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After riding his recently scored, flat-black-with-a-gray-pinstripe, neo-retro Penny-Farthing bicycle around the Silver Lake neighborhood of Los Angeles for 47 minutes – getting numerous stares, cheers, and thumbs-up – on a splendid spring Saturday morning in 2026, the handsome 22-year-old Phil-Am stopped and disembarked halfway up Cove Avenue. Timothy was now at the base of the Mattachine Stairs. He glanced up the vacant concrete steps and thought: Where the heck is Nathan [his 23-year-old Thai-Am best friend] right now? It's exactly 9 o'clock. He said that he would be at the top of the steps now. Should I lock the beast [his tall bike] to the sign pole and walk up to the top? Bet he's burning a blunt betwixt the trees. Yeah, time to surprise his sly ass. 'LAPD! Freeze, punk! On the ground. Now! Face down. Hands behind your back, bitch!' Red card. [internal chuckle]

The high-wheeler is soon cable-locked to the post. Timothy had only taken seven eyes-looking-down steps when he heard Nathan's voice above. Speak of the devil.

"Bro, give me five minutes. Please stay down there. And have your camera ready. This is going to be epik [sic] with a k. Big thanks in advance." He'll never forget this. Neither will I. Hope it catches fire on InstaTube once the video is posted. If it doesn't, will have to dream up something else. Quick. The window of opportunity is closing. And my fingers are on the sill.

"Sure, man," Timothy replies. "Take your time. No rush. What's that in your hand?" Looks like a mini-torpedo.

"It's a small helium tank," Nathan answers. A what?! 

"So, you want to sound like Donald Duck?" Sure beats sounding like Donald Rump. 

"You'll soon see, Tim. Very soon."

"Is there a preferred filming spot?" Timothy asks.

"The sidewalk on Silver Lake Boulevard, next to the STOP sign," Nathan yells. "When you get there, start the video. Focus on the top of the steps. I'll be coming down in 77 seconds. Thanks again, man." 77 seconds? Hmmm ... Coming down on what? Or in what? A one-man gondola under a helium-filled balloon? Nah, I would already see the balloon if that was the case. Really have no idea. 

"Ok, will do as prescribed," Timothy assures.

Timothy is back next to his Penny-Farthing in 41 seconds. He quickly gets his smartphone camera going. He positions himself so that the camera is getting an unobstructed view of the whole stairway and the section of street below. Did he put helium into the inner tubes of a mega-fat-tired fixie? Can already see him going over the handlebars. Cracked skull. Get ready to call 911. Gosh, sure hope not. Please, not that.

Suddenly, a translucent, sky-blue zorb (think giant hamster ball) appears at the top of the ash-white masonry stairs. It rolls six steps then bounces, comes back down, and bounds even higher. The zorb – with Nathan inside – does it a third time and comes down on the street. And then soars over 20 feet (about six meters) high, goes over Silver Lake Boulevard, clears
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