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CHAPTER ONE

In which Keanu Reeve's lycanthropy is revealed, Kitty has a run-in with a fan and the
President's mortality is questioned
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Fans

The instant Keanu Reeves ended his Best Actor Oscar speech by turning into a wolf and tearing Matt
Damon to pieces, | sensed something was not right. With keen instincts like that, it's no wonder Liesel,
my publicist, is always describing me as 'The Snsakfédoman in the World'.

I'm Kitty Wittgenstein. I'm a supermodel philosopher. This is the astonishing tale of the Academy
Award-Winning Werewolves.

Liesel's tendency to exaggerate was far from my mind right now. I'd been called to Hollywood to look
into Keanu's wolf antics. | was therefore in JFK airport, waiting for my flight. While | waited, | studied
my notes. None of them seemed very useful, but | took them all in anyway. | was busy taking in when a
well-shaven man with a large jacket interrupted.

"Excuse me," he said. "Are ye@"

I smiled at him. An alert one. Usually when I'm dressed down with my cap on and hair pulled back, |
can pass without notice. This is one of the benefits of never doing a shoot with such a look. "Yes, | am.
But don't let onEverybody will want one."

He didn't smile back. Instead, he turned to two other men standing back against the walls. He gave a
small nod. That was all | needed. By the time he turned back with his gun out, | was gone, sprinting
towards the departure gat



A bullet screamed past me into a wall.

This was silly. They wershootingat me. In my life, I'd often had men with guns chase me. Far too
often for a supposedly smart person. But usually they just wave their guns about to make you stop
running. As aule, they don'teally want to shoot you. They just want to catch you.

These three men ditbtwant to catch me. They wantedkiti me. And it seemed they didn't care who
else they killed in the process. What could | have done to get three thugs so angry with me?

| bounded up the escalators. As | bounded, | pushed people down. Another bullet flew past.

| turned and ran through therdy gates, past staring guards. The stares became frowns as | set off the
alarm. The frowns grew furious as | ignored their calls to stop.

And as is so often the way, | soon found myself chased by three kilidespair of airport security
guards. At éast the guards weren't trying to shoot me. Yet. And surely before they thought about that
they'd see why | couldn't stop and

A third bullet rushed past me. This one much, much closer. | couldn't tell whether it was a guard or
not. | suppose in theserterist-laden times, airport guards may well tend to shoot first and tackle you to
a halt later. Fantastic.

| continued running, yelling at people to get out of the way. Apart from a South African junior hockey
team, more intent on watching my breastsroeu(no sports bra today), everybody obeyed. People don't
bug sprinting women for autographs. Not when she's dodging bullets. It doesn't matter how many
calendars she's sold.

Ahead of me, however, two more guards had appeared. They, too, ordered mpeThegointed
their guns so straight at me | felt | had no choice but to do so. | raised my hands in surrender. A strand
hair fell in my eyes. | flicked it away. "Don't shoot," | said.

They did anyway.
And missed.

Or, to be more precise, missed rhgpun around and saw they had completelymissed the wolf
behind me. The one that had been leaping at my back. Another wolf continued down the hall towards
me. Two more bullets stopped it as well.

It looked like the werewolf trend had spread beydre@scars. And | just knew it was going to be up
to me to sort this lot out too.

Keanu's Unusual Acceptance Speech

| hadn't expected this the night before when I'd tuned into the show. I'd watched only so | could chee
on Chevy. After all, I'd been thaene who pushed him to leave comedy and take up his true k&
century philosophy. Now his performancekant Get You Out Of My Hedthd seen him nominated for
Best Actor. | figured a little cheering from my lounge room couldn't hurt his chances.

I'd turned the TV on in the fifth hour of the show. | was early. We were still in the Whoopi shift: Forty
five minutes later, however, Billy clocked in for his shift as host. Half an hour after that, Matt and Ben
came out with the Best Actor envelope.



They @lled Keanu up for the award. It was no shock. His performar8#l iknd Ted's Spiritual
Journeyhad been spectacular. | felt bad for Chevy, but looking at hiounees (Keanu, Michael
Caine Banana Splits: The MovigKevin Spacey%o Very, Very Tatded and Tom HanksApollo
13.2: Back Into Spaggl knew the cliché would hold. It trubyasan 'honour just to be nominated'.

Keanu's speech was moving and simple. It can be hard to thank everybody in the twenty words the
Academy allows. Keanu's paif leaikus, however, did the job well. It was a shame then, that as he
finished the second one he suddenly started screaming. In agony, as it turned out. His body began to alte!
itself from human being to wolf.

It was startling to watch. The bottom halfto$ skull grew. Fur broke out over his face. His nose
became a snout. His suit burst. His body shape became more like a wolf. Fangs emerged. So did a tail
and pointed ears.

| assume the cameras stayed on him because they thought it was part of ther gleohais they
thought it was some bold new media stunt. In any case, once th&eaiti jumped at Matt Damon and
began to tear his face apart with his fangs, there was little doubt it was for real. Ben Affleck had no
doubt. His exit looked like tim&apse photography, so swift was it.

As the stage soaked in Matt's blood, the screen cut. A 'Technical Difficulties: Please Stand By’
platitude came on in its place. | thought about what I'd just seen. A werewolf. Keanu Reeves was a
werewolf. When the screen cut back to a whaieed, but sti professional and funny Billy Crystal a few
minutes later, | learned also that Keanu Reeves was now a recently shot dead werewolf.

Billy bravely went on with the show. He presented the final three awards (Best Adttesther
Graham Have You Seen Mghirt?), Best Director Stephen Spielberg (f@&chindler's Other Lijtand
Best Movie- Shallow Hal 2 in a shortened schedule. During these last two hours, he also noted this was
the most deadly Oscar ceremony since the 1970s. The show closed withdiifimito both Keanu and
Matt. | admired the editing skill and speed of those working behind the scenes. But with no further news
on the cause of Keanu's condition, | headed to bed.

At that point, | had no doubt I'd soon find out more. | just hadn't@&gdet to come in the form of a
fresh wolf attack the next morning.

Called To Action

Orlando had brought me breakfast this morning, along with a plane ticket. President Ford wanted to
see me as soon as possible on the topic of the 'Keanu situatiand@nvith the expertise I've come to
expect from him, had booked a 9:00 am flight for me.

"Thank you, Orlando," | said, when he came back for the dishes. | pulled the blankets off and headed
off to the bath. "Did you see the Oscars last night?"

"Alas, o, Miss Wittgenstein," he replied. He refuses to call me Kitty. | don't know why. Heck, I'm at
ease enough to walk naked from bedroom to bathroom in front of him. The use of my first name
shouldn't hurt. But no. He insists it to be improper. Odd creatowdsys. "l brashly allowed myself the
luxury of a fifth and sixth hour of sleep.”

I let that comment slide. Four hours is plenty once you get used to it. I'd been living on four hours for
years now. I'd tried two hours for a few months a while backalbamdoned it when | started to
hallucinate about Romantic Poets playing lawn tennis in my backyard. But | still maintain it was a
worthy experiment. Even if Orlando intended to mock me about it for the rest of my days.



"But | assume you've heard aboutake?" | said.

"l took the liberty of reading your news notes. As | have long maintained, there is nothing like
celebrity lycanthropy to inspire journalists into a frenzy of adjectives."

"Indeed." He was right. | sunk into the bath and read the headimesy Kittypaper. (The Kittypaper
is my version of the daily news. A rather basic computer program crawls the various online news
services each night. It downloads, merges and prints out any articles that might interest me. The Al is
crude, but provides maith a better read than any standard, daily paper might offer.)

This same Kittypaper was, of course, what | had been busy taking in when the three wolf gunmen ha
shown up at the airport. While running for my life, I'd rather carelessly dropped the lpagely, |
now had a couple of actual werewolf specimens. This had to be more useful than the wild guesswork c
entertainment journalists.

Still, the fact | had two dead werewolves to look over did raise the obvious question: Um, where was
the third on&

The Third Wolf

Before | could ask my question, security guards took me away for questions of their own. Once they
realised who | was, they loosened up a little. They were still thorough in their questioning, though,
which was fair enough. Anybody beigbased through an airport by a trio of werewolves needs to be
questioned in detail. That's just common sense. However, they eventually began to see it from my poir
of view.

"You have no idea why these wolves wanted to kill you?" said the Airport Hezetafity.
"l wish | did," | said. "But | don't.”

"Bit of a coincidence, though. Keanu Reeves turns into a wolf last night and now you're being chasec
by three werewolves in my airport?"

"Trust me. | agree with you. There's something very strange going on. | think the fact we're using
sentences with the word 'werewolf' in them is the big clue there." | smiled. "But at the moment, I'm just
an innocent bystander."

"Okay, okay. Just don't nuthrough our security gates without stopping next time. We could have shot
you." He cleared his throat. "And | don't need to go down in history as the man who shot Kitty
Wittgenstein."

"Well, somebody has to," | said. He didn't smile. "Oh come on, ighpe Look, | promise you that
next time I'm being chased by gunelding werewolves [I'll try to explain this to your guards before |
run through your security gates."

"You'd better," he said. His face broke into what may or may not have been his oéisismile.
"Now, do you want to see these wolves before your flight leaves?"

"l think that's a good idea."”

We walked down the hall into a separate room. Several sddokisg officials were huddled over the
surviving wolf, which whimpered in pain.



"What's wrong with it?" | asked.

"We're not sure. The other two seemed perfectly healthy," replied the official with the most impressive
spectacles. He hesitated. "Um, that is, until they were shot. But this one was found like this at the bottom
of the eschators."

I moved closer to it, peering into its eyes. It was in agony and terrified. Despite its deadly tendencies, |
felt sympathy.

"We're not sure what to do," said another of the seflimaigng officials. "Ordinarily when an animal
is in this much pia, you put it out of its misery. But' She let the rest of the thought hang.

"Until we know more,"” | said. "I'd suggest that it's better to err on the side of notatojtigngthat
can't be reversed. Up until half an hour ago, this was a human beirgging to Hollywood to uncover
what's causing this wolf outbreak and how we can end it. Until then, you should do your best to ease this
creature's pain without doing any permanent damage."

They nodded.
"Now, if you don't mind, | have a plane to catch.”
They didn't mind.

More Assassins

| spent most of the flight making notes. It was time to think clearly. This meant ignoringftighin
movie Major Dad: The Motion Picturelt turned out this wasn'bshard. By the time | exited the flight at
LAX, | felt as on top of the situation as could be expected.

I'd also changed into one of the flight attendant's uniforms before | stepped off the plane. This simple
trick was enough to get me past the expecssdssins waiting #is airport. Assassins can be so dull
sometimes. So predictable. Their thought processes remain so firmly fixed inside that square.

Once past my oblivious enemies, | met with Roger. Roger was this airport's Head of Security. He'd
idertified the same suspects | had and together we headed back with a dozen guards to arrest them.

I'd talked the situation over with Roger while still on my flight. I'd realised it must have been
adrenaline that made each person turn into a wolf. The weresvtiiemselves were not in control of the
change. Who, after all, would turn into a wolf when there was a good chance (current estimate: 1 in 4)
the transformation would result in the agony I'd seen at the previous airport? But if somebody or
something els set off the change, how could they have timed it so perfectly? How did you get it to
coincide with a Best Actor speech at the world's least punctual award show?

No, adrenaline was the key. You couldn't set a clock on the change from man to wolf. Batilgbu
give it a stress trigger. I'd therefore pointed out to Roger the need for keeping anxiety as low as possible.

As a result, twelve guards calmly closed in on the three would be assassins. They quietly took their
weapons, and led them away toward®arof-the-way room.

Even with these safety measures, things began to go wrong. The largest thug looked a naturally

nervous character. It seemed certain that at some point, the situation would get to him. As we arrived at
the door, he glanced at it, nens. | motioned to the guards to take the other two away. When you're
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trying to promote a feeling of serenity among prisoners, the last thing you need is for them to see one «
their partners turn into a wolf.

| stayed with the tense one. With the guagdse, he became aware of me.
"You!" he said.

"Take deep breaths," | said. | dropped my voice into a gentle tone.

He looked around, still nervous. | had to move quickly.

"Trust me. Breathe." | demonstrated. He watched closely. Men often enjoy watahingathe. |
encouraged him to copy. We moved into the room and sat down. "What's your name?"

"Andy."

"Look into my eyes, Andy. Look deeply and directly into my eyes. Concentrate on them. Think of
nothing else. Look deeply and directly into my eyes."

Hedid so, continuing to breathe deeply.

"As you look into my eyes, concentrate on the sound of my voice. You're beginning to relax. A feeling
of calm and quiet is coming over you."

He continued to do as | said. This was going to work. The strand otHairtd my eyes again. |
ignored it, and hoped Andy did, too.

"Your eyes are getting very heavy now, Andy. They want to close. That's right, heavy, heavier. They'
closing... closing... they're closed. Comfortably closed. Continue to breathe deeplpré&att makes
you restful and calm. Breathe in, and out. Feeling each restful breath go in and out. | am going to coun
from five down to one. At the count of one, you will rest. Five, four, three, two, one."

His head nodded. | allowed myself a satisBedlle.

Roger removed my smile soon after he entered the room. He told me one of the other men had
panicked over Andy's absence and transformed.

And this time, it was into a leopard.
This was new, if nothing else.
President Ford
After I'd looked ovethe sedated wetleopard, | changed clothes and headed over to see President
Ford. | had no doubt the President wouldn't habvjectedto me showing up in a flight attendant's
uniform. Not based on what | knew about him. But | still felt | should revertdee normal clothing. |
had work to do. And | wanted to do it before any more animal assassins had a chance to intercept me.

| arrived and was rushed straight through security and into his office.

"Ah, Kit," he said. "Good to see you again."
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"Thanks, H," | said. "l was just thinking to myself a week or so ago how you no longer seem to have
much time for little ol' me. Not since you'd become President of the Academy and all.”

"Oh, Kit," he said.

"l wondered what it would take to get you tdl cae. You won't believe this, but Keanu Reeves
celebrating Oscar success by turning into a wolf was number two on my list."

He chuckled in that way of his. "What was nhumber one?"
"Callista dumping you," | replied. | shot off a smile.
"You know me well:

"Don't you forget it." | took my cap off and sat down. "So, what can you tell me that | don't know
already?"

"Not a lot," he said. "l assume you saw the show."

"l sure did. What happened after the cameras went off?"

"Let's see," he said. "The Keamwlf finished with Matt and then turned to Natalie Portman. She was
about to present the next award for 'Most Improved'. As the Kealfueapt at Natalie, Charlton
Heston pulled out one of his more powerful mackgones. He riddled the hound with bulletdling it
totally dead."

"Good ol' Chuck. | knew his passion for heavy artillery would come in handy one Oscar year."

"What about you?" he said. "l heard you were attacked at the airport?"

"Both airports,” | said. | filled him in on my morning's aduges.

"How awful," he said. Before he could add anything more, his computer beeped him. New email.

"That's probably for me," | said. "l asked the medical staff at JFK to send the results of their tests
here."

He printed out the email. "I hog@uundestand this,"” he said. "What am | saying?c0trseyou'll
understand it. That's what you do, right? Understand things?"

"So they tell me, H." | grabbed the printout and skimmed. | turned back to him. "l assume you have the
Keanuwolf corpse locked away sewhere."

"Of course."

"Good. | need to see it."

Keanu -Wolf

"Hi, Bruce," | said, as we entered the lab. Bruce was standing by the remains of therd&aninich
lay on the table. | handed him the printout. "Did you find any sign of this in Keanod®jl

He read it over. "Yes, | did," he finally said.
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"Now, I'm not as up to date on my biochemistry as | should be. But unless I'm very much mistaken,
there iswaytoo much genetic code here for your everyday virus. A virus is gta@of DNA. Thisis-

"--far too much," agreed Bruce. He grimaced. | noticed the blackness under his eyes. He'd obviously
been working on this since it started. "But | assume you've worked out the purpose of the extra DNA."

"I haven't," said President Ford. "Either oluyintend to fill in the gaps for a mere mortal?"
"Aw, sweetie," | said. "There's nothing merely mortal aboutyou
"Except for the fact that he'll one day die," said Bruce.

"Yes. If we want to get pedantic about it, that's one thing that's merelglrabdut him.” | turned
back to the President. "The extra DNA attached to this virus is data for the virus's programming. Right’

| looked at Bruce, who nodded. "The virus pokes around the genetic code of the human and replace:
what it finds with this extra DNA."

"And this extra DNA is the wolf DNA, right?"
"See? 'Mere mortal’, indeed! You're a giant among men, Mr President."
"l guess there's no chance that this is a natural virus, either," he said.

"Oh, no," said Bruce. "It's mamade. It's far too large an evolutionary leap to have taken place in such
a short period. There's definite human tinkering here."

"Perfect,” | said. turned back to Bruce. "Sitill, it's not enough to simplygbenthe genes of a wolf, is
it?"

"No. One has to restart the development cycle, as Wedit'sthe clever bit of the virus. The virus
spreads through the body and replaces the genetic codeit Tveats for a burst of adrenaline. This
reacts with the virus to trick the body into thinking it is back in the womb. From there, it goes into a
hyperdevelopmental stage. Here, watch this."

He headed over to a cage containing some mice.

"l gave theseanice the virus earlier this morning. By now, it should have had time to replace the mice's
genetic code with the virus wolf code.”

"It works that quickly?" asked President Ford.

"In mice" said Bruce. "It'd take two to four days to spread through tbg bba human. Now watch."

He pressed a button on the cage. The mice began to run around in terror. Cat pheromones, | later
learned. Within seconds, the rodents began to change. Somehow, it seemed less painful for them.
Perhaps because they were quadrapgedegin with. In any case, we soon had a cage full of hamster

sized wolfmice.

"Well, I've seen it donéhatway a few times now," | said. "Any chance of doing it in reverse?"
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Bruce looked up. His face was grim. "l don't see how," he said. "Once the genetic code is overwritten,
it's gone. These mice are now, in effect, wolves."

"Couldn't you just use the same virus with mouse genetic code to change them back?" asked the
Presidat.

"You could," | said. "But you wouldn't get the original mouse back. Right?"
"Right."

Before we could ponder that any more, an aide rushed in. She whispered something critical in the
President's ear. Rather pointlessly, as it turned out, for helttones to instantly pass on the message.

"We've got a ransom note," he said.

Ransom Note

We went back to the office, leaving Bruce to work with his memsklyes. The note had arrived with
the daily mail and came straight to the point:

President Ford,

Mr Reeves was simply the beginning. | have the ability to turn Hollywood into a menagerie within
weeks. One hundred million dollars will stop this. That's the budget of one singlaedggt flop. Makes
good business sense when | put it that way, does?t

Prepare the money. Expect a call. My ppbsase will be 'first blood'.

At the bottom of the note was a splotch of red. | had no doubt it was blood. Furthermore, it would be
blood containing the virus. There was no easier way of proving his validignt it off to Bruce for tests

anyway.

The President put his head in his hands.

| went over to him. He looked up at me with weary resolve.

"We don't bow to terrorism," he said. His voice steeled as he said it. "We've never paid ransoms. Not
when Siratra's corpse was stolen. Not when they threatened to reveal the truth about James Spader.
Never

"l know," | said. "And those wereorrectdecisions, H." | rubbed his shoulder in support.

"This one feels bigger,” he said.

"You'll get through itWe'll get through it."

He looked up at me and smiled. "Heck," he said. "It can't be worse thHigtilandersequels, right?"

| smiled back. "All right. | need you to do four things for me."

"Hit me."
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"One: get me the address for Keanu's management. koéeate his steps for the last three or four
days. Somebody infected him. | need to work out whom. Two: Make sure Bruce keeps me up to date c
his progress in finding a cure. Three: Get some sleep. It'll work out okay. Trust me." | kissed him on the
cheé& and turned to leave.

"And four?"

| handed him a card. "Call this man. He works for the Ministry of Wonders. They're in counter
intelligence. He's the only other person Bxerknown to set up a ‘paghrase’. That little expression is
going to turn at to be one fine clue. | guarantee it."

| left. By the time I'd reached the car outside, he'd phoned through the address for Keanu's people, s
that's where we headed.

Keanu's People

Celebrities impress some people. Others they don't. As a rule,drstippse who refuse to worship
fame. But not today. As | sat in Keanu's agency, | found myself wishing that at least one of Keanu's
people could be a little awestruck by my supermodel status.

Instead, the receptionists, senior receptionists and managiegtionists were unmoved. More than
unmoved. They were doing their utmost to deny me access to anybody who might be able to help me
retrace Keanu's last days.

"This is nuts," | said to the main obstacle. "I'm trying to help. Somebody infected Kearas with
werewolf virus ane"

"We have no comment on that."

“I'm not asking for a comment. | just ne€dA thought struck me. "Are yodenyinghe turned into a
wolf?"

"l told you. We have no comment."”
"He was seen turning into a wolf by billions of people
"No comment."

"Oh, good grief. You've got people back there trying to work out a positive spin to put on this, haven't
you?"

"No comment. Now, I'm sorry Miss Wittgenstein. But ywill have to leave. I've called Security."

| looked around the roonif.they were trying to think of a positive spin, it could only be to promote a
future movie. | couldn't see any clues as to what this movie might be, however. | left the agency and
called the President on my mobile phone.

"H, what are Keanu's next movies?"

"Johnny Mnemonic 2: The Revenge of Al Zheinsarspostproduction. But it's going to be hard for
him to do any more, what with his death and all.”

| rolled this around my head for a moment. "Okay, did he have agyithioreproduction?”
15



"I think his next scheduled movie was going tollbe A Teanmovie. But that hasn't started shooting
yet."

"Who's the director on that?"
"Fincher. Why?"

"Dave? Excellent." Dave would speak to me. "I have a theory. I'll get badutafter I've checked it
out."

| called DaveHe spoke to me.

Talking To Fincher
"Kitty!" he said, when he heard my voice. "How are you, babe?"
"I'm fine. I've been brought in to look into the Keanu incident.”

"Oh, man. Don't talk about it. This whole werewolf thing's going to ruin our schedule unless | can find
a new Murdoch quiclsmart.”

"You'd signed Keanu to play Murdoch? I'd have thought he'd make a better Face."

"Nah, we've got Alicia Silverstone playiigice. Thought we might add a dash of femininity to the
cast."

I nodded in approval. "It's a good idea, Dave. You're always two steps ahead of the rest of us.”

He laughed. "Yeah. Pshaw."

"How much timewill the Keanu thing cost you?" | asked.

"l have acall in to Cusack. He was our second choice Murdoch. We were supposed to start shooting in
three weeks. Assuming he can make our schedule, we won't lose much time at alnlfinake our
schedule- who knows?"

"So you're not too far into cast ppgoduction?" | asked.

"Nah. The crew's been at it for a couple of months, but the cast have just had a couple of read
throughs.”

"And a medical, | assume?" | asked, hoping he'd say 'no'.

"Yep, late last week." He snorted. "I'll have to speak to them dbautThey didn't mentionthing
about Keanu suffering from lycanthropy."

At the other end of the call, | winced. Theladtheir medical.
Before every movie, the cast has a medical check. This is to ensure nobody dies before the movie
finishes shootig. Besides being tragic and heamding, actors who can't complete a film due to death

tend to cost studios awful lot of money.

While a sensible idea in theory, it had backfired in this instance.
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"Who performed the medicals?" | asked.
"I don't knov his nhame. The studio just sent a doctor over." He paused. "Why?"
"Who else did he examine?"
"The main four. The A Team: Keanu, Alicia, George Clooney and Fred Savage."
"Where are they all now?"
"l just spoke to George a couple of hours ago. He'satM@reamworks, finishing off a scene ©he
Perfect Storm 2: Rising From The Depthbelieve Fred's doing a cameo Tdre Wonder Years Movie
He's on the Warner Brothers lot. | don't know where Alicia is." His voice hardemny, Kitty??"
"I hope I'mwrong, Dave. But | have a feeling you're about to lose the rest of your cast.”
There was a pause. "Oh, man. | hope you're wrong too." Another pause. "You're not wrong, are you~

"I don't think so."

| hung up. Things just kept getting better and better.
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CHAPTER TWO

In which George Clooney's porcine nature becomes clear, a solution to the 'wit
problem' is unravelled and Kitty gets wet

Xi. Wit
Xil. Hypothetics
Xiii. Making Contact
Xiv. Mother
XV. Into The Drink
XVi. All Aboard
XVil. An Enormous Boar
XViii. Saving Private Spielberg

XiX. Pigs Might Fly
XX. Good And Bad News

Wit
| had been uneasy for many years about the 'wit problem'.
The wit problem goes like this:
A 'wit' is a smart person. You need to be funny to be witty, true. But you must also be clever.
A 'half-wit' is a dumb person. They migbe funny. They might not. It doesn't matter.

A (full) wit is smarter than average. A halit is dumber than average. So what is the average level of
wit? It's somewhere between 0.5 and 1. But where? This is the 'wit problem’.

Many people leap to thedlution' of 0.75. But why assume the average level of weixastlybetween
the halfwit and wit level? Other, more cynical friends of mine have claimed the average levasof wit
0.5. This seems too harsh.

| put the 'wit problem’ to Adam Sandler sodteahe won the Fields Medal in Mathematics. We
worked together for a few months to nut out a solution. Our solution needed to allow for the fact that
half-wits tend to see other people as wits and-vieesa. This means you can't just ask people to vote o
who they think are wits and who they think are tvalls. For good results, you also need to allow for
whether or not thgotersare wits or hakwits. And you can't déhatuntil somebody has voted dimem
And so on around in circles.
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In the end, we @t around this feedback problem with some of Adam's mathematical tricks. Our
solution worked in theory. In practice, though, it was too slow to be used. | was still satisfied with what
we had achieved. My hope was that, with more work, a future versmur gblution might prove more
practical. If so, it might one day replace the notoriously unreliable 1Q test.

Adam continued to work on the problem in his spare time. In time, he and John Glover found a bettel
solution. This one used 'iterative accelematioethods of the conjugate gradient type'. No, it meant
nothing to me either. In any case, the new solution allowed them to measure a person's level of wit.
What's more, they noted that wit is a blend of intelligeara@humour, while haHwittedness is no
Using this fact, they were also able to measure a person's level of funniness.

The pair of them then carried out a wigaging survey. They tested and checked their results. Over
and over. In as many countries and societies as they could. Oncehggneete able to say, with
confidence, that the average wit level was 0.82. They also measured how the level of wit varied. This
allowed them to determine, for example, that in only one case in fifteen thousand would you come
across a person with a wit kehvbelow 0.3.

Which was kind of eerie. For | was sure | was face to face with such a person right now.
Hypothetics

He was one of DreamWorks' guards. It was his job to stand around and be muscular and contrary. H
was doing well in both roles, biceps guig as he refused to let me see George.

"I'm sorry, Miss Wittgenstein," he said. "Mr Clooney can't be contacted."

"No," | said. "Hecanbe contacted. You ahoosingnot to contact him."

"He can't be contacted."

"Yes he can," | said again. To be fair, from his point of view he no doubt thowgistthe one who
was being stupid. | decided to go for a different angle. "Look. If | told you his wife had just been killed,
would you contact him then?"

"No."

"No?"

"Mr Clooney isn't married."”

"So you'd hide his wife's death from him simply because she's purely hypothetical?"

He paused. "Yes."

"Are youmarried?"

Another pause. "Yes | am."”

"And would you want me to tell you ylour wife had just been killed?"

"Of course."

"Even if you'd told people not to interrupt you? You'd make an exception in that situation?"
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"If my wife had been killed? Sure."

"And if somebody refused to let me interrupt and tell you about your wife's death? How would you
react to them? You'd be furious with that person, right?"

"You bet | would."

"It would be a major misjudgement on their part.”

He paused again. "Yes."

"So, if you'd want to be interrupted to hear about the hypothetical death of your real wife, what makes
you think that George Cloon@pesn'twant to be interrupted to hear about the real death of his
hypothetical wife?"

Very long pause this time. "How do y&aow his wife died?"

"His hypothetical wife?"

"Ye-es."

"She's certainly not alive, is she?" | asked. "Shgxthetical’

This last comment brought him to a halt. | let him think for a few moments, and then restated the case.

“Let's go through it agjn: you've agreed that you'd always want to be interrupted to hear about the
hypothetical death of your very real wife. No matter what else you were doing, such a tragedy would be
more important.”

He nodded.

"So surely, despite your orders, it is oniyilsed to tell George of the loss of his hypothetical wife.
And for you to deny me access to George under these circumstances is cruel in the extreme."

He made no comment. His mind was busy in search of the very obvious flaw in my logic. | needed to
press my advantage home before he found it.

"l understand you're doing your job. And | know you have rules to follow. But under certain
circumstances, the right thing to do is to bend the rules." | touched his arm and stared deep into his eyes.
"We're not conputers. We're human beings. Pleatst me through. It's the right thing to do. In your
heart you know that's so."

| smiled.

He cracked.

The gate opened. | was through.

Making Contact

Once inside, things became easier. The guard with the logic problem was the extent of the
DreamWorks security. Once past him, nobody else would question you. Just like NASA.
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I'd been to DreamWorks before. A few years back I'd shot a strangely erotefetyecommercial.
"Protect your eyes, you may get a surprise” had been the campaign hook. The ad hinted that the 'surp
was a glimpse of my bare breasts. Apparently, the ad people thought this was the only sight for which
one's vision was worth protéug.

In any case, | knew my way around.

Still, no need for me to wander without purpose. | grabbed a passing studio hand.

"Excuse me," | said, flicking the stray hair away from my eyes.

"Yes?" he said. His brow furrowed. He recognised, but couldiweptee. He opened his mouth, ready
to guess. And then didn't.

"Hi. Could you please tell me where tRerfect Storm 2hoot is taking place?"

He turned and yelled. "Joe, where's Storm 2 today?"

Joe looked up. "They're on location."

“Location?" | said. Out at sea??"

My guy shrugged. | turned to Joe and repeated the question. He came over.

"Yeah. They're picking up Mr Clooney's 'Rise from the Depths' scene.” He took my lack of response :
a plot question. "Mr Clooney wakes from his watery grave. Haldedb take revenge on the water god
Poseidon. He bursts forth from the ocean to do battle." He shrugged. "It's a cool scene. But you could
some of the propeller in the original footage."

"Couldn't they just remove it with CGI?" | said. "In fact, anlt they do the entire scene in CGI?" |
don't knowenormousamounts about making movies (risqué goggle commercials aside). What | do knov
is that these days it's easier toashythingdifficult with computergenerated imagery. And George

Clooney returningo life from the ocean depths to face off against an ocean god sounded difficult to me.

"Yep. I'd have thought so, too. But Mr Spielberg is on a 'reality’ kick. He insists that the realism of the
scene is highest when the actors are immersed in th@.dctio

The pair of them then spoke in unison. "And the realism of the scenes determine the extent to which
the audience adopts the movie."

This was getting worse by the second. "Stephen's directing this?"

"Yep. Cool, huh? Wins an Oscar last night. Straliitk on the job today."

"Is there any way we can get hold of him? Everybody out there is in danger.”
Joe and the other guy looked at one another. | nodded to confirm | was serious.

"Cell phones don't work that far offshore,"” said Joe. "But there'syalthe radio.” We went over to
the radio. Joe flicked a switch and spoke. "ET 4 to Mother Ship. Phone home."

No reply.
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"ET 4 to Mother Ship. Phone home."

Still nothing. He turned back to me. "They're probably in-sadne,” he said. | don't think he even
convinced himself. He flicked the switch again. "Mr Spielberg? Are you there??"

He wasn't. | decided to try.

"Stephen. It's Kitty. Can you hear us? Iemgghing okay?"

More silence. Then finally, through the static, came Stephen's voice. It was no louder than a whisper.
"Help us." He gasped for air. "Please help us."

The line went dead.

Mother
Fifteen minutes later, Joe and | were in a helicopter. Ryan, a professional diver and Kelly, our pilot,
joined us. The four of us were flying out to the production boat where the shoot was taking place. Joe
had told me Stephen had been using a minimal atke@perating from the one boat.

As we flew out, | made a few calls before we got out of mobile range. | called President Ford first.

"H," I said. "You need to find Fred Savage and Alicia Silverstone right away. | think my theory about
the A Team is rigt."

"Where are you?" he said. "l can barely hear you."

Ryan handed me a wetsuit. | looked around the tight quarters of the helidtyidevas going to be a
test.

"I'm in a helicopter, heading out to Stephen Spielbé&gréect Storm 8hoot. They'rén trouble, and |
think George Clooney's the cause."

| took off my blouse, as the men looked firmly away.

"Clooney's been infected too?"

| twisted out of my skirt. The nelmoking at me grew more determined.

"l assume so. You need to find Fred and idlicefore they change."

I slid onto my back, legs raised in the air and began to squirm into the wetsuit.
"Okay, I'll get onto it. Be careful, Kit."

Legs now in the wetsuit, | moved my arms into the sleeves.

"Will do, H." My call waiting sounded. "I'lspeak to you soon." | flipped to the other line and zipped
the wetsuit up.

"Katherine Louise Anne Wittgenstein."
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| sighed. This was less than perfect timing. "Mother," | said.

"l just got a call from Orlando. He told me that you can't make it to dioneght."”

"Yeah, I'm really sorry. Something's come up."

"Well, it's not me I'm worried about, Katherine. It's your father. He was really looking forward to this
dinner. We're only in town for a few days. You know we hardly ever get a chance to qunst &tk with
you these days."

"I know. I'm sorry. Tell Baz I'm sorry."

"We know you're an important and famous person and you have other important and famous people
see."

"Mother."

"But you should never forget your family."
"l don'tforgetyou. ljust-"

"Where are you? | can barely hear you."
"The line's breaking up at this end too."

"What are you doing? Why can't you make some time for dinner tonight? We'd love to see you, you
know."

"l know."
She said something else. It made no sense. | blamed the lack of sense on the fading reception.

(Mother, I'm on a helicopter heading out to sea. I'm off to rescue Stephen Spielberg and his crew fror
the werewolf George Clooney.)

"Mother, | have things tdo in Hollywood for a few days. I'll see you and Baz at home as soon as I'm
done, | promise."

| don't know whether she heard me or not. | ended the call and dropped the phone down with my
blouse and skirt. | turned to the others, who were staring ol atcean.

"Oh my-" said Ryan.
"They mustn't have had a chance to turn the S®rewer off," said Joe.

"StormBrewer?" | said. They nodded. Of course. Without CGI, Stephen had toreaerfect
storms.

This explained the gigantic waves rising aallifig below us, hurling the production boat about.

Brilliant.
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Into The Drink

Ryan and | put together a plan. He would brave the largest waves at the centre of tHer&iem
and try to get to its cutff switch. | would swim for the boat and try to turn the waves off using the
controls inside there.

Of course, the plan could habeen worked out more quickly had we been able to skip the 'are you
sure you can handle this?' nonsense. | explained to Ryan and Joe that my ltk@h¥somes didn't
stop me from helping here. Heck, I'd faced many tougher problems in my time. dustrfistes ago, for
example, I'd changed into a wetsuit while talking on a mobile phone inside a crowded helicopter. A few
eighty-foot waves were nothing.

Ryan leapt out into the waves. He surfaced and began to swim for theEB@s@r machine. We
watcheda few seconds longer, and then flew towards the boat.

"Are yousureyou're okay with this, Miss Wittgenstein?" asked Joe. "We can wait for trained
rescuers."

| raised an eyebrow at him. "Enough, Joe. Did it sound like Stephen could wait for traineag®sc
No reply.

"I'll be fine." | smiled. "Trust me."

| leapt in.

| broke the water and plunged down. | spun around and swam for the surface. The waves shoved me
around, but my life jacket helped me make it back to air. | looked back up at the teelaoog gave Joe
a thumbsup.

| turned and found the boat. It was about forty metres away. Usually, this wouldn't seem that far. With
these waves, though, | knew | had a difficult swim ahead of me. | set off for it, trying not to fight the
waves but usenem to my benefit. Because a machine was generating the waves, | was able to find a
pattern to their flow. This allowed me to save some energy. | caught the waves heading toward the boat
and let them sweep me along, and tried to avoid the waves thatpugihine away. With this help, |
soon got within a few metres of the boat.

The outside of the boat showed few signs of damage. | could see Stephen had built it to withstand the
StormBrewer waves. However, on deck there was an unconscious man tanghadsa af ropes.
These ropes were the only thing keeping him on deck. Once they broke, his unconscious body would
sink into the sea. | swam towards his end of the boat.

Not a good move. This change of plan upset the sense of wave timing I'd built uptloesmgm.
Only at the very last moment did this sense kick back in. | turned to see a huge wave hurling the boat
towards me. | ducked beneath the surface as the splash of the boat crashed above me. The combination
of the wave and the thump of the boat sjwaround underwater and knocked the breath from me.

| tried to surface but the bottom of the boat blocked me. | couldn't tell in which direction | needed to

swim to get out from underneath it. But, given that | had no more access to oxygen, | negaléd to
that little problem out quickmart.
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All Aboard

The solution was simple, but not safe. The problem was my life jacket. It kept pulling me to the
surface when my best bet for survival was to swim down. Once down, away from the boat that kept
trying to smash my skull, I could swim back up, away from its s&olhshing range.

That would take about thirty seconds. Surely my lungs could hang on for that long.
(Yes, insert joke about my lung capacity here.)

| got rid of my life jacket and swam down, ayfaom the boat. After fifteen carefully counted
seconds, | turned and swam for the surface. | burst through and greedily gulped some oxygen.

| trod water while | took a new look at the situation. | was now without a life jacket, which made this
whole 'let's brave the eightgot waves' rescue attempt much, much more deadly. Another wave mistake
now and I'd, quite simply, drown.

Still, no timeto worry about such things. | floated a bit more and got the feel for the waves again. |
picked the right time and swam hard for the boat.

As | closed in, | slowed. | looked over the boat more carefully. | couldn't let myself get in a position
where the \@ves threw the boat on top of me again. | moved around it, studying how it moved. After I'd
watched long enough, | attempted to board. A predictable wave struck and the boat swayed towards
| grabbed a railing and hung on tight. The boat swayed baaktiee way. | let the force of the wave
drag the top half of my body onto the deck. Now, one final quick heave and I'd be aboard.

At this point, | looked up.
| was face to face with a giant boar.

‘Giant boar' may not souraverlyscary. However, I'd li& to point out that matter cannot be created or
destroyed. (I'm going to ignore nucldavel reactions for the moment, because that's the kind of
nuclearlevelreactionignorin' gal | am.) Keanu and the airport thugs had shown me that you could
transformmatter in all kinds of ways. Indeed, you could transform it in ways that, until yesterday, were
seen only in 1950s horror movies. So, 'transform’, yes. Butaotidestroy it. So when a man the size
of George Clooney turns into a giant boar, he turrsagiant boar. With giant tusks. Giant, sharp,
lethal tusks.

And, as | said, | was now face to face with him.
Looked like it was time to abandon ship.
An Enormous Boar
It had taken a lot of effort for me to get partially aboard the boat, howeven €irge | wasn't going
to jump back off until I had no other choice. But the nearness of the Clba@eyneant | wasn't going
to drag myself any further aboard either. | lay there, making soothing noises to the boar. My legs
dangled over the side, waitifigr him to make a move.
He stared back. It looked as if he was trying to work out whether or not | was a threat. | held his gaze

searching for any left over part of George. Had his mind survived the change in form? Did he recognis
me at all? It seemadhlikely. If any part of the human remained in control of the animal after the
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change, then Keanu surely wouldn't have torn Matt Damon to pieces. Or perhaps he would have. | had
no idea how the two of them got along.

Still, it didn't seem safe to rely dbeorge's feelings for me. His boar alter ego could attack any time.

What Icouldrely on was the wave pattern. Right on time, another big one hit my side of the boat. |
took its momentum and pivoted my legs up above the railings. | swung the rest oflynypbloehind
them. The Clooneyoar saw this and tried to charge. However, the wave momentuagasmsthim
and he slid away. | made a perfect dismount from my improvised parallel bars and turned for-the rope
entangled crew member I'd seen earlier.

He wa now dangling over the edge. One more wave and he was over. | grabbed his legs and dragged
him back to safety. | checked his pulse. He was alive. | pulled the remaining ropes off him and hauled
him towards the nearest hatch. | opened it and lowered How loeck. | turned back up to pull the
hatch closed behind me, seconds before the Cleboalycame charging around the deck towards it. He
headbutted the hatch door, knocking me to ground with the impact of the collision.

"Help us," came a voice behimge. "Are you here to help us?"

| spun around. Another wounded crew member lay on the floor, his stomach torn apart. | grabbed a
first aid kit and began to bandage his wounds.

"It's okay," | said. "Everything's going to be okay."
"Enormous pig," he saidThere's an enormous pig."
"I know," | said. "Where are the others?"

He started to cry. "The pig killed Megan. It flew up from the water and landed on top of her. It tore her
apart. We tried to save her. We triee-'tde collapsed in sobs. | held him.

"Shhhhhhk-" | said. "It's okay."
"Stix jumped in the water to rescue Mr Wahlberg. | couldn't see Mr Clooney at all."
| continued to hug him.

"l tried to turn the StoraBrewer off. But the pig attacked us before we could get to the helm. Mr
Spielberg helped me down here and then headed back up. You have to help him."

"l intend to."

Saving Private Spielberg

| placed the two crew members in lisrand made them as comfortable as | could. | then set off to see
if I could save Stephen. | made my way towards one of the hatches closer to the front of the boat and
opened it a crack. | couldn't see any sign of the Clotoay, so pulled myself up oreck.

The waves continued to pound the boat and toss it from side to side. | gained my balance and made my
way around the side of the boat. The Clochegr remained hidden. Feeling braver, | climbed up to the
helm of the boat, where | found Stephen lyiagedown near the controls. Like the crew members, he'd
been gored and blood pooled beside him. | closed and locked the door behind me, before rolling him
over and examining his injuries.
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"Kitty," he said.

| hit the emergency StorBrewer override button and turned back to Stephen.
"Hi, big guy," | said. "Don't worry. Everything's going to be okay."

"I'm never making a movie on the ocean again,” he said.

"You said that aftedaws"

"This time | mean it.'He coughlaughed.

| stroked his head and reached for the radio.

"Joe, you there?"

"Miss Wittgenstein?"

"Yeah. How's Ryan?"

"He's fine. There was a change of plans at his end. He found Mr Wahlberg and
water and went to their rege."

"That's fine. I've shut the StorBrewer off from here."

one of the crew in the

"Excellent. The seas should calm down in a few minutes then. Is everybody okay down there?"

"We have three injured men who need immediate medical treatment."
"Rescue helicopters are on thesy."

Stephen said something. | turned and asked him to repeat it.
"George?" he said. "The boar is George, isn't it?"

| nodded. "Yes."

"Be careful."

A hum began to grow.

"It's okay, Stephen. I've locked him out. We're safe in here.”
"No," he said’lt's the 'Rise from the Depths' scene.”

The hum grew louder.

| looked blankly at Stephen.

"George had a jet propulsion system strapped to him." He coughed some more
of the water."
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My eyes goggled. "You're kidding me. That's wiitt thing is?" I'd seen some machinery strapped to
the back of the boar earlier, but had been too busy trying to avoid being run through with its tusks to
look more closely.

He nodded. The hum was loud now. | turned and looked out the window to $&edheyboar
flying straight at us.

This was ridiculous.
Pigs Might Fly

Ridiculous or not, the Cloondyoar crashed through the window. He flew into the control room, over
my ducking head and into the back door. The lock smashed with the force optwt.irle got to his
feet and shook his head clear.

Before he could regain his senses, | tackled him through the door. The last thing | needed was to
confront the Clooneyoar in these small quarters with a wounded Stephen Spielberg to protect. The
boar and | fell over the back and crashed down to the #leckquealed with the impat¢tmade no
noise, as the landing had knocked the breath out of me. | was going to feel this tomorrow.

| got to my feet. Tried to ignore the pain.

The Clooneyboar was doing the same. | only had a few seconds to spare. Tég wene beginning
to die down, so | didn't have to haiteso careful running about on deck. | therefore changed gears from

careful to reckless and sprinted as fast as | could to the back of the boat.

| didn't need to look over my shoulder to know thedBleyboar was in pursuit. | could hear his
trotting feet closing in. | strained for an extra burst of pace. He lunged as | dove off the back of the boat.

| splashed into the water and surfaced as quickly as | could. The Clboaeflew straight over th
top of me and splashed down thirty metres out to sea. | turned around and swam back to the boat. |
climbed the ladder back onto deck.

I moved to the hatch and opened it. | grabbed the tangled ropes that still lay on deck and waited.

| didn't have to wia long.

With a loud whoosh, the Cloondgpar burst out of the water. He began to arc towards me. | stood my
ground as the hum of his propulsion system grew louder and louder. | continued to stand it as his
bloodied tusks flew closer and closer.

PatienceKitty, patience.

Closer, closer, closer.

Every part of me screamed 'now! | ignored them all and waited half a second longer.

At what seemed well past the last possible moment | hurled the ropes at the flying €loandythen

flung myself backwards down the hatch. I rolled as | hit the ground below.truhagoing to feel this
tomorrow.

28



| got back to my feet and lookedtdhe hatch. The Cloondyoar squealed again as it tried to unravel
itself from my improvised net. The more it squirmed, though, the more thoroughly it seemed to tangle
itself.

| let out a satisfied sigh. No sweat.
Good And Bad News

After the authoritis had sedated the Cloonkgar and gathered everybody else to safety, | sat in the
rescue helicopter taking me back to shore. | ignored the message my mother had left on my mobile an
called the President to update him. Unfortunately, he had an update fdso.

"Do you want the good news or the bad news first?" he said.

"Give me the bad stuff,” | said. Always take the bad news first.

"We've had no luck in finding Alicia Silverstone. She seems to have vanished off the face of the
planet."

| took thisin. "Okay. That's bad news, but I've heard worse. What's the good news?"
"We've found Fred Savage."

"Great. Where is he? Is he in a safe place? Free of adrenaline?"

"Ah. See, now here's the other bit of bad news."

"You hadtwo bits of bad news?"

"Did | say | only had one?"

| had to admit he hadn't.

"Okay, H. What's the other bad news?"

"David Lynch has locked Fred away ®he Wonder Years Movset. He's refusing to let anybody in
to see him."

"David's donavhat??
"We called him and explained the danger Fred was ir'amtlere was a pause, as if he couldn't
believe what he was about to say next. "David decided he was going to include Fred's transformation i

the movie. He's going to film it all.”

"How is he goingo include lycanthropy iThe Wonder Years MoveéNo, don't answer that. It's David
Lynch. It's amazing he didn't think of it sooner."

"We have the set surrounded, but he's refusing to let anybody out. It's a total siege situation."
"l see."

"We were hping you might be able to help out down there. If you're up to it of course. I'd understand
if you're not."
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| felt my bruises. "No, I'm up to it," | said. "I'll be there as soon as | can. Let's see if we can sort
Lynchie out.”

| hung up and changed outry wetsuit.
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CHAPTER THREE

In which there is an attempt to avoid Fred's savagery, a desire for the President to be
more involved and Kitty takes a far worse dive

XXi. Filling Me In
XXii. Lynched
XXiii. Behind The Back Door

XXiV. Where's The President When You Need Him?
XXV. Angles

XXVi. Into The Pit
XXVil. Winnie and Paul
XXViil. Kevin

XXiX. Fred's Savagery
XXX. Towelling Off

Filling Me In

The President picked me up from the helipad. As we sped to David Lynch's closed set, he filled me i
on all the obvious pieces of information | needed to know.

"Lynchie's woking on a closed set. He's sealed the building with gunmen from the Nuremberg trial
scene."

"Nuremberg trial scene?"

He shrugged. He would do that a lot during this conversation. "He's threatened to take down anybod:
who tries to enter. We're quite sure he's bluffing. David's an eccentric-makiag genius. He's not a
murderer." He took a deep breath. "Still..."

"It's not a risk you can take."

He shook his head. "No."

"And he's asked for me?"

"Yep."

This was not a surprise. Lynchie had been trying to get me into his films for years. Usually in scripts
that called upon me to perform all kinds of Sapphic acts. I'd never had time to make an appearance
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before, but it looked as if he saw Fred's problens gsod way of getting me taakesome time. No
doubt he was going to have a halkhd woman puckering up for me as | walked through the door, too.

"Anything else | should know?" | said.
"There isonething," he said. "This is all legal on Lynchie's part
| raised an eyebrow.

"It's true," he said. "His contracts clearly state that he's allowed full, unfettered access to his actors at
all times during the shoot and that he can detain them until he sees fit to let them leave.”

"But surely somebody beirmursed with lycanthropy provides a loophole of some kind?"
"Actually no." He flipped open a contract. "He specifically states in here/angpirism, ghoulism,
lycanthropy, spiritual possession, demonic possesdiuis goes on for several paragraphgll not be

considered grounds for removal from the movié'set.

"Really?" | said. | took the contract and flipped through it. | smiled. You had to hand it to Lynchie. His
lawyers were good. Another thought occurred to me. "What about the children?"

"Children?" said H, looking puzzled. His face cleared in understanding. "Oh. No, there are no
children.”

"But it's the-"

"--Wonder Years movie. Yes, | know. From what | hear, Lynchie's flipped everything around. Kevin,
Winnie, Paul and the other kids arelaing played by adults while the adults are being played by
children.” He paused and shrugged. "And none of the children are on set today."

| sighed. "So poor old Fred sill playing Kevin Arnold?"

"Oh no," corrected the President. "Bill Pullman iayphg Kevin Arnold. Fred Savage is playing
Kevin's mathematics teacher."

| pointed out the problem here. "But he's an adult. Shouldn't the teacher be played by a child?"
He shrugged again. | knew how he felt.

We pulled up and | got out. An important kiwg suit raced over to us with a phone. The President
took it. "Yes, David. Yes, she's right here." He handed me the phone. It was Lynchie.

"Hey, David. What's going on?"

"Just shooting a film, Kate."

"You've got to let Fred go, David. His life is iamger All your lives are in danger.”

"Oh, Kate. You should know by now theterybody'sife is alwaysin danger. That's what life is." He
laughed once and abruptly stopped. "But of course I'll let Fred go. If he needs medical aid, | won't stand

in his way. No film is as important as a man's health."

"Well, that's... good of you, David." | paused, waiting for the trap.
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"You just have to come in and get him that's all."

| nodded. "Of course," | said. And there it was.

Lynched

| made my way past the Kiag posted at the edge of the set. Why they were wearing 'Webster' masks |
couldn't say, but they seemed pleasant enough. They waved me through to the main door.

Sherilyn Fenn, wearing only a miskirt and a floral bikini top, opened the door and offexesnile.
"Kitty," she said.

"Hi Sherilyn."
"Love your hair."

"Thank you." | resisted the urge to flick the stray strand out of my eyes. Sometimes you just don't wal
to give people the satisfaction.

"You probably think David's sent me out here to make out with you," she said. She nodded at the
cameras installed in the walls.

| smiled. "I'm sure there'll be plenty of time for that later, Sherilyn."

"No doubt,"” she said, not returning my smile. "Fomthough I'm here to escort you to the main set.
Follow me."

She turned and walked off. | followed. There didn't seem to be many other options.
"So you're Winnie?" | asked.

"Yes."

"Quite a role.”

"Yes."

| gave up the small talk. We walked in silence for a few more minutes, eventually stopping in a
schoolroom set. Lynchie saw me and bounded over.

"Kate, Kate, Kate! Thank you for coming!"

"Any time, David." | looked past him and saw Fred sitting behiddsk. He'd bulked up more than I'd
ever seen him. This was no doubt in preparation for the B.A. Baracus role in the A Team movie. The
good news was that he was still in human form. | smiled at him. "How are you, Fred?"

“I'm, uh, fine."

"Good. Stay calmEverything's going to be okay."

Lynchie turned around to him also. "Yes, Fred. Pledgstay calm. Everythingill be okay." He

laughed loudly and turned back to me. "Now, Kate. Tell me, how have you been?" He gestured for me
sit down.
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| didn't takethe seat. "I've been extremely busy, David. And as much as | would love to sit and chat,
I'm afraid | don't have time today. So if you don't mind, Fred and | will be leaving.”

He laughed again. "Mind? Of course | don't mind, Kate. Please. Take the apyGwe him the
medical treatment he needs."

"Thank you, David." | looked over to Fred. "Come on Fred, let's go."

Fred got up from the desk and walked over to join me. As we began to leave, David interrupted us
again. This was inevitable. It was neveirg to be that easy.

"Kate," he said.

"Yes, David?"

"Would you mind leaving byhatdoor?" he said. He pointed to a door at the back of the set.

"Why?"

"I'd like to salvagesomethingrom Fred before he leaves. The set behind that door has begnfeet u
one of his final scenesMr Collins' journey through irrationality. If we can just get some footage of the
two of you walking out that way then I'll be most grateful." He smiled, teeth wide. "We can write you in
as his guardian demoness. You'd likat, wouldn't you?"

"Of course." | didn't like it. It was an obvious trap. "Do we have a choice?"

"Oh Kate. Wealwayshave choices. It's just that some choices have awful consequences." Two of his
Websterfaced Nazis touched their machigens to makewse this last point was clear.

It was. Fred and | left by the back door.
Behind The Back Door
After we closed the door behind us, | introduced myself.
"Hi Fred. Kitty Wittgenstein." | held out my hand
"l know," he said, shaking it. "I've been a fan for some time."

"Likewise." That was the small talk done with. | turned to more important issues. "The key thing for
you to do here isot panic No matter what happens, we need you to stay calm.”

"I'll try ."

"Please do," | said. The lights went out. "Come on. Let's keep moving. What's the story here?" | said,
as we started to edge forward.

"I play Mr Collins, Kevin's, uh, math teacher. In the original show he taught Kevin the value of
honesty and selbelief."

"And in the movie?"

"He teaches Kevin about the, uh, the madness of rational thought.”
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We continued to inch forward through the blackness.

"And what can we expect from this scene?"

"I'm not sure. The script said that Mr Collins, brain riddlethyih, cancer, takes a journey into
logical insanity." He paused. "David wouldn't tell me how he was going to show that. He said he, uh,
wanted to take me by surprise.”

"No doubt," | said.

The lights came back on.

In front of us were three red curtaiasd an elaborate sign. It read 'One leads to sanity, two to
madness. Choose'.

| could see where this was headed. The three curtains were exactly the same, so | motioned Fred to
stand back. | took a deep breath and pulled upon the middle one. Behisdhitiwar. | exhaled and
stepped back.

"Are we going this way?" said Fred.

"Just wait."

The left curtain suddenly flew open. An owl hurtled through it. Fred and | both jumped back. "Are you
okay?" | said.

"Fine."

"Good man. Stay calm."

We looked back up. Behind the cuhleashing curtain was an open door that revealed a long, thin
corridor. Several small fires lit the corridor. Around the fires were far too many snakes. It looked
extremely uninviting.

"But we didn't choose this door aigl Fred.

"I know." The sign then startled us again by bursting into flame. The fire melted the words from it.
Beneath that burning layer was a second sign. This one read 'Switch?"

"What's that supposed to mean?" said Fred.

| sighed. "It's a logic puzel It's called the 'Monty Hall' problem. It works like this: You have a choice
of three doors. One of the doors leads to a prize, the other two to nothing. After you make your choice,
one of the doors with nothing behind it is opened. You're then inateditch your original choice to
the remaining closed door."

"So what's the puzzle?"

"Whether or not to switch. Most people's strong intuition is that it makes no difference. That intuition
is wrong. Youdoubleyour chances of choosing the right dooyati switch."

"That doesn't make any sense," said Fred. "Surely it's dififgychoice.”
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"Ah, no." | took a deep breath. "I know that's how it seems. But | promise you that the correct answer
is to switch. I'll explain it to you once we get out of hérewear.” Fantastic. Now | was going to have to
explain the Monty Hall problem. This would no doubt end up being my most difficult challenge of the
day. It always was.

"Oo-okay," said Fred. "I don't get it, but you're Kitty Wittgenstein. | guesskd yeur word for it. So
we switch?"

| thought for a few seconds. "I don't know," | said. "If the script's supposed to be showing the madness
of logic, | don't know whether | should be solving it correctly or incorrectly."

"Oh," said Fred.

Yes, | thought. Oh.

Where's The President When You Need Him?

| thought some more. Obviously, Lynchie hadn't explained the Monty Hall problem to Fred. This was a
clue of some kind, but given how erratic Lynchie was, it wasn't an easy clue. Were we gupEse
solving the problem correctly or incorrectly? Were we supposed to switch or not?

Suddenly, I had it. | turned to Fred. "Come on. Let's go."

"Are we switching?" he said.

"Yes," | said. "But not the way you think. And hopefully not the way Dabviikss either.” | grabbed
his hand and we headed off through the open left curtain. Down Snake Corridor, Lynchie's own little

Raiders tribute.

"Tread heavily," | said. "Let the snakes know we're here. Give them a chance to get away." We walked
on, footstep pounding. "And keep an eye out for giant boulders."

"What?" said Fred.

"Just a joke."

We continued on, unable to see too far ahead in the dim light. The snakes slithered out of our path. |
had no idea whether I'd made the correct decision with thiglooor not. But when dealing with David
Lynch, the best choices were likely to be the ones that seemed most irrational. And stampeding straight
into a room full of snakes seemed highly irrational to me.

It seemed even more irrational a moment later.

We'd made our way to the source of the snakes. It was an enormous pit, inside of which were more
snakes than anybody could ever want to see. They formed a pool of slitheridom. Every now and then, a
lone serpent would make his way to the top of the pileeandpe. We'd been seeing those ones so far.
Now it was time to cross the rest.

"Oh my god," said Fred.

"Don't panic,” | said. | looked up. There were bars above the pit of snakes. They would allow us to
make our way across it, one hand at a time. Itima®ssible to see where it or the pit ended.
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"Can we, uh, turn back?" said Fred.
An evil laugh emerged from behind us.
"l guess not," said Fred, turning white.

| put my hands on his shoulders. "Fred, you have to trust me. This will turn out okay.ijagid
trying to frighten us. He wouldn't do anything to hurt us."

Another evil laugh emerged. This one even closer. Fred grew more pale.

"l swear to you, Fred. Wwill be okay. You're a strong man. You can do this. Just follow me."
| leapt for the bies and started to move along them, over the pit of snakes. Fred followed.
Neither of us looked down.

At that point, the lights went out again.

Angles
"It's okay," | said to Fred. "Just keep moving forward."
"Uh, okay," he said.

The darkness seemedsomehow make the snakes sound louder. An auditory illusion, | knew, but still
an uncomfortable one. We pressed forward one hand at a time.

Half a minute passed.

"You okay, Fred?"

"Sure. You?"

“I'm fi--"

As | said it, | suddenlyasn'tfine. The bar that I'd just grabbed broke, leaving me dangling by one
hand. My right foot dipped into the pool of snakes, which slithered over it. | jerked it out as Fred
bumped into my back.

"Hold it a second, Fred. We have a bad bar."

| pulled myself up and stretched out for the next bar along from the broken one. | put some weight or
it. It held. 1 swung to the next bar, which also held and continued forward. | called for Fred to follow,

warning him of the missing bar.

As we continuedorward, a creaking noise started up. There was a crunch, like gears changing, and
then the bars began to tilt down.

Fabulous.

| sped up. "Fred," | said. "Let's move a little faster.”
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"Okay," he said.

The bars continued to rotate downward. | raisedegyg to make sure | avoided a repeat of the snake
pit foot-dangling episode. | continued to move forward, hand over hand, as fast as possible.

"How are you going, Fred?"
"I'm fine."

The angle grew steadily steeper. Each swing brought us further bbbgrs but also closer to the top
of the pit. By now, my knees were up as high as | could raise them. Still the bars continued to tilt.

"Fred," | said.

"Uh, yes."

"We're going up. Can you pull yourself on top of the bars?"
"I think so."

"Good. Let'sdo it." | pulled myself through the gap onto the top of the bars. | continued to crawl
forward. | could hear Fred right behind me. Up ahead | could see a faint light.

"Keep going," | said. "We're almost there."
We continued crawling forward towards thghit. The bars continued to tilt at a steeper and steeper

angle. Eventually | saw the catch. The light was below the level of the pit. It was an exit, but we were
going to have to go through the snakes to get to it.

Into The Pit

| broke the news to Frg@ood news: We have an exit. Bad news: It's through the snakes) and
explained my plan. Such as it was.

"Okay, Fred. Here's what we do. #thl gulped. "I'm going to dive through the snakes to the exit. You
need to follow as close as you can, throughgdye | make."

He nodded.

"Don't worry. These snakes are harmless. David's not crazy enough to use venomous snakes." (Please,
Lynchie, don't be that crazy.)

| took a deep breath.

"Okay. Stick close," | said. It had been quite a day for diving. I'd taledlserg's giant waves over the
snake pit any day. Still, | saw no other option. | dove into the snakes.

There was only a very small distance of snakes to wade through. My rational side knew this. My less

rational side felt like | was drowning in the creatures. | shuddered my way through them as fast as |
could. | came out through the exit into an empty, gilitlroom.
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| leapt up and removed my shirt, throwing the tiny, wriggling snakes that had made their way in there
to the ground. | jumped up and down, shaking, trying to also remove the feeling of creepiness that
enveloped me. This proved much more diffic

Fred soon came through behind me. He reacted exactly the same way. He threw his shirt off and
trembled. | chose hypocrisy.

"It's okay, Fred. There's no need to panic. We're out of there now. We're going to be okay." He
continued to shake. | gave hemguick hug. "We're safe now."

This proved very much a lie.

With another cranking of gears, the walls began to move in. Threepio? Oh Mr President. Where are
you when we need you?

"Come on. Time to go." | grabbed my top and took off down the narrowainglor. Fred followed.
This was not good. Fred's adrenaline had to be climbing. How long did we have before he changed?

| turned and looked at him. He was straining, but still in human form. | stopped and motioned him to
keep going. | pointed to the doainead. "You go first,” | said. "You're bigger. You have less time to get
out." This was true, but it wasn't the reason | wanted him in front. If he was going to transform, | didn't
want him to do so behind me. | felt I'd earned some kind of warning keefoild lycanthrope tore me to
pieces.

Fred charged through the door as the corridor continued to thin. I followed right behind him and fount
myself sliding down a chute. | burst through the bottom and landed on top of Fred as he was rising to |
feet.

| apologised. We helped one another up.

Bright lights came on and baksavy music started. We were in a ballroom, surrounded by circus
freak dancers in formal attire.

| couldn't speak for Fred, but suddenly | felt underdressed.

| put my top back on. Tik helped a little.
Winnie and Paul

I'm not one to judge people by how they look. | use the phrase 'circus freak' only because | can't thin
of a fitting politically correct euphemism. I'm aware that, by any sane definition, I'm as physically
unusual asny random group of dwarves, conjoined twins, bearded ladies and so forth. I'm also aware
there's nothing in any of our deformities that define the kind of person we are. But it had been a long
day. The mix of the spooky music, Lynchian imagery and the ttikough the pit of snakes had sapped
me of my tact.

We were surrounded by circus freaks dressed in eveningwear. | was not willing to say it any other
way.

For now, they seemed harmless. In addition, the room seemed to not be caving in on us. Nor was it
opening up to reveal a serpentine pit. All seemed safe. This had to be bad news.

"Come on," | said. "Let's get out of here."
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We started to work our way through the dancing freaks. There was an exit at the back of the room. We
moved past a fireating ma and a human pincushion woman dancing an elaborate tango.

"Collins," whispered a voice. Fred and | turned. The devil was on top of a table. He saw us and
screamed at us. "You're gomtiaAnd then something inaudible. He jumped onto a chandelier. His fac
bent into further evil. The chandelier burst into flames. "l said 'you're gonna (inaudible)!!™

"You heard him," came a voice behind us. We turned back. It was Kyle McLachlan (Paul) and
Sherilyn Fenn (Winnie). They were dressed as ninjas. | took thigém they were itching for a fight.

The freaks had meanwhile danced their way into a circle around us. We were now enclosed in a
makeshift, um, ninjighting ring. Kyle and Sherilyn moved towards us, kicking the air like idiots. They
weren't frighteningAt his current size, Fred could take both of them down. The question was whether he
could do it without pushing his adrenaline too high. I'd been impressed with how cool he'd been so far.
But there had to be a limit. If we could avoid a fight, we should.

"Sherilyn. Kyle. Please. Don't do this. Your lives are at risk. Let us go."

"You'll have to do better than that, demoness," said Sherilyn, not breaking character. She kicked at me.
| ducked and she hit a belly dancer behind me. Ouch. | rolled awakdddor the cameras. If | could
take them out, there'd be no point in continuing the scene. No luck. The cameras were too well hidden.

Kyle moved in on Fred. He threw a punch. Fred swayed away, but not quickly enough. The blow
glanced his chin. He swuriack but Kyle ducked under it. | had to give Kyle credit. He made a better
teenage nerd ninja than | might have at first imagined.

Sherilyn, on the other hand, was hopeless. The woman has many fine skills and qualities. The matrtial
arts seemed not to ba@of them. She hurled herself at me again. | swayed to one side and this time she
hit a man on stilts. She knocked him into a sword swallower, unhealthily for all concerned.

Kyle and Fred fought on. Kyle was fast and agile and beyond Fred's ability to combat. Of course, this
was only going to be the case while Fred was human. | was sure that once Fred became a werebeast of
whatever kind, Kyle's ninjgssms would no longer savem.

| was so sure of this fact | had no desire to see it proven. | grabbed one of the stilts and hit Kyle on the
back of the head. He dropped.

| helped Fred up. Time to go.
Kevin
Sherilyn tried to block us.

"Don't even think about it," | said. "You mégok great in a ninja costume. But that's the extent of it." |
raised the stilt into a swinging position. She backed away.

The freaks parted also. Fred and | made our way towards the back door.
"Almost there Fred,” | said. "Stay ca

My mantra was interrupted by Bill Pullman tackling me.
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"Kitty!" yelled Fred. He dragged Bill off me and hurled him away. He leaned down and helped me to
my feet.

"Duck!" | said, and pushed him down. Sherilyn flew over theaops. The woman had no idea. By
now Bill had regained his feet. He charged back towards us. | had to admit the makeup people had do
a good job. Bill looked just like an older Kevin Arnold. This meant, of course, that he looked just like
Fred. Fred seendeto find this infuriating.

Before | could stop him, he'd charged towards Bill. The two of them locked together, wrestling one
another to the ground. Bill dropped an elbow into Fred's nose. Blood gushed out.

Enraged, Fred hurled Bill off him. He leapthis feet and began pounding Bill.
"l hate you, Kevin Arnold. I'valwayshated you!" he screamed.

Bill tried to resist but Fred's existential fury was too much for him. He collapsed under Fred's flood of
blows.

| raced over and pulled Fred off him. Hisart was pounding. | had to calm him down. Now.

"It's all right, Fred," | said, in my most soothing tone. "Come on. Let's get out of here. Breathe." To
help with this last command, | made him lean his head back in an attempt to stop the nosebleed.

We mntinued to walk. | continued to talk.

"You're doing great, Fred. Keep breathing as deep as you can.”

| opened the back door. We walked past the Wellatexd Nazis. One of them reached for his gun.
"Don't even think it," said Fred.

"I'd listen to him’ | said.

The Nazi took the hint and let us go. We went through one final door and found ourselves in the opel
air. Security rushed towards us.

"We did it, Fred," | said. "We made it out of there."
He raised his fists in triumph. "We did it!" he yelled.

He dropped his arms around me and celebrated by kissing me. This was clearly something he'd wan
to do for some time.

It turned out to be a large mistake.
Fred's Savagery
He fell to the ground and moaned.
"No," | said. All that effort to get out dfynchie's mad death traps without changing and a stupid kiss

pushed him over? | knelt down beside him. "Fred, listen to me. Please resist this." | doubted this would
work but | had to try. "Please, Fred."
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Fur grew over his hands. Thisasn'tworking. Itwas too late. He was changing. Blast!

I moved away from him. "Some tranquilisers please!" | shouted. Nobody seemed to move.
"Tranquilisers please!!" | yelled again.

President Ford ran around the corner with a couple of armed men. "You heard the woman," he said.
"Get some tranquilisers into Mr Savage."

"What the hell is that?" said one of the gunmen.

"Enough talk!" ordered H. "Shoot him."

It was too late. Fred hasgkbome a grizzly bear. He stood and bellowed.

"Oh my--" said the frazzled gunman. He dropped his gun and fled. The other one fired. He hit the
Fredbear in the leg. He roared some more and charged at me. | backed off. I'd seen what had happened
to poor oldBill Pullman when Fred was inumanform. | had no desire to mess with him in Savage
Grizzly form.

| rolled over the top of the car. The Savdgezzly jumped after me, denting the car door.

"Shoot him again!" yelled the President.

The Savagé&srizzly dimbed onto the roof of the car. He looked down for me. | rolled under the car
and came out the other side. The bear worked it out a few seconds later. He spun around and leapt off
after me. Another dart took him in the neck.

He reeled back, stunned. Hese to his hind feet and roared once more.

"Again!" yelled the President.

Another dart. This one missed. Perfect. Nice shooting guys. He's a giant bear! How do you miss him?

The Savagé&srizzly lunged at me. His paw passed within whooshing distance oéceging face. |
spun around and hid behind another car. The Sa@aigely didn't even attempt to follow my path. He
charged straight into the car, knocking it to one side.

So much for that hiding spot.

"Again!!" yelled the President.

This time,two darts flew through the air and into the hide of The Sa&ggezly. | turned. Lynchie
had emerged from his closed set and taken up the gun of the missing gunman. | had no idea what to

make ofthat particular fact.

The bear went down to the ground. He liiisl best to regain his feet but the commands from his brain
seemed not to be making it to his limbs. He fell over and lost consciousness.

About this point, | found the one bright side in this situation. | wasn't going to have to explain the
Monty Hall problem to Fred.

It wasn't much comfort.
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Towelling Off
The Fredbear was taken away for further examination. The President came over and sat beside me.
"We were so close, H," | said.
"Yeah."
"He kept his cool through all Lynchie's weirdness. FHen
"I know," said the President. He hugged me. | changed the subject.

"It's going to be a good movie, | think. Although | haneeidea what inspired them to hire Lynchie to
do The Wonder Years

"l think they wanted to surprise the audience."”

"I think theywill." I smiled. "Any word about Alicia?"
He shook his head.

"Bruce?" | asked.

"Is still working on a cure."

"He should take a break."

"Youshould take a break. We've got you a suite. Why don't you go have a shower, get some rest? ['ll
call you if we hear anything about Alicia."

| took his advice. A shower sounded good. | needed to get the feeling of snake off me. H got me into
limo and lwas driven back to the hotel. | took the chance to return my mother's call.

"Oh, Katherine. Good of you to call me back."

"I'm sorry. Things came up. An emergency."

"Yes. Well, thingsalwaysseem to be coming up these days."

| couldn't deny that, so din't bother trying.

"Will you be making it for dinner tonight?" she asked.

"No, I'm afraid not. I'm still in LA."

Her silence made for a guilt infusion.

"l can't talk long, mother. | just called to apologise. Tell Baz I'm sorry too."
"He'll be very dsappointed, Katherine."

"I know. I'll make it up to you. | promise."”

43



Another guiltsilence.
"I'll speak to you later, mother."

I hung up, checked into my suite and took a shower. A long one that ended only when the phone rang.
| wrapped a towel arounade and answered. It was the President.

"We've found Alicia."

"Is she okay?"

"No." Pause. "A driver will be waiting for you in front of the hotel in five minutes."

"Five minutes? You don't believe in giving a girl much time to get ready, do you?"

"Justcome as you are. I'm sure you look stunning."

| looked at the towel. "Nevertheless. | think | should change."

| did so and raced down to the lobby where my driver met me. He helped me into the limo and we
drove off. It took me about thirtfive secondso realise something was wrong. | checked the locks. |

checked the windows. | checked the divider between the driver and me. Yep, I'd been kidnapped. That
gualified as 'something wrong'.
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