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She is tarred in strips and stripes, a mass without mass massing at the centrifuge of her spongy sodium stromboli. Spin a

web, spin a tale, bake a casseroli of a whale; but she cannot make bricks without clay, as it goes from the mouth of a Holmes-
or-some-other, or perhaps it was the rude carpenter she’d hired to fix the home-or-some-other; who can say.

"

She is on the ground and she does not know where she is. Fairy lights dazzle the air. Yes, fairy lights, how fairly they rin 5,“g.
They must be fairies. Is a moonsun truly a monsoon, as autocorrect dictates? The phone is already in =
her hand. Who to call, who to call, who to ring, ring. The desktop bélts down on her and her will is
stronger than her body and—oh my are those scrapes on your knees, that pain on your cheek—I don’t
suppose it to be a tear turned red from a trick of the light, my dear. Let’s get you home. Who are you? :
she asks but then they are gone.

Spin a tale? She spins the following: It is hot. She is hungry. The place looks familiar. She is on her
knees and then on her feet, wobbling. A complete Chandler wobble of Earth takes around 26,000 3
years, and she knows this because she read it on Wikipedia, but then she hasn’t verified it and you.
can’t really trust what you ICad nowajiays anyway, but anyway the planet

wobbles and she wobbles along with it and it’s really just a magnificent
thing the way a penguin finds their way back to their waddle by
waddling, and it really is just a ridiculous thing how a groug
penguins is called a waddle, and she waddles and waddle_

From: Bob Lob <bob@bhs.org>

To: Lob Bob <lob@bhs.org> From: Lob Bob <lob@bhs.org>
Date: Tue, Mar 10, 2015 at 12:41 PM To: Bob Lob <bob@bhs.org>
Subject: Patient Date: Tue, Mar 10, 2015 at 12:42 PM

Subject: Re: Patient

Lob,

dude ’'m gonna be in australia for the next week.
Just got back from lunch. We’ve got someone in the can you handle it? or are you really that incompetent
ER. It’s your day off, I know, but can you come in? without me

Bob



From: Bob Lob <bob@bhs.org>

To: Lob Bob <lob@bhs.org>

Date: Tue, Mar 10, 2015 at 12:43 PM
Subject: Re: Re: Patient

I just want to get a second opinion. She’s blinking
quickly, muttering incoherently, stiff as a rock,

and she’s got a lump on her head. it’s lug

From: Lob Bob <lob@bhs.org>

To: Bob Lob <bob@bhs.org>

Date: Tue, Mar 10, 2015 at 12:43 PM
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Patient

From: Bob Lob <bob@bhs.org>

To: Lob Bob <lob@bhs.org>

Date: Tue, Mar 10, 2015 at 12:43 PM
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Patient

Please. Now’s not the time.
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From: Lob Bob <lob@bhs.org>

To: Bob Lob <bob@bhs.org>

Date: Tue, Mar 10, 2015 at 12:45 PM
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Patient

says the guy who copied my name. jackass

anyway, my money’s on a seizure

make sure she’s lying down and has plenty of space
around her so that she doesn’t hit something if and

when she wobbles

turn her head so she doesn’t choke on her tongue

it should pass in a few minutes

and get her some ice for the lump. she probably just
fell. like penguins do when looking at airplanes

From: Bob Lob <bob@bhs.org>

To: Lob Bob <lob@bhs.org>

Date: Tue, Mar 10, 2015 at 12:53 PM
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Patient

Alright, she’s coming to. Gave her the ice. Said she
hadn’t eaten any breakfast or lunch and was out on a
run. And it’s 90 degrees out there! I've put her on an
Iv.

But gosh, the things people are putting themselves
through—they’re dying. She reminds me a bit of you,
ma’am. All work. 'm glad you're taking some time off.

And I'm pretty sure the thing about the penguins is a
myth.

From: Lob Bob <lob@bhs.org>

To: Bob Lob <bob@bhs.org>

Date: Tue, Mar 10, 2015 at 12:56 PM
Subject: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Re: Patient

what do you mean? i’'m not on vacation. i’'m at a con-
ference. our hospital’s in the red and we’re not gonna
last much longer like this. i’'m getting a grant to save

our Sorry asses.

you’d know this if you didn’t spend your evenings
drinking your head off with that tar you call beer. i
need you to pull through if we’re gonna have a chance
in hell of making it through this. you with me?

but one thing at a time i guess. glad about our patient.
we’ve saved one person. it’ll be alright on the night.

he night




