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"Here?" Carol asked, a bit put off. "Why would Jeremy want to hang out here? Why would anyone ever hang out here?"

"Maybe it was different ten years ago," her husband suggested.

"Oh, Phil, it's an industrial park. How different could it have been?"

"It wasn't any different, not on the outside," said the man in the backseat. He was tall, slim, precise, his suit immaculate if somewhat out of style. Grey hair, short, neatly trimmed. Narrow, waxed mustache in the imperial style. Phil found this latter affectation particularly contrived.

"He's what my father used to call 'a real character'," he'd told Carol the first time she'd brought the fellow around. "Which meant that my father thought the person in question was either an asshole or a complete idiot."

"He's an urban mage," she'd explained.

"What?"

"He understands arcane things," she'd insisted. "He'll be able to help us. You'll see."

"Help us? Help us with what, for Christ's sake?"

"I just want to see him Phil. One last time"

Phil put the sedan in P and turned off the ignition. The night was clear and crisp-cold, the silence all-encompassing. "That's why it was set up here," the man in the backseat said. "No one comes here. No cops, no outsiders. No poseurs. These subcultures tend to be very insular."

They got out of the car.

"Which one?" Phil asked.

The urban mage closed his eyes and touched his right temple with the first two fingers of his right hand. After several seconds his left arm rose, seemingly of its own accord, and began to slowly sweep back and forth. A moment later he was pointing at one dreary block of windowless building in particular.

"There," he said quietly. "It was there. Bands, and sometimes a DJ. Dancing. BYOB. Some drugs but nothing too heavy. It wasn't a heavy drug scene."

"What's BYOB?" asked Carol.

"Oh, really, Carol..." Phil said, rolling his eyes.

"I really don't know!" she snapped.

The mage turned to them, speaking slowly and deliberately.

"We can go in, all of us," he told them. "All the way, if you like."

"How is that possible?" asked Phil. He was the more skeptical of the two.

"These... scenes," the mage explained, "are organic, as organic as any complex system. People drift in and out, rise to dominance, outgrow whatever need the scene fulfilled in their lives and move on. But the scene itself, it remains, constantly growing and changing. A living thing." He paused. Rather theatrically, Phil thought. "Until it isn't. And like any living thing, any formerly living thing..."

"So scenes die?" Carol asked. "Like people?" She was endlessly fascinated by his performance.

"Well you don't see a lot of mods or greasers around anymore, do you?" Phil said irritably. How did she ever talk him into this?

"Come," said the mage.

They followed.
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The outside of the low, concrete slab of building had been tagged with graffiti, gang symbols as incomprehensible as a string of ancient runes. Isolated tufts of tenacious, brown grass had forced their way up through cracks in the asphalt, and there was a scattering of litter. The summer-haze sun had just begun to dip below a taller, wider building situated to their rear, smearing the parking lot in shadow. "I should get the flashlight," Phil said. "I've got one in the trunk," he explained to the mage. "It's a good one. Fifteen thousand lumens."

"Oh, you and your lumens." Carol waved his foolishness away.

"We won't need it," the mage said. They stood before a steel door now, solid, industrial, the only entrance on this side of the building. The mage placed the back of his hand against it, as one does before opening a door during a fire. Then, closing his eyes, he touched the knob lightly. "Locked," he whispered to himself. "Locked now, but not then..." He ran a finger lightly around the knob. Once. Twice. Three times.

Phil frowned. Nice bit of stagecraft, there. Almost obfuscated the fact that Mr. Mage hadn't actually attempted the knob in the first place. He was about to point this out when he suddenly cocked his head, listening.

"Do you hear that?" he asked Carol.

She did, barely. Music. Raucous, undisciplined. Rock music. Or what passed for rock music these days. Give her the Smashing Pumpkins, or Pearl Jam. But then it was gone, leaving behind the impression of a fleeting memory more than real sounds, actually heard.

The mage turned the knob and the door opened.

Cigarette smoke and sweat, just for an instant. Then these odors were gone, replaced by the stale smell of abandonment and dust. The space beyond the door was entirely open, like a warehouse, dimly visible in the sunlight leaking through six yellowed, equidistant skylights. Re-purposed electrical lights of all shapes and sizes hung from the ceiling, including several table lamps, their cords draped over pipes, taped to the ceiling, running every which way in a bewildering web. At the far end, a low, hastily constructed stage that, even empty, threatened to collapse at any moment. Three gutted refrigerators. Distressed folding chairs and pilfered lawn furniture, lightly rusted. Beer cans and bottles everywhere - dead soldiers. A huge glass jar sat upon a cheap aluminum-plastic banquet table in front of the refrigerators. A piece of paper was taped to the jar, the tape yellow with time. "TIPS TITS" the paper read.

"Reminds me of college," Phil said, almost smiling.

"I don't know what kind of college you went to," Carol said coolly.

"Three chairs, please, Phil," said the mage. "Quickly, before we lose the light."

Phil collected three serviceable folding chairs and set them up in a rough circle. Carol dusted hers off with a Kleenex fished out of her purse before sitting down.

"We don't need a Ouija board or anything?" Phil asked, only half joking. He pronounced it weejee.

"Nothing so jejune," the mage said, taking his seat.

"Do we hold hands?" Carol asked.

"Only if Phil wants to," the mage said, favoring her husband with a lascivious wink.

Fucking smartass, Phil thought.

The mage closed his eyes, mumbled something in a foreign language, and then spoke, in English, in a loud, clear voice.

"Come to us! We know you are still here! Lingering, never entirely forgotten by those who created you and who perpetuated you and who lived at your center and also at your fringes. Who needed you and loved you. Who you accepted and perhaps even rejected. We wish to see you. We wish to experience you and offer you this opportunity to relive your glories." He paused here, as if waiting for a response. "Are you there?"

"I'm sorry, no one can take your call right now..." Phil whispered. Carol slapped him on the knee.

"Are your eyes closed?" the mage asked.

"No."

"Yes," Carol said, quickly closing them.

"Close them, then."

Sighing, Phil closed his eyes as well.

The first sensation wasn't a sound, or a smell. It was tactile. A sort of vibration, dull and regular. It was the music again, felt before it was heard. Slowly it faded in, like a radio being carefully tuned to the right channel. Cigarette smoke, bodies, spilled beers, a sense of motion all around them. Voices, intertwined and indistinct, but loud, louder, raised to be heard over the music. Something jostled Carol and she gasped.

Phil heard it, clear as day.

"Sorry, lady."

He opened his eyes.
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