Oh, Phoenix, 1 think as 1 read these reports. I put my life op g,
line for you. What have you done? | -
[ try to reach him but to no avail. He’s in a jail cell somewhere i,

Seattle.
And then, a few hours later, a shakily filmed and chaotic thirteep.

minute video appears on Vimeo. It turns out that one of Phoenix’s
group filmed the whole thing.

The video: it’s late at night in some floodlit industrial part of Se.
attle. The superheroes are patrolling, as normal, when one of them
suddenly yells: “Phoenix! Look down! Huge fight!”

“Go! Go! Go! Go! Go!” Phoenix yells, clearly thrilled, running in-
stantly into the midst of the altercation. “Call nine-one-one!” he
shouts to his friends. “Call nine-one-one!”

As soon as Phoenix enters the fray—and it’s hard to tell how vio-

lent the fray had been because the moment Phoenix arrives everyone

stops fighting and just stares, baffled, at him —a small woman be-
gins to repeatedly hit him with her shoe.

M _You piece of shit,” she yells. (This is the woman later identified as
aria.)

Everything becomes chaotic. A car zooms in and deliberately hits

a pedestrian. It is presumably a car driven by one of the party goer>

and makes me suspect that the street fight Phoenix intervened in had

not been a friendly little noth; o | Maria had
intimated, but so g thlng, as the pOllCE and

“ mething more serious.
Where are th

is gath: € cops?” Phoenix yells. “We need the cops now- This
18 getting serioys,” yells. “We need the cop




