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*1*
Not a Bird

dinky is on TV

The man with the abdom nal gunshot wound isn't watching G inky.

What the heck is dinky anyway?

I's he a nouse?

No!

I's she a cat?

No!

It's dinky, dinky, dinky!

The wounded nman wants to sonmehow get to the tel ephone on the table near
the couch and call for help. It's a long way to craw. dinky sings hima
little song of encouragenent, but it's clear the cartoon is nocking him

VWen the man gets to the table, he | ooks back and sees a | ong snear of
bl ood across the carpet and beyond that Ainky glaring at himfromthe TV.

Who in the world is dinky?

Sone nonkey?

No.

A flying fish with horse |ips and dog ears?

No, he's just Qi nky!

The man stretches up an arm and bats around on the top of the table for
the phone. It isn't there. No, wait, there it is. He pulls it off the table
and tries to catch it as it falls, and fails, and it hits himin the face, but
the pain is nothing like the pain in his gut. The pain fromthe phone hitting
himin the face is trivial. It mght as well not be pain at all. He drags the
phone into his lap and picks up the receiver and puts it to his ear

There is no dial tone.

He pulls at the phone wire that leads to the wall. Soon, he's hol di ng
the end. The shooter or someone (nmaybe @ inky?) has unplugged the phone.

He crawl s under the table to |l ook for the outlet. He finally spots it
behi nd the couch. Should he try to get back there and plug the phone back in?

No. He won't be able to nove the couch. He will have to crawl to the front
door and yell into the street for help. The door is so far away it |ooks like
he will have to Alice down to a very small size to fit through it. But he nust

get there first. A journey of a thousand scootches begins with the first
scoot ch.

WIl he make it, dinky?

"Nol "
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So, he'll never get out of here?

"Not unl ess he buys sonet hing."

What rust he buy, dinky?

"The farm ™"

*2*
To Your Left

Qddly, 1'd been on nmy way to the Medical Mall that day anyway. It was
conpany policy that all my enpl oyees undergo annual nedical checkups, and the
fact that I was nmy only enployee did not tenpt ne to relax the requirenent.
Karl Sowa |nvestigations had procedures, and we followed them | didn't expect
to be a one-nman operation forever

| could have driven the few bl ocks fromny office on El eventh Avenue to
the Medical Mall, but instead | made the healthy choice and wal ked. It was a
gl ori ous Oregon day. The sun was shining for a change. The birds were
chirping. The squirrels were gathering nuts or whatever urban squirrels
gathered. The traffic was a steady humw th not so many horn honks.

Spring at |ast.

| was thinking | should maybe whi stle a happy tune when right behind
me, someone shouted, "To your left!"

Meani ng, | thought, | should junmp to ny left.

W ong.

The bicyclist behind me yel ped and swerved to the right at the | ast
nmonent and clipped nme, and | stunbled off the sidewal k where a great wall of
nmetal rushed by, and for a nmonent | thought |1'd stepped onto railroad tracks
that had not been there a nonent before, but then the thing passed, and
could see it was a city bus. There was sone kind of big rodent with huge red
eyes painted on the back of the bus. It studied me with smug anmusenent.

| |1 ooked back to see the bicyclist peddling full speed toward a pl ace
where the sidewal k nade a sharp turn at a building. Probably a kid, | thought,
judging by the fact that there were things sticking out of her helnet |ike

horns or ears and long red hair shooting out in all directions -- sonme kind of
cost une?
Surely she would sl ow down for the turn. | had a sudden feeling of

total satisfaction at the thought of her hitting the building with a cartoon
splat, but then | felt guilty for thinking that and then felt okay, realizing
it wasn't like it was actually going to happen, but then it did.

The wheels were a blur and for a noment | thought they were not wheels
at all but the galloping feet and | egs of sone kind of furry beast, but before
| could get that thought fully formed, the rider ran headlong into the
buil di ng. Instead of crashing or bouncing back out into traffic, she passed
right through the wall as if it were made of snoke.

Before | had time even to doubt what |'d seen, soneone shouted, "Don't

nove!"

Then there were hands all over nme. A young woman told me everything
woul d be okay, you'll be fine, just relax, you're hurt, but we're here to
hel p. There were three of them-- two big blond guys with very short hair and

t he young woman with the soothing voice, all of them wearing white nedica
coats. One of the guys grabbed ne under the arns from behind and the other
snatched up ny feet, and they |l owered me onto a gurney.

"Hey!" | yelled and tried to get off. The woman put both hands on ny
chest and pushed down. She was pretty strong, but she didn't have to hold ne
| ong, because one of the guys pulled a |leather strap over ny arms and chest
and fastened it. Likew se another strap across ny |ower | egs.

"Ckay, let's go," the woman said.

One of the guys pushed ne onto the sidewal k. The woman wal ked al ong
besi de nme patting ny shoul der and | ooki ng concerned. | lifted my head as mnuch
as | could and | ooked down the | ength of nmy body and between ny feet and saw
t he ot her young man take off running while waving his arnms and nmaking siren
noi ses. The guy pushing ny gurney picked up the pace, and the woman jogged to



keep up. Soon we were zoom ng al ong dangerously fast.

The guy making the siren noises didn't slow down for the big automatic
gl ass doors of the Medical Mall. The doors opened just in tine, and we zi pped
into the mall.

The waiting areas were set up like sidewal k cafes so consuners of
medi cal services could watch other consuners strolling up and down the mall.
There were small white nmetal tables and chairs and roving venders offering
col a or cappuccino. The doctors were arranged by body parts or maybe
al phabetically (podiatry foll owed by proctol ogy) or maybe netaphorically -- is
that a kick in the ass or what? Bings and pings now and then interrupted the
Muzak which was a song about buying this or buying that, cone on, do it for
the dinkster, don't be a tightwad.

We were still noving pretty fast as we passed through one of the cafe
wai ting roons and banged through a set of double doors into a huge bright
room The guy pushing the gurney let it go, and | flew forward spinning |ike
the jack of dianobnds tossed at a big silk top hat.

| tightened up for the forthcom ng crash and pain, but soneone caught
my gurney before it hit a wall.

A new t eam descended on ne. My eyelid was peel ed back and a bright
light shined into ny eye, first on the left and then on the right. Someone
el se stuck a needle in ny arm behind the el bow

"Hey, I"'mnot hurt," | yelled. "Let me up."

"Rel ax, Karl," a woman said. "Everything is going to be fine."

How di d she know ny nane?

| felt the famliar col dness of a stethoscope on ny chest and | ooked
down to see that | was now wearing only my underwear and that nmy arms and | egs
were no | onger strapped down.

The guy listening to nmy chest put away his stethoscope and said, "Get
up now, please.”

| got up. There were two wonen and one man dressed in white like the
ones who'd snatched ne off the street. | |ooked around the big roomand it did
not seem so big now and the gurney 1'd ridden in on was now an exami nation
table and instead of three people, there was only the one nurse, neat, naybe
md-forties, very efficient, no nonsense, and she directed nme to a scale and
wei ghed and neasured ne.

"Boy oh boy," she said.

"What ?"

"Not hi ng, just your weight and height."

"lI's it unusual ?"

"We're all individuals, aren't we? Junp back up on here." | sat on the
edge of the exam nation table, and she checked ny refl exes.

"Whoa! " she said when ny knee jerked.

"What ?"

She turned ny head to one side and put sonething in ny ear and said,
"Well, this is interesting." She turned my head the other way to look into ny
other ear. "Here, too," she said.

"What is it?" | asked.

"Not hi ng," she said. "Everything is shipshape."

"But what about my ears?"

"\What about your ears?"

"Never mnd."

"Well, just relax," she said. "The doctor will be with you shortly."

VWi ch neant sonetinme in the indefinite future but probably before
died of old age or hell froze over

| had lost track of the nunmber of times |I'd gone conpletely through ny

conpressed Tai Chi routine by the tine the doctor stepped in. | froze in the
m ddl e of Lan Ch'ueh Wei (Grasping the Bird' s Tail).
"Well, | see you can still dance,"” he said. "I'"'mDr. Jones." He held

out his hand for ne to shake. "Sit down, M. Sorrow "
"Sowa," | said. "Karl Sowa."



He was maybe fifty with no hair at all on his head or face and that
made himlook a little rounder than he probably was. Oddly, his nanetag said
Dr. Smith. He flipped through the pages on his clipboard. "Things | ook pretty
good, Karl. | see you've been eating right and exercising regularly."

"How coul d you know t hat ?"

"The usual channels,"” he said. "No joggi ng?"

"No jogging," | said.

"Yes, well, never nmind. | see you don't snmoke. Mderate al cohol. Good,
good. Alittle goes a long way, as they say. Ha ha. Your chol esterol count is
good. All things considered I'd say you're in excellent health.”

"That's good to hear," | said.
"Except for the bus, of course," he said.
"Actually it was the bike," | said. "The bus m ssed ne."

"You may be confused," he said. "But even so, what about next tinme? No,
I won't beat around the bush, M. Sorrow. You are in the awkward position of
being totally healthy. That is, the odds of you dropping dead from sone
di sease are quite small."

"Why is that awkward?" | asked. "It sounds pretty good to ne."

"Awkward for you," he said. "This nakes you perfect for us."

"Perfect for you?"

"W have something to help you."

"Help me with what ?"

"The bus," he said. "The healthy ones always get hit by a bus."

| waited for himto smle, but he seemed deadly serious. After another
nmonent of eye contact, he said, "There is a new nedication from our corporate
partner, Phil osophical Pharmaceuticals, called Pilula Omibus. Just out. The

| atest thing."
"What does that nean?"
"You could call it the "Bus Pill.""
"I don't get it," | said. "What's it for?"

"For people like you," he said. "CGuys like you you're all the tine
exercising. Right? You get a lot of fiber in your diet. Not rmuch red neat.
Vitam ns. You don't snoke. Maybe a couple of fingers of Od Cow after dinner
aml right?"

"I think that's dd Crow," | said

"What ever. So what happens to you?"

"What do you nean?"

"Al'l that clean living neans you've just got to get hit by a bus,

Karl."
"And you nean this pill...."
"Exactly," he said. "Pilula Omibus protects you fromlife's |ast
little irony. Here's a sanple.” He put a small blue pill in ny hand.
"So, does it work on other stuff?" | asked. "Like icy sidewal ks?"
"Well, | don't know about that," he said. "Let ne get you sone water."

He wal ked over to a water cool er and brought nme back a little paper
cone of water. "Go ahead. Take it."

So, | did. Hey, he was a doctor, after all.

"Good. Good." He wal ked to the door. "Now just wait here."

"But what am | waiting for?"

"The next bus," he said and cl osed the door behind him

I found ny clothes on a chair to one side of the exam nation table. My
socks were in ny shoes. My pants were folded neatly on the chair. My shirt was
draped around the back. It didn't ook |ike an arrangenment | woul d have
created myself, but at this point | could not be sure. | got dressed.

I wondered what the pill would do.

| didn't feel any different.

But then | caught a whiff of tobacco snmoke. |ncredibly, sonmeone
somewhere in the Medical Mall was snoking. The snmell got suddenly stronger and
| ouder as a woman stepped out of a nook over by the soda machi nes, and the
space expanded and filled with many people noving in all directions, everyone



with a noise to contribute to the heavy echo in the big bus station. | could
see lots of cigarette butts crushed out on the floor where the woman had been
[ urking. She nust have been waiting for sone tinme for the doctor to | eave so
we coul d be alone in the crowd.

"There's no tinme to lose," she said. "W've got to get you out of here
before they realize what I'mup to." She neant the people watching through the
bi g gl ass wi ndows above the nmezzanine -- it could have been the whol e nedica
staff up there el bowi ng one another and pointing and whi spering behind their
hands.

Now al ong with the cigarette snmoke, there was the heavy odor of old
cooki ng grease and di esel fuel

The woman was nore than thirty and dressed in jeans and a shirt that
wasn't |ong enough to hide her navel. Long frizzy red hair poking out at odd
angl es, brown eyes, no snile at the noment, but | imagined her smile would be
a very nice thing to see. | didn't know her, but | did recognize the bicycle
hel met under her arm It had fuzzy donkey or naybe deer ears attached to it.

"Look out!" she yelled and pushed ne back, and a bus roared between us.

When it passed, the wonan who had just saved ny life was still there.
She hurried across to me, and we ran. People got out of our way, but when we
tried to nerge with the bus station crowd, they wouldn't let us in. \Wenever
we approached they pushed us back into the path of the buses. | took the

worman' s hand, and we ran again. | could hear the next bus scream ng up behind
us.

| thought the bus pill was supposed to protect me from buses. Instead
it seemed to be attracting them | inmagi ned soneone up there anong the nedica

people was telling the others it was time to go back to the draw ng board. Get
anot her test subject. This one was going to be a goner soon. There seened to
be no safe place for us.

But then an idea hit ne. "Wait." | |ooked around but didn't imediately
see what | wanted and felt a noment of despair, and then | spotted it and
said, "Over there," and took off, draggi ng her behind ne.

| pulled us to a halt by a small blue sign on a post. The sign read,
"Bus stop."

"Cet back up on the sidewal k," | said, "and then follow ny | ead as fast
as you can."

| waited until the next bus appeared and then put out ny hand to signa
the driver. | got up on the sidewal k beside the woman and waited. As the bus
roared ever closer, | lost all confidence in ny plan. What was there to stop
the bus fromcrashing onto the sidewal k? Nothi ng. Maybe we shoul d run again.
Too | ate.

The bus didn't run up on the sidewal k after us. It stopped at the sign
and the door hissed open. The woman hurried on, and | followed right after
her .

Sonet hi ng was hol di ng me back. Getting on the bus was |ike forcing ny
way into a high wind. The bus pill had not nade it inmpossible for a bus to hit
me, but it was making it hard for me to get on a bus. There were certainly
nmore than a few bugs in the formula.

"Come on," the woman said. She grabbed ny hand and gave me a good yank
and | passed through the invisible barrier and nearly stunbled into the
driver.

The woman dropped coins in the coin device, and the driver closed the
door. W found seats together about hal fway back

*3*
"Ask not what your action figure can do.
Ask what you can do with your action figure."

She had to hand it to him Getting on the bus instead of trying to run
fromit was a great idea. She went to work on his shirt buttons starting at
t he top.

"Be still,"” she said. "And relax."



"What are you doi ng?"

“"I"'mputting a big Band-Aid on your tummy where the bus hit you."

"Ckay, | guess, that's okay," he said. "But it was the bike."

He slumped in his seat and becane perfectly still. He was the very
enbodi ment of the idea that "this seat is taken." Better than a straw hat with
f ake dai sies, but she needed to get himback into his major node -- tough
Wi secracki ng detective.

She slipped her hand into the front of his pants.

No di ce.

Probably she shoul d have bought the optional Auxiliary Dick Kit
(batteries not included).

Maybe he would feel nore confident if he were holding his gun

She checked the placenent of the bandage over his wound and buttoned
his shirt back up. No shoul der hol ster. So, maybe he carried heat in his belt
at the back? She bent him forward and pulled the coat up around his shoul ders.
Not hing. Don't tell me he's unarned, she thought. What the heck am | paying
for? She pulled his coat down and sat hi m back up

She woul d have to inprovise

She picked up his right hand and straightened the first finger and
cocked the thunmb creating the classic bang bang you're dead position for cops
and robbers.

A light came back into his eyes.

"Better?" she asked.

"Much," he said. "Thanks." He poked his hand into his coat and when he
pulled it out, the gun she had forned of his fingers was gone.

"Let me tell you what's happening," she said.

*4*
| Eat a Sandw ch
"Where are we going?" | asked the woman with the bike helnmet. No, wait.

She wasn't carrying the bi ke hel net now

"Brooklyn," she said.

"What did you do with your hel net?"

"I dropped the head," she said.

It's always inportant to have sonething to say when you're confused.
"Did it bounce?" | asked.

It was like we were tal king through a [ ayer of maple syrup or naybe
like we were communi cating with Morse code and it took a few seconds for her
to work out what 1'd just said. O maybe we were not sitting right next to
each other. Maybe | was still in Oregon and she was already in Brooklyn and it
took a while for ny voice to make it all the way across the country.

"Here we are," she said.

| had not been to the East Coast in many years, but | had no trouble
believing I was |ooking out the bus wi ndow at a Brookl yn nei ghbor hood.

We got off in front of a storefront window with the words "Phil's
Kosher Deli" in big white letters. The woman took nmy arm and wal ked toward t he
deli. Up close, she snelled very nice.

Bells jingled when the door opened. She let go of ny armand wal ked to
a high glass butcher case and spoke to a big guy slicing nmeat.

She gl anced back at ne. "I've ordered you a Black Forest ham and Swi ss
on rye. You want a big dill pickle?"

"\What are we doi ng here?"

"This is ny favorite deli in all the world," she said and | ooked back

at the man slicing neat who now had a big grin. "And Phil is ny all tine
favorite deli guy."

"Here you go," Phil said. He put a plate with a huge sandwi ch on top of
the di splay case. "You want that pickle?"

"Sure," | said. "Wy not?"

Phil dipped into a gallon jar and put a pickle on ny plate and pushed
the plate forward a little as if to say, well, go on, take it. | picked it up



and held it, not knowi ng what to do next. Phil and the woman both | ooked at ne
like they were waiting for ne to catch on

Finally, the woman said, "Wll, take it to a booth."
She turned back to Phil who got back to the business of building
anot her sandwi ch. | watched them for a nonent, still not noving. Phil stopped

slicing meat. The wonman | ooked over her shoul der at ne again.
"Well, what about something to drink?" | asked.

Phil | aughed a huge | augh, and the woman's snile made ne feel I|ike
maybe | was getting the old patter back. 1'd been right; it was a wonderfu
smile.

"G ve us a couple of cream sodas, Phil," she said.

Not wanting to push my luck, | took my sandwi ch to a boot h.

A few nminutes later, she slid in across fromnme, and a nonent after
that, Phil delivered the creamsodas in tall brown bottles along with a couple
of gl asses of crushed ice.

"Yummy, " she said and picked up her sandwi ch and took a huge bite and
chewed and gazed off into space with a | ook of absolute contentnent on her
face.

| took a bite of mne, too. It was very good. In fact, it was probably
the best hamand Swiss |I'd ever eaten. The cheese was so fresh it was crunbly.
And the ham ... well, you couldn't get hamlike that in Oregon.

"I''mKarl Sowa," | said.

"Over there," she said.

"You're suppose to tell me who you are when | tell you who I am™" |
said. "And maybe what's goi ng on?"

She put her sandwi ch down and reached under the table |ike she was
searching her pockets or nmaybe digging in a purse. She produced a business
card and handed it across to ne.

U bana Fontana -- Scene Shifter
Bl ack block letters on white. No address. No phone.
"I's that really your nane?" | asked.

"Over here," she said.

"What is this over here and over there business? Wiy not just tell ne
what's goi ng on?"

"Over there, you're Karl Sowa," she said. "Over here, you' re Chuck
Sorrow. Over there, you're legal to do private investigation work. Over here

well, let's just say you get things done for people who don't ask too nany
guestions. Over there ny nane is Jane Boyd. Over here, |I'm Urbana Fontana and
I can change little things. Get it?"

"Not even a little," | said.

"Let me put it this way," she said. "Earlier today an incursion into
hi story occurred. Sonething from El sewhere nuscled into our reality. Since it
was never supposed to be here, there was no place for it. It made room for
itself by pushing other things aside. And since those things couldn't just go
away, they were all crushed together and thereby got a little strange."

"I see," | said, but ny sarcasm was wasted on her

"The Squeeze," she said, "has caused a Di sturbance which is washing
backward and forward in tine changing things. One of the things that is clear
over here is that there was a plague of synpathetic nagic involving the nane
gane back in the eighties. Do you know t he nane gane?"

"Robi n robin bo bobbin...."

"Don't!"

"Wy not ?"

"Are you crazy?" she said. "Do you want to cause absol ute chaos? Don't
you renenber the riots in the streets?"

"Actually, | don't," | said.
"How strange," she said. "Maybe it hasn't gotten to you yet. Wen it
does, you'll renenber it. Anyway, over here, mnmy nother thought | would have an

easier tinme inlife if it were hard to work ne into the nane gane. Her first
t hought was Terpsichore, but then she realized people would call ne Terp, and



that woul d be too easy, so she naned nme Urbana. Totally ineffective, by the
way, since sone people think it's harder and some think it's easier."
| couldn't help nyself. Silently, | sang, "Ubana U bana bo burbana."
There was a deep thud, and the lights flickered.

"Stop it," she said. "I can see what you're doing."

"It's clear,” | said, "I'mhaving a bad reaction to the Bus Pill. I'm
probably collapsed in the mall back in Oegon."

"Don't you think it's a little strange there even is a Bus Pill in the
first place?"

"Wll, there is that," | said.

She pi cked up her sandw ch and took another bite, which rem nded ne
that a bad reaction to sone nedication back in Oregon wouldn't explain this
excel l ent ham and Swi ss on rye. The texture of the dark rye bread. The crisp
dark green lettuce of a variety | couldn't nanme. The sweet snell of red onions
and nustard. The sandwi ch was sinmply too much in and of the world as | now
knew it to be an hallucination

Not to nmention the cream soda.

"So, what is this sonething from el sewhere?"

"dinky," she said

| knew that nane but | could not renenber why. It had something to do
with ny current case. O that nuch | was certain, but every tine | reached for
it, it scuttled away to the shadows where it watched ne with red eyes. Red
eyes al so rem nded nme of something but | couldn't pin that down either

"Everyone knows there are an infinite nunber of universes," she said,
"many of themjust a step this way or that way fromthis world."

"I think | saw something about that a couple of years ago during the
very | ast season of PBS," | said. And speaking of PBS, the very idea of
"Public" things was pretty strange these days. Public education? A dead
di nosaur. Social security? Don't make me |augh. Public | ands? Get out of here.
Publ i c airwaves? Ch, shut up

"dinky has junped fromone of those universes and has inserted itself
into ours. Your nission, as you very well know, is to drive it out of here and
save the world."

"Sonmehow t hat doesn't sound like a mission | would gladly undertake,"
said. "In fact, all of this smells fishy to ne. How do | know you're playing
straight with me?"

"Thi nk about cilantro," she said. "Do you renenber that havi ng anyt hi ng
to do with Mexi can food when you were grow ng up?"

"Vell, no."

"Now it's as if it's always been a big part of the cuisine," she said.
"And don't even tal k about broccoli."

"What about broccoli?"

"No one knew about broccoli when | was growing up. It's like it hadn't
been invented. But now everyone knows it's been around forever."

"But | renenber broccoli always being around."

"That's what |'m saying," she said. "Things are uneven. Soon, you'l
renmenmber growing up with all kinds of things."

"You mean until this norning there was no broccoli? That's a little
hard to believe."

"So, consider Portobello nushroons,’

| considered Portobello nushroons.

"And what about the way cold fusion suddenly started worki ng?" she

she sai d.

asked.

"Science is like that." | could hear the doubt in ny own voice. "R ght
out of the blue sonething pops up."

"No," she said. "None of that happened until this norning when GQinky
showed up and his arrival reverberated through tine changing things. The rea
danger is that everything we know will be pushed aside, crowded out. There is
only so much roomin reality. Wien @inky got here, it pushed us all out
toward the edges. As it el bows nmore and nore roomfor itself, we will get nore



and nore squeezed. Things will be pretty terrible when we're all just snears
on the inside of the jar that is reality."

"So, how do you know so much about G inky?" | asked.

"He wasn't always such a rat," she said.

"They never are."

"Back when we were in college," she said, "he told me no matter how

good the Business got, it would still be just the two of us."
"But now you think there's soneone el se?"
"Yes."

"What makes you think so?"
"Little things," she said.
There were always little things.

"Well, now you know everything, and you can go do your job," she said.
"Fini sh your soda."
Way not? | sighed and picked up the glass. "Drink me," | said, and

tossed the rest of it down in a couple of big gulps.

"Ckay, now put your arms up like this." She held up her arns |ike she
was reading a very big invisible book. "And cl ose your eyes."

| held my arms up and cl osed ny eyes. "Now what ?"

| heard her slide out of the booth, and ny fingers closed around what |
recogni zed at once as a steering wheel, and ny heart lurched. | opened ny eyes
and swerved back into the right |ane. The car rocked as a bus screanmed by
honking in the other direction. | got the car and ny breathing under contro
and | ooked around. Yes, this was ny old Mercedes, and yes, | was back in
Eugene, Oregon. A nonment later | passed a street sign and confirned that | was
driving in the South Hills of the city on ny way to find out if Daniel Boyd
was really cheating on his wife.

*5*
Danny Boyd
You night suddenly realize you are here right now -- totally present.
It's like you wake up and think, oh, yeah, here | am and this is all there is
and all there ever was or will be. The things you remenber are all part of
this moment -- just stuff you m ght be thinking about now. If you consider

history, all you're doing is considering history. It's not |ike you can ever
be right about it. The steps, causes, reasons for your current situation are
sinmply a story you tell yourself so you won't freak at the thought that you' ve
just popped into existence and that there is no reason to think you won't pop
out again as soon as you |ose that feeling of here-and-nowness. At |east you
were blissfully ignorant before there were @ inky waves to wash you of f your
feet.

I pull up in nmy aging Mercedes in front of the South Hills |ove nest of
Dani el Boyd, the dynam ¢ CEO of Phil osophi cal Pharmaceutical s, who has
inserted hinmself into our comunity and has becone an overni ght big shot. M
plan is to ring the bell, and when his squeeze answers the door, snap her
phot o.

The idea of "plan" is very strange in this context. Do | even have a
canera? Does thinking about the future have any val ue when you only exi st now?
And if | have already pulled up at the front of the house, why am| stil
novi ng?

| park up the hill and wal k down to the house where Dani el Boyd keeps
his mstress. Boyd has been buying and selling stuff, backing this project and
opposi ng that one, building negastores and pushing aside the little guys,
changi ng the | andscape with broad, brutal sweeps of nobney, getting his smling
face in the papers and on TV. He runs a local infomercial called _Wiy ? WHY is
t he NYSE synbol for Phil osophical Pharnmaceuticals. The show is npbstly about
why you shoul d take Danny's pills.

| ring the bell. The woman who answers the door |ooks just |ike Jane
Boyd, Danny's wife who hired me to find out what he's up to. | amnonentarily
thrown totally off my gane.



"Jane?"

She bl ows snoke nmy way and says, "Jane Jane bo bane...

"Pl ease, don't do that, Sweetheart." A nman behind her puts his hands on
her shoul ders and pulls her back into the gloom Danny Boyd takes her place in

the doorway. He is so tall, dark, and handsone, he shoul d be nodeling nen's
suits for guys already at the top instead of selling pills. He says, "M.
Sorrow, | presune?"

He may not always have been a rat, but he's a rat now, and he's got a
gun. He notions ne inside.

The woman who answered the door is pouring herself a drink. The
bungal ow opens right into a living roomfromthe fifties -- a flowered couch
and end tables, a rotary dial tel ephone, bar and bar stools, a couple of
chairs, and a big TV with rabbit ears. The TV is on and nuttering softly to
itself.

| see now that the woman ni ght not be Jane after all. Wiy woul d Boyd be
fooling around with a woman who | ooks so nuch like his w fe? Maybe he isn't
really fooling around. Maybe he has a woman who | ooks |ike Jane in every one
of his houses around the world -- duplicates so he doesn't have so much to
pack when he travels.

"Move over by the bar,’

"What's this all about?"

"G ve himthe envel ope," he says, and the woman hands me a big brown
envel ope.

She wal ks over to Danny who keeps the gun pointed ny way. He takes the
drink fromher. "Go wait in the car."

She sighs |Iike she should have seen that comi ng and | eaves. As soon as
the front door closes behind her, Danny says, "Open it."

| pull a big eight-by-ten glossy out of the envel ope.

Me and Urbana on the bus. My shirt is open all the way down. She's got
her hand tucked into the front of ny pants. Wiere in the world was the
phot ogr apher st andi ng?

"Now you know, " Danny says.

"No, | don't," | say.

He shoots ne and goes on out to join his wife in the car

So, now how am | supposed to save the world, 4dinky?

Danny says.

“You can't!"
| could call a friend, but the phone will just hit ne in the face and
then not work anyway. | can keep scootching for the front door, but | know

["1'l never nmake it.

VWhat woul d happen if | turned Ainky off? | hang a sharp belly right
and squirmfor the TV.

"Hey! Hey! What are you doi ng?"

| struggle up to sit right in front of the flickering rodent. The fl aw
inm plan is now evident. No buttons on the TV and no renote.

G inky sticks out his forked tongue at ne and then turns and shows ne
hi s backsi de, waggl es his naked tail at ne, makes bl ubbery raspberry sounds
with his horse I|ips.

| put ny palnms flat against the warmglass of the screen. It's just ne
and the Rat from El sewhere now. | nmake ny | ast desperate nmove. If there are to
be riots in the streets again, so be it.

I chant, "dinky dinky bo binky."

He screans.

"Banana fanna fo finky."

Now there are a couple of big dials and knobs on the TV.

"Me ny no mnky."

Don't touch that dial

"dinky!"

| turn himoff.

Just like that.

| hear someone meking siren sounds in the distance. | hope it's the



guys with the gurney.
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