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A Note to the Reader
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Some of the characters in this story speak Singlish, an informal variety of English spoken in Singapore. For help with specific words and phrases, see the glossary at the back of this book.

Singapore, 1974
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Chapter 1
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Today, like every day, Mike paused to check the mail table on his way up to the dorm. There was still a big enough stack of letters to sort through, so he took his time studying every postage stamp, savoring the handwriting on each envelope, checking the name of the kid it was addressed to. As if by drawing out time he could draw out hope, and for those few minutes everything was normal, and maybe the next envelope in the pile would bear his own name, in the familiar cursive writing of his mother’s hand.

“Mrs. Watkins, Mike’s doing it again!” said Ming, punching his shoulder. “He’s hogging the mail!”

Mike frowned at her, resisting the urge to punch her back. “I am not,” he said.

Mrs. Watkins’ sandals came flicking in from the assembly room, and Mike steeled himself for a scolding. But she didn’t look mad when she appeared—old-lady eyes smiling tenderly from nests of wrinkles, behind a cage of wire-framed glasses. “Mike, it’s almost dinner time. Didn’t I ask you to put a shirt on?”

“I was just going,” said Mike. He looked dagger-eyes at Ming as he turned toward the stairs.

Mrs. Watkins called him back. “Wait, Mike. Come inside. I’ve been meaning to talk to you.”

Inside. The Inner Sanctum. Mrs. Watkins’ private bedroom with its own personal bathroom attached. Unlike most other rooms at the Christian Children’s Hostel, Mrs. Watkins’ room had a home-like feel, with family pictures and knickknacks and warm lighting. 

Mike sensed that he was in some kind of trouble. He felt the cool air from the ceiling fan on his naked shoulders and wished he had put a shirt on like he’d been told. But he followed her obediently into the room and sat stiffly in an upholstered armchair. Mrs. Watkins perched on the edge of her bed and looked at him.

“Mike, I got another call from your grandmother today.”

Mike stared, feeling the blood drain from his face.

“They would love to have you stay with them, until things get sorted out. We all know this has been a hard time for you. Being with family might—”

“No,” said Mike. The brusqueness of his voice made Mrs. Watkins frown. He added more softly: “Please.”

“Oh, Mike. It’s been more than six weeks.”

Mrs. Watkins gave him that understanding look that made him feel like a hopeless case. Which he probably was. But he also had a promise to keep, and faith the size of a mustard seed to make it true.

“I can’t just leave them there.”

Mrs. Watkins sighed through her nose, tight-lipped, as if there were words trapped inside that she dared not say. “Of course. You know this is your home for as long as you need it to be.”

Mike nodded, looking down at his sneakers, which were blurring into watery smudges.

“Now go put on a shirt, please,” said Mrs. Watkins.

He stood and marched stiffly out of the room, leaving the door open behind him. When he got to the stairs, he ran.

***
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Mike knew something was fishy when he found both roommates sitting on their beds with books open, pretending to read. Bryan wore his usual goofy grin, but Krisda was a dead giveaway, keeping his eyes glued to Lord of the Flies and snorting as he tried to hold in a lungful of laughs. 

“What?” said Mike, stopping halfway across the room.

Then he saw it. Perched atop his mattress, leaning back against the pillow with a Bible opened on its velvet lap. It was Charlie the tiger, resurrected from the dead.

“Dammit! I told you not to—”

He grabbed the stuffed toy by its ear and strode across the room. The middle dresser drawer was his. He jammed Charlie deep inside it, burying him under socks and underwear. His roommates howled.

“Uh oh, Mikey’s mad!”

“Shut up!”

“Oooooh.”

He would have to let the teasing run its course, like a passing storm. He dumped himself on his bed and opened up his Bible to hide behind. 

It was his mother’s fault. She was the one who had insisted on packing him. The tiger had caused a big argument on his last night in Da Nang. 

“News flash, Mom. I’m thirteen.”

“You never know when you might need an old friend.”

He still didn’t understand what could have possessed her. She was not normally an insane person. But now Mike and Charlie were stuck with each other. He couldn’t just throw the tiger in the garbage or something—it would have felt like an act of murder.

“God, Mike. We’re only kidding!”

“Damn, man. Grow up a little.”

Somewhere in the distance a bell was clanging. Getchu the cook was on the move, swinging her heavy handbell. “Dinner ready. Time for makan!”

“Come on, Mike. It’s sloppy joes tonight.”

Bryan and Krisda were already waiting for him at the door.  They always went down together. Passing first through the flimsy screen door at the top of the stairs, descending under the glow of a bare lightbulb teeming with mosquitos, out into the jungly night and back again into the brightness of the dining room, where a gaggle of twenty-six children was gathering. But as soon as Mike got there, Mrs. Watkins wagged her finger at him and sent him back upstairs.

He had forgotten to put on his shirt.
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Mike knew he had seen the man in the Hawaiian shirt before. He just couldn’t remember where. One thing was for sure, he didn’t look like any kind of Southern Baptist. Most of the other men wore a shirt and tie, and they drove big air-conditioned sedans and brought their wives and children with them. This guy rolled up to church in a red Mustang convertible with the top down, and instead of having a family with him, he brought a Lady of the Night.

At least, that’s what Bryan said she was.

“What’s a Lady of the Night?” asked Mike as they crossed the parking lot to the church.

Bryan rolled his eyes. “God, Mike. Have you been living under a rock your whole life?”

Next to the church there was a jungle gym, and the boys climbed up and perched on top. Technically they were too old to climb on monkey bars, but it was a good place to keep watch. From there they had a good view of the man in the Hawaiian shirt, who was opening the passenger door of the Mustang and offering his hand to the Lady, like she was the Queen of England.

“I swear I’ve seen him somewhere before,” said Mike. 

But where? There weren’t a lot of places Mike ever went, besides school and the hostel.  There were rules about where you could go and when. The only exception was Sunday, when you got to choose which church to go to.

The Lady of the Night stepped out of the Mustang in her high heels and miniskirt, hooking a manicured hand around the man’s proffered arm. They walked like that across the parking lot, the sky reflected in their sunglasses, like a couple of movie stars.

“Damn,” said Bryan. “This I’ve got to see.” He scampered down to the ground, and Mike followed him. 

A blast of air conditioning hit Mike as he entered the church, turning his bare arms to gooseflesh. He hurried to catch up to Bryan, but got stuck behind the movie-star couple as they promenaded down the aisle. Bryan had already zipped past them to claim the last empty pew. He must not have been betting that the couple would slide themselves in right next to him.

Mike was left standing in the aisle with no place to sit, like the loser in a game of musical chairs. It was getting to that time when everybody was supposed to be quiet and prayerful. The organ was softly playing “Abide with Me,” people were bowing their heads.

Then— “Sit down, kid.”

It was not so much what he said, but the way he said it—not like an adult telling a kid what to do, but more like a guy meeting another guy on equal terms. Not having to smile or say anything phony, because they understood each other.

Mike squeezed himself in next to the man in the Hawaiian shirt, and everybody scooted over a few inches. He wondered if people might mistake them for a family—the mom and dad in the middle, flanked on either side by two sons. The thought gave him a slightly creepy feeling, which he tried to dispel by studying his Bible. But it was hard to focus on the words. The man had muscular arms, tanned and sprinkled with fine blond hairs, and Mike’s eyes were drawn to the tattoos. On the man’s left forearm, a Chinese dragon snaked out of the sleeve and down toward the wrist. On his other arm, a tattoo tiger prowled.

“Got ‘em in Subic Bay when I was in the Navy.”

The man’s blue eyes were smiling at him. Mike was embarrassed to be caught looking, but the man didn’t seem to mind. He turned slightly toward Mike and flexed his right arm. The tiger jumped. 

“Woah!” Mike laughed in surprise.

A couple of pews down, an old lady turned in her seat to glare at them. Mike looked away, stifling giggles. The man nudged him gently in the ribs and leaned down, close to his ear. “Been a while since I was in church. I’m relying on you to keep me out of trouble, kid.”

Mike looked up and grinned, and after that they didn’t say anything. They didn’t need to. They just looked at each other now and then like a couple of conspirators.

After the hymn and the Invocation, the boys extricated themselves from the pew to join their youth group gathering at the front. The class left in single file, but Mike, the last one out, stopped at the door to look back.

The man in the Hawaiian shirt lifted a hand to his brow in a casual two-fingered salute. Looking at Mike as if to confirm there was an understanding between them. Mike thought there might be, but he couldn’t say what it was.
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Chapter 3
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After showers, Mike wrapped a sarong around his waist and trekked down the hall. Boys hung out in their rooms or lurked in open doorways in the last half hour before Lights Out, loafing around, telling jokes, writing letters home. Some played chess or checkers or cards, others listened to pirated music on cheap cassette recorders, mouthed the words to songs they knew by heart. “Kung Fu Fighting” was blasting from Bryan’s stereo when Mike got back to their room. Krisda danced around, peppering the air with punches and kicks, as he sang along.

“Austin was looking for you,” Bryan said. He aimed a nerf ball at the basket across the room and made a perfect shot.

“Hah!” Krisda grunted, pretending to karate-chop Mike in the neck.

“What does Austin want?” said Mike.

Bryan shrugged. “Said he had something to ask you. Said it was none of my business.” 

Mike tried to remember what he might have done to make Austin mad. But Austin didn’t always need a reason, or if he did, he just made one up. 

Mike sat at his desk and rummaged in the drawer for his notebook and colored pencils. He had decided it was safest to stay put and work on his comic, since there wasn’t much time left before Lights Out. The high school guys had another half hour after that, but even Austin would think twice about bothering them after bedtime. 

He opened his notebook and looked at what he had done so far. The Oval Office scene was almost finished, but the boy secret agent looked like a dweeb. That could be funny, but if the dweeb was going to save America, he might need bigger muscles. Or better weapons. Or maybe he could be a cyborg. Mike picked up a pencil and started redrawing the characters, trying to make the boy better looking and the president more like Richard Nixon. He kept working until a shadow fell across the page. 

Someone flipped the volume of the stereo down, and Krisda’s voice stopped in the middle of his song. Mike felt a waft of warm breath on the back of his neck. 

“Are you avoiding me?” said Austin.

Mike twisted himself around in his chair to see—the hard jaw, the eyes that were always angry, the muscled body toned from relentless workouts.  Austin snatched the notebook off Mike’s desk and read the dialogue out loud in a fake high voice. “Mr. President, we’re under attack! We need to activate the cyborg boy immediately!”

Mike’s face burned. He made a grab for the notebook, but Austin lifted it easily out of reach.

“Where were you?” Austin said, tossing the notebook casually into the wastebasket. “I told these losers I was looking for you.”

“I was busy.” Mike didn’t look at the notebook in the trash, and made no move to retrieve it. He kept his eyes squarely on the older boy’s hands, which dangled dangerously at his sides.

Austin’s lip curled. “What are you looking at?” 

“Nothing.”

Mike glanced quickly at his roommates, only to confirm what he already knew. Bryan and Krisda stood by their beds like petrified rabbits. 

“If you’re here to beat me up,” said Mike, “go ahead. I’ve got witnesses.”

He had said these words straight to Austin’s face—but quickly dropped his gaze back to the hands. Tanned on the outside, roughened on the palms from hours of basketball, nails bitten to the quick. The fingers of the right hand twitched, and Mike flinched.

Austin snorted. “I’m not here for that, dumbass. I’m here to invite you.”

Mike guessed it was a joke of some kind. He waited for the punchline.

“Friday after school, some of us are going to the American Club. You want to come?”

Mike heard a gasp from the other side of the room. Krisda and Bryan were gaping at each other like a miracle had just happened. But Mike wasn’t fooled.

“Why?” he said, narrowing his eyes. “Why would you want me to come?”

“I don’t care if you come or not,” said Austin. “I’m just giving you a chance. You can bring your idiot roommates if you want.”

Normally you had to be in high school to go to the American Club, unless someone invited you. Which never happened. For once Krisda and Bryan didn’t argue when Austin pulled rank (a rank which technically he did not even have) and ordered them to bed. 

“Goodnight, losers.” Austin flipped the light switch, and the room went dark. “No talking.  I don’t want to have to come back and kick your butts.” He withdrew into a pie-slice of light from the hall, closing the door after him. For a minute, the only sound was the ceiling fan whirring in the humid dark. 

“We could go bowling,” said Bryan from across the room.

“And swimming,” said Krisda.

“They’ve got cheeseburgers,” said Bryan. 

Mike watched the blurry blades of the ceiling fan whirring round and round. He slipped out of his sarong and pulled the sheet up to cover himself.

“Cheeseburgers, Mike. Real ones. Not the fake ones Getchu makes.”

Mike sighed. “It’s got to be a trick.”

Across the room, Krisda’s eyes shined in the dark. “He won’t do anything. We’ll be with you.”

It seemed the decision was already made. Mike closed his eyes, pulling the sheet down to feel the air cool against his skin, half listening to the excited whispers of his roommates.

Bowling! Swimming! Cheeseburgers!

Sleep came so fast, he barely had time to pray.
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Friday after school they lined up at Mrs. Watkins’ desk to collect their allowance. Mrs. Watkins sat upright with her cashbox in front of her, making careful notes in a ledger with a yellow pencil, which now and then she paused to sharpen. The line wriggled with impatience, Bryan and Krisda jumpy like frogs. They had already changed out of their school uniforms into jeans and T-shirts. 

“I’ll expect you back by 9 o’clock,” Mrs. Watkins said as she handed Mike his envelope of cash. You could tell she wasn’t happy they were going to the American Club, but there was nothing she could do because they weren’t breaking any rules.

They waited for the van to make its last run from the high school. As soon as the old Volkswagen bus came lumbering up the hill, they raced across the yard to meet it.

Austin and Shep were the last to get out. They didn’t seem in any hurry as they strolled back toward the dorm.

“Are we going or not?” said Bryan, following Austin up the stairs.

Austin slammed the screen door in his face.

Bryan came back down, and they waited some more at the outdoor table, counting their money to pass the time. Krisda got bored and went on a reconnaissance mission to see what was going on. When he came back, the impatience was boiling in his voice.

“Man, that Austin making himself pretty like a girl. Brushing his hair fifty times, putting enough of that deodorant crap to make a stink bomb.”

A few minutes later the screen door squeaked open again, and they poked their heads around the corner to look. Austin and Shep were coming down the stairs, looking almost like twins in their frayed blue jeans and batik T-shirts and sandals. Austin was petting his perfect hair when he saw the three roommates staring at him. “What?” he said.

At last, they started on their way down the winding road, and Austin went over the “rules.”

“Number one. When we get there, stay the hell away from us. Don’t talk to us. Don’t even look at us.”

“Number two,” added Shep. “Don’t embarrass us in front of the babes. Don’t do stupid stuff and then pretend to know us.”

They caught the bus at Holland Road. It was the beginning of rush hour, so the bus was crowded with sweaty people talking in Hokkien and Malay and Cantonese. A group of schoolboys, still in their uniforms, looked at them suspiciously, then whispered to each other and laughed.

Mike gave up his seat to an old lady and stood in the aisle, bodies pressing against him from every side. Whenever the bus stopped at a traffic light, he sweltered, sprouting beads of sweat that seeped into his clothes. All he could see was people’s backs and armpits. If Bryan hadn’t grabbed him by the arm and pulled, he would have missed their stop.

“Number three,” said Austin as they threaded their way down the crowded sidewalk, sidestepping shoppers and schoolchildren and workers on their way home. “The most important rule of all. Don’t tell anyone we’re from the hostel. If anything gets back to the old lady, you’re dead, understand?”

They crossed a street reeking of exhaust fumes and fried noodles. Motorbikes and bicycles and trishaws dodged in and out between stranded cars. Mike had no idea where he was, until he saw the Stars and Stripes rising out of the confusion. The flag hung above the entrance of a modern looking building, which at last he recognized. 

Swimming! Bowling! Cheeseburgers!

Austin signed them in at the front door. The security guard eyed them each in turn, before quietly waving them through. Once inside, Shep and Austin headed to the bowling alley, and the three roommates made a beeline for the pool. Seconds later they were in the water. 

Bubbles. The shriveling shock of cold. Mike went under into the silence, opening his eyes to the blurry blue. Krisda grabbed at his legs, and they wrestled like eels until their lungs burned, rising together and breaking through. Air never tasted so sweet. Sunlight slanting through trees.

A cannonball contest from the diving board landed them in trouble with the lifeguard. So instead they dived for coins, splashed each other until their eyes stung with chlorine, floated listlessly in imitation of the dead.

Waterlogged, they plopped themselves into rattan chairs at the table they had staked out as home base. A waiter brought them menus and set three glasses on the table.

“How much is a cheeseburger?” asked Bryan.

“Price on menu,” said the waiter. “Read the menu can?”

“Six dollars?” said Krisda. “No way, man!”

“Don’t want, don’t buy,” said the waiter, filling their glasses with ice water from a jug. “Set price. Non-negotiable lah.”

“That’s like half our allowance,” said Bryan. “What a rip-off!”

“It’s okay, we can eat when we get home,” said Mike. “It’s spring rolls tonight.”

“I wanted a cheeseburger!”

The waiter seemed distracted suddenly. “Accuse me,” he said, slipping away into the forest of tables.

“Damn, where he go?” said Krisda.

A minute later the waiter returned. This time he had his notebook open and his ballpoint at the ready. “Three cheeseburgers, is it. Okay, how you want cooked?”

“We told you,” said Bryan. “We don’t have enough money.”

“No money, no problem. Club member pay for you.”

“Club member?” said Krisda.

The waiter pointed with his chin. “That man got flowers on his shirt one.”

At a table across the pool, the sky reflected in his sunglasses, the man in the Hawaiian shirt took a sip of his cocktail. He smiled and touched his forehead in a casual two-fingered salute.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 5


[image: ]


“What if he’s a perv?” said Krisda, pouring ketchup on his fries. 

“Who cares?” Bryan picked up his overloaded cheeseburger with both hands. “Anyway, he can’t be. Look at that babe he’s with.”

They watched as the Lady of the Night unwrapped herself from the complimentary Club towel she was wearing and bent down to kiss the man on the mouth.  They watched her slow bikini-walk to the pool’s edge, where she perched, nymph-like, before slipping gracefully into the water.

“Damn,” said Krisda.

“The guy’s cool, man. With a babe like that—”

“We saw them at church, remember?” said Mike.

“See?” said Bryan, hitting Krisda on the arm. “He goes to church.”

By the time they finished their cheeseburgers, the Lady of the Night had finished her swim and laid herself out on a lounge chair to catch the last rays of the sun. The man in the Hawaiian shirt was left alone at his table, chewing leftover ice cubes from his drink. Mike felt sorry for him.  But then he saw the wave. A gesture so slight it was almost invisible, like a secret sign.

“Should we go over and say something to him?” asked Mike.

“Like what?” said Bryan, putting on his shirt.

“I don’t know, like, ‘thanks for the cheeseburgers?’”

“Yeah,” said Krisda. “You go, Mike.”

“We’ll be bowling,” said Bryan. “See ya.”

***
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Mike stepped tenderly across the hot concrete, his wet swim trunks clinging to his thighs. He saw tiny twins of himself mirrored in the man’s sunglasses and felt suddenly self-conscious. But that didn’t stop him from doing the right thing. “Thanks for the cheeseburgers, mister,” he said.

“Sit down, kid.”

Mike looked over his shoulder and felt a pang of regret. Bryan and Krisda were already dressed and heading inside to the bowling alley. “I have to go,” he said.

The man glanced across the pool at the disappearing roommates, then looked back at Mike. “I know you were raised better than that.” He half smiled as if to show he was only half joking. “Just a minute of your time, okay? Take a seat.”

Shamefaced, Mike pulled a chair out and sat down as he’d been told. He couldn’t tell if the eyes behind the mirrored lenses were looking at him or not. The silence seemed to last a long time, and he felt a need to fill it with words. “It was really nice of you. The cheeseburgers and all.”

The man’s right hand fiddled with a small pile of change on the table. He nudged a fifty-cent piece with his forefinger and flicked it into his palm.

“We don’t usually get cheeseburgers,” Mike continued, watching the coin poke out between the man’s fingers, then disappear. “Not real ones. Getchu always puts weird stuff in the meat.”

The man turned his hand over, palm down, and the coin danced magically across his knuckles.  He said, “It was good to see you in church. You go every Sunday?”

“Um, yessir,” said Mike, distracted by the coin trick. “How do you do that?”

The man smiled, flipped the coin to Mike. “The name’s Jason Keen.” He extended his hand across the table, and Mike returned the handshake the way his father had taught him—not squeezing too hard, but not too soft either. “Hi, Mr. Keen. I’m Mike.”

He offered the coin back, but Mr. Keen waved it away. “Save it for a soda. You might need one.”

“Thanks,” said Mike, hoping this was an opening to leave. He stood and looked for a pocket to put the coin in, but couldn’t find one. 

Mr. Keen gestured at Mike’s empty chair, as if to signal they weren’t done yet. Mike deflated as he sat back down, clutching the coin in his hand.

“Look, Mike, I know you’re a smart kid, so I’m going to be straight with you. Our meeting here isn’t exactly a coincidence.”

For a second Mike thought he hadn’t heard right. “Excuse me?”

“Your buddy Austin and I bowl sometimes here at the Club. I asked him to do me a favor.”

Jason Keen took off his sunglasses. The blue of the eyes was piercing, but Mike tried not to look away.  

“So Austin didn’t...” Mike realized his jaw was hanging open. He closed his mouth and swallowed. “I don’t get it.” A tingling sensation was crawling up his spine, and it took him a moment to recognize the feeling for what it was. “I think I’d better go,” he said. “My roommates—”

“Mike—”

The chair made a scraping sound as he stood up. Mike looked wildly around. “Where’s my clothes. Who are you?”

The man caught Mike’s wrist and held it. “I knew your father. We worked together in Nam.”

Mike stopped struggling and stared. The grip on his wrist relaxed, and he sat down slowly into his chair, studying Jason Keen’s face. “I don’t remember you.”

Mr. Keen shook his head. “I wouldn’t expect you to. I worked in the field a lot.”

“My parents. Are they...” His voice sounded cracked. 

Mr. Keen’s face softened a little. He reached over and touched Mike’s shoulder. “Your folks never talked to you much about their work, did they?”

Mike shrugged. “Just that they help people. Stuff like that.”

He drummed his fingers on the tabletop, studying Mike carefully from the corners of his eyes. “US-AID, Public Safety Division. It’s a pretty standard cover.” 

The tingling between Mike’s shoulder blades spread slowly up the nape of his neck. “Wait. You mean they’re spooks?”

Mr. Keen didn’t say anything. He put his sunglasses back on. In the mirrored lenses, palm trees beat their heads against the sky.

“Okay, I don’t care about that,” said Mike quickly. “Just tell me where they are.”

Jason Keen sighed, his fingers skimming the table lightly in search of another coin. “I’ve already told you more than I’m authorized to. Everything is need-to-know, you understand?” He held a 20-cent piece between two fingers and examined it.

“But I do need to know!” Mike gripped the edge of the table with both hands. He hadn’t realized he was shouting. 

Mr. Keen tapped the coin against the tabletop, waiting for Mike to calm down. “I need you to be cool, Mike. Can you handle that?”

Mike tried to blink away the blur in his eyes. He swiped a hand across his face and nodded.

“Maybe we could help each other, Mike. The truth is, your country needs you. But I’m only going to ask this once.” He leaned forward, elbows on the table, and spoke almost in a whisper. “Where you live, at the bottom of the hill, there’s a hawker who sells soft drinks. You know the one I’m talking about?”

“The soda pop man?”

“Look for me there on your ride back from school. Or not. If you show up, I’ll know you’re with us. But it’s up to you, man.” He sat back in his chair. “Now get up and thank me again for the cheeseburgers, and catch up with your friends. They’ll be wondering where you are.”

Mike got up as he was told. The chair scraped horribly against the concrete floor. His knees were trembling. “Thanks for the cheeseburgers, Mr. Keen,” he said.
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“If you tell, I’ll beat the crap out of you,” said Austin matter-of-factly. He had plonked himself down on the bus seat next to Mike, apparently for the sole purpose of making this announcement.

Mike tried to act cool. “What would I tell? Nothing happened.”

The bus was almost empty on the way back. They had room to spread out, and each of the other guys had a whole bus seat of his own. Which just made it weirder that Austin had to sit next to him so close, breathing on him with his stale cheeseburger breath and taking up more than his fair share of seat. It was light inside the bus, and dark outside, so Mike, squashed against the window, could see only their dim reflections in the glass—Mike with his too-big teeth and messed-up hair, Austin looking at him askance like an interrogator who thinks his suspect is lying to him. 

“That guy. Did he... touch you?”

Mike shrugged. “Yeah, so?” He was remembering when Jason Keen had touched him on the shoulder and wondering why Austin would even care. He was surprised to see Austin pale a little.

“Where?” said Austin.

“At the swimming pool.”

“No, dumbass. I mean where did he...”

The bus lurched and screeched to a stop. “This is us,” Krisda said. 

They tumbled out into the gentle night. Mike jogged to catch up to his roommates. Austin and Shep fell in behind, and they started up the hill, surrounded by
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