| R brave as
nd his presence on the streets only serves to escalate matters. For
s last criticism they cite the Taco Incident.

' «Te]l me about the Taco Incident,” I ask Phoenix now.

| He sighs. “It was a drunk driver. He was getting into his car so |

b ied to give him a taco and some water to sober him up. He didn't

E want it. | kept insisting. He kept saying no. Eventually he got kind
¥ fviolent. He tried to shove me. So I pulled out my Taser and I fired
¥ some warning shots off. Then the police showed up .. .”

! < didn’t realize he was a drunk driver,” I said. “The other superhe-

roes implied it was just a regular, random guy you were trying to force
2 taco onto. But still” — I indicate the nearby crack dealers— “the Taco

Incident surely demonstrates how things can inadvertently spiral.”
“They're in my house,” he resolutely replies. “Any corner where
people go— that's my corner. And I'm going to defend it.”
We walk slowly through the drug dealers. Nothing happens. Ev-

eryone just stares at each other, muttering angrily. It is 5:00 a.m. Our
hrst night I'm und the last part




