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Tuesday, September 6th, 2005
9:02 pm
Labor Day Makes it Tough to Go Back to Work

Today it was cold. The fog did not lift. I went in for a half-day, to 
ostensibly relieve the desk clerk who had to take her lunch break at noon, 
and there was a man standing in the lobby of the hotel in his underwear. 
(Ok. That's unfair. He was in his boxer shorts. So it wasn't like he was 
there in a Brazilian thong or anything. But still, it was weird.) I'd heard of 
this guy, and his "issue," before, it being one of my jobs to sort through 
the hotel's "incident reports," ripping them from tenant's files and 
collecting them all together in a separate drawer. Many times it's drugs, or 
booze, or even assaults with lead pipes; and so I thought, What is this 
woman (who wrote this man up before for similar behavior) got up HER 
ass? I mean, I said to myself, It's just underwear, right? And this was just 
for him walking around on the floors above . . . not in the lobby. It was 
funny. It has been funny, I should say. Because I've always been one to 
buck authority, and now I see, sometimes, when it's needed.

I've had my own habit of occasionally being caught underdressed by 
room-mates and those who don't know me well enough to break the 
tension and tell me to change. But I could see today what the woman 
before was complaining about. There he stands, five feet six, in bright 
yellow boxers and sunglasses. His chest not too hairy: his libido, 
however . . . He was hitting on the cleaning lady when I arrived, his 
hands all over her shoulder, cooing at her in Spanish. And though she 
liked it (oh yes :)), I think I can understand why it makes the females 
uneasy. 

Yet, it being only five minutes since I'd arrived, I wasn't able to anything 
but smile. It was too early for me to be frustrated. I was glad he did 
acquiesce to going upstairs and solving the problem himself though. 
Another tenant smiled back at me and said, "You see why they don't like 
it, the ladies. Makes 'em nervous. Cept for T-- [the cleaning lady] and she 
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married."

I smirked.

Today was only a half day. The hotel was slow. I listened to KTRU and 
had a chance to talk to S--, the desk clerk, about her brother who is in jail 
up in Folsom State Prison. It was his birthday today. "Five years," she 
said. He got pinched for robbing a casino in Napa. "And," she says, "I 
don't mean to be racist, but . . ." she looks around, outside the door to the 
office, to see who might be in the hotel lobby, "Them rednecks . . ." She 
scowls, but her point is interrupted by the door buzzer. Everyone must 
buzz if they do not have a key. S-- jogs over to let them in, and I am left 
wondering if she was talking about hicks or Indians. Left thinking that this 
-- what is it? -- this modicum of normalcy when discussing prison, or drug 
abuse or fatherless pregnancies? this sheer shamelessness? this way to 
deal with the sheer as glass fact of life that your brother is in jail, and has 
been for the past five years, while you've been raising a daughter on your 
own--I kind of admire it, in a way. 

We all (in the liberal progressive camp) cry so much about how the Rep's 
are destroying society; but, I think, Don't worry. Not much there to 
destroy. We were never all going to wear white outfits, not shoot each 
other and listen collectively to Serge Gainsbourg or Múm. 

 Human beings: damn adaptable creatures, that lot. 

Till tomorrow. 

Current Mood: flatulent

Friday, September 9th, 2005
4:46 pm
My Head Returns Back to Earth Like a Slow Sinking Balloon
 Still hungover after that birthday fest. The weather is not helping. It is 
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supposed to be summer. We, in San Francisco, wait all through three 
precious overcast months for our own little share of warmth and easy 
living, and to be denied it, to have to scurry still through the streets getting 
blown by fierce, cold winds every time you round a corner is not what 
one might call fun. Still, you see the news; you read that children are 
surviving like little junta's, Lord of the Flies style, in New Orleans, 
appearing in the dead of night like phantoms, and you know that your life 
is not as bad as it could be.

Today at work I learned that there is a woman who sits sometimes in the 
lobby with a bottle of Lysol in her hand, swigging from it occasionally in 
the most normal fashion, as if it were a forty or a bottle of juice. And I 
wonder just what is wrong with the world. I wonder, really . . . --really--  
can it BE Lysol? She should be dead by now, right? I guess she talks 
crazy, but still doesn't have that medicated thousand-mile stare that some 
of the other tenants carry around with them. Not much difference, I tell 
myself, from working in a mental hospital. Except for the fact that  I  don't 
have to wear a white coat.

Still, I do not resist to say that I feel more and more at home amongst my 
dysfunctional family. They yell at me, I talk calmly back. Slowly we are 
establishing a middle ground where I talk severe but level and they calm 
down a bit, too. 

 On another note:  I find myself, again, wishing I was someone else. 
Funnier. Wittier. Less stumbling, in that stuttering manner that possesses 
me sometimes, like getting suddenly stuck on what I am about to say, 
believing it will not be understood, or won't be funny, or pithy enough, 
and so I stutter and backpedal too fast and lose the rhythm. Perhaps it has 
something to do with my current battle with smoking. I am utterly 
addicted. I've admitted this to myself. Instead of seeing cigarettes in 
people's hands at lunch, I try to imagine the same hands, shaking with a 
shot of liquor in them, at lunch-time, or before. Which puts it in 
perspective until I myself belly up to the bar, and torch the end of a 
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Newport given me by the desk clerk on duty at the hotel. It probably boils 
down to the fact that I want the satisfaction of both smoking and having 
quit, while I continue on with the habit I've been unable to break 
consecutively, for any good amount of time, since college. 

The Blues is a blanket that will keep you warm, as much as it is the storm 
that steadily soaks the world outside the window. I fear just that my own 
Blues will be exposed. (To N-- in particular) What will she think? Here, 
I've gone and hitched my wagon to a crazy person's. I worry that I'm not 
even crazy, at least not enough. Spectacular craziness seems almost as 
enchanting as spectacular togetherness, sometimes. Damn Augusten 
Burroughs. 

Current Mood: cloudy
(Comment on this)

Wednesday, September 14th, 2005
7:00 pm
Gettin What Mines
 I arrive a little late today. Have been doing this too often; because I know 
it doesn't bother the building manager too much. Because I know she 
understands that we're all human, that we make mistakes, that she, herself, 
does it often enough. Still must make a better effort. Though, perhaps, me 
just coming in each day is a mark of relative tenacity for this position. 
(Seeing as how, yesterday I came in to find T-- had been there since two 
in the morning, after the desk clerk hired off my own temp company 
failed to show up for only his second shift after dealing the first night with 
the skulkers on the street between the hotel and the subway. (only two 
blocks, I might add, Pussy.).. I should have been working that shift. But I 
administer to that guilt the words of my brother, wise ones, who told me, 
"Don't worry about not wanting to cover the desk those two days. If you 
were on staff...it would be a different story." So it would. Right now I 
have not yet been married into the family, and I might not be at all. 
Though it is true, and strange to say this, but I really do believe this has 
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been the best job I've had in years. So much better than cleaning up after 
art school kids. I'm still cleaning up, after crazies, of course; but at least 
they give you something to write about.

Like today, coming back from lunch, I saw a woman rooting around in a 
car. Her bare legs danced outside the driver's door hanging open. The first 
thing I thought was, See, they're on SSI but they can still buy a Jag, as this 
was a fancy, well-maintained car. But then I saw the shattered bits of left-
over glass still clinging to the fringes of the driver's window. The alarm 
was going off, loudly, too. And I realized she was just looting the damn 
thing, right there out in the open. Even with the high cop presence. When 
this snapped into focus, I remember thinking, Well . . . Dumb ass should 
know not to leave a Jag parked on Eddy St. Parking lot attendants and 
their managers were flocking towards the sound. Everyone was well 
aware what was going on. But, hey, it seems we all collectively just 
shrugged, and were there one giant thought balloon hanging over all our 
heads, with little bubble leaders to each of us, it would have said, for the 
group, first: "She really is looting that car," and second: "Shouldn't park a 
damn Jag here, anyway." None moved to stop her, although it was 
perhaps due to the fact that she did look like she'd be hard to tackle.

I got a picture today, a copy, of the man who died in the lobby. See, as it 
has been my job to collect all the "incident reports" together in one large 
file, I have come across a few I had to photocopy for my own archives. 
This one was rich, terrible, and too true to pass up. And I have since 
thought a lot about how it would be to sit at the desk I can see from the 
office and have this happen: 

You're all alone. It's around midnight. The tenant who has been snoring in 
the easy chair in front of the tv since your shift began has grown quiet. 
And you wonder to yourself how long he hasn't made a sound. The guy 
on shift before you explained that he was too intoxicated to go up to his 
room; and you thought at first that it was probably alcohol, but maybe it 
was something else, too. You hope he begins to snore again. That he 
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starts in with a great huge crash like all those who suffer from sleep apnia 
tend to do. But he doesn't stir. And when you come over to check on him, 
because now you know you've got to check on him, since you have been 
ignoring him for the last fifteen minutes and, still, nothing has changed. 
The place is oh so quiet. And you stand before him, and know it is true; 
his lips--they're blue. He's dead. . . . Richard V--. So, seeing the picture of 
him, from his old file, right in front of the elevator, a bottle of booze in his 
hand (even in the polaroid for his file) you can look into those eyes that no 
more roam the earth and say that they looked even then like they were 
missing something. Richard V--. Who remembers you besides the clerk at 
the corner store?

 ps:  This is one of my favorite lines from any incident report, and I keep 
coming across it day after day, so I guess it's time to share. As it was 
written:  At 3:30pm, you were asked to retire to your unit, since the smell 
off your body was disturbing the other tenants in the lobby. You refused, 
began making loud, racist remarks towards the desk staff, and wrote in 
the miscellaneous business ledger  fuck you . This is unacceptable 
behavior. 

Really? And I just thought it was par for the course. 

Current Mood:  dirty
(2 Comments |Comment on this)

Monday, September 19th, 2005
6:46 pm
Unsupervised
 The weekend seems especially long until it's over. Try around 8am, 
Monday morning--though I wasn't there to answer the alarm until nine. I 
crawl out of bed, dismay the mop of hair that's too rowdy once I've 
fucked with it to get back into any state of order. Strangely, though, I'm 
not in a rush. I stop for a bagel, then saunter my way towards the train. In 
line, I feel a pang of conscience, so I call the hotel. Boss isn't even coming 
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in today. I feel vindicated.

I get to work soon enough, unpack the bagel and sit down to read the 
paper. Work. Yes, indeedy. I dispute the fact that we all want to work. 
Easily done, in fact, at a place like the Ritz, where I find the three regulars 
docked at the TV set watching Judge Joe Brown, nodding their heads in 
synch as he dispenses playground justice to his peeps.

About the only thing I feel today is less guilty about not giving to the 
homeless--even to the one I think has a brilliant attitude. Find $4.86 left in 
your bank account when you're expecting four hundred, and the world 
starts to look a bit different. I guess the daily spliff medicine is out for a 
while. I guess it's back to managing my account, back to the real world, 
back to supervising those who couldn't give a shit so long as their next 
G.A. check is in the mail. 

Current Mood: questionable
(Comment on this)

Tuesday, September 20th, 2005
7:50 pm
My Own Private Ground Zero
 It's about 11am. The boss has left the office. I'm there by myself, 
plunking numbers into the spreadsheet, when she walks through the door. 
(Sam Spade eat your heart out...) This dame was tops. Her hair. streaked 
grey and black, ran like wires out from her scalp. Her aging face, her long 
Jewish nose, the fact that she is the one who harbors the root of the mice 
problem like Afghanistan harbors terrorists. There is a trace of some 
kinder, gentler grandmother in the weary lines of her expression; the 
meds, however, for her schizophrenia have well diluted her speech and 
her mood. She lives, as does the city, in a perpetual fog. When she speaks 
you must pay utmost attention for she slurs worse than a Barbary Coast 
sailor. But, she remembers my name. "Tiiiii-wah....." she says. I think to 
myself that I wish she'd take the marbles out of her mouth. Out loud, I tell 
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her, "Go on." (And right now I can't even remember the problem she 
actually had. Probably was nothing. Probably she misplaced her keys 
again, or someone stole them to pawn to a friend. Why does she leave her 
door open all the time? With candles burning? . . . I've read in her file that 
she has a habit of also leaving things cooking on the stove. She is a mess, 
this lady.) . . . Oh yes, now I remember. She had me phone a social 
worker, someone who could come down and "help her clean out her 
unit," before she is evicted, or--more than likely--reprimanded again for 
sanitary conditions befitting 17th century gypsies. And once I have 
finished calling, and left a message, and urged her (with all my power, 
trying to keep a smile) out the door--right before she leaves, she grabs the 
can of Lysol (spray) and applies it to her body like a deodorant. She even 
takes a sec to let the spray coat her face, like a warm chemical mist. For 
the next few minutes I can't stop laughing: this is the labyrinth.

I sit later at the front desk finishing the crossword. S-- is not due back for 
fifteen minutes from her lunch; but suddenly she comes bursting through 
the door. Manic. She is crying. She drops her bag of Mickey D's down in 
the office and flees without so much as a complete sentence coming 
through the stutter of words, of "I--" and "Oh--" and "My god..." Which I 
take it to mean that her boyfriend's been shot. 

I'd seen him on the street this afternoon, just before. S-- does not rush 
outdoors right away, but waits in the airlock type waiting area between 
the two security doors: pacing. She checks her hair, blots tears from her 
eyes, and then she is gone. She returns briefly to collect her things, her 
eyes puffy from crying. She says little, leaves early. Leaving me at the 
desk! No one explains what has really happened, but I figure (since they 
don't explain things) that it's just that her old man got pinched for 
dealing. . . . Not something to cry over though is it, S--? More like 
something to wake your ass up. Right? If he's sposed to be your girl's 
father figure and all that. . . . No comment. It's her life. I expect to see 
them sometime on Maury Pauvich, or Jerry Springer. Maybe, when I feel 
more comfortable, and she is in a better mood, I will ask S-- which talk 
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show she would prefer to appear on.

A cop turns up around two, saying he's seen the cameras outside and he 
wonders what kind of coverage we've got. Seems someone got beat up in 
a taxi right outside. He is mum about the details. And I kind of relish the 
fact that "it's procedure" not to let him come behind the desk without first 
getting approval from T--, the building manager. How many times have I 
been told it's policy, it's the law? He is a sober faced detective, though; not 
a beat-rookie badass. Still. Turns out, when I hear the story later, that 
there's been a guy, a taxi cab driver, who picks up women who are 
slightly intoxicated around town, drives them to places (like right outside 
the hotel) and rapes them. My mind stutters a second, reboots. This world 
is fucked up. I go to smoke, then it's back to the files and the spreadsheet, 
now that W-- is here and the desk is his.

Just before I leave, however, a woman comes in complaining her clothes 
got ruined by a flood. She's got a squonky part from a faucet in her hands, 
as evidence, I guess. Says she complained about this weeks ago, and it 
keeps flooding her room. (How this happens, I'm not clear on. 
Somethings fishy, though.) She is a big woman, as tall as me--and I'm 
Six-Three. She says she hasn't got enough money now to wash all her 
clothes, and can I help? Instantly I feel my gut tightening, clamming up; 
she wants money. Nowhere can I escape it. She says she can't dry all this 
laundry with the change she's got. She needs more. She needs an over-
night visitor to help her. A visitor without an ID; which is strictly against 
policy. "But can't we compromise?" she asks, driving deep the knife of 
guilt. It doesn't stick, however. She's just trying to jive us, W-- and myself. 
Finally, I say the hell with it after trying to explain to her that she can't just 
leave her load in the washer over-night. How she should just dry her 
shoes and get some hangers for the other clothes. I get the fuck out of 
Dodge.

And find myself thinking, as I stroll towards the subway, that, yes, You 
might not have it all together, but after a day like this you know more or 
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less that you: use proper deodorant, don't date felony cases, and can pretty 
well figure out just how much laundry you can do with the change you 
have. If that isn't genius, I don't what is. 

Current Mood: over it
(1 Comment |Comment on this)

Thursday, September 29th, 2005
7:35 pm
How Stupid People Get Jobs
 Most of this journal thus far has concerned itself with the ridiculous 
goingson of the tenants here at the Ritz Hotel; which, one has to admit, is 
pretty funny shit, indeed. Like a goddamn vein of prose for this writer. 
But in all fairness, today is one to contemplate the stupidity of the hired 
help--just to be fair. This hotel, along with (I think) thirteen others, is run 
by a company named TNDC. And while there is a smattering of oversight 
that keeps the slackers and crack-heads from manning the helms, if you're 
crafty enough to slip up past the bottom feeder positions--without your 
crack habit being noticed, for example--then it is, as recent history has 
shown, much easier to be an idiot at the top than at the bottom. Feminists, 
please, use that last quip at your discretion. 

Today I saw the reality of what my boss, the acting general manager, a 
reasonably kind woman who has seen her share of hardship, has to deal 
with on the everyday. She's the kind of person who really just wants to 
see things work smoothly, and in my opinion pours too much of her heart 
into her job; but the world needs people like that. She doesn't begrude a 
man like myself for being late (not even just once or twice, but 
repeatedly), she understands; if I get my work done, no prob. . . . But if 
you've ever worked at a company with maintenance staff, or been a part 
of the crew yourself, you understand that there is always what you might 
call a "pit boss." He's the guy who, twenty years or twenty minutes or 
twenty miles ago, would sit and supervise his workers, all the while never 
lifting a finger himself. The kind of guy who grew up in the same class as 
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the rest of his workers. The kind of guy who just wants a little power--in 
the form of a paycheck for free. He's the Maintenance Supe here. And the 
problem is, he's a really nice guy, so long as you don't depend on him to 
do anything but make nice, crack jokes, what have you. Getting the work 
done is another story. 

We at the hotel have to bear the brunt of the complaints from tenants 
about leaky faucets, shoddy drapes, and bad seals in the windows: things 
that are supposed to be done, on time, by him--though I notice him too 
often just walking the streets with another worker, his assistant. They are 
always sipping smoothies and they look, generally, very underworked. 
They look relaxed. Yet the man is incompetant. Call him on the radio and 
you don't get a simple answer; it's like calling the girl you just want to 
fuck, who pours shit from her mouth into your ear for two hours. In the 
case of puta, you bear it, if you're horny. But this, this, is a job. He's 
supposed to work. But there he is, always, only able to breeze in for a few 
minutes; he talks of meetings alot; always he is smiling. While everyone 
else is tired and hang-dog from a day that has beat them down, he looks as 
if he's come from the spa. I mean: take care of yourself, yes, but do your 
job, eh? . . . Thing is, he can talk. He's one of those people you say yes to 
just to get to shut up. Like the girl who you wish you were too deaf to 
listen to, you nod and say yes hoping the end is in sight. But no-- . . . In 
some ways, he reminds me of my dad. They both have little places only 
they know about where they go to hide out and smoke a cigar and do the 
crossword. My father, however, would probably love working with T--, 
the manager here. She's blunt, to the point; she hates to play the part of the 
snitch (which is probably one big reason the Maintenance Supe, J--, is still 
even working here). I said that she puts too much of herself into this job; 
but it's only because she has so much to do. She doesn't want to impress 
anyone--just get the job done, make people happy, but pack up at five and 
go home for a few minutes of T--time. She's got a new grand-daughter 
who she still hasn't seen, but T-- jumps up, straps the keys to her belt loop, 
and is the first to tend to whatever fire's started burning. She takes her job 
just seriously enough, then, I guess. And so, after we've filed numerous 
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work orders for the things that need to be done, after I and the other clerks 
have helped her navigate the proper channels of paperwork that may seem 
tedious but we all agreed were necessary, he, this J--, the Maintenance 
man, he calls a meeting. "For What??!" asks T--. "He's got the work 
orders right there. He don't need anything else. Why we gotta go talk 
about what needs to get done, when he should just do it?" She returns 
from the meeting nonplussed. Tells me, "Just as I thought. A complete, 
fucking waste of time..."

I think about something she's said earlier, while talking with another 
woman from the maintenance crew about their mutual problems with J--, 
T-- said, "I been divorced. And I didn't have no help. Had to serve my 
husband the papers three times till he finally signed them. So, I know 
patience. But this--" She trails off. Craves a cigarette. One more day in the 
can. 

Current Music: kanye west: gold-digger
(Comment on this)

Thursday, October 6th, 2005
7:30 pm
What Would _____ Do?
 So, still a temp, he strolls in to work to find the boss lady, T--, gone for 
the day. She is out sick; he, now, must assume the stature of the building 
manager. Must take rent checks, field personal concerns, all the things that 
come through that door which T-- usually has to deal with, more often 
than not, simply because she's closer to it. It gives him tremendous 
headaches, back pains, he pinches the temples of his eyes in vain, in the 
quiet, staccato moments when the craziness is acting out elsewhere, this 
does not help in the least. Feels like a gap in his sinuses has opened up a 
hole to some other dimension, feels something breezy in the back of his 
throat; still: goes to smoke cigarettes regularly just to keep from pulling 
out his hair or chewing the furniture.

I realize that I am getting more accustomed to the job when I come back 
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on Monday, from lunch, one bit muscling my way through the crack 
dealers outside, one bit slinking, and come face to face with a tenant 
grasping a seven inch blade in his hands, and no pants. He is wild-eyed, 
and held onto tightly by the crack dealers who've camped-out outside in 
hopes of intimidating their "clients" into paying up. I was gone all week-
end, but I imagine they have been siegeing the place since Friday, now 
that the first has come and gone. All those they sold rock to on credit, it's 
time to pay up. Naturally, the debtors stay holed up inside the hotel, 
behind the door to which we control entry. "What's your name?" I ask the 
crack dealer. And the first thing Mr. Johnson says on the other end is, "If 
it's Ron, I'm not here." Absentmindely, I mumble: "Ok," then gaze up to 
this hulking fat piece of shit who is breathing heavily upon the glass 
between us, and I tell him, Ron: "he a'int here." The nigga's skeptical, to 
say the least. He carries with him a gun--at least I thought it was, at first, a 
squirt gun, but then I saw him shooting it at cars as they passed by the 
hotel (for he is still sitting on the fire hydrant standpipe after some time--
still waiting) and to amuse himself he's shooting what looks like little 
green bb's at cars. I see him eat a few and realize they're candy. He sucks 
on some, and dribbles them from his mouth into the mouth of the gun's 
resevoir. Sticky, at best; I imagine they chew through paint. And I just 
wish he'd shoot the wrong person. Teach him a lesson.

Ron sits with his enforcer, a big black man, an ex-linebacker you can tell--
probably the starter in his high-school glory years--now the underling to 
the crackdealer. Earlier, he came and spoke with T--. It was after another 
fight, the first one, this on the elevator, when another addict tried to scurry 
past him; and when this guy O-- confronted him in the elevator--in this 
tiny cab where you can barely fit four people, uncomfortably--the guy, 
who is crippled from breaking his back when he was a teenager, lashed 
out with his walker, spilling hot coffee on another woman, who--I don't 
know if she was innocent or what--but, who began to hit him back. 
Scuffle Thwack. Spilled coffee. Screaming ensues. We all rushed out and 
stood there as she cursed him and what seemed to be his whole clan. And 
then afterwards, the enforcer, O--, came and had a most unrealistic sit-
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down with T--. I sat filing papers, and listened to this man tell the manager 
that  she  had to get her tenants together; that it was SHE who had to get 
them to pay their crack bills and such. I grinned happily as she told him to 
"move yo ass up on out of here."

So: the blade. I stand there, just back from lunch. I have to shit something 
awful, and this is what has brought me back a little early. I muscle past the 
crowd of people out front of the hotel, and am soon standing against the 
wall while this standoff ensues. My hands are full, green tea in one, 
leftovers in the other. Out of left eye, I'm keeping tabs on the blade this 
crazy vet is brandishing, out of my right I'm looking at the linebacker. The 
tenants inside are screaming, whooping "let him in." The tenant, William 
J-- backs closer to the second door, slips the knife inside his boxershorts 
as a gesture to let the desk clerk know he isn't planning on going ballistic 
once he's inside the hotel. Still she screeches that she "ain't letting him in 
with that fuckin' thing." Another resident moves to the door and opens it, 
however, and at this S--, the desk clerk, lunges towards him, trying to 
keep him from it. Willy J--, now super crazy eyed, pulls back through the 
door that has now been opened, and just as he is almost to safety, the big 
man grabs him by the shoulder and lays him, heavy, with a fist to the side 
of his head.0

I can see S-- shaking her head through the glass. O-- has slipped back 
outside, and I have slipped in. My internals are straining, I can feel the 
turd literally pushing its way out. So I've only got the shit eased out of me, 
I guess. I say, "I'll be back in two minutes, cause I really gotta poop. But 
if this is going on when I return, then there'll be hell to pay." 

In the staff bathroom, I do not turn on the light. There is a window from 
which there blows a cool, but still fishy smelling breeze from the gaps 
between the buildings, and I sit in the near darkness and watch the walls, 
which are alive with roaches that scurry to and fro. This is it. I flush. 
Return outside. The dealers have moved on for fear of the cops. But 
they'll be back. Oh yes.


