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In fact, Dio at that moment started to levitate right off the ground, he was spinning so fast. His arms making a – thwunk! thwunk! thuwunk! sound – like a big Bell helicopter in a Hollywood blockbuster spectacular – a thwunking humongous helicopter spiriting away the evil mastermind from off the top of the NYC skyscraper in the third reel of a Superhero Action movie. Thwunk! Thwunk! Thwunk. And away! Dio lifted off. His actual feet left the actual earth. He drifted up and off into the night and rotated away, filling the cloud-filled Amsterdam urban sky with frantic thwunking.
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201

So, yeah. Thus continues the gripping saga of one Rabe Schuyler Aloysius Johnson II, called “Shy” by a few and “Hey You” by many others. Rabe is a newly minted 21 year old gay Texan boy from Midland Texas, son of a mall owner, boyfriend to a pre-law Louisianan, and BFF to a girl called The Deez who very recently schemed and connived to get the two of them (Deez and Rabe) DRUNK as two twenty-something skunks in the middle of a work week in the middle of a West Texas summer (on a Tuesday in mid-July to be exact) – they were planning to get drunk for many and various necessary reasons (which he’d just enumerated in detail in the 500+ pages of the First Book of this novel – The Fire), so yeah, they were planning on getting their respective drunks on TODAY and were planning on doing it in public and planning on accomplishing the deed in a restaurant in Rabe’s own pa’s mall to boot. It was a bodacious enterprise, a daring and thrilling adventure. And, folks! – IT COULD HAVE worked! Yup. It really could have! It was supposed to have been a belated (6 months late) birthday shindig for The Rabester, but, it did not turn out, actually, entirely as envisaged and as planned. Yeah, not exactly. The first part of the plan went OK (the sneaking out of work part), but the second part (the sneaking back into the mall part to go to the restaurant) sort of got gummed up when an ancient Greek god showed up (Apollo), 4000 feet tall and basically omnipotent and omniscient and really obnoxious and Apollo brought his own flavor of Greek God Apocalypse down on the mall (Rabe’s pa’s mall) as Rabe ditched, ducked and dodged lightning bolts and thermonuclear explosions and lakes of burning asphalt and singing choirs of righteously burning swords in the mall parking lot (trying to get to his alcohol-fueled Deez party on time and in one piece) and, you know, he ACTUALLY DID DO all that, sure, but while he was doing it he barely escaped with his life and with his dignity intact. Well, his life ended up being intact. Mostly. But, his dignity, not so much. Anyways... Rabe made it to the restaurant (eventually) (with the mall strangely whole and not radioactive at all nor in any way merely a burnt-out, bombed-out pathetic shell of a commercial structure – in fact it was pristine and pure as the day it was built – really unexpected, huh? – at least to Rabe it was – anyways), but just as Rabe was slipping into the restaurant on the down-low, he was immediately diverted and dragged into and pretty much shanghaied (in his humble opinion) into an impromptu INTERVENTION hosted (of course) by the obnoxious god Apollo (even though Rabe here basically did not drink alcohol with any frequency nor in any quantity – at least he had not UP UNTIL that afternoon of debauchery he’d planned – and THAT had never really happened, so, really, it was all very, very unfair, right?), and now Rabe found he was on a bus with a suitcase under his seat (in the luggage compartment) bound for Waco and a Rehab center, and this young West Texan citizen was highly confused and even more mightily displeased to see his precious life and his God-given liberty entirely hijacked by 2500 year old deities from another continent who decided to kidnap him, basically without his permission in any way, shape or form (although really, what kidnappee ever invites or gives permission to a kidnaper to kidnap her/him?). OK – maybe he HAD asked the Universe to change up his life some and make it more interesting and maybe make it something he could feel, and yeah maybe he HAD asked The Universe to do that for him, like right away, like repeatedly, like once again, JUST THAT VERY MORNING – OK – maybe he HAD wanted and invited SOMETHING to happen to him – maybe something big and undeniable and life-changing that would change him forever and make him into a completely new a different person – yeah, maybe all that WAS true! – TECHNICALLY – but c’mon! – who ever REALLY EXPECTS her/his prayers to be ANSWERED? BY DEITIES? AND PUNCTUALLY? NOBODY! RIGHT? So, yeah, Rabe felt he had the moral high ground here, as he rode this bus to Waco. Yup. Even though he was getting an interesting life just like he’d asked, he didn’t have to LIKE IT (his life that is), now that it was interesting and all, now did he? Nope. He did not. He was losing his freedom folks. It might LOOK like he was getting MORE FREE, but really he was NOT. He was getting LESS FREE. MUCH, MUCH LESS, LESS. Yup. And MORE FREEDOM, esp. getting more freedom, well, that was real important to this boy, to this son of Texas. ‘Cuz, like his motto slash mantra said (and it said a lot and it said it all – as far as Rabe was concerned it did that and more! – anyways...), well, FREEDOM MOTTOS were mucho IMPORTANT, and (like he’d been about to say) HIS freedom motto pretty much was the most important freedom motto of them all and said it all (as he’d already mentioned) – yup – and what that important freedom motto of his said was simple – simple and true – like most truths are – and what it said was this: “it’s all about FREEDOM, baby!” Yessiree Bob! What do you think of that? Them were words that were words to live by folks! – especially for a young guy like Rabe just starting out in life and needing living-by-words to do all the living-by-living he intended to be doing. Yup. They were golden. Important AND golden. Even though he was still trying to figure out exactly what those golden and oh-so-important words might mean and all, but still, they were thoughts to think about! And hey! – that’s what motto/mantras were for, right? To make you think? And give you thoughts? Even when you did not especially want to think or have thoughts? Especially then, right? Right! Yup! That’s their function. Their mulling, musing, imagining, meditating, manly-man-character-building function. YUP! Even when it’s painful. And basically unwanted. You still gotta think them thoughts, people! You still gotta! Yes, you surely do! So. Yeah. This is the Second Book – The Water – of Rabe Schuyler Johnson’s epic pilgrimage into his own personal tomorrows. Or maybe his pilgrimage into his own personal punishments. Or his own personal purgatories. Or personal pains. Or... whatevers. And, yeah there seemed to be A LOT of personal pain involved, a lot of the time, recently, for some reason or other (SHOOT!), but no matter WHAT THE HECK was going on this Tuesday in July for Rabe Schuyler Johnson, it was all of it definitely personal and it was all of it DEFINITELY HIS and in the end, really, that’s all you can ask for, right? To get what’s yours? Be authentic? Make it personal? Yada yada yada. Yup! So, yeah, this is his Book Two of his Uber-Personal Junk Pilgrimages. Yup. So. Here it is, people! In all its faded and tatty glory! Warts and all! Yup! So. Yeah. There you have it!
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ROUND SEVEN

A 24 PACK OF WHATEVER’S ON SALE

CONSUMED ON THE OPEN TAILGATE

OF A FLATBED TRUCK 

PARKED OUT IN THEM DESERTY WASTES

BENEATH THAT WIDE AND HIGH 

PRAIRIE SKY 

DEEP UNDER THOSE BIG AND BRIGHT 

TEXAS STARS
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Freedom, people, is a decision.

That’s what freedom means. 

You are an actor in the story of your own life. 

You act, you decide, you make your own decisions. 

So, yeah. Fine. OK. Our hero figured all that made sense. Sure. We all decide stuff. All the time. Every day we do it. Our hero was beginning to wish though, that life, the universe, or some powerful someone out there with a set of functioning ears (or ear-like organs or simulacrums thereof) would start listening to him when he decided something. So far, he’d been pretty much free to decide anything he wanted. And he’d decided A LOT as of late! Yes, he had! But pretty much nothing he’d decided or wanted seemed to be ever, really, actually happening to him. He’d got a lot of nothing, mostly. Of late. Lotsa decisions. Nothing results. And, yeah, understandably, all those non-happening, nothing-resulting decisions were beginning to concern him, somewhat, just the least little bit now.

So.

Yes. 

What was up with that junk? Huh?

Is that freedom? Is it? Really? Is that how freedom works? That’s what our hero was asking himself (and life, the universe, etc.), he was asking that very question right this very moment. And he wanted some answers. Pronto! Like yesterday. 

OK. Let’s just run through it, one more time, for old time’s sake.

So. 

Freedom was asking, but never getting? Was that it? That’s all freedom was? You decide? But then, no matter what you decide, you end up doing what everyone else wants you to do anyways? Was that it? Was that all that freedom was – was that ALL THE FREEDOM our hero was ever going to, or would ever, get? – (lotsa question marks in this here paragraph, one question mark following the other, fast and furious, but questions – and question marks, lotsa question marks – were what our hero WAS ALL ABOUT nowadays, so it was CLEARLY appropriate, people, and yeah, he was getting a little fed up with that question-filled existence, yes he surely was! – that was the gospel truth! – but what can you do, people? – when life gives you question marks? – you can’t make lemonade with ‘em, now can you?). 

So!

Again!

A whole lotta nothing!

Yup!

What was up with that?

All this not getting what you want? All this getting nothin’?

Was that all you ever got? Was that IT? Was that LIFE?

Did “it’s all about freedom, baby!” mean “it’s all about NOTHING, baby!” – say it ain’t so, Joe, say it ain’t so!

Well... 

You know...

Maybe so.

Maybe not.

You know, sometimes a free woman, or man, MIGHT decide to go along with what everyone else wants for her or him to do. Even if he did not WANT to do it. Yes, he may not look free. But he is. He may not always get to decide what he’s doing ON THE OUTSIDE. But he always gets to decide to agree to do it, or not, ON THE INSIDE. Making sure you involve yourself in that choice, making sure you agree or disagree to do a thing (in your own head, in your insides) is a kind of freedom, isn’t it? No matter what happens outside. No matter if you actually DO IT or NOT. Agreeing or disagreeing INSIDE means you’re free, right? Does that make sense?

Yeah, but you’re still just doing whatever anybody else wants. You’re DOING IT. It all comes down to the same thing. THAT sure does not LOOK free, now, does it?

Yeah. It doesn’t. And let’s say this person MIGHT decide to disagree, to not go along with what everyone else wants him to do (he’s free, remember). But if he still HAS to comply, that just means he’s going to do what he does not want to do anyways, and feel hateful and spiteful and put-upon while he’s doing it, and that’s never a good feeling for a person to have.

Shoot! OK. Fine. That doesn’t seem very pleasant either. In fact, it’s hateful. Our hero is very familiar, he’s entirely conversant with those types and kinds of feelings. Very much so. Those feelings of hating-what-you’re-doing-while-you’re-having-to-do-it-and-not-feeling-free-at-all-and-there’s-got-to-be-a-better-way-to-live-my-life-and-why-me-universe-why-me sorts of feelings. That’s what our hero feels EVERY SINGLE HOUR OF EVERY SINGLE DAY, folks! YUP! And those feelings, well, they are oppressive and poisonous. Our hero feels they never do a body any good. Nothing you can say will change his opinions about that. Oppressive. And poisonous. Not good feelings. Nope. Not changing his opinions. Not gonna happen.

Not getting anything. Or nothing. Well, it’s just not right.

So!

Once again! 

What is up with that?

OK. So, sometimes it’s just easier (and smarter) for a guy, or girl, to play along, agree with everyone, nod and smile and get beat black and blue by life afterwards and pretend you don’t notice and pretend that you don’t care and maybe that’s the extent of your personal freedom, for now. Pretending. That’s it. That’s your option. Freedom is pretending you don’t care. Yeah, it bites the big one in a bad way. But while you’re biting, it gets you through whatever needs getting through, to fight (and hopefully NOT to bite) again another day. 

Yup.

You decide inside. Then deal with life outside.

Uh... OK. So... Maybe that’s the key! Maybe?

Yup!

A little thing our hero might call SMILING DISCRETION.

OK. Maybe that makes more sense.

Yeah, maybe sometimes Smiling Discretion is the better part of valor. So they say. Well, our hero’s never heard anyone say it – but he’s sure it has been said, somewhere, somehow, by somebody. Most everything has, you know (been said that is) – it’s ALL been said before at some point in the long, long history of human beings on this spinning, oblate orb of ours we call the planet earth. 

Yup. Not a whole lot NEW under the sun, folks. Especially when you’re talking – The Human Condition. The Human Condition is NOT new. And that’s what we’re talking about, right? Let’s mention it again, just to be clear – The Human Condition – a sad, inescapable, not-new fact. 

Yup. There it is. In seven short, pithy words, The Human Condition means: you can’t always get what you want. Yes, it’s a very sad, sad fact. BUT. Smiling Discretion is always still an option. Actually, Smiling Discretion is sometimes the winning move, sometimes it’s the absolute best move you can hope for in a difficult, no-move, lose-lose situation. It’s a strategic retreat. A conscious non-reaction. It’s waiting out the storm to see what happens after. It’s being more stubborn than your stubborn troubles. IT IS recognizing your own limits and realizing that IT’S ALL GOOD, no matter how it turns out, no matter how long it takes, and it’s letting go and staying free on the inside, where you ALWAYS have perfect freedom and perfect control. Yup. SMILING DISCRETION. You gotta love it, right? ‘Cuz, really, what other choice do you have, buddy?

So. Yes. That’s a little bit of freedom at least. Actually, it’s a LOT OF BIT OF FREEDOM (when you think about it). The freedom to smile, to be free in your insides, when your outsides aren’t. Smile. And get on with your life. Well, at least the smile was your idea, right? And smiles are free. They are that, right?

And you know what? Our hero’s ready to settle for that, if that’s all he’s got. You get to decide to smile. And let go. And get on with it. You get to do that, all on your own. It’s a solid decision on your part. It’s a win of sorts. That has to count for something in this life. On this earth. With all its problems and trials and tribulations and suchlike and so forth. Can I get a “yup” somebody?

So. If all that does NOT count for something (we’re still talking about the SMILING DISCRETION here folks!), so, yeah, well, if all that DOES NOT count for something, then, our hero will go on record as saying that life is even more fubared than we can ever even possibly imagine, and he, for one, is thoroughly and irredeemably disgusted with it.

But even if he says that (and means it), well, he’ll still be smiling about it, all the same.

Doing that SMILING DISCRETION thing of his.

(whenever appropriate).

YUP!

And he’d be doing that – why?

Well... he’d be doing that because our hero’s FRIGGIN’ FREE.

On the INSIDE.

Where it COUNTS, folks.

Apparently.
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Rabe was...

Bound for Waco!

Bound for Waco, whether he wanted to or not!

Rabe was going, going, GONE!

Waco and a Rehabilitation Center lay smack-dab in the bulls-eye center of Rabe’s sorry, pathetic future. Yup. And there was nothing (apparently) this young Texan could do about it. Nada. Zilch. The big goose egg. He was out of quarters and the game arcade was closing (yes, a hoary old 90s reference – but see! – he was versatile! – he knew from his ancient history – yup!). So. Yeah. Last call, and the lights are coming up, and all that and etc. etc. etc. Yes, all very sad, these sad, concluding moments in a chapter of a young man’s life. Yup. His life was OVER folks! YUP! You know what he’s talking about here.

SHOOT!

And DOUBLE SHOOT!

Suspiciously, very suspiciously, the bus Rabe had been sort of shoveled onto was full (where had all these folks come from?), it was (yes, very suspiciously) full to bursting, all except for this single seat up front on the aisle above the stairs leading in and out of the bus (and the seat next to that ONLY open seat was inhabited by a large, heroically snoring pile of denim and immaculately green hoodie, the whole wheezy pile leaning against the bus window and sprawled halfway across the open seat next to it – Rabe moved closer over on by that noisome pile and that open seat there, and thought about poking at the pile some, maybe moving it over a tad, but, you know, Rabe definitely believed in the whole let sleeping dogs do what them sleeping dogs feel like doing shtick – so Rabe let the snoring, green pile be the snoring, green pile and just used the space he had – like 2/3 of a seat – SHOOT! – yeah, he didn’t think much of it – or really he didn’t want or try to think about that suspiciously large, snoring pile AT ALL – so, yeah Rabe kept on successfully NOT thinking about that pile nor taking the pile in any way seriously, for quite some while after he boarded – and that was that – a decision he felt VERY good about, BTW – large-green-snoring-pile-wise that is! – anyways...). So, yeah, there he was... HIS seat, RABE’S seat, the ONLY OPEN seat, and it was right at the front (as has already been mentioned), and this seat had a FABULOUS view and was right opposite the driver and, well.... it was perfect (yup, it actually would’ve been his first choice – yeah! – SHOTGUN! – yup! – all right now! – no discretionary smiling necessary here! – he was free – and getting what his free behind wanted! – YEAH! – YEAH RABE! – GO RABE, GO!).

So. Yeah. The seat had the best view and the best legroom (well, yeah, except for the 1/3 of the seat that was being SNORED ON, anyways...), and yeah, it was so open and inviting, it even looked freshly cleaned and possibly sanitized, so, yeah maybe this time (finally) he’d lucked out, huh!? Yup. Lucked out for once! Maybe somebody was in his corner fighting for him, and SOMETHING was going to go his way for the first time in he didn’t know HOW LONG. So. Rabe just POURED himself into that shiny, clean-smelling seat, smiled and kicked back, stretched his hands behind his head. Pushed his feet out. Yeah! Maybe so! Maybe so!

But wait! Wouldn’t this very seat have been everybody’s first choice? – riding the proverbial shotgun on a Greyhound? Sure. Sure it would. Everybody liked this seat. Right? And it was Rabe’s All his. He’d got it by default. Rabe put his hands down by his sides and sat up straight. An irritated frown began to steal across his handsome, classic Johnson features. Yeah. Suspicious. Fishy even. Very fishy, no two ways about it. Rabe frowned more deeply, furrowing his brow thoroughly in the process (a thing he usually avoided so as NOT to encourage unnecessary or inadvertent permanent-wrinkle-creation), and Rabe twisted to his left and then to his right and then he twisted behind him, he did all that more than once. Yup. Rabe peered into that murky bus interior (a little difficult since his eyes hadn’t gotten used to the shadows after all that blinding Midland early afternoon sun outside yet), but, yeah. Rabe peered and peered and blinked and peered some more at that bus and that bus interior.

Yes, who WERE all these people? What did they want? What were their plans for him? What? How? Where? And why? Really, people! Why did they have plans for him? Plans made without his permission nor awareness? That seemed a mite impolite on their part! Rabe felt his ears twitching. He leaned and looked forwards. Off to his left. Why? Well, Rabe heard somebody humming. Decently. And with feeling. He recognized the tune, something about letting a little light shine. Lotta runs. Lotta licks. Yup. Decent. Better than decent. It was exquisite. Painfully so. Rabe felt like standing on his feet, testifying and double-clapping. Which he did NOT know how to do (the double-clapping part that is – he knew how to stand on his feet and could probably testify in a pinch if forced to, well, he THOUGHT he could, if the pinching were properly and adequately motivating, anyways...). So. Yup. Rabe sat up straight in his seat, sort of nudged the snoring pile over a bit (the pile did not notice nor care), crossed his feet to stop himself from shuffling about and jumping to said feet and doing a holy happy dance, sat on both of his hands so as not to embarrass himself as his hands just wanted to clap all on their own – they were twitching, happy, clappy hands, all of a sudden – very strange – very odd indeed! – and Rabe peered away instead off at the front of the bus, off to the left, trying to see where all that happy humming was coming from.

The driver, who was African American, was the owner of that exquisite voice and was also exquisitely well-groomed. She kind of had a glow of surreal, otherworldly beauty and grace about her person. She had reddish-gold hair, a pair of Top Gun aviator gold-lens sunglasses and a form-fitting uniform that had been ironed repeatedly until every crease was crisp and straight (lined up in straight lines up and down her body, creased perfectly, all the way down to the atomic level, those creases were scientifically impossible, they were epic, heroic even, people!), yeah, Rabe was sure, no uniform had ever looked that good in the corporate history of the Greyhound company before this very day. It was, clearly, the platonic ideal of a Greyhound uniform. 

Rabe peered more closely at her and it (the uniform), realizing peering probably wasn’t the politest thing he’d ever done, but it had to be done, so he did it anyways. Everything was TOO perfect. Yup. There was a mystery here. Something was rotten in Denmark here. Yes, Here There Be Dragons. Yup. Right here – in front of the Rabester, a mystery was a-brewing. And it was up to Rabe Schuyler Johnson II to puzzle that mystery out of its hidey-hole and bring it into the light of day. Yes, it surely was.

OK.

<peer> <peer> <peer>

The driver (still humming away) looked back over at Rabe, casual-like, as they turned right onto Main off of 2nd Avenue, heading towards the I-20 and as she looked back, she gave Rabe a big, old smile, that went on for miles and miles. She had this gold tooth too, in the center of her upper teeth, a tooth that dazzled the viewer with beams of light as bright as the noonday sun. Or as bright as the high-beam on a freshly-washed 18-wheeler. You know... maybe brighter even than that! Yup. The truth was – you could probably get a suntan under the beams beaming out of that tooth! If you stood close by. And you weren’t all that careful!

Yup.

Dazzling.

Just dazzling.

As that noonday sun.

Beams and beams of light.

Brighter even than, brother.

Suntan bright, even.

Like he’d said...

Like even as to the sun itself.

Like a...

Like a...

Wait!

Uh...

Oh.

Oh no.

No.

No please.

It couldn’t be.

Not again!

204

“Hi Sugar” said Apollo. “How you holdin’ up so far?”

Rabe refused to make any answer to that. He had free will. He knew he did. She/he couldn’t make him do anything. Except maybe ride to Waco. 

Which did seem to be happening.

Even though he hadn’t wanted it to.

So maybe he didn’t have any free will at all, huh?

Yeah, what earthly use was free will good for anyhow? It never seemed to work. It just sort of lay there and let people walk all over it. Rabe didn’t know what the fuss was all about. Especially since, no matter what he decided, he ended up spending all his time lately with Apollo. That was the opposite of free will. That was Apollo-will, that’s what that was. And that Apollo-will situation didn’t seem to be about to change anytime soon. Shoot! He was perplexed by the bus though. The bus seemed to be going in circles, driving around downtown Midland. Round and round and round.

“Apollo?” said Rabe.

“Yeah, honey?”

“Weren’t you supposed to make a left onto I-20? Off the frontage road?”

“Now isn’t that sweet of you? Watching over me? Helping me out?”

“Uh...”

“Why you must know exactly what we’re doing here, don’t you, sugar”

“Uh... Maybe so, maybe not. But I do know the way to Waco. And last I checked, this wasn’t it.”

“That might be right, but angel baby, we ain’t goin’ to Waco.”

“We’re not.”

“No, darling, we are not. Didn’t you read the front of this bus before you got on board? This here isn’t the bus to Waco.”

“It’s not?”

“It most assuredly isn’t.”

“Oh.”

There was a moment of quiet after that in their conversation. It was a pause. The pause got longer. And longer. It became many moments of pausing. Then the pause became more of a silence. Then it just stayed that way. A silence. An awkward, uncomfortable, unbreakable silence. Yup.

SHOOT!

Rabe was darned if he were going to be the first to ask the question. She/he knew what Rabe was hinting about. She/he knew very well what Rabe’s next question was going to be (so, where, exactly then ARE we going Apollo?). But Apollo wasn’t going to win this time. She/he wasn’t. That was Rabe’s final decision. Rabe could be uber-quiet when he was pushed to it. He could out-wait any falling-down, dilapidated, patched-up, pathetic excuse for an ancient Greek deity any day. Yes, he could. He could and he surely would. Quiet was his new middle name – one of many powerful middle names he claimed as his own – yup. Quiet as a tomb. That was Rabe. Tomb-quiet Rabe. Yup. He was NOT going to do the conversation game again with Apollo. Rabe always lost. He hated that, just hated it. Losing. At conversations! And he never found out nothing, neither. Nope. Never. So. No talk. Only quiet. No conversations. Yup. Remember that, Rabe. TALK NO. QUIET YES. Keep your eyes on the prize, boy! Quiet, boy, quiet!

Yeah, quiet was a specialty of Rabe’s. He could do The Quiet Thing for days. Yup. He’d done it before. He’d kept quiet for most part of a year, for all of 4th grade because his teacher (Miss Smythe-Caldwell, you remember her) refused to call him Rabe and instead insisted on calling him Rabbington (which wasn’t even his real name, not even close, not even on his birth certificate), and to this day Rabe had no idea where Miss S-C had come up with that crazy moniker, it had taken him 3 more years and many after-school fights to live that one down, and so Rabe had never forgiven Miss S-C for that, not to this very day. He didn’t usually carry grudges. But in this case, he felt he was owed a grudge or three. Rabbington? Please! 

Yes, Rabe had learned, very early in life, in fact the first day of his 4th grade year in Elementary School, well, Rabe had learned then how very, very unfair and very, very unjust and how just plain very, very hurtful life could be to a guy. Life just jumped on you sometimes. And beat you silly. Without so much as a “sorry” or an “excuse me” while you got your beating. Yup. Life was one tough hombre (or mujer, depending on how you gender-looked at Life). Yup. Rabe knew THAT for a certainty. He’d experienced it. And experienced it firsthand. Yup. Lucky old Rabe, huh? Life was surely an SOB, a Texas-sized SOB at times. Not an SOB you wanted to mess with none. Nope. So, yeah, Rabe could definitely do quiet. He could do quiet blindfolded with his arms tied behind his back and hopping on one foot with flippers on his feet and a snorkel on his face if that were what being quiet required. Yup. He could do it. It was a cinch, a snap, a pushover, a piece of cake, a walk in the old park, easy as ABC and a lot more besides, folks! He was all over that quiet junk! He truly was!

Yup!

So, anyways, Rabe could be as quiet and as quietly stubborn as all get out when he needed to be, when he had to be. Like now. He knew how to do mule. He’d out-muled the best. He was a mule professional, here folks. A mule-superhero even. He was NOT going to say a word to Apollo. Not the merest sound nor syllable would drop from his full, Johnson lips into this Greyhound air and impinge on the ears of bus-driving gods. Nope. Nary a one. Wasn’t going to happen. Nope. Just... nope.

Except... the bus was moving really, really fast now, somehow they’d jumped onto the I-20 anyways, the inner, left lane, and they were passing up all the other traffic, they had to be going like 110, or even 210 now, and they were still accelerating, if he didn’t ask soon (ask where they were going that is), they’d either be in Mexico or Canada, and then what good would it be to ask Apollo where they were headed? They’d be there already. And then wouldn’t he sound silly? Besides, if he had to ask someone else, if Apollo was still being a jerk, Rabe would have to ask the random Mexican or Canadian citizen in Spanish. Or maybe Inuit? Just to find out where he was! And how was he going to manage that? You know... who knew they even HAD International, basically SUPERSONIC Greyhounds? Guess what? THEY DO! Yeah, if Apollo had anything to do with it, he’d probably end up in Argentina. Or Antarctica. In like 20 minutes. Shoot!

Yes! Shoot! International Supersonic Greyhounds! Shoot!

You know, he’d need a passport, which he hadn’t gotten around to getting yet (although he had planned on visiting Amsterdam in the very near future, as was his gay right, so yes, he’d known he’d have to get one eventually), but, no, he hadn’t gotten around to pestering the Federal Government for that particular piece of paper/plastic yet, what with all the parking lot repainting and reflective film shenanigans that had been occurring lately in his harried and hassle-filled life. Anybody would understand that. Right? Wouldn’t they? Extenuating personal circumstances? Sure they would. Although... big national governments, well, they probably weren’t extremely interested in excuses nor circumstances, particularly when you were sneaking through their border crossings. Especially when you were sneaking through MULTIPLE border crossings. On a runaway bus. Driven by a divine maniac. Especially then.

OK. How many countries and borders WERE THERE between Midland-Odessa and Argentina? There had to be A LOT, right? Was there even a ROAD that went all the way down? – (Rabe remembered from reading somewheres that there was this swamp, or a lot of swamps, in the way somehow, someways – but knowing Apollo they’d just float their way across any swampy Greyhound bus barriers they might encounter in the next 6,000 miles or so – yup – Apollo wasn’t one to back down just because he was going to get a little MOIST, nope, not him – or her – he’d dry out in a millisecond – he was an ongoing nuclear explosion for Pete’s sake! – he was The Sun! – yup – nothing could keep Apollo wet! – nor rain, nor sleet, nor even dark of night was gonna stop this... this... personage! – Nope! – SHOOT! – DOUBLE SHOOT! – anyways...). 
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Rabe found himself hyperventilating all over the place of a sudden. Yup. All them countries and borders they were going to pass through, well, they all had border patrols and all them border patrols, well, all they wanted was one little thing: them unexpired passports. Yup. they wanted what they wanted and did NOT apologize for that fact nor for that wanting. Yup. They were passport-obsessed at borders. They tended to be unreasonable in that department. Near nigh irrational about it. Yup. SHOOT! Rabe was well-and-truly up that famous creek! And famously paddle-less! And famously passport-less! He was. It was true. No two ways about it this time. It was a fact.

The hyperventilating got worse. And, you know, gods probably didn’t need passports, did they? To cross national boundaries, like maybe the Canadian border, even? Nope. So, Apollo, she’d be fine going to Canada and Rabe would be up the same sewage-filled tributary still without a means of sewage-enabled locomotion. Yup. He’d be in a foreign country, passport-less and illegal as all get out. He’d eventually end up in prison, and wouldn’t that be fun? 

What were Canadian prisons like? They were Canadian for Pete’s sake. How bad could they be? Or maybe, was this bus headed to some other crazy destination? Somewhere else entirely? Could this bus swim? Or burrow? Or fly? Rabe would NOT be surprised if the answers to any of the above were yes. Rabe could end up anywhere. Anywhere on earth. What would prison life be like then? In Ceylon or Marrakesh or Yakutsk? He’d heard horror stories about Yakutsk. It was Yakutsk, right? Or was it Yonkers? Or Yuma? Or Yazoo City? Or Ypsilanti? Some “Y” place. Somewheres. He could NOT remember. He NEEDED to remember. This was important JUNK! He HAD to know! He HAD TO! Rabe’s hyperventilating started to hyperventilate.

None of this was good.

Not good at all.

Not good.

Not good.

Not good.

He tried to catch his breath.

Not good.

Not good.

Something jiggled in his back pocket.

It felt alive.

Rabe pretended not to notice.

Not good.

Not good.

Gotta stop this! Gotta!
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Rabe held his breath for a second. His back pocket squirmed.

Not good.

Not good.

Yup. The pocket jiggled again. Then again. And again. It was making him itch, he was so nervous, and it jiggled so!

Rabe exhaled. Took some deep breaths.

Whatever it was in his pocket did its squiggle/jiggle/squirm thing another four times. At least four. Which was JUST ridiculous. 

He ignored it. It squirmed again. And again.

He finally reached back and fumbled around in his back pocket and pulled out... his wallet! WTH? It felt fatter than he remembered. Which was good? Right? Fat wallets = a good thing?

He opened it up. There, inside, in that little plastic window where you’re supposed to have your driver’s license (Rabe could still see it there, his State of Texas driver’s license, hiding underneath), there was a new plastic card. It looked official. It had all this U.S. Government junk all over it. It had his photo on it. In a word, it was an official something or other. Rabe looked closer. Oh. It was a passport. It was Rabe’s passport. A plastic passport card! And stuck in a slot of his wallet like it had business being there! Hmmm... Very suspicious. Right? Sure it was! But... – wait! – there’s more! In where his folding money usually was (he had like a lonely 20 and some even lonelier 1’s in there right now), OK, so, stuck in there amongst his paper money in his wallet, there was another official something (no wonder this baby felt fat), yeah, it was this very official looking, conservatively colored, self-important book thingy. It was... Another passport! (well, a book version of the plastic card passport-thingy). OK. Fine. Well...

SHOOT!

Color this boy a very fluorescent shade of surprised!

He looked at the card and the self-important book thingy.

Hmmm...

He looked at the photos therein.

OK. 

Fine.

Yes. It was official US stuff all right.

And... those photos were him.

And... those photos of him, well... they looked... well... they looked good! The looked fine! Mighty fine indeed!

Yeah! He looked good. Very good. He held the photos up to the light. The bus was moving so fast, the afternoon daylight was kinda more of a strobe light effect now, as they passed buildings, cars, airports, and mountains at speeds no normal earthly Greyhound could ever hope (nor need) to attain. But you could still see things. Barely. If you looked closely. Despite the flickering outside the bus’s windshields and windows. Rabe moved the pics around some. Admired the chiseled features and striking hair of the images he was perusing. Moved them into another position. Admired them some more. Yup. There were exquisitely good pics of him. He never took pics this good. Never. He looked at them sideways. They were kinda like Renaissance paintings even. Sober. Noble. Majestic. You know, one might even say they were...

A sort of rhythmic vibration started up towards his left-hand side. It was accompanied by a sort of powerful breathing sound, also rhythmically vibrating.

Rabe turned his head. Oh. Right. Apollo the bus/rocket driver here was chuckling to herself as she jerked and punched and tussled and pummeled her steering wheel, accelerator and clutch into total vehicular submission. Yeah, she was wrestling this bus to Waco, or to wherever. She was steering-wheel-fighting the poor thing. And she was steering-wheel-winning. Yeah, no surprise there. She’d always win. But the fact that she was winning the woman versus bus fight wasn’t the reason she/he was chuckling away to herself. Nope. It was not. Rabe was sure of that.

Yeah, she wasn’t laughing at them steering wheel shenanigans. Nope. 

She was laughing at Rabe.

Fine. OK. What else was new?

<SIGH>

OK. So, yeah. Rabe was sort of mooning over pics of himself, oohing and aahing, and that was generally an embarrassing thing to be doing in public, with an audience to boot, but Rabe could see, he was sure he was right, that Apollo was surely doing that obnoxious chuckle thing she did so well for other obnoxious reasons. Or maybe just for ONE obnoxious reason.

Yeah, she was chuckling obnoxiously away to herself because she’d (easily) outwitted Rabe again! Yet one more time! OK. Fine. Rabe admitted it! Rabe had a passport now! Great! Just great! So he could be bundled off to any place in the world now! Fantastic! Outstanding! And now it would be entirely and completely legal! Wow! Good for you, Apollo. You are so... so... well... Rabe didn’t know what she was, but whatever she was, he did NOT like it nor approve of it, that was for double-durned sure! 

Ha ha! Apollo laughed and laughed. Yeah. Rabe knew what was up with all that chuckling nonsense. He knew exactly what was up. Apollo was REALLY chuckling because Rabe was NOT going to get his way noway, nohow today, it was just NOT going happen. Rabe got NO say. NO say in nothing Yeah, someone, somewhere was deciding all kinds of stuff, had taken care of most everything having to do with Rabe, and it sure as shootin’ was NOT the man sitting in this front seat on this here Greyhound bus next to the snoring pile that was doing all that deciding. NOPE. It was NOT. This was not going to be Rabe’s day today. No, it wasn’t. No matter what he wanted or decided or desired. 

SHOOT!

Rabe looked over at Apollo again, that obnoxious chuckling showing no signs of stopping nor abating anytime soon. 

Really?

Apollo?

Just really?

Yeah, not your day today Rabe!

Nope. 

It wasn’t.

But then again, it never was, was it?

So, why aren’t you used to it yet, boy? You’d think you’d be used to it by now, huh? You’ve had 21 years to get used to it. And you’re not yet? Rabe? You’re not? Tell me you’re used to it, Rabe. Tell me. You’re used to it. Right? Right? Rabe? 

Rabe’s lawyers had instructed him not answer questions of that nature, so Rabe (wisely) remained silent. Even if the lawyers were in his own head and he was talking to himself. Yup. Even then. 

So. Rabe sat there. And listened to Apollo hoot and holler and chuckle and chortle and Rabe stayed quiet as a bunny. Quieter even.

Well, mostly he stayed quiet. 

Sort of. Kind of. Nearly.

Well... he tried, at least.
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Rabe closed his mouth.

He closed it because his ma had brought him up NOT to leave it open all the time, and also he just didn’t think that open-mouthed, jaw-hanging expressions on his face were a good look for the Rabester in general (it had been hanging open while he stared at his brand-spanking new “passports” – plural – if that’s what they really were – he looked again, looked at those exquisite pics – yup – still looked all official and junk – he could end up anywhere on earth today with this pair of beautiful, brand-spanking-new babies – Rabe sighed – more than once – in fact many, many times), so, yeah, after closing his mouth, and sighing, and not having anything much else to do, Rabe stuffed his passports back into his wallet and stuffed his wallet back into his pants and after that, Rabe tried to figure out what his next move ought to be, here on this Greyhound intercontinental rocket he was apparently being kidnapped by.

He was in a quandary, no doubt about it. A god-inflicted quandary. He had questions. Lots of them. Questions that needed answering right away.

Rabe looked Apollo’s way. She was still giggling to herself and glancing over at Rabe from time to time, and then breaking out in a fresh fit of helpless, infectious, uber-irritating giggling. Shoot!

No help nor answers to his questions coming from THAT quarter, huh, Rabester?

That would be a big NEGATIVE, Rabe. No help there. None a’tall.

So. 

Rabe.

What did a fella do when he had questions he needed answers to? 

And a god that was VERY MUCH NOT interested in his questions?

Well...

Folks...

The answer (to THAT question) was simple. It was easy-peasy.

Rabe whipped out his phone. Flipped and poked his way to AskMe. His uber-favorite question-asking-and-answering site. Yup. That’s what he did. Without hesitation. Or any remorse or second thoughts. Yup. AskMe!

Rabe typed his question (with shaking, bumbling fingers and many a typo). C’mon EightBall. C’mon EightBall (EightBall being the AskMe user-answerer that usually answered most if not all of his AskMe queries). Yeah, Rabe felt like kneeling. Praying to his virtual social media savior. He wasn’t proud. He wasn’t about to stand on ceremony. He had no use for self-respect. He needed help. So very badly! Yup, he needed help RIGHT NOW RIGHT THIS VERY MINUTE NOW. If he’d had a droid he’d of said – Help me! Help me, EightBall, help me! You’re my only hope! Yup. He would’ve def. said it and he would’ve def. meant it! 

Yeah, Rabe thought all those many, beseeching, help-pleading thoughts, but he typed only four words. Four short words. The four words were a question. The question was a simple one. It was a simple question, but it was a pertinent question. And this simple question of his summed up everything Rabe was curious about at the present (dramatic) moment in his life. Keeping it simple, BTW, that was just the way Rabe rolled. Simple worked. Most times. And if it didn’t. Well... there was always complicated, right? But right now, the word of the day was: S I M P L E Simple!

So. Rabe simply brought his cell up to his waist and carefully and simply typed upon it.

“Where am I going?”

Yup. Simple.

A very good, very simple query/questions, Rabe thought. 

One of the simplest.

One of the best.

Yup. 

Definitely.

There was a pause. A very long pause. That couldn’t be good. Maybe he didn’t have good reception? He looked. He had 6 bars! When did cells start getting an extra bar, huh? Hey! Another question for AskMe! But before he had time to ask AskMe that 6-bar question OR to re-type the first question and ask AskMe again, well, just at that moment, an answer bubble popped up in bright yellow on his cell phone screen. BAM! Bright. Burning. Yellow. On His Screen! You know... he’d never gotten quite that color answer bubble before. The answer bubbles were usually an anonymous, corporate greyish color. Like all the rest of his text bubbles. What could that mean? Big yellow bubbles? And burning ones at that Was this a Special Answer? Hey! Another question for AskMe! 

Wait a dolgurned sec! Why was he just accumulating questions here? Why was he getting no answers? Oh. You do have an answer, Rabe. Just read. The big, bright yellow balloon. Remember? The one ballooning right in front of your face. Oh. Yeah. Right. Rabe read the answer.

“Better not tell you now.”

Shoot!

He hated when life (or AskMe) asked him to wait. Just HATED it. Waiting was the worst! Who liked to wait? Certainly not Rabe nor anyone else Rabe knew. Instant Gratification. That was the ticket. It was the American Way. Any fool knew that! Wait? Pshaw! Waiting was for losers. Rabe was a winner! So...

Darn!

Double Darn!

Here he was – WAITING!

SHOOT!

O.K. 

Fine.

Uh...

What next?

He started to ask AskMe about the 6 bars, but realized if he got another “Better not tell you” he’d probably be forced to throw his cell out the bus window into the nearest patch of passing cactus and then what would he do? Jump off the bus and retrieve it and be picking cactus needles out of his fingers for the next week? That seemed like a lot of effort. Just to find out about 6 bars on his cell. So. Yeah. Rabe got tired, and more than a little disgusted with all this asking and all this durned waiting (which he did NOT like, waiting that is, had he mentioned that already?). So. Yeah. In a word, Rabe just waited and Rabe just gave up (well that was like 2 words or something, but you know what he meant, right?)

So. Yeah.

Yup. 

Rabe gave up.

Bigtime.

He gave up in a big way.

Not because he wanted to. But, because he had to. Everyone – his family, his friends, his boyfriend, his personal trainer (even EightBall this time) had deserted him. Yup. They were ignoring him. He’d sort of just realized it. He was ON HIS OWN this time. They’d all pushed him on a bus and written him off and here he was. Bound for Waco! Or Argentina! Or Canada! Or Yazoo City!

SHOOT!
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OK. He wasn’t happy about it. But the universe didn’t care if he was happy or not. The universe wanted to screw him over today. And, again, not in a good way, let him tell you that, it was NEVER in a good way, folks! So. O.K. Time to face it. Time to man-up. Time to climb back into the ring and start fighting back. Before he ended up living the rest of his life in Papua New Guinea or Archangelsk or wherever the heck Apollo was taking him.

So. Rabe sat up straighter in his chair. He looked to his left. He took a deep, cleansing breath. Held it. Exhaled. He was going to stop being quiet. He was going to get noisy. Well, all righty then, dude. Get to making some noise! 

Here we go! Noise on the way!

Rabe took in another deep, cleansing breath, just to get his thoughts clear. Then another. And another. His thoughts still weren’t clear. He did another deep, clean one. Then another. His eyes started to bug out. He started to feel lightheaded. Still did NOT feel clear. He did another. And another. He heard a seat squeak. He looked up. Apollo was looking over at him.

“You OK? You don’t look so good, child. You kinda pale. And you’re breathing funny.”

Rabe sort of shrugged his shoulder and shook his head (he hadn’t let out his last cleansing breath yet, so he couldn’t talk). Apollo looked at him for a moment longer, watched him puffing out his cheeks, then she blinked a couple of times and shaking her head, turned back towards the front windshield.

“Suit yourself.”

Wow! Rabe! Great job there! Lotta noise! You’re so awesome!

Rabe closed his eyes, cleared his throat, prepared to speak again. This time there were no cleansing anythings. He just talked right out of his mouth, saying whatever was necessary.

“Apollo?”

“Yes, hun?”

“Uh... Well... Are you going to tell me where we’re really headed? At some point? In the near future?”

“Let me think about it.”

“Apollo!”

“Well, dear. where do you think we’re headed?”

“Heck. I don’t know. Uh... Goldurnit all to heck! I have no friggin’ idea.”

“Watch that tongue, boy. I know your mama didn’t raise you to talk like that to women, ‘specially to women you just met.”

“You’re no woman. You’re a god.”

“Don’t make no difference. Respect is respect.”

Rabe thought about it. She had a point. A solid point. OK. Fine.

“Yes’m. Sorry, ma’am.”

Apollo jerked her head around when she heard that. She looked over at him for the merest moment. Then she pulled her sunglasses down. Looked him up and down over the top of those aviators hanging off of her nose. She wasn’t watching the road. She was watching him. It made Rabe plenty nervous, her driving blind like that, and them passing trucks and cars and going 450 miles per hour and all. Yeah, he was kind of a wreck, to be truthful. But she continued doing it. That staring thing of hers. Yup. She stared hard. She stared good. Then, of a sudden, she looked a smidge surprised. Maybe even the tiniest bit impressed? Maybe? Possibly Then she pushed those Top Gun gold-gray lensed beauties back up onto her nose, looked back over at the road (finally!) and actually smiled into the windshield.

“Apology accepted.”

The bus lurched left, passed two semis and a long line of pickups and SUVs then lurched right again. The whole process seemed to take less than a millisecond. When Rabe got his breath back, and was rubbing the center of his forehead where he’d just bashed his skull against the chrome polished pole in front of him (ricocheting off of it – twice), Rabe blinked a couple of times and tried shouting over the roaring of the mad gear-changing going on continuously as the bus continued to accelerate and approached light speed on the interstate (they were passing some more cars now, pretty much any car on the road, sometimes by driving on the shoulder, sometimes it felt like, by jumping over them). Rabe shouted but he could not be heard. They jerked and jumped again. Rabe bashed his forehead again. He furrowed his brow, pointing his face off towards his left, Apollo-wards, not worrying much at all about the wrinkles (if any) forming up there anymore. There was a tiny calm stretch of road. A short period of calm. Rabe jumped at the chance to speak. He shouted something out. It was almost words. Not quite, but almost. Ok, it was kind of a squeal. But his squeal-shout was not loud enough. Apparently. Nobody reacted. Nobody heard. SHOOT! Maybe this was his last opportunity before they ended up in a blinding ball of explosive fire and blackened ruint bus and general catastrophe and apocalypse. Right? Could this be it? The end of his youthful existence here on this earthly plane? SHOOT! DOUBLE SHOOT! Rabe shouted again.

“WAS THAT REALLY NECESSARY, APOLLO?”

“Yes, all things considered, I’d say yes. And stop shouting. I hear just fine. I can hear a pin dropping off a bottom shelf in the back of a closet in a basement in Singapore during a typhoon from this driver’s seat right now, and if I can do that, I think I can hear you, Mr. Johnson, making your interesting sounds at me and your even more interesting comments and you sitting just 2 feet away from me and my fine ears. Yes. I think that’s just possible. Just.”

Rabe thought about that for a sec.

“You listen to pins in closets in basements in Singapore during typhoons? Why?”

“What? You don’t?”

“Uh... “

“Uh...”

“Uh...”

“Did you want something else, dear?”

“Well... I... Uh... OK. I give up, Apollo. I just give up.”

“Finally.”

Rabe did not have a response for that. Well, maybe he had one response.

“Look! Apollo! What in the heck do you want from me?”

“I already told you.”

“You did not.”

“I did, sugar, I really did. You just weren’t listening.”
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Oh.

Well...

OK...

Glad we cleared that up!

SHOOT!

Rabe sat back and thought. What had they been talking about? What had she asked him? Had she asked him a question? All she DID was ask questions. He had dozens to choose from. He leaned his way forwards. Opened his mouth. Looked confused. Closed his mouth. He leaned back. Then he raised his hand and leaned forwards. Then he shook his head and leaned back. He leaned forwards. Leaned back. He did it one more time. Then again. All the while the bus was jumping and jerking and bouncing here there and everywhere all over the I-20. After one particularly memorable leap over an 18 wheeler full of raucous pigs, Rabe leaned forwards once again, his eyes bright, his expression hopeful. He raised his hand again. Looked towards Apollo again. Then he sighed. He leaned back. Almost got all the way back into his seat. But, of a sudden, he leaned forwards quickly. He almost got to his feet. He opened his mouth. But, then he leaned back just as quickly. Collapsed into his seat. He looked once more over at Apollo, distressed-like, he leaned up, he leaned back, he leaned up, he leaned back, he leaned up...

“Boy! You gotta stop that dancing in your seat, you’re making me nervous. And more than a little dizzy.”

They flew from the left lane, nearly side-swiped an enormous RV, leaped into the right lane, squeezed past a conservatively-driven Prius, caused Prius-mayhem and Prius-anguish, rebounded off a guardrail and landed BAM! back down in the left lane, bobbing up and down on all six tires from side to side a time or three as the Greyhound set down on Terra Firma once again, going about a 1000 miles per hour and vibrating like a bouncing rubber ball shot out of a ground to air missile launcher and ricocheting off the walls of the Grand Canyon (or some extreme bouncing metaphor like that – they bounced A LOT folks! – and with GUSTO! – anyways...).

“And I don’t need dizzy just now,” continued Apollo, “No, I do not. Not from you. Not today. No.”

Rabe looked over at her, more than slightly incredulous.

“I’m making YOU dizzy?” said Rabe.

Apollo obviously heard Rabe. But she did not look back at Rabe. Nope. Not at that time. The back of her neck tightened, it got rock-solid tight, all self-righteous and persnickety-like. Then, Apollo, well, she leaned her head down and to her right, eyeballing Rabe out of the side of her right eye. She aimed that eyeball right at him, and when she had him in her eyeball bullseye, well, she shot three words out at him, like word-bullets, aiming directly for his unprotected head.

“Did. I. Stutter?”

Rabe didn’t respond. He was weighin’ his options. Basically he had none. So the weighing took no appreciable time a’tall.

“I said – DID. I. STUTTER?”

Nope. Plumb out of them options here. Could NOT get an option nowise, nohow. Rabe sighed. He did it twice. Then one more time, for luck.

“No ma’am. You did not.”

The eye looked forward again. The neck loosened up again. Muscles un-tensed. Tendons un-twanged. Yeah, it was like watching a rearing cobra uncurl itself, and lay down in front of your feet and roll on its belly and relax for a spell. Not soothing exactly. But at least death was not tapping its toe on your doorstep anymore, eager to get on with some serious sickle-swinging and head-removing. At least Rabe had a few more minutes of life and breathing ahead of him. Yup. At least he’d live to see another five minutes. SHOOT!

“Well, all right then, honey. Stop your fidgeting.”

Rabe leaned back. Trying to be as fidget-free as was humanly possible. But, all of a sudden, he shot forwards, leaning in towards the left and Apollo. Yup, he did it sudden-like. Realized he was probably fidgeting. Started to lean back, but then some thought or idea or guess or some other mental activity streaked through his head and he leaned/leapt forwards, just as his back had touched the back of his seat. Then he bit his lip. He leaned back...

“You best have a question for me there, mister Jack-in-the-box, or you’re in for a world of hurt. Are you listening to me, boy? Are we communicating?”

Rabe leaned back again. Closed his eyes. Shook his head. Opened them chocolate brown ocular orbs of his back up again. Rabe leaned forwards, just a bit. Blinked a few times. Saw Apollo’s neck a-tensing up again. Leaned back. Rabe cleared his throat. Leaned forwards some more...

“All right, I warned you, son...” said Apollo.

Rabe quickly started talking.

“OK. Apollo. You asked me where did I think we were going? Right? A little while back? You did ask me, right?”

“Go on.”

“So. You said – you tell me.”

“Uh huh.”

“You literally want me to SAY TO YOU, to TELL YOU where I think we’re going?”

“OK.”

“Wait. Are you agreeing with me? Or disagreeing with me?”

“You tell me.”

“Well... I...”

“You’re not very good at this whole conversing thing, are you?”

“Uh...”

“Yeah. Uh-huh! I see.”

“Well... You know, it’s just...”

“Uh-huh! Look, just start from the beginning, dear. Start from the beginning, tell me the middle part, and stop when you get to the end. Can you do that for me, sugar? Can you?”

“Uh... Sure?”

“Are you asking me? Or are you telling me? What are we talking about, hun? You’ve got to give me a clue. Help me out, someways. That’s how a conversation works, dear. You tell me something. I understand it. I say something back. Right this very minute, I have no idea what you’re trying to tell me. I have no idea what’s going on in that pretty little head of yours, none at all. What exactly IS going on in that head of yours, Mr. Johnson? What do I need to know?”

And with that, Rabe stopped completely. Yup. That stopped Rabe in his tracks. He leaned backwards again. Breathed in and out. Time to backtrack. Keeping it simple, Rabe. Yup. Keep it clear, keep it clean. Keep it easy. With Apollo it paid to stick to the short and the sweet. Think monosyllabic Rabe. Think snappy. That’s the ticket. You have this, brother. You can do this. Think! Think! 

Rabe leaned forwards, looked over at Apollo. Apollo leaned the slightest bit towards Rabe, putting her right hand up (quite dramatically) to her right ear and assuming a thoughtful, puzzled expression on her expressive face (all of which had to be pure sarcasm, since Apollo could hear Asian pins falling in typhoons 8,000 miles away, but Rabe foreswore commenting on that hurtful gesture, he was bigger than that, and besides he had bigger fish to fry at present, yes he did, huge, friggin’ fish in fact!). So. Rabe leaned forwards, carefully, and talked quietly into the waiting god-ear in front of him.

“Uh... Yes,” said Rabe, “Yup, that’s what you want. You want me to tell you where I think we’re going. Me. Tell you. Where we’re going.

“That’s certainly a plan.”

“So. OK. You want me to guess?”

“It’s not what I want, dear.”

“Oh, now you don’t want me to guess?”

“That’s not what I said honey. Listen to what I’m saying.”

“I’m listening.”

“Oh. Is that what you’re doing?”

“I’m...” Then Rabe shut up. Before he said something he regretted and got exiled to the ice dunes of a moon of Saturn or something. 

SHOOT!

He wasn’t listening? What else was he friggin’ doing? That’s all he did!

SHOOT!
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OK. Fine. This circle-talk, this dazzling, dazed, spiraling doublespeak that seemed to grow as if it were fungus all over any discussion a body had with Apollo, well, all this nonsense-speak was making Rabe more than a little bit nonsense-nauseous. And dazed. Yes, more dazed than he already was. And tired. It was making him REALLY tired.

Rabe closed one eye. Just to clear his mind and THINK in peace for a moment. Not ‘cuz he was going to nap. Nope. That’s NOT what he was doing. Nope. Not napping. Not. He closed his other eye.

Bad idea. Immediately Rabe bashed his head again against the friggin’ structural pole in front of him (yet again) as they dodge-bounced more terrorized Texan traffic (that pole HAD to be an OSHA hazard, it just had to be). This time Rabe was sure the bus had passed on the opposite side of the interstate squeezing between cars going the other direction, or they may have done that AND even swung up on an off ramp and dove back down again on an on ramp, or maybe they had done all that AND fired lasers out of the headlights of the bus and disintegrated any cars that were still in their way (or maybe laser-nudged them aside?). Heck! Whatever they were doing, the highway was clear up ahead of them now, and this stupid bus was just accelerating faster and faster and faster and faster...

Yup. You know... you could NOT see the scenery blurring past the front bus windows anymore. It was all these rainbows and rotating beams of light and flashy sparkling thingamajigs now. Rabe thought he was surely on the Millennium Greyhound here in the process of engaging its warp drive, and if you’d been perusing the rear-view mirror at that very moment, you’d probably be seeing a Death Star looming and getting bigger and bigger (“Objects in mirror are closer than they appear” – to unashamedly mix cinematic metaphors). So. Yup. Crazy, huh?

And... you know... maybe... maybe he was! Maybe it was happening! Maybe it was all true! SHOOT! This Tuesday was strange and getting stranger and it still wasn’t even half over yet neither! But, still, the whole situation ‘tweren’t nearly as cool nor as satisfying as it might sound to the casual arm-chair observer just hearing about a runaway, warp-engaging bus third-hand, the observer being curled up safe and sound on a sofa someplace and just reading in an armchair-like manner about the whole warp experience, contented and ensconced in the comfort and convenience (and safety) of their very own home. Nope. When you were actually present, first-person and all, right-there, up close and personal, well, warping buses were not so cool. They were, well, they were warp-weird and it was all actually just plain warp-terrifying. Yes it was! Believe you him! Terrifying!

Yup! And the constant bouncing and zero-G effects as the bus soared and dove and bounced and bobbed and did whatever the heck it was doing as Apollo rode herd on it, well, it made it a mite hard to breathe as well. Which of course made it even more terrifying! And the terror made it even harder to breathe. And the not-breathing, well, it made it just that much more terrifying. And the terror... well... SHOOT! And DOUBLE SHOOT!

Rabe looked over at Apollo. Apollo wasn’t looking at him. Apollo was humming. Something like an anthem. Under his/her breath. Maybe... Something from the musical Hair possibly? Was it... Was it... Was that “Let the Sun Shine?” Really? Apollo? More “sun” songs? Did Apollo ONLY sing songs about himself? Even if you were the god of the sun, that was some kinda twisted, some kinda narcissistic junk, huh? Yes, it was. At least that was Rabe’s opinion on THAT subject.

SHOOT! 

Anyways... Back to the Rabe, the REAL subject of this narrative. What was he going to do here? What? What was Apollo wanting him to say? Magic words of some type or another? Or maybe just “You Are So Awesome, Apollo!” Was that what Apollo was waiting for? SHOOT! Praise and adoration? This was so messed up! He had no idea what anything was anymore. Nope. No idea about nothing. Not a single one. What was he supposed to be saying/doing/whatevering? What? What? WTH?

SHOOT!

Rabe! Stop struggling. Stop asking questions. Let it go. Run with it. Just... Say something definite. Do it. Yeah. Say something clear and distinct and solid
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