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Chapter One 

JUST OFF EXTRATERRESTRIAL HIGHWAY 

 He lay on his back in the center of the quad, looking up at 
the star-filled sky.  
 The Fall night was pure black velvet sprinkled with bril-
liantly glittering white gems. The air was crisp. Far from the pollu-
tion of cities and man, the desert always looked that way. The only 
three signs of life for miles around were the tiny town of Rachel, 
the military installation known as Area 51 (although ask anyone 
from Rachel and they’ll say the base doesn’t exist, even the people 
who work there), and the small institution of higher learning 
Rachel State University—home of the Rockets. The green and 
gray. Go Rockets!  
 The college was virtually an oasis in the Nevada desert 
with its trees, grassy hillsides, colorful flowers, and gracefully ag-
ing, moss-covered brick towers of academia. Its decidedly Victori-
an architecture owed to the fact that the university had originally 
been a women’s preparatory college for teachers in the 1800s just 
outside of London. It had been dissembled brick by brick and 
shipped to the United States some decades ago. Who had been re-
sponsible was the stuff of folklore. Some say it was an eccentric 
American oil tycoon whose fiancée had committed suicide while 
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attending the college. Others say England’s Royal family was re-
sponsible. Supposedly the London institution had been plagued by 
witch’s covens and was haunted by the unspeakable atrocities that 
had been committed there. But to destroy it would place a curse 
upon the responsible parties and their heirs for all times. So, not 
taking any chances, the Queen did the next best thing and made a 
gift of it to Britain’s disloyal colonial cousins.  
 On campus every night the sprinkler system worked inter-
mittently to maintain the lush greenery of the school in the middle 
of this barren desert. That’s why it should have come as no surprise 
to him when the sprinklers came on and he was soaked to the bone. 
Being that it was an existential moment for the young man, he paid 
little heed to the cold water. He let it claim him, baptize him, ab-
solve him. It was a new beginning. He would not let the fear in 
anymore. He wouldn’t let it gnaw at him, paralyze him, take him. 
 He would revel in it. 
 He would revel in the things born of the night and shadows.  
 He, by the way, was Beauregard Quixote Freidkin. The 
sprinklers confirmed to him that he existed. I’m drenched, there-
fore I am.  
 Quixote - everyone called him Quixote - peeled his eyes 
from the sky and looked left and right at the campus quad of RSU. 
There wasn’t a soul in sight, he thought. As soon as Quixote 
thought that, he mused at what an odd expression it was. Not a soul 
in sight. Aren’t souls by their very nature discorporated entities? 
Nearly invisible vapors? Translucent wisps?  
 The evening and night time campus of Rachel tended to 
exude a sort of low hanging fog, so maybe there were souls in 
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sight. Some said the fog was caused by an amalgamation of the 
sprinklers and the desert heat—condensation or something. The 
more romantic said it was the British ghosts who had died in these 
very buildings long ago, roaming the quad desperately trying to 
find their way home. Quixote didn’t buy either notion. For one, 
despite all the things he had seen, Quixote didn’t believe in ghosts. 
Secondly, even in the winter, when the desert was as cold as a 
witch’s tit, the fog was there, hanging stilted and lifeless in the 
night.  
 When Quixote first came to the college, he had wondered 
why this enormous patch of flat grass in the center of the school 
was called a quad. It was a place for communing among students 
during both good weather and bad, a place for sunbathing in the 
lazy days of summer and for huddling together in the moody fall 
and silent winter. Quixote had even looked the word up, learning 
that the center of every institution of higher learning was called a 
quad. Quad was short for quadrangle, which he would have known 
if he had been any good in geometry. But he wasn’t. Quixote liked 
the sciences. But the type of science he dabbled in was what he 
labeled “alternate science,” far outside the mainstream.  
 More on that later.  
 Quixote looked at the MeisterSinger on his wrist. The 
timepiece had been a gift from his father. It was 3:20 AM on a 
Thursday night Quixote thought, then corrected himself. Actually, 
it was Friday morning now.  
 A light flashed through the sky far above. Quixote sat up in 
a blink and whipped out a small pair of binoculars, which, oddly 
enough, he routinely carried. The light was flashing and moving in 
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a way no earthly aircraft should have been able to move. It danced 
here and there, helter-skelter, darting up and down, to and fro. It 
was quite the show.  
 It wasn’t long before Quixote realized he was no longer 
alone. The dorm windows surrounding the quad were now lit and 
full of students using their cell phones to record the unidentified 
flying object, the UFO. After about another minute of its perfor-
mance, the light took off like a bat out of hell and shot straight up 
into the sky. If you listened really closely, you could have heard a 
slight boom. A sonic boom. It was the sound barrier being 
breached. Then the UFO was gone. The student body collectively 
applauded, whistled and cheered, then went back to doing whatev-
er it was they were doing at 3:21am on a Friday morning. 
 Before going back inside, one baritone voiced frat brother 
stuck his head out of a window hooping and howling excitedly, 
“KEGGER RAGER!”  
 Quixote smiled to himself. He, like everyone else at the 
university, knew what the UFO’s coming meant. It meant what it 
always meant. Tonight, Friday night, there would be the mother of 
all campus parties. There always was. It was a time-honored tradi-
tion at Rachel State. If there was a sighting on a Thursday night, 
there would be campus-wide parties on Friday night, alien-themed 
parties, complete with shiny tin foil hats, alien-shaped jello shots, 
and glowing green beer.  But then again, that’s what you got when 
you went to school near Area 51. The campus was a hotspot for 
UFO activity. Which, in the students’ minds, instead of visions of a 
doomsday alien invasion, equated to ragers. This gave RSU quite 
the rep as a party school, which didn’t hurt enrollment at all. It ac-
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tually helped. The unofficial slogan of the college was: get your 
rocks off in the desert.  
 Quixote got up. He wasn’t like the rest of the student body. 
Hell, he wasn’t like the rest of humanity. Events beyond his control 
had changed him. Quixote didn’t record the sightings anymore. He 
merely witnessed them for his own edification. Confirmation. 
Nothing more. They aligned with his beliefs. Beliefs forged by the 
event.  
 The sprinklers died around Quixote all at once. Residual 
water dripped off of him in big sparkling droplets. Quixote’s black 
unmanageable locks gave him a shaggy dog look. More so now 
that he was wet and shivering slightly. Quixote was tall and skinny. 
His drenched black Santana concert tee-shirt clung to his narrow 
frame. His soaked saggy jeans sagged even more. His sneakers 
squeaked as he headed back to his dorm: Shawnee. Shawnee Hall 
Residence was the coed dorm where the administration stuck all 
the freaks.  
 Oh yeah, Beauregard Quixote Freidkin was a freak.  
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Chapter Two 

IN THE MIDNITE HOUR THEY CRIED 

 In retrospect, staying out late last night probably wasn’t 
such a good idea in light of the day he had before him, Quixote 
thought moments after the pillow sailed across the dorm room and 
hit him in the head. Upon waking, Quixote sniffed the offending 
pillow without sitting up. “You ever wash this thing? Smells like 
jerky.” Quixote sniffed the pillow again, then sniffed his own 
armpit. “My bad. It’s me.” 
 The pillow slinger, Marley Oppenheimer, chubby with a 
caramel-colored babyface, beard-stubble, and a tee shirt stretched 
like elastic over his small buddha belly that read Don’t Bill Finger 
Me, answered without turning from his desk in an annoying sing-
song cadence, “You’re not gonna be ready in time.” 
 “What time is it, Marley?” Quixote grumbled as he felt 
around for his watch on the nightstand. 
 “Six.” 
 “I’ve only been asleep two and a half hours?” 
 “PM.” 
 Quixote did the math. “Dios mío, over fourteen hours?” He 
quickly got out of bed, still wearing his soggy clothes from last 
night.  
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 “It’s your first program. Aren’t you nervous?” asked Mar-
ley, who sweated constantly and was probably a genius. He knew 
nearly everything there was to know about computers. He had been 
pulling them apart and putting them back together practically since 
he was in diapers. Marley, an avid gamer, had planned on design-
ing next level video games, but upon graduation he was ap-
proached - tapped - by some government types to be part of a 
hush-hush government-sponsored research program being con-
ducted there at the university, while he worked on his Master’s 
Degree and eventual PhD in Applied Mathematical & Computa-
tional Sciences. He had even signed a nondisclosure agreement, so 
he couldn’t tell Quixote very much about his work. But Quixote 
had already done enough snooping around to know it had some-
thing to do with a fully immersible interactive 4D virtual reality 
world on the internet. Quixote, a Journalism & Mass Communica-
tions major studying for his Master’s Degree, always wondered 
what the government would want with something like that. The 
answers his Seussian little mind came up with always sent a cold 
shiver down his spine.  
 Like Quixote, Marley was twenty-three. They were the old-
est college students still living in a dorm on campus. The two of 
them had once sought housing together in tiny Rachel, but the 
town had such an incestuous feel to it between the inbred townies 
and the tight-lipped Area 51 employees that they were just too 
creeped out. Quixote and Marley decided to stay on campus, con-
vincing themselves that’s where all the action was. They weren’t 
wrong, unless you counted Area 51. 
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 Quixote showered, for once, and dressed in his normal 
everyday regalia: a rock related black tee-shirt, worn out jeans and 
suede Adidas sneakers. Today’s tee featured David Bowie from the 
movie The Man Who Fell to Earth. Not having run a comb or 
brush through his hair in a good long while, Quixote practically 
had dreadlocks. Rounding out this distinct disheveled look were a 
pair of dark tinted Ray-Ban sunglasses which Quixote wore day in, 
day out, year-round. They were, however, prescription. If he only 
had a mullet, he would have looked like a time-traveler straight 
from 1982. 
 Quixote was in a hurry, hefting a weighted down backpack 
and pushing two crates of record albums on a small wooden cart 
that squeaked, until he finally arrived at the university radio sta-
tion. When he walked in, Eugene Hubert, the fifty-five year-old 
communications professor who ran the station and handled pro-
gramming, looked at Quixote, then at the crates of records.    
 “What the hell is that?” 
 “Records, Professor Hubert,” Quixote explained following 
Hubert’s gaze. “LPs to be more accurate. Stands for long play.” 
 “I know what the hell that means.” Professor Hubert 
seemed to like saying the world hell a lot when dealing with 
Quixote. “What the hell are they doing here?” 
 “My show’s retro, right?” 
 “Yeah,” Professor Hubert responded warily, “Eighties mu-
sic format.” 
 “Specifically the early Eighties. And I want to be as authen-
tic as possible. Vinyl just sounds so much more organic than CDs.  
Heartfelt, that’s the word. I believe the true emotions of the artists 
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can be felt much more in an analog medium. My audience will feel 
it. It’ll be like they’re there.” 
 “Where?” 
 “The height of it all, 1983. Closest thing to a time warp 
there is.” 
 “Stop talking about the Eighties like it was Haight-Ashbury 
in the Sixties.”  
 “Woo, the holy grail of Hippiedom!” Quixote proclaimed in 
awe. 
 The professor softened a bit at Quixote’s admiration and 
seeming knowledge of that epoch. “Glad to see someone under 
fifty who knows what that was. Okay—the early Eighties, in its 
own strange way, was magic,” Professor Hubert said as his jaded 
facade momentarily fell away and he was spiritually transported 
back. “It was fun. The hopelessness of the Seventies gave way to a 
more hopeful way to rail against the system while having a great 
time doing it. Then the AIDS epidemic hit around ’84 and the party 
was over.” The professor held up a stiff finger, then slowly let it go 
limp. 
 Quixote took advantage of the professor’s pause and 
chimed in, “Exactly! See, the Sixties was this revolution of new 
ideas, new thoughts on how to live that rejected the dogma of the 
conformist Fifties. When those dreams couldn’t sustain them-
selves, we had the Seventies, which had everything the Sixties had 
except the ideology. The youth were jaded. The early Eighties 
brought the hope back. There was no ideology, just an innocent 
exuberance and outlook on life. They were beautifully naive. The 
Eighties were essentially made of two halves: pre-AIDS and post-
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AIDS. My show deals with ’80 through ’83, the best part. I wrote a 
paper about it. Got an A.” 
 “Good for you, kid. Just remember one thing: the early 
Eighties were a lot like the Sixties. Those who were really there 
don’t remember a whole helluva lot, if you get my drift. And those 
who say they do are damn liars.” 
 “Razor.” 
 “Anyway, I’m sure I have a dusty old record player in the 
back, somewhere.” 
 Quixote, squirming out of his backpack, stopped Eugene 
Hubert. “No need, Professor.” The college student pulled out two 
shiny silver record players. 
 “Why you need two?” 
 “Wheels of steel, my man. Constant play. Fade in, fade out. 
Wax on, wax off.” 
 “I have no idea what the hell you’re talking about.” Profes-
sor Hubert sighed. “Whatever. Just show up on time every Friday 
night. Midnight to two is a coveted time slot. Remember, you flake 
on me or bomb, I got a waiting list.” 
 “Absolutely,” Quixote responded.  
 The professor couldn’t decide if Quixote was being flippant 
or not. “Keys are on the desk. Turn everything off before you lock 
up. I’ve got papers to grade.” With Professor Hubert ‘papers to 
grade’ was code for drinking himself half-blind on a Friday night. 
“Don’t ever become a professor, Quixote.” Hubert, already on his 
way out, stopped at the door. “Eighties retro music—what’s the 
other theme of your show? Sumthin’ ‘bout horror stories?”  
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 Quixote quietly corrected the Professor, “Urban legends of 
the internet.” 
 “Oh hell,” Professor Hubert said as he exited. He gave 
Quixote’s show about two weeks before dismal ratings tanked it 
and drove the stinker off the air.  

 Quixote glanced at the clock on the wall. Two minutes to 
midnight. His heartbeat was racing. His hands were shaking un-
controllably. Tiny beads of sweat were running down his forehead. 
Quixote gripped the metal microphone that hung inches away from 
his mouth and adjusted it. He had adjusted it fifteen times already. 
Quietly he said to himself, “Get a grip, Quixote. You’ve got one 
chance to make a first impression. Don’t blow it. Exude confi-
dence.” 
 Quixote’s hand hovered over the on-air switch as he 
watched the digital clock count down to midnight. Then he pressed 
it.  
 Something within Quixote seemed to change at that mo-
ment.  
 “For all you esteemed students of academia here at Rachel 
State University tuning in to hear Johnny Quinn’s Pop Rock Cir-
cus, I just wanted to let you in on the bad news:  Deejay Johnny is 
off the air indefinitely. Seems he caught a nasty case of mono, 
a.k.a. the kissing disease, from his loose-lipped GF and has to take 
the rest of the semester off on doctor’s advice.” Quixote’s voice 
was now like black velvet, smooth, dark, and slightly chilling. 
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 The reaction across campus was immediate. One girl in a 
dorm room full of students playing beer pong, turned the radio up 
as Quixote continued. This response spread like wildfire through 
the dorms. It was playing in the student lounge as well. More stu-
dents started to tune in and listen, not sure what they were listening 
to. However, they could feel the winds of change were in the air. 
Good or bad, this wasn’t going to be just any old radio program 
with any old college deejay wannabe. 

 “My name is Beauregard Quixote Freidkin. I know, quite a 
mouthful. You can call me Quixote. The name of my show is the 
Midnite Review and, as they say, we’ll be kicking it old school—
early Eighties style with songs of Rock, Hip Hop, Punk, Funk, 
New Wave and Rap. I also may engage your gin-pickled minds 
with true life tales of the macabre. But first—” Quixote turned on a 
record. Music began. “Let’s start things off right with Billy Idol 
doing a little rebel yelling ‘cause—In the midnight hour, they cried 
more, more—” 
 Quixote turned up the music, sat back and took a deep 
breath, his heart racing. He held his trembling hand up in front of 
his face and actually laughed.  

 In one dorm room, while being powerballed in a creaky 
bed by a sweaty football player, one buxom co-ed reached over 
and turned up the radio. “With a rebel yell they cried—” 

 The clock on the wall now read: 1:11 AM. Joan Jett’s I 
Love Rock ‘n Roll was playing. Quixote leaned forward, close to 
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the microphone. “Let’s slows things down a bit.” He changed the 
records on the two turntables. “A little ambient electronica by Van-
gelis from the score of one of my personal fave cult films Blade 
Runner.” As the music faded up, Quixote continued. “Here’s a fun 
little-known fact. I’m from California. A sleepy little beach town 
far from the rich pristine beaches of Malibu or Santa Monica. Grit-
ty working-class Santa Cruz, home to the poor and the homeless. 
You know, the place where teenage vampires congregated for end-
less partying and blood-sucking in the movie The Lost Boys. Well 
Santa Cruz is where they filmed it, although in the movie the name 
was changed to the fictitious town of Santa Carla. Fun little-known 
fact number two: the original premise of the movie was that Peter 
Pan, the boy who never grew up, was a vampire. Yes sir, wrap your 
totally stoned brains around that. Santa Cruz, my home. Where I 
misspent my youth. That’s where I developed my strange obses-
sions. Obsessions you’re gonna learn all about in due time.”   
 Quixote segued into the record that sat on the second 
turntable. The vinyl started slowly, reflecting beams of light. A new 
song began to play. 
 “Now, a little Boomtown Rats for you.” Quixote almost 
giggled. He was having fun. His nervousness was dissipating with 
every passing moment. It was exciting. It was a rush. And he was 
hooked. 
 Quixote was a natural. 

 A freshman co-ed lay passed out on the sidewalk while a 
breeze blew the front of her skirt up over her hips, revealing red 
satin lace underwear. She still had a red plastic cup of glowing 
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green ale in her hand. Her girlfriend, throwing up into a nearby 
garbage can, stopped to take note of the music that was playing out 
of an overhead campus speaker. Quixote’s voice cut through the 
night like a knife, “The song—I Don’t Like Mondays. Then again, 
who does?” The girl on the pavement sat up in an instant - like Ja-
son in Friday The Thirteenth - and raised her cup in the air as she 
squealed, “BEER AND ALIENS, muthafuckahs!” 
 This prompted her barfy girlfriend to projectile vomit clear 
liquid simultaneously through her nose and mouth.  

 After the song, Quixote once again mixed in music scoring 
from a film. The music was dark, psychedelic, disturbing; just the 
way he liked it.  
 “This is the music score by ’70s German rock band Tanger-
ine Dream for the spell-binding movie Sorcerer. Like a tab of acid 
for your ears. It was director William Friedkin’s - sorry, no relation 
- follow up to his massive hit The Exorcist, inspired by the real-life 
exorcism of Roland Doe. Sorcerer flopped at the box-office, per-
haps due to the fact the studio didn’t make clear that it wasn’t a 
horror film. Sadly, many people thought it was, due to the title.” 
 Quixote looked around. Realizing he was all alone in the 
radio station, he shrugged, lit a joint, and started smoking. Rings of 
cannabis smoke wafted around his head like a crown. “Now for a 
little mind-fucking. Did you know the song I Don’t Like Mondays 
is based off of a real-life murder spree? On Monday morning, Jan-
uary 29th, 1979, a sixteen-year-old girl named Brenda Spencer 
took a Ruger 10/22 semi-automatic .22 caliber rifle and began fir-
ing into the school yard of the elementary school across the street 
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from her home. She killed the principal, a custodian, and injured 
eight children.” Quixote sat up dramatically, the joint dangling 
from his lips. “But, here’s the interesting thing about it. When po-
lice arrested the teenage girl and asked her why she did it, Brenda 
Spencer’s only chillingly calm response was, ‘I don’t like Mon-
days.’ To this day, Brenda Spencer has never offered any other ex-
planation for her actions.”  
 Quixote pulled another vinyl record out of its jacket and 
slipped it on a turntable as he offered the following to his listeners, 
“Remember, I am going to alter your vision of reality—just a 
little.” 
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Chapter Three 

BEER & ALIENS 

 It was only 2:47 AM and the campus was already spiraling 
out of control. 
 Quixote had signed off the air and was headed back to his 
dorm. After much deliberating, he decided to leave his precious 
turntables and records at the radio station. They were under lock 
and key in his designated locker there. On the way back to 
Shawnee, Quixote passed Fraternity Row, where the Greek system 
was alive and well and in full swing. Frat brothers in silver tin-foil 
hats chugged green beer and did bong hits. Inside and out, mainly 
white male and female students gyrated to hardcore gangster rap 
courtesy of NWA, Straight Outta Compton to be exact. Quixote 
paused to appreciate the irony of it all. He marveled that he was the 
only one who did. Kids who grew up mostly in upper middle class 
white households, who had nearly every advantage in life were 
throwing up their hands and chanting the angry lyrics of the racial-
ly marginalized and disenfranchised. College kids who wouldn’t 
go near the African American kids Quixote grew up with around 
the way, celebrated Black rappers from the same mean streets. 
 When campus police arrived and politely asked the students 
to turn down the music, the frat deejay deviously put on Fuck Tha 
Police and cranked the music all the way up, sticking the speakers 
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out the windows. Quixote, who had a philosophical soul, thought 
about how college students on campuses across American had once 
risked their lives to stand up to police, military, and government on 
fundamental issues of human rights. And here, this student’s only 
act of relevance was to pump up the volume for the sake of getting 
his groove on.  
 Quixote smiled sadly. Dylan was right. “The times they are 
a changin’.” Only it didn’t seem like they were changing for the 
good. Throughout his high school years, Quixote often sought out 
documentaries about the Sixties and other eras. He would sit cross-
legged on the floor in the dark and let himself be transported back 
to a time and place he had never been, through the faces of the kids 
on the screen. He wondered what they had been thinking and feel-
ing at that exact moment. Quixote often wished he had been a child 
of another time: the Sixties, the Eighties, hell, even the Seventies. 
It’s not that Quixote hated the modern-day world. He just felt like 
kids today were pod people, surgically attached to their cell phones 
at the ear, virulent junkies to social media. It was not lost on 
Quixote that with virtually all of mankind’s knowledge available at 
ones’ fingertips courtesy of the Information Superhighway, the 
most popular videos were porn and fart humor.   
 What did that say about the world? 
 Quixote shook these weird musings out of his head and 
thought that he had better stop thinking like this. Nobody thought 
like this. It wasn’t healthy. Maybe these were the thoughts Brenda 
Spencer had when she lifted her rifle and fired into a crowd of 
children.  
 Stop it right now, Quixote thought to himself angrily. 
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That was the thing that scared Quixote the most, ending up like 
someone like Brenda Spencer. A cautionary tale of how one ran-
dom act could send someone’s life down a very dark blackhole 
from which there was no escape.  
 Quixote managed to push these peculiar notions back down 
where they belonged and started to move on, when something hap-
pened that had never happened in his whole collegiate life: Two 
pretty sorority girls smiled at him. Quixote had to catch himself to 
keep from looking over his shoulder to see if they were smiling at 
someone behind him. One girl giggled and whispered in her 
friend’s ear. To his disbelief, Quixote thought he heard the word 
cute. Just when it looked like this exchange was going to escalate 
into a full-blown conversation, the moment was ruined. A frat rat 
ran out into the crowd wearing a rubber alien mask and a rather 
large glowing green strap-on dildo. The side of the deeply disturb-
ing protuberance read: alien probe. Quixote moved on.   

 As he wandered down the hill that led to the apartment 
complex which was the main bulk of off-campus housing, Quixote 
paused again. The parties there were in full swing as well. But 
there was one apartment in particular among the apartment com-
plexes that always had the best parties. Only, the weirdos who 
lived there didn’t even attend school at the university. They was a 
group of Deadheads - people who follow the Grateful Dead (al-
though they were now called Dead & Company) from concert 
venue to concert venue. It is was a fringe community at best. This 
particular tribe, five in total, had been driving cross country to a 
concert in Vegas when their motor-home broke down near campus. 
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Having just enough money to rent a cheap apartment while they 
worked on fixing the engine of their motor home, Chucky and 
Mona - the unacknowledged leaders of the tribe - made cash 
throwing the best parties off campus at five bucks a pop admission 
and selling weed, ecstasy, and acid on the side. Pot had recently 
made a big comeback on college campuses. The Deadheads’ best 
sellers were the wildly popular strains notoriously known as Girl 
Scout Cookies and Bruce Banner. Chucky, Mona, and their tribe 
had been at Rachel for six months now. They had managed to re-
pair their motorhome three months ago, but were making such a 
killing in the pharmaceutical industry (they were quite literally the 
only game in town) that they decided to stay awhile longer. 
Chucky once told Quixote, “At this rate, by summer, we’ll have 
enough money to follow the dead for a good five years.” 
 But perhaps the most amazing thing about these Deadheads 
was that the party literally never ended. At 6:00 AM on a Monday 
morning, you could walk into their pad to find fresh kegs of beer, a 
kitchen table full of munchies, a couch full of stoners passing 
around a bong, and the music of the Grateful Dead permeating the 
three-bedroom apartment. Of course, it wasn’t always the Dead. 
Sometimes it was Hendrix, Santana, or the Doors. Quixote sincere-
ly admired their dedication to the party lifestyle. It took enormous 
stamina and commitment.  
 For once, Quixote was going to bypass the party and head 
back to his dorm, when he heard Mona call out, “Quixote!” 
 Quixote looked over to see Chucky and Mona sitting on the 
front porch rocking back and forth gently on a hanging bench 
swing. Chucky had his arm around Mona, who was snuggled up 

!23



against him, her head on his shoulder. Quixote envied Chucky. The 
couple were devoted to each other, always in sync. Both were 
wearing green alien antennas. 
 Chucky waved Quixote over. It was quiet out there at the 
edge of campus, where the desert bled out beyond.  
 “Hey, Chucky. Hey, Mona.” 
 “Hey, Quixote,” Mona said in her sexy stoned fashion. 
Behind Chucky and Mona the apartment walls shook, pulsating to 
electric music with a relentlessly driving beat. 
 “Techno?” Quixote cocked an eyebrow in surprise. 
 “Electronica,” Chucky corrected him. “And, on occasion, I 
bow to the will of the people. As long as they’re paying. And I 
know you weren’t gonna jus’ walk by one of my parties without 
stopping in and having at least una cerveza.” 
 “Yeah, man. That would be uncool,” Mona agreed. 
 “I mean, we know you’re a big star and all now, but don’t 
forget the little people who knew you back when,” Chucky said 
with a wink and a nod.  
 “Wait, what?” Confused, Quixote rephrased his question, 
“What are you talking about?” 
 “Duh,” Mona said. “We heard your radio program.” 
 “Really?” Quixote asked incredulously. 
 “Of course, muthafuckah,” Chucky confirmed. “You’ve 
been tellin’ us you were gonna be on the air for weeks.”  
 “It’s just—I didn’t think anyone would be listening, it being 
Friday night and all and with the UFO parties.”  
 Chucky shook his head, flashing his shit-eating grin. With a 
ragged goatee that ended in a point and his boyish good looks, he 
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reminded Quixote of a young, redheaded Errol Flynn. “You kid-
ding, man?” Chucky looked from Quixote to Mona back to 
Quixote in semi-serious astonishment. 
 “Somebody actually heard me?” 
 “No, man,” Mona responded as she stood up ebulliently, 
“Everybody heard you.” 
 “Truth be told, internet has been spotty all night, kinda a 
throwback to the insufferable dial-up days. So students went low-
tech and tuned into your hoopla. The whole damn campus. People 
been call us all night, askin’ if we’re listening,” Chucky added. 
“Either way, still a win. You’ve got the people hooked. They’ll be 
back for more next Friday night for damn sure. You, my geeky 
friend, are the very definition of a hit.” 
 “That Santa Cruz Lost Boys shit had all the bros pumped,” 
Mona explained. “And that story about the girl on a rampage, man, 
that had every co-ed listening reliving their terrifying hormonal 
early teen years for sure. Very hot.” 
 Whenever Mona said “very hot,” Quixote felt a tingle in his 
jeans. Mona was a dark brunette with startling eyes, a dreamy 
voice that oozed sensuality without trying, and a pixie frame that 
still had enough curves to put a smile on a young man’s face. She 
may have only been twenty - Chucky was twenty-four - but Mona 
was the epitome of a hippie. Like Quixote, she had merely been 
born five decades too late. The radio star sat down on the porch 
railing as Mona retrieved more beers from inside and stuck a red 
plastic cup in his hand. 
 “The very finest pilsner Rachel has to offer,” Mona said.   
Mona also home-brewed beer on the side. Chucky and Mona 
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called her creation Dreamland. Quixote strongly suspected 
cannabis was a main ingredient.    
 “Thanks, Mona.” Quixote’s head was beginning to spin at 
the thought that students had tuned in. “So people were actually 
listening.” He took a healthy swig as he digested the news. 
 “People are always listening, my man. Nuthin’ new. But 
you got the people excited. And that, my friend, is rare.” Chucky 
stopped rocking and leaned forward. “Only an utter madman 
would have dreamed up a radio program that combined Eighties 
retro vinyl with urban legend. Pure genius.” 
 “Just seemed like a natural combination to me, like a 
peanut butter and sardine sandwich.” 
 There was a moment of quiet as Mona studied Quixote’s 
face before declaring, “You’re a liar, Quixote. That’s the first time 
you ever lied to me.” 
 “Whaa—what?” 
 “This wasn’t jus’ some good idea you thought up one night 
in the bathtub while smokin’ a doobie. This has been inside you for 
a long time, percolating, eating at you, looking for an outlet. This 
idea was born of pain and personal experience,” Mona said in an 
almost altered state. 
 “Listen to her, Quixote. She’s one fifth Sioux and comes 
from a long line of medicine men.” 
 “And women,” Mona added. “They were the most power-
ful.” 
 Chucky sat back and began rocking again as he thought 
more about Quixote’s show. “Midnite Review—mind-blowing, 
man. Visionary stuff.” 
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 “I jus’ thought it was a good way to pass the time,” Quixote 
said as he stood up and finished his beer. 
 “Again, a lie.” 
 “Nothing is ever just, Quixote,” Chucky stated solemnly. 
 “You can lie to yourself, Quixote. But I know you did this 
for a reason,” Mona said, still examining Quixote with her eyes.  
 “What reason?” Quixote asked, slightly more defensive 
than he had meant. 
 Mona hesitated, then decided to speak her mind. “Maybe 
you don’t wanna be the guy in the straitjacket.” 
 Quixote flinched.   
 The sexy Mona had hit close to home. 
 “Food for thought,” Chucky added.   
 “Well, I should be going. Good night, Mona. Good night, 
Chucky,” Quixote said in a fog as he seemed to float off with the 
night.  
 Before he drifted too far, Mona called after him, “And for 
the record, Quixote—you’re a very old soul”  
 Quixote paused and turned back, “Old soul?” 
 “Lotta lives behind you.” 

 When Quixote arrived exhausted back at his dorm room, he 
found Marley still hunched over his desk where he had left him.  
 “Good show, Quixote,” Marley said without turning 
around, still focused on his work, which seemed to require intense 
concentration. 
 “You listened too?” 
 “Course I did.”  

!27



 The way his roommate stated the compliment made 
Quixote’s journalistic gut suddenly kick in. “Heard the internet was 
on the crapper tonight. In and out.”  
 “Really? Hadn’t noticed.” Marley’s response was a little 
too causal.  
 As Quixote dropped onto his back in his bed, he said, “Al-
most as if someone had interrupted the internet here on campus on 
purpose.” 
 “Interesting theory, Quixote,” Marley said one hundred 
percent still fixated on whatever he was doing on his laptop. “But 
without facts, it’s just a theory.” 
 The silence between them was calming. It lasted for a 
minute.  
 “Anyway, thanks—in theory,” Quixote said as his eyes 
closed.  
 Quixote was already sound asleep by the time Marley said, 
“You’re welcome—in theory.”

!28


