
When the new agent dies, there isn’t much to it. 

We keep driving.

O’Hara weeps, 
though she didn’t 
know him. No one 
did, really.

20 hours ago, he was an 

advisor at some forgettable 

think-tank in Maryland. Then he 

was on our op. 

Now, he’s the 
mission…

By Dennis Detwiller



I sat with my wife 
here in 1989 and 
roasted hot dogs. We 
looked at the stars 
before I knew the 
world was bullshit. 

Before I knew the 
stars looked back. 

Tonight, I saw 
something 
like a dog 
made of 
mirrors leap 
through the 
agent from a 
point in space 
somehow 
farther than 
the edges of 
the room. 

It’s not my first body.

We stop at the culvert off Long 
Lake, Beneath the Golden light of 
sodium arc lamps.

I can’t remember his name. It 
seems important now, at Long 
Lake, that I know his name. 

This disturbs me 
more than the 
body.



Pure biological 
imperative in seven 
pounds, four ounces. 

I think of Adam and I 
get on with it. 

Until it's someone 
else's turn.

I open the back of the rental car and pull the agent out 
by an arm. The body slides out like a stillborn fetus and 
flops to the ground with a thud. In the cold air a wave 
of blood and shit fills my nostrils. 

I could 
say 
nothing 
to my 
wife. How 
could I 
tell 
her? And 
then he 
arrived. 

My son is three 

years old. I 

dreaded every day 

up to his arrival.

Inside are two body bags, some 
garbage bags, chains, a 
hacksaw, an icepick and four 
cinder blocks. I get to work.


