

    
        
          Angus Goes to Austin

        

        
        
          Scavenged Earth, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Sarah Withrow

        

        
          Published by Sarah Withrow, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ANGUS GOES TO AUSTIN

    

    
      First edition. May 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Sarah Withrow.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1069405500

    

    
    
      Written by Sarah Withrow.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1:

Chapter 2:

Chapter 3:

Chapter 4:

Chapter 5:

Chapter 6:

Chapter 7:

Chapter 8:

Chapter 9:

Chapter 10:

Chapter 11:

Chapter 12:

Chapter 13:

Chapter 14:

Chapter 15:

Chapter 16:

Chapter 17:

Chapter 18:

Chapter 19:

Chapter 20:

Chapter 21:

Chapter 22:

Chapter 23:

Chapter 24:

Chapter 25:

Chapter 26:

Sign up for Sarah Withrow's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For all my friends. 

      

    

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1: 
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Everything we’ve always wanted

He’d told Sunday Morning he’d started thinking about apocalypses after his mom died when he was 15, but that was a lie. 

Angus’ world first ended two years before on the blistering Austin day he tried to kiss his long-lashed straight best friend. Yousef had run conclusively away. Dust rose in his wake as he tore out of the cemetery where’d they’d been sitting under a tree talking about death. For months after, Angus cycled around looking for Yousef’s bike hoping to find him in Mayfield Park, where they’d spent a lot of time playing Two Tarzans. Sometimes, he spotted Yousef’s bike in other kid’s driveways.

Then his mom got sick and he was furious about the time he’d wasted pining for Yousef, as if he would have spent that time with her.

Angus — the celebrated 50 year-old owner of Mayfield Merryweather and visionary behind the Ring-a-Ding Meet-now app, Pocket Sun Portable Solar Chargers, Carb-B-Gone Chips and Landlandia Budget Theme Parks —  famously ended that Sunday Morning interview with: “I never stop seeing the future coming. I’ll be ready, but, just in case, I want to have had my fun.” 

Fortunately, he’d achieved relevant adulthood in time to enjoy many of Earth’s last, best parties; climbing and dining at luxury corporate retreats in Bali and Florence; and the hush as he entered rooms that matter. He’s done e-fucking-nuff. His legend will live on and he knows he will have what he needs to thrive from wherever the top may be after the Earth melts, the nukes fly and society implodes.

Tonight, he pours over his well-leafed plans for a custom-outfitted, armoured RV that can run efficiently on solar power and drive itself on command. His round little housekeeper, Mrs. Wixx, sits with him at the fireplace end of the 18-foot dining room table at his inland Malibu mansion. His greying-haired belly inflates through his worn palm-print terrycloth robe as he puffs a joint and roasts a marshmallow over a three-hour log.

Mrs. Wixx waves her arm about her wispy bespectacled head to indicate annoyance, and Angus swivels to blow his smoke more evidently into the antique French-statuary-framed fireplace. An open bag of marshmallows sits atop the marble mantel. This is his third.  

“The thing about apocalypti, Wixxy, is that they boil a person down to their essence. People are waiting to be boiled. We want our mettle tested.” He throws the remains of his joint into the fireplace and turns the marshmallow on the crusty black end of an unbent wire clothes-hanger. “Once, I had my management team rank each other. I said I’d fire the two lowest-ranking managers. That’s what was on the line. The focus in that room was incredible. They were capital-L-Living. You could see them girding their loins. Conniving. The cutthroat ones were especially electric. Magnificently cruel. The whole thing was completely gratuitous. You have to keep it spicy for the corporate climbers, Mrs. Wixx. Everyone likes to feel they are getting somewhere, even if it’s only up someone else’s ass.”

“Who would have thought discussing apocalypses would be the high point of this conversation?” says Wixxy, snipping a coupon for Nutella, a favourite snack of His Highness’. They’ve gone through several jars since Angus started working from home due to the enraging War-Threat-Pilgrim traffic.

“I prefer ‘apocalypti,’” he announces, honing his act. “Let’s make it a thing. Who doesn’t want it all to just stop with the spreadsheets and the texting and the emails? Apocalypti offer us everything we’ve always wanted.”

“Seems like a high price to pay for a change of scene, your Highness. Couldn’t you just take a long vacation?” Wixxy narrows her crystal eyes at him, lips pursed in the middle of her no-nonsense face. “If you are looking for excitement, you could jump out of a plane, perhaps, or take a long walk off a short pier.” But he is focused on not losing another marshmallow to the fire. She pokes at the fancy RV plans, which have achieved a certain softness from being handled lo these many nights. "If we have to have an apocalypse, you best finish up with these, Majesty. Chop. Chop.” 

“You’re a hard task-master, Wixxy. I will add a jump seat for you.”

“No need. I expect to be with my family at the end. No offence.” She touches his elbow resting on the table and he turns to face her. “You could just retire, Angus.” He gives her a wide, mocking frown to release her from his misery. "I am going to escape to the kitchen. What can I get you?”

“Get me a Watermelon Lust like at Ollo’s. Don’t actually go to Ollo’s, just make one like that. With Watermelon.”

“I’ll see what Chef can do.” Wixxy gathers up her coupons and leaves. 

Angus burns his tongue on the marshmallow and breathes through his mouth to cool it as he pencils another cupholder into the RV plans. He knows the actual apocalypse will not be as much fun as the one for which he is preparing. 

It will probably be more of the same, only he’ll be sitting alone at a different table.
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Chapter 2: 
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Honcho and Kanga Bear

Several years ago, Angus was so obsessed with videos of people who lived in vehicles that his then boyfriend, Simon, identified it as an issue. 

“Explain it to me,” Simon had insisted as they sat on the leafy terrace of their condo in Puerto Vallarta. 

Angus had given it his best shot, referencing the YouTube interview of some guy living out of his Subaru in a Bangor, Maine, Walmart parking lot he’d been watching on his laptop parked on the terrace’s glass coffee table.

“That’s where he is, but he doesn’t need to be there. He could be anywhere. He’s a human turtle.”  

Simon waited for a punchline, but there was none. Angus continued on with the YouTube tour of the backseat set-up of the poor man’s car. 

“If you wanted to live in a car, why’d you bother to make so much fucking money?” Simon asked him, crossing his arms as he lay on their day bed, propped up on down cushions.

“To buy your affections,” Angus replied without looking up. 

He’d re-watched Bob Wells’ CheapRVLiving videos while planning his bullet-proof RV so, when the customized vehicle finally shows up in the driveway just after New Year’s 2028, he knows he has to take it to the Rubber Tramp Rendezvous, an annual gathering of people who live in vehicles. 

He has Wixxy order Chef to make an assortment of luxurious meals to be heated in the RV’s microwave and deluxe car snack mixes in Ziplock bags.

“Make a mix with 20 per cent cashews and the fatter slices of coconut, not shredded. I want one batch spicy and one sweet with more dry fruit. And a classic GORP. You know what that stands for?”

“I’ve been here a while,” she warns him. She is standing on the step up into the RV’s front passenger seat as he examines the features he’d requested and she takes his extensive notes.

Knowing just how things should specifically be is Angus’ gift. How else does a man end up with a coffee-maker built into the dash of his apocalypse-mobile?

He offers a list of suggested refinements: ambient noise devices for the bunks; a bidet-spray option for the toilet; the stairs to the roof must be more readily pull-uppable and armoured to serve as a shielded crows’ nest should he be forced to fight up top, etc.

“I want these improvements done right here, Mrs. Wixx. I’ll pay extra. I’m not letting it out of my sight. They can start once I’m back from the Rendezvous. Please let them know to expect more ideas upon my return.”

Wixxy writes: “Highness to have more ideas.”

***
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That night in bed, Angus looks at the paper map Wixxy’s procured for him, tracing its lines with his thick forefinger. The War-Threat Migration has made the roads more dangerous. The weather, too. It’s too hot to sit outside most days, even with the Malibu breezes.

His niece, Merry, goes to university with a young man, Desmond, whose parents died in a traffic jam trying to flee the killer Phoenix heat wave during a power outage. They’d been on their way to join him in Austin. He had a/c.

Merry admitted to having a crush on Desi, but her so-called best friend, Letty, stole him away. That’s not how his niece told him about it, but it’s what it amounts to. Angus and Letty had an epic argument one Christmas at his sister, Ila’s, farm near Brownsville, Texas. He has mentally dubbed Letty, a University of Texas Math Major and Merry’s Dining-Hall-job co-worker, That Commie. Bangus laughed when he called her that, but Merry warned him off it.

“It makes you look small. You’re bigger than her.” 

At 6’5” and often well north of 225 lbs, Angus is bigger than most people he dislikes. He viewed Merry’s advice as size-ist. 

“Advantage is so unfair,” he’d told Wixxy at the time. He’d meant for her to laugh, but she did not. 

Angus suspects That Commie’s beau, Desmond — Desi — of being beautiful. Merry’d described him as sad, as one is after losing one’s parents. In Angus’ experience, sadness, as a facial expression, can be mysterious and enticing, but often masks self-indulgence. Everybody’s sad. All-in-all, he suspects Merry has gotten off easy with the whole not-winning Desi thing. 

In any case, it’s because of that orphan-creating heat wave that the Rubber Tramp Rendezvous organizers have moved the event from Arizona to Monument Valley. It’ll be an 11-hour drive along the I-15 tomorrow. He can probably do it in one long day. The War-Threat Migrant traffic is mostly heading north or south, so he’s unlikely to run into trouble heading east. He can’t wait to share vehicle design tips with the other Rubber Tramps. 

At 6 a.m. his sunrise lamp wakes him in his canopy bed. He sits on its edge and eats the remains of a protein bar. He smokes a joint in the sauna and then takes a long shower. He puts on his driving outfit but the blue silk shirt is snug and he ends up in his linen hoodie over a white tank top and tactical nylon cargo pants with an elastic waist and six pockets. 

During the apocalypse, pockets are everything he imagines telling Bob Wells, the beloved host of CheapRV-Living-in-cars YouTube.

It’s 10:26 a.m. when Wixxy and Chef wave him off in the RV. They have their arms around each other at the end of the driveway and even walk into the road to continue waving at him, jumping with exaggerated joy, laughing and carrying on. He can see so in the dashboard’s rearview monitor.

Truth be told, it’s a good time for him to be getting away.

****
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He turns on to CA-1 and makes a point of enjoying glimpses of the Pacific between the beach houses. He’ll tell Bob Wells, This boundless beauty is all anyone really needs.

He takes another puff off his joint and stubs it out on the lid of his thermos cup. He will have to add an ashtray within arm’s reach of the driver’s seat.

Ahead, he sees a duffel-bag toting youth and another knapsack-ed kid, likely the little brother, jump off the retaining wall onto a flatbed truck with a sofa strapped to it.

He opens the driver-side window.

“Where are your parents?” he calls to them. 

A car horn drowns out the older kid’s response. The younger brother flips Angus the bird as he finds and uses the sofa’s recliner mechanism. Angus appreciates his joie de vivre and waves as he passes. 

“Joie de vivre, Bob, it’s all you really need,” he mutters.

The retaining wall along the Pacific Coast Highway is spotted with people rifling through suitcases and Rubbermaid containers likely pulled off War-Threat Migrant vehicles.

This is it. He’s in it. 

He calls Denita. It rings five times before she picks up. 

“Five, Denita.”

“Sorry, sorry. I was making a TikTok with the dog. Aren’t you going to the car campers?” 

“Yeah, but you’re working.”

“And your reason for calling is?” 

“Do you have an ashtray in your car?”  

In his mind’s eye, he sees her in the lobby of her West Hollywood building with a dog. A beagle or, no, did Denita have a greyhound? “What do you drive again?” His turn is coming up. 

“I might have an ashtray in the door? Isn’t that where they were?”

“Go look.” He hangs up. He makes his way through the tunnel and onto the Santa Monica Freeway. There are retaining walls and overpasses everywhere. He steps on the gas until the landscape flattens out and notices his innards rumbling as he makes his way over Skid Row. 

An hour later, he is grooming his stubble in the murky men’s room mirror at the Route 66 Mother Road Museum when he calls Denita back. She picks up half-way through the first ring.       “So?” 

“I have a hole in the dashboard where the ashtray used to be.” Denita clacks her nails on a wooden surface.

“What do you drive again?”

“A 2015 Ford Fiesta.”

She’s running his life and driving a fucking Ford Fiesta? Three times she’s asked him for a raise and he’s three times given them to her. (He’d had “putting up with Angus’ nonsense” written into her latest job description.)

“I pay you better than that, Denita.” He stomps out of the washroom and angrily through the Museum displays about the Mother Road.

“I don’t spend my money on cars. Can I move on with my day now?” says Denita.

He doesn’t want her to move on with her day. 

“What do you put in the hole?” he asks, marching into the gift shop.

“Excuse me?”

“Ashtray hole. What do you stick in it?” 

“I don’t know. Crap. Gum. Hair stuff.”

“Like barrettes?” he asks as he grabs random items with his free hand.

“I don’t use barrettes. How is it important? Did you hide, like, microfiche in my car ashtray hole?”  

He laughs and places a Get Your Kicks Route 66 Hat and a few fridge magnets on the counter. He swirls his hand above the items, eyeing the cashier, and adds a bag of chips and a Diet Coke as the guy scans stuff in.

“Let’s survey the company on this,” he says for the benefit of the cashier.

“You want me to give it to Stephen?” (The internal communications guy.)

“You know I hate that fucking bullshit. Just put it out in SurveyMonkey and send it to ‘All’.” She has gone quiet. “I know you can do it in, like, five minutes.” She remains quiet. “Denita?” He turns his back on the cashier and holds a hand up to the person behind him in line. 

“Is this really what you want me doing today?” she asks.

“This is your fault for proving so competent.” His hand remains up. The teenaged girl behind him has a stud in her nose. He taps the side of his own nose and gives her a thumbs up. She rolls her eyes. “Tell them it’s a design question. It’s about what you put in that hole instinctively. It’s a fun question.” The girl with the stud in her nose gets a look on her face. “Car ashtray hole,” he explains to her. 

The aproned cashier clears his throat. Angus fishes out his Amex Black Card and his half-joint falls on the ground. He puts his foot over it. The girl looks at his foot. “I could put it out on social media myself,” he says, taking his bag of purchases outside where he checks the bottom of his shoe. The joint’s not there. 

“Please,” Denita pleads. “Remember last time?”

“You know I don’t give a flying fuck about last time, Denita,” he bellows.

“Consider it done.” She rings off.

Victorious, he climbs back in the RV. On the way out he passes the nose-stud girl smoking his joint and tips his imaginary top hat to her. 

It’s important to give credit where credit is due. 

****
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Two hours later, Angus turns into the Vegas Landlandia near Jean Dry Lake along I-15. 

He’d chosen the spot for the first of his Landlandia budget theme parks, umpteen years ago when he and Simon had visited the colourful Seven Magic Mountains sculpture by Ugo Rondinone on a weekend jaunt to Vegas. Today, Landlandia’s Super Big Rollercoaster, Upside-down Swinging Crescent Ride and Second-highest Ferris Wheel dwarf the sculpture. He flashes his corporate i.d. to the nonplussed guard and is let through to the Staff Quarters. 

Brightly coloured staff trailers dot the patch of the red desert landscape contained by the access road like confetti. A number of his cut-rate carnies are using unsanctioned lawn chairs. One of them, a wiry mascot with wispy blondish hair pulled into the teeniest of man buns and still wearing his giant orange mascot ass, rests sideways on a beaten recliner. A matching orange bear head, wide-eyed in permanent astonishment, sits at a tilt under a TV tray holding a promising ashtray. The creature has tucked its long tail into the side of the chair, using it as a headrest as he scrolls through his phone.

Angus parks on the periphery, rolls out the RV’s camouflage-patterned awning, sets out his sanctioned fold-up bistro table and chair, makes himself a coffee and charcuterie tray and brings them out to enjoy the mountain view. It is already 3:37 p.m. So he’s not going to get to Monument Valley today.

That’s the great thing about RV living, Bob. You’re always at home, he mentally mutters as he toasts the mountains beyond Landlandia with his coffee. Merry would like this. His throat tightens thinking about his niece, who is missing her year at UT Austin due to the climate-related, geo-political chaos and confusing competing narratives about an impending nuclear war. 

He should have brought Merry to Landlandia years ago. He could have shown her how the colours of the staff trailers pay homage to the day-glo rainbow colours of the boulders in the Seven Magic Mountains. He would have told her how the idea for Landlandia came to him as he sat in the sand by the sculpture with Simon: rehabilitated rides, low all-inclusive annual entry fees, lots of mascots and photo-op backgrounds — an oasis for beleaguered families and/or a safe place to enjoy stoned fun all day long.

He is on his third protein bar when he receives a text from Denita: 

“Ashtray hole answers: Phone, change, snack wrappers, Altoid container with mother’s ashes, sunglasses, Legos, unpaid bills, Junior Mints, condoms, cigarettes, doggy bags, hand sanitizer, gun, mace, mascara, gum, vape-gun, dental floss, Rosary, hair clips, wires, dildo, half an In-and-Out burger, street drugs, nothing (‘I meditate on the abyss'), pen, dog treats, gloves, sound-cancelling earphones, comb, stir sticks, sugar/mustard/soy sauce packets, butt plug, crumpled receipts, evidence of wrong-doing, used Kleenexes, shopping lists and Hall’s Mentholyptus lozenges, original flavour.”

“Thanx,” he texts back. “At Landlandia Vegas tonight. Don’t tell.”

“K” she responds.

Like it’s too much effort to type the O.

He grabs a bag of granola with Peanut M&Ms in it and marches off in search of the man-bunned mascot. He finds the sun-kissed fellow still lounging in his recliner. The bear head on the ground beside him now has a book opened on it. Angus bends his head sideways to read its title: Slaughterhouse Five by Kurt Vonnegut.

“Afternoon stranger. Do you know where I might be able to find some leafy greens?” Angus asks him, pulling the $100 from his pocket. The man-boy takes his meaning.

“Take a seat, Big Dude. I’ll set you up. Put that money away. We’re all friends here.”

Angus does not want to sit with the creature whose mascot tail is now wagging out the door of his turquoise trailer. He backs out of it, holding the regulation lawn chair and unfolds it in joint-smoking proximity to the battered recliner. “You’ll have to excuse my posterior. I’m going commando. My old lady is off doing the laundry, and I left it too long. Take a load off, my Dude, and I’ll roll us up a doobie. I noticed your RV when you went by. Is that a Landlandia awning on it? Are you some kind of Honcho?” The creature pokes around the recesses of a deep pocket in the front of his mascot bottom, as if he’s giving his balls a deep and thorough scratch, and eventually pulls out a baggy of weed.

“You could say that.” Angus reluctantly sits himself down and passes the baggy of Chef’s granola over to the young man.

“Awesome. I love Peanut M&Ms. Look at all the healthy shit you got in here. Chia seeds? Looks like you wanna live.” The creature cherry-picks the Peanut M&Ms out of the mix. He catches the look on Angus’ face halfway through. “Suck it up, Man. I’m smoking you up.”

Angus laughs and tosses the zipper-type baggy in his hand to expose more Peanut M&Ms. The creature lines them up on the other arm of the recliner. His phone goes off and he checks it before continuing. “That’s my girl. There’s only one machine free, so she has to wait. Tell Corporate we need more washing machines. You will won’t you, Honcho?”  

“Consider Corporate told,” says Angus, as he watches the mascot grind the dope and fold it into a rolling paper. “Who are you supposed to be?”

“Kanga Bear, at your service. Not right now, though, because I’m legally smoking dope with the boss man in my own space on my own time, right Honcho?” He pulls a lighter from his Kanga pouch, fires up the joint, takes a puff and offers it to Angus, who is caffeinated enough to recall a recent Zoom meeting.  

“Kanga Bear! You’re a Tier One Mix & Mascot, aren’t you? Congratulations. Are you happy with the merch we made for you?”

“Made for me? I get 3 per cent. That’s like, $200 a month on the merch for shaking my hefty tail, man. It’s nothing. Tell Corporate, it’s nothing. Don’t get me wrong. I love the gig. Not enough to want to live as long as you. I bet your old lady doesn’t have to wait for a fucking washing machine. No offence, my Dude. We’re weed brothers now. I’m just saying.”

“I’m gay, actually, but I take your meaning, Kanga Bear. I’ll tell Corporate.”

“Yeah. That better be the T, man. You better make good, or I’m going to track you down and give you the what-for.”

“Heavens. Not the what-for,” Angus says, passing the joint back to Kanga Bear. “Well, Landlandia does have the rights to all the Mix & Mascot characters.”

“No. I hate to correct you, since you could probably have me fired and have me and my girl put out on the streets, but that is inaccurate. Landlandia has the rights to the costumes, not the character. I’m Kanga Bear. I make Kanga Bear who they is.”

Angus thinks about this as Kanga Bear passes the joint his way. 

“You make an interesting point,” he says, taking it. “But Kanga Bear wouldn’t be Kanga Bear without the costume issued by Landlandia.”

Holding his smoke and still twisted on his perch, Kanga Bear considers this. 

“So Corporate thought of that, then? Man, that’s cold. I am Kanga Bear. I literally embody Kanga Bear. I’m his guts and soul. And, if I’m really, really good, like top-of-my-game good — which I am, because I’m Tier One, right? — all I’m ever going to get is three per cent of the merchandising? It’s not like this is Disney. Dude, I made $2,500 in merch last year, while Landlandia made about $85,000 on me. How am I ever supposed to get anywhere?”

Angus just shrugs. “You’re welcome to seek your fortune elsewhere.”

“I take exception, Honcho. I take great exception. I get that that’s the deal, but, like, throw a doobie brother a bone. Take it. I’ve had enough already. Hailey doesn’t like it when I fall asleep on her. Let’s walk a bit. I’m tired of sitting on my Kanga ass. Feel this tail. Feel how heavy it is. I break my back for you, Honcho.” He stands up and wags his fat orange tail in Angus’ face. Angus reaches out to feel the heft of it. The foam is dense. He recalls demanding that all mascots costumes be made to look soft, like Muppets and Barney. “My shoulders ache. The suspenders leave marks in my shoulders. Hailey rubs them with cuttings from our aloe plant. I eat beans and bananas to keep my weight up. That’s why the costume smells like fart. Come on. Let’s go to the hoodoos.” Kanga Bear shuts the door to his camper with his tail and marches on to the gravel Staff Circle Road.

“The what?” Angus follows his Kanga-assed new friend.

“Seven Magic Mountains. They’re made to look like hoodoos, rock formations. You should really know this, Honcho. What’s to stop me from applying at Disney World, Big Dude?”

The cost of housing, weed-smoking, having a partner who needs a gig, not liking being told who to be... Angus recalls some of the ways Landlandia retains its employees from Linda’s Mix & Mascots Powerpoint presentation and selects: 

“We pay about the same. At least with us, you get a cut and a camper,” Angus says. Kanga Bear nods and says nothing as they approach the first Magic Mountain. 

“I changed my mind. Give me the rest of that joint,” the wagging-assed creature says. Angus hands it over, visibly disappointed to not be able to save the rest for later. “Relax. I’ll roll you another one when we get back,” Kanga Bear offers. After he hands him the joint, Angus tries to hand him the $100 again. The half-mascot shakes his human head as he hoovers in a toke. 

“It’s the principle, Honcho. I don’t want your fucking money. I want my money what I earned from walking around in these chaffy-ass pants in 100 degrees Fahrenheit. These day-glo hoodoos are the only ones I’ve seen. The Grand Canyon is just over yonder, and I’ve never even been there, Man. Hailey wants to get married there and I haven’t even seen it. Who knows if we’ll even live long enough to get married with the Man — that’s you, Honcho — and the poli-fuckers, fucking everything up so bad we don’t even know what the fuck is real anymore. Are you in the loop? Will they tell you when they’re dropping the big ones?”

Angus shakes his big head. He is only a half-billionaire. He may be Mayfield Merryweather’s head honcho, but he is not in the loop. He’s not even sure if all full billionaires are in the loop. He suspects not. He suspects that only select billionaires are in the loop, if there is one, regarding a supposedly imminent nuclear war, which has somehow has emerged as the only viable way to end whatever it is that is really going on geopolitically. The story changes and, depending on who you ask, it’s got something to do with the climate-change migration, or resource scarcity, or supply chain interruptions because of acts of piracy sanctioned by certain states, or all of the above. Kanga Bear’s right, it could really happen before he gets to see the Grand Canyon. 

“Let’s go tomorrow,” says Angus on impulse.

“Ha! That’s a generous offer, Honcho, but Hailey’s going to her sister’s tomorrow and I have to work.” Kanga Bear wags his orange butt in Angus’ general direction. Angus tries to maintain his composure, but is stoned and feels an almost-grin leak onto his face. He feels a surge of fellow feeling for Kanga Bear and his simple dream of seeing the Grand Canyon.

“You and I can go tomorrow. I’ll call and get you the day off.”

“You’d do that? Me and you?” 

“That’s right, Kanga Bear. I can’t remember if there are any hoodoos there, but it’s only a couple of hours to the West Rim. Honcho’s prerogative,” as he says it, he feels himself wanting to go to the Grand Canyon. He’d been with Simon last time. Going with Kanga Bear would be a palette-cleanser of sorts. He can take another day to go to the Rubber Tramp Rendezvous. Honcho’s prerogative. (“You never know who you’re going the meet on the road,” he hears himself telling Bob Wells about Kanga Bear.)

“I need to get paid for the day off and I won’t believe you until someone from HR texts my phone that it’s okay.” Kanga Bear tucks his tail between his legs and sits on it, leaning against the lowest boulder in one of the Seven Magic Mountains painted the yellowest possible yellow. 

Angus calls Denita, while looking at Kanga Bear. She picks up halfway through the first ring.

“You realize it’s five minutes to five,” she says. Again with the nails drumming.

“This won’t take long. I need it done immediately. Make it so Kanga Bear, a Tier One Mascot at Landlandia Vegas, gets a paid day off tomorrow. Have HR text him he has it by end-of-day.”

“You mean, in the next five minutes?”

“Yes. Make it so,” he says, and she huffs. He turns away from Kanga Bear to whisper with urgency: “Pretty please, Denita. I need him for an impromptu side trip.” 

“Kindly let me off the phone, then.”

He hangs up and, with a swirling and showy hand wave, turns his phone timer on. Three minutes and 21 seconds later, Kanga Bear’s chunky butt lets out a text-received sound. 

“Hot dog!” the creature says, jumping off his tail. 

****
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It takes 2 hours, and 24 minutes to get to the Grand Canyon Skywalk according to Google Maps. Angus eats Chef’s granola with Peanut M&Ms as he drives. He is chewing over ordering a helicopter to ferry Kanga Bear back to Landlandia Vegas so that he can continue driving on to Monument Valley as originally planned. It will be another six hours on the road, but it was always going to be a bit of a punishing drive and that was kind of the point. 

Having Kanga Bear in the shotgun seat of the RV will help break up the trip and he’s thinking he should make a point of having company along for longer drives. 

“This is one super-sweet ride, Honcho. Hand-stitched red leather seats? That’s gonzo, Man.”

Angus presses a button on the dash to turn the seat coolers on. 

“Feel free to poke around and check it out. You have the honour of accompanying me on her inaugural trip. She’s been four years in the making,” Angus says, as Kanga Bear — now in clean, pressed, dark jeans and a crisp purple t-shirt featuring a photo of  Kanga Bear with arms/paws akimbo — springs to his feet. Angus touches his arm to stop him. “No pictures, okay. Please leave your phone on the seat.”

“You don’t trust me, Dude? That hurts, man. But I get it. This is one cherry vehicle, and I am chuffed to be inside her on her maiden voyage.” Kanga Bear tosses his phone on the seat. Its case features a Tarot Card Fool: a young man sporting a long stick with his belongings tied to it. He is about to step off the side of a cliff. An interesting choice, Angus thinks, But what kind of fool is he? 

“You have a lot of granola in here. A bucket-full, I would say, although buckets do vary in size.”

“Some of it is Chex Mix,” Angus calls back.

“Moussaka, Eggplant Parmesan, Chicken Kiev. These look homemade. You cook?” Kanga Bear is reading the tops of Chef’s microwave meals.

“They’re pretty basic, but Chef has a nice hand.”

“Chef? So you are really up there, then. Don’t tell me. I don’t want to know. It’s better we don’t trade names. I want this to be a pure experience,” he says and Angus watches him mount a bunk in the rearview monitor made active using a lever in the steering wheel. “Did you have, like, magical... dextrous mice weave this blanket? The depth of the softness is unreal.”

Kanga Bear is stoned. Well, why not? Angus thinks. He’s not driving. 

“It’s cashmere. Himalayan. Take your shoes off, please.”  He hears one and then the other of Kanga Bear’s worn and dirty Converse-esque sneakers hit the floor. 

“Cashmere. Ahh. Cashmere. This is how the King of the World sleeps. Cashmere. So this is how you spend my
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