
"I'll need a toothbrush," Julius said eventually, playing 

along. He had to yell over wind and the rumbling of the CTA 

train as the BMW convertible blew by it. They were heading north 

on the Kennedy.

Denali yelled back, "What about a razor?"

Julius shrugged. Captives usually had beards. He had never 

tried to grow one, but he got a five o'clock shadow around noon 

every day, so he figured he could manage. On this stretch of 

I-90/94 the buildings, billboards, and underpasses were like 

family, and the heat of the day felt good with the wind blowing 

his hair back at 80 miles an hour. He turned to examine the 

strange woman who was pretending to kidnap him.

She was younger than Julius-- maybe thirty, maybe not 

quite. She was pale for summer, with shiny brown hair whipping 

all around her. He was pondering the freckles on her shoulder 

when she turned to him and smiled a dimply smile. He could not 

see her eyes behind her sunglasses. Julius quickly turned his 

attention back to the road.

"So, uh..." Julius said, trying to think of something to 

say. An SUV cut them off and Denali layed on the horn and stuck 

her middle finger as far as she could over her head.

"Yes?" Denali asked.

"Um..." Julius was not accustomed to being stuck in cars 
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with strangers. "Have you seen any good movies recently?"

"No."

"Cop," Julius said, pointing at a squad car half-hidden 

beyond the next overpass. Denali eased onto the brake.

"Thanks," she said, as they cruised past the cop at exactly 

65 miles per hour.

Nobody said anything for a while.

"Can we listen to the Sox game?" Julius asked, and Denali 

shrugged. Julius reached over and tuned the radio to the game. 

Then he moved his seat back as far as it would go and stretched 

his legs. The sun was warm on his face. This whole situation was 

fairly amusing, and he had nowhere else to be... ever, really.

Denali turned down the radio to practically zero volume, 

and yelled over the noise of a truck, "I can't stand 

commercials. Especially when they're talking about catheters!"

Julius had not even noticed the commercial. He knew them 

all by heart. They were like the scenery on this stretch of 

highway through Chicago.

Denali hit the brake and veered across a lane of traffic to 

take the Division Street exit. Julius turned the radio back up 

now that the commercials were over. He could tell by Ed Farmer's 

voice, without hearing the score, that the Sox were losing 

badly. He turned the radio back down.
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At the first stop light, Denalia turned to him and said "I 

need a favor." There was no expression in her lips and her eyes 

were hidden behind her sunglasses.

"Sure," Julius shrugged. Denali turned down a side street 

and pulled up in front of a fire hydrant, switching her blinkers 

on.

"There's a coffee shop around the corner called 

'Anachronism,'" Denali told him. She handed him a five. "Get us 

a couple coffees to go. If there's a guy in there... tall, about 

your age, narrow face, brown eyes, pale... probably wearing a 

black button down shirt and black jeans... tattoos on his left 

arm... just come back here with the coffees. Otherwise, read the 

paper for a minute and I'll catch up."

Julius looked at her sidelong. She was chewing her lip. He 

let himself out of the car and headed toward the coffee shop, 

baking in the hot air coming off the sidewalk.

The Anachronism had a small store front with a hand-painted 

sign, which was dominated by a fiery circle and anarchist 'A.' 

Julius pushed the door open to the clank of a cowbell. The 

bookstore was hot and smelled of wood and old paper and coffee. 

There were only two patrons, both sitting at small tables, 

typing on laptops. Neither resembled the man that Denali 

described.
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Julius sat on a bar stool by the counter near the espresso 

machine, and looked around the room. Mismatched bookshelves, 

jammed to capacity, lined the walls. More books were piled on 

top of the bookshelves, in every corner of the room, and beneath 

the reading tables.

"What can I get for you?" The man behind the counter was 

young and trim and clean-cut, with dark hair, big black discs in 

his ear lobes, and an inch-long spike through his lower lip. He 

smiled at Julius, who was staring at his spike.

Julius looked over his shoulder at the two patrons and 

decided for sure that neither looked anything like the man 

Denali had described. "Two coffees, to go," he said, and pulled 

the sports section out of the paper. He sipped his coffee and 

read about how terrible all his sports teams were. A minute 

later, with another clank of the cowbell, Denali breezed into 

the Anachronism, pulling off her sunglasses and smiling at 

everybody, searching the room with her eyes. The two young men 

who had been reading at a table noticed her and watched as she 

sat down beside Julius, without acknowledging him.

She spoke to barista, trying to be quiet and casual at the 

same time, "Hey, Jimmy. I need the innoculation."

Jimmy licked his lips. He glanced quickly past Julius to 

the two men behind him.
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"Landon sent you?" He asked.

"Of course, Landon sent me," Denali whispered. She gave him 

a silent, pleading look. 

Jimmy looked past her at the two men. He smiled at Denali, 

almost sadly, and then reached beneath the espresso machine and 

slid something across the bar to her. She grabbed it and buried 

her clenched fist in her lap. A shadow fell across them. Julius 

spun around in his stool nonchalantly and leaned back with his 

elbows on the bar. A pale, lanky, youth, with two straight 

curtains of dark hair and a tattered Kurt Cobain t-shirt stood 

over them, his closed laptop under his arm.

"Hi, Denali," he said, looking briefly at her face, and 

then turning his attention to the bar top.

"Ballyhoo," Denali addressed the young man in a vaguely 

displeased tone, and Julius saw him flinch.

"Where've you been?" Ballyhoo asked, quietly.

"Around." Denali's face had gone stony.

"You didn't check in," Ballyhoo said, half-smiling 

apologetically.

Julius was watching the other man, who was watching Denali 

and Ballyhoo with a narrow-eyed frown. He was thick, with horn-

rimmed glasses and a rather tight denim jacket.

Denali spun her stool around, catching Julius' eyes, and 
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flicking her own eyes toward the door. Julius coughed and 

stretched, trying to act natural, before picking up the coffees, 

nodding to the barista, and leaving the Anachronism.

Outside, Julius hesitated for a moment, wondering if he 

should wait for Denali, but decided to wait at the car. She had 

clearly not wanted the people in Anachronism to know that he was 

there with her. He climbed into the passenger seat of the BMW 

convertible and sipped his coffee. A minute later, Denali turned 

the corner quickly. She jumped into the car, jammed the key into 

the ignition, and made a u-turn out of the parking space. She 

laughed loudly and shouted as she made a rolling stop at the 

intersection, turned onto an empty boulevard, and floored it 

toward the blue signs for I-90/94.

A second later, she glanced over at Julius, looking a 

little surprised, as if she'd forgotten about him.

"Um..." Denali started. She hit the brakes, and approached 

the on ramps slowly, without committing to either lane. "Do you 

drive stick?"

Julius nodded.

"And you're not, like, super-pissed at me?" Denali asked.

Julius smiled a little and shook his head.

"All right, then," Denali proclaimed, and swerved 

decisively toward the westbound ramp. She jabbed a finger at the 
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stereo, and grinding, distorted, guitars blasted out of the 

speakers. Denali bobbed her head to the rhythm, cut somebody in 

an SUV off, and stepped on the gas.


