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dream he is in might go. The shot woman, lying uncomfortably on
marble, waves her fingers at him--or seems to. So his dream is doing
okay, except for its color. He has never before dreamed in colors &
such as these. Seft-blues-and- greens~ Nors Covn yni H1al blacic Spov sy
Aunld Sw (f of Qn en, Heer) ‘HLC!’ ‘IC"UW’ A .f_-ﬁf.e’,;...’
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The leading man pauses, raising his left hand to halt the silhouettes
behind him. They stop, editing their breath, making friendly
adjustments in the grip of rifles and handguns. The leading man turns
and gestures the separations: you two over there to the kitchen; two
more upstairs; two others into the chapel. He saves himself, his

brother and the one who thinks he is dreaming for the cellar.

They part gracefully without words or haste. Earlier, when they blew
open the Convent door, the nature of their mission made them giddy.
But the venom is manageable now. Shooting the first woman (the
white one) has clarified it like butter: the pure oil of hatred on top, its

hardness stabilized below

Outside the mist is waist high. It will turn silver soon and make grass

rainbows low enough for children’s play before the sun burns it off,

exposing acres of bluestem and maybe witch tracks as well.

The kitchen is bigger than the house in which either man
was born. The ceiling barn-rafter high. More shelving than Ace’s

Grocery Store. The table is fourteen feet long if an inch and it’s easy




