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“I'm going to bed,” I say.

«we'll stand here for ten minutes and solidify the corner,” he .
plies. “You don’'t want to stand with us?”

“No,” I say. “I definitely don't.”

[ jump into the taxi. And when I arrive back at the hotel my legs
buckle and I almost fall onto the floor.

s:00 a.m. Phoenix telephones. He’s shrieking with laughter, bab.
bling, hyperventilating, letting out all the adrenaline.

“That was ridiculously intense!” he’s yelling. “In a few hours I've
got to be a day-care worker!”

It is the next afternoon. There’s a comic convention in town. I spot
Knight Owl and one of Phoenix’s friends, Skyman.

“Ooh, look, the Rocketeer!” says Skyman. “You never see Rock-

‘eteer costumes! That is priceless! I gotta get me a photo of that! Ooh
Lady Riddler! Nice!”

Skyman approaches a Batman.




