We are again visiting the town of Smiley, Texas, some twenty years ago during the age of Reagan and voodoo economics. 

Remember those days when the tired old man we elected king made us feel good about ourselves, with a gift of gab and a wife who believed more in astrology than Jerry Falwell. 

Back to the story at hand… 

I was riding this night the city’s only ambulance with my paramedic partner Rock Gambino, a man who had known many paths to happiness. 

At one time Gambino claimed to be having been an Army intelligence officer in Vietnam, swearing he warned both LBJ and General Westmoreland that the enemy would never give up, no matter how great our superior technology. 

However, Rock told me over a glass of white wine, he’d briefly dated the actress Jane Fonda, swearing she had proposed marriage to him before Ted Turner, “snaked her right from under his nose.” 

I held these assertions with a slender grain of salt, but Gambino swore up and down he had been a porn star in Branson, Missouri, catering to the little old women who loved Donnie and Marie Osmond. 

I refused to watch his movies, but careful not to insult his vintage trademark, for Rock was a good medic. 

And an awful driver. 

“Rock, every time you drive for me, by the end of the shift the brakes are smoking! Do you have to take each intersection like we are hauling moonshine?” 

“I’m sorry Doc; I thought you wanted us to get there as soon as possible.” 

“Yes, but in one piece, you almost ran that blind man into a ditch back there, didn’t you see the poor fella trying to cross the street with his seeing eye dog?” 

“Ah heck Doc, I could tell he was faking it.” 

“How could you tell?” 

“The fella was walking in a straight line, if he’d been truly blind he would have crossed the street in a zig zag pattern.” 

Gambino could come up with the most outlandish explanations for anything knowing full well no one would bother to verify his accuracy for such outlandish boulder dash.

I just shook my head and prayed we did not hit any taxpayers during our ride together. 

With our tour of duty about over, the sun was starting to peek its head over Smiley.

The 911 caller had indicated a fall victim with the possibility of an attempted suicide. 

Gambino told me, “If it bleeds, it leads.” 

“What on earth does that mean Rock?” 

“I don’t really know, Doc, but it sounds good doesn’t it?” 

“I have no idea, but if this is a true suicide please be nicer to this patient than you did the last near miss we had.” 

“You mean the naked man who jumped into his neighbor’s empty pool?” 

“Precisely, Rock, you called that poor fool the dumbest Texan since Tommy Tune, and he almost hit you.” 

“Well, he was also the luckiest cowboy this side of Gene Autry because the pool owner’s son just happened to have placed a trampoline underneath the diving board and when the neighbor went to kill himself he ended up bouncing up and down for fifteen minutes.” 

“Yep, somebody reported him to NASA as a UFO, do you remember that Rock?” 

“How could I forget?” 

“Well just stay cool, I’m tired of writing incident reports to the Mayor’s office about your sharp tongue, okay?” 

“Yes, Doc, I read you loud and clear.” 

“Good, you know Mayor Ray Bob is just itching to fire you.” 

Gambino nodded back at me as well pulled up to a darkened alley which looked like the backdrop of a Tennessee Williams’s play. 

There was a dazed man lying underneath the bottom rung of an external fire escape, slightly bleeding, with a broken belt loosely adorned around his neck. 

The patient was hysterical because his wife had left him for another woman on this New Year’s Eve, and without his knowledge, had proceeded to run up a $5.000.00 bill on their mutual Master Card account. 

Yet this taxpayer wanted his wife back, and was pleading with the police officer standing next to us to try and reach her by phone. 

Rock and I checked the poor soul out, and it appeared like this distraught jumper was none the worse for wear. 

Gambino asked him, “How far did you fall partner?” 

“Oh, just one flight, as I was trying to get the belt around my neck, it broke and I fell down.” 

“I see, are you okay, do you want us to take you to the Emergency Room so you can speak to a shrink?” 

“No, I’ll wait here for my dearly beloved.” 

Just then we heard a commotion behind us. Screaming every profanity known in Spanish, a very large and eternally unattractive woman arrived, cussing her much smaller husband for interrupting her bubble bath with her female companion. 

I kid you not, sport’s fans, this was the ugliest woman I’d ever seen. 

Rock, calmly, and without further adieu, removed his own belt, handing it to the cowering husband, with this instruction, “Do you want to try again?” 
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