
"Hi there, Smiley!" The cheery rasp
of Bob Lindon's voice was loud and

clear. Tyler could have predicted
those three words.

"Bob!" shouted Tyler, as if the
distance between them required

him to speak louder. "Sorry to get
you out of bed."

"Did you call earlier - about one
hour ago?"

"Yes...."
"I said to Violet: 'That's John

calling from England, you see if I'm
not right.' That's crazy isn't it,

John? Crazy... but great to hear
your voice. You know it's...ah...two

o'clock over here in downtown
Santeno and all the good people are

tucked up. All the bad people are
fucked up!" Bob laughed. "Hey,
what's new in your world, John?
Violet says you got something

going on. You thought this crazy
son-of-a-bitch was mad. Well, you

ain't seen nothin' yet. This world's a
foul place for the likes of you an'
me, John. I've been out of pocket
for a while. Some folk from your

Revenue Department were after my
balls but what you ain't got you

can't lose!" He carried on laughing.
"Oh shit!" he remarked, joyfully, at

his own humour. "What can I do
for you?"

Finally, Tyler got a word in. "Bob.
Thought I'd call to see how things

were with you," he started, weakly.
"Now that Chris is free he wanted

to try and patch things up with you
and try and bring some good out of

all the problems."
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