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Cosplay
By David Longhorn

	 

	“Look, it’s Commander Vosper!”

	Jack Schiller sighed, pretended not to hear the eager young voice, or the flurry of conversation that followed. He took a long, slow draw on his first, wonderful cigarette of the day, then doubled up in a furious fit of coughing.

	“He’s got the Centaurian Lung Plague!” joked one of the onlookers.

	The young kitchen staff standing around Jack by the dumpster looked at the weirdly dressed group pointing at the old guy in sweats, then back at Jack. He knew that not one of them had been born when Star Quest had last aired on prime time.

	The people pointing and getting excited were the usual mixture. A couple of neckbeards in Star Quest T-shirts, tented out above voluminous shorts thanks to many a late-night pizza and DVD session. There was also the mature guy, a fortysomething with rimless glasses and a hipster beard—what was it with beards these days?—who might be an academic or some kind of fan writer.

	And then there were three girls in costume. They drew the eye, despite Jack’s desire not to engage. One was in the fairly modest costume of a Space Ensign, essentially a red and black jumpsuit, albeit more tight-fitting than in the original show. The other girls were tricked out in the skimpy clothes of two of the show’s alien races. There were three basic alien types in Star Quest—goodies in fairly dull attire, baddies who were often jackbooted thugs, and slinky sirens. Both girls had picked the siren route.

	One standing out front of the little crowd was a statuesque blonde who clearly liked attention. And she had worked to get it. She was tricked out as a superb facsimile of a blue-skinned Antarean, a species of playful but essential good-natured spacefaring traders who often dealt in pleasurable experiences. The writers and costume designers had decided early on that while Antareans were a highly advanced species, they were also ignorant of the use of shirts and pants.

	“Hey, you in that TV show, man?” asked the barman who had served Jack three double whiskeys the night before. “Star Probe, right?”

	Jack inhaled another lungful of nicotine bliss. He had quit smoking for the duration of the show. Two years to create two seasons, though only half of season two had been broadcast before it was canceled. It had been the worst time of his life due to nicotine withdrawal, regular relapses, and more withdrawal. He had been tetchy, irrational, often forgetting his lines due to insomnia. Jack could not bear to watch his acting, which had varied from reasonable to old-school ham. And yet the goddam show had been the only damn thing he had ever done, in a career spanning forty years, that anyone had ever heard of.

	“Star Quest,” he said, politely enough. “You’re thinking of Planet Probe. Different shows, both aired in the late Eighties. Planet Probe had a TV movie a while back. I think they’re reviving it.”

	It was a reflex action to clarify the facts, as people got the name wrong all the time. But at least more and more young people recognized him—an ever-growing army of fans, it seemed. The reruns and fan-made YouTube stuff and other internet activity just kept the ball rolling. And of course, all that helped boost the conventions. Always the cons, Jack’s chance to sit at a desk and sign glossy eight by five pictures. Sometimes they were shots of himself as himself. More commonly, he signed his name to a glossy image of Commander Vic Vosper of the USS Claymore.

	There were also panel discussions, quizzes, and competitions to judge. He wondered if the girls now moving off, around the corner of the Wardville Hotel, would be finalists in the cosplay pageant. If so, it would be a tough call. What the hell, he was getting paid, and he would be on his best behavior because he wanted to be invited to the next con, and the next…

	The third girl’s outfit seemed even more interesting than the half-naked Antarean. She kept well back, half-shielded from Jack’s view by the group. But she was tall, and he could see enough of her outfit. She had come as a Medusan—maybe a Combat Leader, or even a Warrior Priestess. The writhing halo of tendrils was impossible to miss.

	“Always with the fancy hairdo,” he muttered. “The amateurs do a better job these days than the costume guys on the show.”

	One of the kitchen staff, a plump Mexican girl with a lurid punk haircut, gave him an odd look.

	“I mean the fans, the cosplayers,” he said, jerking his head at the motley group. “Some of them come as these sexy gorgon things. From the show.”

	The young woman smiled, appeased, but obviously not understanding him. He smiled back, painfully aware of how old and dumb he looked. Despite not fitting in, he genuinely enjoyed these dawn gasping sessions amid the hotel trash. He had long grasped one basic principle—treat the staff at hotels and restaurants with respect. He prided himself on never forgetting that non-celebrities were human beings.

	The conversation turned to a grim local news item. Apparently, a young man’s body had been found down by a reservoir, not ten minutes away from the hotel, according to the waiter. He had been horrifically mutilated. The word was, according to the plump waitress, that his ‘cojones’ were missing.

	“Well, at least he’s not missing them now, poor schmuck,” joked the barman. “Hey, there are mountain lions around that reservoir sometimes, they probably took a few bites. Sweetmeats, right?”

	The subject was distasteful, and while he took a few final puffs on his cigarette, Jack tried to screen it out. Instead, he pondered the remarkable rise of a group of seductive but deadly fictional aliens. The Medusans had been the surprise hit of the series, the most popular enemy encountered by Commander Vosper and the USS Claymore’s plucky crew. And all because a hard-pressed writer had run out of ideas and revamped the Gorgons from Greek mythology.

	Essentially the Medusans were feminists with a fleet of hyperdrive battlecruisers. As well as packing serious firepower, the all-female warrior race had hypnotic powers and snake-like tentacles for hair. A Medusan’s wriggly hairdo could lash out and paralyze an unsuspecting foe. They despised males of other species but needed their ‘genetic material’ to reproduce. That explained why they needed to subdue fine specimens like Vic Vosper on a regular basis.

	The show’s lack of a decent budget had made the Medusans look laughable at times, but in an odd way that had only helped their popularity. It was high camp, apparently, and camp was a great way to boost a fan following. And a couple of times, when the costumes and crude CGI and the script had meshed, it had made for a good episode. Unfortunately, the whole S&M thing, sexy but just a little scary, had kept the show firmly in the late evening wilderness of its network. Ironically, the sexy Gorgon girls were a major reason for Star Quest being axed.

	But now the Medusans were feminist icons, a classic case of unintended consequences. There was a whole subcategory of fanfic online, with writers—not all female—going deep into the history and culture of what thousands considered to be a complex and fascinating race. An alien species that had been sketched out on a napkin in an LA coffee shop was now the subject of at least one doctoral thesis.

	“Unintended consequences,” Jack thought, and had another coughing fit. When he looked up again he saw the girl disappearing from view. Around her head, the bouquet of black serpents writhed. She moved with serpentine grace, her skin shimmered with what looked like greenish scales. Then she was gone. He could not tell at this distance how much of her outfit had been Spandex and how much skin.

	Maybe she has that snaky green color all over? He chuckled. Once, Jack would have made a serious effort to find out. But now he only had to catch a glimpse of himself in a mirror to realize how pathetic it was for a man with a smoker’s skin, jowls, and a receding hairline to hit on even the keenest young fan. No, it was home that beckoned always, home with Debbi and the kids, an idyllic third marriage he was pretty sure he did not deserve.

	“So, you here all weekend?” asked the barman.

	“Yeah, for my sins,” Jack joked.

	The young man smiled dutifully.

	“So, what do they get out of it?” he went on, putting out his cigarette with a neat twist of an unpolished shoe. “I mean, why do they still want to meet people who were in a TV show? Do they think you’re the character you played?”

	“Some do,” Jack admitted. “One of my co-stars was this British guy, great Shakespearean actor. Lionel Greening. Never heard of him? No, well, he made more money dressing up as a galactic dictator than he ever made playing Hamlet or King Lear. He treated it all as a big joke when people stopped him in the supermarket and asked for his character’s autograph.”

	The young man was trying to hide his boredom now. Jack said his goodbyes, put out his coffin nail, and went inside to get properly dressed for the panel discussion. He was allowed to use the laundry elevator to avoid over-eager fans. A tiny maid with a huge trolley of bed linen nodded and smiled while they rose amid the odor of freshly washed cotton.

	He hadn’t thought of Lionel for years. Sir Lionel, he was in fact, but the Brits had this thing about not using titles when they were on set. A humble man, Lionel, in his way. One of the kindest and one of the best. Jack remembered the first time they had met, and how he had complained to the old Englishman about the lousy dialogue.

	“Dear boy,” Lionel had said. “We can’t write our own words, so we’re prisoners of other men’s ideas. That is our glory and our tragedy. Just make the most of it, bank the check, and have fun.”

	And they had. Lionel’s good humor and scurrilous tales about various celebrated actors had helped keep Jack sane. And then, just as Star Quest was being revived and the money started to get good again, the poor old guy had died. Just off stage, after a triumphant first night as Prospero in The Tempest.

	It really was how he’d have wanted it, thought Jack. But I wish he was here. Wish he could see how much he meant to all these kids.

	He emerged from the elevator and helped the tiny maid push her enormous cargo to the suite next to his. He had managed to dodge any fans while looking like a hobo. For a moment he thought he was about to be ambushed, as he glimpsed a lithe, dark shape with a distinctive, and active, hairdo. But the Medusan vanished around a corner, almost as if she were avoiding him.

	How do they make those tentacles wiggle? Jack wondered as he swiped his key card once, twice. Animatronics, I guess. The Deeley Boppers of the internet age.

	He washed, shaved, showered, and got dressed in slacks and a short-sleeved shirt that he decided not to tuck in. His gut was under control after years of over-indulgence in junk food, but he still felt sensitive about it. And there would be photo opportunities—another lucrative area. No mere selfies for Commander Vosper. And if they wanted him in full uniform, that would cost them more.

	For a moment, as he surveyed his reflection, he felt guilt, shame, the whole impostor syndrome thing. Then he took a deep breath, picked up his jacket, and felt the flask of a single malt bump against his hip. He took it out and put it into his flight bag. Then he went out and walked to the regular elevators.

	“Oh wow, quite a coincidence!”

	A young man, thin and intense with thick-lensed glasses, was approaching the lift from the opposite direction. Jack said hi. There was a vague recognition, an awareness that they had met before. As they waited, he made small talk and happily signed a new book of critical essays about the show. The glossy cover showed a Medusan warrior, Gorgon locks covering half the picture, aiming her ‘neuronic destructor gun’ at the reader.

	“Guess I don’t always make the cut, huh?” Jack said, only slightly peeved.

	“Right,” said the fan. “I think it’s kind of annoying, the way every other convo online is about them, now. My kid sister, she was always calling me a nerd and messing around with my action figures and stuff, putting them in compromising positions with her Barbies. But now she’s totally into the show just so she can dress up as Valeria the Seducer.”

	Jack got a genuine laugh out of that. He didn’t spend much time on fan Reddits, but the story was familiar.

	“Girl power, I guess!” he remarked.

	The young man clearly had no idea what he meant by it. Jack felt old again.

	The first session of signings and photos went well. Two other cast members were there—both minor supporting actors, but now sensibly treating their roles as a pension scheme. Then came the viewing of a ‘classic’ episode, followed by a panel discussion that got loud and silly and scurrilous. More signing of posters and books and even action figures of Commander Vosper, still sadly pristine in their boxes.

	And all the way through the morning, Jack saw how right the young man had been. For every cosplayer in the uniform of a Space Marine or an Antarean merchant, there were at least three Medusans. The latter fell into two categories. There were the ones who had clearly worked hard at a homemade outfit, with variable results. They tended to be friendly and queued up to get his signature and chat for the obligatory ten seconds.

	The others were much more convincing, their snaky locks prone to wriggle more energetically, their general demeanor quite forbidding. He began to think of them as the Dark Medusans, as their overall color was a green so deep that in some cases it was almost black. As well as slight variations in shade, some were mottled with patches of black or gray. He wondered if they were all members of the same fan group. There were so many, it was impossible to keep track.

	Lunch was another money-spinner. Not only did he not have to pay for it, he also got a cut of the hefty ticket price for those who sat at his table with the convention organizers. Jack, sober and on his best behavior, reeled off some of his favorite anecdotes, and only saw an eye-roll a couple of times. The series simply hadn’t run long enough for much to happen backstage.

	“So, the Medusans,” said a very pretty black girl in smart-casual clothes. “They were Clint Wagner’s idea, right?”

	“Right,” said Jack. “But he could never have guessed how they’d take off. I remember sitting with him after a long day and him grousing that all his best ideas were rejected. And the waitress, she brought our coffee and some of it spilled on a napkin. At least, I think that’s what happened—yeah, and the pattern kind of looked like a woman’s head but with crazy hair. And Clint, he got out his pen and sketched a face with these tentacles around it.”

	Jack paused, his mind whirring but somehow failing to engage with his memories. Had it happened like that? Something seemed wrong. He could recall the booth in the corner of the late-night café. There were maybe two other people in the place apart from them, plus the waitress and the girl at the counter. They had been grousing as usual and then…

	“Jack?”

	The pretty girl looked concerned, perhaps wondering if he was having a senior moment. He smiled reassuringly.

	“Guess my recollection is a little fuzzy—long day on set will do that to you.”

	They talked some more, ate, and Jack drank mineral water while the others split a bottle of wine. During a lull in conversation, he surveyed the hotel dining room. There was something—not exactly wrong, but different. Yes, it was the absence of the Dark Medusans. Not a single one of them seemed to be eating. That supported his idea that they were part of a cabal, maybe a little fanatical about the show, or their interpretation of it.

	“So, those Medusans with the real fancy outfits,” he said to Marie, the pretty girl. “Are they a new thing? I didn’t notice any in Pasadena. Or LA for that matter.”

	There was a pause, one Jack recognized as ‘polite young people trying to devise a response to an old guy saying weird stuff’. He got it a lot nowadays. He tried to explain what he meant, but Marie shrugged.

	“There are so many variations on the basic theme, but yeah, some people really take it seriously. Like, the Medusans are supposed to be evil, but all they really want to do is survive and live in peace with humans if they can.”

	This prompted the usual, intensely detailed discussion about the politics of a fictional universe dreamed up by a bunch of TV writers in the Eighties. Having seen the way the shows were cobbled together from wonky scripts and limited resources, Jack sat it out and finished his free meal. Then it was another round of panel discussion, and the final signing session, which meant getting into uniform.

	The elevator was empty, probably thanks to a screening of deleted scenes from the controversial episode ‘Big Trouble at the Black Hole Bordello’. It was the biggest stinker of the series and Jack had no desire to watch himself stumble over lines like ‘Put that weapon away or I will be forced to torpedo your installation!” By that stage, Clint and the other writers had become so disillusioned with low budgets and slipshod direction that they were sabotaging their own show.

	As he stepped out onto his floor, he again glimpsed a Dark Medusan vanishing around a corner. He felt oddly reassured that he was going the other way. He looked forward to a little snooze before he donned his uniform—a nicer version of the tight and scratchy jumpsuit he had actually worn for the show. But when he got to his suite, he found the door open. He remembered the tiny, smiling maid, wondered where her trolley full of linen was parked.

	“Sorry,” he said as he walked in. “Just carry on and I’ll…”

	But it wasn’t the maid. It was a towering figure, maybe six-three, its writhing halo of glistening tendrils almost touching the low ceiling. Jack felt a surge of irritation that a fan has gotten into his room, followed by a queasy sensation. A female fan was in his room, and there was no chaperone. He had narrowly avoided some very sketchy incidents in the boozy, chaotic Nineties. The last thing he needed was a threat to his marriage, the one genuinely perfect thing in his life.

	“I’m sorry, but you’ll have to leave,” he said as firmly as he could.

	The Dark Medusan was a statuesque young woman, her skimpy scarlet and gold costume and plastic ray gun identifying her as a Cosmic Priestess. And she showed no sign of leaving. Instead, she walked over to him with a very convincing ‘snake walk’, her locks turning to point at him. Now he could see that each head-tendril ended in a tiny, pale green orifice.

	“Look, your outfit is brilliant, but you shouldn’t be here, and I’m going to walk out that door and call security…”

	But there was another one behind him, and she was closing the door. Well, now he had a chaperone, so it should be fine. Except that it didn’t feel fine, because neither of the strangers spoke. The first cosplayer stepped closer and he noticed how intensely red her eyes were, almost as if they were glowing. He wondered if you could get that effect with contacts.

	“If you want autographed six by fours, I’ll happily oblige, erm, ladies,” he said.

	“We are not here for your signature, Jack.”

	The one behind him had spoken. Her voice was normal enough—deep for a woman, maybe, and sibilant, like a talking reptile. Better than the Medusans in the actual show, in fact.

	“Well if you have anything else in mind,” he said, taking out his phone, “I’m sorry, but I’m a happily married man. Hey!”

	Before he could move to stop her, the Medusan in front of him had put a finger to his lips. Her flesh was cool, the black nail like a talon just under his nose. Looking at the dark green of her skin, he felt irritated. He grabbed her wrist and tried to move her hand away.

	“You’ll smear that gunk all over my…”

	He could not move her hand. Not a fraction of an inch. She might have been a marble statue for all the effect he had. He felt ridiculous, to be overpowered by a woman, then told himself not to be a sexist dinosaur. The girl was clearly some kind of bodybuilder, a fanatical gym bunny.

	And she was surely a crazed fan, one who was well inside his comfort zone. Behind a closed door. He sensed the other cosplayer close behind, felt a cool hand on his shoulder. Panicking, he dodged aside, letting go of the bigger woman’s hand. From bitter experience, he knew that the body paints such people used tended to be hard to remove. He jerked a tissue from a box by the bed and made to rub at his skin.

	But there was no hint of green on his fingers.

	“Wow,” he said, briefly forgetting his unease. “How do you get that stuff off? Some kind of alcohol rub?”

	The two dark green figures stood side by side. The taller one spoke for the first time.

	“It doesn’t come off, Jack. It’s the human-colored paint that comes off.”

	Jack struggled to process that, but at the same time, another fact was battling for his attention. He recognized the taller one, the strong one, the one with the fake ray gun that she was throwing casually aside onto a chair. Her blank, red eyes never left his, and he found himself unable to look away or even blink. And now he was toppling sideways, trying to land on the bed but not quite making it and sliding onto the carpet.

	“Sorry, Jack,” said the tall one, squatting down beside him. “This was never part of our plan.”

	Her cool hand, with its slight hint of scales on the back, brushed wayward gray hair from his eyes. Again, he had an overwhelming sense of familiarity, despite her outlandish appearance. Yet he was sure they had never met at a convention—he would have remembered that.

	“You were always my favorite, though Lionel was wonderful too. You didn’t know it, but you were acting well—just well enough to make us interesting, believable. We are truly grateful, Jack. After our fashion.”

	The smaller one hunkered down by her comrade and leaned over him.

	“We thought we had misjudged things when the show was ended,” she whispered. “Thousands of years we tried to make people believe in us enough so that we could come out into the open like this, hunt prey and sate ourselves more easily. The Greeks, the Romans, so many stories we spread, yet the image we kept planting in their minds never quite achieved the desired result—a genuine following, a cult of lookalikes.”

	“But with your show, we were proved right!” said the bigger one, triumphantly. “It only needed the right technology, the right culture, the right medium. And me to plant the idea in the right mind—of course, I was younger then, and a lot smaller. Small enough to pass.”

	Now Jack remembered that voice, and where he had seen that face before. The face had been light brown, attractive in a serene, intelligent way. But there was nothing so remarkable about beauty in a waitress at a Hollywood coffee shop. Had she spilled the coffee at all, he wondered? Or was that napkin already carefully marked with the requisite image?

	“That’s right!” said the taller Medusan. “I did put the idea into Clint’s mind, triggered it as best I could with a crude picture. It was just one of many efforts, many projects all over the world. But this one—the most meager in its way—this one worked.”

	The smaller creature—he no longer thought of it as a woman—was close enough for a forked green tongue to dart out and lick the tip of his nose.

	“Why… me?” he asked, after a herculean effort to speak. He had to force each word out of his near-paralyzed mouth.

	“We did not want this,” hissed the smaller monster. “But you began to wonder. You questioned and doubted. We cannot afford to take the risk. We must—with regret—eliminate the threat.

	“No!” he pleaded. “I… won’t… tell!”

	Nobody would believe me anyway, he thought. Can you read my thoughts? Please read them! Nobody would believe some crazy story about space monsters from an old lush, a ham actor.

	“We cannot take the risk,” said the smaller one.

	“And,” the larger Medusan said, “the manner of your death will generate more publicity, more followers. And we will roam ever more freely. At first, at the conventions and around the hotels. But eventually…”

	The tentacles around the smaller one’s head writhed, then reached down to fasten themselves on the sides of his face. He expected pain but instead felt a sudden sense of well-being. He knew he was being drugged or something like it, and he didn’t care at all. It was quicker and more powerful than any anesthesia. So when the bigger one started to take what she needed from his body, Jack felt no pain, and even the sight of the bloody harvest of his flesh being absorbed into her body aroused only the mildest dismay.

	“This is a great honor, Jack,” said the smaller one. “We select only the finest donors to honor in this way. Die knowing we love you, as we love all you ephemeral creatures who make this sacrifice so that our race can endure.”

	He felt the warmth of arterial blood pumping out, soaking his Chinos and the hotel carpet. It seemed unimportant. Debbi and the kids might have been nothing more than characters in a canceled show. His only real regret was that, though it was obviously impossible, he would have liked to see his green and glistening daughters.

	 

	* * *


Grandfather Clock
By Ron Ripley

	 

	Eamon McDermont walked into the small library and waited at the desk with his hands clasped behind his back. After a little less than a minute, a young woman stepped out of the back office, smiled at him, and hurried to assist him.

	“Good evening, may I help you with something?” Her voice was light and sweet, a perfect pairing, he realized, for her pleasant features and demeanor.

	“Yes, please. I’m Eamon McDermont. I was told that the Anger Library had recently come into possession of a large grandfather clock, one which the library would like repaired?”

	The young woman’s face brightened, and she let out a pleased laugh. “Oh, Mr. McDermont, I’m Tanya, Tanya Underwood. You and I have been exchanging emails about the clock.”

	“Please, Ms. Underwood, call me Eamon.”

	“Only if Tanya is acceptable to you.”

	He nodded and smiled. “It is, of course. Would you like to show me the clock?”

	“Yes, follow me. I was about to do my last rounds and make sure there were no children lurking in any corners.”

	“Do they do that often?” he asked, following her as she walked toward the back of the library.

	“Far more than most people think. We’re fairly close to the middle school, and we tend to get a lot of the pre-teens in here. They hide in different areas. There aren’t any cameras in the building, so they think that we won’t find them.”

	He chuckled. “Have they ever gotten away with it?”

	She shook her head. “Not once. Plus, we may or may not hint that the place is haunted. Most of them have a healthy fear of the paranormal, if not of authority figures.”

	“Is the library haunted?”

	Tanya smiled. “It depends on what you believe, Eamon. Personally, I believe it is. I’ve seen too many strange things happen. Books leaping off shelves, for instance. Plus, you can occasionally hear what sounds like newspapers being rustled from one section.”

	“Are there newspapers in it?”

	“There haven’t been newspapers in that part of the library since the eighteen forties.”

	Eamon nodded. “Well, I suppose that would make it difficult to rustle some papers.”

	“One would think.” She paused at a small door, took a key out of her pants pocket, and unlocked it. Tanya pushed the door back and pushed the top button of an old-fashioned light switch. A bulb flickered into life and illuminated a tall but shallow closet, the sole occupant of which was a grandfather clock that took Eamon’s breath away.

	“This is stunning,” he whispered. He glanced at Tanya. “May I?”

	“By all means,” she said, smiling.

	Eamon stepped forward and took off his gloves, slipping them into the pockets of his coat. He reached out and touched the case of the clock. The dark wood was cold to the touch and exceptionally smooth. The case was easily seven feet in height and by far the widest and deepest he had ever seen. Peering closer, he smiled, enjoying how the glass on the face was warped with age. Behind it, the face showed the crackled finish of paint that might well have been two hundred years old. The hands were intricate and slim, while behind them was a dark sailing ship, with her sails crowded onto the spars and masts, just rising over the horizon. It was, Eamon saw, forever six thirty-two in the morning according to the clock.

	And what does that ship look like, when the sun has risen, and she’s on the water?

	“Do you have a key for the case?” Eamon asked Tanya, glancing back at her.

	She shook her head. “No, unfortunately. The clock came to us like this. It was left to us by a woman who had been a patron of the library for almost ninety years. There was no information that came with it. No maker or anything. We searched through the glass, but we couldn’t even find a name on the clockworks.”

	“Curious.” Eamon turned his attention back to the clock. He let his hand slide over the wood again. “Do you want me to try and open the case here, or bring the whole thing back to my shop?”

	“How long would it take to open it?”

	Eamon glanced over his shoulder and smiled at her. “It could take minutes or hours. I really can’t say. It depends on the condition of the locks and all sorts of other factors. In the end, I might have to call in a locksmith to pick it.”

	“Well, as much as I love working here, I really don’t want to spend my evening waiting for a clock that may or may not decide to open. So, I think the best bet here would be to have you take it to your shop. Do you need to do that tomorrow?”

	“Oh no. I brought my work truck with me. All I need to do is bring my moving blankets and dolly in here. I think maybe ten, fifteen minutes tops should do the trick.”

	Tanya grinned and offered her hand. “That sounds fantastic, Eamon. If you would like to get what you need, I’ll do my final sweep, and then my coworker and I will close up the library.”

	“Excellent.”

	Eamon hummed happily to himself as he hurried out of the building. A light snow fell from the dark sky and rock salt crunched beneath his shoes as he walked to his truck. It was a medium-sized box truck, and in a matter of minutes, he had the back door up and blankets stacked on top of the dolly. When he wheeled it up to the door, he found Tanya there, smiling and holding the door open for him.

	“That was quick.” She smiled as she led the way back to the clock.

	“I’ve had a bit of practice.”

	“How long have you been repairing clocks?”

	Eamon thought
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