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In Your Ear

by Hawkeye R. Hoerr

Scven had been his previous
high. and that had occurred one rainy
afternoon over a year ago. Twice he
had done six, and five's were almost
routine these days. Sometimes he
thought that maybe, just maybc. he
ought to get a new hobby. But those
thoughts would vanish in no time.
After all, this was a hobby that he
had mvented, and he didn't know
- anyone clsc who did it. Most of all.
he loved the fecling of control that it
gave him

He sct the alarm for 6:30 am. It
was tough getting up that carly, he'd
watched Letterman  and, cwven,
Conan. Letterman's TOP TEN list
was always worthwhile, He went
back and forth between laughing and
being ineredulous that anyone could
get paid so much money for being so
stupid, He had been slecpy last night
all cvening, so he drank a couple of
cups of coffec while watching
"Sound Of Music," lis favorite
video, It had donc the trick, Julic was
somc honey, and he didn't doze off
until somectime around | am

The alarm shattercd his slecp.
Hc was drcaming about somcthing,
he knew that much, but he couldn't
remember  what, That was  the
trouble with dreams, you could never
quite picee them all together. He only
lay n bed for a minute, but then he
had to get moving. He couldn't be
latc this morming; a big day was
ahcad, lots of plans! He took a quick
shower, threw down a chilled coffec
flavored  Slim-Fast, put on his
sweats, grabbed all of s
documentation, and hopped in the
car _

It wasn't even 7 am. yet, and
the streethghts were stll on. Owver
the horizon he could sce the
beginnings of a sunrise. The sky had
an orange glaze, and he would have
liked to have lingered and watched
the day begin, Maybe tomorrow, he
thought, right now he had an
appointment. No time to wastc!

He backed his Chrysler out of
the garage, sccured his seat belt and
shoulder hamcss, and began to dnve
up the street. His car was an old
brown Chrvsler, full of dents and
bruiscs, but that was just as wcll.
Although he had done this dozens of.
times, he had to consciously work at
not getting too excited and carried
away with anticipation. What a great
hobby! He could feel his heart
pounding, but he took pride in
knowing that an outsider wouldn't
have been able to  detect his
nervousness. He moved his hand
away from the stecring wheel for a
few scconds, held it level, and took
pridc at how steady it was,

He was so intent on watching
his hand that he didn't note his car
drifting into the next lane. In a flash
he heard the homn and saw the other
car at the same time. Instantly he
responded by jerking the wheel to the
left and veering away, He had barcly
missed having an accident. Wouldn't
that be ronic, he thought, an
accident on the way.,

All of his attention was on the
road now and he drove the next few
miles quite carcfully. At times like
this he often wished he had a radio,

but it would have alrcady been
ruined several times, he knew. and
would be ruined again for sure, so he
didn't bother with it. Instcad he
hummed a bit. He made a tum and
then he saw it, lis destination,
Skinker and the Forest Park
Expressway, He was heading cast on
the Expressway and he lowered the
visor 1o keep the moming sun from
getting in his eyves.

He had lots of intcrscctions
where he "hobbied.” as he called it.
but this was onc of his favorites. He
drew closer and began looking and
planning  Surc cnough, cven at this
time of day, the rush hour had
started. He began to sclect his target.
He looked at a car. another, a truck.
even a bus. Nothing scemed to strike
his fancy. But just then he spotted a
white station  wagon that looked
appealing. A man in his 50's was
driving it. The car was headed south

on Skinker, waiting to make a left

turn  onto  the Forest  Park
Expressway. YES., he thought, this 15
it!

His heartbeat picked up cven
morc and he began to perspire a bit
Hc loved this part! He turned his car
on to Skinker, carcfully adhering to
the corrcet lanc, and then with a
quick jerk of his wnist stecred lis car
into the side of the station wagon
There was a crash, the sound of steel
twisting  and  breaking.  glass
shattcring.  two  mctal  clephants
banging against onc another. The
force of his old Chrysler caused the
station wagon to lurch sideways in to
the next lane. His car shuttered to a
halt.

Although he had braced himsclf
for the impact, the jolt had thrown
him forward and he had lost sight of
the other car for a moment. After the
crash he immediately raised himsclf
and looked out the window. Good.

the other driver didn't appear hurt at
ppe

all. just quite stunncd. "Arc vou all
nght” he asked The other driver

didn’t respond and he repeated the
question. Slowly the man tumed his
head and nodded at him. By now he
was out of the car and walking
toward the station wagon.

It was perfect, he saw, as he got
closer. The other driver wasn't hurt.
And better, while he had damaged
both doors and a side pancl, it was
clear that the station wagon could be
driven again. His own car, he saw,
was in good shape cxcept for the
fronts of the fenders and the
headlights, He smiled to himself,
thinking of all of the reinforced stecl
hiddcen just below the hood. He often
dchghted in thinking that hc was
rcally driving a battering ram.

By now the other driver had
produced a driver's license  and
msurance certificate. He pulled out
his documents and they exchanged
numbers, This was just too good. he
thought, this old guy never thought
to look carcfully at the driver's
hicense. I he had he would have scen
that the photo didn't really look like
the guy who had just hit him. For
that matter, he didn't sce that the
name on the msurance certificate had
been carcfully changed 1o match the
stolen driver's license

His satisfaction was broken by
the angry horms and shouts of
drivers. As he had hoped, the fender-
bender had almost completely shut
down the traffic at the intersection.

Three  southbound  lancs  were
blocked by the two cars, but it was
more than  that.  Pcople in  all

dircctions had stopped to look He
could feel the power. now he was in
control! He had anticipated this
accident as a 6, but the traffic jam
was worsc than he had hoped and
had made it at lcast an 8, he thought.
What a mess! Maybe it was because
cveryone was in a hurry this carly.
Heck. if he'd known that he would be
getting an 8, he would have brought
some of s fake blood to get toa 10,
Blood pouring into the street always
added two or three numbers, cven if
it was just ketchup
The other driver was getting
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VeTy nervous now, sceing what was
happening at the inlersection, and
probably worrving that unlcss he
moved, he might be part of a sccond
accident. They shook hands and
promised to call onc another's
insurance agents, and slowly drove
away, He let the white station wagon
pull into traffic first, always being
the gentleman,

A couple of minutes later he
was driving down a fairly quict road
in  Forest Park, hcaded toward
Kingshighway, being very pleased
with himsclf. His first appomtment
had been an 8 and the day was still
voung. If he hurried, he could make
another mecting before rush hour
fimshed.

In no time he was approaching
the intersection of Arscnal and
Kingshighway, He quickly identificd
his target, a red late model Ford, and
rammed it from behind. It was a
perfect hit. he thought. He could see
that the impact had broken the Ford's
taul lights. crushed the trunk. and
pulled the bumper away. He hadn't
damaged his car, but already three
lancs of traffic were stopped He lcfl
his Chrysler and pulled out a new
driver's  licensc  and insurance
certificate. This time it was a lady.
She was wvery nervous,  almost
crving, and he knew that  she
wouldn't ¢ven glance at the photo on
the license. They began exchanging
information and he could hear horns
and tires squealing in the background
as other drivers tried to avoid the
wreckage.

This was gong to bc a 7.
mavbe an B, he thought. But he
couldn’t focus on this mting just yet.
He found himsclf anticipating the
rest of the day. From here he'd go 1o
Chippewa and Grand, then Olive and

Grand. After that he'd switch cars
and get the old Chevy and hawve

lunch, During the afiernoon drive
time. he'd begin with Delmar and
Union, then move to Page and
Woodson, Maybe then he'd call it a
day. Of course, he could end with
Lindbergh and Gravors, but maybe
that should be tomorrow's first

appoimtment
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