Outrage
by Graham Masterton

Wednesday, September 12, 8:34 a.m.

As usual, the school gateway was jammed with mothers awkwardly trying to
manoeuvre their oversized SUVs in and out, so Lynn steered her Explorer over to the
opposite side of the street and parked it with two wheels mounted on the grass.

'Remember it's your dance class tqQdstye told Kathy, turning around in her s&dtat
means no dadling after £hool, oka?'

'l don'tfeelgood," Kathy protested, flopping in hertsea
‘Nonsense. I'vaever seen yowbk healther. Justbecause you have math test

'l think I'm going to karf. I knowI'm going to barf. tan feel all of those mushed-up pancakes
in my tummy and they da't like it down there.’

Lynn snaped her seatellt buckle back ito place. 'Okg then &if you feelso bad, I'lljist
have to takeyou back home tbed and candgour dance clas'

'‘Not my dance clss! That's ot till three-thirty! I'll be better by theri!
'‘No, I'll have to cancel itYou can'jetéewith a tumny full of mutinous pancaés.'

'‘But | want to be an actress likewy Why do | have to learn math? You don't have to know
math to be a actress, d you?'

'You don't think so? Supposing you're an actress amanake squillions and squillions of
dollars like Julia Foberts and youagent takeshiree-and-a-garter percenmore tharhe's
supposedd? How are you gag to know?

'‘Becauseall agents take more than they're supp@deeAgents are chiselers and shysters and
they all work fa Satan.’

'Oh for goodnes' sake! Wh told you tha?"'
You did.'

‘Come on," saitlynn, urbuckling her sat-belt again'Let's @t you into slsool before Ms
Redmond gies you anotheramerit for keing late.'

Kathy climbed out and tugged on her beret. Sreeanamall girl for ten years old, with blonde
braids and a pale, elfin face like her mother's. Hes gere that same luminous green as her
mother's, too, like pieces of bottle-glass found on the seashore. Her legsovs&mny that

she kept having to pull up her long white socks.

'What do yowant to do afterqur dance cla®We could go to Deunghi's for spghetti if
you like.'

'So lorg as Gene desn't fave to cane with us.’



'l thought youiked Gene.'

'l don't like his nose. Hedoks like an anteatet.

'He does notYou're justbeing obnojous.’

'He does tooEvery time he hasoup the ied of his ne dips righinto it.'

They crossed Franklin Avenue to the schoolgdtbe Cedars private elementary school
didn't look like a shool: although ihad no religios affiliations it sheed the First Métodist
Church building, with its tall square tower and its gray stone walls, and lsefviéra
classrooms, even though they were lange airy, had stained-glass windows, with scenes of
Christ surrounded by little children.

"You won't forget to bring home yobockey kit, will you?' askedyinn. But at that moment
Kathy caught sight of her friend Terrand waved, and jumped, and immediately skipped off.
Terra's mother Sidne came up tahyand the two of them watched their daughters run
through the school gates and into the yard, wterty or forty other children werjumping

and screaming and tearing around in circles.

‘Some tummy-ache,' saidruy.
'Oh, the mah test,’ snied Sidre. 'Terra saicdhe had leprsy.'
‘Leprosy"

‘That's righ On the spur of themoment, it was thendy illness sheould think of. At last it
shows she'seading her Bile.'

‘They really kill you @metimes,don't they? | loe Terra's brals.’
‘Janie didthem. | don't kow how she ks the patiece.’

They walked back to Sidne's car togetHeid you hear from Georgeolvenstein?' Lynn
asked her.

'‘No, nothirg. If you want to knav the truth | think he's boking for mebody younger.'
'‘But you'd beperfectas Corinneyou know you wouldl

'l don't know, maybe.used to wonder when | would have to stop playmagward daughters
and start to play harassed mothers, andom#is now. | think I'll go to Miska'snd have a
massage and a pedicure. And then I'll goremiéfie’'s and order a treble strawbeaumpdae

with extra cream.’

'I'd join you, beleve me, if we @in't have a ead-througH.

Lynn said goodby to Sidne and crossed the street. A short, crop-haired man with a neck like
a stovepipe and a maroon polyester shirt was waiting besi@eplerer. His face was the
same maroon as his shirt, and beaded with sweat.

'‘What the fuck do you call this?' he demanded.



'‘What the fuck dé call what?' ynn didn't vant to show that sheas the slightedtit afraid
of him.

‘What, you're blind? Where's yowdglamned guide-dog? You parked on the goddamned
grass for Chist's sake.

‘Well, I'm sorty, but there wasio parking-pace anyplace eds

'Oh - and gu think that's somidnd of excuse™ there was no pking-space @yplace kse
you should of gone around the block again until texe You're all the same, you women.
You think you cardo whatever you damn-well like aisdywhatever you damn-well like and
park wherever you damwell like and you don't g squat for nbody else.'

Lynn op@ed the Explores’door and climbeahio the drives seat, but the mafuag onto

the door to preve her from closingt. 'Listen,lady, Idon't even havi® take care ohis

piece of grass, but | do, because it's outside diooge and I'm proud of my house, and then
somebody likggou comeslang and drivesieir goddammevehicle all oveit. How would

you like it if | came around tooyr house and drove my goddamned vehicle all ywer
goddamned giss?'

'l think you'd better takeoyir hands off my door," said hy.
'‘And what if | dan't?'

"I'll call for the school securityuard, that's what." All the same, her heart was thumping
wildly. The man had a large maroon wart on thediele of his nose and she couldn't stop
looking at it and she was convinced thakhewshe was looking at it.

He turned his head around for a moment as if he were looking for somabddyiped the
sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand. Then he turned bagktanhd said,
'‘Okay. Il tell youwhatl'm going to do. I'm going to curseuy for this. I'm going to wish on
you the shitiest day that you ear experiewed in your entie life.'

He took his hands off the door and Lynn immediasédynmed it and locked it. He stood
beside the Explorer, not saying anythingre, but he lifted his finger and pointed it at her as
if to say,you mark my words, lady, you're going to remember this day for ever

Wednesday, September 12, 8:43 a.m.

Ann Redmond looked out of the window of her study and frowned. A grocipldfen had
gathered anmnd the bench on thar side of thechoolyardten or twelve othem at least,
and she was experienced enough in grade-school crowd patternatosee that they were
huddling

Huddling was what chitiren did whe there was smething exiting to look at andfey didn't
want the teachis to see what it vga As far as Ms Redond was conceeda, they migt just
as well have raised a placard announcing WE ARENBEENAUGHTY. She took off her
half-glasses, marched out of her study, and wenonto the front steps where Lilian
Bushmeyer, the physicallecation teacher, was sitting on the wall and supervising the
schoolyard by reading dog-eared copy dhe Bridges of Madon County



'‘Over there, Ms Bushmeyer,' séad, curtly nodding her head. Liliam&meyer shaded her
eyes and peered across the asphalt. Afsdrile she shook her head and said, 'l don't see
anything.'

‘Conspiratorial body-languagedid Ms Redmond, impatiently. ‘Go and see whatrthep
to.'

Lilian Bushmeer relutantly put dow her book and ptiled across in h@&irkenstocks to

see what all the fuss was about. As she came closer, she could hear the chdtingnagid
squealing, and then suddenly there was a flustenbtl Shh! It's Bush Baby! Put it away

Some of the children broke away from the huddle, leaaisigpall knot of girls right in the
middle. Lilian Bushmeyer walked right up to th@nd held out her hand.

'‘What?' asked Jade Peller. She was just turned eleven, and she was taller and more mature
than most of the girls in the sixth grade. She had long black hair, a thin pale face, and she
always dressed in black, with silver bangles arounavhsts. Her father was Oliver Peller,

who had written music for Wes Craven and John Carpenter.

'‘Whatever it is, give it to me,’ said Lilian Bushraey
'It's nothing:
'‘Well it's obviously a vey interesting othing. Handit over.’

'It's only a stupidjame Ms Bushmeyer,' complained Helen FaxfShe was plump and pink-
cheeked but she had a mass of curly blonde hair and it was obvious thsti@heel lost her

puppy-fat she was going to grow up as stunamger mother Juliana. Her father Greg was
one of Hollywood's most talked-about independent producers dnedently bankrolled the
stalker-movieBreather

Lilian Bushmeyer waited patienlwith her hand still held out. Maybe she hadett y

developed Ms Redmond's radar for subversive crowd formations, but she knew how to deal
with the spoiled children of minor celebrities. You had to act resolutely unimpressed, which
Lilian Bushmeyer genuinelyas.

At last, Jade proded a crown-shagal piece of pagy from behind heback, and hared it

over. It was athing more thanre of those fortue-telling dewes, with the papdolded into
triangles, and a fortune written on each of them. Except that the fortunes on this device were
much stronger than the usual 'you will be lugkiove' or 'you will be rich and famous' or

'you will go to jail.'

One of them ead 'you will sek Mr Lomaxs ©ck'. Anothe said, 'you wil lose bothyour legs
in an auto acident." A hird predcted, 'you will gé pregnant aL.3.'

‘Like Helen said, it's onlya game,' Jadeqiested, asilian Bushmegr opened eadhiangle
in turn. The last predition was 'you wi die before your next bithday.'

When she had finished, Lilian Bushmeyer looked atliidren one after the other. It was
obvious that three or four of them were really endssed and ashamed, and it seemed that
the boys went pinker than the girls.

'Do you want me to show this to Ms Redmond?' she asked.



'Sure,’ saidlade. 'Migh give her a thill.'

'‘No!' gaspd David Ritter. 'S&'ll kill us. | know mymom will kill me. Mystepmom will kill
me, too.'

Lilian Bushmeyer said, know that you probably didn't meany real harm. But you know
what this is, it's tasteless, and there's little enough taste left in this world withowway y
people making things worse. Supposing one ofdiduose your legs, attid get pregnant, or
did get sexualy abused? Howvould you feel hen?'

'I'd feel like my fotune-telling really works," grinned Jade.
'So which one digou pick?' Lilian Bushmeyer asked her.
'Die before ny next birthcay.'

'‘And do you wanthat to hapen, just b prove you righ?'

'I don't care. Likewhat's deatf It's only likenot being bon.'

Wednesday, September 12, 9:03 a.m.

Ms Redmond stood up issembly andhe sun shone on ihglasses so thahe looked as if
she were blind.

'As usual, Octodr brings our fst great everof the yea & the all-school gap-out. This

year we Wl all be going 0 Silverwood Lke in the beautifl San BernardmMountains.

Over the weekend, students and parents will get to know one anot@npsfire singing

and storytelling, pot-luck dinners, hiking, swimming and picnics. This is a wonderfiibway
new families to join the Cedars community.

‘At the end of Owber, will be holdig our first fud-raising eve) which this gar is going to
be a Latin Fies.'

‘Arriba! Arriba!' called out Tay Perlman,ite geogrdpy teache and then lookedeeply
embarrassed.

Wednesday, September 12, 9: 06 a.m.

A tractor-trailer had jack-knifed right across the off-ramp from the Hollywood Freeway,
causing a southbound tail-back of glittering cars as far as VeBoutavard. Frank shifted
the Buick into neutral and pressed down the parking-brake.

'I'm going to bdate,' Danny protested.
'Sorry, champ,fere's notmg | can do. I'm goingat be late, ®o, and | have acsipt meetng.'
'I'm paint monitor, I'm sipposed tgut out tke paints.’

'‘Don't worry, I'll tell your teachewhat happeed.’



Danny frowned furiously out of theindow, as if the traffic could be willed to get moving

just by glaring at it. But they Hao sit and wait for over twenty minutes while Highway
patrolmen stood around in their mirror sunglasses and chatted to each otreexaed, ynd

drivers climbed out of their automobiles to use their cellphones and stretch their legs, and one
woman even took a folding chair out of the back of her station wagon anddsag) ttbe

paper as if she were sitting in her own backlyar

'l bet SusaiCapelli is putting ot the paints,’ $&Danny, asf he were suffieng the gretest
personal tragedy since Hamlet.

"You can do itnext time, can't you?'
'You have to beeliable, when you're a mator.'

Frank shook his head and said nothing. Danny awayused him because he was so serious
about everything. He mdave been a tufty-haired eiglgay-old kid with freckles and a
snubby nose and scabs on his knees, but he had the mind oéar48dyman. He said he
wanted to be a real-estate developer when he grew up, buddirgpst housing in some of
Hollywood's most expensive enclaves, so that poor people and rich people could ¢gsr
along. Like for an eight-gar-old, how s&vus waghat?

'Is it Ms Pulaski | have to talk to?' Frank asked him.
‘You don't hae to. | can tdlher myself.'

Another five minutes passed, but then a huge green-and-silver tow-tmelgdading up
the hard shoulder, and after a further ten minutes of gesticulating hetvegaolice and the
tow-truck guys, the tractor-trailer was finatligained up and dragged clear of the affysa

'Stupidtruck,’ said Danny, venomously ey drove past it and down the off-ramp.
'It was an acaent, Dany, that's all.Accidentshappen.’

‘Not if peode were more eliable.’

Traffic was slow all the way along Hollppod Boulevard, and Danny gavéheatrical groan
at every ed signal, but entually thg reachd La Brea ad turned right tward Franklin
Avenue.

Frank said, 'Raind me what timeagu finish school toay. You dor'have drama rearsals,
do you?'

‘That's tomorrow." Danrny hadbeenpicked to play Abraham Lincoln in the school play Heroes
And Heroines Of Americdle had been bitterly disappointed that he hadn't been the
part of John Wilkes Booth, since John Wilkes Booth got to fire a gun and jump off the stage.

Frank parked the car outside the school and Daarambled out. 'See you later, champ.
Have a good day.'

Danny ran toward the school gates, swingiisgX-Men satchel like a propeller. Frank turned
around to check the back seat and saw that - in his huagnrybhad left his sandwiches
behind. Danny suffered from a nut allergg he always had to take a home-prepared lunch.



Frank climbed aduof the car and sluted, 'DannyHey, Damy! You fogot your - and held
up his Tupperware box.

Danny skidded to a stop, hesitated, and then began to run backdifissbe Frank saw a
white van turn into the school gates, and stop by Mr Lomax's ligs ¢pooth.

Wednesday, September 12, 9:32 a.m.

Kathy had changed into her field-hocketyand now she joined the shuffling, giggling line at
the changingeom door. Eventully Ms Bushmger appeied, wearing ér cerise-anavhite
tracksuit, with her whistle around her neck on a lanyard.

‘All right, girls, an ordéy line, plea®! No pushiig and shovig!
‘Amanda puled my braids!"
'l did not! | was nevhere near you!

They left the church building e side entrance, still arguing. Kathy anddevalked on
either sde of Lilian Bushmeyer. They liked taki ng to Ms Bushmeye becaus ste wasalways
telling them thatlse dreamed abba handsome maniti thick black haiand shining whe
teeth. He wouldame striding in trough the schoolades one morningvalk straight ito
assembly, and lift her clean off her feet, in frontyadrgbody. Then he would flyer off to a
Caribbean island, where they would lie on the dazzling-white sands @hdairink
cocktails out of half-coconuts.

'Did you ever hae a boyfriend, M Bushmeyer?'
'Of course | did His name wa Clark.'
"You mean lke Superma#

Lilian Bushmeer pushedher frizzy ha into her swedtand. 'Not exalyt, Kathy. He sold
carpets.'

They were nearlpalfway across the parking-lot on their waythe playing-fields when they
saw the white van, too.

Wednesday, September 12, 9:34 a.m.

It was an ordinary white panel vahhbad to stop because the school gates were silveled
after 9:00 am, fothe sake of secity. Thee were too mangtudents at The Cas whose
parents may not have been Holbad A-list but who were certainly wealtayd well-known
and who could have been potential targets for kidnap.

The van driver toted his horn and Mromax came outf his booth. Mr bmax was veryall
and loopy like a basketball playerdahe wore a beige uniform and a peaked cédipnL
Bushmeyer couldn't stop herself from thinking aboutird_omax' prediction in Jade
Peller's fortua-teller, and to her own embasssment - found heelf blushing. Shturned to
the chatteing crocodike behind heand called o) '‘Come almg, girls, wedon't have dlday!



Mr Lomax opened the gates and the van drove into the parking-lot toward tham. L
Bushmeyer noticed how slowly it was beohgven, as if she were watching it in a dream.

'Keep well ou of the way, girs!"

The van was almosiongside them ma Lilian Busimeyer lookd at the driverrad for some
reason he was smiling at her, really smiling, as if teday the happiest day in his whole life.
He was unshavedd he was wearina black woollyhat. There was\@oman sitting next to
him, wearing dark glasses, but she wasn't smiling at all.

Wednesday, September 12, 9:35 a.m.

Lilian Bushmeyer felt a stramgcompression in her ears, but she didn't hear anyifimegvan
exploded only ten feet away, blowind bér legs and arms and sending her torsogly
through the hilg stained-glassindow of the Zigler Memorial library, where nine students
were just beginning a class in creative writing. Six of them were killed instardIyhe other
three had the flesh stripped from their faces bpdlglass, including Jade Peller and Helen
Fairfax, who had been sitting with their heads close togethelingigg

Kathy was selose to the blastah she was liquefd from the kneeup, and spray against
the wall. Terra was ripped into thirty feet of strirrggs, and all of the rest of the field-hockey
team were so violely torn apd that it looked a# they had ben attacked byild animals -
blood, hands, heads, school-bags, hockey-sticks, parts of elbows, shoes, intestines, fe

The van itelf was blown into a wild sculptual questism-mark of twisted paneghg. An orange
fireball rolled out of it, and up into the blue morning sky, and the bangemoere-echoed
from the canyons like a frightening shout.

Wednesday, September 12, 9:35 a.m.

Even though thean had blown up ndg two hunded feet awaythe force of thélast was so
powerful that Faink had been hled against thpassenger doof a parked Tayta, denting it
into the shape of his body. Danny was throacetfirst onto the sidewalk. The Cedars had
completely disappeared behind a huge cloud okldamke and dust, and leaves had been
stripped from the yucca trees all the vedgng the street, and sent whirling up into the air.

Now, through the fog, fragments of metal began to rain ddvancaund them, clanging and
tinkling like a chorus of badly-tuned bells. Nuts, bolts, a windshield wiper, a length of
exhaust pipe. Frank was hit on the shoulder by a tire-iron, and tteestiomging shower of
ball-bearings. He tossed aside Danny's sardinix, grabbed hold of his arm and hoisted
him onto his feet. Danny's nose and knees wer&chexdhbut apart from that he seemed to be
unhurt.

'‘Are you okay?' Fank shouted, still deafened.
'‘My back hurts.'

‘What?'

'My back hurts.'



Frank turned him around and around but he couldn't see@mypf injury. No blood, no rips
in his jacket. '‘Come on," he said, 'let's get out of hdeetbok hold of Danny's hand and
pulled him along the street as fast as he could run, until they detheliecar. He wrenched
open the door, bundled Danny into the back seat, and then seized his cellphone.

'‘Emergency? You're goirig have to send everythingyve got - fire, police, ambulance,
everything. A bomb's gone off at Thedaes school on Franklin Avenue. That's right. No, no.
It's a bomb for sure. People have been killed,deen them. Children. | don't know how
many.'

‘Can you give me yourame, Sir?

'Frank. Frank Bell. | was just taking mgn to school and bang. There were children killed.
They're lying all ove the parkirg-lot. It's jug terrible!

'‘Okay, sir, pleae try to stay calmAre you at a safe diance fronthe schoohow?'
'Yes, yes | am, | thinkMe and my son.

'Stay well away until the enggncy services arrive. Tleecould be a secondary device. Warn
others to tay away, too.'

‘A secondary device? You meanotherbomb?'

‘Just stay welaway, sir, butmake yourself kown to the plice when hey reach you.'
'‘Got you, yes.'

Danny was white'Was that doomb? Was that realf a bomb?'

Frank nodded. He was shaking so much that he could tsgrelak. ‘How do you feel now?
Does your backtgl hurt?'

Danny grimaced athnodded. 'Ny knees are bleedg.'

Frank reached into the glove-box and found him a Kleenex. He looked back toward The
Cedars and saw a thick cloud of gray dust rolling out o$¢heol parking-lot and across the
street. People were staggering out of it with their hands held out in front of them, like
zombies.

‘Listen,’ he sal, 'l have to go bek to help.You stay here andall mommy. Td her what's
happened,dll her we're bbth okay.'

Danny said, "Yothave bloodon your face.’

'What?' He touched his forehead and it felt wet. He pulled down his sun-visor to look at
himself in the mirror. There was a small cut just below his hairline and the blood was sliding
down toward his n@s He tuggeduwd another Kleeex and dabbed af gtaring at himse

while he did so. Apart from that single minor injury, he looked completaimal. Thin-

faced, pale, mpectacled. Howould he look so noral, when he had $tiwitnessed a bomb
goirg off, andall those aildren kiled?



‘Call mommy, okay?' he said, handing Dahisycellphone. 'She's going to see thison TV,
and | want herd know thatwe're safe.’

Wednesday, September 12, 9:41 a.m.

Frank jogged back toward the school. The dust was settling nowadhehdly the outline of

the church building was reappearing. It lookeudhfithe street as if the entire front of the
library had been demolished, as well as half of the front portico vang €ngle window was
broken. Teachers and children were emergioign the side entrance, most of them bloodied
and smothered in dust, all of them walking in a strange hypnotized shuffle, like hermits let
out of a cave. Some of them were screaming a high, monotonous scream.

Several people were already sitting on the sitlewreir faces scorched, their clothing
ripped, their eyes staring in shock. A middleehg@man came limping toward him, holding
up her left arm. She wore a brown floral dress and her dgivagewas sticking up in the air as
if she had been electrocuted. She had no left hand, only a stump with a whiséidiong

out. 'I'm all right," she reassured him, as sheagghed. 'Don't worry about me. See to the
children.'

'Here, sit down," he told her, and eased her onto the grass withdkesigainst the wheel of a
parked car. Hganked oftis red-and-gllow necktie ad twisted it arounter forearm,
knotting it tight. 'Just stay here, ma'amyye going to be okay. Therpanedics will be here
in a couple d minutes:.

'It doesrt'hurt, you kow," she said, wking at her wist and turning it tis way and tt, as if
it were quike a novelty. 'It dogn't hurt n the slighest.'

The wrought-iron school gates were still standing but tiaelybeen strangely twisted, as if he
was looking at them through rippling water. Beside the gatespiiak's security booth was
leaning at anrayle, and all thglass had beerdwn out of the windes. Mr Lomax himdé

was sitting on hisavolving chair his beige undrm in black tattes, like crow'séathers.

There was a large black lump in front of his le®,egnd as Frank came cautiously closer, he
realized that it waithe head of a elahammer. Thehaft of the hammehad penetrateMr
Lomax's eye-socket and it was otllg hammer-head that had prevented it from going clean
through his skull and out the other side.

Frank stood byhe securitypooth, breathlesswimmy-haded, feelingompletelyhelpless.
Teachers anchddren were stilmilling around atside the side eratnce, and he dperately
wanted to do somtig to help them, lihe couldn't thik what. As for thelaldren lyirg in
the parking-lot, blasted to bloody pieces, theye beyond anlying but burial, and prayers.

'Oh shit," he said. 'Oh shit." He turned awag his eyes were suddeohpwded with tears.

A girl appeared, close beside him. Her cropped brunette hair wasweithhelust, and her
jeans and her buttermilk-colored blouse was finely spattered with blood. She avegwe
only one sandal.

'‘Are you okay?' shesked him. She reached out and gently touched his shoulder as ifrehe we
trying to make sure that he was real.

'‘What?' he said, frowning at her. He was still half-deaf.



She leaned closer, holding his shoulder more firmly. yateokay?' she asked him. "Yieu'
not hurt, are you?' She had a husky voice, likeavy smoker.

'l have this riging in my ears. Buotherwis - no, I'm fine.'
'It was a bomb,' she said.

'l know. But | don't know what to dochlled 911 but they said | had to keep yawde
cleared his thiat and wiped his eg with his finges, leaving wegray smeas down his
cheeks. 'Somthing abotia - secondg something. Deice, bomb'

You didn't have a child here, did you?' she asked him.

'‘My son, he goes here. But we wdeld up in traffic. Otherwise - Jesus. But all those other
kids. Oh Gal. All those other kils.'

'I've lost somebody,’ thgdrl told him. She said it in such a flat tone of voice that he blinked
and focused on her more closely. Her irises wiesed-out blue, almost colorless, and he had
the strangest feeling that he had sen ter bdore. More thanthat - that he adually knewher.

'I'm so sorry. Not yourlald, | hope?
'No & not a child Somebody clser than that.'

He looked around. He could hear sirens whooping and scribbling toward them in the warm
morning air. 'Listen, why ddnyou sit down?' he suggested.

'I'm okay | just wantedo make sure thgbuwere okay.'
‘Sure, I'm okay.'

Around the devaated school an matural quiet hdescended. Onthe yicca leaves,
rustling down. Only the dist setting. The chidren had stpped screamg and eventiough
some of them were sobbing, they were vaoted, as if they were afraid to make too much
noise.

Wednesday, September 12, 9:44 a.m.

A police car slewed to a halt in front of the school, quickly followedrmnther, and another.
Then two fire trucks came up the street, their lights flashing and their horns blaring like
enraged elephants. Next, an ambulance, and two more squad cars, and auotaece,
and another fire truck, and three TV vans. In the sphadew minutes, Franklin Avenue
was crowded with emergency vehicles @olice and firemen running out hoses.

A police officerwith a gingerysweeping-brdsmoustache camg to Frank and & 'Did
you witness tfs, sir?

'l was taking my boy tochool & we were late.’
'‘But you saw whahappened?

‘There was a white panel van it§ust exploded. | came back to help but | didn't know what
to do.'



'‘Okay, ligen. Right now wedve to get this siaion under condi, but we'll ned to speak to
you later. &7e me your ame and addressid telephone mber and somebodyill be in
touch withyou later today.'

Frank reached into his billfold and took out his business card. 'This younspladyhat
happened,do.’

The police offier looked aroundim, left, then rigt, and then he sigged in bafément.
Frank turned, and was just in time to see the girl disappearing around the c@astrar
Street.

'She &er. She leftShe's prohbly even more sbcked as | am.’

‘That's okaysir. Now, if you can leave tharea and let themergencyeople get on wht
what they haved do.'

'Of course, yes. Bsolutely.'

Frank took one more look across at the school. Paramedics were ateggulgg through the
litter of the falle children, kndeng down now ad again to chécif any of tlem were still
alive. The clock in the church steeple chimed the three-quarter hour. Ubisafiyovoked a
flutter of California quail, but this time there were none. They had all bigéeihed far
away by the bomb-blast.

Frank walkedback to hiscar and clinbbed in. Dang was still stting in the back seat,ldnough
he was looking very pale. Deky shock, thought FranKe was sufferingrom shock, too, to
the point where he found it difficult to make his lips speak any sense.

‘Danny? Did you maage to talko mom?'

Danny didn't answer but simply stareden. He had the strangest expression on his face, as
if he were smiling at a private joke.

'‘Danny? Are you fe@hg okay?'

Still Danny didn't answer. Frank twisted round in his seat and said, '‘Come mmp, ¢Haake
you home and you cago to bed for the rest of te day.'

Danny continued to stare at him. Frank said, 'Darwit fooling around, Danny, this is too
damn serios.’

He climbed ait of the caragain and opged Danny's dooiHe reached dufor Danny's
shoulder and as he did so Danny fell sidess@yto the seat. The back of his blazer was
soaked dark with blood.

Oh God, no. Oh God not Danny. Frank lifted Daopyand cupped his face in both hands. He
was stillwarm. But hg eyes were unfased and hisnouth was hnging open ath he wasn't
breathing.

Frank felt agf his hearthad droppeden thousad feet. He scoped his hads under Dany's
legs and lifted im awkwardlyout of the car. Tére was blood ewgwhere all over his shorts,
all over his thighs, even on his sneakers.



'‘Paramediche screamed, maing back alonghe sidewalk witiDanny lollingin his arms.
'For Christs sake get me paramedic!'

Wednesday, September 12, 6:47 p.m.

At the hospital, the young medical examiner came out to the waitingvheza he and

Margot were sitting beside a parchedcaiand a black youth with an interminable sniff. The
medical examiner was soft-spoken, evasive, with hairy hands that craoded &is knees

like two tame tarantulas.

'I've exanined Dannyand I've dicovered whatdppened. An ordary woodwerking nail
penetrated his middle back between his fifth and his sixth ribs. It was traveling at
considerable Vecity, almos as fast as a butldf it had gne right throulyg him, back to

front, his chances of survival would have been very mudiehi@ut, unfortunately, it struck

his sternum, his breast-bone, and was deflected back into his abdomen. It entered his liver a
an oblique angk, causng consderabletrauma.

Margot covered her mouth with her hand, although hes 8fed up with tears.
Frank said,l want you to be hosst with me doctor.'
'Of course.’

'If | had realized that Dannyas so badly injured &mean, if | had taken him to the hospital
immediatdy he was injued & do you think hey could have seed him?

The medical examiner glanced uneasily at Margnd then turned back to Frank.

‘In my opinion, yes. Buthat's ony my opinion.’
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