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.nd emerges in his fall bulletproof superhero attire.

“Let’s bust some crime!” he hollers.
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“How are you feeling?” I ask him.
«J'm in a lot of pain,” he says. “The cut’s still bleeding, pse

.nd externally. A couple of my old injuries are flaring up. [ k.

hroken ribs. I'm having a rough night.”
[ glance at him, concerned. “Maybe you're going too hard » 1

“Aren’t you in danger of burning out?”
«Crime doesn’t care how I feel,” he says.

Just then a young man approaches us. He’s sweating, look; e
rressed. “I've been in tears!” he yells. :
‘He tells us his story. He’s here on vacation, his parents live 3 twq.

hour bus ride away in central Washington, and he’s only $9.40 short
for the fare home. Can Phoenix please give him $9.40?

“I've been crying, dude,” he says. “I've asked sixty or seventy peo-
ple. Will you touch my heart, save my life, and give me nine dollars
and forty cents?” |

Phoenix turns to me. “You down for a car-ride adventure?” he says

excitedly. “We’re going to drive the guy back to his parents!”

Th? young man looks panicked. “Honestly, nine dollars and forty
cents is fine,” he says, backing away slightly.

No, no!” says Phoenix. “We’re going to drive you home! Where's
your luggage?”
“‘[‘I[m, In storage at the train station . . .” he says.
e’ll meet you at the train station in ten minutes!” says Phoenix.
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