
 

 

Dargelos 

White Rabbit 
A Chronicle of the Old Dead Guys 

 

Bound in Leather Press 

Chicago    Glen Ellyn 



 

 

2 

 

 

 

 

Dedicated to the memory of Bill Reynolds 

 

Long ago, it must be, I have a photograph. 

Preserve your memories, they’re all that’s left you. 

Paul Simon, Bookends Theme 

 

 



 3 

 

Introduction 

If you remember the sixties, you weren’t there. 

 

For those old enough to remember the Old Dead Guys, the name alone is 

synonymous with an entire era. For me, at least, they summed up the sixties in a way few 

other bands could do, and even though they never became as widely known as bands like 

the Beatles or the Rolling Stones, I believe that had they not broken up when they did, 

they might well have achieved the fame they deserved within a very short time. 

This is not an “official” biography of the group by any means, though I did have 

access to a great deal of material that belonged to band members, and much which has 

been out of circulation for nearly three decades. For that I would like to thank my 

sources, most of whom prefer to remain anonymous. However, two of them I can thank 

publicly: Michael Altman was a great help to me in compiling and interpreting this 

material. He gave me access to unpublished material which has shed a lot of new light on 

the group and its members; in order to be clear on exactly what it is you’re reading, 

please see Michael’s note which follows this introduction. Sydney Ember, who has been 

incredibly kind and supportive of this effort, gave me complete access to his superb 

collection of ODG memorabilia as well as sharing a great many memories of the group 

with me. To all of you who helped make this narrative possible, I offer my most heartfelt 

thanks.  

Thanks, too, to Rolling Stone, The Chicago Free Rag and Cornerstone for 

permission to reprint articles from their archives, and to the authors of those articles, 

Mike Altman, Stan Granville and Bill Wasserman for their permission as well. 

Dargelos, Chicago 1999 

Back in 1969, when I first made contact with Sydney Ember, I had no idea what I 

was letting myself in for. I figured it was just another journalist-tours-with-the-band-and-

gets-the-inside-scoop gig, usually good for a bit of dish and some funny moments. But 

what I found changed my life. Very little of that is reflected in what actually made it into 

print in Rolling Stone that autumn. I have extensive notes, and a lot of material that was 



 

 

4 

never published for various reasons: my publisher didn’t like it, Syd or the band vetoed 

it…and sometimes I just knew I was seeing stuff I couldn’t share with the world. 

Times change. What you’ll read here – my words – start out nearly unchanged 

from what I published in Rolling Stone thirty years ago. Within a few days of joining the 

band I was writing articles which were extensively rewritten before they ever hit print, 

and finally, before they ever went to my editor. By the end I was writing two sets of 

articles, the “real” stuff and the stuff I sent off to the magazine. You can read the print 

articles in back issues of RS. What you’ll read here is some of the “real” stuff, unedited 

versions of a number of my articles with all the truth, as I perceived it, left intact. 

Somehow I don’t think the guys would mind now. It’s true that there is a great deal more 

material, both mine and from other sources, which could have been included, however in 

the interests of keeping this narrative to a single volume, and in my own interest – I may 

just write that book someday – Dargelos and I agreed to make a plan of attack and keep 

to it, giving the flavor of the group and its members. 

I don’t think it’s too strong a statement to say that I loved these guys. In a few 

short weeks they became a kind of family to me. They changed my perceptions of life 

dramatically. I’ll never forget them. I don’t want anyone else to, either. Read, enjoy. If 

you were a fan, remember. That’s the least we can do for them. 

Michael Altman - Los Angeles, 1999 

 

************************ 

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar - The white knight is talking backwards1 

It was a good thing, having Joe’s bar there to be neutral territory for them all, 

mortal and immortal alike. Methos was there early, setting up the back room with glasses, 

ice and finger food, and bottles of each man’s favorite liquor so that they could make 

their farewells in familiar style. He left one extra chair at the table and set a bottle of 

bourbon and a glass at that place. Superstitious perhaps, but it felt right, and the others 

would understand. 
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He was out at the bar talking to Joe when Mac arrived. Methos’ heart sank at the 

sight of the big Scot; he wasn’t prepared to have a fight that night. 

“What’re you doing here?” he asked, and winced inwardly to hear the note of 

hostility in his own voice. “Sorry, that was…sorry.” 

“Yeah. So, what’s the occasion?” 

Methos glared at Joe who shrugged. “It slipped, man. Sorry.” 

“Mac, this is just something private I’m doing for some friends, okay?” 

Mac was silent for a while, and then – where this came from Methos would never 

know – he said “It’s about Kronos, isn’t it? These are more of your crazy friends and 

you’re going to tell them about Kronos and the others. Are they going to come after my 

head?” 

“No. I wouldn’t let them do that. They wouldn’t… It’s not like that, Mac.” 

“No?” 

“No.” 

“So it is about him, isn’t it?” 

Joe set a glass of whisky on the bar and said, “Mac, why can’t you just let this 

go?” 

“Because I’m carrying the bastard around inside my head! You don’t know what 

he was like.” 

“Neither do you,” Methos said quietly. Predictably, Mac turned on him. 

“Maybe I know better than you do with him in here.” He jabbed at his forehead. 

Methos said nothing for a few moments, then, “Mac, I wish I could help you. All I 

can say is that you got a gift that day I wish I’d been strong enough to take for myself. If 

you’d just listen to the voice…” 

“I don’t like what I’m hearing.” 

“If you’d just listen!” Methos shouted at him. 

Mac bellowed back, “To what? The sadism, the brutality?” 

“You two keep it down,” Joe warned and Methos continued in a more subdued 

voice. “That was the madness. There was a lot more to Kronos.” 
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Mac glared down into his glass. “Well if I’m the keeper of the flame why don’t 

you invite me to your little party? Maybe I can arrange an appropriately crazy visitation 

for you all.” 

Methos would have given anything to be able to fill that empty spot with Mac’s 

presence. The others would have understood, too, the immortals anyway. But what he 

said was, “Whatever you may think you know Mac, you’d better deal with the fact that 

there were people who loved Kronos. I was one of them. I think you’re afraid to accept 

the idea because it might mean you don’t know all there is to know about him or about 

me.” 

Mac seemed about to retaliate when a new voice said, “This is one big mind-fuck, 

old guy!” 

“Michael!” Mac was forgotten in the pleasure of seeing the journalist again. 

“Damn you’ve gotten old!” 

“I have less hair than last time we saw each other, you son-of-a-bitch, but I resist 

the idea that I’m old. You haven’t changed a bit and I don’t mean your looks.” He smiled 

vaguely at Joe, who nodded, and Mac who turned away. “Oh-kay. So where are the 

others?” 

“It’s only eight-thirty, you’re half an hour early. Did you ever know the Old Dead 

Guys to get anywhere early?” 

Michael chuckled. “Never, now I think about it.” 

“Michael, this is Joe Dawson; I’m sure you two will find you have a lot in 

common. Joe, Michael Altman.” 

“Joe Dawson. I know that name,” Michael said as he shook Joe’s hand. “Oh…” 

Clearly the penny had dropped. “Ah…hello. It’s nice to meet you.” 

“Kind of strange to be a celebrity, huh Joe?” Methos asked with a rude grin. 

“Oh shut up, Adam. Good to meet you, Michael; I’m familiar with your work. 

Can I get you something to drink? I know Adam is set up in back, but if I know him it’ll 

be beer, beer and beer with beer chasers.” 
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“That’s how much you know, Joe. Unless Michael has switched to foofy drinks 

with umbrellas and honking great hunks of fruit soaking in them, I have him covered.” 

“No, Adam, I still drink beer,” Michael said, eliciting snorts from both Joe and 

Mac. 

“The dark, friendly one is MacLeod,” Methos told Michael. “Mac, you feel like 

being civil to one of my friends?” 

“You’re really pushing it, Adam,” Joe warned. “Michael, Mac is having sort of a 

rough year, but he’s one of the good guys. Mac…” 

Mac shook hands with Michael. “Nice to meet you,” he managed. 

“A pleasure.” 

“I’m sure,” Mac replied wryly. “Apologies for any…” 

“It’s nothing,” Michael assured him. “I survived a tour with the Old Dead Guys, I 

can survive you.” 

“Let’s go in back. Joe, send the others back, will you?”  

“Sure. Need anything?” 

“Not that I can think of.” Methos shepherded Michael into the back room and shut 

the door behind them. Mac watched them go. 

“Watcher?” he asked Joe who didn’t even pretend to misunderstand. 

“Yeah. He’s become pretty well-known with us over the last years, mostly 

because he was high-profile when he joined back in ‘70, and because his immortal is the 

lead guitarist for Wormwood.” 

“Christiakov?” Mac whistled. “And Byron and that other guy…what’s his name?” 

Joe smiled. “You’ll have to be a bit more specific than that. There are a lot of you 

in the music business.”  

Mac blinked. “There are?” 

Joe finished washing the glasses and wiped his hands. “Mac, go home.” 

Mac’s mood was bleak. “You don’t understand, Joe, he wants to be here.” 

“Who? 

“Kronos.” 



 

 

8 

“Oh come on, man.” 

“I’m not kidding. It scares me sometimes how real he is inside my head. I don’t 

dare listen to him.” 

“Have you told Methos about this?” 

 “What for? So he can try to convince me to let Kronos out for him? So MacLeod 

can be some sort of weird surrogate in their sick little game? Forget it. The sooner I can 

find a place to lock this lunatic away the happier I’ll be. But right now he wants to be 

here, and I’m just not ready to fight him again.” 

“Again? This happens a lot?” Joe sounded worried. “What is it he wants from 

you?” 

“Methos. He was obsessed with Methos.” 

 

On the road, July 23rd 1969 - Worked hard all my lifetime, no help from my 

friends / So Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz?2 

(Michael Altman’s articles from Rolling Stone begin with this entry.) 

So… thanks to Sydney Ember, manager for the Old Dead Guys, I’ve been taken 

on as a roadie now one of their regulars has quit, citing “health reasons.” Hell, if I’d 

known when I first proposed this gig what I know now, I’d have figured that the things 

most detrimental to the health of a roadie in this group were the Old Dead Guys 

themselves. Doubt that would’ve stopped me, but then my mother always told me I’d 

come to a bad end. She didn’t know the half of it. 

I join the group in late July when long-time roadie Pequod drops out of the tour 

while it is still in New York. Sydney doesn’t elaborate when he calls me, he just says that 

they have an opening and if I want to do my thing, there’ll never be a better opportunity. 

Hell yeah, I want to do it. This band has made what is often termed a “meteoric” rise in 

the last two years in spite of some peculiarities which seem more designed to sabotage 

their success than to build on it. And no one, not even Syd, is denying that the sheer 

impossibility of interviewing these guys about anything except music makes publicity 

hellish.  
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So there I am, committed to weeks of chasing them around, hauling equipment, 

fielding groupies and generally playing dogsbody to a bunch of guys who are pretty 

lively for being old and dead. Syd tells me, “Meet us at the airport and I’ll introduce you 

to the boys on the way out to London.” He’s all wound up because the group has been 

asked to come to a music festival in upstate New York in August, something called 

“Woodstock.”  

My girlfriend, Lydia, is desperate to come along and tells me I’m being a “real 

snot” about refusing to let her. It’s not being separated from me she minds; she wants to 

meet Rowley. She wants badly to meet Rowley. She is ready to bear his children. A 

lesser man than I might take this as a mortal blow to the ego, but I rise above it. I only 

taunt her about once a day with the fact that I’m going and she isn’t. By the time the day 

arrives, she is negotiating for a trip to the airport at the very least. “It wouldn’t kill you, 

you know,” she informs me and I finally relent and let her drive me there. How much 

trouble can that be, after all? And I figure it might get me back into my own bed come 

August.  

We get there way before any of the ODGs bother to show up and Lydia bites her 

nails and checks her hair every few minutes. Finally they arrive in one large, bickering 

group with Prez and Ramesses snapping at each other, Chaos sullen, Firstman looking 

tired and ready to chuck it all in and Rowley distracted but still approachable. I introduce 

him to Lydia who begins to tremble when he takes her hand and tells her he’s very happy 

to meet her. He is perfectly charming to her and she is so completely overwhelmed by 

him and by the kiss he gives her that she forgets to kiss me good-bye. She just drifts off 

on a cloud of hormonal bliss. I don’t get it, what does this guy have that I don’t? Apart 

from looks, money, musical talent and charisma enough to charm the socks off a nun? 

Syd is with them, looking frayed around the edges which, I learn later, is pretty 

standard for Syd, at least now that he’s manager for ODG. Chaos advises me that this 

isn’t his idea and if I start nosing around in their private lives he’ll cut my head off. 

Irresistible company you keep, Syd, I think as I smile and nod like a friendly village idiot, 

an act most hostile musicians seem to buy into pretty easily. Syd explains that the band 
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isn’t as enthusiastic as he’d hoped about the prospect of having a reporter along on the 

trip. I find out later that he waited until they were in the limo on the way to the airport to 

tell them, which I suppose would have pissed me off too. Then he says that Chaos is a 

little high-strung and not to pay any attention to threats from any of them. 

Not pay attention to threats? I’ve lived thirty-two years very successfully by 

taking threats seriously. Maxxie Dufresne once threatened to throw me off the stage at a 

Tower concert and I believed him and got the hell off under my own power. Another 

reporter didn’t believe him. The case is still in the courts. 

By the time Syd organizes the boys onto the plane, everyone is cranky, hungry 

and disinclined to talk. The crew has gone on ahead except for me and the almost-as-

famous-as-the-band-roadie, Niño, who is in charge of – get this – the band members’ 

swords, and who goes everywhere with them, almost as if he was another band member. 

He seems nice enough, but he’s not a talker either, so I’m back to square one, which is 

Sydney. 

“I’ve been with them since late ‘66,” he tells me. “Approximately. I knew them 

for a while before that, though not well. I’d tried a singing career that didn’t suit me, and 

I’d managed a couple of bands that went nowhere. I was close to getting out of the 

business all-together. But some mutual friends put me together with ODG and I guess 

you could say the rest is history.” 

What’s it like, I ask him. What are they like? Though he should be ready for these 

questions, it’s obvious he isn’t quite sure what to say. It’s a measure of the group’s 

oddness that even their manager doesn’t know what to think of them. 

“They’re unique. Good musicians, way better than they need to be in this business 

I think,” he adds with a candor I admire. Not many will admit what we all sort of know: 

Good musicians are rare in rock ‘n’ roll, and getting rarer every day. Any moron who 

can’t cut it in school thinks he can pick up a guitar, learn a couple of chords and be 

pulling seven figures within a year. “They work so hard at it, too. Music is almost all they 

ever do. Incredibly disciplined.” I learn later that he is referring only to their 
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musicianship. For the rest, mostly, they’re as undisciplined a group of rogues as you’d 

never want to meet. 

“Do you like them?” I ask, provoking another long pause, then a too-bright 

confirmation of Syd’s undying affection for all five. Okay, Syd, what do you really think? 

I have the opportunity to make a few initial judgements of my own later in the 

flight after they’ve all been fed and watered. Rowley has gone missing (he will later be 

discovered in flagrante delicto with a stewardess, but that’s another story. I will say only 

that the young lady in question wears a happy face for the rest of the flight), and 

Ramesses and Prez are back in tourist for some reason, watching the in-flight movie and 

driving nearby passengers mad with their running commentary. That pretty much leaves 

Chaos and Firstman who seem happy to soak up the First Class amenities. I am hesitant 

to approach them directly, but Firstman indicates that he doesn’t mind talking. “Just keep 

it down and don’t wake Chaos,” he cautions, nodding at his band mate who is asleep in 

the seat beside him, headphones askew. “What is it you want to talk about?” he asks me, 

his voice soft, but still distinct over the sound of the engines. One of the first things you 

notice about this guy is his voice; it’s warm, rich and cultured. 

MA: What’s your real name? 

Fm: Adam. 

MA: Adam what? 

Fm: Just Adam. 

MA: First man. 

Fm: You got it. Really, did you think I’d tell you? Sydney doesn’t even know. 

This surprises me but I try not to let on. (Later I learn that it’s a lie. “Oh, of course 

I know their real names; what a silly thing for him to have said,” Syd tells me. When I 

confront Firstman with this knowledge he just smiles and says, “You’re easy, Michael, 

but not stupid.”) 

MA: Why the secrecy? 

Fm: (Shrugs) Privacy. 

MA: Even from your manager? 
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Fm: We love Syd, but it’s not his business to know more about us than we want 

to tell him. 

MA: You love Syd? 

Fm: Never doubt it. 

MA: Why the swords? 

Fm: There are enemies everywhere. 

MA: That’s a little paranoid. 

Fm: No. Trust me. 

By this point I am certain Firstman is either pulling my leg or he’s a dangerous 

nut.  

MA: O-kay, how long has the band been together? 

Fm: As a going concern, about five years, though the first two, two-and-a-half, 

we spent screwing around playing free gigs when we felt like it. When I got tired of 

riding herd on the others – they never listened to me anyway; Rowley is the only one of 

us with any authority at all – we hired Sydney, and he’s forced us to become a real band. 

I’m not sure we all like it, but the guy earns his salary. 

I learn later that the salary in question is about 50% higher than the highest 

management salary I’ve ever heard of. And Syd does indeed earn every penny of it. If he 

lives to be old enough to enjoy it, I’ll be mightily surprised. 

MA: Did you all go to school together? 

Now I doubt this will prove to be even remotely the case considering the obvious 

difference in ages of the group members. Clearly Rowley is the eldest, and my best guess 

puts him in his mid to late forties, while Ramesses looks about twenty or twenty-five. But 

I am looking for some angle on their collective past, about which they are notoriously 

cagey, and I’m willing to toss out a few suggestions just to get things started. The 

damnedest thing, to my way of thinking, is that no one has come forward to claim kinship 

with any of the band and not one person can be persuaded to confess that yes, he went to 

school with Rowley and remembers how the guy used to boff cheerleaders in the girls’ 

john. 
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Fm: Not really, no. You can’t be that unobservant, can you? 

MA: Work with me here, Adam. How did you get together? 

Fm: I’ve known Ramesses since the late dynastic period in Egypt.  

This is said with such conviction and familiarity that I am almost prepared to 

believe him.  

Fm: And Prez is a friend of his. Chaos and Rowley met in London during the 

plague. And of course I’ve known Chaos for most of my life. 

MA: Which would be how long? 

 I don’t know why I bother; I know I’m going to have my appendage yanked yet 

again. I make a mental note to wear bells on my shoes around these guys. 

Fm: Several thousand years…give or take. 

MA: Thank you, that’s most enlightening. 

Firstman smiles graciously at me and I find myself thinking, Okay you sneaky 

son-of-a-bitch, I’ll figure you out. I decide two can play this game. 

MA: So tell me, from your vast perspective, what’s the best thing about the 

twentieth century? 

Fm: Toilet paper. 

I hate to admit it, even to myself, but this makes perfect sense. 

Chaos starts to moan in his sleep just about then, and I wonder if I should just 

drop everything and run, but Firstman puts a hand on his drummer’s arm and the man 

grows quiet again almost immediately. 

Fm: He has very bad dreams sometimes. 

I have the impression – I don’t know why – that this is the first really unguarded 

thing Adam has said to me. 

MA: A life that long can’t be easy to assimilate.  

Fm: You’re very perceptive, Michael. 

MA: Does it happen a lot? 

I know immediately I’ve overstepped. It’s just that the damned line is so hard to 

find. 
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Fm: Only when the press is around. 

Just then, Chaos wakes. His eyes pop open and I am struck by how blue and 

luminous they are. For a moment only he is completely defenseless, and yes, I can 

believe that there is an immense amount of history lurking behind them. Then the walls 

go up.  

C: What are you doing here? 

Firstman answers for me since I find myself quite incapable of speech.  

Fm: Interviewing me, brother. You all right? 

C: What? Why? 

Fm: Bad dream. 

C: Fuck you. 

He turns his back on us both. 

Fm: Why don’t you ask something about the music?  

MA: I’m a rock writer, what do I know about music? 

That’s one of my standard lines and it usually makes my subject laugh. This time 

it drops like a stone into a conversation which is already pretty rocky. Firstman gives me 

a wry smile. 

Fm: What a jejune remark. You leave us very few points of contact, don’t you?  

Ouch. 

MA: Okay look, the thing is that I can’t spend two weeks talking to you about 

music. I mean I could, but it’s not going to sell magazines, you know? 

Fm: So you want a show? 

MA: I want to know all about the band, the how, what, why, when, where and 

who of it. Wives, girlfriends, kids…you know. 

Fm: (Sighs) That’s a tall order. Speaking of which, do you want a drink? 

I wait while he flags down a stewardess and orders drinks. 

Fm: Michael, let me be candid with you.  

I wonder if that is constitutionally possible for him.  
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Fm: We value what little privacy we can keep. Why on earth should we want you 

around to strip that from us? 

I don’t have an answer. Or rather, all the ones I can think of are glib, and I have 

the sense he deserves better than that.  

MA: I don’t really know. This is what I do and most people on both sides of the 

story seem to enjoy the result. 

Firstman is quiet for a moment or two, obviously thinking about what I’d just 

said. 

C: (Without turning) Short of throwing you out the emergency exit we have you 

for two weeks, right? 

MA: (Really, honest-to-God begins to sweat) Um…yeah, that’s about the size of 

it. 

C: (Turns back to face me and Fm) Then let’s set up the ground rules right now. 

Don’t bother asking anyone around us who we are or where we came from because they 

don’t know. Don’t ever be the first to step between any two band members when they’re 

arguing, don’t make value judgements to our faces, and don’t go poking around in our 

stuff. You don’t go into our hotel rooms unless you’re asked to or told to. Write what you 

want about us and so long as we get to clear it first and it’s the truth we won’t have any 

problems. 

I find myself nodding as he ticks off the rules. This is the last guy on earth I’d 

want to have problems with. 

 

Chicago, November 1967 – ‘scuse me while I kiss the sky3 

(Thanks to Chicago Free Rag and Stan Granville for permission to reprint this 

review.) 

Old Dead Guys in concert, Aragon Ballroom, November 30, 1967 

So what’s not to like about a group called “Old Dead Guys?” I could think of 

about a hundred things right off the top of my head which is why I took my brother who 

is an ODG fan. “These guys are weird,” he told me, like that was a recommendation. 
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Well they are weird, but man can they grind out great music! There’s none of that 

airy-fairy flower-child crap about these guys, so be warned in advance an ODG concert is 

not the place to wear your love beads. They know their music and they have a sound 

that’s at once dense and aggressive, and beautifully disciplined, with an edge of world-

weary sophistication that just isn’t “in” these days. But they’re Old Dead Guys, so what 

do they care? 

Rowley, the lead singer, is a handsome devil and he knows it. He plays erotic 

games with his audience that come perilously close to being illegal without ever straying 

into the realm of the pornographic, particularly when the band is covering old favorites 

like “Sixty-minute Man” and “Big Ten-Inch Record.” This guy doesn’t have to wave his 

dick around to advertise what he’s selling. Though there’s nothing androgynous about his 

appearance, his perfectly controlled persona allows him to belt out songs such as: “It 

Ain’t the Meat, It’s the Motion” without any self-consciousness, and I’d be willing to bet 

that more than one dedicatedly hetero male felt the allure last night. Add to this a voice 

with the power of an opera star, and you have a front man of such control, grace and 

appeal that it’s sometimes easy to forget that the four guys backing him up have a lot 

going for them, too. 

My own favorite “character” (because that’s what the Old Dead Guys are) is Prez 

– El Presidente – a virtuoso guitarist with a lucent style that whispers “classically 

educated,” something he proves almost effortlessly with a couple of classical pieces by 

Bach and Leyende and a seamless segue from “Fever” into a wild, fiery Flamenco 

number. It’s no accident that Prez has hooked up with these guys; no one else could keep 

up with him. No shirker when it comes to big husky chunks of sound, Prez is also capable 

of following a melody line with a pure, only slightly embellished style that is downright 

refreshing in this age of “Hey, I got six chords, I’m gonna be a rock star.” 

Onstage he’s lean, mean and aggressive, and is the good-natured object of much 

of Rowley’s more outré sexual posturing. And here, as in his playing, there is never a 

wrong note. His singing voice, though, takes some getting used to, and if you’re looking 

for the owner of the soulful background rasp, just listen to Prez front their weird cover of 
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“Minnie the Moocher” or “Take Him Out Back and Rough Him Up,” which is one of the 

group’s funkiest original tunes, and damn close to unsingable in my opinion. I’ve heard 

this guy’s speaking voice; it’s rough, but it’s nothing like some of the sounds he produces 

onstage. You have to wonder how he does it. 

I don’t mean to slight Ramesses, who is as solid a bassist as you could ask for, but 

his stage presence is quicksilver and hard to pin down. The bass line is there, you can 

count on it, but sometimes it seems as if he’d rather be doing something else…building a 

pyramid? He has a raucous voice that can belt out the top notes in a banshee shriek, so 

when they covered “Twist and Shout” he took ODG into the stratosphere with wild, 

animal screams that made all the hair on my body stand straight up. And I don’t mean to 

discount his significant talent and presence when he takes the vocal lead, as he does on 

his duet with Rowley during their cover of “Falling in Love Again” in which he out-

vamps Dietrich. To his credit, Rowley, who could blow the little bassist out of the water 

with his power voice, never oversteps his position as a supporting player here. There’s a 

charm to this number which, oddly, isn’t lost on the audience they attract. It clues me in 

to the fact that their audience cuts across a lot of important lines – age, gender, race – and 

virtually every musical taste. 

Firstman, on keyboards and virtually any other instrument that the band calls for 

during any given number, is also a solid presence, and like Prez comes across as a 

classically trained artist. Unlike Prez however, he seems to have been seduced into this 

dark game the others seem to be playing. He’s got a mellow voice that serves the group 

well when they choose to slow the pace a little, but there’s a suggestion of irony about 

everything he does. He’s focused, aware, possibly the least sinister of the lot, and feels 

like the group’s anchor which is strange when you consider that their drummer, Chaos, 

should fill that niche.  

But there’s something unsettling about Chaos’ playing that you’ll either love or 

hate. I loved it even though it made me uncomfortable. There’s a mathematical 

complexity to the way he attacks a number, laying down a raw, hard, primitive beat for 

the group that gets their audience up and wanting to fuck, then coming up from 
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underneath with a quality that I can only describe as contrapuntal. Which is a strange 

thing to say to a rock audience, I guess. Do you people have any idea what I’m talking 

about here? No? Fine, fine…let’s move on.  

Lots of other musicians aspire to the position of the Mephistopheles of the rock 

world, but this Old Dead Guy could beat ‘em hands down if he wanted to, he’s that 

freakin’ scary back there in his black leather with that menacing scar of his. He’d rather 

be the Einstein of drumming, I’d guess, but every once in a while you can hear him back 

there with his raw voice singing harmony, or taking the lead on songs like “There’s a 

Place” (these guys know their Beatles songs, and belt the crap out of them when they 

have a mind to), and you just know that there are raw places inside to match the voice. 

To their credit, the other members of the group never get left behind the way so 

many other rockers would when forced to cope with a drummer who makes such 

demands on his band mates. They hear and they obey, traveling with him into some super 

abstract realm that makes the best of their original stuff as hard and brilliant as a 

diamond. “Take Cover” is as intense a piece of music-making as I’ve ever heard, and the 

long pairing of “Quickening/Ecstasy” is by turns violent, erotic and mystical. No one else 

could cover their stuff. I mean it. And that original stuff is brilliant if somewhat esoteric 

for today’s audiences. I have a good, solid musical background and even I couldn’t pin 

down their sources and inspirations. Sometimes they sounded so avant garde that it 

seemed as if we were listening to some brand new, experimental jazz group. “Keep Your 

Head on Your Shoulders” is like that; ten minutes of what feels like a cross between 

improv and Mozart as interpreted by Theolonius Monk. Other times – I’m thinking of 

“End of Time” here with a melody line that sounds like Gregorian Chant on acid – there 

was a very, very old feel to the music, with harmonies that I swear have not been heard 

on this earth for centuries if not millennia. I don’t know who these guys studied with or 

what they listen to when they’re not working, but I’d love to see their music collections. 

And then, just as I think I have them pegged as a group of serious, eclectic 

musicians who like to have a little harmless fun, the five of them abandon their 
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instruments (except for Chaos who keeps time with his sticks) and step to the front of the 

stage, Ramesses picks up a mike, and what I hear is: 

He went away, and you hung around 

And bothered me, every night 

And when I wouldn't go out with you, 

You said things that weren't very nice...4 

I know what’s coming, I can’t dodge or duck this one, and it kills me that my 

brother is on his feet, grinning and clapping along with the half of the audience that 

already knows what’s in store. 

My boyfriend's back, and there's gonna be trouble 

The crowd goes wild. There are fans of all ages yelling and clapping and singing 

along, and yeah I see some folks who are shocked especially when in true, girl-group 

style the others join in on the chorus of Hey la, hey la, my boyfriend's back. They’ve 

surprised me again. They’ve suddenly moved a giant step beyond Rowley’s challenging 

persona and Ramesses’ charmingly eccentric tribute to Dietrich and they’re vamping and 

camping up on stage, hand-jiving and dancing as Ramesses purrs out the lead and they all 

swoop and flutter through the chorus like a gaggle of dizzy queens. But outrageous as it 

is when Ramesses leans up against Rowley and sings: Cause he's kinda big and he's 

awful strong, the screams of pleasure and approval from the crowd drown out the others 

as they belt Hey, he knows I wasn't cheatin', Now, you're gonna get a beatin' in their 

perfect girly harmony. I just don’t get it; how the hell do they get away with this stuff? 

These guys are just a mystery to me, but I find myself clapping along by the end, won 

over by the infectious joy with which they infuse all their songs. Yeah, okay, I can get 

next to a bunch of guys singing about their boyfriends, that’s cool. Who the hell really 

cares when you’re smiling this hard? 

“So what didja think?” my brother asked me after it was all over and the ringing 

in my ears was starting to fade. And I had to admit that I wasn’t sure. Old Dead Guys 

could be huge one day, or they could lie comfortably in the “cult band” category forever. 

It’s hard to say. I’m not even sure I’d enjoy hearing them on any regular basis because 
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some of what they do is just too unsettling. And yet the music scene needs this hard-

driving, visionary, and ultimately brilliantly silly group; I’m sure of that much anyway. 

Go see for yourselves. See them before they hit it big because fame may make the 

band implode. They’re just too tightly strung in some places, too much pure music out 

there, laid bare at the hands of a hungry public.   

Stan Granville 

 

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar - Deliver me from reasons why you’d rather cry5 

The object of Kronos’ obsession sat in the back room, drinking beer with 

Michael. 

“Did you find everyone?” Michael asked. 

“Yup. Ramesses was a little difficult to locate, but the others were no problem, 

especially Prez. Niño is still with him.” 

Michael whistled. “Niño must be what? Pushing sixty?” Which was pretty funny 

coming from a man who had just passed his own sixtieth birthday a few days before. 

Michael was still youngish, though, with bright, curious eyes and sharp laugh lines. He’d 

always enjoyed a good laugh, often at his own expense, Methos recalled fondly. 

“I thought you were in touch with him.” 

“It’s been, probably eight, ten years since I’ve seen him,” Michael admitted. 

“About the time Prez decided to move to Buttfuck Nowhere. I talk to him on the phone 

about once a month, though. At least lately I have,” he added with a shrug, which Methos 

filed away under “What’s this about?” 

Methos gave some thought to Niño’s age. “As I recall he’s about ten or twelve 

years younger than you are, Michael. He was just a baby when he came to us which is 

why we nicknamed him Niño.” 

“Niño was only around twenty back then?” 

Methos nodded. “He was only fourteen when his parents threw him out. That 

was…the year before we met him which was sixty-three or sixty-four, which makes him, 

uh, considerably younger than you, Michael,” Methos said with a grin. 
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“I had no idea. He always seemed so…” 

“Wise? He was. Still is, I’d imagine.” 

Michael shook his head and lit a cigarette. “What about you?” 

“Still fancy free. You?” 

“Oh, pretty much the same. Lydia and I broke up a year after Woodstock. It was 

just as well. All this,” he made a vague gesture, presumably meant to encompass the 

whole scope of Watcher/Immortal relations, “eats up your life, you know?” 

“I’m lucky, it pretty much is my life so I can get on with other things.” Methos 

grinned at him. 

“So who’s your Watcher?” 

“Who’s your immie?” Methos countered. “Come on, man, that’s classified.” 

“You always were an elusive bastard.” He took a long pull on his bottle of beer, 

then asked, “So, how’d it happen?” There was a tightness to his voice that didn’t allow 

for any misunderstanding. 

“Maybe we should wait for the others?” Methos put a disc into the CD player 

he’d set up for the evening. 

Michael took a deep breath and changed gears. “You know me, always looking 

for the scoop. Hey…this is ODG.” 

“Yeah. I’ve had all the tapes converted to disc. I have copies for you in my car.” 

“Oh man, that’s great, thank you. I’ve been wondering what happened to the 

tapes.” 

Methos leaned against the table and folded his arms. “I want to convince Syd and 

the others to re-release the albums on CD. What d’you think?” 

“I think ODG will win a whole new following. It’s a good idea.” 

“Yeah…maybe. I hope so.” He didn’t like to think he was doing it out of guilt. 

“Friend of mine took Chaos’ head,” he said quietly. 

Michael raised an eyebrow. “Friend?”  

Methos chewed his thumb. It had to come out eventually so why not test the 

waters on Michael who was professionally non-judgmental? “I pretty much set it up.” 
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 “You did what?” 

Just then there was a strong buzz, and Rowley and Prez entered the room. Shock 

and dismay forgotten for a moment, Michael joined Methos in greeting them warmly. 

“There’s a great, dark, glowering immortal at the bar; should we be concerned?” 

Rowley asked, pouring himself two fingers of brandy and tossing it back before he 

hugged Methos and Michael. He’d cut his black hair short, though not as short as Prez, 

who was sporting a haircut that looked like it could shred tractor tires. Prez hugged 

Michael and Methos, too, which was a surprise. He never had been particularly 

demonstrative. 

“Jeez, Prez, have you missed us that much or are you stoned?” Michael asked. 

“Don’t worry about the guy at the bar, that’s just Mac. He glowers naturally.” 

“Very attractive,” Prez remarked and laughed at the expressions of surprise. 

“Well just because I didn’t then, doesn’t mean I haven’t ever or don’t now, okay?” He 

brushed long fingers through the black spikes of his hair the same way he had done when 

it was past his shoulders. Old habits…and a few new ones, apparently. 

“Welcome to the team, old man,” Methos said with a laugh. 

Another buzz and Ramesses burst into the room in his old, breathless manner. 

“What team? Hello! Hello! My God you all look good! I could eat you without salt.” 

“Bastards, Buggers and Balladeers,” Rowley said as he grabbed the much smaller 

man and swung him up into a fierce hug. “You look barely sixteen as usual. I’m sure it 

gets you all sorts of vile attentions.” 

“Which I adore, of course. Put me down, Ox, I want to kiss the others. Buggers? 

Prez, darling, have you finally seen the light?” 

Prez rolled his eyes, and nodded without much enthusiasm. 

“Great! Wanna fuck?” 

 “Always too free with himself,” Rowley muttered as Ram grabbed Prez and stuck 

his tongue down the man’s throat. “When did you start wearing dreads?” 

Ramesses licked his lips and sat down. “Don’t you just love them?” he asked as 

he opened his beer. “I think I look cute this way. I like yours short. When did you do 
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that? And Prez, my god, you’ve put on muscle, too! Look at you, you look like rough 

trade; I want to take you home and have you abuse me. Adam, you and Michael look just 

as gorgeous as ever, I think Adam was wearing that outfit last time I saw him in sixty-

nine. And who is that outrageously handsome immortal at the bar? Why don’t we invite 

him back and have him right here on the table? I would really love to get laid tonight.” 

“Why should tonight be different from any other night?” Rowley drawled. 

“That’s Mac at the bar. He’s a friend of mine.” 

“You hound, I hate you. Does he fool around?” 

“Constantly,” Methos told him. “Though never with anything remotely pre-

pubescent.” 

Ramesses’ indignant reply was almost lost in the general laughter. “Afraid of the 

competition? Why don’t you introduce us and we’ll see?” 

“After that crack about my sweater, you’re on your own, Miss Twinkie.” 

“Where’s Niño?” Rowley asked. 

“He’s bringing Syd. They should be here, soon,” Prez told them. 

“Syd…I hoped you’d invite him,” Rowley told Methos. 

“We have Prez to thank. They’ve corresponded all these years.” 

“Really?” 

“I always liked Syd. We got on pretty well, and I always felt sorry for the way 

things worked out. He deserved better than what we could do for him.” 

“He had a wild ride, don’t discount the value of that,” Michael told them. “You 

guys were addictive. We all felt it, Syd, Niño, me… the other roadies all said the same 

thing. Those days were the best. I’ve never felt that way again. Not ever.” 

“I’m not sure Pequod would agree,” Rowley said with an evil little laugh. 

“And there was that little matter of fixing Syd up with Filadelfia,” Ramesses 

reminded them. “He managed her for close to seven years and retired with a lot of 

money. Del’s doing well, by the way, and says to say hello to you all. She has a gorgeous 

new lover and I’m pea green about it. I don’t know how Del does it, I mean she’s a 

muffin, but the parade of rich, famous and absolutely exquisite lovers through her 
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bedroom just stumps me. You should see this woman, this new lover of hers, she’s an 

Amazon, a fucking Goddess! Red hair, six feet tall, gorgeous, sensual woman with 

breasts like ripe melons…my God she makes me want to break out my mountain 

climbing gear!” 

Used to ignoring Ramesses’ rants, Rowley drowned him out with, “Not to be a 

doom-crier, but has anyone ever told Syd about us? I don’t want him dropping dead of a 

heart attack when he sees us.” 

“Niño was supposed to try to prepare him a little.” 

“How do you prepare someone for something like this?” 

“Frankly I suspect that he’s guessed a good deal of the truth already,” Prez told 

them. “I’d be surprised if he was surprised, but you know Syd. He’ll be polite and 

pretend it’s all news to him, and isn’t it all just fascinating? He was always too nice for 

the likes of us.” 

Just then, as if on cue, the door opened and there was the considerable shock of 

seeing both Syd and Niño again. Niño looked only a little older than Methos 

remembered, and his fair hair had darkened, but apart from a few lines and a few pounds, 

he had barely changed. Syd was still a nice-looking man, Methos realized, but his golden-

brown hair was now white, and his pale blue eyes paler, dulled with the years, and with 

sorrow.  

What Syd expected to see when he entered the room, Methos would never know, 

but he stood there for a moment, Niño’s hand on his shoulder, and stared at them all. 

They all stood up. Methos walked over to him, and held out his hand. 

“Syd, I’m so glad you could make it.” 

But instead of shaking his hand, Syd hugged him, and whispered to him, “You 

have my sympathy, Adam.” 

Methos felt his eyes well. 

“Aren’t you guys ever going to grow up?” Syd demanded as he released Methos. 

There was a ripple of laughter, and the others all milled around shaking Syd’s hand, 

greeting Niño and all talking at once. 



 25 

 

New York – January 1967 – Purple haze all in my brain/ Lately things just don't 

seem the same6 

“Oh man…oh man, my reputation is shot. How could you do this to me?” Sydney 

surveyed the scene with a gnawing feeling of horror in his gut. No way could guys this 

wasted be on stage doing a show in an hour. No way. 

“Patience, brother Sydney, all will be well,” Firstman promised with a seraphic 

smile, his teeth a weird color in the half incandescent, half black light installed in the 

dressing room. There was a long-haired boy trying to elbow his way to a seat beside 

Firstman, but a girl with heavily made up eyes and white lips – she looked like a zombie 

– was pushing him away.  

There were pills, powders, herbs and syringes everywhere in the room, and the air 

was so saturated with weed that you could get high just walking to the bathroom. If the 

cops showed up, these guys would be in jail until the end of the next century. “You’re 

supposed to be the sane one for God’s sake! You should know better. Oh man, I’m 

fucked, I’m just fucked.” So much for a fucking career in rock management. There were 

also groupies strewn all over the room in various states of nudity and drug-induced 

euphoria. “Jesus Christ, you weren’t all like this when I met you.” 

“Of course we were, Syd. You just didn’t notice,” Rowley said reasonably. 

The drummer, Chaos, the dangerous-looking one – not that they didn’t all seem 

fairly dangerous and that’s what the kids liked, Sydney supposed, but this one really 

seemed like someone to steer clear of – told Firstman to get rid of Sydney because he was 

“bringing the rest of us down.” He was busy shooting something into a big vein in his 

arm while a dark-haired kid of indeterminate sex watched. In the darkness, a scratchy 

Doris Day single was playing softly. She was singing, Que Sera, Sera7 over and over 

again. 

 “It’s just a game we play, Syd,” Firstman explained. “Whoever gets to the edge 

fastest is the winner. Something’s going to give soon judging by what I saw go into 

Chaos’ needle.” 
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A high-pitched giggle came from Ramesses’ corner. There was a sort of cosmic 

rightness to the name he’d chosen, Syd decided, because if anyone deserved to be named 

for a condom… “I think we should give Sydney something to swallow…or inhale…or 

something nice to slip into his bloodstream.” At least he was only smoking hash. Syd 

hoped it was only hash, though he supposed it really didn’t make that much difference at 

this point. 

Now I have children of my own, they ask their mother… 

He had never seen human beings use drugs like this, in such potentially lethal 

amounts and combinations. “Old Dead Guys” they called themselves, and it seemed to 

him that they were working at the dead part with a fury that beggared imagination. Why 

he had taken them on to begin with was a mystery except that he was already making an 

unbelievable amount of money just doing the most basic managerial things for them.  

“Or something nice to slip into,” Rowley added as he snorted up a couple of lines 

of coke. Suddenly his handsome, dark eyes rolled back in his head and he fell back onto 

the blonde girl he’d been feeling up. She was so out of it, she didn’t even notice. 

“What’s happened? What’s happened?” Sydney asked Firstman. Could it be that 

he was the only one who saw or cared that Rowley was in trouble here? “Adam!” 

Firstman went over to the table and wiped up what was left of the white powder 

with his hand, sniffed and tasted it. “Mmm, heroin and I don’t know what all, arsenic, 

coke...tooth powder? He wasn’t gonna lose this bet, was he? Honey, don’t let him bite his 

tongue off,” he told the dazed groupie. “You’ll thank me for it later,” he promised. 

Rowley was beginning to convulse. Spit was flying out of his mouth and only the 

whites of both eyes showed. Syd was sure they’d done a one-eighty inside his skull. This 

got the girl’s attention finally, and she made a kind of whining sob as she tried to push 

the big man off herself. 

Will I be pretty, will I be rich… 

Firstman licked his fingers. “Oh yeah, Peppermint Death. Put something between 

his teeth, baby.” 
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“Like your tit,” the drummer told her. He pitched the syringe into a garbage can. 

“Fuck Rowley, that’s not fair.” 

“Oh fuck you!” she screamed at him. Rowley was jerking around on top of her, a 

white froth of spit frosting his neat black moustache as well as the girl’s stick-straight 

hair, melon-sized breasts and the shapeless mustard-colored paisley skirt that, sadly, hid 

the rest of a phenomenal figure. It looked a little like Playboy, hippie-style. 

 Blood began to seep from Rowley’s nostrils. No wonder the poor girl was 

unhinged. 

Firstman grabbed a drumstick and shoved it between Rowley’s teeth. “There. Just 

sit with him, baby. He’ll be fine.” 

“He’s fucking dying!” Sydney screamed at Firstman. “He’s been snorting rat 

poison for chrissake!” 

“He’ll get better,” Firstman reassured him even as Rowley’s teeth began to dig 

ruts into the drumstick. 

The other members of the group all laughed except for El Presidente who had 

been balling a groupie the whole time, never missing a stroke. Suddenly the two of them 

climaxed with ear-splitting screams that got Rowley’s hippie chick shrieking, too. 

Sydney clapped his hands over his ears and began to yell just because it was something to 

do to ease the tension. 

And right in the middle of it, Rowley sat up, spit the drumstick across the room, 

spewed a gut full of drugs and blood and the steak he’d had for dinner, and expired. Right 

there. On top of the groupie. Who fainted.  

At least everyone had stopped screaming. 

Que sera, sera. Whatever will be, will be… 

“Is he dead?” asked one of the groupies, and another one asked, “Any of that stuff 

left?” 

“Any bets on how long he’ll take to come to?” Ramesses asked as he popped a 

handful of pills and washed them down with Everclear. “Jeezus what a mess. Hey, did 

you know this stuff will eat the fillings right out of your teeth?” He slapped the hippie 
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chick gently and when she started to come to, he poured a little Everclear down her, 

which at least brought her back to consciousness really fast. Every time she coughed, her 

breasts bounced and Ram grinned. “Remind me to thank Rowley.” 

“Ten minutes, same as me and…what’s yer name, baby?” Prez asked the girl he 

was still plugged into.  

“Claudia.” 

“Same as me and Claudia here. And I don’t have any fillings. Cover my bet, old 

guy,” he said to Firstman. “I got nothing on me.” 

“Yeah boy howdy we noticed,” Ramesses said, slapping Prez’s bare ass. “If that 

isn’t an invitation to the dance I don’t know what is. When you gonna let me show you 

heaven, sweet cheeks?” 

“When you grow tits, slut.” 

Ramesses chuckled. “An hour if Rowley’s really dead,” he suggested, tossing a 

thousand dollar bill onto the table. 

“Let’s cut his head off and see what happens,” the drummer remarked, causing 

some unfocussed hilarity. His eyes were starting to glaze over. Sydney had seen this guy 

drop a couple of tabs of acid and a handful of pills only an hour earlier, and until the 

contents of the syringe took hold he’d been as sober as Syd had ever seen him. He 

wondered what sort of system metabolized pharmaceuticals at that rate. “Let’s cut his 

head off and see if his quickening looks any more cosmic now than it would have a 

couple hundred years ago.” 

“I want mine to look like a field of red poppies in a thunderstorm,” Ramesses said 

with a giggle. 

“Yours is going to look like a plague of boils you little slut.” This from Firstman 

who was slapping Rowley’s face. 

“That won’t help if he’s dead,” Prez told him. Sydney couldn’t believe how blasé 

they were all being. 

“No, but I’m enjoying it,” Firstman said dryly. 
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“Bet he would too if he was alive,” Chaos remarked, and relaxed so suddenly it 

seemed to pump oxygen into the room. The dark-haired kid began to rub Chaos’ crotch 

through his jeans, and the drummer just stared at her/him/it like s/he’d grown a third head 

– not just odd but really excessive. 

Suddenly Rowley gagged and sputtered. 

*whirrr, click* When I was just a little girl… 

“We should get him to a hospital!” Sydney told them, the spell of inaction broken 

by the certainty that Rowley wasn’t dead and might yet be saved. 

“He’ll be okay. C’mon Rowley, come back to us.” The handsome face was slack 

as Firstman wiped the spit and blood off of it. “Come on Rowley, we have a gig to play.” 

“Oh man…that was something. I think I saw God.” 

“Yeah? Did he say anything?” 

“He told me to tell you all…” 

The rest of the band members leaned forward a little, even the drummer. 

“He said if any of you show up at the pearly gates, he’ll set the dogs on you.” 

The other four screamed with laughter, even Chaos who was looking a little 

strange. He started to get up and his legs collapsed under him. “F- f- fucking great trip,” 

he stuttered and Syd noticed that he’d developed a serious tremor and a tic that made him 

snap his head to the side every few seconds. This was not good, Syd decided. This sort of 

crossed wires was very, very bad in a drummer. 

“You owe me a yard, you old craphound,” Rowley told Chaos. “I got there first. 

My God, look at you; you’re having way more fun than I did.” He glanced down. “Shit, 

my best shirt!” 

“Christ, Chaos is about as spazzed as I’ve ever seen him! Let’s carry him on stage 

and see if he can hold his drumsticks like that,” Prez suggested with an evil laugh. He 

tucked his cock into his jeans and zipped up. “Time to move, kiddies. You,” he said to 

the groupies in the room, “get out. Don’t talk about this, ever, and if you’re stupid enough 

to do drugs like this you’ll die, got it? We can do it ‘cause we’re already dead. Now get 

out. Niño, get rid of ‘em, will you?” 
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The hangers-on got herded out by the kid everyone called Niño. Syd made a 

mental note to find out how old he really was and if he wasn’t eighteen yet he was out of 

a job. 

“I kind of like being dead,” Chaos announced to no one in particular as the 

groupies fled, looking dazed. His head was snapping back and forth alarmingly and the 

others were all laughing at him. “This isn’t f- f- funny you know,” he told them with a 

manic giggle. 

Prez asked him, “Can you stand?” 

“Nope.” His teeth were clacking together by this time. Syd took his own pulse; he 

was certain his heart was going to give out. 

“Want me to call a roadie?” 

“Call the one with the long b- b- b- black hair, hermano, I want to suck his c- 

cock.” 

Will we have rainbows, day after day… 

“Forget it, maricón, you’re twitching and drooling all over the place. You’d 

circumcise the poor bastard,” Prez said, slapping his face softly. “Maybe when you stop 

jerking around like that we can wheel you onstage on a dolly and you can do blowjobs as 

our opening act.” 

Sydney glared at Firstman. “You guys have gotta watch that.” 

“What?” 

“This thing with other guys. The public forgives a lot, but not two guys together.” 

“Syd…we’re the Old Dead Guys. We don’t care what they think.” He put his 

hands under Chaos’ armpits, hauled the smaller man to his feet and wiped his face gently 

with a damp towel. 

“You still love me, brother?” Chaos said so softly that Sydney barely heard.  

“Forever and a day, my brother.” Then he said something in a language that Syd 

didn’t recognize, and Chaos smiled. It transformed his face. 

Firstman began to propel him towards the door. “We’ll be okay, Syd. We just 

need to walk a bit.” 
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The tic had stopped and the tremor was subsiding as they left the dressing room. 

The little guy had the constitution of an ox, Syd decided. Thank God. He opened all the 

windows, swept the drugs and paraphernalia into the wastebasket and shoved it at Niño 

who was back and already starting to clean up the mess. “Get rid of this shit.” He 

switched off the record player and smashed the forty-five against one of the dressing 

tables. And for good measure he broke all the black lights. Not that he had many illusions 

left about how much good it would do. 

But the music they made that night was amazing. And the drumming… 

Sometimes Syd would hear Chaos drumming in his sleep, a slow, regular beat with a soft 

counterpoint that seemed like running. He’d wake up and he’d feel great, feel like he’d 

been in the last place on earth and he’d been as free as a man can ever be in this world. It 

was like Chaos was some kind of fucking shaman who could take him places in his sleep 

he could never go awake. Syd always wanted to ask the others if it ever happened to 

them, but he figured they’d just laugh at him. Anyway, they were all like that, sort of – 

Chaos and Firstman most of all, but all of them, in spite of their craziness, had a kind of 

old, weird, beautiful balance which was maybe why so many of those trippy kids were 

trying to hang on to them when they passed by. Maybe that was why, for some of them, 

even a touch seemed like a sacrament. 

 

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar - The time you ran was too insane / We'll meet again, 

we'll meet again8 

Methos stood and took a deep breath. 

“You know why we’re here. Kronos…” He sighed. “I’m sorry, but that was the 

name I always knew him by. Chaos,” he amended, “was killed in France several months 

ago. He had come to me with a plan to poison the world with a virus he had created. I 

knew he had to be stopped, and I wanted to find a safe place for him, but I ran out of time 

and will. In a rare lucid moment he told me that he had become what he feared most; 

nothing could keep him sane for more than a few hours at a time. I knew then that he had 
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to die…” As painful as this was to say, it was nothing compared to the look on Syd’s 

face. 

“I orchestrated his death, but I couldn’t do the deed myself; I wasn’t strong 

enough. Instead I drove a friend to do it. I betrayed the one to give peace to the other.” 

There was a deep silence in the room. Finally Ramesses said, “Did you ask us 

here for absolution?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“This is about Chaos, Adam, not about you,” Prez said brusquely. “Don’t try to 

make it about you. Carry your guilt quietly and let us celebrate the man we all loved, 

okay?” 

“It’s the man at the bar who has his quickening, isn’t it?” Rowley asked. 

Methos nodded.  

“Yes, there was that feeling about him. Will he join us?” 

“No.” 

“Then our friend is truly gone from among us. I, for one, feel very bereaved.” 

In the long silence of agreement came Michael’s inevitable questions: “What 

happened to him after that day at Ernie Diamond’s house? And the rest of you; where did 

you go? What did you do? Why did it end that way?” 

“You still looking for a story, man?” Niño asked him. 

Michael grinned at the good-natured ribbing. “Well, I’ll tell you: I cried all the 

tears I had for Chaos when Adam first told me what happened, and believe me, there 

were days of them, but if it was just that, just mourning him, I could have stayed home. I 

came here tonight to be with all of you, and to share some memories of those days and 

stories about what’s happened since. You know what I am now.” He held up his wrist and 

showed them the tattoo. “But this is all off the record. I’m curious about the rest of you 

because my life changed so dramatically the day I met you guys. It was as if I’d become 

another person. I never looked back at my old life, but I’ve wondered all these years just 

what happened to end that crazy, gorgeous time so abruptly. And I’ve wondered about 
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the rest of you, the ones I didn’t have much contact with since then, like Ram and 

Rowley. I know Niño’s been watching Prez. They keep in touch.” 

“Mike is hard to shake loose,” Prez joked. 

Everyone laughed except for Syd. “I’m sorry, but I don’t understand this business 

about Watchers. What is that?” 

Everyone stared at Niño who said, “Sorry, we didn’t get that far on the trip from 

the airport.” 

“We’re an organization that chronicles what these guys – immortals – do,” 

Michael told him. “We observe…” 

“And record,” came the chorus from around the table. 

“Why?” 

“So we’ll remember them when they’re gone,” Michael said softly. He was 

rolling his glass of beer between his palms. “Except we’ll be gone first, won’t we, Niño?” 

Niño bit his lip. 

“But you told me they’re immortal.” Syd frowned. “Wait… they can’t be if Chaos 

is dead.” 

“They are, except for one thing; they will die if you cut off their heads,” Michael 

explained. “And that’s what they try to do to each other. That’s apparently what they do.” 

“Try to kill each other?” Syd asked, clearly confused. “Why do you try to kill 

each other? I don’t get it.” 

“No one does, Syd, least of all us,” Ramesses told him. “I never could figure it 

out, but I’ve taken my share of heads.” 

Rowley seconded him. “We all have. When we take an immortal’s head we take 

the essence of what he was and assimilate it into our own personalities. We are not so 

much individuals as hives or ant colonies.” 

“Ewww, there’s a nasty image. Can’t you think of a better one?” 

“Oh don’t be so prissy, Ram,” Prez snapped. Then he said, “I’ve stopped taking 

challenges. I’m tired of the game.” 
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Ramesses prickled. “Excuse me? Who are you calling prissy, Mister I’m-out-of-

the-game?” 

“Sorry, Oh Ancient One, why do you still play since you’re so old and 

enlightened?” 

“Because I like taking heads,” Ramesses said frankly. “I like the feel of 

swallowing a quickening. I genuinely enjoy the killing, okay? How’s that for prissy?” 

“Just drop it, Ram,” Methos warned. 

“The game? Is that what you call trying to kill each other?” Syd asked, clearly 

horrified. 

“That’s what I’ve always heard it called,” Methos told him. “I’m not officially 

out, but I avoid it when I can. I had to take a head the day Kronos died. Another friend. 

Sometimes I hate what we are,” he admitted. 

“A lot of the older immortals just stop,” Niño explained to Syd. “Obviously not 

Ramesses.” 

“Prez is pretty young by comparison, though. So what’s up with you, Prez? Why 

are you becoming a Bodhisattva?” 

“Personal reasons.” 

“Shall I make an educated guess as to what that reason might be?” 

“Mind your own business, Ram.” The familiar growl of irritation made the others 

smile. 

Syd sat back in his chair and regarded the men he’d known so well and at the 

same time, so imperfectly. “Why do you do it at all? I mean you never tried to kill each 

other, not that I saw.” 

Methos laughed. “Ram and I sure did. The day we met. When was that exactly?” 

Ramesses chuckled as he sipped his beer. “You don’t remember? I’m crushed. I 

have the date circled in red in my diary, right next to: “Make offering to thank Isis for 

good sex.” It was the high point of my life.” 

Methos refused to be put off by Ramesses’ light-hearted rudeness. “Uh-huh, so 

what was the date?” 
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“Tuesday the twenty fourth of April, twenty-two fifty b.c. Twenty past noon,” he 

added, cheerful as he always was when making up a tall tale. “Give or take. Did you all 

know that Adam here was a pharaoh?”  

The others remained suitably unimpressed. 

“Not when I met him, of course. I seem to remember he was quite dirty the day 

we met, which wasn’t nearly as exciting then when everyone had a fine coating of grit as 

it is in our squeaky-clean age. Actually now I think of it, all that’s missing with Prez’s 

new look is the sheen of motor oil.” 

“So why isn’t one of you dead?” Syd asked. 

“Ram here fought like a little demon for about five minutes and then said, “Hey, 

do you want to fuck?” or an ancient Egyptian equivalent thereof. I seem to remember 

laughing and saying that I would prefer that to possible decapitation.” 

“And I never kill people I sleep with…if I can help it,” Ramesses added primly. 

“Well then, a good three quarters of humanity can rest easy on their pillows 

tonight,” Rowley observed, provoking another round of laughter at Ram’s expense. 

Michael pressed on with his original question. “What happened to Chaos, though? 

The last time I saw him you’d all walked out on him except for Syd.” 

There were a lot of avoided gazes, and uncomfortable shufflings. 

“I’m not sure we walked out on him so much,” Rowley began, but was brought up 

short when Syd said, “He knew why you all left; he told me so.” 

Methos thought about all the things Kronos had said to him in those days before 

his death. One thing stood out. 

“He told me you took care of him, Syd. That you were kind to him. He 

remembered that much.” The expression on his friends’ faces spurred him on to explain. 

“When it got bad…really bad, I mean, he’d forget things, things he’d done, people he’d 

known…” Methos sighed. “Sometimes it was as if he was someone else entirely. When 

he found me here in Seacouver, he didn’t even remember the Old Dead Guys. He 

remembered our last meeting as being at least a few centuries ago; I never was really 

clear on how far back the amnesia went. But as I said, he had lucid moments, and in one 
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of them he told me that Syd took him back to New York, and took care of him for a 

while. He doesn’t remember how that ended, and I suspect it’s for the best…” 

“It is. I had to institutionalize him eventually. He was in the hospital for two 

years, and then he escaped. Why are you smiling, Adam? It wasn’t funny.” 

“No, I know it wasn’t but I wanted to ask, his room or his cell or whatever they 

called it at the hospital, was it covered with drawings and equations and other strange 

stuff? Not like what he did in that hotel room in New York, but things which seemed well 

organized and well thought out?” 

“Yes. How did you know?” 

“You weren’t the only one who had to have him locked up. And each time he 

covered the walls of his room with all sorts of mathematical equations and neat strings of 

letters that meant nothing grouped together in threes, and the most wonderful drawings. I 

remember the monks telling me that they enjoyed the art, but didn’t understand what it 

was he was writing. I was smiling because that beautiful mind of his never shut down 

even when it was wracked with anger and madness. Just… sometimes it got rerouted into 

paths that were…” He shook his head. There was no way to sanitize what Kronos had 

been while in the darkest depths of his madness. “It took him terrible places. He told me 

right at the end that he didn’t want to live anymore because the music had gone out of the 

world.” Methos looked around at his friends and saw pain on every face. It echoed what 

was gnawing at his own heart as he spoke. 

“Those strings of letters weren’t meaningless. I took some photos...” Syd pulled 

an envelope out of his pocket and took out a small stack of now-antique-looking 

snapshots which he passed around the table. “At the time, I was told this was gibberish, 

but there was something about it that bothered me, so recently I showed these to one of 

my neighbors who’s a retired doctor and one of the most well-educated people I know, 

and he told me the strings of letters there looked familiar to him. I gave him copies of the 

pictures and he showed them to some colleagues, and they confirmed his hunch that what 

we’re looking at here are what they call “codons.” All these three letter words mean 

something in the field of genetics, but I’m not quite clear on what or how…you know 
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that’s not my strong suit,” he said with a self-deprecating little laugh. “They also said 

these notes under them in some places – see? Here and here,” he said, pointing to the 

picture that Methos held, “are…I don’t know how to explain this very well but it seems 

he wrote a musical score to interpret them. My friend told me that some biologists are 

just starting to work on the music of genes and that this looked like their work. And over 

here,” he said, pointing to another picture of the stark, white wall filled with words and 

numbers and drawings, “were what his colleagues said might be formulas that had 

something to do with biochemistry or something like that. I don’t really understand any 

of it, but they all seemed to think it was significant. One of them, who is…damn, I can’t 

remember what my friend told me, now, but it’s like a psychiatrist, anyway, apparently 

he asked if he could meet the man who wrote and drew all this. He seemed to think 

Chaos must be a sort of idiot savant. I didn’t explain that there was nothing of the idiot 

about him.” 

This news drew some laughter in the otherwise solemn group. 

“I’m so sure a psychiatrist would last fifteen minutes in a room with Chaos,” 

Rowley said acerbically.  

“Did anyone write any of this down?” Methos asked. “The music, I mean. That 

would have been the thing that was most important to him.” 

“I got what I could at the time. It’s all on my home computer. The friend I showed 

these to said that with what I have we might be able to make some educated guesses as to 

what he meant to do with the music. I can send it to you.” 

“I’ll give you my email address later,” Methos said, awed by what he was 

beginning to comprehend. “Syd…this is like what he put on the walls of his cell back 

before the Renaissance. He was writing codon sequences and setting them to music back 

then. I remember looking at them and thinking how strange it was. I could never forget it 

or mistake it. This is exactly what he was writing five centuries ago.” 

“There were also portraits of all of us,” Syd told them, handing the last stack of 

photos to Methos. “They’re beautiful.” 
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Methos studied each photo and passed them to his friends. “He told me once that 

he’d always been an artist even before he knew what one was, and he had the heart of a 

shaman, but when he took his first quickening he was flooded with both madness and a 

mathematical brilliance that, at the worst of times worked at cross-purposes and at the 

best of times worked in perfect concert. Imagine that, order and chaos alive in one person 

for nearly five millennia.” He sighed. “And that’s why most quickenings upset the 

balance he needed. It’s why he didn’t take heads if he could help it. Over a very long life 

he took relatively few. 

“He took that with his first quickening?” Ramesses asked, horrified. 

“It was his teacher he killed. He told me the man was brilliant and profoundly 

mad,” Methos explained. “Over the centuries I’ve tried to imagine how it would feel to 

be someone like, say, Leonardo da Vinci, and suddenly have the essence of an insane 

Isaac Newton shoved into your mind.” 

“Like a dark quickening?” 

“I’ve dealt with a dark quickening and this was something else.” 

Prez whistled. “You’ve had a dark one?” 

“A friend. Mac. He’s the one who has Kronos now.” 

“Poor guy,” Niño remarked. Maybe he’d better quit the game too. He doesn’t 

seem to have much luck, does he?” 

“Duncan will never quit. I sometimes think he’ll be the last of us standing.” 

Sydney must have noticed the others reacting to this news because he asked, 

“What do you mean, Adam?” 

“It’s why we take each others’ heads. It’s commonly thought that in the end there 

will be only one of us left, though I refuse to believe it.” 

“That’s terrible.” 

“That’s the game, Syd.”  

“It sucks,” Niño said succinctly. 
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“So what about the rest of you?” Michael asked, punching right through the funk 

that had settled on the group. “You all have no idea how often I think of you and wonder 

what you’ve been doing. Syd?” 

“Oh, nothing special…” 

“Nothing? You got married,” Niño prodded. 

Rowley beamed. “Syd! Congratulations, old man! When did this happen?” 

Syd looked a little uncomfortable when he replied, “Around the time I was 

managing Del. Just after she got married, actually. Winter of eighty-three.” 

“You’ve been married for fifteen years and nobody knew but Niño?” Ram asked. 

“Wouldn’t you think we’d be happy to know?” 

“And how was I supposed to tell you with you all God knows where?” Syd 

demanded. “Anyway I didn’t want you to know,” he said quietly, avoiding the eyes of the 

other men. The silence he provoked was profound. 

“Ah…well that tells us, I guess,” Ram said with a sigh. 

“I didn’t want the craziness intruding on that part of my life.” 

“You don’t have to explain.” 

“Yes, I think I do. After you all walked out on Chaos, after I spent a decade 

wondering if I’d ever hear from any of you again, I decided that I didn’t want to hear 

from you; I couldn’t afford it. Do you understand?” 

“Yes,” Methos admitted even as Ram said “No.” 

“We deserved that,” Rowley told them all. 

“What’s that supposed to mean, Ox?” 

“It means that just because you’re engagingly adorable, Ram, you won’t always 

be forgiven for being a jerk.” 

Ram bit his lip. “Syd, are you really angry with us?” 

“Yes.” 

“All of us?” 

“Prez and I have made peace over this in our own way, but this is the first time 

I’ve seen him since that day at Ernie’s house. My God, do you people understand what it 
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is not to have all the time in the world to love someone? I understand that you all had a 

big secret, but don’t you think, after all we went through together, that you might have 

told me? You fucking told Michael, didn’t you? Didn’t you imagine I might have guessed 

something about what you were? Don’t you think it fucking hurt me?” 

There was a long, embarrassed silence. Prez looked particularly raw. 

Finally Methos said, “Yes. I think we all know that now. For what it’s worth…” 

“Let’s just drop it,” Syd told him. Then he laughed. “Chaos told me this would 

happen and I didn’t believe him.” 

“He did?” 

Syd nodded. “He told me I’d have to get past it, he asked me to and I’m trying to 

do that, but I can tell you it’s more out of love for him than any real desire to forgive any 

of you.” 

“Okay…what about you two?” Michael asked Ramesses and Rowley. “Or should 

I just drop this subject as well?” 

“I got married, too,” Rowley told them. “Not much to tell there. She reminded me 

of someone I knew once… my Nelly. We got married, she died. End of story.” 

Everyone murmured their condolences.  

“Don’t feel sorry for me; I’ve buried a good many people I’ve loved. I won’t say 

I’m used to it,” he admitted, “but I’ve learned to accept. Perhaps that was my mistake 

with the rest of you. I could have lost any one of you. Had Chaos not died when he did, I 

might never have seen Syd or Michael again and that thought, which I’ve studiously 

avoided by the way, gives me great pain. I will not let another space of time pass without 

making an effort to be a friend to you all. On my honor,” he added. 

One-by-one, the others seconded his promise, even Methos who had five 

millennia of reservations about becoming too involved, especially with mortals. 

“Ram, what about you? What have you been doing?” 

Ram shrugged. “Fucking. Cutting off heads.” Then he grinned. “After the band 

broke up I joined a commune,” he told them, provoking a chorus of disbelief. “No, really. 
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I went up to the Hog Farm and lived there for a couple of years. Hard work, good drugs, 

lots of sex…you know. Don’t look at me like that Prez, I’m no stranger to hard work.” 

Methos confirmed the fact while observing that it was rarely by choice that Ram 

ever worked hard. 

“Yeah, yeah. But you know what? I got to talk to Wavy Gravy at Woodstock and 

I liked him. He’s an odd one, but a genuinely good person, and for some reason I wanted 

to be a good person, too. For a while. Chaos wasn’t the only one who short-circuited that 

year, but he did it more spectacularly than I did.” 

“Why didn’t you tell someone?” Rowley asked gently. 

“I didn’t even know until later, Ox. Honestly. It was only after I got away from 

the noise and the craziness, and started working with my hands again, doing things that 

were familiar to me when Rome was a village, that I remembered who I really was.” 

“You don’t seem to have changed appreciably,” Prez observed. 

“No, not to the casual observer.” 

“Ouch.” 

“You’re forgiven. You sure you don’t want to sleep with me?” 

“I’ll give it some thought and let you know in a couple hundred years,” Prez 

promised. His smile was fond. “Right now my plate is gloriously full.” 

 

Los Angeles, October 1969 – Many times I’ve been alone and many times I’ve 

cried 9 

They had given him some time off after the group broke up. Only a few weeks, 

but it was enough to make Niño certain that quitting the Watchers would have been a 

mistake. 

Just like staying was. 

Just like having to see Prez every day and pretending that Prez didn’t know Niño 

was there. Christ, he hated that. Then, when he came back to work they had been about to 

put a new Watcher on Prez, but Niño said no. He said he’d quit entirely and he’d take 
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Michael with him. And they liked Michael and his contacts a lot. Sometimes it paid to 

know how things worked. 

So he was back to following Prez around, and sometimes at night, when the man 

was shacked up with some beautiful woman or other, Niño would go home and reread the 

entries he’d made in his diary when he first started this assignment. 

I’m in love. 

I’m in love. 

I’m in love. 

That he’d lied to the Watchers from the day he was first approached by them was 

something that no longer bothered him much, not so much as it did in the old days when 

he was just a kid and the Watchers had offered to become his surrogate family. What they 

had failed to realize right from the start was that he already had a family with the Old 

Dead Guys and he didn’t need another. Rowley had taken him in when his own parents 

had turned him out. No matter how old Niño got he’d always think of Rowley now as a 

kind of father. Apart from Prez, Rowley was the one other ODG Niño had never slept 

with. Neither of them were quite prepared for the feelings that might provoke. 

So when the Watchers approached him and offered him a job, Niño went straight 

to Rowley and asked what he should do. The big man encouraged him to join. “They 

know about Prez; his last Watcher retired a year or two ago and he’s overdue for a new 

one. They’re going to put someone on the group eventually,” he explained. “If only to 

evaluate the rest of us. It’s better someone who has our interests at heart.” 

When he thought about it, Niño realized Rowley was right, and he realized, too, 

that he was in a position to help them as they’d helped him. He joined the Watchers, and 

after his training (accelerated, he later discovered) he became the youngest field agent 

ever assigned to an individual immortal. Then he and Rowley sat down and concocted the 

story Niño would tell them: Prez was immortal and so was Rowley. Niño balked, but 

Rowley pointed out that his looks were against him and he was bound to be found out 

sooner or later. “How many portraits of Charles Stuart do you think exist in the world, 

Niño? I have a famous face and these people are not stupid. They’re also not trying to 
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hurt me, they’re only here to observe. It’s the old ones I’d rather protect from prying 

eyes. They’ve earned some privacy.” 

“Don’t you think you all have?” Niño asked. 

“That’s not the way the world works, child. But I’m used to being famous, and 

Prez is used to having a Watcher. They’ve known about him since the early eighteenth-

century.” 

So Niño went through with the training and then sent in regular false reports 

designed to support this particular story. He was too young to be such a practiced liar 

after all, and he had such an honest face. He explained to his supervisor (who was willing 

to believe anything Niño told him once they started having sex together occasionally) that 

in the unlikely event that all the ODGs did turn out to be immortal, which he doubted, 

assigning even an evaluation team would turn the whole scene into a convention and 

eventually it’d be impossible to pretend that nobody had noticed the same people 

showing up at every venue, taking notes and acting like narcs. That was the one thing that 

would really spook this group whether they were immortal or not.  

“Let me evaluate them,” he’d suggested. “One guy on the inside can do a lot more 

than twenty all hanging around outside looking suspicious.” He’d be damned if he’d lose 

Prez or betray Rowley. 

But now that the group had come apart, and there was no reason for him to have 

regular contact with Prez, the weight of the job was hard on him. He didn’t have the 

nature of a spy. He even thought about telling the Watchers that Prez was wise to him and 

asking for a new assignment. Research, maybe, or something that would keep him out of 

the field and to hell. Yet he knew it would serve no real purpose, and it would separate 

him from his beloved Prez forever. No, his disguise was still firmly in place; his instinct 

for protective coloration had served him well. He’d never told anyone that they’d 

nicknamed him Niño, so the name Dave Shawley had never appeared in print, while 

Niño, Roadie Extraordinaire, loomed…well not large exactly, but sort of medium-sized 

in the ODG legend. His reports and journal entries omitted much personal contact with 
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the guys. He was just a roadie, just a guy who hauled speakers around, fielded groupies 

and, oh yeah, observed and recorded Prez’s moves. 

After the breakup, he and Prez reached an accord; Niño would keep his distance, 

and not intrude, and Prez would let him know if there was anything big in the offing – a 

trip, a challenge. Niño hated the fights but he would always be there, just out of sight, 

saying a prayer to any god that didn’t damn him for what he was to pleasepleaseplease 

let Prez win. Apart from that – and he figured he’d get over the terror eventually, say in 

fifty or sixty years – it was a pretty workable relationship. Which is why he occasionally 

took a night off if he knew Prez had nothing on tap except dinner, dancing and a late-

night fuck marathon, and went looking for his own amusements.  

Which is what he was doing on this particular night, in this particular place which 

had become familiar to him in spite of a lot of very good intentions. It was a dark and 

secret place full of dark and secret men like himself, and he went because sometimes it 

wasn’t enough to imagine holding Prez’s slender body close, remembering the taste of 

the single, long, hungry kiss they’d ever shared, hearing his rough voice say things that, 

well maybe they were things Prez couldn’t say, even to his women. Who knew? All Niño 

knew was that sometimes the phantom just wasn’t enough. 

Strange though, he carried it with him into that place, and when he found a man 

who could, in the dark…if Niño squinted…pass for Prez, he said “yes.” 

Then he said, “Please, don’t talk.” Because the voice was so wrong, so wrong, 

and the music was gone out of it, gone out of his world leaving only the dissonance of an 

act committed out of pain and loneliness and desperation. 

It wasn’t the first time. Wouldn’t be the last. 

He left the back room, stopping at the bar on the way to get something that might 

get the rubbery feeling out of his knees and the knot out of his belly. They liked touching 

him; they liked the way he looked and if he stopped for long there were men milling 

around wanting whatever he was willing to give. Which was nothing at all because even 

if he squinted, he couldn’t fool himself that they were what he wanted. 
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They bought him drinks and he squinted at them, and laughed. They didn’t get the 

joke but they laughed too, pretending they did. 

By the time he left, the rubber had returned to his legs, but the knot was gone. 

That was okay, he could get home on legs that felt like Silly Putty. He stepped outside 

and zipped up his jacket against the night’s coolness. And he heard the voice. 

“Niño, where are you going?” 

“Oh…fuck,” he breathed. 

Prez caught hold of his arm. 

“Don’t. Not here, never here.” 

“Why not?” 

“It’s better if you don’t. Just let go.” He pulled free and started to walk. 

“Niño!” 

The voices in the shadows sing-songed “Niño, Niño, where you going, Niño?” 

It was nice to know that something could still surprise Prez. “What the hell?” 

“Cummon man,” Niño said, tugging at the sleeve of his coat. “Let’s just move. 

Now!” 

But they’d already started to show themselves. 

“Hey man, what do we have here?” 

“Is that your boyfriend, Niño?” 

“Did we interrupt something, fellas?” 

Prez, who was being stunningly obtuse, turned to face the strangers. “What is it 

you pendejos want?” 

“I think this spic queer just called us a nasty name, boys.” 

Niño saw comprehension dawn on Prez’s face. Well thank God the penny finally 

dropped, but it was a little late for an epiphany which might have saved them this 

confrontation. It was fast getting to the point of run, take a hit and stay down or…maybe 

bend over. Some straight guys liked to play Let’s Pretend. 

Niño still tried to negotiate. “Guys we’re leaving, okay? No problems here.” 
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“No problems? Your spic friend calls us a nasty name and there’s no problems, 

faggot?” 

Niño grabbed Prez’s coat and dragged him down the street. “He’s a little drunk,” 

he said with a false-sounding laugh. Funny how fast Niño had sobered up. “We’re gonna 

go walk it off. G’night guys,” he yelled as he and Prez took off down the street at a brisk 

clip, but Prez would keep looking back at the sissy-beaters, turning and walking 

backward, watching them with those beautiful green eyes of his, and it was enough to get 

the guys pretty hot. 

Niño let go of Prez as soon as they were surrounded. This was definitely take the 

hit and stay down time. 

“You guys do a lot of this?” Prez asked in a conversational tone which disarmed 

the group for few seconds. “Fuck with strangers on the street?” 

“We don’t like to be called names, Greaseball.” 

“Oh, sorry, I thought it was one you all answered to,” Prez snapped and Niño 

almost laughed. It was almost worth the certainty of being beaten senseless. 

Except that Prez never went anywhere without his sword. Of course. And twenty-

odd inches of sharpened steel is a powerful deterrent even for a gang of irritated sissy-

beaters. 

“Oh man you are crazy, man, you are one crazy dude, man.” The group backed 

away as a unit. “Fuck, is that thing real?” 

“Shall we find out together?” Prez asked. There was something about him, about 

the tone of his voice or his body language that was completely convincing even for this 

pack of morons, and they fell silent and faded back into their shadows. 

Prez stood there like a sentinel for a few moments. Then the sword disappeared 

into the long coat. 

“You fucking lunatic, don’t you know any better? Where the hell are your 

survival skills?” Niño shouted at him. His hands were shaking. All his internal organs 

were twitching from the rush of adrenaline. He walked off down the street, muttering to 

himself about what it was like to be Watcher for an idiot. 
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Prez caught up; he almost seemed amused. “I don’t have to have survival skills, 

I’m immortal.” 

“Yeah and I’m not!” 

Chastised, Prez apologized. “I didn’t think. It was just that I really wanted to talk 

to you and they were in my way.” 

“Now they’re gonna beat up on some other guy because of this. Shit, well I’m 

glad it’s not me. You know I had a really nice buzz going before you showed up and now 

it’s gone. What is it you wanted?” 

“To talk.” 

“So talk.” 

“Not out here.” 

Niño grabbed Prez’s coat and pulled him into an alley. “Okay, we’re in my 

private office. Now talk.” 

“Does this happen often?” 

“Mind your own business.” 

“I am.” 

“I’m not your fucking business!” 

“You are mine as much as I am yours!” 

Whoa, that tells me. “Okay, okay. No, not often or I’d be dead.” 

“What were you doing in there?” 

“Oh God,” Niño moaned. “Did your I.Q. drop drastically in the last month? What 

do you think I was doing in there? Jeezus Prez, don’t come sightseeing in other people’s 

lives like this, okay?” He stepped back out onto the sidewalk and headed towards his 

apartment building. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“It means some things we don’t have to talk about. My sex life is one of them.” 

“But I needed to talk to you about that. I mean, not about your sex life, but about 

what happened before, at Woodstock.” 
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“You didn’t do anything straight boys haven’t been doing for centuries. Don’t 

worry, it doesn’t mean you’re queer.” 

“That’s not it. I wanted to apologize. Oh look, will you come back to my place so 

we can talk without half of L.A. listening?” 

“Apology accepted, now let me go home.” 

“Please Niño.”  

Something in the tone caught at him. He sighed. “All right. Okay, I guess. I must 

be insane. Where’s the Mustang parked?” 

“Other direction.” 

Niño groaned. “Of course it is. Hang on to that sword.” 

 

London, July 25th, 1969 – a hookah-smoking caterpillar has given you the call10 

Michael Altman’s series continues: 

I get my first look at the swords while the band does sword practice together. Syd 

has talked about how disciplined they are, but I have no idea that he also means they’re 

physically disciplined to this level. After a night of parties, most bands would have slept 

in until it was time for the sound check, but the ODGs are up before ten, and down in the 

grand ballroom of the hotel practicing their swordsmanship. They have a sword master 

who travels with them, and he is probably the only human being on earth they all defer 

to, calling him “Sensei” and putting up with some fairly tough discipline when he finds 

them sloppy or out of form. 

Niño is here, and I manage to get him to sit down and talk to me a bit while we 

watch practice. 

MA: How long have you been with the group? 

N: A while. 

MA: You’ve been taking lessons in precision from Firstman, haven’t you? And 

before that? 

N: Sleeping with strangers for food. 
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I don’t know if it’s the truth or not, but I have the sense that it is, partly because I 

can’t imagine anyone telling that sort of lie, and partly because Niño has such a candid 

face I wonder if he’s capable of lying. I find I’m both embarrassed and ashamed to have 

asked. Never mind that he didn’t have to tell me anything of the sort. Never mind that he 

doesn’t seem embarrassed in the least. I have the impression that Niño has been with 

these guys for a long time and not much surprises or upsets him. Given some of the self-

indulgent behavior I’ve witnessed since I joined the group, it’s probably a valuable asset. 

At this point we both stop to watch the Sensei go whacking at Ramesses with a 

big bamboo stick. He’s serious about this, yelling at him in Japanese and banging away – 

whack, whack, whack – each hit sounds like a gunshot in this big echoing room. I see the 

others wincing, but they say nothing. 

N: Ramesses screws around a lot. He’s a clown and it makes Master Hara crazy 

sometimes. 

MA: I haven’t known these guys for long but they don’t seem like the types for 

this. 

N: What? You mean the practice and all? (Laughs) You have no idea. 

I find this a leading comment and say so, but he says nothing more until Master 

Hara takes on Firstman in a fast, furious battle with bamboo swords and knocks him on 

his butt. Firstman goes skidding across the floor to laughter and applause. He gets up 

looking sheepish and rubbing his rear end. 

N: You wouldn’t know it to watch them with the Sensei, but they’re all very 

good. 

So what is this, I wonder. Some ODG thing? They all do it, they’re all good at it. 

Why? I ask Niño , but he doesn’t give me much of an answer. And ultimately he’s 

rescued from my badgering by a call for the swords. 

These things are beautiful. They’re antiques, and yet they’re in first-class 

condition. Later I ask Niño if he takes care of them and he says no, each of the guys cares 

for his own sword. He just carts them around for the band. He tells me that if they lost 
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their instruments they’d fuss, but if the swords disappeared, he’d better disappear too. 

They’re that serious about these blades. 

And the damn things are deadly. Before I get warned away from them by a hiss 

from Rowley, I test the edge on one (like an idiot) and slice my thumb open. So it’s with 

a measure of awe and bewilderment that I watch them begin to work with their swords. 

They do not pull their strokes either, and I see blood a couple of times. It doesn’t stop 

them. For one long, terrible moment I watch Rowley’s sword sweep down towards Prez’s 

throat and I am absofuckinglutely convinced that I am going to see the guitarist’s head go 

rolling around the floor like a stray basketball. But at the last possible moment, Rowley 

stops his swing and the sword is inches from his band-mate’s neck, and I am practically 

pissing myself, but the two guys just grin at each other and go on from there. 

This is just too scary. I get up and leave. My nervous system isn’t designed for 

stuff like this. 

 

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar - Wait a minute, Chester, you know I’m a peaceful 

man.11 

Mac was getting quietly shit-faced at the bar when the big, familiar-looking 

immortal came out and asked for wine. “Anything red and full-bodied,” he told Joe who 

went off to dig out a bottle for him. 

“Name’s Rowley,” the man said, extending a hand which Mac ignored. “I hear 

you have his quickening.” 

Mac looked up. “We’ve met before, haven’t we? Is this a challenge?” 

“Not to my recollection and not at all, in that order. I was sitting in there thinking 

that this has to be an uncomfortable situation for you.” 

 Mac snorted. 

“Why don’t you join us?” 

“I’m not Kronos,” he snapped. “I just have his quickening.” 

“I know that.” Rowley sat down at the bar. “I was extending the invitation to 

you.” He laughed as Mac eyed him with outright suspicion. “I’m not looking to take your 
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head, either. I won’t deny that I’d derive some comfort from the connection to my friend, 

but what truly motivated me was the feeling that you could use the company.” 

“How could he have had friends?” Mac asked bitterly. 

“You didn’t know him, did you? Before you took his head, I mean. You’d never 

had a chance to come to know him when he was in his right mind?” 

Mac shook his head. Just then Joe returned from the back room and set two 

bottles on the bar. “Good enough?” 

Rowley picked one up and studied the label. “Excellent,” he said, a dark brow 

arching in surprise. “I’m impressed.” 

“I spend a lot of time in Paris,” Joe replied with what sounded, to MacLeod, like a 

note of irony. “I’ll put it on Pierson’s bill.” 

Rowley grinned. “You are an interesting man, mister….” 

“Dawson. Joe Dawson.” 

“Mister Dawson, tell this stubborn Scot of yours that it would be a good thing for 

him to join us.” 

“It’d be a good thing to join them, MacLeod.” 

Mac’s expression was sour, but he shrugged, tossed back the rest of his drink and 

stood up. “I’m not him,” he repeated. 

“From what Adam and Syd have told us of his final years, that’s probably a good 

thing. Come along, Mister MacLeod, and drink to better times.” Rowley led the way into 

the back room, and Mac followed, feeling unaccountably sad. Kronos, his presence 

numbed a bit by the alcohol, was somewhere at the back of Mac’s mind, weeping. 

And the faces…God help him, they were familiar. Not just Methos’ face, well-

beloved both by landlord and tenant alike, but the others. As Mac felt a rush of affection 

and true happiness at the sight of them all, a soft voice provided the names: Ramesses, 

Prez, Syd, Niño, Michael… 

Then Mac began to hear the music, like nothing he’d ever heard before yet 

familiar as his own flesh, and somehow he knew that it was Kronos thanking him for 

joining the group.. 
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“Mister MacLeod has graciously agreed to join us tonight,” Rowley was saying. 

The others murmured their thanks, except for Methos who was just staring at him with a 

look of mixed apprehension and pity. 

“I suppose I owe you all an apology,” Mac said gracelessly. He sat down at the 

empty place and poured himself a glass of bourbon. Might as well just let Kronos do 

what he wanted tonight. At some point, fighting him had ceased to matter. 

“Not at all. Adam explained,” Prez told him. “And we understand. We’d all seen 

the signs but no one expected… You’ve taken a great burden onto yourself, Mister 

MacLeod.” 

“Mac. Please. I don’t know what I’ve taken,” he told them. “All I know is that I 

can’t seem to assimilate him.” 

“He was never one to want to be part of a crowd,” Ramesses joked, and the others 

laughed. Then Mac laughed. Why he found it funny was a mystery, but he did. 

“Why don’t you all…” Mac groped for the idea that was half-formed inside him. 

Whose idea? “Tell me what you remember of him. Please?” 

“You mean why we loved him?” Prez asked. 

“I can’t imagine it, and he’s so lonely.” For the first time he felt a thread of pity 

for the man. He couldn’t look at Methos, though. No matter what expression the old man 

wore it would hurt one of them. 

They all looked at each other, clearly at a loss, and Mac’s cynical voice told him 

that he’d been right, that Kronos had been the singularly most unlovable creature who 

ever walked the face of the earth. “I don’t think I’m very good company for him,” Mac 

admitted. 

“We could tell you about the band; that might help,” Syd told him. 

 

Chicago, August 2nd, 1969 – You men eat your dinner, eat your pork and beans / I 

eat more chicken than any man ever seen.12 

Michael Altman’s series continues: 
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Drinking with ODG is a trip. I’m not talking sitting around in the Green Room 

sucking up free booze, I’m talking about hitting the bars after a show when the adrenaline 

is still 2:1 in your bloodstream. For some reason I’ll probably never understand, after 

tonight’s show Chaos says to me, “We’re going out bar-hopping, want to come along?” 

Of course I say yes, I mean why wouldn’t I say yes? 

I never learn. My mother raised an idiot son. 

Most bands hit the blues bars after a show. Sometimes they sit quietly in back and 

just absorb the vibes, sometimes they jam with the headliner until the bar closes. I 

figured…Chicago? Blues bars on every corner, right? But no. We stop at some dive in a 

neighborhood I wouldn’t let my dog piss in. I ask Niño (he goes everywhere with these 

guys, go figure) what’s up with the choice in drinking establishments. He says, “Just keep 

your head down, Michael, and be prepared to sprint.” 

“Oh God,” I say. “Oh God.” 

This place is just one step up from a roadhouse in Buttfuck, Nowhere, redolent of 

stale beer and piss, plastered with yellowing pin-ups and signs that say stuff like “No 

shirt, No shoes, No service” and “We didn’t ask you to drink here, don’t ask us for 

credit.” I swear to you there is a calendar from nineteen-fifty three on the wall and a 

listless house band covering old Elvis songs, making them sound like dirges. Just the sort 

of place I make it my business to avoid. 

It isn’t long before Ramesses attracts the wrong sort of attention, which isn’t a 

huge surprise since even from a distance he telegraphs a certain sexual ambiguity, the 

sort of thing that’s a red-flag to the no-neck brigade. And on top of that he’s hennaed his 

hair so that he looks like a traffic light. A guy in a tee shirt that said “Die Hippie Scum” 

starts in on him before he can take his first sip of beer. 

“We don’t like no faggot niggers in this place,” they guys says, grinning like it’s 

some sort of big joke. 

“Gosh, really?” Ramesses asks. “That’s such a shame since I bet they’re just 

beating down the doors to drink here.” 
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There is barely muffled laughter not only from the other ODGs, but from some of 

the patrons.  

“You hear what I said?” 

“Clearly. Didn’t you hear me give you a sarcastic answer? Or did you just not 

understand that I was sassin’ you, sweet-meat?” 

Rowley, who is standing just to the right of Ramesses, blows a kiss at the guy and 

asks if he wants to dance. I check my shoes to make sure they’re securely tied in the 

event of a sprint. . The band swings into the dullest version of “Stagger Lee” I’ve ever 

heard. 

“This your girlfriend, honey?” the guy asks Ramesses in a vain attempt to take 

back control of the confrontation. 

“Yes, but I’m thinking of ditching him for you. I just love boys whose family 

trees go straight up.” 

This time the laughter is anything but muffled and the guy begins to look 

flustered. “Fuck you, you little coon fairy!” he yells, and the bartender says, “Doug, sit 

down and shut up! You don’t want to mess with these guys in my place, okay? You start 

another fight in here and you don’t come back. Got that?” 

Doug ignores the warning. “We don’t like your kind in here,” he snarls at 

Ramesses who is beginning to look bored. Me, I’ve gone sort of green imagining all the 

ODGs and two roadies being found in a dumpster the next morning. 

 “That just breaks me up,” Ramesses tells him, going back to his bottle. 

“Doug!” 

And then the guy makes the considerable mistake of trying to put a hand on the 

little bass player. Suddenly he is surrounded by Old Dead Guys, and Chaos is right up 

there in his ugly face, saying, “How ‘bout it, Doug, you want to dance with me, baby? 

Want to be my girlfriend?” and under the implied menace is so much real, honesttogod 

seductiveness you sort of have to feel sorry for old, inbred Doug because it is obvious to 

anyone who thinks to look that he has responded to Chaos in a pretty basic way.  
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Which of course the ODGs notice because they all do look, and they point it out 

to everyone else in the bar while Chaos vamps a little to the vast amusement of anyone 

who isn’t one of Doug’s circle. “Cummon, baby, come and get me. I love the inbred ones 

with no chins. I’ll fuck your sister and your mother, too. They’re probably the same 

anyway.” 

“Okay guys that’s enough,” the bartender tells them. “Now either drop it or you 

can all take it outside.” 

The whole scene happens in a matter of moments, and surprises me because I 

don’t usually associate Chaos with that sort of heavy sexual threat; usually he’s more 

direct; the throat-slitting type, and his scar makes him look like the most unreconstructed 

thug in the place. 

 “Your band stinks,” Prez tells the bartender earning a foul look from Rowley 

who has been trying to smooth over the situation. Fortunately the man doesn’t take 

offense. 

“Tell me. But they work cheap.” 

“We’ll work for free, right guys?” 

“Busman’s holiday,” Rowley observes but he agrees and so do the others. 

“Go on then,” the bartender tells them. “Tell the band to take a break and let’s see 

what you guys can do. If you’re any good, your drinks are free.” 

So that’s how the Old Dead Guys end up rushing the stage and relieving the band 

of their instruments. While they’re fooling around on stage to the annoyance of Doug’s 

crowd, and the amusement of the rest of the patrons who probably would have been 

relieved to see someone playing spoons up there if he was reasonably competent, the 

bartender asks me and Niño if we’re with the band. 

“Just groupies,” Niño tells him with a rare smile. 

“Roadies,” I say firmly. Hey, it’s a fine line but an important one. 

“Roadies?” 
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Just then ODG flies into a wild, loud, raucous version of “Wooly Bully” that 

actually gets a bunch of people up onto the dance floor, bouncing and boogying and 

singing along. 

“Goddamn,” the bartender says reverently. “Who are these guys and what the hell 

are they doing here?” 

“They were thirsty,” Niño tells him, screaming over the music which is setting the 

bottles on the bar to jiggling. “You’ve got the Old Dead Guys up there on your stage, 

man.” 

It’s a measure of their recent popularity that the name rings the appropriate bell 

with the bartender who hands drinks to me and Niño, and tells us whatever we want from 

then on, it’s on the house. 

The guys don’t even stop to take a breath before they start playing “Bread and 

Butter” with Ramesses fronting in that weird falsetto he does, and shaking his butt at the 

crowd. Most of them seem to be enjoying it but I do notice that Doug and his friends are 

looking even more sullen and annoyed, and I wonder if a sprint isn’t still in my future. I 

think of what a fellow journalist shouted at a New York mugger: “Don’t kill me, I’m a 

writer!” which set the mugger to laughing so hard he let my friend go without robbing 

him. Don’t kill me, I’m a writer. I doubt it’d work with Doug and his friends; I’d be 

surprised if they were literate enough to read Doug’s shirt. 

ODG plays for about forty-five minutes, then gives the stage back to the house 

band who looks pretty disheartened by now. People keep coming up and telling the guys 

how good they are and how they really ought to be in show biz. The band members thank 

them politely and promise to consider it. A few people figure out who they are and there 

are some autograph requests which they’re very nice about. 

I’ve seen these guys be vicious around people who irritated them, but with this 

crowd, they are as polite and considerate as someone visiting his very old, rich maiden 

aunt. Really decent. And I mark that down in my mental book of Things to Think About 

Someday When I’m Safe at Home.  
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We roll on out of the bar at about one or one-thirty, and of course Doug and his 

friends are waiting for us. A couple of them have baseball bats. I send a telepathic 

message to my mother telling her that I love her please take good care of my dog, and 

don’t let Lydia kill my plants. 

But that’s when the ODGs really come to life the way they do on stage. They’re 

like some witty, wily wolf pack, circling the morons, flinging clever insults at them, 

dividing their attention. Niño grabs my arm and keeps me moving, and some little voice 

inside my head says, “There are only four of them; we can take ‘em.” That’s how I know 

I’ve had too much to drink. 

Clearly one of Doug’s friends has more brains than I gave him credit for; he sizes 

up the competition and flees, taking one baseball bat with him. I start feeling cocky and 

make a few smart remarks myself, but they come out sort of garbled and in a pathetic 

squeak. I’ll never be a good street-fighter. 

Don’t kill me, guys, I’m a writer. 

It only takes a moment of Ramesses and Prez working together before Prez has 

the other baseball bat, and I’ve gotta say that despite the fact that Chaos is the scary one 

of the group, Prez with a bat in his hand looks to be about as lethal-looking a piece of 

work as I have ever seen. He advances on Doug and there is flat-out murder in his eyes. 

Even Doug gets the message and tries to back away quickly, tripping over his own feet, 

going down hard and pissing himself on the way. 

“Batter up,” Prez rasps squaring off with the bat like Doug’s head is just a big, 

ugly softball. The guy has a fuckin’ terrifying voice, and when he’s pissed it sounds like 

Death coming for you and by God there isn’t going to be a chess game either. Doug must 

hear the Voice of Doom, too because he begins to blub and his remaining friends 

disappear. “Te voy a mandar pa’l carajo.” 

“He says he’s gonna send you straight to hell,” Firstman says mildly. “And from 

the look of him I’d say he’s on friendly terms with the guy in charge down there.” 

At which point, Doug screams and the effect is unexpectedly funny; obviously not 

for Doug, but the ODGs all start to laugh and a lot of the tension breaks suddenly. 
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Prez throws down the bat and picks Doug up by the belt which is no small feat 

since Doug is a husky lad. It’s all that sword practice, I guess, makes the muscles hard. 

Anyway, he lifts Doug up – Doug is almost hysterical by now, and the other ODGs are 

laughing at him – and Prez pulls him real close like he’s gonna kiss him – there’s a lot of 

purely sexual menace about these guys – and says, “You better always remember that El 

Presidente and his friends spared your life tonight, cabrón, you got that?” 

Got that? I have the feeling that Doug would agreed to anything just now, 

including a threesome with Ramesses and a water buffalo. You sort of have to feel sorry 

for poor old Doug, outclassed from the get-go and until this moment he hadn’t a clue. 

And then Prez drops him on his butt, wipes his hands on his jeans and says, “Let’s 

go find someone to jam with.” 

As it happens, the limo is waiting around the corner. I tell Niño next time this 

happens he should tell me the direction to sprint in. He just laughs at me. 

We eventually find our way to a blues bar, a real one, where the guys are 

recognized immediately. They jam with the band for a while, but much later, along about 

closing time when only die-hards are still around, Chaos sits down at the piano and starts 

to play while the others sit around on the stage looking pretty mellow. I decide it’s time 

to sneak a little interview into the mix. 

MA: You guys feel up to answering some questions? 

Rowley: What would you like to know? 

MA: Apart from all your secrets? 

Prez: (Laughing) No, you don’t want to know them all. 

Again, the others all laugh and I get the really weird feeling that Niño knows way 

more about what makes these guys tick than Sydney does. So I take that as an opening. 

MA: Okay, what’s up with Niño? He’s just a roadie, isn’t he? But he’s always 

hanging with you guys and the others aren’t. Not even Syd is as close to you as Niño. 

Ramesses: Oh we love our little Niño, don’t we, boys? 

Prez grins wolfishly and Rowley, closest to Niño , chucks him under the chin. 

Niño responds with a mirthless smile that never reaches those beautiful hazel eyes of his, 
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and it strikes me, suddenly, that with the exception of myself , the ODG roadies are the 

handsomest crew I have ever seen.  

MA: Okay so I’m not going to get a straight answer to that question.  

I say it, aware of the double entendre only after it’s too late and the others start 

giggling. 

MA: So what was that all about at the other bar? You can’t tell me it’s a hip joint 

so all I can think is that either one of you has a sentimental attachment to the place from 

his misspent youth or one of you had to use the bathroom. 

FM: We’ll do anything for a free drink. 

Rowley: We’re always a little wound up after a show; sometimes we all need a 

second adrenaline rush, you know? 

MA: You go looking for trouble? 

They all shrug and look a little sheepish. 

MA: Ah…okay…pushing right along here, let me ask you all how the band 

formed. 

Rowley: They picked up some instruments, I picked up a mike, we jammed. 

Someone said, “Hey, kids, let’s put on a show.” 

MA: Whose idea was it, I mean. 

Prez: Depends on what you mean. Who made it a reality or who is responsible? 

MA: There’s a difference? 

Ramesses: A big one. Firstman made it a reality, but it’s Chaos who is truly 

responsible for our existence. 

MA: I find that a little difficult to fathom. 

Rowley: Why? 

MA: He seems so distant, so apart. 

Prez: Not from us. 

And again I am reminded of how much of an outsider I really am. 

MA: Touché. Please explain, I’d love to know. 
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Rowley: Then understand that Firstman is our group mind. He’s the planner, the 

organizer, without whom nothing will ever go quite right. But Chaos is our heart. 

MA: Now there’s a potent metaphor. 

I wait a moment or two but he doesn’t elaborate. Perhaps he feels he doesn’t have 

to. I don’t understand, but am smart enough not to say so. Prez, however, seems to realize 

that I need more than vague pronouncements if I want a paycheck for this series. 

Prez: What he means is that it’s Chaos who needs this group; it keeps him sane. 

If he didn’t have something constructive to apply that clockwork mind to, he’d apply it to 

something destructive. Sane he’s a lovely creature, but I’ve seen him otherwise… 

Rowley: As we all have. 

Prez: And the difference is dramatic. You see his cranky side, his cynical front, 

but that’s nothing compared to what he’s like when he’s out of control. We don’t want to 

lose him. 

MA: You mean to say he’s dangerous? 

They all look at each other. It’s Niño who saves the day. 

N: They’re all dangerous. It’s simply a matter of degree. And of love. They’re 

family and they always will be, isn’t that right? 

Now the others all look at the quiet roadie with incredible respect and affection, 

and I feel more an outsider than ever before because I’m certain I’ll never understand 

them like this. 

Ramesses: We were right about you, Niño. 

I have the sense that he long ago transcended some barrier with the band that puts 

him well beyond the position of roadie. In the silence, we all become aware of Chaos 

who has moved from blues to Bach, and is impressing the house with a gorgeous version 

of the Goldberg Variations. 

Rowley: Chaos is the mathematician. Pure music. Pure thought. Can’t apply it to 

reality to save his soul. 

Chaos: You’re assuming I have one. What do you think, brother? 

Firstman: (smiles) You forget, I’ve seen it. 
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And suddenly Bach becomes Joplin and we’re listening to a fiendishly 

complicated syncopation, and even Chaos is grinning as couples, recharged by his music, 

get up and begin to dance. Finally he swings into a Jimmy Durante number. “You don’t 

have to be witty or smart, as long as it comes from the heart,” he sings. Rowley and Ram 

both get up to dance with a pair of attractive women who have been eyeing them for the 

last hour. I sense that the interview part of the evening is over and feel as if I got a lot of 

information from them, but nothing that makes up a coherent picture. I find myself 

almost more frustrated than when I started. Like shadows, these guys are impossible to 

pin down. 

Prez lights a cigarette and begins to badger Niño. “C’mon…” 

“No.” 

“Oh please. You know you want to.” 

“I do not.” 

“Sure you do. You love it. You beg me for it; you know you do.” 

I try to pretend that I’m not interested and light a cigarette, or rather I try to light a 

cigarette. It’s hard to play cool when you’re setting fire to your own fingers. 

“Prez, cut it out. I’m not in the mood, okay? We’re in public. I have a headache.” 

“Please?” 

“No!” 

“Please? I’ll start…” 

“Oh God, not in front of everyone…” 

I am almost hanging over them by now. 

“I’m someone whose name begins with bee.” 

“Botticelli.” 

“Okay you got it, now it’s your turn. See? Isn’t this fun?” 

But it isn’t Niño he is talking to, but me. And then I notice Niño grinning, too, 

and I know I’ve just been ragged on by two pros. 

“You guys are shits.” 

“We know,” Prez chuckles. “Got you going, though, didn’t it?” 
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“Yeah. I was going to ask if I could join in,” I reply which makes Prez blush a 

little and Niño whoop with laughter. “I’m someone whose name begins with emm.” 

It takes them a while to figure out that I am Michael Altman. I love a good game 

of Botticelli. 

The sun is coming up when we leave the bar. We stop at an all-night coffee shop 

on Rush Street, inhabited by a bunch of drag queens who just love meeting the boys. Ram 

liberates a purple feather boa from one of them and does “Falling in Love Again” while 

he waits for his steak and eggs. He is accompanied by Adam on the kazoo and Chaos on 

spoons and water glasses, a performance which leaves most of the early morning diners 

hiccuping with laughter and me wondering where Adam got the kazoo. Does he carry one 

around with him? Then, about the time real people begin filtering in for breakfast, the 

boys break into “Aiko, Aiko” and they get all the drag queens singing along. 

I’m not sure I’ve ever been more tired. I’m not sure I’ve ever spent a better night 

with any group of musicians and I’m not sure why I never thought of ordering a 

chocolate shake with my pancakes before. 

 

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar - Well, never mind / We are ugly, but we have the 

music.13 

Around midnight there was a lull in the conversation that was reinforced by Joe’s 

appearance.  

“Who ordered pizza?” he asked, dropping the box onto the table. He listened to 

the music for a moment. “That you guys?” he asked as the ODG cover of “Tutti-Frutti” 

drifted through their now-companionable silence. Even Duncan was feeling reasonably 

mellow. He and Kronos had come to a temporary understanding about halfway through 

the bottle of bourbon, and both of them were behaving pretty well, not making any 

extraordinary demands on each other. 

“Like it?” Methos asked. 

“I never heard your cover of that one, but I always liked you guys. Even had your 

Old Dead Guys Rock album.” 
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“Gentlemen, I give you one of the six people in North America who bought the 

thing,” Rowley said, rising to fetch Joe a chair. “Why don’t you join us for a bite, Mister 

Dawson?” 

“Didn’t say I bought it, said I owned it,” Joe told him, sitting down between 

Rowley and Syd. “My sister gave it to me; it was one of the few musical gifts she ever 

gave me that wasn’t dull as Sunday morning television. You don’t mind my joining 

you?” 

“We love our fans,” Prez told him. 

“As many as we can anyway,” Ramesses added with a grin, provoking a laugh 

from Joe. 

While Niño opened the box and distributed napkins and paper plates, Prez got up. 

“I’ll go get more beer. Stay put Mister Dawson. I know my way around behind a bar.” 

“Tell Eddie that Joe sent you,” Joe said with a grin. He turned to Rowley. “Man I 

have to tell you; you have one amazing voice. You could have ruled the world with a 

voice like that.” 

“Don’t get Ox started,” Ramesses groaned. “He never misses a chance to remind 

us that his butt sat on a throne for all of about fifteen minutes.” 

“A significant improvement over most of the places your butt has been,” Rowley 

replied just as Duncan finally realized who he was sitting with. 

“Your Majesty!” he said, standing up a little unsteadily. 

“Duncan please, I’m just Rowley now, and I’m really much happier this way 

despite this little slut’s jealous assertions to the contrary.” 

“Who are you calling a slut?” Ramesses cackled good-naturedly as Methos guided 

Duncan back down into his seat. 

“Isn’t it fortunate they managed to find some outlet in each other?” Methos 

observed. 

“God…I walked in on them once,” Syd told the group. “It stunted my growth.” 

Both men in question began to laugh helplessly. “Oh Syd, you were so shocked!” 

Ramesses told him between hiccups of laughter. 
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Syd shook his head. “It wasn’t shock, it was my lively sense of the absurd. It was 

like watching a Great Dane and a Chihuahua go at it,” he told them, provoking general 

hysteria all around the table.  

“And who was on top?” Methos asked, “the big dog or the little one?” 

“The bitch!” Ram shot back. 

“What’s so funny?” Prez returned with the beer on a wave of laughter.  

“Doggie sex,” Rowley explained 

“Doggie sex?” 

“I’ll explain later,” Niño promised. 

“My God, I got so used to seeing you lot boffing each other, I barely stopped to 

worry about it by the end. I remember walking in on Rowley and Chaos…” 

Methos sobered quickly at that piece of information, and Duncan could sense that 

he was surprised, could feel a strange tension in him. “What?” 

Rowley gave him an almost pitying look. “Did you really think you were the only 

one, Adam? He wasn’t a virgin you know.” 

Methos bristled and somewhere inside Duncan, Kronos was amused, but in a fond 

way. Duncan was shocked when he realized that there had been not only wildfire passion, 

but a tenderness between the two Horsemen, both unexpected, and beyond anything that 

he and Methos had yet created between themselves.  

Possessiveness seemed to be hovering over the group like a haze, and for a 

moment, nerves dulled by alcohol and his innate honesty coming to the fore as it always 

did at the most inconvenient times, Duncan was forced to face squarely the possibility 

that his desire to see Kronos dead and spinning on a spit in hell could well have been 

chalked up to simple jealousy. So he poured himself another drink and hoped that this 

one would dull the innate honesty part and let him get on with enjoying the fact that he 

was still alive and Kronos would never touch Methos again. 

“I know what he was and what he wasn’t!” Methos was saying with some fervor. 

“Not everything, you don’t,” Duncan said before he downed the bourbon in a 

single gulp. Only it wasn’t him saying it. Methos didn’t know that, though, or was too 
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agitated to recognize that it was barely even Duncan’s voice, and he said, “Oh, fuck off, 

Duncan.” 

Kronos gave Duncan a poke in the ribs and laughed at him, and to his vast 

surprise, Duncan was amused, too, and he snorted into his empty glass. 

“I don’t think any of us knew all there was to know about him,” Niño told them as 

he set to opening the bottles Prez had brought back. “Maybe not even Firstman. Maybe.” 

There was a long silence and Duncan did find himself wondering if even he knew 

anything much about the man who had been Kronos and Chaos and Melvin Koren…and 

how many other incarnations he’d never begin to imagine even though he held the man’s 

memories now, inside his own. The strange, dry sense of humor he was discovering 

shocked him, the love for Methos and for these other men, the drive for community that 

echoed Mac’s own…all surprises, and unwelcome for someone who wanted, more than 

anything, to hate the creature he was carrying around inside his head, under his skin. 

“Do you remember Woodstock?” Syd asked dreamily. “Do you remember how on 

Saturday morning when the sun came up after all that rain, you guys got on the stage and 

played “Good Morning Starshine?” I never heard you play that before or after. Why 

then?” 

“To say good morning to the sun,” Ramesses told him, passing a bottle of beer to 

each man. 

“You guys were at Woodstock?” Joe asked. “I never knew that. Well I suppose I 

knew it but you don’t hear much about it.” 

“We were one of the “were also there” crowd,” Syd explained. “But they loved 

us. I think maybe it was because Rowley and Chaos took their clothes off before they did 

Starshine.” 

“Wait a minute, I heard about that. That was you guys? I heard stories like that 

but I always thought they were apocryphal.” 

“That was us; the stories are true. They wanted the song in the film, but Rowley’s 

schlong kept getting in the way,” Prez said with an evil grin. “Chaos was at least covered 

by his drum kit.” 
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“Except for the guy who kept going ‘round behind Chaos and filming his butt,” 

Niño giggled. 

“Oh God, that’s right,” Syd groaned. “And after it was over, Chaos got up and 

waved his cock at the guy’s camera and asked if he wanted a taste.” 

“They said that America wasn’t ready for the Royal Dick,” Methos told Joe who 

was already laughing his big, Joe Dawson laugh. “I never could figure out whether they 

meant Rowley or his cock.” 

“What they said,” Rowley said by way of correction, “was that they lacked the 

technology to show anything that big.” 

“Oh ho, that’s right, lie to a couple of strangers who’ll never know the 

difference,” Prez said with a chuckle as he made a “this small” gesture with his fingers. 

“Like you’d know.” 

“Just because I never got friendly with it didn’t mean I wasn’t familiar with it. My 

God, you walked around the house with it hanging out more than you covered it up.” 

“You could still get friendly with it,” Rowley told him. “Now that you’ve seen the 

light.” 

“I’m not sure I’m ready for the Royal Dick,” Prez confessed. 

Syd chuckled. “I never did understand that choice of song though; it was so not 

ODG.” 

“I think it was Rowley’s choice,” Niño told them. 

“Guilty as charged. I rather liked the song, at least at the time. And Chaos told me 

that he’d do it if he could rewrite that silly chorus so he wouldn’t have to sing “oobie, 

doobie, wabba” or whatever it is. That was fine with me until he made us memorize this 

fiendishly difficult verse. Prez got it right off, but I fucked it up every damn time I sang 

it. Chaos threw his sticks at me more than once. But I got it right that morning. That was 

the last time we ever sang it, too. Adam, did you have any idea what it was he wrote?” 

“A little, but it was something he spoke before I knew him. I asked him about it 

and he told me it was a variation on something his tribal shaman sometimes sang. He 

wouldn’t tell me what it was, but he promised me it wasn’t a curse. I think it had 
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something to do with fertility,” Methos added with a broad grin. “I suspect we were 

responsible for a small but significant rise in the birthrate in May of nineteen-seventy.” 

“He’d get so angry with you guys over that song, and I could never figure out 

why because he always said he hated it,” Niño told them. 

“He was always shouting at Rowley. What was it he called you, Ox?” 

“Royal Lump,” Rowley replied with a laugh. 

 

Woodstock, August 1969, late Friday night/early Saturday morning - Oh Lord, 

won't you buy me a night on the town 14 

Most of the others were taking the problems in stride. There were going to be a lot 

of changes in the programming, there wasn’t a lot of room to sleep, and they really 

shouldn’t have shown up until Saturday anyway even though someone who seemed to 

have disappeared entirely told them otherwise via phone at the last possible minute, and 

yeah the facilities were primitive, but as Firstman said, “This would have seemed 

luxurious by comparison to what I was used to.” 

Niño was pretty certain that most of them felt the same way, even Rowley, but 

Prez was doing a lot of bitching about everything including the weather which was hot 

and sticky. He was pacing back and forth in the tent looking irritable while the others sat 

around drinking beer and talking about their set. When Michael jostled him on the way 

out, Prez snarled and Niño realized that he was on the edge of an explosion. A mood this 

bad required some resolution, even a violent one.  

He took a long, hungry look at the guitarist whose tight black tee was stained with 

sweat at the armpits and down the center of his chest where, Niño remembered, there was 

not a single hair to mar the perfection of his skin. With a pack of cigarettes rolled up in 

one sleeve and his hair all tangled, Prez looked like a thug.  

“Prez, why don’t you come and sit down?” he asked. “You look hot like that; let 

me braid your hair for you.” He never minded doing it and Prez said he was better at it 

than any of the others, especially Firstman who would yank on the tangles until the comb 

came away filled with silky black hair. 



 

 

68 

Prez hesitated for a moment, then folded himself up on the ground in front of 

Niño who began to comb the man’s waist-length hair carefully. 

“I say we give Niño a raise,” Ramesses suggested.  

“You saying it’s me that’s the problem?” Prez asked. His voice was still in the 

danger zone, and Niño fished around in his pocket for a joint to give him. He needed to 

mellow Prez out a little. 

“Here man, light up and we’ll share.” Which made Prez laugh a little. Disaster 

averted. 

“You piglets aren’t going to share with us, are you?”  

“That’s right, Ram. Go get your own drugs.” Prez relaxed into the hair combing, 

into the regular rhythm. “That’s nice,” he said with a long exhalation of smoke. 

Once he’d combed it smooth – about the time Chaos liberated the doobie from 

Prez’s limp fingers – Niño began to weave Prez’s hair into a French braid while the 

others watched. 

“Christ!” Rowley barked suddenly, making them all jump. “I think I just saw 

Janis Joplin walk by.” He got up and raced out, trying to pull a shirt on as he went. 

“Don’t bother, Ox, you’ll do better showing her what you’ve got!” Ramesses 

yelled after him. “Rowley is a groupie! Who’d have guessed?” 

“There, it’s nice and tight,” Niño told Prez, and his reward was feeling the slender 

body slump back against his own. 

“You’re the only kind person I know, my Niño.” 

“Is somebody feeling really sorry for himself tonight?” 

“Ram, I swear to you…” Prez began, but then his attention was caught by 

Firstman and Chaos who had finished the joint and were curled up on a pile of cushions, 

kissing and fondling each other. 

“Showtime,” Ram whispered, turning to watch the pair. None of them were ever 

shy about sex play, but it wasn’t often that Prez sat and watched any two men getting it 

on. He’d usually just smile, shake his head and go off to look for a woman. 
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This time, though, he seemed transfixed as Firstman and Chaos began to undress 

each other, peeling back the sweaty, sticky layers of cloth and applying fingertips and lips 

in their place. His breath caught as Chaos pushed Firstman down and sat cross-legged 

between the man’s legs, Firstman’s thighs draped over his own. He began to stroke his 

lover’s cock with both hands, his clever fingers playing up and down the length of the 

shaft, tickling the big, heart-shaped glans and the balls, soft in their sacs.  

Niño could feel Prez’s fingers gripping his legs as they watched Chaos bend 

himself almost double to take the crimson cockhead into his mouth and begin to suck it. 

Firstman was moaning softly, hands gripping the pillows under him. His hips began to 

rise up into the warm, wet sucking, and Chaos slipped his hands around to cup Firstman’s 

ass and pull him upward. Niño was stunned at how easily Chaos seemed to take the thick 

shaft so that he engulfed most of it with his mouth. Centuries of practice, he supposed. 

Millennia of practice; if you lived to be that old you could probably deep throat a donkey. 

Prez’s shoulders and back were tense under Niño’s carefully neutral hands, but 

his breathing was shallow, and he quivered slightly each time Firstman groaned. His 

fingers were going to leave bruises on Niño’s legs, but it was worth it to see him 

transfixed like this by the blunt passion between his two band mates. Almost as good as 

sex, if anything other than a very cold beer or the green of Prez’s eyes could honestly be 

said to be that. 

Firstman was so close, and Prez was so intent on the scene before him that when 

some trippy guy with a long beard wandered into the tent by mistake, muttered, “Oh 

wow, far out,” and beat a hasty retreat, Prez jumped so violently that he smashed the back 

of his head against Niño’s jaw, and for a moment or two – just long enough for Prez to 

escape – Niño was seeing not only stars but a flock of little tweety-birds flying around his 

head. 

He got up when he could and went out to see if Prez was still hanging around, but 

found only Michael outside the tent, smoking a cigarette. “Seen Prez?” 

“Yeah, he raced out of there after that freak like someone had attached rockets to 

his butt. What happened?” 
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Niño sighed. “Hard to explain, but he’s sort of upset, I think.” 

“What happened to you?” 

Niño touched his jawline. “Oh man, am I bruised or…ow.” 

“Your face is all red on one side, but there’s no bruise.” Michael scowled. “Did 

Prez hit you? Fucking hell, Niño…” 

“No, I mean not on purpose. We collided by accident when that freak walked in 

and startled us all. It’s nothing.” 

“Yeah, well it looks like something. You should put some ice on it.” 

Just then Prez reappeared, looking rattled. “Niño, I need to talk to you. Now.” 

Michael gave Niño a look like Hey, you need some help here? 

“He gets wound up,” Niño told him, but all the same the tone of Prez’s voice had 

been pretty unnerving, harsh even for Prez, who at the best of times sounded like a poster 

child for the stop-smoking movement. 

The guitarist was halfway across the field where the ‘copters had been landing by 

the time Niño caught up. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“You, me…everything.” Prez caught him by the wrist and pulled Niño hard up 

against himself. “I need to know if you, if you…” 

He couldn’t say it. Bad sign. 

“Prez, let go. This isn’t anything you want to do.” 

“Yes it is.” 

“No. No it’s not. I know it’s not. Believe me.” 

But Prez wouldn’t release his grip on Niño’s wrist. He dragged the roadie across 

the open area and on into the trees. Sort of pointless since it was getting dark and no one 

would see them anyway. Then he swung Niño around, caught hold of the nape of his 

neck with his free hand and pulled him into a grinding kiss that had Niño fearing for his 

dental work. Prez was growling; his grip on both neck and wrist was painful, but Niño 

welcomed it as he relaxed into the kiss, catching hold of Prez’s braid with both hands and 
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pressing his body against the slender guitarist. He knew this might be the only kiss he’d 

ever have from this man, and by God he wasn’t going to waste it. 

Prez pulled back, then lifted Niño’s hand to his mouth and began to suck his 

fingers. He bit down hard at the base of Niño’s thumb and sucked the tender flesh at his 

wrist until Niño began to whimper. 

“Let me…let me,” Niño gasped as he tried to unzip Prez with one hand. The 

guitarist laughed and pushed his hand away, unzipping his own jeans and pushing them 

down. Niño sank to his knees. He took the already swollen cock into his mouth with 

something that approached reverence. It had never been like this with anyone else, he had 

never loved anyone the way he loved this one man, this skinny, dangerous immortal with 

the hard, green eyes. 

He could hear Prez gasping as he sucked, his fingers stroked the smooth flesh of 

Prez’s hip and thigh, the perfect flesh he saw every morning at sword practice, peeking 

out from the hakama. He teased the tip of Prez’s cock with his tongue and his reward was 

the feel of the guitarist’s long fingers slipping through his hair, catching hold of the blond 

strands, massaging his scalp. 

“My Niño, my Niño,” Prez whispered. 

The taste of him was sunshine, salt and musk, the feel was silken, warm and 

surprisingly compliant, his flesh yielding to Niño’s hands and mouth. Niño cupped the 

small, solid cheeks and pulled Prez closer, taking him deep. He felt the thick shaft twitch 

against his lips and tasted the wetness at the tip. 

He sucked hard at the oozing head, fingers of one hand stroking the heavy cock, 

milking it, the other hand cupping soft, heavy balls. Prez was groaning, a sound like the 

harsh cough of a leopard. So close, so close… Come for me, Niño thought. Come for me. 

When it happened, it was almost too much for Niño who wanted to laugh and cry 

and drag Prez down and fuck him until he begged Niño never to leave him. As if that 

would happen. 

Better to be satisfied with the dark growls of pleasure, the waves of passion Niño 

felt shaking the slender body as Prez’s cock filled Niño’s mouth. Better to be satisfied 
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with the sight of Prez’s legs folding up under him, and the sound of his surprised laughter 

as he hit the ground. 

“Jeez, Niño, you’re fuckin’ good at that.” 

Niño licked his lips and smiled. Marrymemarrymemarryme…. 

“Had a lot of practice, huh?” 

Some of the glow began to evaporate. “Lots,” he snapped. “Everybody tells me I 

give great head,” he said with a laugh that sounded hollow. 

Prez’s smile faded, and the dark, elegantly arched brows drew together. “Am I the 

last holdout in the group?” 

“Dead last,” Niño lied. “You were a hard case, man. Never thought I’d nail you.” 

Prez lay back in the carpet of weeds and stared up into the darkness above him. 

“Never thought it’d be a drawback to not be queer,” he remarked. 

“There has to be some advantage.” Niño got up and brushed the leaves and grass 

off the knees of his jeans. “I’m gonna go see if anyone wants to get naked.” 

“What if I do?” 

“You man? Nah, you’re strictly BJ material; even straight boys can manage that 

much. See you later.” 

It took every ounce of will for Niño not to run, not to look back. It took every last 

shred of his dignity to walk away as if none of this had mattered to him one little bit. 

 

Detroit, August 4th, 1969 - One sweet dream /Pick up the bags and get in the 

limousine15 

Michael Altman’s series continues: 

I don’t know exactly when it happened, but I seem to have been accepted as 

something of a fixture by the band members. Because I hang with Niño instead of the 

other roadies and security guys, who seem not to enjoy the company of the band very 

much, I find myself seeing them up close much of the time, hearing things that I can’t 

quite explain, things Niño won’t explain even if he does seem to know what it all means, 

things Syd seems to be willfully unaware of.  
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I’m playing poker with Niño, Rowley, Ram and Prez while Chaos and Adam sit 

entwined on the couch, kissing and murmuring to each other in what seems to be every 

language ever spoken on this planet. At least that’s what Ram tells me. He’s sitting there, 

half listening, while he systematically cheats us every chance he gets.  

“Sumerian,” he says. 

“Yeah, right,” I reply, but y’know what? I really do believe him. 

“Aramaic.” 

“Ram, quit dealing off the bottom of the deck!” Niño yells. 

The murmuring goes on between kisses. 

“What are they saying?” I ask. 

“They’re insulting each other.” 

“Oh well that makes perfect sense,” I announce. “Gin.” 

Rowley is calm, focused. “We’re playing poker.” 

“Just checking.” Frankly, the kissing is getting to me. Prez passes me a joint and I 

take a couple of good, long tokes. A universally shared joint is the only safe sort of drug 

to indulge in around these guys because their drug use, which is becoming legendary in 

rock circles, is a pretty scary proposition for an average guy like me. Niño advised me 

early on not to pop, smoke or inject anything without asking him first. My rule of thumb 

is if Niño is using it, it’s safe. If he passes, I pass. I’m still alive and have a few unfried 

brain cells left so I guess it’s working, but I wish to God I knew what their secret is. Why 

aren’t they all dead for real? 

And then, without warning, Adam pulls a chair up beside me on the right, Chaos 

sits to my left and they both begin to…I’m not sure what to call it because it’s a few steps 

beyond coming on to me. Chaos has his tongue in my ear, Adam is unzipping my jeans, 

and the cards are sliding through my fingers the way money seems to these days. The 

other guys are all laughing and egging them on. The whole atmosphere is utterly surreal, 

dangerous and incredibly exciting, and I swear that I am just about to throw all my 

inhibitions out the window when Syd walks in and snaps, “Cut that out!” at Chaos and 

Adam who begin to laugh, too, letting up on me just long enough for me to remember 
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who I am and what I’m doing here. My heart is pounding so hard I feet as if I’d just run a 

couple of miles. 

“That’s it!” I yell and start to get up, but Chaos has his hand clamped around my 

wrist. He is very close to me again, whispering in my ear. At first I don’t understand a 

thing he says so maybe he’s speaking Hottentot, but then I hear him sing in his low, 

rough voice: You never give me your money, You only give me your funny paper, And in 

the middle of negotiations, You break down16 

I don’t think I’ll ever know where these guys are coming from. 

Much later, after Syd has gone to bed, the suite fills with willing fans and a lot of 

free alcohol and drugs. Niño assures me that everything is safe, that the guys don’t often 

take chances with a lot of fans around. 

“Chances? What sort of chances?” 

“Just don’t worry about anything, Mike. Have a good time.” I see him later, going 

off with a guy who I at first mistake for Prez. But Prez is in the corner with a pert-looking 

brunette, his hand up under her skirt so far I half expected to see it peek out from between 

her breasts. She looks dazed but happy and when he starts licking his fingers I damn near 

fall down. It’s pretty clear to me, though that I don’t stand a chance with these people; 

I’m a funny-looking guy and I’m not really with the band, so the action is just passing me 

right by. 

I cut my losses by snagging a couple of beers from the fridge, picking up a couple 

of joints from the table and setting off for my room to drink, smoke, watch a little late 

night television (usually religious shows or fishing, but who the hell cares when you’re 

stoned?) and feel sorry for myself. But Chaos ruins that plan pretty comprehensively by 

ambushing me at the door to my room. 

It turns out to be a pretty exciting night after all. 

And when I awoke, I was alone, This bird had flown.17 
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On the way to the airport, October 28th, 1967 – I’ve found an island in your arms, 

a country in your eyes.18 

It wasn’t something he thought he should be watching, but all the same Sydney 

stared as Firstman unfastened Chaos’ jeans and slipped a hand inside. The drummer’s 

mouth dropped open slightly and he began to pant, but he never broke eye contact with 

Firstman. It was as if that’s where the sex was really happening, Syd thought, and all the 

rest was just feel-nice.  

Syd curled up into a ball, trying hard not to be noticed. He didn’t have much 

choice beyond closing his eyes, and even then he’d still hear the soft sounds of sex. It 

wasn’t like he hadn’t known, after all; he wasn’t new to rock, he’d heard the stories about 

other bands. All the same, you tried not to see what was right in front of you sometimes, 

especially if there was nothing on earth you could do about it. God knows, there never 

was anything he could do about Chaos and Firstman. 

So he watched. 

He watched while Firstman slid Chaos’ jeans down over his narrow hips, freeing 

his cock which was already stiff. Sydney could see Firstman’s long fingers squeezing 

Chaos’ ass while he sucked at the rigid phallus. By now Chaos’ head was tipped back and 

his eyes were closed. He was moaning softly as his lover’s mouth slid up and down. Syd 

stuffed a fist into his own mouth to keep from making a similar noise; his own cock was 

swollen inside his jeans, rubbing against the rough material. He didn’t dare even touch 

himself through the denim. Why the hell had he stopped wearing underwear? 

Firstman was unfastening his own jeans now, and pushing them down. Syd had 

seen him nude, but never with a hard on, and the sight of his erect cock was impressive, 

thick and long and an angry crimson even in the darkness inside the limo. Syd watched 

him grab Chaos by the ankles and jerk him backwards , shoving his knees all the way up 

to his chest so the little drummer was almost folded in half before Syd realized that 

Firstman was going to fuck him. And he was going to fuck him dry from the look of it, 

which was going to hurt like hell. Syd’s penis withered in sympathy, but Chaos stayed 

erect, his eyes on Firstman, accepting, trusting. 
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And Firstman pushed inward. Chaos groaned, “Ohgodfuck that hurts!” but the 

assault didn’t stop. “Adam, Jeezus!” 

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” Firstman spat, and suddenly Sydney realized how 

angry he was at Chaos. Why was there always so much anger roiling between them? 

Chaos turned his face towards the back of the seat, but his cock remained 

stubbornly rigid during the onslaught. He didn’t make another sound as Firstman forced 

his way in. 

All Sydney wanted now was to get away from them. 

Suddenly Firstman stopped. Syd could see his chest heaving erratically, and for 

one crazy moment he wondered if the keyboard player was going to have a heart attack. 

That’s all they needed was to have Firstman die while plugged into the drummer. But 

then Sydney saw the gleam of tears on the man’s face. 

Chaos lowered his legs, wrapping them around Firstman’s waist and he levered 

himself upwards with his arms around his lover’s neck. “It’s okay, you know it’s okay,” 

he said over and over. 

Somehow they managed to curl up on the seat, face to face, with Chaos in 

Firstman’s lap, arms wrapped around each other, mouths so close they were breathing the 

same air. Syd could hear them whispering to each other, mostly he didn’t understand 

what they said, but occasionally he’d hear “I love you, it’s all right.” “I love you.” “I love 

you…” Even the cool air inside the limo couldn’t dispel this humidity; they glistened 

with sweat, and Syd could feel his own clothing sticking to him in odd places. 

Chaos’ hips moved slowly, rocking against Firstman, his hands slipped under his 

lover’s tee shirt, stroking bare flesh, his mouth sucked at Firstman’s throat, along the jaw, 

sucked his long, elegant fingers when they were offered. 

Finally there were only the soft, heated noises of their loving in the back of the 

limo. Sydney was hard again, but had no urge to touch himself; it would have been too 

lonely. 

He looked away when they finished, tried not to hear the sounds of passion and 

completion, or the words they said to each other afterwards. Before the limo arrived at 
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the airport, they were both dressed and sitting side-by-side as if nothing had happened, 

except that their hands lay in the space between them, and Sydney could see that their 

fingers were interlocked. 

Just before they got out of the car, they both leaned over and kissed Sydney on the 

mouth in turn. Both said “Thanks, Syd,” and both left the limo without a look back. 

It was a long few minutes before Sydney could bring himself to get out and walk 

to the plane. 

 

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar - Hold you in his armchair You can feel his disease 19 

“Perhaps you should tell us something about him, Mac,” Prez suggested gently, 

provoking an ironic smile from Duncan. “It might make you feel better to get it out.” 

“I don’t know if Duncan is the best witness to Chaos’ character,” Methos replied, 

lips tight. “Perhaps we shouldn’t go there.” 

Annoyed that Methos would try to keep him from speaking, Mac snapped, 

“Scared?” and poured himself another drink. “Why don’t you tell them about the 

Horsemen?” He asked Methos with a heavily sarcastic sweetness that provoked in the 

other man just the expression of anger and dismay he’d hoped for. “Surely you can find 

something edifying about that episode of his life to share with us?” His words effectively 

dampened the mood, which made him feel good in a perverse way. 

“Mac, why can’t you leave it alone?” 

Mac shrugged. 

“Horsemen?” Syd asked, determined to catch up on old business. 

It was hard to miss the Watchers in the room exchanging looks. Christ, Mac 

thought, I’m just vomiting up bile now. 

“Well since Mac has seen fit to bring the subject up, I suppose I ought to tell you 

that I was once Death.” 

“And I was Marie Antoinette in a past life,” Ramesses volunteered, earning sour 

looks from both Methos and Mac. “Well excuse me all to hell. Listen, are we supposed to 

be shocked by your youthful excesses?” 
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“Mac is. You see, we killed a lot of people, a lot of them,” Methos told the 

assembly. “We were conquerors and we were barbarians.” 

“Who here hasn’t been a barbarian at some point?” Rowley inquired. “Except for 

Niño that is.” 

“I’ve had my moments,” Niño admitted quietly. 

 “Why don’t you and Mac both just drop it?” Joe snapped. “Kronos and the others 

are dead, so who gives a fuck about Horsemen and lousy life choices?” 

Prez nudged Rowley. “Say something.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you always do.” 

“I’m finding this fascinating.” 

But it was Syd who finally spoke up. “I gather this is another one of those let’s-

nail-Chaos stories?” When Methos nodded, he said, “Then you have to understand 

something about me, at least. You can tell me anything about him, and I may well be 

horrified by all of it, but I doubt that on any visceral level I’ll believe it.” 

Mac just stared at him. “He had nothing but contempt for mortals.” 

“I never saw any evidence of it, though it may well be true. All I know is what I 

saw, and I know that I can never believe worse of him than that. Perhaps the others can, 

but I can’t. In any event, what purpose would it serve to try to make us believe the worst 

of our friend now that he’s gone?” 

“Don’t you people think you need to face facts?” 

“Which ones?” Ramesses asked politely. “There seem to be so many of them.” 

“Why?” Rowley asked. “As Syd said, to what purpose?” 

“Because that’s reality, not what you knew.” 

“I beg to differ. We simply knew another reality, one you can never accept as 

being real either, and I might add that we knew it for a good deal longer than you knew 

yours. I leave you to judge which is likely to be the more reliable point of view, Mister 

MacLeod. However, the difference is that we didn’t bring you back here to try to force 

our view of Chaos on you, we invited you back here to try to take some of the burden off 



 79 

your shoulders, to offer you some companionship at a time when you seemed to need it, 

and yes, because we sense him close when you’re with us and it comforts us. We’re 

asking you to believe nothing; kindly do us the same courtesy.” 

Put firmly in his place, Mac retreated into sullen silence. His innate sense of 

fairness told him Rowley was correct, but he didn’t like having to admit it. There was 

nothing worse than being told you’re wrong when you already know you are. And the 

worst part was the looks he was getting from some of the others. He hated being pitied. 

“You’re right. I’m sorry. Perhaps I should go.” 

“We didn’t ask you to leave either,” Rowley said with asperity. “Self-pity isn’t 

serving you well tonight, Mister MacLeod.” 

Mac was starting to feel more and more like a child who was close to being put in 

the corner. 

“Ox, you’re being awfully hard on him. It can’t be nice having Chaos rattling 

around in there.” 

“I say we let Mac tell his stories,” Niño said quietly. “I think he needs to get them 

out and over with.” 

Tell them, brother; don’t spare me and don’t spare Methos. We knew what we 

were and why we did what we did. You were part of me even then; this is your story, too. 

“I’m losing my mind,” Mac told them. “I hear him talking to me all the time now. 

Shall I tell you about the first time I met him?” he asked, forcibly ignoring the soft voice 

inside his head that said: It wasn’t the first time, my brother.  

“It was in eighteen sixty-seven and he was going by the name of Melvin Koren. 

He and his Commancheros preyed on travelers, homesteaders. They’d wipe out whole 

families, even the children. Just for fun. I killed him, but never had the chance to take his 

head. If I’d had the chance none of us would be here now, I expect.” He tried to sound 

unrepentant and defiant, but the effect was merely petulant, and it made him cringe 

inwardly. 

He heard Syd’s breath catch and took a quick sip of bourbon.  
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“All the same, you stopped Koren. That was the last time he appeared in the 

chronicle,” Niño told him. “And Chaos dropped out of sight for a long time afterward.” 

Methos filled in one of the gaps for them. “He was living in London and Paris for 

a long time after that. He was an artist, Stefan Kron, until about nineteen-hundred. A 

couple of his pieces, mostly drawings, are in…damn a museum in Prague, I think. 

Memory fails. The ones no one liked at the time,” he added with a little smile. “The rest 

are hideous, those big, overdone Victorian canvases full of billowing drapery and 

voluptuous pink flesh?” He started to laugh. “He liked to paint his society lovers into his 

canvases and see if anyone recognized them. He said they brought in a fortune which he 

spent on women, men, absinthe. And he occasionally helped other artists, ones he thought 

were geniuses. Mostly he was wrong about them. After that…” 

“For every lousy story I can tell, I’ll bet you have six about Saint Kronos,” Mac 

snapped, feeling more petulant than ever now. 

You don’t know all my secrets, Kronos whispered. Not yet. 

“There are no Saint Kronos stories associated with the Horsemen, Mac. Do you 

want to tell them about that or shall I?” 

“Be my guest,” Mac said quietly. 

“He was a conqueror, nothing more nothing less. Just like Darius.” 

“He was nothing like Darius!” 

“Don’t be too sure. You forget, I knew them both, and far more intimately than 

you ever did.” 

 

Seguntum, 45 C.. - And if you go chasing rabbits, and you know you're going to 

fall, 20 

All four of them knelt on the rough wooden floor, shackled at ankles, wrists and 

at the neck. Caspian was shaking, though perhaps only his brothers knew it wasn’t from 

fear. Silas was dejected, Methos curious and Kronos kept his head down and avoided 

meeting anyone’s eyes. Best for them to pretend for a while. 
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“You’ve been a great deal of trouble to us,” the Legate said, though he was 

looking at the wall, or rather through it. His thoughts were far away, perhaps in Rome. 

“That’s a shame,” Silas said darkly, and earned a cuff from one of the guards. 

“It is.” The Legate turned and studied them. “And remarkable too when you 

consider what a rag-tag group you really are. Four men? With painted faces? It may 

impress your masters here in Tarraconens, but we’re Romans.” 

Caspian gave him a sidelong look. “Romans taste better; not as stringy.” The 

other three laughed. 

“Oh you have a reputation,” the man admitted as he paced in front of them. 

Kronos noticed that his sandals were new and that they’d blistered his feet. No wonder he 

was in a bad mood. “But I don’t believe it.” 

“In Caspian’s case you’d be wise to,” Methos advised dryly. “Or at least to keep 

your fingers away from his mouth.” 

The Legate stood in front of Methos and stared down at him. What did he read in 

that cool, intelligent gaze? 

Then the Legate tipped Silas’ head up and looked at him. “Moron,” he snapped. 

He had the guard tip Caspian’s chin up with his sword. “Lunatic.” 

Finally he stopped in front of Kronos and grabbed his hair, pulling his head back, 

demanding eye contact. Very well, give it to him. Kronos was pleased to see the man’s 

face pale a little when their eyes met. It was a small vanity but satisfying. 

The Legate released him and went back to Methos. “You’re the brains of this 

group, aren’t you?” 

“Am I?” 

At which point Caspian ended the analysis by making a dive for the Legate’s leg, 

teeth bared and gleaming in the torchlight. 

When the scuffle ended, Caspian was bleeding a little, and laughing. The sound 

infected the other Horsemen and they began to laugh again as well. Kronos laughed so 

hard he had tears running down his face. 

“Centurion!” 
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“Yes?” 

“Take the big one and the mad one out of here. I’ll decide what to do with them 

later.” Divide and conquer was something they all understood.  

Kronos sobered quickly. “We stay together!” he shouted and got a foot in his 

belly for his trouble. 

The Legate sat down and let a servant wash the bite on his leg. “I could kill you 

all, but I’m not a wasteful man. I suspect you’re all useful in your own ways. Perhaps I’ll 

put the other two in the Limitanei, shall I? They’ll fight for their keep, I think, once 

they’re away from the two of you.”  

Then he stared right at Kronos. “Once they’re away from you,” he said pointedly. 

“They’ll grow more biddable. They take their orders from you, don’t they?” 

Kronos did not like the smile the Legate turned on Methos. “By yourself you’d 

never command these men, would you? You’re a scholar I think, despite your low habits. 

What languages have you?” he asked, his voice flattering, just on the edge of oily. 

“What ones do you prefer?” Methos countered with his most charming smile. As 

you see, my Latin is excellent as is my Greek.” Methos made a little bow and Kronos 

wanted to kick him. He was playing right into the Legate’s hands with his damned vanity. 

“And you are a reader?” 

“When there is something to read.” 

The Legate nodded. “Yes, you’re the dangerous one,” he said to Kronos. “It’s you 

I should kill.” 

“Be my guest,” Kronos told him. 

“Perhaps I will. The others won’t be any trouble without you, will they?” 

“Apart from Caspian’s eating habits.” 

“I’m sure we can find him something to gnaw on. Centurion.” 

“Sir?” 

“There are messengers going home with the Centuries?” 

“Yes sir.” 
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“Make a place for one more. A slave. A gift.” He nodded at Methos and the 

Centurion hauled Methos to his feet and marched him to the door.  

“You’re not parting us,” Kronos growled, and the Legate laughed. 

“That’s the only thing you fear, isn’t it? Centurion.” 

The man stopped. “Sir?” 

“On the way back, find a cage for this one. I’m going to keep him as a pet for a 

while.” And just like that, it was done.  

Methos never looked back. 

 

London, July 1969 – What’s your name? Who’s your daddy? 21 

“Another busybody,” was how Ramesses dismissed the new guy, but Niño wasn’t 

so sure. If his jobs first as Watcher, then as roadie to ODG had taught him anything, it 

was how to recognize tenacity. Michael Altman was more than just a busybody, but Niño 

wasn’t sure yet whether he was harmless or not.  

What he didn’t understand was why the group had allowed Altman to join the tour 

knowing who he was and what he did for a living. Of course they all knew Niño was a 

Watcher, but it had been Rowley’s idea in the first place. Besides, they were fond of 

teasing him about it. “Hey, nice tattoo, Niño,” Ram liked to say. “Where can I get one 

like it?”  

The group members all treated him like a younger brother or, in Rowley’s case, 

like a beloved son, but it was Prez who’d named him Niño when he first met the band 

while they were playing high school hops. “My Niño,” he liked to say. The others never 

did that, never claimed him that way. Maybe if they did, Niño’s heart wouldn’t race so at 

the sound of it. He wasn’t a very good Watcher after all. He wasn’t supposed to fall in 

love with his immortal. Much good it did him. 

That morning he wasn’t in the mood to talk because the sight of Prez in a hakama 

with a span of bronze thigh showing on each side, and long, black hair pulled into a tight, 

sweat-soaked braid, was giving him a good deal of daydream material. And there was 

Altman wanting to know about the “famous swords.” Fuck him. Niño sighed and put the 
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fantasy on hold. He made all the right answers and laughed a little when Altman seemed 

shocked by the violence of the training session. 

“They’re cutting each other to pieces!” 

“It’s not that bad,” Niño assured him just as Rowley’s sword arced down towards 

Prez’s throat so fast that Niño didn’t even have time to be afraid (because with these 

guys, you just never knew. You just never knew…you just never…) 

And then Prez and Rowley were grinning at each other and Altman was gone 

because he didn’t have the rock-steady nervous system you needed to spend any time at 

all with this group. Not like Niño who got up very casually, and put the shinais into their 

case before he strolled off to the men’s room in the lobby and puked up his breakfast into 

one of the toilets. 

And wouldn’t you know it, there was Prez settling himself in front of one of the 

urinals when Niño stepped out of the stall feeling like he’d been dragged through a 

keyhole. 

“Man, are you okay?”  

Niño mumbled something about the greasy breakfast and fled before Prez could 

unfasten his hakama. He wasn’t sure he could take it. 

 

Seguntum, 45 C.. – I don’t mean to suggest that I loved you the best, I can’t keep 

track of each fallen robin. 22 

It was in Autumn that Kronos next had word of Methos. He was dragged into the 

Legate’s presence by his guard who had proved to be a decent fellow overall. Quintus, 

who had become de facto Captain of the guard when the real Captain found it difficult to 

remain sober much past mid-day, was often the only one who remembered to feed 

Kronos, and he always took him outside for a little air each day. Sometimes he even 

found Kronos a woman, and a private place in which to enjoy her, and he never once 

asked to watch.  

They were both bored by life in Seguntum, and Kronos was glad to have someone 

reasonably bright to talk to. Quintus wasn’t Methos, but he had a quick wit and he 
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cheated at games almost as well as Kronos did which made it all that much more 

interesting. 

“He’s in a temper,” Quintus warned as he unlocked the cage. “Watch yourself. 

Don’t antagonize him.” 

“Why would I do that?” 

“Because you’re like that.” 

Kronos laughed. “You’re right as usual. Wait a moment, I need to stop and piss. 

Won’t be long,” Kronos promised, stepping around to the side of the Legate’s house and 

urinating against the wall just below where someone had scrawled The whores here all 

have lice. To the left of that someone else had written So do we.  

“Oh don’t look at me like that, as if you’ve never pissed against the wall, Quintus. 

I know how far the privy is from the barracks and I know how cold it gets here in the 

winter.” 

Quintus chuckled. 

“What’s the problem? What finally made him remember me?” Kronos asked as he 

refastened his clothing. After the first few months, during which his studied passivity had 

bored the Legate, they’d had very little contact. Occasionally Scipio would walk by the 

cage where Kronos was kept and frown at him as if he couldn’t quite remember why he 

had a man locked up there.  

“Letters from Rome. Something set him off; I hear it was about one of your men 

or something.” 

“Methos?” 

Quintus shrugged. “You all look alike to me,” he joked. “Anyway, your Methos 

has done something to queer his hopes of becoming a governor.” 

“And how did you find this out?” 

“One of the messengers is a cousin of mine. Now don’t you look at me that way. 

It takes a long time to get from Rome to Seguntum; do you think the messengers have 

anything much to do but read their messages? You didn’t hear that from me either.” 

“Don’t worry.” 
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“Do I look worried?” he asked as he rapped on the Legate’s door. 

“You never do.” 

Scipio was in more than just a temper, he was in a fine fury. “What did he do?” he 

shouted at Kronos. “Your brother…he’s done something to insult Silanus. What was it?” 

He waved the letter at the captive Horseman. “Silanus was ready to speak for my 

advancement and now this! And it was his doing, that snake’s work. What was it he said 

to Silanus? What was it he did?” 

“How am I supposed to know?” Kronos asked, irritated by the stupidity of the 

question. “What a fool you are; maybe your friend Silanus realized it at last.” 

Scipio flew into a rage and began to strike his captive, at first with open hands, 

sharp slaps to his face, shoulders, arms and chest as he stood with hands bound. But then 

the rage became punishing and he made his hands into fists that fell with the force of 

stones, battering Kronos until he too fell, fell to the floor of the room and curled up as far 

as he could to protect himself. His eyes were already swelling shut and he thought to 

himself as the fists, and then the feet crashed into him over and over, that Scipio was 

going to kill him. At last, at last. No more hours of boredom in the iron cage they’d made 

for him. No more shackles and ropes. They would throw him in the heap with the dead 

slaves to be buried when the ground unfroze. He’d be gone by morning. 

And then the beating stopped. 

Already blind from the blows, he could only try to sense Scipio’s whereabouts. It 

did not, however, surprise him to feel the man haul him to his feet and throw him across 

the rough wooden table Scipio used as a desk; he had always expected that Scipio would 

sodomize him one day. It was a very Roman manner of teaching someone his place. A 

few moments later – the beating must have excited him – Scipio penetrated him roughly, 

and in spite of his pride, Kronos uttered a harsh, inhuman sound of pain and despair. Eat 

and be eaten. Caspian had understood that in its purest form, but Kronos was proof that if 

you lived long enough you’d be on your knees with your ass in the air as often as you’d 

be contemplating that sight from behind. Victories were always celebrated in flesh after 

all. 
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Then he thought of those others – only a few, but still – who had forced such 

sounds from him, and many more whom he had played like instruments of subjugation 

and loss, and another sound came bubbling up out of his throat and belly. Scipio’s 

mistake was in choosing a victim who had lived too long to be concerned about his place 

on this particular food chain.  

“Are you laughing?” Scipio shouted, cuffing him roughly. Kronos felt him lose 

his erection, and laughed harder. Men like the Legate were all alike; if you didn’t take 

their pricks seriously they were at a complete loss. “I should kill you!”  

“Go ahead,” Kronos said, or tried to. His mouth was terribly swollen, too, and 

several of his teeth had been knocked out by a solid kick. And yet he was healing even as 

he lay there; he could feel the blue fire crackling along the fault lines Scipio had opened. 

The Roman uttered an oath and moved away from his victim. Kronos could feel the cool 

air on his skin and he tried to cover himself as best he could 

Apparently the Legate had truly believed that the monster he’d caged was really 

just a man with a useful reputation. There was silence in the room as Kronos healed, 

broken only by his own ragged breathing.  

When he was finally able to see again he saw Scipio standing at the far corner of 

the room, a look of horrified fascination on his face. “Interesting show, isn’t it?” he 

asked, his speech still a little slurred. 

Moving tentatively, Scipio came to sit beside him. Then, recognizing that he was 

in no danger, he pulled Kronos’ mouth open roughly. “Teeth are gone,” he observed. 

“Will they grow back?” 

“Yes.” No point in lying; he wasn’t going anywhere any time soon, he suspected. 

Scipio produced a knife and Kronos shut his eyes. They were all like this, cruel 

out of simple curiosity or stupidity. The differences between them made Kronos a true 

monster; one did not feel warmth or pity for a monster. Scipio cut him and Kronos gave a 

little gasp as his flesh parted. They watched the healing fire together. 

“Is it always like this?” 

“Sometimes more quickly, sometime less. I never know how it will happen.” 



 

 

88 

And without warning, Scipio laid his arm open to the bone. Kronos, unprepared, 

couldn’t even scream; his pain spilled out in a wet, choked-off groan This time he kept 

his eyes shut tight as his flesh mended itself. 

“And it hurts?” Scipio asked. 

Kronos laughed again, weakly. “I take it you hadn’t noticed that I feel pain.” 

Scipio slapped him, but without much feeling. “Yes or no, that’s all I want from 

you. Do you understand?” 

“Maybe,” Kronos said and earned himself another blow. Men like Scipio took 

themselves much too seriously. 

“I’m capable of understanding anything you’re capable of saying,” Kronos told 

him, taking delight in the fact that the man didn’t know he’d just been insulted. “Is that 

what you wanted to know?” 

“I could take you to Rome and give you to Silanus as a pet,” the Legate said, 

more to himself than to his captive. “A gift like this couldn’t be ignored. It would make 

up for anything your brother did.” 

Holding his ribs where they were broken from Scipio’s kicks, Kronos bent down 

and picked up the discarded letter and read it. 

“Your gift was received. I have no use for such a creature and have given him to 

General Darius who is said to appreciate such un-Roman accomplishments. But then he 

is not a Roman. As for your hopes of a governorship, I fear you must be disappointed in 

this. You are needed in the army for now.” 

“Oh.” 

“Oh? What does that mean?” 

He coughed wetly and winced. “It means that my brother knows human nature 

and I know my brother. I doubt even a monster like myself will make things right for you 

with Silanus now that Methos has finished with him.” 

“What did he do?” Scipio asked, and this time the despair was in his voice. 

“I don’t know for sure, but it would be like him to tell Silanus he was a bed slave. 

One who was trained to be on top. For very…specialized tastes.” 
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Scipio went a nice shade of chalk white. “What? Why would he do that?” 

“He has a nasty sense of humor. And he didn’t like you,” Kronos said bluntly. 

“Why wouldn’t he do it?” 

The Legate hit him again, but there was no force to the blow. 

“Why don’t you just kill me?” Kronos asked. He was losing patience with the 

game. “Have one of your men run a spear through me, why don’t you? Skewering would 

probably appeal to you, good little Roman that you are.” 

The Legate read Silanus’s letter over again and sighed. “Right now I want to hack 

your brother into little pieces. Perhaps I should have that done to you and sent him the 

bits. Or just your head,” he said as threw the letter on the floor.  

Kronos’ belly jumped. He still feared the true death. “He’d laugh,” he said, 

forcing his voice to evenness. “It wouldn’t matter to him in the least; didn’t you notice 

that he never even looked back when you had him taken away?” 

“Oh…go away,” Scipio snapped.  

“Am I being dismissed? Released?” 

That got the Roman’s attention. “Released? No…I’m keeping you until I can find 

a use for you, even if it’s just selling you to an interested party for enough money to buy 

myself a seat in the Senate.” 

Kronos groaned. “I’m going to be here forever.” 

“Shut up. Guard…GUARD!” 

Quintus poked his head into the room. “Sir?” 

“Get this thing back to its cage.” 

“Yessir. Come along, you.” He gave a wink and a nod to Kronos who took his 

time leaving. 

“Get out, get OUT!” Scipio screamed, and pitched a helmet at him. 

“I told you not to antagonize him,” Quintus said quietly as he led Kronos back to 

the barracks. “Gods, he knocked out your teeth!” 

“Oh, don’t fuss.” 
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“I’m not fussing,” Quintus lied. “It’s just that cook is serving a nice piece of 

boiled leather for dinner and you’re going to have a hard time eating it.” 

Despite his hurts, Kronos snorted with laughter. 

“How bad?” 

“You’ll make a wonderful mother someday, Quintus.” 

“Do you need to see the physician?” 

“Even if my arm was hanging off, I wouldn’t go near him.” 

“Nor would I, but I thought I’d check. You need a woman?” 

Kronos was silent until they reached the barracks. “How did you know? Does he 

fuck all his prisoners?” 

“No, but I knew a woman once – camp follower. A group of the equitatae caught 

her one night…infantry soldiers all knew her; they’d never have done that. Anyway, she 

had that same look afterwards.” 

“And what look is that?” 

“Surprised in an unsurprised way. Ah…they had no business doing that to her; 

she was a good woman, you know? Very generous nature.” 

Kronos followed Quintus into the Captain’s room. “Where’s the drunk?” 

“He’s been transferred. Found out while you were getting the shit kicked out of 

you. Guess who’s Captain now?” He was beaming. 

“Well congratulations, old man. You deserve it.” 

“Thanks. Now sit and let me see to your hurts.” 

“They’re nothing, don’t fret so.” 

“Sit!” 

In truth, Kronos didn’t really mind. The room was a mess, with all of the 

Captain’s things strewn around, and Quintus’ few belongings piled neatly on the bed, but 

it was warm which was more than could be said for the rest of the barracks. “Nice room. 

Right next to the kitchen, isn’t it?” 

Quintus grinned. He produced a wineskin and a pair of cups. “Here. Good for 

what ails you,” he said, pouring the wine. He didn’t water it before he set a cup in front of 
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Kronos who said, “You know this is how it starts with Captains at this post. Unwatered 

wine…very dangerous.” 

“I’ll take my chances.” 

“So was it here?” 

“Was what here?” 

“The incident with the equitatae; did it happen at this post?” 

“Oh…no, it was when I was stationed up in Germania.” 

“Nice part of the world. So how’d you lot pay them back for what they did to 

her?” 

Quintus gave him a sidelong look. “What makes you think we did?” 

“I know soldiers.” 

“Guess you do. Well, there are a good many things that can give a horse wind, 

you know.” 

Kronos chuckled. “Oh yes, I do know that. Well done, Quintus.” 

“We thought so. Their inspections were hilarious.” 

They drank the wine in a companionable silence as the sun went down. Kronos 

began to feel pleasantly sleepy and he told Quintus “You’d better get me back to my cage 

or I’ll sleep right here.” 

“Go ahead. Just push my things off the bed and have a rest. I have a fair bit to do 

tonight so you’re welcome.” He must’ve caught Kronos’ quizzical look because he 

added, “Don’t worry, you’re not much to look at and I’m not that desperate.” 

“I wasn’t worried, Quintus. And thanks.” He barely managed to pull the rough 

blanket over himself before he was asleep. 

 

Oklahoma City, September 1968 – Call Alice when she was just small. 23 

The mornings after a show were the times when Sydney most wished he’d never 

gone into the music business. He hated rousting the band members out of bed to get them 

to interviews or rehearsals because he was just never certain what he’d find. 
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This morning was no exception. He knocked on Rowley’s door for almost ten 

minutes before two embarrassed-looking young women came racing out and ran for the 

elevators. The bed looked like the floor of a slaughterhouse. 

“What the hell went on here last night?” Sydney shouted at Rowley who was 

crusted with blood. There was, thank God, no sign of a body, though Syd hadn’t yet 

checked the closet or the bathroom. “What is all this?” 

Rowley offered him a sleepy smile. “Sydney, aren’t women amazing?” 

Sydney tried not to imagine what he meant. “Clean yourself up; you have a press 

conference at three-thirty.” 

Ramesses had a boy and a girl with him. Young ones, who looked like twins. 

Sydney gave him hell about that and told the kids to get out and not come back. Ram 

always liked the sixteen-year old vintages and it was going to get him into a lot of trouble 

one day. 

Prez was spread-eagled and tied to the bed, and he was laughing when Syd 

knocked. It was Niño who answered the door.  

“What’s so funny?” 

“I just chased the girls out. They stole his jeans, his toothbrush and one of his 

favorite boots. He’s being philosophical.” 

“Were they worth it?” Syd asked. 

“He says they were, but I’m waiting for the drugs to wear off. I don’t know what 

the hell he took but apparently it’s one good trip.” 

“Take care of him,” Syd said unnecessarily. 

“Don’t I always?”  

That left Firstman and Chaos. Since his nerves were already on edge, he decided 

to roust Firstman out of bed and have him go wake Chaos. Firstman was the most 

sexually erratic of the lot, but his excesses seemed to run to groups of fairly well-behaved 

adults. With Chaos…you just never knew what you’d walk into. He might be alone and 

feeling fairly sweet-natured, or knocking on his door might bring him down on the 

hapless knocker like a tornado on a trailer park. 
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Firstman was alone. He had dark circles under his eyes and he already had a 

cigarette lit and a bottle of beer in his hand when he answered the door. He was also stark 

naked, something which shouldn’t have bothered Sydney particularly, but it did. “I know, 

I know, we have a press thing.” 

“Right. You want to go wake Chaos, or are you going to make me do it?” 

“That’s your job,” Firstman told him, avoiding his eyes. It was going to be a bad 

one.  

“Just tell me what I’m walking into.” 

Firstman took a long drag off his cigarette and stubbed it out. “Let me put some 

clothes on and I’ll go with you.” He pulled his jeans on and led the way out and down the 

hall to Chaos’ room where he pounded on the door. 

“Get the fuck up!” he yelled. 

There was a growl from inside and Syd fought the urge to cower. But when the 

door burst open it wasn’t Chaos but something that looked like a cross between a Hell’s 

Angel and a gorilla. It reminded Syd of the Orangapoid from the old Flash Gordon 

serials. 

“Ohmygod,” Sydney groaned. 

“Okay beautiful,” Firstman snapped. “Get your stuff and blow.” 

“Fuck you, you needle-dick,” the Orangapoid snarled at him, and reached out like 

he was going to grab Firstman and commit some serious mayhem on him. 

But Firstman was fast and he was armed (Where in God’s name had that gun 

come from? Syd asked himself.) “Fuck me? Fuck this. Now get the hell out before I 

aerate what little brain you’ve got.”  

Syd caught sight of a couple of their people coming out of the elevator and waved 

them over. “We’ve gotta get rid of this guy,” Syd told them. 

“You’re gonna hear from my lawyer!” The Orangapoid told them, as he yanked 

his jeans on and grabbed for a pair of black leather boots. 

“Yeah? Give him my number, Bubba, and tell him I got that fifteen-incher he’s 

been dreaming about,” Firstman told him. 



 

 

94 

“You want us to rough him up?” one of the roadies asked Adam. 

What worried Syd now was that there hadn’t been a sound from Chaos. He 

pushed his way into the room, leaving Adam and their people to deal with the ape-thing. 

Chaos was sitting on the stripped bed toking on a joint and smiling in that way he had 

that suggested he was anything but amused. Relieved, Syd reached for the joint, but 

Chaos shook his head.  

“There’s a plain vanilla one on the table; take that one.” 

“What’s yours?” As if he really wanted to know. But this time the smile was 

genuine. 

“Laced with coke, PCP and soaked in embalming fluid.” 

Syd went green. “You’re kidding aren’t you? Tell me you’re kidding.” 

“About the embalming fluid?” Firstman asked as he came into the room. “Not at 

all. Ramesses taught him to do that. Ramesses is obsessed with death and embalming.” 

“And there’s almost nothing he hasn’t tried smoking including his own hair, snot 

and earwax,” Chaos said with a giggle. That sort of hilarity from him always made Syd a 

little nervous. He caught sight of the wadded-up bedding in the corner of the room. It 

looked bloody, and that made him even more nervous. “You can’t ever say I’ve done 

that,” Chaos said, passing the joint to Firstman who sniffed at it, made a face and passed 

it back. “Anyway, fifteen inches? Someone’s feeling optimistic this morning.” 

“I’ve got a nice low-level beer and nicotine buzz going. Why spoil it? Your ape 

creature is history; I passed him on to our guys who will doubtless take him outside and 

rough him up. You okay?” 

“Fine.” 

“No, I mean are you okay?” 

“No, but I’ll manage; it’s bearable.” 

“Why are you starting this shit with me again?” 

Chaos gave him a look. “Like I have the fucking choices you have?” He turned to 

Sydney and said, “Syd, we’re going to have some words here. You mind?” 

“Not at all. Lobby at three, okay?” 
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The other men nodded and Syd beat a hasty retreat, passing on the joint on the 

table. You just never knew with them. Too many demons, he decided. As he shut the 

door he heard Chaos ask, “Why do you always want to make it about you?” to which 

Firstman countered, “Why is it always about some kind of pain?” 

 

Seguntum, 50 C.. – Painted desert, peyote rain, Lord, don’t let me go insane24 

Things didn’t change much over the next few years. Every time messengers from 

Rome arrived, Scipio would have Kronos hauled into his presence and blame him and the 

other Horsemen for his own lack of career advancement, and every time he did Kronos 

would laugh at him. Eventually Scipio got the idea that Kronos didn’t give a damn how 

many beatings he provoked, and he stopped talking to him entirely. 

“He could be posted to Judea,” Quintus pointed out. “He should be grateful.” 

They were lying out in the late spring sunshine on a hill just north of the castra, toasting 

themselves to a nice nut brown, or at least Kronos was. Quintus was already brown 

owing to a healthy dose of Carthaginian blood on his mother’s side. (“Great-great 

grandmother came home from Sicily with a lot of money and a little bit of Carthage in 

her belly, but we’re all Roman born and bred.”) “I think I should tell you that my time is 

up at the end of summer.” 

“What?” 

“I’m through with the army, Kronos. Found a nice widow with a farm and a 

couple of kids to raise. I’ve been careful with my money, haven’t let you win it all,” he 

said with a laugh. “It’s time I was settling.” 

“You’re going. Just like that?” 

“I’ve been in since I was sixteen! Don’t you think it’s time I did something else?” 

Kronos said nothing. The sun was hot on his skin, reminding him of the time in 

between wars; long days of doing nothing but eating and sleeping and making love with 

Methos. 
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“You can’t tell me you’re going to miss me that much.” Quintus had elbowed 

himself up and was peering down at Kronos, a frown furrowing the skin between his 

fierce black brows. 

“I’m missing my brothers. And now you’re leaving, too. One day it’ll just be me 

and Scipio. Ugh. Maybe it’s time for me to try to escape.” 

“So long as you don’t do it on my watch and ruin my pension from the army, I 

don’t mind. I think you should have done long ago,” Quintus told him. 

“I’ve been enjoying your company,” Kronos admitted. “And then it never really 

seemed right, when you’ve been so good to me, to knock you down and kill you. I’ll wait 

for someone else to drop his guard and then…” He made a throat-slitting gesture. 

“What a relief,” Quintus remarked dryly. They both knew that he was the only 

one who ever took Kronos out of the castra, much less out of his cage. Had it been up to 

the others, Kronos would have starved to death in his own filth. 

“Besides where would I go that wasn’t part of Rome?” 

They both laughed. Then Quintus said, “You never talk about the others.” 

“Too hard, too much that hurts. We were brothers.” He sat up and wrapped his 

arms around his knees. “You’ve never asked me about what I am, Quintus, but I’ll tell 

you if you like. I don’t think I’ll mind talking about those things with you now.” 

“If you like.” 

“I was born in a place far east of here, far east of Germania in a tribe that doesn’t 

exist any longer. That was nearly three thousand years ago, I think. I’m not certain, but I 

think that’s right.” To his credit, Quintus didn’t laugh. “I was a warrior and one of the 

more important men in my tribe. I had a wife and eleven children, and when I died I 

thought the gods had taken me to teach me how to be a shaman because that’s what I 

wanted more than anything in the world. I made magic in secret,” he confessed, “because 

they told me I could never be a shaman. And the gods cursed me for it; they made me 

immortal.” 

He could see that Quintus was moved by the story, and part of him was tempted 

to play up the emotion, but the honest part of his nature forced him to admit, “I’ve made 
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the most of it if it is a curse, old man. One day I met Methos and he was immortal, too, 

and we conceived of ruling a vast empire for a thousand, thousand years. We had time 

and we had the brains to do it. And we took on Silas and Caspian who, by the way, aren’t 

as stupid as Scipio seemed to think they were. We were going to be kings of the four 

quarters of the known world.” 

“Takes more than wanting…or planning,” Quintus said reasonably. He lay back 

on his elbows and tipped his face towards the sun, but Kronos knew he was still listening. 

“Promise there’ll be a place for me in any future empire?” 

“Oh absolutely,” Kronos chuckled. “You’ll be a…an ambassador.” 

“Nah, soldiering is my line. General will do, or Legate.” 

“All right then, General Quintus.” 

“So what happened?” 

“People aren’t as easily led as all that. We’d hire ourselves out to some little king, 

and bring his enemies to heel…you know, paying tribute and all that. We’d run out the 

riff-raff and set up governors, but while we were out conquering the petty king in the next 

town, ours would be betraying us and mismanaging all we’d gotten for him.” He shook 

his head. “We knocked them down again and again. We left their heads on pikes and 

slaughtered whole towns as a warning, and they never learned!” 

Quintus snorted with laughter. “You’re talking basic human nature, Kronos. Of 

course they never learned. They all think they’re different from the guy in the next town.” 

“And taking on more immortals would have been a mistake; they don’t work well 

with others,” he admitted with rueful humor. 

“I shouldn’t think so.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“It stands to reason, Kronos, if you live forever, what difference does it make 

what happens day-to-day in some little town, or what the next fellow thinks of you? 

Everything changes, even for us it changes. You lot can go anywhere and start over, get 

famous, get rich…other people would be a liability.” 
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“Right you are.” Kronos lay back down and propped his head up on his arm. 

“None of this surprises you, does it?” 

“About you? No. I’ve heard the stories, and if you say you’re three thousand years 

old, who am I to say otherwise? Always bearing in mind that I could say I was the king of 

Macedonia, you understand.” 

“That’s why I like you, Quintus. Nothing much bothers you. I could have used 

someone like you in the Horsemen.” He sighed. “I wish I knew what happened to them. 

Is there any way of finding out?” 

Quintus thought about it for a few moments. “I suppose I could ask around. I 

seem to recall that the two who didn’t go to Rome were sent up to Britannia. That new 

quaestor who just arrived last month, I think he was stationed there before being posted 

here. If anyone would know he would.” 

“Thanks.”  

“Want me to ask about Methos? That’s his name, Methos?” 

“You don’t have to.” 

 “I don’t mind.” 

There didn’t seem to be anything much to say, so Kronos said nothing. 

“It’s none of my business,” Quintus said at last, “but were you and he…” 

“Yes.” 

“Ah.” 

“Just “ah?” That’s all? It’s such an un-Roman vice.” 

Quintus shrugged. “What you do is your own business, I guess. They make a big 

deal out of who gets to be on top when the simple truth is that it doesn’t matter any more 

than who rules a city or whose face is on the coin that pays the troops. Everything 

changes. If you find someone you love, hang on to him.” 

“You really should have been immortal, Quintus.” 

“So is this something that you win, some sort of prize, or do you have to be 

born…” 



 99 

The rest of the question was swallowed up in the sharp jab of presence that 

touched Kronos’ senses before the sight of the new immortal or the sound of his laughter.  

“Well, this is nice.” It was the new Quaestor. 

“Quintus, give me a sword,” Kronos hissed. 

“Paullus, isn’t it?” Quintus was saying. “We were just talking about you, we have 

a question…” Quintus began to rise, but Kronos was already on his feet, and he shoved 

the little Roman down and wrenched his gladius out of its scabbard. “Hey!” 

“Just stay down!” Kronos snapped, and he turned to face Paullus. “It’s a 

challenge, then?” 

“Of course! You feel like power to me, old one. I can’t wait to swallow that 

power. Come to me willingly and I’ll make it quick.” 

“Kronos, what’s going on?” 

“Maybe I’ll kill your friend, too, and let him take the blame,” Paullus said with a 

sly smile. They were circling, looking for opportunities to strike. 

“No one touches him. Quintus, if he takes my head, kill him while he’s down. Cut 

off his head. I mean it.” 

“That’s not very sporting, it’s not Roman.” 

“That’s all right, I’m not Roman and Quintus isn’t particular about how he stays 

alive. Do what I tell you, Quintus. Promise.” 

There was a moment of silence, then Quintus said, “Promise.” 

Paullus sighed. “Then I’m just going to have to kill him before I get your 

quickening.” He moved in slightly and made an experimental thrust, but Kronos 

sidestepped and knocked him away. 

“Oh don’t worry, you won’t be taking it anyway.” 

Paullus tried again, and again Kronos deflected the blow, but his defense was 

slower than it should have been. He felt a little ping of fear as he realized that nearly five 

years without practice had dulled his edge. 

No. No fear. Fear was bad. He forced his attention back to the moment just as 

Paullus tried for a slashing cut across the abdomen. Kronos brought his sword up under 
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the quaestor’s arm and sliced through almost to the bone. He could barely believe it when 

the other man’s sword crashed down onto the grass, but almost before it registered, he 

was making the final swing, bringing his sword around three hundred and sixty degrees 

so that the force of the blow would separate Paullus’ head from his body with one stroke. 

Like cutting through a tree trunk with a single stroke; not possible. Damned 

gladius was dull as the boy who washed the cooking pots and the first stroke just dropped 

Paullus – screaming, blood spurting from a severed artery – to the soft grass. 

“Watch and learn, Quintus,” Kronos said grimly as he braced himself for a second 

swing. “And don’t touch me until the storm is over.” The second blow shattered bone. 

“Gods, why should it be this hard? Quintus, you need to keep your blade sharper!” he 

shouted, and the third swing finished the quaestor. 

“I’ll bear that in mind,” Quintus said, voice shaky. “How the hell will I explain 

this?” 

“Tell them he attacked you; make something up. Quintus, listen to me,” he 

barked. “After this I’ll be different, dangerous. Don’t trust me. Promise me you won’t 

trust me.” He tossed the sword back to his friend who just stared at the gory blade, lip 

curling. 

“Promise me!” he shouted as the storm began to gather. 

“I don’t understand…but yes, I promise, I promise…what’s happening, Kronos?” 

he screamed. 

The little Roman watched, horrified, as the storm took Kronos, as the gods once 

again cut him off from everything in his life that mattered. 

 

Kansas City, August 7th 1969 – You know you got me going now/ Just like I knew 

you would 25 

Michael Altman’s series continues: 

 “The boys are revved up,” Sydney tells me. I want to say “No shit, Syd,” they 

nearly kill each other each morning,” but I keep that to myself. I’ve just spent the 

afternoon hauling equipment and rousting girls (and a few boys) out of their hiding 
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places. One thing I’ve gotten good at since I started doing this sort of gig for the 

magazine is finding the groupies and herding them out of the theater, a talent which 

Sydney seems to appreciate since he puts me in charge of keeping the place free of stray 

kids. He does suggest that I might want to keep some of the best-looking ones in a safe 

place for later, providing they’re over 21, suggesting that the band members are not all 

that prissy about where they get their nookie, but that Syd, at least, has a few standards. 

I’ve seen ODG in concert before and been knocked out by them, but lemme tell 

you, nothing can compare with the raw power that you get from watching them this close 

up. It pours off of them. Good musicians, yes, but I am here to tell you all that even if 

they couldn’t play a dozen coherent notes they would still have something a lot of other 

groups never will, and that’s a kind of energy that mesmerizes an audience. I don’t even 

begin to know how they do it because by now I know that these guys party hearty. Maybe 

it’s the regular exercise or some mysterious pharmaceutical – God knows there are 

enough of those floating around in the rock world – but they could blow most other bands 

right off the stage with this energy.  

Rowley is wailing out “When a Man Loves a Woman” and you just know without 

any doubt at all that this man has loved a woman beyond the edge of sanity, beyond 

anything. That he’s loved lots of women, probably more women than any man has a right 

to in one mortal lifetime, he’s loved them all to distraction, and he knows, he bone-deep 

knows what this song is about. 

Right on top of that they swing into “Quickening” which plays more like a 

tempest than a rock number, and I forgive all their crankiness and peculiarity in the face 

of this brilliance. I want to be one of them, I want to soar with the eagles. My heart is 

hammering in my chest and I can almost see the sparks flying off of them as they play. 

Jesus H. Christ, no wonder people want to fuck them! I’m standing here wanting to crawl 

inside their heads and look at the world through an electrical storm of music. It’s a 

transcendent moment that drops me flat on my ass when I realize that I won’t ever feel 

that way except by proxy. 

Why the hell would anyone not want to work for them? 
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To answer my own question: Because they’re a pack of bloody-minded, hyper-

sexed, dangerous fucking maniacs. I’m not kidding. 

It’s hard enough, after the show, to keep the back-stagers in line, but the guys are 

barely offstage before they start grabbing for ass and they don’t much seem to care who 

or what it is so long as it’s warm and willing and has at least one unoccupied orifice. And 

they don’t care much who watches while they sample the goods. A skirmish breaks out 

when Prez and Rowley take a shine to the same girl, and it comes to blows so fast I find 

myself in the middle just because I haven’t had time to back off. Wham! Rowley nails me 

by accident, and he’s a big guy so this hurts like hell even though there’s no serious 

damage done, but it stops the fight cold because all of them are laughing at me on the 

floor, blinking up at them. 

“That’s why I told you not to get in between,” Chaos tells me, stepping over my 

body. 

 Syd’s got this “Oh God, don’t let them do anything too horrible” expression on 

his face as he helps me up. When one of the theater security guys makes the considerable 

mistake of trying to subdue an over-excited young fan, he has three of the band members 

in his face telling him in no uncertain terms to fuck the hell off. 

So everybody backs off and Syd nods at me, clearly indicating that the best course 

of action is inaction. The band passes through like a summer storm and once they’re 

gone, the rejected hangers-on turn to the roadies for consolation. Niño grins at me. 

“You’ll get the hang of it, don’t worry,” he says as he escorts an attractive young thing 

off to “see the famous swords.” Someone offers me some weed and an oral favor. 

Suddenly the evening is looking up again. 

And later I’m lying in bed, drifting on that incredible post-coital feeling (come on, 

you remember what that’s like, don’t you?) when all hell breaks loose down the hall. 

Man it’s like howitzer fire in the hotel, and I come back to reality to find myself lying on 

the floor beside the bed, sweating like a pig and wondering if the whole fucking place is 

going to come down around my ears. 
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And then it just stops, and the only noise I can hear is people running and yelling, 

so I pull my jeans on and rush out, but I don’t yell until I see Syd, racing towards the end 

of the hallway where the band is, and I notice – hell how could I not notice? – the 

damage. Doors are off the hinges, windows smashed. This isn’t a band trashing the hotel, 

this is a bomb site. 

Prez is the first one out in the hall. “Everyone’s okay. We got hit by lightning is 

all. We’re all okay.”  

Lightning?  

But the whole place smells of ozone, and the walls in the suite are cooked; they 

have big scorch marks on them. There’s blood all over, but that seems to be from Rowley 

who’s being bandaged by Firstman (“He’s a doctor,” one of the roadies tells us) and who 

looks fussed and bloody like he’s been dragged backwards through a thistle patch, though 

judging from the amount of broken glass around I’d guess he was lucky to get away with 

only superficial cuts. When I walk in, Rowley excuses himself and goes into the 

bathroom, but I notice that his pupils are huge, so dilated that his normally dark eyes 

seem completely black and flat, and the effect is beyond frightening. He’s shaking as he 

goes and his legs look weak. I guess adrenaline can do that to you, but somehow I have 

the notion that I’m missing some piece of the puzzle here. 

Hotel security is up there, too and the night manager, and they’re all yelling about 

lawsuits until they actually stop and look at the place and figure out pretty fast that no 

band however wasted could do this sort of damage in what amounted to about thirty 

seconds of deafening noise and chaos. 

“It was lightning,” Firstman says reasonably. “I’ve seen it hit like that before, just 

out of nowhere. It’s freakish. We’re lucky we weren’t all killed.” 

The manager is white-faced now, imagining the whole band lying on the floor of 

the suite reduced to twisted hunks of charcoal. “You’re sure everyone is all right?” he 

asks over and over. Firstman assures him that apart from a nasty cut on Rowley’s leg, 

they’re all fine. He apologizes rather unnecessarily for the mess, and the manager assures 

him there’s no question of their being responsible for this in any way. He promises new 
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rooms within the hour. Security leaves, the roadies all clear out except for Niño whose 

dark blond hair is streaked with blood and who looks really shaken. Prez is talking 

quietly to him and he’s nodding, dazedly. 

Sydney takes me by the arm and leads me out into the hallway. “I don’t know 

what to say,” he says. 

“What can you say about an act of God?” I ask him, giving him the out he needs. 

Syd knows there’s something really weird about this and I should be pressing him for 

information, but I don’t have the heart.  

A little later I hear some noise in the hallway, and I peek out to see Niño with a 

couple of guys who look like a cross between college professors and CIA agents. Niño 

sees me and he comes over and shuts my door for me. The message is clear: No peeking, 

Altman, if you know what’s good for you. 

Never one to forget that I’m dealing with guys who play with swords for fun, I 

turn on my television set really loud and decide that Niño owes me. 

Firstman is a doctor? 

 

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar - What can I do, what can I be When I'm with you I 

want to stay there26  

Methos must have noted the sour look on MacLeod’s face. “Mac isn’t much of a 

rock fan,” he announced. 

Ramesses chuckled. “We forgive him, don’t we, boys?”  

Prez got up and changed discs. “Surely he can’t have any objection to the 

Beatles?” 

“I’m not quite the musical Luddite Adam believes I am.” 

“He missed the sixties entirely. The Summer of Love for Mac was a blonde 

with…” He bit his lip. “Sorry, Mac, I wasn’t thinking.” 

“That’s not the Beatles,” Mac announced, ignoring Methos. 

“No it’s us covering them. Adam’s converted all our old tapes to disc,” Rowley 

explained. 
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They all listened for a while as the band played There’s a Place. 

“I don’t get it,” Mac said at last. “I can’t think of many more occupations that are 

more public than rock musicians, and for a gang of immortals to court fame like that…” 

He was angry and aching inside because he knew whose voice he’d been hearing, and it 

had moved him to hear Kronos sing There’ll be no sad tomorrow, don’t you know that 

it’s so? 27 At some marrow-deep level Mac knew what that song had meant to the man 

who now sang inside him, and whose wistful sadness Mac could feel almost like a new 

skin. 

Syd shrugged. “They never thought they’d be famous.” 

Methos shook his head. “We were sure we’d never be famous, and then we hired 

Syd. If we hadn’t loved him so much we’d have fired him the minute we got our first 

press conference.” 

“With all due respect to Michael …he’s either a Watcher or he has strange taste in 

tattoos…what the hell were you guys thinking taking on a Watcher on top of all the 

publicity?” 

“I wasn’t a Watcher at the time,” Michael corrected. “Niño recruited me after that 

incident at Ernie Diamond’s party.” 

Methos added: “And you have to remember, Mac, this was the sixties when the 

height of technology was the transistor radio. Watchers may have been organized but 

their information handling capabilities were severely limited by comparison with what 

they can do now.” 

“That’s true,” Joe told them. “Even when I joined, identifying immortals was 

haphazard at best, and keeping tabs on them…we made a lot of mistakes in those days. 

These days it’s different; it’s harder for you to go unrecorded.” 

“True. And then we had Niño to lie for us, too,” Rowley said with a laugh. “We 

made up a story for him and he stuck to it through some pretty rough times like the little 

trooper he is. But…oh dear I’ve probably been wildly indiscreet, haven’t I?” he asked 

ruefully. “Niño I’m sorry. Mister Dawson, you never heard any of that.” 

“I’ve kept a few secrets myself,” Joe admitted and he winked at Niño. 
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Mac looked surprised. “You were a Watcher, too?” he asked. “Was that…” 

Niño shook his head. “I wasn’t a Watcher when they took me in. It was the group 

that urged me to join when I was approached. It made sense when Rowley explained it to 

me: Someone was going to be assigned to Prez, probably eventually to the whole group 

because they were pretty high profile even if they hadn’t been formally identified as 

immortal. They wanted it to be someone who had their interests at heart.” 

Joe smiled. “No matter what Watcher history says, I believe there have always 

been accommodations made between Watchers and immortals. I think everyone would be 

better served if we could be honest about that.” 

“There’s some serious accommodation going on right now,” Michael told them. 

“Since I got security clearance I’ve been keeping an eye on your files…such as they 

were. Imagine my surprise when the only one I found there was Prez. But he was the only 

one with a Watcher, wasn’t he?” 

“I guess they thought we weren’t worth following up on,” Methos said just as Joe 

asked, “Everything was gone? Even the stuff that must’ve been kept back when the band 

was together?” 

Michael nodded. “And you know what I discovered about a year ago? Prez’s files 

have disappeared, too.” 

“No kidding?” Methos asked. He was trying hard not to laugh. 

“No kidding you slick bastard.” 

“You assume it was me?” 

“I assume nothing. Just making a comment is all. There are other suspects.” 

“Adam!” Joe sounded irked, but the others were all laughing, and clearly he was 

having a hard time not seeing the humor in the situation. 

It was Niño’s turn to smile as he said, “Um…I think this is pretty much the right 

time to make an announcement.” 

“Jeez, Niño, I think we’ve figured it out,” Ram drawled. “Most of us anyway.” 

“No you haven’t. I just wanted to let you all know I’ve left the Watchers.” 
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“Why?” Michael demanded. “What purpose could that serve?” It wasn’t often 

Michael got aggressive, but when he did the energy fairly crackled around him. 

Syd put a quelling hand on Michael’s arm, but was shaken off. 

“Michael there’s something you don’t know about me, something I haven’t told 

you.” 

Mac watched with a sort of morbid fascination as comprehension dawned for 

Michael. “Oh God…” 

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you, Michael.” 

“Tell him what?” Syd asked. “Will you people please remember I’m not up on 

any of this?” 

“Niño’s one of us,” Rowley explained. “He’s immortal.” 

“He is?” 

“I wasn’t back then, Syd. I hadn’t had my first death yet and I didn’t know. The 

others knew but they didn’t tell me.” 

“You still don’t have to quit the Watchers,” Michael insisted. 

“Michael! Please. I did it for personal reasons. It’s done, it’s been done for some 

time, I just hadn’t told you because it would mean…I just wasn’t ready to get into all 

that.” 

“Niño, tell them the rest,” Prez said softly. 

Niño flushed. “Prez and I…” He stumbled, and Prez caught hold of his hand and 

kissed the palm.  

“What Niño is not managing to say is that he and I are a couple. We have been for 

a long time now.” 

“Define ‘long time’,” Rowley ordered. 

“Since Woodstock; well a month or two afterwards, really.” 

There was a chorus of “What?” and “You’re kidding!” from the other band 

members, which surprised Mac since he had assumed they were all along. Perhaps it was 

his still-new, still-awkward relationship with Methos that made him sensitive to the 

currents that passed between the two men. 
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Ramesses asked: “So what’s he like in bed, Niño?” provoking a spate of ribald 

jokes, and a grin from Niño. 

“It was worth the wait,” he admitted. 

 “Really though,” Rowley asked when the others had calmed down a bit, “why 

didn’t you tell us? It has been a quarter of a century. Granted that doesn’t mean as much 

to an immortal, but Niño, you really are better at secrets than anyone I’ve ever met.” 

“Back then… You guys don’t get it, you never did. That was the sixties, sure. 

Peace and love were fine if you were straight.”  

“My God, Niño, you’ve slept with me, with Adam and probably with Chaos,” 

Ram blurted. “And you thought we’d be upset about you and Prez?” 

“No, that’s not it at all, Ram, it’s just that I don’t talk about who I sleep with all 

the time the way you do.” 

There was a lot of hooting around the table. 

“Well that tells me,” Ram said, but he was grinning. 

“I learned not to talk about who I sleep with at all; it would’ve been like an open 

invitation to getting the shit kicked out of me. Look, a lot went on in my life in the years 

after Woodstock, a whole lot and I wasn’t prepared to share, okay? Prez and I had a lot of 

ups and downs, I had family problems, identity problems, and then when I woke up 

immortal one really awful night, it was just one more thing that I was that other people 

weren’t and I wasn’t ready to deal with any of it. Prez went along with it out of courtesy.” 

 “Because I love you, idiot. Eres toda mi vida.” 

 “And I’m sure Prez spent the last twenty-odd years being his old, charming self.” 

“Fuck you, Ram! You know there are times when I wonder why you and I ever 

got to be friends.” 

“Prez was never anything less than perfect,” Niño said softly. “It was me. I had a 

lot of baggage I was carrying around, my parents, my sexuality, my immortality…he and 

I almost broke up a hundred times since Woodstock over all this…crap I carry around 

with me.” He sighed. “And anyway, when did any of you make a move to contact us? I 

mean, I used to see Michael occasionally and we still talk a lot, and I’ve talked to Syd on 
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the phone, but I’ve been pretty careful what I’ve said to him about all of this for obvious 

reasons. Don’t you all think it’s ironic that it’s only the mortals who bothered to try to 

stay in touch? I never could get Prez to pick up a fucking telephone either. What is it with 

you guys and am I going to end up like that? I’m not happy about the prospect.” 

“Assuming I had a clue as to where these guys were anyway,” Prez snapped. 

“I say we drop it for now,” Rowley suggested, and the tension in the air subsided. 

It wasn’t a surprise, really, that Rowley had always been the de facto leader of the group. 

“We seem to be forgetting why we came here, and I don’t think we need to hash out Niño 

and Prez’s relationship around this table.” 

 

Gallia – 69 C.. – In my dream the pipes were playing, In my dream I lost a friend 

28 

He came back to himself slowly, so very slowly, remembering…what? Days, 

weeks of numbing sameness, years locked in an iron cage with only a bit of rock to 

scratch out the songs of blood and bone, spit and semen; the songs of chamois, bear and 

adder; and the singing of the fish they gave him for dinner, the fish who sang him the 

story of the sea; salt water like tears, and there was a song for tears, too. He knew that 

one by heart and he hummed it sometimes when they took the rock from him because he 

couldn’t explain what the music was about or why he used the sharpest bits of rock to 

slice open his own flesh, to call out the sound of his own blood, and to rest a little in the 

hurting and the bright bloom of life within himself which was the only thing that ever 

gave him peace when he was mad. He told them they were idiots and they wouldn’t 

understand so they stopped his work. But eventually he’d find another bit of rock and 

start again. Somehow he knew it was important, he knew that if he lived long enough he 

could write out all the songs that belonged to every living thing, and in them would be the 

clue to his own songs, in them the key to who and what he was, the key to what his 

people were. The truth was there, in the music they made. 

He used to listen for Quintus, but Quintus was gone, married, and a quarter of a 

century after he and Kronos first met, was probably lying in the earth becoming one with 
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its heartbeat now his own was stilled forever. How quickly they passed away, their songs 

finished, or made into the songs of their children and their children’s children. 

Scipio was gone, too. Kronos had tried to kill him one rainy afternoon, which was 

an awful surprise for the Legate who had come to view him as a pet. He had turned on the 

Legate who was bent over him trying to make himself hard enough to fuck Kronos 

(sometimes it happened, sometimes it didn’t, but Kronos was tired of the smell of Scipio 

on his skin), and he bit the hand that beat him the way Caspian would have, breaking 

bone and ripping a hunk of flesh out of it so that Scipio would never again use a sword 

with any skill at all. And then Kronos picked up a rock that sat on the Legate’s desk and 

began to smash it against Scipio’s head and shoulders and back, bringing it down hard 

against his hip and belly with the intention of shattering bone and mashing soft, 

vulnerable organs. Except that his fingers, curled around the rock, cushioned the blows 

and were cut to pieces by the time the guards pulled him off Scipio. They beat him half to 

death and starved him for days afterwards, but he recovered nicely which was more than 

could be said for the Legate, who nevertheless took no further revenge on him, and never 

again had Kronos brought into his house. 

In time, Scipio marched them across the Alps and then cut his own wrists in a 

bath of warm water. He would never be a governor or a general. Especially not now, 

Kronos thought with a smile. But with Scipio gone there was no one who remembered 

why Kronos was kept in a cage, so they kept him out of habit, and because they’d started 

to believe, ever since that first trip over the Alps, that he really was some sort of prophet. 

Kronos had seen the rock carvings again, cut deep into the Alpine cliffs, and 

they’d reminded him of what he’d been before captivity, before the Horsemen…even 

before Sundukai, when his dreams and faith were both still intact. Yet up there in the 

mountains, in the high places where gods and monsters bred, the gods had risen up out of 

the spirals and glyphs where they’d been trapped for thousands of years. They caught 

hold of him, their holy monster, their voice, their speaking beast, and spoke through him, 

telling Scipio that his life would end in a red sea. And Scipio, who had also come to 
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believe that Kronos was some sort of seer, had gone white as chalk, white as milk, white 

as the corpse he made in that warm, red sea of his bath. 

The gods went on whispering to Kronos while he slept, and speaking through him 

sometimes when a guard would ask, “Does she love me?” or “Will I ever get back to 

Rome?” Later, as they crossed over into Gallia Transalpina, the Centurions began to 

come to ask what enemies they would face and would they advance in the service of 

Rome. He could read their lives in the spirals they carried inside them, in the glyphs of 

the shape of their eyes or the size of their feet or in the twists of illness buried deep inside 

them. He could hear their fortunes in the color of their hair and the length of their bones. 

The gods gave him that gift, though at first it was a terrible confusion of noise that made 

his head ache. Later, though, he learned how to listen for a single song in the polyphony. 

When Scipio cut his wrists, Kronos knew because he could hear the Legate’s 

blood-song burst out, then fade into the music of water, and it sounded like tears to him, 

so he hummed the song of tears in slow counterpoint to say good-bye and may the gods 

be kinder to you than you were to me. Then the Tribunes came to him and asked which of 

them would rise in power. But he had no answer for the gods had fled when Scipio died, 

the songs had faded and the madness went with them. He asked the guards who among 

the Tribunes was the ablest leader, and in that way Julius Vitellius Minor took command 

of their Legion and led them north to where General Darius was stationed. The General 

saw the man in the cage, knew him for what he was, and called his aide to him to ask if 

the prisoner was familiar to him. 

Methos said, “Yes, I know him.” 

“Shall I release him?” Darius asked. “Or shall one of us take his head?” 

After a moment’s hesitation, Methos said, “Release him to me. He’s my brother.” 

Here ends the story, thought Kronos as the cage door was opened and he saw 

Methos tense, uncertain after a quarter of a century of what Kronos might do or say. 

“Have you had word of the others?” was all Kronos asked. 

“None.” 

“Have you tried to find them?” 
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“No.” 

Here ends the story of the Four Horsemen, which wasn’t much of a story at all 

next to that of Rome. Here ends a thousand years of brotherhood and power. For just a 

moment, Kronos smiled vacantly at the irony of it all, meeting the nervous gaze of his 

brother with an extraordinary calm, and the gods spoke to him once more. 

This is how your story will end, Khuren, for he is your death, too, and you will 

embrace him to your last bitter moments, and love him beyond the farthest border of hope 

or betrayal. 

“What now, brother?” he asked softly, thinking that he could already see that far 

border. “Will you kill me?” 

Let it be done soon, let it be over. I am so tired… 

“You’re free to go. We’re both free to go,” Methos told him. Just like that. 

He was given clothes and money. He could go anywhere unmolested by the 

servants of Rome by the order of General Darius who would himself not return to Rome 

for generations. He was given food, weapons, and a night with Methos which was the 

cruelest gift of all. 

In the cold morning light Darius came for Methos who dressed quickly and left 

the room, left Kronos sitting up in bed, wrapped in a red cloak against the cold of the 

March morning. 

Methos never looked back. 

 

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar – It is a feeling of warmth The sound of voices Listen I 

am dancing underneath you29 

When Eddie came in to tell Joe he was closing the bar, and would lock up on the 

way out, Rowley asked, “Do you need us to leave, Joe?” 

“Nah, you can stay all night for all I care.” He looked at Duncan. “You okay, 

man?” 

“I don’t really know. I’m numb.” 
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Ram patted his hand. “With all that whiskey in you, I’m not surprised. Need to 

walk around a bit?” 

“Watch yourself, Mac, he has fast hands,” Michael warned, and was rewarded 

with a playful slap from Ramesses. “You wish, Altman. Speaking of which…” 

“I had one other piece of business I wanted to bring up,” Methos said. “Maybe it’s 

better if Duncan isn’t here for this.” 

“Why?” 

By way of an answer, Methos took out an envelope and emptied the contents on 

the table. “Cannabis seeds. Remember when he took us all on a trance journey? I thought 

maybe we might use them the way he did to say good-bye to his spirit.”  

There was a moment of silence and Methos scowled and swept the seeds back 

into the envelope. “Silly idea,” he muttered. 

“No, no it’s a good idea,” Prez insisted “If it’s okay with Joe.” 

“I have no problem with it. Would you like me to leave, too?” 

“I’m not leaving,” Duncan informed him. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Do you want to be rid of me, Methos?” Duncan demanded, then suddenly went 

white. “Oh shit.”  

“You really need to lay off the booze, MacLeod, but it’s okay, they know who I 

am.” 

Both Duncan and Joe said, “They do?” 

“This is as close to a family as I’ve ever had. They know. Except for Syd…Syd 

I’m sorry, I forget you’re neither Watcher nor immortal and you’re not up on this.” 

“Wait a minute, I don’t know what you’re talking about either, but I can guess,” 

Michael told him. “He called you Methos?” 

“You’re what, then, Adam?” Syd asked with a wry smile. “King of the immortals 

or something?” 

“Methos is a myth.” 
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“No he’s not, Michael, he’s real and you’re looking at him,” Ramesses told the 

journalist. “And I swear by every god I’ve ever bowed down to that if you ever, ever tell 

anyone outside this room, I will chop you into little pieces and leave you for the vultures. 

Understand?” 

Michael looked affronted. “You don’t have to threaten me, Ram, I’d never hurt 

Adam.” 

Rowley was more conciliatory. “Ram is protective of him because they’ve known 

each other for so long. We know you wouldn’t hurt him intentionally, but how many 

immortals do you think would love to take his head?” 

Michael fell silent, and Syd broke in with, “Will someone tell me what this is 

about?” 

“Syd, I’d like to introduce you to Methos, the oldest human being on the planet,” 

Niño said, laying a hand on Syd’s shoulder. 

“And how old would that be?” Michael asked. 

“Five thousand years or so. That’s all I can remember anyway. Don’t be too 

impressed, there are trees older than I am.” He sighed. “It’s just another reason why I 

miss Kronos so much sometimes. He was almost as old as I am, and it means a great deal 

when there’s someone who shares your years with you.” 

Syd blinked, but his face remained impassive. “I can’t get my head around this.” 

“Very few of us can, Syd, no matter how long we’ve lived,” Rowley told him. 

“Probably Ram can. I’m a few hundred years old but even a single millennium is 

incredibly hard for me to comprehend. Prez is a little older than I am, but I can imagine 

how he views Adam.” 

“Just another crazy musician,” Prez replied in a deadpan voice that made 

everyone laugh. 

Everyone but Michael who said, very softly: “Adam you know I’d never hurt you, 

don’t you?” It wasn’t often one saw Michael at a loss.  

“I believe it and Kronos told me so. That’s why he took you with us on that last 

trance journey, Michael, he said he wanted to know your heart.” 
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“And if he hadn’t seen what he needed to see?” 

“I think he might have killed you,” Methos said honestly. 

“Well I’m still the pragmatist,” Ramesses announced. “This mystical stuff got old 

for me in about twelve bee-cee, so I prefer to rely on the concrete, which means that 

though I love Michael dearly, and I do Michael, Methos is my oldest friend and I will do 

anything to protect him short of losing my own head.” 

 “Don’t worry old man,” Michael said to him. “I’ll be a ghost before you know 

it.” 

“I hope not; I’ve been sitting here thinking that you look good enough to eat. 

Interested?” 

The journalist colored slightly. “I’m flattered.” 

“Don’t be, he sleeps with everyone,” Rowley drawled. 

“You didn’t answer, Michael. You know a lot of our secrets, now share yours. 

Boys or girls?” 

Michael smiled and his dimples popped out. “Let it be a challenge to you, Ram.” 

To everyone’s surprise, it was Ramesses who blushed this time. “My God, what a 

night this is turning out to be.” 

“Joe you’re more than welcome to stay, but can we get a big ashtray or something 

to burn them in?” 

“No problem, I think there’s something in the cabinet over there, can someone…” 

Both Niño and Rowley got up, but Rowley shooed Niño back to his chair. “Stay 

put; I can do it. You’re not our roadie any longer, you know.” 

Once the seeds had been set to burn and the lights in the room reduced to the glow 

of a few old candles Rowley had found in the cabinet, the group sat silently and waited. 

“But there’s no one to lead us,” Ramesses said quietly. “We’ve lost our guide.” 

“Let it wash over you,” Methos advised, trying hard to remember how Kronos 

would have done it, what he would have said. Always it had seemed so right, so natural, 

and always afterwards the words had eluded him as if forgetting was one of the steps in 

the process. “Just think about Kronos…” 
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“You don’t need a guide,” MacLeod said, his voice roughened by the smoke. 

“Not if you listen to your heart, if you watch your breath flow in and out of your body, if 

your fingertips can feel the atoms dancing in the wood of the table.”  

Methos forgot to breathe entirely. 

“Just listen,” Mac insisted, and began to tap his fingertips on the table top. 

Lightly. Just a “scuff, scuff” sound at first, soft and lulling like the pitch of his voice. 

Even Methos began to relax into the rhythm. 

“The seeds have their own song to sing to you, and smoke carries us into the other 

world as it has always carried our prayers to the gods,” Mac told them, but by now 

Methos was too far along the path to be shocked by anything he was hearing. “Let it in, 

let it lift up your spirit, let it bring you to me. Listen to the song of what has been lost and 

what is past, and of what is yet to be…” 

Methos’ eyes flew open. He was sitting in someplace dark and warm, someplace 

small and filled with…not the physical bodies of those he loved, but their spirits, spirits 

with shape and familiar presence but mutable somehow, as if at any moment they might 

take on other guises. He felt wrapped in their affection and he shivered with the pleasure 

of it. It wasn’t often he felt so completely accepted and loved. 

Kronos was there, but substantial among the candle-flame spirits, wearing a face 

and body familiar yet not, younger… unmarked by life, violence or madness. 

“Brother!” There was real pleasure in Kronos’ voice and his smile was open; 

there was no malice or madness in it at all. 

“I miss you,” Methos blurted, stunned at how the pain was welling up inside him 

like a flood tide of five thousand years of living with and for and against this man. 

“I know. I’m sorry.” 

All around them, weaving through them, there was a steady heartbeat. Below it a 

slow, deep pulse, above it a staccato rhythm. 

“Are you happy? Please tell me you’re happy.” 

Kronos smiled. “Yes.” 

“Truly?” 
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“Truly. The madness is gone. It’s like a terrible pain that finally stops, Methos, 

and you feel the weight of it lifted off you. I feel so light,” he said, laughing. “Like a 

helium balloon!” 

“Where are the others?” Methos asked, looking around at the spirits that 

shimmered and danced. “Why aren’t they with us?” 

 “They’re all saying their farewells, each in his own moment of time, brother. 

This is yours. Is there anything I can give you to help you on your way?” 

“Mac…” 

“Care for him; he’ll be mad for a time, though not the way I was. He’s carrying 

the spirit of chaos inside him. I don’t mean me; I’ll be gone from him soon enough. I 

mean true chaos, the thing he brought with him the first time he came into this world as 

an immortal. Even now he can’t assimilate it, and yet it troubles him less than it ever 

troubled me. He will not be lost to chaos the way I was, but that makes him even more 

dangerous in some ways. Be careful, brother. Love him cautiously.” 

Methos felt a tiny twinge of fear. “What’s going to happen to him?” 

“Someone will take it from him.” 

The twinge resolved itself into pain. “Noooo, please. Tell me you don’t see him 

dying.” 

“I don’t know how it will happen, brother. Only that it will. It must. Methos, 

we’re so close to home, we’re so close to the source of all songs…” 

Stray melodies swirled around them like fireflies, here a drumbeat, there a chorus 

of voices or the low, sad song of winds. “What are they?” 

“Don’t you know? That’s us, that’s our music. Look for me in the music, brother, 

because the truth of our kind is in there. And when you find the man who can make sense 

of it, give it all to him.” 

“Who? Who can make sense of it?” 

“I don’t know.”  

“What about the others? What will happen to them?” 

“Everyone has a destiny; you must know that. Do you want to know yours?” 
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That was easy. “No.” 

“No,” Kronos agreed. “I don’t really know it anyway. You were an everlastingly 

sweet mystery, Methos. All I can tell you is that you and I and all the others…we’re not 

freaks, we’re not alone. We have a people, we have families and a history, we belong to 

this earth. MacLeod knows that even if he thinks it’s a fairytale. Let that be your hope for 

the future.” 

“Tell me…do you know anything about the gathering or the game or…” 

Kronos sighed. “Only pieces of the truth; I know the gathering has already 

happened and has yet to happen.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“I don’t know, I just know it’s true.” 

“Who will be the one?” 

“I won’t, that’s for sure,” Kronos said with a laugh. “I’m sorry, you’re deadly 

serious and I’m not finding this serious at all, am I? The one, the end of the game…” he 

shut his eyes. “Methos, it’s not a person.” 

“What?” 

“It’s not a person, it’s something bigger.” 

“What?” 

Kronos looked exasperated. “If I knew that I would tell you!” he barked, making 

Methos laugh. “There, that’s good. You were getting too metaphysical. I’m not some 

demi-god, I’m just dead. I don’t know all the answers.” 

“Well then what good is being dead?” Methos asked, and he knew that his own 

laughter was terribly, terribly close to tears. 

“Well it’s restful,” Kronos told him, so deadpan that laughter won out over tears 

once more. “The real world is tugging at your sleeve, as it always has and always will. 

You have to go.” 

 “Will I see you again?” Methos asked as the image of his brother began to fade, 

almost like the Cheshire Cat. 
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And as if Kronos could hear his fears clearly in the question, he laughed and said, 

“Only if you get into the habit of believing one impossible thing before breakfast every 

morning.” 

All that was left was the blue of his brother’s eyes, blue horizon dividing day and 

night, rushing towards the blue, flying into the eyes of day… and then he was back. 

Just like that. 

“You okay, old man? You were gone a long time.” Rowley held his right hand, 

Ramesses his left. Niño was weeping quietly against Prez’s shoulder. 

“Where’s Mac?” 

“In the john puking up all that bourbon. He’ll be okay, Mike’s with him,” Joe told 

him. “Anybody wanna fill me in on what just happened? I was feeling nice and mellow 

and then a couple of snakes came along and started talking to me so I decided to get some 

fresh air. When I came back, everyone was back except Adam, and Mac was running for 

the bathroom. Weed isn’t a hallucinogen. What was that?” 

“Just Cannabis seed, Joe. The smoke only acts like…” 

“Yeah I know a little about Cannabis.” Joe sounded exasperated. 

“A magic carpet,” Ramesses said, undaunted by Joe. 

“Yeah, like that. It lets you trance. Except that no one led us there.” 

“Mac did,” Prez said. “Didn’t you hear him? Didn’t you hear the drumming?” 

 

Woodstock 1969, Saturday morning - Life has a way of destroying our sense of 

child’s play, But under my wing you’ll be back in the pink30 

“There weren’t this many people alive in the world when I was born,” Firstman 

said quietly as he looked out over the audience, now mostly quiet in the milky blue light 

of pre-dawn. 

Syd, who was used to hearing him and the others talk like that didn’t think much 

of it, but he noticed Michael’s face. “It’s this game they play, Michael. I call it the history 

game. They pretend they’ve lived forever.” 
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Michael’s expression was skeptical. That was understandable; Syd had felt that 

way for a long time, too, but had learned to pretend otherwise. “You get to enjoy it,” he 

said, patting Michael’s shoulder. 

“Let’s wake them up.” 

The others turned to see Chaos, naked and covered with mud, holding his 

drumsticks and grinning.  

“They’ll let us play at dawn, and I think there’ll be some sun for a while.” He 

pointed towards the horizon where there was a faint pinky-orange glow. “It’s time to do 

our morning song.” 

“And where have you been, Mudman?” Rowley asked. 

“Out meeting people. Nice crowd.” 

Syd wondered how many people in the crowd had gotten lucky with Chaos. What 

surprised him, as it always did, was how delicate the drummer really was without his 

black leather, and toughest-son-of-a-bitch-in-the-place attitude. In this dewy, early light 

with mud caked over his scar, he looked as young as Niño, and far more vulnerable. How 

in God’s name did he project such menace most of the time? 

“And how many of that nice crowd did you manage to fuck since we got here?” 

Ramesses asked. 

“As if you haven’t been out there looking for vacant orifices.” 

“Never said I hadn’t. I was just wondering if I’d done you without knowing.”  

By way of an answer, Chaos pulled Ramesses into a long, hard kiss. “You’d know 

it,” he promised, smearing mud all over Ramesses who didn’t seem to mind much. He 

wrapped himself around the drummer. 

 “We can sing later,” he whispered, and Chaos laughed. 

“No, I want to sing them awake. Let’s get set up.” 

And by the time the first light of the sun began to fall onto the assembly, they 

were ready. Chaos had even managed to wash but he hadn’t bothered to dress.  



 121 

Syd had no idea what they were going to do and when Michael asked, he just 

shrugged. “This weekend is going to be interesting, Michael,” he said. “Niño, do you 

have any idea?” 

“No clue,” the younger man said. 

“Liar.” 

Niño tried to look affronted but failed miserably. “They’ve been practicing this 

one in secret, Syd. I didn’t know they planned to do the number because all this is pretty 

impromptu.” He waved a hand just as Rowley hit the stage, caught sight of Chaos and 

began to laugh. Then he pulled off his own shirt and jeans, threw them towards Michael, 

and strode up to the front of the stage, bare-ass naked as the day he entered the world. 

“Ohjezuschrist,” Syd moaned. 

“Peace, brother Sydney,” both roadies said, imitating Firstman. 

And then softly it began, a few guitar chords, a little light percussion and 

Rowley’s dark, powerful voice coming in wordlessly and low over the music, but 

growing in force and volume as the beat picked up. Then, as Syd recognized the number, 

Rowley broke into song. 

“Good morning, starshine, the earth says hello,31” he sang, like some reverse 

lullaby meant to awaken a beloved child to the pleasure of a new day. “You twinkle 

above us, we twinkle below. Good morning, starshine…” Prez’s strong, husky, sensual 

voice rose up to wrap a second melodic line around the first. Syd had never heard it sung 

like this, lovingly but without a trace of saccharine, dark, sweet and mysterious with each 

of the others joining in so that by the time the chorus came around, they were all 

entwining their voices and instruments in an intoxicating counterpoint right spang on the 

edge of delirium, and beneath it all a complex drumbeat like the beating of a heart or 

thunder in the distance. 

And the chorus…it was the silliest part of a sweet, goofy song, the most un-Old 

Dead Guys thing Syd could imagine, and he found he was holding his breath. 

But what Rowley sang, standing there naked, bathed in the deep golden light from 

the rising sun like some ancient priest calling back the light, what the others sang in low, 
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subtle harmony, were words that meant something. He didn’t know what it was they 

meant, but they did mean something, of that much Syd was certain. And he knew they 

were old words that maybe hadn’t been heard on this earth for a thousand years. Maybe 

no one but these men knew what they meant anymore, but they were giving them as a gift 

to all these kids, these beautiful children who were turning this concert into an act of 

faith. 

And at that moment, Syd finally acknowledged that the history game wasn’t a 

game, that none of these men had ever lied about when he’d lived or what he’d seen or 

done. He realized that his five best friends in the world were immortal, and the tears 

began to fall. A moment or two later he felt Niño’s hand on his shoulder. Niño knew. 

He’d known far longer than Syd, and had kept the secret impeccably. And now he saw 

the truth washing over Syd, and was reaching out to offer what comfort he could. How 

much peace had Syd derived all these years from this quiet youngster who carried so 

many heavy secrets? 

All over Max Yasgur’s field, the kids were waking up to sunshine and music. 

They were muddy, they were hungry, but the morning felt like magic and nothing else 

mattered. They turned to their neighbors and greeted them with sweet words and even 

kisses while the Old Dead Guys sang the sun up into the sky. 

  

Seacouver, 1997, Joe’s bar - Do me a favor, son, woncha stay an' keep Anna Lee 

company? 

By the time Mac got back to the table, the promises to stay in touch were being 

made, “Quarter to Three” was playing on the radio and Ram was dancing with Prez.  

“I’m sorry,” he said to the group. 

Methos gave him a light tap on the hand, an oddly reassuring touch. “Nothing to 

be sorry for, Mac. It happens. You feeling okay?” 

“Perhaps we should apologize to you,” Prez said. “That can’t have been pleasant.” 

“What?” 

Looks were exchanged.  
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“To sit here and watch us go under like that.” 

“Oh, no it was okay.” 

Rowley clapped him on the back. “It was good to have you with us, Highlander. 

You know I’m thinking that I knew another MacLeod once, Connor MacLeod?” 

“A cousin,” Mac told him, watching Prez and Ram bump hips. 

“Ah…” 

“Let’s not let a lot more years go by before we see each other again,” Syd was 

saying to Methos. “I doubt I have the time to spare.” 

“Time gets away from me.” 

“That’s the truth,” Prez agreed, disengaging himself from Ram’s grasp. “Syd, do 

you have a place to stay?” 

“I have a hotel reservation, but I could use a lift.” 

“Absolutely. Anywhere you need to go.” 

Niño hugged Methos. “Adam, come and see us. We’re moving to the south of 

France. Where did you say it was, Prez?” 

“Villefranche-sur-Mer.” 

“What he said.” Niño grinned. “Bring Mac. Bring Syd. Hell, bring everyone. 

We’ll party like it was 1969.” 

Methos groaned. “Oh God, I hope not; not even immortals can do that too often.” 

“I think Michael is still upset with me. Talk to him, will you? He always 

respected your opinion.” 

“Mine?” 

“Hard to believe, isn’t it, old guy?” Michael asked, coming up from behind to join 

the group. “I’m not upset, Niño, it’s just that I could always call you up and say, “Hey the 

Watcher biz is pretty slow up here, how’s it down there?” and we could chat about 

immies for a while. I’ll miss that.” 

“We can still do it.” 

“Maybe so. Either way, best of luck. For what it’s worth, I think you’re doing the 

right thing.” 
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“Really?” 

Michael nodded. “Listen, when I’m in the Old Watcher Home, rocking away on 

the front porch and listening to a bunch of ancient farts talking about how their immortal 

could beat up everyone else’s immortal, I am seriously going to regret having gone into 

this line of work.”  

“Find someone to love now,” Niño urged. “Don’t wait.” 

“But I have. Everyone here. Immortals. Beyond reason,” he said softly.  

Niño hugged Michael. “I know,” he whispered. “I do know.” 

“But one thing I don’t get,” Michael said, “Did you fudge the Watcher records? It 

had to be a pretty neat piece of hacking if you did.” 

Niño shook his head. “Nope, wasn’t me. But I had told at least one person here 

about my decision.” 

“Who?” 

“He’ll tell you about it someday, I imagine. Until then…” 

“Oh wait, wait…come out to the car with me, everybody, I have copies of the 

CDs for each of you,” Methos told them, fumbling for his keys and trying to write down 

his email address for everyone who had asked for it. “Niño, I made sets for you and Prez 

both.” There were a lot of addresses being exchanged all around. 

“Give mine to Joe,” Prez told him. “Niño and I can make do with one.” 

They all walked out together, laughing and joking, making plans. 

“It’s been a long time since I had a chance to cover anything so weird,” Michael 

was saying to Ram. 

Methos turned. “What?” 

“Oh…I was just telling Ram that I’m trying to find someone who’d be interested 

in my take on this new holy guy who’s doing tent shows in the south and southwest. Calls 

himself ‘Jesse Prophet’ of all things. The strange thing about him is that he’s catching 

hold with people who normally wouldn’t be caught dead listening to some Bible-

thumping, snake-handling…” 

Methos shivered. “Michael, be careful.” 
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“What?” 

“I don’t know. Something odd.” He made a helpless gesture. 

Michael exchanged looks with Mac who said, “He’s not usually prone to making 

Sybil-like pronouncements. Must’ve been the smoke.” 

“That was Chaos,” Rowley reminded them. “Remember how sometimes he used 

to get that glazed look and intone some nonsense like “Beware the refuge of Apostles!” 

or something like that? It was almost always gibberish.” 

“And it would turn out more often than not that he was yanking our chains,” Ram 

added, and they both began to laugh. “Remember that time he convinced all of us that the 

world was going to end right in the middle of our concert in Stratford?” 

“And Adam kept saying, “I can’t believe I’ve lived all these centuries to die in 

Stratford.” He got drunk and climbed up on the roof of the hotel, and told God to wait 

until he’d visited Florence once more, and security had to get him down. Chaos was 

hysterical, he was rolling around on the floor of the suite screaming with laughter.” 

“Be fair, we were about as wasted that night as five human beings can get,” Prez 

reminded them, but he was laughing, too. 

Methos ignored them. “Look, if you do it, take someone with you, okay?” he said 

to Michael. “Promise me.” 

Michael just stared at Methos and nodded. “I promise, old man. I’ll call you, 

okay?” At which, the prickles up and down his spine faded and Methos laughed. 

“Okay, it’s a deal. We’ll go bite the heads off a few dead chickens in the name of 

research.” 

“We’ll all go,” Ram announced. “We’ll make it an ODG vacation. How about it?” 

The others agreed, even Mac who seemed much more relaxed than he had inside 

the bar. 

Methos pulled the box of discs out of his car and began to hand them out, giving 

the extra set to Joe. His rewards were the smiles, the sight of them reading the playlists, 

opening the jewel boxes and touching the shining discs as if the feel of them held some 

special meaning. His reward was the sight of Michael reading the names of the cuts and 
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laughing as Ram nuzzled his ear, the sight of Niño with his arm around Syd’s shoulders 

as they inspected the disks, Rowley and Prez laughing over the photo of the group 

Methos had chosen for the front of one disc, Mac and Joe looking at the discs, surprise, 

pleasure and curiosity alive on their well-loved faces. They were together. Somehow the 

last hour had brought them all together as a group, and Methos had a sense that there was 

a rightness to this and a force at work that he couldn’t begin to fathom. He had a sense of 

Kronos that was almost tangible. And he knew his brother was at last finding peace. 

 

 

Oklahoma City, September 1968 - Se necesita una poca de gracia 32 

Syd: We’re ready to begin any time. 

1st Reporter: Bill Wasserman, Oklahoma Sun – How do you like Oklahoma City, 

fellas? 

Firstman: Great place, what little we’ve seen of it. Everyone’s been very nice to 

us. 

(The others nod in agreement.) 

2nd Reporter: Kevin Jensen, KCOI – Have you seen the reviews of last night’s 

concert? 

Rowley: We don’t read reviews. 

KJ: Why not? 

Prez: Old news. 

Syd: Greg, I see you waving your hand back there. 

Greg Fuhrman: Hi guys, sleep well? 

Ramesses mutters something that only the ODGs catch, and they all laugh. 

Firstman: That’s what you were so anxious to ask, Fuhrman? Please… 

Greg: There’s been a little talk… 

(The group groans in unison.) 

Syd: Come on, Greg, you know better. 
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Greg: What’s the story on the girls who scored some, uh, personal items off Prez 

last night? 

Prez: You in touch with them? Tell the putas I want my boot back. They can keep 

the other stuff. 

Greg: You don’t mind your underwear floating around the rock world? 

Prez: I don’t wear underwear. They got a pair of jeans and a toothbrush. 

3rd Reporter: (Clearly looking for a little scandal) You mean to say you didn’t 

even know these girls? How many were there? 

Chaos: In this business we don’t always have the luxury of knowing who we 

sleep with so we make up for it in numbers. 

Syd: That’s not what he means. 

Chaos: That’s exactly what I mean. 

3rd Reporter: So you have all these, uh, what’s the word? 

Ramesses: Groupers. 

3rd Reporter: Groupers, thank you. You have all these groupers and you just 

choose one for the night? 

(The band members are hysterical by now. They’ve got a live one and they’re 

reeling him in.) 

Firstman: Well to start with, sure. 

(Ramesses is making fish faces.) 

3rd Reporter: Or more than one? 

Prez: They travel in schools, you know. 

3rd Reporter: You mean they’re underage? 

(Even Syd is close to losing his calm demeanor over this. The few roadies in the 

room are doubled over as are about half the reporters.) 

Rowley: Sir, may I suggest that you move to some less demanding section of your 

paper? Oh Greg, stop jumping up and down and waving your hand. 

Greg: Does that mean I’ve been recognized again? 

Prez: Has not being called on ever stopped you? 
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(Chaos is still laughing..) 

Greg: What about the guy your roadies beat up this morning? 

(Chaos laughs harder. He has his head down on his arms and he’s almost in tears 

he’s laughing so hard.) 

Syd: Uh… 

Firstman: An exaggeration, I assure you. I caught him on our floor with some of 

our stuff, and the roadies and I escorted him out after getting the stuff back. We didn’t 

want to press charges, but he was pretty stoned and abusive, and there was a scuffle. He 

wasn’t hurt. Well, maybe his pride. 

(General laughter.) 

BW: Is there an album in the works? 

Syd: Indeed there is. The title is “Spinning in Our Graves” and we’re going to be 

cutting it this winter. 

Rowley: They’re trying to get us to put only covers on this one. They don’t like 

our original stuff. 

Ramesses: Besides, we’re pretty lazy songwriters. 

Chaos: I have a new song in the works. 

BW: What’s it called? 

Chaos: “Ape-thing.” 

(Firstman and Syd both lose it.) 

Prez: I’m writing one called “Give me back my shoe.” 

 

Seacouver, Mac’s loft, 1997 - Let me try with pleasured hands 33 

“You need me to come upstairs?” 

Mac turned to look at Methos who wore a carefully neutral expression. 

“I could use some company. I’m not quite myself,” he joked, but Methos only 

seemed to grow paler in the watery dome light. 

“Sure.” He closed the car door and followed Mac inside. “Feeling raw?” 
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“Yeah. Drank way too much tonight. I thought we could have some coffee and 

talk if you’re not too tired.” The lift hummed into life and swept them upwards. 

“I’ll make it; why don’t you have a quick shower? You might feel better.” 

Mac didn’t even try to revive the “But I make better coffee” argument. “Thanks.” 

He disappeared into the bathroom as soon as they reached the loft, and Methos noted that 

he was moving like an old man. Kronos had been like that in Los Angeles…old, used up. 

Fighting the madness had always sucked the joy out of him, and all the thrumming 

energy that made his presence so electric. To see Mac similarly diminished made 

Methos’ heart ache. 

Truly he’d betrayed one love to give peace to the other. 

He heard Mac rattling around after his shower, and poured a mug of coffee for 

him. “Go, sit,” he ordered, and Mac looked grateful as he folded up on the couch, 

wrapped in a soft, white robe and wearing a towel draped over his hair. “Feel better?” 

“Cleaner.” He attempted a smile. 

“I don’t know if coffee is the best idea,” Methos admitted. “The sun will be up in 

a couple of hours and you’re going to want to stay up when you should sleep.” 

“I hate sleeping these days.” 

Mac didn’t elaborate and Methos didn’t ask. 

“You have nice friends.” 

“Yeah, they’re pretty decent.” 

“It wasn’t a bad evening.” 

“No? I’m glad. I was a little worried.” 

“So was I. He wanted so much to be there.” 

Methos closed his eyes. “Mac, you don’t have to on my account. It hurts me, too.” 

“No, I need to tell you these things, and you need to listen. He’s been frightened 

and alone inside here,” MacLeod said, referring to himself almost as if he were just a 

vessel instead of a living being. “He didn’t want to leave you, but I think he’s okay now. 

I think he’ll go soon. I hope he’ll go soon.” 

“I’m so sorry…” 
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“I understand why you did it. I’m not happy about it, but I do understand. And I 

could have backed away from it all, too. I made my own choices, Methos.” He sighed. “I 

guess we both need to learn to live with the consequences of what we do. Good coffee.” 

“What? Oh…thanks.” 

“Before he goes, is there anything you need to know?” 

Methos stared at the Scot as if he had suddenly changed colors. “I’m sorry?” 

“Do you want to talk to him?” Mac asked softly. Methos couldn’t believe what 

was being offered. 

Methos hesitated, then said, “I’d like to know if he can ever forgive me for all the 

times I turned my back on him.” 

Mac laughed.  

“What?” 

“He made an obscene joke.” 

“It’s not like you to laugh at them.” 

“Like I said, I’m not quite myself. But the answer appears to be yes, he can, he 

does, he has…” Methos watched as Mac’s eyes glazed for a moment. “It was forgiven 

before it happened,” he said in a familiar voice not quite his own, not quite that of 

Kronos. The effect was beyond unnerving, and the mug dropped out of Methos’ hands to 

splash coffee all over the floor. 

“Oh shit!” 

Mac chuckled. “Forget it. It’ll keep.” He got up and pitched his towel over the 

worst of the mess. “Come to bed,” he said in that strange, new voice so that it was 

impossible to know who was inviting Methos into the loving. 

Not that it mattered. Not really. 

He wasn’t even sure who it was he was touching in the pearly light of pre-dawn 

when the image of Mac seemed to waver and shift, resolving itself into something else, 

someone else. He wasn’t sure when the scent of Mac, so familiar, crisp and clean, 

became the warm, aromatic scent of Kronos, the taste of him turned to sweat and desert 

sunlight and tears. 
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He didn’t know whose hands explored his flesh, whose skin pressed warm and 

damp against his own or whose mouth raged across his body. All he knew was that he 

was lost to them, to himself. Five thousand years of living fell away from him, every 

defense burned away. 

He walked willingly into the inferno. 

 

Seacouver, 1997 - Mac’s dream - - I know I dreamt of you, But I’m starting to 

unwind ‘Cause I’m in transit here34 

Mac was dreaming… 

Late one spring in what was approximately his thirtieth year Khuren died in a 

stupid accident. He had been riding fast through the forest, knees gripping the sides of his 

shaggy, sturdy little horse when a low-hanging branch knocked him backwards, smashing 

his skull. 

Stupid. 

He should have known better but the feel of the horse beneath him and the cool 

wind in his face had made him reckless. He was reckless by nature, impulsive. Some 

people in his tribe had thought him wild and undisciplined, too wild by half to follow the 

path his heart had always turned towards, the way of the shaman. Well, so be it; it was in 

his nature to be free, the gods had made him thus. It had brought him joy and sorrow, had 

made him a wealthy man for he feared no challenge and accepted no obstacles. And now 

it brought him death.  

He lay dying for some time, thoughts increasingly jumbled, body and mind no 

longer working in concert. Fog closed around his body like gathering clouds, and he died 

imagining he was joining his gods in the place so long denied to his once lively, curious 

mind. 

It was a pleasant surprise to wake curled on his side, with all the things he’d need 

for the next world piled around him – bronze and gold, and the amber trinkets that he’d 

studied so long by sun and by firelight, following their honeyed path back, and back, 
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down into the earth, through the body of the tree, back to a place he would dream of, 

where the twin serpents entwined to engender the world.  

He was blanketed in flowers and sweet grass, and could hear a funeral song being 

sung for him. He recognized Doluma’s voice as she mourned him: 

Oo, master, my poor one, oi, iikh, iikh, iikh, iikh. O, what an awful thing, what 

woe, iikh, iikh, iikh, iikh. How unhappy is my fate, iikh, iikh, iikh, iikh. What will I do with 

my children, oi?35 

He’d made it to the other side, he thought, and sat up. Which was when the 

screaming started. 

He stood up and looked around, and he realized that he hadn’t gone anywhere 

except back to his family. They stood at a distance, his wife screaming, his children 

crying. 

His friends began to throw rocks at him. “You’re a ghost!” they shouted. “Get 

out, go on. We don’t want you here. You belong with the dead!” 

A ghost? Was he? Surely not; he felt fine, better than he’d felt in years, in fact, 

and though he was a little disappointed not to have found his way to the otherworld, he 

was just as happy to be alive. He touched his skull and found it whole, and not even 

particularly tender, though the hair seemed a little patchy in front. The fall must’ve been 

a dream, but then why had they laid him in his grave? 

“He’s a demon!” his wife shrieked. “He’s come to torment us! What have we 

done?” 

“Doluma, you know me; I’m your husband,” he said to her, but she wouldn’t let 

him near herself or the children. She picked up a rock. 

“I’ll drive you away! Go back to where you belong, leave my man’s body for the 

gods.” 

Even his parents denied him, and in the end he picked up his things from out of 

the grave despite their howls of anger, and he left the tribe. He didn’t go very far, but 

camped just out of sight of the tents, and followed always a little behind when they 
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moved on. He was sure that when they thought about it, they’d realize there’d been a 

terrible mistake, and that he wasn’t a ghost at all. 

He lived that way for months. There was some pleasure at just being able to watch 

his family and his people thrive, for it was a good year for hunting, but being a ghost was 

a lonely thing. One night he crept back into the camp, to his tent, and took Doluma into 

his arms. She was sleepy and welcomed him as she would have welcomed a dream or a 

living man. They made love once more. He hoped that somehow it would make things 

right between them, that she would understand that there had been some mistake and he 

wasn’t a ghost or a demon but a living man. He just didn’t feel dead. 

But while he was on top of her, she regained her senses. She began to scream 

again and produced an obsidian knife with which she slashed at him to make him go. He 

fell backwards and managed to roll out of the tent before she slashed him to pieces. 

Just outside the other tribe members were gathering. They all had stones and they 

used them, stoning him to death while his children screamed in their mother’s arms. 

 

“Mac!” 

He was sitting in the kitchen when Methos woke and came out to find him. There 

was blood on his hands, on the floor. 

“Oh…no.” Methos’ hand rested on his back, warm and strangely comforting. “Oh 

Mac, why?” 

“I don’t know. It just seemed…” He could feel his heart pounding, and the rush of 

adrenaline made his muscles feel watery and his stomach pitch like a rough sea. The 

knife dropped from his hand. “Cutting stops the horrors,” he said quietly, understanding 

blooming like the beads of blood that he had coaxed from his own flesh. The cuts were 

healed now, but the fear lay in the pooled blood at his feet, drowning, fading.  

“Do you want to talk about it?” 

Mac shook his head. “I just need some sleep. Too much going on tonight, too 

many memories…” Was his life going to be like this now forever? There was a fresh rush 

of fear and he ached to pick up the knife and begin again. 
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Methos knew.  

Mac pushed away every emotion but irritation, hid it away for later, for a time 

when he felt stronger. He was tired of Kronos, tired of acknowledging that the man often 

spoke through him these days. He went back to the bed and lay down, turning away from 

Methos. “I know we hurt you,” he said quietly. “Sometimes we just can’t help it.” 

 

Chicago, October 1969 – Is it tomorrow, or just the end of time? 36 

(With thanks to “Chicago Free Rag” and Stan Granville for permission to reprint 

this review.) 

The Slippery Slope - Old Dead Guys in concert, Chicago Stadium, October 

1st, 1969 

It’s getting to be a regular thing in rock circles that a little fame and fortune are 

enough to undermine a lot of talent. I’d seen ODG twice before, and wondered how long 

it would be before a group so rarefied and out on-the-edge would implode. I can report 

now, without much pleasure, that it’s happened. 

The most notable change here is that a group of guys who once worked together 

so seamlessly to create such fantastic music, are now simply individual artists trying hard 

to keep their heads above water. Of the lot, it’s the drummer – Chaos – who seems to 

have undergone the most profound changes, and not for the better. At best his playing last 

night was pedestrian but still on-target. Unfortunately, much of the time he wavered 

between eccentric and hopelessly sloppy, almost as if he’d lost the ability to set a beat at 

all. The burden fell onto Ramesses, and I’m sorry to report that he isn’t up to it; his 

playing was worse than disinterested last night, leaving the rest of the group with no solid 

lead. And frankly I doubt it would have done them much good if he had taken up the 

slack. Prez, normally fiery, had become a chord-burning inferno, operating out of a very 

clear and understandable sense of anger and frustration, which shattered the good 

working relationship he’d always enjoyed with Rowley. Even “Prez’s Jam” which is 

normally an almost spell-binding solo piece, was played with an aggressiveness that left 
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both myself and my brother (my ODG expert) feeling as if a wall of sound had rolled 

right over on us and flattened us. 

Firstman seemed tired, his playing was tired. He tried to keep up, wasn’t prepared 

to shine, and he didn’t. He barely figured in numbers which had previously relied on his 

considerable talents on the keyboards, and his singing…about his singing last night, 

much is best left unsaid. Rowley, though he started out strong, couldn’t carry the group 

consistently, especially through some of the more difficult pieces such as “Brothers” 

which should have been fronted by Prez, who was so utterly focused on his guitar that no 

one else existed on stage for him. Kiddies, I’m here to tell you that there was no joy in 

Mudville last night. When Rowley finally had had enough and knocked the drum set 

over, and Prez walked off the stage, the concert ended, and so too any credibility these 

guys had created in this town. 

I walked out of the Stadium thinking that there wasn’t going to be much of a 

review until my brother said to me, “Boy, I didn’t believe it, but I guess it’s true.” 

“What?” 

“Something happened to these guys at Woodstock, something no one will talk 

about.” 

My brother is one of those fanatical rock fans who knows…or thinks he 

knows…every little in and out of every group he follows, and the thing that kills me is 

that he’s right more often than he’s wrong. So of course I asked him what the hell he was 

talking about, and this is what he told me: 

“They were great at Woodstock, brilliant, but by the time they did their next gig 

in Dallas, there was something wrong with Chaos. It’s been getting worse since then. 

There’re all sorts of rumors floating around about bad acid and such, and nobody seems 

to know the truth of what happened and when, but everyone agrees that it started with 

Chaos and it’s spreading. They can’t hold together with a drummer who has lost his 

mind, Stan.” 

I pointed out that Rock is full of drummers who redefine what can charitably be 

described as “normal” and it hasn’t seemed to be a problem for a great many bands. 
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“Not like this, Stan. Not like this.” 

And then he did his “I can say no more” routine which always makes me nuts 

because I can’t help but think it’s being used to cover up a lack of knowledge. But in this 

case there was something about what he was saying that rang true, so I called some of my 

other contacts and asked them what they knew about ODG. 

“They’re finished,” Carl Fenger told me. “Fucking drummer is so far gone they 

have to keep him locked up when they’re not onstage.” 

I took that for hyperbole until I got pretty much the same story from most of the 

people I spoke to. Jaye Conran, who is a helluva lot more humane than most of the folks I 

deal with had this to say: “God knows it could have been the drugs; they’ve always been 

legendary for their drug use and more robust souls than poor Chaos have succumbed to 

the pharmaceutical-induced craziness that destroys so many careers, but I think this is 

more, I think this is something that was ticking away like a time bomb inside him. The 

few times I’ve been around them, I’ve noticed how they all seem to take care of him as if 

he might go off at any second. It’s always been sort of unnerving. Not that I can say he’s 

ever been anything but charming to me, but there was something there. Okay maybe it’s 

twenty-twenty hindsight,” he admitted, “but just the way you knew this guy was brilliant, 

you knew he wasn’t firmly in this world.” 

A lot of which was news to me. I didn’t hear a lot of gossip about groups; I didn’t 

normally go looking for it. But in the case of ODG, I was really curious. 

“Care to elaborate?” I asked. 

“I don’t know. I guess maybe when you wrote that he was the Einstein of 

drumming it made sense to me because I always had this spooky feeling around him like 

he existed on two levels at once. One was our world and he was here because it was nice, 

because it felt good. But the other was someplace not many of us go, not before we die 

anyway.” 

Jaye’s never struck me as being the mystical sort, so this didn’t exactly make 

sense to me. 

“So what is it you’re telling me, Jaye?” 
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“You know all those crazy stories their fans tell?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Well maybe someone knows something.” 

For now I’m keeping an open mind, boys and girls, and if any of you have any 

insights you can write to me in care of this paper to share them. All I’ll commit myself to, 

though, is a profound sense of sadness at seeing a group like ODG fall apart. Maybe one 

day they’ll be back, maybe they just need time to pull themselves together, to drag Chaos 

back out of whatever rabbit hole he’s fallen into. Maybe they just need to “go ask 

Alice…” 

Stan Granville, Chicago, October 1969 

 

Seacouver, 1997 - Mac’s dream - A strange encounter to be sure He was wicked 

he was pure37 

He revived to find a man sitting beside him. “Better? You’ll hurt for a while; they 

broke most of your bones. I hope this taught you a lesson. My name is Sundukai and I 

think you should come with me. They’ll never take you back, you know. You’re a dead 

man.” 

Khuren was annoyed. “Oh yes? And what are you? Are you dead, too?” 

“No, I’m a god. Come along.” 

Because in the end there didn’t seem to be much other choice, Khuren followed 

him. 

They traveled for hours. Finally he sat down on a rock. “I’m tired and it’s getting 

dark. I’m stopping,” he said, clearly indicating that Sundukai could go on if he liked. 

Sundukai stopped. Then he put a spear through Khuren. 

When Khuren revived Sundukai was sitting over a fire cooking. “Ah, you’re back. 

Good. You and I need to talk.” 

He sat a little distance from Sundukai and watched him carefully, studying the 

man who had become the only creature on earth (were they on earth?) who would 

acknowledge his existence with something other than fear and curses. Sundukai was odd-
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looking, blue of eye like Khuren, but with a long, angular face and fine red-brown hair 

that he wore loose except for thin braids that kept the hair out of his face. He was 

probably not from a local tribe.  

“I should think that by now you’ve noticed you’re not like the others,” he said. 

“Like the humans I mean. The rest of your tribe.” 

“Dead, you mean? Yes I’d noticed.” If this was a god, the world was in trouble. 

“Well you’re not a ghost so you needn’t worry about that. You’re one of my 

creatures, though. I made you. That’s why your eyes are that color, so I would know you 

again when I found you.” Sundukai’s eyes were the same clear sky-color. 

Khuren snorted. “So my parents had nothing to do with it? They made an offering 

to the sky when…” 

“You aren’t their child. Didn’t they tell you that?” 

Khuren said nothing. He knew he’d been found lying beside a stream; his mother 

had told him as much before he was married. I had lost three sons in as many years, and 

your father knew how much I longed for a child of my own, so he brought you to me and 

we called you our son. I think sometimes the gods put you there for us. Who are we to 

deny them their ways? 

“I made you and I gave you to them to raise because I wanted you to know what 

they’re like. I wanted you to learn to rule over them. My creatures will be kings and I will 

be their true god.” 

Khuren watched Sundukai’s face in the light from the fire, and he shuddered. 

“I’m no part of you,” he said quietly. 

“Then how is it I can raise you from the dead?” 

“You didn’t. I’m a ghost. You’re a ghost. Leave me alone,” he said, wrapping his 

arms around himself. He felt so cold suddenly. 

The beautiful face – for Sundukai was beautiful, startlingly so – twisted in anger. 

“You’re nothing of the sort, and I am a god. You’re one of my creatures and I have the 

power of life and death over you. Do you want me to show you again?”  
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He rose, spear in hand, and Khuren shouted “No!” Dead or not, being skewered 

like a stag wasn’t pleasant. 

 “That’s wise. I wouldn’t like to waste the time I’ve put into you, but if you push 

me too hard I will leave you dead. And there is no afterlife for you. No paradise, no 

rebirth. Just cold and darkness forever.” 

“And now what?” Khuren asked trying to ignore the fear that gnawed at him. 

Close off that part of your mind, don’t even think about the vast nothingness he threatens. 

“Perhaps I shall make another of you, perhaps I won’t. Perhaps we shall find 

another of those I created, perhaps we won’t. For now you and I will get to know each 

other and you can tell me what you’ve learned of the humans, so I will be able to make 

more plans to rule over them.” 

Khuren, who considered himself human despite all Sundukai had said, decided 

that he would tell the man nothing. 

The next day and the next were much like that first. They traveled by day – 

Sundukai on his horse and Khuren on foot – and by night they sat together near the fire 

and Sundukai talked. Much of what he said Khuren couldn’t understand. When he made 

sense, he talked about magic and the gods as if he knew both intimately. He was, he told 

Khuren, a god himself, though one of the more minor ones which wasn’t hard to believe 

given the man’s godlike appearance. But that didn’t matter because with the help of his 

magical creatures like Khuren, he would rule over the earth and then he would be the 

supreme god.  

Occasionally he would ask a question and Khuren would answer with the truth if 

it seemed harmless or a lie if it was a question he did not want to answer. Sundukai didn't 

seem to know the difference, which made Khuren more certain that Sundukai was lying 

to him. Still, it was better to have company than to wander alone on the earth, so Khuren 

stayed with him. 

Then one day Sundukai told him to fetch water from the stream nearby, and 

Khuren replied, “That’s woman’s work.” Sundukai said nothing but there was no water 

that night. 



 

 

140 

After they lay down to sleep, thirst got the better of Khuren and he crept out of 

camp to get a drink for himself. He was crouched beside the stream when a hand closed 

around his throat and he was pulled backwards onto the ground. Something heavy 

smashed against the side of his head, stunning him. 

“When I tell you I want something done, I mean it.” Sundukai’s voice whispered 

out of the darkness, though Khuren was so disoriented by the blow he wasn’t sure where 

the man was. “And if you object to doing woman’s work, that can be easily fixed.”  

Khuren felt a hand moving under his clothing. Suddenly he was laid bare and just 

as suddenly there was blinding pain beyond anything he had ever felt in his life. Not even 

when he’d nearly lost an eye, not even his deaths had hurt like this and he gagged on his 

screams. He saw Sundukai’s silhouette in the darkness, saw the man toss something into 

the stream. Then Sundukai knelt beside him. Khuren felt a blade, a wet blade, pressed to 

his cheek. 

“Now you’re no longer a man and you can do woman’s work without shame, 

can’t you? Pity it had to come to this.”  

Khuren groped under his clothes and found only a gaping wound where his 

genitals had been. 

“They’re quite gone. Fish food. And I think I’m going to let you die just to 

emphasize my point.” And with that he got up and walked away, leaving Khuren lying 

beside the stream in a pool of blood. The last thing he remembered, before death 

overtook him yet again, was being surrounded by blue flame. 

It was morning when he revived. There was a throbbing ache in his groin, but 

when he reached down he found only a patch of bare flesh where the wound had been. He 

got slowly to his feet and propelled himself back to the camp where he found Sundukai 

lying under a tree. 

“You’re back!” Sundukai observed unnecessarily. “Still limping? That will pass. 

Are you healing properly?” 

Khuren just stared at him. He was trying to decide if he could tear Sundukai’s 

throat out before the man killed him. 
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“Now sit down and listen to what I have to tell you because it’s important.” 

Khuren sat down slowly. He felt as if he were a thousand years old. The pain 

between his legs choked him as he tried to sit. 

“You must learn that I am your master as well as your maker, Khuren. I own you. 

Your life belongs to me and if I choose I can kill you at any time. I can resurrect you if I 

choose, or if not, I can leave you in the darkness between the worlds forever. You are 

neither human nor god. You are a creature, a thing.” 

Khuren’ hand clenched so hard his nails cut slashes in his palm. 

“I could chop you into pieces and leave you for the carrion birds or I could put 

you back together again so badly that not even the gods would look upon the monstrous 

ugliness of you. I can, if I choose, take pieces of you as I did last night. I can leave you 

without them or I can make them grow back, but until you understand and accept my 

power over you, I will not be kind to you. Do you understand?" He waited. “Do you?” he 

shouted and Khuren nodded grudgingly. “Well that’s something. I don’t believe you, of 

course, but at least you’re learning to lie to me to save yourself. That’s a good first 

lesson. Now, do you want to be whole again?” 

Khuren wanted it so badly he could barely breathe. “Yes,” he managed. 

 “Then you will have to make peace with the fact that whatever I wish you to be, 

you will be. Is that understood?” 

“I think so,” Khuren lied. 

“No, you must understand. I am author of all that you are; you will do as I say no 

matter what I tell you. If I say you are to do woman’s work, you will do woman’s work. 

Do you understand me?” he asked again, and Khuren nodded.  

“Yes, I understand,” he said softly as hope died inside him. “I no longer 

understand how the world is made, but I do understand you.” 

“That’s all you’ll ever need to know. Now fetch me some water.” 

And Khuren did his master’s bidding without comment. 

By the next morning, after a night of terrible dreams of dismemberment and living 

death, the truth was there for him, flesh shaping itself slowly but certainly into what it 
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had been. Despite his relief, a cold despair settled on him. Everything that Sundukai had 

told him about his power over life and death was apparently true. Sundukai could raise 

him from the dead; he had done so on several occasions. And Sundukai had taken his 

manhood from him and was now giving it back bit by bit to ensure that Khuren remained 

tractable. Who but a god could do such things? And if Sundukai was a god, then perhaps 

it was also true that he had made Khuren. The idea was almost unbearable, to be the 

creature of someone like Sundukai, owing life to him, owing everything. 

They traveled on that day, and the next, and the next, with Sundukai barking 

frivolous orders at Khuren, and scowling if it took him too long to complete his tasks. 

More than once doing something wrong or too slowly earned him a slap or a kick, and 

with each blow he had to force himself not to strike back. Lying down to sleep that night 

was a relief; there were no stupid orders and no punishments. 

Khuren lay for a long time staring up at the stars, wondering if he was even a 

living thing now that he had died several times. Perhaps he was just animated meat. 

Perhaps it didn’t matter if he was obedient or not because in the end, what could a thing 

like himself gain even by the favor of a god? 

The next day as he walked beside Sundukai’s horse, he said, “Master, why did 

you make me?” 

Sundukai looked down. His expression was quizzical. “You’ve never called me 

that before; what is it you want?” 

“I want to know what I am.” 

“What a smart little animal you are; I did well when I made you, didn’t I?” 

“Did you?” Khuren asked and Sundukai laughed. 

“I’m going to have to be careful of you. You’re too smart. You may start to get 

ideas.” 

“I have had a few lessons to remind me of the folly of ideas. But I’m curious. 

What good am I to you? Beyond fetching and carrying?” 
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Sundukai rode on in silence for a long time and Khuren thought that perhaps he 

had offended. Finally Sundukai said, “Sometimes being a god is a lonely occupation, 

Khuren.” 

And Khuren thought, Ah…you are not perfect. 

That night, as their meal cooked, Sundukai said to him, “One of the things I 

wanted was to learn more about humans from one who could live among them 

undetected. You must have a good many stories to tell me about what it was like to live 

among humans.” 

Khuren smiled reminiscently. “I liked being with them,” he said softly. “I liked 

doing human things and having a human family. Do you know, I had ten children? Four 

were my sister’s children; her husband died and I took them into my home. But Doluma 

and I had six. I watched the first one being born and it was such a thing…” 

“You have no children. Your kind is sterile.” 

It took a long time to comprehend what Sundukai meant. “That can’t be true.” 

“She got them from some other man.” 

He would not accept this lie. Absolutely. “No.” 

“Let me guess: You married young and had no children for…five years? Ten? 

Then they began to come along every year?” 

Khuren went cold inside. “No. We had them all right at the beginning,” he lied. 

“Then she was unfaithful to you from the first. Pity.” 

“No!” 

“I have no reason to lie to you, do I?” Sundukai asked reasonably. “I would have 

made you fertile if I could have, but it’s a curse placed on me that nothing I create will 

ever be anything but barren.” 

Of all the things Sundukai could have told him, this was the one that stripped his 

soul bare. He had left no mark on the earth, no life, no future. Now truly he was no more 

than animated meat. 

They were camped beside a lake that night, and Khuren, unable to eat and 

unwilling to talk, waded out into it and just stood, staring at the reflection of the moon on 
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the surface. Sundukai had finally taken everything from him, and yet somehow it opened 

him up in a way he had never expected to know. He felt as if he’d been freed from all the 

things that made a being human. It wasn’t a happy feeling, but it made him feel reckless 

and wild once more, made him open himself to all that he truly was. He was a dead thing; 

what could hurt him now? What did he ever need to fear or love? Damn the gods for 

damning him; what could they do to him they had not already done? 

He eased down into the cold water and began to swim with long, easy strokes, 

gliding through the black water as if it was as much his element as air and earth. He could 

hear Sundukai on the shore calling his name, but he didn’t stop. He swam out further and 

further into the darkness. It was like dying again, but his own will this time. He knew he 

wouldn’t be joining any gods, or meeting dead ancestors because he had none. There was 

no one else like him on earth. He was alone. 

“Khuren you idiot! You’ll drown!” Sundukai screamed from the shore. 

Something large brushed against his legs and moved on. He kept swimming even 

though his arms were growing tired and his body was chilled from the water. Yes he 

might well drown, probably he would. Then Sundukai could revive him or let him bloat 

under the surface of the lake, or be eaten by fishes…if they even liked meat as cursed as 

his flesh. He swam on, less strongly now, faltering occasionally, then more and more 

often. He was so tired and the water felt so good. All it would take was a moment, and he 

would slip beneath the surface into the darkness forever.  

He paused, tread water for a few moments, then just stilled his cold arms and legs 

and sank. 

It was hard not to fight. It took all his formidable will to let the water fill his 

lungs. He sank and sank thinking that this must be the world’s deepest lake and he was on 

his way to becoming one more of its secrets. Then he was one with the darkness again 

and the pain just stopped. 

 

 



 145 

Woodstock –August, 1969, Saturday afternoon/evening – The gate is straight, 

deep and wide. Break on through to the other side, Break on through to the other side 38 

“C’mon.” 

“No, it’s too hot.” 

“That’s the point; you’ll like it, I promise.” And without waiting for another 

protest, Rowley tossed a laughing Niño over his shoulder and strode out of the tent 

towards the pond where a lot of the kids were swimming in the early afternoon sunshine. 

The rest of the group all gave it a moment’s thought, then followed, Prez bringing up the 

rear, looking troubled. 

“Something on your mind, Prez?” Syd asked as they made their way down to the 

water. 

“No. Yes. I don’t know.” 

“Is it about Niño?” 

Prez gave Syd a hard look. “Why do you ask?” 

“Because when you sang “Starshine” you were staring at him the whole time you 

were singing that second verse.” 

“Did he notice?” 

“I don’t know. Did you want him to?” 

“No.” 

Syd sighed. Men like Prez were such a tangle. “Then stop telegraphing how you 

feel, man. Don’t tease the poor bugger.” His reward was seeing Prez flush. 

“I never meant to do that.” 

“Nevertheless…” What brought him up short was seeing that look on Prez’s face 

again, the one he got all the time now when he saw Niño, the look that was part pain, part 

anger, and wholly entranced. “He’s beautiful,” Syd murmured as they watched Niño play 

in the water with Rowley. “You could do worse.” 

“I’m not like that.” 

“Then I guess it’s your tough luck.” Syd was tired of people not accepting who 

they were and what they wanted. He sat and began to roll his jeans up. Ram was already 
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teasing a pair of lovely blondes by swimming around their legs underwater and making 

them squeal. Syd was willing to bet that those naughty fingers of his were busy, too. 

Firstman and Chaos were wading together, talking quietly. Nice. You didn’t often see 

them being ordinarily close, happy just to be together like an old married couple without 

all the baggage they seemed to carry with them everywhere else. 

Michael waded out of the water, naked, wet and grinning. Another revelation; the 

journalist wasn’t often a participant in their playtime. “God that feels good. I’m sure it’s 

full of awful germs but it feels wonderful. You going in?” 

“Wading anyway.” 

“Live it up; get wet all over.” 

“I’m British, I roll up my trews.” 

“So are most of the boys and they’re not rolling anything except a lot of lucky 

kids. Get crazy, Syd, this is Woodstock!” He waded back in and slid into an effortless 

backstroke. 

Rowley broke the surface of the water, sunlight haloing his streaming, shining 

hair. He looked straight at Syd with his merry, black eyes and smiled his subtle smile. 

Syd’s breath caught as he saw something familiar in the long, handsome face, as a 

resemblance that had teased him since they’d met finally resolved itself into certainty. 

Charles Stuart. Old Rowley. How could he not have seen it before? He drew his knees up 

and rested his forehead on them with a deep sigh.  

“…here’s love in your skies, reflecting the sunlight in my lover’s eyes…” 

He looked up to see Chaos and Firstman laughing. They’d been singing to Prez, 

teasing him about Niño. Bad move. “Hey!” 

“What?” 

“How’s the water?” 

“Wet!” Adam yelled just before Prez shoved him under the surface of the pond 

and held him there. 

Syd got up and waded into the shallows. Ram and his blondes were screaming 

and thrashing, Niño was sitting on Rowley’s shoulders, laughing. Prez was drowning 
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Adam, Chaos was floating, eyes shut, singing softly and Michael was trying to rescue 

Adam. Business as usual. 

Only no one had told Syd about the sharp drop-off that sent him face-first into the 

churning pond water. The others stopped what they were doing to laugh at him. At least 

he’d saved Adam’s life even if he was soaking wet as a result. 

“Very funny.” 

“Oh Syd, get out of those things and come and play. Don’t be such an old stick,” 

Rowley shouted. 

“Thank you so fucking much!” he shouted back. It was Rowley after all, not some 

monarch a dozen times removed from his throne. If Syd was going to hang on to a shred 

of sanity, they all had to be just what they said they were and nothing more. 

“Peace, brother Sydney!” the whole group shouted at him, making him laugh out 

loud. There didn’t seem to be any real reason why he shouldn’t just shuck his clothes and 

inhibitions at the same time though struggling out of wet clothes was almost more trouble 

than it was worth. Predictably, it was Niño who came up on the shore to help him. 

“Don’t fight so, Syd, your shirt is not going to bite you,” he advised as he peeled 

the wet material off the older man. And once Syd had managed to get naked, and was 

standing there feeling about as vulnerable as he’d ever felt in his life, it was Niño who 

made it all right with a whisper. “You got nothing to be ashamed of.” God bless that kid; 

he was going to get a raise on Monday. 

Later, after his swim, he was lolling on the grass with a very nice young woman 

whose name he hadn’t quite caught. Syd reflected that life was a pretty odd proposition. 

He’d wanted to manage ODG because he loved their music and wanted to help them get 

famous. He wasn’t sure now if they really needed to be any more famous, but what he 

was sure of was the way they’d changed him. It wasn’t something he’d planned, not 

something he ever thought he’d want to happen, but suddenly here he was at Woodstock, 

skinny-dipping, making love with strangers and flying high on something Chaos had 

given him, something the little drummer had laid on his tongue like a communion wafer. 

“It’s a blessing, Syd. Before the day ends you’ll know everything you need to know.” 
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The girl sat up and shook the bits of grass from her long, red hair. She smiled 

down at him, Madonna-like and he laid a hand on her rounded belly, hearing a strange 

music through the tips of his fingers. “When is he due?” he asked. 

“He?” 

Syd shrugged, embarrassed by how much his skin told him. 

She laughed. “He’s due in November or December.” 

“I want a family, too,” he said to her. Odd, he hadn’t known that until this 

moment, until he felt the life singing beneath his hand. 

“Then you need to go out and get one the way I did.” She lay back down, 

snuggling close, letting him stroke her belly which nearly disappeared when she lay on 

her back. But the life inside her was strong and vibrant and wouldn’t easily disappear 

ever.  

Syd laughed and so did she, though he doubted either of them knew exactly what 

had struck them funny. 

“Syd?” 

It was Niño, come to find him. “Can you come? Chaos wants you with us.” 

“You go on,” the girl said, and kissed him good-bye. “Nice meeting you, Syd.” 

“And you…I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name.” 

“Naomi.” 

“And you, Naomi. Take care of yourself. And the baby.” 

“I will, I do,” she promised. 

The others were waiting in the tent where there was a little hearth of stones built, 

and a small fire burning cheerfully in the center. “Isn’t it a little warm for a fire?” Syd 

joked. 

“Close the tent flap,” Chaos told him. “Then come and sit.” 

As he closed it behind himself he saw a tall man step in front of it, positioning 

himself like a guard. 

“Are we under arrest?” 
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“I just didn’t want us to be disturbed until we’re finished,” Chaos explained. 

“We’re all together here, each one of us belongs in this circle. It’s time we took a journey 

together.” He sprinkled some seeds on a flat stone that sat above the flames. The seeds hit 

the hot stone and began to brown and crisp almost immediately. Wisps of smoke began to 

rise from them. 

“The seeds have their own song to sing to you, and smoke carries us into the other 

world as it has always carried our prayers to the gods,” Chaos told them. “Let it in, let it 

lift up your spirit, let it bring you to me.” He was tapping softly on a bodhran with his 

fingertips, a slow, regular beat. It was Syd’s dream, the drumming, the smoke, the 

drifting away into the morning of the world where he found a garden bright with flowers, 

a vineyard heavy with ripe fruit. A small bird fluttered down to sit on his shoulder. 

“What is this place?” he asked, and the bird answered him. “This is what you 

are.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

 “You are neither wine nor fruit nor flower. You are the vine.” 

He nodded vacantly, then said, “What?” 

 She pecked at his ear lightly. “Pay attention, Sydney,” she chirped. 

“Ow. I am paying attention, I just don’t understand. Can’t you just say what you 

mean?” 

“I’m a drug-induced vision, Sydney, I have to be oblique.” 

Syd started to laugh, and the bird hopped down to the ground and resolved itself 

into Chaos. 

“You just don’t get the feel of these spiritual things at all, do you?” 

“Why can’t they ever be unambiguous?” Sydney asked as he sat down at the edge 

of a stream and put his feet into the cool water. 

Suddenly there was a fish swimming around his feet, chatting with him in Chaos’ 

voice. “Syd, if they were unambiguous, wouldn’t you take them less seriously? I mean if 

I told you to give up this life and go start a farm, would you do it?” 

“No.” 
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“But you’ll always think about what the bird said to you, won’t you?” 

Syd considered it and admitted that he would. 

“It’s human nature to be perverse,” Chaos said. Syd looked towards the voice and 

found a bear sitting beside him. 

“I wish you’d stop that.” 

“Stop what?” 

“Changing shapes like that. It’s unnerving.” 

“Syd, you are a stick in the mud.” 

“I am not.” 

“You don’t want me to have any fun. Watch out or I’ll turn myself into a wasp.” 

“That wouldn’t be such a stretch,” Sydney muttered. 

The bear cuffed him with a heavy paw and Sydney caught the sharp, musky smell 

of him like autumn leaves in the rain, and pine, and rich, black earth. 

“Ow. Stop that.” 

“Now listen, I’m going to be as unambiguous as I can be under the circumstances: 

Syd, you’re the only one of us who will ever leave a hostage to the future. Do it. Give 

yourself to life, and teach your children and grandchildren what it was to know us. Teach 

them to love us. It’s your destiny in this life to remember us and share us with your 

children and your children’s children. Without them our task will be that much harder.” 

“Always,” Syd promised, though a small, secret part of him remained uncertain. 

“No…truly, Syd. You’ll come to hate us for a time. Please don’t hang on to it; 

know that if we hurt you, it was never because we didn’t love you.” 

“Why would you ever hurt me?” 

The image of the bear shifted, and for a moment Syd saw Chaos sitting there, but 

oddly changed, his face younger, vulnerable and unscarred. “It’s in our natures to wound. 

I fear for us all, upon my soul.” And in a moment he was gone and the landscape began 

to fade alarmingly. The last thing Sydney knew was the sweet smell of ripe grapes on the 

vine. 
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Seacouver, 1997 - Mac’s Dream - Here come old flat top, He come groovin' up 

slowly, He got ju-ju eyeballs, He one Holy Roller 39 

The darkness never lasts long enough. 

He came back, vomiting up water into the lank grass along the shore. He could 

see Sundukai’s bare feet in front of him and he half expected a kick to the face or worse, 

but the man didn’t move, not even when Khuren rolled over, gasping for air, and looked 

up at him. 

What an odd expression on Sundukai’s beautiful, strange face… What could he 

have been thinking? 

“Don’t you get tired of wasting your magic on me?” Khuren asked, though more 

by way of making conversation than as a complaint. He wasn’t disappointed to be alive, 

nor was he particularly happy about it either. Things were as they were. 

Sundukai just stared down at him. “Can you walk?” he asked at last. 

“If I can’t you’ll see to it, yes?” 

“It’s time to go.” He walked towards his horse, mounted and rode on slowly, 

leaving Khuren to follow when he was ready. 

They traveled in silence that day, and that night Sundukai curled up and fell 

asleep right after their meal. He didn’t seek conversation that night, or for any of the 

nights that followed. And though they traveled along together, now almost by mutual 

agreement, they spoke only when it was necessary, and kept their thoughts entirely to 

themselves. 

It was several months before they met another human being, and the meeting was 

not what Khuren had expected. He felt an odd sensation inside his head, the same as he 

sometimes felt around Sundukai, but different in a way he couldn’t quite explain. And 

then the stranger was upon them. Sundukai drew what looked like a long bronze knife 

from his pack, and held it cradled against his left arm. The stranger had one of these long 

knives, too. Khuren had never seen anything like them. 

“This is my lucky day!” the stranger said with a wide, white smile that never quite 

reached his eyes. “Two of you. Twice the power.” 
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“We wish no fight.” 

“You don’t? That’s too bad. You know the rules. A challenge must be answered.” 

“That’s not part of the rules,” Sundukai insisted. “You may challenge; I don’t 

have to answer.” 

“The other one, then.” 

“He’s not to be challenged.” 

“Let him decide. You…will you take my challenge?” 

“No!” Sundukai said before Khuren could speak. “He belongs to me and he takes 

no challenges.” 

The stranger eyed Khuren with interest. “Belongs to you, old man? Now that’s an 

interesting thought. And when I take your head and your quickening will he belong to 

me? What will he do for me, I wonder?” 

Sundukai slipped down off his horse. “Come and fight me, then, if you’re so 

ready to die.” 

Khuren watched, fascinated, as the two began to circle each other like dogs 

getting ready to fight. 

“Think you can take me, old man?” the stranger said, and Khuren wondered why 

he kept calling Sundukai “old.” Sundukai looked no older than the stranger. 

He watched dispassionately as the two men began to hack at each other with the 

long knives, swinging wildly, occasionally slashing each other or gouging out hunks of 

flesh. The injuries began to flash with blue flame as they fought and Khuren frowned, 

thinking of the blue flame that crackled around him before he bled to death the night 

Sundukai had emasculated him. Was this Sundukai’s magic? If it was, why did it crackle 

around the stranger? 

They fought to the limits of endurance, evenly matched physically as far as 

Khuren could see, but then the stranger’s knife snapped, the longest part of the blade 

flying towards Khuren to land in the grass at his feet. 

Just like that it was over. The stranger dropped to his knees, straightened his spine 

and waited, his eyes fixed on some point Khuren could not see. 
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Sundukai swung his knife, one last, emphatic effort, and parted the stranger’s 

head from his body. He stretched his arms out, threw his own head back and howled 

wordlessly in celebration of his victory. 

And Khuren’s life hadn’t changed at all. 

Until… 

It was like a storm spewing from the body of the stranger; coils of lightning 

winding themselves around Sundukai, almost raising him off the ground. He was 

screaming at the center of the storm as if he was dying, as if the lightning would rip him 

to pieces, screaming to the gods, screaming in a language Khuren had never heard, 

screaming Khuren’s name. 

Khuren fell to the ground and covered his head. He was not ready to behold a god, 

not in his true form. He could feel the earth shaking under him. 

 

Mac’s eyes snapped open. The loft was gray with diffuse light, rain streaked the 

windows, and the only sounds were the wind rattling a window loose in its frame and the 

soft, steady breathing of his lover. 

He got out of bed carefully so as not to disturb Methos and walked silently to the 

bathroom, shutting the door softly and flooding the room with a comforting incandescent 

light. 

“I don’t like this, I don’t like it,” he whispered, gripping the sides of the 

washstand. Then he raised his head and looked at himself in the mirror, took in the long, 

angular features and sky blue eyes. 

Sundukai. 

He shut his eyes and choked on his terror. 

Do you remember now, brother? asked a soft voice. Do you remember the vessel 

your soul inhabited thousands of years before our Methos was born? 

Duncan moaned. “Please go away.” 

I’ll be gone soon enough; I am already living another life. But I can’t leave 

without you knowing our story, it’s that important. 
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He opened his eyes, but in the mirror there was only himself now, Duncan 

MacLeod.  

He rinsed himself off under a cool shower spray, washing off the smell of fear as 

well as he could. He was so tired, so tired, and he sensed that Kronos was tired, too, 

weighed down as they were by great age and by truth. 

“What comes next?” Duncan asked. 

The end of our story, brother. See it through. One more piece of the puzzle…one 

more piece… 

He didn’t want to sleep again, though. He never wanted to see those men again. 

Methos was curled up under a sheet, face half buried in his pillow, and the sight 

made Duncan smile. How in the name of all that’s holy does he breathe? he wondered. 

His own pillow was soaked with sweat. He flipped it over and lay down.  

Might as well get it over with… 

 

Some time later, when the noise gave way to all the usual sounds of a hot 

afternoon, Khuren raised his head at the sound of a familiar voice speaking his name. 

“Khuren? Khuren are you hurt?” Sundukai was sitting on the ground looking at him. 

“Are you all right?” Sundukai asked. 

Khuren nodded. 

“I’m sorry, I should have prepared you. I’ll do better.” 

“Prepared me?” 

“For challenges. You’ll have to meet them eventually. I won’t always be here.” 

He actually smiled a little then, and Khuren noticed that for once the sky-colored eyes 

seemed clearer, more lively. 

“Was he a god, too?” Khuren asked, getting to his knees and shifting around to sit 

down opposite Sundukai. 

“No, he was just like us. I’m no God; that was a lie, the sort of lie I tell when I’m 

not…when I’m not myself,” he said softly. “I’m sorry. Really, I’m sorry for all I’ve done 

to you, all the lies I’ve told. I didn’t know they were lies when I told them, though, I 
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promise you. I’d be ashamed, but I’ve been this way for so long it’s hard to feel anything 

anymore.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“It’s time you knew what you really are,” Sundukai said a little sadly. 

It was the first time Khuren had ever encountered the idea of immortality, and he 

found it hard to comprehend. 

“Immortal? We live forever?” 

“Unless someone takes your head, yes, you will live forever. And men like the 

one I killed just now will challenge you. And you’ll challenge them because the prize is 

their quickening.” 

“Which is…what?” 

“All that they are. The older they are, the more heads they’ve taken, the stronger it 

is.” 

“Will it change me the way it changed you?” Khuren asked wondering if a 

quickening could make Sundukai sane, could it make him, Khuren, mad. 

“Not the way it changed me. One like that can help me remember who I am. It 

won’t last,” he confessed. “It never does. I’ll be mad again soon, and perhaps you should 

kill me then. I won’t be much of a teacher for you.” 

“Tell me…was it all lies?” 

“Most of it, yes.” 

“My children…” 

Sundukai looked at him sadly. “That was true, my brother. Our kind is sterile. We 

were born to kill, not to make new life.” 

“Are there any immortal women?” 

“Yes, but they’re sterile, too.” 

“There’s no point to our lives then, is there?” 

His teacher shrugged as he cleaned his blade. “I’ve never found one,” he said, 

voice as ragged as the knife-edge. “Needs to be sharpened,” Sundukai said to himself. 

They sat together in silence for a while. 
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“So we just go on like this?” Khuren asked. 

“If we want to. You need a teacher; learn what I have to teach you before I run 

mad again, little brother; it may be your only hope of survival.” 

Khuren got to his feet. “One other thing…you said that it would grow back and it 

has been…” 

Sundukai looked puzzled for a moment, then he smiled. “That wasn’t a lie. You’ll 

be whole soon. I’m sorry,” he said once more.  

“My scar?” Khuren asked, touching his face. He wasn’t vain, but if the scar could 

be healed… 

“No. What you lost before you died your first death is forever, little brother. The 

scar will mark you for eternity.” He got up and wiped his blade on the clothes of the 

stranger he’d killed, then tucked it onto his pack. He sighed. “You’ll need a blade. Good 

bronze. I can give you that much at least.” 

 

Woodstock, August 1969 - Fallin’, fallin’, fallin’ down 40 

The air was heavy with heat and with unshed water. Chaos lay awake, waiting for 

Methos to roll over, to move his arm that had been flung haphazardly over Chaos’ chest 

as Methos slept. Where their skin touched was wet with sweat. He listened to the slow 

steady breathing beside him, caught the warm, oniony scent of his lover’s sweat and 

smiled a little in the darkness remembering many nights like this stretching back 

millennia to the first night he had spent with Methos, remembering how they twined 

together, trembling with the enormity of their discovery of each other. Sometimes Chaos 

wondered how it was that lovers grew tired of one another when almost five thousand 

years with this man had never seemed like enough time. 

Methos coughed in his sleep and rolled over. Where his arm had been felt 

suddenly cooler than the rest of Chaos’ body. Someone else coughed. Chaos found he 

was holding his breath. But no, they didn’t wake. And when they were all quiet again, he 

got up carefully and left the tent, needing to breathe a little more freely. He found a spot 

of coolness just outside and sat down. Above him, the so-familiar patterns of stars. He 
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remembered them by names no one would recognize today, but little else had changed 

about the night sky. It was comforting, then, to look up and see something older than 

himself. 

He was so lost in the stars that he very nearly didn’t feel the stranger’s approach. 

Why he should have been surprised at all was a mystery to him, with half a million 

people at Woodstock, surely there would have been some other immortals. That this one 

seemed determined to challenge was even more of a surprise. 

“Peace,” Chaos said to him. “Not here and now. Have a sense of the rightness of 

things.” 

By way of reply the stranger pulled out his sword and pointed it at Chaos. “It’s 

you I want and I want you now,” he said in a soft French accent. “I want your power; I’ve 

been smelling it for days like smoke. Finally I’ve found you. I’m not going to let you 

leave here without me, you see?” 

“Will you let me get my sword or will you kill me in cold blood?” 

The other immortal made a little bow, “But of course you may.” 

Chaos went inside quietly, and pulled his sword out from under the mattress 

where he and Methos slept. Methos stirred a little and reached out to him in his sleep, and 

Chaos stroked his arm with lightly skimming fingertips. “Sleep on,” he whispered. 

“Dream of me.” And as he left the tent he saw Niño waken, and he laid his finger against 

Niño’s lips. “Shhh. Sleep.” Then he walked out to meet the challenge. 

Gods, if I die a stranger will own me, he thought as they walked out towards the 

trees. And if I live I will probably go mad again. There wasn’t much to choose from. Still, 

it was what they did, what they were. The gods were still cursing him after five millennia; 

why could they not tire of him? 

In the cover of the stand of trees, they faced each other. Chaos took a few deep, 

centering breaths, noticed the first light of dawn limning the trees behind them, studied 

his opponent dispassionately; noticing the tension in every muscle, the hard set of the 

face and the nervous eyes. 
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The eyes. Always the first to give away secrets. A moment before the man 

attacked Chaos knew he would and sidestepped neatly. An opponent who telegraphed 

every move was good. He liked the transparent ones. Again he saw the move a moment 

before it came and he parried, then slashed hard across the man’s thigh, laying it open 

neatly. To his credit the man didn’t scream, but gritted his teeth against the pain. 

“What’s your name?” Chaos asked as they circled each other. 

“Why?” 

“Would you want to kill a stranger? I’m Chaos.” He took advantage of the 

surprise and temporary confusion to make a thrust that cut neatly through the flesh along 

the man’s rib cage. “Your name,” he asked again. 

“Eric Charlus, à vôtre service,” his opponent replied, trying to sound cavalier, but 

failing miserably. 

Familiar coils of presence began to intrude on their dance and Chaos sighed. 

“Eric, I’m sorry to have to tell you this…” 

Charlus looked around, saw the others entering the clearing where they fought, 

and scowled. “This isn’t fair.” 

“Tough,” Ram told him. 

Rowley, as ever, tried to talk sense to him. “You have to know that if you take 

him we will kill you.” 

“It is not fair!” Charlus said again. 

“Doesn’t matter,” Prez told him. “We won’t let our friend leave with you; no 

stranger will take him from us.” 

“Fight me,” Methos offered. “I’ve taken a lot more heads than he has; I have more 

power.” 

“You’re no magician. I want his magic,” Charlus told them, and they laughed. 

“What makes you think you’d ever get that, even if you take my quickening?” 

“Fight me!” the man shouted, advancing on Chaos with clear intent. And he 

scored a hit while Chaos was distracted by the presence of his friends, a slash that laid 

Chaos’ sword arm open nearly to the bone, which was when the instinct to survive and 
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the even more overpowering instinct of his immortal self to take the essence of another 

kicked into high gear. He dipped his finger in his blood and tasted it. 

“Tastes like magic to me,” he said with a smile that seemed to unnerve Charlus. 

Then he shifted his sword to the other hand and attacked. 

“One thing you’ll learn if you live long enough, which you won’t,” Chaos shouted 

above the clanging of their blades, “is how to fight with both hands.” He pressed his 

attack far beyond anything Charlus could have expected from any reasonable opponent, 

giving no quarter, tiring not a bit. Muscles worked hard every day not only at sword 

practice but during hours of drumming behaved like well-oiled machines, performing 

flawlessly. 

He saw Charlus begin to tire, fell back for half a minute – just long enough to 

make the man think he had tired, too – then attacked again. And this attack found his 

opponent unready, open. Chaos hooked his blade in a nick along the edge of the other 

man’s sword and twisted, dislodging it from Charlus’ grip. Then he angled his blade 

sharply and felt the other sword fall from the man’s grasp. 

He didn’t wait for a final word, didn’t give his opponent even the luxury of a 

moment’s reflection on true death, but slashed out, across, through muscle and bone, and 

the feel of a head parting from a body, of a body parting from a soul sang through him for 

he was, after all, a predator who fed on his own kind. 

When the head fell, there was a moment’s silence. He picked up the fallen sword 

and handed it to Methos. “Give this to Niño; tell him he’s earned it. Now step away.” 

“Let me take part of this; maybe it won’t be so bad…” 

“Step away, Methos,” Chaos ordered again just before the storm rose and his 

world changed forever. 

 

Los Angeles, October 1969 – Little darling, I feel that ice is slowly melting, Little 

darling, it feels like years since it’s been clear. 41 

Prez’s house was near the ocean, and the sound of the surf made Niño feel calmer 

even if there wasn’t actually any reason to be. 
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“Nice place.” 

“Thanks. Drink?” 

“I think that would be a mistake. Just water.” 

“There’s a lot of it,” Prez said with a smile, and Niño stepped out onto the 

balcony which ran in an el-shape around the south and west sides of the house. The ocean 

was so black; it was almost like looking at the ends of the earth. 

Prez came back with a glass of water and a bottle of beer. 

“Nice place,” Niño said again for lack of anything clever. 

“You’ve never been up here, have you?” 

“No. I’ve taken photos of course.” He grinned and leaned on the railing to look 

out at the blackness. To the north he could see lights. To the south, more blackness. “I 

like the red geraniums you put in. I know you rent. I even know how much you pay.” 

“I’m glad you don’t work for the government.” Prez leaned, too and they both 

stared into the nothingness for a while, listening to the surf. Nice way to put your mind 

on hold. 

“About that apology,” Prez began. 

“Look…you didn’t force me to do anything that I hadn’t been wanting to do. If it 

ended a little differently than I could have hoped, that’s not your problem it’s mine. 

You’re not responsible for what goes on inside my head.” 

“I don’t treat women that way,” Prez said, and Niño just couldn’t let it go. 

“Yes you do! You fucked your groupies, then slapped ‘em on the ass and said 

“Thanks for the ride, chiquita, Niño here will see you out.” And I did. I got rid of them 

for you. You didn’t treat me any worse than you treated any of them, so we’ll just call it 

even, okay?” 

Prez was staring at him, open-mouthed. 

Niño couldn’t help laughing. “You’re not quite the white knight, Prez.” 

“And who is?” 
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It took Niño a minute to work out what Prez was asking. “Rowley. Never once 

saw him be anything less than focused on his lovers. He made them feel special; you 

could tell.” 

“Did he make you feel special?” 

“I never slept with him.” 

“You told me you had.” 

“I lied.” The look on Prez’s face made him laugh. “Oh God, am I destroying all 

your illusions? I could never sleep with Rowley; he’s like a father for me.” 

Prez’s jaw got that tight look Niño associated with irritation. “What about the 

others?” 

Niño set his glass down on the table nearby. “I think I’m gonna go if you’re 

gonna ask me stuff that isn’t your business.” 

But Prez caught him by the arm. Hard. “It is my business,” he snarled. 

Niño shook him off – he seemed to be doing a lot of that – but instead of heading 

inside, he hoisted himself up on the railing of the balcony and swung one leg over. “Hey 

Prez, this is a pretty big drop,” he said conversationally. “Are those rocks down there?” 

That was his trump card. Prez hated heights. 

“Niño, don’t. Come down off of there.” 

Niño let go of the railing and waved. “Hey look, no hands!” 

“Stop it! Will you just stop it, please?” 

“No more grabbing me?” 

“Okay.” 

“No more rude questions?” 

“Yes, okay, okay, just come down.” 

“You really are something, man.” Niño slid down onto the balcony. “You take on 

guys with big swords all the time but you’re afraid of falling. What’s that about?” 

“That’s how I died.” Prez took a long swallow of beer and turned away from 

Niño, looking down the beach to the north. 

“First death? Man I’m sorry, I didn’t…I suppose I knew that but I forgot.” 
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“No reason you should remember.” He sighed. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have 

pushed like that.” He was still turned away from Niño, his body stiff. Even his voice 

sounded strained. Niño put his hand on Prez’s shoulder and felt him flinch. 

“Hey…nothing to worry about, okay? I’m fine; everything is fine. That night at 

Woodstock, it’s forgotten. Didn’t mean a thing.” 

There was no response, so Niño asked, “You want me to leave?” 

“Why did you leave so fast that night?” 

“Oh…well that’s about the point in the play where the fag gets beaten up by the 

nervous straight boy. I figured to get out whole.” 

Prez finally looked at him. “Is that really what you think of me?” 

“It’s not…look man it wasn’t personal, okay?” 

“Wasn’t personal?” 

 “Wow, bad choice of words. What I mean is that you were in unfamiliar territory; 

sometimes people do strange things there is all. Oh God…please let’s not have a 

misunderstanding over this, it’s not worth it. Everything that happened was a mistake 

from start to finish, okay?” 

“No! No, that’s what I’ve been trying to say to you, I don’t think it was a 

mistake.” Prez advanced on him, and there was something in his eyes that scared Niño a 

little. 

“Okay, whatever you say. I really need to go now.” 

“No, wait…” 

“No grabbing!” Niño reminded him and Prez stepped back. As he did, the 

meaning behind all this hit Niño with the force of a blow and he very nearly staggered. 

And yes, he would fall. If asked, he would fall. 

He took a deep breath. “Why did you ask me to come back here?” Time to get rid 

of the shield. Time just to let them all drop; they’d either dance the two-step until they 

both ran as mad as Chaos, or they’d have to face each other. Niño opted for the latter. He 

pitched his glass over the balcony railing and heard it smash on the rocks. “Why did you 
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bring me back here? Do you want to fuck me? Is that it? Then just say so, Prez. I won’t 

say no. Your bedroom’s on the corner isn’t it?” 

“Yes, but…” 

“I’m gonna grab you now, okay? Don’t get spooked.” He took hold of Prez’s 

hand and pulled him along the length of the balcony to its right angle where the bedroom 

was open on two sides to the night breezes. “Won’t hurt a bit, I promise. And then you’ll 

feel better and it’ll all be over. Maybe we can be friends again, then? I don’t want to lose 

you,” he said, brushing strands of black silk away from Prez’s face. “I never did. It hurt 

me when we stopped talking.” 

Suddenly Prez’s hands were on his face and the callused fingers were touching 

him, caressing him, and his heart was racing. “Ohgod,” he moaned. 

“Niño, my Niño, I don’t know what I’m feeling. I don’t.” 

They kissed, and Niño sagged a little. 

“Are you all right?” 

“You make me dizzy.” 

“Then you’d better lie down.” 

“I thought you’d never ask,” Niño joked but there was a tightness in his voice that 

told him he was close either to laughter or tears. 

Prez caught hold of him as he was half on the bed, kicking his shoes off, and they 

went down in a tangle. “Take your clothes off,” Niño begged. “We may never make love 

again and I need to touch you. Please?” He was rewarded by the sight of the immortal 

ripping at his clothing, trying to pull it off without resorting to buttons or zippers. Niño 

had never seen a man this hungry for sex and he felt for a moment as if he couldn’t catch 

his breath, as if something had closed around his heart. He began to tear at his own 

clothes. I’ll go home naked; I don’t care. 

Everything he loved in one painfully thin package, the man, the immortality, the 

music, and the wild, incredible freedom of the way Prez had chosen to live. If there was 

never another time like this, if he died at this moment, if he died, no regrets. None. Not a 
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second of his small, hidden life would he regret because it had brought him here. And no 

boundaries. 

“I love you, you know. I have loved you from the day I first saw you.” 

The green eyes were glazed. Niño doubted Prez understood. And it didn’t matter 

anyway; his feelings were his own. But he’d said it and it could never, ever be taken back 

now. He had made a fantasy reality. 

How long they kissed and licked and bit and sucked, how long they caressed and 

fondled one another he didn’t know, but the time came when something had to resolve 

itself and he knew what it was he wanted more than anything on earth. “I need you to 

fuck me, Prez, I want you to. Please.” 

“I can’t hurt you.” Dear God, the voice was like silk dragged across knives. 

“You do it to your girls, don’t you?” 

Prez just stared; clearly he wasn’t tracking. 

“Just do it!” Niño yelled, and Prez groped for the drawer of the nightstand. 

Considerate; at least he kept some slippery stuff around for his girls. Not that he 

was particularly adept just then, and Niño ended up doing what needed to be done, or 

trying to with Prez trying to push his hand away, trying to get on top of him the whole 

time. 

There was something almost funny about it, and he grabbed his lover’s face and 

kissed him hard on the nose. “Prez, you’re like some big dog in heat, calm down! I’m not 

going anywhere.” 

“I’m so sorry,” he whispered even as he pushed Niño’s thighs apart and felt for 

the entrance to his body. 

“Just don’t push too hard omigod.” Too late. Thank God for the slippery stuff. 

Oh well. Oh well… The pain wasn’t anything he couldn’t live with. A minute or 

two of real discomfort as Prez worked his way in gave way at last to familiar warm 

feelings, and he wrapped his legs around Prez’s waist and held on for dear life. There was 

only the feel of the man inside him, the warm, musky smell of his sweat, the sound of his 

voice so roughened with passion that the few words he managed to say were swallowed 
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up in it. There was the taste of his skin, damp and salty, smooth and satiny under Niño’s 

tongue. And there was the perfectly wonderful sight of him, of his not-beautiful beautiful 

face, and his too-beautiful eyes, and the feel of his perfect skin caressing Niño’s fingers. 

Close, so close – Niño could feel it in Prez’s tight muscles and hear with each 

moan, each grunt, each harsh cry of pleasure. He held on. It was all he could do. He held 

on and rode the wave of Prez’s climax, and when it was over and the man sagged against 

his chest, his head pillowed on Niño’s shoulder, Niño pulled the duvet around them 

against the cool night air, brushed the sweat-damp hair from Prez’s face and kissed his 

forehead. 

“I’m sorry,” Prez moaned. 

Then there was the sound of Prez’s soft, regular breathing, and the slow drumbeat 

of the surf. 

 

Drifting. 

The sound of the sea around him, he drifted; a man overboard, a man shipwrecked 

and clinging to a raft of splintered wood. The flotsam of the wreck had drifted away now 

and he was alone with the sound of the sea. 

Only…in the distance there was an island. There could be cannibals, there could 

be dragons. There were certainly wild beasts with a hunger for castaways. Even so, what 

was worse than dying alone at sea? What was worse than this splintered raft and the sun 

and salt water? 

He would sell his soul for a taste of sweet water. 

He swam for it, kicking hard, propelling that shattered remnant of his ship 

towards the promise of sweet water. 

“Niño, stop kicking!” 

He came awake with such a start that he collided again with the warm presence 

beside him. 

“Niño, what’s the matter?” 

“I was dreaming.” 
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“Nightmare?” 

He thought about it for a moment. “I don’t think so. Just strange.” There was the 

sound of the sea from outside and he laughed. “I’m not used to sleeping by the ocean.” 

“You were swimming, weren’t you?” The voice was warm with laughter in the 

muzzy light. 

“Yeah. What time is it?” 

“Nearly six.” 

“I should go.” 

“Stay.” 

It didn’t take much. He was easy. 

About eight-twenty he woke again with Prez spooned against his back, callused 

hand on his hip and warm breath on the back of his neck. The day was overcast and there 

was rain streaking the glass doors. He should get up and close them. He really should get 

up and leave. 

Oh to hell with it. 

Sometime later he drifted back out of a deep, lovely doze to even lovelier 

sensations. There was something warm and wet and hot moving up and down on his cock 

and he was so hard it almost hurt. There was the whole world centered in his cock, the 

whole fucking world in that warm sucking, that wet tongue, those sharp teeth that only 

teased. 

He was dead and in heaven and God didn’t mind that he was a queer. Alleluia and 

amen, so there, Daddy, you were wrong and God does love me; he gave me Prez for a 

night. 

“Prez?” He very nearly hit the headboard as he woke with a terrible jolt. 

“Careful!” 

“What are you doing?” Hysteria didn’t give a particularly pretty tone to one’s 

voice. He gulped air. “You don’t have to do that.” 

“Yes I do.” 

“No. You don’t.” 
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This wasn’t the way he’d expected it to happen, this was making him very 

nervous. 

“Niño, what is the problem? Look, be nice to me, will you? It took me an hour of 

watching you sleep to bring myself to put my mouth on your cock and believe me when I 

tell you it was not an easy thing to do even though I’ve imagined it every single fucking 

day since Woodstock. Please don’t tell me I’m hopeless at it. I’ll get better. I think I’ll 

get better though I’m pretty sure I can’t let you, um…you know.” He pressed his face 

against Niño’s thigh. “Arh, I can’t even say it!” His laugh was anything but amused 

which pretty comprehensively wilted Niño’s erection. 

“That’s why I said you don’t have to. Prez, this isn’t easy even when you want to 

do it. Not the first few times.” 

“I do want to do it. Don’t you get it?” 

“You want to suck dick?” 

“Yours.” 

Niño blinked. This was too much to take in first thing in the morning. “Why?” 

The two of them just stared at each other. It felt, suddenly, as if they had come 

from different planets. 

“That bad?” Prez sat back against the footboard of the big bed. He looked a little 

depressed. 

“No. I just never expected…” He sat up and crossed his legs and the two of them 

stared out at the ocean for a time, saying nothing, not touching, trying hard not to do or 

say anything that might make the morning more overcast. 

Niño was turning the last twenty-four hours over and over in his mind. How had 

they come to this point? How could there be so many twistings and turnings to this 

relationship? They’d known each other since Niño was sixteen, had virtually lived in 

each others’ pockets for most of the last half-dozen years; how could they go so wrong? 

And one thing, one point kept pushing past all the other jumbled thoughts, and 

Niño found himself asking, “Prez, what were you doing at that bar last night?” 

The ocean was stormy. Riding it to shore would be rough. 
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“Same thing you were.” 

Finally he looked at the man who might or might not have been his lover. “What 

are you telling me?” 

Eyes averted, downcast, Prez responded: “That I’ve been as mad as Chaos. Mad 

for you, mad without you. I went there to find out something about myself and there you 

were. No, that’s a lie. I’ve followed you before. This time I went there on my own. I got 

there before you and tried to want some other man and I couldn’t, not for anything but 

sex.” 

“But that’s all there is.” Straight boys were so blind sometimes. 

“Not when you’re there.” Prez came up off the bed and caught hold of Niño’s 

face, turning it up towards his own. “I’ve even watched you there, with other men, and I 

never knew anything could hurt more than the day I died for the first time. Every time I 

saw one of them touch you I wanted to tear out my eyes. 

“I love you, Niño. I don’t know about all the rest; I think we can work it 

out…jeezus, of course we can! If I can suck your cock we can work it out!” Prez said 

with a laugh. “I may never want another man as long as I live, but I want you.” 

“I don’t believe it.” Niño was laughing and crying, and he pulled Prez down onto 

the ruined sheets and began to kiss him, to kiss his beloved face and hands. “Now if I go 

to hell when I die I couldn’t care less because of what you just said to me.” 

“If there’s a trip to hell to be made, we’ll make it together,” Prez told him. “But I 

think hell is just the absence of love, so we’re safe now, both of us.” 

“If that’s true, then I’ve been there and survived it.” Somehow they fit together as 

if their bodies had been made to fall into a perfect alignment of bone, muscle and flesh 

calibrated just so. And this time when Prez’s mouth engulfed him he saw real pleasure on 

the man’s face, and a kind of transcendent joy in the green eyes that glanced up at him, 

gauging his responses, offering a silent, unwavering avowal of both love and 

overwhelming desire. 

Niño stroked Prez’s cheek with his thumb. “You’re not hopeless,” he said while 

he could still speak. “Not one little bit.” 
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Nor would he be without hope ever again. 

 

Seacouver, 1997 - Mac’s Dream - A time of innocence, a time of confidences. 42 

The blade fascinated him. After each lesson on how to use it, Khuren would care 

for it, evening out any small nicks that could weaken it or give purchase to an enemy’s 

blade. It was almost like a prayer, taking care of that knife, almost like sex. It was so 

beautiful, cleaned and oiled. Sometimes he just stared at it, imagining what his life might 

have been like if he’d had one of these before he died. 

“It’s not some mystical relic,” Sundukai teased. “Just a blade.” 

“Like nothing I’ve ever seen. I’ve never had such a reach with a weapon, such 

power. Why has no one thought of this before?” 

“Things happen when they need to happen,” his teacher said with a shrug. “I’ve 

only had that blade for a short time. Relatively,” he added with a smile. “When I was a 

child, we made weapons out of bone and stone. Imagine that.” 

Khuren had noticed that Sundukai was a lot quieter since he’d taken the 

quickening, and he had a sense that the man was waiting for something to happen. 

Something bad. 

“How do you feel today?” 

“Am I mad yet, you mean? I don’t think so. I feel good. It’s good to have 

someone to talk to, you know?” Then, abruptly, he got up and walked away. 

Khuren sighed and wrapped his new knife before he put it in his pack. It was so 

hard to know how to behave around the man. Weeks had passed since Sundukai took the 

stranger’s quickening, and Khuren was holding his breath, wondering what he would do 

if one day he woke to find the madman back. And every day it became harder to decide 

because he’d come to like his teacher. Sundukai was brilliant, and when he wanted to, he 

could make Khuren laugh until his stomach ached. He was good company. It was hard to 

see him waiting to have all that stolen from him by the demon he carried around inside 

himself. 
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Khuren tried to tell himself that if the gods made a man mad it was a mark of 

favor, but he’d seen how his teacher suffered for it. And, having gotten the worst of it at 

Sundukai’s hands, he found that he didn’t care if madness was a gift from heaven or not; 

he wanted no part of it. 

He also knew that if Sundukai felt himself falling into that abyss again, he would 

ask Khuren to take his head. A month before it would have been relatively simple to do 

the deed; pragmatism alone would have guided his blade. But now…he wasn’t sure he 

could do it. 

Khuren got up slowly and walked down to the river where Sundukai sat, silent 

and unmoving. He sat down beside his teacher and stared down into the water, listened to 

its voice. 

“What is it singing?” Sundukai asked him. 

“About the mountain where it began. About snow.” He dipped his hand in the 

water and tasted it. “Tastes like snow,” he said, and offered the last sip to his teacher. 

Sundukai hesitated, then bent his head over Khuren’s hand. When his lips touched 

the palm, Khuren shuddered and Sundukai pulled away.  

“You’re right. It does taste like snow. Thanks.” He drew his knees up to his chest 

and bowed his head with a sigh. 

Khuren cupped his hand and drew up another mouthful of the icy water, offering 

it to Sundukai who shook his head. Khuren drank.  

Sundukai laid his forehead on his knees and Khuren had the sense that he was 

trying to draw himself up into himself, trying to disappear entirely. “I want you to do 

something for me.” 

“Don’t…” 

“Please. I can’t live like that.” 

“And I can’t kill you,” Khuren snapped. 

Sundukai stared down into the running water. “I’m older than you can imagine, 

and most of my life has been lost to this thing that eats away at me. I want to die while 

I’m still whole and well. I’m so tired, Khuren.” 
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“I can’t!” 

“Then you and I will have to part company.” 

Of all the things he could have said, this was one that Khuren had never imagined 

and it stunned him as if it had been a blow. “Is that what you want?” 

“Nothing in life is about what we want; haven’t you learned that yet?” There was 

palpable scorn in the man’s voice and Khuren cringed inwardly. “Nothing.” 

“I don’t believe that.” 

“Oh really? How much of what you wanted did you ever get?” Sundukai got up 

suddenly and looked down at his student who was struggling hard with the idea. 

“My wife.” 

“Who slept with other men to get children.” 

“They were my children all the same!” Khuren shouted at him. “Mine! I loved 

them. It doesn’t matter who made them!” 

Then Sundukai was on his knees beside Khuren, an arm around the smaller man’s 

shoulders. “I’m sorry, I don’t know why I do that. My troubles aren’t yours, I don’t need 

to make them yours,” he said. “I need you to go because I am so afraid I will hurt you 

again. I’ve destroyed everything I’ve ever loved, and I am so afraid I’ll destroy you, too. 

You have to go. You have to.” 

Khuren didn’t understand, couldn’t begin to understand how he could find 

comfort there in such a cry of pain, but the gods had left a seed of hope for them both. 

“And I care too much about you to leave you,” he said with simple honesty. And then he 

said it with a kiss. It was nothing he had planned, nothing he had even considered before 

the moment when he knew it had to happen. There was simply a rightness about it, as if 

they had come together in this world to share just a short span of warmth and 

contentment. 

Their bodies understood. 
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Seacouver, 1997 - Mac’s loft, late morning – All the tears All the rage All the 

blues in the night 43 

He woke to find Mac sitting up in bed, staring blankly at the wall. “You look like 

hell,” Methos observed. 

Mac sighed. “I didn’t sleep too well. Vivid dreams.” 

“Might have been the cannabis seeds…” 

“Kronos. It was Kronos.” He scratched his head fiercely.  

“Mac, I don’t know too many more ways to say how sorry I am for what I did…” 

“No. It’s okay; I don’t think you had much choice. I don’t think any of us did. 

God, I stink, don’t I? Let me get a shower and we can go out for some breakfast. I seem 

to do nothing but shower these days.” 

“You want some company?” 

“No,” Mac replied quickly, and then, perhaps understanding that they both needed 

a little tenderness he relented, “I’m not in the mood to play, but I’ll scrub your back if 

you scrub mine.” 

Odd how much it meant. “Deal. No funny stuff.” 

For all that he had slept badly, Mac seemed less burdened this morning and 

Methos found himself hoping that the worst of it was over. He started the water in the 

shower and told Mac to get in. “Relax. I’m going to go start some fresh coffee and I’ll be 

back in a minute.” 

Mac nodded. By the time Methos came back he was leaning against the shower 

wall, water sluicing down his long, sun-browned back. Adonis. Methos’ cock stirred. 

Could he be so shallow as to love the shell more than the man himself? Gritting his teeth 

he stepped into the warm spray. 

“I think he’s gone,” Mac said, so quietly that Methos barely caught the words at 

first. “I feel emptied out.” 

Methos wrapped his arms around MacLeod, pressed himself against Mac’s back 

and kissed his shoulder, savoring the coppery wetness of the smooth skin. 
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“Isn’t it an irony?” Mac asked, “that I should miss him now?” He sighed. “Wash 

my back, will you?” he asked, handing Methos the bath brush and a bar of soap. 

He scrubbed at the glowing skin, slicking it with soap, then rinsing, and then there 

was Mac turning under the spray, turning to face him, a smile on his own face. And there 

was affection in the dark eyes. Water sluiced down the familiar planes of Mac’s face. It 

was almost as if the water was washing away the last of Kronos, and Methos could not be 

sad for it meant peace for all of them. 

The feel of Mac’s lips on his own was as welcome as it was unexpected. “I 

thought you said no funny business,” he reminded Mac with gentle humor. 

“I was wrong. I’m feeling funny.” 

Methos laughed as Mac’s big hands explored his body. 

“What is it about you that’s so compelling?” Mac asked, kissing Methos along the 

jaw line up to his left ear. Then his tongue traced the curve of muscled back down to 

Methos’ shoulder. His hands were busy, too, and Methos’ cock stiffened under their 

clever touches. 

“I’m the boy next door,” Methos told him as Mac slid downwards with hands and 

mouth, downwards to his knees, water pouring off of him, and took Methos into his 

mouth. Generous mouth. Hot, hungry mouth. 

Methos’ knees nearly gave way, but he caught himself. He wedged his hands up 

against the wall on one side and the shower door on the other, and gave himself over to 

the sweet sensations that Mac sent shuddering through him. 

Wet fingers teased the entrance to his body, invaded it. He moaned and felt Mac 

chuckle, so far below where his disconnected self hovered in a haze of lust. It felt as if 

some circuit had been completed and he was as certain as he was of his own name that 

his head was going to light up like a searchlight. He could hear himself groaning 

wordlessly. His muscles were aching, tight with tension and straining against the barriers 

on either side; he could barely breathe, he was going to die of a heart attack in the middle 

of sex and he would never, ever be able to look Duncan in the eye again… 
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And then he filled his lungs and howled because it was as if the storm of 

quickening was on him, lifting him up, lightning snaking through him from the soles of 

his feet to the top of his head. He was certain that the wet spikes of his hair were standing 

straight up, and ohsweetjesus he was being turned inside out, Mac was taking him alive, 

taking his quickening, absorbing him while he still lived. 

Damned if it wasn’t just what he wanted. 

But when watery muscles would no longer support him and he slid down to the 

floor of the shower where Mac sat, wet and licking his beautiful lips, Methos took a quick 

inventory and found that he was still pretty much whole, which made him a little sad. 

“Are you okay?” Mac asked, half concerned, half amused. 

“It’s been a while since sex has been quite such a mystical experience,” Methos 

joked. “But it’s nice to see the face of God occasionally.” 

Mac chuckled and gave him a last kiss. It wasn’t demanding, it didn’t coerce or 

cajole. It was just…because. And more than anything it made Methos feel as if he was 

loved. 

“How do you feel?” he asked Mac as they toweled off. He knew immediately that 

he shouldn’t have asked. 

“Something terrible is going to happen.” 

“What?” 

“I have this sense that there is something racing towards me, something that’s 

going to hurt.” 

“Mac…don’t.” 

“Don’t what? Don’t see the future or don’t talk about it?” 

“After what you’ve been through it’s natural to feel…” 

“I’m not depressed, Methos, I’m telling you that I can sense the future.” He 

toweled his dark hair vigorously, then threw the towel onto the floor. “Christ, no wonder 

he was mad, the poor, daft bugger.” 

Methos sank down onto the bed and buried his face in his hands. “I should have 

been stronger, I should have done it myself. He wanted me to, he would have let me do 
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it.” What a way to mourn the one human being on the planet who knew him better than 

he knew himself. “God what have I done to both of you?” 

The only thing more damning than his guilt was the knowledge that he was 

expecting to be comforted and forgiven. Instead, Mac stood there, staring down at him 

with a look in his eyes that was so eerily familiar Methos entirely forgot that he was 

feeling sorry for himself. 

“Why don’t you get dressed?” Mac asked. “And we’ll get something to eat.” 

The only thing worse than self-pity is being ignored when you’re in full, pathetic 

cry. Methos, though, had the sense to take the bitter pill, swallow it and pull on his 

clothes without another tear or complaint. Perhaps it was just as well; if he couldn’t gain 

absolution, why even discuss the situation with Mac? What was done was done, and 

Methos was pragmatic enough to recognize as much particularly in light of what had 

passed between them earlier. He loves you, idiot. Don’t ask him for something he’s not 

ready to give. 

Unfortunately that seemed to leave them with very little to say to one another, so 

they walked down the block in silence, took a booth in the restaurant, ordered and stared 

out the window. 

“I’m going back to Paris,” Mac said after the waitress brought their coffee. 

“Why?” 

“Why not?” 

There didn’t seem to be much to say in reply so Methos said nothing. 

“Do you want to come along?” 

He sipped his coffee before answering. “Do you want me to?” Much depended on 

Mac’s reply, much more than the language he’d be speaking next month. 

“I think I’d be glad of the company.” 

“All right.” It might have been his imagination, but Mac seemed relieved. 

Over breakfast, when the atmosphere between them seemed less heavy, Mac said, 

“What was it like with him?” 

“Eh? What d’you mean?” 



 

 

176 

“Loving him. Not just the sex, but all of it. I couldn’t ask last night, I didn’t want 

to. But it’s something I should have asked long ago, I think.” 

“Perhaps. I don’t know, Mac. But since you ask, I can tell you that loving Kronos 

was like being on the biggest, best, scariest roller coaster you’ve ever imagined. You 

climbed up and up, and the whole time you were anticipating the dips and the swoops, the 

falls and the rises. And at the very top when you thought you must be able to see the 

whole world from that one place, time seemed to stand still, and it was just…perfect.” He 

cut his steak and put the knife down to fold his long, elegant hands as if he was about to 

say a prayer. 

“It only ever lasted for a moment, that perfection. The rest was screaming and 

laughter and getting bounced around until you thought your bones would break. 

Sometimes they did,” he said with a little laugh. 

“And what is it like with me?” 

Methos smiled. “Like coming home.” 

 

New York, September 1969 – Should I pierce my skin Does this make me a pagan 

Sweating out my sins44 

Michael Altman’s series continues: 

Why I couldn’t let go, I don’t know, but I stayed on with the group after 

Woodstock, begging an extra week or two from my editor. “I need more time here,” I 

told him and his response was silence. “I’m going to take this as a yes,” I said. “Michael, 

you’re obsessed,” he told me. He didn’t know the half of it, hadn’t read most of what I’d 

written so feverishly in the privacy of my hotel rooms. I didn’t even send in my reports 

these days until I’d edited out the strangest bits and had the rest vetted by Rowley, who 

seemed amused by everything I wrote. “Michael, you’re obsessed,” he said. I had a 

consensus. 

The post mortem for the first show after Woodstock got underway even before the 

last of the groupies had been herded out of the suite with something less than the 

“Thanks, but not tonight” that usually let the kids down easy. No one was in the mood for 
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sex, but by the look of them, and by the hollow inside my gut, I’d have guessed that the 

band was just holding its collective breath until the controlled substances arrived. I knew 

I could use a smoke, and I hadn’t even been part of the onstage fiasco that ended in a 

screaming match between Rowley and Chaos in front of the whole fucking audience. 

The anger seemed to have passed off both men, but some of it had obviously been 

transferred to Syd who looked as if he could have ripped someone’s throat out with his 

teeth. I had never seen him like this; it was pretty impressive, and I made a mental note to 

stay on the perimeter of the room unless someone asked me to do something that might 

require me to move. Even Niño, who was normally at Syd’s elbow, was making himself 

very small and very useful outside the storm. 

“All right, what the hell was going on tonight?” Syd shouted. 

“Strike up the music, the band has begun, the Pennsylvania Polka,45” Chaos sang, 

to the vast amusement of the others who began to relax. Somehow it didn’t seem to 

matter to them the way it did to Syd.  

“Peace, brother Sydney,” Adam intoned. “All will be well.” 

“No it won’t fucking be well!” Syd roared, sending the last, foot-dragging 

groupies scurrying for the relative safety of the hallway and the security guys. “You lot 

were worse than sloppy tonight, and that on-stage fight was inexcusable! What the hell 

were you thinking? Who told you you were a drummer?” he yelled at Chaos who, to my 

vast surprise, winced visibly and wrapped his arms around himself. 

“I’m sorry, Syd,” he murmured. “I’ll do better.” 

It was Adam who put himself between the manager and the drummer. “Don’t ever 

talk to him like that again,” he said to Syd. There was a very long standoff that took place 

in their eyes, and Syd said, “You know I’m right.” 

Then he left the room, left the band about as deflated as they had been when they 

came off the stage. 

“It’s okay,” Adam said to Chaos. “It happens.” 

“He was right.” 
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“I say we get completely wasted,” Ram announced. “I have some good stuff in 

my stash.” 

It was a welcome distraction, and even Niño joined in on the atmosphere of 

forced hilarity, apparently trusting that whatever the others were taking wouldn’t do him 

any permanent harm. I followed his lead. I was feeling unaccountably depressed, as if I’d 

been given bad news by my doctor: a year to live, a long slide into infirmity and 

death…well so what? If I could get stoned like this every night, in the company of the 

people who had, for reasons I will never understand, become almost as important to me 

as my own family, then it wouldn’t matter a damn what the next day brought. 

I had the vague sense that they were being careful with me and with Niño, though, 

because certain things never got passed to us, bags of pills or powder were taken from us 

before we could get into trouble. I felt watched-over and at peace even as the drugs 

reshaped every sense, every perception, so that when Chaos took the razor blade Ram had 

been using to cut lines of coke, and began to cut lines into the flesh of his arms, the blood 

looked like roses to me, budding, blooming and slipping away in a cool blue flame 

which, at the time, seemed to make some sort of wondrous sense. It was beautiful. We all 

watched, transfixed, as Chaos’ flesh parted over and over, and each time I perceived 

more about the man, or so I thought. I saw skin laid open to expose a core of white light, 

blood bubbling up to the surface to ring like harp strings. I had slept with this man but at 

that moment I felt that my prior knowledge of his body, however intimate, was nothing 

compared to what he was showing us with each cut. 

“Does it hurt?” I asked, touching the blood, feeling its melody slip through my 

nerve endings like a song half-remembered from childhood. Chaos shook his head. 

“It’s the end of pain for a time,” he said. “It stops the noise, it stops the hurt. 

When I cut, I am become my own flesh and blood only, no more than its singing.” 

I picked up the razor blade and cut my own arm. It took a while to realize that, for 

me at least, it was only the beginning of pain. 

“Oh jeez, Michael! Why wasn’t someone watching him?” Prez yelled. He 

grabbed at my arm and I saw the blood run out from under his fingers. 
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“This hurts,” I told them, but oddly, it didn’t bother me that it hurt. A lot. I could 

feel beads of sweat break out on my skin. I felt every damn pore give up its drop of 

liquid. 

“I’ll get the first aid kid,” Adam said. “Hold that cut closed.” 

Prez kept his grip, and the blood oozed more slowly. 

“Is he really a doctor?” I asked. I was about to slice through the skin of my hand 

but Rowley took the blade from me. 

“That’s enough of that. Yes, he really is a doctor.” 

“But where’s the blue flame?” I asked Chaos who leaned in close. 

“That’s a beautiful song, Michael,” he told me. “But you don’t have a blue flame. 

Here, use mine.” He slit his own arm open again, and pushed Prez away from me. Then 

he clamped our arms together, incision-to-incision, and there was a burst of bright blue 

energy and a beautiful counterpoint, like a Bach cantata. When he pulled his arm away 

we were both whole again. 

Adam showed up a few moments later and stared at me. “I’m not that wasted. 

What happened?” 

Chaos giggled. “I made him immortal,” he said. 

Much later I woke up in my own bed to the sound of furniture being rearranged 

somewhere down the hall. There was no mark on my arm. I was sure then that the whole 

of the night before had been a dream or a strange and wonderful acid trip until I saw the 

blood all over my clothes which had been left to soak in the bathtub. 

The noise had subsided by the time I threw on a robe and stepped outside. Adam 

was in the hallway, tears running down his face.  

It was time to leave. Even Rowley told me so. 

“We have about six more weeks of dates and then I think it’ll be time for a long 

vacation,” he said to me. “And it’s time you went back to your proper job.” 

Syd came through the suite just then, looking upset. “Where’s Adam?” 

Rowley shrugged. “Can I help, Syd?” 

“Have you seen what Chaos has done to his bedroom?” 
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“Just pay for it, Syd, don’t fret about it.” 

“Do you have any idea what this might do to your reputation?” 

“Do you not realize that we don’t care, Syd? Just pay for it.” Somehow, the tone 

of his voice or the expression on his face was enough to end the discussion. Rowley had a 

way about him; when he chose to use what I liked to think of as his “command” voice, 

very few of us thought to argue a point with him. 

“Feel like walking down to see what chaos Chaos is up to now?” 

“Why not?” I asked, a little too brightly. Chaos was the one member of the group 

who could still frighten me pretty comprehensively, and the first I had come to love 

unreservedly. I doubt that I will ever understand why. 

The room was beyond trashed. Furnishings were piled at the center, many of them 

smashed to pieces, drapes torn down, carpet soaked in blood. It looked as if Godzilla had 

come in and attacked poor old Chaos while he slept. 

And all over the walls there were handprints in blood, and drawings of strangers, 

all signed “Charlus.” And across the wall, in blood was written “Souvenez-moi.” 

Now Rowley was weeping, too, and when the big man lost it, so did I. Poor Chaos 

heard us where he was sitting, huddled up under a fortress of broken furniture. He 

crawled out and put his arms around us. 

“It’s all right, please don’t cry,” he kept saying. “It’s all right.” 

 

Paris – Mac’s dream - No more will my green sea go turn a deeper blue I could 

not forsee this thing happening to you46 

They traveled north together, up towards the place where amber lay on the 

ground, glowing like stars fallen out of the sky. Sundukai had been there many times, and 

he said he wanted to show the place to Khuren.  

“I want to show you the pine forests and the lights in the sky,” he explained. “And 

then we’ll go west and I’ll show you the standing stones…” 

“Have you seen the whole world?” Khuren asked. 
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“Much of it. Vast seas surround it, though I have heard stories of a place where 

there is a bridge to another world. I’ve never seen it though. It’s out where the sun rises 

from the sea, up in the cold part of the world.” Then he asked, “It might be a bridge to 

another world, it might be the road to the sun, Khuren. Shall we look for it together?”  

His face was open and eager, and almost, Khuren could believe that it would 

always be this way, that there would be an eternity of discovery and adventure together. 

For only a moment fear and excitement warred in him. Excitement won. “Yes. We shall, 

we must.” Sundukai’s smile, wide and unguarded, was a kind of reward. 

They continued to move north into the great forests, turning slightly east as they 

traveled, towards the rising sun. One night they stopped to camp beside a river. Khuren 

found a huge amber chunk filled with leaves and bugs, and he brought it to the fire and 

showed it to Sundukai. 

“Things must have been very different when these creatures lived,” he observed. 

Sundukai examined each piece by the light of the fire. “They’re older than I am, 

far older. What a wonderful thing.” 

“What do you remember that no longer exists?” Khuren asked. His teacher gave it 

some thought, then replied, “Ice and snow. I remember a world far colder than it is now. 

And I’ve seen the land change. I saw these forests grow where there was only open land 

before.” 

Khuren looked around at the immense trees and felt, suddenly, very small and 

very new. 

“When I was a child I saw huge creatures, covered with shaggy hair with teeth as 

long as a man’s body.” 

Khuren’s breath caught in his chest. “I’ve seen their bones,” he whispered. “You 

saw one? Alive?” 

“A herd. Only that one time. They were beautiful,” he said dreamily. “And 

frightening.” 

Khuren handed him a burnt stick and a flat rock. “Show me.” 
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“No. I can’t do that. You’re the one who makes those marks, not I.” He threw 

down stick and stone and stared deeply into the fire. “Sometimes I think I’m nothing 

more than the memories I carry.” 

Frustrated, Khuren picked up the stone and began to draw, trying to imagine from 

what he’d seen of the bones left by those huge creatures, what they must have looked 

like. “Is this right?” he asked Sundukai, and each time the man corrected something about 

the drawing, he tried again. Finally Sundukai shouted. “Leave it! I’m tired of them. 

They’re all dead now and it doesn’t matter what they looked like.” He knocked the rock 

out of Khuren’s hands. “Everything dies, Khuren, except us. That makes us monsters.” 

He turned away and began to fix his bed for the night. 

Their loving that night was slow, patient. Sundukai was increasingly unresponsive 

to most advances, so Khuren found himself thinking up new ways to interest him enough 

to engage his desire. That night, though, desire was no problem, but there was something 

more lying between them, something that seemed impossible to throw off or push aside. 

He didn’t want to think it, but Khuren suspected that the madness was descending again, 

tangible as rain. 

“I shall miss you,” Sundukai said quietly. Khuren didn’t even pretend to 

misunderstand. “It seems I will reach the other world alone. You will do it for me?” 

A month earlier he would have said no – had said no, but now Khuren understood 

what it meant for Sundukai to ask. He understood what it meant to be asked. 

“Yes.” 

Sundukai sighed. “At dawn then. Then burn my body; don’t give the gods 

anything to toy with.” 

Solemnly, Khuren promised, “I will stand between you and the gods. They won’t 

have any more of you.” 

Sundukai slept deeply. Khuren not at all. 

At dawn he got up and washed in the river. The water chilled him, centered him 

for what he had to do. By the time he returned to their camp, Sundukai was awake, and 
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Khuren shuddered when he saw the glint of madness in his lover’s eyes. It blinked on and 

off, came and went quickly like lightning during a storm in summer.  

“I have something for you,” Sundukai told him. He held out his hand and in it was 

a small, beautifully carved figure of one of the great beasts. It was yellow with age and 

smooth from handling. 

“Carved from one of those long teeth,” Sundukai explained. “I wish I could have 

shown you a real one.” 

He knelt on the ground, naked, beautiful in the light from the rising sun. Like a 

god…so perfect except for the curse laid on him. Why would the gods choose to destroy 

this sort of perfection, except perhaps out of jealousy? 

“I have seen enough of this world,” Sundukai said, his voice pitched so that even 

the gods might hear his final words. “Do it.” 

Khuren kissed the blade he kept so sharp and fine and begged the gods to guide 

his stroke this once. “Let it be clean,” he prayed. “Let me do well.” 

He took a breath. 

He swung the blade. 

The feel of it would be with him for the rest of his days; bone parting, flesh 

yielding to the bronze. The stroke was clean and it was over in a moment, but for that 

fearful sense of sundering a life from its vessel. 

He watched, empty hearted, as the storm gathered around him and for a moment 

he thought, “This will kill me, too.” Then the storm took him and he screamed in fear and 

rage, and a terrible, terrible desolation of both body and spirit. The only one of his kind 

he had ever come to know was gone from him now. He might well be alone for eternity. 

Sundukai’s quickening lifted him up above the earth, ringing him with bands of 

fire and light, and the energy of ten thousand years of life, of memory. Then chaos, like 

lightning, struck through to the marrow of his bones, and the gods claimed him as one of 

their own, as their sacred monster. 
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Oklahoma City, 1999 –A million ways to spend your time When we get back, I'll 

drop a line. 47 

Old Dead Guys: The Basement Tapes – a review by Bill Wasserman 

Few bands have quite the cult-y mythos about them that the Old Dead Guys have 

after three decades of silence. In their short, remarkable career they released one album, 

toured tirelessly, played Woodstock, and came apart rather spectacularly, after which not 

one of the band members was heard from again. Literally. All five dropped out of the 

music scene so completely that it would take a private detective to find even one of them. 

Rumors abound as they always will, and recently it was confirmed that the drummer, 

Chaos, died sometime in those three decades. How? When? No one seems to know, or 

rather, no one is willing to say. Michael Altman, who chronicled the band’s last months, 

is notoriously closed-mouthed about them now, and though business insiders still hope 

for a memoir (it’s pretty certain that Michael has some amazing stories about the rock 

world in general, not just about ODG), Altman insists that there’s nothing much to tell. 

Right. 

But now, hard on the heels of Stan Granville’s excellent piece, “ODG: Where Are 

They Now?”, comes the release of “Old Dead Guys: The Basement Tapes” with a 

promise of more material, including a remastering of “Old Dead Guys Rock,” yet to 

come. Was the wait worth it?  

Well, yes and no. This is an odd choice for a first album of their unreleased 

material and it contains one real oddity: A cover of “I Saw Her Standing There” fronted 

by Jason Leonetti who was the ODG lead vocalist for all of about a week before Rowley 

displaced him. It’s not what you’d call an exciting cut, but it’s an historical oddity and 

it’ll be cherished by trufans who know virtually every in and out of official band history. 

As for the rest of the album, it’s by turns wildly eclectic, unexpected, silly, tiresome 

(“ODG and friends screwing around” is just that, and pretty pointless for anyone but a 

completist) and riveting. Here’s ODG at its most unguarded, and as with most collections 

of this sort, the effect is both enchanting and embarrassing. Their cover of “You Can’t 
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Always Get What You Want” is uninspired, but their covers of “Bo Diddley,” 

“Matchbox” and “Drift Away” pretty much rock. And if “Mercedes Benz” is eccentric, 

their “Hey Jude” is some serious High Weirdness, notable not only for the wide range of 

bizarre vocal effects they use, but for the fact that the number has been turned, rather 

successfully, into a cha-cha. None of these were regular staples of their concerts, either, 

so I can only wonder if they ever meant them to be heard. Still, the range here is broad 

enough that it reinforces my belief that together, these five guys could play almost 

anything and make it work on some level. 

Some of the older covers such as “Nagasaki” and “Limehouse Blues” were pieces 

they’d occasionally trot out on stage to the delight of their audiences who seemed pretty 

well educated in a great many areas of music. These recordings are a delight for anyone 

who cherished Prez’s guitar work, and who enjoyed Ramesses’ rather peculiar vocal 

style. And “Highland Muster Roll” seems to have been as much a surprise to the other 

ODGs as it was to me because the liner notes state that Rowley just pulled this one out of 

thin air one day. It’s a grand piece of singing, as are some of his other, decidedly odd 

numbers such as “Gaelic Song” and “Gimme Yer Dough” but you have to wonder why 

anyone bothered. None of those songs ever made it to their concert performances either. 

“Jambalaya” and “Cajun Dance” are a little more successful if only for the fact 

that they’re fast and they’re fun, and they can get you up and wanting to dance in one 

serious way, as can “What Me Ago Do?” and “Dancing in the Caribbean Sunshine.” But 

again, the material here is not classic ODG, if such a musical form can be said to exist. 

While they always made use of ethnic forms and influences, their sound was pretty 

thoroughly their own. It’s almost as if what we’re hearing here is the genesis of that 

sound. 

The true standouts on this album, and what are, to my way of thinking, classic 

ODG cuts are “Chaos Hitting Things” which is right up there with the best of his drum 

work in pieces like “Quickening,” “Hey Kids, Let’s Start a Band,” which is as ironic and 

funny a commentary on rock and roll as I’ve ever heard, and “Particle Man,” one of the 
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most certifiably weird things they’ve ever done, and not easily dismissable since it 

catches hold of you and hangs on long after the album has finished. 

It’s easy to forget that this music was made in the sixties, some as early as 1964, 

since most of it sounds fresh and alive, and very contemporary despite the antique origins 

of a lot of the songs. There was something about ODG that was vastly ahead of its time, 

and if you cherish that aspect of their work, as I do, then for all its shortcomings, this 

album is a must-have item. Some of the cuts will grow on you, some will get on your 

nerves, but at least you can program your CD player to skip the latter. Anyway, who said 

Art was a comfortable thing? You gotta love a band that wasn’t afraid to take chances, do 

iffy material, and screw around with standards. 

Frankly, I’ve missed them, and “The Basement Tapes” as the first of a promised 

series of ODG material, is more than welcome. 

 

Los Angeles, October 1969 - You got away, I never once heard you say:I need 

you, I don’t need you, I need you, I don’t need you And all of that jivin’ around. 48 

 (Michael Altman’s series concludes with a private piece that was never 

published. Thanks to Michael for making this available to me.) 

After the New York disaster I’m back home to finish the series of articles, but Syd 

calls to invite me to their last tour concert in Los Angeles in mid-September, and I can’t 

very well pass it up, especially since I’ve heard a lot of the stories about the dates 

between Woodstock and LA, stories that make me worry that maybe the group is on the 

verge of a collective nervous breakdown. Missed dates, more on-stage tantrums…not like 

the ODGs I know who are, if nothing else, consummate professionals. Once, after all, is a 

stress-induced aberration, but disaster after disaster is a certain sign that a group is 

barreling towards implosion. 

Had to happen, I guess, and after Woodstock, it was just a matter of time 

according to Niño who is about the best barometer of group weather I’ve ever met. 

“Chaos was headed down and this time there was no catching him.” 
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I don’t quite understand what he means until I find myself standing on the beach 

outside Ernie Diamond’s house, watching Chaos try to drown Maxxie Dufresne. To be 

fair, I have to say that Maxxie deserves drowning, but I don’t like the idea that it’d be 

Chaos who’ll have to do time for it. The worst part is that none of the other ODGs are 

trying to stop him. It’s as if they’ve stopped caring what happens to him which I know 

can’t be true. I mean, I just know it. And it’s Syd who finally breaks up the fight which 

ends with Maxxie crawling back onto shore, barfing up salt water and booze. And there’s 

Chaos standing hip deep in the water with Syd’s arm around his shoulders, waves rolling 

in around both of them, and a look of utter bewilderment on his flawed face. 

“So what’s next?” I ask Rowley when I manage to corner him.  

Rowley: We all go off on a vacation somewhere. 

MA: Together? 

Rowley: I never want to see these guys again as long as I live. 

MA: That’s a long time. 

Rowley looks at me as if I’ve suddenly reeled off an analysis of Proust in twenty-

five words or less, impressed but not quite understanding how we got here. 

Rowley: Maybe. 

He seems distracted, keeps looking out the big picture window to the patio where 

Chaos is sitting curled up in a tight little ball in one of those big shell-type chairs that 

enclose you on three sides. Everyone else is standing in sunlight but he’s almost entirely 

shadowed and I can’t help but think that this is just one more of those potent metaphors 

for his life. The only person who will come near him is Syd. 

MA: Where’s Firstman? 

Rowley: Gone. 

MA: Gone? As in… 

Rowley: As in we won’t see him around here again. 

MA: Did he go off with someone else? 

Rowley: You’re just an irritating mass of perceptiveness today, Michael. 
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Then, because I know I would never publish this piece I decide to just ask all the 

questions I’d been wanting to ask since I met the band. 

MA: So what’s the story with you guys, Rowley? Off the record…what are you 

guys anyway? Aliens? Vampires? 

Rowley: When you decide to be nosy and annoying you are second to none. 

MA: I deserve a straight answer; I never printed any of the really bizarre stuff I 

saw or heard, and you know it. You read all the pieces before I turned them in and so did 

the others. I’ve seen you guys actually die a couple of times, haven’t I? 

Rowley stares at me for what seems like hours, but it’s really less than a minute. 

Rowley: Yes, you have. We got sloppy this year. 

MA: And you all are really as old as you say? 

Rowley: I can’t speak for the others, but I was born in sixteen-thirty. 

I try to take it in. A couple of months earlier I’d have laughed, asked for some of 

whatever it was he’d been smoking. But now I know down deep in my marrow that it’s 

the truth even if I can’t quite get my head around it. 

MA: So what are you guys? 

Rowley: Immortal 

MA: Yeah, I gathered that, but what are you? 

Rowley: That’s what we are, we’re immortals. I don’t know any other term for it. 

He looks up; Niño is standing behind me, mouth hanging open. 

Rowley: Do you know any other term for it, Niño? 

N: Idiots? 

And for the first time today I see Rowley laugh. 

Rowley: I leave you in good hands, Michael. I’m sure Niño can fill you in. And 

now I’m going to see if I can’t book myself a flight to a nice, quiet island somewhere.  

He stands up, but before he strides away on those long legs of his, he bends down 

and kisses me on the cheek. It’s nothing erotic, nothing like what I would have expected 

from someone as glitteringly sexual as Rowley. It’s just a kiss from one friend to another, 

one that speaks volumes of affection.  
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He kisses Niño, too, and then he’s gone. I can see him out on the patio, squatting 

beside Chaos, and holding the drummer’s hands between his own, much larger ones. I 

can only imagine what he’s saying. I see him press his lips to the tips of Chaos’ fingers 

and Niño steps in front of me, blocking the view. 

N: Don’t stare at them. 

MA: Why not? 

N: Some things you’re not entitled to do no matter how much they’ve accepted 

you. 

MA: You’re not one of them. 

It’s not a question. I’ve always known Niño was different from the ODGs. He’s 

also not entirely one of us. 

N: Michael…what do you plan on doing with this information? 

MA: What could I do with it? Who’d believe me? 

Niño smiles. He doesn’t do that much, and the effect is charming which may have 

been the point. 

N: I would for one. 

MA: Yeah, but you’re different. Not as different as they are, I’ll grant you. 

N: You’re good at what you do. 

He says it as if he’s thinking something over, as if he’s about to say something 

that’s going to change my life. I can’t imagine how much more it could be changed. But 

Niño manages. 

N: What if I told you that you could spend the rest of your life around immortals? 

I really am a little shocked. It seems to me, suddenly, as if every word he says to 

me has some special weight to it, some special meaning. I fixate on the thing any good 

reporter would grab for. 

MA: How many of these guys are there? 

N: We don’t really know. 

“We.” Another whole world opens up. 

MA: Who is “we?” 
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N: Watchers. We’re an organization that tracks immortals. 

I find myself looking around furtively. 

N: There’s no one else in the room, Michael. I wouldn’t be talking to you like this 

if there were. 

MA: I don’t know why you’re talking to me like this now. 

N: Because you nearly figured it out. You didn’t know yet what it was you’d 

twigged to, but you’d have put the picture together eventually. And while you were doing 

it, you’d have asked a lot of questions of a lot of people, and given away a lot of 

information you didn’t need to be passing. And just maybe, if you talked to the wrong 

people, the whole thing could get you dead, okay? 

MA: WHAT? 

N: Let’s go someplace truly private and I’ll tell you everything you want to know. 

You just have to swear to me that all this is off the record forever. 

MA: Hey, no problem. It’s as off as it can get. 

We get up to go, but out in the hallway we run into Prez, who is looking 

surprisingly sullen even for Prez. 

Prez: Where you going? 

He catches hold of Niño’s arm and isn’t going to let go easily. Niño isn’t happy 

about it either. 

N: Michael and I need to talk. 

That gets me one of Prez’s measuring looks. I’m not crazy about being on the 

receiving end of one of those. 

Prez: And I need to talk to you, too. 

N: No you don’t, man. What’s done is done; leave it. Go say your good-byes to 

the others because it’s over. Firstman is gone… 

Prez: Fuck Adam, you know what I mean. 

N: I’m busy. 

It’s said evenly, without inflection, and it causes Prez to release Niño’s arm as if it 

was red hot. 
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N: Rowley’s leaving, too. It’s over. 

He walks out the door. Despite my misgivings I need to say farewell to Prez. I 

hold out my hand and he looks at it as if he’d like to remove it at the elbow. 

MA: If I never see you again… 

Prez: What is it you want with him? 

MA: Who? Niño? I’m not sure that’s your business. 

He looks like he’s counting to ten, trying hard not to slug me. Well I’ve been 

taken down by a punch from Rowley and survived it; I doubt Prez could do much more 

damage with one shot, and that’s all he’d get. 

MA: Cummon man, say good-bye to me. You guys meant more to me than you’ll 

ever know. 

And he takes my hand and shakes it as if he means it and it’s killing him at the 

same time. 

Prez: It’s for the best, I guess. Be well, Michael, adios. 

The way he says it isn’t flip; it’s got the feel of the real thing. God be with you, go 

with God; a blessing in spite of whatever it is that’s rubbing him raw inside. I want to hug 

him, but I know that would just come out sappy at a moment when neither of us needs to 

feel cheap. (“I adore cheap sentiment.” Margo Channing might have saved the moment, 

but I doubt it.) 

And then he’s gone, black hair flying. Prez has always seemed like some great 

bird of prey. 

Outside, Niño is looking fussed and unhappy. 

MA: Want to tell me about this, too? 

N: You don’t have the stomach for it. 

But I think I already know, and I begin to hurt inside for Niño who, no matter 

what happens, is going to grow old and die, and be parted forever from people he loves… 

Just then my mind supplies a phrase: “beyond reason” and just as I’ve rejected it 

as being too florid, too completely out there, I recognize that it’s not only true of him, it’s 

true of me, too. I’m not in love with Prez, but I do love these creatures beyond reason, if 
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reason is what tells you to get the hell away from them before you end up like a human 

brochette on those swords they never part with. 

MA: Never mind, I think I understand. 

N: That’s why I know you’ll make a good Watcher, Michael. 

We get into Niño’s car and he peels away from the house like the devil is after us. 

Who knows? 

And back at the hotel, Niño orders up a bottle of Scotch and some beer, and we 

drink our way into the really dark hours of the night while he tells me what he thinks I 

need to know. About the group he works for, about immortals. About two, when he tells 

me about what those swords are really for, I find myself crying. It’s comforting that Niño 

understands even if he’s past crying with me. I have the sense he’s used up all his tears. 

 

Los Angeles, May 1999 – I wanna go but I hate to leave you,You know I hate to 

leave you.49 

(Thanks to Cornerstone for permission to reprint this article in full.) 

This week in Where Are They Now? I went looking for a group that impressed 

the hell out of me back in the late sixties, just before they disappeared forever. Literally. 

I’m talking about the Old Dead Guys, a group of rowdies who came together for a few 

years to make some of the best damn music I’ve ever heard. In light of the planned 

release of a lot of their old material, most of which has only been heard in concert, and on 

the enormously pricey bootlegs drifting around the musical world (Caveat emptor; most 

of those bootlegs are such bad quality that you barely know what you’re listening to, let 

alone who), I thought it was time to go looking for ODG. 

I first heard them live in Chicago, back in ’67. They were pretty cagey about who 

they were and where they’d come from; journalists scrambled to get some angle on the 

band, but it was next to impossible. They told huge lies about themselves, and in that 

spirit, their fans came forward and told even bigger ones. They were aliens from Sirius, 

vampire princes, elves or fairies (given some of the rumors about the band in those years, 

there’s a certain piquant quality to this last assertion.)  
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The most prevalent commonsense rumor about them was that they were all from 

fabulously wealthy or famous families which would have disowned them if they told the 

truth about who and what they were. The reason it made sense…well partly it made sense 

because nothing else did. But they all had an aura of self-assurance that privilege seems 

to breed into its heirs. They apparently spent money like it was water, much more than 

they ever made in their short career as a group, and clearly they had all been trained as 

musicians from a very early age, which middle and lower class families cannot afford. It 

also made sense because what family with money and status would want the world 

knowing that their son/nephew/brother played rock music to thousands of screaming kids, 

screwed groupies in their dressing rooms and took enough drugs to get entire third world 

countries higher than the Goodyear blimp? 

I only ever got to meet their front man, Rowley, and I can report that he had the 

manners of a gentleman and the air of a king, which is another reason why I believe that 

he, at least, came from a fairly wealthy background. He was absolutely the most gracious 

individual you could ask to meet until you crossed him, and then he became utterly cold 

and dismissive. He had a ready wit and a lively sense of humor, too, both of which are 

often sadly lacking in rock stars. I honestly liked him, and when the group broke up, I 

hoped to see him fronting a more stable collection of musicians. He had a voice that 

could have given a great deal of pleasure to the world. 

So it was mostly Rowley I had in mind when I went looking for the ODGs earlier 

this year. I was pretty sure that none of them had surfaced in any band, but not positive. 

They’d always been an elusive bunch after all. I started, of all places, with my brother 

who had been an ODG fan almost from the beginning. 

“Dead issue,” he told me. “They’ve all disappeared.” 

“They can’t have all disappeared,” I insisted. “People don’t just do that. Not five 

guys who were in the music biz.” 

“None of them are performing. If they were I’d know,” he said with an arrogance 

that’s always irritated me. It made me decide to go to a couple of other sources. 

Unfortunately they all said pretty much the same thing. However, Jaye Conran clarified 
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the thinking for me: “They all used pseuds back then, so if any of them have surfaced 

under other names, of course, we wouldn’t have a clue. Two of them you can completely 

discount: Rowley and Chaos were way too singular to have escaped notice in anything 

but a house band, and what they’d be doing in one of those, unless they’d lost all that 

bloody talent, is beyond me. Besides, you have to figure that Rowley, who looked to be 

the oldest of the group, pretty much has to be pushing seventy unless he was way 

younger than he looked back then. Of the other three, I’d say that the most likely one to 

be floating around in the biz without being noticed is Firstman. He had a talent for 

blending in. He could be doing anything now, under almost any name, and we probably 

wouldn’t notice. If I had to guess about the others I’d say that Rowley has probably gone 

back to his old life, whatever that is, Ramesses is living in some North African country 

with lots of teenage lovers, Prez is probably doing session work in Europe and I’d say 

Chaos is dead.” 

Jaye has a way of cutting right through it. He did manage to get me thinking about 

some new avenues of inquiry though. I asked him about Sydney Ember, manager to the 

ODGs. 

“Oh…Syd, yeah. I haven’t thought of Syd in a long time. He dropped out of sight 

for a while after the band broke up. I heard he got married a while back. He managed 

Filadelfia, that Europop diva, for a few years, but quit the business all together when she 

retired at…what was it? Twenty-seven?” 

Jay shook his head. “Man if Syd wasn’t known as such a great guy you’d think he 

was doing something not-quite-Kosher to his talent. They paid him a fortune and that 

isn’t hyperbole. On what he earned with ODG alone, and the investments he made with 

that money, he could have retired for the rest of his life. And Filadelfia did the same 

thing. He had a weird talent for picking…well, weird talent.” 

“So where is he now?” 

“Retired. I think he lives up in…Idaho? North California, Oregon…someplace up 

there. He’s got a ranch or something.” 
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With that to go on, I went looking for Sydney Ember and found him, as Jaye had 

suggested, in California, but in the wine country. Sydney owns a vineyard and to my 

surprise, produces some great wine. He asked me not to name the vineyard or his 

company. I pointed out that it was good publicity, but he was adamant. “I have a family 

now; I don’t want them bothered by my past.” 

I asked him about the Old Dead Guys and was surprised once more when he said, 

“I have no idea what happened to them.” 

“Surely you’ve kept up with some of them?” 

“No.” 

“One of them?”  

His attention was drawn away for a moment by the appearance of his daughter, 

shrieking with laughter, chasing a tall, dark-haired man. He did a somersault on the grass 

and she landed on top of him with a war whoop. 

“Lilith, try not to kill Mac before supper,” he shouted to her. “Your mother will 

be very upset with me.” 

Lilith, a beautiful blonde girl of about thirteen or so, waved at us and grabbed 

“Mac” by both feet and tried to haul him across the lawn. 

Syd turned his attention back to me. “What was it you asked? Oh…had I not kept 

in contact with anyone, wasn’t it? Frankly I haven’t bothered.” He seemed supremely 

disinterested so I thought that perhaps he was telling the truth. 

“What about Filadelfia?” 

He smiled then as he poured another glass of wine for each of us. “You might like 

this Chablis, Stan. Del and I correspond occasionally.” 

I told him I loved the damn Chablis and asked him if he’d had any news of the 

ODGs. 

“I don’t discuss them with anyone, and I’m not in the music business anymore so 

that rather limits my sources.” 
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Which wasn’t really an answer but I didn’t point that out. Sydney isn’t the Syd I 

remember. He’s grown reticent, cool. He seems to have very little interest in anything but 

his own small world of wife, daughter and vineyard. 

“You’re releasing a lot of their material; surely you’ve had to contact them to get 

permission.” 

“I merely provided the tapes to my lawyers with my blessing. I told them what 

they did with them was entirely dependent upon the desires of the others. I don’t really 

know the status of the project; are they being released?” 

“You don’t really seem to care,” I observed. 

He shrugged. “I don’t stand to make a profit from it and the music is a dead issue. 

There will never be any more, that much I can tell you with some certainty.” 

Lilith ran down from the house towards the vineyards screaming, with Mac and 

another man in hot pursuit, both brandishing what looked like feather dusters. 

“I do apologize. She gets wound up when we have company.” 

“So does your company, apparently. What happened to the group, Syd?” I asked. 

“I don’t mean over the years, I mean after Woodstock. What really happened at Ernie 

Diamond’s house? That’s something people still talk about, especially Maxxie Dufresne 

who says Chaos ended up in an asylum which, he says, is where the drummer belonged.” 

“It’s possible; I don’t know.” 

It was as if he didn’t care either, but then he lost that cool, disinterested look for 

just a moment, and said, “Chaos is dead.” 

Nothing I could do would make him elaborate.  

After my less-than-enlightening session with Syd, I came back home and started 

doing research. I tracked down all the articles and interviews I could find, and there was 

one name that stood out in the ODG annals: Michael Altman. His series on touring with 

ODG in ’69 is seminal, and I thought if anyone knew what happened to these guys, it’d 

be Michael. He was still a journalist, that much I knew, and it wasn’t hard to find him. 
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At first he didn’t want to talk to me, but when I told him I’d already spoken to 

Syd, and asked him what all the secrecy was about anyway, he agreed to meet me for 

lunch at a little restaurant in Venice.  

He didn’t seem thrilled to see me – we’ve met on a number of occasions, but 

we’ve never been friendly – and when I started asking him about the group he said, 

“What did Syd tell you?” 

“That Chaos is dead.” 

Michael nodded. “That’s true.” 

“What happened?” I asked over pre-lunch drinks. 

“I have no idea.” 

“How did you find out? When did it happen?” 

“A few years ago. Firstman told us.” I marked down that “us” in my memory. It 

seems Syd was fibbing to me. 

“You still have contact with him?” I asked. 

“Not really. He just wanted to let everyone know. Did Syd tell you anything 

else?” 

Remembering Jaye’s guesses, I said, “That Prez is doing session work in Europe.” 

That got me a laugh. “Did you make that up, Stan, or is it a rumor? Syd never told 

you any such thing.” 

“Because it’s not true?” 

He looked amused but he shook his head. “If you want it to be true, that’s fine. I 

don’t have any percentage in creating a mythos here. They were a great band, they broke 

up. End of subject.” 

But that was too easy and I told him so. “You were at Ernie Diamond’s house. Is 

it true what Maxxie Dufresne says?” 

“Maxxie? One of my favorite people,” he said as he sipped his vodka and tonic. I 

searched my memory for the connection and remembered an incident at a Tower concert 

thirty years earlier.  

“You sure do know how to hold a grudge, Mike.” 
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“You didn’t get spit on and man-handled, Stan. What I wrote about him was mild 

by comparison to what actually happened. Getting thrown off the stage might have given 

me an opportunity to sue the bastard for the fillings in his teeth, but my editor asked me 

not to make a fuss. Tower was big then, and antagonizing Maxxie would have been a 

mistake for all concerned. Now that he’s pissed away even the pathetic talent he had, he’s 

not worth suing and anyway it’s old news, but you can’t expect me to like the guy. And 

he was usually so fucked up on H and alcohol and Christ only knows what else that I 

don’t expect him to remember his own name much less what really happened that 

afternoon.” 

I smiled at Michael. “Can I print that little tirade?” 

“Print what you like. The addictions are a matter of record, and as for the rest, 

well let him sue me for calling him pathetic. Let’s order some lunch before I give in to 

the urge to drink mine.” 

While we were ordering, Jon Chistiakov, guitarist for Wormwood came by the 

table and asked Michael if he was going to be at some party that evening. 

“Should I be?” 

“Don’t see any reason, Mischa, but I thought you might need a lift. Besides I have 

to report in, neh?” 

Michael started to laugh, thanked him and told him he’d give him a call if he 

changed his mind. 

“What’s the joke?” 

“Hard to explain, Stan.” 

“You’re still involved in rock, huh?” 

“In a limited way. I still do articles about people I like, people like John. Mostly 

it’s this and that. A lot of travel.” 

“At your age?” 

“I’m going to give that up soon,” he promised. “Besides, you’re a fine one to 

talk.” 

“You’re pretty touchy today.” 
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“I’m always touchy around busybodies.”  

We chatted idly until the food arrived, and once he began to eat, I tried again. 

“So did Chaos try to kill Maxxie?” 

“I expect he wanted to. Whether he would have is anyone’s guess.” He smiled 

then. “You know Byron was there that day? In his pre-infamy days.” 

“Man, everyone wants to know what happened to Byron,” I said, wishing that I 

could get the scoop on his spectacular disappearance. Michael seemed about to say 

something. 

“What?” 

“Nothing. Well I was just going to say that it seemed to me Byron was another 

one who was on the verge of implosion. That he’s gone missing doesn’t really surprise 

me.” 

I remarked that hindsight is far better than foresight. 

“True. What else do you want to know?” 

“Anything else you learned from Firstman. What’s he doing?” 

“He didn’t offer to say.” 

“And you didn’t ask? What kind of a journalist are you?” 

“Patience, brother Stanley. Adam and I were friendly; sometimes that comes 

before the job.” 

“Did you ever learn his last name?” 

“Nope.” 

“Yeah I can tell you two were really good friends. Did he tell you anything about 

the others?” 

“Nope.” 

“Should I have bothered coming here today?” 

“Your call.” 

“You ever see anyone from those days?” 

“Not really. I talk to Syd sometimes.” 
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“You know, Michael, I cannot believe that five guys could have disappeared so 

completely. One is dead, but where are the other four?” 

“Why don’t you leave it alone, Stan? ODG is rock history, nothing more.” 

“Because this is what I do now. I track down rock history.” 

“You should think about retiring, too.” 

The rest of the meal went along those lines; it’d be pointless to report it in detail. 

I’d gotten one useful thing, a confirmation that Chaos was dead, and the fact that it was 

Firstman who had delivered the news. Which meant that until recently, Firstman was still 

alive and in contact with Chaos, Syd and Michael. And if he talked to them he certainly 

talked to the other band members, and maybe…who else would they have been close to? 

Michael had joined the group as a roadie, maybe I needed to track down some of the 

other regular roadies who had worked for ODG. Back to the office for more research. 

A few days’ reading turned up three names: Pequod, who figured in Michael’s 

articles as the roadie whose place he took when he joined the band. I thought Pequod was 

still around somewhere; I was sure I’d seen or heard his name recently. I put my assistant, 

Lorna, to work on that one. The second name, Rafael Cairo was very familiar to me. He’d 

gone from roadie to one-hit wonder back in the mid-eighties with a bizarre number 

entitled “Lizards.” When his second and third albums failed to make much of an 

impression on the public, he committed suicide by jumping in front of a train in 

Sacramento where he was living at the time. The third was a guy who had used the 

nickname Niño when he was with the band. I’d hadn’t seen him mentioned anywhere 

since the end of ODG. 

Lorna scored a hit with Pequod who owned a bar in Fresno. The reason I’d heard 

his name recently was because he’d tried to publish his memoirs and had gotten 

threatened with a lawsuit by Carlo Gesualdo. I understood that the case was still being 

hammered out by attorneys on both sides and I was afraid this might prove to be a bar to 

Pequod talking about ODG. As it happened, there was no problem. 

“I can’t talk about Carlo at all,” he told me as he set me up with a beer. “but you 

wanna talk ODG, you got it.” 
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“Great! So do you have any idea where they are now?” 

“Ehhh…not much,” he confessed. “You hear things, you know? I hear Prez is 

living in Arizona, or was until just recently. Someone told me he sold his place, but no 

one knows where he’s gone. Last thing I heard, Rowley was still living in the UK and 

Ramesses had gone to India, but that’s really old news, man.” 

“Firstman?” 

“Got me.” 

“Chaos?” 

“I heard all the rumors that he was locked up. Who knows? The guy was crazy for 

sure.” 

“Syd told me Chaos was dead.” 

The news seemed upset him. “Man, that’s a shame. Helluva great drummer. But 

it’s not a huge surprise you know? Never knew anyone who did drugs the way those guys 

did and he was the worst. I never saw him straight, y’know? He was fucked up twenty-

four/seven and he had a nasty temper on him, too. But he could be really nice when he 

wanted to be. Liked the kids. I mean, not, you know, sexually like Ram did, but thought 

they were…what’d he call them? Our best hope. Something like that.” 

I wasn’t getting what I’d come for, but the lure of getting Pequod to talk about the 

group was too great. “What else do you remember about them?” 

“You want dish or what?” 

“Anything.” 

“They fucked anything that moved. The only one who was the least bit prissy 

about what he slept with was Prez, and then it was just that he didn’t do boys the way the 

others did. Didn’t much care what his women were like so long as they were warm and 

willing. Rowley liked a bleeder once in a while, tended to prefer women, though he 

almost never had much to do with the really stick-thin ones, and he fucked his share of 

other men including Ramesses and Chaos. Firstman…he’d do anyone. Chaos liked pain 

and Ramesses liked ‘em about sixteen and dark.” 

“What was the thing with the swords?” 
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“Man I don’t know and I don’t want to know, okay? They played with those 

things every damn day, but the swords, they were Niño’s problem, not mine.” 

“Niño…know where I can find him?” 

“Look for Dave Shaw or Shawley or something like that; that was his real name.” 

“Why’d you leave?” I asked. 

He wiped the bar down before he answered. “There wasn’t any one reason, just 

that sometimes I got the feeling that sticking around might not be healthy.” 

“Dangerous?” I remember back then thinking that these guys seemed dangerous 

but I’ve seen a lot since and I know that most of what passes as danger is just some clever 

theater. 

Pequod’s voice dropped. “If I told you some of the stuff I knew about them, 

lawsuits wouldn’t be my biggest headache, okay? Nuff said?” 

Just enough to intrigue me. I cajoled a little, offered him a lot of money to spill 

even one good story, and in the end he said, “I saw Rowley die once.” 

“Oh right.” 

“No man, I saw him die. There’s no fucking way he wasn’t dead because 

Ramesses put a bullet right between his fucking eyes. They were tripping and got the idea 

to play William Tell. Firstman always had a gun around, so they got the gun and started 

shooting beer cans off each others’ heads. Ramesses drilled the big guy square in the 

forehead, right here,” he said, jabbing his finger between his eyebrows. “And Rowley 

dropped down stone dead. Prez threw me out of the room; told me to keep my fuckin’ 

mouth shut. Couple of hours later, Rowley was walking around asking for something to 

drink. I don’t know what the hell happened after they threw me out but I know I saw that 

bastard die, and I know that I saw him alive a couple hours later. Okay? Was that worth 

the money?” 

Damned if I knew. 

“I quit the next day. That was when that Altman guy joined up for the rest of the 

tour. Lemme tell ya, what I heard about Chaos and Dufresne didn’t surprise me. What 

surprised me was that nobody ended up permanently dead.” 
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After that, he wouldn’t say any more. 

With what he’d told me about Niño as my last lead, I went looking for the roadie 

who had been in charge of the famous swords. 

I found him – okay, Lorna found him – in a little town in the south of France. 

When I called, he was very pleasant. Told me the weather was nice, but that he missed 

the States sometimes. 

“I don’t know what I can tell you that you don’t already know,” he said after I’d 

filled him in on my attempts to trace ODG.  

“Hell, I’ve been through thirty years of union records; anything you can tell me 

has got to be better than that. You don’t have any contact with the others?” 

“I talk to Syd occasionally, and Mike Altman. Saw Firstman when he told us 

about Chaos dying. That’s it.” 

“Did Chaos try to kill Maxxie Dufresne?” 

“I couldn’t begin to tell you what he was thinking. Chaos was a closed book to 

me.” 

“What about a story Pequod told me about Ramesses shooting Rowley between 

the eyes?” 

Niño laughed and the humor seemed genuine enough to make me feel like a 

complete fool. Of course Pequod hadn’t seen Rowley die. What was I thinking?. 

“Pequod has a vivid imagination. Yeah Ramesses shot Rowley, but he nicked his 

scalp. The blood ran down his forehead and nose, though; maybe that’s why Pequod 

thought Rowley’d been hit somewhere else. Pequod was pretty fucked up that night as I 

recall. We all were. He left the group the next day; I never knew if he left on his own or if 

Syd fired him, or if it was a mutual thing.” 

“One more question: You have any idea where any of the others are? Anyone else 

I could talk to?” 

There was a long silence broken by the sound of someone speaking in the 

background. It was a familiar voice, an unmistakable one, but it took a minute to work 
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out who it belonged to because it was so unexpected. Why it should have been, I don’t 

know. 

“I think you’ve covered all bases, Stan. Look. Where they are now is nowhere, 

okay? ODG is over and has been for thirty years. Let the dead rest.” 

“That’s not much of a story, Niño.” 

“Maybe that’s all the story they ever wanted.” 

And it hit me then whose voice I’d heard on Niño’s end, and I realized why 

everyone had been telling me lies or half-truths all along. The moment when the penny 

drops is a beautiful thing. 

“Okay, Niño, and thanks.” 

“No problem.” 

“Oh and Niño?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Give my best to Prez… and the others.” 

There was a short silence, then laughter from France. Maybe from all over the 

world. “If I see them, I’ll be happy to,” he said to me just before the line went dead. 

Where are they now, the Old Dead Guys? One is dead, one is in France with a 

former roadie and three are missing, but presumed alive and well.  

There’s no more music, though. Damn shame. 

Stan Granville, Los Angeles, June 1999 

 

I don't believe it's all for nothing 

It's not just written in the sand 

Sometimes I thought you felt too much 

And you crossed into the shadowland 

 

And the river was overflowing 

And the sky was fiery red 

You gotta play the hand that's dealt ya 
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That's what the old man always said 

 

Fallen Angel…50 
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A note about this story. Really. 

You all do realize this is fiction, don’t you? Okay, just checking. 

I don’t remember what possessed me to begin this story, except perhaps that I 

couldn’t help but wonder what on earth people like Kronos did during the sixties. Flower 

Power seems so Not Kronos after all. But the more I thought back to my own experiences 

of that era the more I realized that I remembered it being significantly darker than the 

current wave of sixties nostalgia would have us believe. For every sunlit field of 

wildflowers, there were rooms full of black light and sweet, resinous smoke. There was 

freedom and with it, there was danger. There always is. As Kat Allison quite rightly said 

to me on reading an early draft of this story, there was an “anything is possible” feeling to 

the world back then, and that particular blade always has two edges. 

Sometimes the music seemed to exist on the edge of madness, as my Kronos does. 

It was music designed to work magic, to change our perceptions of the world. And who 

could understand that better than a shaman? Kronos. My Kronos, anyway. A shaman, a 

visionary, artist and drummer – this is the Kronos I discovered in Pomegranate Seeds. As 

I work in this universe, my picture of him comes together almost effortlessly, and I see 

him walking between the worlds. He is on one hand a necessary evil and on the other 

hand he is the voice of the gods, the end of time. He is chaos, trickster, anarchy that 

redefines order, and he is the dark mirror-image of Duncan MacLeod.  

When I began to write this, I looked first for the anthems and the touchstones of 

the era. White Rabbit is the quintessential sixties song, and the sound of Grace Slick 

intoning “One pill makes you larger, and one pill makes you small…” can almost 

overwhelm me with memories. It became the anthem of the drug culture, of the “tune in, 

turn on drop out” crowd, evoking a dark Wonderland of drug-altered states of 

consciousness. The Zombies’ Time of the Season is played half to death on the oldies 

stations these days - this was, in fact, the very first inspiration for White Rabbit on a cold 

spring day as I sat in the MacDonald’s parking lot with Snoo eating burgers, listening to 

music, and talking about writing - but it hasn’t lost any power to seduce, capturing the 

ambiguous quality of the era by evoking on the one hand an almost mystical invitation to 
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the dance “And let me try /With pleasured hands /To take you in the sun to /Promised 

lands,” and on the other, a hard-headed exchange: “What’s your name? Who’s your 

daddy? Is he rich like me?” Contrast the bright, hopeful, often witty (sometimes sappy) 

music of Hair with the mysterious and symbol-laden music of The Doors, trace the 

evolution of The Beatles, remember bands like Cream, Led Zeppelin, The Who, 

performers like Janis Joplin, Jimi Hendrix and Jim Morrison on one hand, and Joan Baez, 

Simon and Garfunkel, Eric Clapton on the other. The picture isn’t complete unless you 

take it all in. War, Peace, Sex, Drugs and Rock ‘n’ Roll. The people and things that 

endured and those that self-destructed or faded away. 

Certainly the defining moment of the counter-culture came not during the summer 

of love in 1967, but in late summer of 1969 in Bethel, New York when the chain-link 

fence around Max Yasgur’s farm came down and 450,000 people went to hear a concert. 

There are other famous concerts; Altamont will be remembered, but more for death than 

for life. People died at Woodstock too. Three people. And three were born. Woodstock 

for me is about balancing the poles of the sixties, the light and the dark. That’s what 

shamans do for us, they help us balance our light and our darkness. All these months 

later, I don’t think I could have not written this. 

As always I have people to thank. Four of them in particular I want to mention 

because their input, encouragement, and patience with my dithering goes beyond the call 

of duty. In alphabetical order, I owe Kat, NEJ, Snoo and Taz many thanks for letting me 

bounce the Old Dead Guys off of them, and for offering a lot of good advice, not all of 

which I’ve made use of though I took it all to heart.  

Thanks too, to Olympia who embraced the Old Dead Guys with such enthusiasm 

that she inspired me all over again, and to Mysti – Agent with Style – who stepped 

forward and took a great load of work off of me by agreeing to print and agent this 

puppy. And especially, finally and most heartily, thanks to Karen who graciously agreed 

to edit the manuscript for me even though this isn’t her Fandom-of-Choice, thus taking 

on a great deal of extra work at a time when she had a lot of important things to do. Her 
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edits are the things that keep me really honest. If you find things to like in this story, 

we’re all responsible in some part, but if you find things not to like, it’s entirely my fault. 

As usual, the standard disclaimers apply. The characters and situations from the 

series “Highlander” are not mine and I make no claim upon them other than that they 

inspired me. All rights to them revert to the holders of those copyrights. The original 

characters and situations do belong to me. Oh, and do me a favor, will you? If you have a 

copy of Pomegranate Seeds lying around somewhere, you’ll find references to Lene and 

Cain. These names should be changed, respectively, to Doluma and Sundukai. It’ll be 

less confusing in the long run, I promise! 

Dargelos, Chicago, September 1999 
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Credits: The last little bits of business and I’m outta here 

The music: Credit is due to many, many talented artists, not only for penning the 

songs I quote herein, but for bringing them to life, and with them, a whole era. And in the 

end, credit goes in particular to Robbie Robertson for his beautiful Fallen Angel, intended 

as a tribute to the late Richard Manuel. I heard it first after the suicide of someone I loved 

very much, and for me it’s always been a song about how it feels to lose someone you 

knew you could never really hang on to forever. All the tears/All the rage/All the blues in 

the night… 

Music and DNA is a hot topic in biology these days, or at least that’s what it 

seems like once you find your way into the labyrinth of biological information on the 

web. Years ago I had read an article about a Japanese scientist (I later rediscovered him, 

his name is Susumo Ohno.) who had taken mouse DNA sequences and turned them into 

musical compositions. How? I’m darned if I remember what the article said. But what 

stuck in my mind was that the compositions, seemingly without exception, followed 

some basic patterns. The more complex the genes, the more complex the music, so that 

very complex organisms sounded like a Bach opus. Healthy cells had healthy sounds 

while things like cancer cells sounded like dirges. 

I lost the article, and stored the information away in some dark file box in my 

head, but while I was researching shamanism, I came across the idea again and thought it 

was both apropos and intriguing enough to work into the story. After some early 

disappointments and a conference with my Personal Biologist (Hi, Lynn!), I managed to 

score some hits that set me on the right path. Between the information I found on the net, 

and Lynn’s help in making it comprehensible, I discovered the following: DNA is made 

up of four neucleotides – thymine, cytosine, adenine and guanine – or coding elements 

which are combined into groups of three which are called “codons.” There are sixty-four 

of these codons, three of which are stops that indicate the end of a sequence, rather like a 

period ends a sentence. These codons detail the amino acid sequence of proteins. Yes, 
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yes, I know some of you are glazing over right now, but bear with me, I’m almost done 

with the technical stuff.  

Sonification of genetic material is done in a number of different ways, possibly as 

many ways as there are people attempting it. Dunn and Clark, whose work I became most 

familiar with (Ohno views the work as a sidelight, apparently.) assign musical values in 

one of three ways, either by giving a fixed pitch to each amino acid, or by assigning pitch 

based on the specific properties of that amino acid, such as the frequency with which it 

appears in a given protein or its water-solubility. 

A couple of hours with a search client netted me both a wealth of information and 

a number of mp3 files of genetic music. The excitement I felt as I downloaded the first 

piece and played it was tremendous. I heard the music of Beta Globin and the chorus of 

intertwining voices not only reminded me rather forcibly of both Thomas Tallis’ “Spem 

in Alium” and old Russian liturgical music, but it brought tears to my eyes because I was 

hearing the sounds of life. Then I downloaded the sequence based on a human sex 

hormone and was absolutely charmed by its light, joyful quality. A starfish was 

inscrutable and beautiful, a vampire bat was…what you would expect: dark, full of 

mystery. As I write this, I’m listening to Collagen, which is a long composition that 

sounds, in places, like Gamelan music from Bali, and in others, like rolling thunder. 

It’s a remarkable field of inquiry, and anyone who is intrigued by what I’ve 

written here is urged to investigate. To read a journal article about this subject, try this 

site: 

http://mitpress.mit.edu/e-journals/Leonardo/isast/articles/lifemusic.html 

To hear some music samples and to find other links: 

http://geneticmusic.com/index.htm 

The names used in Mac’s dream – Khuren, Sundukai and Doluma are real. 

They’re Tuva names, chosen because after weeks of searching for just the right 

background for Kronos (I had never been happy with the somewhat makeshift names I 

used in Pomegranate Seeds, based as they were on whim instead of hard information.), I 

made an executive decision not to decide, or at least not to decide too specifically. For 

http://mitpress.mit.edu/e-journals/Leonardo/isast/articles/lifemusic.html
http://geneticmusic.com/index.htm
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me, he belongs to one of the many tribes which inhabited the vast sweep of Eurasia, from 

the Balkans almost to Siberia. The names of the people who left their marks on the land 

are magical: Celts, Scythians, Kurgans, Pazyryks, Huns, Mongols…wave after wave of 

Eurasian peoples who crossed the land, conquering, settling, being conquered, and 

moving on. According to Peter James and Nick Thorpe, authors of a recent book on 

ancient inventions, the first horseman rode a horse in the Ukraine 6,000 years ago, about 

the same time trousers were invented. The oldest house – a structure made of mammoth 

bones and hide dating to about 15,000 years ago – was found in this region as were the 

oldest identifiable ovens (20,000 B.C) and the world’s oldest map (10,000 B.C.)  

It seemed right to place Kronos here, not only because of the rich history of the 

region and because he has always looked just that exotic to me, but because the shamanic 

tradition is so strong in this area. And it seemed fair to give him and the others names 

common to some of the descendents of these long-dead people. 

The Pictures:  This had pictures when it was published originally.  I can’t find 

most of them, and that’s okay, you can use your imaginations for anyone whose face isn’t 

familiar to you. 

 

                                                           
1 Grace Slick – White Rabbit 
2 Janis Joplin, Bob Neuwirth, Michael McClure – Mercedes Benz 
3 Jimi Hendrix – Purple Haze 
4 Michael Sembello - My Boyfriend’s Back 
5 The Doors – Crystal Ship 
6 Purple Haze 
7 All lyrics in this section from Que Sera, Sera - Jay Livingston & Ray Evans - © 1955 
8 Crystal Ship 
9 Lennon & McCartney – The Long and Winding Road 
10 White Rabbit 
11 Robbie Robertson – The Weight 
12 Back Door Man by Willie Dixon & Chester Burnett © Arc Music BMI 
13 Leonard Cohen – Chelsea Hotel  
14 Mercedes Benz 
15 Lennon & McCartney – You Never Give Me Your Money 
16 Ibid. 
17 Lennon & McCartney – Norwegian Wood 
18 The Doors – Break on Through 
19 Lennon & McCartney – Come Together 
20 White Rabbit 
21 Newman – Time of the Season 
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22 Chelsea Hotel 
23 White Rabbit 
24 Patrick Leonard & Robbie Robertson - Skinwalker 
25 Lennon & McCartney – Twist and Shout 
26 Lennon & McCartney – Got to Get You Into My Life 
27 Lennon & McCartney – There’s a Place 
28 Robbie Robertson – Fallen Angel 
29 Jim Wilson & Dave Carson – Twisted Hair 
30 Walsh, Siegal, Lorber – 10 Minutes Til the Savages Come 
31 Good Morning, Starshine from Hair 
32 La Bamba – I was told this was a traditional Mexican wedding song. 
33 Time of the Season 
34 Glabicki & Rusted Root – Rising Sun 
35 Tuva funeral lament. 
36 Purple Haze 
37 Skinwalker 
38 Break on Through 
39 Come Together 
40 Fallen Angel 
41 Lennon & McCartney – Here Comes the Sun 
42 Bookends Theme 
43 Fallen Angel 
44 Robbie Robertson – Golden Feather 
45 Lee & Manners – The Pennsylvania Polka 
46 Jagger & Richards – Paint it Black 
47 Crystal Ship 
48 Chelsea Hotel  
49 Lennon & McCartney – I’ll Be Back 
50 Fallen Angel 


