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"AND WHAT DO YOU DO for a living?" the man in the dark blue suit asked.

The woman two seats down from him swirled her straw around the inner rim of her glass.  She looked like she'd just been told God doesn't know she exists.  She glanced toward him and mumbled, "Used to be a writer."

"Used to be?"

She didn't elaborate, just played with her straw.  The man in the dark blue suit was about to ask a follow-up.  Before he could, she said, "The magazine I write for is changing editors and the new editor doesn't like 'our direction.'"

"What magazine do you write for?"

"You wouldn't know it," she said.  "We're only a few rungs above tabloids.  We're sort of a scientific journal, for ideas that fall outside the realm of accepted science."  The bartender refilled the man's glass and the woman, after a pause, continued.  "We do stories on Atlantis, ghosts, ESP, UFOs.  But we never," and here she held up her finger, as if marking her point, and the man in the dark blue suit decided the drink in front of her hadn't been her first of the afternoon, "print fluff.  We don't print opinions, just the facts as we're able to get them."

"Do you work for that Science Faction magazine?" the man asked.

She sat up, looked surprised he'd named the publication.

"Yeah," she said.  "You read it?"

"Every month.  Which one are you?"

"Maggie Andrews," she said.  "I write the—."

"Yeah," he said, excited now, childlike in his glee, "you write the Theology column."

"That's right," she said.

"Angels and demonic possessions and stuff.  I read your stuff all the time.  That picture of Jesus in the hurricane, that was fake, right?"

"No," Maggie said.  She seemed to have sobered in the last thirty seconds.  "Like I said, we don't print anything but facts.  We had that picture analyzed by three different specialists, none of whom knew each other, or knew of the article, and they all concluded the same thing, that, as far as they could tell, the picture was genuine."

"Wow," the man in the dark blue suit.  "My name's Harris."  He slid off his seat and stepped toward her, holding out his hand.  "Harris Scott."

She shook his hand, then turned back and took another sip from her straw.

"So they're changing the magazine?" he asked.  "I can't believe that."

"Neither could we.  This new guy wants to be able to compete with the regular low-grade tabloids.  Said he isn't interested in hard facts; he wants to sell magazines."

"That's too bad," Harris said.  "I really like what you guys do.  You try to present facts, whether they disproved the story or not."

"That's exactly right," Maggie said.  "And we're the only ones doing it, too.  It set us apart."

Harris found himself in the middle of a short silence he didn't know how to fill, and he took his seat again, took a drink, and turned to Maggie again.

"You know what?" he said.  "I think I have something that might cheer you up.  Do you think this guy would change his mind if you gave him the story to end all stories, a story that would change the world?"

"If there was a story that would change the world," she said, "I wouldn't be the one to write it.  I have a confession; I'm not good."

"You' keep me reading every month.  Seriously," he said, "I've got the story for you."

"What do you got?" she asked.

"I've got the Devil at my house.  I haven't decided what to do with him, but I've got him."

"Yeah, I saw that episode already."

"What?"

"It was a Twilight Zone episode," she said.  "I've already seen it."

"No, nothing like that.  This is serious."

"Wouldn't it be easier to just ask me to dinner?"

"I'm not looking for a date, Ms. Andrews.  I want to give you a story."

"A story about the Devil locked up in your basement."

"No, he's not in the basement.  I've got him upstairs where I can keep an eye on him."

Maggie took the last of her drink, set the empty down and paid her tab.

"I'm going back to work now, Mr. Scott," she said.  "Enjoy the rest of your day."

"I'm serious," he said as she walked away.
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MAGGIE ARRIVED HOME, KICKED OFF her shoes and dropped her purse, then went into the kitchen.  She got a bottle of water, set it on the desk by her computer, then went to the bathroom.  When she came out, the phone rang.

"Hello?"

"Ms. Andrews?"  For a second, she thought the guy from the bar had gotten her number.

"Yes?"

"Ms. Andrews, I've got a story I'd like you to write for us."

It was the new editor, what'shisname, Benchly?  Berchly?  Something like that.  His first name was Craig, and he insisted everyone address him as such.

"Already?  I thought we didn't go to work on the new angles until next month."

"We're making an exception.  I don't want one of the other guys to get this one first."

"What is it?"  She unscrewed the cap on the water bottle and took a drink.

"Guy just called here, said he's got a story and he asked for you.  He said he's got—get this—the Devil locked up in his house.  Can you believe that?  What kinda whacko is this?  But it makes a hell of a headline, doesn't it?  'Hell on Earth.  And Living on Baker Street.'"

"Baker Street?"

"No, just a name," he said.  "You get the idea, though, right?  I want you to go talk to the guy, see what his story is, and see what you can get for me by the weekend, okay?"

He gave her the address, it was on Peru Street, not Baker, and hung up before she could argue with him.  She thought of calling back and telling him she'd already met the guy and he was a crackpot.  She was going to get to his house, and he'd show her an empty room, claiming the Devil was in there, but that he was invisible.  She sighed, took another swig from the bottle, and sat down at her computer.  She did a search for magazines hiring writers.
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WHEN MAGGIE ARRIVED IN FRONT of Scott's house, she wanted to get back into her car and return home.  She wanted to call the little punk Craig and tell him to keep his job, she'd find a job on a real magazine.  But who was she kidding?  With nothing further than a high school education, not even a background in English and no more writing experience than what she'd done already for the magazine, Redbook wasn't going to be returning her phone calls any time soon.  The real magazines didn't hire writers who hadn't proved they could write beyond the tripe she'd done for Science Faction, no matter how close to the truth they tried to stay.  To the big names in publishing, theirs was still just a UFO rag.  And there was nothing that said she couldn't go inside, get Scott's story, and still write the truth; that he was a crackpot.  If Craig didn't like what she turned in, well, maybe she'd stick to her guns and start looking for a real job.

She knocked on the door, then turned around and watched the street while she waited.  A chill ran up her back
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