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Chap†er One
d Ashley, custodian level two, Portland State University,
made a mistake on Saturday, a few minutes before 2:37 a.m.
He always worked the shift from 6:30 p.m. to 3:00 a.m., and
he’d worked with determination Friday night and on into early
Saturday.
He had almost finished his assigned duties for the week. Ed
had cleaned most of the Student/Faculty Health Club; the men’s
showers were all that remained to do.
Ed bopped along to music on his headset and pushed his cart
across the gymnasium floor. He felt good; he glanced up at the
clock and saw that he was ahead of schedule. He could almost
feel the warmth of Tammy’s body when later that early morning
he’d crawl into bed next to her.
Steam drifted and obscured the entrance as he pushed his
cart toward the tile floor at the entrance to the men’s locker
room. Ed jerked his headset off when he heard shouts, laughter,
and the unmistakable sound of water running in the men’s
showers. What the hell was going on now? Ed didn’t need any
student bullshit at this time of morning; he’d worked all week,
and it was almost time to go home for the weekend.
Charlie, the lead custodian, always said, “I know you’re
young, big as a house and full of piss and vinegar, but, don’t
screw around. If you run into anything out of the ordinary, use
your radio and call Security.” Ed thought about making a call;
he had the handheld radio in his hand ready to go. People in the
showers after 2:00 a.m. was definitely out of the ordinary. He
took a deep breath, put the radio and headset away, and pushed
ahead toward the entrance to the showers. He just wanted to get
the hell out of there and didn’t need any hassle, so he’d just bust
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in and chase the idiots out of the showers. There would be no
paperwork and all-night investigation this time. He’d learned his
lesson the only time he called for help, and as a result, didn’t get
home until noon the next day.
Gritting his teeth, Ed marched into the humid heat of the
shower room, his equipment cart out in front plowing through
steam. He stopped in his tracks, stunned by the sight of two
naked men, one on his knees in front of the other; Ed recognized
him as the new art professor. The nude professor gazed upward
and gave out a frenzied yelp just as Ed recognized that the other
naked man was the Dean of Fine Arts, Albert Smithers.
Before he had time to think, Ed bellowed, “What the hell?”
and then panicked; he swung the cart around and bolted from
the building. He hesitated at the bellowed command: “Get back
here you,” and then scuttled to the change room.
Ed grabbed his lunch pail, clocked out, and ran beneath the
maple trees to his parked car. No one saw his frantic flight. He
was the last one to leave Saturday morning. His time card was
stamped 2:37 a.m.
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