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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

1. ¢KAy3a FNB oNBF1AYy3IX

His parents had saved, saved, saved to seoH fdi Wharton Schopivhere he did

okay, but nothing totalk @ 2 dzii 2 @S NJ 0 NA RG@POkay HedarkQia b A O] R?2
oLyl a2YSOKAYy3 (2 R2 ¢gAGK Y2NI3IAF3ISad 52Sa
check twice a month and supports his family.

Actually, Nick was rather bored. Smiling made his face hulNBd.J2 NIi SR KA & GRSl
monthly, and beyond his base he got a monthly emolument. When the bank

YIylFr3aSN)l g2dz R OFff KAY Ay Y2yGKte& FT2NJ KAa 6
response to the limp handshake he got. The mere press of it brought down another

wawe of depression. He sometimes thought back on the one English class he had

SOSNI GF1SyZ FYR FNRBRY 6KAOK KS KIR 2yfe GlF S8
would he could sit down in the middle of the lobby, between the high writing tables

that contained tte deposit slips, withdrawal slips, and the texfs declaring the

latest mortgage interest rates! Just sit there and mutter: | prefer not to.

¢tKS KAIK LRAyi(Ga Ay KAaAa fATS 6SNB (KS aSESOo
seminar, a nearby motel with&ry i SR 02y FSNBYy OS NR2Y F2NJ aidSlI
GKA& ¢l & KAa FlI@2NAGSO GKS 2LIRNIdzyade G2 |
courses at places like the Kellogg School, or Harvard. Here he would meet others like

KAY® ¢KSe& O2dzZ R eiygBavaueshbijes or thip Bwayi alfindng (1 K

new job opportunities, anything to move on! And so all these friends and

conspirators joined Linketth and wrote each other very complimentary job

recommendations, and thanked each other profusely by teleph@here, in that

environment one couldéver[wags head side to sidapout coming up on a warm

beach where there was fresh air and no tlour traffic commute, the blue sky, the

real blue sky, not the one from the team building bratorming sessions, ndisky

rolls and no stale coffee. Well, that was when they brought in the group hypnotist to

teach relaxation and sedissurance.

¢tKS YSyQa NB2Y 6Fa &AGNIGSaIAOlLtte LXIFOSR ySE
was known that he occasionally timed peopleem he sawthemy$ i SNJ 6 KS YSy Qa
room with a newpaper (no one would attempt a lok). So wien the iPod finally

appeared, Nickould enter without being thed and read or executdriked-in

RdziAS&8® hyS RFEe& Ay KA& LISNB2Y laFredia AyySNI &l y
LISNE2Y AY G(KS {AfAO2yS +hffSe sK2 1SLIG I OGA
G680 FIATED t SNKI LK (KSe O2dd R &t L) 82YSGKAY

debate? In factpn FacebookiNick had noticed that people would go on and on
every day about the same things, especially politiesed was a tehie, so he really

O 2 dzf R yddyiideaddahes than to create a kind of fu® FacebookWell, the
barriers to entry were low, at least for a prototype site. But then what? How would
we getpeople to move away from their comfort zone (=give us money)?

The solution came as Nick sat on the couch with his @iémdaafter the kids,
Errol7) and Wendy(10) went to bed and they were watching an interview\dn
¢KS YIN]SOAyYy3 aigastiisaad@eyisthg @mpaniy s LINR
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

responding tahe most often asked questionir8e no one pays attention to
advertisements, why do you bother? Can you actually measurengsults? The
guru was about 35very tall, big shoulders and hands, and anpireently bald head,
shaved and polished just so. His face was afflicted by a permanairk that lmked
like it was backed by Botox.

Well, Joel, | get that a lot. You see, the funny thing is that people really do

dzy RSNARGI YR GKIFG AdG ¢62Njaz odzi GKSe&@ R2yQi
what you justsaid soyou canseeitmywagzB FANBRGZ f SGQa 2dza
constant statisttal studies that prove advertising works. Just go to our site,
www.gimmyideas.conand we have a whole page of pointers to these

studies, as well as a few studies of our own, just for samples.

At this point he make one of those shig¢ating shakes of his head he probably
learned from James Carville or someone like that.

Joelthe-interviewer has let him utter these entire sentences without interruption,
but now he has to earn his keep by interjecting something cagent

2Sff eSa LQ@®S aSSy aidzRASa o0SF¥2NB odzi y:
AYDGENRLFIOote O02YSa 2dzi FIF@2Nro6ftS G2 GKS |
|

the first place

A slight tick of the head and a bearing down of the eyelids radiates théripiing
mediacommie lmk, but then the guru formulates the following compassionate
response:

Well | see how it calmok like a vicious circle and | know people always think

LIS2 L)X S dzaS adradAradAada G2 tAST az fSGQa |
chasing that rabbit. Now we can forget the statistics and move on to

something more convincing.

You said people ignore advertising, rigitRay They think they do. But
actually they are beinblown upand minedby our modern techniques.
When did ya take yur last business clags, high school? About 1975
right? And what did they say was the purpose of advertising?

w2Sty 2Sftfzx dKFdG glayQid vYeée fFad odzaraySaa Of
Advertising is intended to clearly demonstrate the exaadke of product, and also to
inform the consumer about updated or enhanced capabilities!

DdzNHzY , S&z GKIFGiQa SEFOGfe& NRARIKGEZ odzi 2F O2d
school, because they are still teaching the same things today. Why? Bebangse

KI Sy Qi OKIy3aSR SEOSLIi GKSNB IINB y26 flsa |
let me be Socratic with you, Joel, and ask how well that works?

W28ty 1a L al aBiegdingwiRsi§2 y Qi @ 2 KSNB
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

Guu: WellJoe|] we have to go back to picture and frame, ground and subject. You

see, the viewer o Vis there for some sort of excitement. Their lives are very dull

and they want the vicarious adventures of sin, violence, sex, drugs, adtitery,

moral rockets for tkir suppressed egos, so they are wingen to perceiving AN-

THINGb2 2yS Aa ¢ 0OKAYy3I GKSY 6 leie@discusK A & & ( dzF -
publicly, exceptamong chumsAnd then, every few minutes the show is traversed

by a set of ads, to which theyeaentirely numb. But what happens? The gates are

open. If the ad has routine objectives, such as you described, the ad period may

pass entirely unnoticed, but not unseen. The last thing we want to do is get their
FGaGSYydAz2yH LGQa rmpANORIftBeTd i§ dctyally infetestinglad in G KS  LJdz
the Rose Bowl game every year, they will watch for theimdsderto be amused.

CKIG NBFffe INRLISE GKS aLR2NIa 62NIR 0SOIl dza €
And it gripes the advertisers because theyé to pay ransom prices for the time

knowing full well that the customers are only looking for something amusing or

clever, not part of their regular scheme. Watching their money go down the drain is

fA1S 61 GSNI) (2N dzZNB |y R mpetti%dosiRod ¢f Gagdingy 228 0 S A
to earnthese ratingskudos.But they all feel they have to play or they are nothing.

LNR Yy A OButin @yt QUi eAsi K 0 Q&  (WKSs n®&i Siing to vdste i a K2 6 &
the most money on advertising, kind of commercigbotlatch,which simply gets

the message ut to the advertisers that advertiserwsill still have to pay through

nose for information customers are laughing too harctmsume.

Joe: B KX o0dzi GKS | Ra GKS NBXad 2stupidiakdS &SI NJ R2
2FGSYy R2YyNARIKG AyadzZ Ga 2 SOSNR2ySQa AyasSt
Guru: Ractly!ButtK S 3 1Sa INB 2LISyH ¢KIGQa ¢gKeé 6S | N
especiallywhen we are worthless. The mowvee fail to deliver on the dull messages

of advertising the better. Jogix pack says: Honey, did you see that stupid ad? Or,

KSeé 1 2ySeéesx ¢glayQid GKIFIG RSYSIyAy3da G2 62YSyK
FR YIS lye aSyasS 4 Ffft (G2 @&2dK 2SStttz 5SI N
R2y Qi aS8S (KS LJ2takgitioh mateSxfnfinut@of sodndkandS  { 2

not fast enough, | might miss some of the gariéhute, my foot! There are always

at least 5 minutes of advertising. The gates are open for fear of missing some

FROSY G dzNE>X S@Sy AT skid dcund @needinies and iéaWekaA y 3 |/ | F
cloud of snoke. Oh the fantasy of being alone in the world and able to drive like

that in a city everyone has left! Hahlk about strange!

Joel: | never thought about it like that!

Finally the ads cut imnd Nick isble to talk tohis wifeGlenda.Out of spite, he turns
off the TV.

LGQa Fff O02YS (23SHKSNI F2N) Y@ehofrihg R & | 2 dz
from Californigas if this had already happenedljle were talking about howe

both feel dead in our jof. He feels like he only exists to be called in the middle of

0KS yAIK(G 0SOFdzaS ENBRYLWz@ 8HI LAYQlH F2a MY ¥P3d
thought | should start some sort of financial services business and he could handle
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

my IT. Financial services sss? Really? Not brilliant. Not new. Not unique. No.

LQY GKAY1lAy3d L &adK2dzZ R R2 &42YSUKAYy3d Fdzyz Y2N
Internet. The idea started coming to me about a week ago. | really think social

networking will be the next wave for realsuccessful people. Glenda! Why are you

GFr1Ay3 GKS RAAKS&a 2dzi 2F (GKS RAAK 41 aKSNJ y7?
FdzidzNE KSNBH L R2y QG O02YS K2YS FSStAy3a fA] 8
stare into oncoming traffic like@ an oppoti dzy A 1 @ ® D2 Rnott@®@Yaten n X 0 dzi A

yet! The kids in fourth grade and sixjhade are perfect for a move to the coast

where | can get venture capital for our new business. We can multiply our
Ay@SaidaySyia o0& L R2y Qi | y®dNekad statWitOK> o6& M7
what we have, build a prototype of the produamdthen go for capital. After a few
@8SINAR 4SS aStf 2dzi 2NJ Lth FyR oFy3aH 2SQNB (K
GKS O02tftS3S 2F UKSAN) OK2AOSH EhglaRilikky OS (K

you always wanted to do. You could take those art courses at the National Gallery!

Ah, the land of Guinness!

Glendail hope you never go into marketing.S 4 Qa 61 6 OK G(KS ySg
bed.

Q)¢
<
Py

Feeling very high, Nick suggests they skip thespe@nd the hand goes up, almost in
his face.

Dt SYRFY 2Stf bAOlX tSGQa atSSLI 2y Aldo 2
skipTV L QY GANBRT L KI @S G2 GSIOK (G2Y2NNER
pisshead kid brought in his parents to storthe Principal. They were upset | sent

the little prick to detention, or, as we now politely call it, afsrhool (teacher

dzy LI ARO GAYS 2dzid L ySSR (2 3IalouthfS R26Yy @
fAFS® b2 bAO1Z LQY GANBR YR ySSR Yeé af

S Ot
po ¢

l.j
J4

w»
w»
-

Sothe next morning Nick gets up before the rooster to start his-tveor commute

into Philly. Glenda sees him walking out the bedroom door and ¥8sQ NB vy 2 (i
Y2@QAy3ad 2SQff OFf1 | Jteddiackiindoyhe @lkvisvhile y R G KSy
pulling the blanket up securely over her shoulder.

.dziH X b2F bAOl:E LQtt Grf] G2 e2dz G2yAIKGD

A screeching of tires is heard as he pulls afs@y the house, blasting the Bela
Boys. On the way to the eventumlitomaticparkingwrack, he turns his whole
YSFEYyAy3tSaa tAFS 20SNIAYy KAa KSIRo |
Y2NYAY3I LI LISNY IS SyiSNa GKS a9 ESOdz
ai22ft o L GQafashighSd dihers thatkhava Scudekilihg above the
counter with polished aluminum plates and pseudo rivets that were built to carry
over the airplandook so dear to the public still nostalgic for tisecond World War.
The floor iscoveredwith white inlaid ceramic chiets. Thids hisfunky experience
for the day, a place his more chidualleagues wouldever find him. Here he
devourshis thick baconfried eggsover greasyand English muffin withoney and
butter. He never sayanything as Rush Limbaugh droro#s screaming now and

S 2
A y

> Qx

A
@S 5
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

again in the background. Sotime fatal minute hand approaches the 12 and he has

to move.Mastication hago stop.Hedoesm (i

buy it the next day when thirgin his life areleare.

YA&dal ()6 8 gRabablikIS Qf €

At the close of businesiis descption of the day was still blankon his automatic
rail, he stridego the mechanical garage only to see a sign:

SorryFor Our Mechanical Distress!
Repairs In Progress

Will Reopen By 9:00 PM

Now he would call Glenda and tell her he was stuck, which he was. He would be
alone for four hours. Glenda suggested he just stay over until the morning, but Nick

RARY Qi 61y

(2 Wdzal 62N]AY

3 YR y2d 32Ay3

very keerny. Going to a bar was not an option as the parts of the city where bars
stay open were too dangerous at night, and besides, he had to drive. Stores were

2dzaid Of 2aAy3
the kind oneisinW Sy

FYR KS RARY QU

YSSR IyedKAyId |

2yS GONBFGaég 2ySasStF G2 | 3I22R
disliked what he was feeling, the interruption of the inexorable routines that

Kordagujineed his numbness, so to stay numb until 9:00 he went back to the funky

diner, which of course was owd by a Greek, waited by his daughters, and served

breakfast or lunch or dinner or just some of those rhiigh pastries that were good

Fd Fye GAYS® IS ySSRSR 02YF
mashed potatoes and peas, comfort fodslood enough. From the moment he
finished his key lime pie, he continued to drink coffee anelc&ithings out on his

iPod At 8:55 he arose to get his car. At 11:45 he pulled in the driveway. He house
was dark. He went to bed. He experienced his life mareative [ull.

2Nl F22R a2 KS 2

Leavingthe next morninghe said he still wanted to talk that night so she would
fully understandh { F @ ® / 2YS K2YS {4

tough.

NBFa2ylof$s K2dz
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

2. WTF?
Upon his return homée really shocked his family. His head yweasgectly bald.

Nick:L G Q& Iak TofMBréow | get my glassedth the turquoise rims! On
board my new life!

Glenda: You remind me of Ralptakiden in the Honeymooners, but not as fat. Sit
R2gYy YR KI @S &2dzNJ RAYY SNEpuos ar@tt oo NR 2y FSSt
scaring the children.

Powboom! To the moonNick was trying to impress her that he could still
NEYSYOSNI wkfLKQa FlI@Z2NAGS tAyST gKAOK KS (2

[ I GSNX

Df SYyRFY L aidAatt OFyQiG o
GSFNJ GKS {AR& 2dzi 2F ao
where to hak up sewage on our trailer.

1y jabSeSschaokteabiers dz3 3 S & G A
K22t IyR &O0Kt SL) 2 dz

NickDft SYRFH 2SS R2y Qi KI @S I GNI¥AfSNH
Glenda: See what | mean?

Nick:Look we own our house and we hawer inheritance and our savingslow
can we go wrong?

GlendaYeah,welL (K2dzZaK{G 2F GKF{did L adzllll2asS e&2dzQNB
security into the business?

Nick2 Sttt 6S KIS (G2 0SS &aSNAR2dzaH .dzi GKIFGQa
more once the business takes off and | can IPO.

Glenda;, 2dz Oy Lt hK 2 ¢CKKK ,2dz KI@dSyQi S@Sy G2
in mind. | can barely take you seriously with no hair. Hurry up before you get the
turquoise glasses!

Nickh K aKAGZAPBESKRBRIL EQDItf{ SR CNBR FyR KS i
move there so | can oversee the building of the prototype.

Glenda:What prototype?

Nick¢ KS 2yS ¢SQNBE 3F2Ay3 (2 aK2g Ay@dSadz2NmRO® 2
and a lot of partners to fldahrough the first few rough years. Once you get rapn

AGQaig8r @a58NIY2NB Y2ySeyY oFaAO NHA S 2F o0dza Ay
just go to all the university tech faresand mingle y R 622 YH 2 SQNX O2yy SO
the money hydrant. The investoadl like jumping on young kids with ideas. Fred has
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

a2y 4 /FEtGSOKd 1 SQftf FTNRYyG FT2N dzad ¢KSe@
coming from adults with lawyers.

Glenda{ 2 bAO1ZI R2Yy QiU &2dz G4KAY| AdQaiddaAYS G2 0
is with the turquoise glasses and all.

Nick2 St fx (KS 3tlaasSa (1SSLI KS Ay@dSaidz2NaA FNB°
oddball. They focus on the glasses and see themselves being cool!

Dt SYRFY |, SIFIKX (KFGQfft ¢2NJ] HotahestupidzSEAGA2Yy &I 2
glasses. WHAT is the idea?

Nick2 St X LQ@S 06SSy oNBgAy3I Al HheldthedzA GS | 4
night when we were watching the marketing guru on The Joel Skiiak
sometimes loves metaphorical expressipns.

., 2dz 1w Beén dev@loping sonfeacebooKamiliarity now for about six

Y2yGiKad L y20A0SR a2YSUiKAy3d NBFfte OSyidNIf
of: The (finger quotes) friendwereally there to let off steam, and they want others

to hear their whistlgmetaphor]. They get into really heightened states of

g NBySaa FyR ale GKAy3da (GKSe O2dzZ RyQid al @
much paranoia aroun&acebooks they AREaying things that could get them into

trouble. In general they are screaming at others who already agree with them. Then

GKSNB NP (K24aS ¢6K2 aySIl AyIZ 3IAGAy3a y2 RS
and who attaclevery oneof the opposite opiniorwith utmost venonmmetaphor].

¢tKSe | QlhdzZtte ¢l RS Ayd2 I ONRGR GKI
SOSNE2YyS> o0dzi 6SOlFdzaS GKS Sy@ANRYYSy
mouthing off in a bar. They get to call everyone stupid pedple just ignore them

or say polite things.

52y Qi
Aa OA

Df SYRFY !'YR 6KSNB A& Fff (GKAA F2Ay3IK 2Kl Q3

Glenda, their passions get absolutely boiling! Who needs movies, entertainment,

drama. Here the LITTLE YOU can come out as the BIG YOU, and nbevee kel

the wiser! What if? | say, WHAT IF? we distilled this down to purity and spun

SOSNE2YS | NRPdzyR Ay GKSANI 246y TFdzZNBEK ¢KI 01Qa ¢
{ dzZLISNR 2NJ { dza OSLIJiAoAfAGEe@d [A1S OGKFG YEFENJSOAy
excitement that renders the public vulnerable to ads. No one cares about ads on a

program like | LOVE LUCY. Back then, though, life was so polite and dull that even

English spken with a Cuban accent was a subtle motive for quiet outrage. Do you

know why the moie industry favors action movies over all others? Because the

excitement causes the audience to crave their own action. Vicariously they pick up

on the emotion, and how does that translate? It translates into eating huge

refillable buckets of popcorn, arjdst the way they sell popcorn, we can provide

advertisers with danquetfor their products! Their reason goes completely null and

they will jump at anything they believe will launch a missile into the dull lives they
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

f SFRH DS{ (KS {(ukde@ilNestablisbed frgchoe. Kl we fe@dis aF 2
way to really crank people up!

Glenda: And how are you planning to do that? Have you really thought this through?

LGiQa 2yS GKAy3 G2 KIFE@S | GKS2NEB odzi ljdzAadGS
getpissR 2FFd LQY 2dzaAad LI FeAy3d GKS O0FAYISNI |jdz2
listening. You seem so excited about all this!ldd@yz L Qf f o6AGSY 2 KFGQa |
exciterent? Where does that come from??S R2y Qi KIF @S | Y2 @0AS ONB

Nick:Well, Glenda,thda Qa (G KS o6Sl dzie 2F GKS ARSF® LGQ&A |
full power! Scan and burriShelooks puzzled.]

Glenda:Okay okay, what, what???

Nick:Lookk Df SYRI>X @2dzQ@S 320G G2 LINRYAAS &2dz 62\
your friends or your fanily. Nada!

Glenda:Okay okay, what, what???

NickLidQa I aAdS Fo2dzi LRfAGAOAH t dNB LR2fAGAO
soon be taking the dog for a walk. This is the leddzNBE G KAy 3 d .adzi (G KSNBQ
they say on late night advertisingsk, tisk). | will be poering-in the intrigue of a

quiz show! It will have two different leaders, one from the Left and the other from

the Right. Initially, each team will establish a quorum of regulars who will bicker

among themselves. Eventually soome will emerge they can all vote for as a

discussionlead&r | LISNE2Y ¢ SSpfthere Will-be fivo diskuSsiom NI 2 NJ
leaders, one for the Right and one for the Left.

q

Dt SYRFY . SFKS odzi GKIGQA K26 Al 62Nla y260
Nick:Wellweisolda S (GKAy3ad® CANBRG &2dz KIS (G2 dzy RSNE
Df SYRFY 2KIFdQa dGKFGK

Nick:Understanding comes from the name of the sWéWW.SUCKEIN.COM The

ARSI A& G2 1SSL) e2dzNESEF AYTF2N¥SR 2F GKS N
getsuckedi® LG Qa hfe&YLAO LREAGAOA OGO Ada o0Sai |
give up answringthe Liberals you have been SUCKED IN! and vice versa. Once

82dzQNBE a4dzO1 SR Ay @&2dz 2yteé& 32 lgl& gAOK | &c
opposition. If you a one of the opposition you earn points for how majuestions

& 2dz L2 & SRNI @avditediofO2 dd Ry QG | yagSNI® aSlygKAL S:
teamregiste SSNE F2NJ S OK GAYS (GKS dahNI} G§2NE RARY
they were concerned. Scoring is manageatmputer so there is no hankyanky.

LiQa 1AYyR 2F fA1S NBIftAGe LRtAGAOA 2y GKS (
Dt SYRFY . dzi 6KSNBQa (KS NBgl NRK 2KSNBQa (K:¢
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

Niki2 St 2 Df SYRIFIT GKFGQa | 0SSl dziAFdzZ FSI GdzNBS
LGQ& Y2NB LINAY2NRAIFf GKI ywo@butkebewardi} Y26 (KL (
being the great bull among the calves. The Orator is a position everyone can try for

by sumping the Orator of the other Side. When he falls you get more prestige. If he

succeeds, but you have been pushing the most unanswerable questions on your

team, you can become Orator for your team. And so it goes, like a boat forever

rocking side to sida the sea okverything from meaningless fgreat issues. He or

she who lasts the longest takes a place on the hall of fame of political oratory, left or
NAIKGZ Al TheHighyddnchYmageis$hsidproportionate statirbe

only real rules that the Orator never gets any advice from his own team, as that

would be a violation of reality.

Df SYRFY | YYAWXX {LayQi|lSS\E adGAy3IT odzi K2¢g R2 @&2dz

Well, thatQ&here the emotional prostration comes in. While all this is going on, the

heckler crowd for the Liberal Orator is getting ads from gunships, gambling casinos,
religiousbook shops, pickup trucks, trailers and pit bull breeds. The hecklers for

the Neocon Orator are getting ads from crystal rock stores, medical marijuana

depots, Buddhist calendars, vegetarian food chains and camping supplies. While

they are fighting the great fight, they know they are not alone. Whole industries

support their dreams and objectives, something to grab onto when they feel

knocked for a loop. | kegerememberingthat song Lisinnellisang in Cabaret:

az2ySes Y2ySes: Y2ySeX azySesr Y2ySeées yvYzySex
might just turn out to be the gladiatorial event of the century!

Glenda: And this keeps you up at night? This makes you chang&awea three

piece pinstripe suit wit wingtips and a power tie to those jeans and old tweed
jacket and turtleneck shirt. Goatesnd ear rings and shaved head and turquoise
glasses and Bluetoottonnected earbud? This makesuwantto deracinateyour

whole family? You have no doubts? What connections do you have to make this all
happen?

Nick: Were'nt you listening Glenda? GoOGkay | have Fred ahhis son at Berkeley.

They know people, and there are good coffee bars to hang out in, like in Upper

HaightAshberry.

Dt SYRFY 1 4GS ! aKOSNEBSNRaAK 2KFG Fo2dzi KI GAY:
Nick:No, Glenda, Upper Haight Ashberry, a part of San Francisco.

Glendaf 2 @2 dzQNB 2dza G 3I2Ay3 G2 3IF2 G2 2yS 2F (K
meeting investors, (finger quotes) vultucapitalists? Thefunded Romney. You

think they will want you?

Nick:No, no. Those are a different breed, East Coast guys from Wall St. These are
the guys that built the web. They are savvy and they are very casual. Like they carry
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

around iPads in shoppirizags. | hear all you have to do is hang out in one of these
places for a week and network. The biggest problem is keeping ahold of your IP.

Glenda:Bzi y2 2yS OFy GF1S GKFIG FNRY &2dz A4GQa |

Nick:, 2 dzZQNB & dzOK | 3 Sdnpufers Pau 8s¢ iR scdvol tofadtométk 2 & S
teaching and testing have gotten you all fouled up. IP stands for Intellectual

t NPLISNIIed 2KFEG L KFEFGOKSR AY Yeé 246y KSFR® L
LINEFAGAD® LGQA Y@ ARSI &3 awayfromRSunlasdthdyy R G KSe@
PAY, like they did witlsteve Johd did study all this back at Wharton.

Glendaz KI NIi2y>X {OKY2NIl2yH LQY a2 &aArA0O1 2F KSI N
of yours.

Nick2 Sttt Ad YSIyld a2YSOKAY hadirmyWMSthe LG QA (KS
last time | was happy, hanging out in the Student Union, going to rock concerts,

KSIENARY3I FlLY2dza L1RSGa NBFIRXZ LXFeax LRGZ ¥Fdz0|

Glenda: So your life has been a big empty bubble since you met me that day at
Sandals?

Nickb2> aAyOS o0ST2NB (KFdd .dzi y2 YIFIGGSNE L Qf
c 0 K 3 NJ R Sdkayasy familg, &rd M&kids are very healthy, not even fat,
respectable, solid, steady.

Glenda: Stop! You think this has all been a joyride for me?daBayou at least
tried to be charming! Now you tell me your whole life has been empty since
Wharton? Jesus, get yourself a fucking joint and dig it man! Go dig it!

Nickb2Z y2d LQY 2@SNIIFff OGKIFIGd LQY tHisy F RdzZ GH
rut. And why not? Thenillionsmy parents left me really would permit us never to

G2N] F3IFLAYyd 2Ke y20 R2 a2YSUKAYy3a Fdzys 'y IF
haw to live like slugs inflatgrads ¢ KSNBEQa 42 YdzOK 2dzi G§KSNBH
George Murphwho worked with me in mortgages? He got sick, sick like me of it

and quit. He got the equity out of his house and opened, of all things, a store that

sold nothing but condoms. Remember those funny ones | brought home that were

decorated like the rainbowyaR KIF R I FANBE Sy3aIAyS NBR NRYK ¢
| SQ& okRa®@ A y 3

Glenda: Yeah and the bank has one less scumbag. He was gross and a creep.

Nick2 St f X R2y Qi 0S a2 2dzZRAYSyidlftod 1SQa IaG S
rather than a desk in aubicle with two chairs and a RockWpainting hanging on

his beigepartition. He no longer has to turn hatglorking people down for a

mortgage because thyeonce upon a time maxed out theéll% credit card and then

get thrashed by management for asking é&xceptions and consideration. He

R2SayQi KI@S (G2 0S GUKNIrakKSR o0& (K24aS LIS2LX ¢
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homes from foreclosure. Where is the great career in that? As Shakespeare would
say: Tis it not more noble to sell scumbags than a scurbbag

Dt SYRI'Y bAO( &2dz RZAgokutiall the/nodey thdy paif yodjastz K| &S &
for saying no!

Nick:Well, until lgetmy AJ 'y ¢2NJ] SR 2B EQYQY22y ALy IS
Y2NIO3IIF3ISa 2dzi GKSNBZ a Ylye |aMARAZAAAOE SO
¢l ! ¢Q{ oK dse fiaknés, tlhie deldjhead, thesed Barcellino hat, the old

elbow-patched tweed sport jacket, the hg brown wornout leather belt from

Goodwill | tie around in a knot, the old jeans and used suede desert boots. No more

YSg IstolYNI®Q L QY 3 Steve/TahaMly Peight 6f ellegance will consist

of a black tea shirt and old jeans, maybe new ones for public appearances.

C2Y2NNRg LQY 2FF (2 GKS ySg NI OSH

L

Dt SYRFY 2KFGK ,2dz2QNB 3I2Ay3 G2 {Fy CNIyOAaols

Nick:No. The bante L (i Q &B | ivdé Sentidhihgyuntil | can get everything tidied
up. Right now we need to go to bed (wink, winkx-XCR dzy' = t S Qa 3I2 @

They did go upstairs, but whatever happened after éiseent, we shall never know,
andl can tell you ndting happenean the stairs up.
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3. Sublime Ambition

In the morning he came down just as GlenBepland Wendy were leaving for

school. ltwa€rmoQa YA ATF2NldzyS (G2 Faly ! NB &2dz 32Ay 3

back a bit, cleaning his nostril, and said, with geetty vacant face: Yes. Wish me
fdzO1lH LQY 3J2Ay3 (2 OKIFIy3dS (GKS o6lyl e

Errof 2 KFGQa 6NRyYy3d 6AGK (K ol y1K

Nickz St 3 y2i y260 {2YSRI& 82dz2Qff dzy RSNE
(KIG y26d LQff 68 t¢SI@Ay3 22y | NB (K

They left. He finds the Cheerios, the banana, the sugar and the almond milk. There

FNB faz2 a2Y$S a2¥f¥d aGNI 60SNNE atA0Sa tSTaG 2
KFEEf T LlzyLX¥ 2F @GLyAatftl 208SNIAG FffX yR NBf A

studying the locked status of the house for neglect, he leaves, as he had for the last
13 years. But today he decides to take the train. No mechanical device garage to
mess up his schedule. His exercise is taken by walking briskly to the station. His mind
is awakened by a coffee and a newspaper and the earphones he plugs in to his head,
ramping up the volume on The Cream. After finishing the paper, he sits in the train
like a chicken in the basket of a chicken farm, head up, but vacantly, numb. No road
to cause fear, no reason to watch. He can listen clearly to the voices in his head.
Each time the train stops, his head bobs on his neck, lurching back during initial
acceleration. Finally, Bank Street. Down the stairs he seems to drop, discarding his
newspape and rebalancing the glasses on his nose. At what point in life or career
does one get to put on a hat, raincoat, umbrella and imitate a famous dance

routine, not knowing how to dance, under the shower of a fire hose on a sunny day?
Walking down the stretehe fantasizes about Bill Nye the Scief@es stepping into

the réle of Gene Kelly in Singing in the Raiwas on TVNow, as he purposely

bounces down the street he stares into the windows that have served him so well in
the past, streaking by witthe determination of a steamer on the way to Europe, at
windows that never said anything about the lint on his pinstripe suit, nor saw the
FldA 0 2F a0dzF¥fa 2y KAa gAy3IGALIA y2N 0KS
stains, one among so many finan@alroids. No, today he stuck out like a sore

thumb among an army of healthy corpses. Today he could notice himself in all the
windows, unmistakably. Today he would pause by the bank with the mirrors there

to reflecton the undifferentiated in their cocoonf conformity. Today he would

stop, face the mirror directly, as others watched him seeing himself in the mirror,
swishing his hands before himself and then folding them back to his breast, starting

a cacklelooking deliberately charmed and then retraagj his own notice, as if he

were Gov. Rick Perry fondling an imaginary bottle of maple syrup. And then he
walked on, even past his ordinary stop at the news stand, and even past the
9ESOdzi A S 5AYSNWYW aé& D2R KS gl & SIENIeéeH |
security guardooked at him strangely. As he went by he heard the security guard

say: Morning, Nick? The voice seemed to be coming to him through a Doppler

effect, mostly fastfading in his memory.
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Once inside the realm of large foyers and small cubitiestood, before taking his

seat. Hdooked at the fluorescent lights in the fireproof, noiseducing ceiling and

listened to hear buzz over the clacking of keyboanadoccasional voices. He

looked for something intelligible, something needing anaysomething that was

changing, perhaps something flying through space, even if it were a colleague

making a basket with a sheet of crumpled paper. He did seem to detect a slight blue

KT ST odzi KS O2dzZ RyQil I OO02dzy i okHisM@ath G & ! ye sl
inthe cubicle. B WK S LJdzZA KSR GKS odzid2y a2 GKS GaINBSI{EC
mortgage applicant.

Applicants had become a very testy bunch since the economic collapse of 2008.

They felt injured that after working so many years and beingetili about their

savings there was a good chance they would be turned down after going through all

the gymnastics of paperwork and the humiliation of someone checking for the least

mark on their credit record, the least hiatus in or regression in employntieat

once in a life DWI record and the opprobrium in which they would be held if they

showed the least sign of annoyance with the process or the loan officerQ@ay

they would all show up with that immutable smile and sit there rubbing their hands

between their legs which is body languag®lfo L Q Rstrangdlely@u yau 2

0dzNB I dzONF A O FdzO1 H . dzi GKSeé& g2dzZ RyQi Y2@S
almost inevitably be told they were unqualified to have the magg. Those who

Ol YS a S S Ree®vén Midee stiff, shameful already and feeling like they

gSNBE 06S33Ay3 GaGKS YIyé F2NI I oONBF{P b2yS 27
dreaded the dénouement of the loan, when they would stand up abrupégding

their chairs on wheels crashing into thabicle wall behind them with the back of

the knees as they snapped to a standing position ready for immediately storming

the space in the corridor just an instant after the No! came crashing down on them,

Fd 6KAOK (GAYSZ bAO] @affrigndshiR Woulll EnSp back vy 3 S
KAa aARS Fa | FTNR3Ia G2y3IdzS R2Sa Ayidz Al
what Nick would experience on average 18 times a day. He was considered quite
efficient on his job, which built bonus funds based onrlhenber of people

processed rather than effective business aggregate.

aidnac
Qa Y

Nick did have qualms about rushing people through the application process knowing
almost 100% of the outcomes to be refusals for one reason or another. He had
gotten to the point where hehought it unkind not to allow people to at least savor

the chance that they might be accepted into the ranks of-homeless and non

renters, at least for a while. The feelings he had of compassion for the rejects was
gradually giving away to spontaneoeistential doubts as to the value and

tenability of life, but each time he detected some potential, he wouldtoke that

certain energy he needed to stand up from his chair and extend his hand.

At the signal to the greeter, two customers were usheretbas the cubicle farm to

his windowless beige office. They were young and smiling but showing no dread.
How could this be? Soon he would find out they were fortunate yuppies, he working
in a clinic as a recently graduated dentist and she as a juniordawgp, income

well over $300,000 with no debts beyond their two BMWs (ha ha they had their act
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G§23SGKSNE G(GKSeé& ¢2dzAZ R aleod ' yR a2 GKAa o
G2 NIRAIFIGS R2¢6y G2 GKS FAYISNAE Badks, G KS KI
just came from Starbucks, not our favorite, but good coffee is hard to find in this
RAAGNAOGDPE 2Stfftx LIXSIHaS YIS e2d2NESt @3Sa 02)
aeaidtsSy oe olyl artsSa O2yadzZ GdlryitaoXx a2z ¢S I
dialect when dealing with educated people to make them confident in their feelings

of superiority and therefore less en garde during negotiations. Oh boy oh boy

FEt26SR 2dzoAtlydte GKNRddzZZAK bAO1Qa YAYRT (KS&E
adjusting mortgge request, young and headed up DINKS! Not even any pets!

BMWs almost paid off as further collateral and both in excellent health and no pre

existing conditions that could end their life and place payment into default! Nick had

awaited a cherry like thi®f quite a while. Maybe that night he could go home

singing about helping someone.

bAOlY LQft 3ASG Ay (G2dz0K gAGK @2dz Ay | FSg F

JimthedentistOkay L K2LJS A0Qa az22y WY OFdzaAaS 6S 4 yi
K

[Janet jabs Jim, which is Janet speak for: Jeeedistis, R2y Qi 3IA GBS gl &
these creeps will bump up the interest or demand payment for points!]

bAOlY LQff LISNA2Yylffe €S e2dz 1y29 & azz2y

WAYY I 1y2¢6 bLKSH2ViQl | yRRYS WE&@DaALIY SELISNI
I FKIX al&@oS (GKFGiQa sKeé SOSNEBoOo2Re f20Sa GKS
G2 | D9bL){O0KIF KFrod .dziz &I 1y26X L RAR TFS¢
2yfte 2yS Ay KSNBE T KIAQRASHFENI ISEHIRANMBR | § KS$ NS
place for you at the Apple store (tisk, tisk in common). Just out of curiosity, are you

gay?

QX
(s}
—
A
&\
(s}

bAOlY b2H 2Stf L 2dzad FalSR WOl dz
that, but fire engine red not turquse.

bAOlY 1 YYYX RARYQUO GKAYy(l Fo2dzi GKFGX odzi Al
trying his best to act sincerely friendly and respectful).

Janet strikes again, not wanting Jim to give the impression he believes in a friendly
relationship, where coimon fedings about the common social dementmight be
shared. In her practiced mind this always serves as the alliance to lower the
defenses of the customer. She was a psych major before law school and she shows
she got something out of this prep by dping as much as she can every day.

And so they departed; they were a very tall couple and could be seen as far away as
0KS R22NE S@SYy 20SN) KS KAIKSNI OdzoAOfS gl ftf
them out. Security cameras might notice he did tlaatd someone might ask if he
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was trading confidences out of range bktshotgun microphoneggointed down
2P0SN) GKS a02yS 2F O2y@SNEIGA2YE AYy GKS
was so convinced.

These were the last applicants he had hopeddday; everyone else he saw had
one of the common problems:

No children, therefore no motivation to keep a job

Children in school or college or being home schooled, all drains on monthly income
No debts but working professionally for less than five years

Married, therefore facing the liabilities of family expense

Working, but no previous experience handling debt

Working, but for a company that is in danger of receivership

Working, but for a company renowned for CEO rotations and consequeanfftay
Working but for a company with secret plans (at least verified by rumor) to move to
another state or country

Working, but with a spouse having a serious health condition

Working, but too many children to feed with the family income

Working, but having a DUI

Working, but did some time

Working, but Black

Working, but Hispanic

Working, but over 50

Working, but single mother

Working, but seems gay

Working, but with a recent traffic ticket

Working, but a credit report under 750

Working, but income likely to slide dwe immigrant competition

Working, but the house needed a lot of repairs or remodeling, which might not
happen, making the foreclosuresale pair extremely unattractive.

¢tKSaS ¢SNB 2F0Sy OlFfftSR GKS af S RSNAE

witht NBR ydzYoSNX¥» ¢KS f2Fy 2NJ Y2NL3IF3IS 2FFAO

decode it, as the codes were indices to the leaders, but they did not have access to
the look up table, which rearranged daily based on a complex algorithm no one
understood. Onlyt 1 KS RSOARSNE KIFIR (4KS NBt SOOIy
was passed he would no longer be able to understand what the code meant. As he
was doing about 100 of these per day, memory was no match for it all. The system
was designed to assure the albsia secrecy of bank reasoning so the borrowers
could never be told why they were rejected. Only the high level bank loan auditor
was given access to the right match codes, which were never released to the
branches. Instead, the borrower was given a shdgiaper with euphemistically

but semantically inconsequential reasoning about what people should do if they
wanted to fare better the next time.

l'd GKS SyR 2F GKS RF& bAO]l KIFIR daé¢lf]1SR KAAZ

through the application procesnd touched all the keys to activate the criminal
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The Man Who Spoke With Cats

background checks, credit checks, and title checks. This was a positive day. He had a

great feeling about thelentist and the lawyer couple. 3 6 ay Qi & dzNBE KS 02 d:
handle the pleasure of actually gettinggastomer what they came for, but he was

sure things would go well with the review. He found himself feeling so buoyant as to

want to take Glenda out to dinner. So he called and made a reservatida at

Tristessethe most authentically Fraxh restaurant e knew of, for8:30. He would

walk from the station and she would meet him there. Sounds easy and delightful,

but Glenda had to twist her teen baldyA G 6 SNR A I N¥Y (2 widcdYS 2y |
aKS RARY QO 61yl G2 Glendahadidpiojsdto driveteti SSy KSNA S
home, pay a premium and not be more than three hours. No sooner had she made

GKAAd RSIHf GKFIY WFHySiQa Y20GKSNJ OFftftSR al &@Ay:
WEYSG o6dzi FINBSR G2 02YS Ay KSNJ) aGSIFRa® Df Sy
mother, agreed. In fact she said she would arrange for the transportation herself as

aKS KFER F OFNY ¢KI G ¢2 dzf-fher slohed@h JEnSINI K dzi o |
but she figured Janet could manage her homework for once without he3taas

R A R yo@ianythiyg about algebra or French, ya know?

;

<,

Glenda got to her washed up dolled up best, removed the rubber cord she always

used to hang her eyeglasses around her neck, put on her smarteéittstig) pants

suit and located her red patent leather handpand shoes with the crosswise

ONRP20OKSad [AFS Aa (G2dAK 2y GKS SLad O2Fad ¢
and deck shoes to fancy restaurants (framing this scene for the Californians and

Northwest.) As Karen came up the walk there was a quiely il keys, a word and

I GdKIFIyla a2 YdzOKéd® Df SyRIF gl a O2yOSNYSR acF
she called Nick who was already there and told him to sit down, have a drink and be

patient a few damned minutes. She figured he was acting his impatef. He told

KSNJ y20G (2 N¥zaK & Fff g1 a aO02L) OSGAOéE d ¢ KSE
to joke with her girlfriends that her husband was an ectopic anachronism (someone

from the wrong place and the wrong time). She relaxed and put awageiler

phone.

The restaurantMa Tristessgpicturing the ever present Edith Piaf painted on the

main window, was popularly referred to by local single yuppiesas Mattress

This place had more apparent class than most young professionals ateMgiw

managers could usually afford, but at a great price, which was, in the classiest

tradition, hidden from all but the designated bill payer, only leaving his date to

wonder about the true $ behind this expence, which all started withalet service.

ltwasOF f f SR a¢KS aldidNBaaégd y20 a2 YdzOK a | @
AYRAOIFG2N) GKIFIG GKSe SELISOGSR G2 aLISyR GKSAN
the restaurant was a huge room divided up into cubicles that could accommodate

four tables forfour or eight tables for two, the interior design comprehending the

danger that a customer might by chance espy a former triumph, or vice versa. To

keep the space awry, white curtains hung from the sixteen foot ceiling, attached to

long black lacquered waten bars, making them pleatless vertical rectangles flat as

movie screens but just beyond gossamer in density. The ceiling was covered by a

sound absorbing stereo foam, dark gray in color, like the salgat! walls in a

recording studio, to assure an evagisense that conversation was neither seen

(intimate lighting) through a dardomed zoorpan camera nor heard through a
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lurking microphone. Thus the walls could hang loosely, wave with ventilation,
transfuseshadowshow the act going on on the other sidkckering lights, moving
spiritual waiters and the graceful dance of seductive hands crossing the table every
2y0S Ay | gKAfS® LGQa tA1S ARSydAde gl a Y
only low murmurs to be heard; identity was the mere finaditthe moment of

credit card presentation. Internally, no one saw out the window, the lobby with its
high candy apple Corinthian pillars with gd¢aves painted under the giahtack
lacquered crossbeam that servedta® great archway to the sanctum ofiisine. No

one could see the wait staff buzzing at the ready bar, the cocktail bar, the kitchen,
the cloakroom, or the great led light display board that showed by matrix columns
and rows the status of each table, where the guests were seated, what fingise

meal was in and the estimated time of their departure.

Glenda did feel relieved as she stepped out of the SUV and pressed her keys into the

gl £ St Qa &kithg R ivbrycRiclelitd the claim number on it for later.

She was actually beginmgjrio warm to seeing Nick, now feeling something

spontaneous had happened, a sense of subtle joy he must be having if this idea

came so strongly upon him on a Wednesda$3® was the table the waitress

Genevieve personally escorted her to, and there amttireshold of the floor were

the ciphers: 7,13 (column, row), and Nick was there at table 6. Nick made to stand

dzL) 6dzi DSYS@AS@GS ljdzaO1f & Lz £t SR G4KS OKFANJI |
for her. Gevevieve was short, thin, efficient and rather letynShe quickly tuk

Dt SYRFQa O0201GFrAf 2NRSNIIFIYR fSTlio 2KSy
Fy Fdzi2aYFIGAO aSO2yR 2y bAO1 Q4 YIFNILIAYAZ
table when they were ready to order while advising them briefly lea philosophy

of the restaurant: service upon request; otherwise they were good to visit without
interruption. Now that the table was complete she lit the candle and left, after
checking the freshness of the orchid.

KS
KS

Q¢ QX

GlendaWell, Nick, are you goingto 8 £ (G KS 200F aA2y K ¢KA& Aay(
hope.

é .

S (
¢

Nickh K D2R y2H L f2@8S 0
2 ZNRA

YR 6FLyGSR (2 R2 a
tolerable.

St
y 3

O
> [antN
—
X —
o

Dt SYRFY @RFLQ{E IS 62dzi GKS RAZ2NOS® ¢KI
thought those silly glasses were maybe a show for another woman. | thought that

plan of yours to go out to California and start a website was a subterfuge, honestly. |

read about things like | i KI LIJSYyAy 3 Ay Yeé ¢62YSyQa Y3l
G§KS INROSNARS&as @&2dz {y26H .dzi F+t€t GKIFG FaAR
you wanted to do this. [t means alotevenifitwgsi ¢St f LI I yySR 2NJ &2
motivations were not clear.

€
d
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Nidk: And youook so nice tonight!

Dt SYRIFQa ¢K2ftS FIF0OS aSSvya (a&tolrdO|its NJ FNRBY (K
this delightful understanding.

bAOlY ! OGdzZ tfex LQY K2f RAy3d GKS 4SS0 o0dz
because IthikL QY H@2AF90G + 21y GKNRdAdAK® | 2dz 1Y
dull and frustrating. Sometimes | stare at my wastebasket and seem to see things
crawling out of it. | know this is just my inner mind producing playthings for my

outer mind, but | am gettingsigk¥ A G ® ¢KSNBQa a2YSUKAy3I NBIF
filling out papers, or computer screens after applicants have filled out papers, then

waiting a few days only to pick up the phone and get yelled at or screamed at by an

applicant Ibarely remember dmanding to know why they were turned dowrind |

OFyQil S@Sy LINRPGARS (GKFG AYyF2NXIFGA2YH

[}

Glenda: Sounds like my day. The bell rifige students are gone and thery

phone rings and someone thinks | scowled touch at their little brat. Or the

principal calls mé y = | & Jering fior§ &gun Wwatin@ andexplains he just got

off the phone with sora hulking father threatening to take everything into his own

KFyRa AT YS@AyQa 3INFRSE R2y Qi aidl NI LIAO]AY:
who never doesis work and ruingveryoneSt 4 $Qa OKIy OS 4 'y SRdzO
A0SLIISR Ayid2 AGH YS@AyQa FFEOKSNI 1y264a AYLRN
SELISOG YSOAYyQa OKIFIyOSa 2F 3SGldAy3a Ayid2 || N
Harvard?) should be dashed agsti his permanent fucking report cards! Bakay,

LQY OF f YI 3JheiplurggsThe Grst twd figers of her right hand into the

class of ice water and then sucks away the moisf@ee that? Rat poison, | wish it

were rat poison. So your day was tough?

Nick: Well, no, not as tough as yours or as bad as usual. Most days go with no

professional consolation. But today | had a good ¢he.pretends to hold

something between his thumimd index fingerh 6 Q&4 f A1S G2RIF& L FAYL
lollipop. [sticking his thumb in his moutkinking his eye in a kind of toughe

Glenda: Wat was that?

bAOlY L GKAY]l L F2dzyR a2YS2yS GKS& | 0az2f dzi¢
people are rock dal without a single scratch!

Glenda: Nick, I realize you have been hurting from this for a long time. And |

understand you never get anyone through a loan process. If this happened to

Fyeg2yS StasS 6FryR LXSIaS R2y Qi fiirpwwu G KAa (KSE
for non-performance or incompetence! What gives? No comprendo!

Nick: | gave up those fears months ago when George Murphy, Mr. Scumbag left. He

said he was leaving to gain control over his own life, to not sit there with a plastered
onsmilewhi S yS@OSNJ IAQBAY3I | f2Flyd IS aFAR KSQR F
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himself and just dismiss the applicants himself, thinking of some phony reason.

Some of the applicants then started sending letters to the branch manager, and

then he started gettig heat for it. The manager, Phil Merryweather, explained to us

GKFd DS2NBHS KFIR I Y2NIfS LINRPoftSY®dP I'S RARYyQL
customer to get their full applications filled out. He said he thought we would prefer

to have him take the heat for fasal rather than the bank. | remember that from

when he told me, and | remember advising him against it, that his approach could

be interpreted as dereliction. He laughed at me. The next day he went in and
SELX I AYSR GKFi KS O2dshyRhadthedaiowa Sidil cavedd NE  Of A &
KAY | ydzyoaldzZf | yR GAyRdzZ 3Syifeé SELX I AYySF
glreasz GKS olyl ¢éFl& 6A0GK I RS&al IYyR KAa ¢l @&
warned hin. George was a hothead, has no family, andiquiz y G KS alLRde ¢ KI G
when my quota jumped from fifteen to eighteen, as his load was split across the

staff.

Glenda: Was ithe load that got to you, Nick?
Nick: No! Really no problem. Fifteen times zero equals eighteen times zero.
Glenda: But, Nick, whye hell are they doing this?

bAOlY hKX 46SQfftx SOHSNI aAyO0OS (KS NBOSaarzy ¢
a bind by the SEC for not making good loans and yet we had to prove our viability,

and this is where the twist comes from. In order to asgteepublic the

government gives us money for loans, but then expects us to have fist tight control

2PSNI t2Fryad ¢KS adlyRFNRA N’ 42 KAIK |fyY2
YS a2 K@LISRY L Y Fozdzi (G2 YU usbsittigg FANRG f
there stamping paper all day.

Df SYRFQ& FIO0S YI{1Sa I ANARYIOS 2Flobkss AF &KS
up at Nick and warms a smile his way, but then there are loud noises and her visage

converts to terror. This just after tappinéd button for another round of drinks. But

there was no connection.

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Pagel9



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

4. The Curtain Goes Up

Both Nick and Glenda jerk heads to the right where they see the great white
translucent curtain blotting spatters of blood through to their side and running
down lke an abstract painting on the make. Their brains are just now calculating
that those noises were gunshots. Instinct drops them to the floor anderiately
they hear a sound, kehing they doQ i NXB O 2 3hg hghtSgb ouft K Sy

Messeur ay dam, zer habeen a crime and we haf shutted zee-tesant
until zee police will araif. Pleece stay exathanct seated where you are.
We are working o zee lights to bring zem back.

Kaching!

Nick and Glend are already under the table, Nick holding her tiwmérs in his
clenched fist. Jesus! He says. Jesus! Glenda is more stolid. How, what the fuck?

Glenda: Shit happens.

Nick: How can you be so calm?

Df SYRIFIY 2K2Qa OFfYK Wdzaild |jdASid Wdzad fA&GSy
Chairs are heard being dragged away from a table. Someonavisgn Oh Jesus, oh

WS&adza® bAOlH { &ayiNbvbtheRlieatK $ & SKQdzf {1 ©S2F St SO0 N
jumping into the lighting sysim. And as the lights come onickl sees Glenda sitting

with him under the table with a Ruger P3#bher hand.

Nick:Glerda, what the fuck is that? When did you get that? Are you crazy? You
know how to use that? Jesus!

Glenda:Of course | do. You think | carry this around for extra weight?
Nick: Gimme that!

Glenda:NoNick. 2dz R2y Qi (y26 K2g (2 YRRS S LIQYR @& 2d
ISGaGAY3 dzLJ af 2¢6f @& G2 okdyyaugel backpnyB@ ahgird hy OS L
too.

Rght handedly she grabs the edge of the table, pulling herself up. A woman at the

YySEG GFoftS aidl NIa aONSBI cokheoder thekedeyfirsta KS a5Sa L
assuming some sort of worst scenario. Nick gets the signal from Glenda and pulls

himself up. At this point there is nothing romantic about the scene. Everyone is

sitting stiffly under the cold LHighting. Some at their tables still, and otheos the
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floor. Color seems to have disappeared, except for the greditand white abstract
panel across from them, where color is spreading and moving.

Kaching, they hear, and then heavy footsteps.

NickDf SYRI X gKIF G | NB &2 dz cerihditye3hitouk af éveni K G 3 dzy «
GFrofS I NRdzyRSGa®2p2VRGEeRPE ff 3T2yS GgKAGSK

All except for one, a man with his own firearm, smiling at Glenda as if they were the
only two people in the world who had planned ahead for such things,rd sfit-
eating grin on his face.

Glenda with just a stern and impassivek b A O1 L 062dz3KG AG 6KSy CNI
faced father boke into my class with a baseball bat in his hand demanding that |

NFA&S KAa ARA20G az2yQa 7TN& E@danhgand NI RSd . & {F
terrorizing the kids | was able to get other teachers to come in and stop the fray.

THEN | decided it was time not to come to school unarmed anymore. You

NEYSYOSNY L RARYyQil GStf &2dz Fo2dzi GKS 3Jdzy
about it. But | was brought up with guns and just stopped off on the way home at

the gun range for practice for a few weeks. | usedie jwith the instructor | could

teach the parents a thing or two.

bAOlY &2 dzQd datthibgSgbun@for@ndmbnth®

Glenda: Sure. It weighs less than a pound.

The P.A. Announcesadies and gentlemen, a crime has been committed; someone

has been shot. The entire room is surrounded by®WATI ST Y a2 R2y Qi YI 1S
erratic moves. If you have any guns, please@lttem on the table in front of you

and push your chair back from the tablea a moment we will visit each table and

pick them up for inspection and ballistics. Do not move as we approach your table

as we do not want any mistakes; this is not telerishind we can make mistakes!

Once we have removed the guns and set up our yellow tent around the victim, we

will give further indications. Please keep your hand raised if you have a gun. Thank

You.

Soon a SWAT team member appeared in tlesé curtained dorway and maddais

way over to Glenda. He placed the gun in a freezer bag and wrote her full name on
it, along with her position coordinates. He then pivoted and walked to the other
table and did the samé&nce accomplished, two other SWeeam members

appeared and frisked every® for more concealed weaponsohke were found.
Everyone was asked to sit down again.

At the termination of this search process, the voice came back, that of Detective
Mclvers. Ladies and Gentlemen, please remain seated while veal¢he room.
aNX t ASNYzz LJ SI &S KA (Sounds 8f electig mofidBogddd o6 dzii (i 2
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the upper regions of the huge room as the curtain walls rolled up to a height of

twelve feet. This feature had been cleverly engineered into the restaww@tivey

could hold mediurrsized business conferences and wedding parties. On the side of

GKS NR2Y 2LI11aAldS GKS &3NlizédRdad; findd wihé G KSNB
a lecternand microphone. On all sides stood the blatkd kevlar robots, guns up,

faceless masks down. The room darkened as a cone of light illuminated Detective

Mclverss: ¢ K2 ¢l & Fo2dzi (2 | RRNBaa GKS aoAlySa

In almost the center was a little roofless yellow room. Apparently forensics were
going in and out. I&shes bounced up gig red hues. Then they stopped cart
rolled out with something long bundled in a black zippered Ibaxt inwent some
people wholooked like janitors. A few moments of silence were observed, and
finally the yellow tent came down like a magic hatyealing nothing but space. Not
far to the side was a lone woman weeping. Everyone fixed upon her grief.

Mclvers: Ladies and gentlemen, we suspect a murder has occurred here tonight and
hope you can remain calm as we process you out. We do not believe tih be any
danger at thigime as you are welbrotected. All the ways out have been blocked

and our search has found no one in hidilpemanagement and staff are here and
none of you have been allowed to leave, so we can only assume that the assumed
murderer is still among us. We will detain you as little as possible but so long as
necessary. Does anyone have an urgent need to leave?

[Everyone raises their hand].

Well, then we have no better criteria for processing everyone than to start with the
table chart and proceed around the room first with the outer tables and then go to
the next group in that order. Out of courtesy, we will process the restaurant staff
last. When your table is called ggise step up and have a seat foe interview.

Make sureyou present your Ind then empty the contents of your pockets,
including those of your coats and bags and briefcases and knapsacks or other
luggage you may have retrieved from the cloak room. A basket will be provided for
each person. If you need to uiee facilities you will be escorted. This process
should not take too long. Oh, and please do not make any cell phone calls.

Questions©Okayp { 2 aSSAy3I GKSNB IINB y2 ljdzSaiArzyax

courtesy the restaurateur informs me there will be clwarges tonight by way of
assuaging your inconvenience.

<

Generalcryh K WSadzaH ¢KS olo@aAddiSNH hK akKiaAd 2K

Glenda raises her hand and a female masked being approaches. How long will this
take? We have to get home to our children. Our babysittas only free for three
K2dzNBH 2KFEG A& @2dzNJ ydzYoSNE YIF YK 5AFf &
D2NRSY> aNB® D2NRSy® | Sftf2 aNBhR D2NRSy:
are being held at the restaurant in connection with a murdieoks like.

N C
R R
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Dt SYRIFY b2H WS&dzaH [Al 6S RARYQU Ydz2NRSNJ | yeé
GKS LIK2yS (2 KSN)I a2 akKsS OFry SELXIAyd [AT = (
0SSy KStR dzZLlJ KSNB o6& (KS LRftAOS Ayg@gSadAadal az

to get free. | asked them to send an officer over to sit for you but they refused

alreAyad (KSEI 0282 RYSQDPSREO A RS dtake the/kid® 2dz a0 & K
back to your house@kayp . 2 dzZQNB |y | y3ISt PkagbA L OQf 82 4IA ©F dz
themupthen.lca@i GKI y{| @&2dz Sy2dzaKo

While all this is going on, Nickla®king up at the retracted curtain walls. The one

with the blood on it still drips, or seems ket go a drool like a coas one run just
dwindles down to the very edge to then pool on the flode tilts his head back and

the largest blotch seems to move in the breeze, the little breeze he can now feel
from the heat vents. He imagines the blotch has turned into a large, red butterfly,
which takes off and flutters up and down, from hangiadhangng, entering one
suspended, inverted room after another. It never comes down low enough to be
4SSy o0& 20KSNERZ 06S0OlFdzaS AdQa RIN] NBR o0f SyF
unilluminated acoustic ceiling. Voices are moving about, talkingng themslves,

0 dzii AdarR@ow o 8e2 eye movements. Niokksagain up then down to the
weeping woman sitting near the now clean table. Waiters are clearing off tables to
close for the night and chairs are being righted as people are processed out. There
she sitsweepind 9 GSNEB2YyS aptslI BBREPYT (2 0S5 a

They had to wait three hours for 7/13/6 to come up. Fatigue was getting to them,
the kind that comes from a long day, horror and heavy anxiety. Nick had her explain
at least three times again why shad the gun.

NickC2NJ D2RQ& &l 1S R2yQi (Stft GKSY @&2dz ¢l yid i
something like: | had to drive by myself in the dark to meet my husband at the
NBadl dNF yi FyR L QYuthldngih BisiLelusFSUMWV.A R 6 KSy LQY

GlendaYeah | could say my husband says they are among the most desired by
thieves connected to international crime organizations that shoot people and then
move the car to Mexico.

Nick:Okay Glenda! That sounds great! Ever consider a career in writing? Geez!
Okay. Okay

And so the voice tolled for them. They wadlkaround theweeping woman, and Nick
noticedher fine handkerchief was probably an heirloom, like his grandmother once
had. Her blonde hair had gray roots, just now showing, and her purse was open on
her lap. She had a large costume jewelry necklace and a full silk dress, like they wore
in the 60s, a retro style that somewhatdkhim aback. He felt for her, as it was

probably her husband who had been killed, and she alone was alone, waiting like
everyme else.

v A LA =

bAOl ¢Ff1SR dzlJ 62 GKS RSUSOGAQGS FyR alSR
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Mclvers: Yes | know what you mean, he said compassionately, but protocol

NBIljdzA NB& dza G2 SESOdziS I OO2NRAYy3I G2 | YSGK?
We neal to follow a prescribed order so there is no appearance of profiling, just like

at the airport.

bAOlY .dzi AayQild akKS GKS yvYzad tA1Ste G2 1y2¢
Mclvers: Who are you talking about?

Nick: Her, pointing behind himself.

Mclvers: Where?

Nicklooked back and there was only the chair. Well theust have moved her on
over tothe other side.

bAOlY [/ 2dzZ RyQl @2dz I OG SINIe 2y AYyF2NNIGAZ2Yy
everything while you interrogate the seventy or sap& who obviously know

nothing?

¢tKS RSGSOGAGSQa FIOS GdzNya G2 Fy3aSNI FYR AYL
your wife. We have our methods. Nick reflected that there was no more urgency in

GKAE G(GKIFYy Ay TFAEtEAYy3A 2daaydnythi@ NI 3 3S | LILIX A OF

puf

b2y ySEG (G2 KAA& ¢ A TfadthérSemptiddtttfe SoRtens ofli K A &
his pockets into the yellow basket. His wife had emptied her stuff into the green
oFraisSioe 'y 2FFAOSNI A1 SR GKSY aRiK az2YS | dzf
come down to the station with us so you can be cleared. What? Why? You have a

Jdzyz YR GKIG YIFYy gl a akKz2d gAGK | Fdzy @ Wdza
hours.

N

Nick: Do we need a lawyer? Officer: Suit yourself.

bAOl Y 2SQNB dzyRSNJ I NNBaidK

Officer. Not yet.

Nick (neck veins bulging): Not yet? We were just out for a nice dinner.
hFFAOSNY ¢KFGQa oKI
Jdzyad {2 LI SIFasS ai J z

testSR FT2NJ of 2606l 0] FyR olffAadada 0O02YS o6l 01 =
car.

Dt SYRFY .dzi L R2y Qi KIFI@®S (G4KS FlLAyaSad ARSH
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Officer:Okayso we can drop you home and you can come back tomorrow and pick
itup. Yalz KI @S T y20KSNJ OF NE R2y Qi &2 dzK

So there they waited with the other five couples with guns. After the picture/print

routine the police went to work examining the rifling and compression structure for

bullets from each gun. This procedure in itself had tdtweo hours in order for the

Medical Examiner to carefully extract the bullet from the victim. They of course

knew that none of these guns were the murder weapon because no casing was to

be found at the crime site, and none of these were revolvers, ben tthey

O2dzf RyQili 0S &dz2NB GKS YdzZNRSNBNJ KIR y2i dzaSR

In the meanwhile, they ran fast background checks against each of the twenty or so

GRSGF Nogkb ga@é B2 aSS GKIG GKSe gSNB aOft Styé |y
orRSNES AyOfdzZRAY3 LIRtAOS NBO2NRax ONBRAG &aodz
what the hell? They were, although one person did have felonies in his background

and the police felt they had to ask him where he got his gun. Arizona.

At the end of thiprocess they were all told not to leave town until further notice,

just in case something came up. Everyone was in the same situation as they

rumbled along in the uncomfortable van with the leg chains ion the floor. Some

were passively numb. Others werecally prissy, or livid with anger. Their guns

g2dzf R 06S YIAfSR o0FO01 (2 GKSY FFOSNIoSAy3d (K
tested positive for blowback and there really had not been the slightest reason for
inconveniencing them this way, except, as opéned, this was the police way to

200FAY Y2NB AYTF2NXIGA2Y 2y Ayy20Syid LINARGI G S
glra 2dzad odzA fakKAdG G2 f SIreleld (S (s KIKR f 2R/ 2 FLIS
thought.

When the van finally rolled up to theirdnt yard, Nick and Glenda felt so tired they

could have sworn they had been run over, and then Glenda realized her house key

was with her car key, at theestaurant. Shit! Not to worry, isk had the house key in

his hidea-key belt, which had a zipper @he inside where he also kept a $50 bill

just in case. In they went; down they collapsed like two sacks on the bed. Why

undress? They would have to get ugwo hours to pick up the kidsust before

going to sleep, Glenda thought to call into the emermgemessage service at school

G2 €S0 GKSY (y2¢ aKS ¢g2dzZ RyQid YIS AdG GKI G
to Nick to pick up the kids because their other car was a little two sweater Mazda

aAl GF 2 Dblfe@risiStdostérg 2R 3¢ ® ONEBSATARB ABRE| AY YR
enough to fit in the one extra bucket seat.

G TYnn bAO] I NNR Ths dooripgenetJard theralnak Stain S | A Ra € d
not-up-to algebra stepdad in his ribbed muscle shirt. One bare shoulder had a skull

smoking a cigar tabo and the other, the ght, had a swastika. In his hanés a
recently opened beer bottle.

Stan:d | St 23 aNXW» 2Ayafz2gH
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Nick: Nick, please! and you are Stan?
Stan:Yep!

bAOlY L 1y2¢ &2dz FTNRY &a2YS46KSNBZ R2y Qi LK {
night.

bAOlY hK Y& 3J2RH ,2dz2QNB | LI2ftAOS 2FFAOSNK
Stan:Yep!

Nick: You went through all our stuff?

Stan:Yep!

Nick:You came home and told Karen?

Stan:Of course.

Nidk: And she has left to drop the kids at school?

Stan: Yep!

Nick:Well thank you both for helping out last night you were realdiéevers.

Nick was exhausted but mustered his best call for a show of gratitude. Is Karen
coming home soon?

Stan:Nope! Sh@ & I G(GSFOKSNR&a AR G UE®la@dOK22f & 2 S
2 SYyRe& RANBOG G2 a0OK22f o0dzi FTAIdZNBR &2dzQR 41|

Nick: Thanks foat! Where are the kids now?
Stanwdza i FAYAAKAY 3 dzLJ G KSA MitheywdrBedA 24 | YR o0 y I
Nick: Were they wiébehaved?

Stan:Yep! No problems. Karen just put them to bed once she heaudwere held
up. Hey Kids! YerrdRQ&a KSNBH

[Takesa swig as héooks away]
Erroland Wendy break out of thkitchen and grab their dad. Heebds down to give

them both a hug and a kissookng back up, after certifying they aokay, he asks,
showing caution in his tired glare: Any news on the wlooe-it? (making light).
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Stan: Oh yeah, | got a call about 20 minutes ago we have charged-thema G 6f S
mate. Sheconfessed there were domestic issues, so case closed.

Nick: So why did you detain the rest of us?

{dFyY 2SSttt LREAGAOAFya OFfft {Bukal |
that probably cleared up about the same time as y@re released.

(@]
S
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bAOlY 2K& RARYQiU 68 4SS KSNK 2K& gt
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Stan: Police procedure. We were almost completely convinced it was her, but not

totally. We were afraid if we put her out there with the rest of you there could have

been argumentsan A & dzy RSNE G yRAy3Iad {AyO0OS 6S 46SNByQ
1SSLI KSNJ aSLI NFiGSd . SaARSazr 6S O2yaAiARSNBR K
lock up suspects. Meanwhile we needed to eliminate you and check things out.

Nick:And was that the woman ithhe old fashioned dress that was sitting near
where the murder table was?

Stan:Nope. This lady had immediately moved to behind the big arch thing. Only
GKAY3 Aax ¢S adAtt KIFI@SyQid ¥F2dzyR
we were checkingfat 2 F @2dz 2dzix 2dzaid Ay OF
gK2 &2dzQNB {diprobabtyyicver wilh 2 dzi | y

S YdzN
aKs

(S EU(
-
QX —>

K
S

¢

[takes another swig]
Nick pulls out two $50 dalt bills and attempts to give theto Stan.

Stan: Looktiwas an emergency, so no need &rthat money. Your wife can pay
YAYS 6KIFIGS@OSN) GKS& | ANBSRZ odzi LQY y24G 01l 1A
you had such a rough night!

Nick: Do you always work those hours?

{GFryY b23 ¢Sttt &Sasx L 62N] 6Kpen&idd&NID b 2 NX | €
available and we thought this might have been narcotics related, so they pulled me
in. Anyway, glad | could meet you outside the police station!

bAOl 2dzad RNRBO®S (GKS (ARa (G2 a0Kz22f |yR aiz2l
excuse fotheir tardiness. The secretary said she was sorry to hear about their
SYSNHSy Oe aAldz G§A2y GKS yAIKG 0STF2NBP® bAO]C
about that?

Secretary: Karen told us you had been detained in connection with a murder. Those
were her words. Nick remembered them as if they were a fresh echo from the night
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before. But now he had relief as he told her: Apparently they have the person in
OdzalizRe y26d , 2dzQf f LINRPolofé& KSIFNIFoz2dzi A
going home for some sleefslenda will probably be revived enough later to pick

them up.

h2lLJdas {KAGH 1S GKAylaoe | SQft KIFI@S (2 LIAO|
Miata stick shift.

bAO1 OFLfta Ay G2 GF1S I atSNE2YIlIf 51F8¢ 2F ¢
Fortunately, 1§ R2Say Qi ySSR (2 SELXFIAy® C2N 2y OSH

LI 2FYFa FyR Fft2La Ayid2 o0SR® Df SyRI af SSLya f
aAftSyoS (KSe afSSL) 6KS afSSL) GKIFIGiQa Y2NB f A

down a deep well.

At two o'’clock Nick dragged himself out of bed. Glenda had arisen at one to make

some breakfast, as they had not eaten the night before. The coffee cups sounded so

loud when they were let down on the saucers. Fatigue does that. Soon Nick finished,

al @Ay 3 BkS@Rwith the kigld. Then they would have to go, just the two of

them, to get the SUV from the restaurant. By the time all this was over, it being

¢ KdZNERIF&> GKS tF LIl adzNlLJKeéQa Ay (GKS ySA3IKo2N
so he would stop to pickp the pizza. They weteoking forward to a relaxed

evening.

When Nick picked ugrroland Wendyk S a1 SRY 126 RAR Ad 32 0
Both of them: Karen and Stan and Janet have a dog! We love dogs! We want a dog!

Errot Yeah Dad, dogs are saah fun!

Wendy: | got to brush him! He was a real big kisser!

Errot Yeah, Wendy, well maybe if you lose some weight you can get some kisses
from boys too!

Nick:ErroH ¢ KIF 4§ Qa ONMXzSt > FyR AGQa y2d4 GAYS F2NJ

Wendy: WellifR2y QG 3Sd + R23 L YAIKIG KFI@S G2 adl N
ErroY |, SFK NAIKGD® ¢KFGQa | GKNBIFGH

Nick:EmoH 5AR @&2dz 380 Sy2daK &tS8SLI tFad yAIKGK
AAAGSND { KBiga OSNE yAOS

Wendy straighens her back and smiles broadlyd Y Q& {1 ARa 3204 | 23
Y2PSRd 2SS Y2@SR (223 o0dzi ¢S RARyQU 3ISdH I R2Z

Nick: No one is home during the day! How can we take care of a dog?
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2 Sy R2 Y ok@yfo leavé @Gsalone in the house for hours, but not a dog?
Kids are good at this kind of discussion.

So Nick pulls to the garage after waiting for the electric motors to drive up the
three car door, and says: go get your Mom! We have to go get the other car.

Wendy: See? You go out. We stay home, no dog.

Scowing the children go into the kitchen, slamming the door. Nick sits for a
moment,looking at all the rakes hanging there on the wall wrack. Weekend!-Yard
work! Children complaining about dog. At least he has Glenda. Children, dog,
Glenda, TV, yardwork. Whds the tune, teedum, teedum? The rakes are staring at
him, but rather than crouch down in his bucket seat, he slides up and out of the car
feeling like a footless snake, then back he goes and gives a quick jab to the horn in
that cavern of a garage. Glga comes out, slipping down into the car while trying to
drag her right leg in without bruising it.

Glenda: Dog! | heard! Lets get outa here.

As planned, Nick calls in the pizza order and goes home so as not to leave the

children longer than necessaryle@da follows in the SUV, picks up the pizza and

coke (oh joy!) and drives home.

After most of the pizza is gone, Glenda, having forbidden more discussion of dogs, i
O02YSa 2dzi 6AGKY ale&oS ¢S Oy @AraAirild GKS 122
spend an aniral weekend? Nick cups his eyes so no one can see them rolling. He

says nothing within for disavowal and rejection from the kids who will feel as though

they are being placated.

Glenda continues: ¥/ can see The Madagascar movie on Saturday and go to ¢he zo
Sunday.

Errot Okay if we get cotton candy.

2 SyRBY L R2y Qi OFNB Fo62dzi O2GG2y OF yRe&sz 0 dz
Glenda:What do you think, Nick?

Nick:Sounds fine.

Glenda: Really?

Nick:Fine, sure.

Glenda:You are going to skip the yard work?
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Nickb2> LQY GlF1Ay3 (G2Y2NNRg 2FFd L 2dzali RSOAI
NEO2@SNJI Y& gAlta a2YS FNRY flad yAIKIGP LQY 3

Nick:Really?
Glenda:You like animals that much Nick?

Nick: Welldid | ever tell you the raccoon story | learnedri an Indian scout
master | had at Camp Pequot when | was your age?

Glenda: No.
Errot No.
Wendy: No.
Nick:No?Okay

In the olden days when there were just Indians around and a lot of animals, no

buildings, no roads, no phones ®¥(had to get the dig in) there were two old blind

Indians that decided to live together mostly because each of them liked having a

friend who could also see nothing. The two families set the old men up in a wigwam
OGKIGQ& 'y LY RAIohthé gildge Sotthey colldsléep beBer | LIF NI F NJ
rather than being kept awake by the village singing, drumming and dancing at night,

which used to make the old blind Indians cranky. The plan was thatahgen

g2dzf R ONARY3A (GKSY (KSANDles&bplausé frosfERA))) ya R2y Qi
but they still had to get their water, which was in their lake, and which was still

clean enough to drink from (not like East Lake). Sathmenmade a long rope out

of the tail hair of horses and tied one end to the wigwand éime other to a small

tree, right by the lake. That way, they could grab the rope and find their way to the

lake anytime day or night, not that it mattered, of course. So one dayvthraen

brought some elk meat, eight even pieces. The old blind Indiasesllelk meat, so

they tried to hurry things up by dividing the tasks. One would get the fire and the

cooking kettle set up and the other would go fttre water, in which to boil the

meat.

It so happened that near their camp was a sly and playful raccawhapipened to

0S R2gy o0& GKS 41 GSNJ OFGOKAY3 ONIgFAAK O0GKL
lives in lakes) when he overheard the two blind Indians talking. He thought : Ah! |

Oty KI @S &a2YS FdzyT LQY GANBR 2Telkazy GAy3 F2N
where it was tied, and moved it in another direction away from the lake and tied it

to a bush. Soon the Indian came stumbling along with the line in his hand toward

the lake, or so he thought. When he got to the end of the cord, he began dashing

the kettle around, trying to find the water, but there was none, just dirt and plants.

Not even wet! So he followkthe line back to the wigwam drsad: It has really

been dry this year! There is no more lake! What will we do? That is impossible! | was

therS @8SaiGdSNRIFIe IyR GKSNB ¢l a LI Syde 2F 461 GSN
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Seeing that the trick had workethe raccoon t@k the cord and tied it again to

where it has been. Shortly thereafter, the second Indian showed up with the kettle,

went to the water and got what he needed. He was quite irritated thinking that his

friend had conned him into getting the fire together anetting the water, and he

told him so. At last they began their feast. They put the meat in a bowl and set be

026f 0S0G6SSYy GKSY®d b2 AGQa AYLRNIFyd G2
I.
L

o

zy
F62dzi &aKFENAY3I F22RP ¢ KSe& Rigeyndan relalivéto | y &

X< S
Sy (MY

l.:.l
L2 NIA2YS 6KAOK ol a tdzOl& TF2NJ GKS o60fAYyR LY

2
GKSANI aKIFNBad ¢KEMb®a K2g¢g YdzOK T2N) SI OK
Errot Four. Right. Four each?

So each tok a piece and theyoked and pked and exclaimed how sweet thgk
meat was.

2 SyYRRY 9600606 X

While they were eating, the raccoon snuck over and stole four pieces of meat and
dragged them away to the side of the wigwam, where he quickly ate the meat while
the two blind Indians were talking and eating. What? Only tvezgs of meat left?
While | have been talking and singing and laughing, you have been sneaking away
meat? There are only two pieces left! Why you grungy old Indian, how do you dare
to do this to your best friend? At that point they lunged at each other tamabled

to the other side of the wigwam while the raccoon ate the last two pieces. When
the two Indians were finally too tired to wrestle any more, fla€coon spke: | have
played a trick on you! You should not have suspected your best friend! And he
scanpered away thatgkS NJ 2 F | NJ 0022y | yR RARY QiU 42 NNE
anymore.

Errol: How did they make the fire? Did they have matches?

Nick: € yQd FyagSNI GKIFIG ljdzSadAazy o

Errol: Why not?

bAOlY AGQa | &02NE® ! yR ad2NASAE R2y Qi KI @S
Wendy: howcan they not have time?

Nickk KS@ ' NB 2dzaid ai2NASa® ¢KSeé R2yQi ySSR (A
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ONNREY L R2yQil dzyRSNEGIYR® 126 Oly (GKS& KI ¢

Nick: Well, if they had time, they would have dates, and if there were dates | could

probably answeyour question. If the story happened yesterday, | could say they

KFR YIFIGOKSaz o6dzi AT Al KIFLWSYSR (62 Kdzy RNBF
used a flint and a stone.

ONNREfY 2KIUiQa  FEtAYyidK

Nick: 1 Qa + 1AYyR 2F ad2yS nd&rbughstoredndimakds] S 2 NJ &
sparks. With the sparks you can start a fire using tinder.

Errol: WK § Q& G AYRSNXK

bAOlY LGQA | o6dzyOK 2F RNE 3INIaa FyR avltf
match. You always start a fire from tinder and therm dxigger pieces of wood.

Wendy, slyly: And what if it was 500 years ago?

Nick: They had a much harder time. They had to have a stick with a point on it and
another piece of dry wood with a small hole. Vipeit the tinder near the hole, the
pointed stickin the hole, and they rolled the stick between their hands very fast so
it got hot; then the fire would start.

Glenda, not wanting to be forgotten: What about 5,000 years ago?

Nick: Welthat was before the great flood, so they used a gas lighter andesom
barbecue fluid.

Glenda: What?

Nick: ¢s there was a much higher level of civilization before the great flood.

Wendy: What flood? The one that killed the dinosaurs?
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Nick: Oh God no! Who got to her? At school?

Dt SYRFY ¢KNBS &S| Ndahagp@camper2dz 4SS gKe& LQY

2 SYyR@Y 2K& R2yQG ¢S 32 OFYLAY3I a2YSGAYSK

bAOlY LQR tA1S GKIFG®

Glenda rob her eyes as if she had never heard anything so droll.

Nick: Homework!

Wendy: But raccoons can talk?

Nick: Only in situations where there is no tinklomework!

And so thebooks were spread out on the dining room table; the assignnieutks
were checked and checked off as items were completed, reviewed and corrected.

No fair, no fair, their friends woulg@markd h dzNJ LI NBy da OF yQi KSft LI c
knowledge is useless in the modern world, but you get the grades while we get

criticized. Nofal ¢ KS& OF y Qb HSAZASIIKE NP Df SyRI g2dzZ R
baseball bats come from. Exactly that.

Fridaywas yard day, as Nick planndgarly spring weading. Raking and a trip to
Home Depot for lawn bags, pesticides, weed killers and new rubber gardening
gloves. Then there was a stop at McDonalds for an Angus burger and fries, his
favorite. The afternoon ended with a short nap before the onslaught ofdvasivs.
Friday. Yes! Day before Saturday, when they would all go see Madagascar, then
come home, and break out steaks on the grill and Errol and Wendy would amuse
themselves with electronics, Errol with hisBEx and Wendy with her endless
texting.

Then 8nday came and it was a nice day for the zoo. Nick felt as though he had
known all these animals once in a different but freer life. Glenda called this natural
empathy, but Nick arused her of being wewoo. Once the shades of night
descended, Nick somehdelt he was being abandoned by the good life and again
dreaded enéringthe mawsof Mammon the next. He called Monddjammontday,

a joke, sort of.
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5. The Fall of Mammon

His brisk walk to the station reflected his refreshment and rest, not eagerness.

Somehing foreboding seemed to be ahead of him. Once he sat down he fell into a

kind of trance that was oblivious tstops and stations, but Banke&®t funneled in

all the alarms he needed to arise and walk the rest of the way. He consoled himself

thinking abaut the couple he had been celebrating last Wednesday. Wednesday to

Monday should be time for their application to clear. Then he felt unaccustomed

surges of energy in his thigh muscles, muscles that somehow always signal

confidence and welbeing. They saa to over rule feet that just want to amble.

Now he grabs the rubber rail on the escalator, tightly, so he can spin liiareehd

to the left, scanninglgss expanses, and high space above theishing crowd,

then back down to his feetto check thatthe2 f S 2 F KA a aK2S g2y Qi 3¢
teeth of the rumbling plates beneath him. Again he hears the dopplerized sound of

0KS &aSOdzNAGe 3JdzZr NR aleAy3d 1Stt2 bAX 'a AF 3
turns corners through the cubical maze untildehts at his desk, rolls the chair,

aAla R26Yy FYR KAGAa (GKS abSEGé odzilizy® 9YI At
coffee or something. Checks other messages:none. Goes into workflow points

looking for his couple, Janet and Jordagujinew Koddagijine KYYY X b 2

there. Nick now calls the IT help desk (in India). Hello, this is Suzy. How may | help

you today?

bAOlY LQY {koidagyjievié.2 FTAYR (KS

{dZl @Y CAYyS> o6dzi F2NJ NBlF&az2ya 2F aSOdaNARGE | yF
okay?

Nick: Of course.

SuzyOkayz L QY 3JA2Ay3 (2 aSyR @&2dz | fAy]l a2 e&z2dz
okay? What is your secarEmail address, please?

Nick: NckWinslow@bankpp774k1.

Suzy: would you please spell that?

Nick:Okay. All lowercase.
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puji
puji
Z
&
[
[
—

Suzy: €4S R28SayQi YFGGSNIAY 'y SYFAE |

Nick:Okay. Lower case: -ic-k-w-i-n-s--0-wX

{dd 8Y LQY a2NNESt Dalzig Bl HKFANYFE 6S5éK

Nick: No

SuzyOkay, so let me see if | got that righti-c-k-w-i-n-s-I-0-w

NO{Y 8830 ¢KIFGQa NRIKGOD

SuzyOkay L QY aSyRAy3a (GKS fAylod® 2KSy @2dz IS4G A
ready.

Nick:Okay got it.

Suzy: Now enter your thirteen character employee code.

Nick: [typing: nG&7j4TX!0IQ. Done.

Suzy: No, somethingvgrong.

Nick:okay. | see it! [types:nG&7j4TXx!OIQ] I left out the little x.

Suzy No. Nck, are the last three characters zesae-capitatq or ohrone-Q?

QX
o
(@
o
N
-

bAOlY L R2yQl 1y26d ¢KS o6F RIS Ad Ay |

4

SusieOkayp [ S Q&ariantdl® (G KSS
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Nick: [pastes, then backs up three characters changing a zero to a capital O, then the
others. Aftertwopermutsk 2y 4 6 D20 AGH 2 SQNB AYyH

Suzy: Wat was the month and year of your last promotion?

Nick: July, 2007.

SuzyOkay how can | helpgu?

Nickk W Qf f = L t233SR Ay a2YS | LlLJemithgiGa € adg 2
progress file.

Suzy:¥dz OKSO| SR ( KihalizationkS & | NBy Qi Ay ¥

Nick: Yes.

Suzy:¥dz RARY Qi NBOSAGS Iy SYIFAfK
Nick: No.

{dZ @Y ¢KI{GQa ai NI ghadsudd have dodmstédyaur enttiey | 3 S Y
that night to the progress file. What were their names?

Nick: They were married: Jane and Jim Kordagujinev.

Suzy: Are you kidding? How do you spell that?

bAOlY 2K D2R L R2y Qi 1Yy24s dlyéHowing@Bbitolg K& ¢S KU
irritation]. Okay L Qf f-o-r-a-&@uy-i-ng-v

{dd @Y b2LIS® /IyQli aSS rtyedKAy3ad LQft GNB |
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Nick: Did you have any computer problems over the weekend?

{dd @Y L R2yQl 1y260d

Nick: @ & 2 d2ooldn Ya@kiifiles?

{dd @Y b2LIS® ¢K2aS8S IINB 2yfe F2NJ I (2 I-t
NEO2NRa®d® 2SQ@S 0SS ysearchablafingtdns ToRybdarshgvO NB Y S
but nobody wants to spend the money. They say their focus isordyvcustomer

centric and they no longer want to support employ®eused enhancements.

(0Z
_D)<

<n><
[N

bAOlY {2 ySikySiz e2dz OFryQi KSf L) YSK

SuzyNo, but is there anything else | can help you with today?

bAOlY b2 (KIFIylad {2NNE LQY &adzOK | O2 YLlziSNJ
Suzy: Wl (i dRayNick. Most people are. Would you like to take our quality survey?

Nick: ItwkA G € ad GAYS a2 LQftf &a1ALI Ad G2RFe& AT
any points today anyway.

{dZ @Y L dzyRSNBRGIYR® alé&dosS 6SQftt YI1S8S 2dzi 68
NOlY [Sii@a KAFIKE WIKSNSE Ay adzyol A NRIKGK
Suzy: ¥s it is.

Nick: Well, good night then!

Suzy: @, | just started my shift, but thanks. Most people get very abusive and you
are a kind man.
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Nick: No problerh

{2 bAO1Qa OdzA (G 2YINH KISR ISy MLILISR A aly Qi K LILX
lookh y3 Ay KA& G2LI RNI6SNIy20A0SR (KS RSydGAadl
gKIG YAIKEG KFEGS KIFLIWLISYSR AyiSNyrtteo {2 KS
2y (0Kl G ¢KdAdzZNERIzE( & hgiRbcalyNdcHRicadterm fr{the stand

AY F2NJ LINRPaALISOGA A y-shimkTheyvaulsl dlishugt Tor elach & S NIDA O S N
20KSNJ AT a2vYS82yS ¢sFa arld] a2 GKS Odzaidi2YSNa
shunt had been Cal Klein.

Nick: Cal, did you dewlith my cusomers, the Kordagujinevs? Thalyer and the
dentist?

Cal: Yes. What of it?
The diffident responseas not lost on Nick.
Nick: wél, what happened?

Cal: They wanted to speak with you and | told them | could help them as you would

bebackbuL RARY Qi (1y2¢ AKBYlbYy ¢KISJR) Ay X Rodeik SBE O2d
They got really pissy with me. | told them we had apparently lost their application

but I would be willing to redo it with them. At that point they told me to forget it.

They had aother bank ready to help them, they said, and walked out. Sorry about

that.

bAOlY 2K& RAR @2dz alé @2dz RARYQl (y26 6KSyYy
day.

Cal: ¥ah, and the next day again. | had to shunt for two days! How was | to know
whenyaz YAIKG 06S O2YAy3a o601 6KSyYy @&2dz RARYQI

bAOl1Qa FIOS FftdzaKSR gAGK Fy3ISNIFYR GKSy vy dz
resided in him now. Something he really wanted from his job, a meaningful
accomplishment, had suddenly disappeareﬂeAa little while he began to

NEYSYOSN] GKS RFe&d KS KER NBYIYOSR 6AUK . dzRF
AN AaLAYy3IE OFYS G2 KAY®D L RARyQu 62N)] ® ¢KSy
2dzi 2F GKS LI adx alexyammmmmmwamms 20 KSNI OF
GAYS&zZ o0dzi GKFG RARYQU 62N] SAGKSNY ¢KSy |
this shit! Just fuck it Buthp SLJ0 ljdzA SG X Fa (K2 dARRKSEF K} KRR aa

quietly to the bathroom.

There, washing his hands was the Branch Manadgjat Merryweather, whaglanced
up with a not amuseand unfriendlylook on his face.
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Nick asks: Have a good conference (meathegxecutive PowerPoint bonanza and
golf)?

t KAftY LQR ftA1S G2 a4SS @2dz GKA& | FG4SNy22y® V
Then hewalked out.
Mind: Fuckit, Fuckit, Fuckit.

At his desk, the ready/confirm button was flashing. But then he hesitated. He would
call the Kordagujinevs.

Helo? Dr. Kordagujinev? Nick Winslbere. From BBank. | wanted to apologize for
missing you the otheRl @ ® ¢ KSNB g+ a +y SYSNAESyOe |yR L

Kordagujinev: Yes, | heard that! Everythifkgywith the police?
Nick: Police?

Kordagujinev: WIl, your colleague told us you had been detained by the police in
O2yySOGA2Y 6AGK g YARMRS NI A dFRR RAR yaIiO |1 ¥ 2

Nick: What?

Kordagujinev: WIl, yeah. He then tried to get us to redo thpplication,l suppose

Ay 2NRSNI G2 GF1S 20SNJI ONBRAG T2NJ GKS | 002 dzy
smarmy and | told him we had another banker. lcgufdi 06 St A S@S KA A &0 2NE
Nick: lnavey 2 ARSI K2g KS O2dzZ R KI @S (2fR &2dz GKI
were having dinner atla Tristesseand someone was shot. Did you see that on the

news?

Kordagujinev: &s. It was all over the news. They said thag someone in custody.
Nick: Right, we and some others were detainethéoguestioned as witnesses. My
god it must have sounded like | did it!

Y2NRI 3d22AyS@Y LG RARXY o6dzi L RARy il 6St AS@S
of little pricks like bhat guy.

Nick: Have you finalized your loan yet?
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KordagujineY D2R y2H |+ @SyQi NBFrfte KFR GAYS G2
work it out with you, that would be great. You were so helpful.

bAOlY L R2y Qi 1y26 6KI ( yoirappkatiodSodayd o dzi 6 KSy
OKSO1{SR AY 6A0GK L¢C® LQY K2LAYy3 ¢S Oy RAAOZ

After a few more pleasantries, they agreed to suspend discussion until Nick located
the application.

bAO]l OKSOl1a KAa SYIFAf I yitRappKBMBdelate I y 23S TN
file. Reply: Who deleted it? Reply back: Cal Klein. Reply: Thanks Suzy! | owe you.

Now Nick knocks off a flame mail and commits the entire issue to-auiegial war
by copying Phil.

It reads:

Cal,

As you know, | had a very prasinig client named Kordagujinev. He was someone |
0K2dzaAKG . fp. Yyl ¢62dzZ R NBIFrffe tA1S (2 R2 0dzA
AYGSNOSLIWGAY3 GKS NBfFGA2YaKALI RdzNAY 3 Y& | 03
appreciate your innuendo with the client that | waeing held on suspicion of

murder. That was an insult to me and to the bank. | have also determined that you

actually deleted their loan application after they walked out on you. The app has

been found in the delete file with your marks all over it.

Nick

Nick was satisfied at his restraint in not calling Cal a pudgy little prick. At lunch he

satconsumirg his boring salad and hddaguette ham sandwich and bottle of

Aquafina, by himself. Across the cafeterias was short dumpy pudgy Cal, shoveling in

some dsgusting spaghetti and meatballs with other office mates. They were all

laughing together antboking over furtively at him. Nick felt so alone. A while later

he was standing in the bathroolnoking in the mirror. He let out a subtle laugh as

he said irhis mind: Is that a nose | see before me? Nick never knew when
{KF1SaLISIFINSE YAIKG AGNRAR]1SP® .dziz aSNAR2dzatesz ¢

.FO1 FG KAa RSai1z Fy SYFACE KIR | NNAJSRP t KA
Outlook.

Between lunch and the appointment Nickentiewed three couples. They seemed
to also be rather promising.

2 KSYy bAO|l aK2ga dzLJ G t KAfQa 2FFAOSIT Fy2i0K:¢
t KAftY bAO] (KA&A A& WAfTE CNIyiSyod {KSQ& TNRB)

we can make a @rd of some issues that have come up recently. The first thing is: |
saw your email about Cal. | have some concerns here because | think there are
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problems with teamwork, and as you know, we spend a lot of time building a team

here. Then things like thisappen! Cal is really upset! Your irascibility is a real show
stopper.Lools like, if you survive this meeting, you are going to need anger
YIEylF3SYSyid GKSNILRO .dzi tSGQa KIFI@S @2dz SELX
in your own words.

QX
—
w
N

Nick (holdingb O] G KS AYLlz aS (42 3INARYR F2NIK |
about Cal?

Phil: Yes. He came in and read me your email. | had already read it but | just let him

vent. | think he felt better once he had my reassurances. Before that he was

threateningto quit on account of your gross mistreatment of him. You know Cal and

| both go back to Harvard together, so we have a lot of understarWingrtonites

g2dz Ry Qi @O WK y2y Y& 6 SN® [ SiQa LINPOSSR (2
Nick: My versiofd (Left), my version (right), my version(up), my version(down), my

version (straight on), is not a version. It is what happened. | went out to dinner to

celebrate something with my wife at Ma Tristesse last Wednesday.

Jill: With your wife? (writing).

Nick:Yes, my wife, the person | married 20 years ago and had two children with.

Jill: Two children?

Nick: Yes, Errol (7) and Wendy (10). We were starting dinner when shots rang out
we were then engaged as witnesses by the police and it went on to the wee. hours

Jill: Wee hours?
Nick: Yes, wee, wee, wee, like the piggies, till about 4:00.
Jill: Anger noted. Then?

bAOlY L 6l a &2 SEKFdZAGSR L O2dzZ RyQi 02YS (2
strength because of logistical complications.

Jill: Logistical complicatis?

Nick: Yes, you could call them that. Ma Tristesse has valet parking and by the time

we got out of the police station at 4:00am, the restaurant was closed, so we had to

go home without our car. The police drove us.

Phil: Not very good for the bankitsto have police dropping you off at all hours of
the night?
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bAOlY LGQA y20 Fa (GK2dzaK ¢S LI IFYyySR GKAaH L
the police van was there to drop everyone off as a courtesy. At that point we were
numb with fatigue. It was gery long day.

Phil: You meathe van dropped you off? Why were there so many people as to
need a van?

Nick: There were about 20 of us. | think there had been a hundred or so at the
restaurant that night.

Phil: And they tok everyone down to the station?
Nick: No. Just the couples with guns.
Phil: You had a gun? Do you have a gun on you right now?

Nick : Of course not. My wife had one in her potietk They had tdold us for
ballistics and blowack testing?

Phil: And wee you clean?
Nick: Wad clean? VAS | CLEAN? Of course!
Phil: Calm now, (glances to Jill, writing). Was your wife clean?

bAOlY , 2dzQ@S 320G (2 8S [ NBRAYIAHMYARB2 BRR & £ &zF
attempt at humor to drop dramatic pressure)

Phi: Calm now. What happened next?

éé

>

SR G2 dl G2 LISNE2YLIf RlI&a 2FFo
S NH

SyOAS

t KAfTY .dzi Y2ad SYLX28SSa R2y Qil@ho]l S RO yhl
shakes her head n®)

S
)

QJ‘.-—D

R
Sy

>
-+
w
D;U(

odzi GKA& GAYS L

Nick: Well | needed it so | ¢&it, never did be2 NB
(’Ju)\ya YSENI I YIYy 6K2 Aa

LX SIatryd G2 0SS aa
experience.

Q. >
- T

Phil: Yes, | see that. So then your story is that when your clients showed up and
asked for you and Cal was the shunt, he tbleim you had been held in connection
with a murder, it was true, right?

Nick: Right, but they were just routinely processing everyone. The presence of
handguns complicated matters and police methods involved a lot of tedious waiting,
first for powder analgis and then for ballistics. The Medical Examiner had not been
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immediately available so they had so wait for the bullet to come back from the
victim. The news tok a day to report that the actual suspect was in custody.

Phitwsf f / I f RA Rywasijustpojhg an wiiakulié dad he&d when she

took her son to school where your kids are, that you were being detained in
O2yySOiGA2Y 6AGK | YdzNRS NMokslfora@geQii aSS oKI
approval from Jill).

Nick: f we were a team, | woulddve told the customer that Cal was out of the
office for emergncy reasons and would tell themQR Kl @S / Ff OFftf GKI
GKSY KS g2dAZ R Y2ad OSNIIFIAyte oS o0FO1® L 620
being my customers and the cover my failure by dalgthe original application.

PhitElzyye K2¢ AGQa Ftf I YFGGSNI 2F LISNOSLIWAZ2Y
coming back on Monday. Cal only tried to do the best by B*Bank by writing another

f2lye® 2KSyYy (GKS& RARYyQU O2 i@ &bl fréohedl S dzLJ |
LINPINBaa FAES a2 ¢S ¢g2dZ RYyQi ¢ adS |ye Y2NE

Nick: | do, but | also see that these were well qualified, almost ideal customers, and
THAT was a real loss.

t KAtY [ Iy Qi oA y Myﬂill! Dd ybudavevErittiing yod neéddza A Y SaaH
here?

Jill: Well not quite. He needs to apologize to Cal for blowing up like that. We try to
teach civility in the workplace and maintain civility in the workplédieks her head
left then right) and scowils.

Phi: HQf £ | LIPseeddth Radksbfor lcding over Jill. See you at the round
table next week.

Jill leaves a bitf a huff. Nick goes for the door, but Phil stops him. Phil moves

behind his big desk and motions Kio sit down across from him what other

employeeschf GKS aSt SOGNRO OKFANED® t KAf y203A0Sa
drawer and pulls out a roller tape to pull it off neatly. Herssego be roller taping

himself h the way most people shower with a bar of soapS R2 Say Qi y20i A0S b
furtively puting his hand in his shirt pocket. Nick just stares at him epged as if

he were awaiting some sort of important message. Nick grins. Zhén Phil turns

towards Nick, leans forward and folds this hands, knuckles pointing forward so that

when hiselbows bend, a thumb can give a hard rub on either side of the bridge of

his nose.

t KAEY b2g bAOlX

bAOLY .84 tKAEX
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Phiti@ y20 2dzad @2dzNJ £ 01 2F GSIY &ALANRG GKI G
here how long?

Nick: Fourteen years.

Phil: And whatwas the first thing we ever taught you?

bAOlY LQY aidAtt glFrAlGAYy3d G2 €tSINYy a2YSOKAyYy3d

Phil: Careful, Nick! The first thing we teach you when you come here is how to dress
like a banker.

bAOlY hK @2SaxX L F2NH20 0(KI GowsvhatRbaRgrQli G KA Y]
looks like: a suit.

Phil: Right! So what made you forget?

Nick: Well, | thought it would be a renewing change from the past century. | really

RARY QU FT2NBSG® L (K2dZaAK{G U soBemoreNfeBur K R OK |y
customers ifve gave upgooking like someone from the FBI; | was thinking of myself

Fa  LINRPG2GeLIS® LQY Ay FFOG FAYRAY3I GKIG Y
approachable and they have become more approachable by me. | even come

around to their side of the desHlhey ask if others at the bank are getting real too.

Phi: Th 6 Qa | LINPOf SYXRIFQVIYIIKRS et §BFOXKpeRdz I yeé lK;
At Harvard, they teach us that banks are unchanging images of stability, that we

must be consistent in our behavior andr appearance. Business changes, ya know,

but we have to be the steady point in everything, ready to help our customers when

they need their money. They have to feel like the guy in the suit needs only to reach

into a drawer and pull out a wad of moneyat it will always be there, regardless of

the individual banker. Individual bankers are of no public importance. We only need

something slightyn2 NB | t A@S GKFYy | NBoz2dG GKIG S OFy
what you were thinking when you changed yoursgkes, shaved your head, pierced

your ears and tok up wearing that turtleneck, junky tweed spaat and jeans. |

FfY2ad KIR &82dz 62aaSR 2dzi 2F KSNB 6KSy L at
Did you reacs I NJ A Y Q?®o youSkBaMdatibut the alcheralenyth of universal

acidK L (i fait is so@dwRrful, it eatsstway through everything until there is

nothing left. IO+ y QG 66 1 SLIKI Epal 62 VIOKESERDOt20KSaA
started in the IT department where we keep people who wanéat bananas in

RIN] Of2asSdasz FyR GKSy AG €SIF1TSR G2 2dzNJ ot C
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2dzi KSNB 2y (GKS aO0dzaG2YSNI LI FGF2NYVEH | yADBSN
functions! How can you possibly justify this?

bAO1Y Wdshthiefe Todbltainm@@tyages for bank customers. Since the
rSOSaairzys ¢S KIFI@S y2G 0SSy FotS G2 aSNBAOS
L ¢la GNRBAy3 (42 R2 Yeé o0Said G2 GdaNYy GKSY 2yd
sufferingfrom bank fatigzS @ ¢ KSe& Ol y Qi &0l yRthedza ® ¢ KS& | NX
bailoutstheyardNB I Ré G2 o6f2¢ 04 lyeé Y2YSydaod L 2dz R2y
nothing to do with them and you surround yourseltkvsycophants who tell you all

Aa oStto L R2yQ iy fronytReUNGididl hédRiquarters afthé & | 3
9EOSt $2NXRI | I NBFENRX é2dz OFyQid &aS8$S GKI
KFELILISYSR aAiAyOS Hlylup Howand Kekfihd® limsdlfgding s A & NB I
nails into the palms of his hands.)

y 2

Phib KIF 0 Q& ljdzAGS Sy2dzaKH L YbMartonbKSazi RR Q¥ Qi §
@82dz Ay 2y &42YSUKAYy3Id LQY K2LMAYy3d G4KSNB Aa a3z
just came back from our serannual conferene in Toonto. We had to secretly

holditthereF 2 NJ FSIFNJ . A3 . NRUKSNI YATIKG 0SS 46+ G0OKAY:
aldl GadSySyida 6SNB Of SINJFYyR ¢St tA faliNGeAiXdzNB R |

PKIFIG F2ft26a KS ySOSNI g2dz Rddal S a4l AR AF K.

X @t when all this came crashing dowlris bank was in big trouble. We were

highly leveraged in the markets, and without the government money we all would

have lost OUR jobs. We had our huge losses; there were runs on cash, and we could

have been ruined by the SEC. So when the bailouts cathenwstrings attached

FYR y2 NBLRNIAY3I yR 002dzyialoAfAades GKIF(GQ2
kicked in. First thing we did was pick up our chips at bonus time so no one at

executive level would be left hanging no matter what happened. It reallked

out well because in order for each executive to get their bonus check, they had to

sign an NDA (Non Disclosure Agreement) that tightened our control over leaks and

potential whistleblowers. We were then in a position to counter the bank strength

audits. The cash we had, we hoarded and did not move anything but the absolute

minimums. The cash we were owed we forced into payment by all means. The

stimulus money we used for three main things: to cover positions, pay bonuses and

replace our entire netwrk of ATMs. But we found one more idiocy in the

government we could take advantage of. In order to get ongoing support payments

from the Fed, we had to at least show some effort at making mortgage loans and

refinancing. Cal was in chargetbét here. Hechooses the very smallest but most

desperate loans for reduction of principal, sowe taokf A 1S 6SQNB 3F2Ay3I | f
with the joke. Your job has been to simulate the cultivation of loan customers so we

have something to report in our loan efforts portfalim effect, we apply strict SEC

and FEDegulations comprehensively and to the letter so that almost no one can

jdzt t ATed 2SS 2F O2dzZNES O2dzZ Ry Qi &AKIFINB (GKAA 3
many of you and thereould bewhistle-blowersin the cravd. You see? | was just

saving you from your hefteaded self. But now that you know that and have
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RSOARSR (i2 R2 @2dzNJ 246y aKz2g KSNBI LQft KI @€
you now understand what types of people come from Harvard.

Nick: No probleml actually knew. Those who can think and those who can pay.
{AyOS @2dz2OQNB OSNIlFAyfté& GKS GKAY]1SN GeLilsz Oz
today.

Phil: Why put it off?
Nick: 8 dzZQ@S 2yfteé 0SSy KSNB F2dzNJ @SINEX NRARIKGK
Phil: Yes.

bAOlY {2 &2 dzlirherie@aboutNsB0o080Y000S:igkiears ago. After
taxes,itwas8 gy G2 codn FyR y2¢ AGQa ol O1 dzLJ G2 o
GKA&a 2dzi AY Hun K2dz2NE FYyR L gtyd AlG Ay OF aKd
need to be present as they ant and check the cash. Iwantitally bPmnn o0Affad L
ONAY3I GKS &dzZA GOl aS&ad LQff | f-Ba2goantlwild Ay . NA
call in the press for the human interest story.

As he was about to say haaenice evening, Nick sawed o dzi G SNFf & | f AIK{G 2y
computer screen, then disappear. Phil was green white.

The next day, Nick arrived at 1:45pm. No need to clear out his desk as he left
nothing behind but a few old pens and some paper lips and a crummy old clock. He
had long befoe cleared famifNB £ | § SR LI NI LIKSNY I f Al = adzOK | &
soccer awards. Julie showed him back to an executive room where Phil, Cal, and

some other unknown suits were sitting, alonghWwA £ t = GG KS ¢ SNXAY I (2 NE
flown in from the Chicaglaw office. Two thugs thdboked like they could be

packing, pointed for him to sit dowiNickfelt unsafe. But then the\& began a

harangue about whagjopardy Nicks 2 dz2f R 6S LJ I OAy3 KAYasSt ¥
his mouth around the press. Asheogsg > I aYAt S OFYS 2@SNJ bA

SVP: W I §Qa GKFG INRY | 62dziK

Nick: | read about you Ed. Yowtea A O1 WSy aSyQad L) I OSZ NARIKGK
LIA Ol dzNB -LboyS NEGdzirdatN8 SESOdzi A S ySsa NI I o

SVP: What does that have to dahwihe price of eggs in @Gta? [He thought that
was managerially witty]

bAOlY 2SSttt 2dzaad GKIFG &2dz KI Sy Qi
LINPOolof& RARYQUO y2GA0S L 324 Y& 220
sign NDAs. Julie, would you please escort my lawye&r6 DNB Sy s> Ay KSNB I a
want to be unfairly matced with the bank lawyers here? [She moves to leav@}y N

I think this employee intimidation session is over. Please have two tellers come in so

(@]

SS
K

"<
ey
w»
P
(SN
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we can double check the amount, which should cotmgasof this morning,
$7,682121.32.

All the suits collapsed into their chairs catching thetefain the heels of their
hands, except the thug suits.

Nick: Do you want to stay while they count? | want every block of hundredeibr
out and counted, then plackin this suitcasef il KA & A\EY QL HSYQf f dzasS (K¢
second also, and so forth.

t KATY bAO| &2 dzpérinte éss yolarebringSWedhadltold |
negotiate all over town to come up with this cash.

Nick: 3 KX o0dzi L 62y Qia K& OBK | §RS O YOI SIONIWWVERY |
get the float, and there is some satisfaction in that.

The execs just sit dumbly at the table. Three and a half hours later Nick calls in
Briggs Security anths them escort the money out the truck. It is 5:30 as Nic
follows them out and takes the mike.

bAOlY L glyilG G2 tSG SOSNE2YyS 1y286 LQOS 06SSy
understand my bank has been perpetrating an unpatriotic fraualresy the

American people. Thednk has sent a team of top executivedrigmidate and

silence me, but due to the fact that | was never forced to sign aDisclosure

Agreement, | am free to leave these three flash drives, one for the news, one for my
frge@SNIIYR 2yS F2NJ GKS oFyl® LOMwsoaadzyAy3a |
all can see exactly what these prominent business people have been up to. | wish

0KS @GASHGSNE 6Stftd ¢2Y2NNRBg LQff LINPODARS NBC
fist above his head, which contained the three flash drives.
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6. TheBig Dinner and the Big Plan

When Nick got home Glenda threw open the door. She was absolutely gleaming

with joy. You did it! You told those snotty fucks to shove their job! | saw yaivon

You were amazing!Zl2 o6l R G4 KSNB 6 SNBy Qibadic®olipyli K2 dz& | Yy R
WallStreets 4y QG GKSNBH LQY &2 LINEdJzRH

bAOlY ,SIKI LRSg i22YH |1 SeH LGQa 2 SRyYSaRle& |
dinner at Ma Tristesse?

Glenda: Can you really stand to go back there?

Nick: They say when you are thrown from a horse iyeed to mount up again
AYYSRAFGSte &2 GKS TSI NBgeebdcRdntheBoxse. Ay LISNXY |y

Glenda: That sounded like one of our stupid politicians remarkspkayif you
want. | can get Katie over for the kids.

Suffice it to say that Nick drGlenda were dressed and drove comfortably to the
restaurant in their Miata that night. This time they drew 4/12/3 as their coordinates,
FYR F3FAYy F2dzyR GKSyYaSt@gSa Ay DSyS@oAS@SQa

DSYS@ASOSY 2SNByQl @&2dz KSNBhemirdeyS 2F Yeé (Gl

Glenda: Yes. 7/13/6. Nick was drinking Absolute lemon matrtinis straight up with a
LISSt FYR L 41 ad RNAYy{Ay3IX

Genevieve: Macallam/18.
Glenda: Wow!

Genevieve: Bould we start over?
Nick: Oh yes! Thisl f Fo2dzi a0l NIAY 3 hemeudiow? K& R2y Qi
2SS OFryQiG aidlre G422 tF0So

¢tKS YSydz KIR AdSYa ylIYSR (2 &ada3asSad I NI FyF
drowned in a cream of broccoli with hdine curls offresh red pepper, lemon rind,

and saffron stems, a colorful interplay of yellow tones and redatehers. They

RARY QU 020KSNJ gAGK &alflFRa la GKS& (1ySe¢ Yzal
for lunch. Instead they had fine fresh fruit carvings seiteK S& OF £ t SR a i LILIS G
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alongwith fine salted croissanshaped bagu¢es andRA LILJA Y3 & dzOSod ¢ KSe@
serve entrees either, as everyone knew what a steak tastes like. Instead there was a
ALISOALE NBIF 2F (KS YSydz &ingithe GrRekdnytht 9 [ Lhb hb
where the giants piled one mountain on another, which someone had remembered

from readingBookh Y S 2 ¥ + S NH A f \@cabuBrgetiNsHdst@uéateur,lity G K S
referred to their signature technique of buildingrain plate vertically, Wich had

become popular. The formula was well known: some sort of coulis, a layer of

mashed poatoes with sauce, or sometimes poleita F2f t 26 SR o0& | aYIlI Ay
(meant to be daubed in the coulisheat, fish or fowl,followed by a layer of

colorful greas and fresh spice, such as cilantro or arugula, a salad dressing ,usually

an exotic vinaigrette, then on to a topping of some sort of delicate tempura, such as

oyster chips, oniong)r maybe a lightly sautéed thisliced fois gras. Each choice

was named #ier a Piaf song, and each choicekabout a half page to describe and

G2 FO0O02YLIye gAGK GKS LINAYGSR t&@NAROaz Ay CN
and the translation, although all they had wagnu complett $60. They of course

had various fish, fruit and vegetarian versions of the mountain. The mountain was

held in place by a stainless steel center pole with a metallic fringe sticking out the

top they called the flavor needle. On the needle were numbet® And a little red

plastic collar. The diner was encouraged to register their pleasure with the meal by

moving the sliding collar to one of the 10 levels, 10 being the best. That was their

customer feedback system, allowing them to exactly catibthegoodness and

enhancedining experience over time. If the red collar was at or below seven, the

guest information would be printed out. If they had a record of complaint, the

executive chef would ignore them, if not, he would pop out to the table and

interview the dining guest about what could be better. What a trip! This might seem
complicated, but in the early days of the restaurant the mountain was custom

ordered by the guest. There was a column of ingredients and a column of

dimensional choices. There vaesmall, medium and large plates and a choice of

three, five, or seven layers. Each item for a layer, not counting sauces and dressings,

had a price. The size of the plate determined the multiplier, 0.75, 1.0, 1.5 so the bill

was = size of plate* sum(layprices). They found this to be inherently problematic
0SOIFdzaS MO OdzaG2YSNR o0dzAfd Y2dzydlAya GKS& F
combinations 2) there was a high error rate in producing the custom stacks and 3)

the system was mathematically beyond trepabilities of most of the staff and the

customers. So they went to standard plates. They did leave open the option for the

customer to have an extra layer of beef Wellington or sautéed foie gras inserted, for

$15. What a trip!

Basically the menu choice¥ss R2 gy (2 | OdzaG2YSNRa Y2YSyil
gKIEG GKS adrFF OFfftSR GKS a1Se fS@Stés ylI YS
potatoes, squash or polenta would be what they tied all the other favors and spicing

to. Glenda went for the mignon and Nick wéat the sea bass.

The two of them were feeling quite radiant as they toasted to the new life. Nick led
with: To England! Glenda followed with: To a better life. After their ceremonial sip
Glenda declared she was not readymove to England, quite yet. Shad in mind

that she still wanted to rise in the ranks of education t;mEipal and perhaps to
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Superintendent Nick quickly and in good nature rejoined: Why not Secretary of
Education?

To which Glenda: Why not? But, Nick, what will you do now?

b A O &bokdd (@ Yhe bank world. | turned on the fire when | blew the whistle

[strange juxtaposition of expressions he thought as he was spgakinL G KAy 1 L Qf f
a2YS GAYS YR FAIAdINE G(GKAy3Ia 2dzid LQft dzasS
messagesrdm the sedoh he admired this expression]

Dt SYyRFY LQft GF1S GKIFIG G2 YSIy @[8hz gAff &AAL
knew this image would prod him to thought

As they were moving this sort of banter back and forth, the art fruit arrilted.

consisted of a large round of bloamtange ribbed about the edges and sitting in a

port cherry coulis on a large flat white plate with only a smaltwped edge to

retain the shallondeep purple lake. The orange round had clean round punctures

filled with blueberries that seemed like bubbles from the deep. Above and beneath

0KS NRdzyRa ¢SNB | at A0S 2F adGhk N FNUZA G 6AGK
eastwest axis were mooshaped wedges of kiwi fruit so as to drop the eye to mid

plate. It was beter than they would have expected, and later when the food arrived

the result was a palate that had been reoriented after soup and cocktails, between

the acidic fruit and the safb dzi G SNJ &l dzOS 2F GKS aLISGAGSa ONZ
responsetogrisgiA 0 | YR NBI RASR FT2NJ 6KS ySEG SELISNA:
appropriate mauve wine as per the pairing chart the diner needed not bother about.

Hmmm, they said as they seemed to be merging into this experience, nearly

cathexis.

When Glenda had finished htappettes and rolling her eyes, and her odétlymed
GALRNYL ¢ O6F aLkRz2y g¢A(kveafidom thd 19tA @MNdry) ied y Sa z | N
set back down on the plate, she announced:

Lookb 2 S | NBE @OSNE fdzO01e& G2 KI @S | fybuda K KA
a2YSUKAY3 G2 YIS &2 dokdrbilionof Ktb gtyduK [ S
started and we could take it from there?

Qx N.)
—<,
o (N

a
Q é
Nick: You would want to go to California?

Dt SYRFY b2 LQY | adadzyAy3d &2dz ySSR G2 32 2dzi
motion. You could just go to one of those Executive Suites places, or an Executive

Residence until the next steps malsense to us. We own the house and even my

crummy salary wikeep me and the kids goinjgcan always dip into savings if | need

to.
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Nicksat back and let his neck go limpoking up at the dark gray acoustic ceiling 16
feet above their cloth room. He seemed to be a bit in a trance, blinking his eyes in
an exaggerated way, but without saying anything. She noticed he seemed to be
grinding hs teeth.

Glenda: Yowkay, Nick?
Nick (Returning from his temporary vacancy): Yeah.
Df SYRIFY 2KI3GQ&a 3J2Ay3 2y Ay GKIFIG KSIR 2F @20

Nick: Do you remember last week after the shot rang out and the announcement by
the guy with the French accent?

Glenda: Sure

Nick: Do you also remember that clanking sound right after lo&keshThe same
clanking sound, kind of like a{aump, when the police came? | wonder what that
was. | was just thinking about that.

Glenda: Who knows?

Just now Genevieve appeared with thexdce cart, placing their tappette plates on

a lower shelf, clearing the crumbs from their bread croissants, and then, with a

OSNIiF Ay OSNBY2yes fAFUAYI GKS &Af OSNI O2 OSNE
G§KS NRdzi Ay S | dzSa G A 2iffhele & dnything elRexh@Ndht | YR K €
GNBIjdZANBeéd i GKAA LRAYGEZ bAOl LALISR dzLly

Do you remember last week after the shooting we were told to stay seated and then
there was a loud, clanging noise? | heard it again just before the police came in.

Genevieve:timust have been the magnetic locks. | suppose the police had told our
manager to make sure no one left.

bAO1lY hKH | FRyQl (K2dAK{G 2F G(KIFIGH adad o6So

¢tKSe O02dz RyQi NBFftte dFft]1] YdzOK 06SOldzasS (KS
plate was of cours served warm, but there was little surface contact with its

contents, so they focused their attentions mostly on eating and continued to think

while they chewed. The food and the wine went quickly, not too full, not too drunk.

It was not necessary to ordelessert, as baked Alaska was the standard, and only

choice.

Nick: About Sucked y @ L Qf f KI @S (2 GKAy(1= OFtf CNBRZ

Df SYRFY 1 SNBQa Iy ARSI® [S8GQa &ale &2dz 32 2c
the kids are out, we join up withyouandwe d®etDa y S& G KAY3IK ¢KSe& g2y
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right ages for long. They could still get something out of it. Most of their friends

have been there, or in Florida, and they keep asking about it. | think it will be early

Sy2dzZaAK GKSy &2 @& 2 dzQungs realyihaat up. IfKdt?d& justA YS o0 ST 2N
02YS K2YS IyR 32 G2 GKS ySEG AGSY Ay 2dzNJ od
FFNFAR @2dzQft Ffgleéa NBINBG YAadaAy3d &2dzNI OF

Nick takes a deep breath and drops his debit card ortabé&e.
Nick: | could come home once a month for a three or four day weekend.
Glenda smiles a happy smile.

The next day Nick does a little checking on furnished quarters in Upper Haight.
Somehow he has got this location lodged in his head and thinksttiie residence
of the new cool, which he really wants to try out.

That night he proposes some dates for his departure, but then Glenda comes up

with a surprising idea: Why not take the train? Nick has always flown before and

Y S@SNI 4SSy Y 2sinéver Bekn onekf@ long drives,|b& Maybe he

would enjoy a leisurely tripouttothe coagti 2y S 2F (KS KigskllSgt Ay SNE &
trying to keep alive through modernization efforts such as big reclining seats,
O2YF2NIilof S &af SSIOWYiF o ONIERGEAY Sy &Sy A YW S
A (i Q @aysfok ufied relaxation and you see more than lumpy white clouds. Who

knows what the U®oks like when you cross it at ground level? Who knows what

sort of interesting people one might meet from a social class that is not in a hurry,

likes to read, watch movies and dabble on the laptop? Nick figurearmeo more

than dabble. He can work out modetails about Suckelh. In fact, since he had the

flash of the idea he has never written anything down. He has no clear idea yet what

the prototype shouldooklike, what services and functions it should have. The best

exercise he thinks will be to ate a business plan. He can explain it all to himself,

then to Fred, then to investors.

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Pageb2



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

7. Training ér The Future
It was not until April 7, 201 that he was ready, as one train historian puti X
aXid2 02FNR GKS OFNER G 2vyaaral NJ Si
commingled with Atlantic brine, and emerge on another Market St., a
continent away, meeting the salty Pacific breezes, and all under the aegis of
2yS NIAENRIFR O2YLIl ye £3

Xnow Amtrak, hen the Pennsylvania Rail RoadS 02 dzf Ry Qi NXBI f f &

{ GNB S

0KAY

aylr18Qa 22daNySe ONr&aa (GKS ANBFG FEt22N) 2F |

up at two stopovers for train change. At least his baggage would be shifted
automatically, as Amtrak had figured how to do thathasome accuracy. The first
thing helooked at the stationg | & b SHrtit Odd Blésed some twenty years
earlier. It remained a precious impression from childhood. Orange drink, hotdog,
Ydza Gl NR YR 2yA2yad 2Kez 2K ¢ RenmentB? S 3
the name is to taste the butteredyrispgrilled bun before the hotdog. No one has
ever repeated this delight. It was lunch time, but he would not be able to revisit
0K2aS dzyAljdzS FtlF @2NAET Al aissalivding rposdth. i K S
LAKYIl St Qaouse K Rantc&dtihd thought. Just a flash.

He strolled into the station having rendered his two suitcases. He was traveling light,
with a computer bag and a carpn. The height of cavernous art desaiting room

from 1933,with its long bomHike quartz crystatectangular lights hung from great
ceiling chains were not quite threatening unless you thought about the bombs that
were soon to come after the opening of the station, when there was still no
commemorative statue. Thbombs of the world marked the end of the rail era and
signaled the mass production of air travel, but this was unsuspected at the time.
Nick thought about this and sensed irony. And then the mausoleum function crept
into his mind as he gazed for a momenthe gigantic statue of the angel Michael
seeming to ascend with a dead-dexed nude railway worker from WW?2 in his

arms. Why had they just seen fit to celebrate the railway workers who died in the
war? No speculation came to him. The station had hetleast recollection of WW1
as if the Pharaoh only thought to honor his most recent dead sldmggession:

The goldleafed Corinthian columns were perhaps larger than they had ever been in
Rome or Gegece Thoughts angberiodizationwere a mishmash. Eve though the
station was highly symmetrical, it curved thought, or at least his thoughts, he
thought. Nick boarded the Pennsylvanian at 12:42p after stoptuiriguy a pack of
Spearmint gunand a bottle of water.

Like most stations of the eréhe boardingarea wagrotectedby a great halbarrel

of glass that covered the platforms like a rainproof street scene the length of the
longest train. People pleaded their separations, made last dashes to a nearby news
stand or ran in terror fearing the train gt depart without them. Couldjump up

here if it started to move and then walk forward, they thought briefly to

themselves? People on cressuntry trains are always inexperienced; once is
enough. If fact, most of them only buy omeay tickets.
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Lookng down rather than up to the great aluminum support struts, Nick walked
confidently toareserved seat where he planned to enjoy the views without having

to drive himself, talk to sonmane, or do anything, really. He planned to have lunch in
the diner car oncehtey got under way. It was already open because this train came
from NYC. He saw people sitting in it, eating there as he walked by on the way to his
assigned car in firatlass. Once seated and moving, he waited for his ticket to be
reviewed. He thought adut how good it felt to travel without a TSA pabwn.

About 1:30 the conductor stgeed to examine his ticket and [Ehentore off a stub

and clipped what remained with a horseshoe shaped punch. Only the Pennsylvanian

had such a punch on that day. The dantor wore one of those classic conductor

uniforms, midnight blue with gold buttons, a hat with gold braided art on his patent
leather visor, and an authoritative though warm smile. Hekkb A 01 Q& Yy I YS 2y
determined Nick wanted to dine. Nick would®d- f f SR 2 @SNJ G4 KS Ol NI
when a table was ready, which it soon was.

0S
a t

Now seated andboking at the menu, the table was visited by a black waiter with al

the high dignity and servilieatures of someone who might have worked at the

White House. Inis late 50s, he wore the traditional white jacket over black pants

with a silk stripe on the side and a cumi®m where he kept his order paHie

took the initial drink order for a glass of root beer. In the world of cumibens and

jeans, thisorderst®{ Yy SAGKSNI 2F GKSY | a 6SANR® t2f Al
G, 2dzZQNBE 4SSt 02 YS ¢

A moment later a young couple presented themselves at hi§ tabIeAaskipg to shareAit

with them. He could see noreasonfordhi & G KSNB ¢ SuBwhg 6§ KSNJI (I 6 f
not?M- 1S @2dzNBESt @3Sa O2YF2NIilof Sdé LQY . Attt |y
Nick: San Francisco.

Bill: Wow!

Felicia: Wow!
Nick:You?

AT EY WdzZA G tAGdaodzNEHK® 2 SQNBE 3I2Ay3 GKSNB (2
GNI Ay &l (A2 ytdstag il & hbtel dEmKRGE thecRyA(FoSaying, he

looked adoringly at Felicia, and her eyes glinted rays of expectation and happiness.

Sweet skotchy facdook.)

Then Bill siked his chin with the heel of his left hand and with his right. His
eyebrows went up in dook of amazed recognition and then he pointed his curved
index finger at Nick, bending his wrist down as of to snag away some invisible
obstruction between them, as pointing is impolite, and said: Hey! | think | know you!
You were orTVa while back! | recognize those turquoise glasses, for sure! You were
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the whistleblower at the bank. Wow! Congrats! It must have taken a lot of guts to
do that! Wish more people would do something like that. World'ud be so much
better off!

Nick: Thanks) dzi L QR NI} GKSNJ y2dG Gl f1 Fto2dzi Add b2o

going to wash my hands.

2 KSy KS 320 061601z (KSe& 6SNByQli GKSNB®
the dining car, he concluded.

Elegant dining can only go so far on a train. The ab$gs table was nice, he

thought. Glenda came to mind. The Japanese have notions about absence in space.

But absent in this space was Glenda, quite specifically. He felt strange as though a
loss was becoming more acute, sharper but without outline orrc@oon there was
something there: the waiter with his pen and pad. Sir?

Nick: The Philly patty and coleslaw, please, and forget the bun.

It was somehow a pleasure not to hear: You Got It! But rather: Very well. And then
he walked away after leaving theabbeer. The waiter had not asked about the
cuissoreither, as by law all hamburgers aceeated equal: medium well. It

eventually came with a heap of molten yellow cheddar, bacon, and tomatoes,
garnished by two large quarter dill pickles. Adickfes, sk bacon, creamy coldaw,

in a round like a short savory madrigal. The meal was actually broadin by

some lower order of kitchen hierarchy, the same who would later clear the table.

b A O1 Qhss SeatMAsiuite comfortable, but iagnot until the train had
changed engines from electric to diesel, that he actually found hirteeking in the
forward direction of motion. He relaxed, and soon was asleep. Next stop,
Harrisburg. Average spd@about 60 mph, he calculatesidd would like to start

thinking aboutSuckednz o6 dzi KS OF yQi® [ dzy OB aKIQd Y I R

even fire up his laptopnistead his eye catches on the silvain streaks patting for

his attention on the windowlLiquid tinselAs the train moves through depressions
and trerches the dead bladkees repel scenic revievbut nov and then a field

opens dotted withcows, sometimes horses standing by tall grass or @nivet

pond. At one point he sees a small airplane landing in a field that is cut andfogady
plantingitseenda tf A1S 'y S@Syid I yR KSblasawiskS NA&
meant as a warning to the plane, as he has not seen a road for quite a while.

The curtain of a mere nap began to enclosewaakdullness, though it would
sometimes part to let in some lightome vision. Someplace he was seeing a young
woman with shiny red rubber boots and a long raincoat holding the arm of his
roommate from college. But his roamate was pushing her away and he, Nick, was
rebuking him for some reason that was being unwoundrty the dream, but could

not be relocated upon waking. Soon the images and the coherence of the dream, if
there ever was any, were gone. He now had only the memory of an absent dream
without a story.Perhaps this was like the afterlife, as thought imgdd
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But there, sitting across from him, were Bill and Felicia again. Nick asked what had
become of them during lunch.

Bill: The conductor came by and told us we were in the wrong part of the dining car
and ushered us to the other half of the car, closefit S NXB I N 2 S FA I dzNBR
you on the way out, but you were gone.

Felicia: ¥ah! We wanted to hear more about B*Bank, which is where we bank and
have all our credit cards. We wondered where a banker, who knew about banks,
would move his money ifhecouRy Qi G NHza G KA& 26y o0l Yyl e

AffY CSEtAOALF KS alFAR KS RARYyQUG sglyld G2 Gl ¢
Nich: (i @kay. | moved to Well§argo.

Felicia: @ you trust them more than B*Bank?

Nickk M ® LQY 2dzaid y2i4 YIR G GKSY®d ¢KS& | NB | f

Bill (,sing the croked index finger point againyVell, we also heard they released
their suspect now and the investigation is in fact underway. You @ovenward
GNR &G FEtA01a0 RARYyQl &SS lyedKAy3K

Nick: No, not really.

Nick looks up then turns his head both ways as the mystery of it all rushes back in.
And then he goes on to explain about the curtained rooms, and how at first he
thought the guilty party right have been the weeping lady

Nick:l have no idea what reallyappened.
Bill: Oh,okay.

And silence reigned again until Nick was awakened by the rather deafening sound o
the PA system announcing that departing passengers should prepare to detrain. Bill
and Felicia had again disappeared.

Strange, Nick thought. Now hdugged irK A & € | LJG2LJ ' yRaD223f SR
CNRA&aGSaaSe (§KSNB Kefing healigingl evértsyThe doliddihadOf S a
still not released the name of the victim because, they said, they had not been able

to locate his family and they still hamb positive identification. Another problem, it
continued was that he had been shot in the back of the head leaving huge

disfiguring furrows as the bullet g#&d the face. While the bullettayed in the victim

the large bone chips tore through the front the face on both sides, reedng

photography more disgusting than useful. Also, they mentioned that their suspect

had been released for lack of evidence and a solid alibi. The police sounded
despondent and bureaucratic about finding the murderer. Gies news, Nick
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O2dzf Ry Qil 3ISG Ay (KS Y2udRedd. Baglingestlesgf@ N] 2y t f
RSOARSR G2 41 f1 GKS GNIAYy FFGSNI I &ad2L) Ay
seventeen cars, includingetdining car with its overheadass. He becgae

momentarily pensive woreting what people should be watching up in the sky, and

then it struck him that maybe it was for night time, when they could see the moon

FYR GKS &adFNaR® ,Saod ¢KIFGQa 3204 G2 0SS AlGd ! 2
doors open by hitting a button to activate the concealed pneumatigedrods. Then

he would hear thendecompress so the springs could slide the door back

automatically behind him. There was always just a little angst about standing

between the cars to enjoylareath ofd FNS&AK I ANE GgKAES ff G4KS o
passed beneath. Standing in the intgar accordion, for lack of a better word, gave

him the creeps as soon as the door shut behind him. He could feel the air currents

wheezing on him. The wheeze andtt¢r pushed him on until he reached a space

where he found Bill and Felicia having ao&m Hey Nick, wantastkS K b2 L R2y Qi
smoke. But your seat is back there! | know, just taking a walk. Clatter wheeze,

o FGGSNI g KSST SX D2G0 (not$o mBrdidngr@ & XA 6 2 ORI YLISR
the signagainstsmkA y 3 2K ¢St f LQY 2dzil KSNBGQAC f
the worldwe liveipd t a KKK K X

(et

Eventually he hits the last car before the engine, after swaying back and forth. As
thetrainliststoonde A RS KS 3INI o6a KS KIyRfS 2y (K :
FYR gl f{1Ay3 oFO]l Y2@0Ay3d ol O] 20SN) GKS adGAaff
interoception is working well as his hands are always positioned to grab the next

handle as his feet feeather like magnets on the floor. If he could loosen the

magnets on his feet, could the train pass him by? It gives him almost a giddy sense

of animal technology to know that his seat is twelve cars back and he is just about to

SYGi SN G§KS { KE& MNIRkeSitd BMmsel ttivridng trfe are only

couplings there are no rules. It strikes him as a spoiitical insight at the time.

Strangely, he never sees the cigarettdtbidrom before. In fact, he walks the entire

train and back three times and ner sees them. Eventually, he sits down and starts

trying to think aboutSuckedn> 6 dzii y 2 @mdethebstaitsiihinking abdut p

I a0200K® |1 SQft aAad Ay (GKS o6FNJf2dzy3S | yR &
Black Label, as much as you want, aadktail pretzels, and napkins to wrap the

bottom of the glass. Now, as he is walking back towards the bar car something

begins to happen that he cannot feature: the train lists to the right, not righting

itself after a moment, but it keeps listing, anickibegins to believe he will never

regain his equilibrium. He reverses direction, but that is no better. He begins to feel

hot and sweaty. His mouth waters the water that announces vomit. He definitely

R2SayQi ¢yl G2 @2 YAl Ieati@nceddunihbodksat G KS y Sk N
the window. There in mid train he can see the diesel and the last car at the same

time as the train continues to list to his right. His reason gets crimped like a bent

straw: in the middle of open and somewhat hilly country ave going into a circle?

Could the diesel cross the tail? The urge to vomit recedes, but his clammy brow

continues to squeeze like a sponge. Now the conductor passes by and Nick reaches

for him. What is happening. | feel sick!

(V)
Q¢
(0p])
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Conductor, smiling: Yes, & lof people go through that when we go into the great
K2NES&aK2Sd LGQa tA1S  t22L) 2y GKS &4l & dzLJ |
steep.

Nick: You mean this happens every day?
SyaiySa RARYyQil KI@S a2 YdzOK L} ¢gSNJ

dzLJ 2y GKS 1 ffS3IKSye KAffa 0STF2NB (K
people really feel it.

Conductor: Of course, ever since 1854. They built the track that way sethe old
Fa G
I.

¢ R
O
s T

@
<

The tracks straighten back to normal-@hd-ilt. Nick retuns to his seat antboks

for a seatbelt, but there is none. Back in his seat, a stoned boredom takes over. He
wonders why, on all his trips back and forth in the train, he did not see Bill and
Felicia again. Cleeing himself up, hegkes to himself: Wellliere are no sleeper cars
so they must have been hanging out in one of the bathrooms? Nah. And just then
everything goes black and a roar overtakes him. Then a white light fires past him,
then another and another. Then a blue. Then an orangdoblks out the other side

of the train, and at different intervals are different lights. In a sudden tunnel. PA
Cracks: Galliza Tunnel. Please relax. Lights will be restored presently. Still queasy
from the curve, Nick blinks frequently to somehow slow down the modfror

freeze, the lights. The train seems to be squirming inside a dark casing, and a fear
comes over Nick that this tunnel could be his grave. The lights from both sides seem
to be nearing each other and people are seen stirring in the aisle, probably
wandering toward the lavatory, but the stroblike action of the external lights gives
them a mysterious pallor and a somewhat ghastly appearance. Men with Mohican
haircuts and fat women with topknots like johnny brushes pas$.bgis like blue
lipstick amd breath seems threatened. Suddenly there is a breakout into bright light
and green landscape. Nick hears a screaming come down the track and then sudden
silence and then sudden darkness again. Now he adjusts better to the third tunnel,
0 dzii A ( Q4542 @nd thef triain refysésao turn on internal lighting for the third
tunnel either. Soon they haveoged through the mountains and soon it will be time
for a supper to rebalance the day.

The PA cracks open to apologize for the temporary loss of WiRoarhounce

that all passengers should return to their seatsl#tnerreservations can be taken

as the conductor passes. Nick wants to eat at 6:00 and resigns to a comfortable
ydzyoySaaT KSQff 32 gAGK 2dzad | y2theKSNI 6 dzNB SN
steak. He never does begin his PowerPoint; he never does readdks

whichhappend aptly to b&he Odyssewhich he read a long time ago even before

college.

At 8:07pm the train pulls into Pittsburgh. Three hours and forty minutes later he will
go irto a sleeping car bound for Chicago. Union Station offers very few activities at
this hour. He decides to go see the famous rotunda, witioks like a great

inverted salad bowl made of stone. It was built so that hefsswvn carriages could

be sheltered while discharging passengers. Nick tried to imagine something clever to
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think about this last great monument to the age of the horse at the other end of a
flaG GNROdziS G2 GKS 3IANBFG 13IS 2F GKS GNIAY
thought about theraw work, immigrant and slave, of it all.

At 11:50pm Nick climbs on the overnight train for Chicago. He is thinking how
pleasant it will be to go horizontal for nine hours. Shoes removed, he slips into his
sleeping birth and slides the curtain, closmg view of passing passengers. The
birth is basically a slab with a thin mattress. Overhead is a light for reading. He will
32 FSSG FANRG G261 NRa / KAOF3I2d 1S NBFfSOGaA
thought occurred to him. On his right is adkicurtain that keeps out the light from
the platform still milling somewhat with passengers from an arriving train and
porters rolling carts at this drear hour under cast iron station lampsgukhhhhh,

the brakes go and then he sees himself being puileal first out of the wtion.

After 10 minutes thdrain jerks to a stop, clanking car against car. Soguughhhh,

and the train is dragging him by the feet to Chicagreat and originathe hub of all
food, resources, production and transportatiorir, avater and ground, fothe

country and beyond.

Nauscaarescues Odysseus washed up on the beach and he turns off his light. The

train sways gently as it walks the railsittem. After a time, Nick opens the curtain

so he can see outas he passesthénio RAf | LARI SR LI NI&a 2F GKS
closes the curtain again. The ledge he is on is rather hard and uncomfortable.

Sleeping on his side makes himnd andwave like a fish in the oscillating motion.

He flattens out again. The train movesarerage of only 46mph, and the slowness

tends to exaggerate the sideways momentum, making it difficult to sleep. Nick feels

rather confined, bubkay. He slides back the curtain so he can see out again. No

longer in the city, he only sees the bleak light®Ild stations and lonely telephone

poles at irregular intervals. But the greatest hindrances to sleep are the idiotic

sounds of the street crossing signals making a kind of Doppler scale in thirds, up

then down after passing, dme-soHi-do-ti-sokme-dod L G Q& KIFNR (2 dGdzyS 2
has only partial benefits from Morpheus. -tiee-sokti-do-ti-sokme-do: The clang of

the road and the horns of the train are disturbing. Occasionally a red or green light

races by. A five minute stop at 3am in Clevelanddedim won@ringwhat

travelers were thinkingThey wanted to arrive at this hour? They wanted to board

at this hour?

Atfter Cleeland, Nick drifts off, not much molestéy the scraping, ticking, and
clanging sounds of the ride. But suddenly there is ahegilision between the

coupling of the cars, a terrible smashing sound, an awful sense that there is
potential for overturn, an explosion and a huge flash of light. The train is grinding to
a halt, certainly but slowly as Nick slides back the curtairetr put on a large bus

in flames. Some people are seen running away from the bus. Nick can only think of
WAR OF THE WORLDS, the original one from 1956. The bus may explode behind
them. The tall grass could catch fire.

The PACracks on:
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THERE HAS BEEN ACHWENT WITH A BUS CROSSING THE TRACK. PLEASE STAY
WHERE YOU ARE. HELP IS ON THE WAY. THE TRAIN IS LOCKED, SO DO NOT ATTEMPT
TO DETRAIN OR OPERATE THE EMERGENCY DOOR LATCHES.

Nick feels himself glued sideways to the window, desperate, helpless and fbrrifie
at what the passengers that did not escape must be feeling, and, for that matter,
whatever the others must be going through, running awagking back, and
stumbling. But soon some of the conductors are running towards the people with
flashlights and lainkets. They had been trained to interact if there was an
emergency. Oncapon a time 22,000 a year lost their lives on train accidents and
the railroad brotherhoods never did stop training for them. People were being
wrapped in the blankets and lead awfigm the burning wreckage. According to
bAO1Qa GAYS OKSO1=Z GKSNB 46SNB 2yfeé ¢ YAydz¢
the first police car. It tok another three minutes for the fire trucks and emergency
medical vehicles and ambulances to begin anguiehind them. That was itself
amazing. Amazement is a strange emotion in the midst of tragédgmeone

looked in at Nick who was stuck looking out the window, they might have thought
they were seeing a specimen in a human zoo.

The firemen brought dowthe blaze of the bus quite quickly wiguffocatingfoam.
Soon they were hacking at the bus to open holes in case anyone survived. Those
outside were soon leaving for the hospital, but apparently no one was still alive in
the bus if they had not been abte escge out the other sidewhich had snapped

like a twig on impact. A helicopter had also landed bearing away the most gravely
Aye2diNBR YR 0dz2NYySR® bAO]1Qa YSY2NE Fil aKSR ¢
had taken Wendyo the emergency room with a wehigh fever. He remembered
cart after cart of severely injured people being wheeled in after a terrible pileup on
the freeway. He could feel the nausea ansense of horrible confinement
overtaking him again from that niglthis night. Before all wasver, the train

lurched forward, leaving thearcas®of the bus behind, and the departing injured. It
had been a twenty minute stop.

Toledo came just after five thirty just in case anyone had managed to get to sleep.

G cYnp GKSNB gl a (¢ i3S NIDA GBS LIk yaya2SdfyasINeS i & |
breakfast would start to be served in the dining car at 7am. The sun was now up and

Nick lost all hope of sleep. Time to shower and change the clothes that had now

clung to him for 48 hours. He was also thankful for thdemtart that passed so he

could feel a bit more awake when it was his turn for breakfast, but he was a wreck

anyway.

Coming in now at 9:20am and leaving again at 2:00pm was basically a useless grant

of free time. Nick had been to Chicago many times beforérips to his home office

for management and professional meetings, and of course his nerves were

shattered from the night before. There really was no adventure to be had here, but

Ad gl a I yaAOS RFre& FyR KS ySSRSdRtofitheg £ 1 ® L i
Wrigley building, of gum fame. Wrigley, Wrigley, Wrigle\Bdhk,BBank,B*Bank.

And then there was the turquoise water of the Chicago River. The Chinese
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population thought of it as Jade, and the Irish thought it was liquid pride. Nick

remembered. How about an oféhade of a Spearmint gum wrapper? Nick knew it

grayQi Fdzyyes 2dzad GNBAYy3 Al 2dzido 'a KAA &
of his enthsiasm. Two more days and two more nights of train travel? 48 more

hours of discomfort and boredom to pass through fields, a few canyons and

Y2dzy G Aya 2yfte (2 0SK2fR GKSY (GKNRdzZAK (KS ¢
a high ledge? And then anoth&r2 mile tunnelMoffat Tunnel,another wormhole?

da™y
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8. The Plane Truth

Hello, Glenda? Sorrytors&s 2 dzd L Q@S KIFIR 'y I gFddf NRARRS 2\
skipping out. Going to takde damned A N1LJ | yS G KS NBald 2F GKS
SEKIdzai SR I yR Ol Hugsianddsses tg you dnd thelkif® e NB ®

them | miss them anlbok forward to seeing them in a month. Off to the airport

FFAGSNI L NBOfFAY Yé ol3ad L t2@S @&2dzX

' TG4SNI NEBOSNEAY 3T O2dzNARS ol O1 G2 GKS GN¥X Ay af
0SSYydzidNR 2 OSNE | y2UKSNJ GNI Ayod ¢KSe gAfft 0S
once they arrive. He will have two days in which to retrieve them, after which they
will automatically be returned to Philadelphia. Sorry, Amtrak would like to help you

butwearenohy O2y GNBEt 2F 2dzNJ NRPdziAy3d aeaidsSvyax

bAO1 NBFESOGay (KIFIyl D2R Y2ySeé AayQil YdzOK 2
cause him to accept a coach seat leaving him seven hours to utterly waste a¢ O'Ha

International, so once hsecures his ticket he gets a latte and sits down. Why is it

that Starbucks is always lousy at airports? After sitting for a while and watching

people walk by with their rolbn and their computer bags, Nick now feels that even

passing TSA inspection woldd more interesting than his current view of things.

He feels at one with the Everyman drama of travel and quips inside his head: |
G2YRSNIAF (GKAaAa A& fA1S GKS tSIENIe@ DIFGiSad ba
GFdzyye KSIFRE (12 ©O2LBI@ENUIK W2FSYRWida FSS Ydz
and feeling these things, right? And as the TSA agents deprive him of the jackknife

KS 1SSLJa Ay KAa G2AfSG o163 yR GKS akKl gay3
GKAY]l [ 062dzi NBOSIHMARYYWSRTHEND ¢t K$ ZF KT Kk ® y{QK
GKSY® ¢KS& ¢gSNBE 2dzald LINRPGSOOAyYomnyKAYX {2 OF Y
possibility of objection.

O'Hare is abustle with second rate foodstops at-aalélity of their nonrairport

version. The high price of aog real estate, the waHlon food restrictions and the

enforced lack of any real eating utensils, are responsible for their endemic

deterioration. If you are hungry you walk as far as you can as long as you can until

your revulsion towards airport foodwentually breaks down and you settle on some

compromise between taste and health. Nick finds toasted bagel, cream cheese,

onions, and ham with tomato and lettuce, the universal leafy green. It works. And

no sooner does it work than he is out prospectingvidiat might beokayfor dinner.

The mind turns to eating when everything else is empty. Eventually hewalist

many miles, but this function$ 2 & ¢ 2 N 2 T héokikKiRaNBtadzyREK/ M (¢ KS f L
SAGKSNE Fa KSQ& G NEAY Being Bs onb@BideEsssucteN2 ¥ G A YS
in the future and, as he passes all th@oks about becoming the next known

billionaire, he asks why people who are really millionaires or billionaires bother to

write books. Better to keep bottled up under a money cork than sergttal foam

out into the universe. Then there are the magazines that so fuel the imagination

prior to take off: guns, archery, boating, yachting, jet ski, fashion, misglding,

KSFf 0K &dzLdL) SYSyGaz € dzEdzNE K2dzabtfeBE a0ASYy O

N
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things for which people have iiker time nor money, exceph this vicarious world
of the airport, a kind of petri dish for the dead imagination.

Just before Nick is about to walk the tube to the plane he reaches Glenda on his

OSft f LIK 2 y Susherfdih® childreB tiizéuigh and off after homework and they

are now both firmly anchoredla G KSANJ I+ YS AR AGA I HEOP &I R &5
YA&aad el dé o6Sy2dzaAKoO® DESyRI dGlrtla | fAGGES |
thentells Nickthatthe @S a G A A GA2Y A& ailGAtf dzyRSNI gl & |
know why but the police want to talk to him again when he comes hontkeaend

of the month. Apparently the murder is far from solved. Nick relates that he heard

that from Bill and Felicia, thenewlySR&a 6¢6é& y260d bAO]1 tSiQa KS|
time and promises to call the next day from his residence hotel. She asks him how

GKS o0dzaAySaa LYy A& 3JI2Ay3 YR KS FyagSNE ¢
expected given his sleepless conditonthd IKiG 0SF2NBd Df SyRI KI Ry ¢
was on the very train that hit the bus. What were the chances? What a bummer!

2148 AOG K2NNAROfSK ,Saz AlG o6l a K2NNRof So / 2d
on the ceiling above me. No sleep. The dialog waisbadit the images were vivid.

Okay | love you and will call tomorrow as they sag-x2 X

Row 47, two back from the bulkhead, seat F, one from the aisle, about 25 rows from

the bathroom. Nick waits patiently as the plane fills up mostly ahead of hinthbut

GNHzS YeadSNRI (KS LISNER2Y (2 KA& NRIKGS g2y
person to his left is in her fifties and she is quite fat, sitting next to her husband who

is more or less normal in size. Nick andr@dh are medium build mediumeight

kinds of people, at least for their age. Nick thinks: That woman is a cow. How can he

adl yR KdkiNgdront HenperfOrielookat that cheesy jewelry. What does

aKS dzaS (2 ReéS KSNIKFANE 0220 o0fFO1K LQfft ¢
hopell KS LISNE2Y 2y Y& NRIKG 62yQl 6S tA1S (KL
the man who sits down next to him is as big as The Hulk, but down he sits, a huge

muscular man in his late 30s. Nick remembers the famous house in Bruges that was

built as an eigt-foot-wide straddle between two earlier buildings with the spiral

staircase way in the back running up to the fourth floor like a spinal column. There

he was, a house in Bruges, but he could not cool his feet in the canal. That was full

of precious pockibooks and computer bags. As always, the suffocation process set

Ay ljdAGS a22yz a (KS@& R2y QG GdzNy 2y | AN OA

7:00 came and sure enough the aircraft began to taxi. It was huge with over 500

passengers tightly paek into the uncomfortable economy of space. Elbows had

struck on both sides as sebelts were fastened. Nick as embarrassed to have lost

his seatbelt under the hulk, and timidly he asks to extract it. Fortunately the short

AARS 2F (KS ofarfaid waszuerzhaRging dowrstife crackvireen

KAY&aStT yRIRYSNIBYNBSAI&Ko2NE a4 KS OFff SR
his ears. O'Hare is a huge airport, so it came as no surprise when the craft seemed

to be on an interminable land journeyidk lost track of how many times it had

GdzNY SR ¢l EAZ GFIEAZT GFEAS a6G2LI ¢FEAX GFEAZ
are waiting, waiting, and waiting. PA: THIS IS CAPTAIN ABOULAFFI. WE HAVE
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RECEIVED ORDERS TO WAIT. WE WILL INFORM YOU GAOENAYB ORDERS

TO GO. WE DO NOT THINK THE DELAY WILL BE LONG.

Nicky 2 A 0S&a a¢KS 1 dzf (¢ Aa 3ASGHGAYy3a NBaufSaao |
occupied with her nails. The Hulk says: Aboulaffi. They put us through TSA and then

give us a pilot namedA2 dzt I '-F'-F7\ K bAOl lyag S NBkayi KAa ONE ¥

52y Qi 62 NNE O Ol y2GA0Sa 2y GKS &AKANI 27F ¢
¢AY | SeySexs t JflryR I hwéo

Nick:l Seé> gKIFadQa | wWSGoz2l GK

The Hulk; 2 dzZONB {1 ARRAY3IH | WS fomakeitimodegathar I & G NB I

than a screw.
Nick suppresses saying clever things.
NickL R2y Qi dzy RSNARUGI Yy RX

The Hulk: Aet boat is built for speed. There are races all over the country. It

screams past propellers, and the propeller, never breaks bec&§&NE Q& y 2

propeller. The engine sucks in water and spits it back out again making the boat

Y2@0S® 21 GSNRa y20 O2YLINBaaAoftS tA1S FANE &3z
like a fan drive. Simple physics. You boat?

Nick: Only when someone invitesgdzi 2y GKS 6+ SN %S R2yQd N
Fff GKFGQa Ay@2ft OSR® LQ@S oééy aFAfAy3d 2y 0F€

Hulk: Oh, wé this is mostly for sports thrills and racing, though there are some big
O2YYSNDAFf 2Sdo2Fdao {1e8Qa (GKS fAYA(GO®

Nick: So what do you do with the jethts?

LQY | alftSa LISNaR2y® L 32 (G2 02y @SyiArz2ya I yF
leader (lurches forward to make himself more comfortable, further dwarfing Nick).

Jetboats were invented in NewZealand by a guy named Hamiltey.riéeded a

FlLadg o200 F2N) akKrft2g ol 0SNE 2yS 6KSNB GKS
NADSNED® ¢CKIGO 61a Ay Wpnd b2y GKS2BQNB SOSNE¢
needed, 23 mph, and maneuverability is primary. If you need speed and the ability

to stop on a dime, jet boats are for you!

bAOlY 126 OFy | 02F0 ait2L) 2y I RAYSK L R2y(
Hulk: Theycanbegam f 2y 3 Fl aG> @&2dz aSS: odzi oS dz
g1 GSNE GKSNBQa y2 Fft2¢ Y2YSylildzy G2 23SND
ThatySIFya ¢S OlFly R2 | aON}akK aitz2L¥ ¢S OFff
rudder and restart the flow against momentum. We can stop on the length of the
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boat. Not possible with other engiseNo practical limit on the size of boats either,
though weQ Ny c@ncerned with sports craft, well, a few larger custom yachts too.

Nick: Fascinating!
PA: WE REGRET TO INFORM YOU THAT THIS AIRCRAFT HAS A MECHANICAL

PROBLEM AND WE CANNOT BE CLEARED FOR TAKE OFF. PLEASE REMAIN IN YOUR
SEATS UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE.

Nicka& yIYSQa bAOl ®

TheHukGug 3JAf IR G2 YSSG e2dzp LYGSNBadAy3a addz=wF¥
Nick:Yeah me too.

Gus:LQ@S 320 oOoNBF{1Frad YSSiAy3aa Ay GKS Y2NYA

NickL R2y Qi 0dzi L QokoffranORhilagephiatdbldaSapgk y 3 ¢ 2
GNI Ayd D2iG aA0]l 2F GNIAYy (N} 9SSt NBFHftte Flald
g 2dzf RX

Nick settles back into the blind of flesh. The person before him crashes his seat back
G2 AaNBfl E£3I 0 |IGasHolicgsthndshakes Iistheall iyf G sBpmtd

“

Nickb SEG GAYS LQY 3I2Ay3 o6dzaiySaad LQY J2Aiyd

GusaS (22d L KSINR GKSNB YAIKG 0SS a2YS &SI (3
announced it. Stewardess, stewardess any chance of moving to First Class?

Stewardessb 2 4 y2¢® , 2dz KIR (2 R2 GKIG 0SF2NB ¢S
Y26K b2d .dzi NB GKSNB Fyeée aSridak 52SayQi Y
KIS G2 &adGle GKSNB dzydraf GKS [ FLIFAY G dzNY &
Nick:But | have2 LJS S [ yoReveh Bi@iNg. Can | get up?

Stewardessbh 2 ® 2 | G OK (KS aA3ayod ¢KAa Aa Fff C! ! NJ

anything. Please sit down, Sitick: Okay okay.

StewardessWould you like some water? No. Getting more agitated, struggling
forward like an infant in a car seat.

PA: WE REGRET TO INFORM YOU THAT WE ARE EXPERIENCING MAINTENANCE
DELAYS. THE FASTEN SEAT BELY SIGN HAS BEEN TURNED OFF, SO FEEL FREE TO
MOVE ABOUT. YOU MAY ALSO USE ELECTRONIC DEVICES UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE,
EXCEPT CERHONES.
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Nick is breaking into a sweat now. To his left the Wagnerian has taken out her Bible
and isreading to her husband, who st&s into space and never changes expression.
PoorGustries to cross his legs, but to no avail.

Nick:Mind if | get up?
Gus Sure,okay.

The Hulk rises and blocks a mother quieting a baby by twisting absently back and

forth. A few rows toward the fore of the plane a fiyear-old is slipping into a melt

down, with the father being handed the charge and feeling conspicuouak.giaces

KAYaStT Ay (GKS oFdKNR2Y fAySd IS R2SayQi NF
y2U0KAYy3a StasS G2 R2o {2 KS gl Ada FyR AyOKSa
chains on their akles. One middle aged but welbnditioned man is hanging back

from progress towards the common goal, while doing deep Kpereds. He shrugs

off the thought that he may be acting strangelylbgking first one way then that,

seeming not to notice Nick isoking at him.Gushas retakerhis seat and will have

to be moved again when Nick returns from the lavatory, but Nick has put this out of

his mind for now. When Nick attempts to return to his seat he sees that the line in

now even longer, the boy is screaming and there is very littleH& has to wait for

guite a while for the line to clear out sufficiently &uscan rise, step into the aisle

and allow him back in. Nick can see tRatsis not a city person as he has no ability

to fold his newspaper without flailing his elbows sidewasg that practice only

comes to subway rider§us lives his life struggling for space.

The fluorescent fuselage light lights up a beige background everywhere as acne

becomes pronounced and veins go blue ghastly against the pallor of skin. Nick sits,

cami NBIFIRZ (GKAY1Z 62N)]l =z 2N S@Sy O2yOSYdNraGs
much the perfume of the Wagnerian must resemble formaldehyde. Her husband

has never moved his head; he just sits there with his seat belt fastened with no

seeming motivetomoved. SQf f KI @S G2 Y2@S>s NARIKIK { KSQf
bAO1 OFyQil ONR&aa KAa fS3a SAGKSNI® IS OFy 2y
the idea that he should resort to meditation. That would be the perfect exercise for

the abolition of time whe sitting straight up in his seat. But the child in rddivn

mode continues. It is difficult to empty the glass of water that is consciousness

around a whining screamer, and he notices how hot and sweaty he is becdbuigg.

has now taken to holding hidb®ws, arching his back, and swiveling first this way

then that.

PA: DING, DING. PLEASE BE SEATED.

PA: THIS IS THE CAPTAIN SPEAKING. SOON YOU WILL SEE SOME HEAVY EQUIPMENT
COMING TOWARDS US. THIS IS BECAUSE OUR FRONT LANDING ASSEMBLY NEEDS
TO BE CHANGEDD THE BOEING EMERGENCY TEAM IS ON ITS WAY TO OVERSEE
THE OPERATION. WHEN IT IS UNDERWAY, YOU WILL FEEL THE NOSE OF THE
APPARATUS BEING LIBNEDHE CRANE. NEXT YOU WILLTHEARUD NOISE
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OF THE WHEEL CARRIAGE MODULE DROP. DO NOT BE ALARMED.|A NEW WHEE
CARRIAGE IS BEING FLOWN IN.

PA: DING, DING: OUR CABIN CREW WILL NOW SERVE WATER, SO PLEASE CLEAR THE
AISLES AS SOON AS POSSIBLE.

As the cabin crew passesjegyone has the same question:Hah will we take off?
Answerr VW6 Qf f KI @S 'y yWasgSNI F2NI @2dz Ay | 6K

PA: DING DING. THIS IS YOUR CAPTAIN AGAIN. WE DO NOT HAVE A RESUMPTION
SCHEDULE YET. WE WILL KEEP YOU INFORMED. PLEASE SIT DOWN AND FASTEN
YOURSEAT BELTS, AS THE CRANEUS ABGHEFT THE NOSE.

The nose rises slowly. The Wagnerian begins to de€¥irkly God, Oh My God!

Tears begins to well and she reaches around to pinch her husband on the shoulder

FYR &lF@&ayY C2NJ/KNRailQa al1S oKeé RAR @2dz KI ¢
SARY QO @2dz {y26 5StfdF AancghasyEmishgizi 2F 0dza Ay
companiesut maintenance? Tha & KS& R2y Qi af@ty?@®&hingtod KA G | 0 2 dz
RNAY1® b20GKAYy3 G2 Stdo {GF& Ay @2dzNJ aSlI a3z F
2dzi 2F GKFdG FdzO1Ay3a OFLIWFAYy®d . SG S 62y Qi
the captain. | want talk to him.

T “T1

Attendant: e captain is concerned with running the plane and is locked into his
quarters.

Husband: Go back to your prayers dear. They will quieten you down just as they did
during rehab.

He pats her arm and offers Hisindkerchief so she can wipe Henow and the black
smear off under her eyes. Hmoks at her sincerely and imploringly.

Just now, everyone still standing is thrown back. That is the reaction to the nose
suddenly popping up as the wheel carriage lets go.

PA: THIS IS YOUR CAPTAIN. SORRY FOR THE SHOCK, BUT WE WERE EXPECTING

¢l11 ¢ 29w9bQ¢ 299K Cwhbe¢ /! wwL! D9 1! { bh?2 5
PLANE SWAYING IN THE AIR, THAT IS BECAUSE THERE IS QUITE A BIT OF WIND OUT
¢l 9w9s .!¢ 5hbQ¢ 2 hwwP THE NOSE ISPLENBYISTRONG 5 L b D
b5 2hbQ¢ . w9!Yd La {hww, ¢h {!, 29 {¢L[[ |
THE BOEING EMERGENCY CREW HAS JUST ARRIVED. AS YOU KNOW, BOEING
wO[h/!1¢95 ¢h /1L/!'Dh {h 29Qw9 woO![[. [!/Y,d

Everyone utters& , S KX NRIKGHE

PA: SERIOUSLY, WE DO APPRECIATE YOURNYAXIRGEATS. IF YOU MUST
USE TH FACILITIES, PLEASE LET YOUR CABIN ATTENDANT KNOW. WE FEEL WE
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MUST ESCORT YOU IN THE CASE THAT A GUST OF WIND SHAKES THE PLANE WHILE
YOU ARE ON YOUR WAY.

Gus(TheHulk) says: &ah, seriously. Is some of thisck$ 2 NJ g KIF 6K LQY 3ISGGA
ready to bust heads.

¢KFG YIF1Sa bAOl ONARy3IS 6101 Ayihz2z Kia aSlriaxz
sultriness of the plane is getting worse by the minute. By this time, the¥et least

three children in meldown mode. Now he hears some coration. The cabin lights
areextinguished. Outside Nick sees bright white circles on the ground, searching

about. He caf2hear the helicopter over the whining and screaming of thidcén.

To lighten things up Guguiips: Probably a flying saucer. Cabin attendants are

NHzy yAy3a (26F NRa G(GKS FTNRYy(G 2F GKS L FySo af{?
more and more until a chorus has mounted.

PA: THIS IS THE CAPTAIN. APPARENTLY A PASSENGIHRAITH PROBLEM. IF

YOU ARE A DOCTOR, PLEAS SO SIGNIFY TO A CABIN ATTENDANT. WILL ALL
PASSENGERS PLEASE RESUME THEIR PLACES. YOU DO NOT NEED TO
COMMUNICATE WITH ME. PLEASE LET OUR CABIN CREW HANDLE ALL YOUR
REQUESTS. PLEASE STAY AWAY FROM ALL ENEERIGENCYOU FEEL THE

NEED TO PRAY, PLEASE STAY IN YOUR SEATS TO DO SO. WE CANNOT HAVE THE
AISLES BLOCKED. CABIN ASSISTANTS WILL PLEASE GUIDE PEOPLE BACK TO THEIR
SEATS AND MAKE SURE ALL SEAT BELTS ARE SECURED. THANK YOU. DING DING.

Nick feels himself sgltering. Gusis mopping his face with his shirt and the

Wagnerian is simply crying quietly as if in terror. Her impassive husband sits by her.

GLQY &a2NNE ¢KIFdG L alAR 0ST¥T2NB Fo62dz2i G4KS OK
this contrition paints a wiam smile across his face. But Nick is afraid the next time

he hears the DING DING it will shatter him. Then his attention moves to the aisle. He

sees three people moving slowly towards him, one with an iPad in hand. He is taking

notes from each passenges aie proceeds. Slowly they are moving to the rear of

the plane. But then up in front there is a commotion.

N

PA: DING DING THIS IS THE CAPTAIN SPEAKING. THE AIR MARTIALS WILL PLEASE
TAKE CONTROL OF THE PASSENGER WHO IS TRYING TO GET THE EMERGENCY DOOR
OPENALL OTHERS PLEASE RESUME YOUR SEATS. IT IS MY RIGHT UNDER FAA RULES
TO COMMAND YOU TO DO SO. DING DING.

Shortly thereafter a man in handcuffs is being lead to the rear of the plane where
the cabin crew are normally seated during takeoff and between seinieevals.
¢tKS®@ KIFIR 2dzad 3200Sy KAY aiGNILIISR R28Yy | YyR

PA: DING DING THIS IS THE CAPTAIN SPEAKING. THE AIR MARTIALS WILL PLEASE
TAKE CONTROL OF THE PASSENGER WHO IS TRYING TO GET THE EMERGENCY DOOR
OPEN. ALL OTHERS PLEAS RESUME YOUR EBYRIGHT UNDER FAA RULES

TO COMMAND YOU TO DO SO.
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The marshals were soon running up the aisle again, crashing by the man with the
iPad. No time to admonish him. Cabin crew were in the back watching the secured
passenger. Niclooks out the window ad seems to see the burning carcas of a

giant beetle. Then it disappears, unlike the bus the night before.

And soon they were coming back, this time with a hysterical woman. Nick was
feeling his own urgency to give it a try, but he knew he could never get away with it.
His head moved almost spastically under his hands. He was using the plane pillow to
mop his avn brow, but it was now thick and wet and warm, like it could suffocate

him. He kept it on his lap in case he needed to wipe again, or hide. Then, after a bit,
he did cover his face and cover his ears with the cups of his hands. He sat immobile.
Someone wa tugging on his arm at the same time the plane rocked to the right in

the wind. It was someone handing him a business card.

LawyerW2 Ky Y® . FNNRgz9alj® {YAfAy3IY 2SQNB 3ISdaia
case anything happens. Your Name, your adsiPeYour phone? Age? The lawyer

writes down the seat number 47F antetdata. Thankgto the Wagnerianjlam my

partner will be along your aisle in justamomenbolki f A1 S @2dzQ@3S 06SSy ¢k
lot already.

Wagnerian/Almost singingdesus! Got thatight!

Chorusof Tweed | Sf LJH 2 SQNB &0Gdz01 2y GKS ¢F NXYI O 1
FSEf 2FF 2y (1 1S82FFd ¢KSe& FNB FNNBadAy3d LINZ
'ANJ al NEKIfad /yQlid Y20S®d Ddzya FNBE 2dzid t S2
OF LI dzZNBR 2dzi KSNB 2y GKS ¢FNXYIOd b2 o6 (§KNR?2
us to shut us up. Lawyers are trying to take evidence, butthgys 0 SAy 3 &Af Sy OS|
Send Help! &d News! Watch this plane crack in halfl They are watching us from

helicopted &2 ¢S Ol y Qi NG I2A y1T UIRA VWIK2R G dza AT
here. Bring help!

Such is the message stream.

PA: DING DING IT IS AGAINST FAA REGULATIONS TO USE ANY COMMUNICATIONS
DEVICES ONCE THE APPARATUS LEAVES THE GATE. ALL COMMUNICATIONS
DEVICES. INCLUDING COMPUTERS MUST BE TURNED OFF AND STORED AWAY. YOU
WILL BE IN VIOLATION IF YOU DO NOT FOLLOW THESE INSTRUCTIONS WHICH AIR
MARSHALS WILL STRICTLY ENFORCE. EVERYONE IS ADVISED TO RETURN TO THEIR
SEATS, INCLUDING THE LEGAL TEAM THAT FRIQAEES OF GBING

INFORMATIONN CONTRAVENTION OF FAA RUHE®.ARE NOT, | REPEAT, NOT

ON OFFICIAL BUSINESS AND THE AIR MARSHALS WILL SEAT THEM IF NECESSARY.
DING DING.

All cabin lights are now out and tlilegal team" is ushered back to their seats.

Marshals are holding flash lights as theyRrda NS OG SR o O12 di 20 I (yKOSIA NJ & &
just confiscate ouriPadH¢é¢ A & KSI NRxI GRAAE [AER KEST INR PR G Y :
heard.
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Gus What the fuck are these guys doing?
Wagnerian This is the way it ilv all play out in the end. Get ready!

T 2y (K
asSSva

GusYl 1 Sa OANDdz  NJ f22LJa G KAa GSYLX
bAO1 FSSta tA1S KS OFyQl oOoNBFIKSd |
of the plane, as though the fuselage werbuge funnel. Given his seat belt
AUNROGdz2NBA YR GKS aAT S 2F KA&A YySAIKO2NE K¢
figure out how so many people can fit into the bagkless they are being let out

down a rear stairwalyl wanna go. | wanna go. Gus caetl over you? Someone

GdzNy 2y GKS ftA3IKGP hKX GKIFG 1AR KFra FtElFakKAay
way to the staircase! Just now Nick feels two huge hands on his shoulders. Nick,

O02YSo6l O1 FYyR aokayd Ro22ayyOmi 2¢S2ONNBhas 8orseFSHNE (1 KS a
down. Just as he turns back the nose of the plane dimtisree jerks and clanks.

Nickhears a motor start now and the sound of hydraulics making shaps as the

vacuums couple. In a moment the nose begins to rise slowly. Still in neablzitth

Nick waits. The reading lights come on and a little air begins to blowghrthe

individual nozzles. Gus stoic and silent. He tries now to stretch his legs out into the

FA&aftS odzi KA&a LISIFOS R2SayQid I &ndouft 2y3x | &
water.

S
S

PA: DING DING THIS IS THE CAPTAIN SPEAKING. AS SOON AS EVERYONE PROPERLY
RESUMES THEIR SEAT, WE WILL BEGIN TO TEST THE NEWLY INSTALLED LANDING
MODULE. ONCE TESTING IS OVER WE WILL BE IN LINEJFPROINKEDING.

People start walking forard in the plane, presumably to take their places.

PA: DING DING THIS IS THE CAPTAIN SPEAKING. NOW THAT PEOPLE ARE SEATED
AND BELTED IN, WE WILL COMMENCE TESTS. YOU WILL EXPERIENCE THE
APPARATUS MOVING FORWARD, THEN BACKWARDS THEN TO THE LEFT AND THEN
TO HE RIGHT. ALL TEST ANGLES WILL BE EXHAUSTIVELY TRIED. THIS SHOULD TAKE
ABOUT AN HOUR AND A HALF. THE BOEING EMERGENCY ENGINEERS WILL BE
DIRECTING AND CALIBRATING THE TESTS. PER FAA REGULATIONS EVERYONE SHALL
REMAIN SEATED UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE. NO EXAEPNONAPPROACH THE
EMERGENCY DOORS. DING DING.

Soon the plane d&gins to roll back and forth, ditst only a few inches, then feet,

then several yards. While this is happening the nose Isemiip and rise rather

like a boat on a cruise. It makes hifeel unbalanced as he moves relative to the flat

and stable groundhe can see out the windowAs the lateral teststart, the bobbing

continues and people begin to vomit. The catiew are moving rapidligack and

F2NOKZ 2FGSy G NR ODhehafedarging Sangd vdStedishoSalbags F S S G @
and a resupply of barf bags, as they are affectionately known. Nick tastes the flavor

again of that specific cheek saliva that begins to overcome his ability ttosuyvalut

manage to hold back. Nick assumesgbas ro trouble beause he is so used to

boats. Gug & a2t AR OKNRdzZAK Fff dGKAAaZ |yR KAa Ol
to make it.
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PA: DING DING THE TESTS WILL BE OVER IN A MOMENT AND WE OWE GREAT
THANKS TO THE BOEING ENBRRED ¢ 9 ! a HE KIND®F SUPPORT WE

EXPECTED WHEN WE BOUGHPIGWWES FROM THEM. HOW ABOUT A ROUND

hC tTtt[!!{9K XodaAiAfSyOSXaArftSyOSX 29 bh2z 1 w9
HAVE AGAIN BEEN DEEMED FIT FOR FLIGHT AND SOON WE WILL BE LINING UP TO
ASSUME OUR TAKEOFF POSITICE\NOW 11:51PM AND THE GRANT OF
CLEARANCE SHOULD COME SOON. DING DING.

Nick is still mpping his bow and is about to resume a more cheerful attitude
g KSy X

PA: DING DING THIS IS THE CAPTAIN AGAIN. | REGRET TO INFORM YOU THERE WILL
BE A FURTHER DELAYTAEEAST ONE HOUR BECAUSE WE HAVE RUN OUT OF

WATER AND THE TOILETS ARE NO LONGER WORKING. WE ADVISE YOU NOW THAT
YOU MUST STAY SEATED AND PROPERLY BELTED IN WHILE MAINTENANCE CREWS
ADDRESS THE TOILET SITUATION. WE WILL BRING YOU MORE WATER AS SOON AS
WE ARRESUPPLIED. OUR ESTIMATED TIME OF ARRIVAL WILL BE 6:03 AM PACIFIC
TIME. DING DING.

Nick leans backaR K2 LJSa Df SyRlF Kl & y20 aSSy IFff GKA
allowed to use his cell phone or his computer in all this time. When the police came

on boardand dragged the attempted escapees down the aisle again to the

emergency door where stairs had been brought up, he feared a riot. People were

saying things like: Shit, if you just break the rules you get your way. When you get

out, tellthe reporters- 6 2 dzii Fff (GKSaS FdzO1Ay3a blTAa gAff
even given water. Yeah, and how they threatened to taser us if we fuckin' moved!

PA: DING DING THESE PEOPLE ARE BEING REMOVED FROM THE APPARATUS FOR
9+9w, hbo9Q{ {! C9¢, ' b5 /FEREWWHTH THEPOLICEIANDD h ¢ L b ¢
THE AIR MARSHALS. THEY ARE HERE TO ASSIST EVERYONE DING DING.

Now Nick hears: Can vgeet our damned iPads back now@tBhen he hears no
Y2NB | 62dzi Al ¢KS 2yfe GKAy3 (42 R2 Y26 Aa
clammyas hell in there.

Itis 1:45 AM and the DING DING signal rings out. The full cabin ligmisva
turned on. It is time for the cabin crew to sell their sandwiches and offer free
pretzels ad crackerdust with soft drinks or coffee. 45 minutes later theoin lights
are extinguished. Most people are by this time hidden under their blankets.

PA: DING DING IT IS NOW TIME FOR BREAKFAST. THE CABIN CREW WILL BE BY
OFERING-RESH COFFEE AND BREAKFAST ROLES. IT IS NOW 5:45 AND WE ARE ON
SCHEDULE DING DING.

Publiccontempt could not have been removed with a dump truck. Nooks over
at Gus who is again trying to fold his newspaper and act like nothing happened. |
OFyQt 3ISiG 20SNI K2g OltY &2dzQ@0S 0SSy Ddzad 2 &
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usedtobdl KSNJ YS I t2d Y2NB® . & (KS glez KSNBQa&
market forafamiyd AT SR 2Sido2F 0 LF @2dz 3SG (2 t2NIf I
e2dz T2NJ | aLAyX

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page72



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

9. A Soft Landing

C2NJlidzy iSftex FT2NJ GKIG RI@ Théinextteddpsi = b A O Qa
were spent in recovery at thexecutive residence that was clean, quiet and

commodious. Upon entry all was polite and as he came off the elevator, he saw the

ANBIFG AYOASNyYyrErt LXFTF 2y GKS FANEE ITNR2NE O2
O2y Gl AYyAYy3 |y a2l airaé ol NE &AdzZNNRdzyRSR o6& L
communal hot tub, a large breakfast area and a restaurant. Surrounding the pool

were boutiques for all transitory needs. Taking a deep breath, Nick inhaled the

dilute chbrine fumes from the pool. He was tempted to go down for a hot tub soak,

0dzi RSOARSR KSQR NI GKSNJ 2dzad 3ISG 2dzi 2F KA 3

Awakening at 3:00pm, Nick feels bettereenif not refreshed. Wy not saunter

down to the bar for a martini? Why not pick up some clothes for the interval before
he actuallygets his two suitcases back? &mwn he goes in the elevator. He tours

the perimeter of the courtyard. No need for a fancy watch, no Ned forlpeao

need for silk scarves, ties, or exotic nuts. But maybe a few shirts, just to tide him
over, some fresh socks, a new belt, toothpaste, replacement deodorant taken by
the TSA? Then a martini, no whore necessary from the bar. Happy to think and
brood wntil dinner when he will walk around the block to a suggested Thai
restaurant. ThermV, then sleep again. One more shower then sleep again,
perchance to dream?

The next morning after watery urn coffee and scramidedgy steamtableggs he
takes a taxi tahe train station to collect his luggage. But it is not there.

Nick: Did it come in?

Agent: Yes.

Nick: So where is it?

Agent: Sent back to Philadelphia.

Nick: But we have 48 hours!

Agent: Whoever told you that was wrong. We changed that two yearseagd
K2dzNBE® LQY FFNIAR @2dzQff KIFI@S G2 LI & G4KS FN

bAOlY LQft KIFE@GS Y& 6AFS LAO]T GKSY dzLlo
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1 3Syay . dzi 4aKS R2SayQid KIFI@S GKS 2NRAIAAYIE Of
allow us to return luggage unless you have the cldindt] SG ® LG Qa | aSOdzNA

bAOlY /I-yQG L IAQPS &2dz GKA& OflFAY GAC)ISG Iy
it to her.

Agent: Nope. Can only release to the original bearer connected with the Amtrak
ticket, duly stamped.

Nick:Okay. L Qf d inaanSnthragdick it all up personally.

Agent: hat will be harder because luggage goes into the {@ngn warehouse after
two weeks. If it goes there you will have to file at the station and the delay could be
another two weeks before you go to théasion to pick it up.

Nick:Okay | give! What does it take to get my luggage out of train prison?

Agent: Sir, may | remind you that this conversation is being recorded for quality AND
SECURITY purposes? It will cost $175 to retrieve your luggagepithisNow
what can | do for you?

bAOlY 1 SNBQa Y& ONBRAU OF NRO®

So Nick spent the resif the day chasing down the banecessities required over
the next seven days without his luggage. He got through it all quite quickly at
Pennies, as he was not outitapress anyone. The sales lady was all smiles and
showed her amazement at the amount of clothes Nick was bwfirat once!

He called Glenda to let her know all his adventures and she responded with all the
oy veys gentiles are so fond of during frusimgttimes. The kids were fine and still
going on about the dog. Nick urged patience. Glenda promised to try.

The next day Nick arose feeling much stronger. Today was the day when he would
start things going by getting himself situated at the Cafe Rev@ueéthe front door,

he jumps the streetcar, which lets him off about fifty yards from the cafe on Cole St,
between the movie rentals and fine cheeses shop. Nick sets his computer bag down
on the chair at his small table, and goes over to check out theyease and the
breakfast menu.
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In the pastry case were the fare you would expect: assorted muffins, $doyis,

coffee cake, sweetoppedloves of pound cake, cupcakes and other fancier end
confections. But what was truly amazing was that there was améycak there

FYR KA&a laaraidlyldo ¢KS a1AGOKSYE¢ glayQia 2y
through it, old diner style, but just a somewhat builb counter, behind which Juan
moved like an octopus to keep up with and stay ahead of the ord@sdtthat he

just kept up with simple breakfast orders, but he was also highly endowed with
global tastes and techniques, starting with Mexican, of course, but then branching
out as far as India, North African, Turkish, Greek, Italian, French and even some
haute cuisine. Juan and Pedro! What an incredible team! Before his visit is over Nick
will sample the entire menu with repeat stops along the way. It was like restoring
hope, one plate at a time. Nick marveled at the perfect synchrony between Juan and
Pedro,never having seen anything like it before. In fact, what was even more
amazing was that Nick discovered what a scintillating conversationalist Juan could
be, even when managing a tsunami of orders, which was an every day event,
relenting only at migmorning and midafternoon, when Juan could step out for a
smoke. Check out the amazing menu:
http://sanfrancisco.menupages.com/restaurants/cafeverie/menu

There were various baristas there during the day, but the féeavy was Bart, a

tall fellow who moved with the deliberation of someone doing an oil painting,
SaLSOALtfte a KS Odzad2Y RSaA3IySR GKS GaONRgy
somewhat autistic oa who insisted on absolute clarity from all customers and
always knitted her brow as she marked up the notations on the side of the paper
cup. That leaves Alice who could frieend for the everyone, moving pastries 0éo
orders, and beverages, includingdge, milk, pop, out to the customer service
platform by the area fothe submission of orders. Anden there was Julya who
moved the orders from the kitchen, and Will, who managed dishes and garbage.
This was during the indoor season. The patio in the wess still closed, where 50
more might sit in the warm sun under the shade of the grape arbor.

Nick deployed the cafe networking tactics he had learned over the years. His plan
was to swing from person to person and gather both information and friendship.
But it takes time to acquire brachiation skills for a particular network. Tactics:

1) Develop a distinctivimok

2) Go to the cafe on a particular but consistent schedule

3) If possible, appear to be a permanent resident at a particular table or in a
particular area

4) While returning to your chair, flick your eyebrow and do a good definite half
smile at anyone you have seen before while making eye contact

5) Find a reason to quip something to them, or hope for the reverse.

bAO1 Qa TFANRG ShatiBedsfdistifNibkanly fhfee days ko Sevelop.
It was with GiMaGoon a fellow who had a face encircled by brown hair,
reminiscent of Bert Lahr the lion in The Wizard of Oz, except his face was thin and
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somewhat wizened. He could sit for long $tiges before making the next pencil
mark on his sketch pad, or before consulting his newspaper again.

Nick: What are you drawing there?

MaGoon A mosquito. Been trying to draw it right for years. Very difficult. You see,

AGQa |ttt I o2 dzig, dorgirfic§ Emean?shdraldi klegmthing

else in his world. Well, why even do | talk about hiswotld? R2 Yy Qi S@Sy 1y26 A
is a him or a her. Then there are the details of transcription into my imagination and

how they flow through my musclesto the graphite and paper, which may have

this or that texture, and maybe some lines or usually no lines, which | seem to

LINETSNY . dzi LQ@S ysSodtewed thelniost udimerta®Sy | ot S G2
reasons why | like one version over another, assurhingR2 y Qi af A LJ dzLJE 2 NJ °
proper light and shade. | mean, as | draw, | say to myself should that rear right leg

0S SEGSYRAY3I 20SN) 6KS &aARS 2F (KS FAYy3ISNI KE
because he just jabbed and the skin of his vidtas recoiled nervously just because

of it? Is he just clumsy? Is it part of a repositioning strategy?

Nick: Oh. You only draw mosquitos?

MaGoor¥ hyfeé 2yST yS@SNI Y2NB (KIFy 2ySd L R2YyQ
StasS dzy At L 2§id 80 RRA yAdzAIKANR AK( @ISyDK t 06 SOl
NAIKG 60STF2NB Y2@0Ay3a 2y (2 O02f2N» t SyOAf Qa |
are out of the question (he smiles in agreement with himself).

Nick turns his chair back so he can tip against the wall, folding his hands, saying no
more and then pretending ttook back at his work on the laptop.

The next dayne meets Marge Collins, an attractive young black girl with two huge
books on her table: MEROBIOLOGY and INTRODUCTION TO HUMAN PATHOLOGY.
Nick quips: Wow! Not such easy courses! What are you studying for?

Marge: Nursing.

Nick:Lools like a lot of hard work! Why do you want to become a nurse?

Marge: il Q& | 220 ¢ KSNB Lientland mgdRiheltbo et tdf S [ 23S
you do?

Nick: Banker (for lack of a better answer).
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Marge returns to hebook, but after a while she feels a bit nervous with Nick
looking at her.

Marge: How do you like banking?

Nick: Just quit. Going to do somethingesiow.

al NHSY 2KIFiQa ySEGK

bAOlY LQY &0GFNIAY3a  ySg AYyaGSNySi O2YLIl yeo

Marge: Good luck! | hear that a lot.
Marge gets up, collecting heooks and computer into her knapsack. See ya!

Her brief reaction somehow seemed to him like a rebuttal, soltsessed with his

laptop work in lapsing and desultory fashion. About an hour passes when he
NEOSA@Sa | LK2yS OFffo LIQa GKS |3Syd d
which he is free to pick up between 9:00am and noon the next day. Nick/dads 6 S 3

off any more time as there is no reason to.

¢tKS ySEG RI& bAOl 2dzvLld Ay | OFo F2N GKS
GKS alryS +3Syid ra trad GAYS a KS RARyQI
This one is pleasant, althougighly methodical . He requires the issued ticket, the

baggage stubs and two picture IDs, which Nick does muster. The agent asks why

bAOl RARYQU O 2ofunthyyrigzAnsek: fourddziit f negdedRodyet

to San Francisco earlier than plamheo | flew. The ageiwoks at him puzzled. Nick

further explains: The flight had mechanical troubles and | wound up spending all

that time in airports and the Tarmac. | got in slightly before the train, as it turned

out, but | was exhausted and in noagfe to claim my bags. | thought | had 48 hours,

but you guys changed that to 24, so | had to go through all this crap.

A ¢
-

Agent: Sorry for your trouble, Sir.

Nick: Not your fault.

Nick notices off to the right two trim men in very similar striped grey suits are

talking together and holding newspapers. On his way, he seems to notice they are
following him. Hegkes to himself that maybe this is the beginning of his film noir

life. But then, glancing around, there they are. They turn the corner after hime as
walks to the cab stand. He gets a cab; they get a cab. At a certain point he no longer
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sees them and comes up with one of those private-gigl§les. What could possibly
be wrong?

When Nick spke with Glenda that night she told him about having a Visin two
federal agents in connection with the murder! She had again to recount all the
details of the evening. She felt like it was the famous third degree. She was still so
pissed! All they had done was go out to fucking dinner! What a load of crap! Nic
asked if they both had gray pinstriped suits, and Glenda said no. One was blue and
the other wore a tweed sport coat and slacks. The DEA guy was in the sports coat;
the FBI guy was in the suit. Nick told Glenda how he felt he was being followed at
the train station but that it was probably only a coincidental event. Glenda said
those guys creeped her out, forcing her to go over all the details again, each

NBEO2NRAY3I KSNJI g2NRa 2y +y AtKz2ySo {KS KIFR |
after they implied Niclhi K 2 dzf Ry Qi KI @S € S¥i G266y 3IAGSY (K
under way and he had been told not to leave. They were non reactive to her

argument that everyone thought the entire matter had been settled only a day or

two after the incident. Theiranswer: t 20 Ol y KI LIISY Ay | O2 dzLi}

é
F NNBal KAY a KS 6Fa ySOSNI dzy RSNJ 02 dzNI 2 NR S

When she sheed anger they demanded to takeer pistol down to Washington for
further testing and analysis. They left her a recéiptit and told her to calm down.
Glenda said that with all the kés running around she felt unsafe and naked

without her gun. So an hour after they left she bought another. She went to the gun
range and spent the rest of the afternoon getting used te tiew heft and recoil.

The world is too fucked up, she said, to live without a gun. Nick told her she was
right about the world but wrong about the gun. édalso respected that she was a
solid gutsy citizen.

Soon the conversation switched to the childramdaNick heard about how Errol had
excelled at the 100 yard dash. The gym teacher had showed up in the cafeteria with

I 6A3 KFLILR FFOS G DESYRFQa (FofSE aK2gAy:

ONNRE Q& NMzy GAYS® L (Kragéjeveh BettevwakchottS | y Sé

-

2N 82dzQf f KI @S Iy FTGKfSGS 2y @2dz2NJ KI yRaH Df

usually outrun his friends. She had noticed that years ago. On the Wendy front,
GKSNB 61 ayQi NBIffe | yeéidKAYy dtheynSdel ofaE OS LI
future home out of balsa wood which she had cut, sanded, glued and painted down

to the last detail. She used a Chinese mattat lacquer technique soliboked like

the outside of the house was made of light blue enamel glaze, as on thpeicop

jewelry you see in craft shows. This, along with deeply anchored fhayy

paperclips sunk into plaster of paris model footings were to suggest invulnerability

to weather. A strong sprinkle could wash the house bright. She had maximized all

the livingspace and minimized all the clutter by building everything in, including

light tubes that she simulated by gluing in solid opalescent buttons. The roof was
covered on top by solar panels she made from toothpick sections with white

Japanese tissue paperstched over them. One other feature Glenda had to

mention was the natural water collection system that worked off the gutters after

the water turned a water wheel used to turn a motor to charge backup batteries. In

the accompanying essay Wendy had ex@@aih (G Kl G G KS 3JI23SNYYSy
her home owners for hoarding water that would naturally go into the water table
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where everyone could benefit because her system only slowed the seepage. This
she would achieve by driving the water out into the surrouggdyard through a
system based on the human circulatory system, where the main conduits were like
veins and the small tubgsapillariesp NI Yy OKAy 3 2dzi AyG2 GKS af Sl
plastic pop bottles with very small perforations. The pop bottles wiilllduring

rain but not immediately empty out because the ground was already saturated, so
the pop bottle would act like a kind of water battery preventing evaporation and
dissipation until the moisture level sank in the surrounding soil and the surface
tension over the bottle holes would clear allowing the water to flow in the direction
of desiccation, this being her idea of a water battery. Nick could only say: Wow!
Holy shit! | hope she someday rules the world! Glenda was quite proud too. Nick
spoke with both children to congratulate them and probe for more details, this
being an occasion to lavish them with fatherly approval and love.

The next day, as Nick boarded the streetcar, he seemed to see two suited, hatted

persons also jump on behind him. He tight they were the same ones he had seen

in the bank. Now at this point, kk thought, with his new makeover wardrobe from

t SyyeQa yR KA& o0& y2¢ KIfF AYyOK KFEANE KS ¢
image he had when he left Philadelphia. What remainede the turquoise glasses,

a dead giveaway for anyone trying to identify him, as he had seen with the doen

be newlyweds he met on the first leg of his train trip. So there, where he had

jumped the street car, was an Axial Vision @enivhich could d new glasses ihalf

a day. Yes, they could derive his prescription from his current glasses and yes, they

would be ready the next day. So while he was waiting for the new glasses, Nick

decided to visit the zoo, where he could walk around feeling histinahieep

compassion for the captured animals, and view their delightful antics, in some

cases. Nicktioki KS a2 2NIXI R ¢NIAfé¢ GKAOK [fft286SR KAY
that proposed to represent a sequence of animals by continent, so he could better

understand the elements of bigeography rather than the standard species group

views. Various trails were painted on the sidewalk with numbers encapsulated by

circles where there were stopping pointsgl - a y Qi Sl da& G2 A3Iy2NB GKS
inalocationii KS&@ ¢gSNBy Qi 2y (GKS (NI O{Z odzi bAO{| K
in Australia on the red path (for continent sequences). The zoo had set up a cute

ARSIY AT @2dz KFR Yy AtlFRKkt2RKk¢2dzOK 2NJ Ly vy
on your exact latlongitudinal coordinates, there where you were standing on the

red path at such and such a circle, and you could then read more Wikipedia

information on the animal you were watching than you could ret@kay Nick had

this strategy: suppose his two followeewere there behind him somewhere ducking

in and out behind people in the crowd. If they were astute, as Agents would be, they

would have folks back at Langley, triangulating on their movements and the satellite

positioning of Nick figured out as to whiphath he was on. So Nick stuck with his
O2yltiAySyiGlrt RSGSNN¥YAYIFIGAZ2Y YR RAR y2i GONB!
OKI yySté¢ o0& @FINBEAY3I FTNRY KAA LI GK® 1S FA3dz
if they just hung out behind him, but wouldassim getahead of him. So if he just

stopped for a while antboked back he would probably see them stuck in the crowd

like a stick in the river, which would reveal them. He tried that until he thought he

could detect this tag motion and then stopped dead and satlin front of the
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kangaroos, where he learned that female kangaroos were the only mammals known
to be perpetually pregnant ( they actually stockpiled sperm), which fascinated him.

After a suitably long stop he moved on, and there were two besuited betatten

ahead of himookh y 3 G I LI LISNJ YI LI 2F GKS 1220 IS O;
ringlet wires hanging down behind their ears. Now they sat down to gaze apparently

elsewhere, but not into the cages. Nidoked away and when he turned back they

were gone. Now, shifting path to the reptile track he could no longer see them, but

sure enough, they were soon back, although behind him, as the new track had in

fact reversed his direction. This game soon became tiring, so Nick decided to pursue

them, butas soon as they saw him coming, yivealked rapidly off in different
RANBOGAZ2Yyad bAO]l F2dzyR (KS ¢K2tS aArddza Gazy
expected to have a great day at the zoo, but he sure hoped he would have one.

Internal pkSY L Q@S ANBgYy | GFAf @

It was now 4:30 and Nick began to think about dinner. Why not stop by and pick up

I FS¢ 5+5a& F2N) GKIG yA3aIKG FyR GNB 2dzi |
LIS2LX S KIFIR NBO2YYSYRSR &l eéAy3a GKAy3Ia fA
wall, tut Juan really knows howtookA ¥ &2 dz R2y Qi KIFI &S + RAYyyYyS
So why not? Ahi tuna salad is the choice, and wow! It really is good. It sounds a bit
pretentious in an over defined and very casual coffee bar to say compliments to the

chef! Bu Nick does it anyway. Everyone needs to feel good, and Juan graciously

I OO0SLIia GKS 1dzR2ad YSy D20dGtASo6 K2 Aa S
Fo2dzi GKS ¢dz2NJA&aK YSIFGolffa FyR aLmAoe G2
although he slighyl laments the absence of a lemon wedge. Nick passes him his

lemon wedge, and the conversation departs from there in directions we need not

follow now.

Nick finishes his dinner about 5:30 and decides to take a walk down the block to
viewthed t I A y (i $idusepotttR &néde siécle and a bit later, all of which have
been more or less remodeled and painted in sometimes subtle pastels or in bold
colors with highly contrasting gold paint, and some decorated in a kind of

permanent bagelief redwhite-and-blue bunting, signifying traditional American

pride as the last step off our continent on the way to the Pacific ocean and all of
Asian trade. As he walks down the street, he becoavesrethat one of the

garages, née carriage house, is tightly closed, budamehear booming electric drum
machines that seem loud enough to crack the paint on the door. With the drum
machines are a blast of electric guitar madness and additional boom from bass
guitar. He stands there arconcludes the people inside are perfegitheir riffs by
playing them over and over. Standing there, Nick falls into a bit of a trance, from
which he awakens when a black cat that has been sitting onéhes| post

skedaddles. There are two men in suits across the street. That is very unusual fo
this neighborhood. But they are apparently walking away. Nick discovers he has left
his DVDs in the Cafe, so he returns to fetch them. As he returns, he sees two men in
ddzhda O2YAy3I 2dzi 2F GKS OFFS a2 KS 02y Of dzR S
Ridculous, he quips inwardly.
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That night, stepping off the elevatoeleven floors uphe looks down into the great

GO02dzNIiet NRé Ay GKS YARRES 2F KAa aSESOdziA @8
well attended. There are people in the pool and in the tad where the built in

lighting reveals a rather dark gray water and some foam. Seeing the color of the

g1 GSNI KS OFyQil AYIIAYS K2¢ (GKS LIS2LX S T2 Ay
in it. Taking a deep breath he again is aware of that musty clelarnmell.Lookng up

five more stories above him he sees the roof whence lamps are hung down at

various lengths of cord. They are meantdok like industrial lighting and not some

2Nl 2F OKIFYRStEASNY | S OF yQlookigd@dzNS 2 dzi K2 ¢
then up at the lamps results in the lamps seeming to move in a cone that is

reversing eds, and Nick realizes he is suffgriinom vertigo and better step back

from the railing, ad then into his room. He crashes on the bed, stabilizes and turns

on the news, then a movie, then finally he turns it all off and lies flat on his back

waiting for sleep. He begins to wonder why he came out here in the first place and

then he wonders why these men are following him. He wonders if there are bugs in

the room. ® he gets up and checks all the favorites, unscrewing bulbs in lamps,

looking in the inner recesses of the cabinet that concealsTiWiduring the day, on

GKS 020G02Y 2F GKS LK2ySd ¢KS aLI AylhdAy3Tasg 2y
but he inspectshem for anything that mightook like a small lens or mic. Nothing.

But he feels as though he is being watched. Nothing more to do than turn out the

lights againlook around once more for pinholes of light, and then collapse back into

bed, pull up the ceers and wait for the grace of sleep.

Nick awakens about 9:00 and, whenlbeks over the railing, there is a bonanza of

men in suits, all sitting at the breakfast tables surrounding the buffet area. It would

be impossible to distinguish the men he woulglboking for, so he takes the

elevator to the garage levahdslip out of the buildingindetected. This morning he

has the opportunity to change his appearance as his new glasses are ready. Not

guite 10:30, he decides to get a coffee and bageldaféjust across the street from

Vision World. No tails so far, so at the earliest possible moment he charges across

the street to pick up his new glasses, which are of the maost ordinary rounded

rectangular tortoise shell plastic. While the technician gets theveled on his nose

he notices thahis hair is growing in again and is now about a quarter of an inch. He

OFf OdzA F 1Sa KS gAaff 6S o001 (2 ay2NXIfé& Ay |
his hoodie will keep him covered.

Not seeing areason nottoboaidK S a! bL KS 2dzYLla 2y | YR NARS
Y2NYAy3d fdzZf o0STF2NB fdzyOK ¢gKSy KS 3ISha GK
with the Turkish meatballs from the night before, and across the room is the
unmistakableMaGoonwith his sketctpad. va A 3y 2F al NHS @Sl d 2 KAf ¢
for his latte (no fancy requirements), he swings\bgGoorQa G 6 f S &

R
SN

Nick: Hey | thought you always dreav2 & Ij dzA 62 A H ¢ KIF 0 Q&a | & G§SNJ 60

MaGooy b23 UGKI Q& 2tkdaiP ¢KdzZNERI&8ad 52 @&2dz

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page81


http://pad.no/

The Man Who Spoke With Cats

- ax
R

—
N O

I o fA]
Af T NA

<, T
oz

S

> N
o o
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throughtK I & LINP OS&a dzydAft L 3ASG Iff GKS O2f 2NE&
GSNEAZ2Y F2NJ 6St @S @SFNER YR LQY 3ISGiaAy3a LI
2F Ad0 L RAR 2yS 2F &2dz 20SNJ KSNB® LiQa 2dz
He opens tk sketch pad to a previous page and gives it to Nick. It was obvious that

MaGoonhad focused on his turquoise glasses, making the lower face much thinner

and the ears much larger with only prickles coming out of the head.

Nick: Wow! Thanks! My kidswilldcS A GH LQfft 3ISG AG FNFYYSRH /|

MaGoonsettles back in his chair and waves hand sideways across his fate
nose level and says: No thing. Just having fun.

Nick: Yur next five coffees are on me.

And Nickso arramges with theefficient Brittany, prepaying.
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10. Birth of a Notion

NickNBGdzNya (2 aGKAa GFofSé¢ ySIFENI GKS FTNRYyd 27

to work on his business plan for Sucked There are few nameable activities of the

mind that can cause the boredonedium and dread of writing a business plan for

@2dzNJ 26y OSYylidzaNBE® ¢KFEiQa ¢oKe GKSNB NB az v

business plan. The dread is so great that they can charge high prices for the

analgesic effects of their work, and there are mari them in contention for the

O2yGNI Ol 2FGSY LlzaKAYy3a GKSANI GAYAARSNI O

[ FLIAGEEAAG FANNVASZ | dadz2NAy3d e2dz 6KSe Ol y

can continue to protect you agast outrageous demandsom the VCs should the

RSOARS a2 ¥nzpfihe dh@&maromitient placésdot these people to

hang out is in the Better Business Bureau offices. The federal government funds

these volunteer vultures by giving them office space in federaltfasiko they can

GFrROA&SE ySg SYUiUNBLNBYySdaNE® LYy GKS ... {(GKS

FNB NBGANBR odzi a2dzadG ¢l yid (G2 KStLX SYSNHS

@2dz GKSANI f AT SdiahdRE ¥iRE Io&I} dDKNRIAtadmedse O2y A a
A
e

Q- N
W<,
N

fA1SY yS@OSNI 32 Ayili2 o0dzaAySaa ogAGK | NBfIQ
OTL KIFI@S 'y F002dzyilyld FTNASYR L OFy &aSyR
atrustworthy brother-inf | ¢ 03X @2dzQff ySSR ideya#zneR LI AR O
0SOIFdzaS GKSNB Aa 2yfeée a2 YdzOK GKS ... OFy F
objectivity side of writing your business plan(my$ofi 6 0> YR 0Sf AS@S YS
NEOle& 62NIR 2dzi GKSNB® . dzi bA@PIKBARY QU 1Yy2¢
Gottlieb, who had just read an article in Money Magazine, advised him today to do

so, and three days later he had completed the visit, with, of course, no decision to

indulge in those services or the senile advice of arChidshirecat.

But thisis what that cost. He could not sit in the cafe with a young man in a double
breasted suit with gold buttons, patent wingtip shoes, and hairspray. He could not
sit there placidly and let the young consultant take notes every now and again; he
coudnotgéi ol O1 (2 GKS O2yadZ GFyd 6AGK a2YS GNE
so the consultant could blithely paste it all in to a software template designed for
business plans. The consultant would not have to go through thegeliizing, self
loathing, selsciutinizing process of picking all his details from the void, fully
knowing that 95% of all businesses go under in the first two years from under
capitalization. He would first of all need to shed all his pride, because whether or
not the business ever gotinning is way beyond his coneswith collecting for

filling in the template. But Nick would experience the doubts and agonies of building
a plan personally that would be picked apart, piece by piece, scoffed at, dismissed,
on the one hand, or if on thetber it were appreciated, the contents could be

handed over to other VC clients, chopped up into perverted versions of the original
or perhaps provisionally accepted, providing the lions share of the results would be
dominantly ownel by the investorscting fully within their contractual rights to kick
him out as the minor share holder and the top management leader in the event
they could find an excuse to do,sm as to close aVor they owed from some
recentM&A deal. No, Nick would have to post his omraney to build the site

prototype with Fred, explain everything to Fred and pay him besides (at a very good
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rate), and eventually skillfully word the business plan so as to pass favorably among
unknown investors whom he would need to cold call. Thus tiead and perplexity.

So he sat down to type, but certainly without the energy and determination of a

Chopin composing a nocturne. As a musical composition begins with a clear, simple

and focused thematic statement to be developed over time the businessrplast

a0 NI 6AGK | daaiaairzy {GFriSYSyi(iéod DSYSNI (&
the typical mission statement with its labyrinth of satatements, sound bites, and
preventivedefensive definitive statements that are so present in the amateur

mambo-jumbo of small ideas launched in the context of large corporations. No. This

was virgin territory. Nick would need to come up with that resounding and

YSY2NI 6fS LAGKe adGraSySyid GKIFG NBFRSNa O2d
intuitive understaming of enterprise breaking freshly upon our world.

| SNBE A& ¢6KIFIG KS OFYS dzLJ A GKX
MISSION STATEMENT

TO PROVIDE A FORUM FOR THE PRESENTATION ANBOLRROWD TESTING OF
IMPORTANT POLITICAL, SOCIAL, AND ECONOMIC IDEAS UNDER THE OBJECTIVE
MODERATION OF CRGBMURCED EVALUATION DRIVEN BY THE COMPETITIVE
SPIRIT OF AMERICA.

No doubt the Forum raised the stature of the idea by mirg background images

2F Of FaaAolt w2ASENIBIKRE SLINKSE S ONRWR FNBY ah
speak, meaning that any Tom, Biar Harry could participate in crucial deliberations

dzy RSNJ G KS LI GSNYFfAAaGAO LINRPGSOUAZ2Y 2F | Y2F
feelings from getting hurt, while rolling the entire matter in the protective

involucrum of national pride, like a joint.

Andthere, after about five days of wrestling with himself, was the final output
single definitive sentence on which he was going to base his future, a mission
statement that could stand as a truss for trust, and a lever to heft the commercial
world ever so kightly from its present course.

Each day Nick had walked up and down Cole St. perfecting the statement. Some

how, when he walked by the garage with the drum machine, his head would seem

to line up inside as if the rhythm and riffs would somehow pressiigechannels on

either side of his corpus callosuie would shake his head back and forth, as an

Indian would a rattleSomething could be felt flowing in there and he did know a

GKAY3 2N Gg2 Fo2dzi ONIAY FylFG2Y@ tfENRY GKS L
American. He would stand there and sometimes pet the cat oméveel post

before he or thecat scatted off. While on these forays lueked for the two men in

ddzAi la odzi RARY QG aS8SS (GKSY: SEOSLII 2y0Ss YI &

Now when people athe afe or elsewhere asked him what he was up to he could
recite the mission statement, and when that failed (always) he would try talking the
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ones he thought would listen through the basic idea. He noticed this was beneficial

YR Al RA Rt iah éheidesshalhaksorimes with new language

or terms or metaphors, which he really liked to develop; but the mission statement

did stay there like Gibraltar. One day he was rehearsing this with Alice the barista

in-a-pinch waitress and she said: You wngou should run your ideas by Craig

bS6YIFIN] = GKS 3Jdz2 é6K2 adGIFINISR /NFA3IQa [ArAaildo
here around nine, | think because he wants to talk to Rocco.

bAOlY 2K2Qa w2002K

F'fAOSY L R2y QiU (| y2dkayKRQladzi $ aKRS YA YEYE & dalig 2K I I
Renee, gog out running every morning witRocco in one of those athletic baby
carriages.

bAOlY L R2y Qi dzyRSNA I Ihgidkohalk wttda ki@hoy / NI} A 3 20
OFryQid Gl f1K

Alice: Yep. None of us understaneitther. He never wants to talk to anyone else

SEOS LI sKSYy KS 2NRSNB KAa dFff RNA LD | SQf f
FE22NJ FyR Ffyvy2ad adAaAo]l KAa KSIFIR Ay GKS OF NM
coffee and then leaves.

Nick: How does thiRenee react?

'f A0SY hKX fA1S Yz2al LIS2LX Sz aKS 2dzad NRf f 2
G2 Grt1 02 KAYXZ o6dzi KS 2yfeée ¢glyda G2 a1 K¢

a funny scene. He dresses a bit like a movie director in a bdacladlack velvet

adzA G YR I aKAYy@ RFN] 3INre &dAft] aKANILZI gAGK
carries on with Rocco like as if he were doing an interview, but no one can tell what
heismuterind | 602dzi® wSySS GKAyla rMmoBn@daniealg A y3a (2
hear. The only other person he talks with is Juan. He drives Juan nuts because he

comes in when Juan is really busy. He knows damn well Juan will talk to him

because Juan is part owner and has a big stake in the cafe, which has at&rdated

of attention because the Internet made it known that Craig comes here and that

attracts customers. Maybe Juan can open up ancle for you to talk with himsfie

puts her hand over her mouth, then rolls her eyes as if scheming). You know Juan,

ght?L QY GKAY1Ay3 / NrA3I O2dZA R 3ASG &2dz Ay (2 a
AYy@SaiG2N KAYaASt T . dzi R2y Qi 3ISG (22 RAA LI
really a bit strange, but what the hell? Give it a try.
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Juan is just on his way out for a cigarette as it is 2:45 and the crowd has mellowed
down to just afternoormostly decatoffee drinkers.

Nick: Juan, you know me, right?

Juan: Sure.

Alice: And you know Craig too, right?

Juan:@ O2 dzNBE S>hedziv. KSQa y2i

Nickk LQR fA1S G2 Grftl1 6AGK /NIA3I AT &2dz O2 dA

WdzZ yY {dz2NB® |S fglrea 02YSa Ay | NRdzyR dYnnd
talk with me. He loves to practice his Spanish, and | humor him. Never talk about
anythingmizOK (G K2dzZAKZ fA1SZI K26Qa o0dzaAySaasx FAyS
order my breakfast burrito oneld@ 6 dzi R2 Say Qdstiflk@tat. G AYS y2¢ |
ale@oS KSQfft GFrf] G2 @2dz 2Y2NNRBg Y2NYyAy3Io |
refuses. And sometimes he dde/ Qi 02 YS o6 O1 KSNB G2 GFft1 6A
out in the front waiting for that cute kid Rocco.

Nick: Sounds great.
Juan: | like your new glasses.

Nick: Thanks!

t SNFSOGH ¢KS ySEG Y2NYyAy3a bAaAOl KLFE& GF1Sy dz
kitchen. In walks Craig, goes to talk with Juan and Juan points to Nick, saying

something in Spanish, which Craig understands and then turns towards Nick, pulls

out a chair.

Craig: Pleased to meet you. | understand you have a new Internet business you want
to start. | invest in startips. Want to tell me about it.

Nick, feeling like his head might explode, experiencing suddenly moist shaky fingers:
Yes the quick way to explain it is with the mission statement:
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TO PROVIDE A FORUM FOR THE PRESENTATION ANBOLROWD TESTING OF
IMPORTANT POLITICAL, SOCIAL, AND ECONOMIC IDEAS UNDER THE OBJECTIVE
MODERATION OF CRGBMURCED EVALUATION DRIVEN BY THE COMPETITIVE
SPIRIT OF AMERICA.

/ N} A3Y D24 Add +£+SNB ¢Stf Llzix a2 @2dzONB (KA
bSe2yR 6KI (i ¢ Saavdkkimhdsdd thé @odet of the old chat room,

but with metrics and monetized by advertisers affinitized by political position and

product?

bAOlY WSadza &2dzQNBE Tl adH

Craig: Well | read and hear a lot of plans. Yours igypogiginal and interesting, but
too late.

Nick Too late? Is someone else already doing this?

Craig: Not to my knowledge, but there is certainly a lot going on out here. In all
honesty, and | know this is hard to take once you have thought this outit, iis
too late.

bAOlY L R2y Qi dzyRSNRGIYR® LT y2 2yS
GKS LINBPOofSYK LQ@S 3JI20G F OSNIFAY | Y2
looking for second tier funding.

Q)¢
No ¢

- N
>
O) <&

A

c

A
dzy

Craig: | mean you are objectively tatd because it will take at least a year to get
this up and running, probably more like two. Your break even point is where?

Nick: Not sure.

Craig: | think you &ralready too late even if you could start up tomorrow because

after next November this whelpolitical tamale is going to get squashed. Whichever

party wins will render debate, insult, calumny and the like null and void in the public

ear. The election will start the GREAT PSYCHOLOGICAL DEPRESSION that will

basically kill any willingness to comniciate other than with violence. Your idea

YAIKG KFE@S KFR £S3a AT @2dz aGFNISR Fo2dzi (K
y26d {1 @S AG F2NIEIFTGSNW L (y2¢6 (GKAaA AayQi ¢
| admire your originality.
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Nick: CraigldpNB OA I S @2dz IAGAYI AG G2 YS adGNI AIKL
about the political momentum.

/ N} A3dY DfFR (2 KSfL}X IIy3a Ay GKSNB | yR @&2dz«
better. Gotta go now.

They shookands, and Craig did make a warm, frieraihgl sympathetic face. The
glow seemed to run down his arm to his hand.

At this point Nick is feeling reassured but vacuous, a strange combination of
feelings, like fugue and hard rock. Almost dizzy he takes his chair andlu®ses
laptop. He gets anothdarge drip and then returns to his chair, pensive. He sits
motionless until his right eye begins to twitch. His internal monologue goes
something like this: Craig tells me the idea is stillborn but was once perhaps good.

Craig could investand wouldy @S a3 AF GKS ARSI 6SNB @Al of S
4884 (KSaS G(KAy3I&a 3J2 dzlJ yR R26y It GKS A
talk with babies. Gulp. The milk steamer is now making a terrible racket and yet | sit

here listening because Iio2 Y ASNJ (Y26 6KI G (G2 R2® LGIQa f A
OSYiGSNI LRES FNRBY Yeé OANDdza GSyid FyR LQY 02¢
breathe very well. My eyesareveatnd YR 62y Qi ad2LJd La AdG GKI

YSK Ddzf LI L Qf f LdhOiy godzitbat imysfbe Rdcdo!S + g £ 1 @

Nick: Are you Renee?

Renee: Yes. Have we met?

Z X

Nick: Any ideavhat they talk about?

RenSY w2002 OF y&dza @ @I NNIFSSiap 2 WI WfASEH al y i NA S a
Mr. Rocco today? Is his diaper clean? Does he want some milk? Does he have new

shoes. How do they fit? Oops! Your sock is sagging! And stuff dikediything to

make Rocco smile or giggle or laugh. It usually works, but if not, Craig straightens up

GAUK A& 26y LRdzieé oloe AL 52S5ayQil KI LIWISY
F LILINBF OKAY 3 KAY F2N) Tl @2NEewordzi R2SayQid 2dz
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Rocco smiles.

bAOlY 1804 &2 OdziSH L 3I8G 6Ke /NIA3I Syezea

As NicKkooks up Renee is smiling. Just walking by the frotihefcafé.Nick sees the

two men in suits heading up the block. He decides to follow, and passes them. They

continuS GFf1Ay3aZ o6dzi YySAGKSNE G2 Xashe |S 3I2Sa
calls it, and sure enough, the drums are still rolling and the riffs are still twanging.

¢CKS OFdG AayQid GKSNB |G GKS-hefghtYeBgf deXt 0 dzi KS 3
to the sloping drivein leading to the narrow closed door. Maybe a Morris could fit

in there? He speculates. The-lifting wooden garage door feeshly painted stark

white as is the rest of the house. The carvings near the fnos¢ peak, although

elaborate,have just been painted over too. The windows are only covered with old

roll-R2gy aKIFIRSax y2 tF0S 2NJ OdzNIiFAyad {AdGGAyYy3
Pontiac roll by with two men in suits and fedoras.

Suddenly, the black cat appears and sits on tlaelie step to his right. Nick moves
off the ledge that is th base of the newlgpost and sits down petting the cat.
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11. Bouncing Back

Now Nick awakens. He is not even aware he has blacked out. His eyes are unclear
and he sees deformed faces, as if he hambaeducted, but focus returns. Behind

the doctors and nurses is a crowd of people consisting of a woman in red rubber
boots, a person with a riding crop, the newlxeds from the train, the baristas Bart,
Brittany, Alice, that strange GilaGoon the two men in suits, and a crowd of

people wrapped in blankets. Now lopineshe is dead and that the afterlife actually
exists. But why are all these people in the afterlife with him? Did they all die at the
same instant with him? Heoks closer, or thinks he iand as he zoompans each
person they dissolve, one after the other. So he will be alone forever? Can he get a
message back to Glenda and the kids? A final | love you? But one, no two people do
not disappear. He concludes he has been delirious in a hogjfiéet something
happened, but he cannot understand what Bdéeling, namely nothing. Lkimg

about slowly he realizes he is surrounded by IV stations and electronic equipment.
I SQa O2YAYy3 | NRdzyR:Z aléa GKS R2002N®

Within a few days he is clear of plugs and he has gen to Glenda, who is there

08 KAY®P 9NNREf FyR 2SyReé iNKRickindvSNB {(22d ! yR
understands that while he was sitting on the steps next to the garage, thaseaw

large explosion that blewhe doorout into shatteredwedges, many of which

impaled him at various points, but which did not reach vital organs. He had many
wounds on his left side, leg and back, but he would get over them once they healed.
There would be many scars, but only one relatively small one orefhsidle of his

cheek where a shard had pierced into his mouth and tongue. There was, however
no damage to speech and the plastic surgeon involved, after literally hundreds of
A0AGO0KSaAZT ¢4 & |cdSdalbadAAyid y&sShis €RREBA Rsl@riceldvou
still cover it.

The police knew immediately that this was a meth lab explosion. They had known

about the site for a few years but never had grounds to go in with a warrant. Now

they had what they needed, but the two culprits had died as a result of the

explosion and the ensuing burns. It seemed like so much had happened in so little

GAYSH .dzi GKSNBE 6SNB KAa 6AFS IyR OKAf RNBY
conversation with Craig, had no idea that Nick had just been persuaded that his

Suckedn was folly.

Dt SYRFY bAO{Z RSIENE L FY &2 3ftIFR G2 a
GKSNB F3FAY LldzaKAYy3 F2NBFNR gAGK &2dzNJ
happy to still have you! (crying)

bAOlY LQY O2YAy3d K2YS:I DfSyRI®

Glenda: What?
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Errol and Wedy: What?

bAOlY L Y NBIFfteée y2i RS b&nasgeaalyonvdhall KA a
GKSaS aINBFG LIS2LXS FNRdzyR YS® L F¥SSt ¢
again! Would you ask those two men in suits to come over here? Idtane

guestions | need answered.

|
Al S

Wendy: WK+ G (G662 YSYy Ay adAdak LGQA edad da | yR

Glenda:iyYdza it 2dzad o6S RoneQack gdite dghidofing koltha v 2
doctor for confirmation).

Doctor: That is quite possibles gevere concussions, as Mr. Winslow has obviously
had, can have many strange effects.

Errol: Yu still see them, Dad?

bAOlY b2d b2G NBbkyt 8d 52y Qi @g2NNE® LQfft 0685
Errol: Ae you coming home with us, Dad?

bAOlY ,Sad !'a azz2vvella LQY ¢Sttt Sy22dAakK G2 4>
Doctor: KI 1 Qff 0S Ay | F¥S6 RI&ad b2 NBlazy yz2i
Glenda: | like your new glasses.

Nick: 8 K= y20G Yé aidefsSsy (Kz2a$§ 20KSNJ 2ySao LQY
Wendy: AR &2dzQNB 3J2Ay3 G2 208 AG +G K2YSH

Nick: Of course | will.
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Errol: Yeah,and 2 dzZQNB 3J2Ay3 (2 20S wdzade (22H

Wendy: Rusty, our new dog!

Nick (smiling): New dog?

INNBEY . SIKZ &2dQfft 68 FoftS (G2 Syez2e 6Ff1Ay

Wendy: More like him walking you!

bAOlY LQY y2d GKFG 68 1H

Glenda: dde NE & 2 dzQN/ isBIBT (10 delk ydt 52y Qi 62NNE O |
gentle.

Nick collapses a bit back into his pillows in comfortable resignation, but with a smile
2y KAa Tl @SmagiheRas inhidBidtay 3

Soon Nick and family will be wobbling to the airport loagdth baggage, but
before they leave, NO] Aa alaiSRe¢ G2 GlFf1 G2 G662 | 3ASy.
other with DEA. Since Nick is not really sure who is who anymore, he meets them in

GKS OoNBLF{1FlLald NR2Y Ay KA& a9EseartharadS wS&EA RS
will be witnesses. He is careful to write down their names and badge numbers. They

tolerate this. Then he lays down this iPhone on the table with the voice recorder on.

¢tKSe R2y Qi fA1S GKFOG® |I'S &l @& YwcanHhelp A A 2dzal
you.

C. LY tdzii (KI ( takeduyldvn to the statioA.NJ ¢ S Qf f
Nick épeaking into the device) have been ordered by AgentaBich of the FBI to
turn off this recording or be dragged into questioning for unnamed and uncertified

crimes.l have not been advised of my rights, but unless | come back to this
recording you may assume | have been arrested for no reason.

FBI: Give me that iPhone.
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Nick(says loudlyJolks, please watch as these Federal agents take my property for
noreasonandJSNKI LJA RNJI 3 YS 2dzi 2F KSNB gAGK2dzi |

DEA: Go back to your bar stools, folks. We just need a moment to talk with this man.
| SQa y28G dzyRSNJ I NNBaidz &Sao

Nick: Pease watch these folks and help if they brutalize me. Yowsearitey just
blew me up and | am suffegrwith injuries all over my bodgee the bandages?

DEA: Shut up andtsglown! We did no such thing!

Nick: henwhywdB @&2dz F2tf2¢6Ay3 YS aiyO0S LQ@OS o6SSy
man with a mission. Want teee my mission?

As Niclslips hisarm into his computer bag to pull out his computer, the FBI agent

2dzyLJa KAY FyR 3INIo& KAa FNY FT2NOAoted baAald]
just grabbed him where he has had a few hundred stitches. People abirhall

turn towards him not knowing what to do. The DEA agent once again tels th

mind their own business. Soon sirens &ieard and there is a squad of police

enterind G KS aO2dzNTiél NREX 3Tdzyad Llz £t SRT Yy R 0 dz f
their gunsand badges on the table.

A good Samaritan in the hot tub had reached to his pants, pulled out a cell phone

and called 911. The Agents had not béawking in his direction. When asked about

it later he said he was just afraid things were getting outlofhR | YR KS RARY Qi
know if the agents were real, but that he had shared a drink or two with Nick on

20KSNJ 200FaArz2ya FyR KS aSSYSR aftA{1S | 3I22R
everyone down, Nick, FBI, and DEA to find out what the hell wag gain

So now, with police protection, Nick learned that he was being questioned in

connection wih drug smuggling. They allowed Nick to call Glenda and explain why

KS ¢la y2G YSSGiGAy3a KSNI & I INBSR® 2 ¢CKKK | ¢
Andtheyhutt YS | 3FAYy ¢KSYy (GKS& 3INIOOSR Y& ¢g2dzyR:
lookd AT &2dz ¢lyd (G2 3I2 K2YS y2g3x 32 | KSIR |y
W2aSed ¢KIG gla 2SyReQa NBIFIOlGA2yd 2SyRe al &3
Dt SYRFY ff Kidkiit dzLib2 LIOK SY @ boka@l| 23K-ee 3R yhRis &l2 dp A
take the kids home®kayy a Gl &% odzi 6S OFyQd 3ISG 2dzNJ Ft A
Fff GKFG Y2ySeéo DfSYRFY L R2yQdéG 3IABS | Rl Yy
without you. Therearet®& 0 SR& Ay &2dzNJ A4dzA 1Sz a2 ¢SQft 2

Police officer James Buckng@kayd b2¢g fSGQa Fff 3ISG O2NRAIf @
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bAOlY O2NRAIFfH ¢KSé& 2dzad NALIISR dzLJ Y& &adAidc
get me back to my hospital.

DEA:tlcould have been worsegpping his gun).

.dzO1YSNY DSG F IANRLID 1SQa | OAGATSY YR R2y

DEA: Stickit!

The FBI agent draws a breath as if to insist against it, but Officer Buckner gives him
thehandstopa A Ay £ FNBY GNI FFAO ¢ 20bdktothg R al @8ay b2
K2ALAGlIE® _2dz OFy GFf1l 6A0GK KAY 2y0S KSQa 1
O2YLJzi SNJ 61 3 | a ¢eing@ithyuléncekab @$Softén 2lalZThis | Y LI
NEYIN] NBIFIffteé RAR aGlF NI GKS ¥FdzaS odzNYyAy3 2y
anything about it. The ambulance soon came to bear Nick and a guard officer away.

Nick had to wait seven hours for the plastic surgeon to come back on duty, who was

disgusted when he heard his delicate work had been so manhandled. Why the hell

did they do ths to you? Because they apparently thotuglvas reaching into my

O2YLIzi SNI 63 F2NJ I 3Fdzyd ¢KIFIGQa ff L OFy AY

Surgeon: Brutal dopes!

Dr. Wotwong knew Nick well enough from several visits to find even imagining such
a thing impossible.

After 10 morehours stay, ¢k found the police again at his recovery room door,

ready to escort him back to the station. They were with a lawyer, John Concourt,

gK2Y Df SYyRI' KIR KANBR® ! FOSNI ¢6KI 0 KIR KI LILJS
more police recklessnesireaterh Y 3 K S NJ K dzicé Hagk Rt @ha station, ¥ S @ h

they all found themselves in an interview room. Concourt the lawyer asked if the

police had verified the identities of the two agerisd then asked why not?

Answer: W8 RARY Qi @édd @uestionSy R SBR & 2 dzeddkibfy | Al Qa
big trick to produce a phony badg&hswerb 2 > odzi G KIF § Q& dzyNBlF azyl
GKS®@ 6SNB 2dzi Ay Lzt AO YIF{Ay3a +y AYyiGdSNIDASY

Lawyer: So? If you found them mixed up in something waRldin & 2 dzNJ FA NE G LINE (
be to check the badges before taking the cuffs off?

Agents: Cuffs? What?

Lawyer: W# just picturing a perfectly reasonable situation?
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Agents: Perfectly reasonable? Police arresting agents, FBI and DEA?

Lawyer: Sure, youseedionTVP 52y Qi @&2dz ¢ (4§ OKK

Agents: Oferchrissake.

So indulge me. Please verify that these are bona faidy [sic.] agents! And so an officer

took the issue seriously and went over to a computer, which was the

identification/verification system on the higkesurity line into HLS. A few minutes

fF SN KS NBGdINya 6AGK (62 02t 2N LINAy({i2dzia ¢
badge numbers showing the correct date of issue. By this point the agents are

boiling angry.

Lawyer:Okay now that we have credentig. Why have you sought audience with
my client?

FBI(sarcastically): We sought audience with your client because we are investigating
illegal drug traffic.

Lawyer: Ask your questions then.

DEA: We have been following yfia Nick]for over a week, almogtvo, trying to
understand your possible connection to drug trafficking.

Lawyer: Does Mr. Winslow have a police record?

DEA: None other than a DUI when he was in college.

Lawyer: 8 what prompts this?

591'Y 280ttt &1 GKS ljdSaiArz2yao { Kdzi dzo

FBI: Winslav! Do you have anything to do with drugs?

Nick: | occasionally use aspirin and Viagra.

FBI: Hah!
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bAOlY L R2yQi aSS 4KIGQa a2 Fdzyyeo ,2dz I aq s
men suffer from this as they get older.

FBI: ¥ah, yeah, | mean illegRINXz3 & ® 2dzONB y2areyw®Ay3 avYl NI

5

bAOlY LU g2df R W2RAY Qi KI @ Fye@dKAYy3 G2
go now?

DEA: No. What were you doing hanging around that meth lab?

Nick: | had no idea what was going on in therast gtopped to hear the music. It

kind of woke me up. It was very loud and had a great beat. Loved the guitar riffs. |
assumed they were practicing in there each day. There are a lot of musicians in this
neighborhood.

DEA: Yeah, and a lot of drug addicts.

Nick @@ KSt L) 6KFidd ¢KIFiQa &2dz2NJ 220 @

DEA: Wise ass!

Nick: Wise ass, bullshit! | am here on a business mission. | was about to show you
my mission statement when you tore my fucking arm open again.

[F6@SNJ/ 2y02dz2NIY bAOJ{ theirjobdsh OK AGH ¢KS&@QNB 2c

Nick: t was doing their job whe they ripped open my arm again?t @Sy Qi L 32y S
through enough? | haveothing to do with all thisSsWhirR 2 y Qi @ 2dz 32 | FGSNI
damned criminals?

FBI: Vll, the criminals in the garage are both dead, and weehtaeir deaths to
wonder about too. Did they blow up because of bad lab practice, or were they
bombed by a rival gang? We figure that since you were often seen in front of that
garage we figured you were there for some reason other than to pet the cat!
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Nick N2 L 6l ayQied L gl a (K
A2NNE F2N) 6SOlFdzaS KS 41
supposed to be a civilized country.
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DEA: Amazing!

FBI: Incredible!

DEA: People in theafe thought you sometimesoked like you were tripping on
something.

Nick: Who said thatMaGoor?

DEAMaGoor? None of the regulars is namé&thGoon Who are you talking about?

bAOlY 28tttz KSQa lftglrea 320G | ga]1 SGOK LI R Iy
Y2aljdA(i2Sa 2y ¢KdzZNARIF&a FyR 6FGSNJ odzF¥l 2 2
Ffglea 1y26 o6KIGQa F2Ay3a GKNRdIdzZIK KAa KSIFRO®
DEA: What does heoklike?

Nick: Q& jdzAGS RAAGAYOUGAGBSD® |'S Klbackl {AYyR 27
headsohisf@S A& Sy OANDf SR 6& NBR KFEANX® | SQa LINE

DEA: Does he have an accent?

Nick: No. Jugstormal American English.

DEA: Wiy does he seem strange?

bAOlY ,2dz R2y Qi (GKAY]l ¢KIFIG L aFAR RS&AONMOGS:
you reed?
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DEARY QG 08 I 6AaS I&ao

Concourt: Back off Nick. They are just trying to do their jobs.

G2 GStf

(0p))
Q)¢
(0p))

bAOlY {2NNE® L R2y Qi 1y26 6KIIQ

Concourt: $ he under arrest?

FBI: M, not yet. But we will need a blood panel.

Nick: Why dg QG @2dz 2dzad GSFN) 2Ly Y& |N¥Y 3FAy |-
you!

/| 2y 02dzNIY bAOlZ €2dz R2y Qi KI @S G2 022 LISNI (¢

Nick: And then | can go?

FBI: Once the tests all come back clean.

bAOlY , 2dzQtBrugsSa Ay 3a a9

] 2y O02dNIY 2dzad NRAziAySo {K2dzZ RyQid 68 F LINRG

Nick: What if | refuse?

FBI: At this point you can refuse. How about this? We take the blood panel and we
assume you are clean? You go home, and if we need anything more from you we
will transfer the entire matter to our Philadelphia office?

Concourt mdsokayafter making sure Nick understas®®8 S NB I f f @8 R2Say Qi Kl
along with this.

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page98



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

So Nick goes along with it, allowing the blood work, and leaves.

Nick is waiting at the airport fdris next plane, which will leave after six hours. Best

KS OFly R2 G2 dedzvLJ I FfAIKGE K2YSP {AdGAy3
Fgl@& GKS GAYS o0& agltftt2gAyas YR GKS (g2 a5t
show up.

DEA (smiling smugly)o®y butyoQf £ KIF @S (2 Yhavaanfinished § F& A 3IKQ
business here.

Nick: What now?

DEA:VEQf f (St @2dz 62dzi A0 R26y G 2dzNJ 2 FFAC

Nick: Oh brother! need to call my lawyer.

DEA: You can do that tomorrow. We can hold you for up to 24 tsmuysu better
become a bit more cooperative.

Nick: What are you going to do, rip open my arm again?

The agents sneer in disgust.

bAOLY LT L KI@S (2 6FAlG GAEE G2Y2NNRBo 640K
e2dz £t A1S GKFGK KB G 2N (LIOE €1 &S & SIt tAlyEY C§
AYy208Syid AyedNBR YIyQa FNY FyR GKSy OtlAY &

C.LY ¢KIFIGQa y2i 6KIFi KILLSYSR®

Nick: Oh, did | get something out of order? Not sure it will matter to the public!

FBI:Okay. Call your lawyer

Nick calls: Hllo? Nick Winslow here. The Federal agents are hauling me down to
GKSANI 2FFAO0Sa yR (GKS& g2y Qi GStf YS gKeod L
cell number, if they allow me to keep my phone, iSB@H H Ny ® ¢BMG Q& HMp
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2208.Pleas® f f Y& 6AFS IyR S0 KSNI1y26 | o2dzi Y
this place.

¢KSe Lizi bAO]l Ay | aK2fRAYy3I NR2Yé HKSNB KS
his computer. After three hours someone comes so he can send out for food,

Colonel Sander§ 2 YAYy2Qa 2NJ / KAySaSeo / KAySasS asSSvya
O2ft R 2@0SNILINAOSR> YR f2dzaed LIQa mmYnn 6KS
up. But now the agents have gone home for the day and all the lawyer can do is

demand a placéor Nick tosleep and promise to come back in the first thing in the

morning, around 9:30.

bSEG RI&X
Concourt:0Okay Why are you holding my client?
DEA: Well his blood work came back with traces of opiates.

Nick: They gave mearphine in the hospital, both when lag being treated the
first time and afteryou ripped my armopen Do you guys ever think?

Concourt: Steady Nick.

OKSO1l Al 2dzido . & (GKS gl &XxX 2 KSNJ
O2 v Glhadlngstraigitiiozor I sishadr--f A1 S AT
OSY AlQa OKSO1SR 2y (GKS FftA3IKI

DEAOkayp 2 SQf f
bxOlQa FIFOS
GKNBFG 3INRY

DEAOkayp 2 SQf f LIAO] AG dzLJ 2y GKS 20KSNJ SyRo®

Concourt (losing it): Like hellyouwillSKR a y 2 G dzy RSNJ | NNBad |yR @&z
search his things. Ever hear of the conglith 2 Yy K L QY f SGiGAy 3 Y& Of A S\
650Fdza8 LQY OSNIFAY KS KFa R2yS y20KAy3 4 NP
thought he had.

C.LY ,2dzOQNB y2i (GKS 2yS ¢gK2 RSUOSNNAYySa 3Fdzif

Concourt RIKGH ¢KIFGQa dzadz fte& F2NJ I 2dz2NE AT azy
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C.LY b2¢ R2y QG 3ISG @2dz2NJ yAOISNE Ay | GogAaG>
following our methods here.

Concourt: Nickers in a twist! | hate that expression. How dare you!
DEA: Get used to it. We talk the way we talk. No offense.
Nick: Anything ma?

FBEVWGff 6S R2dzof S OKSO{ SR MagdnWhgddNBUQ& y 2 &dz0
lie about that?

bAO1lY L RARYQUO tASd LT y2 2yS NBYSYOSNE KAY
told you?

FBI: Yes.

bAOlY L OFyQi I OO2 dzfidre edich diy, bukih danypcade $ourg | & OS NI
F NBdzY8yd Aad Ay@rtAR 080FdzAS &2dz OF yQi LINE S
FBIl:Lookmister pseudeh y 1 St f SOGdz £ = a2 L) MaSdoh Ay3d ITA60 SN
Nick:Lookmister genuined (i dzLJA RZ L &l ¢ KAgihe @@ Ngot Rl 8 d L C
this all wrong.

FBI: Such contempt for the law!2 dzZQNB &2 f dz01& ¢S fAGBS Ay | 1

Nick: Rightt K 4§ Qa ¢KI G LINBaARSyida aleé& gKSy GKS& ¢
arrested and tortured for criticizing them.

Concourt:Okayt S o2 dt allidown now.

DEA: @e other thing. Why have you been tryingtochangR Sy G A i@ aAy O0S & 2 dz
been here?
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Nick: Wha?

DEA: According to our investigation when you first showetlip G KS a9 ESOdzi A 88
RSAaARSY OS¢ e2dz 6 SNB 4 Sdndybu/igre & skighed®l Wiha 21 O1 S
GdzNJjdz2A &S It aasSad b2g &2dzQNBE RNBaAaSR Ay dt
and you almost have a beard? And you have dumped the turquoise glasses in favor

of these ordinary ones. Are you trying to melt into the crowdomething? As a

former banker we are sure these are not your ordinargsitand what you came

out in were not either. Why are you traveling incognito?

Nick: Now that you are both growtmp agents, why are you thinking like the movies?
Is this really the &st you can do?

DEA: Just answer the question.

Nick (after Concourt shows agreement to go ahe@&ay | came in late from my

flight and my luggage, which had been on the train was not available to nhe, so

went out to buy new clotheto tide meoverua Af L 320 Yeé fdzZ33F3S ol
want to pay a lot for temporary clothes, so | just went to J.C. Peykayp?

Meanwhile, it tak so long to get out here due to train and plane problems that |

O2dzf Ry Qi 1 SSLJ ddodk échanged nykgBssdekaiise pekpfelkept
LRAYGAY3 GKSY 2dzi YR L RARYQU fA1S 06SAy3a (
weeks ago for fun.

The agentsookl & S OK 203G KSNJ Ay |  @dted. DEAKpbintstai I ARY [ S
Nick to stay put, and to Concourt: Back in a momen

When they return they have that armed-the teeth with new questiontook and
aYdAa avYaftsSazr tA1S GKSeQOS FAIAZINBR a2YSUKAY:S

Nick: & it good cop or bad cop time?
Agent brows knit.

FBI: You were a banker, right?
Nick: Yes (resists saying more).

FBI: So what was with the sloppy appearance (we picked you up on the airport
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cameras), the skinhead and the glasses you started wearing only about a month
ago?

Nick: | wanted to be more like the bank customers so | could identify better in my
role as a magage officer. That was the reason for the shaved head, like all the
baseball players, and the glasses, like people who fantasize about Hollywood. |
repent, already!

DEA: V& are not seeking penitence, only the truth.

Nick W2 6 H ¢KIF Q& RSSLI YIyYyH

DEA(2 6t AyI0Y {2 &2dz R2yQi O2yaiRSNI (KIdG AyO:?

Concourt: dst answer the question.

Nick: No.

C.LY ,2dz adAff whéngdbshiizhied B anlalir flight ydb Bkipged &
out on your baggage when you had a perfectly comfortable, luxury tickat.

bAOLY . 2dz RARYQG | &1

Concourt: Nick!

Nick:Okay | found the train ride not at all comfortable and satisfying. | was bored
waiting through my transfers and | waather traumatized by the busreck.

FBI: Ybu were on a bus too?

Nick: No. The train hit a bus crossing the track and a lot of people were hurt. You
R2y Qi NBIR (GKS ySgall LISNA SAGKSNK D223ftS Al

C.LY LQff KI@S (2 NBYAYROO
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bAOlY 2KIFIGK LQY &aA01 2F GKA&a FYyR LQY 2dzi 271
Concourt just dons his hat, picks up his biaste and signals Nick to follow.
Nick: Thanks for your helph@&se guys are too much.

Concourt: Call me when you get home.
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12. Rusty

In dogshow speak, Rusty is a"3ghoulder, fawn, squarbuilt, correctly postured

and neutered specimen of the Great Dameed. Inhomea LIS+ 1 = KSQa | 62y RS
affectionate, loyal and loving dog. No sooner had he become a part of the

household than it was although he was like a vigilant parent. When Nick left, there

remained a terrible absence at the dinner table, especsilfige he had left his job

FYR FT2dzyR KAa KIFLILERER OKFANI gAGK GKS FlLYAfeo
mention it, everyone was sad, and an occasional pfohef f RA RYy Qu$taR2 G KS
few days after Nick left, there were rumors about the Principaliing to become a
Superintendenin Texas, where ignorance of the current local situation is a job

requirement until you actually get there where they will discard all your ideas for

improvement. At the same time, Kimmy Borsky, a-§rdde teacher had beme

pregnant and potentially a single mother following the casualty death of her

husband in Afganistan. She and her husband had bought this hound of their dreams,

but now she would have too much to juggle when the new baby came. So she sadly

put up a notie in the faculty lounge in a first attempt to get a good home for Rusty.

RUSTY, A FANTASTIC, FULLY TRAINED, GENTLE DOG NEEDS A NEB¥3QME, 278
7767, Kimmy.

And there was a picture and there was a desire and there was a need, so Glenda

took the ad homeand showed it to Errol and Wendy, who both went ape with joy.

So now Nick met Rusty and Nick came immediately to love him, such smooth fur,

such beautiful color, such kind and devoted eyes. The fact that Rusty was so large

YR RARY QG a i hgfrRheMiatd) Wasyicdsterice. AUy,

Glenda was tearing around in a happy tither too as Nick was home AND she was

being considered for promotion to Principal. The aggravation of such a post could

not be explained away from Nick, but he did wantavehe wanted. So he offered

upthe Miatatotts LR GSYGAlf ySg t NAYOALIE FyR 2FFSN
seatAy GKS 3INBIG {!+ aYSIG GNYYyAaLR2NISNEZ | a K
probably never resume their upright positions again nowattthe big fluffy dog bed

and Rusty became the contents in the aft of this ethe-road boat.

¢KS aAldl gla 2F y2 dzaS G2 DiSyRIXI & akKS F
offered to chauffeur foall until they could find a solution

Once the childre were in school, Nick and Rusty would round several blocks of the
neighborhood. Nick enjoyed the walk with his new royal friend. People would
remark ohmygodwhatahandsomeboy! And Nick would smile and enjoy meeting
more of the denizens of his suburb. Buethon the third day home he saw two
figures in suits go by in a black 49 Pontiac again. But this time he felt really secure.
He had Rusty.

13. A Tale of Two Suitcases
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On the fourth day home Nick receives a phone call from the airport that they have
finally recovered his luggage, which had mysteriously disappeared for a few days
and was not to be found at the airport when he arrived a day later than the flight he
had hadto abandon when forced to do so by the Agents in San Francisco. By the
time they snagged him they were already in the baggage hold of the plane. The
explanation was that unbeknownst to him, when the plane was due to take off an
automatic matchcheck wasun and his luggage was found, but he was not. He had
not seen the news item about how the people on his flight had all been forced to
deplane onto the tarmac and claim their baggage. They were all bussed b#uok to
terminal and routinely rescanned andeetronically denuded while their baggage

was rifled, searched and sniffed by dogs. Well of course his bags were the ones that
had no claimant, so they were placed in a police van and taken down to TSA local
KSI RIljdz NI SNE T2 NJ F dzNJithe$nNsSsand NGO @acked y 3 € @
them via Delta Air that the owner wdsoking for his baggage now in Philadelphia

and would they mind sending it on now? Which they did, and Naek was being
summoned to thePhiladelphia TSA office to collect it.

Nick arrivesabout 2:00 and presents his (unused) ticket and his actual ticket, and his
luggage stubs. The TSA officer asks why he left the original flight, as such behavior is

considered EXTREMELY SUSPICIOUS, even under Orange Code security standards.

Nick explainshat he was pulled away from his flight by DEA and FBI agents for
guestioning and he had no choice but to accompany them. Just why did they want

to question him? Nick felt that was none of their business, told them so, and as a
completely fedup citizen, féded his arms prominently. Yes it is our business, our

only business. When you pass the gates everything is our business and you did pass
our gates. Now why did the agents want to talk to you so urgently? The TSA agent
was now glowring at him and pushing button. In a momen two more TSA agents
presentthemselves, with guns, and ordilick into a room off the office where he

was swipesearched, strigsearched, and cavity searched, anthyed. Theyf

course found nothing. Nick liwid but entirely defasdess as TSA landilsmune to

GKS NAIKGaA 2F AYRADGARdAzZt OAGAT SyhaX | yR
territory between TSA gates is like a virtual country with its own laws, answerable to
no one.

Nick: | want my lawyer.

Agent321: Too effindgad. You should have thought about this when you decided to
smuggle heroin!

Nick: What?

Agen-321: We talked to DEA and FBI and they told us you would be difficult, but
here you have no rights!
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Nick: $nuggle heroin?

Agent321: es, heroinOur dogs miked up on it. Now jpen your bags please!

Nick first carefully inspects the bags to see if there is anything suspicious, but there
is no way to tell. Bags cannot be locked going through TSA and everyone who tries
just gets boken into. So Nick confidentlypens both bags for inspection and

watches closely as they rummage through everything. Then A2jz91 pulls out a

knife and slashes into the lining of the luggage and then the puffed plastic handles.
Nothing.

Nick: So! nothing! | told you so!

Agent321:Well the dog smelled something! You know, we did have a dog pick up

something and we could hold you for 24 more hours while we go through things,

odzi AT @2dzQff aAraldy | aO2dzNILSae ol AGSNE adl
satisfaction and withno®NE 2y € AYFNRAYy3IASYSyias 6SQtt €S
luggage.

Nick WK 1 Q& f STiokaw YRYyO83BI RESPQl KI BS ye N
paper.

Agento HMY | 2dz R2Yy Qi @

The Agent becomes a bit sweaty and jittery as he hands Nick the paper aidaa

f SFTG 2F KAA fdzA3F3IS® bAO|l A& alfft2gSRe G2 =
handles they cut open. He wraps them as the agtdk on impatiently. He can tell

they are just bursting to discuss all this once he leaves. Nick turns and saysihe re

an article that the dogs were right only about 47% of the time.

Once outside in the airport,ibk smiles, and turns off the recorder on his iPhone. It
is now 4:30 and he calls his Philadelphia lawyer Bob Green to get the press out
F3AF Ay ® . 2adypfof heNeks3 Rerepdidrs who open with the following
volley:

WSYSYOoSNI GKS YIy K2 0fS¢ GKS gKAAGES 2y . F
done it again, here at TSA, you know, the guys who seem to miss all the guns and

knives? Here he is, exposing thay they treat American citizens. Does Mr.

Winslowlooklike a drug lord to you? Now, Mr. Winslow, could you tell us briefly

what just happened?
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Nick: Well yes. My bags were supposed to be here after they lost track of them for

four days. | come down heand they usher me into the strgearch room, saying

LQAYWNI FFAOILAYI Ay KSNRAYZIZ ¢ tohobhbrasanfentO2 dzZNES L Q
theyfind that my luggage has not one trace of any drugs besides my aspirin. | really

R2y Qi 380 K2 ¢mdirkite jus to Rrip$earchRmédaridl paw through

my bags. They had them for the last four days and the bags were not locked. Who

knows what someone might have done to alert the drug dog? Thenttiteatento

1SSLI YS KSNBE T2 NJ paper 8eglamgihatih€y did a goady Qi aA 3y |
courteous job! | again have a voice recording of the entire incident and Mr. Green

Yyeg frFrog8SNIoAff 3IASG AG G2 &2dz £t FGSNI 2RI & |
my lawyer, because they said in there | have gbts, and at the same time they

R2y QG GF1S Ye LK2yS> a2 L ¢la |o6ftS G2 LA f

OkaydA S SNE>X (KIFIiQa GKS gtre gAGK GKS ¢{! &
if they care to comment, but they refuse under advisement from their lawyers.

z

Dt SYRFY L OFyQil 0StAS@OS K2g YdzOK odzZ t AaKA G

Errol: Werehey rough with you?

Nick: Not really.

Wendy: Did they hurt your arm again?

bAOlY b2d ¢KS& 6SNBE 2dzald OSNE o62aaed [SiQa

w»
No
&\
(V)
QX
c

A
(s}
O
N
o
N

O
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H |

[aN

ONNREfY | S$Qa 3INBI

Glenda: All of it.

Nick: You know what | was reathinking about the whole time | was in that place?
DSGGAY3a K2YS gAGK &2dz F'yR wdzaded LQft (St
FYR 3SG adrFrNISR gAGK @2dzNJ K2YSg2N]l ® LQff 06
Glenda knits her eyebrows and raises her hand, fingers spagad\ick inserts his

fingers between hers, calming her to silence. Then he leaves.

He jumps into the Miata and heads down to the strip mall where there is a Baskin

YR w2o0Ayad !'a KS fSI@gSa GKS 0t20] 6KSNB KA
PontildD ¢AGK (GKS G2 YSYy @gAGK &addzaiida FyR FTSR2NI
license plate are from Pennsylvania. Theysar LJ- NJ S R lodk fisRvayRA& y Q (i

Baskin and Robins he gets a small ice cream cake, log style. On the way back, the car
isgone.ThaQa I NBfASTI o0dzi y2¢6 | y2iKSNI G§K2dAKI
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RNAGS GKS aiAldlsz KSQft KIFI@S (2 G§SIOK KSNJ G2
O2yTARSYl YR RSOARSE KSQff &dza3sSaid 3ISHGAy:
instructor to gie her private lessons. Driving stick and explaining it to someone are

G662 OSNEBE RATTFSNBY(H (GKAYyIa ddmiiekiigated® aS G KS |
lessons froma professional.

Everyone thinks @ cool that Nick has returned with the ice cream legich quickly
disappears, all but the lagch or so.

Nick poses the question of driving lessons.

Glenda:LookNick, I think everything is too late for this. | know you wanted stick
0SOldzaS e2dz GK2dzZAK aiGA0]1 YR aLRNI ¢
GKFG YSEYAYy3a F2N YSP ¢KS aAal il Aa 2@S
NB LI | OA y Wantiriytinglfandy, dyf Kxéally do like triea of something
smaller to park.

Nick: Yeah, you have a point. Do you have any ideas?

Glenda: Well yes! | wdkinking of a convertible MirCooper | think we could even
fit Rusty in the back seat in a pimand Ed Sangre loves his.

Nick: What a cool idea! We can check it out tomorrow.

And so it came to pass that Nick and Glenda acquired aGtioper, a cream

colored, lightbrown leathered interior, and black dash, all of which was perfectly
coordinated vith Rusty, just in case. Nose: dash; coat: darkemediof the paint
gradient. The deluxe plum interior was different, but way bad for Rusty. Glenda
drove it home and to work the next Monday. The Miata had passed on to unknown
lots and unknown hands.
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14. Holier Than Thou

When they returned to take Wendy and Errol for a spin and then to the movies,
Wendy said there had been several phone calls, but whenever they picked up, the
caller hung up. When they got back from the Matinee, Glenda picked up and got the
same response. The number kept coming in as OUT OF STATE. No way to tell who
might be calling. These calls came in at various times of the day and night, and they
went on for abait a week. The phone company cotédl them nothing. The police
couldtell them nothing. The phone company couldiii  dhe @l@f because the
number waswithheld. The police and the phone company both imply Nick and

Df SYRF FNB LI NIY2AR Ay (GKAYyl1AYy3a az2vYS8S2yS A&
one is home. But Nick and @bta carfigure anything else. The phone company,
though, says they have had cases where roballing by marketeers, politicians,
churches and charities have bad systems that actually never stop until someone
detects that no one ever picks up the phonéef they hit upon a plan. Nick goes

down to the RadieShack and buys a MagicJack, which is a doohickey that USBs into
your computer so you can make free calls over the Internet. Once you pay the yearly
fee ($20)you have unlimited calls and a phone number of your choosing(with a little

f dzOl0d b2NX¥Iffe& GKS& ¢g2dZ RYyQid KI @S 3I2yS F2N
unwanted telephone calls, but this has the enormous advantage that the number is
completely unpublishednless you make the stupid mistake of doing so yourself by
using it in connection with yourVshopping network, or as part of signing up with
some confidential service on the Internet. So, once installed, they have two
techniques they can use. Either thegn use the home ground line to call the
MagicJack and leave the line connected all day, after picking up on it by hitting a line
on their computer, or they can simply call forward any of their lines so an incoming
call will terminate in an unresponsive af end, after unchecking automatic

answering.

During the day Nick and Glenda communicate via cellphone, which works out well

as he walks Rusty down to the park for some playtime and the children are at

school. Actually, given their cellular plan, theirgnd line has become more or less

vestigial anyway. After a week of ignoring all calls, they stop, but once they do, Nick

begins to see the Pontiac again, once or more a day. He writes down the license

YydzYo SNJ I yR al1a 0KS LI ftrleéSGoigk it, Ou thedelis A G @ ¢ K &
no find. Nick tells Glenda about the prowling car, and she gets nervous too. First the

Ortftx y2g GKS OFINWY ,2dz OFyQiG YA&all1S |y 2ftF
average age of aac is under thregyears.

On thefourth night after the phone calls have stopped, they are all in bed when
they hear what must be gunshots, which they easily verify as there are beams of
light from the street coming in through holes in the house, and a spray of wallboard
debris shovering down from the ceiling. Nick clutches Glenda and they roll off the
bed and onto the floor. Glenda is sbinng and Nicks begins to breathe heavily,
clutching his chest. Glenda reaches up and gets the drinking water on her night
table and tries to get Nidlo drink it, but his eyes are slid back and wide open. Not
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knowingwhat to do, she dumps the wat@n the hand over his chest and then on

Kia FTIFIOSo® bAO|iH bAOTH !'yYyRZ FTFUSNI I Y2YSyizx
he begins the struggle to stanchéSgets up too, steadying him. Now Wendy and

Errol are standing in their bedroom door.

Wendy: W heard the noises and then someone falling on the floor. Areokay?

The children flock to their parents' arms, and Rusty is not far behind, licking
everybodywith his paint roller size tongue.

bAOlY L 3dzédyddols k& DNdnelwasfieyA RAy 3 gAGK Fy ' YT 0
32yS y26 ¢KIFIGiQa GKS AYLRNIIYy(d (dKAy3I®

bAOl ONBOFfftAYy3I GKFO (K
K

oKaly, pBt? Welll,t oI G OKS
right?Okay ESNE 2y S adt e 29 ff

e
NE yR LQff OF

' S RARY QO KIFI@S (G423 Fa az2vyS2yS StasS sla ol
are heard as Nick peeks through the curtains a@eés the squad car with alsit

lights flashing, certain to scagavay aty criminal who might be hiding long before

his arrivalNick watches for a few minutes, and once the flashing lights are off he

assumes they are out of immediate danger. By now several of the neighbors are

pointing at the Winslow house. The policamis twisting the handle on his spotlight

to direct itthere to scan the house. When the spotlidtits the foles the bedroom

gets a bitbrighter from the additionalight, which does not go awayow that the

policemen have located the target of the shed.

Nick to Glenda: \Eeryone get dressed. This is going to be another long night.

Glenda: | am so sick of long nights!

Nick goes down stairs in the running attire he uses when he walks Rusty, and flip
flops. Down he goes into the street asking if theghiors saw anything. No. They

R A RY &yiudt hetirfd the shots, but we glad nothing bad hgpened to them,
Suchanicefamily!

Rusty is standing by the front door and barking madly, but then is talked down into

a gentle whimper, ending in silence, for whmtobably the entire neighborhood

was grateful. Nick invites the police into haveek® | S (y2¢6a KSQft ySSR
report if for no reason than for insured damage purposes, as he is certain the police

are clueless as he is about why things just happethe way they did. First

assumption is that the hit was just random. The alternate was that it was intentional

but delivered to the wrong address, in which case, what might have been the RIGHT

address? Last assumption was that something was intendetiH&M! WTF?

Once he has gently introduced Rusty to the police, Nick tells them the story of the
sporadic phone calls and the mysterious Pontiac. Now the forensics team arrive. The
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forensics team pulls the bullets and estimates the angle of entry to hagaatéed

at street level. They guess that the shots came from a passing car. High caliber shells

FNB F2dzyR Ay (GKS aiGdNBSGP® hyS GKAy3a Aa OSNII
unfortunately, there is no record of the license number Nick has handed them. Next,

they ask if there are any guns in the house areh@a slaps her forehead saying
Jesuschrisnotagain! As requested, Glenda brings back two guns both of which have

been fired recently, at the gun range. Nick sees the two guns and says: What the hell

are youdoing withtwo guns now?

Dft SyRII SELX IFAyay 2KSy (KSe& F2dzyR 2dzi GKSe& F
said they wanted anothdpok at my gun and | had to give it up; so | was damned if |

was going to live alone with no gun and just went out and bought another one.

Finally they gave my other one back. So now | have two.

hTFFAOSNI vdZAYYY Db2¢ 6KI GQa ns?YourGusbdndt I R& f A ]
R2SayQi S@Sy KI@S 3Fdzyaszr NARIKGK

Nick nods: No.

—
pu
(04
m

Dt SYRF o60FdzyAy3oy 2Sttx GKAa atAdGdfS : ¢
G2YSyQa {LISOALf C2NOSa tNRG2GeLISd 2 KSNBE 4 SN
soaking up coffee with doughnisvly husband knows nothing about guns, but |

could probably outshoot any of you!

Nick: Glenda, he was just asking a question.
hFFAOSNI vdZAyYyY 2 KI GQa (K

GAGK | YdINRSNK 9EOdzxSY
guns into evidence.

a4 | 062dzi YdzNRS NB NA K
acQbzio § Qo OKI BB i

(0.3
\&Q)
o d

Glenda: BPA RSy O0S aOKYS@ARSYOSH L RARYQO R2 |yeidK
been over this twice. If you want them, arrest me! Shit! Not again! All we ever did

was go to dinner! Here we are our home and people are shooting at us. Ever

heard of the right to protect yourself?

-fa F2NJ fF 4SSN

Officer QuinnOkay,okayp b2¢ &l @S I
yis odzi R2yQi

U
FyedKAy3as &8Sdo . 101 Ay | Y2
Nick: Check.

Glenda: Checkret?

Wendy: Check.
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Errol: Check.
As the officer spun around to leave he got a huge Woof! from Rusty.

Officer: And chain that dog down. Other people will be coming.

Rusty: Woof!

Errol: They better like dogs!

Wendy: A lot!

Fifteen minutes later they ga call from Detectivclversthat he would be over
at 5:00 the next day, and to try to calm down and feel confident their police were
working on things.

The police take these shots to be a warning of some sort, and question everyone to

discover what mighbe the origin of it all. The friendly neighbors inform them

immediately on how they were seen being let out of a police van a few months ago

FYR K2g¢ GKS LI LISNAR alFAR GKS@ 6SNB dzy RSNJ Ay«
police leave.

When a thing ke this happens to a family everyone is shaken into a primitive state.
They all squeeze together as much as they can, as if they had reached the extreme
back wall of a cave. Some sort of monster breaks up through the mind as if the floor
were a frozen lakeand everything has somehow gone cold, damp and dark. This is
what they felt once the police left, opening the floodgates of human

disappointment and fear and stripping them not only of answers, but also of
questions. In this family the cave was the kémeed bed, where they all clung to one
another under extra blankets once they made sure the doors were locked and the
lights were off. They lay awake for hours until the dawn erased the circles on the
ceiling drawn by the bullet holes and the eerie bhat spears of light.

Dt SYyRIF aidAff R2SayQi (1y2¢6 o6KFdG GKAY]l Fa KIC
husband. Nickooks a bit like a trembling junkie as he slices the asaonto the

Cheerios. Glenda tak&usty out for first morning walk, in a daze. Rusy have

0SSy aSyairiArodsS G2 KSNI O2yRAGAZ2Y & KS R2Say
tugging. As they walk, Heoks back at her frequently with huge loving eyes.

So all Nick has to do to function right now is get Errol and Wendy ready for the

schooldayt KS& R2yQdG GFf1 oFO] lo2dzi FyedGdKAyYy3d |y
to sling on their back packs. The doors slide and lock; the belts are fastened. They

at2gfte It ARS (i theirNDREs dividdtBesd thiey ro loyér
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have b wait forschool to start afteMom has gotten there early to prepare the
Of FaaNRB2Y® ¢KIG LINIGQa yAOS y26d LYIFIAYS NI

Nick makes his daily stop at Starbucks on the way back from school, where he

routinely relaxes with a latte and allows thoughts about the ttaffow in with the

coffee. He has been able to secure one ofliti@g room style chairs nuzzling his

head backnto the pillow by slouchingdnd what does he imagine he sees?

MaGoon telling him that there are forces at work in the universe that we feel but

are beyond our ken. He shakes his head Biadsoonleaves. He putMaGoonto

flight by summoning the most oliis practical task he can think of, which is:

getting the holes fixed. Savvy as he is, he calls the police station to see if he has

permission to fix the holes. The police have not defined his house as a crime scene

with yellow tape as the bullets had alhtered on tke secondloor and there was no

point. But Officer Quinn did not leave any instructions about tarmg with the

wounds to his dwelling. 911 asks why he is calling and he humbly scrambles for

words about the night before. The dispatch operatiglts him he is not having an
SYSNHSyOé FyR 3IA0Sa KAY FY2GKSN) ydzYo SNI®» ¢ K S
will be waiting for r@ort back from DetectivdMclversi 2 R2y Qi R2 ' ye@ i KAy Ac
Forensics is satisfied that the pictures from the night before weobably all they

would need. Oh God! The thought flashes through him that clearing away all the

plaster pieces and dust from the top of their bed might be evidence &ing? He

can only temporize on that one. He might line up contractors and check witlehom

owners insurance in the meanwhile.

G! YSNROIY [AO0SNI & Lya&dzNI yyouS Pleagefod assureds 9 f 2 dzA 3
that ourrecording of this sessionwillh dzi SR F2NJ |jdA OR 1 R2 $§ &y aiNI vy O
tell them that he has his quality assurance toe. piits his phone on speaker and

hits the record button on his iPod.

bAOlY CAYS® L gyl (2 NBLR2NI (GKIFIG Yeé K2dzaS
going to need quite a bit of repair. How much | have no idea. | wanted to check with
you on procedure

9f 2dzAasSy 28Qff KFE@S G2 3ISG Iy FR2dzad SNI 2 dzi
you, soup to nuts.

Nick: Soup to nuts?

Elouise: Vell, after making an initial determination about coverage he will proceed
to contact our contractors to get the best qualipyice. | can send him out after
lunch, if that will be convenient. Is there anything else | can help you with?

bAOlY D2R3I Gk&W QAQ K2 LaSI Ayied H

At 1:15 the adjuster Ken Malone arrives. Once they walk around to survey the
RFEYF3S Al Q&bleRimng. Keyi Aullshit thérpolice blotter report, twists his
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face into that thiswill-hurt-me-more-thanyoulookl YR &l @ayY { 2NNE X o0dzi «
to deny on this.

Nick: What!!!

KennWs OF yQi Oflaa GKAa & Ol yRIeAdhe&rd LGIQA |
car had just come down the street shooting up all the houses, then it would have
unquestionably been vandalism, just people out to destroy property

indiscriminately. But you were targeted and you have been involved with police
actions lately, s& S OF y QUG NMzZA S 2dzi GKIFG GKAA 61 &

2YS

QX

Nick W AGH L¥ a2YS2yS 1Sea vYe& OFNE GKIFIGQa @I yi

Ken: Probably, because it is such a common form of vandalism. But when AKs are
Ayo2t SR AGQa y2a40

Nick:Okay leave me your paper anmimerican LibertyNlind: bullshit] Insurance will
be hearing from me and the media.

Ken: Sorry.
[Ken leaves.]

At two thirty, Glenda arrives in tears, sayifghe kids at school have spread it

around that their father is in some sort of trouble with the peli Errol popped one

of them a karate kick in the solar plexus, making the nasty little bastard double over.

Now the police have been called in and he has been put on warning on the grounds

of applying serious and disproportionate force in response todthazf f @ ® L 02 dzZ Ry Q
GFr1S AG® LQY K2YSo® ¢KIFGQa tftd LQY y20 3J2Ay
dammit!

bAOl R2SayQi KI @S (KS KSobwNdrsinsigandg 8dini. Df Sy R
Everyone needs a nap and no one should have ever triedrforraal day. Nick and

Glenda fall into bed, have a long and meaningful hug, until they slip back out of each

2 (i K S NRQlI&e a-cldyopening up to a caoirrent. There are dreams, but they

too are severed as Detectildclversrings at the door.

MclversY L QY BI&verS. Oalybuwr&nember me? | questioned you the night

of the murder at the restaurant.

bAOlY hK &Saz y2¢ L R2d® L KSIFNR &2dz RARYQI
you had the next day?

MclversY wA IKG® 2 S & lelybdiveEnitdSy Qiid 28 | NB 0
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Nick @ &82dz GKAY] Al KFR FyesdKAy3d (2 R2 6AGK ¢

Mclvers WSQNB y20G adz2NBX odzi GKSNBE KI @S 06SSy RS¢

Nick: You found the people who shot up our house?

Mclvers: You think there was more than one person imved?

Nick: Just assuming there were a driver and a shooter, right?

Mclvers: Good guess. But there have been other developments. You worked with
one George Murphy at B*Bank?

Nick: ¥s. | completely lost track of him after he left.

Mclvers: Strange. @Y JI2Ay 3 G2 GStf &2 detrdsydUS[ick Ay 3 O2y T
nodsokayj

Well George was at the restaurant that night. Did you see him?

Nick: No.

Mclvers: Well, George was the homicide victim that night.

Mclversd dzNISea b A Ol I néRrelionSaidjotsiawn $hat hay T 2
both showed convincing surprise.

Nick: » you think the attack on our house and that murder are connected?

MclversYy . $a® 28 (K2dzAKG FTNRBY (KS sS@@syyAy3d Al
with us that nightStarQa A FS gl & @2dzNJ 6l o& aAdaSNI GKI G

Glenda: ¥s, until all hell boke loose.
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Mclvers: There is more. You recently bought a new car, right?

Nick: Yes.

Mclvers: You paid cash?

Nick: | always pay cash. | hate debt. We own our home too.

Mcivers: TKF G Qa | 3INBFG LRaArAdGAz2zy (2 0SS Ayd 2S5 dzy
that you withdrew several million dollars when you left?

bAOlY ,S8ad L KIR AlG GKSNB | OOdzydzA FdAy3a G A
now at Wells Fargo in my vault.

Mclvers: And you still have all this money?

Nick: Yes. We save. Our parents saved and left us with something.

Mclvers:L Qf © K& Bl ® BooENIHISI MBI f f @8 R2y QU &dzA LSOOG &2
are afraid you may have unknowingly gotten pulled into something awful without
SOSY (y26Ay3 Fo2dzi AGP [ SGQA 0S5 okefPSI NY ¢S F

Nick and Glenda nod.

Mclvers: Butthere h®@S 06SSy RS@St2LIYSyiGad  2dz a2t R & 2d
BMW and bought the MirCooper for cash, right®kay So far so good. But then

@€2dz RARY QO KSINJFo2dzi @2dzNJ aAl G o0SAy3a F2dzy
corpse in it?

Nick and Glenda grimace: No!

Mclvers: When we checked the vehicle we discovered it had been bought for cash.
All this cash made the dealer suspicious. The car had only been at the dealership for
about an hour when someon&ame in wanting to buy ifor cashtoo, 0 of course

he soldit immediately. When we tok the car down to the lab we found traces of
cocaine and heroin in the trunk. Any idea where that came from?
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Nick: Of course not, but | would guess the guy who bought the car put it there. |

assume you are thinking he was kilfed it and, since they shot up my house after

the murder, and because | was an associate oNGB&S Q& | yR 06SOl dzaS DS2 N
murdered in cold blood not 10 feet from me, you think this is all connected.

Mclvers: Yes. That about sums it up. Any ideas?
Nick:No.

Mclvers: Okay, but there is still a little piece sticking out here. When your bags were
held up by TSA their drug dogs thought they had found something, right?

Nick: Right, but there was nothing there. They concluded the dog must have been
wrong, whid happens sometimes. | have no idea how all that came about.

Mclvers: Okay Do you have any reason to suspect anyone for the attack on your
house?

Nick and Glenda shake their heads.
MclversY | S NB Q &ookyine ar®dnNdRrdside here. If you have amyre

AYOARSYGa 2N lye ARSFas FyedadkKAy3a 4G FffxX R?2
you can get everything back togethekay.
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After about two weeks Nick is still trying to organize getting the house fiked.

only a matter of some $1000, for which he is now insured. This he fixed by having
Bob Green his Philly lawyer drop a note to American Liberty Insurance and read
back the fact that there is no explicit exclusion for criminally based damage and that
their commissioned adjuster was marmy schmuck(in somewhat more latinesque
language).

Quite a bit of work is necessary; walls have to be torn out, bad studs, an entire
window needs replacement and the ceiling needs to be chipped out, torn down, and
redone. So here we are two weeks fronetand of school and the outside is
temporarily patched until they can all getit of the way of the workmen.ile goes

on in expectation of repair. Nick spends most of his time having that molatitey
puttering about with the little household tasks, vehi men are accustomed to hear

as honeydos, and then there is that life saver dog Rusty, who loves to walk and sniff
the bushes. It is about 2:00 when Nick receives a call.

bAOlY a@& D2R L R2yQl 0StAS@OS @2dz2QNB Ay t KAf
Gus?

DdzaY LGQa Yeé OEAliAY So AINK LA K26 & KISQY | Ol dz f f &
SI OK & S| NXlookyouluf andzHfét (b take@du and your family out for a

spin on one of our family sizedtf®ats. Not tryingtosellyols y @ § KA y 3IfE o6 dzi L QY

2y {FGdz2NRII& AT @2 dz serNds ofconifort AndBpSedids. 1 Qa own T2
should love it.

bAOlY 22¢6H 2KFdG F 3INBFG 2FFSNH L G2fR @&2dz L
one Gelfprotectivemove).

Gus: N problem!

Nick: What time?

Gus: How about | swing by and pick you up at around 10:00?

bAOlY LQR &akeé& &Sas odzi L KI@SyQi O2yadzZ G4§SR

on your card?

When Glenda hears about it she says he should invite his friend over for dinner.
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Nicl(callng back) Gus, can you come over for dinner tonight or taddd2 g K L Qf £ af I |
some nice steaksn the grilland we can allhaed SA & dzZNBSf & OKIF Gd X cYnn
Great!

And so Nick was quite happy he would see Hisvievoyager again, and stofsr
groceriesafter he picked up Errol and Wendy, who insisted on riding with Rusty on
his fluffy bed in the back.

If ever there were a meeting between man and beast, giant man and giant beast,
this moment could be celebrated by animal lovers wavide. When the huge

Gustav Morganstein, for such was his full name, met Rusty, his face radiated an
affectionate joy that Rusty could only lick, and up went the forepaws on his
aK2dzZ RSNBR I | yR dikelhadds i Slamp tmntrawndirkig, @he
turned his face tdrusty the way most of us turn our faces to the shower nozzle.
What a greeting! Glenda and Nick tried to protest with Rusty, but Nick held out is
hands in the likeness aftraffic stop gesture, then diimg to the floor with the

beast he began different ping procedures, such as patting his chest, ear pulls, and
NUzyyAy3a {(dzodzZ F NJ FAYISNER R2¢y (GKS fSy3aitk 27
everyonelaughs, and Nick makéise other introductions.

At dinner they relate theirifie stories and enjoy theobd. Gus talks a lot about the
02FGAY3 AYRdzZAGNE Ay 3ISYSNNobkA Y ARIGKSYyRBEW
OFyQi KSfLI YSylAz2yAy3d GKIFEG 2SG o621 Ga N
YEN] SGéd 1S (Stfa GKSY mmblvihgaddniebr KS YI R
custom catamaran to a wealthy Philadelphian. He had the catamaran equipped with
walk-down dairs on the aft of the hullso divers could just walk down to the water

and back up, just like coming on shore.

A catamaran has two hulls thaire basically tied into a large upper platform
where there can be highly customized facilities. The engines are located in
the hulls, one jet each. This design makes for great stability, near
invulnerability to rough water and the possibility of sinkiagg a lot of dek
space for comfortable living.

Then, in typical sales fashion, though not immodest, he dropped the name Bill Foley
as the owner. No more identification was necessary as thisty@oon was very

well known around town. People used to sayvims the Paul Allen of Philly, owning
golf courses, marinas, automated parking Igfas stations several restaurants, and
significant interests in the ball teams. Nick and Glenda were very impressed indeed
that Bill Foley was Gus' customer. Even thédecén lit up at the name. Bill Foley was
famous for his flamboyant antics at the river on his dolgdhiat.

Errol: Couldve see his dolphiAboat up close? Coulgbu take us? Please?

Gus:Let me call him to see if that would be possible. Maybe, bytromises!
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Wendy: Now?

DdzaY b23X y2i y263 odzi LQff GNB G2Y2NNRgsP | S
more dolphirboats.

Nick: You'e kidding! Your company made that dolpHdoat?
Gus: Yes. He came to us for some pretty radical customization.
Nick: Andyou were producing them as a standard product?

Gus: Hell no. Basically all the dolphimats are small run production. | think not

more than a thousand are sold each yearwasld RS® ¢ KSNBQa |y 2dziFAi
that produces most of them for people wi®2 y QG ¢ yi (2 ®0ISYyR Y2 NB
(K2dAl yR® LEQa F LINBGGE (Ayleé GKNRtf S8y |

The dolphin boat is called that because it is designéabiolike a dolphin.
The operator sits inside under a clear plastic canopy, similar to a jet, hig feet
on pedals that activate a tail finfor direction, and his arms free to operate
the lateral fins for rolling sideways, over, diving and breaking surface. The
R2NEFE TFTAY LINPOARSE | ay2N] St-Ay3 aSNBAO!
submerged. Given its greatqpulsion system, a 275 HP turbine, it can reach

great speeds and literally jump out of the water as much as 15 feet, clearing

the water entirely. Buyerare fanatical thrill seekers.

Gus: But Bill wanted something really cool. He wanted his dolphin tly tea
submergeablgsic.]down to 30 feet, so we had to put in oxygen, pressure
maintenance, and of course automatic aff for the leaps. Basically, because this is
a jetboat it has to blow out all & run water when the dolphin leaps, so the power
of the dolphin breaing the surface is much greater, both because of its propulsion

and the sudden lossof magsS Q@S &aSSy Sl LA ad YdzOK | & FAF
GKS FSStAy3a 2F tSILAYy3I GKSy LX dzy3aAy3a F FiaSNJ
really complicated as the pressure has to be perfectly maintained so the driver

g2y QG 3ISG GKS 0SyRa® 91 OK GAYS KS §SILA (KSE
ONBI 1KS&8 Ay TNBEAK AN 2SQONB | félFea | FNIF AR
usexculpatoryg A GSNE > &2 L 3dzSaaz SOSNEO2REQa KI |

dolphin boat?

Errol: We sometimes go down to the p&md watch him come in at 2:00 on
Sundays9 GSNE2yS 1y26a [o062dzi KAYDP | SQ&d AYyONBRAO
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then pop! He does all kinds of circles and jumps! What a man!
Nick, Glenda, Wendy: Amazing!

Nick: | met himonce when lwakR | G G KS o0 ylofypdpSréba. |y dzy KS't
For employees that passelfive year mark with him, he buys a house as a gift!

Incredible!He told one of my colleagues he did this because the wages he pays

FNBYy Qi NBFffeée (dKFd 3I22RI 0 dA likétheggetal KS& IS
400% raise for life. Whatamind! ARdli Q& | o6dzaAySaa YAYRH ! f 240
to work for him. He also only promotes up through the ranks. Talk about prominent!

;{dKé/

DdzaY L 1yS¢6 KS 61 & LINRPYAYySyidzs tA1S A
& GKS glex

popular figure he was too. (Passingto an S NJ (1 K2 dzZa3 K { 0
plywood doing on the second floor | saw when | came up the walk?

Glenda: 8meone rode by and shot up our house. The policdl@king into it, but
so far, they are clueless.

DdzaY { GNJ} y3aSao  vandalisiany Qsighbdriods: likefthés. Sar§ &
4SS AG® , 2dz F NB adzOK yAOS LJS2LJ SH 6t NBLI NAy
R2f LIKAY 02134 dzLJ Of 24SX o6dzi y2 LINPYA&AS&D | S¢

time and runs things mostly fromhistigk 4 F Y NIy FIF NJ FNRY K2YSZ a
to get a hold of. 10:00 Saturday though?

Nick, Glenda, Errol and Wendy: Absolutely!

Now this is a cool day for the kids. Gus, being a prestige salesmaiy getsiriven
about in a limo. Vaw! TV Coke! And off trey go to the water. The boa21-foot an

2LSYy OFy2L®R &a1AFFT 6AGK I £SFIKSNI AydSNR2ND
Harley. Errol says@ like a dragon gargling. Wendy refrains from saying it sounds

fA1S I 3IALYyGd G2 A fednce betivalad sksavgrdydar oldfamda @& G KS R A
@8SIFNJ 2fRY 2yS KIa FAfLGSNE FyR GUKS 2GKSNJ R2 8

to include Rusty in the party. Glenda gets everyone buckled up.

Once out in free waters, Gus slowly advances the stick and theblegins to rise
F3FAyad G2RIFe&Qa OK2 lhtdiuisidglsie&iNabodnd 35Fig.( dzl £ £ &
It isthrilling as the wind is brusque and the fagtund of the boat over thavaves

make teeth clatter and spines ripple. Gus now begins some anticsvingdiast

turns, fast stops and fast starts where it felt like the nose might just flip up over the
stern. While Errol and Wendy make the same screeches they would on a roller
coaster, Nick has to beg the smiling pilot to slow down into a normal cruise. Er

says the boat makes him feel like he was riding an eagle into space. Gus thinks Errol
has a vivid imagination. Nick thanks him for slowing down and confesses his fear of
being catapulted out of the boat. He is dizzy and feeliok. 3he crosswise bslhe
saysfeel like they are crushing him and he is getting a migraine. Gus suggests he go
beneath and lie down but Nick is afraid his nedigcovered claustrophobuaill kick
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in. Gus obliges by lowegrthe boat into an easy trough homewards. Once they a

cruising comfortably, Gus asked them all, based on what they had just been

GKNRdzAKSE AT (GKS@ 02dzZ R AYIFIAYS 6SAy3a Ay 2y°€
thinks it would be totally cool; Wendy thinks it might be; Glenda said she could

definitely skipit and prefers spectathip, while Nick is still recovegrhis wits. Gus

brings the boat to a stop. After resting a feminutes, he brings out the picnignch.

Not long after, they are all enjoying jambétomage baguettes and something to

drink. The wad has gotten warmer and dropped.

Errol and Wendy suggest going to see Foley come popping out of the water on
Sunday, but Gus says he has engagemen®.bddeback in a few weeks, and maybe
0KSYH Ddza AayQd YINNASR | FrRlafdWendy.2 OKAf RNBYy
Maybe they can go out on the boat again and watch the dolphin boat from closer

dzLJK !''a KS S @Sa G4KS 2Aayatz2¢ FrYAfe KS 7

w»
w»

t
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15. Bill Foley

Tuesday, three days later Nick gets a call from Gus. Gusaldass meeting with Bill

C2tSéd Ddza A& | 062dzi SELX 2RAy3 dzy RSNJ &dzo RdzSF
a2t R GKNBS Y2NB R2fLKAYy 2Sda .Aftt glyda (2
thing. Would Nick like to meet with Foley to discuss a positionR Wants to know

what type of position, but Gus can only tell him that Foley wants a meeting. Foley

gAft OFftfd Ddza Aad 2y KA& ¢l & oOlodks] (2 hNBIA2y
forward to seeing them all in a few weeks, and thanks again for all thaitabty

and company!

Thursday Nick gets a call from a representative of Mr. Foley asking for a meeting, to

last for about an afternoon. Could they pick him up at 10:30 fiextsday and give

KAY | NARS 2dzii (e2ThaiNbctiof i thé&dkaD® D2A AKX XN yWRA OF
that only a dull expectation haleen elicited. Would another day be better? We

O2dzf R R2 ¢KdzZNARF&2®d b2 (KFEiQa FAYyS® mnYon @K
of going in a fast boat again, or the humiliation of not hearing tvtha meeting was

about, like he was being summoned to the feet of a king or something, or just

reluctanceto leave home with no resolution of the shooting attack still aching in his

mind? He would be away from his children and his dog, although Glenda would be

back by 4:00, not leaving too much exposure.

Promptly at 10:30 a chdfeur knocks on his door anddkiisguidedto the dark
glassed Mercedes waiting in froot the house. He wondershat the neighbors
must be thinking about the strange chauffeured comings and goingshéye
reporting n to the neighborhood watch, the police? Ceremoniously, the cleauff
opens the rear door and closes it behind him.

NAOlY aAyR GStftAy3a YS 46KSNB 4SQNB 3J2Ay3IK

Kl dzZFFSdzNY 2SS |INB GF1Ay3 @2dz 2dzi (2 aNW» C2f
G¢KS Laft | yREA 103 YAAGE dS ALOGAN 52 2Bl fif { { @iSchadd ivSAT KA yia H
when you get there.

After a 20 minute drive they are at the marina, passing a revolving gate, being

sanded dowrby someoneand then stepping into a very comfortable Cobalt (brand

name on the stern) inboard speedboat with lots of walished tirome. It takes

Fo2dzi Iy K2dz2NJ G2 GNF @St GKS NAGSNI G2 a¢KS L
waiting on he stairs up as they dock alaide. He is in jeans, a sweater and

sandals, smiling warmly and extending his hand to Nick to help him ontootite b

Bill: Welcome!

Nick: Pleased to meet you.
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The handshake is warm and sincere.

On their way up, Nick sees the anchor chain by which the boat is tethered to the
channel, and then he sees two stories surmounted by a bridge, which displays a lot
of communications equipment. Finishings are in chrome rather than brass, and
decks are treadsafe material, not the classic varnished oak, redwood, walnut or
mahogany. Off the back isd@ublecrane that can lift the speedboat out of the

water when the NEMINIS lieing moved to another place, perhaps out into the
Atlantic. At first Nick wonders if this boat could be seaworthy, but then he
remembers i€ at least a third longer than the Nifia, Pinta and the Santa Maria. Long
enough, much wider, and more stable, staed further by silent ballast distribution
pumps under the control of fuzzy logic.

¢CKS YIAY tAGAY3 NR2Y Aa OF @SNy2dzad hy
The Water LA Sti@aghangs in the Musée de I'Orangerie, but scaled down to 30'

ral KSNJ GKIFy GKS 2NAIAYLFE nm® hiGKSNBA&SS

towards the bow there is a table for twelve. The starboard is all open by clear class
and privatized by curtains when desired. The carpet is brightendrid the furniture

is all inlight cream leather. Although there are fishing masts outside and anchored
chairs there are no taxidermic trophies to clutter the simple elegance of the space.
The front contains the guest bathroom facilities, a room for the crew member,
Conrad, ad the kitchen, which is concealed behind thick black glass. The door into
the kitchen is a rather surprisingly sturdy valike door, that can be closed to
compartmentalize a floating chamber if necessary. On the second deck are the

bedrooms, bath, comuizy A OF (A 2y a OS yaio8mdBfficé ty'tRe aft, A f f Q&

while the entry to the bridgésin the fore, with a circular stairway up to a flying
bridge.

GKS L

4dKSN

At

After the tour, BIl has Nick sit down at the table where theysar 8 SNIISR -G KSA NJ &

a ¢ f gmp,@&ad and sushi. And after the winds have dropped from all the
compliments as to the boat and the decor and the wonderful lunch, they begin to

GNF RS ad2NARSa 062dzi ftAFTST o0SIAYYAYI A0

RSOPSt 2 LJSR 0 8eyd afidhkdkt gpan, grasBng at opportunities no

matter how humble, joining one to another and simply reinforcing it all with his
YEGdz2NF £ T S&ad F2NIEAFSP® b2 . Aff RARYyQI
parents so he joined the Navy atiten the Merchant Marines. He had a boager

life and loved it. Being on dry land was more of an entanglement than he wanted.
Ha! Being on land was like the unsuccessful marriage that he had learned to do

GAGK2dzi 1jdzA G S y A OSft 2etest&dinRvgniei now that Be wask I (i

in his early sixties, and not queeither, for sure! No, he likeke activities of

o0dzarAySaa YSRAFGUSR o0& | tAFS 2y (0KS &S|

all those damned officialswahys with their handsut. Lovedis latest hobby too,

with the dolphin jet! Nav that isa thrill, maybe better than goingito space where

you had to walk as if on egg shells, pass tests, pay money, smile at bureaucrats and
beg for the privilege of seeing the ¢aifrom afar,like any kid can@with an

illuminated globe in his bedroom.
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Bilit Ay23(x LI SIasSo | dkayifll @PydaiNicke2 dzs b A Ol K L{GQa

Nick:Of course, but | dalaknow what brings me the great honor of meeting you

and even getting to visit you on your bdabpe thatwas®@ i (22 20 aS|jdzA 2 dza K
thinking]. | was just a middle class kid whose parents worked hard and invested

well. Both doctorsl attendedWhartonwhere | took an ordinary business ad. course

and a few arts courses on the side. | love your Monet! Anyway, | was in the

Diplomatic Corps stationed in Turkey for a while, but got tired of having no life of

my own. So | came back to Philly and got a job whihrek, got married, had kids,

Errol and Wendy. When my parents died | inherited about $10,000,000, paid off our

house, paid albur debts, and kept working. Bacp aound $13,000,000 now. i Q &

Fff 6SQftt SOSNI ySSR®

Bill: Why did you keep working?2 dz tfhavets.Q

bAOlY 2SS 6SNB FNHAIfT Ay 2dzNJ FIYAf@& |yR &az A
around and wanted to see if at least we couldg®ere what we had, if not add fit,

and provide examples for our children as parents who do the adult thingn go

work.

Bill: Sounds like a trip, | mean, in the good sehsek Gus really liked you and your

family and I like Gus a lot. When | heard you were not employed for the moment, it

gave me an idea. | also know about your whistle blowing on the B*Banktand a

0KS YdZNRSNJ I yR S@Sy K2¢g @&2dzNJ K2dzaS 320 aK2{
az2yYS2yS AayQid FFGESN &2dxK

Nick: | sense that all the time, but | knock that off to my paranoia. | search my mind

FYyR L OFyQld t20FGS Fye ORbicKNBysensedl/y SOGA2Y
GKS 62NIR & dzyNBazf SR LI NI R2ES&a yR NBfS
by walking my dog and enjoying my family. | think | already have captured all my
FYOAUGAZ2YA YR RNBIYAaAd ¢ KA A ndirto gbod habidfe G & I 22 F
like Gus and yourselfind not expecting that there could really be much more than

OKFOZ FfGK2dzAK L O02dz R R2 gAGK2dzi tAFSQa &N

Bill: Interesting approach. We are quite a bit alike in that your house is your boat

and my boais my house. Neither of us has to reach out to find people and a little

caution seems to bring good things more or less without risk. | was impressed you

recognized the Monet. Most peopleokl & G KS GF3 FyR Fal YS AF A
impressed thatyoud Ry Qi | 41 GKF{d [dzSadAiz2yX ! yR &8Sax
NBIf az2ySidx I o0AG avYlIffSNI F2NJ Yeé o02F0d LGQ3
day.

That seemed to be the end of a certain discourse. They both pick up on Biland

jumps in: savhy did | invite you? Basically, | was telling Gus | had aéngh

LRAAGAZ2Y YR gFyiSR (2 (1(y2¢6 AT KS gl a AyidasSH
suggested | would really score a bullseye if | hired you.
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bAO|Y 2K& a2K L OFyQi AYlFIIAySo

Bill: Because | ant a new person to handle my banking relations. My person doing

that suddenly died last weekend. He had been with me for years. When Gus told me

l62dzi @2dz L 320G LINBGGe SEOAGSR labove 1y26 &7
allhonest person. Youp@S R GKIFG® 'yR L 1y26 €&2dz R2yQid N
me, so we could have a very sincere collaborative relationship.

Nick: How so?

Bill: Well, | remember how you handled your bank. You worked there 14 years and
blew the whistle when it needed blowinyou have great integrity and chutzpah, an
unusual combination.

bAOlY .dzi @2dz R2y Qi (1y2¢ FyeiliKAy3a Fo62dzi YSd

Bill: Not necessary. | judge a man by this character not his school and a few jobs..
But there are more specific reasons. No doubt you are aware that my bank is
B*Bank? | need someone to work with them on my accounts involving bonds, letters
of credit and mortgages for my people. | figure you have the backgrandthe
character for this

bAOlY .dzi 6Keé YSK ,2dz 1y26 LQY y20 2y 3INBI
efficient?

DAfEY LQff 6S ofdzyided L OFyQild &adGryR tKAf aSN
GNBGOK® |1 SQa | addzZFFSR akKAG | yFRothihgis FdzZf t 2 F
Ot Sy 4AGK GKIFG ONBSLID ¢KS 2yfteé NBlFazy L Kt
years, built up to significant banking complexities and entanglements that make

moves difficult. Your antipathy for the man and his for you could cause him to bac

2FF SAGK |ff KAa 20ai0l Of Sad LQAXNemef g1 84 A&
I ONAOS YR LQfft YIS Fff GKS GNRdzof Sa 32
like drying your face with sandpaper.

S

- (M

Nick: | can see your reasoning.

Bill: But?

Nick: But | am really not certain my expertise with that man would help much.

Bill: Is it money? How about 280k?

Nickk KI 6 Qa OSNE 3ISYySNRdza® LQY y2i0 o0SAy3 yS3ati

that. | have to consider working with a toxic persard the routine of going to
work, leaving my kids alone.
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CATEY L R2YyQG ONRG6S YR L YFERS GKIG 2FFSNI ¢
R2y Qi KIFI@S (2 FA{f GKAA LRaAlGA2Y AYYSRALI (St
really think youcouldHe LI YS 2dzi | €20 KSNB® ! yR (KSNBQ3

commuting. You can work like | do and the rest of my VPs, from home. Just go to
meetings when you have to. Please take some time to think about it.

Nick (thinking what a gentleman this guy is)aiik you so much. | will consider your
ISYySNRdza 2FFSNX® 2SQNB 2FF (GKAa ¢6SS1 2y | Tl
K2YS NBLI ANARD® {K2dZ R 0S8 ol 01 o6& ySEG { I GdzNF
then.

Nick is helped down to the boat and departs wdtlriendly smile. It feels good to be
wanted again professionally, he thinks. But he thought that before. And maybe this
GAYS KS 462yQiG o0AGS® .dzi KSQff y&dokt GAY
the window, no doubt wonderig what the chauffeurd | £ £ | 62dzi® 1 S
the van with the sign Knives and Scissors Sharpened3&d2j, except maybe out

the corner of his eye.

2 KSy DfSyRI 02YSa K2YS KS (G4Stfa KSNJIo2dzi
possible? Great salary but why would you wamget involved witlthat bankagain,

that creep Phil and his jerkoff friend Caloke. ¢S Qf € G 1 Fo62dzi Ad 2y
swipes his hair back with his hand. Time for a haircut, already. There you go, doing

your Jeff Bridges act again, the mirror says
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16. Easy Camping and the Creation of Greece

Not exactly camping in the rough, they have a cabin with a heat pump and plenty of
comfort. They are no longer intrigued by the feel of hard, lumpy ground, or the

battle with mosquitos. The lake is nice with rovdts, canoes and paddle wheels.

There is even an archery range, overseen by an ogre of a safety officer. The grounds
still have one of those humble stores, made of planks, a porch with a wooden

wagon wheel, and hanging fuchsia plants. Inside there isray af fishing poles,
lures,plugs , soap, crystals and geodes found locally, and a bait freezer and various
provisions: food, chipsp&e and beer, well supplied. Over the cash register is a large
plaster cast of a preretaceous amphibian, about threedelong next to a sign:

Schedule Yourself on a Dinosaur DYgpu Find It You Keep It.

There is a map showing the way toearainclaimed to be loaded with prehistoric
treasures.

By the lake is the boat house where they keep the oars, paddles aoesaan a
dock that reaches out beyond thee®s and cat tails. In the lake are rocks with
turtles sunning themselves and frogs ever ready to jump away. Glenda ®waDiS
andWendyi KIF & Ad 62y Qi R2 (G2 O GOK { dael f

Sa
hkK a2Y S R2y Qi gl yid G2 GF1S GKSY K2YS:
NE

CdzNIfS KSIFERa I NBlodgkey A2RNRddzREYyDAKBRIKQ

The campfire is ablaze and Oscar Meyer Wieners, rolls fried on the side in a bit of
0 dzii  SNE C NaBgyh& mitard, @ farlofisaukrdaut, adseOriginal
Classic Potato Chips are the order of the moment. There are also dill pickles and cold

o
o

L2GFdG2 &FfFRO® ONNBE QA YR 2 SyoRiySgks YAA4A2Y &

and firewood necessary to buifor a few hours. Errol and Wendy take turns

wielding the hatchet to cut the wood to length, while garden shears are used to

I GKSNI 0KS adAao01azs 2NI N GKSNE GKS OIF G
for a seven year old to be trusted withhatchet, even if Dad is watching, and Mom
islooking the other way and cringing every time she hears a chop sound. This is no
holds barred family comfort food time, and the finale will be marsh mallows.

So now we are at marshmallow time; the empty bag&il 3y I f o6 SR GAYSX

really time to talk.

Errol asks: So there are marshes here around the lake. Are there marshmallows in
the marshes?

Glenda: Did you see any?
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2 SyReY b2 KS RARYQUO &SS | yeé oGeneDoBHKY f f 26a F
my class did a report on marshmallows. They come from a common plant called

mallow. The mallow has sap in its roots that the Egyptians squeezed out for sore

throats. They used to mix the sap with honey and nuts and eat it as a treat. The idea

continued until the French began to beat the sap with eggs and addratweet

thingsin. Germans did 2 YSGKAY 3 &AYAE I N® / dz2NNByd YI NBRKY]
mallow in them; they are mostly sugar. They are called marsh mallow because the

English thought the ks species of mallow grew near the marshes. They just kept

the name. Funny how things start and develop over so much time.

Glenda: Very good! | never knew that!

Nick: Neither did I!

Well, that discussion did®lag too long, and the objective af campig trip is

always to stay up as long as possible; if not, you might as well be home. It was very
O02YY2y FT2NJ ONNRf (2 0SS GKS |jdzSadAz2y Sy3aAaySs
CriKSNEE adFNISR GKS !'{® 2K2 &aidlFINISR Iff @K
there while the US just belonged to the Indians?

bAOlY Cdzyye K2¢g ljdzSadAzya RSOSt 2L FNBY 2 dzNJ
Fff GKS 20KSNJ O2dzyiNRS&¢ +ta AT GKSNB gSNB 2
soOl f £ SR & F2dzy RA Y 3 rt\@ds & KaeMdnithat thie KSbel@dnged S NJ Lt

G2 GKS LYRAIYy&ad® .dzi GKSNB ¢l a y2 !'{Z FyR at
like the Hungarians or something.

Df SYRFY ! NBy Qi &2dz 3SGiGAy3 I oAl GSOKYyAOl 3

bAOlY b2 odzi YIeoS YyNRI Sl QdSe LofkSE d LeyKRSA&l y
are a race of many peoples. The Indians were tribes that moved all over the place.

Each tribe was different and had its own characteristics. Some hunted, some

gathered, some gathered and hunted, some grew crops, and othagysraided

those who had what they needed, and the rest were combinations of all those. They

carried on wars all the time. They were also mixed up. People surviving a war would

join the tribe that conquered them. So tribes were always a mix of people &tbm

different tribes. Things were never simple even if they were straight forward. They

gSNBE a0NFAIKG F2NBIFNR 0SOlFdzaS GKSe Ffglhea k
didnQi Kl 95 02 goRi NKS2 KBl @Barhuntyf 8 RARY QU KI 88

Wendy: Butwhatwdzf R KI @S KIF LISy SR G2 GKSY AF 6S KI
and taken away their land?

Dt SYRFY hK D2RH 2KIG | ljdzSadAazyed LayQd Al =
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Errol: But Mom! This is our family time and we get to ask the questions.

Df SYRFY {2YS |jdzSaakeesda R2y Qi NBLIffe KI &S
Wendy:F ljdzSaiA2ya R2yQi NBlIfte KIFI@OS yasSNa o

bAOlY ¢KS& 02YS FNBY 6KSNB e2dz R2y Qi KI @S |
everything. IR 2 dz R2y Qi K @ Sep bsfinglthy GuesSoNdll ya tHzdel |
an ansver.

Errol: So what would have happened with the Indians?

Nick: Wé t = a2YS |jdzSatAz2ya R2yQl ySoOoSaal NAte& KU
could have a lot of answers. Some answers are not complete, definite or exhaustive.

ONNR Y 2KI (QaswdPy SEKI dzaliA @S

Wendy: When there is nothing else to be said that would answer the question, right
Mom?

Df SYREY | adzrfte GKFEGQa 2yte | RNBFYZ odzi &8
S R2y Qi NBlIffte OFNB YdzOK | 62dzi GKS 1jdzSaidAz
Did | just say that? Must be the teacher in me!

Nick: Your Mom is soooo funny. You know how lucky you are to have a funny Mom?
2 SYR@Y , 2dzOQNB NARIKOGD LO ¢l & Fdzyyeo
Errollooks a little bewildered and then snaps back: So what about MY question?

Glenda: Factuafl what did happen, happened. They mostly diedfimin European
diseases, then we murdered, and then marched out to reservations, which have
Yy2adte o6SSy GIF1Sy o001 ¢KIFEGQa GKS al R { NYz

ONNRBEY L 1y26 GKI G qoeddon. Whiatnvduldyhavéd G KS | ya g SN
happened if Europeans had never come. Would they still be the same or would they
have formed countries?

Nick: We can only guess, but | think they would have developed countries. We do
know what happened in early Europe, beforeyane knew it was called Europe.
Have you studied Greece and Turkey in school?

Errol: Yes. Greece is the origin of democracy, which is supposed to be the best kind
of government. Turkey is a modern democracy. Greece and Turkey have been
fighting forever. TRy came to an agreement to end their fighting over Cyprus. They
have been fighting there ever since copper was discovered there for weapons. They
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FNB Fd LISIHOST odzi FAIKGA INB Fftglea oNBIFTAYy
solved much.

Glenda: ¢ tha what they are teaching you these days?

Errol: Well, no. Tha®jast what | thought. WheMr. Crainwas teachingbout the
conflict, he asked each of us what we thought. We were sitting in one of our
thought circles and passing the talking stick. Everyone tried to explain, based on
what we knew, which side was right. A lot of it was about trying to prove who got
there first.

Df SYRFY LQY Ify2ad FFNIAR (2 Falo 2KIFIG RAR

Errol (ooking down at his folded hands) : Well, | tried to tell the story about the

blind Indians and the pail of figind the raccoon. But Mr. Cragtopped me, saying

GKFG L gl a YF1{AYy3 Fdzy 2F LYRAILYy&a YR GKFG ¢
that it was originally an Indian story and threatened to write me up and give me a

time-out. | even told him it wa®jibwa

bAOlY 2 KI {Qahesk pedple? Err8l Nas ¢hé énl petson in the room
who could see what is going on? Is this the way eweard creative thinking,
Glenda?

Glenda:li ¢2dz Ry Qi &adzZNLINAAS YS AT GKAAa KIFLIWLISYya
many visionaries running around.

Errol,sensing this could be the prolog to the nigfight routine, resurfaces his
guestion about the Indians.

Nick: hat was an interesting answer you gave about the blind Indians. It was an
answer by analogy, and analogies are a kind of answer. So sincegenstand

K2g 0(G0KS& g2N] = LQff |yagSNI &@2dzNJ ljdzSadA2y o8
Glenda: | think you might be getting ahead of them, Nick.
bAO1lY CSIFENIy20H L R2y Qi NBYSYOSNI Ittt (GKS RS

(picking up a marshmallostick with a burning marshmallow on it) Well

(brandishing it in circles as if to signal the bright stars), in North America there were

the Oglala, Choctaw, Lakota, Cree, Kiowa, Penobscot, Apache, Wappo, Sinixt,
CheyenneShoshone, Navajo and some 200t L OF y Qi yI YS |4 GKS

Errol: You forgoOjibwaand Cherokee

Nick: I certainly did! Anyway, these people would roam all over North America,
constantly bumping into each other. That process had stopped in South America,
where civilizations comparddto Egypt developed, in fact, around the same time as
Egypt, about five thousand years ago. Some of that crept up into Mexico and some
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even crept into southern Florida. The migrations seemed to go as far south as
possible and then began to fill in. Biioise to the north still had lots of space and
f2048 2F F22RP 0¢KS YINBKYlIft26 y2¢ SEGAY 3T
mouth). It was rather the same in the Mediterranean area, although the
Mediterraneanswere boat people, living on small islandsdaalong the shores. They
were trading and they were at war. War and traasalways been a pair. There

were no countries, though to the East there were powerful empires such as Persia,
Babylon, and Egypt. As people were pushed out of their tribal regioeng had no
choice but to movavest Once that was going on, like an immense pool table with
balls in collision, there was no peace. Collision created authority. Power was
established and power wasdien. Everyone could make it; no one could keep it.

Glenda: And how was that like the Indians?

Nick: No permanence, no power, no people, no nation. Power was trial and error.

Hill people fought the interests of coastal people who battled with the sea people.

What eventually brought about power and nation waalde identity. And

SOSNREGKAY3A gFad GNASR G2 R2 GKFdo ! adzatfesx A
relations between people and invade. Or there were tricks, like a person getting

tribes to join forces against a common enemy, or simply putting togetherradgra

fiction to fool everyone, like Pisistratus, who had been expelled from Athens. Once

he had assembled a personal guard from Athens' enemies, he found a tall, beautiful

thin woman named Phyla. She was tall, thin and unusually beautiful. He dressed her

up in a fancy night gown and war armor and a spear, stuck her in a chariot, and had

her enter Athens as the goddess Athena, personally announcing she was making

Pisistratus tyrant. Fearing death limok at a goddess, the people all prostrated

themselves as shpassed through the gates. They believed it! He aczepted!

Eventually he failed everal times. Over trial and over time, the Greek identity

SYSNHSR>: gKAOK RARYQG NBFrfte aidl NI Ay DNBSC
about time and storiesso many stories. And stories create stories, and over time,

ONBIFIGS ylriA2yad ,2dz gAft asSS GKIG AF &2dz NE
stories about stories. Countries are just stories of lost tribes. Greece is the story of

0KSX L 2YyALl ya@&mohiandJdlans Maeohidns, Delphians, Scythians,

Medes, Cimmerians, and hundreds of other tribes we know nothing about. Gone,

ground down to nothing, mostly by war, starvation, slavery, and disease.

Errol: What happened to Phyla?

bAOlY 2 S .WReohQknow oftrdhrough the story.

Wendy: Must have been amazing to be Phylal

bAOlY L adzllJll2aSs: odzi tS3GQa Lizi GKS FANB 2dz

And they all went in the cabin, including Rusty.
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Over the week they enjoyed fishing, climbing rocks, trying totitlehirds and wild
flowers with their Auduborbooks. The dinosaur hunt brought them a rock that

looked like it had a claw print in it andme trilobites, which were satisfaction

enough. Catching, cleaning and eating their trout was also a pleasurerataGied
them up in butter and fresh sage on the Coleman. The two guys and two gals would
ride out independently in the paddle boats arftht week both kids learned to

paddle and steer a canoe and row a rowbaatl remark how the oars were bent

when theywere in the water, resulting in a short physics lecture from Glenda who
knew a lot about science. It was a great healing week with many more stories from
Nick. Just being there by theoods and the lake, rowing out the morning was

such a pleasure, excefor Rusty who had to mind the cabin when they were out.

Just being there was quiet, serene, and memorable. When they left they released
GKSANI GLISG¢ GdzNIif Sad ¢KS yAIKG 0SF2NB GKSe@
of luminous object behind a dd, but just for an instant. Something was still

lurking behind it all.

When they arrived home thelpoked to see if anything was missing, or strangely
RAALI F OSR® LG ¢ &y Qivel NkEkaSd QieBdawepidsed K I R 32y S
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PART I
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17. Mystics and Balls

Ever notice how when you get home from a vacation you rediscover the comfort,
peace and quiet of your own home? You look around and everything is in its place
and familiar. You somehow rejoice in filling up your dog's water disl®Wairm

you can go out on the deck and think about firing up the grill. You put a bottle of
Chardonnay in the fridge to chill; you pull a steak from the freezer and know there
are only a couple of hours to wait. You have time to go out and get some milk and
fresh vegetables, some baguettes, and maybe a tiramisu cake. When you pass
through the bedroom on the way to the bathroom your eye falls upon the bed that
looks so comfortable, soft and cool. This is that strange but pleasurable unhurried
void that welcomegou by surprise before events begin to concatenate the next
day. The family is so content and relaxed; discipline is somewhere a million miles
away, alien, and completely unmindful of you. This has to be your definition of
cleansing and refreshment. If yare lucly you will all have a few days cushion
before things get going again. If so, you can all stay up and watch a movie after
supper.

It was even better than that for the Winslow family. On Monday Errol and Wendy
would be off to summer music campidd and Glenda would be alone during her
summer vacation. It was the first time they had been alone during the day with no
interruptions or work requirements, eveiEven before their marriage it had not

been possible. Well, it is true that before the dnén were born they had a few very
nice and romantic vacations, whéimey stopped places to buy bré&bracto

decorate some colorless voids in their early abodes. Once home though, work would
restart, and Nick would get angry because someone was pickigsavife at work

and he could do nothing about it, and Glenda would wonder if she had married a
hot dog who might have an affdiut then swallow her doubts when she had seen
something that happened when Nick felt bad and felt very angry that his home
happiness was being threatened by some bastard at wdtk, not now. A

relaxation set in. They could go for long walks with Rusty and even get adittksy

after lunch, and then a sumptuous nap. The only disruption would come when Rusty
felt he needed & check out what was going on down on the bed, there being no

such thing as a crate for a Great Dane.

August came, and with it, the children returned. August was also the month when
Glenda had to go off for a two week seminar for new Principals. Once h&ime

had to go in every day to meet with staff and teachers for planning. Some of those
days were grueling, partly because there was a lot to be done, partly because some
of the teachers would rather be on vacation, and partly because a few of them
bitterly resented Glenda's promotion. But Glenda could handle it.

During this period, Nick just continued his routine walking Rusty, doing the daily
chores and shopping. The groceries he got at a suburban strip mall containing a
Kroger's. A few doors down frothat there was a cafe where he would take his

morning latte. It was called The Awakening Cafe. The baristas were friendly; the
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ambiance was funkand the foam was just rightpst was easy for him to form the
habit. Sometimes he would initianversations and find some fairly interesting
people to talk with, although it was a far cry from the Cafe Reverie he had left in
California. Oh well. There was Jim Cowles, a retired Navy hamegounted his life

in the engine room of the US Missoure Had lost three fingers and lived on a
pension now. Then there was Jenny Aimes, who used the cafe as a writer's studio.
She wrote children's books that she could not get published because the publishers
said they were not suitable for illustration. Shedsher books were about

excavating the wonders of the child's imagination. She knew some children and
thought their thinking would be interesting to other children even if they did bypass
the interest of the adults that would have to get such books fundafdcourse there
were other people too, but in these two he managed to gain a coffee cup salute
when he walked in and could feel confident of at least a halting conversation should
there be a lounge chair vacant next to either of them.

One day, as he wamecking away at his iPad in his lounge chair, he looked up, and
next to him wasMaGoon

Nick: Wait! You're GMaGoon right?

MaGoon: ¥s, and you're Nick Winslow, right? | almost didn't recognize you in those
glasses and with hair?

Nick: Small wod! How amazing! | don't get it! Before | left California pleopere
looking for you at the &fe Reverie. They said no one existed by your name! |
couldn't understand it because everyone knewNEGoonin that place!

MaGoon Of course they all knew mbut | told them to tell anyone asking after me
that they didn't. I have an ex wife who's a terrible pest. Keeps wanting to serve me
papers for something about every six months. | go to court; they throw it out, and
then bang! Six months later comes anotlsammons. | got sick of it so | decided to
return east and stay with my sister near here. I'm surprised we haven't run into each
other before, because | come here a couple of times a week to do my drawings.

Nick: Still on the mosquito and water buffalo?
MaGoon Yep. What's your story?

Nick (notwanting to go into all that): \MI, my business idea didn't pan out, so | just
came home.

MaGoon Sorry to hear that, but® nice to see someone | know again. | do know
someone was looking for you, actuallyo guys in suits. Thatasabout two days
before I left. They looked like some kind of thugs. They had a picture of you they
showed to Juan the cook. He told me about it, but | didn't see them. Juan told them
he didn't know you. He's had some experiemgdth people like this before; so he's
protective. Good guy Juan and a great cook!
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Nick: Oh yes! | remeber our Juan! He singlehandgdileared up all my problems
with immigrants. We could use millions more Juan's!

MaGoon My idea is that all this is wking together, somehow, behind the scenes,
and we are going to get the full picture one day. Things don't happen for nothing.
What are the chances of our meeting again here today, three thousand miles away
from the last time our paths crossed? There is sthing deeper in the universe we
don't understand but working on us from all sides all the time. These pathways are
all driven by forces that are way beyond our comprehension, like maybe we are
made up of the neutrinos manufactured by stars and assembyetthd fates?

Nick, feeling nervous about the turn this conversation has taken: Yes the universe is
beyond our comprehension.

MaGoon Well, | used to believe that too until | began to notice that things and
events are signs. The Greeks used to call [geapo could read them oracles.
Everything is a sign of something even if it is null, or not yet understood. The mystics
called it the cloud of unknowing. | know that my mosquito picture is not quite right
because it is a vision inscribed in my cloud dénowing. Every timéredraw it, | am
clearingaway some part of the cloud, although, when | move one particle, another
seems to try to move in on the space left behind, but for moments, | get
clarifications, but nothing permanent, like a classic tabléaulooking for those
emergences. Do you understand?

Nick, still uncomfortable and staring BtaGooris face as he seems to morph within
his circular hair frame: Fascinating! But now | have to go! So happy to have bumped
into you again! | look forward todaring more.

MaGoon You should, as you are headed for some real surprises in your life. I'll be
here now and again to help you through them, if you like.

Nick, being gracious: I'll certainly value that offer. Thanks and it was great meeting
you againWow! still can't get over what a small world it is!

MaGoon Way smaller than you think if you watch for sighgen youiGod is in the
signs and its lonely out there.

Nick: Hmm...

That night, around 7:00, Nick gets a call from Gus.

Gus: Hey Nick! Aryou in town over the Labor Day weekend?

Nick: Hi Gus, yes! Are you in town?

Gus: Yes. I'm here right now. | just delivered Foley's three dolphin jet boats. The

whole town's jumpin over their arrival. The Harbor Mastestgiven special
permission foBill Foley and his three VPs to come jumping and diving near the pier
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again. | think it's going to be a fantastic show. Can | pick you up? I've persiaued
Spendetto give Errol a ride after the show. Would that be okay?

Nick: H'd never forgive me ifdidn't let him go. You sure it's safe?

Gus: Phil's had plenty of practice and would take it easy with Errol on board. He'll
pick you up at slip 92, Pier 82. But I'll take everyone over there.

Nick: Gus this is really great, but | ha/eeservation: Hidn't give Bilen answer yet
on the job offer.

Gus: | know. He still hasn't filled it yet but he says he can wait. Let's not let that
bother us for now. It's just about a happy Sunday at the pier and maybe some
hotdogs on the grill afterwards, if yaououldn't mind. | would really enjoy spending
the day with you all.

Nick: Done! Sounds great!

Gus: Call me back if there's any reason you can't make it, but how about 1:00?
Nick: I really look forward to it!

It is a splendid day on Sunday when Guggthem up, this time, in a powder blue
limo. Everyoe piles in The spectator pier has been cleared, although the food art

vendors are aware of what is about to happen. It's no secret as the Philadelphia
Times have made quite a feature of it.

FOLEY &ompany to Play Ball Using-Betwered Dolphins, 2:00 PM"

And so it came to pass that one, two, thréeur dolphins broke the surface. The
bubble ratch of the first dolphin popps open and the pilot throewst a doublesized
red water volleyball. Two doljns now go up river and turn around, awaiting the
"pitch". For a moment none of them are visible but then WHAM, a dolphin lunges
out of the water and hits the ball about 100 feet into the air. All the dolphins surface
for a moment then plunge. The ball sooner splashes down than one of the
upstream dolphins lunges, but misses. It disappears under the river and everyone
waits until one dolphin jumps up about 20 feet into the air. It looks like he's trying to
see where the ball is and where the others &eated. Seconds later, two of them
cross in the air, one about 10 feet higher than the other, and just as they cross, the
dolphin that released the ball originally, bashes it forward again with his nose but
quickly dives. The crowd by this time is goingsn Now the dolphins all turn up

river and the game becomes one of passing the ball across to a dolphin who is just
sitting nose up. He turns away from the ball and then dives, disappearing. The
"pitcher" heads up river now, seeming to walk back for &lcaand then "bam" the
ball shoots out of the water before the "batter" , and the "batter" absolutely blasts
out of the water in a perfect ar maybe 40 feetThe other two dolphins seem to vie
for the pass and jump out of the water crossing near thehlle it is still in flight.
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Each time one of the dolphins actuallygiiie ball, a tugboat gives a dedproated
bellow. And so the show goes on for about an hour. Media cams are everywhere
recording the event for local and national news. The last attefyame is for each

of the dolphins to come out on the four sides of the ball and flip over backwards.
Estimates were that they reached a height of thirty feet. Then they disappeared,
leaving the crowd hysterical. When the noise receded, camera and crews

began moving towards Nick and family, but they were not moving for that reason. It
was to Gus they would express their admiration, as this display of technology
belonged to Jetboat World of Portland, Oregon. Gus explained how they had
originally buit Mr. Foley's catamaran and then his first special jet dolphin boat. He
also mentioned the high tech control system on board that kept the pressure right
dynamically during the dives aride jumps and the intelligentxygen system that
permitted the dolphins to go under water for up to two hours at a depth of 30 feet.

It was then that he held his hand up toward the sky pointing, emphasizing his giant
stature and inevitably making the cameras follow his index finger as it swung slowly
around to point the wg towards slip 92. Once arrived, Gus mocked a wizard by
pointing down to the water and what appeared was a dolphin jet. Everyone wanted
to see one close up. So, with a quick text message Gus sighalsSpendeiVP of
operations to pop the canopy. Philgizen a microphone so he can explain the
instrument panel and the hydraulic levers that control the lateral fins, the breather
snorkels that are used when cruising, and the unseen presence of the hydraulic foot
pedals that control the rear fins. The latds control the roll and the rear fins

control the direction. But now the real public thrill! A boy will get to take a ride in
the rear passenger seat. And that boy is Erfolinpromises Nick he'll take it easy.
Errol gets his helmet, his life jacket asafetybelts carefully adjusted by Johfhe

hatch goes down and then they motor out away from the dock. Tketfiing John
does turn on the arc lamps and dive to about 10 feet so they can watch the boats
come in under water. The sonar keeps them a safe distance from the boats coming
and going, and Errol does see some fairly large fish. Phil thinks they could be blues.
Once fuly out in the channel, Phil demonstrates how the boat can skim along with
just enough of the bubble out of the water to see. He demonstrates rocking from
side to side and pivoting up and down.

John How are you feeling, Errol?

Errol: Great! | was feeling a little dizzy at first but now I'm really fine. Can we do a
jump?

John: You sure?

Errol: Yup! Ok. I'll do one, but not too high. It would scare your parents too much,
but I think | can give you an idea.

With that he doveo about 15 feet, got some momentum going, and broke. They
flew about 20 feet in all and then plunged. Errol could feel the cabin changing
pressure, but there was nothing uncomfortable about it. All this took about 30
minutes, departure to arrival. Wheiné canopy wenup there was one gleaming

boy taking off his helmet triumphantly like a NasCar driver. As he stepped back up
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on the dock it was the dock that seemed to be moving, as if there were a carry
forward from the gentle ups and downs of the dolplgh

Gus was beaming, Nick was relieved, Wendy was somewhat jealo @ emidh

looked like she could fai. Nick had kept the possibility of this event from her so
she wouldn't try to ruin it for Errol. He liked the idea that Errol could be so fearless.
Of course the reporters wanted an interview with Errol.

Reporter: What was it like?

Errol: Cool. Really cool! | can't wait to drive ong¢hafse myself, when | get older!
Reporter: Is your dad going to buy you one?

Errol: Of course not! I'll getre when | grow up. | loved that ride. | saw the bottoms
of boats, all kinds of junk on the bottom, fish. And speeding past everything was you
know, awesome. The jump was better than any ride I've ever been on even at
Myrtle Beach! | want to thank Mr. Morgatein for arranging this incredible treat! |
hope everyone meets a Mr. Morganstein one day so they can get to do something
cool like this too!

Reporter: And Mr. Winslow, how did you feel about this?

Nick: A little jumpy myself, but | knew Errol woudld well with it [smiles proudly at
Errol].
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18. No Good Deed Goes Unpunished

At Errol's age athletic fansalie not developed the hormone drivers that define

them later on. There is something of a quiet equality among the kids who are just
learning to kiclballs, tirow balls and catch, much to the chagrin of many fathers.
Rather at this age it is mostly a matter of invidious sibling rivalry. Such things as
comparative family wealth, possessions and talent of all sorts place the child apart
but do not attra¢ adherents except for mutual protection. You will never find a
genius leading a fan club. No one looks up to someone with good grades. In fact
they'd just as soon see him drop dead because he was born with something they
weren't. But Errol's situation wasightly different. He had basically been the first
child to score publicly. There was almost no category of admiration or scorn he
could fit in to. As a good student and a fair player at soccer, he was not particularly
noticed among other children who we at least accomplishing as much. It could not
be said he had been forced to the sidelines nor was he in any exceptional part of the
playing field. Until the news showed him having his personal ride in the jet dolphin!
Then everyone swarmed around himthsugh he were the first prodigy of
astronautics. Everyone wanted to hear the story of how he had gotten such an
opportunity. No, his fathewas not going to buy him a dolphin j&to, his father

didn't pay for the ride, and no his father was not a comniyuteéader of any sort.

Errol just recited thetsry of how his fathehappened to meet Gus Morganstein on

a plane ride and they became friends. That was all, except to tell that it was SO
CooL!

Bullies need a following, and the best way to attract ore isxecute acts that

show strength to those who can't find it elsewhere. To make matters more
poignant, the bully will always pick on someone slightly weaker than his followers.
That way, his followers get the vicarious pleasure of seeing someone putidown
some way without having to experience the risks themselves.

So this is when Freddy struck again, explaining to everyone that Errol's father and
mother were crooks, murderers, as everyone knows, and Errol was a little faggot.
They just got away with because they had fancy lawyers. Errol broke out in tears
screaming that Freddy should go fuck himself. Come over here now and fight me
Freddy you shit! Freddy jumped him and punched him hard in the eye, but Errol
squirmed out of the arm lock and swungdiamissing, apparently, but then Freddy
too got hit in the solar plexus by that flying karate foot. When the dust settled and
the teachers separated them Freddy was crying profusely and holding himself as if
he had been shot in the chest. Heesaimed out:He used swear word&@ero

tolerance, right? And then, just to grind it all in: | suppose he'll get off ' cause his
mother's Principal! Bully! And his fan club: Yeah!

Freddy's father of course called the Superintendent demanding that Errol be
expelled fom school for kicking his son, not trained in martial arts, in the chest and
knocking the wind out of him, leaving a HUGE BRUISE! Fortunately, there was a
camera in the playground that revealed the fiegigressor. Based on this, the
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Quperintendent could fay the role of Solomon and do the fair thing; either they
shook hands or they would both be expelled for a week. Freddie's parents took the
expulsion option insisting they would sue for damages, of lost educational
opportunity ,but eventually relented whethey when they Learned that excessive
force rules could not be applied to a seven year old. Everyone was grumbling and
discontent after the handshake. As Errol extended his hand he told Freddy how
lucky he was that he had not used a knuckle throat aofim. After saying this

for future reference, he released Freddy's hand. The good news was that most of
the other students knew Errol had it right and Errol was really okay with them! In
fact, Errol had to resist creating a following of all those wholheeh bullied by
Freddy before him. Freddy's last words: My father's going to get you! But bullies
always say that, because they are the sons of bullies.
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19. House Salad

Labor Day had come and gone. Gus had come and gone, and the bully event had
come andgone. In the afternoon, Nick would listen to Errol play the trumpet and
Wendy play the cello. They could even play together some rather integestin
transcriptions from Telemann by Claudio Arrucddme would practice for an hour,
usually Etudesand thenthe other. They didn't play in duo every day. But they did
all take Rusty for an afternoon walk before Glenda got home, then on to the news,
dinner, homework, children in bed, and some reading. Nick was a history buff and
enjoyed classical literature. Gléa was too tired and mostly read the agreeable
novels recommended by Oprah. Quiet and pledganes, though Glenda often

found her position at school rather harrowing. And so they were all four gliding
throughthe time trenchon their way to Thanksgiving vacation, when they would
head north toOneontg New York, for a visit to Glenda's parents who still lived in
comfortable independence in their home of fifty yeaBmneonta where Glenda ¢o

her first teaching degree.

But fornow, Nick took Errol and Wendy to school and stopped for his latte.
Although he often looked to seeMaGoonwas there, fearing that he might

impolitely have to extract himself were the conversation again to fall upon God and
the tense Away fabric of thauniverse so replete with past, present, and future
meetings, he did not see him again. On the other hand, returning home, he did
notice the odd pair of suits walking by the cafe window, somehow as if they were
changing the guard. When he went outsidedol for them they were talking with

an old woman, but the next time he looked up they were all gone. He didn't want to
worry Glenda so he didn't tell her he thought someone was following him. He
actually wished he had run intdaGoonso he could ask his apon. Why didn't he

talk to other friends about it? They were all working during the day. Wagoor?
Because he was serious and visionary, could probably ask the right questions. Why
not ask the police? He had had enough to do with them already. Sodigedithe

next time he saw them, the suits, he would take the bull by the horns and ask why
they were following him.

Two days later Nick saw them, standing in front of a black 49 Pontiac. They turned
away as he approached, but he hailed them: Are ydoviohg me? I'm going to
turn you in for harassment if you don't stop!

2 Suits: Are you nuts? Get out of here! And they both get back in the car and drive
away.

And two days after that Nick is sitting bis front porch when two Biblhumpers

show up n white shirts. He can see the communications coils coming down behind
their ears and there is a powder blue van parked down the street. Have you found
Jesus yet? And Nick resists saying the standard: | didn't know he was lost. Instead he
uses his other mgic bullet: I'm a Buddhist. But they don't turn away this time. Have
you searched in your heart? Have you searched in your mind? Have you searched in
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your family, in your home, in the closets, in the cupboards, behind the refrigerator,
under floor boardsThat's where Jesus is waiting to find you, everywhere and
nowhere. It is our gift of paradox to you.

Nick: Will you please get off my porch?
At this point Nick stands up, and so does Rusty. The thumpers decide to leave.
They walk away. One of themlkta into his sleeve. They enter the van and drive off.

Nick thinks: Now they are coming up my walk! Who are these people? They've been
following me around for months now, tricking me into a murder scene, trying to pin
drugs on me! All | did was take my wife to dinner! Then they shoot up my house!
What's next?'ve got to protect our family, and | start today! No, Glenda already has
two guns, so that's not it. Other things need doing. A home surveillance system? But
where do | locate the hub? It has to be a huge rqudtit screen. In the study?

Nick puts Rustin the SUV and drives down to BestBuy electronics to get a
panoramic look at the state of the art. What Nick starts with is the idea that the
system should be indoor/outdoor with night vision, at least for the outdoor part.
He's seen discussions in PopuWléechanics. He begins to browse the cameras first.
There is a full array of cameras, and there are many choices, starting with size,
picture quality, storage requirements and variations on connectivity, wireless,
Ethernet,co-axcable and so forth. It'sat only the camera, but the hub the cameras
come into and the mass storage devices that need to me managed regularly over
time. Some systems are motidrased and others are constant take. Then there are
the video display units, beginning with the screertesnumber of panels and
automatic switching to action areas as well as routine panning across views, from
45-66°, and also zoom functions. Some systems, the-é&anghones, continuously

pan and then zoom in on the movement in the visual scope, and ongg&sout
again. These are the kind covered in the dark glass domes, so a person would not
notice they are in scope. And then there are trezy high end distributed micro

cams that can be embedded in the walls and ceilings which are computer monitored
in reaktime with artificial intelligence for relevance. Many of these systems are also
designed to work with major home security systems, that will automatically send
alerts when something is computgudged amiss or even just when the visual
systems are 4t down. Many of them also have audio recording features. Once
Nick got into his questions with the salesman it became clear that he was not
prepared to make decisions that would lead to a sale. Nick was a very thorough
shopper, the kind salespeople cowiell live without. At a certain point "Dan
(shopper support)" recommended that Nick go home, now that he had seen so
many components, from camera to hub to display, to modems and repeaters, to the
new PC he would need (they were a "Minily" ), and loolat everything online

on their website where each component would have exhaustive descriptions
supplied by the manufacturers and where, on the occasion where he had even more
detailed questions, he could generally get them answered via the manufacturer's
chat facility. But lest Nick think he was just being thrown back in the water, the Dan
showed him the website, how to use the "internal Google" system to "bring up"
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items of interest and "drill down" for details, as well as to demonstrate the "chat
systems'in case Nick was unfamiliar with them, which he wasn't but didn't want to
make the poor fellow in the red and yellastripedjacket feel bad. Nick promised

Dan he would retain his card in the event that he would become a buyer and that he
would be checkig this all out promptly. On the way out of the store Nick began to
think about all the handy work that was needed, and on his way to picking up Errol
and Wendy he kept trying to crunch all that data in his head, as from such
considerations as the number dmplacement of cameras outside the house as well

as in, the potential satisfaction he could have if he and Glenda could browse the
house just from their cell phones, and then the thoughts that followed relative to
their interpersonal privacy, and for thatatter, the possibility that some hacker or
crook could in fact be browsing THEM at any moment. All lenses have two sides, he
thought.

As he was pulling into the driveway he was mulling the possibility of bringing in a
contractor to sort out the challereg and the installation, but then he thought they
might have an interested bias in the product choice, but what the Hell, if theg we
good at his they should have preferences, no? And just as he was asking for
agreement with himself, he noticed the threxar garage door was open, and so was
the kitchen door leading down to it!

Once inside, they discovered the house had been "tossed", as they say in police
dramas. Pictures off the walls, stuffed furniture cut open, drawers pulled out and
dumped, cupboardsleared, beds gutted, closets emptied. In the basement all the
old paint cans had been pulled off the shelving and cardboard boxes eviscerated
with filed papers flung every way, hopelessly disorganized after so many caring and
tax-dutiful years. In the raster bedroom, the newly repaired and plastered walls
were ripped out as with a crowbar and the repaired floorboards that had been
shattered by the machine gun bullets were pried up from one side of the room to
the other. What the hell were they lookingrf®

Police arrived shortly after the 911 call, and shortly after them, Glenda. Nick was on
the couch trying to do something about the children's state of absolute terror. And
of God it'sOfficer Quinragain! Glenda's mind: at a time like this we get tiat

again? But she says:S i QRetechivelidvers.

An hour later Mclversarrives with forensics, who go about dusting for prints and
finding semen stains on the bed sheets. The prints and semen all belonged to the
residents, except fothe printsthey found on a hatémpty bottle of Pinot Noir Gus
had brought a few weeks earlier. It was standing there waiting to be used in
Glenda's coq au vin. No brilliant remarks were made. Quinn thought maybe they
were looking for drugs, or cash. That was aniobs guess, but something that

could be easily dismissed. Nick and Glenda thought it looked like some sort of illegal
police action, as seen on TV, but no one could explain who those police might be.
Certainly not DEA or FBI. They would nevesamethingso stupid Would they?
Why?0n the other hand, it all did have the earmarks of professional training, the
kind police get taansack a house in minutes. Thgseople definitely knew what

they were looking forMclversreflected. So it was a dead end. Theong address
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theme emerged again, as it had after the drlweshooting. At the same time, there
was a terrorized family to be dealt with.

Mclvers:2 S Q f fsomielthé hiere tonight and | want you all to go to a motel. We'll
wait in the house to see if anyone comes looking again. Tomorrow you can come
back, but we'll keep you well guarded by Officer Quinn (they all think: Big help!).
We'll keep him here while yoare putting your life back together and getting your
house repaired from all these damages. I'll assign him for at least two weeks. I'm
assuming they won't be back.

Glenda: That's a start. Jesus what's happening to us? All we did is go out to dinner!
Olay. | think we can get into the Executive for a couple of weeks, but they won't
take Rusty. He's too big. Any ideas?

Mclvers: Sure, Rusty can stay here with Officer Quinn. We'll set up a cot for him and
order a food service. During the day you can beeres much as you wargo long
as you're protected. &Sty gets along with Officer Quinn, right?

Glenda: Rusty's a very friendly dog, but I'm a bit afraid Officer Quinn doesn't like
dogs.

Mclvers(sternly) I'll see that he likes dogs, especially Ri&by. will have tonistruct
Officer Quinn about his eating and bathroom needs.

That night thewWinslows spendh the Executive as one curled up family, clinging to
blankets and acceptable TV dramas. And yes, there is more news coverage about
them, with a rgporter stating that an unnamed source in the police department
suspects the "burglars" were looking for money or drugs, or both. Yes, folks this is
the same house that was shot up a couple of months ago, and the same family that
sold a Miata they pulled dwf the river with a hacked up corpse in it; there are a lot
of mysteries surrounding this family. Police are holding them at an undisclosed
location. This made their adult blood boil, and Errol and Wendy didn't want to go to
school the next day. It wasasonable that they were badly shaken up by events,
but they dreaded what the other kidsould make of it allCould they be spared the
punishments of school for a few days? Nick said yes but Glenda said no, fearing that
staff and parents would be pointingut special treatment for the Principal's kids.
Eventually, they agreed that the children would stay home for a day while Glenda
went to schod and called an assembly to aledmmunity attention to the

importance of preparedness in the event of burglarg.this end, she put together a
one hour PowerPoint show about what might attract burglars, and what families
should do in the event one did occur. This she did with the kind help of Detective
Mclvers, who hadgoneout on a few of these community showedether. This was
also her chance, witNclversstanding by, to explain that they did NOT know why
someone had broken in and that there was no indication that drugs or money were
implied by the "toss" and that they were striving to discover who it had dkan
leaked this information to the media. It was ity under investigation, period!rig

of story. In the meanwhile, Detecticlverswanted to emphasize that traumas
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like this could often have the effect of drawing a family closer together, and that's
what families are about: togetherness.

The next day, Nick returned to the houséh Erroland Wendy. Rusty was ecstatic

to see them, slipping and falling as he did over the debris on the floor. Everyone got
their orders: Put the drawexr back and fill tam back up with what was there

before. The children did their rooms and Nick did the master bedroom, after
sweeping away the broken plaster. Next he went about lining things up aghest
wall to be rehung and put things back on shelves where he thotlgéy probably
belonged. Big problems were presented by the soft furniture that had all been
slashed open. It could only be replaced and they would need to get the insurance
company involved agaiand thengo shopping for all new beds, chairs and sofas.
They would find that as they had been floating dully through life they had lost touch
entirely with the onward march of furniture, and especially bedding which was now
quite a technical matter depending on so many things. Would the beds need to fold
up and @wn and tip? Would they need to be heated? Would they need a firmness
control, or was the astronautical foam support what they really needed? Was this
the moment to upgrade to king size? Were the kids beds really rather juvenile and
outgrown at this point2Vould they want to replace these beds that seemed a few
years earlier to be a great idea from IKEA? And so it went with dediaged

minutia. How would they get it all done, all that furniture, all that decorating (to
compensate for all the broken de@ifons and appurtenances) all the fixing of the
plaster and the floorboards, in order to resume normal life, and then perhaps to
dream?

While they were stumbling and grumbling abpQffficer Quinn sat on the porch

with Rusty, watching the neighborhood gmbefore his eyes. He had gotten to enjoy
Rusty once he realized how affectionate Rusty was. He thought and rethought how
secure life feels with a big dog like this right next to you. And the affection coming
from Rusty was so reassuring and soothing. Wdny he never had a dog in his life?
Whoever talked him out of it when he was a kid? What will he have to do when it
comes time to leave Rusty?

At 4:00 Glenda pulls up and, after saying hello to Officer Quinn and giving Rusty a
few pats and ear pullglisappears into the house. She inspects the work thus far
and is well pleased. Everyone has done a pretty amazing job of reassembling what
remains of the house. She is quick to realize they will be spending at least this
weekend shopping for new furniturend perhaps some new rugs. Nick has
organized things so the insurance adjuster will come the next day so they can
discuss damages and coverage whilst Errol and Wendy are in school.sThere i
something about refurnishing home after family trauma that seents pull the
fearsome dents and kinks out of their life as a family. Of course, one could easily
opine, this is natural because it takes their minds off what happened to them, but
also, the removal of certain props from the stage does change the scenalldahd
memories and emotions associated with it.

But now for the house repairs again! Doing it over. Not being there. Having strange
people in the house who cover everything in plastic while they work the plaster and
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the wood floors, and the sanders éulust everywhergthe stain and the smell of
fresh epoxydrying but still smelling, this again! It somehow must also weaken you,
as breaking your house is a bit like breaking your bones.

In fact it does take two weeks to get the house back in order allths new

cosmetics. But the patina of earlier years has entirely rubbed off, leaving everyone a
bit institutionalized by the presence of everything matching by intentather than

by accumulation, inheritance and necessitiiey all like their "newSurroundings,

but for a while they will feel like they are in a motel or a rented house. All their lives
Errol and Wendy had only known the intimate look of the former house, every
scratch on the floor, chip of paint, baseboard stain. At least the sigthsears of
invasion are gone now.
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20. Argus Panoptes

It's not that you build a safe room in your house to be safe. You're building it to feel
like you could be safe in the event of a catastrophe, like the atomic bomb shelters
people built after WWII. Theension relief and the reassurance comes from all the
planning and strategic discussion, trying to suss out the resources of the persons
that are attacking you. Somehow all the attacks had most deeply affected Nick,
because he was the primitive male withe tribal imperative to protect his family at

all costs, and the male ego that needs to fix everything. Glenda knew this, that
building a safe room was probably not going to do much for them if they were
attacked again, assuming they didn't know when #ack might happen] S §e@,a
sleeping in our bedroom, dead to the world, we are awakened by noises in the
night.[ S év@riiassume they have not gained entry to the house yet, but we have
become certain someone is trying to get in to do some sort of adpmily

advantage, Glenda thinks, is to pull my guns out of my nidgiietand go hunting,
creeping dowrthe stairs, hen listening for someone jimnng the door, front or

back. Or listening for glass breaking, then Blam! But then, what if there is more than
one of them? How many could there be? How many could | count on popping off?
What if | failed? What if they got in the house and | used all my aniton? Then

we would have no protection and all, and we might have an angry and wounded
criminal coming afterusR &G Kl a (G2 0S dzad 2 2dZ RyQid KIF @S |
actually want.Well, then there could be the safe room. | would get my gun, wake
everyone check if they had gotten in the house yet, and if not, protect everyone on
the way to the safe room, where we could safely lock the steel door, then call police
who would come, at least in time with their sirens blasting, so that the home
invasion coulde stopped. Put that together with a home security system and we
would probably be pretty safe. But hen, what if they could disable it from the circuit
box outside? What if they were real professionals and knew how to do something
like that. What if this s really malice and not robbery, where the only intent

would be to harm us? After all, they couldn# lboking for anything. Thealready

tossed the entire house. What if they were afta?Would it be like the movie

where they set fire to the house amand us? How about wigist move to a different
house?No, they'd find us if it was us they were after. So we go deephéXhat

came to her from a war movie). We go deep and build the room in the cellar. Maybe
we should reinforce the basement, finishoif like they did it in the 60s, but not

with wood panels, but concrete rooms, where we could even sleep, if necessary. We
could have the house rigged with invisible cameras, a reinforced basement door,
and a control room with wireless phones, so the iradcouldn't detach
communications!

These ideas she conveyed to Nick who really got into the details of family
protection. He thought too that any attack would be personal, but he thought it
more effective just to build the safe room in one portion oé thasement so it could
be completely isolated in reinforced concrete. Even if they burned or bombed the
house, they would have electric, comms, and something a foot thick surrounding
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them on all four sides with a big steel plate door, or rather, a reifttatch like
they have in submarines.

And so they set about to building this facility, neglecting the fact that if they wanted
to sell this house later no one would pay the load for this addition. But what's better
in the last run? Investment loss omfiy safety? Their negotiations with the security
contractor, who had experience with embassigye fruitful in that PowerPoints
galore emphasized all sorts of possibilities. There were so many options for
dropping hooks into anyone's paranoia, that thegter many patient siings,

decided they need MetaSec (where the Pact stands for security), a company that
did nothing other than to advise (usually very wealthy)people on how to spend their
"security dollar". For a price, they would review all iNgnslow's progressive
requirement documents, solutions and bids and would then present a "way
forward" plan with which the Winslowsotlld be comfortable. The big add from all
this consulting was the basement only addition of a CO2 based fire suppression
system. If triggered, it would thunderously release a huge amount of CO2, blowing
the oxygen out special vents above ground, then closing the vents. The invaders
would soon suffocate, but the safe room inhabitants would have their own air,
water, comms, vigals, everything they needed until the police came to mop up the
dead.

You shouldn't have a safe room if people are going to know about it, otherwise your
attackers will have to get you somewhere else. You also shouldn't allow the left
hand know what theight hand is doing, so you parse the roles out to contractors
and don't tell them what you have in mind. You tell theancete guys you are

building areinforced hurricane and tornado basement, and simply specify the
necessary utilities apertures. Youeathe security company come and install all the
cameras outside at night. You have a hundred or so micro cams embedded in the
walls, looking out the daisy coronas on your new wall paper that is so ugly people
will look away from it. You can contract fdrat. You hire GeekSquad to install all

the video communications, control, and storage systems, rather than a security
contractor. You have the electronic components delivered from Amazon. Then you
hire a contractor to come in from New York to independentigck out all phases

and aspects afhe system, except for the basement fire suppression system that has
already been tested by the industrial fire inspector. Now you're ready to survive,
with umbrella house security system covering all the doors andavisgdand

video, audio, phone that provide "command and "control". Additionally, Nick has
made sure the huge video screen, that perpetually switahetsom views around

the house|s located in front of a recliner, where he can sit and watch what's going
on, along with rusty, who has a big flufigvy bluedog bed.

If he has been lucky, none of the neighbors have wised up to the internal
architecture project, which he portrays as remodeling, and hopefully, it will never
be used, so the police won't knoabout it either. Just to give the room a utilitarian
purpose, he equips it with a desk and filing cabinets, where he can keep important
papers and the last seven years worth of tax records, as required by laalf bath

is also addedThis in addition t@omfortable couches where they could sleep if
necessary.
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Everyone has been sworn to secrecy about the safe room, but then Nick and Glenda
are afraid it won't hold up. What kid in the world has such a magnificent fort? Most
kids have to use sheets andbkets draped over inverted dining room chairs? Nick
promises the kids they can hang out there with him but only so long as they don't

tell anybody about it. They love the cameras all over the house and they love to use
the huge screen as an alternate erteanment center, given its connection to
computers with games and TV as well. Nick hangs out with them and after a few
days they do tire of being down there. But Nick persists...

Nick has now wedgednother activity io his schedule. When he return®fn his

latte, he chairs himself in front of the monitors and spends his time reviewing the
previous day's frames. He also incessantly monitors the current view of the world
according to his cameras. Occasionally he thinks he sees a 49 Pontiac go by, but
then when he backs up the action using a combination of keys and the joy stick, he
can't seem to relocatéhe frames. When he can't finithem, he curses his

inattention and runs the entire sequence, maybe for an hour, but he still can't
locate them. Night wws are interesting, or perhaps menacing, as he sees cars come
repeatedly down the stret, which is only a bedroom communitgnd he can't

figure why. Over time, such nesvents begin to get inserted into his conversations
with Glenda, and she begins taafehe is getting feeble minded with all this. She

says he needs to get out more. Errol says he should watch more Rambo.

Wendy begins to feel sorry for him and invites him to work with her on her science
project in astronomy. Together, they hit upon tlkea that they should set up a
fishreye lens, trained straight up into the sky. They will set the parameters of the
"take" to make the camera "fire" once every five minutes, so at the end of the
school year they will have a tidapse movie of the stars piti®ns relative to the
earth, rather like a planetarium on TV. It's a fun idea, so when Wendy gets home
they can rerun the night before and take notes on what they see. After a month,
they can see the constellations tumbling through the sky, by speedirigeuipame
rate. Nickoften remarks that he finds the project to be a lot of fun, and thinks
Wendy is quite a wizard.

Glenda is happy because the project seems to be prying Nick's attention away from
his fears. She thinks she feels them less becausbahether pressing matters that
keep her mind off home invasion, although she always does feel something out
there lurking. It's what happens to you once you experience such a violent intrusion
into your privacy and all the meaning all your circumstana#d for you.

Glenda: Nick I think itBne that you are taking the kids and picking them up every
day, but I feel like | see you getting more and more disabled every day and | fear for
you. If you had activities that got you out more you would start doing better.

Nick: What do you mean bhat? I'm okay.
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Glenda: No Nick, you're not. You squirrel yourself away in the "cave" as you call it,
and if I didn't come home you wouldn't notice the sun going down. You've got to
pull yourself away from that, and soon.

Nick: What should | do? Play fjol hate golf. It's stupid and | only took it up so |
could pretend | was a member of the junior management team aspiring to higher
things. It's not my version of paradise.

Glenda: Who said anything about paradise. This is just the fuckin'earth! Haw abo
calling Foley back? Maybe that's still open. You could still stay home most of the
time, it pays well, and you could get your mind off things.

Nick: I'll think about it.
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21. Ghouls and Ghosts

Halloween was approaching and thoughts neetteturn toward such matters.
Cowboys and Fairies are fonger the mode. Things had changed since Nick and
Glenda were children. In those days, parents foahidrena chintzy costume and

out the door they went with a pillowcase. They were expected back by 9:0éL.late
But that was before crazy people began poisoning treats and putting razor blades in
apples, and rapists and pederasts haunted the streets. Now ideamgeurfor the
father to accompany the children in neighborhood alliance with other fathers
keeping watch over the children who were instructed not to accept anything unless
it was a brand name candy or granola they recognized, wrapped tightly still in its
commaercial paper or plastic. Bazooka chewing gum was still allowed because the
cartoon/joke wrapper was considered original wrapping. Rather than looking like
goblins or witches or animals or even Star Wars figuresekiels had evolved to a
costume sophistiation never before seen, looking, as they moved en mass rather
like an ambulatory collection of items from someone's kitchen drawer or something
they had found buried in the garden, and when you said: And what are you tonight,
you would get a laink stare a the child nonhabntely opened his school knapsack.
Fathers would unimaginatively dress as zombies, supposing that this would be too
scary for local rapists. The fathers actually had a pact, and routinely dresbeskin
neighborhoodzombie regalia eacyear until the hormonal changes occurring in

their children finally released them from the duty.

This year Errol and Wendy decided to take a fun shot at tradition. So they dressed
Rusty up with a sidle and had their dad buy himmsnout restraint theyauld lead

him by on a leash. Errol wore a red turban, his dads white undershirt, which trailed
on the ground, and a powder blue sash. Wendy wore an artificially dirty nightgown
given her by Glenda and a powder blue shawl over her head. Wendy had als lashe
on a pillow under the nightgown by means of a bungee c8awhen people asked
them what they were they said they were Mary and Joseph on their way to
Bethlehem and Rusty was their ass (snicker).

Oh! What a clever idea! Such innocents these days! {H@ame see these little
angels! Mary even has the little Jesus still in her belly! And they have a Great Dane
dressed up as an ass! Look at those ears, even!

Errol and Wendy: Snicker.

It was apparently a strategy designed in heaven, as their backpadk® be
emptied into Rusty's saddlebags, so heavy were the offerings in their neighborhood.

Oddly, no one saw the sacrilege but Errol and Wendy! Nick and Glenda, for reasons
of political correctness, decided they really couldn't question it if thieildcen

wanted to pay so much respect teligious tradition. Eyeball rolling and mouth
covering were all they would allow themselves.
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Shortly after 9:00 they were home, but Glenda was in a tizzy. Someone had thrown
a brick through the front winow with a note: Where is it MF?

A fear sweat broke out across all of theNot again! What would the caaras turn

up? Nothing. Mk had turned all the security off because it was motion activated
unsuitable for a night when hundreds of people might be bangimthe door. So

there would be no traces of the person who had thrown the brick anywhere.

Anyone could have done it, especially if they were in costume and walking around in
a crowd. So, after everyone calmed down and took off their costumes and had a
glassof milk and everyone felt sufficiently calm, they called 911. The operator said
they had been swamped with calls about Halloween mischief, and if this were not a
matter of life or death, they should wait till the next morning to report it. It was all
they could do.

When detectiveMclversarrived the next day they had to explain that heir
surveillance system had been turned off on account of Halloween, because all the
cameras were on the same circuit and tied in with the surveillance service they had,
which was, in turn, hooked in to the Polis&tion, as he was aware. @od am |

aware off it! Mclverssaid. Our call center went nuts last night. And to makes things
worse, there were two murders! Nothing to do with you, "just domestic events". A
man shothis wife, then shot himself, so as to make it look like he was shot by
someone else, but then he apparently put his gun down and went into the kitchen,
bleeding all over the place. When he returned to the living room his wife apparently
had not been killedby him, so she had picked up his gun and shot him in the face.
He died, she died, end of story. But it was gruesome. Bad night. But I'm glad nothing
happened to you! We've been working on your case but we haven't found anything
so far to move it along. Wan't forgotten, though. Maybe the handwriting guys will

be able to tell us something. I'm going to want a writing sample from the two of you
and the children, just to make sure this wasn't a Halloween prank. Also, I'll take the
note and the brick. Maybe @can figure something out from that. You understand
the handwriting thing is just a way of scratching you out as possible sources for the
incident?

Nick and Glenda: Yeah, sure.

From here they spend a very restless night and wonder out loud if thayldiio

have asked for a guard. But they surmise that a brick is an intimidating message
indicating that whoever is after whatever, does not know where "it" is. The house
has been tossed, so "it" is not there. "It" is somewhere else. What should they make
of the "MF"? Racial identity was discounted as "MF" has drifted into all social
domains, and of course, could also be a decoy. Whatever it was, there was
something very unsavory about the brick.

*k%k

On his way to pick up Errol and Wendy, Nick stopssatdiie McGoonis already
there, and with ocular and superciliougestures, bids Nick to sit down.
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McGoon You look haggard, Nick.

McGoonthinks that by comparison to himself being "haggard" is nothing but a
warm invitation to conversation.

Nick: Hadly slept.
McGoon Halloween noises in the night? Wemo!

Nick: Very funny! No, someone threw a brick through our front window last night.
At first | was shattered because | had left my wife there alone with all the nuts
walking around [gulps as he le@sMcGoonmight take that remark personally but
then relaxes because he knows nuts don't really do such things]. | mean... Anld the
realized someone was really attacking our home! Completely out of the blue!

McGoon Woowoo!
Nick: Very funny!

McGoon Woowoo nothing happens out of the blue! The world gives it back so yer
back in the black!

Nick: Very funny. Where have you been, lately, Gil?

McGoon Just haunting the world as usual. I'm old. Won't be here long, so I'm
haunting, watching, tryig to figure it all out. But it's tough. There are so many

layers to sort out, that when something happens, | begin peeling back and away, but
| soon get lost. To make more progress | go to sleep, to join up with the dream
world, where things really happein this world, things are simple, in sequence.

That's why we get lost.

Nick(indulgently): Someday | may understand that statement.

MaGoon Are you confused, Grasshopper? | sense you are struggling with
something. What happened?

Nick (reluctantly) Someone threw a brick through our front windowtlagght. |
was out with the kids making the rounds. | didn't consider | was leaving my wife
alone.

MaGoon No, you were watching out for your kids. Can't let them out alone these
days! Was it just yourduse that got hit or was some prankster doing this all over
the neighborhood?

Nick: Just us. Talked with police but all they could do today was fill out a paper. No
clue.

MaGoon Any message on the brick?
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Nick: Had no meaning to us. It said: Wheri, iISIF? We don't get it!

MaGoon Someone thinks you have something that belongs to them, or, someone
has the wrong address, or you have a prankster with only one brick. Have there
been other incidents?

Nick: Yeshut equally irrational. Someone shop the second floor of our house

with an automatic weapon. Then someone came in the house while we were away
and tossed it, like police, but police admit no responsibility or participation.
MaGoon Did these all happen in a short period of time?

Nick: Well, over the last four months. We've been over this with the police so many
times. The tossing and the brick both imply they are after something, but neither of
us, my wife and I, have any idea what.

MaGoon Did it have anything to do with your failed venture in California?

Nick: There was no failed venture. | decided to pull out, or rather, after the
explosion | pulled out because | had to get better but also because | became
convinced, based on convergats with consultants, that my idea wouldn't float. So

| came back.

MaGoon Explosion?

Nick: You used to walk around the neighborhood by the Cafe Reverie, right?

MaGoon Right.

Nick: You remember that white garage on the same side of the street where
was always some sort of hard rock being practiced, every day?

MaGoon Yes | do.

Nick: Well | used to sit down there on the stoop to listen. On the same day | really
worked out that my Internet business was a rstarter, | was sitting there. Boom!

It blew up! | awoke ihe hospital. It was apparently a meth lab. Police got the idea |
had something to do with drugs. And no, | don't do or have anything to do with
drugs. Just a coincidence | was there.

MaGoon Why in the world did they jump to thabnclusion then?

Nick: It's complicated.

MaGoon Okay, consider the forces and pathways. Work back: What caused you to
think about the new business venture that drove you out to California?
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Nick: | was bored with my job and got frustrated and quitad had an idea kicking
around in my head for quite a while.

MaGoon Was there an event that drove you to quit?
Nick: Yes. My bank job was senseless and frustrating, and crooked, so | had enough.
MaGoon Did you do something to risomeone againstou?

Nick: Probably, but they riled me too. | was about to close a mortgage and a
colleague screwed everything up. So | raised a stink about it. They also spread it
around the office that | was a suspect in a murder case.

MaGoonlooks away, wondering whahe Hell he'll hear next. As he does so, he rubs
the tip of his nose up and down with the heel of his hand, and says: And | suppose
you DID NOT murder someone, right?

Nick: All we did was go to a restaurant. Someone was madiir cold blood. We
didn't see anything. Two months later | found out it was another one of my
colleagues who was murdered. He had left the bank in disgust some six months
earlier. Strangely, and we have never understood this, the police thought at the
time the murder had something to do with drugs. | couldn't put that together with
George, the guy who got murdered. | mean, he was a sleaze and all, but | never
would have taken him for being involved with drugs. Pot maybe, but nothing else.

MaGoon Pot? Wiy pot?

Nick: Well he didn't look like one, but he used to talk a bit like a hippy. Three piece
suit and acid rock! Anyway, when he left the bank he opened his own business. He
reverted to jeans and work shirts. Believe it or not he opened a boutique
specializing in designer prophylactics. | bought some just to help him out. My wife
had nothing but scorn for him. He was kind of a jerk.

McGoon So did the police just assume some sort of guilt by association?

Nick: Well, they never thought | was guittiyanything. They never accused me of
anything, but for some reason they were following me around in California and then
back home. Weird things happened. My luggage was sniffed and they thought | had
drugs, heroin. They actually thought that. | have remidBut of course, they didn't

find any because nothing was ever there. Dogs don't always get it right. Then
another thing happened. When | got home we decided to trade in my little Miata.
Two days later | hear they have fished it out of the river andsté murdered

corpse in it. Don't know who it was, as they don't release the names in such cases.
Anyway, when forensics go over the car they detect traces of cocaine and heroin in
it! | have no idea.

McGoon So that's it? Absolutely no traces of drugsymu personally, | suppose?
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Nick: Well, there was a moment. They tested my blood after the explosion and
found traces of morphine in my blood, but that's because | was in the hospital! No
one to this day seriously believes | have anything to do witheeithurder or drugs,

but things keep happening as if someone is convinced | did something and
apparently have something they want. After they tossed the house we had to clean
up, so when we were doing that we went through everything, | swear, everything!
Wewanted to find out what they were after so we could end it. But nothing,
nothing!

McGoon There is some line of causality we are not detecting here. My guess is
there are causes but no responsibility to be imputed to you.

Nick: Yeah, that's what theopce think too. Two murders, drugs, related to me but
no criminal venture on my part. The net effect is that someone | don't know is after
me and my family for reasons we can't understand.

McGoon There are lots of reasons no one can understand. Therery partial

stories and partial effects. | know this is difficult to grasp, but what if causes were
not at work, like forces on a pool table? What if it is more like you are being dragged
along a path by experience moving with you and you are the stibfehe

experience; maybe it's all like a giant knotted water slide with no end but Sister
Death? What if you are in there because you can not be not in there?

Nick (not convinced): Wow! What a thought! Oops! Have to pick up the kids now.
Lets continughis another time, okay?

McGoon Sure. See you soon.
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22. New Jobs for Old

The fact is that Nick had been suffering from a sense of personal passivity and
McGooris remarks about the water slide some how did awaken a sense of
existential claustrophobia. Now, with Glenda's prodding and this free fall towards
the end feeling, he decided to see if he could get involved in something new. So
some first moves were to Idoat something he might do as a volunteer, like adopt a
highway and clean up campaign, or visit people lonely from the alienation of
dementia and assisted living, or work at a soup kitchen or join the Boy Scout
because he thought camping was healthy foy&dBut after a few conversations he
realized he would never feel comfortable with them. The first thing they asked was
if he had been an Eagle Scout himself. No. He got beat up buy other scouts when he
was a boy and had left them, "deserted the missi@s'they said.

Then he thought it could be interesting to get imved in the ¢tboat business,

maybe as a business manager or as someone who would work with their customers
on loans. Gus told him they could look at that, but that Bill Foley was siitigask

about him recently and would still have an open offer for him.

Yes Bill did still have an opening. When Nick failed to agree before he had turned
over responsibility for this to his CFO, Chris Conners, who didn't like the detail or the
emotional onusf the position. Bill cordially received Nick's call (Gus had warmed
him up before hand), and without further ado, arranged for him to have a meeting
with Chris. He also invited Nick and family out to "The Island" for a soirée with his
VPs and their famés. They would all be picked up by a small private ferry and

taken out to the party.

Guest List

CFO: Chris and Mindy Conners with their children Jeff (17), Bing (15) and Jinny (11)
COO: John and Mary Spender with their child Erin (16)

CMO: Terry an®alph Killborn with their children Ellen(12) and Ted (9)

Special Projects: Kathy Foley, Bill's sister

Plan:

Catering by Ma Tristesse, served by Jean Pierre Francore and Gevieve Mise
Music by: Vienna project, 2 violins, 1 viola, 1 cello and piano.

DanceMaster: Herman Corez

Attire: Formal
Pickup time: 4:00
End: 9:00
Schedule:

5:30- arrival
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5:45- Kathy Foley organizes remetentrolled helicopter games for children ;

others mingle

6:00- Bill introduces the prideful new VP of Finance, Nick

6:30- Seating for dinner; Strauss Waltzes begin to play

7:30- Dinner ends; Bill introduces Dance Master who will instruct everyone in the
art of Viennese waltzing

8:00- Waltzing, with the dance master indicating when to switch partners, mixing
couples and chdren with adults. While dancing with the wives, Bill compliments
them on their spouse's outstanding performance. It's been a great year. Kathy Foley
passes the same sort of message to Ralph, and Bill congratulates Terry directly.
Everyone is assured thilick has truly captured bill's confidence and is asked for
their support to make him successful.

9:00- The great boat horn sounds, terminating festivities; the ferry motors up along
side the catamaran.

The evening is over quite quickly, but everyoas enjoyed thdestivitiesand feels

very satisfied with the simple elegance of it all. On the ferry ride back Nick and Chris
Conners plan their first meeting for the following Monday. The kids are tired but
thinking they'd like to get together again withe remote-control helicopters Bill

gave them. The women talk about their careers and the men sit outside on the
upper deck in the cool air to enjoy a cigar and a final cognac. They all tell stories of
how they came to join Bill and how it had been the taecision of their lives. They

had all been with Bill for at least 10 years. And they mentioned how Bill had
rewarded them all recently withalphin jets. What could be more fun?

On Monday thence Chris the CFO and Nick meet in Starbucks to talk about
callaboration. Out of politeness, Chris asks if Nick needs them to rent him an office
somewhere and get him any staff. Nick sees, as expected, no point in that. Chris
quickly grasps that Nick is well established with computer services and a good place
to work. In essence, the work only has a few aspects: moving funds between banks,
mortgage negotiation, investments in bonds, for which they have copious advisors
and letters of credit, mostly going to Brazil, where they have suppliers for
restaurants, marinasral parking garages. International transactions take place via
letters of credit. All purchasing over 81,000 passes the CEO table, Foley presiding.
They will generate the orders "suggest" the sources of payment give directions
about deposit. Nick will b charge of executing all the transactions and reporting
dispositions of orders and status of delivery. For communications Nick will have a
secure ground line, as they prefer to communicate things orally. Regular cash
deposits are huge, mostly from theietwork of automated parking garagemd

gas stationsvhere they offer lower competitive rates if people pay in cash. Parking
throughout the city is very expensive, so the strategy is very effective, but does
produce a lot of activity for Brinks, relatismvith which Nick will also manage,
personally balancing receipts.
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23. The Weave, The Weft, The Warp, The Wharf And The Woof

It may sound simple, what Nick had taken on, and some of it was, but there were
other parts to it that he never could have anpiated. While the main bank involved
was B*Bank, there were others as well. Some of them were banks only because
they had "Bank" in their name; others were mixed commercial/investment banks
and some were retail banks. Nick soon came to learn that Bily fhale his own
investment bank; it had no street level offices, but was situated in a tall glass
building just outside the city, just off Route 95, near the Navy Yard. It could be said
that wherever Bill Foley had accounts, Bill Foley had enormous influsack was

the money involved.

It is hard for the ordinary citizen to comprehend the need to intimidate a bank and
have the tools necessary to do so. When large amounts of money are involved for
big business, that needs to make payroll, alacrity of laapsramount. Otherwise,

it is about advantageous movements of funds, fast, at low price, and towards
business benefits involving investments and the largest amount of interest paid over
the shortest periods of time. Most banks can restrict customer airgn long as the
customer is indebted to the bank and depends on fwdeeeling lines of credit. In

the case where the customer is not dependent, the customer, if big enough, can roil
the bank to ruin by threatening to call in deposits, or by threatenmgririch the

bank's nearest competitor and inform the bank at CEO level why they are discontent
with a manager or VP, should their discontent be only small. It is an art.

Nick, of course, was not a malicious person, but he had been treated to malice. He
was not over the wounds yet, as people usually do not recover from them except on
the evening news, but Nick did know, even absent any possible skulduggery on his
part, that he would need to know his tools well, because he was sure Phil
Merryweather wouldbe up to his old ways. To their credit, perhaps, Bill Foley and
Chris Conners had not really deigned to talk about any of this and Nick assumed
they were just letting him hit the ground running. Since the Foley "empire" if you
could call it that, was alldppening at the retail level, payments were only of three
types: charge, check, and cash. All charges and checks moved electronically through
the networks to B*Bank. Cash was collected on a random schedule and deposited
randomly across several separatenka. This is a common strategy for cash
businesses that move large amounts of cash; by making theupielad deposit

routes vary, it would make holdps far less susceptible to planning. Balance audits

in the cash banks would determine if too much wasrgjtin any particular bank,

and a smoothing technique would be launched every now and again to proportion
distributions. Any of these banks could be punished at will by demanding they
render up any amount in cash within a certain strict period. $mpentler

solutions to underdver distribution could also be worked by check, and indeed
B*Bank could be affected at any time too by any of these manipulations. Just
moving a large amount of cash into B*Bank could be about like moving a huge air
bubble throudh an IV tube, as the bank had regulations about how much cold cash it
was allowed to keep on hand. Large movements would also automatically bring
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down scrutiny on the branch manager from internal bank audit teams, as the bank
had experienced some problemasth largescale "escapements”.

Thenthere were the outputs. Ordinary invoices were well cared for by accounting,
as was payroll. But there were investments that were fairly complex, going into
bonds, municipal bonds, commercial paper and the like.rOdte bond searches

were quite far reaching, into Europe, Asia, and Latin America, especially Brazil. Foley
had taken especial interest in Brazil because of their growth and because several of
his automation suppliers were located there. The COO (Johrd8pensually with

a small team of engineers, would visit Sao Paolo about once every six months to
engage manufacturers for the automated parking facilities, which was a very large
business in the North East. New facilities were being built, about ld®&tks,

every day. Foley had to take particular care that his partners were not going under,
as the parts and machine realities were both demanding and critical.

Of course taxes are the anathema of all business, so Nick, very early on, subtly
checked ouif Foley etal. Might be up to some tax shenanigans. He wasn't. Foley
had corresponding banks in Brazil, as he did otherwise where he did business, but
there were none of the common earmarks of-gfioring as best he could tell by
poking about in the hak transactions. Even if he would have no access to foreign
bank accounts there would have to be financial exit transactions; but there were
none. The bank methods were impeccable. All foreign payments were made under
the strict standards athaudit requirenents of letters of credit. | wasn't long before
Nick felt he had snooped about in the "laundry" to realize there were no "dirt
sheets" (ha ha). Foley was clean, in fact, unusually so.

The main movements were just cash, credit, check and purchase ofderane

thing that was clear from it all was that there was plenty of money and accounts
were being handled correctly. Of course there was a constant and bewildering
blizzard of transactions, payments, movements and bond activity, futures and
equities. Tlese last flowed out to capital management companies and large
brokered accounts undergoing the most mincing computer review and sub second
enhancements. Again, for a company this large and diverse, quite normal. Nick
would be sharing some of the auditibgrden with Chris.

Now inthe second week of November, shortly after starting, but certainly before
Nick had all the ropes at hand, he received a call from Kathy Foley that it was now
time to pay a visit to Phil Merryweather, just by way of introductisnbehalf of Bill
Foley. Nick got that sinking feeling in his heart than now, after only two weeks,
Foley was doubting him, and so, sending his younger sister along to ride shotgun,
but immediately told him that she would not be available for the visisk#rand

hoped that Nick would be able to get along without her. This sent the fear genie
back into the bottle. Now it would be he, driven to the bank in the long black limo
with the black glass, who would step alone out of the vehicle to again meet that
dolt, Phil Merryweather.

So, yes, when the chauffeupended the door, out stepped Nick in a smart blue
Armani suit, and black shoes of fine waHined black soft leatherwith thinnish
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Italian heelsand a slinleathersheafof papers under arm. Condemsndingly
Merryweather says he is glad to see Nick dressing like a banker again, to which Nick
responds: No, better than a banker. I've come to let you know that you work for me
now. Are we going to get along?

Phil: Yes. But how did you come to work Fadey?

Nick:t'salongd (G 2 NB > 0 dzli @& 2 dzBilbFblgyhis ask& mg® takéh y 3 A (
over banking relations on his behalf. You are to take my voice to be his voice. Can
you do that?

Phil: Yes.
Nick: I thought | would take you to lunch. Haweiyeaten yet?
Phil: No.

Nick: | have a car downstairs to take us to Moshulu, better steaks than your favorite
Ruthe's Chris.

Phil: Fine.

With this voice, Phil was harboring a lot of resentment the way people do when the
effort they made to destrogomeone else's career has failed. They feel that the
assurance of power they felt has collapsed inside them and they are back to being
beatenrdown bullies. Anything would have been preferable to being taken to an
outstanding restaurant at this man's expen$hil could not imagine how his life

was about to change now, how his office would feel about him knowing that he had
just stepped into the limo of his nemesis. He could all but hear his colleagues say:
Phil's going to the wood shack now, prick. Andwwemnen saying: what goes around
comes around. It was his Green Mile.

But actually, Nick was not there to molest his ego. Nick was there to set things right
so they might proceed apace to do business under well defined conditions. Phil
wanted to appear aa shallow bowl, containing nothing to stir. After sip one on
martini one, Nick asks him how he's been. The sediment in the bottom of the bowl
quickly came to the surface: Well, you stirred up a hornets nest when you left that
I've been dealing with everrgie.

Nick: How so?
Phil: When you walked out with your deposits | had a lot to explain.
Nick: Such as?

Phil: Why | didn't know you were one of our largest depositors. That showed
everybody that | didn't have a grasp of what was going on, and kicked off audits
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from above and from the Fed and from the SEC. They are still under way, and my
position has been iguestion ever since.

Nick: Did the audits turn up anything other than your negligence?
Phil: Negligence?

Nick: Yeah, your negligence. Remember the "Next In Liner" seminar you sent me to
in Chicago? They were very heavy on the message that the Braardger should

be acutely aware of all the largest customers and large movements, especially if
they were from the investment to the bank side and vice versa. Pretty amazing that
no one at the bank ever contacted me to talk about how all that money onglepo
was just sitting there fallow. | was okay with it because the markets couldn't be
trusted since the crash, but I'm surprised no one was really watching.

Phil: We were too busy with mortgages. That's where the money was. We were
building liquidity so w would pass the strength tests.

Nick: And you suffered no consequences from the audits?

Phil: Basically, we're in detente. | don't make things worse for them if they don't
make things worse for me. | hope you're not planning anything more?

Nick: NoJust business. I'm expecting meticulous and responsive management of
our affairs. | have a team that watches out for our money. So long as things stay on
an even keel, we get good service at a good price, the best interest you can offer us
and honest deatigs, we're ok. On matters involving large movements I'll want your
direct and personal attention. Otherwise, we should be having a lunch once a
month just to go over our routine relationship, in case saom@ngis required. | will
especially focus on mortgages, letters of credit, cash transfers and big moves.

Okay, Nick, said Phil, a bit penitent and perhaps hopeful.

Nick hands him his simple business card, containing his cell phone number and his
business ermil.

So now Nick begins to feel the business crank in his hands, turning over balancing
transfers, cash flows, huge amounts of paper money and change, Mississippian
creditcard streams, and checksdeluge. Sometimes he rides in the Brinks truck to
get apersonal feel for all their procedures. They explain that the accounting system
sends them messages and tells them the order of their stops en route. This is part of
being able to move without anticipation by helgh gangs. Soon Nick is receiving

some bigorders for car storage wracks and the huge physical sorting systems by
which they are positioned. There is a constant round of preventive maintenance and
parts need to be available for both routine and mishap. The logistics people will
actually route thepart, but Nick has to certify the orders for the Letters of Credit,
usually through the COO John Spender and sometimes through Chris Connors, as all
really large amounts need to pass through his desk. Sometimes orders need to be
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diverted to alternate supjrs, as history has made a bit of a mishash of parts
sources and even engineering plans. To describe it all briefly, if transactions were
game, the hunter would always be out of breath and confused. And in the middle of
all this Nick has to feel satisfl at all times no one is pulling something over their
eyes. All this takes split second decision power and the ability to determine what is
going right and what might be going in the wrong direction well in advance of
damage. While in the limo, he was ldng at a screen. While at home he was

looking at a screen and watching for warning lights, as well as watching moves
verging on his simple home property. He had to admit tieatigatingthis Hadesof
subterraneardigital rivers wasfun and transformatioss from cash, credit, check,

bond, futures and equities could be fun as well as intractable; at best he could only
catch things at the edges and by exception. After a few days he began to relax a bit,
now that he understood the main vectors, and he coukbakatch surveillance

down there in the safe room with Rusty.

So far, so good. He thought. | take the kids to school. | stop for a latte, and by 10:00 |
am in my chair watching the great game advance. | point and click to find a street. |
point and clicko find an account. | point and click to find pots of gold all over the
map. If something goes wrong | make a phone call; if | want to change something |
point and click, or call someone. | only need face time when something goes wrong,
and that has not Appened yet. | get friendly and supportive emails from my
colleagues, and the drudge work is carried on by a cohort of computers and staff.
Parts are needed, whole parking garages are needed; | point and click my way
through everything, and | get to hawanich at home and still take the dog for a walk.
Wow! And my wife is happy because she loves most of her job! And we enjoy going
out together on the weekends! And I'm thinking Rusty is great, and | am great and
Errol is great and and Wendy is great. And watwey pay me to do this and | get
invited to Viennese waltz parties and | get driven around in a limo and | can see the
computer in the limo and | can go anywhere | want and Errol is winning at track and
holding his own with bullies and Wendy is winnihg science contests and may get

a scholarship and we have gobs of money in the bank and we own our home and
have no debt and we can really do whatever the hell we want. No suffer. No bother.
No bother. No suffer. And so Nick's thoughts now cycled withadt &ven Phil
Merryweather is a conquered dragon. Can't even understand why | thought he was
such a dragon before. | must have been such a schmuck. My God imagine going to
California to start an Internet business, Suclkedy ass! What happened to my
schmuckness? All this | never saw before! Who knows what | might have done if |
had seen myself without that schmuckness and seen my power to preside over a
world that is well regulated by order and computers? And | only have to check it
now again and give my occasional inputs to settle everything back into its optimal
groove! Yes I'm cycling again. | cycle when all is well and it is all well now. And | no
longer have those creeps following me and | haven't seen the 49 Pontiac or the blue
van, or the red btterfly. What do you think of that, Rusty? What? And Nick puts his
thumbs in his ears an d slowly waves his fingers as he scoots, rocking left and right
sittingon his wheeled chair over tohere Rusty is sitting attentively, leans forward
and touches 4 nose to Rusty's nose. Sitting, Rusty manages to back up an inch or
so, looking queerly at Nick.
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24. Paranoia Has Causes

That was on Wednesday, November 9, 2011. On the night of the tenth, a burst of
shots again cracked through the neighborhood, andrthpstairs master bedroom

Light spikes again illuminated plaster dust. This time, it was the family drill that
kicked in. Errol and Wendy ran directly down to the safe room as did Nick and
Glenda, adults saying "fucking shit" all the way down. Once &y, $lwving the steel

lock door closed and skdhe titanium bars into place. The panic button for the

police had been pushed immediately by Glenda and they were sure the police would
arrive momentarily, which they did, almost.

No need for the fire suppraeson system. They could see no one was in the house
and no one was at the door but the police, who, guns drawn, buzzed at the front
door. Nick and Glenda did not recognize these police, so they ask for identification,
which they soon got from the policeation. The officers were a bit miffed that they
had responded so quickly and then were forced to wait while IDs were checked.
Nick explained how he had in fact learned this technique from them in a previous
incident, and apologized.

It's interesting howyou can feel when something seems to work. The safe room
worked. A godly person might have said it was a test, in their favor. They all felt
strangely safer. The police found their composure inscrutable, as they walked the
police upstairs where the shotat penetrated. Rusty was still in the safe room
where he was quiet and comfortable on his fluffy mattress.

Forensics came soon thereafter. They were greeted by a beaming Nick who was
holding a print copy of the car that probably shot up their house, whih

explained he had gotten from the surveillance video. It was a 1999 Mercury Cougar
V6 coupe, somewhat raked, with a dark hood and a light body. Since the camera
was in night vision mode, only light and dark green showed. Unfortunately, the
camera anglelid not reveal the plate number, but what they had was considered a
good start. When Detectivdclversarrived the next day he wanted to probe their
video archives further, which Nick resisted at first, not wanting to reveal the
presence of the safe roonAs the detective insisted, Nick extracted thvtlvers

would not reveal their secret source of security. Once in the rddetverswas quite
amazed saying that it all looked like a government control bunker. There, he and
Nick watched the dull neighborhdaspectacle for an hour on either side of the
incident, and concluded that the car must have come there just then and expressly
for the purpose of shooting up his house. Nick dumped the two hours of frames
onto an external drive so people downtown could/ea look Mclversasked what

else Nck did down there in that weflurnished bunker and Nick told him about his
new job working for Bill Foley as a financial manager. Taken aback, the detective
congratulated him. What a dream job, working from home for Moley himself!
Taking his leavéViclversreassured Nick he really did understand why the safe room
had to be kept a secret. No, not even Foley knew about his safe room.
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Walking away from théouse with the external drivanihis pocketMclvers

wonderedif he should have told Nick about the other incidents in the area where
houses had been shot up. The common feature in these neighborhoods was the
target: in each case a single family home in a simple upper middle class
neighborhood. Only one house in aighborhood was shot at and the

neighborhoods were nowgontiguous. So whekilclversgot back to the police

station he called back to Nick and asked for a copy of Nick's entire archive over the
last month. They would swing by with a 2Tb drive so Nick coake®rthe opy, and

he urged Nick to lockp the original and start a new drive. Nick could easily oblige
as he had had a gun locker safe built in when he had the new concrete bunker wall
poured.

The next day, the news carried report of the incident atittase, mentioning the
outrage that this had now happened for a second time, but it also alluded to other
similar incidents in similar neighborhoods that had the police baffled. Analysis
stated that the drugand style evaluation had failed in that theodus operandi

could not be connected to any assumed set of motives associated with the drug
world. The use of the AK weapon had been the primary basis for their original
assumptions. They also confirmed that ballistics showed that the two attacks on
Nick's louse were from the same gun AND that the other neighborhood attacks
were also from the same gun. A political wing nut theory also had to be abandoned
because the victims were pretty evenly divided along party lines. The last line of
reasoning, that there @re criminal witness issues was also abandoned, and about
these incidents only perplexity remained. Talk radio shows were alive with the
rumor that these were Muslims trying to incite terror by arbiitg choosing victims.
The newpaper analysis tried tput that to rest by pointing out that one house
(Nick's) had been hit twice, which would decrease the anxiety of others being hit if
they showed any focughatever. So all these theories welead ends. The matter
became all the more prominent the next defnen the papers reported a black
mother and her infant son had been wounded in a drive by, yes, in the white
neighborhood, which contained a black family. So mtlogvrace card was to be
proposed But it was fumbled by the tragic news of a death in another
neighborhood, white and elderly, sameo., the next day. The public was at this
point wrathful. All patrols knew about the '99 Cougar, and the car's description was
on all the evening news channels for several days, with the Police Sergeant pleading
for leads. They said they were now looking for a loaner. Bullet casings, ballistics and
a car were whathey had, angbrobably the shootehad had an unfortunate
background as a child. It was unnerving to everyone as paranoia thrives on the
anxiety behind bewaring of things that are unknown and trying vainly to attribute
cause.

Nick had many calls from Foley and over a hundred colleagyeessing their

concern for him and his family. Each person calling had a helpful pet theory, but all
those discussions led only to good wishes for the future from everyone, which were
humanly delightful to receive.
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After a fearsome attack has been witbhed with apparently no profound damage
there lingers ge ne sais qudhat says planning has been effectilat luck does
soberly clamofor recognition some place in the shadows of forgetfulness. It seems
to have a little drum and perhagsfaint tambouine thattap and rattle somewhere
just when everything is so quiet. Perhaps this is a simple dirge for the doubt and
dread never born as a result of preparations and assuaging, inside the mind, with
the comfort that harm will not come to diligently goo@gple. Nick could see that

the children had now accepted that their home was protected, and he thought
Glenda was also comfortable. But when harm reaches out to you unprovoked it has
certainly arisen in the image of malice, something that can never again b
disregarded or discounted as powerless. It can summon legioiezars as a

blizzard does the snow. Someonestidl out there.lt is out there as it always has

been but now you notice it. Before this it was children in costumes, but now it is
what they innocently representSomewhere.

Practicalitycomes next as Nick needseagagefor the repairs, again. He calls up

the teams who worked last time and explains that they must fix things all over. They
certainly want the business, but no one consideais commercial fortune, having to
pound the plywood into place again, awaiting the moment when a crew will be free
to fill the holes, change the plaster and fix the floor, sanding basically the same area
as the last time, looking up at the same ceilipgtching with hot plaster and

grinding it all smooth again before painting, reliving the anxiety of slopping paint
across the meeting of edgasd having to deal with every detaihce more. This

they can fit in just before the family leaves to visit Glasgarents in Oneonta.

*k*k

On November 15thiicGoonis again at the cafe asking Nick about what he read in
the papers.

Nick: Yes, we got shot up again, but we were not the only ones!

McGoon And you don't know or associate with the others in any Wvay

Nick: No.

McGoon Sounds like a disconfiguration.

Nick: What?

McGoon Well, we know he has struck twice (assumi@athe) because ballistics

tie the two events together. But that doesn't prove there was only one shooter, just
because there was only one gun. So there actually could be at most one shooter per
incident and at least one for all of them. There could betiplel people with the

same motive and multiple people with distinct or overlapping motives all with

access to the same weapon, which would be unusual, but not impossible. No prints
yet, right?
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Nick: No. Hadn't thought of that. But why would they havemmunity weapon?

McGoon Crime detection and the law usually assume that the weapon is a sort of
peripheral device of the individual and that there is some motive driving an
individual to multiple crimes with his or her weapon. If you can find a wayulihfip

up that assumption set, you defy paradigmatic logic. If you are apprehended, they
have to prove beyond a reasonable doubt that the crime was committed by you,
with this weapon uniquely, and for a specific motive. If a person borrows a gun and
anothers target, there can be no convergence, as the actor in this case is arbitrary
and so is the motive and so is the victim. Such a disconfiguration would provoke the
utmost confusion, given discontinuous neighborhoods, geographically and
economically, whileot allowing the site of the crime to bear witness to any definite
motive or perpetrator. The only requirement would be a that with the identity of

the victim, address, a weapon and a supply of rounds. Anyone entering the
information and weapon center waodillbe blind to other membership and simply
keyed to participate in reciprocal manner once his victim were out of the way,
taking out the victim he pulled from the hat. Surgical gloves would keep it all quite
secret. The only danger would be getting caughectly in the act.

Nick: My head is spinning! | can see how it would be plausible, but not possible. |
mean, getting that much of a stage set for such things and then actually repeating
the performance flawlessly?

McGoon Just a speculation.

MaGoonhas, on this Tuesday, drawn a water buffalo in silhouette in front of a dark
green bamboo forest.

*k*k

On November 23rd they all climb into the SUV and set out for Oneonta. After an
hour or so, the children are dozing and inattentive to the movie playérin front

of them. Nick tells Glenda about his encounter WitbGoonand aboutMcGooris
speculation. It strikes Glenda as mad, and she says so. Please! This can't happen
again!

Nick: But evetightningstrikes twice in the same place.

Glenda, beingery pithy sometimes, responds: Right, where therelayietning
rods. Twice is probably a low number.

And now they are silent. The weather is rasnggy as they pass along the quondam
roots of anthracite, iron and steel on their way to the next biglgdunch. They will
stop at a restaurant right there on US Route 81. Nothing to see, really, along these
trails, nothing in Wilke®arre or Scranton they haven't seen, nothing of interest for
the children. This route inspires a deep longing for teleparta Overpriced,

overdone hamburgers are all they can look forward to for several hours, the climax
of the day being when they set foot in the parental digs. There will be beds there
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and too much food the next day, when Glenda's married sister ConnieRailk

bring her husband Kip and three children (Kip Jr., Sean and Erin) to the feast. In this
part of the woods they call it "Turkey day" and the twesiy pound bird will

dominate the table laden with "trimmins". A ritual prayer is stated by Kip who
reminds everyone how the Pilgrims shared their food with the starving Indians. The
best part will be the nap, and then on to the Netflix movies and some Scotch.

Of course the meal table was the stage for the retros on family history, but this time
it was necessarily also the presentation platform with questions from the audience,
about all the tribulations of the last year, the murder, the car with the corpse, the
drive-by shootings and the house tossing. Of course no one thought there was any
reason for it all to have happened, although Kim did mention that God acts in
strange ways and that's why we have to pray to him. Everyone showed nervous
agreement as there auld be no point in doing otherwise with this person. At this
point the stuffing got passed around again, and then some white meat, gravy, salt,
pepper, and after that dive into paste and grease, only cranberry sauce could save
the tongue, rather like adlor plough.

The only thing Nick could tell them as to what was actually known about all these
events was that his esolleague from the bank had been the murder victim, but
nothing else was really known about any of these crimes, even after so many
months and misfortunes. Glenda pointed out that it was a relief to know that they
were not the only victims of the drive by, but still the puzzle as a whole was very
nerve wracking. Kim looked suspiciously at Nick, but didn't say anything, as he
tipped back orhis dining room chair. Soon he leaves the room to watch football. All
the children go with him as they want to see all the funny ads. Rusty lies steadfastly
near the table, perhaps waiting for the right moment to seize that turkey carcass.

In order to ore through the weekend, they make their way to a large mall, so they
can review the contents of all the stores they have in their home town also. It's an
opportunity to see what the kids might like for the Christmas they still perform each
year on theirbehalf. They go to the Red Robin to ingest more hamburgers, French
fries and cokes, talking about the inanities of the season and allowing Errol and
Wendy to try out some of the Wee games and XBOX stuff, mostly to burn energy
left over from all that turkeyThen there are arcade games that eat quarters by the
role fed by pimply tattooed teenagers with Mohicans, black lips, and various pins
stuck through their faces. is an opportunity for parents to advise their children on
what they don't want them to look like in a few years, hoping the stimulus coins will
bind their children's oaths not to do so. By 4:00 the mall experience is exhausted.
They have seen all the salersgylisten with silver flecks, the bulbs flash on long
strands in the supedrugstore; they have been struck by shoppers bustling by with
too many bags of shopper catch and long tubes of wrapping paper. All in all they
have experienced a blank day awaynfrdome in an alternate but routine universe.
The kids sleep all the way back to the grandparent's house. They are missing Rusty.

That night the traditional hearty soup made from lefter turkey, a slide show of
the happy family from the 70s, some TV dhdn bed. The next day a tribulation
built on playing the traditional Monopoly game and then a DVD airing of The Wizard
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of Oz, with buttered popcorn. Then traditional roast beef, what they would normally
have had were they staying through Sunday, but uofoately they couldn't take
Monday off because of work, you know. The best day of the weekend was Sunday
when, after an oussized breakfast, they drove home, with a stack of roast beef
sandwiches, potato chips, a dill pickle for each, and a coke. Batarhighway
burgers but eaten while driving in this rainy psnter season. And yes, they would
probably have to do this next year too.

There really is nothing to do while you're driving but watch the road;Iisén to

music and occasionallyat abou the thoughts that swirl®ver the boards of
consciousness like so many little waves. Once the children have dropped out of the
ride into sleep and Glenda has entered the travel trance to the noble fighting off the
school dragons of Monday, Nick beginsegfiect onMcGooris disconfiguration

theory that seems to be threatening his family and his life. Disconfiguration has no
eidolon; all it's parts are separate, remote and relateyahkrough one thread:
sequence, irucate at any moment into simultaneoug$.Maybe it's not just the

gun that is common. Perhaps the car is also common with a glove compartment full
of mandatory chits. The person climbing into the car has just learned his victim was
killed or has simply died; he is now obliged to reach intoglove compartment and

go hunting for the person named at the indicated address. Once he has eliminated
his target, the next person will climb into the car and reach into the glove
compartment, and go there like an android on a mission. Going into anadrodtk,

the driver will pull away from the curb and be directed by the GPS to the target,
shoot, and return the car to a perogrammed spot to be available to the next user.
He will find more ammunition in the trunk and he will be directed to buy gas with
the debit card he finds in the now defunct drawer that used to be an ashtray.

But how can this all work? The queue to kill would arrive over the TV or the evening
news. And so now it would be up to him to engage in the plan's random next step.
But since s name is not known within the disconfiguration, how would he be
compelled to carry out his part of the bargain? Why couldn't a person just be happy
that he got what he wanted and not endanger himself? But that must be the rub.
Somehow the identity of # person tagged for the next killing is known, but doesn't
know he is known. Now if this were true, death's accountant could drop his name
into the glove compartment without his knowing it. When contacted originally
someone or something compelled their fization that they would not survive the
game unless they played by its rules. Furthermore, they would be cognizant that
their whereabouts would be known as they had been contacted about the location
of the murder vehicle, wouldn't they? Nick couldn't figwout all the forces and
mechanisms involved, but as he followed radiating thought patterns in many futile
directions he began to think back on the alchemical notion of universal acid, the acid
he heard about from Phil Merryweather, that was so poweifabiuld never be
contained in a container but would continue to burn up until there was nothing left
but boiling, steaming slush. Nick saw that as one murder automatically set off
another the only limitation would be the domain of knowledge containing the
location of the gun/car ensemble, although, strictly speaking, there was no reason
that the pair could not simply exist as a node in a much larger network, like the
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Internet, where there are no owners or directors except for people who fear losing
their jobs on the wetware side of the screen.

A second windfall of thought came tumbling down now as Nick mpetaeption

and tried to imagine how the text of this great evolving acid plot might have had its
origins. The the string of thoughts could perhapdraeed like the high tension

wires along the road, sagging and waving slowly in the wind and rain, but connected
somewhere where the current flowed forward and backwards in AC 60 cycle rhythm
without some how jumping off into the cool and ending there, btatying with the

wire without origin or termination in the realm of plain heat transfer. But the wire
had to start some place, right? There had to be a first circuit. So with the
disconfiguration, there had to be a starting point, an end point, and aipm¢that

would operate semunsupervised to continue notification processes. What he
couldn't figure out was how such a system would be genned up. One person would
make a deal with another. That would start the action, but then how would
subsequent actorgimp into the pool so it could continue with constant and infinite
anonymity? Unless someone were in control of all the transfer tags it couldn't work,
but if someone were in charge, then his foibles would kick in. So the answer must lie
somewhere in digtbuted transferprotocolsome intelligent agent would become
sensible to the crime environment and send off one or more notifications. If a player
failed to go after a target, as agredtien another tag could be sent out to

accomplish the deed and impdite the delinquent player. The police would consider
the case closed and not detect the presence of the area system that hides from
paradigmatic reasoning.

And so, Nick'thinking went tumbling on as thiplled towards home, never really
clarifying but akernating between greater density and opacity and instantaneous
dismissal. The disconfiguration theory basically evolved into the lock out MaGoon
had predicted, for such is the nature of disconfiguration.

The Winslows felt the comfort of home once agtiiat almost made the trip worth
the effort, although the children were mute about that. It had been neither better
nor worse than any other Thanksgiving. They had their affectionate coddling from
their grandparents and that was reward enough.
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25. International Business Machines

Foley & Co. had been planning a new automated parking garage, so components, a
lot of them, would be needed to be ordered from Brazil. Foley had built so many of
these facilities that they had developed a standard letter of cretittiis purpose,

but because the transaction always entailed millions, top level attention had to be
responsible for execution, so Nick was to personally negotiate the arrangement with
B*Bank. So Nick was sent in to make sure that all the stipulations uneterstood
directly by Phil Merryweather. The letter of credit essentially consists of having two
international banks agree to make payment on a certain date if contractual
stipulations are met. A letter of credit involves documents only to prove omnaffir
delivery. The buyer places money with his bank; his bank contacts the bank of the
seller essentially guaranteeing that funds are committed to the transaction upon
fulfillment of the order. This can be by a date certain or upon presentation of
appropriatedelivery documentation, usually the bill of lading, for payment. But

Foley didn't have this requirement as he was sufficiently ahead of the game and felt
he could rely on his supplier Engenharia do Brazil, Ltda, to deliver well within
tolerance, so a datevas set for payment when the letter was formulated.

At lunch Phil Merryweather acts cagy and asks why Foley doesn't want the extra
service involved in a "sight LOC". He doesn't want to take no for an answer and at
the same time Nick sees no reason toilggo extended explanation. Phil recalls that
Foley has near wanted anything different; has much as implies there is some sort
of evasion going on. Why would Foley never want to protect himself by invoking the
common requirement that the proper importatuments be presented? Where in

fact were the goods to be delivered? Foley had made just such an order months
ago. Why d@n't he combine the orders? We they going to be delivered into

different ports? Did Nick know what cities the automated parkingifes|(APFs)

were being built in? My! That business is growing awfully fast! Why didn't Foley
share that information with Nick? Could he find out? Just curious... And so went the
lunch. Nick's response was that Phil did not qualify as a person with am&edw.
Business is private and its quite common to keep such information out of the hands
of competition. Any chance B*Bank was in fact working with the competition? That
could be a reason for all this, innuendo, wheedling, and blandishment. From Nick's
point of view, it was a very safe conversation because in fact he could not answer
any of these question. Foley and his management team, at their first meeting, had
explained exactly this to him: that he would never be in danger of accidentally
sharing ctical information. They would alwaysgoly him with exactly enough pre

cut information to do his job efficiently. Nick was happy with that as he was not an
organizational climber needing insider information for leverage anywhere, and they
were happy withthis attitude also. He was not the kind of guy to snoop around in
someone else's business. And besides, he had his own fish to fry.
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After talking with Phil, Nick had a shower to take, but decided to wait then swing by
in the limo and then pick up the lgdrom school. Some friends of Errol and Wendy
came along behind them gawking at the stretch. They were all surprised when Nick
offered to drive all five of them home. Nick duly negotiated the trip with the parents
waiting in their SUVs. They all smiledlahought their children would get a kick out

of it. So Andy the chauffelmappily complied with the ideto take them all for

some frozen yogurt, then drive them all home. Andy loved kids and really enjoyed
the diversion. The kids said they felt like thvegre eating their cones in secret
because no one could see in. As they each arrived home, their Moms and Dads were
waiting with cameras and cell phones to capture their children's first step out of a
limousine. Some insisted on taking the conventional mehot, with the

besneakered foot slowly emerging toward the curb. That was a hit! And then of
course Andy obliged by +#enacting the opening of the door for the little lord or lady

to step out of the car with all that black glass. It was a great dai.hdid done
everything just right. Everyone was happy, except maybe Phil, but who would care;
he was just a malevolent beast from Harvard.

This all happened on Tuesday, November 29, 2011. At night, Glenda receives a call
from DetectiveMclvers, who would like to see them again to discuss "the case", the
next day. There have been developments relative to the doiwshooting. Not to

worry. They have solved "the case". He doesn't want to talk about it on the phone
and he wants them to say nothirgd it, especially to the children, as they don't want

it to get out to the news. He'll need them to come down to the station to try to
identify the culprit. From the speakerphone in the study Nick and Glenda express
their surprise and can't imagine howein coming down to the station will help

anyone nail this down. The detective assures them that they have seen more than
they think. It doesn't make sense, but it will.

Glenda: You think this makes any sense, Nick?

Nick: Not much. | don't know how weuld both know this guy.
Glenda:Gu®

Nick: Well, it's usually a guy who goes around shooting an AK, right?
Glenda: | used to shoot one, and I'm not that unique.

Nick: Ok, but its unlikely. And how would both of us know this person? | just don't
getit.

Glenda: Me neither.

And so both of them keep spinning these prospects out of control, but neither says
anything to the other because all their working hypotheses are clearly duds.
Moreover, how could a conclusion to the Men In Black type of atbexctheir house

be connected with anything else they have been going through? And in Nick's mind
there is a veritable cloud of disconnected suspicions, flying about like empty beer

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Pagel75



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

cans in a tornado. Finally, a double Ambien brings him down and allow® lsileep
under the weight of hormonal suppression. He doesn't move, but who knows if the
world of disconnected cars, guns, glove compartments, keys, chits and vengeful
beings are there in that somnolent muck? And when he awakens, does he have any
definite idea he so lacked the night before, or will his thoughts continue to teem

until the revelations of the lineip? They will meet at 5:30 at the police station.

*%k*k

If the disconfiguration hypothesis holds, then neither of them will know the guilty
party, and you can't prove a negative with a negative, there is no objective motive,
and, without witnesses, the perpetrator cannot be placed at the scene of the crime.
So e police had to be barking up the wrong tree. How could they pull all this
together so even a jury could understand it? Moreover, who would be responsible,
the person who committed the crime, or the organization that enabled it? Being
WednesdayMcGoonwould not be at the Awakening Cafe, so there was no one
with whom to discuss this. Glenda had treated him as if he were not feeling well in
the head when he had tried to make the hypothesis intelligible, and so it would be a
matter of resorting toMcGoon Bu perhaps this would be unnecessary if the
afternoon lineup (literally) were to reveal a reality he had not considered.

And it did. He and Glenda were immediately seated in a small meeting room and
instructed not to use cameras or recording devices ¢harthe Police station.

Glenda was also required to check her pistol into the evidence locker until they
were ready to leave. They were to view the lme separately and not discuss their
findings with each other until they were again both brought backhe interview

room. WhenMclversarrived, he had a rather broad smile on his face, as though he
was planning some sort of trick on them. First he led Glenda into the lineup viewing
area. When she came out she had a look of absolute astonishment ondeer fa
When Nick went in he didn't have the faintest idea what he was about to see. There,
on the other side of the ongvay glass were five men and two women. Nick did not
know any of them.

Actually, having Nick view the group was just more formal poliogopol. Glenda,
on the other hand, was sitting rigidly in her chair looking pallid.

Mclver: Nck, your wife just picked out Martin Bumpstead.

Nick: Who the hell is Martin Bumpstead? How could she know this man? He has
never been to our house? Glentdaw could you pick him out when you have no
idea who shot up our house.

Glenda: They simply told me to identify anyone | knew in thedipeThat's all. |
don't know if he did anything, but I wouldn't be surprised.

Mclver: That's right. The solution t&@me quite simple once we had the picture you
gave us. Basically, Martin Bumpstead is a nut job. He was going around to different
neighborhood shooting into the houses of people he didn't like. Once we had your
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picture we went to the neighborhoods where had struck and checked our traffic
cams for a match. We found one, lifted the plate number, and then began following
this guy around at night. When he stopped in front of a house, we surrounded him,
pulled him out of the car, and located his weapon.iBtidls all match. He has

attacked seven different houses not counting yours. Luckily, he only actually hurt
two people. He was the only common factor between the victims.

Nick: But why us?

Glenda: That was Freddy's father, The Freddy that Errol kickddha father that
came into my class that time with the baseball bat demanding | change Freddy's
grades. He was the reason | got my gun, remember?

Nick: You've got to be kidding! That nut?
Mclversand Glenda: Yes.

So the disconfiguration theory hagrrinto a stone wall. It seemed so intriguing, so
fraught with possibilities, it almost overcame the memories of being shot at out of
the blue, or rather, the dark. Nick felt the need to share the theoretical failure with
McGoon so at 10:00 the next mommg he was waiting for him at the Awakening
Cafe, tapping his fingers on the table and wiping his brow intermittently to relieve
his anxious stress.

*k*k

When MaGoon appeared he was carrying a zippered portfolio case, upscale from his
usual ragged bloclf sketch paper. He was smiling as he sat down directly at Nick's
table.

McGoon Hey, Nick! What's the matter? You look like you saw a ghost! What's going
on?

Nick: We found out who shot up the house. It was the father of one of my wife's
former studens. He was mad about some bad grades his kid had wracked up.

McGoon | can't believe anyone would do such a thing for reasons like [{Aatif
this were the shallowest BS]

Nick: Well, it turns out he had a lot of crazy grudges. He visited several
neighborhoods anl did the same thing there. Wibon't know the details but the
detective said all his motives were similarly ridiculous. One person had done no
more than cut across his path in the parking lot. Apparently he followed the guy
home to see where hived, then pop,pop, pop two nights later.

You know, since the last time we spoke | have been churning and churning your
disconfiguration theory I think because that gave me the idea that there was at least
a rational mechanism behind this.
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McGoon Yeah, it's like one of those Swiss watches with the transparent back. There
are wheels, gears and ratchets you can watch, but, no matter how intent your
concentration, you can't tell what time it is until you flip the watch over so you can
see the hands.

Nick: You mean, it still could be disconfiguration driving all this?

McGoon Disconfiguration is scalar. You can't see what's happening until you are
viewing the right panorama through the right lens, a bit like putting a low pass filter
on a radio wavethe melody won't show through until you eliminate the carrier
frequencies. Without just the right way of seeing things you only see ghosts and
flickers. Then your mind kicks in and prompts you with suggestions about linkage
and relationship.

Nick: So inay never get to the bottom of all this?

McGoon Bottom. Interesting word. You know that the Greek world had no word for
bottom. They only had words meaning "the deep". It was only in the Germanic
languages that the word for bottom appeared, which regetto the ground. Greeks
were seafaring people and the referencé ground at sea made no sengut no
matter.

Nick, showing impenetrability: So | may nevertgethe bottom of all this because
thereis no bottom or start to it all?

McGoon jocular:Well, Grasshopper, you can't really go towards it or away from it,
because it finds you. Consider any point of origin. Lets say it is crime that sets the
great machine of the world in operation. A crime occurs. Think of your definition
now, stripped of moality. A crime occurs when someone steals from you, your
things, your family or your life. To avoid this you set up a government to protect
you, but it still happens. Overtime you create more and more coverings and
protections against it. You enter intowenants and agreements, surrounding
yourself with walls and "rights" and weapons, and allies to counter the nearly
inevitable violation, or at least to delatyfor the maximum time This costs money,
and you pay it. But then there are those who know hawenetrate defenses, so
you pay more for more defense. And, think about it, this is really the mechanism
that runs the world. If you took away the crime all economies would collapse, as
there would be very little for anyone to do. They would not needdostantly build
and maintain defenses; they would not have to adorn the inside of their prison
homes to make them more comfortable and create the illusion that they were free
and living openly in the light!

| say that what has besieged you is still tharel it is futile to look for causes. The
causes are probably only secondary and tertiary effects coming from origins
strangled by time and coated by darkness. Such are the machines of the world!

Nick: Sounds like a sermon, but | can't identify the etig
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McGoon Religions are all no more than responsive readings to this hymn.

Nick: Wow, that's a bit deep for me even on a Thursday afternoon. What is
conclusive?

McGoon That's the point. It's not conclusive, in any time or direction. It is all
context and texture. Changing the subject, I'm glad | found you here today. | have
something special | want to show you.

McGoontouches his index finger to the extreme right edge of his left eye, indicating
that Nick should be prepared to look closely at stimrgy, namely the large page

stuck on pasteboard (18 x24)the has an image on it. It is today's mosquito. It is a
forearm and a hand, knuckles up, with rather enlarged veins. Theimlgas

multimedia, meaning charcoal and pencil. A mosquito is standingtabahe

middle of the hand, a man's hand, with hair and somewhat oversized pores. There is
a shadow under the mosquito and his proboscis is clearly inserted so as to reach
subcutaneous regions. The drawing of the mosquito is hyper realistic in the atay th
only drawings can be. Beyond the forearm is a shadow striated by the varied
pressures of charcoal application. Some smearing has been applied, but not so as to
create uniformity McGoonholds the picture close to Nick, but as Nick takes it in,
McGoonmoves away, tipping back further on his chair. Nick begins to squint.

At this pointMcGoonsays: It's almost finished. As it moves away you begin to lose
the subject of the sketch, which is a point. This is where color comes in, and you will
be privileged to actually see the color that makes all the difference and holds this
flat world together

McGoonreaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a bottle of Channel's "Holiday
Red nail polish. It is approximately the color of capillary blobldGoondaubs on a

gob of it just this side of the proboscis, and then backs away.

McGoon Done! Now look at it from over there. Can you not tell where the
mosquito is?

Nick: Done? No more drawing mosquitoes? Yes. | can see it. The red dot changes
everything.

McGoon Some things can only go so far. They won't really stop, but we will.
Nick: The picture is done, but where does this all go?

McGoon Essentially, we haven't moved, but the machine is turning. I'm going to
find another idea now.

McGoongets up and leaves, portfolio closed anezipped. There may be a storm.
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Nick tries irhis mind to visualize the phantoms of disconfiguration and to imagine
how events so mysteriously rumplaabuld arise. He tries to guess the point at

which his life started through these gears. There were no warnings, just effects. He
longs for his safe am.
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26. Rational Fervor

On his wayhome, Nick thinks he shoulddedicate himself to doing his job, but how
can he just let this swirl of vicious events go free without knowing what called them
in? So now, while he is working on issues for Foley Inésstne wilkeep a white

board on the walbehind him so he can gradually and assiduously pursue ideas that
flash through his mind in the direction of solutions. No, a white board will just
remind everyone in the family about those events, and he wantsaagujinev

the balm of forgetfulness in them. So he looks for a computer tool so he can lay out
all his ideas and evidence and paste up pictures and documents as they come in,
with arrows of all sorts available to propose relationships graphically. blesels
MindMapper for this task. It is quickly downloaded, and after about a half hour of
tinkering he is able to begin pasting in items, creating transformable geometric
shapes, and drawing arrows that can stretch if an item needs to be moved, or simply
erased if the arrow is inappropriate, or tipped on each end if reciprocity is
discovered.

The method of the process simply beginshwtdecision about what is really the
subject of the entire analytical process for which he is creating the scheme. Nick
chooses a simple ellipse for the centdriball, with Winslow as its ‘iile". It's the
Winslow map. Next, the influences are placed with arrows pointed toward the
"target" idea. He thinks of the influences: B*Bank, Two Suits, George Murphy,
Corpsein-car,House Tossing (usesates). So since there igelationship between
George Murphy and B*Bank, he draws a reciprocal arrow between the two. Just for
rigor, he decides to add in Foley, with a reciprocal relationship with B*Bank. He
debates whether to adih a relationship between Winslow and Foley, and decides
not to since none of these events took place after his relationship with Foley, except
the second driveby and the brick. However, knowing that the drvge was entirely
unrelated, he will not creata link. On the other hand, what about the brick? That
must be connected, so he draws an arrow from the suits to the brick, as they were
looking for something when they tossed his house, and the guy with the brick was
also looking for something.hey areonly connected by an abstract motivigut to

show that the relationship is uncertain, he draws the arrow with a dashed shatft.
Now it dawns on him that he has omitted the most important element: an unknown
object that someone was after. So here he makesaisme of theMindMaps

strongest features, amnemonic object: pot of gold. What about Martin Bumpstead?
Not included, but methodologically should be because he still had not confessed
and the courts could grind on for years before mounting all their exddeo find

him conclusively guilty. This relationship can be erased anytime. Having a graph of
these relations seemed to make things more clear, although he wasn't sure why.

Now Nick thinks about the iverse involved by his business, as sedotefactive
file. So he places "Foley" in the center and other relationships around it. In this case,
a large number of relationships is involved, which can be partitioned at a high level
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between incoming money and outgoing money. The incoming cash isitegdn

any of several nointerstate banks that are local to operations, then transferred,
some algoritimically, and some at discretioalectronically Auto payments are

nearly universal so there are no problems with creditors. This is a position much
enhanced by Foley's determination not to carry debt, except for the mortgages he
pays for his trusted employees. Amounts are accrued for expected expenses, and
investments are also tied to anticipated capital needs.

The hub of it all is B*Bank. All tleeedit cards empty into it like tributariestmthe
Mississippi. Only some of the local cash ends up there, while out of town cash is
delivered locally to other banks. So, for each of the four northeast states
(PA/NJ,NY,CT) NICK draws a circle, sigriffi@r@ash sink. There are restaurants,
marinas and automated parking lots well distributed over the fstate areaCash
deposits go by state. Nowidk comes up with this idea: use the dddwn functions

of the software to create sub pagess backgroud for each subpagaise a state

map; on each state map create a sink (cirdethe cash and a we{pin) for the

cash, where cash originates. No. Wrong. He thiRlescannot draw any of the

arrows hereThere are several local banks in ledut where eah depositchanges
destinationover time.After a few more hours of fooling with the graghe has
graphic references by which to understand theney situation of the company, at
least staticallylt takes three days to put all this together. He stepskiolaom it and
says to himself that that has just described the company's circulatory system. Not
quite, in that he has not managed the outg to investments and invoices nor the
returns on profit from investmentThese he will put in at a later time, sénso much

is going on internationally and is hard to follow without a lot of probing where he
may or may not have access. But he can see that B*Bank has mostly international
deposits and financial outflows, while the core cash of the company remains
relatively stable. That's onlyis first impression, though, arte will study that later.

The same day he asks if the last LOC to Engenharia do Brazil has "fired". Phil
Merryweather reports that it has, as usual, and there were no complications. Nick
calls tre COO, John Spender, to see if the shipments are proceeding apace. They are,
and good job! John Spender now fires off an email to the management team that

the order from Engenharia do Brazil is currently being fulfilled, on time and within
budget. Good joiNick!

Foley is an appreciative guy. He calls Nick to see if Nick could manage a trip to
London so he could get his fingers into the cash management situation involved
with their interests in futures, bondshrifts andespeciallymunicipals in Europet's
Foley's philosophy to keep a balanced footprint in Europe, Asia and the US, so Nick
will be given the opportunity to begin looking at these issues too. Occasional

I NDB A G NI ¥Hals0 helpsitqelen things out. Till now, he's been working all this
himself, but he'd like more help. Could Nick delay the trip until Christmas so the
whole family could go? Sure, no rush. Take your time learning the business and be
sure to ask for help if you need it. It's complicated and | expect you to be learning
for awhile. La Roma non fu fatta in un gioridome wasn't built in a day, as they

say. Enjoy Harrods! Qf f 3ISdG ol O1 (2 6AGK az2YS &dzaasSada
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Nick: Oh, I'm glad you mentioned that! Could you send someone over so | could
learn how to uséhe company database system? | know it's simple but | don't have
access yet and | may need some instruction on query formation.

Bill: Sure! Call Tom Kaplan. He's very good. | learned in a snap.

All very good, Nick now reflects on his "Winslow map". Bpsthe should go back

and round up the documents surrounding each of the incidents. The kids have kept
a scrapbook of newspaper clippings, so he raids that first and pastes them in
association with the date flow, once he has created a timechartto gowith it all.

Nickhas now been in the house fomabst three days straight, and oKaplan will

be on his way over the next day to help him with database operations, so he decides
to take Rusty out for a ride to the Awaken Cafe. And there he runsvintéoon

who has now decided to dedicate Thursdays to a portrait of the dead Ophelia
floating down the river emerging hedist under a stone bridge.

Nick: How did you come up with this idea? | mean, what in the world?

McGoon Ideas come from all sortsf places. | never know how, but | fitltat if |

just think blankly something will usually happen. Oscar Wilde said itaeas

profundis Suffering is only one long moment, but it is inhabited by many spirits. And
the spirits speak through the cracks aatmappearances. Somehow they seem to
render up purpose to life, as in my drawings. Sometimes they just disappear again
behind the screen of ordinary days. So Ophelia came to me and | am trying to
capture her beforelse disappears again.

Nick, opaquelyShe appears in your dreams?

McGoon No. When | am still. | think this is like meditation, where you remove
yourself from the scene; you I¢he sediment drop to the bottom of the glass of
water until something appears there, not as a sensory thing, b presence.

Nick: Aren't you afraid you are going nuts?

McGoon No, Grasshopper. During our active lives we work for these things. We
cover them with effort and thought and they are silent, invisible, and don't
interfere. Ophelia lives only in a deadage. If you go home and sit in a quiet place
they will come out if you don't refuse them. They may solve your mysteries or
present more. They all know you are interested in stories, or rather, endings of
stories.L (im@ydyou always wake up in a sweatawhyou are dreaming deeply: you
are frustrated that you will nosee the end of the dream story, though your mind
has to be running at full throttle: 98.2

Nick: I'm not quite sure what to do with this.

McGoon L i Q & nolNJp to foli.&/ou'll see. By the way | may be moving again.
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Nick: Where?

McGoon Not sure. Just thinking about it. | get too cranky if | stay too long in one
place.

Nick: Sorry to hear that. | enjoy our conversations.

McGoon Thanks! Me too!

When Nick gets home he feels happy to be is $afe place. The experiencelwi
MaGoon had been giving him the feeling of vulneligbio strange experiences, but
there won't be any in his safe room. There he has his "workstation" where he can
view the large pictures of reality that are free from what might be living between
the cracks in the world. First, he decides to go back to the "Winslow map" and look
over all the connections he has establishEérethreads the articles he scanned in;
next he goes Gagling the same events and pastes in the hyperlinks in the
appropriate spaces under the clippings. He sits back and stares at it all. No influx of
new ideas. But at least he can "gray out" the information having to do with the
shots fired at the house. Hezélslike this is dead mattepecause the mystery has
beensolved mogly). Nowhe looks at what remains, but even with this narrower
focus nothing jumps out at him.

Rusty comes over to say "hello" and he gives him lots of pats on the head. Rusty
staresat him affectionately eye to eye. Somehow, he feels like Rusty is saying
something, but ears and other senses don't work to decod&/éall get those
messages from dogs; everyone knows that. With good cheer, Nick swivels back to
look at his screen and ahges over to the "Foley map". There too he sees nothing.
It occurs to him that the map is statibut reality is dynamic. In other words, the
circulatory flows between different mapped "objects", the retail outlets, the banks,
investments and countriesya dynamic. So he doesn't really have a map of what's
going on, only the simulacrum of relevance so far. Channels are nothing without
water as the circulatory system is nothing without blood. It now becomes visible to
his mind's eye that he doe4 have the channels (computspeak: flows). There are
multiple banks (sinks) and multiple wells (pins) but there are no definite relations
between them because of the randwozing effects of the cash piajis by Brinks
Security and the aftermath of algorithmic transfers guided by-sedond fuzzy
logic.To get at this information he will need the help that is on its way from Tom
Kaplan, the guy from information services. Nevertheless, patiently he staties at
area cash maps. As far as he knows, cash will only be dropped off in the state where
it is earned; so even when there are two banks not much separated by a state line,
they will not miscegenate funds. Once he receives the necessary-kaawhe will

be able to use the castodes to match with stateodes and bankodes to match

up wells with sinks on any date.

So that Friday, Dec 2, 2011ie is ready to begin tracing deposits. The lesson from
Tom had been quite effective. In his dreadfully boring Mig4ad taken years ago,
he hadwasbrought up to date withcurrent softwaretools and could no longer be
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accused of computer illiteracy. The first thing to do was to create a table containing
wells by sinks by dates, and then print it out so he couldtsktnaotes here and

there. Given enéf-month closings, he was sure to have every transachbr his
sample month, 11/2011Making sense of all this would take some time as there
were thousands of deposits involved. The one thing he could say was that all
deposits took place in the appropriate state. He did not go further with this right
away, as he had nmy things to tie up before th&ip to London over the vacation.

But he went away from it well aware that there were still questions to calm in his
mind, although none of them had great urgency. Having said that, it is natural for a
person in a position such as his to realize there is always the possibility of
embezzlement going on, some which he might attribute to others and some which
could be maliciouslgttributed to him, for such is management, and so goes the
world. Truth be told, so little was being required of him at work, he felt his
occupation might actually be a menacing vacuum. Fear was beginning to eat at him.
But he would only return to thisfeer his trip to London.
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27. London at Christmas

Monday December 19, 2011. It was with some trepidation that Nick stepped onto
the plane for London. At least they could besed though it irthe first class of

British Air. They could comfortably reclineve a few glasses of wine and not suffer
so much from the foddelike cabin f@d. They arrivén reasonable comfort at 9:00
am. They will stay at thilillenniumHotel on Sloan St, right in the heart of
Knightsbridgewhere a small conference has been agad at the request of Bill
Foley. The threelay conference will bring together experts in the cash
management/investment business, particularly where futures are concerned. Foley
won't be there but the COO, and the CFO will be. The meeting will be veayepri
and the dining will be sumptuouéfter lunch hey will be let out of the meeting so
they can be with their families the rest of the day, and @grh meet up later for a
team-building dinner.

There is really only one reason to visit London at Ghesttime: Harrods.
Otherwise, London is cold, damp and full homeless people, suffering drunks and
addicts enormous shopping crowdsd a heavy fog of traffic fumes. Some would
argue it is the season of great cheer, but others find it rather depressing.

Harrods is the consumer beacon to the world. It is the most massive departmen
store of all storescovering 4.5acres with two sub floorsaccess tgheir own
Undergroundmetro station and seven floors above ground. All tisig the shape

of a home plate. After 4:00pm, Harrods becomes the most massive Christmas tree in
the world, with all its castiike edges and windows lit by colored bulbs, the

kilowatt requirements of which have never been released to environmentalists.

E\ery inch of the floor level is window, with internationally famous mechanical

elves, Santas, reindeer, goblins, scenes from Snow White, Little Red Riding Hood and
the like festooned with special effects as elegantly dressed and adorned
mannequins look orike the Three Wise Men, seeming to enjoy the displays as

much as thepassersbywho hold their young children up to the window for a better
view. Harrodsboassthe greatest, richest selection of goods in the world.

The shop's 330 departments offer a wide range of products and services. Products
on offer include clothing for women, men, children and infants, electronics, jewelry,
sporting gear, bridal trousseau, pets and pet accessories, toys, food and drink,
healthand beauty items, packaged gifts stationary, housewares, home appliance,
furniture, real fur coats (the rest of UK refuses to sell them because of social
pressure), and their famous hampers full of such things as foie gras, truffles, wines,
brandies, port fortified wines, scotches, salamis, cheeses, crackers, cakes, teas,
Christmas cakes, fruitcakes and cookies, ranging from $300 to $15,000, all delivered
worldwide for something more than the minimum $60. To be sure,albtheir
selection taste isstatty as the 9inch high heel platform shoes "fashioned" from

the "softest"bright yellowleather and decorated with silvéuttons separated

about a quarter ofan inch that stick out about a quarter of an inch. In fact, for
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extreme elegance in gifts yoa buy, store, and sell (Quaranteed) pure gold in
various increments starting at 1.5g to 12.5kg (a great convenience feoalied
laundry not kept in regulated banks).

People think all this is fun to do at Christmas time in England: review everyisgarkl
aisle, every shiny can, every dazzling mannequin, every product nuance, every tool
of legitimate enjoyment, and spend and send, so that upon arrival at home they will
be greeted by ircoming gifts to themselves and souvenirs of vacation time well
spentat the forefront of modern acquisition. They have visited and consulted
Harrods, today's museum of tomorrow's nausée.

This year, Harrods decided to add some new excitement to the season, so they
opened a wing on the seventh floor for things that coudddonsidered "Big Boy

Toys". It had usually been the space consecrated to home furniture, but that sector,
of all, did the most poorly during the holidays. So Big Boy Toys were mostly not
furniture, although there were some splendid gqithted thrones ensted with

(fake) jewels, amethyst, diamond, ruby, tourmaline and zirconium (for extra bright
glitter) for the Arabs and Evangelists in the crowd, and then some fascinating
mechanical gizmos, along the lines of a hydraulic duck press, and larger
mechanisns. One of the mosmaginativewas a John Deere tractor fitted up with a
Ferris wheel seat that could be raised by means of a telescoping support system. For
£20, Errol and Wendy could be strapped in and driven around the floor from 20 foot
on high, watchig the shoppers through a pair of supplied binoculars. While they
were in the air, Nick took the opportunity to eyeball all the strardgas people had

as targets fosquanderednoney. And so there was the motorcyclensisting of a
single hugewheel whth spun forward over the head of the driver wreathed inside

it, controlling direction with a tiny wheel trailing the great tire. Otlieys were an

array of carsvith forms perverted into bots or air planes or helicopters at the push

of a button. Then trere was the Iron Man rig, for the gentleman who wanted to

walk through bad neighborhoods unharmed. If attacked by guknife could easily
deflect it, or if by handhe was protectedvith a jolt of paralyzinglectrigty. And

then there was théolphinJd Boat with the wold-is-sucha-smallplace, Gus
Morganstein

Nick: Oh my God! Gus!

Gus: Hey, Buddy! Bill told me you might be here this year and he said he pushed you
all to visit Harrods. It'fun up here. Guys are so excited to be seeing all these

fantasy objects in one place! They are even selling. | sold slghinsalready.

You kow how? | show the film of thevater polo game from that day in Philly and |
show them the thrill kids get out of it. Errol went right to the heart of the matter.
Dadslove to imagine themselves having fun like that with their kids.

Nick: So glad it's going so well for you! Are you free for dinner?
Gus: No. I'm going back tomorrow. Christmas Day is a great day to travel. But I'm so

glad you ran into me. | wanted tonow how it's going with you and Bill? Am | going
to be getting you one of these boats soon?
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Nick: Hopefully not. You know how | am in boats.
Gus: Just joking! But, seriously, all is well?

Nick: Yes. I'm really beginning to get into this job. Biluped really interesting
seminar for us. Look, be sure to call us when you're coming to Philly! We'd all love
to see you again!

Gus: Will do!

*k*k

Christmas is typically a family time, but when the family is traveling in London, most
Americans find it good ersatz experience to have afternoon dinner at Strand
Carvery, so named for the street it is on. Every travel agent tells them to go to this
"world-famous" carvery, a buffet, featuring roasts of beef, pork, ham, lamb and
chiclken and sausage link¥te rest is also everyone's comfort food, consisting of
mashed potatoes, yams, peas, and an assortment of gravies, horse radish sauce,
mustard and chutney. In to this world recognized institution marched the Winslow
family, got their table assignment and e#e¢ed the house instructions regarding self
service and the protocol of allowing the carver to do his job. This is a tradition
"stretching back" to the seventeenth centurizé days of grog and more graand it
better jolly well continue unchanged! So they went, plates in hand-ollowing the
heartiest recommendations from their raving travel agent, they also tried the
Yorkshire pudding.

Barely were they seated when Nick received a cellphone call from Detébtivers

Mclvers: Merry Christmas to you and your family!

Nick: Well the very same to you, Detective, but what makes you call on this merry
day?

Mclvers: Good news can always wait, but not bad news.

Nick: Bad news? What in the world? What now?

[He makes a big how #hhell do | know face at Glenda and then squashes the phone
into his ear and cups his hand over the other to keep out the restaurant din]

Mclvers: It's your basement.

Nick: You're calling me about my basement??? Did it flood? Why is that a police
matter?

Mclvers: There were two dead people found in your basement.
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Nick: Dead people???
[The family and the neighborhood tables turn all stares on Nick]
Nick: Two dead people in my basement???

[ Silence goes universal, but some chairs squeak acrofiedhePeople don't know
what to think.]

Nick: They blew up a bomb in my basement?
Chorus: Oh my God! Oh my God, Oh my God!

Mclver: It was a small bomb. They were trying to break into your room down there
and they must have accidentally triggered five suppression system, which
apparently suffeated them. The neighbors fireeard a small explosion and then a
kind of muffled roar. We think they hacked through your security system to disable
the alarms, because nothing rang down here at the statioaven at the alarm
service.

Nick: What should | do now? We are coming home tomorrow. Didn't want to spend
our whole vacation here in this city.

Mclver: Stay if you like. We went ahead and cleaned things up once Forensics had
checked it out. We've got your security hooked up again and your door is locked.
You don't need to hurry. Sorry for this awful experience right during the holiday!

Nick: Well, we'll be coming home tomorrow. Thanks for all your efforts. Do you
know who these guys were?

Mclver: No. We're working on it. When you get back we'll go over it all with you.

Nick tuns to Glenda, Errol and Wendyhély broke in trying to get into #hsafe
room. When they tried to blow the lock they set off the fire suppression system. No
idea who it was!

Errol: | wonder how they knew we were gone?

Wendy's eyes fill with tears and looks up to her father asking: Why are they trying to
kill us, Dadg? And now, so patient and stolid,Glerslgasket blows: Yes (in a loud
voice, slamming her fist on the table) Why the fuck are they trying to kill us?

People ad adjacent tables all stand up, turning their attention to the Winslow family,
as though the @rvery had just been turned into a theater in the round. What would
Nick's answer be? Errol flies at Nick, grasping tightly onto his waist.

Ina comforting voice, Nick saysoMne is trying to kill us! They were just trying to
rob us, | guess. They wesfter something in the basement. | don't know what.
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Errol: But Dad, they shot up our house twice! Now they blow up our basement!

Nick looks around and sees everyone staring, sattea wine glass in their hand

some with celery, some with a napkin,@with a salt cellar in hand, as if he were

just going to shake it on the turkey leg he had in his other hand. The strangest
feeling crept over Nick, like they were all in Pompeii as the lava was about to rush in,
stabilizing everyone in rigid death. Bliig passed and now he began to think of his
family and forget the others. Since this was real life and not the movies, he could
not do the usual and simply ask his obedient wife to whisk the children off to a
family room in the back of the house so he abtdlk rationally with the inspector.

He had to get control of himself and calm them by grasping a tearful and terrorized
Wendy and a shaking Glenda to himself while simply imparting the words: We're
going to get through this! We'll be home in two dayseiiltthairs started to drag

and creak as people again began to sit down to their dinners and the Maitre'd came
and offered to escort them to a quiet and secluded place, the business office. Water
was brought and the Maitre'd offered calming words and anyises that might be

at his disposal, including even a cordial refund. Nick couldn't accept the refund as he
was not one to take advantage of such situations. He was thankful and asked for a
cab. During all this Glenda was silent to a degree that worried bsually she

would be more active. Nick thought about how happy he was that she had left her
gun at home. She just sat there with a child under each arm on the way back to the
hotel. Nick too was doing all he could to suppress the tears that wanted tauwe

in his eyes. Blank he looked, and pale.

By way of calming, Nick reviewed the facts, analyzing that he was sure no one was
coming after them, because as Errol had pointed out, they had waited until no one
was home. They now knew that the man who st up the house was Martin
Bumpstead, and he was now safely in jail awaiting trial. So the only possible
conclusion was that they, whoever they were, were after something. The Winslow
family would all need to leave the detective work to the police.

That night Errol slept with his Dad and Wendy slept with her Mom. Perhaps there is
something about innocent dependency that also decreases adult fear and rage.

Errol: Dad, I've never been in a place where there have been dead people before.
What will our touse be like now that two people have died in it?

Glenda: Just like any other place where people have died. Once they are gone they
are gone. Right here in this breakfast room, I'll bet someone died oncearCthe
street people get hit ¥ cars all the time, but you're not afraid of the street are you?

Errol: No, just thinking. I'll always know someone died in our cellar trying to take
something from us and we don't even know what it is! There's nothing down there!
It's so stupid!

Nick | can't explain it.
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28. Un Ballo in Maschera

Seated in business class, the Winslow family settles in for the eight hour crossing
from London to Philadelphia, nestop. They will land at 3:15p after taking off at

12:15 p. with 5 hours of jet lag implied. Given their accommodations, they can
flatten out or sit up, with eneto-end movie entertainment. Their bad night's sleep

will be compounded after the initial servings of orange juice and champagne. Should
they succeed in falling asleep they will be summoned to eat dinner and then
breakfast, all undertte same light of theamesun. Nick and Glenda do fall asleep
over their reading material and in spite of the movies offerdlick dreams dreams

he can't describe when he wakes up, and Glenda's sleep is only superficial, thinking
about the new disorder ithe house and her upcoming duties when the next term
kicks in. For a moment, when he awakes, Nick thinks he sees a red butterfly slowly
flapping its wings on the headrest before of him, but then it is no longer there. He
reaches out for it and confirmsig no longer there.

Glenda : Nick! What are you doing?

Nick: Nothing. Just stretching. Usually I'm thinking about my bed at this point, but |
feel very anxious.

Glenda: Me too. Our home seems to be turning repugnant. Bodies in the basement.
Can't gt the image out of my mind. | mean, more dead people? What do they do
when they find dead people?

Nick: | suppose they photograph everything then clean up anything that's a mess,

G§KSYy RS2R2NAT ST AT AGQa avSttedesnelSe al & Ko
but I'm pretty sure that process doesn't become apparent for quite a while. They

talk a lot about that on Bones.

Glenda: Yeah, | know. | don't think we need to worry about that, but | want you to
go in first and check things out before we lgritihe children in, speaking of which,
how do we get in?

Nick: The locks are ok. They just picked them. First thing is to call Quinn and get
Rusty back. He'll pick up immediately if anything is weird.

Glenda: Good idea.
Nick grabs her hand gently, anthkes a show of once again trying to doze off.

After an hour of flight with his eyes shut as tightly as he can get them, Nick gets up
to go to the lavatory and has to wait behind a woman, about his age, dressed in a
waistlength peacoat, jeans and bright red "wellies" as they are called in England.
Yd they are patent leather, rather than rubber; how strange to go to the trouble of
making a patent leather boot resemble something used on the farm! She also has a
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large-brimmed light tan hat with a pearl pin, a long knit scarf with ribs of different
color, arranged in chakra (rainbow) order. Her necklace is a long string of polyhedral
black glass beads with a filigree pendant gold lotus and a big zircon crystal in the
middle. After a while, he starts up one of his conversation-eaas: | wonder if the
person in there is taking a bath? No, she says, it's my husband and he's not taking a
bath. Oh, sorry, he says, and walks back to the lavatory in economy class, saying
nothing more.

There is a long line. A strange feeling of penitence overcomes himdrsp&into a
nearly insensitive trance. He is attached to the floor by the faint feeling of vibration
andsensedike he is transforming into a tree, there in the aisle. So he begins to rock
up and down on the balls of his feet, hooks his foldedr hand behind his back

while lifting his arms till he feels his chest might tear open, and then repeats. He
thinks he learned this once in yoga. This exercise does in fact decrease his tension,
and something like a feeling of mild penitence overtakes him dngyes there's a

god in the texture all around him that is sending him skike, trancelike into an

old volume of memory.

There has been a college ball at Wharton, the annual Ballo in Maschera. Get your
18th century costumes where you can, but you musima period costume. Nick is

with Judy Knutson, who has only recently deflowered him though her flower had
fallen elsewhere seasons ago. Nick is dancing ever so slowly with her and they move
like two smooth wooden blocks sliding up and down as they gliere the floor.

Nick has been indulging with her in the chesmpaigrand a few tokes. His brow is
sweating, but cool. After some time jostling the liquids in their bodies, Judy falls
down in a pile, and pukes. He callstoismmateTed, and they get o her feet

going in the direction of the bathroom where Ted's date Bonnie continues on with

her to get her cleaned up. It's clear that the ball is over for them. Once in the car,
Bonnie is wanting to keep the party going. She is a tall, beautiful dfinater with

special endowments near the top. Judy doesn't like her too medabse all other
women seem to disappear from the male mind's eye when she is near. Her lanky
long legs also emphasize grace of motion when she is dancing. When she dances her
male partner disappears also. She had in fact studied ballet prior to attending U.
Penn as an opera major, where she also douigored (in archaeology) just in

case her career in opera didn't work out in the long teand she might need

something practial. Aside from sex, she and Ted, an econ. major, shared a very
active and mutual love of music. For this night, she had secured all their costumes
from the opera wardrobe. White powder wigs and silk duds for all.

Judy wants no more party. She is angnydome reason, and insists on being
dropped back at her dorm, but Nick will go on with the party as soon as she slips out
of costume so it can be returned the next day.

It@ 9:00 and Ted, who is driving, suggests they drive out to Lake Minnekokuo after
they make a few stops for "gear"” meaning a campers lantern with a flashing light on
top, and some boots, as the way there is overgrown and they can't drive all the way.
Since the fire the last part of the road has never been cleared, as the two adjacent
farmers had no need of it.

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Pagel92



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

At present it is not a resodrealike it was back in the day. There are mostly a few
mossedover cabins, garages and docks in a state of collapse. The docks had once
upon a time supported a lively canoeing, row boating and fgsleiowds industry,

but this place at its best was known for Club Frigndlhaunt of the late teens
through earlythirties of the last century, before in burned mysteriously in 1928. It
was one of those evening gatways for a miscreant and ngb-married people

with enough money tdouy furs on the side and bettéhan-costume jewelry. The
building was three stories high, or rather, had three partial stories so guests could
eat and drink while spectating down over their balcony upon the live band stand
and the dancers on the hargolished maple floors. If you had been standing on the
dance floor you would have seen that, running continuously up thefveati floor

to ceiling andbehind each level of balcony wagentinuousjungle design in indigo,
pea geen, andyellow withstrong looking vines ahbranches. Designs were all
featured in colored stucco. Snakes were climbing the verticals while bright red
monkeys hung from branches and white and pink egrets stood on the horizontals,
all appearing to stareavn on the dance floor insouciant of tligners and drinkers

at tables. Thisaom had been made in the great jungle of the world for the careless
dancers. But now it was darkened and vague.

The night is not too coldhe moon is bright, and there is slussnow everywhere.
Ted parks his old Impala at thedeof the farm road wherea faint path begins. A
change from dancing shoes is called fod grey al put on their boots. Ted andidk
have black oveshoeswith clasps. Bonnie has heasgcks like the \i¢ked Witch of
the West and shiny new red rubber boots that come up to her knees. But they
burden themselves also with a cello, a violin, a bdmxr, and folding chairs, the
kind spectators use at horse races. The plan is tefrate the bush anaventually
enter what is left of Club Friendly. This they are able to do after clearing certain
barriers. No matter thatheir lantern allows them to see the signs:

CLUB FRIENDLY
Private Property
KEEP OUT

And then they see it, rising up in romantic dégionlike a dark towey not twenty

feet from the edge of the large frozen lake. It is covered on the outside by what
remains of the soot from thickets around it that have burned several times over the
yearsby careless camperdt is a large poured corgte structure not standing out
much from the tall pines behind it. Gray light is dimming as the clouds pass before
the moon, but then brightening as they move on. Everyone has seen movies with
such scenes, but when you actually come upon one you are dumbéd. The
glistening snow and ice on the cracked concrete steps leading to what was once a
grand entrance beckons with a mix of unfamiliar nostalgia and anxiety, a feeling that
crime and suspense have gathered you into their fascination, but with the dul
expectation that this will all be perfectly meaningless.
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They find they can enter, but carefully. Only parts of the old dance floor are still
smooth, as if islands in a garden of gravel. Ted and Bonnie dig their racing seats in at
the edge of one of thse larger islands. Nick positions himself before them about
fifteen feet away, and turns the spotlight on them. Both of them have gloves with
the fingertips cut out, as they would sometimes position themselves outside the
library on campus, he with his lé@ and she with her violin. And now as Nick

pretends a downbeat, they begin their desolate performance of Beethoven's Sonata
for Cello and Violin in A major, which is a somber and dramatic piece. Ted plays the
cello with a lot é throat while Bonnie playa swooning melody of joy choked with
broken grief. Her preference for the interpretive style of Viktoria Mullageclear.

Nick feels the air vibrate, and as they break into lrghissimo as if enacting the
pathetic fallacy, light beams more brillidgypenetrate the burned out roof and
discontinuougafters, illuminating the new light and powdery entry of snow. The
walls crawl with animal life.

When the piece is done, Bonnie slips Strauss waltzes into the bogpand now

they are waltzing and stitig and holding up their masks in acts of period fun. A
bottle of champagne is opened with something reminiscent of a sexual rush and
spill, and they pass it around mouth to mouth and chase it with another toke or two.
Bonnie becomes more and more entheal with the image she must be making. She
watches the three faint shadows rushing away onto the wall. The music is loud, but
in such a place, they only are the universal audience, the only society able to dance,
the only movers of costume in rhythm ariche travel. After another s of the

bottle and joint, Bonnie is inspired to change the music so she can sing. She has a
beautiful and wekltrained coloratura voice and thinks this the ideal night to arise in
the person of the Queen of Night.

Sie kommt! Unsere Kdniger8he announces.

And now she begins to belt it out, moving from side to side as if visiting her excited
court, and shying away coquettishly from her suitors, her audience looming in
radiant smile, and as she does so her preparafrom ballet breaks gracefully into

her motions and she begins to depart backwards through the broken balcony in the
direction of the lake. Soon she is out swirling gracefully on the ice, losigato

with the music, and beginnirg pretend a rapturdrom Swan Lake. With her long
stride, she is receding into the great spaces behind her, and turns to address them
with great runs and slides. She beckons them not to follow, as if wanting to be
gathered into the darkness, wanting to cause consternationtiat she thought

were her two rival suitors. And as she went forward as if on skates, trailing her arms
as wings, the clouds moved in front of the moon, and darkness prevailed. From afar
her sound as the Queen of Night was heard again, but then it cardateed

scream. Oh God what happened? And Ted took the lantern and ran forward on the
ice while Nick got a long branch in case they would riequlll her out of the

water. In just a quick momentsaNick came back to the laRed S RsAwbtheK S
lantern rusing away, first in one direction, then in another, and then it

disappeared. Nick took the branch and went to where he thought Ted had gone, in
the direction of where he had last seen Bonnie, but to no avail. If they had fallen
through the ice and drownedo might he. The best thing would be to get help. At

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Pagel94



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

that point the clouds had cleared, but the snow was so heavy he was not sure he
could even find his way backtoshdre ¢ KSy KS al ¢ GKS ft ad
remained of a sign. €@asionally he fethe cracking of ice under him. Using the
branch he felt his way back, and quite wet with snow, took off on foot in the
direction of the farms. Ted had the car keys.

That night the farmers and the police looked as best they cdultifeared the lake
might give wayon them too. Nick's anguish for his friends was very deep and he felt
utter helplessness that night for the first time in his life. The farmers and the police
were very kind and did all they could to comfort him.

Thetemperature dove and ithe following two weeks there were record lows. His
friends did not turn up alive, as he somehow still held out hapey would It was

not until three weeks later that some skating teenagers came across a thin pane of
ice, with two horrid and bloated fas looking up.

The police called Nick for immediate identification, but that was difficult, except for
one obvious detail: red rubber boots.

Sir! Sirl The lavatory is available now. Nick had relaiatiis while rocking up and
down on the balls of hifeet, and when he came out, a small red butterfly preceded
him back to first class. Glenda asked what he had been doing. Stretching, he said.
Stretching and walking. The stewardess had brought his orange juice.
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29. Puzzle Pieces

McGooris Attic

McGoontinkers in his sister's attic. It is the classic "A" shape, spanning her house.
The attic is entered through what looks like a closet door off the sedlood guest
room. As you climb the stair, you reach your hand up into the partial darkness and
pop open the hatchway above. At either end, the triangle in the "A" is stained glass.
The underside of the roof has been sheet rocked paidted dark blue black. Glew
paint has been dotted onto the dark, so that at night it looks like a star field, with
reminiscences of constellationsh@ entire floor, exept for the hatch areajs

covered in one inch plywood, but not before curvilinear rivulets, one inch in width,
have been excised, resulting in a the Impression of irrational but always connected
chamels. The floor and channels are likewise painted in dark blue lack. Stapled
down into these channels are strings of Christmas lights, the small kind, that blink
and flicker randomly. From the center beam hang the planets and moons. In remote
areas othemplanets hang in space. Planets are papier méaché. There are two round
cushions such as one finds in meditation chambers, one for bréfle&oonand

one for sisteMcGoon That is because they meditate here in an effort to join the
great intentionality of tle universe to and for themselves. When they are together
they join palms. They feel the sacred flux and the planets; some of them near and
some far, start to spin and then to swing. But not every day do they experience the
momentum, and they knock bad dagH to the presence of irrelevant thought or
cosmic scission.

A Cast ofCats

All these cats are related to the one who died when the meth lab blew up. It was the
saddest day in their lives

Charmer- Rubs a circle around your leg and strongly agreds evierything you say;
is black with long, luxurious fur, and a whitpped tail.

Skulky- avoids contact, has things on her mind; is a little gray/black striped girl who
walks very quietly and never thumps when she scratches behind her ear.

Kimbo-intent and always thinking abstractly. His ears are always pointed up and his
eyes are always open.

Wiggy Moves quickly to anger and hisses like a snake; great puffy white fur
dominated by a great bright red mouth when hissing.

Jingles Alwayssuspicious and ready to run away and hide whenever he doesn't
understand something. Always waiting for a signal from Kimbo; very afraid of wiggy;
he's a tabby.
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Binge She moves up to any hand that has given her something, rubs against it, and
occasionall gives it a lick; seems to smile all the time. She is a beautifublohye
Tries to make Jingles feel better whenever possible.

Bongo- Always incredulous. Cannot be tempted or bribed to do anything; must
always have his own way. Not collaborative.

Frowzy- pleasant, down to earth girl, but always in need of a furmonator.
Chuck, Salesman

Chuck is on a need to know basis with the world. He is affable, tall and strong. He
lives with his mother and father in a house he has managed to buy. His wioertsab
and do abouts are unknown to his parents, but they have far better than the bare
necessities of life. Yes, he has women, many of them, the kind that arch an eyebrow
and run the bow of sunglasses in and out of the side of the mouth, and wiggle their
noses as they do it. Romance is a hit and run reality, but they all accept the mutual
but fleeting smiles, laughs and enjoyments. Chuck is a nice guy who connects with
people, and he is a connection in all senses.

For today's business, Chuck has receiveakbmessage about where to pick up. So
today Chuck is walking the streets in Philly and slapping hands with people walking
the other way as they cross a busy corner. He's just an average guy with a wool
stocking hat, a long wool scarf and a silk jackaying "76ers." The envelope he

gives out contains tomorrow's crosswalk appointments, for info. At the end of the
day he will receive money drop instructions. What he keeps, he budgets. Dinner will
be waiting. He may or may not go out for some fun. Usuradty He is a business

man.

His worst problem is when he doesn't get the text message. When that happens, he
misses his appointments and loses the slap points. His dynamic network falls apart
and he has to restart hunting for customers. He may run intoesavho have

already slapped. They look at him, scowling because they missed him and they
missed what he had, but they had to slap with maybe someone they didn't know,
who might be a cop.

So now that the switch is "on" (he has pickup), he can go forthrelmaild, maybe

with those who missed him, just giving them the slap point for the next day, or
maybe running into a knowledgeable supplicant, or maybe getting targeted by
someone new to the street, which could be a cop if he's unlucky. But on good days,
he makes up for loss because he has " loyals" who eventually find him rather than
switch, just because they have been "offed". Loyalty is built over time, but loyalty
also creates a crowd for cops to follow, so disruptive messages are sent out to the
dealers, the "salesmen” , who may think they are rivals. Failure to bring in may
result in a prolonged period of sourcelessness. It could signal that he is out of
"favor".

Bo, Junkie, b. 1980
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Born in a trailer in Alabamée did nothing in school, found opponity but not
meaning in Iraq. His best friend's legs got blowreoffl died. Bavas torn up but

not amputated. When he at last returned, his girlfriend from before duty told him to
fuck off. It had been the unpublished but wkhown rule in his familyhat leaving
home was a onavay venture. Months of homelessness, cold streets and beatings
led him to drugs, where he could at least experience some moments of extract,
nodding and rocking on the street, between buildings where the garbage trucks
passed Gocery store sandwiches and RedllBvere on his menu every day. The

day he spent with a sign: Hungry Homeless Vet. Some days there was great
suffering. Some days he was so desperate he would howl. Everyone took him for
crazy and stepped around him. Whea Was quiet and tearful, they would gingerly
put coins in his hat. Some would feel the rush of egdritven generosity and give

him some denomination of paper money, usually a dollar, but sometimes more, but
never more than one piece of paper money. Anatliet wasthere too, who was

from an earliewar. He needed a kidney, he said.

He was a slap for Chuck. He was loyal, so when he had nothing and Chuck saw him
suffer, Chuck would allow the occasional unpaid slap. It was the least Chuck could
do for a vet. He thought of it as a kind of customer support, that is, as a business
man, butin his heart he knew better.

Pin, Junkie, b. 1996

Pin has no existential problems; they disappeared when he discovered heroin. That
was when heavas fifteen, and ran into ChucRin was going nowhere after school.

He would just hang with'em. Pin didrstart with Chuck. In fact, when Chuck found

out about Pin and heroin, he tried to jazz him down about it. He even slapped him
around and reminded him about what sorrow he would cause his, Pin's, mother.

But that didn't work, and so he decided he'd golwiitand see Pin through if he

could, but nothing could be free to this young punk. Chuck thought if Pin missed it
enough he might go into rehab. He was still young enough, maybe, so he just let Pin
suffer when he couldn't pay. To Pin, in Pin's mind,ahly course of action was to

buy and use, buy and use, and suffer when he couldn't.

Edwina, Cashier

Customers roll in all day, paying for products and services. She always wears a deep
gorge blouse so no one will take notice of her face, but her fage leautiful that

the trick doesn'talwayswork. She thinks often about how funny it is that everyone
wantsto pay her and pay no attentionh8 can see to the change. She is happy with
the income she gets and doesn't pilfer. Someone hands her a tickestamasks for
money. Some guys come in with a text message. She just matches up the billing
number, asks for the money, and then gets it. She places the money in an envelope
with the number from the text message, and tosses it in a box. After payment the
client leaves quickly.
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Ferk, Track Racer

Ferk is a track racer. He goes for it up in the elector, along the back track. When his
touch comes in, they match numbethe meeting number, locker aritie package
count. Quickly with key in hand, he goes to the locker and extracts what is needed,
locking up after that. The pack is handed to the touch and he/she is ¢tme.

resumes his seat in waiting.

More about Boating

Ocean going trawlers follow sobls up and down the eastern coast. There is
sometimes a person aboard who activates a programmable signal on a
programmable frequency on a "square tuna”, and then drops it overboard. The
square tuna submerges, with only an antenna above the waves, sadtay a small
floating ball. Square tuna can be relayed from place to place if there is a plan to do
so, which there always is. Occasionally, one gets snagged by a sports fisherman and
winds up in the hands of the DEA, but they can never trace the cantergnyone.

Since the signal broadcast frequencies are dynamically adjusted by a firmware
algorithm, they don't become bait, or at least, to date, the DEA has never been able
to intercept a pickup.

Global Computer Systems fdret Drug Business

There s always a foundational principle for any computer system, and iteslto

the agency that fundsstdevelopment. Any infraction of the foundational principle
leaves an everlasting crater. The foundational principle is never technical, but socio
economicP Ly GKS OF&asS 2F 3If26Ff RNMYzZZ GNFRS
Ol dZAK{ & | B ek for pathway. All computer systems are hodologies :
logical, storage and network. All pathways must be coherent. This is a particularly
unfortunate requirement for global drug trade. If a path can be followed back to its
origin, that is evidence.

The ideal system to serve the criminal needs of the drug business has two
"moieties"” (halves), split at the fulfilment and payment boundary. Fulilitrsets

up a transaction pair, informing where th®istributor’ can obtain supply and the
supply center can match their transaction code to that of the appropriate
Distributor. Objectively the transaction is completed when there is a match and the
supplyis handed off and the supplier closes the transaction. Recollection of the
transaction is pushed up into accounting and the actual transaction information is
erased. This is the first system.

The payment occurs when a payment transaction has matcheabaes for payor

and receiver, and the base information is likewise erased. So the fulfillment and
payment only meet for reconciliation in accounting. This is the second system. They
never communicate directly, so the person supplying the drugs nenaxkwhere

they are paid for anthe person receiving payment never knows the actual location

of the drugs.
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Breaking apart eackide is fairly complex. One system informs the other on the
whereabouts of supply. It contains: date, quantity, price per gram, locker number,
repository code. The repository code changes each day for each repository (where
the drugs have been made avdila). In addition, it informs eacDistributor’ on

the location of supply and the match code to use with the repository operator. This
is the most sensitive part of the transaction as police could obtain the cell phone (all
messages are text), and listen But here is the trap. If the payment is not received

at the appropriate place by the appropriate time, transmission to that device is shut
down, and the Distributor’ must get a meet with the street manager to get things
restarted. The threat of beingutchered keeps th®istributors honest.

Interruptions are very rare and there is also the feature that cloaks the network
pathways by dynamic and random management. All that's required here are a set of
laptops to send out messages. If cable is useelnlere shutdown of electricity to

the cable modem requires that the cable company reset the IP address, and this can
be accomplished on an hourly basis. The basic architecture is to have an emitter
computer and a transporter. The emitter sends a messadhedransporter that in

turn sends the message to the smartphone of tBestributor’. To further

complicate the system, each of the transporters can be located in any country with
cable service. The transporters are in hiding by never storing trangactio

information on a hard drive and by their random choice by the emitter. Physically,
they can be stored in any cubby space. It would be very difficult to make any sense
out of information coming to the smart phone front end when the transporter used
was dways different and ircoming from any of several countries, such as the US,
Dubai, France, Ireland, and Brazil.

Up to this point, the system strategy has been to maximize the breakup of
hodologies so no one stands much of a chance of being recognizex via
information system.

Actual cash collection is simple in that it is just mixed with other cash from the
legitimate retail business.

Economics 101
A kilo of cocaine can go for as little as $3,000 in Columbia and turn into $3,000,000
after cutting when it reaches the street. At each change in distribution level the
price changes logarithmically. This is only one set of data points, but other drugs
work in more or less the same way. Everyone profits, except the addict.

Phil's Merryweather's Bills:mAAnecdote

Management Rule #1: if people intensely dislike you, you can do what you want
unnoticed.

Many managers have sophisticated ways of bringing about this state of invisibility. A
popular method is to ask people to do you a favor and then findtdeasdt with the
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results. A nearly universal example of this in management ranks is to ask someone
to write something for you, such as a memo, an email, or a PowerPoint deck. Upon
review you change a word that needs no change, usually rendering the mdessng
clear and/or you incorrectly change a semicolon to a comma and then circle it in red
and write at least three exclamation points above it, just in case there was any
doubt of youracidscorn. The person so corrected must fear for their job if they
respond to this Godike condemnation. Such were the actions of Phil Merryweather
when he saw people looking his way. If they were looking at him it meant they
didn't fear him.

But Phil had invented his ownethod for creating massiveattention. He usd to

call it his Men In Black invisibility zapper. Method: Call everyone into the break
room once a month "status meeting" and repeat the following litany: that no one
should be giving out twenties when they could use a hundred. Hundreds would
otherwise buld up to the point where he had to make a cash call to get twenties,
and that was a real expense to the branch. He promised to watch to see that
compliance was constant, and those not in compliance would be "calibrated" for it
at next review, and if caliations were low enough there were "millions at the

door" dying to have their job (he always called them "jobs" rather than positions, in
order to make them sound especially low in corporate status.) He loved apply the
image in their minds of having to wWoon apiso mojado

So that's how one hundred dollar bills came to be known as Phil's Bills.
Mclver's Laboratory

JimMclver, the detective, has nothing like the dressed for fun grechtteam room

on THE CLOSER TV show with Kyra Sedgwick. She has ardi agents, each
highly selected and specialized at her beck and command. She only has, at most,
one or two cases she needs to solve over an undefined sequence of months. And
she has a big wide smile that pleases everyone, and scares theutrafthem

when it turns into a frown.

But no. Mclver's laboratory is a small office, three chairs, a desk and a filing cabinet.
The desk is of course nothing but a mountain of files and disarray. When he needs
help he begs. When someone else needs help he snap to, at any hour.

Recently he inventoried 137 cases to be solved, among which were those relating to
Nick Nor is he really an exemplary homicide detective. He is just a detective with
homicides to persecute along with other varieties of crime. &mss now that the

crimes tend to knit police resources from all governments and all areas together, so
the nest of references and owed emails can twist and overheat each day into what
sometimes feels like a volcano in his chest. Yes, he has had a bypyss dedis

aware, and no, his bosses don't give a shit. His inner sanctum is this crummy office
and his laptop. Going out really doing some basic gumshoeing is to him a release
from the prison of constant bureaucratic wraéimd professional sodomyde

wonders if one day he will blow and shoot himself, or maybe someone else. He is
too advanced to switch careers and too far in debt to quit. Pressure is what he feels,
pressure every merciless day.
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Yet he's a nice guy, a morally good detective, and most people really like him.
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McGooris Quiet Thoughts
Cross legged on his pillow diteGoonafter an hour or so, thinking:
The Optical lllusion of Time

Two objects cannot occupy the same spadbatsame time.
~Newton

This is often shortened to: Two objects cannot occupy the same space. However, if

time is substituted for space (two objects cannot occupy the same time) the

statement is patently false. So there is something wrong, not with Nevitonhwith

Einstein who propounded the idea of spacetime. In relativity theory, space and time

are one: spacetime. Physicists, of all people, have a problem finding evidence that

time actually flows. Reasoning that all objects exist in space and all events

200dzNk SEAAG Ay GAYS:E GKSe Olyyz2i 2dAadGATe (F
flow. They move very quickly to an angular perception of time to prove the point.

Information is always carried on waves: sound, electromagnetic, or light. Since no

information can move faster than light (leaving aside #hacality issues), when an
20aSNIWSN) ¢aSSa¢ az2YSGKAYy3IAS Ay | ljdzaoof Ay3ad ¢
because the information can only arrive in accordance with the time it takes this

informationto arrive, riding on the lightpeed vector (at maximum). This fact is

ordinarily discounted.

Things pass under a metaphysical shadow, however, when great distances are
introduced. It is easy to agree that a star 150 million light years away may no longer
exist, even though its light is just now in arrival; in fact we cannot certify that it still
does exist. We Wionly know for certain that ino longer exists when, as we are
watching its light arrive, it suddenly goes out after some period, like a draiving

in and then leaving the station.

The event of a star burning out illustrates that an event can happen, transmit
information about its occurrence, but conclude nothing existentially. The star that
flashes is no longer there. Even though the infation may exist, the event does
not, as far as we know in our lifetime. A wedbpected physicist clarifies spacetime
as follows:

If you buy the notion that reality consists of things in y our frefraene mental

image right now, and if you agree thaiwyr now is no more valid that now of

someone located far away in space who can move freely, then reality encompasses
all of the events in spacetime.

The leger de main that science (often) andFS¢more often) use is to imply that if

A occurs 15@nillion light years away, andwere to use instantaneous transport

back in time, then B could change A. This really means that the observer at

spacetime B would need to move back to observer at spacetime A in order to

OKI y3aS ! Qa | yR S @SstiougnesdBould meaddeNgriaiz = . Qa 02y
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constant, otherwise B would not be able to return to self at spacetime B in order to

become aware that changes at spacetime A are different from what existed at the

point of departure. Note that in this journey we have maughing of two

violations of reality that in order to change spacetime A we would need to exceed

the speed of light in order to arriverior to the event we are trying to change and

secondly that at such speed our mass would be entirely consumed andrtextv

into pure energy with no path back to physical existence. But this is surely only half

2F Adod LT AG A& dGNHMZS GKFG NBEFGAGAGE OFyy2(
simply exist in spacetime simultaneously, we must be dealing withtaltay: if

events exist then thgexist (in spacetime).

Returning to the obvious, an event occurs if something causes it; if something does
not exist, then it has not been caused. This implies that events are sequential, which
is a way of stating that onthing happens before another in time. If there is another
meaning for the flow of time then | am ignorant of it.

While it may be easier to freeze time in the past, it is not so for the future, unless
the notion of randomness in the cosmos is obliteragetl belief becomes absolute
that all causalities for the future are in play and fatally directed, notwithstanding our
total inability to understand them as a single, invariable complexityhi&tpoint we
have slipped backinder the shadow of metaphysiasd lost the light of reason.

These thoughts will affect him in the future, maybe.
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30. Words of Reassurance

No sooner are Nick and family off the boarding ramp than he receives a call from Bill
Foley, who is suffering from sympathetic outrage over wieg happened in Nick's
basement. It's been all over the papers, which have also had an opportunity to
rehearse the events of the last six months that have surrounded this now public
figure and his family.

Bill: My God! This is so awful for you and yfamily! | can't imagine going through

all this, and on Christmas Day, no less! If | were religious I'd say it was sacrilege! Be
sure not to worry about work for at least two weeks. You'll need to put yourself
together again. So sorry.

Nick: How can | thdnyou for all your kind words and understanding?

Bill: No need. Just get yourself together and enjoy what you can of the remaining
holidays.

Nick: Thanks Bill...

And that was reassuring. How could he ever have lucked into such a wonderful
employer?

Glenda, in the meanwhile, is calling Officer Quinn to let him know they will swing by
to pick up Rusty. Officer Quinn declines and offers to meet them at the house just to
check things out because you never know.

And as she is finishing up the conversatwith Officer Quinn, Detectiviglclvers

has Nick on the phone to set up an appointment for the next day. He asks Nick not
to go down in the cellar until he gets theres he doesn't want to disturb thdetails

until they can explore together. Nothing todiethough and there is no gore to be
experienced as the incident didn't cause any. The as yet unidentified bodies are
neatly tucked away in the morgue.

When they enter the house, everything is as they left it. Officer Quinn has preceded
them and checkedll the rooms and closets. Rusty is just sniffing at the bottom of
the basement door, but is not alarmed. So they enter, look around for themselves,
and then proceed to give the happy Rusty his supper. They decide to take Officer
Quinn out to dinner, as kifamily is visiting relatives in Cleveland. He is pleased to
accept. That night they are apprehensive about not having seen their own violated
basement, but eventually, after a bit of TV they manage to drop back into their jet
lagged fatigue.

Tonight they tuck in Errol, all three of them. Errol is nervous and says he doesn't
know if he is safe in this house anymore. Sweet Wendy gets into bed with him and
promises to stay by him until the morning. "I will be your angel; you are safe with
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me. Ifyou dream something bad, | will chase it away." Nick and Glenda feel tears
mounting in their eyes; they turn to each other to know they are the children's

angels. They stand in the room, staring down until all the blankets are pulled and

the pillows are ajlisted and they are certain their chill winter bed is warm enough.
They nod at each other and depart quietly, closing the door ever so softly until the
bolt clicks. Their own door they leave ajar so Rusty can come and go. He is a big and
efficient sentinel He takes up a position at the head of the stairs, not even looking

for his fluffy bed. The alarm systems are fully activated, yes, now they are activated.
Glenda makes sure her gun is loaded and handher nightstand; she does this

while Nick is in théathroom.

Glenda falls asleep easily but sleeps only lightly, awakening now and again as she
tosses and turns. Nick is a sodden sleeper when he achieves the state of sleep, but
that never comes easily. As he constantly turns, somehow to ensheath htireself
more in insulation and blot the noise in the world with tightly enforced pillows while
sinking his claw fingers into the blankets, he practices breathing exercises he has
learned for difficult nights. Will this dream he must have be better than this
wakefulness? Will his family be hurt in his dreams? Will they be waving good bye to
him by the side of some building? Near a bicycle? After paddling his toes against an
ocean of cool silken sheets, he does painlessly slip beneath the surface of
consciousnes, and at different times in the night setinematic sequences surprise
the stillness and then evanesce without leaving a dramatic trail that ends in
denouement, or even a conscious stamp that so much has happened in a world
where things were simultaneolysrandom, coherent andon-sequential. Where

did these people come from? These places? Their interplay and gross junction work
outside the rules of flow, and hence memory.

When Nick rises to a dull awareness, he begins a strange contemplation: the brain
must be like sod that excavates itself in chunks, breaking tendril roots apart and
opening corridors through clods of tissue, which in the dream world need no
resolution and let specters stomp the grounds of reason without corral or gate. How
is it that indream there is no point, no root of beginning or even degree of end?
Down we fall into all this experience to arise no wiser. How can there be no
objective of mind more organized, or even less organized than wakeful self, but with
no more meaning to itséthan the insignificant time it has taken to drop back into

a stupid neurological ocean, waves passing along the top no matter what the
direction. Are we no more than an assembly of connection channeled by our waking
mythologies? Does the dream, fulléast with its known misbehaving characters

and characters behaving beyond our ken, just excite something, or some things just
to confuse us before the conscious advent in channels of "sanity?" And so Nick
arises with many entirely forgettable questions, myepartial scenarios, dramas,

many discarded casts and only a body refreshed enough to face the next day,
suppressing the goblins of the night before, or so he thinks. But they are rattling
their cages down below.

December 27, 2011. When a family is woaddn some way, there are methods
local to them which are healing. In the morning Glenda gets up early and goes to the
grocery store. She is back by 7:00 with pancake mix, milk, butter, bananas,
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Loganberries, thick bacon, raspberry jam and sourdough bicadast. She begins

to bake the bacon so it will be all flavor and no grease. At 8:00 she gets everyone up.
The smell of fresh coffee has filled the house. It is the scent of happy life. Next, the
pancakes go on to the skillet and she hurries the childwgendy pours the orange

juice and sets the table. Soon they are all piling pancakes on a platdirigser

butter, banana slices and logagrries between the layers, and then dumping real
maple syrup over everything. Errol and Wendy play their own invkgtame: bacon
swords. When the bacon swords clash, the one with the broken bacon loses a point.
It's always two out of three. The orange juice cleans off the palate; the pancakes,
under a snow of whipped cream, send the taste buds to heaven, and thebididn
creates a quick cutover into the dry land of salt. She has successfully evoked the
family appetite so they can now say that they all did sleep okay after all.

At 9:00 DetectivMclversarrives, asks if everyone is well, and gladly accapisig
of black coffeeMclversstrips the yellow police tape off the basement door and
accompanies Nick down stairs into the basement. Nothing is out of placpteke
door to the safe roomwhich has been blown off its hingesh& explosion has left
papers strewn everywhere along with other items, but there is no sign of real
damage, just clutter.

Mclver: Aything strike you about the room, Nick?

Nick: Nope, other than everythingeing all over the place.

Mclver: Want to check in your desk? We didn't go into anything. We just
photographed everything and then left. We didn't see anything strange either,
except for the two bodies out there in the basement. We have no idea who they
were or what they were after.

Nick: What? Navallets or anything?

Mclver: None. Nothing at all to identify them but their teeth, but we still haven't
heard anything. Any chance they were after something in the safe?

Nick: I'll open it for you to see. | don't have anything at all in there. Inesi dhave
nothing. | have absolutely nothing here anyone could care about.

Mclver: Mind if we take your laptop?

Nick: Why? That's crazy. | have business information on it that Mr.Foley would
certainly want kept confidential. No. | can't do that.

Mclver: Okay! I'll come back with a warrant.
Nick: What?

Mclver: Well the DA wants to look into whether you rigged your house with a booby
trap, which is illegal. There are two people dead here!
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Nick: What are you looking for?

Mclver: | don't know what we'll find. Look, there's a lot of pressure to find out what
happened here. It will be asked how we know you didn't coax them to their death.

Not saying that you did, but they were looking for something in this office. The fact
that the safe contains nothing implies something was on your computer.

Nick: | need a chance to object to this. | need to call my lawyer. | can't believe they
think a fire suppression system is a booby trap! They set off an explosive in my
basement! Sorryhut the victim isn't guilty here and I'm pissed now. You don't even
know who the criminals were and you are accusing me of setting them up!

Mclver:Well, | was coming to that. You'll have to come down to the morgue and
identify them.

Nick: What the hel makes you think | know them?
Mclvers: We don't, but obviously we have to ask!

Nick: I'll call Bill Foley to see if he wants police snooping around on my computer. If
he says its okay you can copy the drive. | have nothing to hide, but there could be
security concerns.

Mclvers: First lefd go down to the morgue.

*k*k

Two drawers are pulled out revealing examples of extensive livor mortis. They are
two men in their thirties.

Nick: Were they wearing blue suits and wiifgshoes?
((Bongo circleg)
Mclver, looking queerly at Nick: Yes. Why?
(Kimbo watches attentively)

Nick: They are thugs that work for B*Bank. They were there the day my account was
cashed out. They are from Headquarters in Chicago and they accompanied Ed
Silverstein, theDivision Manager. | don't know their names, but I'm sure they were

the ones. If you contact Julie Kazinsky, Phil Merryweather's assistant at the time, she
will have their names and information about them in her visitor's log. arow

why they were thee that day, and let me say | have no idea why these guys wanted
to gain entrance to my office. | didn't even have the computer that's in the office

now, as that was given to me when | took my new job with Bill Foley. Do you really
want to get into this wth him? Why don't you talk it over with your DA and find out
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how he would feel about a rum with my lawyer and Mr. Foley's. Both of us could
muster a great deal of resistance if we wanted to. Haven't we been through
enough?

Mclver: I'l have someonein you home and I'll get back to you later.

Nick: Please! | can call my driver. | don't want to be delivered to my home again in a
patrol car.

Mclver: Look. I'm sorry. There is a lot of pressure. Lets work on finding out about
these two, but | still hae to impound your computer. You can call Foley if you want
to.

Nick: | want to.

Blll Foley doesn't like the idea of the police department traipsing around with an
executive computer and insists that he will file for a stay on any such action. He
agreesto have one of his securitgam it jointly with a police officer while the
matter is worked out.

Soon, the matter is worked out. The Mayor calls the DA and explains that, according
to council, they have no justification for impounding the computer lseathere is
nothing objective to imply that the computer was in fact the object of the biieak

and furthermore, Jackass, the fire suppression system could not be considered a
boobytrap. The C4 explosion had set it off and it was just working properly.

Without more probatory material, he, the Mayor of Philadelphia, would urge his

right to protect the good citizens of the city, such as Bill Foley.

Mclvershad to back off now. In fact, he had to apologize on behalf of the city, as did
the DA. At leastitey had a potential identification and they could get things rolling
again. Would Nick help? Sure.

((Sulky stetches out rigidly, and yawns))

Nick feels he needs to encounter something so quiet or so strange or so obviously
disconnected with reality thabe will be able to handle it in any case. It's Tuesday,
so he decides to stop at The Awakening Cafe after lunch. Pekhesonwill be

there.

Nick: I thought you were moving on?

McGoon No, not yet. I'm pretty attached to my sister. There is a fleiween us,

like oysters in a bed. When we are close we produce pearls, although | wouldn't
expect you to understand that. Please don't take it the wrong way. My new project
is, in fact, the oyster. It's charcoal this time, but I'm going to put the kidaaggyills

in sepia with oil pencil. You know that the oyster filters 1.3 gallons of water per

hour, creating clean water and feces? And that's where we look for pearls, aragonite
around a speck of something. But I'm not doing the pearl. It's more abazitica
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than nacre. The whiteness carries the rippled shape the slime likes so much; inside is
the chamber of light and the beating heart. My oyster is the world.

Nick: That's a bit deep for me, but I'll try to think about it some more later.
((CharmerCertainly smooth thinking!))
Nick: How long do you give this project?

McGoon Who knows. It's been on the back burner for years. You went to London,
right?

Nick: Yes.

McGoon See the Crown Jewels?

Nick: Yes. Of course. All standard tourist sttifitas more of a symbolic move than
anything else. Jewels have no particular meaning or beauty. They are what everyone
elsewant.

McGoon That's what | think. Everybody can have jewels, at least fake ones. They all
might as well be glass. Oysters prodpearls, but at anything but a small distance

they may as well be plastic.

Said Pistol:

Why then the world's mine oyster,
Which | with sword will open.

Just something to steal. But my oyster is my world, open or shut. My sword is my
charcoal. Ha!

((dngles: | don't know where he's going with this...Nick: Maybe nowhere)
McGoon So Nick! Anything happen recently?
Nick: Well, two people died in my basement. Killed by the fire suppression system.
McGoon What happened?
Nick: First they hacked the security system in the house, then they went to the
basement and tried to blow the door off my safe room, but the fire suppression
system suffocated them before they could do anything.

McGoon Any idea what they were after?

Nick: No.
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McGoon: Did you know them?
Nick: Yes. They worked for my old bank.

McGoon Disconfiguration strikes again! You should be learning to relax buy now.
Things are simply happening near you that you don't cause, like cosmic rays coming
down on yur coffee cup. The difference is that these things are visible and look like
they might be related. I'll bet they trouble you? I'll bet you can't tear yourself away
from them!

Nick: Of course they do! I mean, and | think you will understand thisyér# not

for my wife and family and the police and the neighbors, I'd rather just go sit in a
chair and forget the whole thing, but I'vompelledo seek understanding of these
things. If | don't get to the bottom of them thewill just continue to happenand |
can't live with that.

McGoon You think that once you understand these things they will stop
happening? You'd be surprised what you can live with. But what makes you think
that by getting to the bottom, if there is one, of what happened, thestutbances

will stop? These things happen to all of us all the time, but we pay no attention,
because we are not drawn into the drama, though everyone else is. | mean, what
happens to someone else may affect us through that person and we don't even
know it. I'm affected by your drama because you are talking to me, but I'm not
engaged in it. I'm like the oyster filtering drama into clarity and feces. But I'm
anchored to a rock. Not moving. Just doing my functions. Working with charcoal, in
effect, writing itoff. There is no pearl to be had at the center of it all.

Nick: | was hoping for a little more optimism!

McGoon It was optimism. Process and parry, but don't worry about creating a

pearl. All you have to do is suck and squirt, suck and squirt. Stacklidnd you'll be
okay! You know Plato's warning, right? Oh. | see by your blank face you don't. He
said its like we live in a cave and we watch shadows pass across the rock wall. The
light comes from the mouth of the cave; if you turn into it directipKat it, you

will know the truth, all of it, but you will never be able to explain it to anyone, and
once you are dazed by it all you will appear insane.

((Frowsy jumps on the table next to the coffge)

Nick notices he always feels like there is sompenhfor him after learning he can't
think likeMcGoon
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31. Bank Dicks and Leads

Mclverscan now become active. He hasognitionbut no names, so he does call
Julie and learns one is Conrad di Giacopo and the other is Milt Bresson. Soon he is
calling Ed Silverstein to ask about them. Ed has to be reminded that they were in his
company when he came down from Chicago to oversee disé transfer along with

the bank lawyer and auditor. Mclverswere present in the room he might have

been witness to the dance of the flabbergasted when Ed was told about the two
dead bank "agents", but he was spared the show of gesture and only hato h

the heavy breath and voice crackle of outraged surprise. They, Conrad and Milt,
were some of the bank's finest investigators, but he had no idea what they had been
up to in recent times. He had not seen them since that day when the cash transfer
took place. Mclverswould need to talk to Bibi Knopf, head of investigations.
Surprisingly, no one knew the two men had disappeared, as they were assumed to
be on vacation over the holidays. She too would have done the dance of the
flabbergasted, but like Ednty made strange vocal suggestions of shock. Upon
guestioning, it was learned that they were working at the beck of Arnold Kingston,
bank auditor. The project had been billed as a sounding of bank systems and
control. When Nick withdrew the cash, they hiaglen alerted because it was such a
large transaction. They did not understand why Phil Merryweather was ignofant

the size of Nick's holdings; asch knowledge is obviously fundamental to the world
of branch management. Phil had told them that, desj@t&C and FED regulations,
Nick's holdings had never shown up on the flag list. They had concluded, however,
that this could be understood because Nick had never actually moved funds, so the
item had never presented itself. They became satisfied with tinaly said. Okay, so
why were they still meddling? That was unknown.

According to the now more integrated systems of HLS Conrad and Milt were rather
well known in the world of crime. Their foundational acquaintance with the system
had been made in Chicagothe 80s as suspected hit men for thkexicandrug

cartel, headquartered there for US operations. There had never been a conviction,
or even an arrest, but after/@1 someone had gotten the idea they should be
integrated into one of the paramilitary grgs the Bush family was using to

"combat" drugs in Afghanistan. Officially, their mission was to focus their
understanding on the relationships between the cartel and the tribal leaders
relative to the "drug problem" which was being severely impacted, dyetine
minuscule efforts being carried out by our hamstrung military in the region. To
affect the greater influence on "the problem" they were sent to "intelligence”
training and from there integrated into our “forces dedicated to the eradication of
drugsin the region." Their activities were apparent as they were escorted to
"growing" operations in order to understand the nature and realities of the
"stakeholders". Theirs was the task of understanding what techniques would be
necessary to "interrugt  a idslgiidfy to Mexico and Latin America, without
disabling the tribal leaders' ability to maintain peace and a thriving prosperity, as far
as they were concerned, of the growers who had to be defended by American
troops so as not to distort or injure the lalceconomy. So Conrad and Milt were
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essentially fomway middlemen, carteribe-intelligence and military, a key role. For
this service they received potential absolution for their crimes of the past, and their
ultimate rehab came when they were "placedith B*Bank as financial detectives
(bank dicks).

This was good information to have, but not probatory of anything. It's the kind of
information one gets that sets up a swarm of intuition and suspicion, but really can't
do much by way of enlightenmentnderstanding or certainty. On the other hand,

as bagmen for the military effort to keep tribal leaders "fat, dumb, and happy" they
had in fact developed a lot of practiced skills in "following the money", in all its
complexities to and from such placesk=uador, the Caymans, Nigeria, among the
main players. They played out a delicate balance between the cartels, the tribal
leaders, military command and the Taliban, which had to be remunerated as they
abstained from burning the poppy fields. Who mightéagone through more real
world testing where accounting, contract, and shifting agreements might blow any
day to new positions like the giant dust clouds so prevalent in the region? A big bank
could definitely use these guys!

Changing the climate of ngphor, pursuit of a reason for their death was like
chasing an ice flow in a sea of crime. Under normal circumstances, the homicide
detective has some special leverage; he can insist on getting answers to his
guestions on the grounds that homicide casesvide extra pressuren those

identified as "concerned" for answers thevestigator feels need to be geth. But

here Mclversran into the same stone wall every time he asked a question. No
matter how stern and confident his face, no matter how oftenneevously touched

his gun, he would get some variant of: Look! It wasn't a homicide. The guys died
accidentally while committing a crime. How am | supposed to know what they were
up to? Given their uncomfortable history with Nick, not a little malice voasat
detected in some of their responses. Whiglversdid ask with an intense voice

why they, management, didn't know what these guys were doing in Nick's cellar, the
top of the hierarchy, Ed Silverstein, said they didn't report to him and he had no
idea.The head of investigations, Bibi Knopf, pointed out that it all happened during
the holidays and the bank's policy was to allow employees to take carefree days as
they pleased and never to report in. The cold dismissal was absolute. Where the
auditor, Arrold Kingston, was concerned, the answer was no better. As far as he
knew, Conrad and Milt were going to visit family.Nsdversfound himself in a very
dark room with thatmanilafile in his hand. He only knew the dead meere about

to look for somethirg in the safe room when it all went awry. The reassuring part
was that they were not tring to harm the Winslow family, probably.

But perhaps Phil Merryweather might know somethimd@verscalls up Julie
Kazinski, his secretary, and asks for an appointizut Phil is on leave.

Julie: Yes, on leave. | think he's spending some time with his family or vacationing in
Mexico or something.

Mclver: Where is he? | need to talk to him!
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Julie: I don't know! That's all I'm going to say!
Mclver: When will hée back?
Julie: I don't know! Bye! You cadulvait till after New Years, yaow.

In fact, it was only Thursday, December 29. It wouldn't be much of a stretch to wait
a few more days, maybe do some much needed filing or spend some time with his
family.

*k*k

In that yearof the lowest box office success in 15 years, the Winslows partially
defeated thinking about events at their house by going to see Cowboys and Aliens
on Thursday, and The Green Lantern the next day. Saturday Nick and Glenda went
to see Tle Girl With A Dragon Tattoo, which reminded them a bit much of their own
creepy situation. The children stayed homewatching Nemo. By Sunday they

were completely sick of popcorn and coke. What else can a traumatized family do
but keep conversation to minimum and suppress the urge to mention anything

that might be burning in their minds. The second of January would soon be there to
reabsorb the children into school and Glenda back into her job. But what would they
say? What would Errol hear from thelbes? Well, maybe not much, maybe
something if they massed around a new leader. When Freddy's father was jailed,
Freddy was sent to Roanoke, where the Bumpstead clan came from. Having no
living mother, he was placed with his aunt. Glenda had gotten tipepeork and it

had had an acid effect on her remaining social optimism. In this world, there are so
many family problems, so few positive solutions.

On New Year's Exkey went with family tradition: stay home and play Monopoly,
while quietly making ai of butter crunch disappear. It's easy to see at times like
this how nasty problem act like termites © concentration. The younger the brain

the more robust the fiber. There was no point even playing against Errol, although
he didn't know it. Wendy wadightly behind, and behind her was Glenda, while

Nick might well have been elsewhere so he didn't have to face his inevitable losses.
Finally, they tried the New Year's resolution thing, but no one could think of
anything in themselves that really needesfarming. What could they do, avoid

others more? Be more careful about bolting the doors? Make more regular backups
of their surveillance system? Finally they all hit on various oaths of frugality and
pledges to save for a rainy day, notwithstanding thayt had lived in the eye of a
hurricane all year long.

((Qingles stares down from the top of the cabinet.))
Now bed for the children who could stay up as long as they liked with their iPads

provided they stayed in bed except for bathroom needs, after their initial trip to
brush out the remains of the butter crunch.
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One more aching day before "normal life" mighcommence. Pancakes, butter,

real maple syrup, baked thick bacon again, with a fslste of grapes. Errol says to
Wendy: Watch this! He inserts the Reatiwip nozzle between the pancakes and
delights as the top pancake rises. Wendy says: Oh yeah§lé&8hg her hand down

on top and the whipped cream goes flying, but before Glenda can get a kitchen
towel, Rusty has arrived and three or four passes that wallpaper brush tongue does
the job. Nick actually enjoys the cleap. He laughs uncontrollably. Glia not so
much, especially as Rusty has tipped over the hot maple syrup.

((Bongoassumes a perch on an armchgir

The thick Sunday newspaper holds little interest for Nick. He goes a bit numb after
reading about the 750 people who died in Indonesithmearthquake. Glenda

reads the magazine section, also taking little interest. Ok, ok! War Horse already.
Popcorn, coke. Nearly asleep in irrelevant history and the glory when things worked
right, almost.

((Kimbo is dazed))

More junk food after a dayfqunk food: hot dogs, sauerkraut, mustard, relish, more
coke, more ice cream, more TV. Bed. Really, kids, turn out the damned lights!

And in that night there is much chasing trough the dream world in Nick's head.
Glenda is dull with expectation of whiite next day at school will bring, though she
slipped into the office the previous Friday and doesn't see anything demanding
coming at her, but the thing about the two dead guys in the basement she can't
account for. Nick knows she has fallen asleep tostieewith this horror. He sees

her turning and writhing. Maybe she will take her pink gun? Maybe she will spend a
lot of time on her hair, calming herself, practicing mastery in the attachment of
eyelashes, calming herself looking for the right pair olesheo that having arrayed
herself perfectly she will call out to the river god, her father, and have him drown
the school in overflow leaving one great mud snake. And he will be chasing her and
chasing. And there is music in his head, Carlo Buttini'sdrgt®n of Chopin's

Waltz #5 in A flat for trumpet and cello. Errol will be on his white horse and Wendy
will be there on her chestnut and Nick will go reaching for them through the broken
clods of recollection down by the castle where the red boots vieaiting away

upside down. He awakens several times and in the pitch dark he sees eight pair of
cat's eyes staring down at him, but in the morning they have gone away.

After driving the kids to work he goes right by The Awakening Cafe. He just wants to
get home and hide. He is charging for the cellar, but runs straight into Rusty, who
forces many ear rubs, nose kisses, back strokes and chest pats out of him before he
is allowed to pass. Rusty, using his irgpecies communications skills has reminded
him he has to line up the goddamn contractor again to get the door fixed and the

fire suppression reset. So he starts dialing.

((Skully doesn't even like phone c3lis
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*k*k

Another person who is dialing hclvers.

Mclver: This is Detective Mclver, Mr. Merryweather.

Phil: So? And?

Mclver: | see the bank has gotten to you to plead the 5th or something?
Phil: What the hell are you talking about?

Mclver: Ok, I'll bite. | want to talk with you. It will take aboutl@our of your
precious time.

Phil: 1t will be precious as a lot happened here while | was away in Bermuda.

Mclver: Yes it did. This is police business. If you prefer we can go to the precinct;
otherwise your office will be ok. How about in an hour?

Phil: 1:30 then.
Mclver: Ok.

Actually,Mclvershas been quite busy. A few calls into the DEA have informed him
that there are several reasons, confidential $eas, to be thinking the bank i
involved in drug trafficking and money laundering. Bingothéeight:

Merryweather in Bermuda while something had been going on concehiitigs
basement. But the DEA Tnot at liberty" to "share" any more information but only
to give himthe hint that Ed Silversteirs ihimself in question. Nothing more.
Nothing,nothing more. And how about Nick? How is he doing? Fine, why? No
reason. Just asking. Stay in touch. Sure.

Palpitations became noticeable. More and more cases were building up. End of
November a young drug addict had been ice picked; someone calledri¢kles”.
And there was also another case related to B*Bank; he had worked for Phil
Merryweather, Cal Kleinlt looked like he had been brought down by a machete,
judging from the many partial slices that stopped in bone. So the B*Bank related
crimes poentially could make a splash all around the world.

Leverage problems abound fbfclvers. For Pin he has no evidence of any sort to
even implicate anyone. The death by ice pick m.o. (Jargon: swizzle stick) had not
been seen in Philly for over 15 yeansce a mad Russian had been brought down

for it. AllMclversknew of Pin was his wound in the temple and his chem sheet.
Crack cocaine. Didn't really need a chem sheet to guess what his problem was. His
teeth were all rotted out and he was nearly skeletaéntal plates wouldn't identify

him. The street would have to be pumped for information on this one. So sad. On
this case he was able to call in his ldgimge trustedassociate, Stan Gordon, the
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"narc friend" who had served as a process officeWatTistessenurder scene. He
really didn't have much to share, but hoped Stan might have heard of "Pin Prickly".
In fact, he had, as most addicts become quite well known to the street narcs soon
after they show up, but there isn't much point in pursuing thedtan knows Pin was

a pathetic young man, weak, lonely and lost. He wasn't so bad when he was on
heroin, but thecrystalreally drove him down. How many times had they picked him
up and taken him for coffee, bought him some breakfast in anight diner?How
many times had they taken him to the ER, thinking his limp body and rolled back
eyes were at death's stipulation? Who could have been so angry at this poor bastard
as to have murdered him with an ice pick? Most of the time Pin, when upright, was
leaning against an alley wall, or sitting in the peace of narcotic comfort behind a
dumpster, an emaciated Buddha, lolling at the edge of the void. In Stan's mind the
"why" was a stronger question than the "who". But Stan would make it his duty to
care, and conmitted this to his friendlimMclvers.

*k%k

Promptly at 1:3MMclversappears at Phil Merryweather's office. As Phil is on the
phone performing verbgbaddy whaclon someone, he motionkliclversin
impatiently while pointing in an exaggerated fashion at the chair wivktbrers
must sit.

Phil: Look! We can't just throw money around like that! We are a bank! I'll call you
back later after I've been able to get my arms around this thing.

Mclver: @n you please stop calls and stop checking your computer?

Phil enters a code on his phone then turnsdMolverswith a resentful I'mall-ears
look, nostrils flaring, hands with fingers merged in a cup.

Mclver: | understand the two bank agents were hetgen you handed the money
over to Nick?

Phil: Yes. They came in with Ed Silverstein and our lawyer to assure that an orderly
transfer was taking place. They were also here in connection with certain knowledge
faults.

Mclver: What knowledge faults?

Phil: | should have been aware of how much money Nick had sitting here in his
crummy savings account. If | had known he had the money | should have been
urginghim to push it through the bank’s brokerage house to invest it in some sort of
good solid portfolb. But there was no way, without the right information systems,

for me to know he had all that money! He was such a dutiful schravely day

was convinced he was probably at least as much in debt as all the other bank
employees. The pay isn't that gregbu know. I'm sure you know what that feels

like. | mean, if you had that much money would you keep working? Would you take
all the crap?
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Mclver: Not sure what | would do, but that's never going to be one of my problems.
Phil: But tell me. Would you?
Mclver: Can't tell you. Not a problem. | work on fact and evidence, real things in life.

Phil: But imagine if you had all that money! How would you want to spend your life,
doing this?

Mclver: Phil, you're driving in the wrong direction. | camegbanswes from you.
Here's a question: Wat do you make of Conrad and Milt turning up dead after a
breakin attempt into Nick's safe room?

Phil: Safe room? Why would he have a safe room?
Mclver: He had it built after his house was shot up and laissed.

Phil: Tossed? Sounds like police! Didn't know about that. What is Nick suspected of?
(A sleazy smile breaks out)

Mclver: Absolutely nothing. | am interested in why your bank agents were there.
What could they have been looking for.

Phil (sleazgmile returns): | guess you should ask Nick about that!
Mclver: Yeah, right, we did. No one knows.

Phil: Well, perhaps they found something in the course of their directed audit they
thought might be in the safe room. They were poking around for a lecofpweeks.
Anything else?

Mclver: As a matter of fact yes. Two of your former employees have been
murdered, George Murphy and Cal Klein. I'm surprised you didn't ask about their
cases.

Phil: You were here about the agents. | had no reason to knowvgog
investigating those cases too!

Mclver: | see. Don't you think it's odd for two of your employees to be murdered
within six monthsof each othe? | understand you fired George. Did you fire Cal
too?

Phil: George quit to go open a condom store. $aidvas frustrated with the bank
and sick of the mortgage business. | was happy when he left as we were forever
conflicted over mortgage loans. | did have a feeling he was connected to drugs,
though. I learned of it when he went off to an "executive" baekgar at home
office. Someone anonymously snitched on him for bringing cocaine to the-team
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building dinner and gala. | never said anything about it as such things do go on. | did
watch him, though, for any false moves. | think that made him nervous. \Waen

left he told HR he couldn't stand me, but | was just doing my job. He and Nick were
pretty close. | knew they didn't like me. Nick was also jealous of my Harvard stature.
But what if they were in some sort of drug thing together? It had to be more ghan
coincidence that both of them were at Ma Tristesse that night.

Mclver: Knowing Nick | can't believ&imore than a coincidence. Can't imagine
what you are driving at. Nick? Drugs?

Phil: Just my pet theory. | did mention that to our agents. Mayles there trying to

find drugs in his house? The bank can be pretty vindictive! Nick did cause us a lot of
trouble in the public eye. Ya know if he was on drugs or something the public might
be convinced we were saying those things he was recording to gehdrhis
hallucinations on how we were cheating the FED! | don't know, just off the top of

my head. But | can't talk about that anymore because we are under indictment.

Mclver: So you are saying you think they might have been looking for drugs as a way
for the bank to discredit Nick?

Phil: Well | don't know. Yes. | don't know. | do know they did a lot of snooping
through everything having to do with the three of them, George, Nick and Cal.

Mclver: What about George and Cal?

Phil: | told the police everything | know: Nothing. | was very close to Cal. Can't
imagine what was going on. | have been assuming he was just the victim of a brutal
crime.

Mclver: Any idea who might have wanted to do him in?

Phil: Gnly person | can thik of is Nick. They were rivals. Nick was jealous of him too
because he also went to Harvard. Also, Nick probably blamed Cal for getting fired.

Mclver: What?

Phil: Nick thought Cal was trying to steal customers from him. They wereémeck

neck in our emloyee evaluation metrics system. Being on top gets you a 2% raise
rather than 1%. Pretty serious stuff! Nick was jealous because Cal was placing
mortgages and he wasn't. Cal was one of those people that could outpace everyone
else.[Sarcastic expressiorguppose that's how he got into Harvard?

Mclver: ¥ah, no doubt. | suppose you think Nick was a rival of George to?
Phil: Not at all' They were always sneaking around together, having lunch and

beaks! They were always up to something. Don't think thegevgay, but who
knows these days?
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Mclver: Im quite sure Nick is a bona fithetero. A real family man.

Phil: Never mind.

*k*k

On the way out, on the street, there is a bench by the bus stop. A veteran sits there
next to a police dog, or maybe mutie is in tattered desert fatigues worn over

other clothesMclverscan se the genes under the fatigues. The left leg of his
fatigues has been torn open. He is wearing a cap with FALLUJAH written in magic
marker, and over the cap is a hooHe has a sleepjbag draped over his legs which
he shares with his dog whose head is sticking out over his lap. He has a cardboard
sign saying:

My name is Bo,

Vet of Fallujahlrag, 2004
Where | Lost My Best Friend
(His legs were blown off and he died)
Please Help
It's Cold Out Here

He has a glazed look in his eyes, and his left eye is watering. His eyes are yellow. His
beard is perhaps a week old. There is a bowl on the ground in front of him and a
supermarket basket behind the bench, with a baseball bat sticking/dt knows

what jumbles exist in those black plastic balygverspulls a five from his wallet

and drops it into the bowl containing a few dollars and some coins. The indigent
soldier says, in a muffled voice: God bless.

Mclver: Are you a drug addict?

Bo: Are you a cop?

Mclver: Yes. | investigate murders. Do you know a guy named Pin Prickles?

Bo: | did. They killed him.

Mclver: How do you know that?

Bo: Read it in the newspaper. Pin was one sad kid. Started meth and really fell apart.
Got no idea Wy the Mexicans went after him.

Mclver: Why Mexicans?
Bo: They handle most of the meth. Just guessing. They usually use knives or

machetes, thoughlce-pick surprised me. Don't get it. Why kill someone who could
barely crawl? Don't get it.
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Mclver: Me neither. Stay well.

*k*k

Mclverson the phone: Stan? Just talked to a junkie here who says he knew Pin. Says
Pin was probably killed by the Mexicans.

Stan: Probably. Still can't figure the swizzle stick.
Mclvers: | wonder if the Russiarege moving in here from New York?

Stan: Me too.
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32. The Sistine Basement

((Kimbo: You have to make this house friendly to your family. You can't just
install shutters and bars all over the place. This basement will always give us the
creeps and youiamily too. You know what they say, Nick: If you fall from your
horse the best thing to do is get up and ride again. So do something that makes

your house fun.))

These thoughts entered Nick's mind. After dropping off Errol and Wendy he comes
home and brews coffee. He turns on the TV and there is an old rerun of Martha
Stewart showing how to do some amateur frieze work in the@iddroom. It is a
purple sea with whitecaps and bright powder blue sail boats with a big bright yellow
sun with ays reaching alwn with points tothe water.

Soon he is calling the repair people to fix the reinforced door on his saferoom. But in
addition, he calls in a contractor to make the basement more people friendly. This
will be accomplished by installing a framework atiuard, including the ceiling, with
inset lighting. Then everything is to be sheetrocked. About a foot from the ceiling a
shelf will go all around the room, making a conibus ledge. In the safe roctine
sheetrock is also installed.a@struction over everthing is painted flat white, except

the ledge, whichsdone indark green.

The meaning of the ledge would be ealed at a time of interest to Chrisidgle.

On January, 12th, the repairs are done and the fire suppression system has been
reset. The way back into the heart of darkness will be through the art and hobby
store. Nick has the painter set up adjustable scaffolds in the basement. He has kept
the basemat locked since their return home, as if there might have been ghosts
down there. But now he can show them. The entire appearance of the basement
has been changed and nothing remains to trigger thoughts of the two dead men.
But for them to "move back infor them to "make it theirs" he will engage their
considerable talents.

Nick: The whole room is your canvas! Your walls. Your ceiling!

Glenda: | wish you would have mentioned this to me before!

Nick: Why? It's a surprise!

Glenda: WellI'm having acool idea. This room is really big. I'm thinking we could
get not only Errol and Wendy involved, but the art teacher and some of their

friends!

Glenda switches to sottovoce: | could clear the stink of basement death from the
rumor mill if we could turrthis all into a kids project. We'll throw an art party!
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Nick: Love it!
((The cats on the ledge all seem happy))

So on Saturday, 21st, the party is on. Annie Muggins, the art teacher, comes over to
join in the party and help oversee the project which is being carried out by kids 7 to
11. They have a supply of paperboard so they can cut stencils, black, white, red
yellow and blue so they can all mix their own colors. Kyle and Lyda think of an
ingenious way to paint a large circle on the ceiling so they casode trompe

d'oeil. They set one leg of the scaffold in a wooden salad bowl so it can't move. Lyda
mounts the saffold with black paint and &iéch roller which fits nicely into the top

of the corner scaffold tubeKyle slowly pushes the scaffold around the pivot. The
circle is good enougfhenboth mount the scaffold and paint in a variety of smiley
faces lookng down. It is Lyda who paints her imitation of Munch's "The Scream".

It's pretty good, too!

Meanwhile, jungles are popping up on one side, with lions, snakes, giraffes,
elephants and snails and frogs and flamingoes cooling their feet in a pool. Another
wall is divided up into discrete frames so each artist can do as they like. One of the
boys is of course doing a dinosaur with palm trees andllsdinosaurs the big one, a
TRex, naturally, plans to eat. And then there is Harrietta, the Rothko of thepgr

just hauling to with huge blocks of meaningless color. The beach is on another wall.
There are shells and seagulls and wingéd fish popping out of the water, with
sailboats in the background. Other plots, square and rectangular have also been
defined,but today they will not be filled, because it is 4:0@averyone has toa

home for supper.

Nick takes pictures of everyone's work and emails them to the parents of the
borrowed artists with a note about how everyone had such a good time. He wishes
MaCoon had been there. Who knows how many oysters might be on the wall?

((Now the cats prowl the ledge andhjp over each other as they p3ss

When the painter comes back to reclaim the scaffolding he is astounded with how
much fun it all is. Looking arodnhe notices that the southwest corner, where the
ceiling and two walls come together, is untouched. This particular painter, on his
weekends, rejoices in sidewalk chalk art, doing replicas of famous paintings from a
postcard.

Painter: Hey! | know this is crazy, but how about | replicate the famous creation
panel from the Sistine Chapel?

He shows Nick and Glenda samples of his sidewalk art. They say:itGd/ow!

And so, the arm of God crosses the wall and some of thagedi meet with

Adam's finger that crosses up from the other wall into the implied vault. There are
strange circumstances in our world making things happen which are astounding.
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Once all the paint has dried they will have a proper floor put in with bambo
laminate. The ping pong table will be used for projects. Why didn't they think of this
before?A fun room: arts, darts and PiiRpng.

33. The Empty Web

The coordinates of the drop are: 38.9856° N, 74.8093° W, just off Morey's Piers, NJ.
Morse code transm# them. A 27 foot powerboat races toward the spot. Within
range, it drops motors to 3 knots. From a distance it looks like its drifting, but its
pretty far out, even for binoculars. A plate floats on the surface with a carbon fiber
wound antenna, nearly insible. A pole with a hook, similar to those once used in
Vaudeville when a comedian didn't go over, is used to catch the line under the
floating disk. Still from not too far away the man in the rubber suit would look like a
fisherman pulling in fish cahggon gang hooks, which was exactly the intended
disguise of the apparatus. Fikdo packages were pulled over the transom, 30 of
them, along with their serdbuoys (used to stop the square tuna from sinking or
floating). In the hold they go. Around the itk of Cape May goes the boat. It will
dock with the "mother ship" where a door will open to admit the ocean's bounty
into its nether parts. From there they will spawn.

((Qingles: Do spidedie watching their own weby?
Nick has received another call from bill Foley. Bill wants him to initiate some new
cash management practices he learned about in London. There are some papers Bill
has signed and they will be delivered by Andy the chauffeur. On the way into town
Nick willlook over the papers. Once at B*Bank, he and Phil will sign them and the
bank will notarize them. Thence Nick will have power to shift funds in accordance
with mutually (Bill and Nick) agreed programs, strategies and directives. They will
still need to met on these matters. No date is set yet, but they will have the papers
ready very soon.
Back in his safe roolick is going over links into services he learned about in
London. Operationally,@ pretty simple, but he'll have to get something together t
track it all once it gets rolling.
Nick, picking uphe phone: Hi Detectivéclvers! What's up?
Mclvers: Can | come over and talk with you tomorrow?
Nick: What time? After 9:007?
Mclvers: 10:007?

Nick: Done! See you then.

((Bingo is hoping faelease so she can get some attention.))
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*k*k

With his new informationMclversbegins calling again.
In his journal he writes:
Contact: Bibi KnopHead of Security, B*Bank

* Denies bank is mixed up in drugs and money laundering, notwithstanding Ed
Silverstein's indictment.

* Two people working for Ed have recently been arrested for drug distribution

* Has no knowledge of Cal Klein in connection with party drugs. Zero tolerance!
* No information in files about either George or Niskrange!

* Nickoccasionally reprimanded for downloading data; thought to be overly
analytical

Generally cooperative.
Contact: Arnold Kingston, Special Auditor, B*Bank

* Conrad and Milt sent to examine branch irregularities following the incident with
Nick

* [rregularcurrency transactions with FED noted and still under investigation

* Unusually large accumulations of twenty dollar bills

Generally cooperative.
Contact: Tim Dobson, DEA, Chicago

* Doesn't know Phil Merryweather

* Does know about Ed Silverstein lm#n't talk because of proceedings

* Conrad and Milt were brought in by Silverstein so connection with drugs is
probable

* Two distributors were recently fingered in Philadelphia and arrested in their base
town, Chicago. Working with Philadelphia offictalsletermine jurisdiction. Crack
cocaine, cocaine and meth. Trying to determine if there is a relationship between
them and Silverstein. Thought to be part of the Brazilian cartel.

Good guy. Very helpful.
Contact: Keith Hobbes, FBI, Chicago

* Braziliams are moving in on Mexicans. When market started shrinking in US, the
cartel moved into Brazil. But Brazilian mob developed, first in Brazil, and then began
putting the moves on the States.

* Find out more about Brazilian mob from CIA, but that's onlytHerinternational

part.
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* Brazilians generally move across Canada border coming in by boat to Chicago.
Very helpful.
Contact: Chief

* Wanted update on all active cases! Fuck! All 173 of them! By Monday!

* Explained how complex everything is. Expldihew multi agency work is
necessary but a huge time suck

* Tried to explain how I'm pretty happy that | am at finding a least common
denominator: drugs and possibly money laundering.

* Stupid bastard told me to just concentrate on my cases. Resalimttz.

* Reminded him when multiple ageies were involved there is afligation to
keep each otbr informed. President's ordersbld me not to remind hineither
about the President, cabout requirements or stupid details.

Anything but helpful.May be tamstrung nowfof + 01 2F GAYSnoSOl dza S
report!

Mclversonly writes these tmgs in a regular journal, thedwn, goldembossed

Carpe Diem journal he found on Amazon. This he does because there is no
presumed privacy for anything you mighitite on a police computer system. Some
facts need to lie low until the right time, especially around the "old Snoopy" former
Sheriffnow-PoliceChief Charlie Manawitzky. He was the Police Chief who could
make you feel for anyone who wanted to drug thenveal into oblivion.

Mclver's chest tightens.

*k*k

Promptly at 10:00 and Nick greets him with a cup of black coffee and a smile.
Mclverswonders why Nick is smiling and Nick leads him to the basement. Suddenly
Mclversis feeling better too, with a dazed look of happiness on his face as he first
looks up into therompe d'oeildome with the smiley faces looking down and then

at the arrays of scenes, something like a mix of gallery, tourist attraction and
kindergarten. TRy made the rounds but then museum fatiguesset and they tke
refuge in the safe room where Rusty was curled up on his fluffy pillow.

Mclvers: Nick, did you kill Cal Klein?

Nick: What? Of course not. He was a prick but | didn't kill him. What'g goi
Mclvers: Did you kill George Murphy?

Nick: Noooo...

Mclvers: Well, Phil said you might have hated him that much.
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Nick: | don't hate anyone that much.

Mclvers: | had to ask. Phil is definitely not your friend. He said he thought you were
colluding with George Murphy against him.

((Wiggy's pissed and hisses like someone's trying to takieyarouse away.))

Nick: Who? Cal? Everyone colluded. No one liked either of them. We were really
hoping they would bumble something and get fired. @lewf shits we had to put

up with. Cal was Phil's spy. Phil produced brain callouses on everyone around him.
Cal tried to dig things up on everyone. We thought we had more or less sewn up his
mouth when it got back to us that he was supplying a certaiiteypowder at

executive meetings in Chicago. We told him he'd better behave! What else?

((Wiggy's calmer, but Bongo is beginning to pay attention whilglel is
really getting arouse)y

Mclvers: Well, when | asked Phil why he thought the two thugs were doing in your
house. He thought maybe they were looking for drugs to discredit you when their
trial comes up. Arnold Kingston thought maybe they were looking for stolen
mortgage data for the same ason. Apparently that's far fetched because mortgage
data are always moved to a secure location once disposition is decided. If the
application is denied, it is deleted.

Nick: Is that what they told you? That's a riot! So they purged files after Médi®!
((Nick: Hold it Jingles, I'm talking!))
Mclvers: They didn't say that, Nick.

Nick: They purged it so no one could prove what Phil said. | anticipated that. When |
was fired | walked back to my desk and got our Indian computer services person to
cut me a file fo downloading. [Nick reaches dvimto his sock and pulls out a 16
gigabyte SanDisc flash drive]. If things were as they said, why are all those records
on this? | have the last two years of applications here. | keep all my important
documerts with me at all times. Haha! The backup is on Errol's computer!

Mclvers: That must be what they were after! Can | see the data?
Nick: Sure.

Nick plugs the flash drive into his desktop and pulls up the file. It consists mostly of
standard demograpkidata columns, an approved flag and the name of the
applicant. No patterns are visible. Then they decide to sort the data on the
"approved" flag and reverse the column. There are only 237 approved applications,
but two things jump out at them: Cal was ays the loan officer and the customer
was always Bill Foley!
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((Frowzy gets schy h her eyes and jumps over Rugty
Mclvers: Well you certainly had them nailed!

Nick: You know | never thought about looking in this data as | knew generally what
was there. | figured if | had to | could use some of my data mining software to pull
pattern, but this was idiotically easy! | knew about Cal and Bill but had no idea the
relation was so exclusive. Certainly Bill would qualify for any loan he wanted. I'll
check.

Nick sorts on Cal. Only Bill. Nick sorts on Bill. Only Cal.

Nick: So there you have it! Oste-one! And only Cal ever got approved in our
branch!

Mclvers: Any idea why?

Nick: Two things spring to mind. If Cal were challenged he could say Bill was
gualified beyond all doubts. Second, if Cal turned him down he probably would have
seen the mayor walking into Phil's office.

Mclvers: So what does Bill need thiall those houses?

Nick: That | can answer: he gives them to good employees rent free. They stay loyal
and he retains equity. It's one of the things that maintains morale and loyalty among
his employees. In effect, they also maintain the propertieshfor. I'm thinking he

went into this program around when the housing market blew, picking up on
foreclosed homes that weren't in bad shape. We had lots of them we wanted to
move. I'm sure the bank was entirely happy knowing they had him as the investor.
That idiot Philprobably just assigned Cal tdIBthinking it was prestigious to give

Bill his own personal Harvard flunky.

Mclvers: Wow! He nust have been getting a bonasday! Anything else?

Nick: Well | could do some cluster analysis on why peeple not approved, but |
don't really see the point. Also, | hope this has all been off the record because my
having this data is probably illegal... Also | would have to fear for my family again.
Mclvers: Put it this way, | have knowledge but there sumiversal need to know.

((Frowzy is calm.))

Nick: | have an appointment with Phil tomorrow. Just a paggning ritual so | can
get more involved in the cash management aspects of Foley's business.

Mclvers: We may need to have a conversation abthdat one day also.

Nick: How so?
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Mclvers: Never mind. Nothing now.

Nick feels suddenly alarmed that his relationship with Foley is a matter of concern to
Mclver, but doesn't want "to go there" at this moment. He will jusitrain his

attention to matters at hand, as the cats jump about in a manner that suggests
irrefrangible chaos.

Mclverssimply trudges off not able to feature gasus report on 173 open casey
Monday.

*k*k

Just to lighten up Philadelphia there is a group of "fidsed" volunteers working
directly in the city streets to "save" the drug community from severe hunger and
disease. The motto (serfyming with "Fincaneedle in the haystack” they have):

"Find the Needle and the Way Back." They drive black glass vans to where addiction
resides and offer kind services, such as sandwiches, soup, coffee, and needles. They
call themselves "The Holy Rollers". They are famous and well liked and everyone
gets the jokeThey find a little less righteousneserdagujines more spirituality.

All they do is park and roll back the door. Inside the van are a couple of chairs and a
table. There are also some folding chairs hanging on the inside wall on hooks,
Quaker style. Téadriver is a sympathetic person, usually a man, but there are a few
women too. All communications take place etweone with the driver. The drivers

are exaddicts who have had training in psychology as well as the Bible, which they
are mercifully not inlined to espouse during discussion time. It is a compassionate
operation.

They have a therapeutic strategy: get the addict reintegrated into society by any
means possible, but remain a personal friend they can rely on when the world gets
too frightening.This is especially a beneficial approach where vets suffering from
PTSD can easily be sent to a personal verge after certain kinds of experiences keyed
to their complex but broken inner workings. The driver is really a kind of "personal
coach",(no yuppienuance$ helping them with mood, personal issues, and tangible
needs such as needles, even where tdayadrugsinformation.

Today one of the bright green vans pulls up near Bo who is sitting on his usual bench
with his dog and shopping basket. The driinvites him into the van, but as Bo

climbs in he realizes this is a different driv@rivers switch to prevent the creation

of dependency relationships. There is also another reason: ventilation. Many of the
addicts suffer from PTSD, ledtr from combé&, or fromall sorts of civilian trauma.

When an addict finds a new driver two things happen: he passes to a new person

and the victim of PTSD gets to share his story again, and again, and again. Changing
drivers instantly cleans all the interfaces. Notgh love, just love. Tough is

everywhere else.

Bo: Yer different. Where's Tom?
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Stan: Hi. I'm Stan. What's your name?

Bo: Bo.

Stan (Reaching out his hand): Coffee?

Bo: Sure.

Now they are sitting in the warm van at the table with the door rolledtsh

Bo is always a bit shy when the driver changes. Doesn't know if this one can be
trusted or will be as much of a friend as the predecessor. He always wishes they
wouldn't change, especially when he bena so comfortable. He recognizes that his
feelings are normal, that he will probably come to like the replacement driVkis
grayQi GKS FTANBRG OKIy3So

The protocol is well known. The driver will tell his story and then the addict will tell
his. Stan tells about the experiences that pushed to addicton afterVietnam,
then about the long way back to sobriety.

Stan prods for information about the friend Bo lost in Irag. It wasn't just one, but 7.
The last one was his best friend.

Bo: On patrol one morning Bill was walking about 100 yards ahead of the transport.
Fucking fool. Then bang! No legs, then bleeding we couldn't stop. I've been trying to
write a play about that place and my friend. A play with no women, just friendship.
Most people don't get friendship. They even think male friendship is for fags. It's

not. Not at all that. You have each other's back no matter what. Then he dies, and
you are alone, really alone. Can't get the grief outta me. Can't kill the lightning.

Stan:Lightning?

Bo: The Willie Pete, white phosphorous, incendiary, white smoke, white fire,
napalm, we dropped all over them, melting their skin right down to the bone.
Thousands of themNow I'm back, but fucked up. No girlfriend when | got back. She
wasall | had before | went over. Now I'm on heroin. That'slifey Get to tomorrow

but try not to look back. No legs, no blood, no legs, no blood... | get this in my head.
Thanks for béh here.

Bo looks over tethe bulletin board that'sfixed to the wallof the van. It has two

columns: LOST and FOUND. Bo sees a picture of Pin Prickly and says: Didn't you
know he's dead? He was ice picked. A cop was asking me about him yesterday. | just
told him | didn't know anything but what the rumor mill was putting there. |

heard last night he was put down for fingering a couple of Brazilian distributors. The
DEA got hold of him. He was being roughed up in a parking lot, and someone figured
they were getting information from himA few nights latehe was found de@d with

an ice pickolein his head. One of us found him and called the police.
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Stan: I'm really sorry. Do you know who saw that? Did you tell police?

Bo: Don't know. Don't like police. Nobody does. They don't care anyway. They just
want to clean up tk streets and one less of us is a notch on their belt. | need to get
back to my post. | have regulars who will be coming by.

Bo steps down from the van, coffee still in hand. Waves a sign of social satisfaction.

After closing the door, Stan caMgclvesto let him know he's had contact with Bo
as he said he would.

Mclver's entry:
Contact: Stan

* There was a witness who saw the DEA beating up Pin
* Probably killed by Brazilians, not Mexicans

Contact: Angel Fortis, Philadelphia DEA

* Knows nothingabout Pin

* No records in system about Pin

* The pick is their signature as the machete is for the Mexican cartel

Contact: Chon Wu, Chicago DEA

* ditto

Note: Surmising that DEA beat Pin to find distributors. DEA picked up distributors
then took them back to Chicago. DEA that beat up Pin were probably from Chicago,
not Philly office.

Why doesn't DEA have records on Pin? They do on all the other knowstsadd

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page232



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

34. Love and Crime

Nick and Glenda live outside cinematic and TV paradigms. Theytihednall zone
of the successful family. Anything that penetrates the bliss of routine can shake
them into hell. Their love is like the carrier wand=Mradio with all else beingoise
and erratic vibration.

Not so for the film noir of love and crime. Someone has the baton of authority,
always ready, like Moses, to turn the streets into rivers of blood. If SHE is in charge,
no man matters; if HE is in atge, women are @rely a variant on masturbatiorin

the less than supreme world of love and crime, roles can switch and modulag. No
that she's always a hotti&enie is such hottie. Men watch to see if she will bend
over, back ofront; it doesn'tmatter. Geniealways knows when they are watching.
Steam is turned up routinely on her lovers by merely placing her hand on her hip
and twisting at the waist. She is particularly adept at doing this in front of a man
while her lover observes, strugglingealm his hostile impulses. Does she mean

this? Or is she just acting out to get a better tip? (she works in a restaurant). None
of her lovers deserve her as some gangland king would. She's hoping to get there by
35, but knows @ probably too late. Nonef the men in her lif&know she had a son
when she was very young.

Genie is involved with three main lovers: John, George and Clobk has seen
her with George, but Chuck has not known about either of the other two, believing
he is the only one in hebeautiful heart.

One night she is at work and George appears with another woman. He doesn't know
she is there and she doesn't want to see him. George is trying to what, crank her
up? Now suddenly there is a gunshot, darkness and a voice:

Messeur ay dm, zer hace been a crime and we haf shutted ze&oreant
until zee police will araif. Pleece stay exathanct seated where you are.
We are working on zee lights to bring zem back.

Bang, bang the mag locks go. That was John's voice, prgvialisdJeanPierre
Francore and of course Genie is Genevieve.

That was bad enough, but soon she learns that her estranged son, Pin, has also been
murdered, but only after the police entered into an identity search that eventually
pointed them her way. After month, without results, he had been cremated. He

died so young, before even being arrested. Thereawentusions all over his body

and a large hole in his templ&one. No belongings were ever found. He had been

a master at hiding and lying lo@eniewas told the story of how he had been

beaten, and then murdered a few days later. She knew nothing of it. Why had they
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become so estranged? Drugs. One day he left and never came back. He was still
listed as a missing person. That's how they found her.

Even though Genie thought she would be ready for this day, she was not. She could
not understand how anyone could do thsher. Now he was flesh of her flesh.

While George had been shot down almost in front of her, this shock was far greater.
George had only been a passing fantgn. She would go on to the next; but this

was different, and she cried inconsolably. John hoped she wwakk free of these

past chains, George and Pin. John learned of Pin only after she blew up at him for
bothering her about a fuck. Get away from me | lost only sorPin. Yes, my son!

John said he'd had it after that. He was done, really done! Not mg tRin. Didn't

know! Why take it out on him? He then returned to his cocoon fantasy as executive
chef in Hell's Kitchen.

Chuck was far more alert to real feelings than John. Chuck joined her in grief
because, when Pin was still on heroin, he had beslag This he did not reveal. In
fact, she did not know much about Chuck's employment, but had been led to
believe that he was an ER nurse. He had no idea that Pin was her son, and he
grieved with her genuinely and promised to find the killer.

*k*k

Katewas seeing George. They were on a date the night George was killed. Kate
herself was a business woman and George was a mere dalliance. This was their third
date and there was little reason for it. Then, half way through their "art fruit"
George's face blewpart, as bone pushed through his foreheade had been shot
with a .410 deer slughe saw nothing come out between the corner curtains and
fire. She was looking in her purse at the moment. Luckily she had not been sitting
across from him. Her reflexesade her push her wheeled chair backwards a good
four feet from the table, and there she stayed frozen and shivering with fear and
disgust, in the dark. Why would someone want to kill this guy who only sold
scumbags to the world? He wasn't such a bad §ing felt a little gross thinking of it
that way.

*k*k

WhenForensics visited George's store they observed all the glass cases displaying a
variety of printed condoms that could fill a small museum. It was all quite original
with pictures, stripes and wiitg. Much of the store was devoted to occasions, like

gift cards, for Christmas, Chanukah, Valer@rigay, Birthday, Anniversagnd

Halloween all of which could be special ordered with personalized messages. In

fact, George had a rather impressive pirig operation, with several color scanners.
The washing machine seemed incongruous.

Too bad there is more crime than love in the world.
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35. Phil Merryweather Is a Real Jerk

Its a common ploy of the malicious dunce to wring his hands and cry out ithg&in

the gods have not released him from fate though all he has done is work for the
good of his family. And so Phil thinks, and so he acts as he seems to press the tears
back in his eyes as he feels sorry for himself. Had he not come from a good family?
Had he not gotten through Harvard? Was he not building his legacy?

Currently, Phil is in a pickle. Up chain he reports to Carlos Menendes, Division
Manager; Phil is Regional Director as well as Branch Manager. Catkslig local
manager for cartelnterests. Laundering funds of this size requires direct
supervision from within the bank. The Ctatiks withoccasional "potential
employees" to discover by how much he might expect the financial health of the
organization to improveThey first appear asonsultants and then move into hired
position.These decisions never involve HR until it is time to set up the health
insurance. Chicago caflbws wash through Chicago, but cash in the eastern-four
state area all washes through Philadelphia, under Phikgrvision. Lately,

however, the Brazilians are gaining ground and they too have a Divisional VP,
Angelo Ardd, direct counterpart to Menendes. Angelo recruited Cal to watch Phil,
but Phil knows nothing of Cal, Angelo, or Brazilians. Phil does noticeas$iat
deposits are increasing significantly but has no understanding why. For that matter,
he assumes ® just a "natural linear process of business growth". He's not a
numbers guy; he's a "people person".

All the better for his skimming practices whiih years now have been going
swimmingly. Upon reflection he still thinks it was all genius, and his influence
couldn't be discounted. Phil knows that information can travel in any number of
directions. He is a receiver and an emitter, and this is thexastpoise between

himself and the Mexicans. He is performing a valuable business service (money
laundering). Is it not perfectly reasonatitebe rewarded? But B*Bank cauot

reg NR KAY F2NJ AYy LINE LR NI A 2 ¢landestineKWhd ¢ & LISOA | €
the mortgage game they were playing against he SEC and the FED, he was being
rewarded, but only with somewhat diminished bonuses because the bank had to
"avoid looking selfindulgent." In fact the official "attdboy" check wasn't changing

his life propects at all. So he was aiding and abetting bank criminals and not getting
his fair cut.No one should fault him for initiative.

He had not hired George for his savvy in the mortgage lending business. George's
savvy was in printing ahcreating counterfeéi money, twenties. He printed them

then laundered them, in the washing machine. When all the cash flowed in Phil
replaced good bills with counterfeits. The Fed would not look at old twenties as they
came in from a bank for replacement, in whatever dencetion the bank wanted.

The twenties he withheld got exchanged for $100s, with which he did quit the bank
nearly every night. George received 20%is is the reason for the PRiBills

program, as they called it. No one would have ever guessed that Gandjehil
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were colluding partnersWhile still working there, George had been his shop spy.
Nick had a counterfeit friend.

When Nick decided to leave with his money, eyes opened and ears perked up. First,
the VP of audits wanted to know how it was possible Phil didn't know about a $7
million dollar inert deposit. When he brought this to the attention of the

management round thle, no one had an answer, least of all the Chief Information
Officer, Maggie Baker. Carlos Menendes was shocked while Angelo Ardo simply
balanced chin on knuckles and stared blankly at the laoggy ofMiré on the wall.

Julie Kazinsky, Phil Merryweather's assistant, was no personal fan of his. Carlos
Menendez, on a branch visit, took her to lunch one day to assure her that he would
really like to meet everyone, but time did not permit. He personally made sure she
felt comfortable calling his assistant or himself should any "needs or concerns”

arise. When he patted her hand and she withdrew it he received the basic signal

that she could be trusted. He told her that if she saw anything strange going on and
didn't want to tale it to Phil, she should call him directly, anytime. He gave her a

card with his office and home numbers on it as well as his corporate email; on the
back he wrote his personal gmail address. This was all a sign of being sincerely open
in his style of pemnal and responsible management.

Phil is one of those narcissists who thinks he has hoioted everyone. He believes
no one is looking over his shoulddike the Bishop who can't be seen by the Pope.
Over time, sloppiness develops. So one day Juligriging him a copy of the

monthly closing for the branch, and he is not in his office. Looking about, she
concludes she can go home rather than wait for him to return from one of his
interminable bathroom visits if she simply places the report in hid bese directly.
Well, the brief case is full of $100 bundles, so she closes it immediately and stands
by his desk as if frozen in place. Finally, Phil comes back and she hands him the
folder. "Have a nice weekend, Phil" she says. "Ok", he says. Ritildsento read
subtleties in facial expression.

Once home, she can't wait to tell her husband, Sean, about it.
Julie: Sean! Incredible!

Sean: What?

Julie: What | saw!

Sean: What?

Julie: h his briefcase!

Sean: Whose briefcase?

Julie: Phil'driefcase!
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Sean: Whatlid-you-seein-Phil'sbrief-case?

Julie: Blocks and blocks of 100s! Hundred dollar bills! Full of them!
Sean: Is that normal?

Julie: | doubt it. Should we call the police?

Sean: | don't think so. All you'll get is grief. They'll investigate, find nothing, you'l
prove nothing and you'll get fired.

Julie: Still, this can't go on! I've got to do something!
Sean: What's for dinner?

Julie is persuaded her husband is righ&n it dawns on her to call Carlos
Menendez. It is Friday night and he answers...

Julie: Mr. Menendes, you said | should call you if there were any issues | couldn't
take to my boss Phil. | hope you don't mind, but | saw something!

Carlos: Carlos, plea! Ok. Try to relax and tell me about it.

Julie: Well, it's simple but | can't explain it. | was going to put a report in his
briefcase so he'd have it over the weekend. When | opened it, it was full of stacks of
hundreds!

Carlos: Full of hundred dotl&ills?
Julie: Yes. Full.

Carlos: Look, don't let this out. I'll have to discuss this with my peers and security.
Please don't call the police! They will mess it up. We'll have to catch him. Don't do
anything out of the ordinary or say anything to ango Can you do that? | know it's
hard!

Julie: My lips are sealed.

Carlos: I'll get back to you next we&kease! We must keep this quiet for the good
of the bank!

**k%k

Saturday morning a crew was in Phil's office planting bugs and cameras. They were
sent in by Bibi Knopf directly. It was necessary to establish guilt and whether or not
he was working alone. Nothing happened until the next Friday, when he walked
over to his executive safe and began pulling money out. His own personal "savings
account", as he called it, needed to be drained because he would soon be going
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away some place, now that George was dead. He only wanted to do his withdrawals
on Fridays because henalys locked up personally after everyone was gone. He
joked about being the only "key man". So the next week they had him on visual
doing what they wanted to see. At the next executive round table the discussion
went generically like this:

One: Caught ekhanded!

Another: Right! But we're already under investigation! This won't help. He'll squeal.
Another: That can be stopped!

Everyone ignores this last statement.

One: Pot calling the kettle black?

Another: Let him know he needs to knock it offtwall this petty shit.

Angelo: He owes us.

Everyone: Ok. He'll have to return it to us, suit cases of it, directly, so we can return
it "to the company". (Wink) Then the golden parachute. Yeah.

*k*k

Carlos, calling Phil: I'm coming to see you toraarand you won't feel good after |
talk with you. It has to do with certain denominations. (Hangs up)

*k*k

Carlos has arranged a lunch. Phil has been trying to imagine how bad things might
get. He's pretty sure it's not about losing his job. He does lleefps He does not feel
good. He can't sit still, like a kid who's about to get a whipping. He never had one,
but he tries to suppress his imagination. How did they find out? George is dead. Was
there a trick in the paperwork? Did the FED see the count@riit the worst: Do

the Mexicans know about him?

Carlos is already sitting behind a martini when Phil arrives. Carlos gets up and
embraces him tightly by the shoulders, whispering in his ear: Get ready for change
you fucking worm. Phil drops to the floor a swoon. He is taken to the ER to be
checked out. Carlos is looking at him through the curtains in the waiting room.
When Phil is done, he walks out to the waiting room, but when he sees Carlos, he
faints again.

Carlos says: Jesus Christ! Get up you asshole. Consider it a fine. You will bring one
million in 100s to Chicago in suitcases. We want to meet with you to decide how
things will go. You will need to answer some very particular questions. When you
think of hackers, don't think of the Internet. You have two weeks, and don't even

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page238



The Man Who Spoke With Cats

think about miseg the meeting. This time Plsilveats, pisses himself and faints
again. When he reawakens and he can walk, Carlos is gone. He now knows the
feeling of being abandonedeorge and Cal are dead.

*k*k

At 1:00, Thursday January, 26th, Nick has an appointment to meet with Phil about
cash management. Phil wonders if Foley has also become aware of his
"irregularities"? When Nick appears he does have a sinister look oadaisNick

has been thinking about how Phil suggeskéslinterest in murdering George and
Cal. But he says nothing. He pulls papers from a leather document sheaf and puts
them on the table. They will need a notary for the authorizatioreaghents. They
goso far as tastate Nick as Foley's fiduciary empowered to move funds from
B*Bank to European cash managers as he sees fit.

Phil: Why these papers, Nick?
Nick: Because we don't think our cash is getting enough exercise. In fact, we are
considering whethewe should bank here at all. Lets just get these papers signed

and move on.

Phil rubs his index finger across his teeth, as if to check for sweater. It's a nervous
habit.

Phil: Is it something | have done?
Nick: Oh no, Phil. You've been perfect.
Phil: How can | persuade you to abandon these changes. We've been working all this
time together. | know I've been hard on you but | was your boss. It was MY DUTY to
get everything | could out of you, just as | do everyone else. | never singled you out
or anything. | invited you to our local executive parties.
Nick is negligibly amused.
Nick: | heard you will be leaving. Is that true?

((Wiggy: Give it to him Nick! ))

Phil: No! Whoever said that?

Nick: Let's just say | got wind of it. A month froownyou wont't be here. | hope
you'll be ok!

Phil: I'd love to know who is spreading this rumor! You know, people hear
something, get it wrong and then spread it around. But no. You'véognow I'm

not leaving, never. (Strikes a Napoleonic pose). | know I'm not leaving. Maybe
someone heard about my upcoming meeting with the management round table and
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assumed they were promoting me to Chicago? Well | don't know if that's what it will
be.l don't know.

((Wiggy: Give it to him Nick! ))

Nick: | hate to crash the party in your head, but that's not the way | would interpret
the rumor. No one else is either. | keep my contacts, you know. They think more like
you did something with money and m&e on your way to jail, or something. You
don't know? Really?

Phil: Don't know what's behind the rumor. | never did anything reprehensible. That's
for sure. | didn't do anything wrong. Nothing.

Nick: Right. And your accounts are all tidy? And it'goakdon't know what's going
on in your branch? They shouldn't care? Any chance you are embezzling? That's
what | assumed.

Phil: | did nothing wrong, ever!
((Wiggy: Give it to him Nick! ))

Nick (rubbing it in): | heard they found "irregularities". Ymow what that's code
for.

Phil: But I'm a nice guy! Ask Julie! | help build banking character and prestige. | treat
everyone well. Have there ever been complaints about me? Have | ever borrowed a
nickel and not paid it back? (Phil likes to spreadihgefs and shake his hands as he
talks, to give the impression of clarity and openness, but his eyes are pointed down
and to the left, where the ghouls of personality reside).

Nick: Well I'll see you next month, then.
Phil: But Nick, have | ever doneyghing to hurt you?
((Wiggy: Give it to him Nick! ))

Nick: Besides telling the police | might have murdered George and Cal, yes there
were many times. But they are over!

Real fear sometimes blossoms. Although some motive for fear may be prominent,
there are usually many in the guilty personality because in striving is always multi
tasking and multmal. Nothing secures the insecure and nothing provides

satisfactory prominence. It is rather the internal game of a creature looking to go

high enough to sk the experience of downfall, since all games are ultimately lethal

to their most devoted players. Fear blossoms in Phil. The law could come riding into
the bank lobby on big horses to carry him away for counterfeiting, or pilfering, or

one night his cacould blow up, or worse, the Mexicans could get him. Just seconds
after Nick leaves, Phil is sweating and shaking with chills. He would like go home and
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get into bed but he's afraid to start the car. So he sits on his desk, rigid, with fear
blooming insidenim. If he were Oedipus this would be when he would poke out his
own eyes and come stumbling out of the elevator surrounded by a chorus of

horrified customers. They would sing the epode of his fateful downfall and stretch
him out on the bier of stoicisnBuch is near the depth of his self pity.
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36. The StandJp Tragedian

Scarcely had Nick stepped out of the lobby onto the sidewalk when he heard people
screaming. Almost a split second later he hears the deep resonant horns of the of
EM vehicles. Someone lies face down with a large hole in his left temple, the exit
wound. H is in a pool of blood that is still spreading out. It's Phil.

The sirens stop. Police are there almost immediately setting up yellow tape and
asking people to stand back. Building security calls Julie and she comes running out
the door. She says: My @dick! What did you say to him?

Nick: We just talked about business. | guess | also told him off.

(BorB2 NRffa 20SNJ 2y (G(KS aARSglLt1T LF KS
of. Nick thinks he didn't do anything bad.))

Nick callsviclversto report on their mutual acquaintancéiclversasks for a
meeting at 2:00, down at thprecinct.

((Bongo: You will feel very uncomfortable very soon. Phil's death will fester. ))

Julie is still standing there, gazing at him: He has been very nervous Vatedy did
you say?

Nick: | told you, nothing really, except | heard he wouldn't be here much longer.
That upset him. He jumped out his window?

Julie: Not possible. He must have gone to the roof.
((Bongo: Roof> Proof))

Nick: Did you check his oféie

Julie: No.

Nick: I'm thinking maybe he left a note.

Yes, there was a note scratched on a pad by his computer:

Tell 3P, Ed, Carlos, Angelo, Bill and all the rest they won't have me to
launder the drug money anymore. It's over for all of us.

~Phil
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Rather than touch the paper, Nick walks to the office door and locks it, then calls
Mclversback to tell him about the notéviclverstells him not to touch anything or
admit anyone but himself. Julie should stay too.

Twenty minutes lateMclversarrives, forensics behind him. Everything is
photographed. As the team works its way through the office it discovers not only
the paper, but bugs and wireless cameras. Local security is unaware of the
surveillance, but explain that with higavel monitorng it would not be a local
matter. These feeds would be going directly to ChicMdversis advised to talk
with Bibi Knopf. When he reaches her, Bibi promises to get them everything they
want by the close of business the next day, bldivershas alreag dispatched
Chicago DEA it go directly to her, and in fact they arrive while she is on the phone
with Mclvers. He explains he felt he needed DEA because there were strong
reasons to suspect connection to the drug world. Bibi acts surpridellerswishes
he were there so he could read her eyes.

((The red butterfly has reappeared and the cats are sitting up on their back legs
swiping the air. Nick wonders if it is play or food, and smiles))

Mclvers: We're finishing up here; | assume you will be in tahwa next two weeks?
Nick: Not going anywhere. Need to go home now, though.
Mclversreceives a phone call and motions Nick to stay.

Mclvers: They have already reviewed the file. It's clear Phil sat down and wrote the
suicide note and then went to isafe to get a gun. He walked out of his office with
it. They have already listened in to your conversation with him and you're clear. I'd
still like to come over and see you tomorrow if that's ok. How about 2:00?

Nick: Fine.

When Nick again steps out of the lobby onto the street everything is back to normal.
No crowds, no yellow tape, no body, no blood. It's as though the entire matter has
been excised from time. He almost wonders if it really happened. Like the water
where waves disappear. He waits just outside the large revolving door and calls in

his limo. On the street there are still a few lingering police cars near the "loading"
area. Now the limo slinks around the corner and stops near a bench. On the bench is
Bo, with hs shopping basket and bat.

As Nick is about to step into the limo, Bo approaches and asks if he is rich.

Nick looks at him, squints, as if to create a vignette in his mind. He sees a vet with
torn military fatigues, jeans under the fatigueshreddedknees, badly scuffed and
somewhat unseen boots, hoodie, a person who has obviously gone through a lot. A
feeling of gratitude arises in Nick and a sensation of morally cidleattention and
sympathy take hold of him. He cannot leave without speaking ®@. Bo must
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