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Keeper
Orion hovered over the town. A desert wind moved across the front of the barn where Keeper stood as he looked at the sky, focusing on Sirius, blue with an elusive red twinkle. 

“Can’t sleep?” a voice came from the middle of the street.

“It just seemed like a good time to watch the stars,” Keeper replied.

“Well, I couldn’t,” Red said as he moved toward the taller man. He looked overhead. “They sure are bright tonight,” and, zipping up his padded hoodie, added, “You forget how cold the desert can get.” 
“Feels good after the long summer, though.”

Both men were quiet for a while. “I didn’t want to stay in the room. Kept thinking,” Red said.

“Junction has that effect. The past, maybe a certain future if we can get to it.”

“Not for me.”

Keeper looked at him. “You’ve only been here a couple weeks, but you know what I'm talking about, sleep or no sleep.”

A bit irritated, Red replied, “Can we not talk about that. I didn’t leave the motel to get a lecture.” He rubbed his hands together and shoved them into his coat pockets. “It’s really chilly in this wind.” 

Red looked up and down the street at the few buildings in the small town, his eyes resting on the motel. “There are two others here, Cleo in the motel and Joe in that bar. And we're all in the same boat.” 

Keeper thought for a moment. “There will be another soon."

“Soon? Oh yeah, I forgot you can tell.” He pointed at the garage across the street. “Does anybody ever use that?”

“Not for a while.”

“Tell me about the people who leave, and no more lecture. I'm talking about them, not me.”

Keeper thought for a moment. “For some, it’s hope. Attempt followed by attempt until they have the courage to face their demons. For others, it’s desperation. For them remaining in Junction is worse than the trauma they face." He turned to Red. "What about you?”

“It’s funny, or you will think it is, but, you know what? I’m getting to kind of like it here.”

“That’s a rationalization,” Keeper said.

“No, I mean it. Where I came from. I don’t want to go back there, fix or no fix. Anyway, how can I be sure the same thing wouldn’t happen again?”

“The club where you played your trumpet. The fight. Whirling it into your manager’s face? That’s why you’re here. When you leave, you should be in control to the point where that wouldn’t happen. Oh, you’ll have the same urge for violence, certainly, but you will have this second chance, a new choice.”

“I don’t know. Every time I think about that S.O.B., all I want to do is knock him cold. Firing me and the things he said. I really hate him and I can’t see doing things any different. He deserved what he got.”

“And you deserve what you got? One step away from arrest, prison. The man was put into a coma. Your fate was sealed with that one moment of temper.”

“That’s what I’m saying. Here, none of that matters.”

“It seems to matter. You couldn’t sleep,” Keeper answered.

“How about I just let things ride.”

“What I said about the reasons people develop the need to leave? Yours will be desperation. Those nights where your history plagues you? That will continue. It will force you into a decision to act differently.”

“I don’t think so,” Red answered. He gestured toward the other side of the street. “I wonder if they're having nightmares.”

“Nightmares. I understand how you’d see it that way. Think, rather, paths to new lives. Some will avoid confinement, as you would. Others, they'd avoid what they see as the only escape. Suicide.”

Red shook his head. “I won’t take that road. Too much music.”

Keeper took his eyes off the strip of morning light in the East. “The music of life? That’s poetic for a cynic.”

“No, just music music.”

They were silent for a while. Then Red said, “Well, guess it’s time for reveille,” as he raised the trumpet. He flexed his fingers on the valves and brushed his lips across the mouthpiece. “Man, that’s cold. Better warm it up, and he started his walk across the street.
From behind the counter, Cleo watched a man enter the motel. “Morning. I didn’t know the desert could get this cold. Looks like you have plenty of vacancies.” 

“Always do,” she said handing him a pen.

He took the pen but hesitated at the exotic look of Cleo's dusty-toned skin and the fall of her curly hair across her shoulders.

As he signed his name and city of residence, he said, “Always do?” He turned toward the front window. “Right. This doesn't look like a tourist stop. In fact, I had no intention of stopping but I drove all night. The sun’s still pretty hot in the afternoon. Better driving at night. I’ll just need a room for today.”

“Sure you will.” She looked at the register. “B. Franklin, Tulsa. What’s the ‘B’ stand for? Ben?”

“No, worse. Barry. But I’ve just used B. ‘Barry Frank sounds too much like ‘Very Frank,” he chuckled. Kind of a joke my parents thought up. Funny, huh?”

Her expression didn’t change as she asked, “Where were you headed?”

“Were? I am headed to L.A. on business.”

As he said this a sound came from outside.

“What is that?” He listened for a moment. “A trumpet? Somebody’s practicing?”

Cleo looked past him. “That’s Red. He plays every day about this time.”

“He was in the service or something? Old habits die hard.” He listened for a moment. That doesn’t sound like reveille. More like an old jazz song.”

“St. James Infirmary,” Cleo said.

“Cheery. If you’ll excuse an observation, you don’t come across as a person who enjoys being here that much.”

She focused on the front window. “Look out there. What do you see?”

The man turned. “Not a lot.”

Reaching behind her she handed him a key. “You’re in number four.”

The new stranger walked into the building with the “Joe’s Restaurant and Bar” sign over the door. 

“Hi, new in town?” came a question from the darkness on the other side of the room. 

“Hello. Can’t see too well, yet. Just this morning.” He moved toward the voice, carefully avoiding a couple of chairs.

“Have a seat. Name’s Joe, like the sign says.”

“I’m Barry,” he answered lowering himself onto a barstool. He eyed Joe, a big man with a round face and protruding belly under a white apron. It reminded him of a happy Buddha. “Joe’s, huh? Sounds like something out of a movie.”

“Better. You’ll see.”

“I’m only here for a day to get some rest. Traveling at night.”

“Can’t ever tell. You might like it.”

Barry gave a short laugh. “Sure. Lots of action.” As he said this, Glenn Miller’s “In the Mood” began playing from somewhere. “What the hell? Did you do that?”

“Glenn Miller. Never get tired of it. Like it? Hey, how about some coffee and a sweet roll?”

“What? Oh, sure. Funny, that tune was going through my head when I pulled into town.” He looked around into the dark spaces.

“Over there, in the corner,” Joe said pointing.

“I couldn’t pick up any stations in the car.”

“Yeah, we’re lucky. Junction is sort of special.”

As Barry was about to continue, the front door opened. “Morning, Keeper.”

“Hello. Coffee fresh?”

“Just making a pot for our new friend.”

Keeper turned toward Barry. “As Joe said, I’m Keeper. You’re Barry, right?”

“You must have talked to Cleo at the motel.”

“No need. We get to know newcomers rather quickly here.”

“Know? We just met.”

Joe smiled as he placed the coffee and apple turnover in front of Barry. “Yeah, how did you know that, Keeper?” as he poured a new cup and sat it before him.

Keeper was silent. Barry looked from one to the other. “Am I missing something? This is like a joke I don’t get.”

“How’s the coffee?” Joe asked.

He took a sip. “Fine.”

Joe looked out the front window at the barn across the street. “Looks like Red is at it again.”

Keeper tasted his coffee without turning. “Yes, he’s learning. A good student.”

Barry turned toward the window. “You a teacher?”

“No. Red’s just a good student. Always curious. He’s learning more about the machine. Getting ready.”

“Machine?”

“In the barn. Quite a setup,” Joe said. “Maybe Keeper will show it to you.”

“Sounds interesting but I have to get some sleep before I take off tonight. L.A. is still a few hundred miles.”

Keeper gave him a long look. “Think that will help?”

“Sleep always helps.”

“I mean Los Angeles.”

“I have business there.”

Joe turned back to polishing glasses and mumbled, “You have business here.”

Barry gave him a sharp look. “What? Nothing here.” He looked at both men. “This is getting strange,” and sliding off the stool, he laid a five on the counter. “Thanks for the conversation.”

“They’ll find you. Embezzling a bank usually leads to a successful investigation,” Keeper said.

“What are you talking about?” Barry said in an angry voice.

“You’re a good man. Just in over your head. Gambling inflicts some people in vicious ways.”

“Who are you guys!”

Joe’s mouth held a different kind of smile. “My friend, you didn’t just show up in Junction. You were brought here.”
Light from outside bounced across the bronze controls of the machine. Red moved to the end with the raised symbols and looked across the length of the table supporting the complex structure. “These have to mean something.”

He ran his fingers across the matrix of glowing symbols. A low hum began. “The music again.” 

Some of the rods began a slow, piston-like movement. The wall on the opposite side of the barn turned from the color of wooden planks to a smooth whitish texture. “How did I do that?” he said to himself. Again, he placed a hand on the symbols but to no effect. “What if I touch them individually.” He did so methodically. At the third row down on the left, the hum became louder. “Okay, now the one to its right.” The far wall became lighter. “And now the next one.” At this, the hum ceased and the wall returned to knotted, wooden planks.

Red lowered himself down to the floor to look at the underside of the long bench. “This can’t be.” What he saw was the reverse of the upper side of the machine. “Where’s the support?” He expected to see some overhang of the machine from the bench, but there was only the lengthy complex of brass ovals, rods, and round, concave depressions similar to those on the machine’s top. Nothing held it in place. “It’s just suspended.” His eyes went to each end of the bench, which he assumed the machine rested on. 

He stood up and moved to the matrix of symbols and inspected the underside. As he ran his fingers along the underside of the brass, he felt no contact between it and the wood. “This thing. It just sits here, in mid-air. What’s the bench for? Show?”

From behind him, Keeper said, “It seems to just float doesn’t it?”

Red couldn’t take his eyes off the machine. “What is this?”

“I don’t know. For some time I’ve examined it and attempted to decipher those symbols.”

“What’s it for?”

“All I can say is that when it’s time for someone to leave, the machine transports them.”

“How?”

“My only part in the process is to move that lever forward,” Keeper said pointing to a longer brass rod midway along the complex.

“And what happens?”

“The machine hums, rather loudly, that wall brightens, and the lever glows. Someone who is ready has already appeared at the front of the barn. I move the lever forward.”

“Ready?”

“The person moves toward the wall, stands for a moment, and, I’m not sure how to describe it, becomes one with the wall and is gone.”

“Did someone tell you all this stuff?”

“No. Strange as it seems, I just knew it.”

“When you say, ‘Time for someone to leave . . .’”

“When they have made it through whatever they have to do to go back. To leave Junction.”

“Whatever they have to do.”

“Think of it as redemption. Before you arrived, there was a man, in somewhat the same circumstance as your own. He killed another for a gross insult to his wife. He didn’t mean to kill him, but anger got the best of him, and he slammed the man into a wall. It was just hard enough to cause his death.”

“Temper.”

“Like yours. His trials here involved reliving that exact scenario but without the violent action. That same night, and these trials usually happen during the night, he stood inside the barn. The machine came to life. The rest happened as I described.”

“And this would happen to me?”

“Yes.”

“Where do they go?”

“Again, don’t ask me how I know. They are taken back to the same location at around the same time.”

“And they do the same thing.” 

“No. They’re aware from their time here in Junction, and act differently, as difficult as that might be. And they go on with whatever life they had.”

“You mean I would go back, not smash my boss’s face in, and I would be a free man?”

“That’s the idea, which is why I don’t understand your inclination to remain here.

Red was quiet for a moment. “I guess I’m afraid.”

“Red, if you manage this in Junction, you’re well on your way to controlling your anger when you go back.”

“I need more time.”

“Time you have. We’re not going anywhere.”
In Room Number 4, Barry rolled back to his other side and found the sheets just as hot. He opened his eyes and looked at the strip of light at each end of the front window curtain. “This is hopeless.” He could usually sleep soon after lying down and closing his eyes. No thoughts or figuring, just a drift into the pleasant chaos of dreams. 

The papers, the phony transfers moving money into a personal account, falsifying transaction records. These images floated beneath his closed eyelids, a visual litany. “God, I’ve got to think about something else. Or not think at all.” But every time his mind released a purposeful image –eyeing a brunette at a bar, the first steps onto the ramp of a cruise ship out of New Orleans – it was back to the bank.

“Okay, Cleo. You’re awake all day. Up for some conversation with a wealthy admirer?”

He rolled out of bed and pulled on his slacks and put on a white shirt. Outside, it wasn’t as hot as he expected, but driving at night was still the best option. He walked into the motel office and heard the sound of a television, an organ background to conversation. “An old soap opera. Out here? No station for a hundred miles.” 

Cleo walked out of the back, her walk as casual as her clothing – shorts and a loose, blue blouse. “Something wrong with the room?”

“No, the room’s fine. Just couldn’t sleep. I usually don’t have any problem, not even in the daytime.”

“Stuff on your mind, huh?”

“I just couldn't get to sleep.”

“That’s common around here.”

“The desert?”

“The past.”



Barry paused for a moment. “How do you mean?” 

The volume of the television in the back room increased. He looked around Cleo. “That’s pretty loud.” When she didn’t respond, he continued, “I suppose it helps take your mind off this place. Like soap operas?” 

“Nothing takes my mind off this place.”

“Say, I’m getting a little hungry. Would you join me for some lunch next door?” Smiling, he added, “Unless you’re busy.”

She walked around the end of the counter. “Let’s go.”

Inside the cool interior of the restaurant, Cleo settled into a booth by the front window and Barry seated himself across from her. 

“Who is that?” he asked as he nodded toward the window. 

Cleo turned to see Red standing across the street by the opening to the barn, holding a trumpet. “That’s Red, the guy you heard. Doesn’t seem to have a last name. Just registered for a room as ‘Red.’”

They watched as he paced in slow steps back and forth across the barn’s entrance. His mouth moved as if he were talking.

After a few seconds Barry asked, “Is that guy . . . you know . . . all right?”

Cleo laughed aloud at this. “Playing a ‘20s jazz tune for reveille, carrying his trumpet around, and talking to himself? That isn’t all right?”

“It wouldn’t pass for normal in Tulsa.”

“Like the movie said, you’re not in Tulsa anymore.”

“That’s for certain. The fact is, I don’t know where I am. This place didn’t even show on the map, not even as a rest stop.”

“You could say Junction is nowhere in particular.” She turned toward the bar. “Joe, you back there? How about a couple cheeseburgers.”

The heavy-set man came out wiping his hands on his apron. “Just cleaning up a bit. Sure. Beer? Cokes?”

“A couple beers will do it.”

“Be a minute while the grill heats up.”

“Cleo.” Barry said with an inviting smile. "Interesting name. Short for Cleopatra?"

"My mother played a lot of jazz on the stereo. Her favorite was Cleo Laine, the singer. Black daddy and white momma like me."

Sensing he had inched too far into the personal, he changed the subject. "Cleo, what is going on here? In this town, I mean. I’m not sure how to say it, but the place is just strange.”

“I like an observant man. Maybe we’ll become friends.”

“Sounds good to me, but I’ll be leaving tonight.”

“That’s the plan, huh?” she responded.

“If I can finally get some sleep this afternoon.”

As he said this, he heard the door behind him open. Red saw them and walked over to the booth. "Join you?"

Cleo motioned to the seat beside her. "Sure.”

Barry studied him as he settled in laying his trumpet at the end of the table. "Hello, I’m Barry. You sure like that instrument."

Cleo said, "His security blanket."

"That's not fair. It's just what I do. I’m a musician. Name’s Red."

Barry asked, "How long have you been here, Red?”

Cleo turned toward him. “He took up residence a while back." She moved her left hand behind his head and caressed the back of his neck with her fingers. "Rolled into town like a lost puppy, stashed his VW in the garage, and starts our mornings with a trumpet solo.”

“About that, what’s the tune you play? Cleo said something about an infirmary.”

“St. James Infirmary,” Cleo said.

Barry asked, “Why that? The melody sounds kind of down."

“The infirmary, according to Keeper, is where a soldier ended up after blowing his money on women. He gets sick in that place and dies. I don’t have to tell you what from.”

“Morbid.”

“Red had a bit of a row with his boss when the jerk was coming on too strong to a woman he was hot for. The club was St. James.”

"Pretty serious argument," Barry said.

"You can ask his boss about that if he can still talk.”

“So this is kind of a stopover hideout?”

Red looked at Cleo and they both laughed. 

“This place is like a joke I don’t get.”

Cleo stopped laughing and in a level tone answered, “This town is no joke.”

“If you hate the place so much, why don’t you just leave. There’s the highway. You have a car; you drove here. Just take off.”

Red tilted his head as he looked at Barry. “Is this guy clueless? He’s really out there.”

“Barry, you can’t sleep because you can’t stop thinking about the bank. You had to get the money to pay off gambling debts but the bank caught on. Now you have another job.”

“Another job? What are you saying.” He stopped, realizing this was the second person who knew his background. “How do you . . .”

“In Junction, we know quite a bit about one another,” Cleo said.

“Pretty much all of it,” Red added.

“The job I mentioned. You start tonight.”

“Yeah, you’re hired,” Red chuckled.

“You guys are crazy. Everybody here is crazy,” Barry said as Joe set the food and two beers on the table. He looked up a Joe. “Are you nuts, too?”

“Certifiable. Red?” 

Red pointed to a glass of beer.

After a confusing lunch with two people who generated dozens of questions in his mind, Barry excused himself in an awkward escape to the front of the restaurant. The midday sunlight hit his body like an open oven. He rolled up the long sleeves of his white shirt and looked at the barn. 

“There’s the old guy tinkering with that weird machine,” he said, noting the large gray shirt draped over the top of wrinkled, khaki pants, topped with a gardening hat. He walked into the barn and saw a room-wide length of bronze metal with so many components that classification was impossible. An engine? With bronze parts? And its rods and raised globes that didn’t rotate so much as pulse.

“This is beautiful.”

Keeper turned. “Beautiful and mystical,” he said as he polished one of the cones extending from its surface.

“Is it part of something? I mean does it run another section of the town? Underground, like a power system?”

“Yes, it is part of something, though not in the way you described.”

“Look, I just spent an hour with two people who talked like the index of a book with no references. Can you give me some straight answers?”

“You were given references but they have no place in your experience.”

“Here we go again.”

“Take this place, Junction. It’s not on a roadmap, yet you’re here. And people say you were brought to the town.”

“What about that? I’m headed to Los Angeles. I’m taking myself there.”

“Or that you’re not leaving tonight.”

“Yes, there’s another one. I am leaving tonight, for L.A., and nobody brought me here.”

Keeper turned and began polishing, again.

Barry shook his head, eyebrows raised. “Well?”

Without turning, Keeper continued, “You know a bit about Red’s history. Do you have any information about Cleo or about Joe?”

“Not really. Cleo was named after a singer. She made a point of her racial mix. Joe I know nothing about.”

“She had some trouble at home. Her father began taking advantage of her in unpleasant ways. Her mother was deathly afraid of the man and could do little to change things. One night the two parents had a terrible fight when her mother finally stood up to him. His hands were around her throat. Cleo rushed into the room. What could she do? She grabbed the baseball bat by the front door the family kept for protection in their bad area and with full force hit the man across the back of his head. He collapsed but, cursing the two women, began to rise. Cleo hit him again. He was unconscious. But she hit him again. And again.”

“And killed him.”

“Correct. No premeditation, just rage. From all the raised voices in the house, one of the neighbors decided to call the police. In short, Cleo was doubtless on her way to a lengthy prison sentence.”

“What does this have to do with Junction or with the machine?”

Keeper continued, “Joe’s story is much the same. Nearly unavoidable violence. He was in a park, eating lunch on a bench, when he heard an animal yelping. He looked to the side and saw a man holding a large dog by his leash and beating him mercilessly. Joe laid his sandwich down and walked toward the man, yelling at him to stop. An argument ensued immediately. You know --  my dog I’ll do what I want with him – and turned to strike another blow.

Joe grabbed the man’s hand and screamed that if he hit the animal again he would “flatten” him. A fistfight ensued but the owner of the animal took a step back and pulled a knife from his pocket. As he raised it, Joe used the force of his large body to strike his fist into the man’s nose, knocking him backward. Joe picked up the knife that fell from the man’s hand and drove it straight into his chest. And that was it.”
“The stories are similar.” After a moment, “How . . .”

“Did all of you arrive here?”

“You’re going to tell me it’s not coincidence." Barry waited before asking his next question.

Keeper said, “You’re wondering, what about me? Do I belong here?” 

“Yes. Do you?” 

Keeper ignored him. “Tell me, what do you make of Red?”

“Another evasion. That should be the name of this town: Evasion, Arizona.”

Keeper waited.

“Okay, Red? A simple man with one interest. Music.”

“Would you believe he likes it here?”

“Then he’s afraid to leave. No place to go. The only explanation.”

“He can go back.”

“Go back where?”

“To his former life.”

“The one where he beat up his boss, pretty badly sounds like. That would mean jail time.”

“If he were to return, from Junction, that event would not have occurred.”

“How is that possible? It happened, so it happened. You can’t change it.” “He would start a new past.”

“Cleo talked like that.”

“And yours would be a new path, too.”

“This is crazy.”

“You like that word, using it for anything that doesn’t settle in with your structure of the world.”

“The world is the world. I don’t make it. In fact, it seems to make me.”

“It does seem that way. Then, for no apparent reason, you drive into Junction, the town that’s nowhere in particular. And you find yourself talking to a crazy old man.”

“You nailed it.”

“How do you explain this?”

Barry thought for a moment. “What did Joe, the guy who runs the restaurant, mean by, ‘You were brought here’?”

“Junction brought you.” 

“You talk like it’s some kind of living force or something.” Keeper looked over at the huge, bronze machine. “Come on!” Barry paused. “Nothing can do that.”

“More craziness, right?”

Barry walked over to the bronze complex of gears and controls. “This? This does that? Is it from someplace else? Is it alien?”

“Not to us or the people who come into this town.”

“What the hell. Where am I? Really. Is this like an afterlife?”

“Forget, to the best of your ability, your conceptions of what you call ‘the world.’ Now, there are, apparently, an infinite number of paths, of lives, of events. Your experiences with gambling and the bank and the rest are just one of those paths.”

“Go on.”

“Junction, which is a representation of a common town with common activities – eating in a restaurant, a motel to sleep in, a garage for repairs, and so forth -- allows us time to redeem our actions.”

“This place is about redemption?”

“Correct. Last night you couldn’t sleep.”

“It was impossible.”

“Not impossible.”

“Yes, impossible! I couldn’t keep from thinking. It was like a noise in my head I couldn’t silence.”

“That was your first chance,” Keeper said.

“At? You’re not going to tie this in with the redemption thing.”

“If you gave in to those night thoughts that keep you from sleeping you would find yourself there, at the bank weighing the chances of escaping detection from the embezzlement.”

“You mean live my nightmare? You mean actually be back there? At my desk at the bank?”

“Yes, faced with a decision to change your future.”

“And if I had avoided the crime in this nightmare?”

“You would shortly find yourself walking across the street outside to the opening of the barn and standing in front of that wall,” Keeper said pointing to the large, bare, planked area at the end of the machine.

“And then what?”

“You’d be at your desk or near the office mulling over your options.”

“What about the money I owe from gambling?

“They wouldn’t exist, but you’re an addict of sorts. That close-to-overpowering urge would still drive your thoughts, but this whole experience, Junction, I, your time here, would also be in your mind, a kind of counterweight. And you would act according to whichever needs were the strongest.”

“What if I screwed up again? I can come back here and try another time?”

“Junction is kind but not forgiving.”

“No second chance.”

“That new life is your chance.”

The sun was down, and a few stars appeared above. Barry came out of his room and strolled to the front of the motel. He wasn’t seeking company, just lost in thoughts of his conversation with Keeper. The front door of the motel office opened, and Cleo walked up next to him, her hair stirred by the breeze from the mountains.
“You’re still here. No nighttime driving?”

“I had a long conversation with Keeper. Seems there’s more to this place than four buildings and cheeseburgers.”

“Then, you have the whole picture.”

“Despite what I pride as a logical mind, yes, and the weird part is that I believe it.”

“Nothing like a second chance.”

“Why me? Why any of us?” Barry asked.
“You might as well try to figure out the machine. The gift horse. Don’t analyze it; use it.”

“Give into the nightmare, experience it?” 
“I have relived it many nights. But it’s so hard not to keep hitting that monster with my bat. I can’t stop.”
They were quiet for awhile, then Barry said, “Wonder if we’d ever meet, I mean back there.”
She looked at him in his white shirt and his still-pressed slacks. “A nice thought but we’re from different sides of the tracks.”

“Ha. After this, I don’t think so.”

They looked across the street at the opening to the barn as two dim figures moved in front of the machine and then separated, one to the side out of sight. The opening became lighter. Barry said, “See that?”

“What’s going on?” Cleo asked.

“Let’s take a look,” Barry said, his hand on her waist nudging her forward.

As they neared the opening, the light inside the barn became blinding. What had been a low hum separated into deafening groups of dissonant chords. 
Cleo placed her hands over her ears but kept moving. Barry shielded some of the light with his hand. 

At once, both the music and the light receded. The two stood still and looked to the right where Red stood, his arm outstretched as he moved a glowing rod down to its resting position.

Silence. Then Cleo smiled. “Well, hello Keeper.”







