier. His back to the wall and his hand resting lightly on the handle
of the door, he gestured Johnny behind the arnchair. Throw ng open the door
Callum's seventy year old body twisted |ike a snake, prepared to strike with
forty-four caliber venomat any white devils closing in on the house. Instead,
there sat a small brown paper package tied with twine on the doorstep. The
mai | man was al ready two houses further down the | ane. The package had Callum s
address on the | abel, but no name or return address. The stanps were Canadi an

"Open it," Callumsaid to Johnny.

I nside was an Anmerican passport with Johnny's face and a fal se name: Jean

Dai gnaul t, born January first 1983. Underneath the passport were a stack of
Anmerican hundred dollar bills and traveller's cheques. And an unsigned note. The
note was indicated sinply "J."

J:
Qut of the frying pan and into the oven, eh?
Don't spend it all in one place.

Keep safe and keep in touch

Cal lum cl osed the door and | ooked up at Johnny. "Ripple, ripple," he said.

#HH#

It was a warm nmorni ng two weeks later when a butterfly disturbed Johnny and
Callum s nmorning coffee. Callum had been half-heartedly rem niscing about Ohio
girls of scant virtue from his adol escence when the small yellow butterfly
alighted on Johnny's nose, causing themboth to | augh. The noise startled the
frail insect which inmediately took back to wing and flitted aimessly about the
room Johnny watched it at first with idle pleasure but then suddenly with

i ntense foreboding. There was sonething nore to its novenments that he had not
seen before, something sinister. The butterfly was ushered to one side of the



room by brief unannounced breeze through to open wi ndow. Johnny junped up in
alarm spilling his coffee violently across Callum s floor

"Jesus Christ, kidl VWhat is it?"

Johnny said nothing. He shook his head as if to dislodge his prenmonitions. It
couldn't possibly be happening. Flashbacks didn't exist. But still, he had never
been the type to have hunches and he had never been so sure of anything in his
life.

"What is it?" Callum repeated.

"They're com ng," Johnny said.

"What ? Who's com ng?"

"Fucki ng Them " Johnny burst out.

Cal | um opened his nouth, what do you mean or how do you know on his |ips, but
t hought better of it. Instead, he recruited his gun fromhis waistband to his
hand, grabbed his keys fromthe shelf and tossed themto Johnny.

"Go! Start the boat!"

Johnny scooped up Ivan's package under his arm and rushed out the back door and
down the hill to the dock

He thrust the key into the boat's ignition and started the engine. It sputtered
out and failed within nonents. Manically, Johnny punped the bilge as each swel
of the green water brought himnews of converging forces bent against him After
what seened |ike hours of punping, he got the engine to stay started. He untied
the main and fore lines so that only the aft line tethered the boat to shore.
What the hell was Call um doi ng? Packing his fucking underwear?

Johnny | eaped fromthe boat and scranbled up the hill to retrieve the old man
fromhis cabin. Halfway up the slope, he was frozen in his tracks by the report
of a single gunshot. Every nuscle in Johnny's body seized as he stared like a
deer into the headlights of the future. The wind carried Callum s petulant voice
to him

"Cone and get ne you rancid bastards!”

Johnny could see himclearly in his mnd s eye, crouched behind the overturned
arnchair in his arny-issue jungle canbs and undershirt. Hi s unkenpt grey hair
and two days beard perfectly franming his wild green eyes as he held the snoking
hand cannon in front of him There was anot her gunshot. O course he wasn't

com ng.

Johnny sprinted back down the hill, junped into the boat and shoved the throttle
all the way forwards. The aft tie-ring twanged free of the boat, taking screws
and housing with it, as he sped out into the Korea Strait. There was a conpass
set into the dash and a full tank of gas. Johnny had never paid nuch attention
to geography but he knew that if he kept the nose pointing West and the throttle
down he had to hit Japan eventually. He only hoped they didn't have nuch of a
Coast Cuard.

- =si Xt een=-



Five weeks. That's howlong it took themto find himat Callunis. Before that,
it had only taken themthree weeks to |ocate his basenment prison

Johnny hefts his new backpack onto his shoulders and strai ghtens the cobalt blue
shirt and bl ack sport jacket he bought at a Tokyo tailor with counterfeit noney.
He checks his watch, still forty mnutes left before his flight. He has only
been in Japan five days, but he doesn't want to push his luck while still so
close to the last spot they've placed him

Cal l um had been wong. Lyle is still alive. They hadn't known about the drug's
resi dual effects; Callumhadn't taken that into consideration. Johnny is
positive that Lyle nust have escaped. There had been no sign of himat the |oft
when Johnny had gone back. Surely he had gotten away. And with the l|ingering
enhanced sensitivity to danger, he nust certainly have been able to stay one
step ahead of them and get hinself to safety.

Johnny | ooks inward for some chemical verification, but is left with only logic
and hope to rely on. Before buying his ticket, he had gazed upwards through the
gl ass donme of the Atriumin Kansai International Airport. He had gazed upwards
and tried desperately to read Lyle's location in the novenent of the clouds.
VWhen that had failed, he had bought an atlas and a coffee. He had cl osed his
eyes and flipped the atlas open to a random page. Chile. As likely a place as
any, although the stop-over in Hawaii nmade hi munconfortable. He would prefer to
avoi d both Canadi an and Anerican soil.

Johnny | ooks again at his watch. Twenty-eight mnutes. He is about to nake one
hell of a lot of ripples and wants to cut it as close to takeoff as possible. He
wal ks over to the same conveni ence stand where he earlier bought his atlas and
cof fee. There he exchanges handful of yen for an Internet card.

Johnny's mind is on the story of Prometheus as he logs on to the termnal. O at
| east he has a feeling that it should be, but he can't really renmenber nuch
about it. He does have an unconfortable feeling though that it doesn't end very
wel | for the protagonist.

He logs on to Tom s server. Before he starts into his true task, he checks to
see what e-mail has found its way to his inbox in the nine weeks since that
night in Toronto when everything changed. He is secretly hoping to find a note
fromLyle, but when there is none, he quickly rationalizes that Lyle would
certainly have been being extrenmely careful to disturb the water as little as
possi bl e.

Anmong the spam two letters catch his attention. The first is a worried note
fromhis nother asking why he hasn't called in two nonths and why his phone has
been di sconnected. Johnny wants to wite her a novel and explain everything, but
he knows that the first thing she will do is go to the police and that is
exactly the last thing he needs.

He conposes instead a six word e-mail: "I'mokay, will wite nore later.”

Johnny al nost adds sonet hi ng about being in Madagascar, just to throw anyone who
m ght be intercepting his e-mail onto the wwong track, but he catches himself in
time. That is exactly the sort of thing that would reverberate out in nany
unpredi ctabl e ways, inevitably revealing his actual |ocation to soneone able to
read the patterns. In fact, perhaps even the nmessage as it stands is too
revealing. But he is about to nmake so many ripples that it seens it can hardly
matter. He queues the e-mail up and sets it to send in two days.



The second letter is from Ti nka:

Johnny-

I'"msorry for punching you in the face. I"msorry for calling Jin in on you
He's a dick. | won't be seeing himanynore. I'malso sorry for casting a curse
on you and Lyle. You didn't know about it, but I'msorry anyway. |'ve cancelled
it. I hope you aren't dead. Get in touch

###H#AL | nka

p.s. | broke into your apartnment. It is TRASHED.

Johnny smiles despite hinself. He is about to delete the e-nmmil, but then thinks
better of it. Instead, he sinply closes his nmail program and started the script
he wote the bay before at an Internet bar in Tokyo. It begins to count.

#HH#

Johnny is asleep on a Hawaii-bound airplane with a pair of headphones stil
pl ayi ng the audio track of the in-flight novie into his unhearing ears when his
program cones to life.

It yawmns and opens its eyes. Once it has stretched its legs, it sends tendrils
out to the edges of Tom's server feeling for connections to the network. Using

t hese connections it |eapfrogs from anonynous fil eserver to anonynous fil eserver
al ways bringing the encrypted scans of Lyle's notes with it and always | eaving a
copy in its wake. Wthin half an hour it has duplicated itself hundreds of

times. It then pulls its tentacles back in and prepares itself for the second
phase of its execution.

Si mul t aneousl y, every copy of the program begins posting the encrypted scans to
every public forumon the Internet and sending themto every mailing list,
propagating itself across the worl dwi de network at an astoni shing speed and in
such a fashion that no effort, no matter how concerted can restrain it. Attached
to every copy of the file are the sixteen-byte decryption code and a short note:

Dear Worl d:
Make of this what you will.

Lysergical ly Yours,
a friend.



