
It’s about the office culture on a high floor in one of the towers after the plane hits. 

Banalodrama turned hysterical, absurd, and a cast of characters you’d expect. Plain 

but lazy-sexy secretary looks up from her magazine and shrieks the bell toll. Chunky 

boy wearing O. Peeps with a bald spot yells “We’re all gonna die!” and a sweat bead 

emerges on his right nostril. Old black janitor chews on straw alone by the stairway. 

“You just don’t get it, do you,” he says, shaking his head in somber resolution. Enter 

the Art Dealer, swaggering about the office in a dark grey suit over a white shirt with 

no tie on. He’s not impressed. In fact he figures it’s a fine time to make a deal and 

seamlessly attaches himself to Milo, the balding limpdick. Smirking mischievously he 

says, “Come on, you gonna get in the game? Or spend your whole life on the 

sidelines?” Jordan, a tie wrapped around his forehead, Vietnam style, charges forth 

and out the window. He’s the first one to jump. “Fuck you, Charlie!” his voice echoes 

on the skyline. Milo flinches, but all the same, the fresh morning air, faint hint of 

burning flesh and plane smoke, beckons. The Art Dealer shadows Milo as he steps 

closer to the window, pee appearing, dribbling down his pant leg. Instead of plunging 

by his own accord, the secretary jabs his gut on her way out, causing Milo to trip, 

and he falls quite by accident. The Art Dealer follows, nonchalant. As the couple 

descends one thousand feet against a shower of suited men now suspended, the Art 

Dealer says, “Look. Look at me, Milo. You really oughta buy a Kouri. They’re never 

gonna be this price again.” His arms are outstretched, a confident sportsman. His 

blazer flutters in the atmosphere and one loose strand of hair disrupts his perfect 

slick-back, the band lifting with a raised eyebrow.  Milo moans, “Okay! Okay! I’ll buy 

it!” and in that brief moment, lasting no more than a second, he finds peace. 

 


