
 

  

4ÈÅ -ÁÎ 7ÈÏ 
3ÐÏËÅ 7ÉÔÈ #ÁÔÓ 
 

 

 
 

By Burt Pierce 



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 1 
 

1. ¢ƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎΧ 

His parents had saved, saved, saved to send Nick to Wharton School, where he did 
okay, but nothing to talk aōƻǳǘ ƻǾŜǊ ōǊƛŘƎŜΦ IƻǿΩǎ bƛŎƪ Řƻing? Okay. He works in a 
ōŀƴƪΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻǊǘƎŀƎŜǎΦ 5ƻŜǎ ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜΚ IŜ ƎŜǘǎ ŀ 
check twice a month and supports his family. 

Actually, Nick was rather bored. Smiling made his face hurt. He ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ άŘŜŀƭǎέ 
monthly, and beyond his base he got a monthly emolument. When the bank 
ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ƳƻƴǘƘƭȅ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ άŎƘŀǎŜǊέ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎƭȅ ƛƴ 
response to the limp handshake he got. The mere press of it brought down another 
wave of depression. He sometimes thought back on the one English class he had 
ŜǾŜǊ ǘŀƪŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƻƴŜ ǇǊƛȊŜΥ aŜƭǾƛƭƭŜΩǎ .ŀǊǘƭŜōȅΦ hƘ 
would he could sit down in the middle of the lobby, between the high writing tables 
that contained the deposit slips, withdrawal slips, and the tear-offs declaring the 
latest mortgage interest rates! Just sit there and mutter: I prefer not to. 

¢ƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ άŜȄŜŎǳǘƛǾŜ Řŀȅǎέ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀ 
seminar, a nearby motel with a rŜƴǘŜŘ ŎƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ άǘŜŀƳ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎέ ƻǊ όŀƴŘ 
ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜύ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ŀ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ ƻŦ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ άƎǊƻƻƳƛƴƎέ 
courses at places like the Kellogg School, or Harvard. Here he would meet others like 
ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ άƴŜǘǿƻǊƪέ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀŘŜ ǘƘeir grievous stories or chip away at finding 
new job opportunities, anything to move on! And so all these friends and 
conspirators joined Linked-in and wrote each other very complimentary job 
recommendations, and thanked each other profusely by telephone. There, in that 
environment one could rêver [wags head side to side] about coming up on a warm 
beach where there was fresh air and no two-hour traffic commute, the blue sky, the 
real blue sky, not the one from the team building brain-storming sessions, no sticky 
rolls and no stale coffee. Well, that was when they brought in the group hypnotist to 
teach relaxation and self-assurance. 

¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊŀǘŜƎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ .ŀƴƪ aŀƴŀƎŜǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ 
was known that he occasionally timed people when he saw them eƴǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ 
room with a newspaper (no one would attempt a book). So when the iPod finally 
appeared, Nick could enter without being timed and read or execute Linked-in 
ŘǳǘƛŜǎΦ hƴŜ Řŀȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ά ƛƴƴŜǊ ǎŀƴŎǘǳƳέ ƘŜ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘ ōȅ a Fred, a 
ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ƛƭƛŎƻƴŜ ±ŀƭƭŜȅ ǿƘƻ ƪŜǇǘ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ŀƳŀȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ bƛŎƪ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇǳǊǎǳŜŘ ŀ 
άǿŜō ƎƛƎέΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƭŀǇ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜƳŜ ƻŦ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ 
debate? In fact, on Facebook, Nick had noticed that people would go on and on 
every day about the same things, especially politics. Fred was a techie, so he really 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǇǳǎƘ any ideas other than to create a kind of me-too Facebook. Well, the 
barriers to entry were low, at least for a prototype site. But then what? How would 
we get people to move away from their comfort zone (=give us money)? 

The solution came as Nick sat on the couch with his wife Glenda after the kids, 
Errol(7) and Wendy(10) went to bed and they were watching an interview on TV. 
¢ƘŜ ƳŀǊƪŜǘƛƴƎ άƎǳǊǳέΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛncipals of an advertising company was 
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responding to the most often asked question: Since no one pays attention to 
advertisements, why do you bother? Can you actually measure your results? The 
guru was about 35, very tall, big shoulders and hands, and a prominently bald head, 
shaved and polished just so. His face was afflicted by a permanent-smirk that looked 
like it was backed by Botox. 

Well, Joel, I get that a lot. You see, the funny thing is that people really do 
ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ƛǘΦ [ŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘŜŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘ 
what you just said so you can see it my way. Bǳǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ 
constant statistical studies that prove advertising works. Just go to our site, 
www.gimmyideas.com and 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 makes one of those shit-eating shakes of his head he probably 
learned from James Carville or someone like that. 

Joel-the-interviewer has let him utter these entire sentences without interruption, 
but now he has to earn his keep by interjecting something cogent:  

²Ŝƭƭ ȅŜǎ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǎǘǳŘƛŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ 
ƛƴǾŀǊƛŀōƭȅ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƻǳǘ ŦŀǾƻǊŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾŜǊǘƛǎŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ 
the first place!  

A slight tick of the head and a bearing down of the eyelids radiates the you-fricking-
media-commie look, but then the guru formulates the following compassionate 
response:  

Well I see how it can look like a vicious circle and I know people always think 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǳǎŜ ǎǘŀǘƛǎǘƛŎǎ ǘƻ ƭƛŜΣ ǎƻ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǊŜŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƘŜǊŜΦ bƻ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ 
chasing that rabbit. Now we can forget the statistics and move on to 
something more convincing. 

You said people ignore advertising, right? Okay. They think they do. But 
actually they are being blown up and mined by our modern techniques. 
When did you take your last business class, in high school? About 1975, 
right? And what did they say was the purpose of advertising? 

WƻŜƭΥ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŎƭŀǎǎΦ LΩƳ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŘŀǘŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΗ 
Advertising is intended to clearly demonstrate the excellence of product, and also to 
inform the consumer about updated or enhanced capabilities! 

DǳǊǳΥ ¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǾƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƎƘ 
school, because they are still teaching the same things today. Why? Because things 
ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǿ ƭŀǿǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƳŀƭƛƎƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴΦ {ƻ 
let me be Socratic with you, Joel, and ask how well that works? 

WƻŜƭΥ !ǎ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ are we going with this? 

http://www.gimmyideas.com/
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Guru: Well Joel, we have to go back to picture and frame, ground and subject. You 
see, the viewer on TV is there for some sort of excitement. Their lives are very dull 
and they want the vicarious adventures of sin, violence, sex, drugs, adultery, the 
moral rockets for their suppressed egos, so they are wide-open to perceiving AN-Y-
THING! bƻ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǳŦŦΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ even discuss 
publicly, except among chums. And then, every few minutes the show is traversed 
by a set of ads, to which they are entirely 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 
ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΗ LǘΩǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ Ǝŀǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉǳmp. Now if the ad is actually interesting, as in 
the Rose Bowl game every year, they will watch for the ads in order to be amused. 
¢Ƙŀǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎǊƛǇŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǊǘǎ ǿƻǊƭŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜΦ 
And it gripes the advertisers because they have 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 
ƭƛƪŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƻǊǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻmpetitive position of needing 
to earn these ratings kudos. But they all feel they have to play or they are nothing. 
LǊƻƴƛŎΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ But in reŀƭƛǘȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǿǎ who is most willing to waste 
the most money on advertising, a kind of commercial potlatch, which simply gets 
the message out to the advertisers that advertisers will still have to pay through the 
nose for information customers are laughing too hard to consume. 

Joel: YŜŀƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜΗ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŘǳƭƭΣ stupid and 
ƻŦǘŜƴ ŘƻǿƴǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴǎǳƭǘǎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴŎŜΗ 

Guru: Exactly! But tƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƻǇŜƴΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎǳŀǊŀƴǘŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿŜƭƭΣ 
especially when we are worthless. The more we fail to deliver on the dull messages 
of advertising the better. Joe six pack says: Honey, did you see that stupid ad? Or, 
ƘŜȅ IƻƴŜȅΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻƳŜƴΚ hǊ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘΥ IŜȅ IƻƴŜȅΗ 5ƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
ŀŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ 5ŜŀǊΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ƳǳǘŜΚ IƻƴŜȅΣ L 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ take it off mute in a minute or so and if am 
not fast enough, I might miss some of the game! Minute, my foot! There are always 
at least 5 minutes of advertising. The gates are open for fear of missing some 
ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀ /ŀŘƛƭƭŀŎ skid around three times and leave a 
cloud of smoke. Oh the fantasy of being alone in the world and able to drive like 
that in a city everyone has left! Ha! Talk about strange! 

Joel: I never thought about it like that! 

Finally the ads cut in and Nick is able to talk to his wife Glenda. Out of spite, he turns 
off the TV. 

LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ DƭŜƴŘŀΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ L ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ CǊŜŘΣ Ƴȅ tech guy friend 
from California [as if this had already happened]. We were talking about how we 
both feel dead in our jobs. He feels like he only exists to be called in the middle of 
ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦ CǊŜŘ ƪƴƻǿǎ LΩƳ ŀ ŦƛƴŀƴŎŜ Ǝǳȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 
thought I should start some sort of financial services business and he could handle 
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my IT. Financial services business? Really? Not brilliant. Not new. Not unique. No. 
LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǳƴΣ ƳƻǊŀƭƭȅ ǎǳƛǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻŦƛǘŀōƭŜΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
Internet. The idea started coming to me about a week ago. I really think social 
networking will be the next wave for really successful people. Glenda! Why are you 
ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎƘŜǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎƘ ǿŀǎƘŜǊ ƴƻǿΚ L ƳŜŀƴΥ DƻŘΗ LΩƳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ 
ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΗ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΤ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
stare into oncoming traffic like itΩs an opporǘǳƴƛǘȅΦ DƻŘ LΩƳ плΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ not too late 
yet! The kids in fourth grade and sixth grade are perfect for a move to the coast 
where I can get venture capital for our new business. We can multiply our 
ƛƴǾŜǎǘƳŜƴǘǎ ōȅ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘΣ ōȅ млΗ ōȅ мллΗ ōȅ мл00! We can start with 
what we have, build a prototype of the product and then go for capital. After a few 
ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿŜ ǎŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ƻǊ Lth ŀƴŘ ōŀƴƎΗ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻƳŜΗ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ 
ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΗ !ƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣ ǿŜ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻ England like 
you always wanted to do. You could take those art courses at the National Gallery! 
Ah, the land of Guinness! 

Glenda: I hope you never go into marketing. [ŜǘΩǎ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ǝƻ ǘƻ 
bed. 

Feeling very high, Nick suggests they skip the news, and the hand goes up, almost in 
his face. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ²Ŝƭƭ bƛŎƪΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƭƪ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪΦ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ 
skip TVΦ LΩƳ ǘƛǊŜŘΤ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ tǊƛƴŎƛǇŀƭ ǎǘƻǊƳŜŘ ƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ 
piss-head kid brought in his parents to storm the Principal. They were upset I sent 
the little prick to detention, or, as we now politely call it, after-school (teacher 
ǳƴǇŀƛŘύ ǘƛƳŜ ƻǳǘΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƭƛŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ L Ǝƻǘ ŦǳŎƪ-all out of 
ƭƛŦŜΦ bƻ bƛŎƪΣ LΩƳ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ 

So the next morning Nick gets up before the rooster to start his two-hour commute 
into Philly. Glenda sees him walking out the bedroom door and says: WŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ 
ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ƘŜǊ head back into the pillows while 
pulling the blanket up securely over her shoulder. 

.ǳǘΗ Χ bƻΣ bƛŎƪΣ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ 

A screeching of tires is heard as he pulls away from the house, blasting the Beach 
Boys. On the way to the eventual automatic parking wrack, he turns his whole 
ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎƭŜǎǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ IŜ ƛǎ ǎƻ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ 
ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǇŀǇŜǊΦ IŜ ŜƴǘŜǊǎ ǘƘŜ ά9ȄŜŎǳǘƛǾŜ 5ƛƴŜǊέ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƛǾŜƭƛƴƎ 
ǎǘƻƻƭΦ LǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻƭŘ-fashioned diners that have a curved ceiling above the 
counter with polished aluminum plates and pseudo rivets that were built to carry 
over the airplane look so dear to the public still nostalgic for the Second World War. 
The floor is covered with white inlaid ceramic chiclets. This is his funky experience 
for the day, a place his more chichi colleagues would never find him. Here he 
devours his thick bacon, fried eggs over greasy, and English muffin with honey and 
butter. He never says anything as Rush Limbaugh drones on, screaming now and 
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again in the background. Soon the fatal minute hand approaches the 12 and he has 
to move. Mastication has to stop. He doesnΩǘ Ƴƛǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩƭƭ probably 
buy it the next day when things in his life are clearer. 

At the close of business his description of the day was still blank. On his automatic 
rail, he strides to the mechanical garage only to see a sign:  

Sorry For 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 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦ Wǳǎǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƛƴǎǳƭǘ ǘƻ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ 
very keenly. 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 
Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƳƻƻŘΣ ƴƻǘ 
the kind one is in wƘŜƴ ƻƴŜ άǘǊŜŀǘǎέ ƻƴŜǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘΦ bƛŎƪ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ 
disliked what he was feeling, the interruption of the inexorable routines that 
Kordagujineved his numbness, so to stay numb until 9:00 he went back to the funky 
diner, which of course was owned by a Greek, waited by his daughters, and served 
breakfast or lunch or dinner or just some of those mile-high pastries that were good 
ŀǘ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΦ IŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘ ŦƻƻŘ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ άƘƻǳǎŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǎǘŜŀƪέ ǿƛǘƘ 
mashed potatoes and peas, comfort food. Good enough. From the moment he 
finished his key lime pie, he continued to drink coffee and check things 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 as a narrative lull. 

Leaving, the next morning, he said he still wanted to talk that night so she would 
fully understand. hƪŀȅΦ /ƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŀǘ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜ ƘƻǳǊΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪΦ {ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ 
tough. 
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2. WTF? 

Upon his return home he really shocked his family. His head was perfectly bald. 

Nick: LǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƴŜǿ look! Tomorrow I get my glasses with the turquoise rims! On 
board my new life! 

Glenda: You remind me of Ralph Kramden in the Honeymooners, but not as fat. Sit 
Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΤ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ŦŜŜƭ ŎŀƭƳŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǇƭŜŀǎe put on a hat. YouΩǊŜ 
scaring the children. 

Pow-boom! To the moon! Nick was trying to impress her that he could still 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ wŀƭǇƘΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ƭƛƴŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ǘƻƻ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŜŜƴ ŀǎ ǊŜǊǳƴǎΦ 

[ŀǘŜǊΧ  

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ my job as a school teacher, 
ǘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƘƭŜǇ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ 
where to hook up sewage on our trailer. 

Nick: DƭŜƴŘŀΗ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƭŜǊΗ  

Glenda: See what I mean? 

Nick: Look, we own our house and we have our inheritance and our savings. How 
can we go wrong? 

Glenda: Yeah, well L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǳƳǇ ƻǳǊ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ 
security into the business? 

Nick: ²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΗ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƘƛǇǎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ 
more once the business takes off and I can IPO. 

Glenda: ̧ ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ LthΚ ²¢CΚΚΚ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 
in mind. I can barely take you seriously with no hair. Hurry up before you get the 
turquoise glasses! 

Nick: hƘ ǎƘƛǘΣ DƭŜƴŘŀΦ LǘΩǎ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜŘΦ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ CǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻƻΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 
move there so I can oversee the building of the prototype. 

Glenda: What prototype? 

Nick: ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƻǊǎΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƴŎƘ 
and a lot of partners to float through the first few rough years. Once you get money 
ƛǘΩǎ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΥ ōŀǎƛŎ ǊǳƭŜ ƻŦ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘΦ ²Ŝ 
just go to all the university tech fares and mingleΧ ŀƴŘ ōƻƻƳΗ ²ŜΩǊŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 
the money hydrant. The investors all like jumping on young kids with ideas. Fred has 
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ŀ ǎƻƴ ŀǘ /ŀƭǘŜŎƘΦ IŜΩƭƭ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀǎ ŀǊŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ 
coming from adults with lawyers. 

Glenda: {ƻ bƛŎƪΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƛƎ Ǌƻǎȅ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ idea 
is with the turquoise glasses and all. 

Nick: ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƻǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƴ 
oddball. They focus on the glasses and see themselves being cool! 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ¸ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩƭƭ ǿƻǊƪΗ aȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƛƎ ƛŘŜŀΣ not the stupid 
glasses. WHAT is the idea? 

Nick: ²ŜƭƭΣ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōǊŜǿƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ Lǘ ŀƭƭ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇ ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƻǘh  the other 
night when we were watching the marketing guru on The Joel Show. [Nick 
sometimes loves metaphorical expressions.] 

¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ LΩve been developing some Facebook familiarity now for about six 
ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǿŀǊŜ 
of: The (finger quotes) friends are really there to let off steam, and they want others 
to hear their whistle [metaphor]. They get into really heightened states of 
ŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ƛƴ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻ 
much paranoia around Facebook is they ARE saying things that could get them into 
trouble. In general they are screaming at others who already agree with them. Then 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǎƴŜŀƪ ƛƴΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƴƻ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ άǇǊƻŦƛƭŜέΣ -
and who attack every one of the opposite opinion with utmost venom [metaphor]. 
¢ƘŜȅ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀŘŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎǊƻǿŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎǳƭǘ 
ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǾƛǊƻƴƳŜƴǘ ƛǎ ǾƛǊǘǳŀƭΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
mouthing off in a bar. They get to call everyone stupid and people just ignore them 
or say polite things. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΚ 

Glenda, their passions get absolutely boiling! Who needs movies, entertainment, 
drama. Here the LITTLE YOU can come out as the BIG YOU, and no one will ever be 
the wiser! What if? I say, WHAT IF? we distilled this down to purity and spun 
ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ŦǳǊȅΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾŜǊǘƛǎŜǊǎΥ 
{ǳǇŜǊƛƻǊ {ǳǎŎŜǇǘƛōƛƭƛǘȅΦ [ƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǊƪŜǘƛƴƎ ƳƻƎǳƭ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ 
excitement that renders the public vulnerable to ads. No one cares about ads on a 
program like I LOVE LUCY. Back then, though, life was so polite and dull that even 
English spoken with a Cuban accent was a subtle motive for quiet outrage. Do you 
know why the movie 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, and just the way they sell popcorn, we can provide 
advertisers with a banquet for their products! Their reason goes completely null and 
they will jump at anything they believe will launch a missile into the dull lives they 



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 8 
 

ƭŜŀŘΗ DŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜƻǊȅΣ DƭŜƴŘŀΚ LǘΩǎ Ŧƻunded in established practice. All we need is a 
way to really crank people up! 

Glenda: And how are you planning to do that? Have you really thought this through? 
LǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ōǳǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΦ bƻǿ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
get pisseŘ ƻŦŦΦ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ όŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǉǳƻǘŜǎύ ŘŜǾƛƭΩǎ ŀŘǾƻŎŀǘŜΦ .ǳǘ L ŀƳ 
listening. You seem so excited about all this! So, okayΣ LΩƭƭ ōƛǘŜΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
excitement? Where does that come from? ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳƻǾƛŜ ŎǊŜǿ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŜōΦ 

Nick: Well, Glenda, thaǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ŦƻŎǳǎΣ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭŀǎŜǊΣ 
full power! Scan and burn! [She looks puzzled.] 

Glenda: Okay, okay, what, what??? 

Nick: LookΣ DƭŜƴŘŀΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀƪ ǘƘƛǎΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ 
your friends or your family. Nada! 

Glenda: Okay, okay, what, what??? 

Nick: LǘΩǎ ŀ ǎƛǘŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎǎΗ tǳǊŜ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŦƻŎǳǎΣ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ 
soon be taking the dog for a walk. This is the real, ǇǳǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜΗ όas 
they say on late night advertising, tisk, tisk). I will be powering-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 someone will emerge they can all vote for as a 
discussion leaderΣ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ hǊŀǘƻǊ. So there will be two discussion 
leaders, one for the Right and one for the Left. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ¸ŜŀƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪǎ ƴƻǿΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΚ 

Nick: Well we isolaǘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ CƛǊǎǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿΧ 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ 

Nick: Understanding comes from the name of the site: WWW.SUCKED-IN.COM. The 
ƛŘŜŀ ƛǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ 
get sucked inΦ LǘΩǎ hƭȅƳǇƛŎ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎǎ ŀǘ ƛǘǎ ōŜǎǘΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ŎƻƴǎŜǊǾŀǘƛǾŜΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ 
give up answering the Liberals you have been SUCKED IN! and vice versa. Once 
ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳ ƻƴƭȅ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎŎƻǊŜ ŦƻǊ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
opposition. If you are one of the opposition you earn points for how many questions 
ȅƻǳ ǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ άhǊŀǘƻǊέ avoided or ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ άhǊŀǘƻǊΩǎέ 
team register ƧŜŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ άhǊŀǘƻǊέ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ 
they were concerned. Scoring is managed by computer so there is no hanky-panky. 
LǘΩǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΦ 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘΚ ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΚ 
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Nick: ²ŜƭƭΣ DƭŜƴŘŀΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛŘŜŀΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ 
LǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊƛƳƻǊŘƛŀƭ ǘƘŀƴ ŎŀǎƘΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǿƻƻ-woo, but the reward is 
being the great bull among the calves. The Orator is a position everyone can try for 
by stumping 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 side in the sea of everything from meaningless to great issues. He or 
she who lasts the longest takes a place on the hall of fame of political oratory, left or 
ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ The height of each image is their proportionate stature. The 
only real rule is that the Orator never gets any advice from his own team, as that 
would be a violation of reality. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ IƳƳƳΧ {ǳŎƪŜŘ-ƛƴΧ LƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ άƳƻƴŜǘƛȊŜ ƛǘΚέ 

Well, thatΩǎ where 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, 
religious book shops, pick-up trucks, trailers and pit bull breeders. 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. I keep remembering that song Lisa Minnelli sang in Cabaret: 
aƻƴŜȅΣ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ƳƻƴŜȅΧ aƻƴŜȅΣ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ƳƻƴŜȅΧ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΣ DƭŜƴŘŀΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ 
might just turn out to be the gladiatorial event of the century! 

Glenda: And this keeps you up at night? This makes you change over from a three 
piece pinstripe suit with wingtips and a power tie to those jeans and old tweed 
jacket and turtleneck shirt. Goatee and ear rings and shaved head and turquoise 
glasses and Bluetooth-connected earbud? This makes you want to deracinate your 
whole family? You have no doubts? What connections do you have to make this all 
happen? 

Nick: Were'nt you listening Glenda? God! Okay. I have Fred and his son at Berkeley. 
They know people, and there are good coffee bars to hang out in, like in Upper 
Haight Ashberry. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ IŀǘŜ !ǎƘōŜǊƎŜǊΩǎΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀǘƛƴƎ !ǎƘōǳǊƎŜǊǎΚ 

Nick: No, Glenda, Upper Haight Ashberry, a part of San Francisco. 

Glenda: {ƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǇŜǎ ƻŦ 
meeting investors, (finger quotes) vulture capitalists? They funded 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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around iPads in shopping bags. I 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: Bǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳ ƛǘΩǎ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘŜǊΗ 

Nick: ̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƎŜŜƪΣ DƭŜƴŘŀΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ computers you use in school to automate 
teaching and testing have gotten you all fouled up. IP stands for Intellectual 
tǊƻǇŜǊǘȅΦ ²Ƙŀǘ L ƘŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƘŜŀŘΦ LǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŘǊƛǾŜǎ ǾŀƭǳŜ ŀƴŘ ƴŀƛƭǎ Řƻǿƴ 
ǇǊƻŦƛǘǎΦ LǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƛŘŜŀǎΣ a¸ ƛŘŜŀǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ away from me unless they 
PAY, like they did with Steve Jobs. I did study all this back at Wharton. 

Glenda: ²ƘŀǊǘƻƴΣ {ŎƘƳƻǊǘƻƴΗ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻŘŘŀƳƴ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴ 
of yours. 

Nick: ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǊŜŀƭ ƎǊƻǿǘƘ L had in my life, the 
last time I was happy, hanging out in the Student Union, going to rock concerts, 
ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǇƻŜǘǎ ǊŜŀŘΣ ǇƭŀȅǎΣ ǇƻǘΣ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎΧ 

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

Nick: bƻΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ Ƨƻō ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ 
сǘƘ ƎǊŀŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ okay as a family, and the kids are very healthy, not even fat, 
respectable, solid, steady. 

Glenda: Stop! You think this has all been a joyride for me? At Sandals you 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! 

Nick: bƻΣ ƴƻΦ LΩƳ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΦ LΩƳ ŀƴ ŀŘǳƭǘΗ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ this 
rut. And why not? The millions my parents left me really would permit us never to 
ǿƻǊƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǳƴΣ ŀƴ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΣ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
have to live like slugs in flat grassΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ ¸ƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ 
George Murphy who 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 I brought home that were 
decorated like the rainbow aƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǊŜŘ ǊƛƳΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ DŜƻǊƎŜΩǎΦ 
IŜΩǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ okay! 

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

Nick: ²ŜƭƭΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎƻ ƧǳŘƎƳŜƴǘŀƭΦ IŜΩǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƘŀǇǇȅ ƴƻǿ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ 
rather than a desk in a cubicle with two chairs and a Rockwell painting hanging on 
his beige partition. He no longer has to turn hard-working people down for a 
mortgage because they once upon a time maxed out their 21% credit card and then 
get thrashed by management for asking for exceptions and consideration. He 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘǊŀǎƘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
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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 scumbag be? 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ bƛŎƪ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΦ Look at all the money they pay you just 
for saying no! 

Nick: Well, until I get my A-Ǉƭŀƴ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ LΩƳ ƻƴ Ǉƭŀƴ-.Η LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 
ƳƻǊǘƎŀƎŜǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŀǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ LΩƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ¢I9 MAN. 
¢I!¢Ω{ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊǉǳƻise frames, the bald head, the used Barcellino hat, the old 
elbow-patched tweed sport jacket, the long brown worn-out leather belt from 
Goodwill I tie around in a knot, the old jeans and used suede desert boots. No more 
ƴŜǿ /ƭŀǊƪΩs for ƳŜΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ Steve Jobs. My height of elegance will consist 
of a black tea shirt and old jeans, maybe new ones for public appearances. 
¢ƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ LΩƳ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǊŀŎŜΗ 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ²ƘŀǘΚ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ {ŀƴ CǊŀƴŎƛǎŎƻ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΚ 

Nick: No. The bankΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ-B I was mentioning, until I can get everything tidied 
up. Right now we need to go to bed (wink, wink). Ca-ƳŀǳƴΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦ 

They did go upstairs, but whatever happened after the ascent, we shall never know, 
and I can tell you nothing happened on the stairs up. 
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3. Sublime Ambition 

In the morning he came down just as Glenda, Errol and Wendy were leaving for 
school. It was ErrolΩǎ ƳƛǎŦƻǊǘǳƴŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΥ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚ bƛŎƪ ƧŜǊƪŜŘ 
back a bit, cleaning his nostril, and said, with a perfectly vacant face: Yes. Wish me 
ƭǳŎƪΗ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪΦ 

ErrolΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪΚ 

Nick: ²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿΦ {ƻƳŜŘŀȅ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ 
ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǿΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǎƻƻƴΦ !ǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƻƳŜ ōŀƴŀƴŀǎΚ 

They left. He finds the Cheerios, the banana, the sugar and the almond milk. There 
ŀǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻŦǘ ǎǘǊŀǿōŜǊǊȅ ǎƭƛŎŜǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǾŜǊΦ ¢ƻ ƳŀƪŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ƘŜ ǇƻǳǊǎ ŀ ά 
ƘŀƭŦ ǇǳƳǇέ ƻŦ Ǿŀƴƛƭƭŀ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƭƛǎƘŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΦ bŜȄǘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŜȄǇƭƛŎƛǘƭȅ 
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 
newspaper 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 street he fantasizes about Bill Nye the Science Gus, stepping into 
the rôle of Gene Kelly in Singing in the Rain. It was on TV. Now, as he purposely 
bounces down the street he stares into the windows that have served him so well in 
the past, streaking by with the 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 
Ŧŀǳƭǘ ƻŦ ǎŎǳŦŦǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴƎǘƛǇǎ ƴƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ƴŜƎƭŜŎǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǘƛŜΩǎ ƭƻŀǘƘǎƻƳŜ 
stains, one among so many financial androids. 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 reflect on the undifferentiated in their cocoon of 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 cackle, looking deliberately charmed and then retracting 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 
9ȄŜŎǳǘƛǾŜ 5ƛƴŜǊΦ aȅ DƻŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŜŀǊƭȅΗ IŀǇǇȅΗ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
security guard looked 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 fast-fading in his memory. 
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Once inside the realm of large foyers and small cubicles, he stood, before taking his 
seat. He looked at the fluorescent lights in the fireproof, noise-reducing ceiling and 
listened to hear buzz over the clacking of keyboards and occasional voices. He 
looked for something intelligible, something needing analysis, something 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 
ƘŀȊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦ !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻok his seat 
in the cubicle. Now ƘŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ άƎǊŜŜǘŜǊέ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ 
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 being diligent 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 employment, that 
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 officer. ThatΩs why 
they would all show up with that immutable smile and sit there rubbing their hands 
between their legs which is body language foǊ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ strangle you you 
ōǳǊŜŀǳŎǊŀǘƛŎ ŦǳŎƪΗ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǎǳŎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
almost inevitably be told they were unqualified to have the mortgage. Those who 
ŎŀƳŜ ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎ άǊŜ-Ŧƛǎέ ǿere even more stiff, shameful already and feeling like they 
ǿŜǊŜ ōŜƎƎƛƴƎ άǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴέ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪΦ bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ bƛŎƪ 
dreaded the dénouement of the loan, when they would stand up abruptly, sending 
their chairs on wheels crashing into the cubicle 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, 
ŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƛƳŜΣ bƛŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ Ǿŀƛƴ ƎŜǎǘƛŎǳƭŀǘƛƻn of friendship, would snap back to 
Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ŀǎ ŀ ŦǊƻƎǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀ ƳƻǎǉǳƛǘƻΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 
what Nick would experience on average 18 times a day. He was considered quite 
efficient on his job, which built bonus funds based on the number of people 
processed rather than effective business aggregate. 

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 he thought it unkind not to allow people to at least savor 
the chance that they might be accepted into the ranks of non-homeless and non-
renters, at least for a while. The feelings he had of compassion for the rejects was 
gradually giving away to spontaneous existential doubts as to the value and 
tenability of life, but each time he detected some potential, he would re-stoke that 
certain energy he needed to stand up from his chair and extend his hand. 

At the signal to the greeter, two customers were ushered across 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 junior law partner, income 
well over $300,000 with no debts beyond their two BMWs (ha ha they had their act 
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ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅύΦ !ƴŘ ǎƻ ǘƘƛǎ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘƻ bƛŎƪΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ 
ǘƻ ǊŀŘƛŀǘŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƘŀƪŜΦ ά/ƻŦŦŜŜΚέ άbƻ ǘhanks, 
just came from Starbucks, not our favorite, but good coffee is hard to find in this 
ŘƛǎǘǊƛŎǘΦέ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ όƭƛƴŜ ŘǊƛƭƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ 
ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ōȅ ōŀƴƪ ǎŀƭŜǎ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘŀƴǘǎύΧ ǎƻ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǘŀ ƪƴƻǿ ȅŀ άόƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ 
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 
ŦƭƻǿŜŘ Ƨǳōƛƭŀƴǘƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ bƛŎƪΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΤ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƳƳŀŎǳƭŀǘŜΣ ол҈ ŘƻǿƴΣ ƴƻ ǊƛǎƪΣ ƴƻ 
adjusting mortgage 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 this for quite a while. Maybe that night he could go home 
singing about helping someone. 

bƛŎƪΥ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΦ 
 

Jim the dentist: OkayΣ L ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻƻƴ Ψ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ !{!tΦ 

[Janet jabs Jim, which is Janet speak for: Jeeeesus, JimΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊŜΤ 
these creeps will bump up the interest or demand payment for points!] 

bƛŎƪΥ LΩƭƭ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊǘǎΦ 

 
WƛƳΥ ¸ŀ ƪƴƻǿ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩǾŜ ǎǇokŜƴ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻΩǎ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜǊǘ ƛƴ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ 
IŀƘŀΧ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƭƻǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ !ǇǇƭŜ ǎǘƻǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƴ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŀƭƪ 
ǘƻ ŀ D9bL¦{όƘŀ ƘŀύΦ .ǳǘΣ ȅŀ ƪƴƻǿΣ L ŘƛŘ ŦŜŜƭ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ 
ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǎǳƛǘΗ Iŀ ƘŀΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŦƛǊŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀ 
place for you at the Apple store (tisk, tisk in common). Just out of curiosity, are you 
gay?  

bƛŎƪΥ bƻΗ ²Ŝƭƭ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ΨŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ǝŀȅ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ōǳŘŘȅ ǿƘƻ ǿŜŀǊǎ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ 
that, but fire engine red not turquoise.  

bƛŎƪΥ IƳƳƳΧ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ όǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 
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 common feelings about the common social dementia  might 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 applying 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 
ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ŎǳōƛŎƭŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊǎΦ .ǳǘ bƛŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƭƪ 
them out. Security cameras might notice he did that, and someone might ask if he 
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was trading confidences out of range of the shotgun microphones pointed down 
ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ άŎƻƴŜ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǳōƛŎƭŜΣ ά ŦƻǊ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜέΣ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ 
was so convinced. 

These were the last applicants he had hopes for today; 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 consequent lay-offs 
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 due to immigrant competition 
Working, but the house needed a lot of repairs or remodeling, which might not 
happen, making the foreclosure-resale pair extremely unattractive. 

¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ άƭŜŀŘŜǊǎέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŀƴǎ ƛƴŘǳǎǘǊȅΦ 9ŀŎƘ ŦƛƭŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ 
with ŀ ǊŜŘ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭƻŀƴ ƻǊ ƳƻǊǘƎŀƎŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
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. Only άǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜǊέ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŜǾŀƴǘ ŎƻŘŜǎ ŜŀŎƘ ŘŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ 
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 absolute 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 sheet of paper with euphemistically 
but semantically inconsequential reasoning about what people should do if they 
wanted to fare better the next time. 

!ǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ bƛŎƪ ƘŀŘ άǿŀƭƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴέ ό ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǉǳƻǘŀύ 
through the application process and touched all the keys to activate the criminal 
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background checks, credit checks, and title checks. This was a positive day. He had a 
great feeling about the dentist and the lawyer couple. HŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
handle the pleasure of actually getting a customer 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 reservation at Ma 
Tristesse, the most authentically French restaurant he knew of, for 8:30. He would 
walk from the station and she would meet him there. Sounds easy and delightful, 
but Glenda had to twist her teen baby-ǎƛǘǘŜǊΩǎ ŀǊƳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŘŀȅΣ which 
ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ Glenda had to promise to drive her 
home, pay a premium and not be more than three hours. No sooner had she made 
ǘƘƛǎ ŘŜŀƭ ǘƘŀƴ WŀƴŜǘΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ Ŧƻƻǘ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ 
WŀƴŜǘ ōǳǘ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎǘŜŀŘΦ DƭŜƴŘŀ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ Ϸрл ŀƴŘ YŀǊŜƴΣ WŀƴŜǘΩǎ 
mother, agreed. In fact she said she would arrange for the transportation herself as 
ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎŀǊΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ WŀƴŜǘΩǎ ǎǘŜǇ-father, alone with Janet, 
but she figured Janet could manage her homework for once without her, as Stan 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴow anything 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 smartest still-fitting pants 
suit and located her red patent leather handbag and shoes with the crosswise 
ōǊƻƻŎƘŜǎΦ [ƛŦŜ ƛǎ ǘƻǳƎƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ŝŀǎǘ Ŏƻŀǎǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŜŀǊ ƧŜŀƴǎΣ ǎǿŜŀǘŜǊǎ 
and deck shoes to fancy restaurants (framing this scene for the Californians and 
Northwest.) As Karen came up the walk there was a quick relay of keys, a word and 
ŀ άǘƘŀƴƪǎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘέΦ DƭŜƴŘŀ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘŀōƭŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƻ 
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 impatient self. He told 
ƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǊǳǎƘ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǿŀǎ άŎƻǇŀŎŜǘƛŎέΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƴǘƛǉǳŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ƎƛƎƎƭŜΦ {ƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ 
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 away her cell 
phone. 

The restaurant, Ma Tristesse, picturing the ever present Edith Piaf painted on the 
main window, was popularly referred to by local single yuppies as άThe Mattress.έ 
This place had more apparent class than most young professionals and low-level 
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 experience, which all started with valet service. 
It was ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ aŀǘǘǊŜǎǎέ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ŀ ǾǳƭƎŀǊ Ǉǳƴ ƻƴ CǊŜƴŎƘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ƛƳǇƭƛŜŘ 
ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊΧ .ŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
the restaurant was a huge room divided up into cubicles that could accommodate 
four tables for four 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 wooden 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 sound-dead walls in a 
recording studio, to assure an evening sense that conversation was neither seen 
(intimate lighting) through a dark-domed zoom-pan camera nor heard through a 
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lurking microphone. Thus the walls could hang loosely, wave with ventilation, 
transfuse-shadow-show the act going on on the other side, flickering lights, moving 
spiritual waiters and the graceful dance of seductive hands crossing the table every 
ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ŜȄǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ 
only low murmurs to be heard; identity was the mere finality at the moment of 
credit card presentation. Internally, no one saw out the window, the lobby with its 
high candy apple Corinthian pillars with gold leaves painted under the giant black 
lacquered crossbeam that served as the great archway to the sanctum of cuisine. 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 phase their 
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 
ǾŀƭŜǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻok the faux ivory chiclet with the claim number on it for later. 
She was actually beginning to 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 Wednesday. 7-13-6 was the table the waitress 
Genevieve personally escorted her to, and there on the threshold of the floor were 
the ciphers: 7,13 (column, row), and Nick was there at table 6. Nick made to stand 
ǳǇ ōǳǘ DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ƴŀǇƪƛƴ 
for her. Gevevieve was short, thin, efficient and rather homely. She quickly took 
DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ ŎƻŎƪǘŀƛƭ ƻǊŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ aŀŎŀƭƭŀƴκму ŀƴŘ 
ŀƴ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻƴ bƛŎƪΩǎ ƳŀǊǘƛƴƛΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊŜƭŜǎǎ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
table when they were ready to order while advising them briefly on the 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. 

Glenda: Well, Nick, are you going to revŜŀƭ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŘƛǾƻǊŎŜ L 
hope. 

 
Nick: hƘ DƻŘ ƴƻΗ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƴƎΦ L ƪƴƻǿ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻǳŎƘȅ ƭŀǘŜƭȅ 
ŀƴŘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǇŜǊƛƻŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ LΩƳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ 
tolerable. 

 
DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ǎƻ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎ ŀ ƴƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǾƻǊŎŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L ƴŜŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ L 
thought those silly glasses were maybe a show for another woman. I thought that 
plan of yours to go out to California and start a website was a subterfuge, honestly. I 
read about things like tƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜǎ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴǘƭȅΦ L Ǝƻ ōǳȅ 
ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻŎŜǊƛŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΗ .ǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎƛŘŜΣ L Řƻ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ 
you wanted to do this. It means a lot even if it wasnΩǘ ǿŜƭƭ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ 
motivations were not clear. 
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Nick: And you look so nice tonight! 

DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŦŀŎŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ǇǳŎƪŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǿŀǊŘ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ǎƘŜ Ƙas to raise with 
this delightful understanding. 

bƛŎƪΥ !ŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ LΩƳ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŜō ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ōǳǊƴŜǊΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻŘŀȅ 
because I think LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭƻŀƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ Řŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻ 
dull and frustrating. Sometimes I stare at my wastebasket and seem to see things 
crawling out of it. I know this is just my inner mind producing playthings for my 
outer mind, but I am getting sick ƻŦ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛǎƻǊƛŜƴǘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ 
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 I barely remember demanding to know why they were turned down! And I 
ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΗ 

Glenda: Sounds like my day. The bell rings. The students are gone and then my 
phone rings and someone thinks I scowled too much at their little brat. Or the 
principal calls me ƛƴΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ǊŜŎƻǾering from a gun wound and explains he just got 
off the phone with some hulking father threatening to take everything into his own 
ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛŦ YŜǾƛƴΩǎ ƎǊŀŘŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ YŜǾƛƴ ƛǎ ŀ ōǳƭƭȅ 
who never does his work and ruins everyone ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ŀƴ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴΦ hƻǇǎΗ L 
ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΗ YŜǾƛƴΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ōŜƭƭƛƎŜǊŜƴǘ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜǎ ǿƘƻ Ŧǳƭƭȅ 
ŜȄǇŜŎǘ YŜǾƛƴΩǎ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ IŀǊǾŀǊŘ όƻƘ ǿƘȅ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ 
Harvard?) should be dashed against his permanent fucking report cards! But, okay, 
LΩƳ ŎŀƭƳΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎŀƭƳŜǊΦ [She plunges the first two fingers of her right hand into the 
class of ice water and then sucks away the moisture.] See that? Rat poison, I 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 I had a good one. [he pretends to hold 
something between his thumb and index finger] ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻŘŀȅ L Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻǘ Ƴȅ 
lollipop. [sticking his thumb in his mouth, winking his eye in a kind of touche]. 

Glenda: What was that? 

bƛŎƪΥ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻŀƴΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ 
people are rock solid without a single scratch! 

Glenda: Nick, I realize you have been hurting from this for a long time. And I 
understand you never get anyone through a loan process. If this happened to 
ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ όŀƴŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿŀȅύΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǿƻǳld fire you 
for non-performance or incompetence! What gives? No comprendo! 

Nick: I 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 
on smile whiƭŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻŀƴΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƴǎ 
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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 getting heat for it. The manager, Phil Merryweather, explained to us 
ǘƘŀǘ DŜƻǊƎŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƳƻǊŀƭŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ Ƙƛǎ Ƨƻō ōȅ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ 
customer to get their full applications filled out. He said he thought we would prefer 
to have him take the heat for refusal rather than the bank. I remember that from 
when he told me, and I remember advising him against it, that his approach could 
be interpreted as dereliction. He laughed at me. The next day he went in and 
ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ άǎŜǊǾƛŎŜέ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘǎ Ƙƛs way than the bank way. Phil called 
ƘƛƳ ŀ ƴǳƳōǎƪǳƭƭ ŀƴŘ άƛƴŘǳƭƎŜƴǘƭȅέ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ όtƘƛƭΩǎ ǿƻǊŘύ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǿƻ 
ǿŀȅǎΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘŜǎƪ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ tƘƛƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛǊŜ ƘƛƳ ōǳǘ 
warned him. George was a hothead, has no family, and quiǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ 
when my quota jumped from fifteen to eighteen, as his load was split across the 
staff. 

Glenda: Was it the load that got to you, Nick? 

Nick: No! Really no problem. Fifteen times zero equals eighteen times zero. 

Glenda: But, Nick, why the hell are they doing this? 

bƛŎƪΥ hƘΣ ǿŜΩƭƭΣ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀŘƧǳǎǘ ƻǳǊ ƎŀƳŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴ 
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 assure the public the 
government gives us money for loans, but then expects us to have fist tight control 
ƻǾŜǊ ƭƻŀƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ƘƛƎƘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴ ǉǳŀƭƛŦȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ Ǝƻǘ 
ƳŜ ǎƻ ƘȅǇŜŘΥ L ŀƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƻŀƴ ƛƴ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΗ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ŝŀǎȅ Ƨust sitting 
there stamping paper all day. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƳŀƪŜǎ ŀ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜ ŀōǎǳǊŘΦ {ƘŜ looks 
up at Nick and warms a smile his way, but then there are loud noises and her visage 
converts to terror. This just after tapping the button for another round of drinks. But 
there was no connection. 
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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 like an abstract painting on the make. Their brains are just now calculating 
that those noises were gunshots. Instinct drops them to the floor and immediately 
they hear a sound, ka-ching, they donΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜΤ ǘƘŜƴ the lights go out. 

Messeur ay dam, zer hace been a crime and we haf shutted zee res-to-rant 
until zee police will araif. Pleece stay exact-a-manct seated where you are. 
We are working on zee lights to bring zem back. 

Ka-ching! 

Nick and Glenda are already under the table, Nick holding her two fingers 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?  

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ²ƘƻΩǎ ŎŀƭƳΚ Wǳǎǘ ǉǳƛŜǘΦ Wǳǎǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ  

Chairs are heard being dragged away from a table. Someone is moving. Oh Jesus, oh 
WŜǎǳǎΦ bƛŎƪΗ {ŜǘǘƭŜ ŘƻǿƴΗ ²ŜΩƭƭ ōŜ okay. Now they hear tƘŜ άǘƘǳƴƪέ ƻŦ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅ 
jumping into the lighting system. And as the lights come on, Nick sees Glenda sitting 
with him under the table with a Ruger  P345 in her hand.  

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

Glenda: Of course I do. You think I carry this around for extra weight? 

Nick:  Gimme that! 

Glenda: No Nick. ̧ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘǳǊǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦ LΩƳ 
ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻǿƴΦ hƴŎŜ L ǎŜŜ ƛǘΩǎ okay you get back on your chair 
too.  

Right handedly she grabs the edge of the table, pulling herself up. A woman at the 
ƴŜȄǘ ǘŀōƭŜ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ Ǝǳƴ come over the edge first, 
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 LED lighting. Some at their tables still, and others on the 
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floor. Color seems to have disappeared, except for the great red and white abstract 
panel across from them, where color is spreading and moving.  

Ka-ching, they hear, and then heavy footsteps. 

Nick: DƭŜƴŘŀΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǳƴΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎcaring the shit out of every 
ǘŀōƭŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǳǎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƴŜ ǿƘƛǘŜΚ 

 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, a giant shit-
eating grin on his face.  

Glenda with just a stern and impassive look: bƛŎƪΣL ōƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ CǊŀƴƪƛŜΩǎ ŦǳŎƪ-
faced father broke into my class with a baseball bat in his hand demanding that I 
ǊŀƛǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ƛŘƛƻǘ ǎƻƴΩǎ ŦǊƛƎƎƛƴƎ ƎǊŀŘŜΦ .ȅ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǘ Ƙim, screaming and 
terrorizing the kids I was able to get other teachers to come in and stop the fray. 
THEN I decided it was time not to come to school unarmed anymore. You 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ΨŎŀǳǎŜ L ƪƴŜǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ƭŜŎǘǳǊŜǎ 
about it. But I was brought up with guns and just stopped off on the way home at 
the gun range for practice for a few weeks. I used to joke with the instructor I could 
teach the parents a thing or two. 

bƛŎƪΥ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ǘhat thing around for seven months? 

 
Glenda: Sure. It weighs less than a pound. 

The P.A. Announces: Ladies and gentlemen, a crime has been committed; someone 
has been shot. The entire room is surrounded by our SWAT ǘŜŀƳ ǎƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ 
erratic moves. If you have any guns, please place them on the table in front of you 
and push  your chair back from the table.  In 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 television and 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 the loose curtained doorway and made his 
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 same. Once accomplished, two other SWAT team members 
appeared and frisked everyone for more concealed weapons. None were found. 
Everyone was asked to sit down again. 

At the termination of this search process, the voice came back, that of Detective 
McIvers . Ladies and Gentlemen, please remain seated while we reveal the room. 
aǊΦ tƛŜǊǳΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴΦ άhǳƛέΦ Sounds of electric motors flooded 



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 22 
 

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 restaurant so they 
could hold medium-sized business conferences and wedding parties. On the side of 
ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ άƎǊŀƴŘ ŀǊŎƘŜέ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳƻŘŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǎized dais, fitted with 
a lectern and microphone. On all sides stood the black-clad kevlar robots, guns up, 
faceless masks down. The room darkened as a cone of light illuminated Detective 
McIvers Σ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ άǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜǎέΦ 

In almost the center was a little roofless yellow room. Apparently forensics were 
going in and out. Flashes bounced up giving red hues. Then they stopped. A cart 
rolled out with something long bundled in a black zippered bag. Next in went some 
people who looked like janitors. A few moments of silence were observed, and 
finally the yellow tent came down like a magic hat, revealing nothing but space. Not 
far to the side was a lone woman weeping. Everyone fixed upon her grief. 

McIvers : 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 there to be any 
danger at this time as you are well-protected. All the ways out have been blocked 
and our search has found no one in hiding. The management 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, please step up and have a seat for the interview. 
Make sure you present your ID and 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 use the facilities you will be escorted. This process 
should not take too long. Oh, and please do not make any cell phone calls. 
Questions? OkayΦ {ƻ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΧ !ƴŘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎΗ !ǎ ŀ 
courtesy the restaurateur informs me there will be no charges tonight by way of 
assuaging your inconvenience. 

General cry: hƘ WŜǎǳǎΗ ¢ƘŜ ōŀōȅǎƛǘǘŜǊΗ hƘ ǎƘƛǘ ƻƘ ǎƘƛǘΗ 5ŀƳƴΧ 

Glenda raises her hand and a female masked being approaches. How long will this 
take? We have to get home to our children. Our babysitter was only free for three 
ƘƻǳǊǎΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƴǳƳōŜǊΣ ƳŀƳΚ 5ƛŀƭǎ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΚ 
DƻǊŘŜƴΣ aǊǎΦ DƻǊŘŜƴΦ IŜƭƭƻ aǊǎ DƻǊŘŜƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ 
are being held at the restaurant in connection with a murder, looks like. 
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DƭŜƴŘŀΥ bƻΗ WŜǎǳǎΗ [ƛȊ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΗ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜΚ ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘ ƘŀƴŘǎ 
ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΦ [ƛȊΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ŀƭƭ 
ōŜŜƴ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƻǊǎΦ bƻΧL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ 
to get free. I asked them to send an officer over to sit for you but they refused 
ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΦ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅΚ hƘΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ take the kids 
back to your house? OkayΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀƴƎŜƭΗ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ǳǇ ōȅ тŀƳΚ OkayΦ LΩƭƭ ǇƛŎƪ 
them up then. I canΩǘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ 

While all this is going on, Nick is looking up at the retracted curtain walls. The one 
with the blood on it still drips, or seems to let go a drool like a cow as one run just 
dwindles down to the very edge to then pool on the floor. He 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 hanging to hanging, entering one 
suspended, inverted room after another. It never comes down low enough to be 
ǎŜŜƴ ōȅ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŘŀǊƪ ǊŜŘ ōƭŜƴŘǎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǊŎƻŀƭ ƎǊŀȅ ŎƻƭƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
unilluminated acoustic ceiling. Voices are moving about, talking among themselves, 
ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ dark now to see eye movements. Nick looks again 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 sits weepingΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǎƛǘǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ άŎƭŜŀǊŜŘέΦ 

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 she had the gun.  

Nick: CƻǊ DƻŘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΗ {ŀȅ 
something like: I had to drive by myself in the dark to meet my husband at the 
ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ out alone in this Lexus SUV. 

 Glenda: Yeah I 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 walked around the weeping woman, and Nick 
noticed her 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 somewhat took him aback. He felt for her, as it was 
probably her husband who had been killed, and she alone was alone, waiting like 
everyone else. 

bƛŎƪ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŜŎǘƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƭŜŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ 
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McIvers :  Yes I know what you mean, he said compassionately, but protocol 
ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ŜȄŜŎǳǘŜ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ƳŜǘƘƻŘΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘΦ 
We need to follow a prescribed order so there is no appearance of profiling, just like 
at the airport.  

bƛŎƪΥ .ǳǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǎƘŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜƴǘ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΚ  

McIvers : Who are you talking about?  

Nick: Her, pointing behind himself.  

McIvers : Where?  

Nick looked back and there was only the chair. Well, they must have moved her on 
over to the other side.  

bƛŎƪΥ /ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŀŎǘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƻƴ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǇ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘƻƭŘ 
everything while you interrogate the seventy or so people who obviously know 
nothing?  

¢ƘŜ ŘŜǘŜŎǘƛǾŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƻ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ Ƨƻƛƴ 
your wife. We have our methods. Nick reflected that there was no more urgency in 
ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŀƴ ƛƴ ŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƳƻǊǘƎŀƎŜ ŀǇǇƭƛŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ say anything. 

bƻǿΣ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ID and then emptied the contents of 
his pockets into the yellow basket. His wife had emptied her stuff into the green 
ōŀǎƪŜǘΦ !ƴ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΥ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ Ƙave to 
come down to the station with us so you can be cleared. What? Why? You have a 
ƎǳƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǳƴΦ Wǳǎǘ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΤ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
hours.  

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

bƛŎƪ Υ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀǊǊŜǎǘΚ  

Officer: Not yet. 

Nick (neck veins bulging): Not yet? We were just out for a nice dinner.  

hŦŦƛŎŜǊΥ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŀƭƭ ōŜŜƴ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŀŘ 
ƎǳƴǎΦ {ƻ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǎǘŜǇ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǿŀƴ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ hƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘŜŘΣ ǇǊƛƴǘŜŘΣ 
testŜŘ ŦƻǊ ōƭƻǿōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ōŀƭƭƛǎǘƛŎǎ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ 
car.  

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ .ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƛƴǘŜǎǘ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ƛǎΗ ¢ƘŜ ǾŀƭŜǘ ǇŀǊƪŜŘ ƛǘΦ  
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Officer: Okay so we can drop you home and you can come back tomorrow and pick 
it up. Yoǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀǊΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚ 

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 to wait two 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, but then, they 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜŘ ŀ ǊŜǾƻƭǾŜǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ƴƻ ŎŀǎƛƴƎǎΦ  

In the meanwhile, they ran fast background checks against each of the twenty or so 
άŘŜǘŀƛƴŜŜǎέΣ lookƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ άŎƭŜŀƴέ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ άǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ 
orŘŜǊέΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΣ ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ǎŎƻǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ǝǳƴ ǇŜǊƳƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ƭƛŎŜƴǎŜǎΣ 
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 this process 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 were vocally prissy, or livid with anger. Their guns 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳŀƛƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ŀŦǘŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ άŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘέΦ bƻ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ 
tested positive for blowback and there really had not been the slightest reason for 
inconveniencing them this way, except, as one opined, this was the police way to 
ƻōǘŀƛƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴǎ ŦƻǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ǳǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ άōƭƻǿōŀŎƪέ 
ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ ǘƻ ƭŜƎŀƭƭȅ ƎŜǘ ŀƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ 5b! άŦƻǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ 
thought. 

When the van finally rolled up to their front 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 the restaurant. Shit! Not to worry, Nick had the house key in 
his hide-a-key belt, which had a zipper on the 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 up in two hours to pick up the kids. Just before 
going to sleep, Glenda thought to call into the emergency message service at school 
ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŧŀƭƭ 
to Nick to pick up the kids because their other car was a little two sweater Mazda 
aƛŀǘŀΣ bƛŎƪΩǎ άƳƛŘ-life-crisis-booster-ōǳƎƎȅέΦ ¢ƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ά ǎƪƛƴƴȅ-ŀǎǎŜŘέ 
enough to fit in the one extra bucket seat. 

!ǘ тΥлл bƛŎƪ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ άǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎέΦ The door opened, and there was Stan the 
not-up-to algebra stepdad in his ribbed muscle shirt. One bare shoulder had a skull 
smoking a cigar tattoo and the other, the right, had a swastika. In his hand was a 
recently opened beer bottle. 

Stan:  άIŜƭƭƻΣ aǊΦ ²ƛƴǎƭƻǿΗέ 
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Nick:  Nick, please! and you are Stan? 

Stan: Yep!  

bƛŎƪΥ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ LΚ {ǘŀƴΥ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΗ L ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƭŀǎǘ 
night.  

bƛŎƪΥ hƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻŘΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊΚ  

Stan: Yep!  

Nick: You went through all our stuff?  

Stan: Yep!  

Nick: You came home and told Karen?  

Stan: Of course.  

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

Stan:  Yep!  

Nick: Well thank you both for helping out last night you were real life-savers. 

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

Stan:  Nope! SheΩǎ ŀ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΩǎ ŀƛŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ ²Ŝ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ Errol and 
²ŜƴŘȅ ŘƛǊŜŎǘ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ōǳǘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦǊŜǎƘŜƴ ΨŜƳ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ  

Nick: Thanks for that! Where are the kids now? 

Stan: Wǳǎǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ /ƘŜŜǊƛƻǎ ŀƴŘ ōŀƴŀƴŀǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘat they wanted.  

Nick: Were they well-behaved?  

Stan: Yep! No problems. Karen just put them to bed once she heard you were held 
up. Hey Kids! Yer  dŀŘΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΗ 

[Takes a swig as he looks away] 

Errol and Wendy break out of the kitchen and grab their dad. He bends down to give 
them both a hug and a kiss. Looking back up, after certifying they are okay, he asks, 
showing caution in his tired glare: Any news on the who-done-it? (making light).  
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Stan: Oh yeah, I got a call about 20 minutes ago we have charged the mŀƴΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜ 
mate. She confessed there were domestic issues, so case closed.  

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

{ǘŀƴΥ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎƛŀƴǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ŀōǳƴŘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŎŀǳǘƛƻƴΦ ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ but all 
that probably cleared up about the same time as you were released. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŜ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊΚ ²Ƙȅ ǿŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ŀǇŀǊǘΚ 

 
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 arguments and ƳƛǎǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎǎΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ 
ƪŜŜǇ ƘŜǊ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ǿŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀ άǎǳǎǇŜŎǘέ όŀƛǊ ǉǳƻǘŜǎύΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Řƻ 
lock up suspects. Meanwhile we needed to eliminate you and check things out.  

Nick: And was that the woman in the 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 
ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎΣ ǿŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ 
we were checking aƭƭ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴd probably never will. 

[takes another swig] 

Nick pulls out two $50 dollar bills and attempts to give them to Stan. 

Stan: Look, it was an emergency, so no need for all that money. Your wife can pay 
ƳƛƴŜ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ wŜŀƭƭȅΣ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΦ {ƻǊǊȅ 
you had such a rough night! 

Nick: Do you always work those hours? 

{ǘŀƴΥ bƻΣ ǿŜƭƭ ȅŜǎΣ L ǿƻǊƪ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊΦ bƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ LΩƳ ƛƴ ƴŀǊŎƻǘƛŎǎΣ ōǳǘ L Ƙŀppened to be 
available and we thought this might have been narcotics related, so they pulled me 
in. Anyway, glad I could meet you outside the police station! 

bƛŎƪ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ tǊƛƴŎƛǇŀƭΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜ ŀƴ 
excuse for their tardiness. The secretary said she was sorry to hear about their 
ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎȅ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ bƛŎƪΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ 
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 
ŎǳǎǘƻŘȅ ƴƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŜŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ LΩƳ 
going home for some sleep. Glenda will probably be revived enough later to pick 
them up.  

hƻǇǎΣ {ƘƛǘΗ IŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎΦ IŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ DƭŜƴŘŀ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ 
Miata stick shift. 

bƛŎƪ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ άtŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ 5ŀȅέ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ƙŀǎ ŦƻǳǊ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎΦ 
Fortunately, hŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΦ CƻǊ ƻƴŎŜΗ .ŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 
ǇŀƧŀƳŀǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƻǇǎ ƛƴǘƻ ōŜŘΦ DƭŜƴŘŀ ǎƭŜŜǇǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜΦ Lƴ 
ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƴŀǊŎƻǎƛǎ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΣ ŀ ǎƭŜŜǇ 
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, 
ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ōŀck soon with the kids. 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 
¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ tŀǇŀ aǳǊǇƘȅΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎŀƭŜ ƻƴ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǎƛȊŜŘ ǇƛȊȊŀǎΣ 
so he would stop to pick up the pizza. They were looking forward to a relaxed 
evening. 

When Nick picked up Errol and Wendy ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΥ Iƻǿ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ Ǝƻ ŀǘ YŀǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ {ǘŀƴΩǎΚ  

Both of them: Karen and Stan and Janet have a dog! We love dogs! We want a dog!  

Errol: Yeah Dad, dogs are so much fun!  

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

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

Nick: ErrolΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎǊǳŜƭΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ōƻȅǎΦ  

Wendy: Well if I ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŘƻƎ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻȅǎΦ  

ErrolΥ ¸ŜŀƘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǘƘǊŜŀǘΗ  

Nick : ErrolΗ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚ /ϥƳƻƴΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ 
ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƴƛŎŜ looking.  

Wendy straightens her back and smiles broadly: hōŀƳŀΩǎ ƪƛŘǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŘƻƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ 
ƳƻǾŜŘΦ ²Ŝ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻƻΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŘƻƎΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪΗ  

Nick: No one is home during the day! How can we take care of a dog?  



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 29 
 

²ŜƴŘȅΥ {ƻ ƛǘΩǎ okay to leave us alone in the house for hours, but not a dog? 

 Kids are good at this kind of discussion. 

So Nick pulls into 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.  

Scowling 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, yard-work. Whats the tune, tee-dum, tee-dum? 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. Glenda comes out, slipping down into the car while trying to 
drag her right leg in without bruising it.  

Glenda: Dog! I 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 necessary. Glenda 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, 
ŎƻƳŜǎ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘΥ aŀȅōŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŜ Ȋƻƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘΗ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ 
spend an animal 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: We can see The Madagascar movie on Saturday and go to the zoo 
Sunday.  

Errol: Okay, if we get cotton candy.  

²ŜƴŘȅΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ŏƻǘǘƻƴ ŎŀƴŘȅΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ  

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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Nick: bƻΣ LΩƳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƻŦŦΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΦ LΩƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ȅŀǊŘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ŀƴŘ 
ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ǿƛǘǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘƛŦŦ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ  

Nick: Really?  

Glenda: You like animals that much Nick?  

Nick: Well, did I ever tell you the raccoon story I learned from an Indian scout 
master I had at Camp Pequot when I was your age?  

Glenda: No.  

Errol: 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 or TV (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 
όǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴ LƴŘƛŀƴ ƘƻǳǎŜύ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŦǊom the village so they could sleep better 
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 that the women 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŜŀǘ όLƴŘƛŀƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ǾŜƎŜǘŀbles (applause from Errol)), 
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). So the women made a long rope out 
of the tail hair of horses and tied one end to the wigwam and the 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 day the women 
brought some elk meat, eight even pieces. The old blind Indians loved elk 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 for the water, in which to boil the 
meat. 

It so happened that near their camp was a sly and playful raccoon. He happened to 
ōŜ Řƻǿƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŎǊŀǿŦƛǎƘ όǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƭƻōǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ 
lives in lakes) when he overheard the two blind Indians talking. He thought : Ah! I 
Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǳƴΤ LΩƳ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŎǊŀǿŦƛǎƘΦ {ƻ ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƛde line 
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 followed the line back to the wigwam and said: It has really 
been dry this year! There is no more lake! What will we do? That is impossible! I was 
therŜ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊΗ Lǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǘΗ 
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Seeing that the trick had worked, the raccoon took 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 and getting the water, and he 
told him so. At last they began their feast. They put the meat in a bowl and set be 
ōƻǿƭ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ bƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ LƴŘƛŀƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘǊƛŎǘ ǊǳƭŜǎ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ŦƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ŀƴȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ the Indian relative to 
ǇƻǊǘƛƻƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƭǳŎƪȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƭƛƴŘ LƴŘƛŀƴǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǉǳŀōōƭŜ ƻǾŜǊ 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘŀǊŜǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ Errol?  

Errol: Four. Right. Four each?  

So each took a piece and they joked and joked and exclaimed how sweet the Elk 
meat was.  

²ŜƴŘȅΥ 9ǿǿǿǿΧ  

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 two pieces of meat left? 
While I 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 and tumbled 
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, the raccoon spoke: I have 
played a trick on you! You should not have suspected your best friend! And he 
scampered away that jokŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŀŎŎƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǿŦƛǎƘ 
anymore. 

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

 
Nick: CŀƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ 

 
Errol: Why not? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ !ƴŘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

 
Wendy: how can they not have time? 

 
Nick: TƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŜǾŜƴǘǎΦ 
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9ǊǊƻƭΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ Iƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƛƳŜΚ 

 
Nick: Well, if they had time, they would have dates, and if there were dates I could 
probably answer your question. If the story happened yesterday, I could say they 
ƘŀŘ ƳŀǘŎƘŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘǿƻ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
used a flint and a stone. 

 
9ǊǊƻƭΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ŦƭƛƴǘΚ 

 
Nick: IǘΩǎ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ƻǊ ǎŎǊŀǇŜ ŀƎŀƛnst a rough stone and it makes 
sparks. With the sparks you can start a fire using tinder. 

 
Errol: WƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƛƴŘŜǊΚ 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LǘΩǎ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ŘǊȅ ƎǊŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǘǿƛƎǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƭƛƎƘǘ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƭƛƴǘΣ ƻǊ ŀ 
match. You always start a fire from tinder and then add bigger 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. They put the tinder near the hole, the 
pointed stick in 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: Well that was before the great flood, so they used a gas lighter and some 
barbecue fluid. 

 
Glenda: What? 

 
Nick: Yes 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? 

 
DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ¢ƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ LΩƳ not a happy camper? 

 
²ŜƴŘȅΥ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ŎŀƳǇƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜΚ 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

 
Glenda rolls 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 time. Homework! 

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

No fair, no fair, their friends would remarkΦ hǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ 
knowledge is useless in the modern world, but you get the grades while we get 
criticized. No fair! ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ǉǳǘ нҌн ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ DƭŜƴŘŀ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ 
baseball bats come from. Exactly that. 

Friday was yard day, as Nick planned. Early spring weeding. 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 of world news. 
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 his X-Box and Wendy with her endless 
texting.  

Then Sunday 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 accused her of being woo-woo. Once the shades of night 
descended, Nick somehow felt he was being abandoned by the good life and again 
dreaded entering the maws of Mammon the next. He called Monday Mammon-day, 
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. 
Something foreboding seemed to be ahead of him. Once he sat down he fell into a 
kind of trance that was oblivious to stops and stations, but Bank Street funneled in 
all the alarms he needed to arise and walk the rest of the way. He consoled himself 
thinking about 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 well-being. They seem to over rule feet that just want to amble. 
Now he grabs the rubber rail on the escalator, tightly, so he can spin himself around 
to the left, scanning glass expanses, and high space above the in-rushing crowd, 
then back down to his feet to check that the ǎƻƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ōƛǘǘŜƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ 
teeth of the rumbling plates beneath him. Again he hears the dopplerized sound of 
ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ IŜƭƭƻ bƛΧ !ǎ ƛŦ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǇƴŜǳƳŀǘƛŎ ǘǳōŜ ƘŜ ǎƭƻǿ 
turns corners through the cubical maze until he alights at his desk, rolls the chair, 
ǎƛǘǎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǘǎ ǘƘŜ άbŜȄǘέ ōǳǘǘƻƴΦ 9Ƴŀƛƭ ŦǊƻƳ ƎǊŜŜǘŜǊΥ bƻ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ȅŜǘΦ DŜǘ ŀ 
coffee or something. Checks other messages:none. Goes into workflow points 
looking for his couple, Janet and Jim KordagujinevΦ άKordagujinevέ ƘƳƳƳΧ bƻǘ 
there. Nick now calls the IT help desk (in India). Hello, this is Suzy. How may I help 
you today? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LΩƳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ Kordagujinev file. 

 
{ǳȊȅΥ CƛƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǎƻƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΣ 
okay? 

 
Nick: Of course. 

 
Suzy: OkayΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ƭƛƴƪ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ƛƴǇǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΣ 
okay? What is your secure Email address, please? 

 
Nick: NickWinslow@bankpp774k1. 

 
Suzy: would you please spell that? 

 
Nick: Okay. All lowercase. 
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Suzy: CŀǎŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜƳŀƛƭ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎΤ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǇŀǎǎǿƻǊŘǎΦ 

 
Nick: Okay. Lower case:  n-i-c-k-w-i-n-s-l-o-wΧ 

 
{ǳȊȅΥ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ²ƛƴǎƭƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ŧƛƴŀƭ άŜέΚ 

 
Nick: No. 

 
Suzy: Okay, so let me see if I got that right n-i-c-k-w-i-n-s-l-o-w 

 
NiŎƪΥ ȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ 

 
Suzy: OkayΣ LΩƳ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴƪΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ŎƭƛŎƪ ƻƴ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 
ready. 

 
Nick: Okay, got it. 

 
Suzy: Now enter your thirteen character employee code. 

 
Nick: [typing: nG&7j4TX!OlQ. Done. 

 
Suzy: No, something is wrong. 

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

 
Suzy: No. Nick, are the last three characters zero-one-capital-q or oh-one-Q? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŀŘƎŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŜŎǳǊŜ Ŧƻƴǘ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭΦ 

 
Susie: OkayΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǘǊȅ ǘƘŜŜ variants. 
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Nick: [pastes, then backs up three characters changing a zero to a capital O, then the 
others. After two permutatƛƻƴǎ ϐ Dƻǘ ƛǘΗ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƛƴΗ 

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

 
Nick: July, 2007. 

 
Suzy: Okay, how can I help you? 

 
Nick: WŜΩƭƭΣ L ƭƻƎƎŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǇǇƭƛŎŀƴǘǎ ƭŀǎǘ ²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘem in the 
progress file. 

 
Suzy: Yƻǳ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƛƴ Ŧinalizations? 

 
Nick: Yes. 

 
Suzy: Yƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ŀƴ ŜƳŀƛƭΚ 

 
Nick: No. 

 
{ǳȊȅΥ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ ²ƻǊƪŦƭƻǿ ƳŀƴŀƎŜƳent would have promoted your entries 
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? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ƻƘ DƻŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊǎΗ ώŦƛƴŀlly showing a bit of 
irritation]. Okay.  LΩƭƭ ǘǊȅΥ Y-o-r-d-a-g-u-j-i-n-e-v 

 
{ǳȊȅΥ bƻǇŜΦ /ŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ LΩƭƭ ǘǊȅ ŀ ǇƘƻƴŜǘƛŎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘΦ hƴŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΥ bƻǇŜΦ 
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Nick: Did you have any computer problems over the weekend? 

 
{ǳȊȅΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ 

 
Nick: Sƻ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ look on backup files? 

 
{ǳȊȅΥ bƻǇŜΦ ¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘƻǘŀƭ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ǊŜǎǘƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭ 
ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōŜƎƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƛƴŎǊŜƳŜƴǘŀƭ-searchable functions for years now, 
but nobody wants to spend the money. They say their focus is now only customer-
centric and they no longer want to support employee-focused enhancements. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ {ƻ ƴŜǘκƴŜǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΚ 

 
Suzy: No, but is there anything else I can help you with today? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ bƻ ǘƘŀƴƪǎΦ {ƻǊǊȅ LΩƳ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƛƭƭƛǘŜǊŀǘŜΦ 

 
Suzy: ThŀǘΩǎ okay Nick. Most people are. Would you like to take our quality survey? 

 
Nick: I took ƛǘ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƻ LΩƭƭ ǎƪƛǇ ƛǘ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ 
any points today anyway. 

{ǳȊȅΥ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ aŀȅōŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

 
NiŎƪΥ [ŜǘΩǎ ƘƻǇŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ aǳƳōŀƛΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ 

 
Suzy: Yes it is. 

 
Nick: Well, good night then! 

 
Suzy: Oh, I just started my shift, but thanks. Most people get very abusive and you 
are a kind man. 
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Nick: No problem! 

{ƻ bƛŎƪΩǎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ōƛǘ ƘŜŀǾŜƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ŀƴŘΣ 
lookƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻǇ ŘǊŀǿŜǊ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƴǘƛǎǘΩǎ ŎŀǊŘΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
ǿƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭƭȅΦ {ƻ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŜǘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ άǎƘǳƴǘέ ǿŀǎ 
ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ CǊƛŘŀȅΦ ά{Ƙǳƴǘέ ǿŀǎ ǘheir locally technical term for the stand 
ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǊΩǎ ƴƻ-show. They would all shunt for each 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƛŎƪ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘΦ Iƛǎ 
shunt had been Cal Klein. 

Nick: Cal, did you deal with my customers, the Kordagujinevs? The lawyer and the 
dentist? 

 
Cal: Yes. What of it? 

The diffident response was not lost on Nick.  

Nick: well, what happened? 

Cal: They wanted to speak with you and I told them I could help them as you would 
be back but L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ hŀŘ ŀƴ ŀǇǇ ƛƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘΦ 
They got really pissy with me. I 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 another bank ready to help them, they said, and walked out. Sorry about 
that. 

bƛŎƪΥ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ LΩŘ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΚ L ƻƴƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƛŎƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
day. 

Cal: Yeah, and the next day again. I had to shunt for two days! How was I to know 
when yoǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ƻƴ CǊƛŘŀȅ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΚ 

bƛŎƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŦƭǳǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƴǳƳōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘΦ !ƴƎŜǊ 
resided in him now. Something he really wanted from his job, a meaningful 
accomplishment, had suddenly disappeared. After a little while he began to 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǊƻƳŀƴŎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ .ǳŘŘƘƛǎƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ άǎǘƻǇ 
ƎǊŀǎǇƛƴƎέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ ¢ƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŎŀƳŜ ǊŀƎƛƴƎ 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΥ ά¢ǳǊƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪέΦ IŜ ǎŜƳƛ-rotated his head a few 
ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǘŜŘ ǘƻΥ CǳŎƪ 
this shit! Just fuck it! But he ƪŜǇǘ ǉǳƛŜǘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ άǎǳŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴέ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ 
quietly to the bathroom. 

There, washing his hands was the Branch Manager, Phil Merryweather, who glanced 
up with a not amused and unfriendly look on his face. 
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Nick asks: Have a good conference (meaning the executive PowerPoint bonanza and 
golf)? 

 
tƘƛƭΥ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΦ WǳƭƛŜ ǿƛƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴΦ  

Then he walked out. 

Mind: Fuckit, Fuckit, Fuckit. 

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

Hello? Dr. Kordagujinev? Nick Winslow here. From B-Bank. I wanted to apologize for 
missing you the other ŘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎȅ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

Kordagujinev: Yes, I heard that! Everything okay with the police? 

  
Nick: Police? 

 
Kordagujinev: Well, your colleague told us you had been detained by the police in 
ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΦ 

 
Nick: What? 

 
Kordagujinev: Well, yeah. He then tried to get us to redo the application, I suppose 
ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ 
smarmy and I told him we had another banker. I couldƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ 

Nick: I have ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΦ IŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΥ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ L 
were having dinner at Ma Tristesse and someone was shot. Did you see that on the 
news? 

Kordagujinev: Yes. It was all over the news. They said they had someone in custody. 

 
Nick: Right, we and some others were detained to be questioned as witnesses. My 
god it must have sounded like I did it! 

YƻǊŘŀƎǳƧƛƴŜǾΥ Lǘ ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴǳŜƴŘƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛǎ full 
of little pricks like that guy. 

Nick: Have you finalized your loan yet? 
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KordagujinevΥ DƻŘ ƴƻΗ IŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǇǳǊǎǳŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ LŦ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ 
work it out with you, that would be great. You were so helpful. 

bƛŎƪΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇŜŎǘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ your application today, I 
ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ L¢Φ LΩƳ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǿŜƴǘΦ 

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

bƛŎƪ ŎƘŜŎƪǎ Ƙƛǎ ŜƳŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƴƻǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ {ǳȊȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ the app is in the delete 
file. Reply: Who deleted it? Reply back: Cal Klein. Reply: Thanks Suzy! I owe you. 

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

It reads: 

Cal, 
As you know, I had a very promising client named Kordagujinev. He was someone I 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ .ϝ.ŀƴƪ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ȅƻǳǊ 
ƛƴǘŜǊŎŜǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŀōǎŜƴŎŜ ƻƴ CǊƛŘŀȅΦ L ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
appreciate your innuendo with the client that I was being held on suspicion of 
murder. That was an insult to me and to the bank. I 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 
sat consuming his boring salad and half-baguette ham sandwich and bottle of 
Aquafina, by himself. Across the cafeterias was short dumpy pudgy Cal, shoveling in 
some disgusting spaghetti and meatballs with other office mates. They were all 
laughing together and looking over furtively at him. Nick felt so alone. A while later 
he was standing in the bathroom looking in the mirror. He let out a subtle laugh as 
he said in his mind: Is that a nose I see before me? Nick never knew when 
{ƘŀƪŜǎǇŜŀǊŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎǘǊƛƪŜΦ .ǳǘΣ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƴƻǎŜΚ 

.ŀŎƪ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǎƪΣ ŀƴ ŜƳŀƛƭ ƘŀŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΦ tƘƛƭΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ нΥлл ǇƳΦ ƴƛŎƪ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳǎ Ǿƛŀ 
Outlook. 

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

²ƘŜƴ bƛŎƪ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǳǇ ŀǘ tƘƛƭΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ Wƛƭƭ CǊŀƴȊŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ IwΦ 

tƘƛƭΥ bƛŎƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Wƛƭƭ CǊŀƴȊŜƴΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŎƻǊǇƻǊŀǘŜ IwΦ LΩǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ 
we can make a record of some issues that have come up recently. The first thing is: I 
saw your email about Cal. I have some concerns here because I 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 this happen! Cal is really upset! Your irascibility is a real show 
stopper. Looks like, if you survive this meeting, you are going to need anger 
ƳŀƴŀƎŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅΦ .ǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ ǳǎ όƴƻŘǎ ǘƻ Wƛƭƭύ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ 
in your own words. 

Nick (holding bŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇǳƭǎŜ ǘƻ ƎǊƛƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ŀ ǎƭŜǿ ƻŦ ƻōǎŎŜƴƛǘƛŜǎύΥ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ 
about Cal? 

Phil: Yes. He came in and read me your email. I had already read it but I just let him 
vent. I think he felt better once he had my reassurances. Before that he was 
threatening to quit on account of your gross mistreatment of him. You know Cal and 
I both go back to Harvard together, so we have a lot of understanding Whartonites 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ƻƴ ǘƻΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ 

Nick: My version? (Left), my version (right), my version(up), my version(down), my 
version (straight on), is not a version. It is what happened. I 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 I 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? 

bƛŎƪΥ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜƎŀƛƴ Ƴȅ 
strength because of logistical complications. 

Jill: Logistical complications? 

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 bank is it, to have police dropping you off at all hours of 
the night? 
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bƛŎƪΥ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘƛǎΗ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀ ŎŀōΣ ōǳǘ 
the police van was there to drop everyone off as a courtesy. At that point we were 
numb with fatigue. It was a very long day. 

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

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

Phil: And they took 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 pocketbook. They had to hold us for 
ballistics and blow-back testing? 

Phil: And were you clean? 

Nick: Was I clean? WAS I CLEAN? Of course! 

Phil: Calm now, (glances to Jill, writing). Was your wife clean? 

bƛŎƪΥ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΗ ²Ƙƻ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΣ .ƻƴƴƛŜ ŀƴŘ /ƭȅŘŜΚ όbƛŎƪΩs 
attempt at humor to drop dramatic pressure) 

Phil: Calm now. What happened next? 

Nick: L ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘǿƻ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ Řŀȅǎ ƻŦŦΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŦƻǊΣ ǘƻ ŀǎǎƛǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ 
ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎƛŜǎΦ 

tƘƛƭΥ .ǳǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜƴŜŦƛǘΣ Řƻ ǘƘŜy, Jill (who 
shakes her head no)? 

Nick: Well I needed it so I took it, never did befƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ L ŘƛŘΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ 
ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǎƘƻǘ ƛƴ ŎƻƭŘ ōƭƻƻŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ŘŜǎǘŀōƛƭƛȊƛƴƎ 
experience. 

Phil: Yes, I see that. So then your story is that when your clients showed up and 
asked for you and Cal was the shunt, he told them 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 analysis 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 took a day to report that the actual suspect was in custody. 

Phil: WŜƭƭ /ŀƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦ IŜ was just going on what Julie had heard when she 
took her son to school where your kids are, that you were being detained in 
ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ /ŀƭ ŘƛŘ ǿǊƻƴƎ όlooks for and gets 
approval from Jill). 

Nick: If we were a team, I would have told the customer that Cal was out of the 
office for emergency reasons and would tell them LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ /ŀƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ aƻƴŘŀȅ 
ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ 
being my customers and the cover my failure by deleting the original application. 

Phil: Fǳƴƴȅ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘƛƻƴΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ /ŀƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ 
coming back on Monday. Cal only tried to do the best by B*Bank by writing another 
ƭƻŀƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǘ ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŘŜƭŜǘŜŘ the record from the 
ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ ŦƛƭŜ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ {ŜŜΚ 

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

tƘƛƭΥ /ŀƴΩǘ ǿƛƴ ΨŜƳ ŀƭƭΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΗ Okay Jill! Do you have everything you need 
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 workplace (clicks her head 
left then right) and scowls. 

Phil: HeΩƭƭ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΦ LΩll see to it! Thanks for coming over Jill. See you at the round 
table next week. 

Jill leaves a bit of a huff. Nick goes for the door, but Phil stops him. Phil moves 
behind his big desk and motions Nick to sit down across from him in what other 
employees caƭƭ ǘƘŜ άŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎ ŎƘŀƛǊέΦ tƘƛƭ ƴƻǘƛŎŜǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƛƴǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳƛǘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘŜǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 
drawer and pulls out a roller tape to pull it off neatly. He seems to be roller taping 
himself in the way most people shower with a bar of soap. IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ bƛŎƪ 
furtively putting his hand in his shirt pocket. Nick just stares at him open-eyed as if 
he were awaiting some sort of important message. Nick grins a bit. Then Phil turns 
towards Nick, leans forward and folds this hands, knuckles pointing forward so that 
when his elbows bend, a thumb can give a hard rub on either side of the bridge of 
his nose. 

tƘƛƭΥ bƻǿ bƛŎƪΧ 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ¸Ŝǎ tƘƛƭΧ 
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Phil: ItΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘŜŀƳ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 
here how long? 

 
Nick: Fourteen years. 

 
Phil: And what was the first thing we ever taught you? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

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

 
bƛŎƪΥ hƘ ȅŜǎΣ L ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴows what a banker 
looks like: a suit. 

 
Phil: Right! So what made you forget? 

Nick: Well, I thought it would be a renewing change from the past century. I really 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƘŀŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜcome more like our 
customers if we gave up looking like someone from the FBI; I was thinking of myself 
ŀǎ ŀ ǇǊƻǘƻǘȅǇŜΦ LΩƳ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŀŎǘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ƳƻǊŜ 
approachable and they have become more approachable by me. I even come 
around to their side of the desk! They ask if others at the bank are getting real too. 

Phil: ThŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ƻƴ Ƴŀƴȅ ƭŜǾŜƭǎΦ 5ƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŜŀŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ²ƘŀǊǘƻƴΚ 
At Harvard, they teach us that banks are unchanging images of stability, that we 
must be consistent in our behavior and our 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 money, that it will always be there, regardless of 
the individual banker. Individual bankers are of no public importance. We only need 
something slightly mƻǊŜ ŀƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ Ǌƻōƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘǊŜǎǎ ǳǇΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ 
what you were thinking when you changed your glasses, shaved your head, pierced 
your ears and took up wearing that turtleneck, junky tweed sport coat and jeans. I 
ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΗ 
Did you read 5ŀǊǿƛƴΩǎ {ŜŎǊŜǘ? Do you know about the alchemical myth of universal 
acidΚ LǘΩǎ ŀŎƛŘ that is so powerful, it eats its way through everything until there is 
nothing left. It ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƪŜǇǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀǊŜΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ 
started in the IT department where we keep people who want to eat bananas in 
ŘŀǊƪ ŎƭƻǎŜǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘ ƭŜŀƪŜŘ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŎƭŜǊƛŎŀƭ ǎǘŀŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ 
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ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ άŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊ ǇƭŀǘŦƻǊƳέΗ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭ ŀŎƛŘΗ LǘΩǎ ƭŜŀƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ Ƴƻǎǘ Ǿƛǘŀƭ 
functions! How can you possibly justify this? 

bƛŎƪΥ WǳǎǘƛŦȅΚ LΩƳ ƻut there to obtain mortgages for bank customers. Since the 
rŜŎŜǎǎƛƻƴΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎƻ ŘŀƳƴ ǇƛŎƪȅΦ 
L ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
suffering from bank fatigǳŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ the 
bailouts they are ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ōƭƻǿ ŀǘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 
nothing to do with them and you surround yourself with sycophants who tell you all 
ƛǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅΣ ŀǎ ŀ Ǝuy from the unofficial headquarters of the 
9ȄŎŜƭ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ IŀǊǾŀǊŘΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΦ ±ƛǊǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ Ƙŀǎ 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ нллуΗ όtƘƛƭΩǎ ǎǇƛƴŜ ƛǎ ǊŜŀlly up now and he finds himself digging his 
nails into the palms of his hands.) 

Phil: TƘŀǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΗ L Yb9² ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜŀŎƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ WhartonΦ .ǳǘ LΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ 
ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ LΩƳ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘΦ L 
just came back from our semi-annual conference in Toronto. We had to secretly 
hold it there ŦƻǊ ŦŜŀǊ .ƛƎ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ hǳǊ 
ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƭƭ ǎǘǊǳŎǘǳǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƭƭŜƎŀƭΧ 

[²Ƙŀǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿǎ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ IŀǊǾŀǊd-on] 

 Χōut when all this came crashing down this 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 came with no strings attached 
ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ǊŜǇƻǊǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƻǳǊ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀŎǳƳŜƴ 
kicked in. First thing we did was to pick up our chips at bonus time so no one at 
executive level would be left hanging no matter what happened. It really worked 
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 whistle-blowers. 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 network 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 charge of that here. He chooses the very smallest but most 
desperate loans for reduction of principal, so we can look ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ 
with the joke. Your job has been to simulate the cultivation of loan customers so we 
have something to report in our loan efforts portfolio. In effect, we apply strict SEC 
and FED regulations comprehensively and to the letter so that almost no one can 
ǉǳŀƭƛŦȅΦ ²Ŝ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǊŀǘŜƎȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ άŦƭƻƻǊέ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ 
many of you and there could be whistle-blowers in the crowd. You see? I was just 
saving you from your hot-headed self. But now that you know that and have 
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ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǎƘƻǿ ƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ȅƻǳΣ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ L ƘƻǇŜ 
you now understand what types of people come from Harvard. 

Nick: No problem. I actually knew. Those who can think and those who can pay. 
{ƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƪŜǊ ǘȅǇŜΣ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎŀƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ƴƻǘ 
today. 

Phil: Why put it off? 

Nick: YƻǳΩǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ 

Phil: Yes. 

bƛŎƪΥ {ƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ I inherited about $10,000,000 eight years ago. After 
taxes, it was dƻǿƴ ǘƻ сΦп ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ϷтΣлллΣлллΦ .ȅ ƭŀǿ L Ŏŀƴ Ŏŀƭƭ 
ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ нп ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎƘΦ .ȅ ƻǳǊ ōŀƴƪΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ 
need to be present as they count and check the cash. I want it all ƛƴ Ϸмлл ōƛƭƭǎΦ LΩƭƭ 
ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƛǘŎŀǎŜǎΦ LΩƭƭ ŀƭǎƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ .ǊƛƎƎǎ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ²Ŝƭƭǎ-Fargo and I will 
call in the press for the human interest story. 

As he was about to say have a nice evening, Nick saw a red ōǳǘǘŜǊŦƭȅ ŀƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ tƘƛƭΩǎ 
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 before cleared family-ǊŜƭŀǘŜŘ ǇŀǊŀǇƘŜǊƴŀƭƛŀΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ²ŜƴŘȅΩǎ 
soccer awards. Julie showed him back to an executive room where Phil, Cal, and 
some other unknown suits were sitting, along with WƛƭƭΣ άǘƘŜ ¢ŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƻǊέΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ 
flown in from the Chicago law office. Two thugs that looked like they could be 
packing, pointed for him to sit down. Nick felt unsafe. But then the SVP began a 
harangue about what jeopardy Nick ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ 
his mouth around the press. As he spokŜΣ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ bƛŎƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

SVP : WƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǊƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘΚ 

Nick: I read about you Ed. You took aƛŎƪ WŜƴǎŜƴΩǎϥ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ 
ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ άCǳǘǳǊŜ-LookŜǊǎέ ƻǳǊ ŜȄŜŎǳǘƛǾŜ ƴŜǿǎ ǊŀƎΦ 

SVP: What does that have to do with the price of eggs in China? [He thought that 
was managerially witty] 

bƛŎƪΥ ²ŜƭƭΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΦ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘΣ ȅƻǳ 
ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ L Ǝƻǘ Ƴȅ Ƨƻō ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ 
sign NDAs. Julie, would you please escort my lawyer, .ƻō DǊŜŜƴΣ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
want to be unfairly matched with the bank lawyers here? [She moves to leave] Now 
I think this employee intimidation session is over. Please have two tellers come in so 
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we can double check the amount, which should come to, as of this morning, 
$7,682,121.32. 

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

Nick: Do you want to stay while they count? I want every block of hundreds broken 
out and counted, then placed in this suitcase. If ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ 
second also, and so forth. 

tƘƛƭΥ bƛŎƪ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ pain in the ass you are being. We had to 
negotiate all over town to come up with this cash. 

Nick: YŜŀƘΣ ōǳǘ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ŎƭŜŀǊŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ 
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 and has them escort the money out to the truck. It is 5:30 as Nick 
follows them out and takes the mike. 

bƛŎƪΥ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴƻǿ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ .ϝ.ŀƴƪ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƴƻǿ 
understand my bank has been perpetrating an unpatriotic fraud against the 
American people. The bank has sent a team of top executives to intimidate and 
silence me, but due to the fact that I was never forced to sign a Non-Disclosure 
Agreement, I am free to leave these three flash drives, one for the news, one for my 
ƭŀǿȅŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪΦ LΩƳ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ ŀ ǘǊŀƴǎŎǊƛǇǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻƳƻrrow so 
all can see exactly what these prominent business people have been up to. I wish 
ǘƘŜ ǾƛŜǿŜǊǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ¢ƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ LΩƭƭ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘƛƴƎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΦ IŜ ƘŜƭŘ Ƙƛǎ 
fist above his head, which contained the three flash drives. 
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6. The Big 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! I saw you on TV. 
You were amazing! Tƻƻ ōŀŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘŜƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ¢ƻƻ bad Occupy 
Wall Street ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘΗ 

bƛŎƪΥ ¸ŜŀƘΣ Ǉƻǿ ȊƻƻƳΗ IŜȅΗ LǘΩǎ ²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ 
dinner at Ma Tristesse? 

 
Glenda: Can you really stand to go back there? 

 
Nick: They say when you are thrown from a horse you need to mount up again 
ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǊ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘΦ {ƻ ƭŜǘΩs get back on the horse. 

 
Glenda: That sounded like one of our stupid politicians remarks, but okay if you 
want. I can get Katie over for the kids. 

Suffice it to say that Nick and Glenda were dressed and drove comfortably to the 
restaurant in their Miata that night. This time they drew 4/12/3 as their coordinates, 
ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƛƴ DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜΩǎ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅΦ 

DŜƴŜǾƛŜǾŜΥ ²ŜǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘŀōƭŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘhe murder? 

Glenda: Yes. 7/13/6. Nick was drinking Absolute lemon martinis straight up with a 
ǇŜŜƭ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎΧ 

Genevieve: Macallam/18. 

Glenda: Wow! 

Genevieve: Should we start over? 

Nick: Oh yes! This is ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘhe menus now? 
²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦ 

¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴǳ ƘŀŘ ƛǘŜƳǎ ƴŀƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΣ ŀ ǎƻǳǇ ƴŀƳŜŘ ΨDƻǳŀŎƘŜ ±ŀƴ 
DƻƎƘΩΣ ŀ ōƻǘǘƻƳ-of-the-sea mix of moules and baby scallops marinated in truffle oil 
drowned in a cream of broccoli with hair-fine curls of fresh red pepper, lemon rind, 
and saffron stems, a colorful interplay of yellow tones and red eye-catchers. They 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŀƭŀŘǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƭƛŜƴǘǎ ƘŀŘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ƻƴŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 
for lunch. Instead they had fine fresh fruit carvings served ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άǘŀǇǇŜǘǘŜǎέ 
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along with fine salted croissant- shaped baguettes and  ŘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǎŀǳŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
serve entrees either, as everyone knew what a steak tastes like. Instead there was a 
ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŀǊŜŀ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǳ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά t9[Lhb hb h{{!έ Σ ǊŜƳŜƳōering the Greek myth 
where the giants piled one mountain on another, which someone had remembered 
from reading Book hƴŜ ƻŦ ±ŜǊƎƛƭΩǎ DŜƻǊƎƛŎǎΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ vocabulary to this restaurateur, it 
referred to their signature technique of building a main plate vertically, which had 
become popular. The formula was well known: some sort of coulis, a layer of 
mashed potatoes with sauce, or sometimes polentaΣ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ ŀ άƳŀƛƴ ŦƭŀǾƻǊέ 
(meant to be daubed in the coulis), meat, fish or fowl,  followed by a layer of 
colorful greens 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, onions, or maybe a lightly sautéed thin-sliced fois gras. Each choice 
was named after a Piaf song, and each choice took about a half page to describe and 
ǘƻ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ƭȅǊƛŎǎΣ ƛƴ CǊŜƴŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ ƳŜƴǳǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜǎ 
and the translation, although all they had was menu complet at $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 numbers 1-10 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 calibrate the goodness and 
enhance dining 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 were small, 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(layer prices). They found this to be inherently problematic 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ мύ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎ ōǳƛƭǘ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ōȅ ǎŜƭŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǎǇǳǊƛƻǳǎ 
combinations 2) there was a high error rate in producing the custom stacks and 3) 
the system was mathematically beyond the capabilities 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 caƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŀ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊΩǎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘŀǊȅ ǇǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ 
ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀŦŦ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ άƪŜȅ ƭŜǾŜƭέΣ ƴŀƳŜƭȅΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǎŀǘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎƘŜŘ 
potatoes, squash or polenta would be what they tied all the other favors and spicing 
to. Glenda went for the mignon and Nick went for 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 ready to move to England, quite yet. She had in mind 
that she still wanted to rise in the ranks of education to Principal 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? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LΩƳ cooked in the bank world. I turned on the fire when I blew the whistle 
[strange juxtaposition of expressions he thought as he was speaking]Φ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ 
ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻǳǘΦ LΩƭƭ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎŜŀ ŎƻƴŎƘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 
messages from the sea [oh he admired this expression]. 

 
DƭŜƴŘŀΥ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƛǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŎƭƛƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ŀ ǎƻŎŎŜǊ ŘŀŘΚ [She 
knew this image would prod him to thought]. 

As they were moving this sort of banter back and forth, the art fruit arrived. It 
consisted of a large round of blood-orange ribbed about the edges and sitting in a 
port cherry coulis on a large flat white plate with only a small up-turned edge to 
retain the shallow deep purple lake. The orange round had clean round punctures 
filled with blueberries that seemed like bubbles from the deep. Above and beneath 
ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ǎƭƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǎǘŀǊ ŦǊǳƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƻǿŘŜǊŜŘ ǎǳƎŀǊ άǎƴƻǿέ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
east-west axis were moon-shaped wedges of kiwi fruit so as to drop the eye to mid 
plate. It was better 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 salt-ōǳǘǘŜǊ ǎŀǳŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άǇŜǘƛǘŜǎ ŎǊƻƛǎǎŀƴǘǎέ ό ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƛǾŜ 
response to grissiƴƛύ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŘƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ άǎƘŀŘŜŘέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
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 her tappettes and rolling her eyes, and her oddly-formed 
άǎǇƻǊƪέ όŀ ǎǇƻƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŦƻǊƪ ǘƛƴŜǎΣ ŀ ǊŀǊŜ ƘƻƭŘ-over from the 19th century) was 
set back down on the plate, she announced: 

LookΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩt you do 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƘŀǇǇȅΚ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ ǿŜ ǘƻok a million of it to get you 
started and we could take it from there? 

Nick: You would want to go to California? 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ bƻ LΩƳ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ 
motion. You could just go to one of those Executive Suites places, or an Executive 
Residence until the next steps make sense to us. We own the house and even my 
crummy salary will keep me and the kids going. I can always dip into savings if I need 
to. 
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Nick sat back and let his neck go limp, looking 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 his teeth. 

Glenda: You okay, Nick? 

Nick (Returning from his temporary vacancy): Yeah. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎΚ 

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 he spoke? The same 
clanking sound, kind of like a ka-thump, when the police came? I wonder what that 
was. I was just thinking about that. 

Glenda: Who knows? 

Just now Genevieve appeared with the service cart, placing their tappette plates on 
a lower shelf, clearing the crumbs from their bread croissants, and then, with a 
ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅΣ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŎƻǾŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ άtϧhέΦ hƴŎŜ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ άǇƻƛǾǊŜέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ if there was anything else they might 
άǊŜǉǳƛǊŜέΦ !ǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ bƛŎƪ ǇƛǇŜŘ ǳǇΥ 

Do you remember last week after the shooting we were told to stay seated and then 
there was a loud, clanging noise? I heard it again just before the police came in. 

Genevieve: It must have been the magnetic locks. I suppose the police had told our 
manager to make sure no one left. 

bƛŎƪΥ hƘΗ IŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΗ aǳǎǘ ōŜΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦ 

¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƭƪ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ άƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴέ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ƎŜǘ ŎƻƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ 
plate was of course 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 order dessert, as baked Alaska was the standard, and only 
choice. 

Nick: About Sucked-LƴΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΣ Ŏŀƭƭ CǊŜŘΣ ƳŀȅōŜΦ 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ IŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ƛŘŜŀΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ aŀǊŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ǿƘŜƴ 
the kids are out, we join up with you and we do the DiǎƴŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƎΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ 
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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. I think it will be early 
ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƻ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘƛngs really heat up. If not? We just 
ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƛǘŜƳ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ōǳŎƪŜǘ ƭƛǎǘΦ ¢Ƙƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘΦ 

Nick takes a deep breath and drops his debit card on the table. 

Nick: I 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 thinks this is the 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 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦{Φ IŜΩs never been one for long drives, but maybe he 
would enjoy a leisurely trip out to the coast iƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άǾƛŜǿƭƛƴŜǊǎέ !ƳǘǊŀk is still 
trying to keep alive through modernization efforts such as big reclining seats, 
ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōƛǊǘƘǎΣ ŀƴŘ άŎƻƴǘƛƴŜƴǘŀƭ ŎǳƛǎƛƴŜέΦ LǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇǊƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ 
ƛǘΩǎ ŦƛǾŜ days of utter relaxation and you see more than lumpy white clouds. Who 
knows what the US looks 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 figures he can do more 
than dabble. He can work out more details about Sucked-In. 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 should look like, what services and functions it should have. The best 
exercise he thinks will be to create a business plan. He can explain it all to himself, 
then to Fred, then to investors. 
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7. Training for The Future 

It was not until April 7, 2011, that he was ready, as one train historian put ƛǘΧ  

άΧǘƻ ōƻŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǎ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ aŀǊƪŜǘ {ǘǊŜŜǘ ƴŜŀǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ 5Ŝƭaware 
commingled with Atlantic brine, and emerge on another Market St., a 
continent away, meeting the salty Pacific breezes, and all under the aegis of 
ƻƴŜ ǊŀƛƭǊƻŀŘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ έΣ  

Χnow Amtrak, then the Pennsylvania Rail Road. IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ 
ǎƴŀƪŜΩǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƻŦ ŀ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ŏƻƛƭ 
up at two stop-overs for train change. At least his baggage would be shifted 
automatically, as Amtrak had figured how to do that with some accuracy. The first 
thing he looked at the station ǿŀǎ bŜŘƛŎƪΩǎ, but it had closed some twenty years 
earlier. It remained a precious impression from childhood. Orange drink, hotdog, 
ƳǳǎǘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƻƴƛƻƴǎΦ ²ƘȅΣ ƻƘ ǿƘȅΣ ŘƻŜǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ bŜŘƛŎƪΩǎΚ To mention 
the name is to taste the buttered, crisp grilled bun before the hotdog. No one has 
ever repeated this delight. It was lunch time, but he would not be able to revisit 
ǘƘƻǎŜ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ŦƭŀǾƻǊǎΤ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘ ƻŦ bŜŘƛŎƪΩǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ his salivating mouth. 
LǎƘƳŀŜƭΩǎ /ƘƻǿŘŜǊ Iouse in Nantucket, he thought. Just a flash. 

He strolled into the station having rendered his two suitcases. He was traveling light, 
with a computer bag and a carry-on. The height of cavernous art deco waiting room 
from 1933, with its long bomb-like quartz crystal rectangular 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. The bombs 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 moment at the gigantic statue of the angel Michael 
seeming to ascend with a dead de-sexed nude railway worker from WW2 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 not the least recollection of WW1 
as if the Pharaoh only thought to honor his most recent dead slaves. Impression: 
The gold-leafed Corinthian columns were perhaps larger than they had ever been in 
Rome or Greece. Thoughts and periodization were a mish-mash. Even though the 
station was highly symmetrical, it curved thought, or at least his thoughts, he 
thought. Nick boarded the Pennsylvanian at 12:42p after stopping to buy a pack of 
Spearmint gum and a bottle of water. 

Like most stations of the era, the boarding area was protected by a great half-barrel 
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 might depart without them. Could I jump up 
here if it started to move and then walk forward, they thought briefly to 
themselves? People on cross-country trains are always inexperienced; once is 
enough. If fact, most of them only buy one-way tickets. 
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Looking down, rather than up to the great aluminum support struts, Nick walked 
confidently to a reserved seat where he planned to enjoy the views without having 
to drive himself, talk to someone, or do anything, really. He planned to have lunch in 
the diner car once they 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 first-class. Once seated and moving, he waited for his ticket to be 
reviewed. He thought about how good it felt to travel without a TSA pat-down. 

About 1:30 the conductor stopped to examine his ticket and ID, then tore off a stub 
and clipped what remained with a horseshoe shaped punch. Only the Pennsylvanian 
had such a punch on that day. The conductor 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. He took bƛŎƪΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜ 
determined Nick wanted to dine. Nick would be ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΩǎ t! ǎȅǎǘŜƳ 
when a table was ready, which it soon was. 

Now seated and looking at the menu, the table was visited by a black waiter with all 
the high dignity and servile features of someone who might have worked at the 
White House. In his late 50s, he wore the traditional white jacket over black pants 
with a silk stripe on the side and a cumber-bun where he kept his order pad. He 
took the initial drink order for a glass of root beer. In the world of cumber-buns and 
jeans, this order struŎƪ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ǿŜƛǊŘΦ tƻƭƛǘŜƭȅΥ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ {ƛǊΦέ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅΥ 
ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΦέ 

A moment later a young couple presented themselves at his table asking to share it 
with them. He could see no reason for thiǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘŀōƭŜǎΦ ά{ure, why 
not? MŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦέ LΩƳ .ƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ CŜƭƛŎƛŀΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚ  

Nick: San Francisco. 

Bill: Wow! 

 
Felicia: Wow! 

Nick:You? 

.ƛƭƭΥ Wǳǎǘ tƛǘǘǎōǳǊƎƘΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǊƻǘǳƴŘŀ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ to stay in a hotel overlooking the city. (So saying, he 
looked adoringly at Felicia, and her eyes glinted rays of expectation and happiness. 
Sweet skootchy face look.) 

Then Bill stroked his chin with the heel of his left hand and with his right. His 
eyebrows went up in a look 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! I think I know you! 
You were on TV a while back! I recognize those turquoise glasses, for sure! You were 
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the whistle-blower 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, ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ bƻΦ bƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ .ǳǘ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ LΩƳ 
going to wash my hands. 

²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ²Ƙƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘΚ bƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ 
the dining car, he concluded. 

Elegant dining can only go so far on a train. The rose at his 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 or color. Soon 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 the root beer. The waiter had not asked about the 
cuisson either, as by law all hamburgers are created equal: medium well. It 
eventually came with a heap of molten yellow cheddar, bacon, and tomatoes, 
garnished by two large quarter dill pickles. Acid pickles, salt bacon, creamy coleslaw, 
in a round like a short savory madrigal. The meal was actually brought to him by 
some lower order of kitchen hierarchy, the same who would later clear the table. 

bƛŎƪΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ-class seat was quite comfortable, but it was not until the train had 
changed engines from electric to diesel, that he actually found himself looking in the 
forward direction of motion. He relaxed, and soon was asleep. Next stop, 
Harrisburg. Average speed about 60 mph, he calculates. Nick would like to start 
thinking about Sucked-inΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘΦ [ǳƴŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŘǊƻǿǎȅΦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
even fire up his laptop; instead his eye catches on the silver rain streaks patting for 
his attention on the window. Liquid tinsel. As the train moves through depressions 
and trenches the dead black trees repel scenic review, but now and then a field 
opens dotted with cows, sometimes horses standing by tall grass or a watering 
pond. At one point he sees a small airplane landing in a field that is cut and ready for 
planting; it seemǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŜǾŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴΩǎ ƭƻƴƎ ƘƻǊƴ blast was 
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 enclose his wakefullness, though it would 
sometimes part to let in some light, some 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 roommate was pushing her away and he, Nick, was 
rebuking him for some reason that was being unwound during 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 imploded. 
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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, closer to ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǊΦ ²Ŝ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǿŜΩŘ ǎŜŜ 
you on the way out, but you were gone. 

Felicia: Yeah! 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 if he couƭŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ōŀƴƪΦ 

.ƛƭƭΥ CŜƭƛŎƛŀ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ 

Nich: IǘΩǎ okay. I moved to Wells-Fargo. 

Felicia: Do you trust them more than B*Bank? 

Nick: NƻΦ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǘ ƳŀŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƎŀƳŜǎΦ 

Bill (using the crooked index finger point again): Well, we also heard they released 
their suspect now and the investigation is in fact underway. You (two downward 
ǿǊƛǎǘ ŦƭƛŎƪǎύ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚ 

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 might have been the weeping lady.  

Nick: I have no idea what really happened. 

Bill: Oh, okay. 

And silence reigned again until Nick was awakened by the rather deafening sound of 
the PA system announcing that departing passengers should prepare to detrain. Bill 
and Felicia had again disappeared. 

Strange, Nick thought. Now he plugged in Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǇǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ DƻƻƎƭŜŘ άƳǳǊŘŜǊ aa 
¢ǊƛǎǘŜǎǎŜέ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜǎ ŎƻǾering the original events. The police had 
still not released the name of the victim because, they said, they had not been able 
to locate his family and they still had no 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 exited the face. While the bullet stayed in the victim 
the large bone chips tore through the front of the face on both sides, rendering 
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. Given this news, Nick 
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ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻŘ ȅŜǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ tƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Sucked-In. Feeling restless, he 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǎǘƻǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ άƭŀǾŀǘƻǊȅέΦ IŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ 
seventeen cars, including the dining car with its overhead glass. He became 
momentarily pensive wondering 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 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΦ ¸ŜǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛǘΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƭƛŘŜ 
doors open by hitting a button to activate the concealed pneumatic drive rods. Then 
he would hear them decompress so the springs could slide the door back 
automatically behind him. There was always just a little angst about standing 
between the cars to enjoy a breath of άŦǊŜǎƘ ŀƛǊέ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōǳƳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǘǘŜǊ 
passed beneath. Standing in the inter-car 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 and clatter pushed him on until he reached a space 
where he found Bill and Felicia having a smoke. Hey Nick, want a smokŜΚ bƻ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
smoke. But your seat is back there! I know, just taking a walk. Clatter wheeze, 
cƭŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŜŜȊŜΧ Dƻǘǘŀ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΦ .ƛǘ ŎǊŀƳǇŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ (not to mention smƻƪȅΧ bƻǘŜ 
the sign against smokƛƴƎ ƻƘ ǿŜƭƭ LΩƳ ƻǳǘŀ ƘŜǊŜ ŎƛǾƛŎ ƭŜŎǘǳǊŜǎ ǿƛƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻ ǳƴƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘΩǎ 
the world we live in)Φ tǎƘƘƘƘΧ 

Eventually he hits the last car before the engine, after swaying back and forth. As 
the train lists to one ǎƛŘŜ ƘŜ ƎǊŀōǎ ƘŜ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘΦ bƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊŀǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊΦ IŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜǎ Ƙƛǎ 
interoception is working well as his hands are always positioned to grab the next 
handle as his feet feel rather 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 
ŜƴǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ άƛƴǘŜǊǊŜƎƴǳƳέΦ IŜ Ƨokes to himself that where there are only 
couplings there are no rules. It strikes him as a socio-political insight at the time. 
Strangely, he never sees the cigarette butts from before. In fact, he walks the entire 
train and back three times and never sees them. Eventually, he sits down and starts 
trying to think about Sucked-InΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƭǳŎƪΦ LǘΩǎ оΥпрpm and he starts thinking about 
ŀ ǎŎƻǘŎƘΦ IŜΩƭƭ ǎƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ƭƻǳƴƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎŎƻǘŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ WƻƘƴƴȅ ²ŀƭƪŜǊ 
Black Label, as much as you want, and cocktail 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, and Nick begins 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 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǾƻƳƛǘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ƻǇŜƴ ǎeat. Once down, he looks out 
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 we are 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. I feel sick! 
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Conductor, smiling: Yes, a lot of people go through that when we go into the great 
ƘƻǊǎŜǎƘƻŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƻǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǳǇ ŀ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ǊƻŀŘΣ ōǳǘ ōǊƻŀŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ 
steep. 

Nick: You mean this happens every day? 

Conductor: Of course, ever since 1854. They built the track that way because the old 
ŜƴƎƛƴŜǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǇƻǿŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ƴƻǿΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǳƳ Ǌǳƴ 
ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŜƎƘŜƴȅ Ƙƛƭƭǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǎŎŜƴǘΦ aƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ 
people really feel it. 

The tracks straighten back to normal tilt-and-lilt. Nick returns to his seat and looks 
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. Cheering himself up, he jokes to himself: Well there 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 orange. He looks 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 motion of, or 
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 strobe-like 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 pass by. Looks like blue 
lipstick and 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, 
ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ 4:42 and the train refuses to turn on internal lighting for the third 
tunnel either. Soon they have poked 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 WiFi and to announce 
that all passengers should return to their seats so dinner reservations can be taken 
as the conductor passes. Nick wants to eat at 6:00 and resigns to a comfortable 
ƴǳƳōƴŜǎǎΤ ƘŜΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ōǳǊƎŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƴƻ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ the 
steak. He never does begin his PowerPoint; he never does read his book, 
whichhappend aptly to be The Odyssey which 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 into a sleeping car bound for Chicago. Union Station offers very few activities at 
this hour. He decides to go see the famous rotunda, which looks like a great 
inverted salad bowl made of stone. It was built so that horse-drawn 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 
ƭŀǎǘ ǘǊƛōǳǘŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ƛƴ tƘƛƭŀŘŜƭǇƘƛŀΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜ 
thought about the raw 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, closing out view of passing passengers. The 
birth is basically a slab with a thin mattress. Overhead is a light for reading. He will 
Ǝƻ ŦŜŜǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ /ƘƛŎŀƎƻΦ IŜ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛȄ ƻƴ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ 
thought occurred to him. On his right is a thick curtain 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 lamps. Ta-pushhhhh, 
the brakes go and then he sees himself being pulled head first out of the station. 
After 10 minutes the train jerks to a stop, clanking car against car. Soon ta-pushhhh, 
and the train is dragging him by the feet to Chicago, great and original the hub of all 
food, resources, production and transportation, air, water and ground, for the 
country and beyond.  

Nausicaa rescues Odysseus washed up on the beach and he turns off his light. The 
train sways gently as it walks the rails, ta-tum. After a time, Nick opens the curtain 
so he can see out as he passes the moǎǘ ŘƛƭŀǇƛŘŀǘŜŘ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦ LǘΩǎ ǳƎƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 
closes the curtain again. The ledge he is on is rather hard and uncomfortable. 
Sleeping on his side makes him bend and wave like a fish in the oscillating motion. 
He flattens out again. The train moves an average of only 46mph, and the slowness 
tends to exaggerate the sideways momentum, making it difficult to sleep. Nick feels 
rather confined, but okay. He slides back the curtain so he can see out again. No 
longer in the city, he only sees the bleak lights of old 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, do-me-sol-ti-do-ti-sol-me-doΦ LǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘǳƴŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ bƛŎƪ 
has only partial benefits from Morpheus. do-me-sol-ti-do-ti-sol-me-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 Cleveland leaves him wondering what 
travelers were thinking. They wanted to arrive at this hour? They wanted to board 
at this hour? 

After Cleveland, Nick drifts off, not much molested by the scraping, ticking, and 
clanging sounds of the ride. But suddenly there is a huge collision 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 curtain to peer out 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 PA Cracks on:  
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THERE HAS BEEN AN ACCIDENT 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 horrified 
at what the passengers that did not escape must be feeling, and, for that matter, 
whatever the others must be going through, running away, looking back, and 
stumbling. But soon some of the conductors are running towards the people with 
flashlights and blankets. They had been trained to interact if there was an 
emergency. Once upon 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 away from the burning wreckage. According to 
bƛŎƪΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŎƘŜŎƪΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ с ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ 
the first police car. It took another three minutes for the fire trucks and emergency 
medical vehicles and ambulances to begin arriving behind them. That was itself 
amazing. Amazement is a strange emotion in the midst of tragedy. If someone 
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 down the blaze of the bus quite quickly with suffocating foam. 
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 able to escape out the other side, which had snapped 
like a twig on impact. A helicopter had also landed bearing away the most gravely 
ƛƴƧǳǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōǳǊƴŜŘΦ bƛŎƪΩǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ DƭŜƴŘŀ 
had taken Wendy to the emergency room with a very high 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 and a sense of horrible confinement 
overtaking him again from that night, this night. Before all was over, the train 
lurched forward, leaving the carcass 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. 
!ǘ сΥпр ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ άǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜƳŜƴǘέ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
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 the coffee cart 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 before on trips 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 
ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ Řŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀ ǿŀƭƪΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ sight of the 
Wrigley building, of gum fame. Wrigley, Wrigley, Wrigley, B*Bank,B*Bank,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 off -shade of a Spearmint gum wrapper? Nick knew it 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦ !ǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƻǊ ǎŀƎƎŜŘΣ ǎƻ ŘƛŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ 
of his enthusiasm. 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 
Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ōŜƘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŜǿƭƛƴŜǊΩǎ ǘƛƴǘŜŘ ƎƭŀǎǎΚ ! ŦŜǿ ǘƘǊƛƭƭǎ ƻƴ 
a high ledge? And then another 6.2 mile tunnel, Moffat Tunnel, another wormhole? 
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8. The Plane Truth 

Hello, Glenda? Sorry to miss ȅƻǳΦ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŀǿŦǳƭ ǊƛŘŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ 
skipping out. Going to take the damned ŀƛǊǇƭŀƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ LΩƳ 
ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ Hugs and kisses to you and the kids. Thell 
them I miss them and look forward to seeing them in a month. Off to the airport 
ŀŦǘŜǊ L ǊŜŎƭŀƛƳ Ƴȅ ōŀƎǎΦ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΧ 

!ŦǘŜǊ ǊŜǾŜǊǎƛƴƎ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ bƛŎƪ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƎǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ 
ōŜŜƴ άǊƻǳǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊέ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǊŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƪŜǇǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ άŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴέ 
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 
but we are not ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǊƻǳǘƛƴƎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΧ 

bƛŎƪ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘǎΥ ǘƘŀƴƪ DƻŘ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀƴ ƛǎǎǳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ .ǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊǳƎŀƭ Ƙŀōƛǘǎ 
cause him to accept a coach seat leaving him seven hours to utterly waste at O'Hare 
International, so once he secures 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 roll-on and their computer bags, Nick now feels that even 
passing TSA inspection would be more interesting than his current view of things. 
He feels at one with the Everyman drama of travel and quips inside his head: I 
ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ tŜŀǊƭȅ DŀǘŜǎΦ bƛŎƪ ǳǎŜǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ŏŀƭƭǎ άƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭ ƘǳƳƻǊέ ƻǊ 
άŦǳƴƴȅ ƘŜŀŘέ ǘƻ ŎƻǇŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎΦ ²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ 
and feeling these things, right? And as the TSA agents deprive him of the jackknife 
ƘŜ ƪŜŜǇǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƎŜƭΣ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜǎƛƎƴǎ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ 5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǊŜōŜƭƭƛƻƴΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΦ {ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ 
ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΧ {ƻ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭƛȊŜŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘo any 
possibility of objection. 

O'Hare is abustle with second rate foodstops at half-quality of their non-airport 
version. The high price of airport real estate, the walk-on 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 food eventually 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 prospecting for what might be okay for dinner. 
The mind turns to eating when everything else is empty. Eventually he must walk 
many miles, but this functions ǘƻ άǿƻǊƪ ƻŦŦέ Ƙƛǎ ƭǳƴŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ bookǎǘƻǊŜǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ 
ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ƘŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƻŎǳǎΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƻƴ being his own business success 
in the future and, as he passes all the books 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 send a letter 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, muscle-building, 
ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ǎǳǇǇƭŜƳŜƴǘǎΣ ƭǳȄǳǊȅ ƘƻǳǎƛƴƎΣ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΣ ǘǊŀǾŜƭΣ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΧ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ŀǊǊŀȅ ƻŦ other 
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things for which people have neither time nor money, except in 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 
ŎŜƭƭǇƘƻƴŜΦ {ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ushered the children through and off after homework and they 
are now both firmly anchored aǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎŀƳŜ ǇƻǎǘǎΦ bƛŎƪ ǎŀȅǎ άIƛέ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ άIƛ 5ŀŘΤ 
Ƴƛǎǎ ȅŀΦέ όŜƴƻǳƎƘύΦ DƭŜƴŘŀ ǘŀƭƪǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ 
then tells Nick that the inǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ {ǉǳŀǊŜ ƻƴŜΦ {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
know why but the police want to talk to him again when he comes home at the end 
of the month. Apparently the murder is far from solved. Nick relates that he heard 
that from Bill and Felicia, the newlyǿŜŘǎ όōȅ ƴƻǿύΦ bƛŎƪ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƘŜǊ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ 
time and promises to call the next day from his residence hotel. She asks him how 
ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ Ǉƭŀƴ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ǿǊȅƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ 
expected given his sleepless condition the ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ DƭŜƴŘŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ bƛŎƪ 
was on the very train that hit the bus. What were the chances? What a bummer! 
²ŀǎ ƛǘ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜΚ ¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜΦ /ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇΤ Ƨǳǎǘ ƪŜǇǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ 
on the ceiling above me. No sleep. The dialog was dull but the images were vivid. 
Okay, I love you and will call tomorrow as they say x-o-x-ƻΧ 

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 him, but the 
ǘǊǳŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 
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 and Glenda are medium build medium weight 
kinds of people, at least for their age. Nick thinks: That woman is a cow. How can he 
ǎǘŀƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ LΩƳ ŎƘoking from her perfume. Look at that cheesy jewelry. What does 
ǎƘŜ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŘȅŜ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΣ ōƻƻǘ ōƭŀŎƪΚ LΩƭƭ ōŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘōŜƭǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ DƻŘ L 
hope ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΗ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƴ ŜȄŀƎƎŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ 
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 eight-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 pocketbooks and computer bags. As always, the suffocation process set 
ƛƴ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎƻƻƴΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴ ƻƴ ŀƛǊ ŎƛǊŎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǇŀǘƘΦ 

7:00 came and sure enough the aircraft began to taxi. It was huge with over 500 
passengers tightly packed into the uncomfortable economy of space. Elbows had 
struck on both sides as seat-belts were fastened. Nick as embarrassed to have lost 
his seat-belt under the hulk, and timidly he asks to extract it. Fortunately the short 
ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻo far and was just hanging down the crack between 
ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ά²ŀƎƴŜǊƛŀƴ bŜƛƎƘōƻǊέ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ ƻǾŜǊ 
his ears. O'Hare is a huge airport, so it came as no surprise when the craft seemed 
to be on an interminable land journey. Nick lost track of how many times it had 
ǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ ¢ŀȄƛΣ ǘŀȄƛΣ ǘŀȄƛΣ ǎǘƻǇΦ ¢ŀȄƛΣ ǘŀȄƛΣ ǘŀȄƛΣ ǎǘƻǇΣ ǘǳǊƴΧ bƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 
are waiting, waiting, and waiting. PA: THIS IS CAPTAIN ABOULAFFI. WE HAVE 
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RECEIVED ORDERS TO WAIT. WE WILL INFORM YOU ONCE WE AGAIN HAVE ORDERS 
TO GO. WE DO NOT THINK THE DELAY WILL BE LONG. 

Nick ƴƻǘƛŎŜǎ ά¢ƘŜ Iǳƭƪέ ƛǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǊŜǎǘƭŜǎǎΦ IŜ ƛǎ ǊŜǎǘƭŜǎǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ²ŀƎƴŜǊƛŀƴ ƛǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ 
occupied with her nails. The Hulk says: Aboulaffi. They put us through TSA and then 
give us a pilot named AōƻǳƭŀŦŦƛΚ bƛŎƪ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǊȅ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΥ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ okay. 
5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΦ bƛŎƪ ƴƻǘƛŎŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǊǘ ƻŦ ¢ƘŜ IǳƭƪΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴƻƎǊŀƳ άWŜǘōƻŀǘ ²ƻǊƭŘΣ 
¢ƛƳ IŜȅƴŜȅΣ tƻǊǘƭŀƴŘ Σ hwέΦ  

Nick: IŜȅΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ WŜǘōƻŀǘΚ  

The Hulk: ̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΗ ! WŜǘōƻŀǘ ǳǎŜǎ ŀ ǎǘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǿater to make it move rather 
than a screw.  

Nick suppresses saying clever things.  

Nick: L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΧ 

The Hulk: A jet boat is built for speed. There are races all over the country. It 
screams past propellers, and the propeller, never breaks because tƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ 
propeller. The engine sucks in water and spits it back out again making the boat 
ƳƻǾŜΦ ²ŀǘŜǊΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳǇǊŜǎǎƛōƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƛǊΣ ǎƻ ƛǘΩǎ ǿŀȅ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ ŀƛǊ ŘǊƛǾŜƴ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΣ 
like a fan drive. Simple physics. You boat? 

Nick: Only when someone invites us ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ for 
ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƻƴŎŜΦ 

Hulk: Oh, well this is mostly for sports thrills and racing, though there are some big 
ŎƻƳƳŜǊŎƛŀƭ ƧŜǘōƻŀǘǎΦ {ƪȅΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƳƛǘΦ 

Nick: So what do you do with the jetboats? 

LΩƳ ŀ ǎŀƭŜǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ L Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǿǎΦ IŜȅƴŜȅΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ōǊŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ 
leader (lurches forward to make himself more comfortable, further dwarfing Nick). 
Jetboats were invented in NewZealand by a guy named Hamilton. They needed a 
Ŧŀǎǘ ōƻŀǘ ŦƻǊ ǎƘŀƭƭƻǿ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ƻƴŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜƭƭŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŎƪǎ ƛƴ 
ǊƛǾŜǊǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ΨрпΦ bƻǿ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ нл ƪƴƻǘǎ ŀǊŜ 
needed, 23 mph, and maneuverability is primary. If you need speed and the ability 
to stop on a dime, jet boats are for you! 

bƛŎƪΥ Iƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ŀ ōƻŀǘ ǎǘƻǇ ƻƴ ŀ ŘƛƳŜΚ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΦ 

Hulk: They can be going ŀƭƻƴƎ ŦŀǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ ōǳǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƻǊǉǳŜ ǘƘŜ 
ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ Ŧƭƻǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǳƳ ǘƻ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǇƻǿŜǊΦ 
That ƳŜŀƴǎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŀ άŎǊŀǎƘ ǎǘƻǇέ ǿŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘΣ ŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƧŜǘΣ ŦƭƛǇ ǘƘŜ 
rudder and restart the flow against momentum. We can stop on the length of the 
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boat. Not possible with other engines. No practical limit on the size of boats either, 
though weΩǊŜ ƻnly concerned 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. 

Nick: aȅ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ bƛŎƪΦ  

The Hulk: GusΣ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΦ LƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǎǘǳŦŦΦ IƻǇŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΦ 
Nick: Yeah me too. 

Gus:  LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ  

Nick: L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎΦ ¢ƻok off from Philadelphia two days ago by 
ǘǊŀƛƴΦ Dƻǘ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦŀǎǘΦ bƻǘ ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŜŘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ƛǘΦ bŜǾŜǊ 
ǿƻǳƭŘΧ 

Nick settles back into the blind of flesh. The person before him crashes his seat back 
ǘƻ άǊŜƭŀȄέΣ ōŀǎƘƛƴƎ bƛŎƪΩǎ ƪƴŜŜǎΦ Gus notices and shakes his head in disapproval.  

Nick: bŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ CǊŜƴŎƘΦ  

Gus: aŜ ǘƻƻΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜŀǘǎ ƛƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 
announced it. Stewardess, stewardess any chance of moving to First Class?  

Stewardess: bƻǘ ƴƻǿΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ Ǉŀȅ 
ƴƻǿΚ bƻΦ .ǳǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜŀǘǎΚ 5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ {ƻǊǊȅ {ƛǊΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ 
ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǘǳǊƴǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ CŀǎǘŜƴ {Ŝŀǘ .Ŝƭǘǎ ǎƛƎƴΦ {ƻǊǊȅΧ  

Nick: But I have tƻ ǇŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊe not even moving. Can I get up? 

Stewardess:  bƻΦ ²ŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ C!! ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ 
anything. Please sit down, Sir. Nick: Okay, okay.  

Stewardess: Would 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 CELL PHONES. 
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Nick is breaking into a sweat now. To his left the Wagnerian has taken out her Bible 
and is reading to her husband, who stares into space and never changes expression. 
Poor Gus tries to cross his legs, but to no avail.  

Nick: Mind if I 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 five-year-old is slipping into a melt-
down, with the father being handed the charge and feeling conspicuous. Nick places 
ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ƭƛƴŜΦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ 
ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ {ƻ ƘŜ ǿŀƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŎƘŜǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǾŀǘƻǊȅΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ 
chains on their ankles. One middle aged but well-conditioned man is hanging back 
from progress towards the common goal, while doing deep knee-bends. He shrugs 
off the thought that he may be acting strangely by looking first one way then that, 
seeming not to notice Nick is looking at him. Gus has retaken his 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 little air. He has to wait for 
quite a while for the line to clear out sufficiently so Gus can rise, step into the aisle 
and allow him back in. Nick can see that Gus is not a city person as he has no ability 
to fold his newspaper without flailing his elbows sideways as that practice only 
comes to subway riders. Gus 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, 
canΩǘ ǊŜŀŘΣ ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ǿƻǊƪΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƛǊΦ bƛŎƪ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜǎ Ƙƻǿ 
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 motive to move. IŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ {ƘŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƘǳǘ ǳǇΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ 
bƛŎƪ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ŎǊƻǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǇΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƘƛƳ 
the idea that he should resort to meditation. That would be the perfect exercise for 
the abolition of time while sitting straight up in his seat. But the child in melt-down 
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 becoming. Gus 
has now taken to holding his elbows, 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 CHANGED OUT. 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 LIFTED BY THE CRANE. NEXT YOU WILL HEAR THE LOUD NOISE 
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OF THE WHEEL CARRIAGE MODULE DROP. DO NOT BE ALARMED. A NEW WHEEL 
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 passes, everyone has the same question: When will we take off? 
Answer: WŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘile. 

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 
YOUR SEAT BELTS, AS THE CRANE IS ABOUT TO HEFT THE NOSE. 

The nose rises slowly. The Wagnerian begins to declaim Oh My God, Oh My God! 
Tears begins to well and she reaches around to pinch her husband on the shoulder 
ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎΥ CƻǊ /ƘǊƛǎǘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŀǇŜǎǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΦ 
5ƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ 5Ŝƭǘŀ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΚ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƪnow these scumbag 
companies cut maintenance? Thaǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎafety? Nothing to 
ŘǊƛƴƪΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦ {ǘŀȅ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜŀǘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǇŜŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǇ 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΦ .Ŝǘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŘŀǊŜ ǎƘƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ŀǎǎ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ !ǘǘŜƴŘŀƴǘΗ Det 
the captain. I want talk to him. 

Attendant: The 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 his handkerchief so she can wipe her brow and the black 
smear off  under her eyes. He looks 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 
¢I!¢Σ ²9w9bΩ¢ ²9ϥΚ Cwhb¢ /!wwL!D9 I!{ bh² 5whtt95 hCCΦ LC ¸h¦ C99[ ¢I9 
PLANE SWAYING IN THE AIR, THAT IS BECAUSE THERE IS QUITE A BIT OF WIND OUT 
¢I9w9Σ .¦¢ 5hbΩ¢ ²hww¸Σ ¢I9 {[LbD Ih[5LbD UP THE NOSE IS PLENTY STRONG 
!b5 ²hbΩ¢ .w9!YΦ La {hww¸ ¢h {!¸ ²9 {¢L[[ I!±9 bh 9{¢La!¢9 Chw ¢!Y9hCCΦ 
THE BOEING EMERGENCY CREW HAS JUST ARRIVED. AS YOU KNOW, BOEING 
w9[h/!¢95 ¢h /IL/!Dh {h ²9Ωw9 w9![[¸ [¦/Y¸Φ La!DLb9 LC ¢IL{ ²9w9 aL!aLΗ 

Everyone utters a ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΗέ 

PA: SERIOUSLY, WE DO APPRECIATE YOUR STAYING IN YOUR SEATS. IF YOU MUST 
USE THE 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 (The Hulk) says: Yeah, seriously. Is some of this a jokŜ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΚ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 
ready to bust heads. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ bƛŎƪ ŎǊƛƴƎŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘΣ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 
sultriness of the plane is getting worse by the minute. By this time, there are at least 
three children in melt-down mode. Now he hears some commotion. The cabin lights 
are extinguished. Outside Nick sees bright white circles on the ground, searching 
about. He canΩt hear the helicopter over the whining and screaming of the children. 
To lighten things up Gus quips: Probably a flying saucer. Cabin attendants are 
ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜΦ ά{ƻƳŜƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƛŜŘΗέ άhƘ ƴƻΗέ άhƘ ƴƻΗέ ŀƴŘ 
more and more until a chorus has mounted. 

PA: THIS IS THE CAPTAIN. APPARENTLY A PASSENGER HAS A HEALTH 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 EMERGENCY EXITS. IF YOU 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 sweltering. Gus is mopping his face with his shirt and the 
Wagnerian is simply crying quietly as if in terror. Her impassive husband sits by her. 
άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŀǇ ǎŜŀǘǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǳƭǘΦέ 
this contrition paints a warm 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 passenger as he proceeds. Slowly they are moving to the rear of 
the plane. But then up in front there is a commotion. 

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 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 service intervals. 
¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǎǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ 5ŞƧŀ ƻǳƠŜΧ 

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 SEATS. IT IS MY RIGHT 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. Nick looks out the window and 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 own 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 was 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.  

Lawyer, WƻƘƴ YΦ .ŀǊǊƻǿΣ9ǎǉΦ {ƳƛƭƛƴƎΥ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƛȄ ƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜ ƛƴ 
case anything happens. Your Name, your address? Your phone? Age? The lawyer 
writes down the seat number 47F and the data. Thanks. [to the Wagnerian]Mam my 
partner will be along your aisle in just a moment. Lookǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ 
lot already.  

Wagnerian: Almost singing: Jesus! Got that right! 

Chorus of TweetsΥ IŜƭǇΗ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǊƳŀŎΣ ŦƭǘΦ ІрлрΣ /ƘƛŎŀƎƻκ{CΦ ²ƘŜŜƭǎ 
ŦŜƭƭ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ ǘŀƪŜƻŦŦΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀǊǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘƻǊǎΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ōȅ 
!ƛǊ aŀǊǎƘŀƭǎΦ /ŀƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ Dǳƴǎ ŀǊŜ ƻǳǘΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦ IŜƭǇΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǳǎ 
ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀǊƳŀŎΦ bƻ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳǎΣ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŦƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ 
us to shut us up. Lawyers are trying to take evidence, but theyΩǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜŘΗ 
Send Help! Send News! Watch this plane crack in half! They are watching us from 
helicopterǎ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘhŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǳǎ ƛŦ ǿŜ ōǊŜŀƪ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 
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 IS IN THE PROCESS OF GATHEING 
INFORMATION. IN CONTRAVENTION OF FAA RULES. THEY ARE NOT, I REPEAT, NOT 
ON OFFICIAL BUSINESS AND THE AIR MARSHALS WILL SEAT THEM IF NECESSARY. 
DING DING. 

All cabin lights are now out and the "legal team" is ushered back to their seats. 
Marshals are holding flash lights as they are ŘƛǊŜŎǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜŀǘǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ 
just confiscate our iPadǎΗέ ƛǎ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ ά{ƛǘέ ƛǎ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ ά{ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅ ŘƻǿƴΣ {ƛǊΗέ ƛǎ 
heard.  
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Gus: What the fuck are these guys doing?  

Wagnerian: This is the way it will all play out in the end. Get ready!  

Gus ƳŀƪŜǎ ŎƛǊŎǳƭŀǊ ƭƻƻǇǎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƳǇƭŜΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜΦ 
bƛŎƪ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΦ IŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǊ 
of the plane, as though the fuselage were a huge funnel. Given his seat belt 
ǎǘǊƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΣ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ IŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ 
figure out how so many people can fit into the back, unless they are being let out 
down a rear stairway! I wanna go. I wanna go. Gus can I get over you? Someone 
ǘǳǊƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ hƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛŘ Ƙŀǎ ŦƭŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻŜǎΦ IŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΣ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
way to the staircase! Just now Nick feels two huge hands on his shoulders. Nick, 
ŎƻƳŜōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ōŜ okayΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ aŀrshals come. Sit 
down. Just as he turns back the nose of the plane drops in three jerks and clanks. 
Nick hears a motor start now and the sound of hydraulics making snaps as the 
vacuums couple. In a moment the nose begins to rise slowly. Still in near pitch black, 
Nick waits. The reading lights come on and a little air begins to blow through the 
individual nozzles. Gus is stoic and silent. He tries now to stretch his legs out into the 
ŀƛǎƭŜ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜŀŎŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƭƻƴƎΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀōƛƴ ŎǊŜǿ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ƘŀƴŘing out 
water. 

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 LINE FOR TAKE-OFF. DING DING. 

People start walking forward 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 THE 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 EXCEPTIONS. DO NOT APPROACH THE 
EMERGENCY DOORS. DING DING. 

Soon the plane begins to roll back and forth, at first only a few inches, then feet, 
then several yards. While this is happening the nose begins to dip and rise rather 
like a boat on a cruise. It makes him feel unbalanced as he moves relative to the flat 
and stable ground he can see out the window. As the lateral tests start, the bobbing 
continues and people begin to vomit. The cabin crew are moving rapidly back and 
ŦƻǊǘƘΣ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǘǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ They are carrying large waste disposal bags 
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 to swallow, but 
manages to hold back. Nick assumes Gus has no trouble because he is so used to 
boats. Gus ƛǎ ǎǘƻƭƛŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƭƳ ǎŜǘǘƭŜǎ bƛŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
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 ENGINEERROLD ¢9!aΦ L¢Ω{ ¢HE KIND OF SUPPORT WE 
EXPECTED WHEN WE BOUGHT OUR PLANES FROM THEM. HOW ABOUT A ROUND 
hC !tt[!¦{9Κ ΧΦǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΧǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΧ ²9 bh² !w9 I!tt¸ ¢h !bbh¦b/9 ¢I!¢ ²9 
HAVE AGAIN BEEN DEEMED FIT FOR FLIGHT AND SOON WE WILL BE LINING UP TO 
ASSUME OUR TAKEOFF POSITION. IT IS NOW 11:51PM AND THE GRANT OF 
CLEARANCE SHOULD COME SOON. DING DING. 

Nick is still mopping his brow and is about to resume a more cheerful attitude 
ǿƘŜƴΧ 

PA: DING DING THIS IS THE CAPTAIN AGAIN. I REGRET TO INFORM YOU THERE WILL 
BE A FURTHER DELAY OF AT LEAST 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 ARE RESUPPLIED. OUR ESTIMATED TIME OF ARRIVAL WILL BE 6:03 AM PACIFIC 
TIME. DING DING. 

Nick leans back aƴŘ ƘƻǇŜǎ DƭŜƴŘŀ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ bŜǿǎΦ IŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ 
allowed to use his cell phone or his computer in all this time. When the police came 
on board and 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, tell the reporters ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ bŀȊƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ȅŀΚ ¢ŜƭƭϥŜƳ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 
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¸hb9Ω{ {!C9¢¸ !b5 /hath{¦w9Φ 5h bh¢ Lb¢9wFERE WITH THE POLICE AND 
THE AIR MARSHALS. THEY ARE HERE TO ASSIST EVERYONE DING DING. 

Now Nick hears: Can we get our damned iPads back now? But then he hears no 
ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ƴƻǿ ƛǎ ƴƻŘ ƻŦŦΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ Ƙƻǘ ŀƴŘ 
clammy as hell in there. 

It is 1:45 AM and the DING DING signal rings out. The full cabin lights are now 
turned on. It is time for the cabin crew to sell their sandwiches and offer free 
pretzels and cracker dust with soft drinks or coffee. 45 minutes later the cabin 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 
OFFERING FRESH COFFEE AND BREAKFAST ROLES. IT IS NOW 5:45 AND WE ARE ON 
SCHEDULE DING DING. 

Public contempt could not have been removed with a dump truck. Nick looks over 
at Gus who is again trying to fold his newspaper and act like nothing happened. I 
ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ŎŀƭƳ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ DǳǎΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ bƛŎƪΣ L Ŧƭȅ ŀ ƭƻǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅΦ Lǘ 
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used to boǘƘŜǊ ƳŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜΦ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
market for a family-ǎƛȊŜŘ ƧŜǘōƻŀǘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ tƻǊǘƭŀƴŘΣ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ 
ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǇƛƴΧ 
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9. A Soft Landing 

CƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ bƛŎƪΩǎ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǾŜǊΦ The next two days 
were spent in recovery at the executive residence that was clean, quiet and 
commodious. Upon entry all was polite and as he came off the elevator, he saw the 
ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭ ǇƭŀȊŀ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ Ǿŀǎǘ όŎƻǾŜǊŜŘύ άƻǇŜƴ ŀƛǊέ ŀǊŜŀ 
ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŀƴ άƻŀǎƛǎέ ōŀǊΣ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǇŀƭƳ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŀƳƻǊǇƘƛŎ ǇƻƻƭΣ ŀ 
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 chlorine fumes from the pool. He was tempted to go down for a hot tub soak, 
ōǳǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ōŜŘΣ ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴǘŀƭΣ ǎƻŦǘΗ 

Awakening at 3:00pm, Nick feels better even if not refreshed. Why not saunter 
down to the bar for a martini? Why not pick up some clothes for the interval before 
he actually gets his two suitcases back? So down he goes in the elevator. He tours 
the perimeter of the courtyard. No need for a fancy watch, no Ned for pearls, no 
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 until dinner when he will walk around the block to a suggested Thai 
restaurant. Then TV; then sleep again. One more shower then sleep again, 
perchance to dream? 

The next morning after watery urn coffee and scrambled soggy steamtable eggs he 
takes a taxi to the 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 years ago to 24 
ƘƻǳǊǎΦ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇΦ 
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!ƎŜƴǘΥ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƛŎƪŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ ¢{! ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
allow us to return luggage unless you have the claim tƛŎƪŜǘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

 
bƛŎƪΥ /ŀƴΩǘ L ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƛŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƴƻǘŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜ 
it to her. 

 
Agent: Nope. Can only release to the original bearer connected with the Amtrak 
ticket, duly stamped. 

 
Nick: OkayΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘƻƳe in a month and pick it all up personally. 

 
Agent: That will be harder because luggage goes into the long-term 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 the station to pick it up. 

 
Nick: Okay. I give! What does it take to get my luggage out of train prison? 

 
Agent: Sir, may I remind you that this conversation is being recorded for quality AND 
SECURITY purposes? It will cost $175 to retrieve your luggage at this point. Now 
what can I do for you? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ IŜǊŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ŎǊŜŘƛǘ ŎŀǊŘΦ 

So Nick spent the rest of the day chasing down the bare necessities required over 
the next seven days without his luggage. He got through it all quite quickly at 
Pennies, as he was not out to impress anyone. The sales lady was all smiles and 
showed her amazement at the amount of clothes Nick was buying all at 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 frustrating times. 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 Reverie. Out the 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 the pastry case and the 
breakfast menu. 
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In the pastry case were the fare you would expect: assorted muffins, bagels, buns, 
coffee cake, sweet-topped loves of pound cake, cupcakes and other fancier end 
confections. But what was truly amazing was that there was only one cook there 
ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜ άƪƛǘŎƘŜƴέ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǿŀƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘƻƭŜ 
through it, old diner style, but just a somewhat built-up counter, behind which Juan 
moved like an octopus to keep up with and stay ahead of the orders. ItΩs not that 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 mid-morning and mid-afternoon, when Juan could step out for a 
smoke. Check out the amazing menu: 
http://sanfrancisco.menupages.com/restaurants/cafe-reverie/menu. 

There were various baristas there during the day, but the foam-heavy was Bart, a 
tall fellow who moved with the deliberation of someone doing an oil painting, 
ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ άŎǊƻǿƴέ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘ ƭŀǘǘŜΦ .Ǌƛǘǘŀƴȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 
somewhat autistic one 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 free-hand for the everyone, moving pastries, cook 
orders, and beverages, including juice, milk, pop, out to the customer service 
platform by the area for the submission of orders. And then 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 rear was 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 distinctive look 
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. 

bƛŎƪΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜr than the cafe staff took only three days to develop. 
It was with Gil MaGoon, 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 

http://sanfrancisco.menupages.com/restaurants/cafe-reverie/menu
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somewhat wizened. He could sit for long stretches 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, 
ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴƎƭŜΣ ŦƻǊŜǎƘƻǊǘŜƴƛƴg, dominance, I mean, size relative to everything 
else in his world. Well, why even do I talk about his world? L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ 
is a him or a her. Then there are the details of transcription into my imagination and 
how they flow through my muscles into the graphite and paper, which may have 
this or that texture, and maybe some lines or usually no lines, which I seem to 
ǇǊŜŦŜǊΦ .ǳǘ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǳss out even the most rudimentary 
reasons why I like one version over another, assuming L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƭƛǇ ǳǇΣ ƻǊ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ 
proper light and shade. I mean, as I draw, I say to myself should that rear right leg 
ōŜ ŜȄǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƘŜΩǎ ƧŀōōƛƴƎΚ LŦ ǎƻΣ ǿƘȅΚ 5ƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ 
because he just jabbed and the skin of his victim has recoiled nervously just because 
of it? Is he just clumsy? Is it part of a repositioning strategy? 

Nick: Oh. You only draw mosquitos? 

MaGoonΥ hƴƭȅ ƻƴŜΤ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
ŜƭǎŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ LΩƳ ƻƴƭȅ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ 
ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƻǊΦ tŜƴŎƛƭΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŦƻǊ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ŎŀŦŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻƛƭǎ 
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 to look back at his work on the laptop. 

The next day he meets Marge Collins, an attractive young black girl with two huge 
books on her table: MICROBIOLOGY and INTRODUCTION TO HUMAN PATHOLOGY. 

Nick quips: Wow! Not such easy courses! What are you studying for? 

 
Marge: Nursing. 

 
Nick: Looks like a lot of hard work! Why do you want to become a nurse? 

 
Marge: IǘΩǎ ŀ Ƨƻō ǿƘŜǊŜ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ [ƻǾŜ ǎŎience and medicine too. What do 
you do? 

 
Nick: Banker (for lack of a better answer). 
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Marge returns to her book, 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 something else now. 

 
aŀǊƎŜΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴŜȄǘΚ 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LΩƳ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ 

 
Marge: Good luck! I hear that a lot. 

Marge gets up, collecting her books and computer into her knapsack. See ya! 

Her brief reaction somehow seemed to him like a rebuttal, so he obsessed with his 
laptop work in lapsing and desultory fashion. About an hour passes when he 
ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜǎ ŀ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŎŀƭƭΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜƴǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƎǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƴΣ 
which he is free to pick up between 9:00am and noon the next day. Nick doesƴΩǘ ōŜƎ 
off any more time as there is no reason to. 

¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Řŀȅ bƛŎƪ ƧǳƳǇǎ ƛƴ ŀ Ŏŀō ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƭŀƛƳ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƎǎΦ IŜΩǎ ƎƭŀŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ 
ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀƎŜƴǘ ŀǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳǊŜŀǳŎǊŀǘƛŎ ƴƛǘǿƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 
This one is pleasant, although highly methodical . He requires the issued ticket, the 
baggage stubs and two picture IDs, which Nick does muster. The agent asks why 
bƛŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ Ƙƛǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ŎǊƻǎǎ-country trip. Answer: I found out I needed to get 
to San Francisco earlier than planned, so I flew. The agent looks at him puzzled. Nick 
further explains: The flight had mechanical troubles and I wound up spending all 
that time in airports and the Tarmac. I got in slightly before the train, as it turned 
out, but I was exhausted and in no shape to claim my bags. I thought I had 48 hours, 
but you guys changed that to 24, so I had to go through all this crap. 

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 who are 
talking together and holding newspapers. On his way, he seems to notice they are 
following him. He jokes 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 him as he 
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 self-giggles. What could possibly 
be wrong? 

When Nick spoke with Glenda that night she told him about having a visit from 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! Nick 
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 
ǊŜŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻƴ ŀƴ ƛtƘƻƴŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǎƻ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ bƛŎƪΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜŀōƻǳǘǎ 
after they implied Nick ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻǿƴ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ 
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. Their answer: ! ƭƻǘ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŘŀȅǎΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ 
ŀǊǊŜǎǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŎƻǳǊǘ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƳŀŘŜ DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ōƻƛƭΦ 
When she showed anger they demanded to take her pistol down to Washington for 
further testing and analysis. They left her a receipt for it and told her to calm down. 
Glenda said that with all the kooks 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 to the new 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. He also respected that she was a 
solid gutsy citizen. 

Soon the conversation switched to the children and Nick heard about how Errol had 
excelled at the 100 yard dash. The gym teacher had showed up in the cafeteria with 
ŀ ōƛƎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǘ DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜΣ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƻǇ ǿŀǘŎƘΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚ LǘΩǎ 
9ǊǊƻƭΩǎ Ǌǳƴ ǘƛƳŜΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ Ǝrade level. Better watch out 
ƻǊ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀǘƘƭŜǘŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΗ DƭŜƴŘŀ ǘƻƭŘ aǊΦ !ƴƪŜȅ ǘƘŀǘ 9ǊǊƻƭ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
usually outrun his friends. She had noticed that years ago. On the Wendy front, 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƴŜǿ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōǳƛƭǘ the model of a 
future home out of balsa wood which she had cut, sanded, glued and painted down 
to the last detail. She used a Chinese multi-coat lacquer technique so it looked like 
the outside of the house was made of light blue enamel glaze, as on the copper 
jewelry you see in craft shows. This, along with deeply anchored heavy-duty 
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 living space 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 paper stretched 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 explainŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǳǎǘ 
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 surrounding yard through a 
system based on the human circulatory system, where the main conduits were like 
veins and the small tubes (capillaries) ōǊŀƴŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ άƭŜŀƪ ǎȅǎǘŜƳέ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜŘ 
plastic pop bottles with very small perforations. The pop bottles would fill during 
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! I 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 thought they were the same ones he had seen 
in the bank. Now at this point, Nick thought, with his new makeover wardrobe from 
tŜƴƴȅΩǎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōȅ ƴƻǿ ƘŀƭŦ ƛƴŎƘ ƘŀƛǊΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊƛŦǘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 
image he had when he left Philadelphia. What remained were the turquoise glasses, 
a dead give-away for anyone trying to identify him, as he had seen with the soon-to-
be newly-weds he met on the first leg of his train trip. So there, where he had 
jumped the street car, was an Axial Vision Center, which could do new glasses in half 
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 his habitual deep 
compassion for the captured animals, and view their delightful antics, in some 
cases. Nick took ǘƘŜ ά²ƻǊƭŘ ¢Ǌŀƛƭέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǎƛƴŜǿȅ ǎƛŘŜǿŀƭƪǎ 
that proposed to represent a sequence of animals by continent, so he could better 
understand the elements of bio-geography rather than the standard species group 
views. Various trails were painted on the sidewalk with numbers encapsulated by 
circles where there were stopping points. It ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ 
in a location if ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ bƛŎƪ ƘŀǊŘŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΣ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ 
in Australia on the red path (for continent sequences). The zoo had set up a cute 
ƛŘŜŀΥ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ƛtŀŘκtƻŘκ¢ƻǳŎƘ ƻǊ ŀƴ !ƴŘǊƻƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ άŀǇǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘέ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛȄŀǘŜ 
on your exact lati-longitudinal 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 retain. Okay. Nick had 
this strategy: suppose his two followers were 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 which path he was on. So Nick stuck with his 
ŎƻƴǘƛƴŜƴǘŀƭ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ άŎǊŜŀǘŜ ŀƴȅ ƴƻƛǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ 
ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭέ ōȅ ǾŀǊȅƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǘƘΦ IŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜƴǘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ 
if they just hung out behind him, but would, passim, get ahead of him. So if he just 
stopped for a while and looked 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 sat down in 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 behatted men 
ahead of him lookƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƳŀǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȊƻƻΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ 
ringlet wires hanging down behind their ears. Now they sat down to gaze apparently 
elsewhere, but not into the cages. Nick looked 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, but as soon as they saw him coming, they walked rapidly off in different 
ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ bƛŎƪ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƳŀŘŘŜƴƛƴƎΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ 
expected to have a great day at the zoo, but he sure hoped he would have one. 
Internal jokŜΥ LΩǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ ŀ ǘŀƛƭΦ 

It was now 4:30 and Nick began to think about dinner. Why not stop by and pick up 
ŀ ŦŜǿ 5±5ǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅ ƻǳǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ WǳŀƴΩǎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ŘŜƭƛŎŀŎƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŜŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜΥ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
wall, but Juan really knows how to cook ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΚ 
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! But Nick does it anyway. Everyone needs to feel good, and Juan graciously 
ŀŎŎŜǇǘǎ ǘƘŜ ƪǳŘƻǎΦ YŜƴ DƻǘǘƭƛŜō ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ bƛŎƪ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ƴǳŘƎŜ bƛŎƪ 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ǳǊƪƛǎƘ ƳŜŀǘōŀƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛŎȅ ǘƻƳŀǘƻ ǎŀǳŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻŎŀŎŎƛŀ ǇƭŀǘŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻǘΣ 
although he slightly 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 
view the άtŀƛƴǘŜŘ [ŀŘȅέ houses of the fin de siècle 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 bas-relief red-white-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 becomes aware that one of the 
garages, née carriage house, is tightly closed, but he can hear 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 and concludes the people inside are perfecting their 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 on the newel post 
skedaddles. There are two men in suits across the street. That is very unusual for 
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 
ǎǳƛǘǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŜ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜǎ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛȄ ƻƴ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǿƘƻΦ 
Ridiculous, he quips inwardly. 
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That night, stepping off the elevator, eleven floors up, he looks down into the great 
άŎƻǳǊǘȅŀǊŘέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ άŜȄŜŎǳǘƛǾŜ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴŎŜέ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ hŀǎƛǎ .ŀǊ ƛǎ 
well attended. There are people in the pool and in the hot tub where the built in 
lighting reveals a rather dark gray water and some foam. Seeing the color of the 
ǿŀǘŜǊ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎΣ ƎŜǘ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ōŜŜǊ ǿƘƛƭŜ 
in it. Taking a deep breath he again is aware of that musty chlorine smell. Looking up 
five more stories above him he sees the roof whence lamps are hung down at 
various lengths of cord. They are meant to look like industrial lighting and not some 
ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŎƘŀƴŘŜƭƛŜǊΦ IŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭōǎΦ Looking down 
then up at the lamps results in the lamps seeming to move in a cone that is 
reversing ends, and Nick realizes he is suffering from vertigo and better step back 
from the railing, and 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. So he gets up and checks all the favorites, unscrewing bulbs in lamps, 
looking in the inner recesses of the cabinet that conceals the TV during the day, on 
ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ άǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎǎέ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀŘƘŜǎƛǾŜΣ 
but he inspects them for anything that might look 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 again, look around once more for pinholes of light, and then collapse back into 
bed, pull up the covers and wait for the grace of sleep. 

Nick awakens about 9:00 and, when he looks 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 would be looking for, so he takes the 
elevator to the garage level and slip out of the building undetected. This morning he 
has the opportunity to change his appearance as his new glasses are ready. Not 
quite 10:30, he decides to get a coffee and bagel in a café just 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 most ordinary rounded 
rectangular tortoise shell plastic. While the technician gets them leveled on his nose 
he notices that his hair is growing in again and is now about a quarter of an inch. He 
ŎŀƭŎǳƭŀǘŜǎ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ άƴƻǊƳŀƭέ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǿŜŜƪǎΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ 
his hoodie will keep him covered. 

Not seeing a reason not to board ǘƘŜ a¦bL ƘŜ ƧǳƳǇǎ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǊƛŘŜǎ ǘƻ /ƻƭŜ {ǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ 
ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ƭǳƭƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭǳƴŎƘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ YŜƴ DƻǘǘƭƛŜō ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ 
with the Turkish meatballs from the night before, and across the room is the 
unmistakable MaGoon with his sketch pad. No ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ aŀǊƎŜ ȅŜǘΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ ƘŜΩǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ 
for his latte (no fancy requirements), he swings by MaGoonΩǎ ǘŀōƭŜΦ 

Nick: Hey I thought you always drew aƻǎǉǳƛǘƻǎΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǿŀǘŜǊ ōǳŦŦŀƭƻΗ 

 
MaGoonΥ bƻΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅǎΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ like it? 

http://pad.no/
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bƛŎƪΥ {ǳǊŜΗ ²ƛǎƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘǊŀǿ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƻŘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ 
ƳŜƳƻǊȅΗ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƛƭ ǇŜƴŎƛƭΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ ŎƻƭƻǊΗ 

 
MaGoonΥ 5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ŎƻƭƻǊ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƪƴƻǿ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ƙƻǿ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ L Ǝƻ 
through tƘŀǘ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƎŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǊǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƭƻǊ 
ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŎƭƻǎŜΦ hƘΣ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ 
ƻŦ ƛǘ L ŘƛŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŎŀǊƛŎŀǘǳǊŜΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŜŀǎȅΦ 

He opens the sketch pad to a previous page and gives it to Nick. It was obvious that 
MaGoon had 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 kids will loǾŜ ƛǘΗ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ŦǊŀƳŜŘΗ /ŀƴ L Ǉŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚ 

 
MaGoon settles back in his chair and waves his hand sideways across his face at 
nose level and says: No thing. Just having fun. 

 
Nick: Your next five coffees are on me. 

 
And Nick so arranges with the efficient Brittany, prepaying. 
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10. Birth of a Notion 

Nick ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƻ άƘƛǎ ǘŀōƭŜέ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜǎ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ 
to work on his business plan for Sucked-In. There are few nameable activities of the 
mind that can cause the boredom, tedium and dread of writing a business plan for 
ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ άŎƻƴǎǳƭǘŀƴǘǎέ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜ ȅƻǳǊ 
business plan. The dread is so great that they can charge high prices for the 
analgesic effects of their work, and there are many of them in contention for the 
ŎƻƴǘǊŀŎǘΣ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ άƛƴǎƛŘŜǊ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴǎέ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ άŘŜŎƛŘŜǊǎέ ŀǘ ±ŜƴǘǳǊŜ 
/ŀǇƛǘŀƭƛǎǘ ŦƛǊƳǎΣ ŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ άƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎέΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ 
can continue to protect you against outrageous demands from the VCs should they 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜ άǘƻ ŦǳƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦέ hne of the most prominent places for 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 federal facilities so they can 
άŀŘǾƛǎŜέ ƴŜǿ ŜƴǘǊŜǇǊŜƴŜǳǊǎΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ... ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ōƛƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ άŜƭŘŜǊǎέΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ 
ŀǊŜ ǊŜǘƛǊŜŘ ōǳǘ άƧǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇέ ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴǘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ 
ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ŀŎǉǳƛǊŜŘ άŘƻΩs and ŘƻƴΩǘǎέΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ Ŏƻƴǎƛǎǘ ƻŦ statements 
ƭƛƪŜΥ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜǘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ 
όҐL ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘŀƴǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻύΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƭŀǿȅŜǊ όҐ L ƘŀǾŜ 
a trustworthy brother -in-ƭŀǿ ύΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŀƛŘ Ŏƻƴǎǳƭǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝǳide you (me) 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ... Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 
objectivity side of writing your business plan (my son-in-ƭŀǿύΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ 
ǊƻŎƪȅ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ .ǳǘ bƛŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾƛce of Ken 
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 an old Cheshire cat. 

But this is 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 
could not geǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƴǎǳƭǘŀƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ άǊƻǳƎƘ ǘŜȄǘέ ŀƴŘ άǊƻǳƎƘ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎέ 
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 the self-agonizing, self-
loathing, self-scrutinizing 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 got running is way beyond his concerns with 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 the other 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 owned by the investors acting 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 so, so as to close a favor they owed from some 
recent M&A deal. No, Nick would have to post his own money 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 the dread 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 business plan must 
ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ άaƛǎǎƛƻƴ {ǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘέΦ DŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅΣ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿǊƛǘŜ 
the typical mission statement with its labyrinth of sub-statements, sound bites, and 
preventive-defensive 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 
ƳŜƳƻǊŀōƭŜ ǇƛǘƘȅ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀŘŜǊǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ άǘŀƪŜ ŀǿŀȅέ ŜŦŦƻǊǘƭŜǎǎƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴŜǿΣ 
intuitive understanding of enterprise breaking freshly upon our world. 

IŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘΧ 

MISSION STATEMENT 

TO PROVIDE A FORUM FOR THE PRESENTATION AND CROWD-SOURCED TESTING OF 
IMPORTANT POLITICAL, SOCIAL, AND ECONOMIC IDEAS UNDER THE OBJECTIVE 
MODERATION OF CROWD-SOURCED EVALUATION DRIVEN BY THE COMPETITIVE 
SPIRIT OF AMERICA. 

No doubt the Forum raised the stature of the idea by provoking background images 
ƻŦ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŎŀƭ wƻƳŜΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ άŎǊƻǿŘ-ǎƻǳǊŎŜŘέ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ aƛŎǊƻǎƻŦǘ !ȊǳǊŜ-
speak, meaning that any Tom, Dick or Harry could participate in crucial deliberations 
ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘŜǊƴŀƭƛǎǘƛŎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ƳƻŘŜǊŀǘƻǊ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩǎ 
feelings from getting hurt, while rolling the entire matter in the protective 
involucrum of national pride, like a joint. 

And there, 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 slightly 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 pressure the channels on 
either side of his corpus callosum. He would shake his head back and forth, as an 
Indian would a rattle. Something could be felt flowing in there and he did know a 
ǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ōǊŀƛƴ ŀƴŀǘƻƳȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊƛƻŘƛŎ άaƛƴŘέ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭǎ ŦǊƻƳ {ŎƛŜƴtific 
American. He would stand there and sometimes pet the cat on the newel post 
before he or the cat scatted off. While on these forays he looked for the two men in 
ǎǳƛǘǎ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƻƴŎŜΣ ƳŀȅōŜΣ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōȅ ƛƴ ŀ ŎŀǊΦ 

Now when people at the cafe 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 



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 85 
 

ones he thought would listen through the basic idea. He noticed this was beneficial 
ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƛƳ to rehash the ideas he had sometimes 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 know, you should run your ideas by Craig 
bŜǿƳŀǊƪΣ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ǿƘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ /ǊŀƛƎΩǎ [ƛǎǘΦ IŜΩǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ IŜΩǎ ƛƴ 
here around nine, I think because he wants to talk to Rocco. 

bƛŎƪΥ ²ƘƻΩǎ wƻŎŎƻΚ 

 
!ƭƛŎŜΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ okay ΨŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘǿƻΦ Iƛǎ ƳƻƳΣ 
Renee, goes out running every morning with Rocco in one of those athletic baby 
carriages. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ /ǊŀƛƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ here to talk with a kid who 
ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪΚ 

 
Alice: Yep. None of us understand it either. He never wants to talk to anyone else 
ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀƭƭ ŘǊƛǇΦ IŜΩƭƭ ōŜƴŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎǘƛŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΦ IŜΩƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƭƭ ƘŜΩǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 
coffee and then leaves. 

 
Nick: How does this Renee react? 

 
!ƭƛŎŜΥ hƘΣ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ƘŜΩǎ ƴǳǘǎΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǘǊƛŜŘ 
ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƘŜǊ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ wƻŎŎƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
a funny scene. He dresses a bit like a movie director in a black cap, a black velvet 
ǎǳƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƘƛƴȅ ŘŀǊƪ ƎǊŀȅ ǎƛƭƪ ǎƘƛǊǘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǊ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƛŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƴƛǎǎ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ 
carries on with Rocco like as if he were doing an interview, but no one can tell what 
he is mutterinƎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ wŜƴŜŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ƘŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ōŀōȅ ǘŀƭƪΣ ōǳǘ no one can really 
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 attracted a lot 
of attention because the Internet made it known that Craig comes here and that 
attracts customers. Maybe Juan can open up a chance for you to talk with him (she 
puts her hand over her mouth, then rolls her eyes as if scheming). You know Juan, 
right? LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ /ǊŀƛƎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƻǊǎΦ !ŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƴ 
ƛƴǾŜǎǘƻǊ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ .ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻƻ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǿŀȅΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ƛǎ 
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 afternoon mostly decaf coffee drinkers.  
. 

Nick: Juan, you know me, right? 

 
Juan: Sure. 

 
Alice: And you know Craig too, right? 

 
Juan: OŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ here now. 

 
NickΥ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ /ǊŀƛƎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ŀƴ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴΦ 

 
WǳŀƴΥ {ǳǊŜΦ IŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƛƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ фΥллΦ LŦ wƻŎŎƻΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ 
talk with me. He loves to practice his Spanish, and I humor him. Never talk about 
anything mǳŎƘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƭƛƪŜΣ ƘƻǿΩǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ŦƛƴŜ L ǎŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
order my breakfast burrito one dŀȅ ōǳǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƴƻǿ Ψƴd stuff like that. 
aŀȅōŜ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ 
refuses. And sometimes he doeǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ōǳǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀƴƎǎ 
out in the front waiting for that cute kid Rocco. 

 
Nick: Sounds great. 

 
Juan: I like your new glasses. 

 
Nick: Thanks! 

tŜǊŦŜŎǘΗ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ bƛŎƪ Ƙŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǳǇ ŀ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ŀ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ WǳŀƴΩǎ 
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. I understand you have a new Internet business you want 
to start. I invest in start-ups. 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 AND CROWD-SOURCED TESTING OF 
IMPORTANT POLITICAL, SOCIAL, AND ECONOMIC IDEAS UNDER THE OBJECTIVE 
MODERATION OF CROWD-SOURCED EVALUATION DRIVEN BY THE COMPETITIVE 
SPIRIT OF AMERICA. 

/ǊŀƛƎΥ Dƻǘ ƛǘΦ ±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ǇǳǘΣ ǎƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǊŜǾǾƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŘƛŀƭƻƎ 
bŜȅƻƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƻƴ Facebook, kind of on the model of the old chat room, 
but with metrics and monetized by advertisers affinitized by political position and 
product? 

bƛŎƪΥ WŜǎǳǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦŀǎǘΗ 

 
Craig: Well I read and hear a lot of plans. Yours is pretty original 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 I know this is hard to take once you have thought this over, but it is 
too late. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ LŦ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ 
ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΚ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǎŜŜŘ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƻƴƭȅ 
looking for second tier funding. 

 
Craig: I mean you are objectively too late 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: I think you are already too late even if you could start up tomorrow because 
after next November this whole political 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 communicate other than with violence. Your idea 
ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜƎǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƴŜȅ 
ƴƻǿΦ {ŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪΦ 
I admire your originality. 
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Nick: Craig I apǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ 
about the political momentum. 

 
/ǊŀƛƎΥ DƭŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΦ IŀƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 
better. Gotta go now. 

 
They shook hands, and Craig did make a warm, friendly and 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 and closes his 
laptop. He gets another large 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 invest and would ƛƴǾŜǎǘΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǿŜǊŜ ǾƛŀōƭŜΦ .ǳǘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΦ IŜ 
ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ Ǝƻ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƻ 
talk with babies. Gulp. The milk steamer is now making a terrible racket and yet I sit 
here listening because I no ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ǇƻƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŎƛǊŎǳǎ ǘŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƻŎŜŀƴ ƻŦ ŎƭƻǘƘ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ 
breathe very well. My eyes are waterinƎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΦ Lǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ 
ƳŜΚ DǳƭǇΦ LΩƭƭ ǇŀŎƪ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ǿŀƭƪΦ Oh my god, that must be Rocco! 

Nick: Are you Renee? 

 
Renee: Yes. Have we met? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ bƻΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ wƻŎŎƻΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƛƴ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ 
/ǊŀƛƎ bŜǿƭŀƴŘǎ ǿƘƻΩǎ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ŦƻǊ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ wƻŎŎƻΦ 

 
wŜƴŜŜΥ ¸Ŝǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ 

 
Nick: Any idea what they talk about? 

 
ReneŜΥ wƻŎŎƻ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ȅŜǘΦ /ǊŀƛƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜǎ ƻƴ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘǊƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƻǿΩǎ 
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 like that. Anything to 
make Rocco smile or giggle or laugh. It usually works, but if not, Craig straightens up 
ǿƛǘƘ ƛǎ ƻǿƴ Ǉƻǳǘȅ ōŀōȅ ƭƛǇΦ 5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƻŦǘŜƴΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ /ǊŀƛƎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 
ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŦŀǾƻǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘe world. 
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Rocco smiles. 

bƛŎƪΥ IŜΩǎ ǎƻ ŎǳǘŜΗ L ƎŜǘ ǿƘȅ /ǊŀƛƎ ŜƴƧƻȅǎ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΦ 

As Nick looks up Renee is smiling. Just walking by the front of the café. Nick sees the 
two men in suits heading up the block. He decides to follow, and passes them. They 
continuŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ƎƻŜǎ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ άƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ ƎŀǊŀƎŜέ, as he 
calls it, and sure enough, the drums are still rolling and the riffs are still twanging. 
¢ƘŜ Ŏŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎƛǘǎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊ-height ledge next 
to the sloping drive-in leading to the narrow closed door. Maybe a Morris could fit 
in there? He speculates. The up-lifting wooden garage door is freshly painted stark 
white as is the rest of the house. The carvings near the front-wise peak, although 
elaborate, have just been painted over too. The windows are only covered with old 
roll-Řƻǿƴ ǎƘŀŘŜǎΣ ƴƻ ƭŀŎŜ ƻǊ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴǎΦ {ƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŘƎŜ ƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ψпф 
Pontiac roll by with two men in suits and fedoras. 

Suddenly, the black cat appears and sits on the marble step to his right. Nick moves 
off the ledge that is the base of the newel post 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 has been abducted, 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 newly-weds from the train, the baristas Bart, 
Brittany, Alice, that strange Gil MaGoon, the two men in suits, and a crowd of 
people wrapped in blankets. Now he opines he 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? He looks closer, or thinks he is, and as he zoom-pans 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 I love you? But one, no two people do 
not disappear. He concludes he has been delirious in a hospital after something 
happened, but he cannot understand what he is feeling, namely nothing. Looking 
about slowly he realizes he is surrounded by IV stations and electronic equipment. 
IŜΩǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΦ 

Within a few days he is clear of plug-ins and he has spoken to Glenda, who is there 
ōȅ ƘƛƳΦ 9ǊǊƻƭ ŀƴŘ ²ŜƴŘȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƻΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘǳƎ-in. Nick now 
understands that while he was sitting on the steps next to the garage, there was a 
large explosion that blew the door out into shattered wedges, 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 on the left side 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 
ǎǘƛǘŎƘŜǎΣ ǿŀǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ look too bad. And yes, his CORBA insurance would 
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 
ǘƛƳŜΗ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ DƭŜƴŘŀΣ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƻŦ bƛŎƪΩǎ 
conversation with Craig, had no idea that Nick had just been persuaded that his 
Sucked-in was folly. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ bƛŎƪΣ ŘŜŀǊΣ L ŀƳ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎΗ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻǳǘ 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛŘŜŀΦ 5ƻƴǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǳǎΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ǎƻ 
happy to still have you! (crying) 

bƛŎƪΥ LΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜΣ DƭŜƴŘŀΦ 

 
Glenda: What? 
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Errol and Wendy: What? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ L ŀƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŘŜǘŜǊǊŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΦ L ƪƴƻǿ LΩƭƭ ōŜ okay, especially with all 
ǘƘŜǎŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜΦ L ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ƛƴ ƘŜŀǾŜƴΦ LǘΩǎ ǎƻ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ 
again! Would you ask those two men in suits to come over here? I have some 
questions I need answered. 

 
Wendy: WƘŀǘ ǘǿƻ ƳŜƴ ƛƴ ǎǳƛǘǎΚ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

 
Glenda: It Ƴǳǎǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜ ŘŀŘΩǎ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻt come back quite right (looking to the 
doctor for confirmation). 

 
Doctor: That is quite possible, as severe concussions, as Mr. Winslow has obviously 
had, can have many strange effects. 

 
Errol: You still see them, Dad? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ bƻΦ bƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ okay. 

 
Errol: Are you coming home with us, Dad? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ¸ŜǎΦ !ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ LΩƳ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǘǊavel. 

 
Doctor: TƘŀǘΩƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘŀȅǎΦ bƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƴƻǘ ǘƻΦ 

 
Glenda: I like your new glasses. 

 
Nick: YŜŀƘΣ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ǎǘȅƭŜΣ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜǎΦ LΩƳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƴƻǿΦ 

 
Wendy: AƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΗ 

 
Nick: Of course I will. 
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Errol: Yeah, and ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ wǳǎǘȅ ǘƻƻΗ 

 
Wendy: Rusty, our new dog! 

 
Nick (smiling): New dog? 

 
9ǊǊƻƭΥ ¸ŜŀƘΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǿƘƛƭŜ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ 

 
Wendy: More like him walking you! 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜŀƪΗ 

 
Glenda: No deŀǊΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘΣ ōǳǘ wǳsty is a GǊŜŀǘ 5ŀƴŜΗ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΦ IŜΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ 
gentle. 

Nick collapses a bit back into his pillows in comfortable resignation, but with a smile 
ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ IŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ to imagine Rusty in his Miata. 

Soon Nick and family will be wobbling to the airport loaded with baggage, but 
before they leave, NƛŎƪ ƛǎ άŀǎƪŜŘέ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘǿƻ ŀƎŜƴǘǎΣ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ƘŜ C.L ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
other with DEA. Since Nick is not really sure who is who anymore, he meets them in 
ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ǊƻƻƳ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ά9ȄŜŎǳǘƛǾŜ wŜǎƛŘŜƴŎŜέΣ ƴƻǘ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ hŀǎƛǎ where there 
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. 
¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ IŜ ǎŀȅǎΥ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜ ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜΦ Iƻw can I help 
you. 

C.LΥ tǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ƻǊ ǿŜΩƭƭ take you down to the station. 

 
Nick (speaking into the device): I have been ordered by Agent Branch of the FBI to 
turn off this recording or be dragged into questioning for unnamed and uncertified 
crimes. I have not been advised of my rights, but unless I come back to this 
recording you may assume I have been arrested for no reason. 

 
FBI: Give me that iPhone. 
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Nick(says loudly): Folks, please watch as these Federal agents take my property for 
no reason and ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŘǊŀƎ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǿŀǊǊŀƴǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴΦ 

 
DEA: Go back to your bar stools, folks. We just need a moment to talk with this man. 
IŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀǊǊŜǎǘΣ ȅŜǘΦ 

 
Nick: Please watch these folks and help if they brutalize me. You can see they just 
blew me up and I am suffering with injuries all over my body! See the bandages? 

 
DEA: Shut up and sit down! We did no such thing! 

 
Nick: Then why weǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΚ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ 
man with a mission. Want to see my mission? 

As Nick slips his arm into his computer bag to pull out his computer, the FBI agent 
ƧǳƳǇǎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōǎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ŦƻǊŎƛōƭȅΦ bƛŎƪ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜƴǘ Ƙŀǎ 
just grabbed him where he has had a few hundred stitches. People at the bar all 
turn towards him not knowing what to do. The DEA agent once again tells them to 
mind their own business. Soon sirens are heard and there is a squad of police 
enterinƎ ǘƘŜ άŎƻǳǊǘȅŀǊŘέΣ Ǝǳƴǎ ǇǳƭƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ōǳƭƭƘƻǊƴ ƛƴ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ .ƻǘƘ ŀƎŜƴǘǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ 
their guns and 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 been looking in his direction. When asked about 
it later he said he was just afraid things were getting out of hŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
know if the agents were real, but that he had shared a drink or two with Nick on 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ άƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƎƎΦέ {ƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǎǿŀǊƳŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ 
everyone down, Nick, FBI, and DEA to find out what the hell was going on. 

So now, with police protection, Nick learned that he was being questioned in 
connection with drug smuggling. They allowed Nick to call Glenda and explain why 
ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ ²¢CΚΚΚ ¸ŜŀƘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅŜǘΦ 
And they hurǘ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ Ƴȅ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƻǊŜŀǊƳΣ /ƘǊƛǎǘΩǎ {ŀƪŜΗ 
LookΗ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ ƴƻǿΣ Ǝƻ ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ Řŀȅ ƻǊ ǎƻΦ bƻ ǿŀȅ 
WƻǎŞΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ²ŜƴŘȅΩǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ ²ŜƴŘȅ ǎŀȅǎΥ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇǊƛŎƪǎΗ ¢ƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ 
DƭŜƴŘŀΥ {Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ bƛŎƪ ǎŀȅǎΥ bƻΣ L ǿƛƭƭΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ okayΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 
take the kids home? OkayΣ ǎǘŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǊ ŦƭƛƎƘǘǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ 
ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ DƭŜƴŘŀΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ ŘŀƳƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ 
without you. There are twƻ ōŜŘǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǳƛǘŜΣ ǎƻ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

Police officer James Buckner: )OkayΦ bƻǿ ƭŜǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƎŜǘ ŎƻǊŘƛŀƭΦ 
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bƛŎƪΥ ŎƻǊŘƛŀƭΗ ¢ƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ǎǘƛǘŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳȅΩǎ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 
get me back to my hospital. 

 
DEA: It could have been worse (tapping his gun). 

 
.ǳŎƪƴŜǊΥ DŜǘ ŀ ƎǊƛǇΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōǳƭƭȅ ƘƛƳ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΗ 

 
DEA: Stick it! 

The FBI agent draws a breath as if to insist against it, but Officer Buckner gives him 
the hand stop-ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎΥ bƻ ǿŀȅΦ IŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ back to the 
ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŦƛȄŜŘ ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ 
ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ōŀƎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƳǇering with evidence as you often do. This 
ǊŜƳŀǊƪ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǎŜ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ 
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 this to you? Because they apparently thought I was reaching into my 
ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ōŀƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎǳƴΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ L Ŏŀƴ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜΦ  

Surgeon: Brutal dopes! 

 
Dr. Wotwong knew Nick well enough from several visits to find even imagining such 
a thing impossible. 

After 10 more hours stay, Nick found the police again at his recovery room door, 
ready to escort him back to the station. They were with a lawyer, John Concourt, 
ǿƘƻƳ DƭŜƴŘŀ ƘŀŘ ƘƛǊŜŘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ bƛŎƪ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅ 
more police recklessness threatenƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ hnce back at the station, 
they all found themselves in an interview room. Concourt the lawyer asked if the 
police had verified the identities of the two agents and then asked why not? 
Answer: WŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘed to. Question: !ƴŘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻƳe sort of 
big trick to produce a phony badge? Answer: bƻΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǳƴǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ 
ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ ǎŜŜΗ  

Lawyer: So? If you found them mixed up in something wouldnΩǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇǊƻŎŜŘǳǊŜ 
be to check the badges before taking the cuffs off?  

Agents: Cuffs? What? 

 Lawyer: Well just picturing a perfectly reasonable situation?  
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Agents: Perfectly reasonable? Police arresting agents, FBI and DEA?  

Lawyer: Sure, you see it all on TVΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀǘŎƘΚ  

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 high security line into HLS. A few minutes 
ƭŀǘŜǊ ƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ ŎƻƭƻǊ ǇǊƛƴǘƻǳǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ !ƎŜƴǘΩǎ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ L5ǎ ŀƴŘ ǾŜǊƛŦƛŀōƭŜ 
badge numbers showing the correct date of issue. By this point the agents are 
boiling angry. 

Lawyer: Okay, now that we have credentials. 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 you [to Nick] for over a week, almost two, 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: So what prompts this? 

 
59!Υ ²ŜΩƭƭ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦ {Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΦ 

 
FBI: Winslow! Do you have anything to do with drugs? 

 
Nick: I occasionally use aspirin and Viagra. 

 
FBI: Hah! 
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bƛŎƪΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻ ŦǳƴƴȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƛǘΦ [ƻǘǎ ƻŦ 
men suffer from this as they get older. 

 
FBI: Yeah, yeah, I mean illegal ŘǊǳƎǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƳŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ are you? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ.  .ǳǘ ƴƻΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƭƭŜƎŀƭ ŘǊǳƎǎΦ /ŀƴ L 
go now? 

 
DEA: No. What were you doing hanging around that meth lab? 

 
Nick: I had no idea what was going on in there. I just stopped to hear the music. It 
kind of woke me up. It was very loud and had a great beat. Loved the guitar riffs. I 
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: CanΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƧƻōΦ 

 
DEA: Wise ass! 

 
Nick: Wise ass, bullshit! I am here on a business mission. I was about to show you 
my mission statement when you tore my fucking arm open again. 

 
[ŀǿȅŜǊ /ƻƴŎƻǳǊǘΥ bƛŎƪΗ ²ŀǘŎƘ ƛǘΗ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ their jobs! 

 
Nick: It was doing their job when they ripped open my arm again? IŀǾŜƴΩǘ L ƎƻƴŜ 
through enough? I have nothing to do with all this! Why ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 
damned criminals? 

 
FBI: Well, the criminals in the garage are both dead, and we have their 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: Nƻ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ŦŜƭǘ 
ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪŜŜǇ ŀ Ŏŀǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 
supposed to be a civilized country. 

 
DEA: Amazing! 

 
FBI: Incredible! 

 
DEA: People in the cafe thought you sometimes looked like you were tripping on 
something. 

 
Nick: Who said that, MaGoon? 

 
DEA: MaGoon? None of the regulars is named MaGoon! Who are you talking about? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ ǇŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎƛǘǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ǎƪŜǘŎƘƛƴg 
ƳƻǎǉǳƛǘƻŜǎ ƻƴ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ōǳŦŦŀƭƻ ƻƴ ¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅǎΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 
ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

 
DEA: What does he look like? 

 
Nick: HŜΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ōŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƨƻƛƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘŀǾŜŘ-back 
head so his faŎŜ ƛǎ ŜƴŎƛǊŎƭŜŘ ōȅ ǊŜŘ ƘŀƛǊΦ IŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ LǊƛǎƘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

 
DEA: Does he have an accent? 

 
Nick: No. Just normal American English. 

 
DEA: Why does he seem strange? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀƛŘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜǎ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ /[¦9{ Řƻ 
you need? 
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DEA: DƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ǿƛǎŜ ŀǎǎΦ 

 
Concourt: Back off Nick. They are just trying to do their jobs. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ {ƻǊǊȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦ /ŀƴ L Ǝƻ ƴƻǿΚ 

 
Concourt: Is he under arrest? 

 
FBI: No, not yet. But we will need a blood panel. 

 
Nick: Why doƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜŀǊ ƻǇŜƴ Ƴȅ ŀǊƳ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ōƭŜŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ 
you! 

 
/ƻƴŎƻǳǊǘΥ bƛŎƪΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƻǇŜǊŀǘŜ ōǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜΦ 

 
Nick: And then I can go? 

 
FBI: Once the tests all come back clean. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ a9 for drugs? 

 
/ƻƴŎƻǳǊǘΥ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜΦ {ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ 

 
Nick: What if I 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 nods okay after making sure Nick understands ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 
along with this. 
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So Nick goes along with it, allowing the blood work, and leaves. 

Nick is waiting at the airport for his next plane, which will leave after six hours. Best 
ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǘƻ άƧǳƳǇ ŀ ŦƭƛƎƘǘέ ƘƻƳŜΦ {ƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ƭŀǘǘŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛƭŜ 
ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōȅ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ά5ƛŎƪǎέ όŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Řŀȅǎύ 
show up. 

DEA (smiling smugly): Sorry but youΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ƴƛǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΦ ¸ƻǳ have unfinished 
business here. 

 
Nick: What now? 

 
DEA: WŜΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǎΦ 

 
Nick: Oh brother! I need to call my lawyer. 

 
DEA: You can do that tomorrow. We can hold you for up to 24 hours so you better 
become a bit more cooperative. 

 
Nick: What are you going to do, rip open my arm again? 

 
The agents sneer in disgust. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LŦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƛƭƭ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŀΦ Iƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚ LǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ŎŀǘŎƘȅ ǎǘƻǊȅ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎΥ CŜŘŜǊŀƭ ŀƎŜƴǘǎ ǊƛǇ ƻǇŜƴ 
ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ƛƴƧǳǊŜŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƭŀƛƳ ƘŜΩǎ ǎŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŘǊǳƎǎΦ 

 
C.LΥ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ 

 
Nick: Oh, did I get something out of order? Not sure it will matter to the public! 

 
FBI: Okay. Call your lawyer. 

Nick calls: Hello? Nick Winslow here. The Federal agents are hauling me down to 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘȅΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ !{!tΦ aȅ 
cell number, if they allow me to keep my phone, is 215-374-ннлуΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ нмр-374-
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2208. Please Ŏŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜƭŀȅΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ƘǳǊǊȅΤ LΩƳ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ 
this place. 

¢ƘŜȅ Ǉǳǘ bƛŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ άƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳέ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŀōōƭŜ ƻƴ 
his computer. After three hours someone comes so he can send out for food, 
Colonel Sanders, 5ƻƳƛƴƻΩǎ ƻǊ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜΦ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŜǎǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƛǘΩǎ 
ŎƻƭŘΣ ƻǾŜǊǇǊƛŎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǳǎȅΦ LǘΩǎ ммΥлл ǿƘŜƴ WƻƘƴ /ƻƴŎƻǳǊǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǿȅŜǊ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎƘƻǿǎ 
up. But now the agents have gone home for the day and all the lawyer can do is 
demand a place for Nick to sleep and promise to come back in the first thing in the 
morning, around 9:30. 

 

bŜȄǘ ŘŀȅΧ 

Concourt: Okay. Why are you holding my client? 

 
DEA: Well his blood work came back with traces of opiates. 

 
Nick: They gave me morphine in the hospital, both when I was being treated the 
first time and after you ripped  my arm open. Do you guys ever think? 

 
Concourt: Steady Nick. 

 
DEA: OkayΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΧ ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƭǳƎƎŀƎŜΦ 
bƛŎƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŎƻƴǘƻǊǘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŦŀŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛŦ ςI- had- a ςstraight- razor- LΩŘ -slash ςyour- -
ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜΥ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƳƛǎǎΦ 

 
DEA: OkayΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǇƛŎƪ ƛǘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘΦ 

 
Concourt (losing it): Like hell you will! HŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀǊǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ 
search his things. Ever hear of the constituǘƛƻƴΚ LΩƳ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŎƭƛŜƴǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ƛŦ L 
thought he had. 

 
C.LΥ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜǎ ƎǳƛƭǘȅΦ 

 
Concourt: RƛƎƘǘΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƧǳǊȅ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘΦ 
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C.LΥ bƻǿ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƛŎƪŜǊǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǿƛǎǘΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ 
following our methods here. 

 
Concourt: Nickers in a twist! I hate that expression. How dare you! 

 
DEA: Get used to it. We talk the way we talk. No offense. 

 
Nick: Anything more? 

 
FBI: WŜƭƭ ǿŜ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǎǳŎƘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ŀǎ MaGoon. Why did you 
lie about that? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛŜΦ LŦ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƘƛƳ LΩƳ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΦ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ L 
told you? 

 
FBI: Yes. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǘhere each day, but in any case your 
ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ ƛǎ ƛƴǾŀƭƛŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǇǊƻǾŜ ŀ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜΦ 

 
FBI: Look mister pseudo-ƛƴǘŜƭƭŜŎǘǳŀƭΣ ǎǘƻǇ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƎƛōōŜǊƛǎƘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ MaGoon. 
Nick: Look mister genuine-ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣ L ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀgine how you got 
this all wrong. 

 
FBI: Such contempt for the law! ̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƻ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǿŜ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦǊŜŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΗ 

 
Nick: Right. ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘǎ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ 
arrested and tortured for criticizing them. 

 
Concourt: Okay ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘone it all down now. 

 
DEA: One other thing. Why have you been trying to change ƛŘŜƴǘƛǘȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ 
been here? 
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Nick: What? 

 
DEA: According to our investigation when you first showed up ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ά9ȄŜŎǳǘƛǾŜ 
RŜǎƛŘŜƴŎŜέ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǇƻǊǘǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘΣ ƧŜŀƴǎΣ and you were a skinhead with 
ǘǳǊǉǳƻƛǎŜ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎΦ bƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘŀŎƪȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƛǊ ƛǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ 
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 crowd or something? As a 
former banker we are sure these are not your ordinary duds, and what you came 
out in were not either. Why are you traveling incognito? 

 
Nick: Now that you are both grown-up agents, why are you thinking like the movies? 
Is this really the best you can do? 

 
DEA: Just answer the question. 

 
Nick (after Concourt shows agreement to go ahead): Okay. I came in late from my 
flight and my luggage, which had been on the train was not available to me, so I 
went out to buy new clothes to tide me over unǘƛƭ L Ǝƻǘ Ƴȅ ƭǳƎƎŀƎŜ ōŀŎƪΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
want to pay a lot for temporary clothes, so I just went to J.C. Penny, okay? 
Meanwhile, it took so long to get out here due to train and plane problems that I 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭŘ ƘŜŀŘ look. I changed my glasses because people kept 
ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŎƻƴǎǇƛŎǳƻǳǎΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
weeks ago for fun. 

The agents look ŀǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƛŘΥ [ŜǘΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜ notes. DEA points to 
Nick to stay put, and to Concourt: Back in a moment. 

When they return they have that armed-to-the teeth with new questions look and 
ǎƳǳƎ ǎƳƛƭŜǎΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ  

Nick: Is 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: I wanted to be more like the bank customers so I could identify better in my 
role as a mortgage officer. That was the reason for the shaved head, like all the 
baseball players, and the glasses, like people who fantasize about Hollywood. I 
repent, already! 

 
DEA: We are not seeking penitence, only the truth. 

 
Nick: WƻǿΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŘŜŜǇΣ ƳŀƴΗ 

 
DEA (scƻǿƭƛƴƎύΥ {ƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴŎƻƎƴƛǘƻΚ 

 
Concourt: Just answer the question. 

 
Nick: No. 

 
C.LΥ ¸ƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǿƘȅ when you switched to an air flight you skipped 
out on your baggage when you had a perfectly comfortable, luxury train ticket. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪΦ 

 
Concourt: Nick! 

 
Nick: Okay. I found the train ride not at all comfortable and satisfying. I was bored 
waiting through my transfers and I was rather traumatized by the bus wreck. 

 
FBI: You were on a bus too? 

 
Nick: No. The train hit a bus crossing the track and a lot of people were hurt. You 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΚ DƻƻƎƭŜ ƛǘΦ 

 
C.LΥ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƛƴŘΦΦ 
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bƛŎƪΥ ²ƘŀǘΚ LΩƳ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

 
Concourt just dons his hat, picks up his briefcase and signals Nick to follow. 

 
Nick: Thanks for your help. These guys are too much. 

 
Concourt: Call me when you get home. 
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12. Rusty 

In dog-show speak, Rusty is a 34"-shoulder, fawn, square-built, correctly postured 
and neutered specimen of the Great Dane breed. In home-ǎǇŜŀƪΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ 
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, especially since he had left his job 
ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ hƴŎŜ ƎƻƴŜΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ DƭŜƴŘŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
mention it, everyone was sad, and an occasional phone Ŏŀƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŎƪΦ Wust a 
few days after Nick left, there were rumors about the Principal leaving to become a 
Superintendent in 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 3rd-grade teacher had become 
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 notice in the faculty lounge in a first attempt to get a good home for Rusty.  

RUSTY, A FANTASTIC, FULLY TRAINED, GENTLE DOG NEEDS A NEW HOME, 278-543-
7767, Kimmy. 

 And there was a picture and there was a desire and there was a need, so Glenda 
took the ad home and 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 
ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǊƛŘƛng in the Miata, was no deterrence. Actually, 
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 want what she wanted. So he offered 
up the Miata to thŜ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ƴŜǿ tǊƛƴŎƛǇŀƭ ŀƴŘ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ 
seat ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ {¦± άƳŜŀǘ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘŜǊέΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ Ǌƻǿ ƻŦ ǎŜŀǘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
probably never resume their upright positions again now that the big fluffy dog bed 
and Rusty became the contents in the aft of this over-the-road boat. 

¢ƘŜ aƛŀǘŀ ǿŀǎ ƻŦ ƴƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ DƭŜƴŘŀΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǎǘƛŎƪΣ ǎƻ bƛŎƪ 
offered to chauffeur for all until they could find a solution. 

Once the children 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. But then on 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 had to 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 match-check was run 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 back to  the 
terminal and routinely rescanned and electronically 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 
ƘŜŀŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ άǇǊƻŎŜǎǎƛƴƎέΦ 9ǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ, the message stream reached 
them via Delta Air that the owner was looking for his baggage now in Philadelphia 
and would they mind sending it on now? Which they did, and now Nick was being 
summoned to the Philadelphia TSA office to collect it. 

Nick arrives about 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 explains that he was pulled away from his flight by DEA and FBI agents for 
questioning 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 fed-up citizen, folded 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 glowering at him and pushing a button. In a moment, two more TSA agents 
present themselves, with guns, and order Nick into a room off the office where he 
was swipe-searched, strip-searched, and cavity searched, and x-rayed. They of 
course found nothing. Nick is livid but entirely defenseless as TSA land is immune to 
ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ bƛŎƪ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊŦǳŎƪƛƴƎǿŜƭƭŎƻƻǇŜǊŀǘŜΗ The 
territory between TSA gates is like a virtual country with its own laws, answerable to 
no one. 

Nick: I want my lawyer. 

 
Agent-321: Too effing bad. You should have thought about this when you decided to 
smuggle heroin! 

 
Nick: What? 

 
Agent-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: Smuggle heroin? 

 
Agent-321: Yes, heroin. Our dogs picked up on it. Now open 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 broken into. So Nick confidently opens both bags for inspection and 
watches closely as they rummage through everything. Then Agent-2392 pulls out a 
knife and slashes into the lining of the luggage and then the puffed plastic handles. 
Nothing.  

Nick: So! nothing! I told you so! 

 
Agent-321: 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, 
ōǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƛƎƴ ŀ άŎƻǳǊǘŜǎȅ ǿŀƛǾŜǊέ ǎǘŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƴŘƭŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ 
satisfaction and with no pŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƛƴŦǊƛƴƎŜƳŜƴǘΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ƴƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ 
luggage. 

 
Nick: WƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭǳƎƎŀƎŜΦ OkayΦ {ƛƴŎŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǊƛƎƘǘǎΣ LΩƭƭ ǎƛƎƴ ȅƻǳǊ 
paper. 

 
Agent-онмΥ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ 

 
The Agent becomes a bit sweaty and jittery as he hands Nick the paper and whaǘΩǎ 
ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭǳƎƎŀƎŜΦ bƛŎƪ ƛǎ άŀƭƭƻǿŜŘέ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜ ǘŀǇŜ ǘƻ ǎƻŦǘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
handles they cut open. He wraps them as the agents look on impatiently. He can tell 
they are just bursting to discuss all this once he leaves. Nick turns and says he read 
an article that the dogs were right only about 47% of the time. 

Once outside in the airport, Nick 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 
ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ȅ рΥмр ƘŜΩǎ ǊŜady for the News Live reporters who open with the following 
volley: 

wŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ōƭŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǘƭŜ ƻƴ .ϝ.ŀƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀƎƻΚ IŜΩǎ 
done it again, here at TSA, you know, the guys who seem to miss all the guns and 
knives? Here he is, exposing the way they treat American citizens. Does Mr. 
Winslow look like 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. I come down here and they usher me into the strip- search room, saying 
LΩƳ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊƻƛƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ LΩƳ ƴƻǘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ lot of harassment 
they find that my luggage has not one trace of any drugs besides my aspirin. I really 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŘǊŀƎ me in there just to strip search me and 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? Then they threaten to 
ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ нп ƘƻǳǊǎ ƛŦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƛƎƴ ŀ paper declaring that they did a good 
courteous job! I again have a voice recording of the entire incident and Mr. Green 
Ƴȅ ƭŀǿȅŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ !ƳŀȊƛƴƎ ōǳƴƎƭŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ŏŀƭƭ 
my lawyer, because they said in there I have no rights, and at the same time they 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜΣ ǎƻ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘǊƛŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

Okay ǾƛŜǿŜǊǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ¢{! ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƧƛƴƎƭŜ ƎƻŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ¢{! 
if they care to comment, but they refuse under advisement from their lawyers. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ōǳƭƭǎƘƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ Ŏŀƴ ǇƛƭŜ ƻƴ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΗ 

 
Errol: Were they rough with you? 

 
Nick: Not really. 

 
Wendy: Did they hurt your arm again? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ bƻΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǾŜǊȅ ōƻǎǎȅΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΦ IƻǿΩǎ aǊΦ wǳǎǘȅΚ 

 
9ǊǊƻƭΥ IŜΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΗ IŜ ƭƻǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘΦ 

 
Glenda: All of it. 
Nick: You know what I was really thinking about the whole time I was in that place? 
DŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ wǳǎǘȅΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŜƭǇ ƳƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎƘŜǎ 
ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜǿƻǊƪΦ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ 
Glenda knits her eyebrows and raises her hand, fingers spread, and Nick 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 
ŀƴŘ wƻōƛƴǎΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻŎƪ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘΣ ƘŜ ǎŜŜǎ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ Ψпф 
PontiaŎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƳŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŘƻǊŀǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
license plates are from Pennsylvania. They arŜ ǇŀǊƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ look his way. At 
Baskin and Robins he gets a small ice cream cake, log style. On the way back, the car 
is gone. ThaǘΩǎ ŀ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǿ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎǎŀƛƭǎ ƘƛƳΦ LŦ DƭŜƴŘŀ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
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ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ aƛŀǘŀΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǎƘƛŦǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ 
ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜǎ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ DǊŀƘŀƳ tŀǊƪŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ 
instructor to give her private lessons. Driving stick and explaining it to someone are 
ǘǿƻ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ IŜΩƭƭ ǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƛŦ DƭŜƴŘŀ ǿƻǳld mind taking a few 
lessons from a professional. 

Everyone thinks itΩs cool that Nick has returned with the ice cream log, which quickly 
disappears, all but the last inch or so. 

Nick poses the question of driving lessons. 

Glenda: Look Nick, I think everything is too late for this. I know you wanted stick 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎǘƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƻǊǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎȅƴƻƴȅƳƻǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ aƛŀǘŀ ƛǎ ƻǾŜǊ р ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ 
ǊŜǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ want anything fancy, but I really do like the idea of something 
smaller to park. 

Nick: Yeah, you have a point. Do you have any ideas? 

 
Glenda: Well yes! I was thinking of a convertible Mini-Cooper. I think we could even 
fit Rusty in the back seat in a pinch, and 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 a Mini-Cooper, a cream 
colored, light-brown leathered interior, and black dash, all of which was perfectly 
coordinated with Rusty, just in case. Nose: dash; coat: dark red end of  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 about a week. The phone company could tell them nothing. The police 
could tell them nothing. The phone company couldnΩǘ ōƭƻŎƪ the caller because the 
number was withheld. The police and the phone company both imply Nick and 
DƭŜƴŘŀ ŀǊŜ ǇŀǊŀƴƻƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛǎ άŎŀǎƛƴƎέ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƴƻ 
one is home. But Nick and Glenda canΩt figure anything else. The phone company, 
though, says they have had cases where robo-calling by marketeers, politicians, 
churches and charities have bad systems that actually never stop until someone 
detects that no one ever picks up the phone. Then they hit upon a plan. Nick goes 
down to the Radio-Shack 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 
ƭǳŎƪύΦ bƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ȅŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ 
unwanted telephone calls, but this has the enormous advantage that the number is 
completely unpublished unless you make the stupid mistake of doing so yourself by 
using it in connection with your TV shopping 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 they can 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 dead 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, their ground 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 
ƴǳƳōŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘΦ IŜ tries to Google it, but there is 
no find. Nick tells Glenda about the prowling car, and she gets nervous too. First the 
ŎŀƭƭΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŎŀǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ 
average age of a car is under three years.  

On the fourth 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 showering down from the ceiling. Nick clutches Glenda and they roll off the 
bed and onto the floor. Glenda is shivering 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 Nick to drink it, but his eyes are slid back and wide open. Not 
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knowing what to do, she dumps the water on the hand over his chest and then on 
Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ bƛŎƪΗ bƛŎƪΗ !ƴŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ bƛŎƪΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ Ǌƻƭƭ ōŀŎƪΣ Ǉŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŀƴŘ 
he begins the struggle to stand. She gets up too, steadying him. Now Wendy and 
Errol are standing in their bedroom door. 

Wendy: We heard the noises and then someone falling on the floor. Are you okay? 

The children flock to their parents' arms, and Rusty is not far behind, licking 
everybody with his paint roller size tongue. 

bƛŎƪΥ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ okay. Looks like someone was joy-ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ !YΤ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 
ƎƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

bƛŎƪ όǊŜŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ DǊŀƴ ¢ƻǊƛƴƻύ Υ ²ŜΩǊŜ okay, right? Well, 
right? Okay. EvŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǎǘŀȅ ƭƻǿ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ фммΤ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ƻŦŦΦ 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΣ ŀǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀƪŜƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ {ƛǊŜƴǎ 
are heard as Nick peeks through the curtains and sees the squad car with all its 
lights flashing, certain to scare away any criminal who might be hiding long before 
his arrival. Nick 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 policeman is twisting the handle on his spotlight 
to direct it there to scan the house. When the spotlight hits the holes the bedroom 
gets a bit brighter from the additional light, which does not go away now that the 
policemen have located the target of the shooters. 

Nick to Glenda: Everyone get dressed. This is going to be another long night. 

 
Glenda: I 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 the neighbors saw anything. No. They 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ¢Ƙey just heard the shots, but were glad nothing bad happened 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 which probably the entire neighborhood 
was grateful. Nick invites the police in to have a lookΦ IŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ 
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 happened the 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 intended for THEM! 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 have originated 
at street level. They guess that the shots came from a passing car. High caliber shells 
ŀǊŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ hƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΥ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǊƻōōŜǊȅΣ ŀƴŘΣ 
unfortunately, there is no record of the license number Nick has handed them. Next, 
they ask if there are any guns in the house and Glenda 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 you doing with two guns now? 

DƭŜƴŘŀ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴǎΥ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜȅ 
said they wanted another look at my gun and I had to give it up; so I was damned if I 
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 I have two. 

hŦŦƛŎŜǊ vǳƛƴƴΥ bƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭŀŘȅ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŀƴŘƎuns? Your husband 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǳƴǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ 

Nick nods: No. 

DƭŜƴŘŀ όŦǳƳƛƴƎύΥ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘƛǎ άƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭŀŘȅέ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ 5ŜǎŜǊǘ {ǘƻǊƳΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ {ǇŜŎƛŀƭ CƻǊŎŜǎ tǊƻǘƻǘȅǇŜΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōƛƎ ƳŀƴΣ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǉǳŀŘ ŎŀǊ 
soaking up coffee with doughnuts? My husband knows nothing about guns, but I 
could probably outshoot any of you! 

Nick: Glenda, he was just asking a question. 

hŦŦƛŎŜǊ vǳƛƴƴΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊǎΚ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ 
ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΚ 9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ 
guns into evidence. 

Glenda: EǾƛŘŜƴŎŜ ǎŎƘƳŜǾƛŘŜƴŎŜΗ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŀō Ŧƻƭƪǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 
been over this twice. If you want them, arrest me! Shit! Not again! All we ever did 
was go to dinner! Here we are in our home and people are shooting at us. Ever 
heard of the right to protect yourself? 

Officer Quinn: Okay, okayΦ bƻǿ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƴƛŀƭǎ ŦƻǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀŎŎǳǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƻŦ 
ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ȅŜǘΦ .ŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ 

Nick: Check. 

 
Glenda: Check. Yet? 

 
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 got a call from Detective McIvers that 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 might be 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 
ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΦ LǘΩǎ ƭŀǘŜΤ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ 
police leave. 

When a thing like 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 lake, and 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 king sized 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 blue-hot spears of light. 

DƭŜƴŘŀ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀǎ Ƙŀōƛǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƪƛǎǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
husband. Nick looks a bit like a trembling junkie as he slices the bananas onto the 
Cheerios. Glenda takes Rusty out for first morning walk, in a daze. Rusty may have 
ōŜŜƴ ǎŜƴǎƛǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƛƴŘŜǇŜƴŘŜƴŎŜ ōȅ 
tugging. As they walk, he looks 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 
school day. ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ōŀŎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ 
to sling on their back packs. The doors slide and lock; the belts are fastened. They 
ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƎƭƛŘŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ LǘΩǎ ƴice their Dad is driving them so they no longer 
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have to wait for school to start after Mom has gotten there early to prepare the 
ŎƭŀǎǎǊƻƻƳΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǇŀǊǘΩǎ ƴƛŎŜ ƴƻǿΦ LƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘΗ 

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 day to flow in with the 
coffee. He has been able to secure one of the living room style chairs nuzzling his 
head back into the pillow by slouching. And 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 and MaGoon leaves. He puts MaGoon to 
flight by summoning the most obvious 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 all entered on the second floor and there was no 
point. But Officer Quinn did not leave any instructions about tampering with the 
wounds to his dwelling. 911 asks why he is calling and he humbly scrambles for 
words about the night before. The dispatch operator tells him he is not having an 
ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎȅ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƴǳƳōŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ŀƴŘ 
will be waiting for report back from Detective McIvers ǎƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
Forensics is satisfied that the pictures from the night before were probably 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 tampering? He 
can only temporize on that one. He might line up contractors and check with home 
owners insurance in the meanwhile. 

ά!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ [ƛōŜǊǘȅ LƴǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ 9ƭƻǳƛǎŜΣ Iƻǿ Ƴŀȅ L ƘŜƭǇ you? Please be assured 
that our recording of this session will bŜ ǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΦέ bƛŎƪ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
tell them that he has his quality assurance too. He puts his phone on speaker and 
hits the record button on his iPod. 

bƛŎƪΥ CƛƴŜΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƘƻƭŜǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ 
going to need quite a bit of repair. How much I have no idea. I wanted to check with 
you on procedure. 

9ƭƻǳƛǎŜΥ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƴ ŀŘƧǳǎǘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ 
you, soup to nuts. 

Nick: Soup to nuts? 

Elouise: Well, after making an initial determination about coverage he will proceed 
to contact our contractors to get the best quality/price. I can send him out after 
lunch, if that will be convenient. Is there anything else I can help you with? 

bƛŎƪΥ DƻŘΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƘƻǇŜ ƴƻǘΗ OkayΦ LΩƭƭ ǿŀƛǘΦ 

At 1:15 the adjuster Ken Malone arrives. Once they walk around to survey the 
ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ table time. Ken pulls out the police blotter report, twists his 
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face into that this-will-hurt-me-more-than-you look ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎΥ {ƻǊǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ 
to deny on this. 

Nick: What!!! 

Ken: WŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǎ ǾŀƴŘŀƭƛǎƳΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘ ƻǊ ōȅǇǊƻŘǳŎǘ ƻŦ ŀ ŎǊƛƳe. If the 
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, so ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊǳƭŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǊŜǘŀƭƛŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

Nick: WŀƛǘΗ LŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƪŜȅǎ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǾŀƴŘŀƭƛǎƳΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ 

Ken: Probably, because it is such a common form of vandalism. But when AKs are 
ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΦ 

Nick: Okay, leave me your paper and American Liberty [Mind: bullshit] Insurance will 
be hearing from me and the media. 

Ken: Sorry. 
[Ken leaves.] 

At two thirty, Glenda arrives in tears, saying: The kids at school have spread it 
around that their father is in some sort of trouble with the police. 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 to the ōǳƭƭȅΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΦ LΩƳ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƛƭƭ aƻƴŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎΣ 
dammit! 

bƛŎƪ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ DƭŜƴŘŀ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜ owners insurance claim. 
Everyone needs a nap and no one should have ever tried for a normal day. Nick and 
Glenda fall into bed, have a long and meaningful hug, until they slip back out of each 
ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǊƳs, like a clam opening up to a cool current. There are dreams, but they 
too are severed as Detective McIvers rings at the door. 

McIvers Υ LΩƳ 5ŜǘŜŎǘƛǾŜ McIvers . Do you remember me? I questioned you the night 
of the murder at the restaurant. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ hƘ ȅŜǎΣ ƴƻǿ L ŘƻΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ 
you had the next day? 

 
McIvers Υ wƛƎƘǘΦ ²Ŝ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ Ǿery active on it. 
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Nick: Dƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘΚ 

 
McIvers : WŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƳŜƴǘǎΦ 

 
Nick: You found the people who shot up our house? 

 
McIvers : You think there was more than one person involved? 

 
Nick: Just assuming there were a driver and a shooter, right? 

 
McIvers : Good guess. But there have been other developments. You worked with 
one George Murphy at B*Bank? 

 
Nick: Yes. I completely lost track of him after he left. 

 
McIvers : Strange. IΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƛŀƭΦ /ŀƴ I trust you? [Nick 
nods okay]  

Well George was at the restaurant that night. Did you see him? 

 
Nick: No. 

 
McIvers : Well, George was the homicide victim that night. 

 
McIvers ǎǳǊǾŜȅǎ bƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ DƭŜƴŘŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ Ŧƻr expression, and jots down that they 
both showed convincing surprise. 

 
Nick: Do you think the attack on our house and that murder are connected? 

 
McIvers Υ ¸ŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ƴƻō ƪƛƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ Stan was 
with us that night. StanΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀōȅ ǎƛǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ 

 
Glenda: Yes, until all hell broke loose. 
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McIvers : There is more. You recently bought a new car, right? 

 
Nick: Yes. 

 
McIvers : You paid cash? 

 
Nick: I always pay cash. I hate debt. We own our home too. 

 
McIvers : TƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴΦ ²Ŝ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ 
that you withdrew several million dollars when you left? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ¸ŜǎΦ L ƘŀŘ ƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀŎŎǳƳǳƭŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ 
now at Wells Fargo in my vault. 

 
McIvers : And you still have all this money? 

 
Nick: Yes. We save. Our parents saved and left us with something. 

 
McIvers : LΩƭƭ ǎŀȅΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΗ LookΣ ǿŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ 
are afraid you may have unknowingly gotten pulled into something awful without 
ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ōŜ ŎƭŜŀǊΥ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ okay? 

Nick and Glenda nod. 

McIvers : But there haǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƳŜƴǘǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƻƭŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŘ aƛŀǘŀ ŀǘ wȅŀƴΩǎ 
BMW and bought the Mini-Cooper for cash, right? Okay. So far so good. But then 
ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ aƛŀǘŀ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Řŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ wƛǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
corpse in it? 

Nick and Glenda grimace: No! 

McIvers : 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 someone came in wanting to buy it for cash too, so of course 
he sold it immediately. When we took 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 I would guess the guy who bought the car put it there. I 
assume you are thinking he was killed for it and, since they shot up my house after 
the murder, and because I was an associate of GeoǊƎŜΩǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ DŜƻǊƎŜ ǿŀǎ 
murdered in cold blood not 10 feet from me, you think this is all connected. 

McIvers : Yes. That about sums it up. Any ideas? 

Nick: No. 

McIvers : 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, which happens sometimes. I have no idea how all that came about. 

McIvers : Okay. Do you have any reason to suspect anyone for the attack on your 
house? 

Nick and Glenda shake their heads. 

McIvers Υ IŜǊŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊŘΦ Look, we are on your side here. If you have any more 
ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘǎ ƻǊ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀǎΣ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǊ ŜƳŀƛƭ ƳŜΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘƻǇŜ 
you can get everything back together okay. 
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After about two weeks Nick is still trying to organize getting the house fixed. It is 
only a matter of some $43,000, 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 a smarmy 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 from the end of school and the outside is 
temporarily patched until they can all get out of the way of the workmen. Life goes 
on in expectation of repair. Nick spends most of his time having that morning latte, 
puttering about with the little household tasks, which men are accustomed to hear 
as honey-dos, 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. 

bƛŎƪΥ aȅ DƻŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ tƘƛƭƭȅΗ Iƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΣ 
Gus? 

 
DǳǎΥ LǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ  ŎǳǎǘƻƳ ōƻŀǘ ǎƘƻǿΦ LΩƳ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎ 
ŜŀŎƘ ȅŜŀǊΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ look you up and offer to take you and your family out for a 
spin on one of our family sized jetboats. Not trying to sell you ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƻff 
ƻƴ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŦǊŜŜΦ LǘΩǎ он Ŧƻƻǘ ŎǊǳƛser, lots of comfort and speed. Kids 
should love it. 

 
bƛŎƪΥ ²ƻǿΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƻŦŦŜǊΗ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ L ƭƻǾŜ ōƻŀǘǎ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƻǿƴ 
one (self-protective move). 

 
Gus: No problem! 

 
Nick: What time? 

 
Gus: How about I swing by and pick you up at around 10:00? 

 
bƛŎƪΥ LΩŘ ǎŀȅ ȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘŜŘ DƭŜƴŘŀ ȅŜǘΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŜƭƭ ƴǳƳōŜǊ 
on your card? 

When Glenda hears about it she says he should invite his friend over for dinner. 
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Nick(calling back): Gus, can you come over for dinner tonight or tomoǊǊƻǿΚ LΩƭƭ ǎƭŀǇ 
some nice steaks on the grill and we can all have a ƭŜƛǎǳǊŜƭȅ ŎƘŀǘΦ Χ сΥлл ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΚ 
Great! 

And so Nick was quite happy he would see his fellow voyager again, and stops for 
groceries after 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 world-wide. 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 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŎŀƳŜ DǳǎΩǎ ǎƘƻǾŜƭ-like hands to clamp them down firmly, as he 
turned his face to Rusty 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 of a traffic stop gesture, then sinking to the floor with the 
beast he began different petting procedures, such as patting his chest, ear pulls, and 
ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǘǳōǳƭŀǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƴƎǘƘ ƻŦ wǳǎǘȅΩǎ ŦƛƴŜ ǘŀƛƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ 
everyone laughs, and Nick makes the other introductions. 

At dinner they relate their life stories and enjoy the food. Gus talks a lot about the 
ōƻŀǘƛƴƎ ƛƴŘǳǎǘǊȅ ƛƴ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘǎ ƻŦ ōƻŀǘǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ άlookƛƴƎ ŀǘέ ƴƻǿΦ IŜ 
ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƧŜǘ ōƻŀǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǎǘŜǇ ŦƻǊ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ άƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ƳŀǊƪŜǘέΦ IŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ǘƘŜƳ ƻŦ ŀ ǎŀƭŜ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ōŀŎƪ involving a 24 meter 
custom catamaran to a wealthy Philadelphian. He had the catamaran equipped with 
walk-down stairs on the aft of the hulls so divers could just walk down to the water 
and back up, just like coming on shore. 

A catamaran has two hulls that are 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 sinking, and a lot of deck 
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 this man-tycoon was very 
well known around town. People used to say he was the Paul Allen of Philly, owning 
golf courses, marinas, automated parking lots, gas stations,  several restaurants, and 
significant interests in the ball teams. Nick and Glenda were very impressed indeed 
that Bill Foley was Gus' customer. Even the children lit up at the name. Bill Foley was 
famous for his flamboyant antics at the river on his dolphin-boat. 

 Errol: Could we see his dolphin-boat up close? Could you take us? Please? 

Gus: Let me call him to see if that would be possible. Maybe, but no promises! 
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Wendy: Now? 

 
DǳǎΥ bƻΣ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǘǊȅ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ ŀōƻǳǘ 
more dolphin-boats. 

 
Nick: You're kidding! Your company made that dolphin-boat? 

 
Gus: Yes. He came to us for some pretty radical customization. 

 
Nick: And you were producing them as a standard product? 

 
Gus: Hell no. Basically all the dolphin-boats are small run production. I think not 
more than a thousand are sold each year world-ǿƛŘŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ƻǳǘŦƛǘ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ 
that produces most of them for people who ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ул-90 
ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƪƛƴƪȅ ǘƘǊƛƭƭ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊƛŎŜΦ 

The dolphin boat is called that because it is designed to look like a dolphin. 
The operator sits inside under a clear plastic canopy, similar to a jet, his feet 
on pedals that activate a tail fins for direction, and his arms free to operate 
the lateral fins for rolling sideways, over, diving and breaking surface. The 
ŘƻǊǎŀƭ Ŧƛƴ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǎ ŀ ǎƴƻǊƪŜƭƛƴƎ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƭǇƘƛƴ άǎǿƛƳǎέ ǎŜƳƛ-
submerged. Given its great propulsion 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. Buyers are fanatical thrill seekers.  

Gus: But Bill wanted something really cool. He wanted his dolphin to really be 
submergeable [sic.] down to 30 feet, so we had to put in oxygen, pressure 
maintenance, and of course automatic cut-off for the leaps. Basically, because this is 
a jet boat it has to blow out all its run water when the dolphin leaps, so the power 
of the dolphin breaking the surface is much greater, both because of its propulsion 
and the sudden loss of mass. ²ŜΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƭŜŀǇǎ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ŦƛŦǘȅ ŦŜŜǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ 
ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƭŜŀǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƴ ǇƭǳƴƎƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŦƛŦǘȅ ŦŜŜǘΦ ¢ŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ 
really complicated as the pressure has to be perfectly maintained so the driver 
ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƴŘǎΦ 9ŀŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƭǇƘƛƴ ŜȄƘŀƭŜǎ ŎŀǊōƻƴ ŘƛƻȄƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ 
ōǊŜŀǘƘŜǎ ƛƴ ŦǊŜǎƘ ŀƛǊΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ǝƻ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ōǳǘ .ƛƭƭ ƎŀǾŜ 
us exculpatory ǿŀƛǾŜǊǎΣ ǎƻΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΣ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΩǎ ƘŀǇǇȅΦ Iƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
dolphin boat? 

Errol: We sometimes go down to the pier and watch him come in at 2:00 on 
Sundays. 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜΩǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ 
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nothing but big boats, then pop! He suddenly flies out of the water! Then diiiiive, 
then pop! He does all kinds of circles and jumps! What a man! 

Nick, Glenda, Wendy: Amazing! 

Nick: I met him once when I workŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪΦ IŜΩǎ ŀƴ ǳƴƘŜŀǊŘ-of type person. 
For employees that pass the five 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 
ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƻŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊŜŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƛǘΩs like they get a 
400% raise for life. What a mind! And ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƳƛƴŘΗ ! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ 
to work for him. He also only promotes up through the ranks. Talk about prominent! 

DǳǎΥ L ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻƳƛƴŜƴǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /9h ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ 
popular figure he was too. (Passing to anoǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘύ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ 
plywood doing on the second floor I saw when I came up the walk? 

Glenda: Someone rode by and shot up our house. The police are looking into it, but 
so far, they are clueless. 

DǳǎΥ {ǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǎŜŜ vandalism in a neighborhood like this. Sorry to 
ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ƴƛŎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΗ όtǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜύ LΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
ŘƻƭǇƘƛƴ ōƻŀǘ ǳǇ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
time and runs things mostly from his big ŎŀǘŀƳŀǊŀƴ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǎƻ ƘŜΩǎ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ 
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 salesman, gets to be driven 
about in a limo. Wow! TV! Coke! And off they go to the water. The boat: 21-foot an 
ƻǇŜƴ ŎŀƴƻǇȅ ǎƪƛŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊΦ bƛŎƪ ǊŜƳŀǊƪǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǘƻǊ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ¢ƘƻǊΩǎ 
Harley. Errol says itΩs like a dragon gargling. Wendy refrains from saying it sounds 
ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ ŦƭǳǎƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŦŦerence between a seven year old and a ten 
ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘΥ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŦƛƭǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΦ Dǳǎ ƭŀƳŜƴǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ 
to include Rusty in the party. Glenda gets everyone buckled up. 

Once out in free waters, Gus slowly advances the stick and the bow begins to rise 
ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŎƘƻǇǇȅ ǿŀǘŜǊǎΦ 9ǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ hit cruising speed, around 35 knots. 
It is thrilling as the wind is brusque and the fast-pound of the boat over the waves 
make teeth clatter and spines ripple. Gus now begins some antics involving fast 
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. Errol 
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 feeling sick. The crosswise belts he 
says feel like they are crushing him and he is getting a migraine. Gus suggests he go 
beneath and lie down but Nick is afraid his newly-discovered claustrophobia will kick 
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in. Gus obliges by lowering the boat into an easy trough homewards. Once they are 
cruising comfortably, Gus asked them all, based on what they had just been 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΩǎ ŘƻƭǇƘƛƴ ƧŜǘǎΦ 9ǊǊƻƭ 
thinks it would be totally cool; Wendy thinks it might be; Glenda said she could 
definitely skip it and prefers spectatorship, while Nick is still recovering his wits. Gus 
brings the boat to a stop. After resting a few minutes, he brings out the picnic lunch. 
Not long after, they are all enjoying jambon-fromage baguettes and something to 
drink. The wind 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 engagements. HeΩll be back in a few weeks, and maybe 
ǘƘŜƴΗ Dǳǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜƴƧƻȅǎ Errol and Wendy. 
Maybe they can go out on the boat again and watch the dolphin boat from closer 
ǳǇΚ !ǎ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ²ƛƴǎƭƻǿ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŜ ŦŜŜƭǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƭƻǎǎΦ IŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪΦ 
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15. Bill Foley 

Tuesday, three days later Nick gets a call from Gus. Gus has had his meeting with Bill 
CƻƭŜȅΦ Dǳǎ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜȄǇƭƻŘƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǎǳōŘǳŜŘ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜǎ ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ǎƻƭŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŘƻƭǇƘƛƴ ƧŜǘǎ .ƛƭƭ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻǇ ±tǎΗ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ 
thing. Would Nick like to meet with Foley to discuss a position? Nick wants to know 
what type of position, but Gus can only tell him that Foley wants a meeting. Foley 
ǿƛƭƭ ŎŀƭƭΦ Dǳǎ ƛǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ hǊŜƎƻƴ ƴƻǿΦ IŜΩƭƭ ŎƘŜŎƪ ōŀŎƪ ǎƻƻƴ ŀƴŘ looks 
forward to seeing them all in a few weeks, and thanks again for all the hospitality 
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 next Tuesday and give 
ƘƛƳ ŀ ǊƛŘŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ aǊΦ CƻƭŜȅΩǎ ōƻŀǘΚ {ǳre. The inflection in the NickΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜǎ 
that only a dull expectation had been elicited. Would another day be better? We 
ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅΦ bƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΦ млΥол ǘƘŜƴΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ bƛŎƪΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ŀ ŘǊŜŀŘ 
of going in a fast boat again, or the humiliation of not hearing what the meeting was 
about, like he was being summoned to the feet of a king or something, or just 
reluctance to 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 chauffeur knocks on his door and Nick is guided to the dark-
glassed Mercedes waiting in front of the house. He wonders what the neighbors 
must be thinking about the strange chauffeured comings and goings. Are they 
reporting in to the neighborhood watch, the police? Ceremoniously, the chauffeur 
opens the rear door and closes it behind him. 

NƛŎƪΥ aƛƴŘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΚ 

 
CƘŀǳŦŦŜǳǊΥ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ aǊΦ CƻƭŜȅΩǎ ōƻŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘŀƳŀǊŀƴΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ 
ά¢ƘŜ LǎƭŀƴŘέ όǎƳƛƭŜǎύΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΗ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƭunch on it 
when you get there. 

After a 20 minute drive they are at the marina, passing a revolving gate, being 
sanded down by someone, and then stepping into a very comfortable Cobalt (brand 
name on the stern) inboard speedboat with lots of well-polished chrome. It takes 
ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƻ ά¢ƘŜ LǎƭŀƴŘέΣ ǊŜŀƭ ƴŀƳŜ b9aLbL{Φ .ƛƭƭ CƻƭŜȅ ƛǎ 
waiting on the stairs up as they dock alongside. He is in jeans, a sweater and 
sandals, smiling warmly and extending his hand to Nick to help him onto the boat. 

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 tread- safe material, not the classic varnished oak, redwood, walnut or 
mahogany. Off the back is a double crane that can lift the speedboat out of the 
water when the NEMINIS is being moved to another place, perhaps out into the 
Atlantic. At first Nick wonders if this boat could be seaworthy, but then he 
remembers itΩs at least a third longer than the Niña, Pinta and the Santa Maria. Long 
enough, much wider, and more stable, stabilized further by silent ballast distribution 
pumps under the control of fuzzy logic. 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ƛǎ ŎŀǾŜǊƴƻǳǎΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘ ǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƻƛƭ ǊŜǇƭƛŎŀ ƻŦ aƻƴŜǘΩǎ 
The Water LilƛŜΩǎ that hangs in the Musée de l'Orangerie, but scaled down to 30' 
raǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ пмΦ hǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ά¦έ ǎƘŀǇŜŘ ŎƻǳŎƘ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ŀƴŘ 
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 bright white and the furniture 
is all in light 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, and the kitchen, which is concealed behind thick black glass. The door into 
the kitchen is a rather surprisingly sturdy vault-like door,  that can be closed to 
compartmentalize a floating chamber if necessary. On the second deck are the 
bedrooms, bath, commǳƴƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŎŜƴǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ .ƛƭƭΩǎ Ǝƭŀǎǎ-around office to the aft, 
while the entry to the bridge is in the fore, with a circular stairway up to a flying 
bridge. 

After the tour, Bill has Nick sit down at the table where they arŜ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ άǘǊƛǇƭŜ-
ǎέ ƭǳƴŎƘΥ soup, salad 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 
ǘǊŀŘŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛŦŜΣ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ .ƛƭƭΩǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ƭƛŦŜ 
ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ ōȅ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƻƴŜΩs eye and heart open, grasping at opportunities no 
matter how humble, joining one to another and simply reinforcing it all with his 
ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ȊŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ bƻ .ƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 
parents so he joined the Navy and then the Merchant Marines. He had a boaterΩs 
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 
ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƴƛŎŜƭȅΦ 5ƛŘƴΩǘ Ƴƛǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΦ ²ŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴǘerested in women now that he was 
in his early sixties, and not queer either, for sure! No, he likes the activities of 
ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƳŜŘƛŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǘǊŀŘŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ 
all those damned officials always with their hands out. Loves his latest hobby too, 
with the dolphin jet! Now that is a thrill, maybe better than going into 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 earth from afar, like any kid can do with an 
illuminated globe in his bedroom.  
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Bill: tƛƴƻǘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ Iƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ bƛŎƪΚ LǘΩǎ okay if I call you Nick? 

Nick: Of course, but I donΩt know what brings me the great honor of meeting you 
and even getting to visit you on your boat [hope that wasnΩǘ ǘƻƻ ƻōǎŜǉǳƛƻǳǎ ƘŜΩǎ 
thinking]. I was just a middle class kid whose parents worked hard and invested 
well. Both doctors. I attended Wharton where I took an ordinary business ad. course 
and a few arts courses on the side. I love your Monet! Anyway, I was in the 
Diplomatic Corps stationed in Turkey for a while, but got tired of having no life of 
my own. So I came back to Philly and got a job with a bank, got married, had kids, 
Errol and Wendy. When my parents died I inherited about $10,000,000, paid off our 
house, paid all our debts, and kept working. Back up around $13,000,000 now. LǘΩǎ 
ŀƭƭ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ƴŜŜŘΦ 

Bill: Why did you keep working? ̧ ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩt have to. 

bƛŎƪΥ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǊǳƎŀƭ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ƛǎ DƭŜƴŘŀΣ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘǊƻǿ ƳƻƴŜȅ 
around and wanted to see if at least we could preserve what we had, if not add to it, 
and provide examples for our children as parents who do the adult thing: go to 
work. 

Bill: Sounds like a trip, I mean, in the good sense. Look, Gus really liked you and your 
family and I like Gus a lot. When I heard you were not employed for the moment, it 
gave me an idea. I also know about your whistle blowing on the B*Bank and about 
ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ Ǝƻǘ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ƳŜǎǎΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ 
ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΚ 

Nick: I sense that all the time, but I knock that off to my paranoia. I search my mind 
ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭƻŎŀǘŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƻƘŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŘǊƻƻp back into my sense of 
ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀǎ ǳƴǊŜǎƻƭǾŜŘ ǇŀǊŀŘƻȄŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƭŜƴǘƭŜǎǎ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜΦ LΩƳ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ 
by walking my dog and enjoying my family. I think I already have captured all my 
ŀƳōƛǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƛŦŜ LΩƳ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΣ ōǳƳǇƛng into good people 
like Gus and yourself, and not expecting that there could really be much more than 
ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ǿǊŜŎƪƛƴƎ ōŀƭƭǎΦ 

Bill: Interesting approach. We are quite a bit alike in that your house is your boat 
and my boat is 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. I was impressed you 
recognized the Monet. Most people look ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƎ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭΦ L ǿŀǎ 
impressed that you dƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΧ !ƴŘ ȅŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭΣ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ƻƛƭ ŎƻǇȅ ƻŦ ŀ 
ǊŜŀƭ aƻƴŜǘΣ ŀ ōƛǘ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ōƻŀǘΦ LǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƻƴƭȅ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ 
day. 

That seemed to be the end of a certain discourse. They both pick up on it, and Bill 
jumps in: so why did I invite you? Basically, I was telling Gus I had a high-level 
Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ 
suggested I would really score a bullseye if I hired you. 
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bƛŎƪΥ ²Ƙȅ ǎƻΚ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜΦ 

Bill: Because I want 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 
ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ L Ǝƻǘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ŀǎ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƴƛŎŜΣ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ above 
all honest person. You proǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ 
me, so we could have a very sincere collaborative relationship. 

Nick: How so? 

Bill: Well, I remember how you handled your bank. You worked there 14 years and 
blew the whistle when it needed blowing. You have great integrity and chutzpah, an 
unusual combination. 

bƛŎƪΥ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜƴ Ƴȅ ǊŜǎǳƳŜΦ 

Bill: Not necessary. I 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? I need someone to work with them on my accounts involving bonds, letters 
of credit and mortgages for my people. I figure you have the background and the 
character for this. 

bƛŎƪΥ .ǳǘ ǿƘȅ ƳŜΚ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƻƴ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǘŜǊƳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΦ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜ 
efficient? 

.ƛƭƭΥ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ōƭǳƴǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ tƘƛƭ aŜǊǊȅǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΦ Wǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƳŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 
ǿǊŜǘŎƘΦ IŜΩǎ ŀ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ǎƘƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƻōǎǘŀŎƭŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ bothing is 
ŎƭŜŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊŜŜǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƎƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ L ƘŀǾŜΣ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 
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 back 
ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ƻōǎǘŀŎƭŜǎΦ LΩǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻōǎǘŀŎƭŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ: Give me 
ŀ ōǊƛōŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜǎ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōǊƛōŜΦ ²ƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ 
like drying your face with sandpaper. 

Nick: I can see your reasoning. 

Bill: But? 

Nick: But I am really not certain my expertise with that man would help much. 

Bill: Is it money? How about 280k? 

Nick: TƘŀǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ōǳƳǇ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛŎŜΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ 
that. I have to consider working with a toxic person and the routine of going to 
work, leaving my kids alone. 
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.ƛƭƭΥ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōǊƛōŜ ŀƴŘ L ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦŦŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜǎǘȅƭŜΦ L 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ŧƛƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ L 
really think you could heƭǇ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ L ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜ 
commuting. You can work like I 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): Thank you so much. I will consider your 
ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ƻŦŦŜǊΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪ ƻƴ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŎŀƳǇƛƴƎ ǘǊƛǇ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ 
ƘƻƳŜ ǊŜǇŀƛǊǎΦ {ƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ōȅ ƴŜȄǘ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΦ LΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ 
then. 

Nick is helped down to the boat and departs with a friendly smile. It feels good to be 
wanted again professionally, he thinks. But he thought that before. And maybe this 
ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōƛǘŜΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƛƳŜΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛng out 
the window, no doubt wondering what the chauffeur iǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘΦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ 
the van with the sign Knives and Scissors Sharpened (GR7-5592), except maybe out 
the corner of his eye. 

²ƘŜƴ DƭŜƴŘŀ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƘƻƳŜ ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜǎΦ Iƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ 
possible? Great salary but why would you want to get involved with that bank again, 
that creep Phil and his jerkoff friend Cal? LookΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǘǊƛǇΦ bƛŎƪ 
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 rowboats, 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 is an array of fishing poles, 
lures, plugs , soap, crystals and geodes found locally, and a bait freezer and various 
provisions: food, chips, coke and beer, well supplied. Over the cash register is a large 
plaster cast of a pre-cretaceous amphibian, about three feet long next to a sign: 

    Schedule Yourself on a Dinosaur Dig - You Find It You Keep It.   

There is a map showing the way to a terrain claimed to be loaded with prehistoric 
treasures. 

By the lake is the boat house where they keep the oars, paddles and canoes, and a 
dock that reaches out beyond the reeds and cat tails. In the lake are rocks with 
turtles sunning themselves and frogs ever ready to jump away. Glenda warns Errol 
and Wendy ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŀke. 
hƘ aƻƳ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƘƻƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ Ŧǳƴ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦ 
¢ǳǊǘƭŜ ƘŜŀŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŦȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ lookƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΧ DƻƻŦȅΚ 

The campfire is ablaze and Oscar Meyer Wieners, rolls fried on the side in a bit of 
ōǳǘǘŜǊΣ CǊŜƴŎƘΩǎ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŎ original mustard, a jar of sauerkraut, and Wise Original 
Classic Potato Chips are the order of the moment. There are also dill pickles and cold 
Ǉƻǘŀǘƻ ǎŀƭŀŘΦ 9ǊǊƻƭΩǎ ŀƴŘ ²ŜƴŘȅΩǎ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻoking sticks 
and firewood necessary to burn for a few hours. Errol and Wendy take turns 
wielding the hatchet to cut the wood to length, while garden shears are used to 
ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛŎƪǎΣ ƻǊ ǊŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀǘ ǘŀƛƭ ǎǘŀƭƪǎΣ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƪŜǿŜǊǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƴ ƘƻƴƻǊ 
for a seven year old to be trusted with a hatchet, even if Dad is watching, and Mom 
is looking 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 will ǎƛƎƴŀƭ ōŜŘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǎƻ ƛǘΩǎ 
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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²ŜƴŘȅΥ bƻ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅΦ aŀǊǎƘƳŀƭƭƻǿǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎǊƻǿ ƛƴ ƳŀǊǎƘŜǎΦ Genie Dorsh in 
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 add other sweet 
things in. Germans did ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊΦ /ǳǊǊŜƴǘ ƳŀǊǎƘƳŀƭƭƻǿǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ 
mallow in them; they are mostly sugar. They are called marsh mallow because the 
English thought the best 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! I never knew that! 

 
Nick: Neither did I! 

Well, that discussion didnΩt last too long, and the objective of a camping trip is 
always to stay up as long as possible; if not, you might as well be home. It was very 
ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ŦƻǊ 9ǊǊƻƭ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŜƴƎƛƴŜΣ ǎƻ ƘŜǊŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛǎΥ ¢ƘŜ άCƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ 
CŀǘƘŜǊǎέ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ¦{Φ ²Ƙƻ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊƛŜǎΣ ƻǊ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 
there while the US just belonged to the Indians? 

bƛŎƪΥ Cǳƴƴȅ Ƙƻǿ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ǾƛŜǿΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ άǿƘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 
ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊƛŜǎέ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿǊƻǘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜ ƻǳǊ 
so-ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άŦƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ CŀǘƘŜǊǎέΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ǉŀrt was a statement that the US belonged 
ǘƻ ǘƘŜ LƴŘƛŀƴǎΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ¦{Σ ŀƴŘ άǘƘŜ LƴŘƛŀƴǎέ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ 
like the Hungarians or something. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ !ǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭΣ bƛŎƪΚ 

bƛŎƪΥ bƻΣ ōǳǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŜȄŀŎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ άLƴŘƛŀƴǎέ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ άŀ ǇŜƻǇƭŜέΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ 
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 others simply raided 
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 from all 
different tribes. Things were never simple even if they were straight forward. They 
ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ƎƻŀƭΥ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǾŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ 
didnΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊƛŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ a country. 

Wendy: But what woǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ 
and taken away their land? 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ hƘ DƻŘΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ LǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜΚ 
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Errol: But Mom! This is our family time and we get to ask the questions. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ {ƻƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ answers. 

Wendy: IŦ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǳǎ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΚ 

bƛŎƪΥ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ǘƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ 
everything. If ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƪeep asking the question till you have 
an answer. 

Errol: So what would have happened with the Indians? 

Nick: WeƭƭΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΦ {ƻƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ 
could have a lot of answers. Some answers are not complete, definite or exhaustive. 

9ǊǊƻƭΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘƛǾŜ answer? 

Wendy: When there is nothing else to be said that would answer the question, right 
Mom? 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ ¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ōǳǘ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴΣ ²ŜƴŘȅΦ hǊ 
ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀǊŜ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǎƻ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ƭƻǳǎȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƻΦ hƘΗ 
Did I 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? 

²ŜƴŘȅΥ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǳƴƴȅΦ 

Errol looks a little bewildered and then snaps back: So what about MY question? 

Glenda: Factually, what did happen, happened. They mostly died off from European 
diseases, then were murdered, and then marched out to reservations, which have 
Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪŜƴ ōŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ 

9ǊǊƻƭΥ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻ Ƴȅ question. What would have 
happened if Europeans had never come. Would they still be the same or would they 
have formed countries? 

Nick: We can only guess, but I think they would have developed countries. We do 
know what happened in early Europe, before anyone 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. They 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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ŀǊŜ ŀǘ ǇŜŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŦƛƎƘǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ 5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ Ƙŀǎ 
solved much. 

Glenda: Is that what they are teaching you these days? 

Errol: Well, no. ThatΩǎ just what I thought. When Mr. Crain was teaching about 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. 

DƭŜƴŘŀΥ LΩƳ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǎǘƛŎƪΚ 

Errol (looking down at his folded hands) : Well, I tried to tell the story about the 
blind Indians and the pail of fish and the raccoon. But Mr. Crain stopped me, saying 
ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ Ŧǳƴ ƻŦ LƴŘƛŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ 
that it was originally an Indian story and threatened to write me up and give me a 
time-out. I even told him it was Ojibwa! 

bƛŎƪΥ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘhese people? Errol was the only person in the room 
who could see what is going on? Is this the way we reward creative thinking, 
Glenda? 

Glenda: Iǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ƳŜ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƻŦǘŜƴΦ LǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻ 
many visionaries running around. 

Errol, sensing this could be the prolog to the night-night routine, resurfaces his 
question about the Indians. 

Nick: That was an interesting answer you gave about the blind Indians. It was an 
answer by analogy, and analogies are a kind of answer. So since you understand 
Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǊƪΣ LΩƭƭ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ōȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ŀƴŀƭƻƎȅ ǘƻ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ DǊŜŜŎŜΦ 

Glenda: I think you might be getting ahead of them, Nick. 

bƛŎƪΥ CŜŀǊ ƴƻǘΗ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎΦ LΩƭƭ ōƻƛƭ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΤ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΦ 
(picking up a marshmallow stick 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, 
Cheyenne, Shoshone, Navajo and some 200 otheǊǎ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƴŀƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ 

Errol: You forgot Ojibwa and 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 comparable to 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. But those to the north still had lots of space and 
ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘΦ ό¢ƘŜ ƳŀǊǎƘƳŀƭƭƻǿΣ ƴƻǿ ŜȄǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƻƭŜŘΣ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ bƛŎƪΩǎ 
mouth). It was rather the same in the Mediterranean area, although the 
Mediterraneans were boat people, living on small islands and along the shores. They 
were trading and they were at war. War and trade has always 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 regions, they had no 
choice but to move west. 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 was broken. 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 was stable identity. And 
ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ 
relations between people and invade. Or there were tricks, like a person getting 
tribes to join forces against a common enemy, or simply putting together a grand 
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 to look at a goddess, the people all prostrated 
themselves as she passed through the gates. They believed it! He was accepted! 
Eventually he failed, several times. Over trial and over time, the Greek identity 
ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƛƴ DǊŜŜŎŜ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƴ ¢ǳǊƪŜȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ 
about time and stories, so many stories. And stories create stories, and over time, 
ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ±ƛǊƎƛƭΩǎ ,ƴŜŀŘΦ {ƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ 
stories about stories. Countries are just stories of lost tribes. Greece is the story of 
ǘƘŜΧ LƻƴƛŀƴǎΣ 5ƻǊƛŀƴǎΣ [ŀcedaemonians, Lydians, Maeonians, 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? 

bƛŎƪΥ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ. We only know of her through the story. 

Wendy: Must have been amazing to be Phyla! 

bƛŎƪΥ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜΣ ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴ ƛƴΦ 

And they all went in the cabin, including Rusty. 
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Over the week they enjoyed fishing, climbing rocks, trying to identify birds and wild 
flowers with their Audubon books. The dinosaur hunt brought them a rock that 
looked like it had a claw print in it and some trilobites, which were satisfaction 
enough. Catching, cleaning and eating their trout was also a pleasure as Glenda fried 
them up in butter and fresh sage on the Coleman. The two guys and two gals would 
ride out independently in the paddle boats and that week both kids learned to 
paddle and steer a canoe and row a rowboat and remark how the oars were bent 
when they were 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 the woods and the lake, rowing out in the morning was 
such a pleasure, except for Rusty who had to mind the cabin when they were out. 
Just being there was quiet, serene, and memorable. When they left they released 
ǘƘŜƛǊ άǇŜǘέ ǘǳǊǘƭŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŦǘΣ bƛŎƪ ǎŀǿ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ 
of luminous object behind a cloud, but just for an instant. Something was still 
lurking behind it all. 

When they arrived home they looked to see if anything was missing, or strangely 
ŘƛǎǇƭŀŎŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǇŀƛǊǎ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǾŜǊȅ well. Nick and Glenda were pleased. 
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PART II 
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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 dish. If itΩs warm 
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 welcomes you 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 you are lucky 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 camp. Nick 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, ever.  Even before their marriage it had not 
been possible. Well, it is true that before the children were born they had a few very 
nice and romantic vacations, when they stopped places to buy bric-a-brac to 
decorate some colorless voids in their early abodes. Once home though, work would 
restart, and Nick would get angry because someone was picking on his wife at work 
and he could do nothing about it, and Glenda would wonder if she had married a 
hot dog who might have an affair but 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 work.  No, not now.  A 
relaxation set in. They could go for long walks with Rusty and even get a little nooky  
after lunch, and then a sumptuous nap. The only disruption would come when Rusty 
felt he needed to 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 home, she 
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 from that 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 funky and the foam was just right, so it was easy for him to form the 
habit. Sometimes he would initiate conversations 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 man who recounted his life 
in the engine room of the US Missouri. He 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. She said her 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 funded. Of course 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 was pecking away at his iPad in his lounge chair, he looked up, and 
next to him was MaGoon!  
 
Nick: Wait! You're Gil MaGoon, right?  
 
MaGoon: Yes, and you're Nick Winslow, right? I almost didn't recognize you in those 
glasses and with hair?  
 
Nick: Small world! How amazing! I don't get it! Before I left California people were 
looking for you at the Cafe Reverie. They said no one existed by your name! I 
couldn't understand it because everyone knew Gil MaGoon in that place!  
 
MaGoon: Of course they all knew me, but I 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. I go to court; they throw it out, and 
then bang! Six months later comes another summons. I got sick of it so I decided to 
return east and stay with my sister near here. I'm surprised we haven't run into each 
other before, because I 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 (not wanting to go into all that): Well, my business idea didn't pan out, so I just 
came home.  
 
MaGoon: Sorry to hear that, but itΩs nice to see someone I know again. I do know 
someone was looking for you, actually two guys in suits. That was about 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 I didn't see them. Juan told them 
he didn't know you. He's had some experience with people like this before; so he's 
protective. Good guy Juan and a great cook!  
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Nick: Oh yes! I remember our Juan! He singlehandedly cleared up all my problems 
with immigrants. We could use millions more Juan's! 
 
MaGoon: My idea is that all this is working 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 something 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 assembled by the fates?  
 
Nick, feeling nervous about the turn this conversation has taken: Yes the universe is 
beyond our comprehension.  
 
MaGoon: Well, I used to believe that too until I began to notice that things and 
events are signs. The Greeks used to call people who 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. I know that my mosquito picture is not quite right 
because it is a vision inscribed in my cloud of unknowing. Every time I redraw it, I am 
clearing away some part of the cloud, although, when I move one particle, another 
seems to try to move in on the space left behind, but for moments, I get 
clarifications, but nothing permanent, like a classic tableau. I'm looking for those 
emergences. Do you understand? 
 
Nick, still uncomfortable and staring at MaGoon's face as he seems to morph within 
his circular hair frame: Fascinating! But now I have to go! So happy to have bumped 
into you again! I look forward to hearing 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 again. Wow! still can't get over what a small world it is!  
 
MaGoon: Way smaller than you think if you watch for signs. Even your God 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! Are you in town over the Labor Day weekend? 
 
Nick: Hi Gus, yes! Are you in town?  
 
Gus: Yes. I'm here right now. I just delivered Foley's three dolphin jet boats. The 
whole town's jumpin over their arrival. The Harbor Master has given special 
permission for Bill Foley and his three VPs to come jumping and diving near the pier 
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again. I think it's going to be a fantastic show. Can I pick you up? I've persuaded John 
Spender to give Errol a ride after the show. Would that be okay? 
 
Nick: He'd never forgive me if I didn'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 I have a reservation: I didn't give Bill an answer yet 
on the job offer.  
 
Gus: I 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 you wouldn't mind. I 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 Gus picks them up, this time, in a powder blue 
limo. Everyone 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 & Company to Play Ball Using Jet-Powered Dolphins, 2:00 PM" 

 
And so it came to pass that one, two, three, four dolphins broke the surface. The 
bubble hatch of the first dolphin popps open and the pilot throws out a double-sized 
red water volleyball. Two dolphins 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 no 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 are located. 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 going nuts. 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 a catch, and then "bam" the 
ball shoots out of the water before the "batter" , and the "batter" absolutely blasts 
out of the water in a perfect arc, maybe 40 feet. The other two dolphins seem to vie 
for the pass and jump out of the water crossing near the ball while it is still in flight. 
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Each time one of the dolphins actually hits the ball, a tugboat gives a deep-throated 
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 act of the game 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 news 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 built 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 and the jumps and the intelligent oxygen 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 way 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 signals John Spender, VP of 
operations to pop the canopy. Phil is given 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 laterals 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 Errol! John promises Nick he'll take it easy. 
Errol gets his helmet, his life jacket and safety belts carefully adjusted by John. The 
hatch goes down and then they motor out away from the dock. The first thing 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 fully 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! I 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 I can give you an idea.  
 
With that he dove to 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. When the canopy went up 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 dolphin jet. 
 
Gus was beaming, Nick was relieved, Wendy was somewhat jealous and Glenda 
looked like she could faint. 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! I can't wait to drive one of these myself, when I get older!  
 
Reporter: Is your dad going to buy you one?  
 
Errol: Of course not! I'll get one when I grow up. I loved that ride. I 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! I want to thank Mr. Morganstein for arranging this incredible treat! I 
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 I knew Errol would do well with it [smiles proudly at 
Errol].   
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18. No Good Deed Goes Unpunished 

 
At Errol's age athletic fans have 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 kick balls, throw 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 attract 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 was slightly 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 were 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 him as though he were the first prodigy of 
astronautics. Everyone wanted to hear the story of how he had gotten such an 
opportunity. No, his father was not going to buy him a dolphin jet. No, his father 
didn't pay for the ride, and no his father was not a community leader of any sort. 
Errol just recited the story of how his father happened 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 one is to execute 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 put down in 
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 it 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 swung back, missing, 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. He screamed out: He used swear words! Zero 
tolerance, right? And then, just to grind it all in: I 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 from 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 first aggressor. Based on this, the 
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Superintendent could play 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 when they 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 chop on him. 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 who had been 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 and gone. In the afternoon, Nick would listen to Errol play the trumpet and 
Wendy play the cello. They could even play together some rather interesting 
transcriptions from Telemann by Claudio Arruccini. One would practice for an hour, 
usually Etudes, and then the 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. Glenda was too tired and mostly read the agreeable 
novels recommended by Oprah. Quiet and pleasant times, though Glenda often 
found her position at school rather harrowing. And so they were all four gliding 
through the time trench on their way to Thanksgiving vacation, when they would 
head north to Oneonta, New York, for a visit to Glenda's parents who still lived in 
comfortable independence in their home of fifty years. Oneonta where Glenda got 
her first teaching degree. 
 
But for now, Nick took Errol and Wendy to school and stopped for his latte. 
Although he often looked to see if MaGoon was there, fearing that he might 
impolitely have to extract himself were the conversation again to fall upon God and 
the tense n-way fabric of the universe 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 outside to look 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 into MaGoon so he could ask his opinion. Why didn't he 
talk to other friends about it? They were all working during the day. Why MaGoon? 
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. So he decided the 
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 you following 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 on his front porch when two Bible-thumpers 
show up in 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: I didn't know he was lost. Instead he 
uses his other magic 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 boards? That'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 them talks 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 I did was take my wife to dinner! Then they shoot up my house! 
What's next? I've got to protect our family, and I start today! No, Glenda already has 
two guns, so that's not it. Other things need doing. A home surveillance system? But 
where do I locate the hub? It has to be a huge multi-part screen. In the study?  
 
Nick puts Rusty in 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 Popular Mechanics. 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-ax cable and so forth. It's not 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 motion-based and others are constant take. Then there are 
the video display units, beginning with the screen size, number 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 high-end ones, continuously 
pan and then zoom in on the movement in the visual scope, and once lost, pan out 
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 the very high end distributed micro-
cams that can be embedded in the walls and ceilings which are computer monitored 
in real-time 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 computer-judged amiss or even just when the visual 
systems are shut 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 could well 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 "Mac  family" ), and look at 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 yellow striped jacket feel bad. Nick promised 
Dan he would retain his card in the event that he would become a buyer and that he 
would be checking 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 and placement 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 that matter, 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 challenges and the installation, but then he thought they 
might have an interested bias in the product choice, but what the Hell, if they were 
good at his they should have preferences, no? And just as he was asking for 
agreement with himself, he noticed the three-car 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, cupboards cleared, 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 master 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 looking for?  
 
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's Officer Quinn again! Glenda's mind: at a time like this we get that idiot 
again? But she says: [ŜǘΩǎ Ŏŀƭƭ Detective McIvers .  
 
An hour later, McIvers arrives 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 for the prints they found on a half-empty 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 an obvious 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 never do something so stupid. Would they? 
Why? On the other hand, it all did have the earmarks of professional training, the 
kind police get to ransack a house in minutes. These people definitely knew what 
they were looking for, McIvers reflected. So it was a dead end. The wrong address 
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theme emerged again, as it had after the drive-by shooting. At the same time, there 
was a terrorized family to be dealt with.  
 
McIvers : ²ŜΩƭƭ Ǉƻǎǘ someone here tonight and I 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 you are 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! 
Okay. I think we can get into the Executive for a couple of weeks, but they won't 
take Rusty. He's too big. Any ideas? 
 
McIvers : 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 be here as much as you want, so long 
as you're protected. Rusty 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.  
 
McIvers (sternly) I'll see that he likes dogs, especially Rusty. You will have to instruct 
Officer Quinn about his eating and bathroom needs.  
 
That night the Winslows spend in 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 reporter 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 out of 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 was reasonable that they were badly shaken up by events, 
but they dreaded what the other kids would make of it all. Could 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 pointing out special treatment for the Principal's kids. 
Eventually, they agreed that the children would stay home for a day while Glenda 
went to school and called an assembly to alert community attention to the 
importance of preparedness in the event of burglary. To 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 
McIvers , who had gone out on a few of these community shows together. This was 
also her chance, with McIvers standing 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 been that 
leaked this information to the media. It was simply under investigation, period! End 
of story. In the meanwhile, Detective McIvers wanted 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 house with Errol and 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 drawers back and fill them 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 against the 
wall to be re-hung and put things back on shelves where he thought they 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 again, and then go 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 down 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 point? Would they want to replace these beds that seemed a few 
years earlier to be a great idea from IKEA? And so it went with decision-based 
minutia. How would they get it all done, all that furniture, all that decorating (to 
compensate for all the broken decorations 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 about, Officer Quinn sat on the porch 
with Rusty, watching the neighborhood pass before 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. Why had 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 pulls, disappears 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 furniture and 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. There is 
something about refurnishing a home after family trauma that seems to 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 scene, and all the 
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 and dust everywhere, the stain and the smell of 
fresh epoxy drying 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 with all its new 
cosmetics. But the patina of earlier years has entirely rubbed off, leaving everyone a 
bit institutionalized by the presence of everything matching by intention rather than 
by accumulation,  inheritance and necessity. They all like their "new" surroundings, 
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 signs and scars 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. The tension 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 with the 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 an attack might happen. [ŜǘΩǎ see, 
sleeping in our bedroom, dead to the world, we are awakened by noises in the 
night. [ŜǘΩǎ even assume 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 damage. My 
advantage, Glenda thinks, is to pull my guns out of my night table and go hunting, 
creeping down the stairs, then listening for someone jimmying 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 I count on popping off? 
What if I failed? What if they got in the house and I used all my ammunition? Then 
we would have no protection and all, and we might have an angry and wounded 
criminal coming after us? Lǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳǎΦ ²ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
actually want.!Well, then there could be the safe room. I 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 could be 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 was really malice and not robbery, where the only intent 
would be to harm us? After all, they couldn't be looking for anything. They already 
tossed the entire house. What if they were after us? Would it be like the movie 
where they set fire to the house around us? How about we just move to a different 
house? No, they'd find us if it was us they were after. So we go deep! (A line that 
came to her from a war movie). We go deep and build the room in the cellar. Maybe 
we should reinforce the basement, finish it off 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 invaders couldn'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 of the basement 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 reinforced hatch 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 or family safety? Their negotiations with the security 
contractor, who had experience with embassies, were fruitful in that PowerPoints 
galore emphasized all sorts of possibilities. There were so many options for 
dropping hooks into anyone's paranoia, that they, after many patient sittings, 
decided they need MetaSec (where the Sec part 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 the Winslow's progressive 
requirement documents, solutions and bids and would then present a "way 
forward" plan with which the Winslows could 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, visuals, 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 the right hand is doing, so you parse the roles out to contractors 
and don't tell them what you have in mind. You tell the concrete guys you are 
building a reinforced hurricane and tornado basement, and simply specify the 
necessary utilities apertures. You have the 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 for that. 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 independently check out all phases 
and aspects of the 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 and windows, and  
video, audio, phone that provide "command and "control". Additionally, Nick has 
made sure the huge video screen, that perpetually switches custom views around 
the house, is located in front of a recliner, where he can sit and watch what's going 
on, along with rusty, who has a big fluffy navy blue dog 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 know about 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 law. A half bath 
is also added. This in addition to comfortable couches where they could sleep if 
necessary.  



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 152 
 

 
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 and blankets 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 entertainment 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 wedged  another activity into his schedule. When he returns from 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 relocate the frames. When he can't find them, he curses his 
inattention and runs the entire sequence, maybe for an hour, but he still can't 
locate them. Night views are interesting, or perhaps menacing, as he sees cars come 
repeatedly down the street, which is only a bedroom community, and he can't 
figure why. Over time, such non-events begin to get inserted into his conversations 
with Glenda, and she begins to fear he 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 the idea that they should set up a 
fish-eye 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 time-lapse movie of the stars positions 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 speeding up the frame 
rate. Nick often 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 because she has other 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 circumstances hold for you.  
 
Glenda: Nick I think it's fine that you are taking the kids and picking them up every 
day, but I feel like I see you getting more and more disabled every day and I fear for 
you. If you had activities that got you out more you would start doing better.  
 
Nick: What do you mean by that? 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 I do? Play golf? I hate golf. It's stupid and I only took it up so I 
could pretend I 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!  How about 
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 needed to turn toward such matters. 
Cowboys and Fairies are no longer the mode. Things had changed since Nick and 
Glenda were children. In those days, parents found children a chintzy costume and 
out the door they went with a pillowcase. They were expected back by 9:00 latest. 
But that was before crazy people began poisoning treats and putting razor blades in 
apples, and rapists and pederasts haunted the streets. Now it was de rigeur for 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 
commercial 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 figures, these kids had evolved to a 
costume sophistication 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 blank stare as the child nonchalantely 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 dressed in their 
neighborhood zombie regalia each year 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 saddle and had their dad buy him a snout restraint they could 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 also lashed 
on a pillow under the nightgown by means of a bungee cord. So when 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! Henry, come 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 backpacks had to 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 their children 
wanted to pay so much respect to religious 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 window with a note: Where is it MF? 
 
A fear sweat broke out across all of them. Not again! What would the cameras turn 
up? Nothing. Nick had turned all the security off because it was motion activated, 
unsuitable for a night when hundreds of people might  be banging on the 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 
glass of 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 detective McIvers arrived 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 Police station, as he was aware. Oh God am I 
aware off it!  McIvers said. 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 shot his 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 killed by 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. Haven'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 we 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 they shouldn't 
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.  
 

***  
 
On his way to pick up Errol and Wendy, Nick stops at his cafe. McGoon is already 
there, and with ocular and supercilious gestures, bids Nick to sit down.  
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McGoon: You look haggard, Nick.  
 
McGoon thinks that by comparison to himself being "haggard" is nothing but a 
warm invitation to conversation.  
 
Nick: Hardly slept. 
 
McGoon: Halloween noises in the night? Woo-woo!  
 
Nick: Very funny! No, someone threw a brick through our front window last night. 
At first I was shattered because I had left my wife there alone with all the nuts 
walking around [gulps as he realizes McGoon might take that remark personally but 
then relaxes because he knows nuts don't really do such things]. I mean... And then I 
realized someone was really attacking our home! Completely out of the blue! 
 
McGoon: Woo-woo! 
 
Nick: Very funny!  
 
McGoon: Woo-woo 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, trying to figure it all out. But it's tough. There are so many 
layers to sort out, that when something happens, I begin peeling back and away, but 
I soon get lost. To make more progress I go to sleep, to join up with the dream 
world, where things really happen. In this world, things are simple, in sequence. 
That's why we get lost.  
 
Nick(indulgently): Someday I may understand that statement.  
 
MaGoon: Are you confused, Grasshopper? I sense you are struggling with 
something. What happened?  
 
Nick (reluctantly) : Someone threw a brick through our front window last night. I 
was out with the kids making the rounds. I didn't consider I 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 your house 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: Where is it, MF? 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: Yes, but equally irrational. Someone shot up 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. I decided to pull out, or rather, after the 
explosion I pulled out because I had to get better but also because I became 
convinced, based on conversations with consultants, that my idea wouldn't float. So 
I 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 there 
was always some sort of hard rock being practiced, every day?  
 
MaGoon: Yes I do. 
 
Nick: Well I used to sit down there on the stoop to listen. On the same day I really 
worked out that my Internet business was a non-starter, I was sitting there. Boom! 
It blew up! I awoke in the hospital. It was apparently a meth lab. Police got the idea I 
had something to do with drugs. And no, I don't do or have anything to do with 
drugs. Just a coincidence I was there.  
 
MaGoon: Why in the world did they jump to that conclusion 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: I was bored with my job and got frustrated and quit. I had 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 I had enough.  
 
MaGoon: Did you do something to rile someone against you?  
 
Nick: Probably, but they riled me too. I was about to close a mortgage and a 
colleague screwed everything up. So I raised a stink about it. They also spread it 
around the office that I was a suspect in a murder case.  
 
MaGoon looks away, wondering what the 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 I suppose 
you DID NOT murder someone, right?  
 
Nick: All we did was go to a restaurant. Someone was murdered in cold blood. We 
didn't see anything. Two months later I 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. I couldn't put that together with 
George, the guy who got murdered. I mean, he was a sleaze and all, but I never 
would have taken him for being involved with drugs. Pot maybe, but nothing else.  
 
MaGoon: Pot? Why 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. I 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 I was guilty of anything. 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 I had 
drugs, heroin. They actually thought that. I have no idea! But of course, they didn't 
find any because nothing was ever there. Dogs don't always get it right. Then 
another thing happened. When I got home we decided to trade in my little Miata. 
Two days later I hear they have fished it out of the river and it has a 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! I have no idea.  
 
McGoon: So that's it? Absolutely no traces of drugs on you personally, I 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 I was in the hospital! No 
one to this day seriously believes I have anything to do with either murder or drugs, 
but things keep happening as if someone is convinced I 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, I swear, everything! 
We wanted 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 the police think too. Two murders, drugs, related to me but 
no criminal venture on my part. The net effect is that someone I 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. There are only partial 
stories and partial effects. I 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 subject of the 
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 continue this 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 
McGoon's 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 look at 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 for boys. But 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 mission", as they said.  
 
Then he thought it could be interesting to get involved in the jetboat 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 still asking 
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 onus of 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 families. 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 and Ralph 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.  
Dance Master: Herman Corez 
 
Attire: Formal 
Pick-up time: 4:00 
End: 9:00 
 
Schedule: 
 
5:30 - arrival 
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5:45 - Kathy Foley organizes remote-controlled 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 children 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 that Nick 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 everyone has enjoyed the festivities and 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 with the 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 best decision of their lives. They 
had all been with Bill for at least 10 years. And they mentioned how Bill had 
rewarded them all recently with dolphin jets. What could be more fun?  
 
On Monday thence Chris the CFO and Nick meet in Starbucks to talk about 
collaboration. 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, marinas and parking garages. International transactions take place via 
letters of credit. All purchasing over $100,000 passes the CEO table, Foley presiding. 
They will generate the orders "suggest" the sources of payment give directions 
about deposit. Nick will be in 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 their network of automated parking garages, and 
gas stations where 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, relations with 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 anticipated. 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 Bill Foley had 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 influence, such 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 loans is paramount. 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 control so long as the 
customer is indebted to the bank and depends on free-wheeling 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 threatening to enrich 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 would be 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 all happening 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 separate banks. This is a common strategy for cash 
businesses that move large amounts of cash; by making the pick-up and deposit 
routes vary, it would make hold-ups far less susceptible to planning. Balance audits 
in the cash banks would determine if too much was sitting in 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. Simpler, gentler 
solutions to under/over 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 through 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 problems with large-scale "escapements".  
 
Then there 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. Often the 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 (John Spender), usually 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 like Starbucks, 
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 out if Foley et. al. 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 off-shoring as best he could tell by 
poking about in the bank 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 and audit requirements of letters of credit. I 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 orders. The one 
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. These 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 auditing burden with Chris.  
 
Now in the 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 introduction on behalf 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 visit herself and 
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 chauffeur opended the door, out stepped Nick in a smart blue 
Armani suit, and black shoes of fine well shined black soft leather , with thinnish 
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Italian heels, and a slim leather sheaf of papers under arm. Condescendingly 
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 for Foley?  
 
Nick: It's a long ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ. Bill Foley has asked me to take 
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 I would take you to lunch. Have you eaten yet?  
 
Phil: No.  
 
Nick: I 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 destroy someone else's career has failed. They feel that the 
assurance of power they felt has collapsed inside them and they are back to being 
beaten-down bullies. Anything would have been preferable to being taken to an 
outstanding restaurant at this man's expense. Phil 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. And the women 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 as a 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 ever since.  
 
Nick: How so?  
 
Phil: When you walked out with your deposits I had a lot to explain.  
 
Nick: Such as?  
 
Phil: Why I didn't know you were one of our largest depositors. That showed 
everybody that I 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 in question 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 Branch manager 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 on deposit 
was just sitting there fallow. I 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 we would pass the strength tests. 
 
Nick: And you suffered no consequences from the audits?  
 
Phil: Basically, we're in detente. I don't make things worse for them if they don't 
make things worse for me. I hope you're not planning anything more?  
 
Nick: No. Just business. I'm expecting meticulous and responsive management of 
our affairs. I 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 dealings, 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 some tuning is required. I 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 email. 
 
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 
credit card streams, and checks in deluge. Sometimes he rides in the Brinks truck to 
get a personal 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 hold-up gangs. Soon Nick is receiving 
some big orders 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 the part, 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 suppliers, as history has made a bit of a mish-mash 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 satisfied 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 looking 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 that navigating this Hades of 
subterranean digital rivers was  fun and transformations 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 could also watch surveillance 
down there in the safe room with Rusty.  
 
So far, so good. He thought. I take the kids to school. I stop for a latte, and by 10:00 I 
am in my chair watching the great game advance. I point and click to find a street. I 
point and click to find an account. I point and click to find pots of gold all over the 
map. If something goes wrong I make a phone call; if I want to change something I 
point and click, or call someone. I only need face time when something goes wrong, 
and that has not happened yet. I 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; I point and click my way 
through everything, and I get to have lunch 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 I am great and 
Errol is great and and Wendy is great. And wow! They pay me to do this and I get 
invited to Viennese waltz parties and I get driven around in a limo and I can see the 
computer in the limo and I can go anywhere I want and Errol is winning at track and 
holding his own with bullies and Wendy is winning the 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 without end. Even Phil 
Merryweather is a conquered dragon. Can't even understand why I thought he was 
such a dragon before. I must have been such a schmuck. My God imagine going  to 
California to start an Internet business, Sucked-in my ass! What happened to my 
schmuckness? All this I never saw before! Who knows what I might  have done if I 
had seen myself without that schmuckness and seen my power to preside over a 
world that is well regulated by order and computers? And I only have to check it 
now again and give it my occasional inputs to settle everything back into its optimal 
groove! Yes I'm cycling again. I cycle when all is well and it is all well now. And I no 
longer have those creeps following me and I haven't seen the 49 Pontiac or the blue 
van, or the red butterfly.  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 
sitting on his wheeled chair over to where Rusty is sitting attentively, leans forward 
and touches his 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, and their upstairs 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 in, they swing the steel 
lock door closed and slide the 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 suppression 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 police station. 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 how you 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 shots had 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, which he 
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 angle did not reveal the plate number, but what they had was considered a 
good start. When Detective  McIvers arrived 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 room. As the detective insisted, Nick extracted that McIvers 
would not reveal their secret source of security. Once in the room McIvers was quite 
amazed saying that it all looked like a government control bunker. There, he and 
Nick watched the dull neighborhood spectacle 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 have a look. McIvers asked what 
else Nick did down there in that well-furnished 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 Mr. Foley himself! 
Taking his leave, McIvers reassured 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 the house with the external drive in his pocket, McIvers 
wondered if 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 a neighborhood was shot at and the 
neighborhoods were non-contiguous. So when McIvers got 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 could make the copy, and 
he urged Nick to lock up 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 at his house, 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 drug-land style evaluation had failed in that the modus 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 house 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 were 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 arbitrarily choosing victims. 
The newspaper analysis tried to put 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 focus whatever. So all these theories were dead ends. The matter 
became all the more prominent the next day when 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 now the race card was to be 
proposed. But it was fumbled by the tragic news of a death in another 
neighborhood, white and elderly, same m.o., 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 what they had, and probably the shooter had 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 colleagues expressing 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 withstood with apparently no profound damage 
there lingers a je ne sais quoi that says planning has been effective, but luck does 
soberly clamor for recognition some place in the shadows of forgetfulness. It seems 
to have a little drum and perhaps a faint tambourine that tap 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 good people. 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 be 
disregarded or discounted as powerless. It can summon legions of fears, as a 
blizzard does the snow. Someone is still out there. It 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 represent.  Somewhere.  
 
Practicality comes next as Nick needs to engage for 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 considers this 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 ceiling, patching with hot plaster and 
grinding it all smooth again before painting, reliving the anxiety of slopping paint 
across the meeting of edges and having to deal with every detail once more. This 
they can fit in just before the family leaves to visit Glenda's parents in Oneonta.  
 

***  
 
On November 15th, McGoon is 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 way?  
 
Nick: No.  
 
McGoon: Sounds like a disconfiguration.  
 
Nick: What?  
 
McGoon: Well, we know he has struck twice (assuming itΩs a he) 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 be multiple 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 have a community 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 way of fouling 
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 
another's 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, while not 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 would be 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 caught directly in the act.  
 
Nick: My head is spinning! I can see how it would be plausible, but not possible. I 
mean, getting that much of a stage set for such things and then actually repeating 
the performance flawlessly?  
 
McGoon: Just a speculation.  
 
MaGoon has, on this Tuesday, drawn a water buffalo in silhouette in front of a dark 
green bamboo forest.  
 

***  
 
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 player unit in front 
of them. Nick tells Glenda about his encounter with McGoon and about McGoon's 
speculation. It strikes Glenda as mad, and she says so. Please! This can't happen 
again!  
 
Nick: But even lightning strikes twice in the same place.  
 
Glenda, being very pithy sometimes, responds: Right, where there are lightning 
rods. Twice is probably a low number.  
 
And now they are silent. The weather is rainy-soggy as they pass along the quondam 
roots of anthracite, iron and steel on their way to the next big goal : lunch. They will 
stop at a restaurant right there on US Route 81. Nothing to see, really, along these 
trails, nothing in Wilkes-Barre or Scranton they haven't seen, nothing of interest for 
the children. This route inspires a deep longing for teleportation. 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 Connie Parker will 
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 twenty-six 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 would 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 a flavor plough.  
 
The only thing Nick could tell them as to what was actually known about all these 
events was that his ex-colleague 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 on his 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 bore 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 their behalf. 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 turkey. Then 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. It 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 sale signs glisten with silver flecks, the bulbs flash on long 
strands in the super-drugstore; 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 away from home 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 left-over turkey, a slide show of 
the happy family from the 70s, some TV and then 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 unfortunately they couldn't take 
Monday off because of work, you know. The best day of the weekend was Sunday 
when, after an out-sized breakfast, they drove home, with a stack of roast beef 
sandwiches, potato chips, a dill pickle for each, and a coke. Better than highway 
burgers but eaten while driving in this rainy pre-winter 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, half-listen to 
music and occasionally chat about the thoughts that swirls over 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 begins to reflect on McGoon's disconfiguration 
theory that seems to be threatening his family and his life. Disconfiguration has no 
eidolon; all it's parts are separate, remote and relate only through one thread: 
sequence, irucate at any moment into simultaneous tines. 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 into the glove 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 android mode, 
the driver will pull away from the curb and be directed by the GPS to the target, 
shoot, and return the car to a pre-programmed 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 his 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 the 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 realization 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 figure out 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 powerful it could 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 meta-perception 
and tried to imagine how the text of this great evolving acid plot might have had its 
origins. The the string of thoughts could perhaps be traced 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, but staying 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 a junction that 
would operate semi-unsupervised 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 actors jump 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 distributed transfer protocol some 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 agreed, then another tag could be sent out to 
accomplish the deed and implicate 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's thinking went tumbling on as thy rolled towards home, never really 
clarifying but alternating 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 again that 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 credit for this 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 were understood 
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 or affirm 
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 
appropriate delivery 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 date was 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 to go into extended explanation. Phil recalls that 
Foley has never wanted anything different; he as 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 import documents be presented? Where in 
fact were the goods to be delivered? Foley had made just such an order months 
ago. Why didn't he combine the orders? Were they going to be delivered into 
different ports? Did Nick know what cities the automated parking facilities (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 a need to know. 
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 critical information. They would always supply 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 with this 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 kids from 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 smiled and thought their children would get a kick out 
of it. So Andy the chauffeur happily complied with the idea to 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 they were 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 movie shot, with the 
besneakered foot slowly emerging toward the curb. That was a hit! And then of 
course Andy obliged by re-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 day. Nick had 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 Detective McIvers , who would like to see them again to discuss "the case", the 
next day. There have been developments relative to the drive-by shooting. 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 nothing of 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 how their 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. I don't know how we could both know this guy.  
 
Glenda: Gus?  
 
Nick: Well, it's usually a guy who goes around shooting an AK, right?  
 
Glenda: I used to shoot one, and I'm not that unique. 
 
Nick: Ok, but its unlikely. And how would both of us know this person? I just don't 
get it.  
 
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 attack on their 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 
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cans in a tornado. Finally, a double Ambien brings him down and allows him to sleep 
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 line-up? They will meet at 5:30 at the police station.  
 

***  
 
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 the 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 
Wednesday, McGoon would 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 to McGoon. But perhaps this would be unnecessary if the 
afternoon line-up (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 there in the 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 line-up separately and not discuss their 
findings with each other until they were again both brought back to the interview 
room. When McIvers arrived, 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 on her face. 
When Nick went in he didn't have the faintest idea what he was about to see. There, 
on the other side of the one-way glass were five men and two women. Nick did not 
know any of them.  
 
Actually, having Nick view the group was just more formal police protocol. Glenda, 
on the other hand, was sitting rigidly in her chair looking pallid.  
 
McIver: Nick, 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? Glenda how could you pick him out when you have no 
idea who shot up our house. 
 
Glenda: They simply told me to identify anyone I knew in the line-up. That's all. I 
don't know if he did anything, but I wouldn't be surprised.  
 
McIver: That's right. The solution became 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 he 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. Ballistics 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 kicked, and the father that 
came into my class that time with the baseball bat demanding I change Freddy's 
grades. He was the reason I got my gun, remember?  
 
Nick: You've got to be kidding! That nut?  
 
McIvers and Glenda: Yes. 
 
So the disconfiguration theory has run into 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 morning 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.  
 

***  
 
When MaGoon appeared he was carrying a zippered portfolio case, upscale from his 
usual ragged block of 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 students.  He was mad about some bad grades his kid had wracked up.  
 
McGoon: I can't believe anyone would do such a thing for reasons like that! [As if 
this were the shallowest BS] 
 
Nick: Well, it turns out he had a lot of crazy grudges. He visited several 
neighborhoods and did the same thing there. We don'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 he lived, then pop,pop, pop two nights later. 
 
You know, since the last time we spoke I 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 wave: the 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 I may 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 referred to the ground. Greeks 
were sea-faring people and the reference  to ground at sea made no sense. But no 
matter. 
 
Nick, showing impenetrability: So I may never get to the bottom of all this because 
there is 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 morality. 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 into covenants and agreements, surrounding 
yourself with walls and "rights" and weapons, and allies to counter the nearly 
inevitable violation, or at least to delay it for the maximum time. This costs money, 
and you pay it. But then there are those who know how to penetrate 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 need to constantly 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!  
 
I say that what has besieged you is still there and 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 I can't identify the religion. 
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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 I found you here today. I have 
something special I want to show you. 
 
McGoon touches his index finger to the extreme right edge of his left eye, indicating 
that Nick should be prepared to look closely at something, 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. The drawing is 
multimedia, meaning charcoal and pencil. A mosquito is standing about in the 
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 way that 
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. McGoon holds the picture close to Nick, but as Nick takes it in, 
McGoon moves away, tipping back further on his chair. Nick begins to squint.  
 
At this point McGoon says: 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.  
 
McGoon reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a bottle of Channel's "Holiday 
Red" nail polish. It is approximately the color of capillary blood. McGoon daubs 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. I 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.  
 
McGoon gets up and leaves, portfolio closed and re-zipped.  There may be a storm. 
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Nick tries in his mind to visualize the phantoms of disconfiguration and to imagine 
how events so mysteriously rumpled could 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 room.  
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26. Rational Fervor 

 
On his way home, Nick thinks he should rededicate 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 Industries, he will keep a white 
board on the wall behind 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 wants to Kordagujinev 
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. He chooses 
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 begins with a decision 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 center of it all, with Winslow as its "Title". 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, 
Corpse-in-car, House Tossing (uses circles). So since there is a relationship 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 add in 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 drive-by and the brick. However, knowing that the drive-by was entirely 
unrelated, he will not create a 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. They are  only connected by an abstract motive. But to 
show that the relationship is uncertain, he draws the arrow with a dashed shaft. 
Now it dawns on him that he has omitted the most important element: an unknown 
object that someone was after. So here he makes use of one of the MindMaps 
strongest features, a mnemonic 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 evidence to 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 universe involved by his business, as second interactive 
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 is deposited in 
any of several  non-interstate banks that are local to operations, then transferred, 
some algorithmically, and some at discretion, electronically. 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 the credit cards empty into it like tributaries into the 
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, signifying the cash sink. There are restaurants, 
marinas and automated parking lots well distributed over the four-state area. Cash 
deposits go by state. Now Nick comes up with this idea: use the drill-down functions 
of the software to create sub pages; as background for each subpage, use a state 
map; on each state map create a sink (circle) for the cash and a well (pin) for the 
cash, where cash originates. No. Wrong. He thinks. He cannot draw any of the 
arrows here. There are several local banks in each but where each deposit changes 
destination over time. After a few more hours of fooling with the graph, he has 
graphic references by which to understand the money situation of the company, at 
least statically. It takes three days to put all this together. He steps back from it and 
says to himself that that has just described the company's circulatory system. Not 
quite, in that he has not managed the outputs to investments and invoices nor the 
returns on profit from investment. These he will put in at a later time, since so 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 only his first impression, though, and he 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 the 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 job Nick!  
 
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, bonds, thrifts and especially municipals in Europe. It'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 
ŀǊōƛǘǊŀƎŜ όϷΣϻΣϵ,¥) also helps to even 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 I expect you to be learning 
for a while. La Roma non fu fatta in un giorno, Rome wasn't built in a day, as they 
say. Enjoy Harrods! LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘƛŜǎΦ 
 



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 183 
 

Nick: Oh, I'm glad you mentioned that! Could you send someone over so I could 
learn how to use the company database system? I know it's simple but I don't have 
access yet and I may need some instruction on query formation. 
 
Bill: Sure! Call Tom Kaplan. He's very good. I learned in a snap.  
 
All very good, Nick now reflects on his "Winslow map". Perhaps he 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 time-line chart to go with it all.  
 
Nick has now been in the house for almost three days straight, and Tom Kaplan 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 runs into McGoon 
who has now decided to dedicate Thursdays to a portrait of the dead Ophelia 
floating down the river emerging head-first under a stone bridge.  
 
Nick: How did you come up with this idea? I mean, what in the world?  
 
McGoon: Ideas come from all sorts of places. I never know how, but I find that if I 
just think blankly, something will usually happen. Oscar Wilde said it was de 
profundis. Suffering is only one long moment, but it is inhabited by many spirits. And 
the spirits speak through the cracks as mute appearances. 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 I am trying to 
capture her before she disappears again.  
 
Nick, opaquely: She appears in your dreams?  
 
McGoon: No. When I am still. I think this is like meditation, where you remove 
yourself from the scene; you let the sediment drop to the bottom of the glass of 
water until something appears there, not as a sensory thing, but as a 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 dead image. 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. LǘΩǎ why you always wake up in a sweat when you are dreaming deeply: you 
are frustrated that you will not see 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: LǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ not up to you. You'll see. By the way I may be moving again. 
 



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 184 
 

Nick: Where?  
 
McGoon: Not sure. Just thinking about it. I get too cranky if I stay too long in one 
place.  
 
Nick: Sorry to hear that. I enjoy our conversations. 
 
McGoon: Thanks! Me too!  
 
 
When Nick gets home he feels happy to be in his safe place. The experience with 
MaGoon had been giving him the feeling of vulnerability to strange experiences, but 
there won't be any in his safe room. There he has his "workstation" where he can 
view the larger 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 established. He rethreads the articles he scanned in; 
next he goes Googling 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. He feels like this is dead matter because the mystery has 
been solved (mostly). Now he 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 
stares at him affectionately eye to eye. Somehow, he feels like Rusty is saying 
something, but ears and other senses don't work to decode it. We all get those 
messages from dogs; everyone knows that. With good cheer, Nick swivels back to 
look at his screen and changes over to the "Foley map". There too he sees nothing. 
It occurs to him that the map is static, but reality is dynamic. In other words, the 
circulatory flows between different mapped "objects", the retail outlets, the banks, 
investments and countries, are 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 doesn't have the channels (computerspeak: flows). There are 
multiple banks (sinks) and multiple wells (pins) but there are no definite relations 
between them because of the randomizing effects of the cash pickups by Brinks 
Security and the aftermath of algorithmic transfers guided by sub-second 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 stares at the 
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 know-how, he will 
be able to use the cash-codes to match with state-codes and bank-codes to match 
up wells with sinks on any date.  
 
So that Friday, Dec 2, 2011, he is ready to begin tracing deposits. The lesson from 
Tom had been quite effective. In his dreadfully boring MBA he had taken years ago, 
he had was brought up to date with current software tools 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 could scratch notes here and 
there. Given end-of-month closings, he was sure to have every transaction for his 
sample month, 11/2011. Making 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 many things to tie up before the trip 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 maliciously attributed 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 this after 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 be eased though it in the first class of 
British Air. They could comfortably recline, have a few glasses of wine and not suffer 
so much from the fodder-like cabin food. They arrive in reasonable comfort at 9:00 
am. They will stay at the Millennium Hotel on Sloan St, right in the heart of 
Knightsbridge, where a small conference has been arranged at the request of Bill 
Foley. The three-day 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 very private 
and the dining will be sumptuous. After lunch they will be let out of the meeting so 
they can be with their families the rest of the day, and perhaps meet up later for a 
team-building dinner.  
 
There is really only one reason to visit London at Christmas time: Harrods. 
Otherwise, London is cold, damp and full homeless people, suffering drunks and 
addicts, enormous shopping crowds and 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 department 
store of all stores, covering 4.5 acres with two sub floors,  access to their own 
Underground metro station, and seven floors above ground. All this is in the shape 
of a home plate. After 4:00pm, Harrods becomes the most massive Christmas tree in 
the world, with all its castle-like edges and windows lit by colored bulbs, the 
kilowatt requirements of which have never been released to environmentalists. 
Every 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 on, like the Three Wise Men, seeming to enjoy the displays as 
much as the passersby, who hold their young children up to the window for a better 
view.  Harrods boasts the 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, 
health and 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, ports & 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, not all their 
selection taste is as tatty as the 9-inch high heel platform shoes "fashioned" from 
the "softest" bright yellow leather and decorated with silver buttons separated 
about a quarter of an inch that stick out about a quarter of an inch. In fact, for 
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extreme elegance in gifts you can buy, store, and sell (guaranteed) pure gold in 
various increments starting at 1.5g to 12.5kg (a great convenience for oil-soaked 
laundry not kept in regulated banks).  
 
People think all this is fun to do at Christmas time in England: review every sparkling 
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 in-coming gifts to themselves and souvenirs of vacation time well 
spent at 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 could be considered "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 gold-plated thrones encrusted 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 
mechanisms. One of the most imaginative was 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, watching the shoppers through a pair of supplied binoculars. While they 
were in the air, Nick took the opportunity to eyeball all the strange ideas people had 
as targets for squandered money. And so there was the motorcycle consisting of a 
single huge  wheel which spun forward over the head of the driver wreathed inside 
it, controlling direction with a tiny wheel trailing the great tire. Other toys were an 
array of cars with forms perverted into boats or air planes or helicopters at the push 
of a button.  Then there was the Iron Man rig, for the gentleman who wanted to 
walk through bad neighborhoods unharmed. If attacked by gun or knife could easily 
deflect it, or if by hand, he was protected with a jolt of paralyzing electricity. And 
then there was the Dolphin Jet Boat with the world-is-such-a-small-place, 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's  fun up here. Guys are so excited to be seeing all these 
fantasy objects in one place! They are even selling. I sold seven dolphins already. 
You know how? I show the film of the water polo game from that day in Philly and I 
show them the thrill kids get out of it. Errol went right to the heart of the matter. 
Dads love 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. I wanted to know how it's going with you and Bill? Am I going 
to be getting you one of these boats soon?  
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Nick: Hopefully not. You know how I am in boats. 
 
Gus: Just joking! But, seriously, all is well?  
 
Nick: Yes. I'm really beginning to get into this job. Bill set up a 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!  
 

***  
 
Christmas is typically a family time, but when the family is traveling in London, most 
Americans find it a 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 
chicken and sausage links. The 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 received 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 century, the days of grog and more grog, and it 
better jolly well continue unchanged! So up they went, plates in hand. Following 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 Detective McIvers 
.  
 
McIvers : Merry Christmas to you and your family!  
 
Nick: Well the very same to you, Detective, but what makes you call on this merry 
day? 
 
McIvers : Good news can always wait, but not bad news.  
 
Nick: Bad news? What in the world? What now?  
[He makes a big how the hell do I 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] 
 
McIvers : It's  your basement. 
 
Nick: You're calling me about my basement??? Did it flood? Why is that a police 
matter?  
 
McIvers : 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 across the floor. People 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!  
 
McIver: It was a small bomb. They were trying to break into your room down there 
and they must have accidentally triggered the fire suppression system, which 
apparently suffocated them. The neighbors first heard 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 station or even at the alarm 
service.  
 
Nick: What should I do now? We are coming home tomorrow. Didn't want to spend 
our whole vacation here in this city.  
 
McIver: 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?  
 
McIver: No. We're working on it. When you get back we'll go over it all with you.  
 
Nick turns to Glenda, Errol and Wendy: They broke in trying to get into the safe 
room. When they tried to blow the lock they set off the fire suppression system. No 
idea who it was!  
 
Errol: I 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, Daddy? And now, so patient and stolid,Glenda's gasket 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 Carvery 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. 
 
In a comforting voice, Nick says: No one is trying to kill us! They were just trying to 
rob us, I guess. They were after something in the basement. I 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, some with a wine glass in their hand, 
some with celery, some with a napkin, one 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. But this 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 could talk 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 days. Then chairs started to drag 
and creak as people again began to sit down to their dinners and the Maître'd came 
and offered to escort them to a quiet and secluded place, the business office. Water 
was brought and the Maître'd offered calming words and any services 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 him. Usually 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 to well up 
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 had shot 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 house 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 once. Out on the 
street people get hit by 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: I 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, non-stop. 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 end-to-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 under the same light of the same sun. Nick and Glenda do fall asleep 
over their reading material and in spite of the movies offered.  Nick dreams dreams 
he can't describe when he wakes up, and Glenda's sleep is only superficial, thinking 
about the new disorder in the 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 confirms it is no longer there.  
 
Glenda : Nick! What are you doing?  
 
Nick: Nothing.  Just stretching. Usually I'm thinking about my bed at this point, but I 
feel very anxious.  
 
Glenda: Me too. Our home seems to be turning repugnant. Bodies in the basement. 
Can't get the image out of my mind. I mean, more dead people? What do they do 
when they find dead people?  
 
Nick: I suppose they photograph everything then clean up anything that's a mess, 
ǘƘŜƴ ŘŜƻŘƻǊƛȊŜΣ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƳŜƭƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŘŜŎƻƳǇ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀble smell, 
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, I know. I don't think we need to worry about that, but I want you to 
go in first and check things out before we bring the 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, and makes 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 
waist-length peacoat, jeans and bright red "wellies" as they are called in England.  
Yet 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 lead-lines: I 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 him as he drops into a 
nearly insensitive trance. He is attached to the floor by the faint feeling of vibration 
and senses like 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 folded-over hands 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 or perhaps there's a 
god in the texture all around him that is sending him sleep-like, trance-like 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 must be in a 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 glide above the floor. 
Nick has been indulging with her in the cheap campaign and 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 calls his roommate Ted, and they get her to 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 drink of water with 
special endowments near the top. Judy doesn't like her too much because 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 double-majored (in archaeology) just in 
case her career in opera didn't work out in the long term and she might need 
something practical. 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 angry for some 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. 
 
ItΩs 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.  



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 193 
 

 
At present it is not a resort area like it was back in the day. There are mostly a few 
mossed-over cabins, garages and docks in a state of collapse. The docks had once 
upon a time supported a lively canoeing, row boating and fishing crowds industry, 
but this place at its best was known for Club Friendly, a haunt of the late teens 
through early thirties of the last century, before in burned mysteriously in 1928. It 
was one of those evening get-a-ways for a miscreant and not-so-married people 
with enough money to buy furs on the side and better-than-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 hard, polished maple floors. If you had been standing on the 
dance floor you would have seen that, running continuously up the wall from floor 
to ceiling and behind each level of balcony was a continuous jungle design in indigo, 
pea green, and yellow with strong looking vines and branches. 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 stare down on the dance floor insouciant of the diners and drinkers 
at tables. This room 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 cold; the moon is bright, and there is slushy snow everywhere.  
Ted parks his old Impala at the end of the farm road where a faint path begins. A 
change from dancing shoes is called for and they all put on their boots. Ted and Nick 
have black overshoes with clasps. Bonnie has heavy socks like the Wicked 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 boom box, and folding chairs, the 
kind spectators use at horse races. The plan is to penetrate the bush and eventually 
enter what is left of Club Friendly. This they are able to do after clearing certain 
barriers. No matter that their lantern allows them to see the signs:  
 

CLUB FRIENDLY 
Private Property 

 KEEP OUT 

 
And then they see it, rising up in romantic desolation like a dark tower, 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 
years by careless campers. It is a large poured concrete 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 dumbfounded. 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 dull 
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 these 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 cello 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 of throat while Bonnie plays a swooning melody of joy choked with 
broken grief.  Her preference for the interpretive style of Viktoria Mullova is clear. 
Nick feels the air vibrate, and as they break into the larghissimo, as if enacting the 
pathetic fallacy, light beams more brilliantly penetrate the burned out roof and  
discontinuous rafters, 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 boom box, and now 
they are waltzing and smiling 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 enthralled 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 and time travel.  After another pass of the 
bottle and joint, Bonnie is inspired to change the music so she can sing. She has a 
beautiful and well-trained coloratura voice and thinks this the ideal night to arise in 
the person of the Queen of Night.  
 
Sie kommt! Unsere Königen!  She 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 preparation from 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, losing contact 
with the music, and beginning to pretend a rapture from 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 consternation in what 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 careened into a 
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 need to pull her out of the 
water. In just a quick moment as Nick came back to the lakeΩǎ ŜŘƎŜ ƘŜ  saw the 
lantern rushing 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 drowned, so might he. The best thing would be to get help. At 
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that point the clouds had cleared, but the snow was so heavy he was not sure he 
could even find his way back to shoreΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƭŜǘǘŜǊǎ Ψb5[¸Ψ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ 
remained of a sign. Occasionally he felt the 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 could, but feared the lake 
might give way on 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.  
 
The temperature dove and in the following two weeks there were record lows. His 
friends did not turn up alive, as he somehow still held out hopes they would. It was 
not until three weeks later that some skating teenagers came across a thin pane of 
ice, with two horrid and bloated faces looking up. 
 
The police called Nick for immediate identification, but that was difficult, except for 
one obvious detail: red rubber boots. 
 
Sir! Sir! The lavatory is available now. Nick had relived all this while rocking up and 
down on the balls of his feet, 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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Part 3 
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29. Puzzle Pieces 

McGoon's Attic 
 
McGoon tinkers 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 second-floor 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 and painted dark blue black. Glow-
paint  has been dotted onto the dark, so that at night it looks like a star field, with 
reminiscences of constellations. The entire floor, except for the hatch area,  is 
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 
channels. 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 other planets hang in space. Planets are papier mâché. There are two round 
cushions such as one finds in meditation chambers, one for brother McGoon and 
one for sister McGoon. That is because they meditate here in an effort to join the 
great intentionality of the 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 days off to the presence of irrelevant thought or 
cosmic scission.  
 

A Cast of Cats 
 
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 agrees with everything you say; 
is black with long, luxurious fur, and a white-tipped 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 - Always suspicious 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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Bingo- She moves up to any hand that has given her something, rubs against it, and 
occasionally gives it a lick; seems to smile all the time. She is a beautiful blue-gray. 
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 whereabouts 
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 received a text message 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 jacket, saying "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. Usually not. 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 into some who 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 forth and rebuild, 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 Alabama, he did nothing in school, found opportunity but not 
meaning in Iraq. His best friend's legs got blown off and died. Bo was 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 well-known rule in his family that leaving 
home was a one-way 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. Grocery store sandwiches and Red Bull were 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. When he was quiet and tearful, they would gingerly 
put coins in his hat. Some would feel the rush of guilt-driven generosity and give 
him some denomination of paper money, usually a dollar, but sometimes more, but 
never more than one piece of paper money. Another vet was there too, who was 
from an earlier war. 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, but in his heart he knew better.  
 
 

Pin, Junkie, b. 1996 
 
Pin has no existential problems; they disappeared when he discovered heroin. That 
was when he was fifteen, and ran into Chuck. Pin was going nowhere after school. 
He would just hang with'em. Pin didn't start 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 go with it and 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, the only 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 face is so beautiful that 
the trick doesn't always work. She thinks often about how funny it is that everyone 
wants to pay her and pay no attention. She can see to the change. She is happy with 
the income she gets and doesn't pilfer. Someone hands her a ticket and she asks 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 numbers, the meeting number, locker and the 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 gone. He 
resumes his seat in waiting. 
 

More about Boating 
 
Ocean going trawlers follow schools 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, sustained by 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 contents to anyone. 
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 for the Drug Business 
 
There is always a foundational principle for any computer system, and it relates to 
the agency that funds its development. Any infraction of the foundational principle 
leaves an everlasting crater. The foundational principle is never technical, but socio-
economicΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ƻŦ Ǝƭƻōŀƭ ŘǊǳƎ ǘǊŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǇǊƻŦƛǘΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 
ŎŀǳƎƘǘΦ IƻŘƻǎ ό ʵˈˌύ is Greek 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 fulfillment and payment boundary. Fulfillment sets 
up a transaction pair, informing where the "Distributor" 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 
supply is 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 matched two codes 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 never knows where 
they are paid for and the person receiving payment never knows the actual location 
of the drugs.  
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Breaking apart each side 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 available). In addition, it informs each "Distributor" 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 in. 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 being butchered keeps the Distributors 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 used, the mere 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 message to the transporter that in 
turn sends the message to the smartphone of the "Distributor".  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 transaction 
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 always different and in-coming 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 recognized via the 
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: An Anecdote 
 
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 find great fault 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 meaning less 
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 your acid scorn.  The person so corrected must fear for their job if they 
respond to this God-like 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 own method for creating massive inattention. He used 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 build 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 calibrations 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 work on a piso mojado. 
 
So that's how one hundred dollar bills came to be known as Phil's Bills.  
 

McIver's Laboratory 
 
Jim McIver, the detective, has nothing like the dressed for fun and great team room 
on THE CLOSER TV show with Kyra Sedgwick. She has a dozen or so 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 the crap out of them 
when it turns into a frown.  
 
But no. McIver'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 must 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. It seems 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 bypass and yes he is 
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 wrath and professional sodomy. He 
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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McGoon's Quiet Thoughts 
 
Cross legged on his pillow sits McGoon after an hour or so, thinking: 
 

The Optical Illusion of Time 
 

Two objects cannot occupy the same space at the same 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 Newton, but with 
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 
ƻŎŎǳǊκŜȄƛǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ƧǳǎǘƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ Ŧƭƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǎǇŀŎŜ 
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 non-locality issues), when an 
ƻōǎŜǊǾŜǊ άǎŜŜǎέ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǉǳƛōōƭƛƴƎ ǿŀȅΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘΣ ōȅ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴΣ 
because the information can only arrive in accordance with the time it takes this 
information to arrive, riding on the light-speed 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 will only know for certain that it no longer exists when, as we are 
watching its light arrive, it suddenly goes out after some period, like a train arriving 
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 information may exist, the event does 
not, as far as we know in our lifetime. A well-respected physicist clarifies spacetime 
as follows: 
 
If you buy the notion that reality consists of things in y our freeze-frame mental 
image right now, and if you agree that your 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) and Sci-Fi (more often)  use is to imply that if 
A occurs 150 million light years away, and B were 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 
ŎƘŀƴƎŜ !Ωǎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōǎǳǊŘƭȅΣ .Ωǎ Ŏƻƴsciousness would need to remain 
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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 made nothing of two 
violations of reality ς that in order to change spacetime A we would need to exceed 
the speed of light in order to arrive prior to the event we are trying to change and 
secondly that at such speed our mass would be entirely consumed and converted 
into pure energy with no path back to physical existence.  But this is surely only half 
ƻŦ ƛǘΦ LŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾƛǘȅ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳ ǘƘŜ άŦƭƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ 
simply exist in spacetime simultaneously, we must be dealing with a tautology: if 
events exist then they exist (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 one thing happens before another in time. If there is another 
meaning for the flow of time then I 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 obliterated and 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 complexity. At this point we 
have slipped back  under the shadow of metaphysics and 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 what has 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 your family! I can't imagine going through 
all this, and on Christmas Day, no less! If I 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 I thank you 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 conversation with Officer Quinn, Detective McIvers 
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 there, as he doesn't want to disturb the details 
until they can explore together. Nothing to fear though 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 checked all 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 his family 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. If you dream something bad, I 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 adjusted 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 handy in her nightstand; she does this 
while Nick is in the bathroom.  
 
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 himself the 
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 
consciousness, and at different times in the night semi-cinematic 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 simultaneously random, coherent and non-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 in dream 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 itself than 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, full in cast 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, many partial 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 wounded in 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 bread for toast. 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 children. Wendy pours the orange 
juice and sets the table. Soon they are all piling pancakes on a plate, inserting 
butter, banana slices and loganberries between the layers, and then dumping real 
maple syrup over everything. Errol and Wendy play their own invented game: 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 the thick bacon 
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 Detective McIvers arrives, asks if everyone is well, and gladly accepts a mug 
of black coffee. McIvers strips the yellow police tape off the basement door and 
accompanies Nick down stairs into the basement. Nothing is out of place, except the 
door to the safe room, which has been blown off its hinges. The explosion has left 
papers strewn everywhere along with other items, but there is no sign of real 
damage, just clutter.  
 
McIver: Anything strike you about the room, Nick?  
 
Nick: Nope, other than everything  being all over the place. 
 
McIver: 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? No wallets or anything? 
 
McIver: 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. I don't have anything at all in there. In my desk I have 
nothing. I have absolutely nothing here anyone could care about.  
 
McIver: Mind if we take your laptop?  
 
Nick: Why? That's crazy. I have business information on it that Mr.Foley would 
certainly want kept confidential. No. I can't do that.  
 
McIver: Okay! I'll come back with a warrant.  
 
Nick: What? 
 
McIver: 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?  
 
McIver: I 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: I need a chance to object to this. I need to call my lawyer. I can't believe they 
think a fire suppression system is a booby trap! They set off an explosive in my 
basement! Sorry, but 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!  
 
McIver: Well, I was coming to that. You'll have to come down to the morgue and 
identify them. 
 
Nick: What the hell makes you think I know them?  
 
McIvers : 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. I have nothing to hide, but there could be 
security concerns.  
 
McIvers : First letΩs go down to the morgue. 
 

***  
 
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 wing-tip shoes? 
 

((Bongo circles)) 
 
McIver, 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, the Division Manager. I 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. I donΩt know 
why they were there that day, and let me say I have no idea why these guys wanted 
to gain entrance to my office. I didn't even have the computer that's in the office 
now, as that was given to me when I took my new job with Bill Foley. Do you really 
want to get into this with him? Why don't you talk it over with your DA and find out 
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how he would feel about a run-in 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?  
 
McIver:  I'll have someone run you home and I'll get back to you later.  
 
Nick: Please! I can call my driver. I don't want to be delivered to my home again in a 
patrol car.  
 
McIver: Look. I'm sorry. There is a lot of pressure. Lets work on finding out about 
these two, but I still have to impound your computer. You can call Foley if you want 
to. 
 
Nick: I want to.  
 
BIll 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 
agrees to have one of his security team sit 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 because there is 
nothing objective  to imply that the computer was in fact the object of the break-in, 
and furthermore, Jackass, the fire suppression system could not be considered a 
booby-trap. 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.  
 
McIvers had to back off now. In fact, he had to apologize on behalf of the city, as did 
the DA. At least they had a potential identification and they could get things rolling 
again. Would Nick help? Sure. 
 

((Sulky stretches out rigidly, and yawns)) 
 
Nick feels he needs to encounter something so quiet or so strange or so obviously 
disconnected with reality that he will be able to handle it in any case. It's Tuesday, 
so he decides to stop at The Awakening Cafe after lunch. Perhaps McGoon will be 
there.  
 
Nick: I thought you were moving on?  
 
McGoon: No, not yet. I'm pretty attached to my sister. There is a flow between us, 
like oysters in a bed. When we are close we produce pearls, although I 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 kidneys and gills 
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 about calcium 
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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.  
 

((Charmer: Certainly 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 stuff. It was more of a symbolic move than 
anything else. Jewels have no particular meaning or beauty. They are what everyone 
else want. 
 
McGoon: That's what I think. Everybody can have jewels, at least fake ones. They all 
might as well be glass. Oysters produce pearls, but at anything but a small distance 
they may as well be plastic.  
 

Said Pistol:  
 
Why then the world's mine oyster, 
Which I with sword will open. 

 
Just something to steal. But my oyster is my world, open or shut. My sword is my 
charcoal. Ha! 
 

((Jingles: I 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 your 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 I think you will understand this, if it were 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'm compelled to seek understanding of these 
things. If I don't get to the bottom of them they will just continue to happen, and I 
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, these disturbances 
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. I 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 it off. There is no pearl to be had at the center of it all. 
 
Nick: I 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. Stand back and you'll be 
okay! You know Plato's warning, right? Oh. I 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 directly, look at 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 coffee)) 
 
Nick notices he always feels like there is some hope for him after learning he can't 
think like McGoon.  
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31. Bank Dicks and Leads 

 
McIvers can now become active. He has recognition but 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 the cash transfer along with 
the bank lawyer and auditor. If McIvers were 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 had to hear 
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.  McIver swould 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 Ed, only made strange vocal suggestions of shock. Upon 
questioning, 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 had been alerted because it was such a 
large transaction. They did not understand why Phil Merryweather was ignorant of 
the size of Nick's holdings; as such knowledge is obviously fundamental to the world 
of branch management. Phil had told them that, despite SEC 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 that, they 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 Chicago in the 80s as suspected hit men for the Mexican drug 
cartel, headquartered there for US operations. There had never been a conviction, 
or even an arrest, but after 9/11 someone had gotten the idea they should be 
integrated into one of the paramilitary groups 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, even by the 
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 
drugs in 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 "interruptέ ǎǳǇǇƭies going 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 local economy. So Conrad and Milt were 
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essentially four-way middlemen, cartel-tribe-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 "placed" with 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 enlightenment, understanding 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 places as Ecuador, 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 might have gone 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 metaphor, 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 
questions on the grounds that homicide cases provide extra pressure on those 
identified as "concerned" for answers the investigator feels need to be gotten. But 
here McIvers ran into the same stone wall every time he asked a question. No 
matter how stern and confident his face, no matter how often he nervously 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 I supposed to know what they were 
up to? Given their uncomfortable history with Nick, not a little malice was to be 
detected in some of their responses. When McIvers did 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, Arnold Kingston, was concerned, the answer was no better. As far as he 
knew, Conrad and Milt were going to visit family. So McIvers found himself in a very 
dark room with that manila file in his hand. He only knew the dead men were about 
to  look for something in the safe room when it all went awry. The reassuring part 
was that they were not trying to harm the Winslow family, probably. 
 
But perhaps Phil Merryweather might know something? McIvers calls up Julie 
Kazinski, his secretary, and asks for an appointment, but Phil is on leave.  
 
Julie: Yes, on leave. I think he's spending some time with his family or vacationing in 
Mexico or something. 
 
McIver: Where is he? I need to talk to him!  
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Julie: I don't know! That's all I'm going to say! 
 
McIver: When will he be back? 
 
Julie: I don't know! Bye! You could wait till after New Years, yennow.  
 
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.  
 

***  
 
In that year of 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 The Girl With A Dragon Tattoo, which reminded them a bit much of their own 
creepy situation. The children stayed home re-watching Nemo.  By Sunday they 
were completely sick of popcorn and coke. What else can a traumatized family do 
but keep conversation to a 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 the bullies? 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 the paperwork 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 Eve they went with family tradition: stay home and play Monopoly, 
while quietly making a tin of butter crunch disappear. It's easy to see at times like 
this how nasty problems act like termites on 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 was slightly 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 needed reforming. 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 that they had lived in the eye of a 
hurricane all year long.  
 

((Jingles 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" might recommence. Pancakes, butter, 
real maple syrup, baked thick bacon again, with a fruit plate of grapes. Errol says to 
Wendy: Watch this!   He inserts the Reddiwip nozzle between the pancakes and 
delights as the top pancake rises. Wendy says: Oh yeah? She slams 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 clean-up. He laughs uncontrollably. Glenda, not so 
much, especially as Rusty has tipped over the hot maple syrup.  
 

((Bongo assumes a perch on an armchair)) 
 
The thick Sunday newspaper holds little interest for Nick. He goes a bit numb after 
reading about the 750 people who died in Indonesia in the earthquake. 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 day of junk 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 what the 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 to wrestle with 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 of shoes so 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's transcription 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 went floating 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 inter-species 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. 
 

((Skulky doesn't even like phone calls)) 
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***  
 
Another person who is dialing is McIvers . 
 
McIver: This is Detective McIver, Mr. Merryweather.  
 
Phil: So? And? 
 
McIver: I see the bank has gotten to you to plead the 5th or something? 
 
Phil: What the hell are you talking about?  
 
McIver: Ok, I'll bite. I want to talk with you. It will take about an hour of your 
precious time. 
 
Phil: It will be precious as a lot happened here while I was away in Bermuda.  
 
McIver: 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.  
 
McIver: Ok.  
 
Actually, McIvers has been quite busy. A few calls into the DEA have informed him 
that there are several reasons, confidential reasons, to be thinking the bank is 
involved in drug trafficking and money laundering. Bingo! He thought: 
Merryweather in Bermuda while something had been going on concerning Nick's 
basement. But the DEA is "not at liberty" to "share" any more information but only 
to give him the hint that Ed Silverstein is himself 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 called "Pin Prickles". 
And there was also another case related to B*Bank; he had worked for Phil 
Merryweather, Cal Klein.  It 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 potentially could make a splash all around the world.  
 
Leverage problems abound for McIvers . 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 years since a mad Russian had been brought down 
for it.  All McIvers knew 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 skeletal. Dental 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 long-time trusted associate, Stan Gordon, the  
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"narc friend" who had served as a process officer at Ma Tristesse murder 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 them. Stan knows Pin was 
a pathetic young man, weak, lonely and lost. He wasn't so bad when he was on 
heroin, but the crystal really drove him down. How many times had they picked him 
up and taken him for coffee, bought him some breakfast in an all-night 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 committed this to his friend Jim McIvers .  
 

***  
 
Promptly at 1:30 McIvers appears at Phil Merryweather's office. As Phil is on the 
phone performing verbal paddy whack on someone, he motions McIvers in 
impatiently while pointing in an exaggerated fashion at the chair where McIvers 
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. 
 
McIver: Can you please stop calls and stop checking your computer?  
 
Phil enters a code on his phone then turns to McIvers with a resentful I'm-all-ears 
look, nostrils flaring, hands with fingers merged in a cup.  
 
McIver: I understand the two bank agents were here when 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. 
 
McIver: What knowledge faults?  
 
Phil: I should have been aware of how much money Nick had sitting here in his 
crummy savings account. If I had known he had the money I should have been 
urging him to push it through the bank's brokerage house to invest it in some sort of 
good solid portfolio. But there was no way, without the right information systems, 
for me to know he had all that money! He was such a dutiful schmuck every day I 
was convinced he was probably at least as much in debt as all the other bank 
employees. The pay isn't that great, you know. I'm sure you know what that feels 
like. I mean, if you had that much money would you keep working? Would you take 
all the crap?  
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McIver: Not sure what I would do, but that's never going to be one of my problems.  
 
Phil: But tell me. Would you?  
 
McIver: Can't tell you. Not a problem. I 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?  
 
McIver: Phil, you're driving in the wrong direction. I came to get answers from you. 
Here's a question: What do you make of Conrad and Milt turning up dead after a 
break-in attempt into Nick's safe room?  
 
Phil: Safe room? Why would he have a safe room?  
 
McIver: He had it built after his house was shot up and later tossed. 
 
Phil: Tossed? Sounds like police! Didn't know about that. What is Nick suspected of? 
(A sleazy smile breaks out) 
 
McIver: Absolutely nothing. I am interested in why your bank agents were there. 
What could they have been looking for. 
 
Phil (sleazy smile returns): I guess you should ask Nick about that!  
 
McIver: 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 couple of weeks. 
Anything else?  
 
McIver: 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. I had no reason to know you were 
investigating those cases too!  
 
McIver: I see. Don't you think it's odd for two of your employees to be murdered 
within six months of each other? I understand you fired George. Did you fire Cal 
too? 
 
Phil: George quit to go open a condom store. Said he was frustrated with the bank 
and sick of the mortgage business. I was happy when he left as we were forever 
conflicted over mortgage loans. I did have a feeling he was connected to drugs, 
though. I learned of it when he went off to an "executive" bank seminar at home 
office. Someone anonymously snitched on him for bringing cocaine to the team-
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building dinner and gala. I never said anything about it as such things do go on. I did 
watch him, though, for any false moves. I think that made him nervous. When he 
left he told HR he couldn't stand me, but I was just doing my job. He and Nick were 
pretty close. I 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 than a 
coincidence that both of them were at Ma Tristesse that night.  
 
McIver: Knowing Nick I can't believe itΩs more than a coincidence. Can't imagine 
what you are driving at. Nick? Drugs?  
 
Phil: Just my pet theory. I did mention that to our agents. Maybe they were 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 get around his 
hallucinations on how we were cheating the FED! I don't know, just off the top of 
my head. But I can't talk about that anymore because we are under indictment.  
 
McIver: So you are saying you think they might have been looking for drugs as a way 
for the bank to discredit Nick?  
 
Phil: Well I don't know. Yes. I don't know. I do know they did a lot of snooping 
through everything having to do with the three of them, George, Nick and Cal.  
 
McIver: What about George and Cal?  
 
Phil: I told the police everything I know: Nothing. I was very close to Cal. Can't 
imagine what was going on. I have been assuming he was just the victim of a brutal 
crime.  
 
McIver: Any idea who might have wanted to do him in? 
 
Phil: Only person I can think 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. 
 
McIver: What?  
 
Phil: Nick thought Cal was trying to steal customers from him. They were neck-in-
neck in our employee 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 expression] I suppose that's how he got into Harvard? 
 
McIver: Yeah, no doubt. I 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 they were gay, but who 
knows these days?  
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McIver: I'm quite sure Nick is a bona fide hetero. A real family man.  
 
Phil: Never mind.  
 

***  
 
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 mutt. He is in tattered desert fatigues worn over 
other clothes.McIvers can see 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 hood. He has a sleeping bag 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 Fallujah, Iraq, 2004 

Where I 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 out. Who knows 
what jumbles exist in those black plastic bags? McIvers pulls 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.  
 
McIver: Are you a drug addict?  
 
Bo: Are you a cop?  
 
McIver: Yes. I investigate murders. Do you know a guy named Pin Prickles? 
 
Bo: I did. They killed him. 
 
McIver: 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 why the Mexicans went after him.  
 
McIver: Why Mexicans?  
 
Bo: They handle most of the meth. Just guessing. They usually use knives or 
machetes, though.  Ice-pick surprised me. Don't get it. Why kill someone who could 
barely crawl? Don't get it. 
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McIver: Me neither. Stay well.  
 

***  
 
McIvers on 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. 
 
McIvers :  I wonder if the Russians are moving in here from New York?  
 
Stan: Me too.  
 
 
 
  



The Man Who Spoke With Cats 
 

©Burt Pierce, 2013 Page 223 
 

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 your family 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 a 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 kidsΩ bedroom. It is a 
purple sea with whitecaps and bright powder blue sail boats with a big bright yellow 
sun with rays reaching down with points to the 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 all around, 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 continuous ledge.  In the safe room the 
sheetrock is also installed. Construction over everything is painted flat white, except 
the ledge, which is done in dark green.  
 
The meaning of the ledge would be revealed at a time of interest to Chris Cringle. 
 
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 basement 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 in", for them to "make it theirs" he will engage their 
considerable talents.  
 
Nick: The whole room is your canvas! Your walls. Your ceiling!  
 
Glenda: I wish you would have mentioned this to me before!  
 
Nick: Why? It's a surprise!  
 
Glenda: Well, I'm having a cool 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: I could clear the stink of basement death from the 
rumor mill if we could turn this 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 can do some trompe 
d'oeil. They set one leg of the scaffold in a wooden salad bowl so it can't move. Lyda 
mounts the scaffold with black paint and a 6-inch roller which fits nicely into the top 
of the corner scaffold tube.  Kyle slowly pushes the scaffold around the pivot. The 
circle is good enough. Then both mount the scaffold and paint in a variety of smiley 
faces looking 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 and small dinosaurs the big one, a 
T.Rex, naturally, plans to eat. And then there is Harrietta, the Rothko  of the group, 
just hauling to with huge blocks of meaningless color. The beach is on another wall. 
There are shells and seagulls and wingèd 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 4:00 and everyone has to go 
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 
MaGoon had been there. Who knows how many oysters might be on the wall?  
 

((Now the cats prowl the ledge and jump over each other as they pass)) 
 

When the painter comes back to reclaim the scaffolding he is astounded with how 
much fun it all is. Looking around, he 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! I know this is crazy, but how about I replicate the famous creation 
panel from the Sistine Chapel?  
 
He shows Nick and Glenda samples of his sidewalk art. They say: Go for it! Wow! 
And so, the arm of God crosses the wall and some of the ceiling to 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 bamboo 
laminate. The ping pong table will be used for projects. Why didn't they think of this 
before? A fun room: arts, darts and Ping-Pong. 
 

33. The Empty Web 

 
The coordinates of the drop are: 38.9856° N, 74.8093° W, just off Morey's Piers, NJ. 
Morse code transmits 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 invisible. 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 caught on gang hooks, which was exactly the intended 
disguise of the apparatus. Five-kilo packages were pulled over the transom, 30 of 
them, along with their semi-buoys (used to stop the square tuna from sinking or 
floating). In the hold they go. Around the bend 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.  
 

((Jingles: Do spiders die watching their own webs?)) 
 
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 will look 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 meet on these matters. No date is set yet, but they will have the papers 
ready very soon.  
 
Back in his safe room Nick is going over links into services he learned about in 
London. Operationally, itΩs pretty simple, but he'll have to get something together to 
track it all once it gets rolling.  
 
Nick, picking up the phone: Hi Detective McIvers ! What's up?  
 
McIvers : Can I come over and talk with you tomorrow?  
 
Nick: What time? After 9:00? 
 
McIvers : 10:00? 
 
Nick: Done! See you then.  
 

((Bingo is hoping for release so she can get some attention.)) 
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***  

 
With his new information, McIvers begins calling again.  
 
In his journal he writes: 
 
Contact: Bibi Knopf, Head 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 Nick, strange! 
* Nick occasionally 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 
* Irregular currency 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 but can'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 officials to determine 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 
 
* Brazilians 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 only for the international 
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. Explained how multi agency work is 
necessary but a huge time suck 
* Tried to explain how I'm pretty happy that I am at  finding a least common 
denominator: drugs and possibly money laundering. 
* Stupid bastard told me to just concentrate on my cases. Results-schmultz. 
* Reminded him when multiple agencies were involved there is an obligation to 
keep each other informed. President's orders! Told me not to remind him either 
about the President, or about requirements or stupid details. 
 
Anything but helpful.  May be hamstrung now for ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŦǊƛƎƎƎΩn 
report!  
 
McIvers only writes these things in a regular journal, the brown, gold-embossed 
Carpe Diem journal he found on Amazon. This he does because there is no 
presumed privacy for anything you might write on a police computer system. Some 
facts need to lie low until the right time, especially around the "old Snoopy" former-
Sheriff-now-Police-Chief Charlie Manawitzky. He was the Police Chief who could 
make you feel for anyone who wanted to drug themselves into oblivion. 
 
McIver's chest tightens.  
 

***  
 
Promptly at 10:00 and Nick greets him with a cup of black coffee and a smile. 
McIvers wonders why Nick is smiling and Nick leads him to the basement. Suddenly 
McIvers is feeling better too, with a dazed look of happiness on his face as he first 
looks up into the trompe d'oeil dome with the smiley faces looking down and then 
at the arrays of scenes, something like a mix of gallery, tourist attraction and 
kindergarten. They made the rounds but then museum fatigue sets in and they take 
refuge in the safe room where Rusty was curled up on his fluffy pillow. 
 
McIvers : Nick, did you kill Cal Klein?  
 
Nick: What? Of course not. He was a prick but I didn't kill him. What's going on?  
 
McIvers : Did you kill George Murphy?  
 
Nick: Noooo... 
 
McIvers : Well, Phil said you might have hated him that much.  
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Nick: I don't hate anyone that much.  
 
McIvers : I 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 take her toy mouse away.)) 
 
Nick: Who? Cal? Everyone colluded. No one liked either of them. We were really 
hoping they would bumble something and get fired. Couple of 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 certain white powder at 
executive meetings in Chicago. We told him he'd better behave! What else?  
 

((Wiggy's calmer, but Bongo is beginning to pay attention while Jingles is 
really getting aroused)) 

 
McIvers : Well, when I 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 reason. 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 I left? Wow!  
 

((Nick: Hold it Jingles, I'm talking!)) 
 
McIvers : They didn't say that, Nick.  
 
Nick: They purged it so no one could prove what Phil said. I anticipated that. When I 
was fired I walked back to my desk and got our Indian computer services person to 
cut me a file for downloading. [Nick reaches dwn into his sock and pulls out a 16 
gigabyte SanDisc flash drive]. If things were as they said, why are all those records 
on this? I have the last two years of applications here. I keep all my important 
documents with me at all times. Haha! The backup is on Errol's computer!  
 
McIvers : That must be what they were after! Can I see the data?  
 
Nick: Sure. 
 
Nick plugs the flash drive into his desktop and pulls up the file. It consists mostly of 
standard demographic data 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 always the loan officer and the customer 
was always Bill Foley!  
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((Frowzy gets schizy in her eyes and jumps over Rusty )) 
 
McIvers : Well you certainly had them nailed!  
 
Nick: You know I never thought about looking in this data as I knew generally what 
was there. I figured if I had to I could use some of my data mining software to pull 
pattern, but this was idiotically easy! I 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! One-to-one! And only Cal ever got approved in our 
branch!  
 
McIvers : Any idea why?  
 
Nick: Two things spring to mind. If Cal were challenged he could say Bill was 
qualified beyond all doubts. Second, if Cal turned him down he probably would have 
seen the mayor walking into Phil's office. 
 
McIvers : So what does Bill need with all those houses?  
 
Nick: That I 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 properties for him. 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 Phil probably just assigned Cal to Bill, thinking it was prestigious to give 
Bill his own personal Harvard flunky.  
 
McIvers : Wow! He must have been getting a bonus a day! Anything else? 
 
Nick: Well I could do some cluster analysis on why people were not approved, but I 
don't really see the point. Also, I hope this has all been off the record because my 
having this data is probably illegal... Also I would have to fear for my family again. 
 
McIvers : Put it this way, I have knowledge but there is no universal need to know.  
 

((Frowzy is calm.)) 
 
Nick: I have an appointment with Phil tomorrow. Just a paper-signing ritual so I can 
get more involved in the cash management aspects of Foley's business. 
 
McIvers : We may need to have a conversation about that one day also. 
 
Nick: How so? 
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McIvers : Never  mind. Nothing now.  
 
Nick feels suddenly alarmed that his relationship with Foley is a matter of concern to 
McIver, but doesn't want "to go there" at this moment. He will just restrain his 
attention to matters at hand, as the cats jump about in a manner that suggests 
irrefrangible chaos.  
 
McIvers simply trudges off not able to feature a status report on 173 open cases by 
Monday.  
 

***  
 
Just to lighten up Philadelphia there is a group of "faith-based" volunteers working 
directly in the city streets to "save" the drug community from severe hunger and 
disease. The motto (semi-rhyming with "Find a needle 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 joke. They find a little less righteousness Kordagujinevs 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. The driver is a sympathetic person, usually a man, but there are a few 
women too. All communications take place one-to-one with the driver. The drivers 
are ex-addicts who have had training in psychology as well as the Bible, which they 
are mercifully not inclined 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 yuppie nuances) helping them with mood, personal issues, and tangible 
needs such as needles, even where to go for drugs information.  
 
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 driver invites him into the van, but as Bo 
climbs in he realizes this is a different driver.  Drivers switch to prevent the creation 
of dependency relationships. There is also another reason: ventilation. Many of the 
addicts suffer from PTSD, either from combat, or from all 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. Not tough 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 rolled shut.  
 
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 became so comfortable. He recognizes that his 
feelings are normal, that he will probably come to like the replacement driver. This 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ 
 
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 him to addiction after Vietnam, 
then about the long way back to sobriety.  
 
Stan prods for information about the friend Bo lost in Iraq. 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 them.  Now I'm back, but fucked up. No girlfriend when I got back. She 
was all I had before I went over. Now I'm on heroin.  That's my life. Get to tomorrow 
but try not to look back. No legs, no blood, no legs, no blood... I get this in my head. 
Thanks for be'in here. 
 
Bo looks over at the bulletin board that's  fixed to the wall of 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. I just 
told him I didn't know anything but what the rumor mill was putting out there. I 
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 him. A few nights later he was found dead with 
an ice pick hole in 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 the streets and one less of us is a notch on their belt. I need to get 
back to my post. I 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 calls McIvers to let him know he's had contact with Bo 
as he said he would.  
 
McIver'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 nothing about 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 known addicts.  
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34. Love and Crime   

 
Nick and Glenda live outside cinematic and TV paradigms. They live in the dull zone 
of the successful family. Anything that penetrates the bliss of routine can shake 
them into hell. Their love is like the carrier wave in FM radio with all else being noise 
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 charge, women are merely a variant on masturbation.  In 
the less than supreme world of love and crime, roles can switch and modulate. Note 
that she's always a hottie. Genie is such a hottie.  Men watch to see if she will bend 
over, back or front; it doesn't matter. Genie always 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, struggling to calm 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 itΩs probably too late. None of the men in her life know she had a son 
when she was very young.  
 
Genie is involved with three main lovers: John, George and Chuck.  John has seen 
her with George, but Chuck has not known about either of the other two, believing 
he is the only one in her beautiful 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 dam, zer hace been a crime and we haf shutted zee res-to-rant 
until zee police will araif. Pleece stay exact-a-manct 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, previously called Jean-Pierre 
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 a month, without results, he had been cremated. He 
died so young, before even being arrested.  There were contusions all over his body 
and a large hole in his temple.  Gone.  No belongings were ever found. He had been 
a master at hiding and lying low. Genie was 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 this to her. 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 fancy-man. She would go on to the next; but this 
was different, and she cried inconsolably. John hoped she would break 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 I lost my only son Pin. Yes, my son! 
John said he'd had it after that. He was done, really done! Not his thing, Pin. 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 been a slap. 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.  
 

***  
 
Kate was 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 blew apart, as bone pushed through his forehead.  He had been shot 
with a .410 deer slug. She 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 reflexes made 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 guy. She felt a little gross thinking of it 
that way. 
 

***  
 
When Forensics 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 writing. Much of the store was devoted to occasions, like 
gift cards, for Christmas, Chanukah, ValentineΩs Day, Birthday, Anniversary, and 
Halloween, all of which could be special ordered with personalized messages. In 
fact, George had a rather impressive printing 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 in pain that 
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. Carlos is also the local 
manager for cartel interests. Laundering funds of this size requires direct 
supervision from within the bank. The CEO talks with occasional "potential 
employees" to discover by how much he might expect the financial health of the 
organization to improve. They first appear as consultants and then move into hired 
position. These decisions never involve HR until it is time to set up the health 
insurance.  Chicago cash-flows wash through Chicago, but cash in the eastern four-
state area all washes through Philadelphia, under Phil's supervision. Lately, 
however, the Brazilians are gaining ground and they too have a Divisional VP, 
Angelo Ardö, direct counterpart to Menendes. Angelo recruited Cal to watch Phil, 
but Phil knows nothing of Cal, Angelo, or Brazilians. Phil does notice that cash 
deposits are increasing significantly but has no understanding why. For that matter, 
he assumes itΩs 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 which for 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 the counter-poise between 
himself and the Mexicans. He is performing a valuable business service (money 
laundering). Is it not perfectly reasonable to be rewarded? But B*Bank can not 
reǿŀǊŘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ƛƴ ǇǊƻǇƻǊǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ άǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ƳŜǊƛǘέ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ clandestine. With 
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 self-indulgent." In fact the official "atta-boy" check wasn't changing 
his life prospects 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 and creating counterfeit  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 denomination the bank wanted. 
The twenties he withheld got exchanged for $100s, with which he did quit the bank 
nearly every night. George received 20%. This is the reason for the Phil's Bills 
program, as they called it. No one would have ever guessed that George and Phil 
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were colluding partners.  While 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 table, no one had an answer, least of all the Chief Information 
Officer, Maggie Baker. Carlos Menendes was shocked while Angelo Ardö simply 
balanced chin on knuckles and stared blankly at the large copy of Miró 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 take 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 personal and responsible management.  
 
Phil is one of those narcissists who thinks he has hood-winked everyone. He believes 
no one is looking over his shoulder, like the Bishop who can't be seen by the Pope. 
Over time, sloppiness develops. So one day Julie is bringing 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 his brief case 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. Phil is not one to 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 I saw!  
 
Sean: What?  
 
Julie: In his briefcase!  
 
Sean: Whose briefcase?  
 
Julie: Phil's briefcase!  
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Sean: What-did-you-see-in-Phil's-brief-case? 
 
Julie: Blocks and blocks of 100s! Hundred dollar bills! Full of them!  
 
Sean: Is that normal?  
 
Julie: I doubt it. Should we call the police?  
 
Sean: I don't think so. All you'll get is grief. They'll investigate, find nothing, you'll 
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 right; then it dawns on her to call Carlos 
Menendez. It is Friday night and he answers... 
 
Julie: Mr. Menendes, you said I should call you if there were any issues I couldn't 
take to my boss Phil. I hope you don't mind, but I saw something!  
 
Carlos: Carlos, please! Ok. Try to relax and tell me about it. 
 
Julie: Well, it's simple but I can't explain it. I was going to put a report in his 
briefcase so he'd have it over the weekend. When I opened it, it was full of stacks of 
hundreds!  
 
Carlos: Full of hundred dollar bills? 
 
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 anyone. Can you do that? I know it's 
hard!  
 
Julie: My lips are sealed.  
 
Carlos: I'll get back to you next week. Please! We must keep this quiet for the good 
of the bank! 
 

***  
 
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 he always 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  red-handed!  
 
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 off with all 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.  
 

***  
 
Carlos, calling Phil: I'm coming to see you tomorrow and you won't feel good after I 
talk with you. It has to do with certain denominations. (Hangs up) 
 

***  
 
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 not sleep. 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 counterfeit? But 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 in 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 
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think about missing the meeting. This time Phil sweats, pisses himself and faints 
again. When he reawakens and he can walk, Carlos is gone. He now knows the 
feeling of being abandoned; George and Cal are dead.  
 

***  
 
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 on his face. Nick 
has been thinking about how Phil suggested his interest 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 authorization agreements. They 
go so far as to state 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 whether we 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 I have done?  
 
Nick: Oh no, Phil. You've been perfect.  
 
Phil: How can I persuade you to abandon these changes. We've been working all this 
time together. I know I've been hard on you but I was your boss. It was MY DUTY to 
get everything I could out of you, just as I do everyone else. I never singled you out 
or anything. I invited you to our local executive parties.  
 
Nick is negligibly amused.  
 
Nick: I heard you will be leaving. Is that true?  
 

((Wiggy: Give it to him Nick! )) 
 
Phil: No! Whoever said that?  
 
Nick: Let's  just say I got wind of it. A month from now you wont't be here. I 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've got to know I'm 
not leaving, never. (Strikes a Napoleonic pose). I 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 I don't know if that's what it will 
be. I don't know. 
 

((Wiggy: Give it to him Nick! )) 
 
Nick: I hate to crash the party in your head, but that's not the way I would interpret 
the rumor. No one else is either. I keep my contacts, you know. They think more like 
you did something with money and may be on your way to jail, or something. You 
don't know? Really?  
 
Phil: Don't know what's behind the rumor. I never did anything reprehensible. That's 
for sure. I didn't do anything wrong. Nothing.  
 
Nick: Right. And your accounts are all tidy? And it's ok you don't know what's going 
on in your branch? They shouldn't care? Any chance you are embezzling? That's 
what I assumed.  
 
Phil: I did nothing wrong, ever!  
 

((Wiggy: Give it to him Nick! )) 
 
Nick (rubbing it in): I heard they found "irregularities". You know what that's code 
for.  
 
Phil: But I'm a nice guy! Ask Julie! I help build banking character and prestige. I treat 
everyone well. Have there ever been complaints about me? Have I ever borrowed a 
nickel and not paid it back? (Phil likes to spread his fingers 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 I ever done anything to hurt you? 
 

((Wiggy: Give it to him Nick! )) 
 
Nick: Besides telling the police I 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 multi-mal. Nothing secures the insecure and nothing provides 
satisfactory prominence. It is rather the internal game of a creature looking to go 
high enough to risk 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 car could 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 inside him. 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 stoicism. Such is near the depth of his self pity.  
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36. The Stand-Up 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.  He 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 God Nick! What did you say to him?  
 
Nick: We just talked about business. I guess I also told him off.  
 
((BonƎƻ Ǌƻƭƭǎ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜǿŀƭƪΤ LŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀ Ŏŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǎǎ 

of. Nick thinks he didn't do anything bad.)) 
 
Nick calls McIvers to report on their mutual acquaintance. McIvers asks for a 
meeting at 2:00, down at the precinct. 
 

((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 lately. What did 
you say? 
 
Nick: I told you, nothing really, except I 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 office?  
 
Julie: No.  
 
Nick: I'm thinking maybe he left a note.  
 
Yes, there was a note scratched on a pad by his computer: 
 

Tell J-P, 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 
McIvers back to tell him about the note. McIvers tells him not to touch anything or 
admit anyone but himself. Julie should stay too.  
 
Twenty minutes later McIvers arrives, 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 high-level monitoring it would not be a local 
matter. These feeds would be going directly to Chicago. McIvers is 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, but McIvers has already dispatched 
Chicago DEA it go directly to her, and in fact they arrive while she is on the phone 
with McIvers . He explains he felt he needed DEA because there were strong 
reasons to suspect connection to the drug world. Bibi acts surprised. McIvers wishes 
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)) 
 
McIvers : We're finishing up here; I assume you will be in town the next two weeks?  
 
Nick: Not going anywhere. Need to go home now, though.  
 
McIvers receives a phone call and motions Nick to stay.  
 
McIvers : They have already reviewed the file. It's clear Phil sat down and wrote the 
suicide note and then went to his safe 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 his 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 fatigues, shredded knees, 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 called-for attention and 
sympathy take hold of him. He cannot leave without speaking with Bo. Bo must 




