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FOUR P.M.

The day the stock market falls out of bed and breaks its back is the worst day 
of your life. Or so you think. It isn't the worst day of your life, but you 
think it is. And when you give voice to that thought, it is with conviction and 
a minimum of rhetorical embellishment.

“This is the worst day of my life,” you say, as you drop a salted peanut 
into your double martini—on better days, you drink white wine—and 
watch it sink. It spirals downward more slowly, more gracefully, than your own 
plunging fortunes, the pretty little gin bubbles that gather around the peanut 
a marked contrast to the lumps and burrs and stinging things that are attaching 
themselves to your heart.

It has been approximately three hours since the market slid off the roof, 
and the shocked and, at times, hysteric roar that had filled the Bull&Bear 
earlier in the afternoon is starting to give way to a slightly dimmer din of 
elaborate survival strategies and cynical jokes. You share neither in the 
desperate ploys nor the
false mirth. You hold your prematurely graying head in your hands and repeat, 
“This is the worst day of my life.”

“Come on, kid,” says Phil Craddock. “The market'll be back.”

“Maybe the market will be back. But I won't. I've 
left my clients so far underwater, they're going to need gills to breathe.” 
You gulp a fireball of martini. “Posner knows it, too. He passed me in the 
hall right after the bell and asked me if I didn't think nursing was a noble 
occupation.”

“Maybe he meant for 
him.”

You laugh in spite of yourself. “Posner emptying bedpans? Before that 
happens, the Pope will star in an X-rated movie shot on a mink ranch. No, 
Phil, the old man sent me a signal that said, “Sell your Porsche, baby, and 
line up for food stamps.' If there isn't a major bounce-back on Monday, I am 
puppy chow.”

“Monday's four days off.”

“Thanks for reminding me. A whole extra day to go crazy in. Well, Good 
Friday's famous for its executions.”

“Settle down, little lady,” says Phil. “Now's the time to slip into 
your bulletproof bra.”

At the reference to intimate apparel, you redden. It was fine and dandy 
for you to joke about X-rated movies, you've never seen an 
X-rated movie, X-rated movies are unreal to you, but when a man, even a 
man like Phil Craddock, looks you in the eye and speaks of
things personal, things private and tinged with naughtiness, your inevitable 
fluster paints such dollops of pimento on your olive cheeks that they would be 
fit to garnish a martini—in this case, the third one of the afternoon, 
all doubles—and when you attempt to stem the blood, it makes you blush 
all the harder. Your propensity to be easily, blatantly embarrassed is one of 
the several things that annoys you about your lot in the world, one more 
example of how the fates love to spit in your consommÉ. The company at 
your table is another.

Phil Craddock trades soybeans and pork bellies and, except for the 
loosely knotted tie around his neck, looks as if he might farm them, as well. 
Come to think of it, the tie is rather a farmer's tie, a chronically unstylish, 
country-prayer-meeting kind of tie, broad and outdoorsy and turned up at the 
tip. (There is only one person in the Bull&Bear more slovenly attired than 
Phil, and that is the man at whom Ann Louise, your other tablemate, is 
staring.) Actually, Phil is considerate and congenial, but that annoys you all 
the more because he reminds you of your annoying supposed boyfriend, Belford 
Dunn. Phil and Belford are really very much alike, except Belford is a decade 
younger, and, of course, one could hardly imagine Phil sharing his apartment 
with a born-again monkey.

As for Ann Louise, you don't know her well. She joined Posner Lampard 
McEvoy and Jacobsen about six months ago, moving from New York, where, 
apparently, she was a house-afire broker, and where, gossip would have it, she 
indulged an inordinate fondness for sodomy, practicing it with practically 
every bigwig on Wall Street, including
a few who are household names. Ann Louise is middle-aged and squat, but not 
unattractive, and you suspect you could learn a thing or two from her—in 
the area of business—but Ann Louise has a reputation, and, 
moreover, she's barely acknowledged your presence, having spent the past half 
hour staring at the back of a long-haired stranger (strange to you, that is), 
who appears to be holding court at the bar. You lack the angle and the 
eye-power to see him clearly.

In any case, it is no wonder you're irritated. Of all the brokers, 
managers, and investment bankers in the Bull&Bear with whom you might hold 
mental hands at this critical, even historic moment; before whom you might pour 
out your singspiel of personal defeat, why did you have to end up at a table 
with these two .         .         . outcasts? It is unfair, although 
not untypical, an insult pasted to your injury, and further evidence, you 
think, that this is the worst day of your life.

The worst day? Gwendolyn, you are forgetting, perhaps, that day—was 
it eight years ago?—when in the same mail you received notice that you 
had been rejected for graduate study at Stanford, Harvard, Yale, and the 
University of Pennsylvania's Wharton School of Business; in the same morning's 
mail, turned down by all of your top choices, and you a female member of an 
ethnic minority at a time when institutions, in a befuddled, heavy-handed 
attempt to compensate for past injustices and in an almost panic-stricken 
scurry to be perceived as sociologically correct, were falling all over 
themselves to add persons of your description to their folds.

The worst day? Surely it would require more than the market's free-fall, 
with you in its arms, to eclipse that day when your mother scribbled one last 
sonnet in her lavender notebook and stuck her head in the oven.

The worst day? You are only twenty-nine years old. There will be other 
days, other catastrophes. Perhaps in the very near future. In fact, something 
may be building at this exact minute, something connected to, if not wholly 
precipitated by, the born-again monkey.

FOUR-FIFTY P.M.

Located in the failing heart of Seattle's financial district, the Bull&Bear 
restaurant and lounge is an old-school, masculinized establishment, with 
pressed zinc ceilings, dark wood paneling, and passages of velvety maroon 
wallpaper dotted with rows of spiky gold fleurs-de-lis, which some patrons, 
after a few cocktails, habitually perceive as mutating dollar signs, money 
symbols grown lush, radiant, and, they hope, prophetic. On any Friday 
afternoon, its bar is crowded with noisy “bookies,” as they call themselves, 
winding down at the end of a stressful week in a stressful occupation, but on 
this “Friday,” which is actually a Thursday, the population of drinkers has 
nearly doubled—and it gives no indication of thinning out. Indeed, many 
of the brokers will remain in the Bull&Bear until it evicts them at two in 
the morning. It isn't simply a
matter of pouring alcohol on their wounds or of a reluctance to go home and 
look the family in the eye. There are practical reasons. Everyone is on pins 
and needles (or fleurs-de-lis) waiting to learn how the foreign markets will 
react. Then and only then will it become clear whether or not this plunge is 
the Big One, the Death Crash, the financial apocalypse that will put the 
“broke” back in “broker” once and for all and leave the United States of 
America's standing in the international economic community somewhere between 
that of Portugal and Mongolia.

To that end, all eyes are on Tokyo, where, due to the sixteen-hour time 
difference, the international date line, and daylight saving time, the Nikkei 
is just now beginning to light the gas under its morning teapot. Every 
brokerage house in downtown Seattle has left a scout or two in the office to 
watch the wire, and throughout the evening the spotters will phone in to the 
Bull&Bear or, in some cases, deliver in person, the latest report on the 
state of the Nikkei. It is Good Friday already in Europe; markets there closed 
long before it became apparent how much of America's doo-doo had hit the 
propeller, and they will not reopen until Sunday night, Seattle time.

When a bartender shouts, “Gwen Mati! Telephone for Gwen Mati!” a 
momentary hush falls over the room. Could this be the first dispatch from the 
front? As you scoot your chair from the table and rise, people from Merrill 
Lynch, Prudential Securities, and other prominent firms gaze at you with eager, 
almost envious orbs, not stopping to consider that were you a major player, you 
would
have had your personal satellite phone alongside your martini glass. Your 
colleagues at Posner Lampard McEvoy and Jacobsen suffer no illusions about your 
importance, yet because they are aware of your ambitions, they do pause to 
wonder if you might have bribed the office sentinel to call you instead of 
Posner with the early numbers from Tokyo.

“Here!” you yell, and wave your arms. The phone is attached to the wall 
at the far end of the bar, and you set out for it, gingerly threading your way 
through the mob. As soon as you are out of earshot, which is a matter of 
inches, Ann Louise turns to Phil and says, “That girl is finished in this 
business.”

“Why you say that? You hear something?”

“Let's just say I have a feeling in the seat of my pants.” Ann Louise 
grins lasciviously.

On you push, sustaining an occasional elbow to the breast or blast of 
cigarette smoke in your face. Inebriation is rampant. Liquids are being 
spilled. Glasses shattered. Confessions exchanged. Cocaine—when is the 
last time you've seen cocaine in this milieu?—snorted. Brokers are 
openly necking with their sales assistants, managers are caressing their 
secretaries' thighs. It is akin to the sudden outbreak of war, when all social 
rules are temporarily suspended. As you squeeze past the table where Sol, your 
firm's chief analyst, is sitting, he gives you a faint, rueful smile and says, 
“AprÈs nous le dÉluge. The fun has stopped, 
mon amie.” You pat his shoulder and press on, but as you near the
telephone, you hear his voice behind you. “The fun has stopped.”

You reach for the receiver. There will be no co-worker on the line, no 
exclusive flash from the Nikkei wire. It will be, rather, Q-Jo Huffington, 
your supposed best friend, calling to tell you she is waiting for you at the 
Virginia Inn. You are well aware that Q-Jo is waiting. You had arranged to 
meet at four-thirty at that arty tavern among whose bohemian clientele Q-Jo 
is very much at home. You don't much like the place, since it reminds you of 
your supposed parents, the kind of place they would have frequented, but it is 
far, far preferable to having Q-Jo, all three hundred embarrassing pounds 
of her, show up at the Bull&Bear. You are annoyed that she is impatient. 
Could she really expect you to keep your date on a day such as this? Not if she 
has listened to the news, she couldn't. Alas, Q-Jo listens only to the 
music of the spheres.

“Hello,” you snap, sounding as gruff as your little schoolgirl candy 
valentine voice can manage. The voice on the other end belongs to Belford Dunn, 
your assumed beau. “Gee, honey,” he says, “sorry to trouble you with this on 
a terrible day”—Belford has heard the news—“but 
AndrÉ's got out. He's run away!”

Belford is virtually sobbing. Yet, you feel more annoyance than sympathy. 
Leave it to Belford! Your career is sailing down the greased chute to Hell, the 
entire American economy is sailing down the chute, while Belford goes to pieces 
over a runaway pet. On the other hand, AndrÉ is no ordinary pet. 
AndrÉ is a monkey with a past.

And he has not so much run away as escaped.

“Belford, please,” you hear yourself plead. Somehow, the alcohol has 
distanced you from your voice just enough so that you can listen to it as if it 
had been prerecorded. Still, you can't be entirely objective about it. Nothing 
about yourself annoys you quite so much as your voice. This is the 
way, you think, a package of Hostess cupcakes would sound if a 
package of Hostess cupcakes could speak. Q-Jo, on the other hand, says 
your voice is your lone saving grace. She claims you are the only career woman 
she has ever met for whom Dental Drill was not a second language. You explain 
that businesswomen have to talk harshly in order to compete with men. And if 
your voice is as airy and warm and vulnerable as Q-Jo says, it is only 
because you have been unable to alter it. Once, you took up smoking in an 
attempt to produce deeper tones, but cigarettes made you nauseous. What 
Q-Jo hears as sexy, you perceive as squeaky. That, regrettably, was your 
childhood nickname: “Squeak.” Your mother never called you anything but 
“Gwendolyn,” but to your dad and everybody else, it was “Squeak”-this and 
“Squeak”-that. Made you feel like a goddamned mouse.

“Please, Belford.
         .
         .         .” You make it clear that while the 
market has been closed since one p.m., that while its sudden nine-hundred-point 
decline probably has given you a permanent haircut, that while you may be in a 
swell saloon swilling gin, you, nonetheless, are technically still working. You 
owe it to your clients as well as to yourself—your personal account has 
been bled of some relatively serious juice—to remain on duty, as it 
were,
until the heathen Japs, for whom the anniversary of Our Lord's crucifixion is 
just another day in the shop, demonstrate whether or not they intend to follow 
us to the bottom of the lake. However, not wishing to appear insensitive to 
Belford's plight, you, in spite of your responsibilities and woes, offer him a 
deal. To wit: if AndrÉ hasn't turned up by supper time—and you 
are confident that he will not forgo his raisin bread and banana 
Popsicles—you will join in the search. Furthermore, you will bring 
Q-Jo along so that she might apply her considerable psychic powers to the 
determination of the monkey's whereabouts.

Relieved, Belford thanks you profusely. So profusely it annoys you. 
“Meanwhile,” you say in your most efficient manner, “you can scour the 
neighborhood. And better notify the police.”

“Yeah, I guess I better,” he concedes unhappily. “I don't think 
AndrÉ would .         .         . revert or anything. But I 
guess I'm morally obliged to tell the authorities.”

You are about to ring off—expressions such as “morally obliged” 
rather irk and embarrass you—when he says, “At first, hon, when you 
talked about waiting for news from Japan, I thought you meant Dr. 
Yamaguchi.”

“Who?”

“You know. Dr. Yamaguchi. He's due in town tonight.”

“Oh, that cancer guy. What would he have to do with any of this?”

“Well,” Belford says, “he's from Japan. And he's bringing good news. 
That could help the market.”

You sigh your best long-suffering sigh and hang up. Since you are in the 
vicinity, you go to the ladies' room and urinate as hard as you can, forcing a 
stream against the porcelain that would knock a small animal off its feet or 
put out the eye of a cyclops. Then, you commence to fight your way back through 
the crowd. As you move parallel to the bar, you find yourself directly behind 
the man at whom Ann Louise has been staring; a tall, slender man with bleached, 
stringy hair hanging halfway down the back of a worn leather jacket. He's in 
tight but frayed jeans, and you notice a gold earring in his left lobe, as well 
as some sort of tattoo on the back of his hand. If it is incongruous that a 
fellow of uncouth appearance would be standing at the bar of the Bull&Bear, 
it is all the more unusual that throughout the afternoon other, more acceptably 
attired, people, people in the business (Posner, even!), have been stopping to 
chat with him. There are a couple of brokers around him now, schmoozing it up, 
and you think, This couldn't have happened in the eighties, this could 
only happen on the worst day of my life.

When, on the spur of the moment, the stranger spins around to leer at you, 
a high-pitched little yelp Minnies out of your throat, and you flinch as if you 
were a ripe tomato that's just heard the creak of the garden gate. Small wonder 
you are startled. The smile that slices across the bony plain of his stubbled 
jaws is as fierce as a paper cut, and his eyes are as reddened as bedsores,
as probing as coat hangers. You feel their gaze in your uterus. Before you can 
move away, he lays a single bony finger against your wrist and nods toward Sol, 
the analyst. “The fun is just beginning,” he whispers confidentially, and his 
bad grin widens like a rip in a wetsuit.

Back at your table, you slide with exaggerated helplessness into your 
chair and slump there. “Good grief!” you exclaim. “Who is that 
scumbag?”

“Why, that's Larry Diamond,” says Phil.

And Ann Louise adds, as if it explains everything, “He's just back from 
Timbuktu.”

FIVE-FIFTEEN P.M.

Because you feel a trifle queasy after draining your third martini, you decide 
to order food. For years, you have subsisted largely on green salads made from 
exotic plants with astringent flavors and unpronounceable names (try saying 
“arugula” or “radicchio” after a hard day riding the range) and drizzled 
with vinegars that cost more than good champagne; but today the rules have been 
suspended, and your taut tummy is crying out for animal protein. Being a 
traditional meat-and-potatoes kind of cookery, the Bull&Bear's kitchen is 
quite prepared to fill your request for chopped round steak with carmelized 
onions and steamed asparagus.

While the waitress is arranging your utensils, your bread basket, and 
butter dish, Phil volunteers some information on this distasteful Larry Diamond 
character. Seems Diamond used to be an ace, quite possibly the hottest broker 
in the Pacific Northwest, but he threw his darts a bit recklessly and lost his 
job and his assets in the last crash, the crash of '87.

“We knew about him in New York,” Ann Louise interjects. “For a 
hooterville like this, he generated jumbo juice. But basically, he was a 
churner, and smiling-and-dialing will always bury you in the end.” At that, 
she shoots you a pointed glance. You cannot help but blanch.

“Yep,” says Phil, running his clunky farmer's fingers through his white 
hair. “Ol' Larry was prone to go dialing for dollars. Wonder what he's doing 
nowadays.”

“He's just back from Timbuktu.”

“Yes, Ann Louise, you mentioned that. But why?” you ask. “What would a 
guy from the business be doing in a place like that?”

It is Phil who answers. “Maybe he knows something we don't.”

“About Timbuktu?”

“Hey, we got a global economy.”

“But Timbuktu? I mean, that's supposed to be the end of the earth.”

“Well, everywhere else has already been tapped. Thailand.
Argentina. Turkey, now, and Vietnam. Maybe Timbuktu's a play.”

“What's their economic base?” asks Ann Louise. “I don't think there's 
very much there.”

And you say, “Mr. Diamond doesn't strike me as a man on the prowl for a 
foreign market play. He looks more like a biker, like 
a .         .         . like some kind of wild .         .         . musician 
or something.” Try as you might, you cannot say the word musician 
without thinking of your father—but that is a separate issue.

Ann Louise smiles indulgently. She is on the verge of responding, when a 
wave of noisy excitement rolls over the establishment. The crowd starts to 
mill, individuals pivoting first one way and then the next, as if a famous 
movie star were about to enter the room naked, but nobody is sure through which 
door. The looks on some faces, however, suggest they expect an armed terrorist 
instead of a celebrity. Obviously, a rumor is loose in the room, running amok, 
goosing people, biting their ankles. The hubbub mounts, then, in an ever 
softening smorzando, peels away like sonar panty hose when an elderly man, a 
senior vice-president at Merrill Lynch, climbs precariously atop a table and 
croaks the announcement, in a hoarse old voice, that the Nikkei has opened 
sharply lower, yet not as low as many had feared, and that it shows signs of 
stabilizing.

There are scattered cheers, there is cautious applause. Then everyone 
begins to speculate at once. Your meal arrives, and you are ready to masticate 
your initial hesitant forkful of meat, only
to have your jaw muscles lock when you overhear someone at an adjacent table 
remark, “I'll tell you why I think the Nikkei's holding. I think 
it's because of Dr. Yamaguchi.”

SIX-TEN P.M.

By the time you have finished eating, there have been two more flashes from 
Tokyo. The earlier of these has the Japanese index pissing off a pier. News of 
this downward trajectory is greeted with resignation if not fatalism at the 
Bull&Bear. A subsequent report that the Nikkei has turned upward again is 
met, depending upon an individual's temperament, either with optimism or 
disbelief.

Not knowing how to react, you order a glass of port, just to keep some 
sugar in your tank, and repositioning your chair, join Ann Louise in her 
scrutiny of Larry Diamond. “Is that what happens to brokers who get the ax?” 
you ask. “Am I going to end up a bum like that in a few more years?”

It is a rhetorical question, but Phil responds. “Larry was some kind of 
genius,” he says quietly. Ann Louise nods, looks at you, and smiles.

Well, excu-uuu-se me! you say to yourself. But you regard the 
“genius” with a bit more care. What did he intend when he said the fun was 
just beginning? For that matter, what did Sol mean when he
said the fun had stopped? As far as you are concerned, the real fun stopped 
back in the eighties. Before your time. In those days, somebody in your 
position could earn major money. Jumbo money. You read about it, dreamed about 
it, all through college. How typical of your luck that when you finally arrived 
in a position to poach your golden eggs, the goose had a hysterectomy. Seems as 
though the day you got your license, America's economy started to unravel. 
Well, if it can unravel it can reravel. Right? No, you 
vaguely recall you heard somewhere that unravel and ravel 
mean the same damn thing. In that case, you don't have a Chinaman's chance. Or, 
to be more precise, a Filipina's chance. Ah, but, Gwen, that won't do, either. 
If you refuse to acknowledge your race, how can you blame your misfortunes on 
it?

Rather drunkenly, you contemplate the bad sign under which, you are sure, 
you were brought forth. Although self-pity usually annoys you, you are 
mainlining a veterinary-sized syringe of it when it registers on you that Larry 
Diamond has left his station at the bar and is shuffling toward your table. 
How disgusting, you think. He even walks like a 
derelict.

“How's it going, Larry?” asks Phil.

“Mr. Diamond, I presume,” gushes Ann Louise. Suddenly, she is as bright 
as the tip of her little cigar.

Mr. Diamond ignores them both. He just stands there for a while, shuffling 
in place, looking as loose as the collar around the neck of eternity. Then, he 
says to you, “I'll wager you and I
have something in common.”

“Oh, I doubt that,” you say. “I haven't been canned—yet.”

His grin is alarming in that it is simultaneously violent and generous, 
antagonistic and admiring. His red eyes, which resemble Spanish peanuts, dance 
demoniacally as they look you up and down.

“I didn't come over here to talk shop,” he says. Then, still grinning, 
he nods toward the spot where your dinner plate recently sat. “I ate 
asparagus, too,” he confides. “Do you realize that for the next five hours, 
our urine is going to smell exactly alike?”

SIX-THIRTY P.M.

At least the weather is nice. Seattle's winter rains—which usually 
follow hard upon the fungus-infected, blackberry-stained, spectacularly 
mildewed heels of its autumn rains—had petered out the previous week, 
and with each passing day, the sky seems to be getting lighter and higher, as 
if the sky has come unmoored and is drifting away from Earth: the Chicken 
Little syndrome in reverse. It is said that in the crash of '29, the sky was 
dark with the falling bodies of erstwhile millionaires who had thrown 
themselves out of windows, but this evening when you look up, not so much as 
the button off a Brooks Brothers suit lands on your pretty face.

And, yes, Gwendolyn, you are pretty, a fact that periodically 
irks you because it can lead to encounters such as the one that has caused you 
to flee the Bull&Bear. Of course, you've never attracted an admirer quite so 
vile as Larry Diamond before. After Diamond's perverse remark, which Ann Louise 
and Phil found surprisingly amusing, you grabbed your purse, arose with as much 
dignity as you could muster, blushing all the while, and attempted to stalk off 
to the powder room. He blocked your path. Perhaps he wished to apologize but 
you didn't give him a chance. “Out of my way, Bozo,” you said.

Now, you intended to speak coldly, and with good reason. On the other 
hand, how much frigidity can be conveyed by a voice that seems to have been 
designed to incubate baby bluebirds? Yet, Diamond reacted as if you had both 
slapped his cheek and handed him the key to the treasure. His leer folded 
faster than a lawn-sprinkling service in Bangladesh, and his wickedly glinting 
eyes became abruptly sober, suspicious, imploring. “Do you mean,” he asked 
softly, “Bozo as in tribe or Bozo as in clown?”

You couldn't answer. For some reason, he scared you more now than when he 
was acting lecherous. You stood there dumbfounded until he seized you roughly 
by your shoulders and stuck his stubbly face into yours. You had thought, from 
his appearance, that he would reek, but when you gasped, involuntarily sucking 
in his aroma, you discovered that he smelled metallic and sugary, rather like a 
tin of fruit cocktail. Did that reassure you? Not in any way. He was shaking 
you gently. “Bozo tribe or Bozo clown?”

“Clown,” you blurted, fully expecting him to pay back the insult by 
causing you bodily harm. However, with a disappointed little smile, he released 
you instantly and stepped aside so that you might proceed. And proceed you did, 
on wobbly knees, to the front door and through it to the street. Where now you 
stand, letting the mild April breeze blow your hair and skirt about, while you 
watch the sky float off beyond the stars.

SIX-FORTY P.M.

Wisely, you elect not to drive your car. You still owe thirty grand on that 
Porsche, and with your current streak of luck, you definitely could count on 
bashing it against something inflexible—and collecting a DWI citation 
into the bargain. The Virginia Inn is within walking distance, but after a 
thorough survey of your surroundings, you decide that pedestrianism also is out 
of the question.

Downtown Seattle has come to resemble the slums of Calcutta, so dense is 
its population of beggars, vagabonds, hustlers, buskers, maniacs, thugs, winos, 
addicts, and the physically and mentally impaired. Now that the rains have 
ceased, they have staggered, crawled, hobbled, or strutted from doorways, 
overpasses, condemned buildings, sewers, and vacant lots into the finest 
streets of the city. There they hawk their merchandise, play their accordions, 
and petition, vocally or via cardboard sign, for alms,
alms, alms.

Some of these wretched creatures are threatening, others merely pitiful. 
For example, the family sitting in a semicircle in front of a cheese shop: Papa 
Panhandler, Mama Panhandler, Junior Panhandler, and Baby Panhandler, festooned 
in rags, twinkling with snot, squatting there weathered and sore, yet hopeful; 
waiting for the Good Samaritan (church-sponsored or governmental) who, they 
firmly believe, will show up sooner or later to sponge their brows and buy them 
a color TV. In your favor, Gwendolyn, you entertain a flicker of compassion. 
Largely, however, it is bewilderment you feel. “What's the matter with these 
people?” you ask yourself. “How did they let themselves get in this fix? 
Where are their tidy cottages, where are their cute farms? Where, oh where, has 
all the money gone?”

The money. The lovely money. Q-Jo contends that it is your grasping 
for material wealth that has caused twenty-three gray hairs (she counted them) 
to sprout on your black Filipina crown—but you know it isn't so: it is 
the Welsh blood from your mother's side of the family that is to blame. Anyway, 
there is no grasping on your part, no vulgar greed. Rather, it is a biological 
drive. That's right. Pushing thirty, you hear the clock ticking. Only it is not 
babies you want to make, it's cash. You long to swell up with a pregnancy of 
moola and expel silver dollars like a slot machine.

Alas, the money is going away. It is leaving America as fast as its 
stubby green legs will carry it. America, who loved it so dearly. 
It
has already left the lazy and the stupid—and now it is 
leaving you.
You are heartsick about it, and you'll be damned if you 
will give
Baby Panhandler that five spot you have semi-drunkenly, 
semi-
guiltily pulled from your purse. Hey, folks! You've got 
financial problems, too. Have you ever! At least these people don't have 
Porsche payments and a condo mortgage to worry about.

Before you reach the taxi stand on the corner, however, you give the 
five-dollar bill away. You give it to a decrepit old geezer whose beard is like 
a shock of hazardous asbestos blowing in the wind. The gentleman has a placard 
around his neck. Grotesquely lettered, the sign reads, MANY THINGS ARE 
DESTROYING ME. With that, you can identify.

SIX-FIFTY P.M.

The cabbie who picks you up sports a Jamaican do, having wasted untold 
productive hours teasing and rolling his hair until it looks like an 
infestation of elongated woolly worms. Worse, he smells like your dad. Which is 
to say, he stinks of freshly burnt marijuana. Jesus! Why you? What is there 
about you that attracts such people? Well, you suppose that if one is 
indiscreet enough to rendezvous with Q-Jo Huffington, it is only fitting 
that one's transport to that rendezvous be weirdness on wheels.

Briefly, you consider ordering the driver to carry you directly to Belford 
Dunn's, but you realize in time that it is the gin working in your glands that 
is responsible for this annoying urge. There was a year in which you drank a 
fair amount of scotch, in hopes that you would develop a nice, low whiskey 
voice. Alas, you learned that hard liquor arouses you sexually, so you 
switched, naturally, back to white wine. Better squeaky than horny. 
“Driver!”

“Yes, sistah?”

“Oh, never mind.” In any case, Belford would be otherwise occupied with 
the location and repatriation of a backsliding primate.

The cabbie, who, despite his Caribbean accent, speaks better English than 
the average American fraternity boy, begins to talk to you about 
Rastafarianism. Just to be polite, you ask him how come Haile Selassie, a 
modern-day but quite dead Ethiopian emperor, for goodness sake, came to be 
regarded by the Rastas as their high priest and principal saint? He explains 
that once upon a time—he thinks it was in the fifties—Jamaica was 
experiencing a devastating drought. People couldn't remember when they had last 
seen a raindrop. Then, Selassie flew to Jamaica on a state visit. The instant 
his plane touched down, there was an unexpected cloudburst. And it rained every 
second Haile Selassie was in the country. It poured for three straight days. 
And when his plane took off again, it stopped. “There you have it, 
sistah.”

All you can do is shake your head. Good grief! you think. 
Guy has a bad vacation, and they found a religion on it! You shake 
your head some more. The twenty-three gray hairs shake with it.

Indeed, Gwendolyn, it is a very strange world. And it's getting stranger 
by the minute.
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NINE P.M.

It is night now, no longer evening but fully night, as in “black as,” if not 
precisely “dead of.” Evening usually has the afternoon hanging on its 
coattails, has actual flecks of daylight clinging like lint to its lapels, but 
night is solitary, aloof, uncompromised, extreme. The safe margins of the day, 
still faintly visible during eventide, have been erased by night's dense gum, 
obscured by its wash of squid squirtings, pajama sauce, and the blue honey 
manufactured by moths. Is the night a mask, or is day merely night's prim 
disguise? Most of us are born in the night, and by night most will die. Night, 
when tangos play on the nurse's radio and rat poison sings its own hot song 
behind the cellar door. Night, when the long snake feeds, when the black sedan 
cruises the pleasure districts, when neon flickers “Free at Last” in a dozen 
lost languages, and shapes left over from childhood move furtively behind the 
moon-dizzy boughs of the fir.

It is the night of the alleged worst day of your life. Have things gotten 
any better? Not appreciably. While the American
eagle flops like a headless chicken in the stock exchanges of the Orient, 
panicking the traders with a globby shower of blood, you hold your girlish 
breath, cross your fingers—and watch Q-Jo Huffington devour pork 
chops as if pork chops were about to follow money down the road out of 
Dodge.

You are seated in a padded plastic booth at the Dog House, a downscale 
restaurant whose motto is “We Never Close,” a declaration whose truthfulness 
is reflected in the weary pantomimes of the waitresses, some who appear to have 
been on duty around-the-clock since the restaurant opened for business in 1934. 
For the most part, the Dog House caters to an aging blue-collar clientele, 
although in the cracked hours after midnight, it is heavily infiltrated by the 
more extreme elements of the youth culture: by punks and bassers, grungettes 
and metalheads, thrashers and ninja boys, and by slumming high-school 
thrill-seekers from Mercer Island, Hunts Point, and other ritzy suburbs. 
Battle-hardened waitresses keep the kids in line, but you are relieved that the 
hour is still early and the diners less disturbing than dÉclassÉ. 
Which is not to imply that you are anything but annoyed to be here.

When Q-Jo named the Dog House as her dinner destination, you assumed 
it was a joke, a silly pun relating to the fact that so many people in the 
Virginia Inn were barking. Yes, barking! There they were, Seattle's 
poets, painters, musicians, and filmmakers; people whom one would guess might 
be cultured and sophisticated; but were they discussing Gäodel, Escher, 
or Bach; were they casting a particularly illuminating light upon the 
stock-market crash,
relating it to McLuhanian technology theory or “The Fall of the House of 
Usher”? Maybe they were at that. One hardly could account for every nuance of 
every conversation in the tavern, especially with the recorded music of 
African-American bluesmen being played at a volume that would have prompted 
those old Negroes to drop their homemade guitars and run into the forest with 
their hands over their ears. In fairness, there might have been at any given 
table intellectual speculation of invigorating quality. All you know is that 
you failed to hear the words “Dow Jones,” “deutsche mark,” or 
“Michel Foucault” pass through any lips—but you did hear an inordinate 
amount of barking.

And when some bespectacled gallery poof, all certifiably hip beneath his 
crimson beret, would let loose a little bark, many around him would join in. 
Then, and this was the oddest part, everybody would beam in a bemused fashion, 
as if they were delighted yet did not understand in the least the source of 
their delight. Good grief! Was this some new fad? When you queried Q-Jo 
about it, she shrugged and said, “Oh, Dr. Yamaguchi,” and brought up the Dog 
House.

Naturally, you kept expecting hidden connections to assert themselves. In 
time, and quite synchronistically, they would. But for the present, it was a 
matter of pork chops.

         

“Gwendolyn, you went ahead and ate without me, you thoughtless bourgeois 
bitch. Now, you gotta step aside and watch the big dog eat.”

It is something to see, all right. Q-Jo glides into the platter of 
pork chops like a killer whale nosing into a school of salmon; smoothly but 
deadly, taking a bite out of first one chop and then another in turn, chop by 
chop; leaving them maimed, unable to flee; then circling back to finish them 
off, one at a time, fat and all; finally sucking every last droplet of gravy 
from the bones so that what remains is clean and white and polished, like 
markers in a Chinese board game.

And when you leave the table to use the telephone, she orders a second 
platter.

The bathroom scale does not exist that can instrumentally accommodate the 
poundage of Q-Jo Huffington. She pegs the needle at its furthest reach and 
would have to transfer to a commercial scale to determine precisely how far 
beyond the three-hundred-pound barrier—set by mechanical limitations and 
public decency—her weight has actually wandered. As for her cholesterol 
level, it is not in four figures but very nearly. Moreover, she smokes at a 
ruinous rate cigarettes that she rolls herself from black, coarse, 
sinister-looking shreds of Indonesian tobacco; smokes them at a pace that 
leaves you woozy and wondering if differences other than volume exist between 
her lungs and the tar pits of the Mesozoic.

One would presume that a woman as sensitive and aware as Q-Jo, a 
woman whose precognitive abilities are so convincing that they have made a 
believer of a skeptic as skeptical as you; one would suppose that such a 
woman—a professional tarot reader, for goodness sake—would take a 
special interest in nutrition and good health. And she does, as long as it is 
the health of others. She denies, however, that either altruism or hypocrisy is 
involved. True, she is a giving person, and eating is one way of getting 
something back, a way for her to be nourished in return; but there is more to 
it than that. “I smoke and eat so that I don't fly away,” she explains, 
meaning mentally fly away, although you picture her bulk hovering over the city 
like the Goodyear blimp. “When you're on the astral plain as much as I am, you 
need food and tobacco to bring you back into your body. For me, they're a 
grounding device.” They are also protection. Apparently, Q-Jo is an 
emotional sponge, a walking psychic antenna who, even as she rips pork chops 
asunder, has to struggle to block the unconscious transmissions of fellow Dog 
House diners from her screen. Obesity affords her a measure of insulation, an 
extra layer with which to reduce her vulnerability. Tucked away in a sanctuary 
of fat, her psyche does not feel quite so exposed.

Privately, you have always found Q-Jo's size appealing. From the day 
you met, you have experienced—and rigorously suppressed—a strong 
impulse to jump onto the perfumed acreage of her lap, to rest against the 
buddhas of her breasts and let her rock you in her baobab arms. But while 
others also are fascinated by her, by her purple turbans, her multicolored 
caftans, her welding-spark eyes, cavernous dimples, Santa Claus laughter, 
patchouli effluvium, ebony cigarette-holder, and rings whose stones are the 
circumference of goiters, you nevertheless are embarrassed to be seen with 
her in public. God forbid that your employers or clients should ever discover 
that this baggy flake
considers herself your companion. It continually humiliates you that the fates 
have seen fit to match you with such a friend. Once you have moved into your 
new condominium—if by some miracle the stock market's duck-dive has not 
annihilated those plans—you intend to see less of her, although less of 
Q-Jo is still aplenty.

NINE-TEN P.M.

“So what did you find out?” Q-Jo wants to know when you return to the 
booth and your recently refilled coffee cup.

“About AndrÉ or the market?”

She looks at you incredulously. “AndrÉ, of course. The stock 
market don't mean shit to me.”

“It means more than you know. If this collapse is as lethal as it could 
be, it'll impact the lives of everybody in this country.”

“Haw!” she guffaws, and licks a temporary cold sore of mashed potato 
from her upper lip. “It'll screw up the lives of those people who 
allow it to screw up their lives. The rest of us will get along just 
dandy.”

“Yeah? How dandy will people get along when their investments fail, when 
their pension funds are belly-up, when federal programs run dry, and factories 
and banks slam doors in their faces and they're out of a job? You have a 
mortgage yourself, do you not?”

“They'll get along just like they've always gotten along. Before there 
was any such thing as banks and mortgages and factories and jobs. Before they 
bought into this bogus melodrama.”

“What bogus melodrama?”

“The one you've based your life on. Now drink your coffee. I want you 
sober as a judge when we go out that door.”

“Good grief, Q-Jo! You are just so .         .         . naive. You 
live in your own little world         .         .         .”

“It ain't so little.”

“.         .         .
and think everybody else can do the same. Well, 
anyway, even though you're not interested, a guy at the office told me that 
it's rubber-ball city in Tokyo right now. Index hits the floor, hits the lid, 
hits the floor, hits the lid. Every time the Nikkei starts down the drain, the 
pharmaceuticals rally and fish it out. Where it's going to close is anybody's 
guess.” You are visibly excited.

“Gwen, baby, please ask the waitress to bring us three walnut shells and 
a dried pea. I know a fun game we can play.”

“Look, my whole future's at stake here.”

“Yes, yes.” Q-Jo sighs a sigh as big and luxuriant as a bargeload 
of catnip. “You've been saying that all night. Confusing “future' with 
“career,' confusing “career' with that roulette wheel you spin every day. A 
crash could be the best thing that's ever happened to you.”

“You've been saying 
that all night. And I don't want to hear 
it anymore. If you aren't going to do the cards for me, let's forget it.”

“I'm eating,” Q-Jo says. It is a statement impossible to 
refute.

NINE-FIFTEEN P.M.

Q-Jo gnaws. You sulk. What gall she has, criticizing your profession. She a 
fortune-teller, one cut above a grifting gypsy in a dusty storefront. Then 
there is that other “job” of hers, the one nobody in the whole world does but 
Q-Jo Huffington, a job so wacko it doesn't have a name. What would a person 
call it, anyhow? Travel agent after-the-fact? Surrogate boredom victim? 
Marginal employment any way one slices it. Yet she insists that you 
are trafficking in illusions. What nonsense. Confused, whimsical, baroque, her 
aspirations are immaterial in the truest, and most regrettable, sense of the 
word; whereas you dream on solid ground, pure, clean: the sweetly insatiable 
yearnings of a young bride. In a little ruffled apron yodeling with 
strawberries that you embroidered yourself, you kneel at the oven door of the 
world, keeping a nervous but hopeful eye on the money soufflÉ. 
Q-Jo's version of this scene has you a vampire wrapped in the curtains.

“Well,” she says, interrupting your pout, “did you get hold of 
Belford?”

“Yes. I reached him on his car phone. He's still driving around Queen 
Anne, looking for AndrÉ. Rather upset that we aren't helping. I'd 
promised him we would.”

“Almost done,” she says. From her full red lips, she wipes the last 
stains of the flesh of the pig. “Let me just grab a dish of their tapioca 
pudding. A body can't hardly find old-fashioned tapioca pudding anymore.”

“Belford's in a state. I've never seen him worked up like this. He's 
usually so calm.” You pause. Reflect. “Naturally, I hope he finds 
AndrÉ, but you know, it might be a positive thing for him if he's rid 
of that monkey.”

“Oh, I disagree. The brutal truth is, that monkey's the one and only 
interesting thing about Belford boy. Without AndrÉ, he's the duke of 
dishwater, the earl of dull.” She pauses. Reflects. “As far as I know, that 
is. I have no idea what he's like in the sack. It's a fact that some men 
conceal the greater part of their personality between their legs.” She flashes 
a grin you could slide a dictionary into. “Care to comment?”

Good grief, Gwen! Your face turns so red you can see it reflected in 
Q-Jo's silverware. The vice squad could hire you as a smut detector. You 
are sputtering toward an irritated response when, thankfully, a beehived 
waitress bustles over to take Q-Jo's dessert order. You excuse yourself and 
set off toward the
lavatory, passing en route the ice machine, the milk dispenser, and a case in 
which humble proletarian bowls of pudding and Jell-O quiver with passive 
resentment in the shadows of opulent slices of pie. If this amounts to a 
confectionery model of impending class warfare, it is no secret where your 
sympathies lie. You all but nod hello to a particularly patrician wedge of 
coconut meringue.

The toilet is a shock to your sensibilities, not because it is in the 
least unsanitary but because it has been freshly painted with untold quarts of 
yellow enamel the color of a canary with liver disease. Blinking at the 
unrelieved brightness, wrinkling your nose at the perfume machine—fifty 
cents for a squirt of Evening in Paris—remembering with a sudden 
fondness the understated elegance of the Bull&Bear's facility, you, fully 
sober at last, let yourself into one of the twin screaming-yellow stalls, hike 
up your dress, pull down your panties, vigorously scour the seat with a wad of 
tissue, then sit. Although the cocktail lounge is at the other end of the 
restaurant, you can hear Dick Dickerson at the organ as plainly as if he is 
being piped through the plumbing. Dick is offering a rendition of “Lazy 
River,” and a few of the customers are singing along. Your father used to 
listen to “Lazy River” (a jazz version, of course), accompanying the 
recording on his bongos—those cursed drums that ruined your chances for 
a normal childhood.

You are sitting here, half in reverie, half in annoyance, when your body 
abruptly twitches in a mild startle reaction. Cutting through the residual 
aromas of stale tobacco smoke, cheap perfume,
oil-based paint, and piney woods deodorizer; cutting through the loo-air with a 
golden track, comes the smell of your own micturition, a smell heightened a 
hundredfold by your recent ingestion of asparagus. And the instant your brain 
identifies the odor, it thinks of Larry Diamond. Just as the perverse bastard 
knew it would! You are disgusted with yourself and furious with him. And, as 
you discover when you wipe your labia, recognizably and quite inexplicably 
aroused.

NINE TWENTY-FIVE P.M.

You storm past the pie cabinet, where the Jell-O has started to look 
alarmingly upwardly mobile, and catch up with Q-Jo at the cigar counter. 
She is chewing on a toothpick and paying the tab.

“Belford Dunn is the nicest, most decent man I know, his sex life is 
nobody's business, and besides, you don't even have a boyfriend!” 
You say this through clenched teeth while practically balling your tiny hands 
into fists.

“Whoa. Whoa, there. Take it easy, lady. No need to get defensive. 
Belford's a sweetheart. The whole damn town knows Belford's a sweetheart. If 
the nimble-minded should ever put him on trial for terminal dullness, I'll 
testify under oath that he's twice as nice as he is tedious. Fair enough?”

Your inclination to vigorously condemn this faint praise is tempered by 
the embarrassment you feel at the way the cashier is regarding the pair of you. 
You make an edgy move toward the door, and Q-Jo says, “Good. Now let's go 
try and reunite our boy with his red-assed ape.” She lays a thick, sweaty palm 
on your shoulder. “I suggest we begin by checking the jewelry stores.”

NINE FORTY-FIVE P.M.

Near the crest of Queen Anne Hill, Q-Jo pulls over and eases her Geo Storm 
(the fact so many fat people drive small cars might be worthy of a behavioral 
scientist's attention) right up to the rear bumper of Belford's huge Lincoln, 
like an ambitious cocker spaniel sniffing out the estrogen level of a Doberman 
bitch. When she turns off her headlamps, you can see the silhouette—the 
squarish head, the wide shoulders—of the man you have vowed to ease out 
of your life by July 4 (Independence Day!), yet whose honor, if not 
Élan, you have just passionately, though incongruously, defended. The 
ambiguity is not lost on you. It irks you, in fact. And there may be more to 
come. Any moment now, this man will spread his mouth over your mouth, and, 
duration depending upon how distracted he is by AndrÉ's disappearance, 
mash it about. To what extent will you find that agreeable? Considering that 
obsolete boyfriend or no obsolete boyfriend, market crash or no market crash, 
worst day of your life or no worst
day, your glands are blithely brimming.

Q-Jo opens her door and, like a discount Houdini trying to escape 
from a golf bag, begins pulling herself free of the car. Belford opens his 
door, slides out, and rushes to Q-Jo's assistance. You sit there. You look 
him over. You wonder.

Belford Dunn used to be a logger. What in earlier, more colorful times 
was called a lumberjack. He resided near his birthplace on the Olympic 
Peninsula and felled cedar and fir for his livelihood. At some point, he read 
the handwriting on the sawmill wall. It said, “Timber is a dying 
business.”

Right next to it was a wall upon which was written, “A tree farm is not a 
forest.” Belford put two and two together, concluding that at the rate 
Americans were selling logs to the Japanese, it was merely a matter of time 
before we ran out of woods and that the “plantations” that were being 
established in their stead were without appeal, being devoid of wildness and 
beauty, diversity and danger, curiosity and reverence, that primal reverence 
that has forever been inspired by the Unknown Place; the place unknown, that 
is, to all but such messengers of our psyche as the moon and the mushroom and 
the owl and the stag.

When Belford packed up and left Port Angeles, it surprised his parents, 
who always thought of their son exactly as he was described in his public 
school evaluation: “Lovable but average.” (Perhaps, Gwen, that is the way you 
think of him now.) Lovable though he may have been, however, he was, at 
thirty-three,
unmarried, and he had only a few compunctions about leaving less foresightful 
buddies behind to whine and howl about the eventual loss of logging jobs. He 
did try to talk some sense into them, but their vision extended no farther than 
the nearest tavern, the length of a pickup truck, the panel of a VCR. So, 
adios, amigos.         .         .         .

Once settled at the Seattle YMCA, Belford enrolled in real estate classes. 
He earned a Realtor's license, landed a job, and within eighteen months was 
selling more properties, both residential and commercial, than all but a 
handful of Puget Sound agents. He proved to be a natural salesman, primarily 
because he liked people and they liked him. They trusted him. Belford's brain 
chewed its cud as placidly as a moo-cow behind the broad, open facade of what 
is commonly known as an “honest face.” Indeed, he was honest. From 
his thin, sandy hair to his shoeshine. He was active in the Lutheran church out 
of genuine piety, not as a ploy to make contacts—although contacts he 
did make in abundance. And money he made in abundance, as well. Ten years 
later, he still generates what you, Gwen, call jumbo juice. But most of it he 
gives to the church or to charities. And even more disturbing, in your 
estimation, he is planning to quit his job in September so that he might go 
back to school to become a social worker. Good grief! The upside, you suppose, 
is that if nobody can successfully apply the Heimlich maneuver to an economy 
that is choking on a dinosaur bone, America will need more social workers than 
real estate salesmen. But who is going to pay them? And how much?

It was from Belford Dunn that you bought your apartment. At the time, it 
was his apartment, but having proclaimed it too fancy, he moved 
several blocks away to smaller, simpler digs. His idea of “fancy” hardly 
coincides with yours. The building, a 1930s low-rise, is solid, and each of its 
units has leaded-glass windows, exposed beams, tiled fireplaces, and Swedish 
hardwood floors; in short, old-fashioned charm galore, but no one could claim 
it is a chic address. How could it be? Q-Jo Huffington lives there. Some 
months ago, you put your unit up for sale and signed a contract to buy a 
marine-view condo in a desirable upscale high-rise downtown. Good-bye, marginal 
neighbors, hello, concierge! The deal is scheduled to close next 
week. But next week, you—and the fellow stockbroker who is negotiating 
to buy your current place—may be sipping your morning coffees in the 
unemployment line. The timing of the crash could not have been worse. When you 
think about it, you scarcely can prevent yourself from screaming foul language 
and stamping your little feet.

At any rate, Belford seemed like a good catch at first. Even today, you 
are not prepared to admit that personal wealth and emotional stability are 
inadequate substitutes for savoir-vivre. Nor that unrelenting decency 
can wear on a person's nerves. What you will admit is that if you knew you had 
to spend the rest of your life with a social worker, you would blow your brains 
out. You might do that anyhow. Your mom did.

Out on the curb, Q-Jo is giving Belford a high five. “Hey, you big 
flamboyant, fun-loving, spicy guy!” He knows she's joshing
him, he's not stupid, but he smiles good-naturedly. It's a smile a girl could 
bring home to mother, if she had a mother; a smile a girl could pet like a 
pony, sip like a lemonade, hum like a popular tune; a smile a girl would feel 
safe with in a dark alley. Not that Belford would ever take you down a dark 
alley. Except for assorted camping trips and fishing expeditions, which you 
found tiresome, dirty, and boring, Belford has never taken you 
anywhere. Belford is not given to the romantic vacation, the luxury 
resort, the spontaneous weekend in Palm Springs. Three years ago, shortly after 
you met, he went to Europe. He thought he ought to see it. You were annoyed, 
frankly, that he didn't invite you—you slept with him earlier than you 
might have in the hope that he'd ask you along—but, alas, it was a 
package tour. Pre-sold and all that. You didn't sulk for long. It will 
polish him, you consoled yourself. He'll be more sophisticated after 
he's seen London and Rome. What you hadn't counted on was that he'd spend 
the entire month in Saint-Tropez fighting to gain custody of a monkey too hot 
for France to handle.

TEN P.M.

On Queen Anne Hill, there are a lot of places where a monkey might hide. It's a 
residential area, an area of yards. To be sure, the hill is ringed with 
apartment buildings—yours is one—but it's primarily a 
neighborhood, an extensive neighborhood, of
single-family dwellings. And single-family dwellings have yards. Front yards, 
back yards, side yards. In these yards there are shrubs, bushes, hedges, trees. 
Bordered by toolsheds, garages, patios, gardens. There are schoolyards, too. 
And a couple of parks. There are even several wild wooded patches, spacially 
limited, yet adequate habitat for small animals. If opossum and skunk and 
raccoon can hide there, survive there, year after year, decade after decade, 
almost in the middle of a teeming metropolitan chockablock, think how an 
enterprising monkey might fare.

As distraught as he is
—the kiss with which he greeted you turned 
out to be no more than a matrimonial peck—you would suspect that Belford 
would be driving around willy-nilly, mistaking for AndrÉ every 
pussycat that darted behind a rosebush, yet surprisingly, there is a modicum of 
organization to his efforts. A modicum. His method has been to motor very 
slowly up and down one section of Queen Anne streets for twenty minutes, then 
to speed back to his apartment to see if the prodigal simian might not have 
returned; then, disappointed, to select a different section and repeat the 
process. You could greatly improve the efficiency of this operation, and 
normally you wouldn't have rested until you had done just that. Tonight, 
however, you haven't the starch for it. Fate has sicced the witches on you, and 
only a miracle in Tokyo can keep your innards out of their menudo.

So, Belford continues to do what he's been doing for hours, only now while 
he scans one side of the street, you halfheartedly scan the other. And behind 
you, taking up most of the Lincoln's
roomy backseat, sucking on shaggy, smelly cigarettes, tugging at the folds in 
her caftan, Q-Jo cranks up the psychic radar.

“Getting anything, Q-Jo?” Belford asks.

“Nada. But that's hardly surprising. I don't read 
monkeys.”

Over your shoulder, you shoot her a glance. “Since when?”

“Jackasses, yes. And jackals. Maybe a baboon now and again. But just the 
two-legged kind.”

“AndrÉ's only got two legs,” Belford objects.

“Well, yeah, I suppose that's true. He'd have to have hands and fingers 
to do the things he's done.”

Now would be the perfect moment to segue into a discussion of 
AndrÉ's past activities and the possibility that he may be 
trying, at least, to resume them; the ideal time to bring up 
Q-Jo's proposal that the search party cruise the downtown gem shops, the 
museums, and first-class hotels—but neither Q-Jo nor you dare pursue 
it. There's something intimidating about a strong man on the brink of tears. 
Moreover, Belford has yet to contact the police. He's refusing to face 
reality, you think. Turning back to the window, you recommence your monkey 
watch with half-open eyes, reviewing in your mind the mistakes that left you so 
personally vulnerable to a market meltdown. Facing a little reality of your 
own.

Easter falls on the first Sunday after the first full moon following the 
vernal equinox. Therefore, as it is a cloudless
night, there must be a moon in the sky. And whether waxing or waning, it must 
be virtually full. Sure enough. There it is. Poking over the tip of the Queen 
Anne communications tower, big and bulbous and shiny and pitted, like the nose 
of a vaudeville comedian.

You, alas, are unmoved by it. A tissue of worry lies like a layer of 
cirrostratus between you and the moon. Your eyes are oblivious to the heavens, 
but when the Lincoln, on its way back to Belford's place, glides past several 
couples socializing in the moonlight outside the popular 5 Spot Cafe, your ears 
are reasonably certain that they hear people barking.

TEN TWENTY-FIVE P.M.

“Yamaguchi-san,” says Q-Jo, in a fake Japanese accent. She chuckles.

“Right,” Belford agrees. “Dr. Yamaguchi.” He, too, manages to cough 
up the husk of a laugh.

“Hey! What is this with Yamaguchi and people barking?” you demand. 
Something is afoot, something silly and stupid, no doubt, but you are irked 
that you seem to be the last soul in Seattle who isn't in on the joke.

“I didn't personally catch it on the tube,” Q-Jo explains, 
“but—”

“Look there!” Belford interrupts. “Is that him?”

“What?”

“Where?”

Belford brakes the Lincoln and angles it to the right so sharply that its 
front tire black-faces the curb. You entertain a whiff of burnt rubber and the 
feeling that the curb is down on one knee about to sing “Mammy.” Then you see 
it: an anthropoid shape scrambling on all fours across the lawn of a duplex. 
Only a millisecond separates the synapse that falsely registers the silhouette 
of AndrÉ from the one that accurately informs you that the shape is 
much too large for a monkey.

“It's a man,” says Q-Jo.

“Yeah,” Belford reluctantly agrees. The bellows of a huge sigh fills 
the car with the vapid carbon dioxide of his disappointment.

As the three of you look on, the man crawls into the shadow of a 
rhododendron shrub and all but vanishes there.

“Think it's a burglar?”

Q-Jo scoffs at you. “Gwen, the guy's in his 
underwear.”

“The poor fellow's drunk,” says Belford. “Or disturbed.”

“Probably a stockbroker, then,” you say. You check your gold Rolex. 
“In another thirty-five minutes, there could be a guy like him behind every 
bush in town.” You issue a bitter little laugh and lay your hand on Belford's. 
It's the first time you've touched him tonight. “Let's keep moving, dear.”

Belford, however, is already reaching for the door handle. “He may need 
help,” he says. “He might be in pain.”

There's no use trying to restrain the socially responsible once they are 
locked in on their suffering target. You pull back and let him go. Q-Jo 
makes a move to follow him, then thinks better of it and lights up another 
noxious cigarette instead.

“You're wise to stay in here,” you say. “What if he's on drugs?”

“Belford's lucky if he is. People on drugs are always less trouble than 
people on booze.”

As your supposed boyfriend slowly approaches the night crawler—for 
an ex-logger, it's amazing how daintily, almost primly, he moves—you 
strain to remember if your father was more trouble when he was drinking dago 
red or smoking Humboldt weed. “Trouble” may be the wrong word. Seldom was 
Ferdinand Mati trouble, he just wasn't much of a dad.

Out of the shrub-shadow, an arm suddenly materializes. Long and alabaster 
in the moonlight, it is reminiscent of those disembodied appendages that in old 
horror movies strangled, one by one, the occupants of Gothic mansions and 
played tortured Rachmaninoff solos on grand pianos in the middle of the night. 
The arm is vigorously, frantically waving Belford away. Belford does
stop but failing to get the picture, asks the flailing arm, “Friend, are you 
okay?”

At that instant, the front door of the lower duplex flies open, and onto 
the tiny porch bursts a man in a postman's uniform. The man is wielding a 
croquet mallet and appears agitated and potentially dangerous, except for the 
fact that his progress is impeded by an equally agitated woman, wearing a red 
bra but no underpants, who has a firm grasp on his collar. The woman is weeping 
and wailing, and the man is attempting to shake her off while his vision 
adjusts to the dimmer light outdoors.

“There's two of 'em!” the man yells. He lunges forward so forcefully 
that the woman falls, releasing his jacket. “Were you fucking two of 
'em?” As he bolts down the steps, brandishing the croquet mallet, you call 
out, “Belford!” Your voice sounds so high and tweety to you that you are 
embarrassed to add anything further.

At the same time as the disembodied arm is retracted into the shadows, 
Belford raises his own arm in a conciliatory gesture. Belford wishes to pacify, 
Belford wishes to reason. However, neither reason nor logic nor gloom of night 
shall stay this courier from his appointed rounds. The postman takes a running 
swing that grazes the sleeve of Belford's placating gesture. Now, it is 
Q-Jo's turn to holler. “Get behind the wheel!” she orders.

For some reason, you cannot move. You sit there as if mesmerized by 
numbers on a computer screen while the mallet whizzes around Belford's head. 
“Goddamnit, Gwen! Get behind the wheel and
start the car!” Q-Jo pokes you hard between your shoulder blades with her 
cigarette holder. Thus prodded, you slide across the seat, turn the 
ignition—and whimper. Will the worst day of your life never end?

Whump! The sound of the mallet smacking Belford's face mimics 
the sound of a fastball landing in a catcher's mitt. Belford has not tasted so 
much cellulose since a limb fell on him his first week at work in the woods. 
Spotted owls circle his skull, chased by miniature putti with their 
diapers on fire. Belford is staggering, the mallet is rising for another 
whump, when the night crawler darts from his hiding place and lopes 
off down the street. Switching attention, the presumed cuckold follows him in 
hot pursuit. Prodded by Q-Jo, you inch the Lincoln forward. Q-Jo opens 
the door for Belford, whereupon you experience simultaneous horror at the blood 
he is dripping and jealousy at the way he waves good-bye to the pantless blond 
on the porch.

TEN FIFTY-FIVE P.M.

Although Belford's apartment is clean and tidy, it reeks so of monkey that it 
turns your stomach. Q-Jo's sinister cigarettes will soon mask the animal 
odor, but the tobacco has been punching your nausea bag, as well. You slip out 
onto Belford's narrow balcony for a suck of fresh air. The night is coolish, 
but mild enough to be restrained by your Armani trench coat. Trees, newly 
leafed, block your view of downtown and its lights, but you can see (good for 
you!) that the sky is aprickle with stars and that the moon looks like a 
radiation blister that a primitive physician has treated with sulfur. That your 
brain cells might be catenated to those distant fossilized fireballs would 
strike you as preposterous, but only slightly more preposterous than your 
emotional links to the fellow who is lying on the sofa with an ice pack on his 
face.

Neither you nor Q-Jo can claim any first-aid experience—the 
stricken soul who relies on either of you for CPR can kiss his tush and his 
ticker good-bye—but between the two of you, you accurately determined 
that Belford's nose was merely bloodied, not broken, and that the cut in his 
lip should not require stitches. Q-Jo made him pinch his nostrils together 
until the blood flow clotted, you sponged his features with a wet hand towel. 
You weren't as gentle as you could have been—damn Posner if he thinks 
you'll take up nursing!—but Belford didn't complain. When he spoke at 
all, it was to express pity for those involved in the duplex triangle. Which, 
of course, annoyed you since you believe that the sordid of the world get what 
they deserve.

Now, he's speaking again. Muffled by the ice pack, no intelligible word 
makes it as far as the balcony. Intuitively, perhaps, you shoot another curious 
look at the stars, as if the constellations might hold an answer for you. (And, 
could you project your gaze all the way to the suburbs of Sirius, indeed they 
might—although not to any question that you have so far thought to ask.) 
Then you go back inside.

“What were you saying, Belford?”

“He said,” Q-Jo replies for him, “that he wants to look for 
AndrÉ some more. He wonders if you'll mind driving him.”

“I guess I could,” you consent with a minimum of enthusiasm. “What 
time is it?” You follow the rhetorical question with a glance at your watch. 
“Good grief!” you exclaim. “It's         .         .         .

ELEVEN-THIRTEEN P.M.”

You knock over a chair and bounce off an ottoman in your explosive sprint to 
the phone. Good grief, good grief, good grief! How could you have allowed the 
crucial moment to pass unnoticed? Damn Belford and his meddling, damn 
proletarian immorality, damn the monkey, and damn the stars!

At Posner Lampard McEvoy and Jacobsen, the phone burbles, burbles, and 
burbles some more. The first few burbles mimic electronically the sound of 
neurological urgency, the next few the sound of the heart's frustrations. 
They sure as hell got out of there fast, you think. The Nikkei 
not closed fifteen minutes and they've already blown the disco? What does it 
mean? Banzai or hara-kiri? A hollow recorded voice comes over 
the line, informing you that the offices are closed until Monday and wishing 
you a happy Easter. Slamming down the receiver, you wonder if God doesn't have 
an answering machine to screen out the prayers of the venal and the
boring? And in which category has he placed you?

Ignoring the encouragement that Belford mumbles through his ice pack, you 
let your fingers run not walk through the yellow pages. “R” is for 
“restaurants.” There are so many. The only yellow-pages list longer 
than the restaurant list is the one for attorneys. So one eats out, one breaks 
a tooth or finds glass in the chowder or gets food poisoning; one sues. What 
does that say about America? Here it is, Gwen. The number of the Bull&Bear. 
Punch it in.

Once again, you are privy to a crosstown attack of chronic burbling. You 
try to imagine conditions under which the Bull&Bear might have emptied out, 
but you are not quite that creative. At long last, the receiver is lifted off 
its cradle, and you hear the aviary gabble-gobble of a crowded lounge, followed 
by the bartender's curt hello.

You ask to speak with Phil Craddock, good ol' Phil, and while he's being 
paged, strain to hear if you can pick up any clue concerning the Nikkei's 
performance from the tone of the barroom babble. It is definitely not subdued. 
But is that a skinny blade of panic snickersneeing through the roar?

“Not here,” grunts the bartender.

As clearly as if he were on closed-circuit camera, you can tell he is 
hanging up the phone. “Wait!” you scream.

“Yeah?”

“Try Sol Finkelstein, would you? Thanks.”

Phil is a commodities trader, a different breed, he's probably home in bed 
snoring like an overturned tractor. You should have asked for Sol in the first 
place. Good ol' Sol. As you await him, you hear, or think you hear, from 
somewhere so deep in the phone that it might well have emanated from a source 
other than the Bull&Bear, might have danced off like a stray spark from 
another conversation on another circuit, perhaps in another city, you hear, or 
think you hear, the word “Bozo.” It gives the back of your neck a most 
puzzling tingle. You are still trying to make sense of it when the bartender 
comes back on the line. “Sol's not here,” he says.

“Well, then, would you please page—”

“Lady, for Christ's sake, I'm not your social secretary! I'm busy!” He 
bangs down the receiver, leaving you with an earful of dead but vibratory 
air.

You bury your head in your hands. You can almost feel random hairs, 
strands that a moment ago were glossy black, turning gray in their follicles. 
Number twenty-four. Twenty-five, twenty-six. Your presumed friends hasten to 
console you.

“We haven't consulted the cards yet,” says Q-Jo, stubbing out a 
cigarette in a thick vortex of gagging smoke. “Could put this whole affair in 
a different perspective.”

“Gwen, honey,” says Belford, removing the ice bag and sitting upright 
on the blood-flecked sofa, “let's think about this for a minute. There's got 
to be someplace else you can get the information you need.”

“Oh, it doesn't matter,” you say, your voice as burnt-out as a picnic 
marshmallow that's fallen off its stick. “It doesn't matter how Tokyo closed. 
I'm doomed anyway. Goddamn doomed!”

“Baby, baby, that's not so,” Belford says. He puts a bloodstained arm 
around you.

Q-Jo just looks at you. She is hardly astonished that the Wall Street 
quake is rattling skeletons in your personal closet. She—and the 
tarot—have suspected for quite a while that you've been picking 
toadstools without a field guide.

MIDNIGHT

Obviously, a birthday candle's worth of optimism continues to flicker in your 
heart, else why would you be stopping by the Bull&Bear on the way to fetch 
your car? Belford had dropped you off at the parking garage, and while he'd 
been occupied with emptying his wallet for a delegation of the derelict, the 
dipsomanic, and the dispossessed that had found in him a sympathetic ear, you 
slipped around the corner, still intent on reception of a report from Asia.

Q-Jo had gone home to bed. She had scheduled an early morning tarot 
reading, for which she must be rested, plus a noon
appointment to eat cucumber sandwiches and watch out-of-focus videos of an 
elderly widow's tour of the gardens of England. For pay. This was Q-Jo's 
second “job.” As you hugged each other good-bye, the two of you had made a 
tentative date for a midmorning consultation with the cards and a firm date to 
go out together Friday evening; to a nice escapist movie if you have your way, 
to the Werewolf Club to catch Betty Spaghetti&the Meatballs if Q-Jo is 
allowed to choose. “After weak tea and underexposed vistas of anal-retentive 
planting habits, I'm gonna require loud sounds and plenty of them,” she said. 
You hate music clubs for any number of reasons, including the distinct threat 
of encountering your father in one of them, but you consented to consider the 
Werewolf, since it has a state-of-the-art ventilation system and since 
substantial persons—real persons, persons with incomes above 
five figures—have been known to show up there (although should they 
observe you in the company of Ms. Huffington, it could do you more harm than 
good).

Once Q-Jo, trailing a plume of acrid smoke, had been seen safely into 
her building, you had suggested to Belford a change in the AndrÉ 
strategy. “Two cars can cover twice as much territory as one,” you reasoned. 
Regardless of how he might covet your companionship, he could not argue. And 
regardless of your fatigue, a result both of the day's blows and the martinis 
with which you sought to soften them, you were intent upon demonstrating your 
often unappreciated goodwill. Thus, Belford eased the Lincoln down the Queen 
Anne incline, carrying you to retrieve your beloved Porsche so that you might 
enlist it in the sweep of the 
monkey-haunted hilltop.

Belford hates his automobile as much as you adore yours. For the present, 
a luxury car is a necessary accoutrement to his Realtor's image, but he is 
looking forward to the day when he can exchange it for an unassuming little 
egalitarian model such as Q-Jo's. He had mentioned this again as you neared 
the bottom of the hill and the cardboard lean-tos of the homeless came into 
view. As usual, it annoyed you. The trouble with Belford, in your opinion, is 
that he achieved financial success without ever dreaming of it, a situation 
contrary to the American way of life. The American dream is wasted upon those 
who never dreamed in the first place. Now that the schism between rich and poor 
has grown so wide, the old-style, anything-is-possible-in-America dreams are 
falling through the crack. Today, the road to the pot of gold is paved with 
lottery tickets and frivolous lawsuits. A thoroughly cheesy way to go. How 
grand, how noble your dreaming has been in comparison. If only you had had a 
whit of fortune, had not been forced by circumstance to cut corners, bend 
rules         .         .         .

“What happened today, sweetums?” Belford's question had jarred you loose 
from your musings. “I mean, how could the stock market fall apart like 
that?”

At last. He had finally got around to it. He was pooping the question. (As 
opposed to “popping the question,” which he had done on a couple of occasions 
as well, meeting with an evasive response: you wanted to keep your options 
open.) “I should've seen it coming,” you confessed. “I did see it coming, 
only I didn't do anything about it. Why? If I had pulled my clients out of
the market and it shot up, which it did last year, they would've hated me, 
deserted me, I would've been the lone dumb wimp who missed the rally. On the 
other hand, if I'd stayed in and the market sank, everybody would've been in 
the same boat, it wouldn't have been me in the dunce corner all by myself. So I 
kept my people in. Worse, I stayed in myself. Yesterday, we tested 
HIV-positive. Today, we landed in Intensive Care.”

“Yeah, but why, exactly?”

“Well, it's no big secret the economy's been skating on thin ice all 
year. Stocks overpriced at the same time that earnings have been weak. Money 
flowing out of this country, not much flowing back in. In their hearts, most 
Americans believed the government would sooner or later do something to reverse 
the stream. That's giving the government credit for more brains and more 
integrity than it's obviously got. The equities market's been chugging along on 
faith alone. There was a real vile character in the Bull and Bear this 
afternoon, a former hotshot broker, disgraced now, 
really .         .         . vile; but anyway, I overheard this creep say, 
“Faith is believing in something you know isn't true.' And he's probably 
correct. Yesterday—God, it seems so long ago—that faith was badly 
strained when two cities in Pennsylvania and one in Maryland defaulted on their 
municipal bonds. The Street was skittish and set to stampede, and this morning 
one of the top analysts fired the shot. He predicted New York would also go 
into default and that Trace Manhattan Bank would turn toes up. That's all it 
took. The institutional and pension fund investors lit out for the hills, with 
the little guys running right behind them, hanging on to their
suspenders.”

“Down what? Eight hundred points?”

“Eight hundred and seventy-three, to be precise.”

“That's awful. But I thought that after the crash of eighty-seven, they 
fixed it so that couldn't happen anymore. They put in safeguards, automatic 
circuit-breakers, or something like that. Wasn't it something like that?”

“From what I've heard about eighty-seven—I was a mere schoolgirl 
at the time—that carnage was the result of internal factors. A market 
discrepancy between the New York exchange and the pit in Chicago. A result of 
hedging short-side in futures. The futures market didn't have an uptick rule. 
It could short into weakness. In a down market, Wall Street traders had to wait 
for an uptick to go short. So to stay in the game, they would hedge their 
portfolios in Chicago. What with the volume increase brought about by 
programmed trading, it simply caught up with them.”

Had Belford understood what you'd just said? And if he had not, how could 
he expect you to marry him? How could he expect that, in any case? In the shine 
of passing street lamps, you had tried to project what Belford would look like 
in ten years. Belford the social worker. Jaws gone to jelly, wire-rimmed 
spectacles, bald on top, tufts longish and gray on the sides. Benjamin Franklin 
without a kite.

“And you're right, the SEC did fix it so that internal
causes couldn't pull the rug out again. But protection against 
external events is virtually impossible. What are they going to do, 
tape that damn analyst's mouth shut? Trading limits can't stand up to massive 
redemptions from mutual funds. They can slow it down, maybe; but once it's got 
momentum, they can't stop it. On top of that, there was some kind of 
atmospheric interference today, sunspots or something, that caused safeguard 
equipment to fail. Just a lot of bad luck, basically. Probably because 
I was so heavily invested.”

When Belford had admonished you for taking the crash personally, you 
laughed as if you'd been joking—but you had been partially serious. 
There are people, you have noticed, who have money genes. Posner, for example. 
Even Belford. It isn't that they always inherit fortunes, although they are 
inclined to do that, too; but that they are genetically disposed toward wealth, 
connected to it on a molecular level. There's an extra, golden chromosome 
attached to the helix of their DNA, and it attracts money the way that a 
chipped or blemished chromosome will attract disease. You were not born with 
it, alas, and attempts to have it implanted have inevitably resulted in 
rejection. The grafts won't hold. Therefore, in order to keep your system 
green, you are forced to have regular, frequent, painful injections. Might it 
have been different had your daddy been Ferdinand Marcos rather than Ferdinand 
Mati, had your mom cared less for poetry? Maybe. As it is, however, you relate 
to cash the way a diabetic relates to insulin: absorb it artificially at a 
particular rate or run the risk of shock. Even then, you experience periodic 
allergic reactions, as if your white corpuscles have been mobilized to fight 
dollars off.

In any event, talking about the crash in a broad, somewhat
objective fashion had made you feel better. Inspired, you'd been ready to treat 
Belford to a rehash of the Gwendolyn Mati theory of economic 
riptide—what happens when the push and pull of concentrated wealth 
collides with the stagger and swoon of excessive poverty and why it is 
imperative that you in the middle class swim like hell toward the channel of 
prosperity—but the Lincoln had arrived downtown, and its driver had 
become distracted by the very real, nontheoretical spectacle of poverty in the 
streets.

You had kissed your fingertips—a totally safe practice since your 
nails are chewed down to the quick—and touched them to Belford's busted 
lip. What color was the striping on that mallet, did anybody notice? Would it 
ever be employed again in a sunny Sunday afternoon of croquet on the duplex 
lawn, the postman and his wife paired off against in-laws or friends, calm now, 
reconciliated, concentrating on wicket angles; while half a block away, 
hunkered down behind the wheel of a parked car, her lover glowers through dark 
glasses; and high up in the spire of a cedar, his eyes burning like joss 
sticks, his carat-sensitive fingers parting his fur in a silent harvest of 
fleas, a monkey also is spying?

You had wanted to share this vision of AndrÉ's whereabouts (a 
premonition—or have you been made silly by your association with 
Q-Jo?), but Belford had been busy, cooing to the underprivileged as if they 
were his own baby kin, so you'd slipped away and rounded the corner of Union 
Street to rummage for one more frayed piece, perhaps, in the solid gray jigsaw 
puzzle of your destiny.

Now, as you near the Bull&Bear, a bank's digital reader
board informs you that the temperature is forty-nine degrees, the hour exactly 
midnight. The watershed hour. The volatile stroke. Superstition's chime. 
Midnight, when the monotonous tick-tock of diurnal progress is for one 
throbbing moment replaced by the cool but smoky honk of a saxophone, 
alternately seductive and threatening. Midnight. The black growth on the clock 
face that has to be biopsied every twenty-four hours to see whether it is 
malignant or benign.

TWELVE OH-ONE A.M.

The affable Sol Finkelstein and the even more affable Phil Craddock are 
standing on Sixth Avenue, in front of the Bull&Bear. If they have been out 
here for a while, it would explain why they didn't come to the phone. It is 
hard to imagine what would keep them in the night air so long, but happily, as 
far as you can tell, neither of them is barking at the moon.

Great! you think. Now you won't have to go inside, breathe more 
tobacco fumes, face Posner, or encounter that Larry What's-his-name, that geek 
who has managed to ingrain himself in your bladder so that every time you take 
a pee (pardon your French), his portrait wafts up from between your knees.

“Hi, guys.”

Phil nods to you, but Sol looks away. That's odd, but then it
is apparent that they are both quite drunk.

“Listen, I've been tied up at my PC,” you lie, “correlating historical 
performance rhythms with debt levels to see if I can get a higher resolution on 
a recovery scenario, and I guess I worked right through the Nikkei close, silly 
me. Can you tell—”

“How long you been in this business?” Phil interrupts.

“Me? In the business?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Four years.”

Phil grins at Sol. Sol rolls his eyes.

“When you've been in the market four years, you think you know everything 
there is to know. When you've been around twenty years, you realize you don't 
know shit. Am I right, Sol?”

“Never knew shit. Never will.”

Where is this coming from? Must be whiskey, the great ventriloquist. You 
force a smile. “Okay, I'll bear that in mind. But I'm still understandably 
anxious for the numbers from—”

“I'll tell you something, little lady. Sol and me are the only ones in 
the firm who can stand you.”

“Right,” says Sol. He looks you in the eyes for the first time. “And we 
hate your guts.”

TWELVE OH-THREE A.M.

As you hurry away, lips trembling, eyelids slapping down every teardrop that 
pokes its head out of a duct, you hear a voice call after you, the voice of 
Ann Louise.

“Churn and burn, baby,” she calls. “Churn and burn.”

TWELVE OH-SEVEN A.M.

Folded like a sack of kittens over the wheel of your Porsche, you sob until you 
can sob no more. Then you sob some more. You haven't cried like this since your 
mother died. Not even the kiss-off from Harvard and Wharton pumped this much 
tearwater. When at last you feel composed enough to drive, you squeal out of 
the parking garage, your nose in a Kleenex, your blurry eyes on the road. You 
head straight home, monkey mission aborted, as far as you are concerned.

You do telephone Belford as soon as you let yourself in. He'll worry when 
you don't show up at the rendezvous point, and you don't want him calling you, 
catching you unaware and detecting
pain in your voice. As expected, you get his machine. Someday, even the “call 
of nature” will be answered by a machine. For the time being, however, one 
must attend to it personally, but you wait until you have brushed your teeth 
and creamed your face before you brave that final pee of the day and the name 
that it surely will sing in the bowl. Just back from Timbuktu.

You dig out your old flannel pajamas for the comfort that is in them, put 
them on, and pad to the bed, stopping en route to empower the TV set and switch 
its channel to CNN. Good grief, Gwen! There is something in you that just won't 
let go.

Sure enough, before five minutes have passed, there is a report on the 
market crisis. You feel embarrassed and amateurish, you feel 
marginal, to be relying on public media for market information, but 
at least you're no longer in the dark. Hong Kong suspended trading, you learn, 
Singapore and Taipei remained active and were beaten to a pulp. The news from 
Tokyo is as oddly inconclusive as it had been earlier. Down, yes, but still not 
lower than Godzilla's kneecaps. What to make of the Nikkei's relative buoyancy? 
The announcer quotes an analyst as guessing that it could be because of the 
revenues expected to be generated by Dr. Motofusa Yamaguchi's cancer cure, 
revenues that the good doctor has promised to spread evenly throughout the 
Japanese health sector (drug companies, hospitals, medical suppliers), and from 
which other stocks (transportation, hotels, banks, etc.) are bound to 
benefit.

Well, there you have it. Rather indefinite, but it could be worse. 
“Whether or not Tokyo's relative resilience will help ease our own financial 
crisis remains to be seen,” the announcer says. “We won't begin to know 
before Monday morning—and that's a long Easter weekend away.

“Meanwhile, in Seattle, Washington, Dr. Yamaguchi met the American press 
on Thursday evening, and the suddenly famous Hokkaido clinic director had 
something, ah, unusual to say. Stay tuned.”

You switch off the television and slide into bed. Ah! No sweetness like 
the sweetness of smooth, clean sheets. No protection quite so arrow-proof as a 
fluffy quilt. Hardly has your head dented the pillow, however, than you slide 
out and turn the set back on.

ONE OH-SIX A.M.

When news seeped out nearly nine months ago that a physician at an obscure 
clinic on Japan's northernmost island was curing colon cancer on a routine 
basis, the word “quack” was pronounced so often, the international medical 
community sounded like a duck farm. Eventually, as more and more cures were 
documented and as Motofusa Yamaguchi's theories, if not his methods, were made 
public, experts conceded that there was some scientific validity to the program 
at
Fugetsudo Clinic but insisted that Yamaguchi's work was only experimental and 
that the marketing of experimentation as approved treatment was unethical, 
constituting as it did a profit-motivated exploitation of the desperate and the 
ill. The fact that Fugetsudo translates as “the wind and the moon” 
reduced nobody's suspicions, although why a simple reference to the natural 
world should foster mistrust in a profession founded upon observation of nature 
was a mite unclear.

Nevertheless, the healings continued. The tabloids were full of them. 
Should Princess Di give birth to a three-headed baby, the story would play 
second fiddle to the latest Yamaguchi “miracle”—unless one of the 
heads belonged to Elvis Presley, of course. The reticence of The New 
England Journal of Medicine on the subject was exceeded only by the 
reticence of Yamaguchi himself.

It turned out that Dr. Yamaguchi was not “marketing” his cure, nor was 
he refusing treatment to those without means. In a rare interview granted to 
Texas Monthly—he had received his medical training in 
Houston—he professed a willingness to share his discovery with the 
scientific world as soon as it was technically feasible to do so: it was not 
quite as easy, he said, as chalking a secret formula on a blackboard or handing 
over the blueprints for some machine. Paradoxically, he hinted that his 
treatment was so straightforward that a layperson could comprehend it. If his 
former patients understood it, however, they were as inscrutable as their 
physician. Not one of them had anything revealing to divulge to the prying 
press, although this may well be attributed to the
opium with which Yamaguchi admittedly anesthetized them. A gentleman from Kyoto 
did make reference to a “ninja enema,” a phrase that delighted tabloid 
editors as much as if they had invented it, but serious parties dismissed the 
reference as further evidence of the inadvisability of opium as a clinical 
sedative. Or else something that got terribly lost in translation.

In time, Fugetsudo Clinic was overrun, the town of Kushiro was overrun, 
the island of Hokkaido was overrun. The genuinely afflicted were exceeded in 
number by the self-diagnosed and the hypochondriacal, and those were exceeded 
by reporters and entrepreneurs. Logistical problems became so immense that they 
forced the clinic to shut down altogether. Yamaguchi said he would confer with 
his nation's leaders about what to do next.

Meanwhile, people were dying. Colon cancer is the second most common deadly 
form of malignancy; only cancer of the lungs takes more lives. Victims and 
their families put pressure on the U.S. government to import Dr. Yamaguchi's 
technology but the National Institutes of Health turned a plugged ear, and the 
Food and Drug Administration would only cluck about Yamaguchi's “regrettable 
use of smokable opium.” As for the highly politicized, highly competitive 
American Cancer Society, it seemed openly pleased that Fugetsudo Clinic was out 
of business. Out in Seattle, however, researchers at the Fred Hutchinson Cancer 
Research Center took a more positive, open-minded approach. They were impressed 
both with Yamaguchi's results and his expressed knowledge of MCC, a newly 
discovered gene that, in its normal state, produces the protein that regulates
colo-rectal cell growth, but when defective, acts as an impetus to polyp and 
tumor formation. Hutchinson gambled and sent a team of investigators to Japan. 
When it returned the previous month, it proclaimed, with only token hesitation, 
what even the Japanese Health Ministry, although increasingly enthusiastic, was 
reluctant to admit: Motofusa Yamaguchi could cure cancer of the colon.

How? Well, the Hutchinson researchers were not completely certain. There 
were still many questions. However, Dr. Yamaguchi had consented to appear at a 
conference to be hosted by Hutchinson in early April—yes, the man who 
would leave his clinic only for late-night walks in the woods was coming to 
Seattle!—and perhaps he would explain everything then. Meanwhile, let us 
rejoice.

And now here he is. Meeting the press upon his arrival at Seattle-Tacoma 
International Airport. A hero's welcome. Strobe-flash fireworks. City fathers 
jostling to get into every picture. Lots of American flags, as if America is so 
desperate for something to feel good about, it will try to transform a 
foreigner's medical breakthrough into an excuse for a patriotic rally.

Not much to look at, you think, as a man, short, fiftyish (about 
your dad's age and height, though lacking your dad's ponytail), in a 
nondescript business suit, blinks and smiles shyly at the big bouquet of 
microphones that is being shoved stem by nodding stem in his face. When he 
speaks, his voice is as strong as his build is slight; his reasonably fluent 
English is lightly barbecued with a Texas drawl. His front teeth, now revealed, 
are the size and color of sugar cubes, and he
has the odd habit of periodically tapping them with a Bic lighter that he seems 
to carry for no other purpose.

ONE OH-SEVEN A.M.

(Prerecorded and rebroadcast)

“Thank you, thank you. I am happy as catfish in muddy water to visit in U.S. 
again. Thank you.” Dr. Yamaguchi taps his teeth with the Bic.

“You are having many questions. As time pass, I will try best, my best, 
to answer them each one.” Pause. Tap, tap. “But we must bear in our minds 
that best of answers is not always reliable. Answers can be open to 
interpretation. Answers are tricky things.” Yamaguchi says “things” the way 
a Texan would. “Thangs.” It is rather disconcerting.

Yamaguchi widens by a centimeter or two his almost painfully shy smile. 
“Please indulge me to tell a small story. In the eighth century there lived 
Joshu, a great patriarch of Zen. One day, a monk ask Master Joshu, “Does a dog 
have Buddha-nature, Master?' ” Pause. Tap.

“ 'Does a dog have Buddha-nature?' To that, Master Joshu 
was said to answer, “Wu.'

“Now, please, wu is in Chinese language a negative response. 
Negative. “No,' yes? But the word have many fine shades of meaning. Many 
nuance. So, depending upon inflection, subtle nuance in pronunciation, 
wu could mean “absolutely not' or “probably not' or “possibly not' or 
“usually not.' Could mean emphatic “no' or could mean “Am rather incline to 
doubt it.'

“So, for twelve hundred years, scholars have argue. Exactly what did 
Master Joshu intend by wu? What inflection, what shade of meaning? 
Twelve hundred years, they argue and argue. But I am here to tell you.” Long 
pause. No tap. Dr. Yamaguchi is, in fact, gripping the Bic with both hands.

“When ask if dog have Buddha-nature, master did not answer, 
“Wu.' 
That is big misunderstanding. When ask if dog have Buddha-nature, master 
answer, “wuf!' ”

For a second, Dr. Yamaguchi beams merrily at the reporters and 
dignitaries. Then he throws his head back until the slits of his eyes are 
pointing toward the ceiling. “Wuf!” he barks. “Wuf! Wuf! Wuf! 
Wuf! Wuf!”
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