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It was just another town in the Blue Ridge … 
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As we exited the Family Dollar store on West Jefferson 
Street, Agent 32 spotted him. He was there – shirtless – in a 
second-floor, curtain-less, half-open sash window. Monique 
(Agent 32) and I (Agent 33) watched him gyrating and 
waving his hands while on his cell phone. He was a well-
bronzed lad, probably in his mid-20s.  
 
“He looks like this town’s lead hipster,” Monique remarked.  
 
“Yeah, he sure does,” I replied. “Maybe he will be the next 
Jack Kerouac, and we can say that we saw him here when 
he was …”  
 
“When he was a drug-addled specimen in a window,” 
Monique stated as she began to laugh.  
 
“Well, who knows, 32? Let’s not prematurely discharge him.” 
 
“Yeah, you’re right, 33. Who knows? Let’s not sell him short.” 
 
“I love how you call me 33 when my digital audio recorder is 
on.” 
 
“Your digital audio recorder is always on,” Agent 32 retorted. 
 
We continued walking down the street, heading north 
towards Washington Street. It was a perfect fall Saturday 
evening, when one thinks back to previous October 
evenings. I wonder if there’s any magic tonight in this little 
mountain town. What psychic goodies await? Anything? Any 
compounding waves? 
 
Off in the distance, around a corner, the faint screams and 
cheers from a Little League Baseball game on Calhoun 
Street could be heard through the autumn air as the sun 
began to set. My mind sailed away with the invigorating 



zephyr. I wonder if he saw the excerpted copy of ‘Gold, a 
summer story’ [a novel by yours truly] that I slid under his 
apartment door earlier in the day, when Agent 32 was 
asleep. Was that what got him so agitated on the phone? Or, 
was he just mad at his girlfriend for running late and missing 
the big weed connection? I bet he’s dating the minister’s 
daughter. The bad boy de ville. [sic] Yep, he’s Billy Bad-Azz.   
 
“What are you thinking about, Agent 33?”  
 
“Oh, nothing much, Monique.”  
 
“Some things never change.” Monique guffawed. 
 
I joined in on the laughter. “It sure is a perfect fall night. I 
sure could go for some Asian food.” 
 
“Yey!” Monique exclaimed. “Me, too.” As a Filipina, she loved 
her rice-based dishes. 
 
“Hey, I know where a Chinese restaurant is. I saw it on the 
way in to town.”  
 
“Ok, lead the way, Parkaar.” [my ailing alias] 
 
“Nicely pronounced, 32. Just call me that in the restaurant. 
You know, just in case.”  
 
“Why, of course, 33. I’ve memorized Ernie’s game plan.” 
 
“Oh?” I asked with a raised right eyebrow.  
 
Monique smiled. “Epicably,” [sic] she then said. 
 
“Epicably? Is that a real word, 32?” 
 



“A sure-real word.” 
 
We turned right onto West Center Street, went one block, 
and turned right on North Main Street. Soon we were under 
a sign that read: ||Canton||  
 
We entered the antechamber, and waited to be seated. I 
cleared my throat, and a middle-aged Asian lady appeared 
in black-and-white attire. She said that we could sit 
anywhere.  
 
We went to a booth near the salad bar and sat down 
opposite each other. A few minutes later, she returned to 
take our order. I told her that we would both like the dinner 
buffet. She motioned to the stack of plates and went back to 
the kitchen.  
 
Agent 32 then jumped up and began to load her plate with 
steamed white rice and brown noodles. She was hungry; we 
hadn’t eaten since Charlotte. She was going to get her 
money’s worth of carbs. 
 
After five minutes of nearly nonstop chowing down, I began 
the conversation as a fly alighted on the high ceiling.  
 
“How long do you think this place has been here?”  
 
“No idea, Parkaar, but the food is good. Yum-yum.”  
 
An older Chinese man, perhaps the/an owner, overheard us, 
and told me that the restaurant was twenty years old. I 
thanked him for the info. Then the fly flew away with the 
knowledge gained. 
 
Right after that, a Chinese-American-appearing high-school 
girl walked in with her Caucasian American friends. 



Apparently, she was the owners’ daughter. They made some 
small talk. Then the girl whispered something to her dad 
while shielding her mouth with her hand so that we couldn’t 
lip-read what she said. The winning lottery number? Soon 
she and her teenage entourage departed.  
 
After a round of desserts, we paid up and left. We walked 
north on Main Street. I glanced down East Grayson Street. 
Rex Theatre. Hmmm … Rex means king in Latin. I wonder 
how it got that name. Rex de Grayson? Rex de Galax? 
Rexlax? [sic] 
 
Then Agent 32 suddenly spoke. “What are you thinking?”  
 
“See that movie theater down there, the Rex Theatre?”  
 
“Yes …”  
 
“Well, rex is Latin for king.”  
 
“Yeah, so what? You know, Rex is a common American 
male name. Remember Rex Chapman for the old [Charlotte] 
Hornets?”  
 
“Yes, I do. And, well, that’s really all I was thinking.”  
 
“I had to ask.” She sighed and chuckled.  
 
“And, now you know.” I had a laugh.  
 
Agent 32 gave me a wry grin and giggled a final time as I 
heard a motorized mechanism approaching. An old, nearly 
dead car limped down the street, lagging behind us. We 
turned around, and it was him – the young hipster who was 
in the window earlier.  
 



He kept looking straight ahead with his blonde hair all a 
mess. Then he sped off from the immediate twilight towards 
the quickly descending drape of darkness. His old, green 
sedan disappeared around a corner. What an improbable 
loon. Every small town has at least one. 
 
We continued walking, but not talking. We climbed West 
Washington Street up to Knights Inn. Our motel room was on 
the upper level. It had an awesome view of the Galax bowl. 
(Galax sits in a valley, surrounded by the Blue Ridge 
Mountains.) 
  
When we arrived, we took it all in for a few minutes. What a 
nice, quaint, peaceful little town in Appalachia.  
 
“An incredible Blue Ridge scene, isn’t it, Monique?”  
 
“It most certainly is,” she replied as she peered out towards 
the Merlot-wine-red, zigzag-bumpy horizon line. “What’s that 
noise?!” 
 
There was some commotion at a hotel room down from ours.  
 
“Probably just some revelers, already loaded on booze, 32.”  
 
We decided to duck inside our motel room for the night. The 
number on the door: 129. His license plate ended with 129. 
Strange coincidence? 
  
I flipped the TV on and found a Major League Baseball 
playoff game in progress.  
 
“Ah, the [San Francisco] Giants aren’t dead yet, Monique.”  
 



“Ok, 33, you watch it. I’m going to sleep.” Monique rolled 
over, facing away from the TV’s beam of electromagnetic 
radiation.  
 
I turned the volume way down and Monique quickly fell 
asleep with a pillow between her legs. The wound was still 
sore. She had been bit by a vicious dog on her right calf 
during the last mission: an east Charlotte zero-run. A 
complete non-leaguer. 
 
Then someone passed by the front window of our room. I 
sensed that they were lingering. I brushed the curtain aside. 
It was him – Billy Bad-Azz – just sitting in his decrepit 
automobile, windows open, just smiling. What the fawk! [sic] 
 
I went outside to confront him. I decided to ask him an open-
ended question, just to gauge his mindset. 
 
“How much do you know about the plot?” I asked him, trying 
to maintain a straight face. 
 
He quickly dispensed a reply. “What plot? I don’t know about 
any plot. However, I do have an incredible device that will 
change your life … forever. Literally and literarily.” And 
littorally? He coughed. “Want to see it?”   
 
“Why, sure.”  
 
Before retrieving it, he went on to tell me that this particular 
device could extract thought fragments. I was skeptical, very 
skeptical. He said that the range was up to two miles (3.2 
km), and that it was directional. He was eager to give me a 
demonstration.  
 
He then disembarked from his semi-ancient (late ‘70s) 
Toyota Corolla and walked towards the white picket fence 



with a small, dark-brown case in hand. At the precipice of the 
upper parking lot, he took the device out of the case. He 
aimed his contraption, which looked like a phaser [sic] out of 
a ‘60s Star Trek episode, at the town of Galax below. He 
then handed me a set of headphones and gave me a 
nefarious, shark-like grin.  
 
“Man, when you put these headphones on, your mind is 
gonna be a-blown, dude. Über-blown. Totally blown away.” 
 
This wasted lad was a baked-like-a-cake, closing-in-on-
some-perceived-nirvana, glidingly giddy Gilbert Giddy-up. [of 
Hardee’s fast-food fame] Maybe he’s on pills. Which ones? 
Oh, let’s just play along. Maybe something short-story-
worthy will present itself. I seem to be out of ideas as of late. 
 
“Is that so?” I asked, as I wondered what in the world I was 
getting ready to experience.  
 
“I guarantee it. Brace yourself for localized thoughticle [sic] 
overload.” Thoughticle? 
 
I slid the headphones on. I started to hear little bursts of 
audio bleeps. At first they were entirely incomprehensible. 
Then he made an adjustment, a fine-tuning, I suppose. 
Discernible words were then heard in various male and 
female voices in whispery tones. 
 
Well, without further ado, here’s the exact transcript of the 
thoughts that I heard that fateful night in Galax:  
 
[crackling noises] … only five years to go; yep, just sixty 
worthless months to cross off on the calendars; I won’t be 
that old; I’ll still have a reason to live … her ass is so soft; 
can’t wait to have some rough sex with her; it’s going to be 
great; I can tell she’s the type; I saw her ass-crack tattoo … I 



bet Daryl has a big one; gosh, I hope so; a nice, big, rock-
hard sausage dog … tomorrow will be fun, maybe too much 
fun … Mark always gets what he wants, every damn time … 
I hate how she does that … I know Eunice is jealous of me; 
she is always focused on me; she always has been, ever 
since 8th grade … I’ve got to get him to pay me somehow; 
need to put the screws to him … her husband is so clueless; 
he’ll never know … well, everyone steals a little from their 
employer … I can’t believe what Steve did last night, but 
then, maybe I can; he’s so shady, so sneaky … Ed will be 
hungover and completely worthless tomorrow morning; he 
drinks all the time now; he’s a complete alcoholic, just like 
his dad … I’ve got to escape from this nowhere town; 
nothing is going to happen for me here; maybe I should go in 
the service … the wheel is bent again; just my luck … the 
house is finally paid off; now we have some breathing room, 
but I’ll bet she finds a way to spend it … I just know that Earl 
has a meth[amphetamine] lab in that vacant house by the 
railroad tracks; why else is he over there half the day? … 
she got the job at the bank; she’ll probably try to steal money 
or fuck the manager, or maybe both; I know that girl, totally 
devious … Johnny is back to messing with that little whore; I 
knew he would go back to her; what a total scumbag … 
another goddam leak; the plumbing in this house sucks! … 
who could be calling at this hour? … no, no, no; not another 
annoying-as-hell political robo-call! … I’ve got to do 
something with my life, and soon … we could go to Roanoke 
tomorrow; I’d really like that, but she probably doesn’t want 
to go … I’m so sick of her meddling sister … my Facebook 
account has been hacked; Steve probably did it; I really hate 
that douchebag! … I swear, it feels like my thoughts are 
being monitored. <click> [silence]  
 
I took the headphones off. Unbelievable! What a piece of 
hardware. We’ll be rich! Or, World War III will start by dawn. 
 



“This is one priceless piece of hardware you have here, 
man,” I announced as I turned around. But, he was gone! I 
had become so engrossed in these captured random 
thoughts from the valley below that I had failed to hear him 
drive off. Why did he leave something so valuable with me? 
Does he have more of them? Is this some kind of test run?  
 
I walked back inside our motel room with the thought-
extracting device under my shirt. Agent 32 was still sound 
asleep. I thought about waking her, but then decided to show 
her this novel toy tomorrow morning. Ah, just let the princess 
sleep.  
 
I looked at the device under the bathroom light. It seemed to 
be completely housed in plastic. It must have been glued 
together; I didn’t see any screws. I turned it over. On the 
bottom it read:  
 
Galax_ Galaxy thought interceptor. 2011 model. Only 
works in Galax, VA, USA. Never use while a microwave 
oven is in operation in the same room. Never point at 
self. Not responsible for content received by this device. 
End of warnings and legal disclaimers. This lower area 
intentionally left blank. Do not fill in blank.  
 
I cautiously placed the thought-intercepting gun under the 
top of the mattress, beneath the pillow on my side, and 
crawled into bed beside Monique. Hope it’s safe to sleep 
with this thing under my head. Will it interfere with my shunt? 
Maybe sleep on the left side to be safe.  
 
Sleep came fast, but was unsettled. I awoke several times 
during the night, and then one more time at 6:06 AM to find 
Agent 32 making some instant coffee. She had her mug of 
water in the microwave. She sure got up early. Maybe she 
wants to get an early start on today’s hike. 



 
Then I quickly thought back to what it said on the bottom of 
the thought extractor – the microwave-oven-operating-in-the-
same-room warning. And then I remembered where the 
device was, and felt the switch with my left hand. Is this on 
or off? Not sure. 
 
I saw the numerical countdown on the microwave oven 
display at 1:29. Then there was a big, bright-green flash that 
lit up the whole room. Monique’s face was pure shock. 
 
And, just as I tried to say: “Stop the microwave, Monique!” all 
quickly faded to black … and all was silent … and without 
thought. 
 
 


